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“Oh, come on Liv! I have Haribos!” Beth pouted “you
know I need it.” 


Rolling my eyes at her, I laughed. “Why is it so damn
important that you wear my red dress?” I asked, even though I had an inkling of
why she was so desperate to claim it. 


“Because I need sex tonight...desperately, I’m so
bloody horny Liv!” she replied, not noticing the slight giggle I was trying to
hide under my breath. “Mmmm, why is my red dress gonna help you get laid?” 


 


I looked at her, she was stunning…Greek goddess
stunning; blonde hair, blue eyes and a figure to die for with long, long legs,
trim waist and large breasts. “You don’t need any help to get a bloke.”


 She turned to look at me, grinning widely “Because I
look goooood in it.”


 


Frowning and wondering how the hell she already knew
she looked good in it, I took my chance. “Haribos, wine and don’t fucking leave
me alone with Tom tonight and it’s yours.” 


Screaming, she flung her arms round me. “You got it
girl, but what’s wrong with Tom? You know he wants you, don’t you think it’s
about time you tried sex, you’re gonna love it!” she said, looking at me under
her eye lashes and giggling. 


 


Rolling my eyes at her again, I turned away, sighing,
“You know why. I want to wait till it’s someone I like, I’m only 18 for god’s
sake, I’m sure I’m not gonna die a dried up old virgin yet!” 


 


It was important to me, just because everyone else
seemed to give it up for any lad that smiled at them. I wasn’t frigid or
against sex and I thought I was a decent-ish looking, petite 5ft 3” curvy, but
slim girl, with long wavy brown hair and huge brown eyes, but I just hadn’t
found a lad that did it for me. I couldn’t remember any male attention that
made me hot and ready.  


 


Sensing Beth’s stare on me I turned back to her. “What?”
I snapped.  


“Hey, what you wearing anyway?” she asked, changing
the topic. 


“Even if you don’t wanna get nailed you still need to
attract the men” she laughed “just enjoy their attention, it can still make you
feel good girl.”


“Jeans” I deadpanned knowing it would wind her up
terribly.


 


Noticing the shocked look on her face, I couldn’t hold
in the grin. 


God, I loved winding her up. According to Beth, every
girl on campus should look good at all times, even when they’re sound asleep or
sat on the loo.  


 


Bringing her eyebrows together, she looked at me. “No
Fucking way Liv, it’s a Christmas party, you can’t wear jeans and I won’t let
you” she stomped off towards her room.  


 


Walking over to my wardrobe I took a look inside. My
favourite red dress had been claimed, leaving my black, tight lacy dress, which
I had a feeling Tom would see as an invitation to stare at my breasts all
night, or my blue dress. 


 “Blue it is then” I thought to myself pulling it out,
and giving it a quick whiff to see if it still smelled fresh.  “Eugh, maybe
not” I wrinkled my nose, starting to panic I shouted “ANYBODY GOT ANY FEBREZE?”
to the rest of my flat mates. 


 


 


***


 


An hour later we approached the block of flats on the
university digs; Beth and Lexi, already half plastered on cheap wine, and me
attempting to pull my clingy blue dress down to try and reach my knees.  


 


“Relax girl” Beth grumbled “what’s up with you
tonight? You sooo need a man.” 


Sick of hearing the same thing I glared at her. “For
Fucks sake Beth, leave it! Why don’t you try NOT getting screwed for one
night?” I bit back. 


She gasped and put her hand to her chest, looking at
Lexi “What did she just say?” she asked her.


Lexi looked at me and snorted “You’ve no fucking hope
Liv, hell hasn’t frozen over yet!” 


 


From out of nowhere a huge lad came barreling over and
scooped lexi up and swung her round. “Babe, I missed you” he grinned, leaning
her over and giving her the sweetest kiss ever.  


“Put me down, Pete!” she giggled but the twinkle in
her eyes, gave away how much she was in love with him. 


 


Lexi and Pete had been together for over 3 years and
moved to the same university from the same college. I only met Lexi when I
moved into the student digs on the first day of term but we hit it off together
straight away, both having the same taste in music, films and of course wine. 


She’d turned out to be a quiet girl but when she hit
the wine, boy, did she get loud and wild; everybody who knew her groaned and
ran for cover when she got the corkscrew out. 


We’d had many a fun, loud drunken night since I
started at uni.  


 


Beth and I however had been best friends since we were
at primary school and always seemed to know what the other was thinking. We
moved from primary to secondary school, then college and university together. I
couldn’t have asked for a greater friend. 


We went through hell together when my dad died, both
of us clinging to each other in our grief.


 


My dad had been a surrogate dad to Beth, when her own
dad had buggered off and left Beth and her mum struggling with all the gambling
debts he left behind. 


My dad had bonded with Beth when I brought her home
for tea one day after school and she had treated our house as her own from that
day on.


 


Pete
carried a giggling Lexi up the stairs to the flat, while me and Beth followed on
behind. 


The
music was bouncing through the walls as we climbed, the smell of cigarette
smoke and cannabis permeating the air the moment we entered the pulsing flat.  


It
was packed to the rafters, hot and sweaty bodies brushing against each other.
There were a few couples already making out in the corners and two girls
practically having sex on one of the threadbare couches. 


 


I
had a headache approaching as soon as I squeezed myself between the wall and
the mass of people. 


Beth
had already gone on the hunt for a willing, testosterone fuelled male and Lexi
and Pete were talking to a group of people in the kitchen.  


 


I
wandered over to the alcohol table, picking up a bottle of lager, and turned to
survey the room.


Taking
a swallow of the cool liquid, I had an odd feeling I was been watched, the
hairs on the nape of my neck stood up, my breathing accelerated and my ears
started pounding.  


Looking
around, trying to see through the thick smoke, I could make out a figure across
the room, leaning on the wall, one foot propped up on the wall behind him, with
a bottle to his lips. 


It
was hard to see him properly but I had an overwhelming feeling he was staring
at me. 


 


Shivering,
I twisted around to bang straight into a hard, male body. “Feeling me up,
already Liv?” he laughed. 


Looking
up into his face I could see he’d had a lot to drink, his face was red and
sweaty, his breath could’ve got a rhino pissed and his eyes were half closed. 


“Shit”
I swore under my breath. I tried to prise him away as his arm snaked round my
waist, making a beeline for my breast. 


 


Looking
round desperately for Beth, knowing she’d abandoned me, I scanned the room for
Lexi or Pete, knowing that they were in the kitchen and wouldn’t be of any help
either. 


 


Leering
at me, Tom pressed me up against the wall, smelling my hair and putting his
mouth to my ear. ‘Come on Darling, wearing a dress like that, you’re asking for
a fuck!’ he spat through his teeth. 


“Shit,
Fuck, Bugger!” I flustered quietly. 


Tom’s
hand had now found my hip and he was grinding his erection into my stomach.  “Look,
Tom” I tried, “I think you’re a great bloke but I’m not interested in a
relationship at the moment.” Peering up at him I was starting to freak out a
bit. 


“Me
either darling, but you know I wanna have a relationship with your hot pussy!”
he smirked. 


Pushing
as hard as I could into his chest, I managed to shove him back and he stumbled,
leaving a tight gap for me to manoeuvre myself out of.  I scurried to the
kitchen in search of my friends.


 


 Finding
Lexi, I stayed by her side for a while until I saw that Tom had managed to hit
it off with ‘Slutty Sarah’ from my course. 


Breathing
a sigh of relief I went back in the room for another lager, the music was
playing at an alarming volume and the bodies were still swaying to the up-tempo
beat.  


 


That’s
when I felt it again, the sensation of been watched. I viewed the room but
turned exactly to the man staring at me, an eerie knowledge of where to look. 


He
was watching me intently, not taking his eyes off me even when he took a long
pull on his bottle. 


The
blue smog of the room had cleared a little and my view had now considerably
improved. There was a girl stood at the side of him, jabbering in his ear,
desperately trying to get his attention but he didn’t seem to notice her. I
couldn’t remove my eyes from his. 


 


My
throat restricted, my mouth was suddenly too dry and all my body was covered in
goose pimples.  Fuck me! He was an Adonis! He had the most amazing body, full
of muscles and ripples, his face was made from the gods, his head was full of
blonde curls, and his chin was square with a dimple, but his eyes. Oh. My. God.
His eyes were the purest, brightest blue I’d ever seen. 


 


He
pushed himself off the wall, put his beer down and started walking towards me,
slowly making his way through the crowd but never looking away as I gradually
retreated until my back hit the wall.


 Sliding
up to me he placed one hand on the wall at the side of my face and enclosed me
entirely in his huge frame. 


He
stood gazing at me for a minute or two, just… gazing. His amazing blue eyes
never closed or shifted from mine as he slowly leaned down and brushed his lips
over mine, oh so gently. 


 


He
grinned slightly as I shivered and then came down again. This time the kiss was
more intense, putting his lips over mine and claiming me. His other hand came
up to cup my cheek as his tongue swiped delicately over my bottom lip demanding
for me to open up to him; I did. 


As
his tongue entered my mouth and started the playful dance with mine, my core
lit up, shooting straight down into my lower stomach, a dull ache sparking an
immense feeling of lust down into my inner thighs. 


It
was such an alien feeling and I was already wishing his hands would slip under
my dress and take care of this goddam throb for me. 


 


My
hands reached up for his hair of their own accord, like I’d got no control over
them. I pulled him closer and could feel his erection throbbing through his
jeans, telling me exactly that he was reacting the same way I was. 


 


His
hands slid behind me, glided down my back and rested on my bottom pulling me
closer to his hard body. My breathing hitched and a small moan escaped my
mouth. He growled low in response and pulled his mouth away from mine. 


 


“Hi”
he said, a sexy slow grin appearing on his face. 


“Uhh,
Hi” I whispered, shocked by the way my body had reacted to him. 


His
gaze lowered from my eyes to my mouth and then back up. “Nate” he declared
holding out his hand for shaking. 


“Liv”
I replied with a slight smile and a handshake of my own. 


 


His
eyebrows lifted slightly as he asked “Do you?” 


I
gave him a puzzled look “Do I What?” 


Smirking
at me and taking my jaw in his grasp, he brushed his thumb across my bottom lip,
“Live?” he questioned. 


Laughing
at his sly smile and twinkling eyes, I placed my hands against his arse and
pulled him back toward me. “Not yet” I sighed. 
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3 YEARS LATER


 


Naked
and starting to sweat and panic, I looked at myself in the full length mirror. 


It
was the last day of uni and we had all graduated with high marks. 


Now
we were packing our belongings into huge brown boxes ready for the move back
home. 


 


I’d
managed to secure a placement at one of London’s large, prestigious
communication business’s as an apprentice, Beth had to continue studying to
become a doctor and Lexi was starting at a primary school in September as a
teacher’s assistant, hoping to climb her way up to a head teacher status.


 Nate
was waiting to hear on a couple of apprentiships, getting rather worried about
the situation because as yet he hadn’t heard from any. 


He
didn’t have a great relationship with his parents and didn’t want to go back
home to live. 


 


Bringing
my mind round to the present problem I started to feel sick. What the hell was
I going to do? Everything was going pear shaped and the timing couldn’t have
been worse.  


Nate
was due to pick me up in an hour, taking me out for our final night here and I
was starting to wonder how the night was going to pan out. 


 


I
pulled myself away from the mirror and dressed in Nate’s favourite underwear, pulling
on my favourite tight black jeans and I teamed it with my red frilly blouse. It
was important that I looked good for him tonight. 


 


Looking
a bit despondent when he had grabbed me at the end of my last lecture, he said
he had news and that he would pick me up at seven.  


Giving
me a sweet, gentle kiss and brushing my cheek with the back of his knuckles, I had
felt the tension rolling off him and I wondered if he’d worked it out.
Panicking slightly I had looked at him intently and asked if there was a
problem. “Later”’ was all he had said as he stalked off, leaving me to watch
his retreating back and his beautiful backside. 


 


Emptying
my makeup out on my dresser, I started to carefully smoke up my eyes, applying
lip gloss and a little mascara.


When
I heard his bike pull up, I Slipped into my red heels as I took a large calming
breath and tried to hold back the tears that had been threatening to surface
since this morning’s news, when my world came crumbling down on my shocking
discovery. 


 


Nate
opened my room door; giving me a smile that I noticed didn’t reach his eyes. 


He
reached for me and pulled me into his arms, enclosing me in his scent. He
always smelled delicious, musky with a hint of spice, part cologne and very
much his own mouth-watering goodness.


 “Hey,
Baby” he sighed softly, resting his chin on my head, inhaling my scent as he
always did when I was held tight against him, as though he needed me to breathe.



“You
okay?” I asked anxiously. He pulled in a breath and sighed before he drew me
away from him and placing his hands on my upper arms, he slid them up and down
as in an attempt to warm me up even though I wasn’t cold. 


“Mmmm”
he grumbled, “You ready?” 


Smiling
at him as he put on my leather jacket for me, I picked up my bag and slipped it
over my head, placing it across my shoulders, the only way to secure it to my
body on his bike. 


 


We
sped through the city, approaching the countryside at a worrying velocity.
Something was definitely on his mind and I was beginning to worry. 


Passing
pubs and restaurant’s I wondered where we were going, thinking we were going
out for lunch. 


Nate
steered the bike down a long, gravelly road and pulled it to a stop at the side
of a beautiful, peaceful lake. 


 


Dismounting
the bike and removing my helmet, I took a look around and realised we were in a
stunning secluded spot; the place was surrounded by full, green trees and
water. 


The
calm, ripples of the lake gave an absolute tranquil feel, making me stretch my
arms up and roll my head round my shoulders. 


 


Nate
stalked towards the bike and lifted the seat before pulling out a container, a bottle
of my favourite wine and a blanket. 


Shaking
out the blanket he laid it on the ground, sat down and opened the carton of
food and patted the space beside him. 


 


Lowering
myself down onto the blanket he leaned over and gave me a stunning kiss. 


“I
love you Liv… so fucking much, baby” he simply stated, his sharp eyes blazing. 


My
heart was pounding in my chest; it always did when he was near, always giving
me his total attention when he was with me. 


“I
love you too, baby” I replied, and I did, an overwhelming love that threatened
to suck the entire life out of me from the first time he kissed me at the
Christmas party. 


 


Over
the years our love had deepened, he was my soul mate and I was his. We both
adored each other with a passion neither of us had ever felt before; we needed
each other to breathe, to survive and to live.


We
had been inseparable since that night and our passion had soared from the first
time we made love, making us both in awe of how intense our sexual chemistry
was; it was hot, extreme and mind blowing all at the same time.


 


 Pulling
the cork on the wine he poured us both a glass, and placed a bowl with salad,
cheese, cold meats and crusty bread between us. 


Picking
up a small tomato, he popped it in his mouth and fed me one then continued feeding
me in silence, never taking his eyes off mine until the food was all gone. 


 


Taking
a sip of his wine he turned to me, “I’ve been offered a great job, Liv” he
revealed suddenly.


Grinning
broadly, finally relaxing that everything might be okay when I told him my
news, I flung my arms round his neck. ‘It’s about time,’ I declared “See, I
told you one would come along.” 


 


He
was quiet for a few moments until he refused to look at me as he uttered the
words that changed my life forever, “It’s in Edinburgh.” 


I
sucked in a heavy breath and gaped at him, “Oh!” I countered. 


 


He
searched my face, running his finger across my eyes and down my nose. “It’s my
dream job, everything I was hoping for when I left university” he breathed. 


He’d
been hoping to get into the technology business after uni, giving him the
opportunity to live away from his parents while being able to support himself
financially. 


 


Taking
a deep breath and looking honestly into his eyes I said “Then you must take it,
Nate,” I gulped and carried on “you need this, you’ve wanted this, and by god
you’ve worked hard studying for it, we’ll be fine. There’s phones and trains,
we can meet half way once a month and phone every night. It’s always been your
ambition to do this, baby. Don’t turn it down for me.” 


 


I
glanced away, trying to blink back the tears that were pushing into my eyes,
steadying my breath and putting my arms around my middle, driving away the
crushing feeling that was strangling me. 


I
felt his hand stroke down my hair, holding the back of my neck he turned me to
him “Oh Liv!” His voice sounded as strangled as I felt, “If I take it, I have
to leave tomorrow. The job starts in two days and they’re only holding the
position for me till then.”


 


A
choked sob escaped my throat when I stood and walked to the water’s edge as I
demanded myself not to let him see my shock, tears and utter devastation.


 


I
turned into him as I felt his arms slide round my waist and his mouth nuzzled
my neck. 


I
inhaled his scent and engrained it to my memory as I returned his embrace with
a fierce hug, holding on for dear life and so afraid of letting him go. 


 


“I
need to do this, Liv” he said softly. 


Peering
upwards I whispered “I know, Nate.” 


He
slung his arms under my legs, lifting me and walked us over to the blanket before
he laid me gently down, spreading himself out beside me. 


His
hand caressed my face and he lowered his lips to mine, and then kissed me,
fervently but so tenderly for a long moment. 


 


“Make
love to me, Nate” I said stroking his cheek. 


A
low groan rumbled from his throat as he brought his lips back to mine, kissing
me with a new found passion, as though he wanted to consume me and never let me
go. 


His
fingers skated down my neck followed by his lips, kissing the shivering trail
his fingers had left. 


As
his hand reached my breast, his thumb circling my nipple, my back arched and I
pushed my heavy breast further into him. 


 


His
thigh slid over mine and I could feel his hard cock throbbing against me,
shouting for its release. 


He
slowly opened each of the buttons of my shirt, kissing the skin between each
one as it appeared. Taking my bra encased nipple into his mouth, he nibbled and
sucked it making me moan and grind my hips into him. 


 


Lifting
me up, he removed my blouse and undid the clasp on the back of bra, freeing my breasts
into the open summer air. “So beautiful, so fucking beautiful” he murmured as
his eyes raked over me, the passion and love burning through my skin. 


 


Popping
the button on my jeans he pulled them off my legs and drew me onto his lap.
Taking my lips on him again he reached up to cup my breast, rolling my nipple
round his thumb and finger making me gasp and grind my sex on his bulging jean
clad lap. 


 


His
hand continued down to cup my mound, slightly flicking my clit as he tugged my knickers
to the side and inserted a finger before he took my breast to his lips, sucking
and slurping the more aroused he got. 


 


My
breath quickened and a low moan escaped my lips. “Oh Nate” I sighed, letting my
head drop back. 


“That
feel good, baby?” he asked, groaning against the swell of my chest and entering
another finger. “God, Yes!” I cried, aroused beyond restraint, “I need you
inside me, I need to feel you, Nate” I whimpered as I rode his fingers. 


 


Laying
me gently onto my back on the ground, he leaned up and pulled his t-shirt over
his head causing me to take a sharp breath at the sight of his lean chest. God,
this man was beautiful. 


 


He
slipped off his jeans and boxers, and after leisurely sliding my knickers down,
he loomed over me, nudging at my entrance with the tip of his engorged cock. 


My
legs snaked round his back, thrusting my hips upwards, inviting him in. He
thrust in, all the way to my womb. “Fuck, Liv!” he growled “You never cease
to amaze me how good you feel. You were born for me, just me.” 


 


Panting,
I cupped his magnificent ass as I brought him in closer to me. I drew his lips
down to mine as I lifted my hips to his relentless rhythm and his thrusts
increased with every breath, pushing me nearer to my orgasm. 


“Yours
Nate, always yours” I screamed and he ploughed into me with everything he
possessed, moaning as he neared his own release.  


“Come
on Baby, together” he roared as he thrust deeper and harder. 


 


His
beautiful, remarkable blue eyes, that always made me melt when they looked at
me, never left mine as I exploded round him and he detonated violently into me,
filling me with his seed and his love. 


Tears
streaked down my face as he rested his forehead against mine and kissed me
tenderly. He caught my tears with his thumb as he wiped them away and placed
them on his lips. 


 


“I
love you Olivia May Thomas and I always will. I’ll never be far baby, always
with you. You’ll never leave my heart. You own it Liv, you own all of me. Your
beauty will follow me to the ends of the earth” he whispered into me as he
placed my hand over his heart. 


He
rolled over and took me with him and stroked his fingers gently down my bare
back, “You’re the other half of me, Liv. The angel of my soul.” 


 


We
lay there in silence for a long time. I knew that I couldn’t tell him my news
then. 


I
couldn’t ruin his life like I’d stupidly ruined mine. One mistake would live
with me forever, but I knew in those precious moments, laid snuggled in Nate’s
chest, that my life, from the instant he left tomorrow, was going to change and
I wasn’t going to see Nate again, no matter how much love we had for each other.
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20 YEARS LATER


 


“Matthew”
I yelled up the stairs, “will you get out of bed now, you’re gonna make me late
on my first day.” 


Turning
back to the kitchen when I heard his grumbled reply, I poured more coffee,
trying to calm my nerves for my first day at my new job; Personal Assistant to
the financial director at NSC Industries. 


 


I
had worked as a secretary for the past 10 years at a small bank but, as a
single mum, I was struggling balancing the bills now that my savings had run
out. 


I
had applied to NSC as a receptionist but was absolutely thrilled when I went
for my interview and they informed me that they were also looking for a
personal secretary as one had just walked out without giving notice, and left
them in a mess. 


The
salary was more than twice as much as the receptionists’ job, so I didn’t
hesitate in accepting, even though my boss gave me the creeps, but hey! I
needed the money badly. 


 


Matthew
came sauntering into the kitchen and flopped into a chair, he was the most laid
back 11 year old I’d ever known, and given the hugely terrifying  circumstances
he was put on this world, I was damn proud of him. 


He
was mature and had a wicked sense of humour. 


 


“Morning”
he yawned, “nervous, are we?” he grinned at me. 


“Just
a bit” I grimaced. 


“You’ll
be great mum, you look very professional by the way” he said glancing at my
outfit. 


 


I
had a passion for clothes, along with Haribos and wine and I was constantly
hammering my credit card and updating my wardrobe. It was my way of hiding the
devastating truth to my life, hiding all the untold secrets and
disappointments. 


Today
I had chosen to wear a tight pin-striped pencil skirt, that skimmed my knees
and a white fitted shirt, accentuating my curvy figure; Very professional.  


 


Gulping
my coffee and whirling round the kitchen trying to clean around Matt, he took
the cloth out of my hand and started wiping the worktop. “Sit and drink your
cuppa in peace mum, before you have to go” he smiled at me. 


He
never ceased to amaze me how grown up he was. 


 


“Thanks
sweetheart,” I said “don’t forget your key when you go cos’ I won’t be back
till about six.”


 “Yup”
he replied. “I’ll get a sarnie after school. You getting takeaway tonight?” he
asked hopefully, looking at me. I Laughed and told him I would pick Chinese up
on the way home. 


 


“Will
Erin be home when I get in?” he asked, as he bent to pick up his bag off the
floor and grabbed the toast off his plate. “I think she’s home about four but I
think she’s seeing Brad tonight, so can you ask her to text me if she’s in for
tea, please?” 


Nodding
and smiling he bent to kiss me on the cheek, “Good luck, mom” he said “love you.”



“Love
you too, Matt” I shouted to him as he pulled the front door closed behind him. 


 


Taking
a deep breath, I picked up my bag, coat and keys and after checking my hair and
make-up in the mirror, I also headed out the door and climbed into my beloved
15 year old mini. 


I
had christened her Betty, and Matt always called her ‘Sweaty Betty’ because he
claimed it was too small inside and there was no air conditioning, so everybody
sweated in it.


 


Heading
into London’s centre and trying to manoeuvre around numerous bikes and busses,
I quickly got worked up. 


The
only trouble with working in the city was this reason, and I couldn’t abide the
tube, with all the leering men as they tried to cop a feel when you boarded the
damn train. 


 


As
I turned into the car park of the huge building that was NSC Industries, my
stomach slipped round my ankles and beads of sweat started dotting my brow. I
pulled into a parking bay then opened my door and stumbled out nervously. 


 


Wobbling
towards the main reception area on my skyscraper heels, I peeled my head back
and lifted my eyes all the way up the enormous, imposing building. I had a
feeling of impending doom and pulled myself up to my full height, put my
shoulders back and my chest out, as stuttered to myself “This is it Liv, let’s
go do it.”


 


When
I approached the huge building, a big, burly bloke in a sharp black suit opened
the immense glass doors for me. “Thanks” I gaped at him in awe of his size. Intimidating
was an understatement. 


“No
problem, Darlin’ ” he winked at me as I scanned the entire mass of his enormous
frame. 


With
a sweep of his arms he gestured me into the building and I could feel his eyes
following me through the startling, cool lobby as I advanced towards the large,
marble reception desk. 


 


A
twenty something sour faced woman behind the desk looked me up and down as I
smiled at her. “Olivia Adams to see Mr Peterson, my first day” I grinned at her
but the smile slid off my face as she glowered at me. 


She
picked up the phone mounted on her desk and punched a few numbers in; looking
like she’d been slapped in the face by a wet kipper with a deadly skin
condition, she spoke into the handset, “Olivia Adams for Mr Peterson in reception”
and replaced the receiver. 


“Please
take a seat and someone will be down for you in a short while” she stated and
turned on her seat to the computer monitor, dismissing me abruptly. 


 


As
I sat on one of the plush, white leather couches situated in the foyer, I heard
my phone’s text message alert and took it out of my bag. Swiping the screen, I
saw it was a text from Beth.


 


Beth:


Hey
babe, GL 2day, b at urs at 8 with wine


Love
ya xxx


 


I
smiled as I sent a short reply, thanking her and told her I needed Haribos too,
lots of them. 


 


A
middle aged woman dressed in a fitted black trouser suit, sporting a sleek
black bob came over to me. Smiling widely she held out her hand, “Miss Adams,
Grace Harrison, one of Mr Peterson’s minions” she winked at me. 


It
was ‘Mrs Adams’ but I didn’t correct her, realising that it didn’t bother me,
in fact it pleased me to think that people here had no knowledge of my past
life.  


 


Deciding
I already liked her hugely, I gave her a bright smile and extended my hand “Good
morning Miss Harrison, it’s a pleasure to meet you.”


 “Call
me Grace, please” she said, “and welcome to NSC Industries, I think we’re going
to have lots of fun working together. Do you want to follow me and I’ll give
you a quick tour on the way up to Mr Peterson’s office?”


 


Nodding,
I stood and followed her with a bit of a nervous wobble as I took in all the
areas she was revealing on our way up. 


On
entering the elevator she pressed the 44th floor. “Good Lord” I
asked in horror, “how many floors does this building have?” I asked. I’d never
learn to navigate my way round alone and knew I’d get lost and end up crying
down my phone to Grace to come and rescue me from an unknown location on an
unknown floor. 


 


Because
I’d hastily taken the job, and everything had moved so fast once I’d applied,
I’d not had time to research NSC Industries, which I was now beginning to
regret.  


 


“50”
she replied, smirking at my white, dismayed face “don’t worry sweetie, we all
shit ourselves on the first day here, you’ll get used to it.” 


I
laughed at her brashness, seeming wrong, such a curse coming from her perfect,
glossed lips. A picture of sophistication, she was very down to earth woman, a
breath of fresh air in such a stiff, formal environment. 


 


As
we stepped out of the elevator on our floor, I took in the huge reception area,
another formal stiff expanse of white leather and abstract art. 


A
woman about the same age as me was situated behind a large, marble desk in the
centre. She was a little hippy-ish with flowing curly blonde hair and a
sweeping floral dress but she looked like she was made for the fashion
statement, which I doubted many females could carry off like she did.  


She
looked up and gave me a small wave, “Hi, I’m Leah” she declared. “I’m looking
forward to coffee, gossip and lots of calorie consuming with you” she beamed. 


I
beamed back. “Absolutely!” I returned, “I have a passion for all three.” 


“Good
Girl, you’re gonna fit in fine here” she giggled back. 


 


I
turned back to look back at the room and noticed it was a hexagon shape with
other equally large areas branching out on each wall. 


Grace
pointed to each of the regions, informing me what each branch was. “Wages,
general administration, server rooms , conference rooms and in the fourth area
there’s the restrooms, showers and what we call the snap room… kettle, fridge,
microwave and so on” she grinned, “but we’re through here” she gestured towards
the fifth  zone. 


 


She
walked across to the other reception room that I was going to be working in;
there were two large desks, a waiting area and an enclosed office at the back
of the room.  


“This
is your work space, Olivia” she pointed at one of the two desks “and I’m just
over there, so if you’ve any worries or questions just bellow at me. Let’s get
you through to Mr Peterson now” she said somewhat glumly as she approached the
office and knocked lightly. 


“Come
in, Grace” a voice sang through the door, “I hope you’ve brought our new
recruit with you, I’m sooo looking forward to meeting her again.” 


 


Grace
opened the door and as soon as she entered the office I noticed her disposition
alter slightly. Her back straightened, her chin elevated and the strain poured
out of her in masses.


 Frowning
at her slightly I followed her in and was greeted by Mr Peterson, striding
towards me with his hand outstretched and what looked like a sneer across his
lips. 


His
eyes travelled from my hair all the way down to my shoes and back up slowly,
pausing at my chest and the glint in them told me exactly what he thought of my
appearance. 


Jesus,
another one! 


 


I
hoped I could handle him and keep him at a distance. He grabbed my hand in his
and placed a rather wet, inappropriate kiss on my cheek. 


Eugh.


 “Miss Adams, I have been eagerly awaiting working with
you.” 


I,
on the other hand, was really NOT eagerly awaiting working with this
man. He was slimy, self-important and gave me the jitters. 


 


His
phone shrilled on his desk, making me and Grace Jump. 


Snatching
it from its cradle Peterson bellowed into it, “WHAT?!” he barked, making me
flinch as I desperately felt sorry for whoever was on the other end. 


“Mmmm,
yes, see to it” he stated sharply to the unseen caller. 


 


He
slammed the receiver back down and then turned back to me, giving me another
leer. “Well Olivia, shall we make a start?” He glanced at Grace, “You can leave
us” he prompted to her. 


I
turned to look at her and she gave me a slight shake of her head as Peterson
paced over to his cabinet, opening some drawers and retrieving some documents. 


Grace
gave me a reassuring smile and exited the office, quietly closing the door
behind her.  


 


I
stood staring at her retreating figure through the glass window in the door,
silently praying that I would get out of this room alive and with all my female
parts intact… and him all his male parts. 


A
cough resounded behind me and I spun round. “I’m so sorry Mr Peterson, I didn’t
catch that, I’m a little nervous” I shyly smiled. 


He
sneered at me before he came up to me and set his hand on my shoulder “I’m sure
it won’t take us long to get better acquainted Olivia, in fact I’m looking
forward to getting to know you a lot better.”


Did
he realise how inappropriate he was being, or was it me, reading too much into
the way he communicated with people? 


Whichever,
I did not like him at all and my internal alarms were blaring at me to ‘Get the
Hell out of there’ but he was my boss, so I had to grin and bear him. 


 


“Take
a seat Olivia and we’ll go over your rolls and expectations.” He was all
politeness again and I wondered if I had read the situation wrong, being a
person that saw the worst in everybody I knew I could sometimes misconstrue
certain elements of life. 


 


Taking
a seat, I listened to him tell me what he expected of me, the company benefits
and how things worked round there. 


An
hour later he finally stated we were finished and that I was to start reviewing
his diary and getting accustomed to things. I stood to leave and as I walked
towards the door I felt his hand rest on my lower back. I recoiled and spun
around to face him but he didn’t seem to notice my reaction and informed me
that he would like a coffee making before I made a start.


 


I
quickly escaped from the room and hurried down to the snap room. 


I
grabbed the edge of the counter and inhaled some hard breaths. “Fuck me! The
man is an egotistical, creepy twat!” I exclaimed to myself. 


A
huge laugh broke out behind me, so I spun around and saw Grace sat in a chair
with a very camp looking man. 


He
had a perfect blonde quiff, a huge white-toothed smile decorated his face and
he was wearing a light, baby blue suit with a pink shirt. 


 


He
was still laughing as he leapt out of his chair and bounded over to me. Hugging
me to him he declared “I take it you’ve met Mr Simon Peterson then or
‘Pervertson’ as all us minions call him?”


 Shocked
that I had been overheard, I smiled shyly, “I’m sooo sorry, I didn’t realise
anybody was in here, I should really learn to keep my voice in my head” I apologised.



“Hey
sweetie, don’t worry about it. We all feel exactly the same about him.” he said,
holding me away from his body to observe me. 


“I’m
Josh, the runner around here. If you need anything transporting around the
building then I’m your man” he smiled at me. 


 


Grace
guffawed loudly “Did you just say ‘I’m your man’ Josh?” 


Imitating
shock, Josh lowered his eyelashes and pouted at Grace. “Oh sweetie, you’re only
distraught at the thought of missing out on this gorgeous body” he responded
with a sweep of his hands over his frame, “it’s all hard and lean you know” he
grinned at me raising his eyebrows. 


 


“Coffee,
Darling?” Grace asked me as she waggled a mug in my direction. 


“Oh
Shit, I’m supposed to making Mr Peterson one, how long have we been stood
here?” I worried. 


“Not
long enough for his erection to subside, sweetie” Josh countered. 


Open
mouthed I turned to him “Oh God! Really?” 


 


Now
I was certainly worried. Shrugging her shoulders, Grace explained that Mr
Peterson had a thing for his secretaries. “Why do you think the last one ran
out before her contract was up? He’s a slimy bastard that feels his employee’s
up.” 


“Bollocks!”
I uttered, absolutely terrified of how I would manage in that position. 


There
had been a few, leering men since James, but none that had actually groped me. 


 


Sweating
slightly, I felt a bit faint and sat on one of the plush chairs in the room.
“I’m not very good with those situations” I explained to my colleagues, turning
a tad white. 


Grace
came and sat next to me, putting her hand gently on my knee. “You okay,
sweetie?” she asked softly. 


I
gulped and nodded before I lifted myself up and walked over to the kettle. I
plastered a smile on my face before I looked over my shoulder to them “I’m
fine, who’s for coffee?”


 


The
day turned out to be very pleasantly surprising. I enjoyed my work, got on
really well with everybody else and Peterson wasn’t offensive again.


 At
5 o’clock, I shut my computer off, stood and stretched my aching arms above my
head. 


I
heard a slight groan and I spun around to see Peterson leaning on the wall,
watching me intently. “I’m off home now Mr Peterson, is there anything you need
me to do before I go?” I asked. 


A
smile played on his lips as he sauntered over to me, putting me on edge
immediately. 


Grace
had already gone and I was sure we were alone and I started retreating stealthily.



 


Placing
his hands on the edge of my desk, he leaned towards me. “There are some things
I need you to do for me Olivia, but unfortunately they are not in your
job description” he mocked. 


Gasping,
I picked up my bag from under my desk and quickly made for the main reception
area.


 


Certain
he was stalking after me, I increased my speed and as I entered the reception,
Leah raised from her chair. “You off now, Olivia? Hope you enjoyed it here with
us” she smiled sweetly at me.


 “Yes”
I spluttered at her as I made a run for the elevator, waving and smiling as I
passed her, “got to run, kids!!! You know how it is? See you tomorrow.” 


 


She
must have thought I was crazy but she didn’t say anything to me as I shot
passed her. 


As
I punched the call button at the elevator, I silently cursed at the damn thing
to hurry up as I heard Leah talking, and then giggling with Peterson. 


“God
does she actually like him?” I thought but silently thanked her for occupying
him as I hurtled into the lift when the doors swung open. 


As
it started to descend I grabbed the walls and took steadying breaths. “For
Fucks sake Liv, he’s not gonna attack you, you stupid cow!” I admonished
myself. 


 


For
ten long years I’d dreaded these moments when men came onto me. I’d started
kick boxing and self-defence classes and was pretty damned good at kicking ass,
but the thought of been pursued by a man made me physically tremble. 


 


As
the lift touched the ground floor I trampled out and rushed out to the car park,
only feeling safe the moment I clambered into my beloved Betty.


 


I
pulled out of NSC building and made my way to Hot Woks, the local Chinese
takeaway. 


Whilst
I quickly picked out a few of the dishes, I offered them an extra tenner tip if
they rushed the order; amazed to say it worked and as I left the restaurant, I
got a few choice words flung at me from other customers. 


 


Arriving
home twenty minutes later, I dumped the food on the table, kissed Erin and Matt
on their heads and swiftly grabbed the wine from the fridge. 


As
I poured a large glass I heard the text alert on my phone.


 


Lexi:


Hey
sweetie, hope your day was a good 1


Xxx


 


Hitting
the reply button, I texted back:


 


Me:


Yh,
creepy boss tho,


Beth
& wine arriving at 8, u joining us?


Xxx


 


“Plates
or out of the cartons, mum?” Erin asked, holding up the Chinese. “Oooh cartons darling
can’t be bothered with pots tonight” I said winking at her, “Good day? You off
to Brad’s tonight?” 


She
shifted slightly in her chair and put her head down, lowering her eyes and
wiping an imaginary piece of lint off her jeans. 


“What’s
wrong, Erin?” I lifted her chin with my fingers and looked into her tear filled
eyes. Shaking her head and turning away she proceeded to open all the Chinese
cartons, trying desperately to occupy herself and ignore the question. 


“Come
on, sweetheart, what’s happened?” I probed again. 


 


Withdrawing
from the table, Matt made an excuse and took his dinner upstairs, giving Erin a
slight smile and tiny nod of his head as he exited the room. 


Erin
looked at me with eyes full of unshed tears and sighed “I think he’s seeing
someone else, Mum.” 


Twiddling
with her fingers in her lap, a single teardrop fell onto her t-shirt. That
solitary tear broke my heart the moment it fell. 


 


Erin
and Brad had been together for just over two years and I thought their
relationship was rock solid. Brad seemed to dote on her and was always
respectful to her wishes. 


I
knew they were having sex. Erin had come to me the moment they were considering
taking their relationship further and asked for my advice. Grateful for the
knowledge that my 16 year old daughter was mature enough to ask for my opinion,
told me everything I needed to know that she was ready for it. 


She
arranged an appointment with the family planning clinic herself and after my
lecture about making sure she never missed a single pill or used extra
protection when she had vomited, she had been tenacious with taking her pill
regularly. 


All
in all, I was proud of my children; each one.


 


Taking
her hand in mine, I delved for more information. “How do you know, Erin?” I
asked her, wiping a tear away from her cheek. 


“He’s
been acting really weird, Mum,” she said, her choked voice breaking my heart a
little more. “He keeps looking at me weird, he’s always talking to his mates
and when I enter the room, they all shut up quickly and today’s the third time
in a fortnight that he’s cancelled on me. I sneaked a look at his mobile
earlier and he’d removed all his texts, every single one. Now why would he do
that unless he’s got something to hide?”


 


Her
tears were flowing freely now and she was taking little sobbing breaths.
“Sweetheart, I don’t know the answer to why he’s being like this but I really
think you need to talk to him,” I spoke softly “it could be something really
innocent or something trivial he’s done and thinks you’re gonna blow off at him.”



Timidly
looking into my eyes as she took a sad breath, she asked “But what if it’s
something I don’t wanna hear, Mum? What if he’s found somebody else? Or he
doesn’t love me anymore?” 


 


Stroking
the back of her hair as she placed her head against my shoulder and cried
softly, I spoke to her tenderly “But Erin, wouldn’t you rather know the truth
than the hurt of not knowing like this? Even if it’s bad news at least you’d
know and could start dealing with it and sorting it out between you both?” 


 


She
lifted her head to look at me and nodded as she lifted from her chair “You’re
right, Mum. I’m going to ring him and ask him to meet me to sort this out. I
need to know. I love him so much but I’m not gonna let him treat me like this.”



As
she bent to kiss me she said “I love you mum, you’ve been through so much shit
in your life but you’re always willing to put it behind you and carry on. I
hope I got those genes from you because I have a feeling once I’ve spoken to
Brad, I’m going to need the guts you have.” 


 


I
stroked her arm and smiled at her “When the hell did you get so grown up and
smart Erin? I’m proud of you sweetheart. You make sure you stand up for what
you believe in, and drain every bit of life out of this world you can, Darling!”



Walking
to the room door she turned to look at me but stared straight into my soul “Mum,
if life had been different for you, I reckon you would have been the fun,
loving girl you so desperately want for me. I think it’s about time you
starting thinking of yourself now and try to find the love you deserve from a
man. They’re not all like my dad you know, there are some good ones out there”
she smiled and winked. 


“Oh,
I know that Erin, just because your dad was like he was with me, don’t for one
minute think I haven’t loved or been loved by a man who thought I was once his
world, his life and his very soul.”


 I
shrugged my shoulders at her puzzled glance and I winked before I added “But,
shit happens, Darling and we all make catastrophic mistakes.” 


Laughing
she left the kitchen and climbed the stairs, pausing to shout “You know it, mum.”


 


***


 


As
soon as I pressed the ‘end’ button on my phone after talking with my mum and
giving her an update on my day, Beth came bounding through the back door,
closely followed by Lexi, who was carrying a bottle of champagne. 


Presenting
me with the expensive, already chilled bottle, she grinned at me “Courtesy of
my wonderful hubby, on the first day of your amazing high-profiled job. His
words not mine.” 


 


Chuckling
I took it off her and got three glasses out of the cupboard and filled each one
with the sweet, bubbling liquid. 


“Cheers!”
Beth declared, chinking her glass with ours.


 


Walking
through to the lounge, she looked over her shoulder to me. “Fill us in then,
Liv. What’s it like? What are your colleague’s like? Any fit hotties?” she
probed, raising her eyebrows. 


“Bloody
Hell Beth, gimme chance, I’ve only been there for twenty four hours and already
you’re trying to hook me up. We’re not all tarts like you” I snickered. 


She
stuck her tongue out at me as she filled her glass and taking a quick, sly
glance at Lexi she continued with her ‘Get Liv a man’ harassment.  “Lexi’s with
me on this Liv, you need a man, we both think it’s about time now. What’s your
boss like?” 


 


Spluttering
my champagne all over my once, pristine shirt, my eyes bulged “No Fucking way,
Beth. The man’s marmite… he spreads every inch of himself all over you, he’s
disgusting. Everybody in the office feels the same about him so don’t look at
me like that. Do you know what he said to me?”  I carried on, regardless to
their tittering, “When I was leaving, I asked him if he needed anything doing
before I went and the cheeky bastard said ‘Oh Olivia, there’s plenty I need
you to do but they’re not in your job description’, I mean what sort of
sleazebag would say something like that on your first chuffing day?” 


 


I
looked at both my friends and waited for their reaction. They were both gawping
at me, eyes wide and eyebrows in their hairlines. “Jesus, Honey” Lexi professed
horrified, “How the hell do you attract these idiots? You’re stunning, great
figure, sensitive, brilliantly clever and funny. Why can’t you get an equally
smart fella? Who also has a pert little bottom, just the way you like them!”
she finished with a sparkle in her eye. 


“Oh
Yes, don’t forget Liv’s fondness for the ‘extra tight man cheeks’, Lex” Beth scoffed,
“And she says I’m a tart!” she finished with a snort. 


 


I
narrowed my eyes at her and feigning offence, I swat her arm and swiped her
glass from her, “Apologise now or the champers gets it, Davis” I asserted. 


Beth
clutched at her chest as she pouted and faked a sob. “Anything but the booze,
Liv. My beige dress? My cute red heels? I’ll even let you feel me up, but
please not the champers. Poor Pete spent a week’s wages on that” Beth begged. 


Full
on belly laughing, I reached over and squeezed her boob “Oooh definitely worth
the trade,” I stated “you have fine, fine tits, Miss Davis and I feel very
honoured to have embraced them.”


 Giggling,
Beth held her chest with both hands, “Don’t ever forget it, babe” she beamed. “To
say were all forty girls, we still look damn hot... Everything still in its
rightful place” she added with a wink. 


“Anyway,
enough about my breasts. What you gonna do about your boss? He sounds a right
perv!” 


Nodding
at her and stating that yes, he was a pervert, I shrugged. “Fuck knows girls,
but he gives me the creeps and I don’t trust him at all. His name rings a bell
though, Simon Peterson, you heard of him?” I asked. 


 


Now
it was Lexi’s turn to splutter on her drink, “Sod me, Liv. You remember Slutty
Sarah from uni? It’s her older brother!” she announced, downing the rest of her
champagne before anymore could spill or I stole it from her. 


“I
remember going to a party with Sarah one year and he was there. Slimy Git was
all over me like a rash, even backed me into a corner and put his hand up my
skirt and groped my arse! Pete beat the shit out of him. Looks like twenty
years hasn’t changed him much then,” she exhaled “you’re gonna have to watch
him Liv, especially with him being your boss, he’ll think he has certain rights.”


 


Looking
at the most supportive friends I’d ever had, I couldn’t believe how great they
had been through my rollercoaster life and after things started to go wrong in
my marriage, I pushed them away, not seeing them for over four years, but then,
when I needed them the most, they were there like a shot, picking up every
broken piece of me and helping me get back on my feet and carry on. 


 


I
shook my head, mostly at myself “Why does life keep dealing me this fucking
shit, eh? When am I going to get a pissing break? Well I’ll tell you now, he
touches me inappropriately again and he’ll find his bollocks shoved that far up
his arse, he’ll be able to lick his own fuckin’ sac!” 


Raising
her glass, Beth proclaimed “To Ms Olivia Adams and her ass kicking, sac licking
new life!!!” 


“To
a new me” I agreed.










[bookmark: _Toc355259995]CHAPTER 3


 


My
first week flew by and before I knew it Friday had arrived. Grace had informed
me that Fridays were my ‘cake run’ day, hers being Monday and Leah’s was
Wednesday. 


I
decided that I would start tradition by making my cake run a ‘breakfast rolls’
run, and I had called at the bakery on the way and purchased croissants, rolls
and pastries, but by the time I arrived at NSC, the smell of the warm baked
goods had my stomach rumbling loudly and my taste buds salivating furiously. 


 


My
arms were full of the goodies and paperwork that I had taken home to work on,
and I ran up the steps to the front doors of NSC Industries, desperate to make
it inside before they hit the floor. 


“Good
morning, Miss Adams” the big, burly doorman said to me with a huge grin. I had
nicknamed him ‘Beef’ because I still didn’t know his name yet, but he was the
most jovial man I had ever met. He always had a welcoming, toothy grin and was
beyond polite whenever I approached him. 


“Morning’”
I grinned back to him, handing him a pastry that I had bought just for him. 


 


Taking
it from me, he seemed stunned, looking at it for quite a while. 


Removing
his gaze from the pastry and looking back at me, he smiled with a blush
creeping up his neck. “Well Miss Adams, I have worked here for over six years,
but you’re the first person who has actually acknowledged me or spoke properly to
me, and you’re definitely the first person to buy me anything.” 


 


Cocking
my head to one side, I gave him a puzzled look, not quite comprehending how
anybody could ignore this huge, brawny giant. “Well…” I replied “you have always
been a perfect gentleman to me, and may I say that I always look forward to
your wonderful, warm smile every morning.”


 


Giving
me an enormous, face-splitting grin he held the door open and gestured me
through with a wink. “You ever need anything, anything at all Miss Adams, then
you ask me. In fact I will send my mobile number up to your desk for you and
don’t hesitate to use it if you need me.” 


 


Entering
the doorway, I held up my own pastry and tapped his in a salute. “Thank you and
here’s to many more Friday Pastries” I winked to him as I entered the building
and walked towards the elevator, waving to the sunny, joyful ‘Miss Kipper’ as I
passed her, needless to say all I got from her was a tight nod.


 


Sat
around my desk a while later, coffee in hand and scoffing the breakfast treats,
Grace, Leah and I were chatting and gossiping. 


“Hey,
we all go across to ‘The Late Lounge’ after work on Fridays, you wanna join
us?” Grace asked me. 


Shoving
the last piece of croissant into my mouth as Mr Peterson entered the office, I
smiled at her, grateful to the fact that my colleagues had accepted me as one
of their own. “Sure, that sounds good. After working my ass off this week, I’ll
be glad of some alcohol” I winked. 


 


Peterson
had sent paperwork home with me every day and after ten hours at work then
another two at home I was beyond knackered. 


Matt
was spending the weekend at my mothers, which was the norm every weekend. Erin
was staying at Brad’s now that they had kissed and made-up. 


The
‘Erin and Brad’ saga had turned out to be a misunderstanding according to Erin;
little did Erin know that Brad had phoned me after she had persecuted him,  filling
me in on his plans to take Erin away for a weekend on her birthday. 


I
liked Brad and he was good for her. Erin could be a bit hot-headed and Brad
grounded her, never putting up with her moods or ‘the sarky lip’ as Brad called
it when she was being sassy.  


 


So
anyway, my weekend was my own, and I planned to catch up with housework, have
lots of wine and catch up with Beth on our usual Sunday lunch date. 


We
always had Sunday lunch together, usually at mine, because she couldn’t cook,
in fact Beth couldn’t even open a tin of beans without burning something. When
it was Beth’s turn to do lunch we always ended up at the pub, her buying my
lunch instead of burning it. 


 


Because
Beth had never found love and settled down, she always said that it was a waste
to cook a dinner just for her, but secretly I think she got lonely on Sundays
so it was our ‘get together day’.


Beth,
Lexi and I had each turned forty this year. All of us sobbing drunkenly to each
other on our birthdays but Beth still lived life to the full, still sleeping
around and having fun. 


Her
‘little black book’ had now transformed into an A4 folder with extra sub-sections.



She
often said that she wanted to find love and settle down but she was waiting for
the right man and, after lots of encouragement from me to make sure he was the
right one for her; she hadn’t as yet found her ‘soul mate’. 


 


“Olivia,”
Peterson shouted to me, bringing me out of my head and back to the office “can you
join me in my office please? Bring your diary for syncing.”


I
groaned inwardly and rolled my eyes as I heaved myself out of my chair and
Grace gave me a sympathetic smile. “Smile, breathe and think happy thoughts,
Sweetie. In fact picture his balls in a vice” she winked, and I laughed loudly
as I grabbed my diary and the paperwork I had completed last night. 


 


I
slowly made my way towards Peterson’s office and entered anxiously when I saw
him sat on one of his stark, white couches. 


He
was wearing an expensive grey suit; his black hair combed to perfection and was
sporting a huge grin. There were lots of employees who desired him. He was a
good looking, mid-forties solid man, but his personality let him down. He was
rude, obnoxious and very full of himself. 


 


“Come
and join me over here Olivia. Much more comfortable for a Friday morning, don’t
you think?” he said to me, patting the seat next to him. 


Smiling
tightly, I sat down on the opposite end of the sofa and closed my thighs
tightly before I placed the paperwork across my knees. 


Peterson
edged towards me a couple of inches and I backed against the arm of the couch,
disturbed to find there was no more room to move. 


 


“How’s
your first week at NSC been, Olivia?” he asked whilst his eyes travelled down
my body. 


“It’s
been wonderful, thank you Mr Peterson. Everybody has been really kind and
welcoming” I smiled back professionally, pulling my dress further down my
thighs. 


“Oh,
that’s great to hear. I knew you’d fit in brilliantly here the moment we met”
he said, licking his lips as his eyes stopped at my chest. “You know, Olivia.
When you came for your interview, old Theo had reservations about you. He said
that you might find it difficult adjusting here, what with you working in a
bank for ten years. But, I was adamant that you would be perfect for me,” he
continued with a sneer “But I fought for you Olivia, you know. I fought real
hard, putting my reputation on the line to get you” he sighed, putting
his hand on my arm. 


Oh
I bet you’d like to get me! 


 


Smiling
tightly, I gently but firmly removed his hand and looked him straight in the
eyes. “Well I appreciate what you’ve done for me, Mr Peterson. After leaving
the bank I did wonder if I’d be able to keep up with the work load here, but I
must say, I find the areas my job description dictates, thoroughly interesting
and enjoyable. I always stay within the limits of my specified posts and
don’t cross the line, with anything or anybody... EVER!”  I told
him with a flash in my eyes. 


 


His
eyes narrowed as he glowered at me and he cleared his throat “Yes well, I’m glad
you’ve established your roles here, Olivia” he paused, the corners of his mouth
turning downwards as a tic in his cheek twitched rapidly. 


Oh,
did he look pissed. I had no doubt that he’d understood the cryptic warning I’d
just given him.


 “I
think we’d better sync our diaries and get started now” he said as he got to
his feet and stalked towards his desk, looking back at me he grunted, “You
Ready Miss Adams?” 


I
smiled coyly to myself.


Oh
goody, back to business. 


 


Mid-morning
Leah came over to me. “Bert sent this up for you Olivia” she said handing me a
tiny, scrap of white paper. I looked at her frowning “Bert?” 


She
rolled her eyes and shook her head slightly. “Yeah, you know, the sexy door guy
downstairs. Bert Bassett” she informed me with a slight giggle. 


“Bert
Bassett?” I scoffed, “Is that his name? Oh my god, poor bugger” I laughed, now
crippled with hysteria. What a bloody name. “That’s just classic!”


 


I
hoped I could take him seriously now that I knew his actual name. “I think I’ll
keep calling him ‘Beef’” I said to her with a chuckle. 


“Is
that what you’ve nicknamed him?” she asked with a laugh of her own and a raise of
her eyebrows. 


“You
nicknamed anybody else?” This was asked with a questioning look, probably
wondering if I’d given her a nickname of her own. 


“Only
Samantha in main reception” I said, looking down at my lap.


 “Well,
come on, this one should be good. Enlighten me” she nudged. 


“Miss
Wet Kipper,” I told her in a whisper “because she always looks like…” I
started, but Leah finished “like she’s been slapped with a wet kipper” she
hooted. 


“My
God Olivia, you can seriously read my mind.” 


She
winked and turned to retreat to her desk with her shoulders shaking, a sign
that she was still laughing. 


 


As
I picked up my phone to insert Bert’s number into my contacts a text message
popped up.


 


Beth:


Hey
babe, piss up outing 2moro night. 8pm.


Lexi
said Pete's coming too!!! 


Should
be fun.         


2
beers and the man starts stripping, singing and dry humping the wall like a
randy dog on speed. Lol


Xxx


 


Thinking
I wouldn’t survive the weekend with all the offers of alcohol induced meetings
I texted back. 


 


Me:


You’re
on. Good old Pete. I need the laugh.


Need
new outfit 2. 


Shopping
2moro???


Xxx


 


After
her reply, telling me that she would pick me up at 1pm, I knuckled down with my
work before Peterson would have another reason to shout at me. 


After
this morning’s discussion, I was not his favourite person. He’d been aloof and
stern for the rest of the day but to be honest it was a welcome relief and knowing
that he wouldn’t be making any more lewd remarks, I felt myself relax into my
work for the first time all week.


 


5pm
came round fast and we all piled into ‘The Late Lounge’ across from the NSC
building. 


“What
ya’ drinking, Olivia?” Josh asked. 


“Oooh
large, white wine please” I answered with a grin. 


I’d
invited Bert to join us as I left the building and had received some
questioning glances from my colleagues. Thanking me, Bert had said he finished
his shift at 6pm and that he would pop across then. 


 


“You
know, I’ve always thought Bert was quite sexy but a little intimidating,
Olivia” Leah informed me with a shy smile. 


“You
like him?” I probed. 


“Well
yes, don’t you think he’s hot?” she tested, “he has huge hands, and those lips
of his do something to melt my insides.”


She
kept casting a glance at the door as she watched for Bert to come in. “Hey,
he’s really sweet, Leah. You should definitely get to know him better” I
encouraged. 


 


Josh
returned to our table with everybody’s drinks and a few bags of nuts and
crisps. 


Taking
a large gulp of my wine, I noticed Peterson enter and approach the bar before
giving me a mocking smile. 


“Fuck!”
I exclaimed to the others, “Pervertsons here.” 


“Just
ignore him, Olivia,” Grace said “he doesn’t usually acknowledge us when we’re
here.”  


 


The
pub doors opened and Bert came in. His eyes skimmed the crowd before he spotted
us and then he gestured to the bar, making a drinking motion with his hand,
silently asking if we wanted a drink. Lifting my glass to him to tell him that
we were sorted, he nodded and smiled. 


 


“Oh
wow, I’m so glad you invited him Olivia. I wonder what he could do with those
hands… those large calloused hands?” she sighed dreamily. 


“Down
girl!” I chuckled. 


Pulling
up an extra chair, Bert placed himself between me and Leah. “Ladies” he said
with a smile and a sweep of eyes, pausing ever so slightly at Leah.


 It
looks like the feelings mutual. 


 


“Hi
Beef,” I smiled “this is Grace and Josh” I introduced, gesturing to each of
them. “And this is Leah” I added with a grin. 


Taking
Leah’s hand, he gently placed a kiss on the back of it. “Hello, Leah” he said
to her with a soft smile. “Hi” she purred, “pleasure to meet you Bert.” 


Turning
Leah’s hand over, he placed a kiss into the palm “Oh, the pleasures all mine,
Sweetheart” he whispered with a wink. 


I
slapped his arm and chuckled, “You smooth thing” I beamed at him. 


 


Josh
stood from his chair next to mine and informed us he was popping to the ‘little
boy’s room’ and to my utter horror Peterson sank down in the vacated seat. 


“Evening
everybody” he grinned, looking at us all in turn. Everybody seemed stunned to
silence but we all nodded a greeting to him. 


Grace
gave me a questioning look, her eyes wide as she stared at Peterson then back
to me. 


I
could smell him from his close proximity, and from the alcoholic stench of his
breath I wondered if he’d had a few sneaky whiskies in his office. He already
looked half pissed and he was holding what looked like another triple shot of
the strong liquor. 


Nudging
his chair closer to mine, he tipped his glass to me “A toast to Olivia’s first
week!” Everybody followed suit and raised their glasses to salute me.  


 


Josh
returned to the table, giving Peterson a severe frown and found a spare chair,
depositing his backside in it with a forceful huff. “How nice of you to join us,
Mr Peterson” he stated sarcastically.


 Peterson,
oblivious to Josh’s sardonic statement said to us all, but staring at me
“Please call me Simon when were out of the office. We’re all friends out of
hours” he placed his hand on mine. 


 


Gagging,
I slipped my hand away and Bert leaned in to me. “You want me to warn him off,
sugar?” he asked me, giving Peterson an angry glare. 


“It’s
okay, Beef. I’m gonna nut him if he carries on.  But thanks for the offer” I
whispered back to him. 


He
threw his head back and barked out a loud laugh. “Go for it Girl, that’s
something everyone at NSC would pay to see” he winked at me and then turned his
attention back to Leah, who seemed thrilled with his attentiveness. 


 


“Seconds
anybody?” I asked the table when I’d finished my glass. Everybody slid their
glasses towards me. 


“Good
job you can keep up with us all, Olivia” Grace smiled at me. 


“I’m
hoping you can all keep up with me” I answered back to her with a smile of my
own as I picked up everybody’s glasses and made my way over to get the refills.



 


As
I leant over the bar to give the barman my order, I felt a hand rest at the low
of my back and a hot breath at my neck. “Olivia, Olivia, Olivia” Peterson
slurred, now obviously well sloshed “Let me buy you a drink.” Making me flinch,
he snorted and added “You need to loosen up, sweetheart. I bet you’re sooo much
fun when you let go and open those tight thighs of yours.” 


 


Raising
his eyebrows at me, the barman coughed when he handed me the drinks, and gave
me a dumbfounded shake of his head as he took the twenty I offered him. 


Waiting
until he returned with my change, I turned to look at Peterson. “Mr Peterson” I
started firmly “as much as I find your attention to me fascinating, I would
like to REPEAT that I never have and never will have ANY
sort of relationship with a colleague. If I have to remind you of this again,
then you give me no option but to report your inappropriate behaviour towards a
work colleague, to Mr Briggs.” 


 


Picking
up the drinks, I turned my back on him and returned back to the table. The
group gave me encouraging smiles as I gave them all their drinks and sat back
down in my chair. 


Grace
mouthed “Well done sweetie.” and Bert lifted his glass, winked at me and said to
us all “To Olivia and her tight thighs” much to everyone’s amusement, including
my own.
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The
next three months passed in a blur and I settled into my roll at NSC with much
enthusiasm. 


I
loved my job and found that I was enjoying the challenge of its workload more
than I’d anticipated. 


Peterson
had backed off but continued to call me ‘Miss Adams’ and had adopted a rather
stern, angry manner with me. Every day was often accompanied with a shout or a
disciplinary comment to me, but I preferred him this way than the leering,
creepy boss he could be. I could cope with shouting and antagonism much better
than over friendly, improper remarks.


 


It
was the first day of summer and I was already running late for work. My car had
started playing up for the last few weeks and sometimes took over twenty minutes
for me to get her going. 


This
morning was no exception and I’d been banging my hand on the steering wheel for
the last fifteen minutes, begging her to take pity on me and start up. 


 


When
I finally got the engine running, I noticed a ladder in my stockings. “Fuck
me!” I screeched running back in the house to change them. I was wearing my
favourite black and white checked dress, which was rather tight, so I say
running, but shuffling would have been a better description. 


When
I returned to the car, the bloody thing had conked out again so it took another
ten minutes to splutter her back to life. 


 


Making
a quick pit stop to the bakery as it was Friday, I pulled into the NSC car park
exactly thirty five minutes late. 


Rapidly
climbing out of my car with the pastries, grabbing my paperwork out of the boot
and running across the tarmac, my phone started ringing. 


 


Trying
to balance everything in one arm, I answered the phone flustered. “Hello,
Olivia darling?” my mother’s voice came through the earpiece. “Yes mum, it’s
me. What’s wrong?” I asked, sensing her flapping about on the other end. 


“Just
ringing to let you know that Matt’s been sent home from school early cause he’s
been ill, so I’ve got him here with me” she told me. 


Running
up the NSC steps to the front doors, Bert grabbed the pastry I held for him
under my chin and opened me the doors with a big smile as we mouthed a ‘hi’ to
each other. 


“Right
okay mum, thanks for letting me know. I’ve got to go, I’m late for the second
time this week and my boss is not gonna be happy” I quickly ended the call. 


 


With
my head down, juggling my paperwork and pastries, whilst trying to put my phone
in my bag, I bumped smack bang into a group of suited men. 


“Fuck,
shit, bugger” I exclaimed on a hiss as I squatted down to pick up all my
scattered paperwork. 


“Miss
Adams!” Peterson shouted “Late again? That’s twice this week!” he bellowed
angrily. 


 


Still
crouched on the floor I groaned inwardly and spun on my heels to look at him.
“I’m so sorry, Mr Peterson. I’ve been having trouble with my car this week. I got
here as soon as could” I apologised with a grimace. 


“Well
fucking hurry up woman” he snarled. 


Nodding
quickly I turned back and slammed my face straight into a man’s groin. “Bollocks!”
I wheezed. 


 


Peterson
tutted and one of the other men snickered as I quickly stood up. “Oh My God,
I’m so sorry Sir” I muttered, without removing my gaze from the floor. 


Highly
embarrassed, I refused to look up and I heard the man take a sharp inhale of
breath. 


“Liv?”


Oh
Jesus Fucking Christ!


 


 
Raising my face slowly, I also took a sharp breath. My blood pounded in my
ears, my legs vibrated and my hands started sweating as my heart stuttered
wildly in my chest. 


My
eyes slowly reached his, the pure bright, blue beautiful eyes that never left
my memory. 


My
lips parted and I struggled to breathe as his eyes surveyed mine. Time seemed
to stop as we stood intently looking at each other. 


 


“Liv”
he breathed, as his hand reached towards me and then dropped back down to his
side, as though he wanted to touch me but changed his mind. 


“Nate”
I croaked, my mouth suddenly seriously dry. 


He
shook his head slightly as though to clear his mind. “Jesus, Liv. I… I...” he
murmured, “I… Wow, you look great” he finally said as a smile grew on his face
and his gaze roamed over me. 


“You
too” I managed. 


 


The
man stood beside Nate coughed and raised his eyebrows at him as he looked back
and forth between us. 


Nate
cleared his throat and grinned mischievously at me again. “I should’ve
recognised you when your head was in my lap” he smirked mischievously. 


Laughing,
I shook my head at him. “You should recognise every contour of the back of my
head, Nate” I shot back with a grin of my own. 


I
heard Peterson snort and Nate’s sidekick chuckle, “but, seriously, it’s good to
see you” I continued. 


 


He
looked really good. He was wearing an Armani dark grey suit with
a crisp white shirt and pale blue tie. The suit fitted his frame as though it
had been specifically made for him. 


He
still had the same head full of blonde curls and his chin was still square, but
was now peppered with a dusting of stubble. His beautiful eyes were now
partnered with a few laughter lines and his body still had the same hardness,
the same muscled physique I had loved all those years ago. 


He
was still a very beautiful man… just Wow. 


 


Peterson
huffed at me, reminding me I was already in trouble. “Well, work to do” I said
with a disappointing smile, “Take care, Nate” I said softly as I started
walking away. 


Nate
gave me a puzzled look and grabbed my arm. “How about I buy you lunch and we
can catch up properly?” he asked, vaguely cocking his head to one side. 


“I’d
love to Nate, but I’ll have to work through my lunch cos’ I’m late today” I
apologised. 


 


Nate
turned to Peterson frowning “Oh, I’m sure Simon can manage without you for an
hour. Can’t you Simon?” 


Peterson
nodded and smiled, “Of course. Olivia, you must still take your lunch break
even though you’re running late” he informed me, giving me an obnoxious glare. 


“Great!”
Nate declared “I’ll meet you in the foyer about 12.30 Liv, okay?” 


Flustered,
I nodded my agreement and hurried through the building, stepping into the
already waiting elevator. 


 


Leaning
against the thankfully, empty elevator wall, I slid down to the floor, trying
to control my breathing. 


“Holy
shit” I rasped. 


My
heart was racing and I rushed to the bathroom as soon as the lift doors opened.



 


Splashing
my face with cold water, I looked at my ruffled reflection and repeated my
earlier sentiment “What the Hell, Liv?” 


I
sat on the loo, locked the door and tried to fathom out what had just happened.



 


I
hadn’t seen Nate for twenty years, and then he just turned up at my workplace,
and was friends with my arrogant boss. 


I
couldn’t picture the two of them as friends. At university, Nate had hated
people like Peterson.


 He
was always the first to stick up for the poor sap that ‘The Petersons’ of this
world were bullying. Not thinking twice about smacking the nasty sods in the
face.  


That’s
what I had fallen in love with, the sensitive, gentle side that he had. Although
at the same time he had a dangerous edge to him that told people not to mess
with him. 


 


The
bathroom door opened and I heard someone come in. “Olivia?” Grace’s voice asked
“you okay sweetie? You looked a bit miffed when you exited the elevator.” 


Straightening
myself out, I plastered a smile on my face and opened the cubicle door to greet
her. “Morning Grace” I said, “yes I’m fine thanks, just running a bit late… again.
Peterson was in reception and gave me a fucking… again!” 


I
picked my things up from the vanity and waved the breakfast goods under her
nose before I walked off towards our work area. 


 


Following
swiftly behind me she grumbled “He’s really got it in for you, hasn’t he. Mind
you, I don’t think anybody has ever turned him down before.” 


Trying
to open the food containers, she added “I think you wounded his pride sweetie”
she laughed. 


“Well,
it was either his pride or his dick” I laughed back.


 


The
morning dragged and I kept glancing at the clock. Grace caught me a couple of
times and after spotting me for the sixth time she turned to me. “You expecting
something Olivia?” she asked with a frown. 


“Nope,”
I replied “just wishing for my lunch hour to hurry up. I’m famished” I added
turning away so she couldn’t see my blush. 


 


By
12.15 I was a dithering wreck. My heart rate had sped up, my hands were shaking
and I couldn’t concentrate on my work. 


Peterson
leant over my desk with a strange look on his face. “Olivia, because you
arrived late this morning and you are still having a lunch break, I
would be grateful if you could stay behind later and make up your hours” he
said, looking extremely irritated. 


“Sure,
of course Mr Peterson” I replied warily, wondering what else he was going to
say. 


He
narrowed his eyes and stared at me for a few moments but huffed and walked off,
leaving Grace giving me a quizzical look. Shrugging my shoulders at her, I went
to the bathroom to check my hair and make-up and made my way downstairs.


 


 As
I exited the elevator, I saw him, leaning against the main reception desk,
talking to Miss Wet Kipper. She was laughing with him and touching his arm, flinging
her hair back and giving him a dazzling smile. 


As
if he sensed me approach, Nate looked over to me. His eyes skimmed over me and
came to rest on my face. A slow, sexy smile covered his face making my breath
hitch as so many memories of that smile flooded back, heating my insides. 


I
returned his smile as I walked over to him. “Hi” he said gently as he bent to
kiss my cheek, inhaling my scent as he did. 


“Hi”
I returned, catching the same unique smell, that was always with him; musk,
touch of spice and lots of raw male.  


He
grunted a “goodbye” to a very stunned Miss Wet Kipper as he took my hand and
hastily led me out of the building. 


 


A
black Jag XJ was waiting at the entrance doors with a suited man stood at the
rear door. 


“Have
a nice lunch, Olivia” Bert shouted to me as I drew near the car. Feeling
awkward I turned to smile at him and mouthed my thanks as Nate’s hand tightened
its grip in mine. 


The
suited man opened the rear door for us and I climbed in. “Thanks Blake. Benny’s,
please” Nate said as he clambered in beside me.  


 


When
the door was shut, he turned to me and grabbed my hand again. His other hand
came up to caress my cheek. “God Liv, it’s been forever” he said with a sad
smile and I tilted my face into his hand.


 “Too
long” I sighed, closing my eyes and cherishing his touch. 


His
thumb started stroking my cheek bone and then slowly skated down to my bottom
lip. Catching my breath, I placed my hand over his as a forbidden tear trickled
down my face. 


He
caught it with his thumb and placed it on his lips. “Oh, Baby” he exhaled and
pulled me onto his lap, wrapping me in his arms and tenderly stroking my back. 


It
was like the last twenty years hadn’t been, as though it was just the day after
he left and my whole body roared to life at his touch as my soul coupled with
its mate.  


 


“What
happened to us, Liv?” he asked, resting his chin on top of my head. 


Frowning,
I pulled away and slid back over to my seat. I couldn’t believe I had melted
into him within the first ten minutes of being back with him. 


Our
lives were different now and things were not the same. 


 


“Lots
of things have happened to us, Nate” I uttered solemnly, looking away from him
and out of the window. 


“Liv?”
he questioned. “Liv?” he asked again when I didn’t respond. 


I
turned to look at him, my eyes full of unshed tears. “Why didn’t you answer
your phone whenever I called?” he probed as he looked into my eyes, his own
full of sadness and longing “Why didn’t you write back? I sent you letter after
letter but you never replied. I even came down from Scotland to see you but you
had moved house, just… just gone.” 


 


I
gazed back out of the window as I chose my words carefully “Nate, you had your
career and life in Edinburgh. Our relationship would’ve just been a burden. I
loved you too much to become a burden. It was better that way.” 


He
grabbed my chin and tilted my face back, his anger palpable in the confines of
the car. “God Damn it, Liv. I fuckin’ loved you. You were never a burden” his
voice a deadly hiss as his eyes scrutinised my face. 


 


I
tensed at his forceful caress and knew he had sensed the change in me. I
snatched his hand away from my chin as I glared at him. “Don’t fucking touch me
like that again, Nate” I spat. 


“Baby,
I would never hurt you, you know that” he worried, studying my face. 


“Don’t
call me Baby either. It’s been twenty years since I was your baby Nate”
I snapped. 


 


The
car came to a halt and the driver got out and came round to open the door. “You
will always be my Baby, Liv” Nate asserted, narrowing his eyes on me as he got
out of the car. 


He
took my hand in his again as he strode into the bistro. 


The
place was packed and I was sure there weren’t any tables free but Nate walked
over to the bar. 


“Nate
man,” the barman exclaimed, giving Nate a powerful hug and slapping him on the
back “it’s good to see you. Where have you been hiding? Eh?” he demanded. 


“I’ve
been in America for 6 months Ben, don’t worry, I would never abandon you” he
winked.


  America?



 


What
the hell would he be doing over there? His career must have really taken off. 


Nate
turned to introduce me, “Ben, this is Olivia. Liv, this is Benny. The namesake
for this place” he grinned. 


Taking
my hand in a firm grasp, Benny lifted it to his lips. “It is a pleasure to meet
such a beautiful woman” he beamed with a twinkle in his eye, “You need to keep
this one Nate, such an exquisite smile.” 


Nate
took my hand back and, with a wink and a grin, he asked Benny for a table. 


 


He
led us over to a booth in the corner and I slid in as Nate wedged his large
frame into the opposite bench. “Here’s the menu,” Benny said, passing us each a
leather bound folder “would you like a drink while you choose?”  


“A
bottle of chardonnay, please Benny” Nate acknowledged, raising his eyebrows at
me in a query. Nodding desperately at Benny in confirmation to Nate’s choice, I
silently wished the man would hurry up with the damn wine. 


I
needed alcohol before my nerves gave way, and I slid under the table, a
quivering mess. 


 


“Still
enjoy the odd glass then, Liv?” Nate questioned with a smirk when Benny
retreated to fetch our wine. “Ha, of course,” I scoffed “wine and Haribos,
always been a constant in my life.” 


He
picked up his menu and ran his fingers over the gold embossed lettering,
tracing each letter with a stern expression. “What else is a constant in your
life, Liv? Married? Partner? Kids?” he probed, searching my face. 


“Divorced,
No and Yes” I answered honestly and elusively to the three questions. “You?” I
queried, quickly bringing the conversation round to him. 


“No,
No and No” he answered frankly. 


“Oh,
I expected you to be married by now” I stated directly. “Nope” he said bluntly with
a pop of the ‘P’, looking directly at me. 


 


Benny
came over with our wine and to take our order. Pouring the wine into my glass
Nate continued with his interrogation. 


“So,
how long have you been divorced?” Gulping my wine, I glanced around the room
for a distraction, “Ten years” I shrugged. 


“Wow,
that long? No current interests?” he probed further. 


Sighing
loudly I shook my head. “Nope!” I said with a pop of the ‘P’. 


 


 “So,
how long have you been friends with Peterson?” I asked quickly to change the
subject away from me.


He
looked at me puzzled. “Friends?” he asked, “I’d hardly call us friends.” He
tilted his head to one side “He’s your boss. What do you make of him? Be
honest” he added with a laugh. 


“Well,
let’s see. He doesn’t like me. He’s rude, arrogant and very full of himself” I
specified. 


“I
find it hard to believe he doesn’t like you, Liv. How can he not?” he smiled
lightly, his eyes sparkling. 


Taking
another large mouthful of wine, I sneered “Because he told me to get drunk to
help ‘loosen up my tight thighs’, so I told him to ‘Go Fuck himself’ but a bit
politer than that.” 


Nate’s
eyebrows lifted to his hairline as he pursed his lips and I noticed his finger
twitch rapidly against the tablecloth. He nodded his head once, “Really?” he
said, more of a statement than a question. 


He
went quiet for a while, his face tight with anger and fortunately our meal
arrived.


 


As
I picked at my salad, Nate looked deep in thought so I remained quiet until he
suddenly looked up and grinned at me. 


“You
don’t fancy Simon then?” he mocked, “Everybody else seems to. He’s good looking
and wealthy.” 


I
gagged on my food and stared at him. “What sort of question is that?” I asked
perplexed “No, I don’t fancy Peterson, Nate. Anyway, I’m off men completely” I
added. 


It
was Nate’s turn to choke now. “You’ve never turned gay, Liv?” he asked shocked.



Laughing
full on at his wide eyes, I drained my glass and motioned him for a top up. “Good
god, No!” I exclaimed “I just haven’t been interested since my div…..” 


I
realised what I’d said and clammed up. Analysing my tight face and frowning
deeply, Nate swallowed. “Has there been anybody since your husband, Liv?”



 


Squirming
in my seat I shook my head and looked away. He blew out a large breath and
covered my hand with his “What happened, Liv? You must have really loved him,
to not be able to move on after he’d gone.” He gave me a sad smile and looked
down at his plate. 


Laughing
sarcastically, I shook my head “You have no fucking idea, Nate.”


 


I
bit my bottom lip and looked away from his confused stare. “Anyway I have Bob”
I announced with a sly smile, trying to lighten the mood. 


“Bob?”
he asked, raising his eyebrows. 


“Mmmm,
Bob” I said, lifting my chin in defiance. “And who’s Bob?” Nate requested as his
eyes became hard and intense. 


“BOB…my
Battery Operated Boyfriend” I stated with a crafty grin.  


Waiting
for the penny to drop, I stared at Nate as I smiled to myself. The moment he
realized, his face split into a huge grin and he gave a belly laugh. “Now, I
would love to meet Bob” he said with a wink.


 “Dear
God, you haven’t changed a bit” I laughed, shaking my head. 


 


We
chatted lightly for a while longer as we finished our food and wine. 


Glancing
at my watch, I told Nate I would have to get back to work. “That quick?” he
said, looking at the time. 


He
paid for the meal, escorted me back to the car and drove me back to NSC.


 


As
we pulled up in front of the building, Nate exited the car and walked round to
open my door. 


“Thank
you for lunch” I said, reaching up to kiss him on the cheek.  “Always my pleasure,
Baby” he murmured as his arm slipped around my waist and he inhaled my scent as
he rested his chin on my head. 


I
pulled away sadly before I walked up the steps and entered the foyer. 


 


I
felt his arm slip around my waist again as I approached the elevator. Frowning,
I turned to him “What are you doing, Nate? I have to go back to work now” I
panicked. 


He
regarded me with a sly look, “Me too” he said. 


Then
it dawned on me. “Oh My God. You work here?” I asked him, shocked. 


“Well…
Yes” he laughed. “Tell me Liv. What do you think NSC stands for?” He asked as
he pulled me into the lift with him.  


“Uhh,
I don’t know Nate. I never got chance to research the company before I took the
job” I told him, puzzled. 


My
eyes widened as I worked it out. Looking at him in awe, I breathed “Nathan Sam
Carter.” 


He
nodded his head as he grew serious and took my hand.  “I built the company, Liv.
I’m your ‘rude, arrogant and full of himself’ boss’s, boss’s, boss!” he
finished with a smirk.
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Nate
escorted me to my floor and then continued up to the 50th floor
where his office was situated.


I
dropped into the chair behind my desk and tried to get to grips with what Nate
had just revealed to me. 


I
couldn’t believe after all these years Nate was now my boss. I had just slagged
my boss to my ‘big boss’. How unprofessional.  


 


Taking
a deep breath, I immersed myself into my work and about an hour later Paterson
called me into his office. 


As
I was shutting the door behind me, he began to rant at me. “Miss Adams!” he snarled
with a furious look on his face. 


Cringing,
I attempted to smile at him as I sensed his fury. “What the fuck has happened
to you this week, mmm?” he bellowed, “you’ve been late twice and your mind has
been far from your work today!” he continued, livid. 


 


Rubbing
my hands together, I attempted to defend myself “Mr Peterson, I’m so sorry if
you feel I’ve been incompetent but…” 


“INCOMPETENT?”
he cut me off, enraged “I’d say you’ve been downright UNPROFESSIONAL, wouldn’t
you Miss Adams? Hmm?”  


 


Worrying
where this was going, I started to get flustered. Chewing on my lip, I tried to
apologize again but he butted in once more.


“I’d
say having lunch with your boss is very unprofessional, Miss
Adams. In fact if I didn’t know better, I’d say you were a little brown nose Liv!!!”
he sneered, articulating ‘Liv’ in the same tone Nate had used in the
foyer. 


“Well…
Mr Carter and I are old friends, Mr Peterson. I can assure you that I am not ‘brown
nosing’ as you put it.” This arrogant man was now starting to piss me off. 


“BOLLOCKS!
 Are you fucking him, Miss Adams?” he thundered. 


“How
dare you!!!” I fumed. 


 


Peterson’s
office door flew open and Nate stalked in. He looked calm but I could see the
fire in his eyes, the wrath on his face and his clenched fists. 


He
turned to me “Could you leave us a moment please, Miss Thomas?” 


I
opened my mouth to inform him I was now Miss Adams, but quickly shut it when he
gave me a slight shake of his head, his eyes blazing wildly. 


Swallowing
and nodding, I escaped the room hastily, the tension thick and menacing. 


 


Closing
the door behind me, I took a huge, calming breath and walked back over to my chair
on shaky legs. 


“What
the Hell, Olivia?” Grace gushed, eyes wide “What was all that about?” 


I
sat in my chair, shaking. “Peterson was laying into me, saying that it was
inappropriate to have lunch with my boss, and the twat even asked if I was
screwing Nate! And he has the cheek to call me unprofessional” I claimed,
disregarding Grace’s even wider eyes. 


 


There
was now shouting coming from Peterson’s office and I shuddered, knowing that
Peterson was going to make my life hell for this. “You know Mr Carter?” Grace
asked, astounded. “Yeah, we were friends at uni” I told her, only giving her
the half-truth. 


“He
was stood outside Peterson office for ages, listening to him rant at you. I thought
at one point he was gonna explode” Grace said with a slight giggle. 


“Oh
Shit” I sighed “that means Nate heard every bit of Peterson’s outburst.” 


 


Rolling
my head round my shoulders, I closed my eyes as Grace laughed. “Even the part
when Peterson shouted ‘BOLLOCKS are you fucking him, Miss Adams?’” she echoed in
her best Peterson impersonation, letting on that she had been listening. 


“Wonderful!”
I exclaimed, “Nate’s gonna kill him” I added with a groan. 


 


Peterson’s
office door opened and Nate stomped out, slamming the door behind him. He
looked over at me, shook his head, his anger still evident, and walked away. 


“I
wouldn’t like to get on the wrong side of him” Grace wheezed. “Although, I
wouldn’t mind being under him” she concluded, laughing as my jaw hit the floor.


 



The
afternoon passed by and I didn’t see Peterson again, until he left his office
just as I was shutting down my monitor and preparing to go home. “Thank you for
staying late Miss Adams” he said to me politely. “Have a good weekend and I’ll
see you Monday morning” he finished with a sickly smile. 


“Oh…
Yes. You too Mr Peterson” I flustered, baffled by the change in his attitude.
He smiled again and left the office, leaving me completely bewildered. “Thank
fuck its Friday” I smiled to myself as I rode the elevator down.  


 


Juggling
a large box of files, my laptop and bag, I scuttled hastily to my car before I
dropped them all on the car park tarmac. 


Putting
them in my car boot, I climbed behind the wheel. “Take me home Betty” I smiled,
tapping her dashboard. 


Turning
the key, she gave a grunt and chug but didn’t start. Trying again, she made an
even worse racket and then just clicked. 


She
had never made a noise like that before and I had an awful feeling she’d
finally died.  


 


“Oh
come on Betty, not now” I pleaded. “After the day I’ve had, I need wine girl!”
I begged some more. 


I
was already running late and wanted to get home. Matt was still ill and I
needed to get home to him. My mother had her yoga class tonight and she’d hated
to leave him until I got back, but she’d texted me about 20 minutes ago to say
she was sorry but she couldn’t wait any longer.


After
trying and failing a third time, I punched the dashboard and dropped my head
onto the steering wheel. “Arghhhh” I screamed into nothing, “Please, please,
please give me a break” I cried. 


 


I
closed my eyes and took some deep, calming breaths. My door flew open and Nate
peered in at me. “Having car trouble, Liv?” he asked, frowning at my defeated
expression. 


I
rolled my eyes at his stupid question. “No Nate, I’m just having a snog with
the steering wheel!” I bit back sarcastically. 


He
chuckled and took my hand. “Come on, I’ll give you a lift home” he said,
pulling me from the car. 


“I
need some things from my boot” I told him as I opened the boot and loaded his
arms with stuff. 


 


Carrying
some things of my own, we loaded them in his boot and his driver opened the car
door “Miss Thomas” he smiled at me. “Miss Adams” I corrected him with a shy
smile. 


Nate
turned to me. “Oh God, I’m sorry Liv. My mistake. I keep forgetting you’re
married” he apologised. 


“WAS
married, Nate” I rectified. 


Smiling,
he slid in the seat beside me. “Where to Miss?” the driver asked, peering over
his seat to look at me. 


As
I told him my address Nate slid his hand in mine. “Good day, baby?” he mocked. Laughing
with him, “The best” I replied with a sarcastic nod of my head. 


 


His
thumb stroked across my knuckles in a soothing gesture and I felt my heart
skip, remembering how it always used to relax me. 


“Liv,
why did you let Simon yell at you like that?” Nate asked with a frown. 


“Because
he’s my boss, Nate. He’d sack me if I told him to fuck off.”  


“You’ve
told me to fuck off before and I’m your boss” he grinned. “You weren’t my boss
at the time though” I scoffed. 


“Seriously
though, the Liv I used to know wouldn’t have stood there and took that. She’d
have laid into him and tossed his arse all over the office” he said, giving me
a confused look. 


“Well,
that was the Liv you used to know Nate, I’m not that girl anymore” I
told him, looking away from his analysing gaze. 


 


Nate
nodded, more to himself than me “I nearly pummelled him when I heard him
shouting at you. Smug Bastard!” he hissed. 


“He’s
not so bloody smug now” I smirked “he was all smiles and politeness when he
left. He hasn’t been polite to me in nearly three months.” 


“Jesus!
What is that man’s problem with you?” Nate grumbled. “I’ve told you. He wanted
to get friendly and I didn’t… simple” I shrugged. “Especially now he thinks I’m
screwing you. I don’t think he can comprehend how I could turn him down in
preference to you” I sniggered. 


“What’s
to understand? I’m gorgeous, hot and fuckin’ hard” he grinned, wiggling
his eyebrows at me as my gaze lowered to his lap.


 “I
knew you wouldn’t be able to resist, Liv. Every time I used to say ‘hard’ you’d
always look at my lap” he laughed, squeezing my hand. 


 


I
was very tempted to exchange my gaze with my hand and once again feel that hard
muscle enclosed in his trousers. I squirmed in my seat and Nate gave me a
knowing grin as the car came to a stop outside my house. 


“Wait!”
Nate scolded as I reached for the door handle. 


 


The
driver came round to open my door. “Thanks…” I started, realising I didn’t know
his name. “Blake Hunter, Miss” he informed me. 


Nate
took my things from the boot as Blake shut my door. “I’ll carry them in for
you, Liv” he said walking up my path. 


I
ran in front of him to open the door and gestured him in before he collapsed
under the weight of everything. 


 


He
placed them on the kitchen table as he took a look round the room. “This is
nice, Liv” he smiled softly, “How long you lived here?” he asked. 


“About
ten years now” I replied as I flipped the switch on the kettle “coffee?” 


He
nodded his head as he removed his phone from his pocket and started typing.
“Give me your mobile number while I’ve got my phone out and then we can arrange
a time for me to pick you up Monday morning” he said without looking up. 


“Pick
me up?” I asked, puzzled. 


“Yeah.
Your car’s broke, remember? I’ll get a mechanic over to NSC this weekend and
get it fixed for you, then you can pick it up Monday” he said. 


“You
can’t fix my car for me Nate, I’ll sort it but I would appreciate the ride” I
argued. 


 


He
gave me his slow, sexy smile “I’d appreciate a ride too baby.” Tutting at him,
I handed him his coffee and told him my number. 


He
rang it so I could store his as Erin walked in the kitchen. “Hi” she greeted
Nate, as she gave him an inquisitive look. 


“Hello”
Nate replied, cocking his head, a wrinkle appearing on his brow “you look very
much like your mother did at your age.” 


She
inhaled sharply “You knew my mum when she was 16?” She gave me a probing look
and I knew what she was thinking. 


“Well
she was 18 when we met” Nate stated, “But yeah, we were…. uhh, friends.”


 


He
smiled slyly, looking at me. “Where’s Matt sweetheart? Is he any better?” I
asked Erin, to change the subject. She raised her eyebrows at me, chewing her
bottom lip just as Matt walked in.


 “Hey
Babe” I embraced him with a hug “You feel better?” 


“Yeah,
I’m good mum” he said as he looked at Nate “You gonna introduce us?” 


“Yes
of course. Matt this is Nate. Nate this is my son, Matt and daughter Erin” I
introduced. Smiling, Nate extended his hand to Matt “Pleasure to meet you, mate.”



 


Erin
was still stood silent in the corner of the room and I could feel her piercing
stare on me, I was starting to feel uncomfortable and glared back at her,
shaking my head a little in warning. 


Nate,
noticing the silent altercation between Erin and me, looked at us both with a
confused expression on his face. “I’d better let you get on” I directed at
Nate, hoping he’d take the hint and leave before Erin said something stupid. 


“Oh
right” he said, standing up and looking a little stunned. 


Placing
his still full cup in the sink he reached for my hand “Can you see me to the
door, Liv?” Erin’s brows rose even higher and Matt grinned and winked at me.


 


As
we reached the door he pulled me a little closer. “Can I see you tomorrow night,
baby?” he asked as he dropped my hand and moved his hand up to my face, cupping
my chin and tipping my head back to look in my eyes. 


“I
can’t tomorrow night, Nate. I’ve already arranged a night out with Beth and
Lexi. Sorry” I apologised gently. 


“Oh
wow, you still see Beth and Lexi?” he asked, surprised and dropping his hand
instantly. 


“Yeah,
we never lost contact” I swallowed when I realised what I’d said and hoped Nate
hadn’t picked up on it, but I was disappointed. 


“Well
at least you kept in touch with someone” he glowered at me, “How about Monday
night?” he attempted again. 


“Oh
God. Monday’s no good either, I have an appointment.” 


 


I
was starting to feel bad but he narrowed his eyes. “Who has appointments at
night?” he probed, obviously thinking I was putting him off. “I do” I shrugged,
looking down at the floor.  


“Do
you have a cocktail dress?” he suddenly asked. Perplexed, I nodded to him. 


“Good.
I have a gala dance to attend next Saturday night and I want you to accompany
me” he demanded before he leaned into me. “I need you to come, baby” he
whispered in my ear as his hand slipped down my back and skimmed over my
bottom. 


 


Goosebumps
spread over my body and my pussy throbbed. There had only ever been Nate that
could turn me on so intensely.  I sucked in a breath, nodding frantically as a
small groan rumbled in the back of his throat. 


His
fingers spread on the low of my back as he worked little kisses from my cheek
towards my mouth. 


Gasping,
I pulled back and reached for the door, opening it for him. “I’ll ring you
about Monday morning” he said as he left the house and walked down the path
back to his car. 


 


Shutting
the door, I leaned against it and took a large gulp of air. Erin was stood in
the hallway and giving me an insightful look. “Don’t Erin” I warned. 


She
shook her head, grinned at me and ascended the stairs. Halfway up, she stopped
and turned “He has lovely pure... blue... Eyes” she smirked, emphasising
each word. “Don’t you think mom?” she added as she carried on up the stairs.


 


 


***


 


 


Late
Saturday night, Beth, Lexi and I were drunk and sitting on stools around a
large floor to ceiling column in ‘Pulse’ the local nightclub. 


“Give
me your shoes, Liv” Beth ordered. 


“Ha,
not a chance girl.” 


I
was wearing my favourite red high heels. I had bought them about 6 months ago
when I’d had a bad episode and needed retail therapy.  Hence, the £840
Christian Louboutin, red leather with black mottled overlay, peep toe, 5”
stiletto. They were my ultimate favourites and I would still be paying for them
in 5 years. 


 


Tonight
I’d been risky and teamed them with my tight, short black leather skirt and my
red, ruffle neck top. Ever since yesterday’s intimate moment with Nate, I had
been feeling very horny and that reflected in my outfit tonight. 


The
only problem with this was I was getting a lot of unwanted male attention. 


 


“But
you love me” Beth continued. “I’m not even gonna let you borrow them” I
proclaimed, sticking my tongue out at her. 


“But
those shoes are man magnets. You’ve had loads of attention tonight. It must be
the shoes” she suspected, looking dreamily back down at my shoes. 


“Nah,
that’s just Liv’s aura,” Lexi stated “I can almost touch her sex appeal
tonight.” She told Beth, and then turning to me she said “Damn Girl. You’re
oozing in eroticism.” 


Then
narrowing her eyes on me, she declared “You got laid!!!” 


 


Beth
jumped with excitement, toppling off the high stool and landing with a harsh
bump on her arse on the floor. Lexi and I, laughing hysterically, tried to help
her up but we were laughing so hard, we couldn’t lift her. 


Eventually
we all managed to pull her up and the other revellers cheered as Beth took a
bow. 


Climbing
back onto our stools Beth looked at me, “So come on, Liv. You get nailed?” she
quizzed. “No” I stammered. 


“Now
don’t lie to us” Lexi chastised, waggling her finger at me. “I’m not lying” I
denied, feigning a deep interest in my wine glass. 


“But
something’s up” Beth argued, taking a mouthful of her vodka. 


 


I
turned my attention to the dancers and tried to ignore their interrogation.
“Liv?” Beth prodded me “Spill.” 


I
slowly turned back to her. “Nate’s back” I blurted. 


 


The
vodka glass slipped from her grasp and smashed on the floor as her jaw dropped
with it. She was deadly silent as she scanned my face. “What the fuck” Lexi
said as she struggled for breath. 


I
lowered my eyes and fixed them on my twiddling fingers. “What do you mean ‘Nate’s
back’?” Beth finally managed. 


“Just
what I said; Nate’s back. He owns NSC Industries and has been in America for
the last six months, so I didn’t know. I bumped into him yesterday… literally”
I giggled. 


“Don’t
pissing laugh Liv, this is serious” she cautioned with a glare. “Have you told
him?” she asked, hesitantly. 


“No!!”
I cried, my eyes fixing her with a glare of my own. “You gonna tell him?” Now
it was Lexi’s turn to scrutinize me. 


“I...
I don’t know” I stammered, tears forming behind my eyes. 


“Oh,
Babe” Beth sighed, reaching over to me and squeezing my hand, tears in her own eyes.



“On
a lighter note, is he still fucking hot?” Lexi sniggered, as she put her hands
over her heart and sighed deeply. 


“Jesus,
Yes” I breathed, closing my eyes and picturing his hard body. Pressing my
thighs together and chewing my bottom lip, I declared it was time to go home. 


I
had business to take care of.


 


***


 


It
was 2am and I was laid in bed; the house was empty as the kids were at my
mother’s for the weekend and my mind was wandering to the times I had made love
to Nate. 


I
couldn’t shake this damn arousal. Everything was pulsing in me. 


 


My
fingers skimmed under the duvet, stroking the inside of my thigh and picturing Nate’s
sexy smile, they ventured further up, rubbing against my clit. 


My
other hand caressed my breast as my breath hitched. Inserting 2 fingers, I was
amazed how wet I was. I was dripping. Working at a frantic rhythm, I urged to
get release. 


Getting
frustrated, I reached over and opened my side drawer. Retrieving my vibrator, I
switched it with my fingers. 


Nate’s
image appeared in my mind, his body pumping away frantically at me as I
mimicked the action with my vibrator. 


 


Just
as I was nearing my orgasm, my phone trilled its text message alert. “Fuck me”
I grunted, the moment now gone. 


I
reached for my phone; sure it was Beth up for a late night texting session. I
was surprised to see it was from Nate:


 


NATE:


You
awake Liv?


 


Well
I would be now, even if I had been asleep.


 


ME:


Yh
x


 


NATE:


What
you up to? Xx


 


What
a stupid thing to ask at 2am on a Sunday morning.


 


ME:


In
bed xxx


 


NATE:


Oh…
What r u wearing? ;-) Xxx


 


Now
it was getting interesting, and I was still ultra horny so I decided to have
some fun.


 


ME:


A
smile!!! Xxx


 


NATE:


Oh
Jesus xxx


 


ME:


;-)
Xxx


 


NATE:


Is
BOB there? Xxx


 


ME:


He’s
laid beside me Xxx


 


NATE:


(Gulping)
what’s he doing?


Xxx


 


ME:


Nothing
‘NOW’, he says he’s feeling ‘drained’ 


Xxx


 


NATE:


Lucky
sod, u should give him a rest, you’re wearing him out baby


You
need the real thing


 Xxx


 


ME:


Mmmm
yes I do!!!!!  BOB’s now saying that I only use him for sex


And
I don’t care about him


Xxx


 


NATE:


(Groaning)
he needs somebody to take the pressure off for him ;-)


Xxx


 


ME:


(Groaning
also) It’s my pressure I need taking care of


Xxx


 


NATE:


(Panting)
I’d ‘LOVE’ to take the pressure off for u baby


Xxx


 


ME:


(Panting
hard) the pressures getting pounding now Nate (moaning)


Xxx


 


NATE:


(Panting
harder) Pounding???


Xxx


 


ME:


(Panting
and pounding faster) Yes!!


It’s
really hammering now Nate


Xxx


 


NATE:


(Panting
and hammering faster)


I’m
really hammering my pressure too Liv


You
ready to release your pressure Baby?


Xxx


 


ME:


(Gasping)
GOD YES NATE!!!!!


Xxx


 


NATE:


(Breathless)
Better baby?


Xxx


 


ME:


(I
think I actually STOPPED breathing)


Much
better, thank u ;-)


Xxx


 


NATE:


(Grinning
like a Cheshire cat)


Good,
me too


Xxx


 


ME:


(Very
relaxed now)


Goodnight
Nate 


Xxx


 


NATE:


(Rolled
over for a cuddle)


Night
Baby 


Xxx


 


I
rolled over and drifted off to sleep, wearing nothing but a huge grin.
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Monday morning had rolled round again, and as usual I
was running late. 


Jumping from the shower, I wrapped a towel around me
and ran across the landing to my room to get dressed. Rummaging around in my
wardrobe for my favourite mint green, sheer blouse, that I needed to team with
my black and green skirt, I realized it wasn’t in there “Erin!” I shouted. 


She was always ‘borrowing’ my clothes but she never
returned them. 


 


I ran to her bedroom, and after opening her wardrobe
doors, I found it straight away. Rushing back across the landing I bumped into
Nate coming out the bathroom. 


“What the hell?” I mumbled into his hard chest. 


“Morning, baby” his voice was low and husky as he
looked over my body. “You ready for me?” he asked, his lips twitching. 


“What the hell are you doing here, Nate? You’re way
too early” I sniped, pulling my towel higher. 


 


He didn’t answer me as he slowly gazed over my
near-bare form, his eyes stopping at the scar I had running across my right
collarbone. 


I flinched as he ran his finger, delicately across it.
“I was up early and thinking of you, so I thought I’d have a coffee before
work” he said softly, still tracing the scar with his finger and his troubled
eyes. 


“How did you get this?” he asked, narrowing his eyes
and searching my face. 


Swallowing hard I stepped back. “Matt should be in the
kitchen, he’ll make you a drink while I get dressed” I stuttered and pushed
past him.


 


Closing
the bedroom door behind me I let out a breath when I heard Nate descend the
stairs. 


I
sat on my bed and desperately fought for some control. I knew that this part of
my life was going to be the hardest thing I’d ever have to face. He was like a
magnet, pulling me in every time with a hold so strong, I would have to rip myself
in two to get away from him; a hold so deep it had endured twenty years. 


I
had always wondered if I’d see him again but I didn’t expect the attraction to
be so strong between us still. I knew he wanted me as much as I wanted him,
especially after the texting episode Saturday night, but I wondered if he’d
still feel that attraction after he saw the real me.


 


Quickly
dressing, I hurried downstairs, apprehensive at leaving Matt alone with an
inquisitive Nate.


As
I entered the kitchen they were both laughing and chatting about the superbike
championship that had took place over the weekend. 


“Morning
mum, Nate’s been telling me about his bike” he beamed, “he said he’d take me
for a ride one day… if it’s okay with you?” 


Nodding,
I turned to Nate “You still ride?” 


 


This
was something I hadn’t expected now that he was a high-profiled businessman.
“Course” he said, giving me a bewildered gaze. “I’ll never give up the thrill
of the ride, Liv” he added, with a twitch of his lips. 


Goddam
it! Everything he said had me heating up like a horny hormonal teenager. 


“You’re
mum used to love riding with me” he told Matt, his eyes bright and clear “The buzz
she gave off was electrifying, the excitement in her as we tore through the
streets was mesmerising.” 


His
eyes held mine as he pulled us both into those memories. The images of us
speeding through the countryside, laughing as I held on to him, the wind in our
face and not a care in our lives. 


 


“Right,
I’d better leave for school” Matt interrupted, clearing his throat. Sensing his
embarrassment I chuckled softly. 


“You
seeing Dr Greene tonight?” he blurted. 


Closing
my eyes on a sigh I hoped Nate hadn’t heard him, once again I was disappointed.
“Are you ill, Liv?” Nate questioned “We can miss work if you’re not feeling
good.”  


Matt
laughed. “Noooo, it’s her ‘head doctor’” he enlightened. 


 


Pressing
my fingertips on my temples, I was starting to get a headache. Turning my back
on Nate I glared at Matt. “YES” I hissed at him “I’m meeting Dr Greene
tonight and you’re at grandmas for tea, I’ll tell her to poison that loose
mouth of yours.” 


Cringing
and mouthing sorry, he swiftly picked up his bag and rushed out of the door.


 


Plastering
a huge smile on my face I turned to Nate. “Ready?” I asked brightly. 


He
was stood scrutinizing me, a deep look on his face “You see a psychologist,
Liv?” 


Laughing
nervously, I looked away. “Who doesn’t nowadays?” I asked awkwardly. “Come on,
we’ll be late” I said, ending the discussion abruptly.  


 


Gathering
my things, I gestured to the door without looking at him. He walked over to me
slowly still analysing my face, and placed his finger gently on my nose. “I
think me and you need to talk soon, baby” he whispered strictly, his breathing
hard and slow. 


Chewing
my lip, I dropped my gaze away from his and walked to the door, my heart
slamming in my chest. “Come on” I said simply. 


 


We
arrived at work a short while later and Bert was stood on duty. “Morning,
Olivia” he beamed at me, his eyes flitting between me and Nate. “Mr Carter” he
said with a nod of his head and Nate nodded back to him. 


“Hi
Beef, a little bird told me that you and a certain lady hit the town this
weekend” I grinned, raising my eyebrows and pursing my lips. “The little birdie
was correct, sugar” he winked, chuckling.


 Laughing
with him I patted his arm “Well done you, it took you long enough.” 


“We
can’t rush true love, Olivia” he smirked. 


Taking
my hand and pulling on it Nate grumbled giving Bert a suspicious look “Come on,
Liv.” 


Biting
my lip, I said goodbye to Bert and entered the foyer behind Nate. 


 


“I
just need to retrieve my messages from Samantha and then we’ll ride up
together” he commanded. Pulling my hand out of his he gave me a questioning
look “Something wrong Liv?”


 Tilting
my head at him, stumped by his attitude, I glared at him. “Did you have to be
so rude to Bert? He’s my friend” I snapped. 


“You
shouldn’t make friends with the staff, Liv” he stated. 


“WHAT?”
I scoffed, astonished. 


“I
said you shouldn’t make friends with the staff” he repeated slowly, as
though I was dumb. 


“How
dare you!” I stammered “You don’t
have the right to pick my bloody friends, Nate.” 


“He’s
just a fucking doorman, Liv” he countered, amazed at my outburst. “Just… a… fuckin’…
doorman?” I repeated gobsmacked. “Listen to his highness. Too far up his own
arse to talk to the minions” I mocked acidly, “Well, I’m one of those fuckin’
minions, Nate and I’m sorry if I’m not up to your fuckin’ standards” I raged
and stormed to the elevator, noticing Miss Wet Kippers stunned  face. 


“Liv!”
Nate shouted to me as I hurled myself into the lift and rapidly banged the ‘close
door’ button. 


 


I
needed to calm down before I reached my floor and Nate joining me in the lift
was not going to help me achieve that.  I was livid. How fucking dare he
dictate to me who I could friends with. We weren’t even in a relationship and
even then I wouldn’t put up with that shit again. 


 


Departing
the elevator on my floor, I made my way to the bathroom, taking huge gulps of
air and mentally prepping myself for work. 


Banging
the door back against the wall as I entered I heard a gasp from one of the
cubicles. “Sorry” I muttered to whomever. 


“Olivia?
That you?” Leah’s voice came from behind the closed door. 


“Yeah,
it’s me. Late and flustered again” I laughed ironically.


“You
okay, Honey?” I mumbled a confirmation, repairing my make-up in the mirror as the
toilet flushed and Leah emerged from the cubicle. 


 


“Men
Trouble?” she asked, scrutinising her own make-up in the same mirror, her eyes
fixed on mine as she washed her hands. 


“Humph”
I grumbled without elaborating further. “How did the date with Bert go?” I
asked, changing the topic to her. 


“Oh
God, he’s wonderful Olivia” she gushed with a dreamy look, “sweet, attentive
and such a gentleman. He opened every door for me, refused to let me pay half
and even made me breakfast” she added with a sly grin. 


“You
didn’t?” I spluttered my eyes wide. 


She
shrugged shyly “I couldn’t not.” 


“Hey,
I’m not judging. Good on you girl! Why not, you’re both adults” I appeased,
rubbing her arm “At least someone’s getting it” I added with a smile. 


“Talking
of ‘getting it’, is it true about you and Carter?” she asked, sheepishly. 


“We’re
just friends” I told her “we used to go out at uni.” 


“Oh
right” she nodded as we exited the bathroom and made our way to our desks “Is
it true what they say?” she asked. Puzzled, I turned to her “That he’s fucking
hot in the sack” she giggled. 


“I
couldn’t possibly comment on that, Miss Ward” I smirked.


 


An
hour later I was at my computer, working furiously when my phone alerted me to
a text.


 


NATE:


I’m
sorry, baby.


Lunch
in my office?  12.30?


Xxxx


 


Well
that was something I suppose, at least he had the decency to apologise. I
texted back a confirmation.


 


ME:


Sure



Xxxx


 


Lunch
in his office. This should be fun. I was starting to get uncomfortable in his
presence, in more ways than one. Even though I craved him there was also a part
of me that was nervous around his cross-examining, not sure how much would slip
out when he was being intimate and my brain shut down.  


 


Continuing
with my work to take my mind of it, the morning flew by and glancing at the
clock, I found that it was already 12:20. 


Standing
from my desk, I shouted over to Grace “I’m off for lunch now, Grace.” 


“Okay
sweetie. You couldn’t fetch me a sandwich form the deli could you?” she asked.
“Well… I’m not going to the deli. I’m having lunch with Nate in his office” I
mumbled embarrassed. Her eyes widened as she looked over at me. 


“Oh
okay sweetie, no problem” she smiled “have fun.”


 


Exiting
the elevator on the 50th floor I was amazed at the difference
between our floors. This one was still hexagonal but only had 2 small corridors
and 1 large corridor branching from the main reception area. 


I
approached the desk, where a young, happy faced man was sat. “Hi” I smiled “I have
an appointment with Mr Carter.” Looking up, he smiled widely, showing glorious
white teeth and I was quite jealous of him.


“Miss
Adams?” he asked politely. I nodded my confirmation “He’s expecting you. Just
down that corridor” he said, pointing in the direction of the largest hallway. 


 


Thanking
him I headed down the barren corridor, reaching another large reception desk.
“Hi. Miss Adams to see Mr Carter” I repeated to the prim, forty-something
woman. She was very striking, sporting a close cropped pixie cut while her
angular features emphasised her stunning face. She was wearing a severe,
expensive black trouser suit that was as tight as her face. 


She
peered at me, her eyes sliding up and down me and her lip curled in disgust. Pressing
a button on her desk, she spoke into a microphone “Miss Adams in reception, Mr
Carter.” 


“Send
her in please, Rachel” Nate’s voice came through a speaker. “Please go in” she
barked, signalling towards a door. 


 


Scurrying
away trying to escape her glare, I stumbled through Nate’s door and ended up on
my knees in his office. Laughing he came over, settled his hand on the top of
my head and smirked “You don’t have to kneel, Liv. A simple ‘hi’ will do.”  


Mortified
I raised to my feet. “Sorry Sir” I bowed, sarcastically “I wanted to kiss your
feet.” 


Smiling
his unique sexy smile he sighed “There’s more than my feet you can kiss while you’re
on your knees, baby.” 


My
breathing accelerated and my heart pumped violently. “Do you ever stop?” I
chastised him. “Never” he returned with a wry smile and a wink. 


 


Taking
my hand he led me over to a glass coffee table and I took a quick glance around
his office. It was huge. Again, the furniture was white leather but with severe
black fixtures. The simple white walls were adorned with bright abstracts, the
splash of colour warming the coldness of the room. 


His
desk stood against a colossal window, overlooking London. On one wall was
another door, presumably Nate’s private bathroom and to the side of this was a
huge, wall mounted flat screen television above a mini bar. 


On
the opposite wall to his desk were a large couch and the coffee table Nate had
steered me towards. 


 


“Sit”
he ordered. Placing myself down on the sofa, Nate sat next to me and reached
towards the table, where there was a selection of breads, meats and fruits. 


Placing
a selection onto a plate, he handed it me along with a napkin and then
proceeded to pour me a glass of wine. He raised his own glass to mine in a toast.
“To being on your knees, baby” he winked. 


Shaking
my head at him, I took a bite of the fresh, crusty bread. “Mmmm” I chewed,
closing my eyes. It was delicious, crusty on the outside and soft and airy on
the inside. 


Nate
growled low in his chest. “That good, Angel?” he whispered huskily. 


 


My
eyes flew open as I stared at him. It had been twenty years since I’d heard him
call me ‘Angel’ and it stunned me back to the time he had first said it me. 


We
had been snuggled together after making love, both lost in our own thoughts. “I
love you, Liv” he had said softly gently stroking my back. Nestling deeper into
his chest I had murmured my own loving declaration. “You own me. You’re the
other half of me Liv, the angel of my soul” he had breathed. Ever since then he
had adopted the ‘Angel’ pet name every time he told me he loved me.


 


 His
fingers touched my cheek, bringing me back to the present. He took my plate and
placed it on the table. 


His
gaze was intense as he gazed at me, burning me up and stunting my breath. His
fingers trailed down to my mouth as he leisurely glided his thumb across my
bottom lip. 


My
tongue sneaked out and swept across them, attempting to replace the moisture he
had wiped away. His breath caught and his lips parted, imitating my action on
his own lips.  


His
eyes were blazing; his pupils had dilated intensifying their blueness. 


 


Very
slowly he leaned into me and his hot breath mingled with my own, as his mouth
lingered next to mine without touching. His hand snaked round the back of my
head and he pulled my face closer, his lips finally met mine with a hungry
clash. 


A
low moan escaped my throat and he growled in response, kissing me deeper.
Sliding his tongue between my lips he drove it into my mouth, seeking my own to
frolic with. 


I
kissed him back passionately, twenty years of pent up want and need flowing
out. Twenty years of missing him so much it felt like he had took my soul with
him when he left.  


 


His
hand dropped to my back and he pulled me onto his lap, his back to the couch as
I straddled him with my skirt bunched high on my hips to accommodate my open
thighs. 


My
hands lifted to his head and grasped his hair fiercely, pulling him into me as
my need to devour him took over. My body remembered this was my man, my love,
my soul and it roared to life as desire flooded me. 


 


His
mouth left mine as his lips targeted my neck, kissing and suckling his way down
my throat.  His fingers slid up the outside of my bare thighs and continued up;
leaving goose bumps on my skin as he gently worked his way to my breasts. 


Returning
his mouth to mine, the hunger in the kiss grew stronger as his hands found
their goal. My breath hitched and I ground onto his erection as he caressed me.
 


“Jesus
baby” he growled as his head slumped back against the coach and his eyes
closed. 


 


His
fingers found my hard nipples through my shirt, pinching and rolling them as I
pushed further into his touch. My own head dropped back on my shoulders and I
closed my eyes as I pulverised his groin, sliding my wetness against him in a
frantic crave for release. 


“Oh
God Nate” I cried as I took his mouth again, kissing him vehemently. 


 


Just
as I was nearing the intense orgasm I knew was going to smash me into
smithereens, I felt his fingers start to unbutton my shirt. 


Shaking
my head to him as I continued to kiss him, I removed his hands. “Baby, please.
I need to feel your skin. I’ve missed you” he breathed alongside my lips.


 I
shook my head again as I resumed the kiss and replaced his hands over my
breasts on the outside of my clothing. 


As
he massaged my breasts his erection grew harder under his trousers and he
ground his hips into me, desperate for his own relief. The friction was getting
feverish, as we kissed and ground wildly. 


 


Then
he restarted his relentless mission to free my breasts, popping the buttons
with determination. Grumbling a warning to him, he intensified the kiss,
sucking on my tongue as he continued working at my buttons. 


“I
can’t do this Nate!!” I cried, pushing off his lap and pulling my shirt
together, swiftly refastening it as my heart hammered inside my chest. “What!?”
he scoffed, flummoxed “What did I do?” 


 


He
stood up and adjusted his lap, his hardness straining painfully against the
material.  


“Nothing”
I gulped, trying to hold back the tears that were threatening to surface. “I
have to go” I said, looking away quickly, collecting my bag off the floor. 


 


As
I reached for the door his hand slammed against it, holding it shut. “Talk to
me dammit, Liv” he growled. 


“I…I…I...”
I tried but shook my head, the tears now spilling freely down my face. “Baby”
he agonised, wiping at a tear, and placing it on his lips. 


I
looked into his eyes, trying to display a heartfelt apology in my own eyes. He
cocked his head to one side, an unvoiced question. 


Shaking
my head to him I removed his hand, opened the door and walked through, my heart
still in his office.










[bookmark: _Toc355259999]CHAPTER 7


 


I
didn’t see Nate again for a few days. Josh had appeared Monday afternoon with
my car keys and a message saying it was fixed. 


On
Thursday I received a text from Nate.


 


NATE:


Hey,
sorry been quiet, been mega busy


You
still ok for sat night?


Xxx


 


ME:


No
probs and yh still ok


Xxx


 


NATE:


Good,
pick u up at 7:30


Xxx


 


I
was not looking forward to spending an evening with the high and mighty. These kinds
of events always made my stomach lurch and my jaw ache from all the fake
smiling I did.  


I
only had one cocktail dress and I’d had to take it to the dry cleaners because
it hadn’t been aired for about 3 years, Nate’s text reminding me to pick it up
on the way home. 


 


True
to his word, Nate had had my car fixed and Betty was back to her usual reliable
self. I didn’t realise how much I relied on my car, having to use the bus on
Saturday to take the dress to the dry-cleaners. I had ended up standing because
the damn thing was packed to the rafters and I’d had a face full of a sweaty,
drunk man when the bus broke too hard and jerked to a stop. 


 


Googling
a local hairdressers, I booked myself in for a hair and nail treatment on
Saturday afternoon. While on Google I decided to do a sneaky search on Nate. 


I
was astounded when hundreds of pictures of him popped up. Most calling him
London’s most desired billionaire bachelor, others featuring him at charity
events and some from news clippings over the previous years as his company had
flourished. 


There
were plenty of him with women but the majority were of him and a tall,
beautiful redhead, looking at him affectionately. They were definitely an item,
according to the images but I was stunned he hadn’t mentioned her. 


I
knew he must have had relationships in the last twenty years but the images
aroused an intense jealousy in me, making my heart jolt and my stomach clench.
Shutting down the internet pages, I knuckled down with my work, a much needed
diversion from the pictures. 


 


 


***


 


 


Saturday
night arrived and by 7pm I was growing nervous. Applying my make-up in the
bedroom mirror, Erin walked in. “Wow mum, you look stunning” she declared,
taking the make-up brush from me and took over the application. 


She
was studying hair and beauty at college and make-overs were her favourite
factor. 


Expertly
finishing her task, I was extremely pleased with the end result. She had
perfectly lined my eyes and chosen colours that emphasised my large brown eyes.
My cheek bones were highlighted to make them a prominent feature on my face and
my lips skilfully painted my lips to fill them out. 


My
hair had mostly been left long with various thick strands pinned up with
diamonique pins.


 


 “Nice”
she complimented herself, pleased with her own handiwork. Passing me my shoes
to step into, she regarded me. “Is Nate the one?” she asked directly. 


Choking
slightly, I looked at her “He’s…” I was thankfully interrupted by Matt shouting
up the stairs “Mom, Nate’s here.”


Shrugging
at her, I picked up my bag and proceeded down the stairs where Nate was stood
at the bottom. 


 


My
mouth dried instantly as I took in his figure, encased in a tux, his sharp suit
accentuating his broad shoulders and his slim, jet black trousers hanging
perfectly off his lean hips. He looked heavenly, making me lick my lips
hungrily and wonder if I would be able to rein in my attraction for him all
night.  


He
looked up at me and drew in a large breath as his eyes shifted down my elegant red
dress. 


It
was floor length, cut high to the thigh on one side and high collared. The red
gossamer material was shrouded with black lace and it clung to my curves,
accentuating my slim waist. I had teamed it my favourite red and black
stilettos. 


 


As
I reached him, his mouth dropped open and he was speechless. “God Liv… WOW! You
look beautiful, baby” he drooled. 


Erin
giggled behind me. “Take care of her Nate, she’s very delicate” she specified.
“Exquisite more like” Nate amended. 


“That
as well” Erin giggled again. 


 


Nate
took my hand and led me to the car. “Good Evening Miss Adams” Blake addressed
me “You look stunning.” 


Giving
him a shy smile I verbalized my thanks and delicately climbed in the car. 


Nate
entered from the opposite side and took my hand again as the car pulled away.
“You look nervous, Liv” he specified. 


“I
am a little” I acknowledged. “Don’t be baby; I won’t leave you alone with the
vultures. Especially how beautiful you look tonight” he said, grazing over my
body again. 


 


Looking
back up to my face, he took my chin between his forefinger and thumb “You going
to tell me what Monday was about?” he probed. 


“No
Nate, leave it” I pleaded, turning my gaze out of the window. 


“There’s
something you’re not telling me” he persisted, narrowing his eyes on me. 


“LEAVE
IT” I hissed through my teeth.  Sighing angrily, he submitted and turned to
look out of his own window. 


The
atmosphere in the car grew intense as Nate sulked all the way to our venue. 


 


As
we pulled in, Blake tapped on the dark glass privacy screen, alerting us to our
arrival. “Wait!” Nate barked as I reached for the door handle. “There’ll be
lots of paparazzi Liv,” he informed me “they’ll be shouting me and taking photos
of us. Just keep a smile on your face and keep hold of my hand. Don’t fuckin’
let go. Okay?” 


I
nodded my head, stunned and scared, the last thing I needed was to have my face
plastered all over Google. “Nate” I gulped, “I can’t have my photo in the paper
or on the internet” I said, flustered. 


He
gave me a questioning look with a huff of annoyance and shook his head “Just
keep your head down and your face hid against my shoulder and it’ll be fine.”  


With
a sinking feeling I anticipated how the night was going to develop. I hoped Nate’s
mood lifted otherwise it was going to be a depressing dinner. 


 


My
door opened and Nate seized my hand, helping me from the car and swiftly led me
up some stairs towards a huge manor. 


There
were flashes and shouts from the journalists and their photographers but I kept
my face hidden in Nate’s shoulder and we made it alive into the mansion. 


 


It
was a vast, imposing building and it scared the shit out of me. “God Nate, it’s
a bit dramatic” I complained, hanging back “I’m way out of my depth here.” 


“Don’t
be ridiculous Liv. You’re beautiful and I’m honoured to have you as my date for
tonight. I’ll be the envy of every man here” he encouraged as he kissed my cheek;
inhaling my scent as he lingered, “you smell amazing baby… always” he breathed.



Smiling
inwardly, I returned the compliment grateful for the shift in his mood. 


 


On
entering the great hall, I took in my surroundings. The room was as magnificent
in design as it was in size; the astronomical height of the ceilings gave the
hall an even greater sense of size. 


The
furnishings were lavish and sumptuous, a display of wealth and status. 


High
society creatures were gathered in clusters, each group boasting their
self-importance to each of their acquaintances; Individuals bidding to outdo
the other, in a war of status and prominence. 


In
other words, my worst fucking nightmare! 


 


A
waiter approached, holding a tray of filled champagne flutes. Nate snatched a
couple and handed me one as he surveyed the room. 


“Over
here, Liv” he said, pulling me across the room to a group of men stood
chatting. One of the men turned as we came close and his eyes targeted me. 


“Oh
My God! Little Liv Thomas” he cried, scooping me in his arms for a fierce hug.
“Saying ‘little’, you’ve grown, woman!” he proclaimed. 


Wiggling
my shoes at him from under my dress, his eyes widened “Damn girl, hot
shoes.” 


“Ollie”
I laughed, hugging him back fiercely. 


 


Oliver
had been Nate’s best friend at university and was a genuinely decent bloke. His
graciousness and charming personality made him a popular guy and Nate always
said he was honoured that Ollie had chosen him as a firm friend. 


 


“Where
have you been hiding?” he asked, holding me back and scrutinising my face.
“Here and there” I replied, evasively. 


“Well
it’s about time Nate found you again” he announced, sliding his gaze to Nate
and narrowing his eyes. “You two back together?” he inquired, looking at our
joined hands. 


“Just
friends” I informed him, dropping my hand from Nate’s grip. “For the moment”
Nate declared, giving me a stern look and repossessing my hand. 


 


“Oh
shit, here comes trouble” Ollie winced, looking behind Nate. We all turned to
watch a woman approach and Nate groaned. 


Oh
fuck! 


It
was the redhead on Google images. 


 


Never
taking her intense stare from Nate, she strolled up and put her hand on his
shoulder as she kissed him hotly on his cheek. “Nate Darling” she drawled “I’ve
been missing your enchanting company.” 


“More
like his dick” one of the men in the group snorted, and I stiffened
immediately. Nate instantly turned on him, narrowing his eyes in a fierce glare
“Shut the Fuck up, Barnett” he threatened. 


Barnett
held his hands up in a submissive gesture, “Only joking, Nate” he succumbed. 


 


“Oh,
Nate! He’s only telling it like it is Darling” redhead purred, seductively
stroking her fingers up and down Nate’s arm. 


“Eleanor”
Nate addressed redhead with a sickening sneer, “I’m with intellectual,
interesting people tonight Darling” he mocked, raising my hand to his
lips and kissing it seductively as he looked in my eyes, “So run along and play
with someone nearer your IQ” he ridiculed, tipping his head in a mocking
gesture. 


 


I
squeezed his hand, letting him know he was being cruel but he ignored it. “Fuck
you!!!” Eleanor spat at Nate “not good enough now am I? Now that you’ve got
yourself another Tart!” she sneered, glaring at me.  


Opened
mouthed, I raised my eyebrows at her. “Pardon Me?” I challenged, stepping
towards her.


Nate’s
hand now squeezed mine, telling me to back down. 


No
way was this pretentious bitch calling me a tart, when all I had done was come
here as Nate’s friend. I wasn’t stealing him away or even flaunting
myself with him. 


 


She
glanced at Nate and then our clasped hands “You better keep a tight hold of him,
love” she jeered to me “He has a tendency to fuck you hard, and then fuck
off.” 


She
whirled round abruptly and stalked off. “Well that went well” Ollie hooted,
slapping Nate on the back. 


I
pulled my hand from Nate. “Excuse Me” I uttered, twisting round and walking
away. “Liv?” Nate scowled “Where are you going?” 


Huffing
loudly, I turned back to him, “Bathroom Nate. Is that okay with you?” I asked,
my eyes blazing. 


“Of
course, sorry” he apologised.


 


I
entered the plush restroom, checked my appearance in the mirror and settled in
a cubicle. 


As
I sat on the toilet a group of giggling females flowed in. Trying to wee
quietly as not to give away my presence, I listened to the conversation.


 


Voice
1: (giggling excitedly) Hey, you see
who’s here?


Voice
2: who?


Voice
3: who?


Voice
1: (squealing) Nathan Carter. 


Voice
2: (high-pitched) Oh My God!!!


Voice
3: (shrieking) God, he’s sooo fucking
hot.


Voice
1:  yeah, I know. I’d definitely nail
him.


Murmurs
of agreement


Voice
3:  Marcy’s bedded him you know.


Voice
2: (shocked) really?


 Really?
Who the hell was Marcy Anyway?


Voice
3: Oh yeah, she said he’s an amazing
lover. He even has his penis pierced! (Giggle)


What
the fuck! Really? 


Silence


Voice
1: (surprised) Oooh how raunchy.


Oooh
how raunchy! I mimicked, wobbling my head


Voice
2: (gasping) I want him even more now.


Giggling,
door open, door shut, silence


 


Well
that was enlightening. Sighing I flushed and exited the cubicle. 


Fixing
my make-up I returned to the ballroom. Nate was still laughing and joking with
his friends, so I meandered over to the buffet table. 


It
was crammed with extravagant delicacies. Everything looking mouth-watering and
I nibbled on a wide selection, savouring the exquisite tastes.  


“Goodness
me, a beautiful lady who actually eats food instead of staring at it insisting
they’re on a diet” a smooth male voice spoke. I fixed my gaze on him. “Are you
saying I’m fat, Sir?” I implored, trying to hide a laugh and failing miserably.



Looking
genuinely shocked, he placed his hand over his heart. “Heavens no” he defended
“Far from it sweetheart” he hummed, scanning my body. 


 


Extending
his hand, he introduced himself “Harry Manson.” 


Taking
his hand to return the introduction, I smiled at him “Olivia Adams.” 


He
smiled back “And what do you do, Olivia?” he inquired. “I’m a secretary at NSC”
I told him. 


His
smile faded and he narrowed his eyes on a scowl “You work for Nathan Carter?” 


How
strange 


“Well
not specifically. I’m a PA to the finance director, so I don’t actually report
to Mr Carter” I stuttered. I daren’t tell him I was Nate’s date, anxious of his
reaction. 


“Ahhhh,
I see” he relaxed a little and we chatted for a while. 


 


He
was thoroughly entertaining and I was enjoying his company tremendously. He
asked me lots of questions about myself as we drank lots of champagne, and he
was openly interested in the conversation. “So what do you do Mr Manson?” I
asked. 


“I’m
an investment banker. No rhyming slang please, Miss Adams.” I threw my head
back and laughed loudly as he laughed with me. 


 


His
laughter stopped suddenly and he tensed as I felt two arms slide around my
waist. “I was wondering where you’d got to, Angel” Nate breathed, nuzzling into
my neck as he eyed Harry. “Manson” he acknowledged firmly. 


“Carter”
Harry replied, just as frostily. 


It
was obvious the pair disliked each other. “Dance with me, Liv” Nate ordered
more than asked. 


“It
was lovely to meet you Mr Manson” I said as Nate dragged me towards the dance
floor on my drunken, unstable legs. 


 


As
we reached the dance floor, Nate slid one arm around my waist and the other in
my hand and he pulled me against him as we started to sway. 


I
was still a little mad at him after the ‘Eleanor’ incident. “What’s wrong, baby?”
he asked softly, his mouth resting against my ear. 


Shaking
my head I tried to ignore him. “Tell me” he demanded. 


“I
do not appreciate being used as a pawn in your games with your girlfriend,
Nate!” I grumbled. 


“She’s
not my girlfriend, Liv” he asserted. 


“Well
she seems to think she is” I informed him. 


“We
just had sex Liv, that’s all” he defended. “Well I think she wants to have more
‘just sex’ with you Nate” I told him. 


“Jealous
baby?” he grinned sly and pursed his lips. 


“AND,
I have had to put up with your moodiness, PLUS, I have had to listen to
a bunch of giggling women, while having a bloody piss, declaring how ‘hot you
are in the sack’ and how your ‘pierced penis’ is amazing.” 


He
raised his eyes and grinned at this announcement. “Along with being insulted by
your fucking girlfriend” I finished with a huff. 


“She’s
not my girlfriend Liv” he snarled. 


 


Ignoring
him and shaking my head, I concentrated on the dance trying to stay upright in
my intoxicated state. We swayed to the music, each of us deep in our own
thoughts. 


Nate’s
hand slid down and cupped my bottom as he pulled me closer and I could feel his
erection straining against my stomach. He hissed through his teeth as I gasped.



My
breathing accelerated as the throb between my thighs intensified. “Do you know
how fuckin’ hot you look in that dress, baby?” Nate whispered seductively in my
ear. 


Rumbling
a low moan I tilted my mouth onto his, claiming him in a passionate kiss. My
own hand slid down and grasped his tight arse, another soft moan escaping as I
felt it’s hardness in my hand.


 God
he had a remarkable backside. The contours in his defined muscles were
incredible, an arse from the heavens. 


 


He
squeezed my cheeks in confirmation that he liked the feel of my caress and he
pressed his hard-on further into me. “Stop! Nate” I gasped pulling away.



Looking
around to see if we had attracted any attention, I found Eleanor’s appalled
expression, her lip curled in disgust. “I think it’s time to go, Nate” I
specified, leaving his embrace. 


“Sure
Baby” he said, giving me his sexy smile. I realised he thought I wanted to go
to carry our intimate dance into the bedroom.


Shit. 


We
said our goodbyes to Ollie and Nate’s other friends and made our way through
the desperate paparazzi again. 


 


Slumping
in the back seat of the car I let out a large breath. “That bad, Liv?” he laughed.


“I’m
a little pissed, Nate” I giggled back. 


“I
noticed” he chuckled “I like you when you’re drunk.” His lips twitched, “I
particularly like your shoes” he admired. 


“Nice,
aren’t they” I agreed, swinging my foot out for him to inspect. 


He
grabbed my foot and placed it in his lap, twisting my whole body round towards
him. “Perfect” he whispered. 


His
fingers traced the outline of the shoe, around my foot, delicately stroking my
stocking clad foot. 


 


Removing
my shoe and dropping it onto the floor, he lifted my foot to his mouth, lightly
kissing each toe through the sheer black material while he massaged my ankle. I
couldn’t take my eyes off his worship of my foot, it was mesmerising. 


My
arousal spiked and my breathing rushed out in slow pants. His fingers slowly
glided up my leg, leisurely trailing up the inside of my thigh until he reached
my stocking top. 


Groaning
loudly, he traced around the top whilst still idolising my foot with his mouth,
sucking on each toe. 


 


His
fingers travelled higher until he reached my knickers and his finger slid over
my wetness. A growl left his throat, “You’re so fuckin’ wet, Liv.” 


He
leaned over and pressed his mouth against my ear, “I want you so much baby” he
rasped as his finger continued to stroke up and down my pussy. 


He
licked down from my ear to the base of my throat. “Fuck” I moaned as he
sucked in the flesh on my neck. 


 


The
car pulled to a stop and there was a tap on the screen. I sat up sharply,
gasping for a breath “I’m home” I stammered.  


Nate
turned to me wiggling his eyebrows. “You gonna invite me in for a drink?” he
pleaded hopefully. 


“I
can’t, Erin’s home” I swallowed. 


“And?”
Nate glowered. “No Nate, not while the kids are in the house” I glowered back. 


He
ran his thumb across my lip and grasped my chin “You keep managing to escape
baby but just so you know, I’m going to make love to you soon, just accept it.
I’ve waited twenty years for you Angel… nobody came close baby, nobody felt
like you, smelt like you and no one ever fucking tasted like you… and I’m not
prepared to wait any fucking longer.” 


His
sultry gaze dropped to my mouth and his tongue swept across his bottom lip. He
leaned into me “We were so good together, you know that. I can blow your mind,
Angel.” 


 


I
was panting now, so desperate to drag him in the house, strip him naked and
worship his magnificent body. “Did your husband make you come hard like I used
to, Liv?” he breathed into my ear. 


Well
that definitely killed the moment. 


 


I
pushed him away and grabbed my shoe and bag from the floor. As I grabbed the
door handle he clasped my arm, “Baby I’m sorry, I shouldn’t have said that” he apologized
as I tried to scramble from the car. 


“It
doesn’t matter Nate” I uttered to him as I removed my arm from his hold. 


“Well
it obviously does matter if it got this reaction from you. I wasn’t belittling
your husband Liv, It’s obvious you still care for him and I’m sorry.” 


Throwing
my head back with a bitter laugh, I turned back to him “You have no fucking
idea, Nate! Now please, leave it. It’s fine.” 


 


Narrowing
his eyes on me he studied my face. “What did he do, Liv?” he asked as his eyes
bored into me. 


Furrowing
my brow and biting my lip, I softly shook my head at him as I cupped his cheek
and pleaded with him silently. “Believe me Nate, you don’t want to know” I
spoke faintly. 


“Liv?”
he persisted. 


Lowering
my eyes to the floor, I sucked in my bottom lip. Swallowing hard I answered him.
“If you want me to open up to you Nate, then you’re gonna have to be patient,
give me time. Please” I begged him. 


Taking
my hand, he spoke gently “Baby, I’m here. But you’re gonna have to trust me. I
will never do anything to hurt you, okay?” 


 


I
reached up to his face and kissed him tenderly, the hard shell around my heart
cracking slightly.


I
smiled softly as I pulled away, “I’ll see you Monday” I said as I climbed from
the car and shut the door. 


 


Walking
through my front door, I closed it quietly behind me and leaned my back against
it. Tears rolled down my cheeks as I slowly slid down to the floor, now sobbing
and I slammed my fist on the door behind me. “Damn you James” I cried to
myself, wrapping my arms around my bent legs. 


 


I
was still there, sobbing uncontrollably an hour later when Erin came down the
stairs and enveloped me in her arms. “Come on Mum” she said compassionately
“Let’s get you to bed”.
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The
next week rushed passed and before I knew it Friday had arrived again. I hadn’t
seen much of Nate; he had a huge contract to finalise and was extremely busy
all week. We’d managed a quick sandwich and chat at the local coffee bar on
Tuesday, but nothing else since, even though we texted each other frequently.


 


I
was sat behind my desk, working when my mobile phone rang. Frowning at the
unknown number, I answered it. 


Silence.



“Hello?”
I prompted.  


 


Rolling
my eyes when the call ended I continued working. Ten minutes later the unknown
person rang again. “Hello?” I encouraged. 


Silence.



“Hellooo”
I grated down the phone, getting impatient. 


Silence.
“Okay, I’m really busy here. If you’ve
got something to say, say it!” I urged, annoyed. 


Silence.



 


Ending
the call I flung my phone across my desk, only to glare at it sceptically when
it trilled its text message alert. 


Picking
it up suspiciously I glanced at the screen, seeing to my relief it was a text
from Nate.


 


NATE:


Lunch
in my office? I’m going stir crazy up here.


Please!
I will supply you with wine ;-)


Xxxx


 


Laughing
and replying that I would be up at 12:30, the unknown caller rang again.
Presuming it was somebody struggling with a new phone I answered again. 


Silence.



“For
fucks sake” I cursed down the phone. Silence.  And then “Tsk!” 


Gasping
I tried again “Hello, is someone there?” 


Silence.
Listening intently I could make out
someone breathing. “Are you going to talk to me?” I appealed.  Silence.
“Oh screw you” I shouted down the mouth piece and terminated the call briskly. 


 


“You
okay over there sweetie?” Grace queried, her head popping up from behind her
monitor to look at me. “Yeah, stupid bogus caller” I told her, shrugging.


“Probably
just a wrong number, darling” she said, trying to pacify me. “Yeah probably” I
agreed, trying to shake my anxiety. 


 


I
arrived on the 50th floor a little after 12:30, waving my ‘hello’ to
the male receptionist, Jonathon. 


I
walked down the corridor to Nate’s office. His PA, Rachel, regarded me “I’ll
let him know you are here Miss Adams” her abhorrence of me plainly etched on
her face. 


“Thank
you Rachel” I answered stiffly. 


Before
she could buzz me through, Nate’s door opened and his gaze searched the
reception area. 


Spotting
me, his face lifted into a huge grin. “Liv, thank god!” He sighed with relief
“I was contemplating suicide in here. Come on, the wine has been opened for ten
minutes; I’m surprised you didn’t sprint up. You can sniff out an open bottle
of wine ten miles wide” he winked at me as I feigned offence.   


He
turned to his assistant “Please make sure we’re not disturbed, Rachel.”  


Her
eyes narrowed on me as she huffed. Nate inspected her, “Problem Rachel?” he
asked her crisply. 


“No
Mr Carter” she smiled sweetly to him. 


After
giving her a glare Nate ushered me into his office. 


 


As
he shut the door I turned to him. “I think someone wants to get in your pants Darling”
I mocked, holding my hand over my heart and fluttering my eyelashes at him.  


He
looked at me under his hooded eyes “There’s only one person I’m eager to let
into my pants Darling, and we both know who that is.” 


Laughing
at his audacity I shook my head and ventured over to the couch “Keep trying
Nate” I smirked. 


“Oh
I intend to, Liv” he smirked back.


 


He
walked over to me, poured me a glass of the expensive wine and sat beside me.
“This bloody contract has got me in a frenzy” he sighed deeply, rolling his
neck on his shoulders, “I need a distraction baby” he pouted, picked up a
strawberry and placed it on my lip, encouraging me to open up. 


They
were succulent and sweet and the juice dribbled down my chin as I bit it. Nate
leant forward and swiped his tongue over the seeping sticky liquid. “Mmmm, even
better when they taste of you too” he hummed. 


Picking
up his glass, he took a large mouthful of wine then positioning his mouth over
mine, he transferred the cool, crisp liquid into my mouth. Now it was my turn
to moan in appreciation, the wine satisfying my hot, dry tongue. 


Kissing
me lightly on the lips after I’d swallowed, he reached over and took another
strawberry, this time dipping it into gooey, thick chocolate syrup and popped
it in my mouth, a scorching look in his eyes when I sucked the remaining
chocolate off his finger. 


Growling,
he closed in for a kiss. 


 


Just
as lips collided with mine my phone rang, making me flinch with unease. Nate
sensing my tension, frowned and reached into my bag to retrieve my phone.
Looking at the display, he narrowed his eyes and passed it me. “Jay” he said
firmly, his eyes narrowed and dark. 


Taking
it from him, my hands shaking I walked over to the giant window and answered it.
“Hey, Sweetheart” I spoke quietly. 


“Hi”
the happy voice came over “You busy?” 


“No,
I’m just having lunch with a friend” I informed him. Nate scoffed bitterly
behind me making me wince a little. 


“Well
I’m just ringing to see if it’s okay if I come and see you next week?” he asked
“I have something I want to talk to you about.” Gulping, I knew Erin had
notified him of my break down last weekend. 


“Sure
Jay, I’d like that” I answered back, smiling down the phone at the thought of
seeing him. “What day is best for you?” he probed. 


“Thursday
would be good” I replied. 


“Okay,
see you then. You can treat me to lunch. Love you.” 


“You
too” I reciprocated, trying to lower my voice. 


 


Ending
the call, I sauntered back to the couch and sat hesitantly on the edge, Nate’s
taut features, making me swallow hard. I smiled uneasily at him and picked up
my glass, downing the rest of my wine. 


I
nibbled on the sandwiches while Nate smouldered silently beside me, never
taking his intense focus away from me. I shifted uncomfortably as he asked the
dreaded question “Who’s Jay?”


 “Nobody
important” I squirmed, inspecting my fingernails. 


Tapping
his foot rapidly he ran his forefinger across his lips, “Why are you lying to
me Liv?” he asked flatly, his head slightly tipped to the side as his eyes
scrutinized me. 


 


My
phone started ringing again, saving me from his questioning. Glancing at my
phone, I saw it was the unknown caller again. Grimacing, I declined the call
and placed my phone in my bag. 


“Now
you’re declining calls in my presence, and you say you’re not hiding anything”
he bristled, his anger pouring off him in waves. 


“I
think I’d better go” I attempted, picking up my bag and walking to the door. 


 


As
I made for the door, Nate grabbed my arm and swung me round. His breathing was
hard and his anger was displayed openly on his face. “WILL YOU FUCKING TALK TO
ME LIV?” he thundered.


 Writhing
in his firm grasp I hissed, “Let go of me Nate” my own rage surfacing. 


How
dare he treat me like this?


 


“No!
Not until you tell me what’s going on” he fumed, dangerously calm. “NO! Nate Let.
Me. Fucking. Go!” I stormed, attempting to prise off his strong hold on me. 


“Are
you playing games with me, Liv?” he asked, his rage now so strong I could see a
vein pulsing in his temple. 


“What?!”
I spluttered, shock turning into fury. 


 


He
pushed me against the wall, his arms trapping me under him. “You lure me in,
turn me on and then back off. Do you know how fucking frustrating that is Liv?
Do you? Cos’ you seem to be enjoying leading me on” he spat. 


“You
avoid sex with me but it’s obvious that you have a string of men tagging along.
 Do you hook me in, make me hard then laugh at me behind my back while you’re FUCKING
some other guy?” he roared. 


“Fuck
Liv. Twenty fucking years, twenty fucking years of wanting you, of needing you,
nobody ever came fucking close and I finally get you back and you think it’s
fun to play fucking games. What the hell happened to you? Now tell me again WHO
ARE YOU FUCKING?” 


 


My
temper now detonated. My heart pumped wildly as a white rage blinded me and
adrenaline coursed through me. 


I
pushed him away with so much force he banged into the couch, nudging it a
couple of inches across the room. 


 


“You
wanna know why I won’t have sex with you Nate?” I hollered at his shocked face.
“Huh, do you?” I spat, way too enraged to stop now. “Well here it is. Don’t say
I didn’t warn you” I screamed at him furiously. 


“The
last time I had sex, I was being fucked from behind like an animal, while my loving
husband held a knife to my throat and bit chunks out of me,” I screamed at
him “then when that wasn’t enough for him, he tortured me and sliced me to
threads with a knife.” 


My
voice now dropped to a repulsed whisper, each word choking me more than the
last. “And then he beat me to a pulp and put me in a coma for seven weeks” I
finished with a strangled rasp. 


 


My
heart slammed in my chest as my ears pounded and I was shaking so hard I was
struggling to stay upright. 


I
sobbed in a breath as I looked over to him. 


 


He
was propped up by his hand on the arm of the couch, striving to breathe, his
face white as a few beads of sweat adorned his top lip. He was staring at me,
his eyes wide and his mouth parted in astonishment. 


He
attempted to say something but failed as he swallowed hard. 


 


I
couldn’t stay here; the desperate need to escape was overwhelming. The obvious
disgust and revulsion exposed on his pale face. 


Turning
and fighting tears, I opened the door and stepped through it, calmly closing it
behind me. 


My
head down, I methodically made my way to the elevator and rode to the ground
floor before exiting the building in a shocked daze and drove home in stunned
bewilderment. 


 


Entering
my house, I slowly climbed the stairs, walked into my bedroom and curled up on
the bed, exhausted. 
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I
must have fallen asleep because when I opened my eyes the room was dark. I was
hot and cramped. Something didn’t feel right. The duvet felt heavy and I was
aware of a slight current of air. 


Groaning
and trying to stretch, a sound came out of the darkness. “Ssshhh baby” a breath
whispered in my ear. 


Jolting
upwards I struggled for breath, scrambling backwards into the headboard, frightened
beyond control. 


 


“Hey,
Angel. It’s just me, relax” Nate whispered softly, his hand reaching for me. 


“What
the fuck Nate? What are you doing here?” I stammered “How did you get in?” 


He
tugged me back down and pulled me into him, my back to his chest and his arms
enveloping me in a protective embrace. “Hush Angel” he soothed, stroking his
fingers up and down my arm.


 “You
left your door open. I did knock for quite a while and I thought you were
ignoring me, but I was getting worried so I tried the door and let myself in and
found you were sound asleep.”


We
both lay in complete silence for a while; the only sound was our breathing and
the wall clock ticking. 


Here
goes! 


 


“I
met James about a year after you left for Edinburgh,” I started, staring into
the darkness “he was loving and attentive at first. He made me laugh and
absolutely doted on me. After we’d been together for about a year he asked me
to marry him. After you, I didn’t think I’d be able to fall for anybody else
and I did care for James, but I had to be honest with him if we were gonna get
married, so I told him about you, about our relationship and how much love I
had and still held for you.”


 


I
took a deep breath and Nate’s arms tightened around me to urge me to continue.
“He said he was okay with it, that he loved me so much that any amount of love
I felt for him would be enough.” 


Nate’s
hand came up to my head and he began to stroke my hair, calming me. “Everything
was wonderful for the beginning of our marriage and I fell pregnant with Erin.”



 


Taking
a deep breath I carried on, “He was happy for a while but when Erin was about
six months old he started changing. He became moody and unpredictable and I was
starting to notice his temper was shorter with me. We grew apart rapidly, each
of us tolerating one another but hardly sharing a relationship. I had the
feeling he resented the fact that I didn’t have as much love for him as I did
you.” 


Nate
placed a soft kiss on the back of my head and sighed into my hair. 


 


Swallowing
I forced myself to carry on, “Anyway, after about three months, it was New Year
and there was a party at the office where I worked. I’d asked him to come but
he refused, saying he didn’t fancy it. I was going through a self-pitying stage
at the time, I felt unloved, unattractive and lonely so I got very, very drunk.
There was a guy at work that had been coming on to me for a few months and his
attention was flattering so when he came on to me again I gave in. We were
having sex in one of the offices when James walked in.” 


 


I
felt Nate flinch behind me. “Needless to say he floored the guy and dragged me
home. He was so angry and that was the first time he hit me but I knew it was my
fault that time, so I let it go.” 


Nate
sighed “Baby, no woman deserves to be hit, no matter what she did.” 


 


I
nodded slightly before I carried on. “From then on his attitude towards me
worsened and the slightest thing would send him into a rage; a cobweb on the
ceiling, if his cup of tea wasn’t brewed enough, even Erin’s cries seemed to
wind him up. His beatings became a regular occurrence and he swore if I left
him he’d kill me. He always blamed it on me, saying it was my fault he was like
he was. If I hadn’t loved you more than him then we would have been happier.” I
stuttered, desperately trying to hold back the tears that were forcing their
way up my throat.


 


Nate
stiffened, hugging me closer, his hold so tight I thought he was going to crush
me but he remained silent, listening intently to my story. 


“One
day I came home from work early with a migraine. James’s car was in the garage
so I didn’t see it and presumed he was at work. As I came in in the house I
went straight upstairs, desperate to climb in bed. I heard sounds as I got to
the landing and pushed the bedroom door open to see James was fucking some
woman. Do you know? I actually hoped he’d finally found someone else and was
gonna leave me for her… no chance.” I scoffed bitterly. 


“It
didn’t even bother me that he was shagging someone else in our bed. Do you know
what he did?” I asked Nate, not waiting for an answer, I carried on “He looked
at me and said ‘come and join us Liv’.” I laughed bitterly.


 “I
just stood there staring at the woman’s tits, thinking how saggy they looked. I
left the room and shut the door behind me, went downstairs, made a coffee and
sat down at the kitchen table calmly. About ten minutes later the woman walked
past me, scowling at me, and left.” 


 


I
sighed deeply as I struggled to carry on; it was getting harder to tell this
tale, knowing which part I was coming to. 


“James
came down about five minutes later, picked up a chair and… and smashed it round
my head.” 


 


I
heard Nate suck some air through his teeth, “Jesus Christ” he hissed,
exhaling slowly. 


“My
mother found me curled up on the kitchen floor, bleeding all over the new tiles
we’d had fitted. I remember thinking to myself ‘How the hell am I gonna get the
blood off the floor? He’ll kill me if it stains’. My mum picked me up and took
me to the hospital. The police encouraged me to prosecute, my mother demanded
that I prosecute; she’d had her suspicions that James was beating me, but he
always hit me where I could hide the bruises. I wasn’t sure what to do, I was
frightened of his death threats but the police insisted that they could put him
away for this so I did.” 


 


I
was silent for a few moments. “But he got fucking bail!” I scoffed. 


Nate
sighed heavily and rested his forehead on the back of my head; his hands now
back around me, holding me tightly. “Jesus baby” he said, “Where is he now?” 


I
turned around to face him, the contours of his face silhouetted in the
darkness. Lightly tracing his chin with my fingers I sighed “I haven’t finished
yet.” 


 


I
inhaled severely and slowly let the air out of my lungs, digging deep for
courage to tell him the next part. 


“Really?!
There’s more?!” he said expressing his dismay that there was definitely more to
be told. “Oh yeah, there’s more” I scoffed, bitterly. 


“About
a week after his bail I was leaving work and he grabbed me and covered my mouth
with a cloth laced with chloroform.” 


I
heard Nate’s growl but braced myself and carried on “The next thing I knew I
woke up in a garage somewhere.” 


 


Now
chewing on my fingernails, Nate took hold of my hand and interlaced his fingers
in mine, resting our joined hands against his chest. I could feel his heart
pounding through his shirt and he was sweating slightly. 


I
paused for a long time, breathing hard as a violent nausea threatened to
surface. “He held me in that garage for three days. He raped me over and over
again, burnt me with cigarette stubs and repeatedly cut into me with a blade.” 


 


I
didn’t realise I had begun to cry until I felt Nate wipe a tear away and place
it on his lips, like he always did when he wanted to share my grief. 


“The
last thing I remember, he was in a violent frenzy and he was punching me
ruthlessly, shouting at me for reporting him to the police. He just went mad
and started kicking me in the head.” 


I
was whimpering deeply as Nate embraced me and started rocking me to and fro
gently. 


 


“I
woke up in hospital seven weeks later. I’d endured a ruptured spleen, bleeding
on the brain, four cracked ribs, several broken bones including a dislocated
jaw, and internal bleeding AND I was pregnant with Matt! I’ve been told
both Matt and I are lucky to be alive. Luckily the police had somehow worked
out where I was and had stormed the place just as he kicked me unconscious. He
got 18 years for GBH, ABH and attempted murder.” 


 


I
sobbed between each word, trying to control my voice so he could understand me.



“I’m
so sorry Liv,” he anguished “I’m so sorry.” He was now rocking me rigorously,
his hand on the back of my head holding me tight against him and placing gentle
kisses on my forehead. 


We
lay there for long minutes, it could have even been hours I wasn’t sure, him
comforting me as he tried to take my heartache away. 


 


I
awoke a while later, my bladder bursting at the seams. I was still enveloped in
Nate’s arms and his breathing was steady, proof that he was also sleeping. 


I
squeezed myself out from his embrace and made my way to the bathroom. After
relieving myself I splashed my face with cool water, freshening up. 


I
was still in my work clothes, my blouse and skirt wrinkled to its limits and I
was in much need of a shower, but for the moment alcohol was more important. 


 


Making
my way down to the kitchen, I grabbed a half open bottle of wine from the
fridge and poured myself a large glass and took it through to the lounge. 


 


Matt
and Erin were at my mother’s for the weekend so the house was peacefully still.
Drawing the curtains and switching on the lamps I settled on the sofa
contemplating the events that had unfolded today. 


I
thought when I had screamed my confessions at Nate in his office, that he had
looked at me repulsed but now that he had arrived at my home, listened and
supported me, and then held me as I sobbed, I realised it had been shock
showing on his face. 


 


I
was still deep in thought when I felt a press of lips to the top of my head. “Hey
baby” Nate said gently. 


I
raised my hand behind me, stroking the side of his face “Hey.” 


His
arms slid around my neck and he grasped my chin, tilting my head backwards
against the sofa. He leaned down and kissed me, our mouths reversed on each
other. 


His
kiss was gentle and loving, expressing his reassurance that what I had divulged
to him hadn’t altered his feelings for me but at the same time comforting me. 


 


“Drink?”
I asked him, after he released me. “I’ll get one, you stay there” he smiled and
disappeared into the kitchen. 


I
heard him rooting through cupboards looking for a glass as I plugged my iPod
into its base and selected some music. 


 


He
was seated on the sofa by the time I had turned back and I sat down next to him.
“Are you hungry? You want me to make you something?” I asked him. 


“We
could go out if you want” Nate invited. 


“Uhh,
I don’t think anywhere would be open at this time, Nate” I laughed when he
looked at his watch. “Jesus. It’s 11:20. Where the hell did the night go?” he
asked with disbelief. 


“Probably
filled by a lot of a blubbering woman and a little bit of sleep” I joked. 


 


Pulling
me over to him and placing my head on his chest he snuggled me into him, both
of us in our own thoughts.  “Where’s the kids tonight?” he asked after a while.



“My
mums,” I returned “they go every weekend.” 


“How
is your mum?” he asked. 


 


Nate
and my mum had got on really well when I was in a relationship with him. She
had been grateful to him for looking after her ‘baby’ while I was away from
home and she had seen how much we were in love and trusted him not to hurt me. 


In
the end it was me that had hurt him. 


 


“She’s
good” I told him “she’s been a rock to me after everything. I don’t know how
I’d have got through without her, Beth and Lex.”  


Regarding
me, he cocked his head “Is James the reason you see your psychologist?” 


I
nodded “Yeah. I went to a really dark place about six months after it happened.
I refused to leave the house, frightened of my own shadow and scared to death
that James was going to get out of prison and come for me.” 


 


I
shuddered and he pulled me closer, rubbing his hands up and down my arms.  “I
hated myself and everybody around me. I still go there sometimes but not as bad
as my first episodes. My mum had to take the kids in for six months until I
straightened my head out but anyway, she insisted I starting seeing a ‘head
doctor’ and nearly twelve years later I still have to have appointments with
him, though it’s only once a month now.” 


 


Nate’s
fingers trailed up my arms and starting tracing my ear “I don’t think anybody
could get over something like that Liv… ever! To be honest, I had no idea. I
thought you were still in love with him, that’s why you kept pushing me away.
And after the comment I made to you Saturday night after the gala dance I
should be shot” he stated bluntly, referring to his comment about being a
better lover than James. 


I
chuckled gently at his declaration “It was a bit ‘way off the mark’ but
to answer your question, you were extremely better in bed than James.” 


Feeling
relaxed with him now I had disclosed nearly all my secrets to him, I bit
the bullet and pressed on. “There was only ever you that could make me come,
Nate. James never once…” I spoke into his chest. 


 


He
pulled in a breath and tipped my head towards him. His mouth came down on mine
and he nibbled my bottom lip, gently nipping it with his teeth. I pushed my
hands into his hair and tugged him closer, deepening the kiss and demonstrating
the need I had in me. 


He
drew back and took my glass from me and placed both his and mine on the coffee
table then he came back in for a kiss to surpass all others. The passion in the
kiss was overwhelming; the intensity was consuming and the force, strong and
frenzied. 


 


Straddling
him, I kissed across the edge of his jaw, tiny soft kisses down his lightly stubbled
throat, my tongue sneaking out; circling and lapping at his adams apple. 


A
strangled groan rumbled deep in his throat as I carried on planting kisses down
past the base of his throat and on to the patch of skin peeking out of his
opened collar. 


 


My
fingers found his shirt buttons and I undid each one painstakingly slow, taking
unhurried precious moments to unfasten each one.  Kissing my way down, I
savoured the delicious taste of him, until all the buttons were undone. 


When
I reached the last one I straightened and pushed open his shirt. I gasped forcefully.



My
eyes widened in shock.  


Holy
fuck, he was glorious. 


 


His
pecs were solid; his smooth skin pulled taut across the muscles, his dark
nipples a shocking contrast against his tanned skin. His rippled abdominal
muscles were dense and hard but it wasn’t his physique that stunned me. It was
the tattoo on his left pectoral muscle that took my breath, the writing
scrolling across his heart. 


I
traced the script with my finger, whispering the words as I tracked it “The
other half of me, The Angel of my Soul” 


 


My
eyes shot to his, searching in the pure blue depths. I was fighting to breathe,
my chest heaving. His eyes reflected my passion; as he took my hand and placed
it over the tattoo “I love You Liv. I always have and I always will. You’re the
other half of me, the Angel of my soul” he confessed breathlessly. 


“Oh,
Nate. I’m so sorry,” I admitted “all this mess is my fault. If I hadn’t been so
bloody stupid and so chuffing foolish.” 


 


He
took my cheek in the palm of his hand. “Baby, No. None of this could ever be
your fault” he sighed, “I should have stayed in London instead of moving to the
other end of the country. It’s my fault James hurt you, if I’d never have left,
you would never have met him. I would’ve taken care of you, protected you from
the evil things in life and made damn sure you were happy” he shook his head,
angry at himself. 


“Nate
that’s stupid. If you hadn’t moved to Edinburgh, you wouldn’t have NSC, here
and in America. They’re your accomplishments, your reward for all the blood and
guts you spilled trying to achieve your ambitions. You are one of the
wealthiest and admired businessmen in Britain. You would never have been happy
working a nine to five, it would have killed you.” 


 


He
stared at me, shaking his head again “But they were nothing without you Liv.
They ARE NOTHING to me if I can’t have you with them. All I ever wanted
is sitting in my lap now, her beautiful face holds so much pain and it’s
tearing me apart. I would trade everything I have, even my fucking soul, to go
back twenty years and change the worst fucking decision I ever made.” 


 


His
finger trailed down my throat and traced the open neck of my shirt. My breath
hitched and I got to my feet, standing in front of him. “But you shouldn’t
want me Nate, I’m broken.” 


“Baby,
please! Let me in. Let me fix you?” he pleaded, running his hands through his
hair.  


I
put my hand up to silence him. “Nate, I’m a mess. My heads a mixture of chaos
and horror, and my body’s a…it’s a…a hideous, repulsive clutter of scars! You won’t
want me” I stuttered, finally revealing the real me. 


“What
the hell are you on about Liv? You have an amazing body” he argued. 


 


Taking
a step back I raised my fingers to the buttons on my shirt, undoing each one
with determination and resolve, needing to show him, finally wanting to bare
myself to him. 


After
unbuttoning the last one, I swallowed profoundly; looked at the floor so I
wouldn’t see the disgust in his beautiful blue eyes and slipped it off my
shoulders.
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Standing
in my skirt and white lace bra, my faced burned as I heard him gasp and I
closed my eyes, trying to seal in the tears that I knew would come. 


This
was the first time I’d shown anybody the damage from James’s rampage, apart
from Beth. The wounds were hideous; deforming my once beautiful body. 


 


I
had two 9” thick, jagged scars, one across the top of my right breast and the
other running across my ribs. Four 7” wounds, one across my right collar bone
and the other three over my chest and stomach. And twelve, roughly 3” scars
scattered randomly about my torso, most across my breasts. 


There
were also eleven cigarette burns on my front. 


 


I
slowly turned so he could see my back. This was worse than my front, an
unsightly concoction of lacerations and cigarette burns, but the worse wounds
were the two large welts that ran diagonally across my back; a trauma of being
whipped. 


I
was glad I wasn’t able to see these, unless in a mirror, as they were the ones
that brought back the worst memories. 


The
pain of being whipped had been mind-numbing, the pain so intense I had
scrambled across the dirty, dusty floor of the garage, trying to get away from
it; the smarting thrash of the crop against my skin rendering me unconscious.


 


 I
had been stood silently waiting for his reaction for about five minutes and I
was growing faint with the forceful flow of blood pounding through my body. 


I
was still facing away from Nate, fiddling with my fingers in a nervous action.
I could hear his heavy breathing behind me but other than that the room was
silent. 


My
fear had commanded my tears forward, silently spilling down my pale face and
dripping off my chin onto my lace sheathed breasts.  Not having the courage to
face him, I stood motionless in the dim light, my shoulders rising and falling
with each deep breath. 


 


Finally,
I sensed his presence behind me; I could feel his hot breath on the peak of my
shoulder blade and his scent flooded my nostrils. My mouth dried and my throat
closed in, causing me to gulp. 


I
felt his finger gracefully glide up the curve of my spine and my lips parted as
I tried to inhale full breaths. His hand came up to sweep my hair over my
shoulder, exposing the nape of my neck as he leant down and oh so softly kissed
it. 


My
head dropped forward and a moan fled from my throat as he began a devoted
worship of my traumatised skin with his tongue, inching his way down my back
covering every fragment of my pale backbone. 


 


He
unhooked my bra clasp when it provided a barrier against his relentless
torture. His fingers slid round my sides and pushed my bra off before he cupped
my breasts in his large hands, expertly caressing them. 


He
swept his tongue deliberately slow straight up my spine and his mouth came to
rest alongside my ear as his hands teased my nipples from behind me. 


 


“You
think I don’t desire you, Angel?” he breathed heavily in my ear, “You believe I
don’t crave you?” 


His
fingers played harder, pinching and rolling my stiff nipples. “You imagine I
don’t want you?” his mouth grazed my earlobe, nipping it between his teeth. 


His
hands dropped down and took hold of mine. “I can see your beauty beyond the
scars, Angel. The curve of your beautiful body makes me hard Baby” he
whispered as he pulled my hands behind me and positioned them over his rigid
cock, grinding his erection into them. 


“Oh
Jesus, Nate” I moaned, dropping my head back to rest on his shoulder as he
licked and suckled on my neck. 


 


He
unzipped my skirt and slid it off my hips, letting it drop and pool on the
floor around my ankles. His sweaty palms rested on my hips. “The contours of
your arse make me want to fuck you till you scream my name, Angel” he groaned
in my ear. 


His
solid erection was straining against his trousers while I massaged it fiercely,
begging for its freedom. 


 


Feeling
my way, I undid his belt and unzipped him, sliding my hand in his shorts and freeing
the swollen ribbed muscle into my firm grip. He growled loudly and slipped his
fingers into the front of my knickers, pressing his fingertip against my
inflamed clit. 


I
jolted with a yelp and I felt him chuckle on my neck as I continued working his
shaft furiously, trying to work my way around his piercing. 


The
impaled bar was really turning me on as I teased it with my thumb, rolling it
round and round as I pounded his shaft with my palm, synchronizing my pace with
Nate’s relentless rhythm on my stimulated bud. 


 


His
fingers snaked down towards my opening and he moaned vigorously as he plunged a
finger in me. “Fuck Baby, you’re drenched” he hissed in my ear as he
inserted another finger and I whimpered. 


He
increased the pace of his fingers as he ploughed them in and out of me, driving
me towards absolution. My grip tightened on him as I neared my peak, my muscles
constricting and my breath coming in pants. 


“Come
on Angel, come on my fingers” he growled as he pressed his thumb brutally on my
clit. I screamed as the violent orgasm gripped me, smashing me to pieces and
vehemently pulling every muscle tight in my body. 


 


As
the walls of my pussy clenched Nate’s fingers, my own fingers forcefully
clenched around Nate’s cock, giving him his own powerful orgasm as his hot
semen spewed onto my bare back, drenching me in the creamy fluid. 


Every
hair on my skin stood on end, goose bumps flooded every part of my flesh, and each
muscle convulsed as I came down from the ultimate climax. 


 


My
head flopped back onto Nate’s shoulder, my breath escaping my body in pants as
he also struggled to gasp in vital air. 


“Oh
my God” I wheezed, as his arms circled my waist and he spun me round to face
him. “Liv” he squeezed out between breaths. 


Angling
his mouth over mine he gave me a long tender kiss, slowly caressing my lips
with his.


 


When
he broke, he cupped my cheek “I think you might need a shower” he said, a
guilty smile on his face. “Come on, let me wash you” he grabbed my hand and
pulled me up the stairs and into the bathroom. 


Reaching
into the cubicle he turned on the shower, slowly acquiring the right
temperature while I stood silently watching him, nearly naked in just my white
lace knickers. 


With
his back to me, his beautiful hair pasted to the back of his neck, I noticed his
shirt was plastered to his body in a swathing of sweat and I could make out the
outline of a tattoo on his back but I couldn’t determine what it was.


His
magnificent arse was still hidden in his trousers, and I was desperate to get
him out of them so I could run my hand over his soft man cheeks. 


 


I
came up behind him, sliding my hands round the front of his hips as I pulled
down gently on his trousers. Taking his shorts with them, I continued to slide
them down his legs lowering my body with the act until his clothes were pooled
around his ankles and I was on my knees behind him, his shirt hanging over the
back of his hips and his bare arse at my face. 


 


Lifting
my hands to palm his buttocks, I gently stroked the contours of his delicious
bottom with my thumbs. His breath caught as my tongue skimmed over the
rock-hard muscle. 


“You
have an exceptional arse Nate. It makes me think obscene things” I uttered as
my hands slithered round his front to take his revitalized erection. 


He
hissed and grabbed the cubicle frame to support him, as I continued to lap at
his backside and stroke my hand over his stiff cock. 


 


His
hands squeezed the frame harder as I snaked my way round the front of him, his
rigid penis now at my face. My tongue skimmed over its slit to lap up the drop
of pre-come nestled at the head as my hand wrapped around his shaft, while the
other cupped his sack. 


“Oh,
Yeah Angel, suck me.” His hands rested on my head, grasping my hair as I
lowered my mouth around him, slowly gliding him in and out as I ruthlessly sucked
him, my tongue tickling the little silver balls on each end of his bar that was
speared through the head and my palm massaging his testicles. 


 


Nate
sucked in an extreme breath, reached down to me and lifted me upright “Baby,
it’s gonna be over too quickly if you carry on.” 


He
moved in for a kiss and hooked my knickers round his thumbs, twisting at the
both edges and snapping quickly so they tore in half. 


“Ta
Da” Nate grinned, swinging the shredded material round his thumb. “Very clever”
I grinned back. 


“Now
I can see ALL of you, Angel” he said, his sultry gaze resting between my
thighs, never shifting as he slipped his shirt from his back and backed me into
the shower. 


 


He
was a vision of manhood, all lean and hard lines. The water trickled down his
broad shoulders, cascaded over his bulky chest, filtering across his grooved
stomach, down through his man-trail leading to his large, thick penis and
continued over his narrow hips and down to his strong, firm thighs. 


I
drooled candidly, my mouth hanging open as my heart thumped. “Like what you
see, Angel?” Nate smirked and I nodded briskly, my eyes still studying his
impressive form. 


 


Taking
my hand he pulled me into the flowing water, its warm stimulation causing my
head to fall back and my eyes close.  Nate’s hands moved to my head, his
fingers digging into my scalp as he washed my hair. 


Only
stopping to squeeze shampoo onto his palms, he continued the pleasurable
kneading, his fingers sliding through my wet ringlets as he rinsed out the
suds. 


 


He
took the sponge and squirting gel on it, he started to wash me, running it over
my arms and stomach and purposely bypassed my breasts. He continued his
mission, sweeping down my legs as his face scowled in concentration, his tongue
peeking out of his lips. 


Spinning
me round he cleaned my back, gently skimming over my bum and then quickly spun
me back round to face him. 


 


Dropping
the sponge, he captured my breasts in his hands, manipulating my nipples while
he worked. Resting my head on the wall, I moaned and pressed my chest further
into his hands. 


He
tilted into me and replaced one of his hands with his mouth, his hot tongue
flicking over my firm nipple whilst he played and stimulated my other nipple
with his fingers, swapping breasts after a while so he could tease them both. 


 


“Oh
God Nate” I moaned as his mouth left my chest and his tongue grazed down my
steaming body. 


Purposely
brushing his lips over every scar, he made his way down my belly and dropped to
his knees, resting his hands on my hips. 


He
slowly looked up to my face, his eyes flaming and a slow, sensuous smile curved
his lips as his hands slid between my thighs and gently pulled them apart. 


He
dipped his nose into my mound and inhaled heavily, his thumbs now walking their
way in and pulled my swollen flesh apart. 


 


His
tongue swept the length of my groove, lapping at my arousal as he murmured his
approval. My hands fell in his hair and tugged as he worked me into a frenzy,
his tongue expertly labouring on me. 


“NATE”
I cried as he slipped his finger into me and ignited my orgasm; my fingers
clenched in his hair and my legs buckled as he slowly worked me down, his hands
on my hips to support me. 


 


Making
his way back up slowly he kissed me thoroughly, his tongue vigorously playing
with mine and I could taste my arousal on this lips, reigniting my lust. 


“Put
your legs round me, Liv” he demanded in a growl, as he placed his arm under my
bottom to lift me. 


Swinging
my legs over his hips, I grasped him with my thighs and lowered my hand between
us to position his cock at my entrance. 


 


“Condom
Baby” Nate rasped, while suckling on my neck. “Are you clean?” I managed to ask
him. “Yeah Baby, are you on birth control?” he asked, looking to face me. 


“I
haven’t slept with anyone for ten years Nate and I can’t get pregnant. I need
to feel you baby, I need you bare” I informed him, rotating my hips to tell him
I couldn’t wait any longer. 


 


Fixing
my eyes with his intense gaze, he impaled me in one brutal thrust. 


“Shit”
he grated through his teeth as I cried out, my head flung back and banged
against the tiled wall of the shower. 


“You
okay Angel?” he struggled to ask between his fixed jaw. “YES!” I panted,
my arms resting on his shoulders. 


“Wait”
he commanded as he opened the cubicle door and stepped out into the bathroom,
his arm still under my backside to support me. 


 


I
clung to him as he exited the bathroom and made his way across the landing
towards my bedroom, both of us dripping everywhere. As he entered my room, he
walked us over to the bed and lowered us onto it, my back to the mattress with
him braced atop me. “Okay?” he questioned. 


Nodding
my head at him, I pulled him down for a kiss, my fingers lacing in his hair.
Groaning he started moving in slow thrusts. 


“You
still feel so good baby, I’ve missed you” he said softly as he gazed at me,
still slowly plunging in and out of me. 


 


I
could feel his piercing as it swiped up and down my internal walls, softly
stroking my G-Spot, swiftly kindling my lust. “Faster Nate” I pleaded as I
lifted my hips up to meet his rhythm. 


He
increased his speed, driving deep into me as I clawed his back and wrapped my
legs tightly around him, never wanting to let him go. 


 


“You.
Like. It. Hard. Baby?” he ground out between each lunge. “God! Yes Nate” I
screamed at him as he pounded relentlessly, filling me to the hilt with each
powerful stroke. 


My
fingernails dug into his back and I bit into his shoulder as he guided me into
a formidable orgasm, the air in the room closing in as I struggled to catch a
breath; my toes curling so tightly I thought they were going to snap.  


 


“LIV!”
he roared as he met his own forceful climax, bucking into me; his face screwed
tight. “FUCK” he snarled breathing wildly, sweat dripping off his face
and lining his back. 


He
rested his forehead against mine. “Jesus fucking Christ Liv” he panted, “I’d
forgotten how fucking mind-blowing we are together” he whispered, his breaths
still coming in small gasps. 


 


He
rolled onto his back, pulling me with him and slipped his arm around me,
drawing me close. 


“I
love you Angel” he declared, kissing me softly on my head and bringing my
fingers to the tattoo on his chest.  


“I
love you too Nate. I never stopped” I confessed, reaching up and kissing him
softly. 


 


Interloping
his fingers with mine he rested his lips on my brow “You’re so beautiful,
Angel. Sometimes I can’t breathe when I look at you. You make me whole, baby
and I can’t let you go again now, it would rip me in two to watch you walk away.”



“I
don’t want you to let me go. I’m afraid of what you mean to me. I can’t be hurt
again Nate, but I need you” I confided. 


“I
won’t ever hurt you baby. I would never lay a finger on you Liv!” he said
sincerely. 


 


I
wasn’t concerned that Nate would ever hit me, it was the emotional pain I was
worried about, especially when I told him about Jay.
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When
I woke, the sun was streaming through the curtained window, a sure sign that it
was going to be a hot, sunny day. The other side of the mattress was cold and
empty. 


Rising
from the bed, I wrapped my robe around me and went downstairs in search of
Nate. 


 


I
could hear music playing loudly so I knew he hadn’t left. Entering the kitchen,
I saw him stood against the worktop in just his trousers, his bare back to me. He
didn’t hear me approach over the music. 


Oh
wow! 


 


He
had a huge tattoo on his back. It was stunning. An Angel spread the width of
his broad shoulder blades, her enormous wings spanning from his left shoulder
to his right one; the feathers so delicately inked that it made you want to
reach out and touch their softness. The angel was naked, her face upturned as if
pleading to the heavens; her perfect, bare breasts highlighted to perfection. 


Her
eyes were closed as in exquisite pleasure and her long, wavy hair illustrated
to precision, emphasizing each silky strand. As I got nearer to him, I could
see numbers running down the side of the angel’s leg ‘22.12.89’. 


 


He
must have heard me gasp because he spun round to me, his slow, sexy smile
playing on his mouth. “Good Morning, Beautiful” he said, leaning down and
kissing me softly whilst his hand slipped round my waist to pull me nearer. 


“Hi”
I smiled shyly. 


“I’ve
made you breakfast, Angel” he grinned “Only pancakes.” 


“Speaking
of Angels. She’s beautiful, Nate” I told him. 


His
grin widened. “She’s very beautiful, Liv” he corrected. 


 


His
fingers cupped my chin and tilted my head back so he could look in my eyes
“That’s because she’s you, Angel.” 


“What!?”
I asked, shocked. 


“I
had her inked when I realised I was never gonna see you again. An eternal
reminder of you” he professed, the love and sadness displayed in his eyes. 


“I
didn’t think you would remember our date” I smiled fondly. 


“I’d
never forget it, Liv. It was the first time I saw your beautiful eyes; your
radiant face. The first time I ever kissed you” he said, now stroking his thumb
across my lips. 


 “Breakfast”
he demanded, more to himself than me “Sit.” 


 


As
we ate, we chatted comfortably, both of us at ease with each other. “What do
you want to do today, baby?” he inquired. 


“Aren’t
you working, you always work!” I asked, confused. 


“I
thought I’d take a day off” he informed me, raising his eyebrows, challenging
me to argue. 


“Well
whatever you want really, I’m easy” I replied as his eyebrows lifted higher.


“Oh,
ha, ha” I mocked, “Don’t forget it’s ‘Bob from wages’ retirement tonight” I
informed him, finishing my last mouthful of pancake and leaning back in my
chair. 


“Oh
Yeah, I forgot. Do we have to go? I want you all to myself tonight” he appealed
with a pout. 


“You’ve
got to go Nate, you’re his boss!” I laughed, “Anyway, I shall leave today’s
plans with you, your choice.” 


“I
have an idea” he smiled to himself “But first, there’s something we need to
take care of!” he said, with a coy smile. 


“Oh?”
I asked with a frown. 


He
rose from his chair and came to stand in front of me. “This” he said, lowering the
zip on his trousers and releasing his heavy cock, taking it in his own hand and
working it “I have a desire to fuck your mouth, baby” he informed me, seriously
“Open!”


 


 


***


 


An
hour later Nate had gone home to change and grab some things and told me he
would pick me up at lunchtime. Making the most of the silent, empty house, I
ran a bath and lazed away for most of the morning. 


Realizing
I hadn’t checked my phone since yesterday lunchtime and went in search of it.
Retrieving it from my bag, I found there were 12 missed called form the unknown
caller. 


What
the fuck!?  


13
missed calls from Nate dated yesterday after our argument at work and a text
from Beth dated this morning.


 


BETH:


Hey
babe, still on for lunch 2moro?


Xxx


 


After
replying to Beth, I sat frowning at the call log for the unknown caller; 16
missed calls, 3 answered and 1 declined. It was obviously a prank caller and if
it carried on I was going to have to contact my service provider for a number
change, something that would be a pain in the arse. My phone trilled in my
hand; a text from Nate.


 


NATE:


Hey
baby, pick u up in 30 mins


ILY
xxxx


 


ME:


Hey,
ok 


ILY2
xxxx


 


Still
in the robe I’d put on after my bath, I rushed up to dress. The heat of the day
was already stifling so I decided on short jean cut-off’s and a plain white
vest. Tying my hair in a high bunch and applying lip gloss I grabbed my bag but
left my phone behind, not wanting any interruptions while I had Nate to myself
for the afternoon. 


 


I
heard Nate pip and rushing out and locking the door, I hurried down the driveway
but stopped to a halt halfway. 


Nate
was sat in a highly polished, vivid red Ferrari FF grinning widely at my open
mouthed gape.


He
removed himself from the car in one smooth fluid movement, looking like a God
in his own cut-off jeans, white t-shirt and aviator sunglasses and stalked
round the car to the passenger door opening it and signalling with his hands
for me to climb in. 


 


Passing
my battered, 15 year old little mini I patted her bonnet and nodded sadly to
her. “Betty says she in love,” I raised my eyebrows at him “and now when she’s
lovesick she won’t want to take me to work. I’m going to become poor and
destitute and it’s entirely your fault for being a show-off!” I teased with a
stern look. 


“Baby”
Nate said sympathetically “I shall have to park ‘Virgil’ beside Betty forever
so she won’t get lovesick. But that means staying by your side forever too as
we won’t be able to leave the house ever again in case we disturb their love
making,” He wiggled his eyebrows at me “but then again, being confined in your
house with you twenty four seven, trying to find something to keep us busy,
actually sounds fuckin’ marvellous.”


 


Laughing
and giving him a shake of my head “Virgil?” I snickered. 


“Hey,
watch your mouth around him, he’s very sensitive about his name” he whispered
with mock sincerity as I slid into the low seat. 


The
interior was immensely luxurious, an indication of its hefty price tag; the
immaculate black and red styling giving it a flashy look. The plush leather
seat hugged my body as I sank; its reassurance that it would take care of me on
the journey. 


 


“Nice”
I whistled through my teeth as Nate took the seat beside me. “0 to 120 Mph
in 10 seconds Baby” he stated proudly with a gleam in his eyes. 


“He’s
not as roomy as Betty though” I baited, as my eyes raked over the interior while
I tried to stifle a giggle. 


He
looked at me, his eyebrows hitting his hairline as he gave me an affronted
scowl. “You won’t want to test drive him then if he’s not up to your standards,
will you?” he shrugged his shoulders, feigning indifference. 


“ARE
YOU SERIOUS?” I spluttered, my eyes
wide in shock. 


“Well,
I was gonna let you drive him back but you’ll probably struggle to fit your extra-long
legs behind the wheel” he goaded, poking fun at my short height. 


“Do
you know it’s really hard driving while somebody’s crushing your bollocks, Nate”
I posed, pursing my lips at him. 


“Sorry
Baby” he grovelled, faking a reprimanded look. 


“I
forgive you” I smiled up at him, leaning in to kiss him. 


 


I
settled into the ride, taking in the scenery as Nate whizzed us off to some
undisclosed destination. 


I
could sense his relaxed and contented mood as we drove in silence, his
excitement in the confines of the car were contagious.  


We
had been travelling for about 40 minutes when he pulled into some park gates,
drove down a long winding gravel road and pulled into a car park. 


“Thought
we’d have a picnic in the park Angel, okay?” he asked me. 


“Sure,
I haven’t done that since we were at uni together” I beamed; now glad I had
worn shorts and vest if we were to be out in the sunshine. 


“You
never had a picnic with James and the kids?” he queried with a frown. 


I
lowered my eyes “No, James hated picnics and he wouldn’t allow me out on my
own, only to go to work to earn him some beer money” I told him, embarrassed by
my obvious dominated relationship with James. 


“Really?”
he frowned and then stroked my cheek in a loving gesture, “Well it’s just our
special thing then” he stated, smiling softly. 


 


Smiling
back at him, I reached for the door handle. “Wait!” he barked, making me jump. 


“Nate!
You don’t have to keep getting the door for me, you know!” I laughed. 


“Yes
I do, Liv” he scolded as he slipped out of the car. 


 


Coming
round and opening my door he gave me his hand to pull me from the low level of
the sports car. Hauling me up, he pulled me into a hug and placed a kiss in my
hair. 


“I
Love you, Angel” he announced simply. I wrapped my arms around his waist and
snuggled in close. “I Love you too, Nate” I professed back to him as we stood
silently holding each other. 


 


Planting
a kiss on my forehead he released me and walked round to the car boot and
extracted a large wicker picnic basket. “We have gone up in the world. A
definite upgrade from our university Tupperware containers” I grinned at him. 


“Hopefully
the contents will be better too” he said, grabbing my hand as we walked through
the park in search of a quiet location. 


 


Due
to the fine clear day the park was packed, making it difficult to find a decent
spot. We found a secluded area under a shadowed tree and Nate prepared our little
haven, complete with blanket, luxurious food and chilled wine. 


“Wow”
I flashed him a delighted smile and sat on the blanket. Passing me a glass of
wine, Nate raised his glass and tapped it against mine. “To us” he toasted. 


“To
our future” I saluted back with a small smile. 


 


We
dug into the food as we talked, laughed and gossiped about work colleagues and
when we’d finished, Nate settled back against the tree while I straddled lazily
over his legs as we kissed and talked. 


“Can
I see you tomorrow for lunch?” he asked me, fiddling with the strap of my vest.
“Awww Babe, I’ve already made plans with Beth. We usually spend Sundays
together because she can’t cook and the kids are always at my mother’s” I
pouted as he sulked. 


“But
I won’t see you after tonight till god knows when” he grumbled “and I need to
relieve my stress before Monday’s torturous schedule at NSC.” 


“Nate,
every day is a torturous day at work for you” I laughed at him. 


“But
Mondays are the worst baby, I always have an incredibly busy morning and every
Monday at 12:30 I have to sit through an hours bloody phone call, full of
bullshit from America; some non-descript person droning on and on and on, actually
breaking into his spiel every now and again to ask if I’m still listening, just
to update me of everything that’s happened the previous week.” 


 


I
gave him an incredulous look “You have to sit for an hour and listen to someone
talk? Wow you are a busy boy” I mocked. 


He
narrowed his eyes on me. “Are you making fun of me, Miss Adams?” he questioned
with a wicked sparkle in his eyes, wiggling his forefinger at me; threatening
tickle torture. “Noooo Nate, please” I laughed trying to escape his lap. 


“Oh
no you don’t, baby!” he chuckled and grabbed my waist. 


In
one fell swoop I was pinned under him and as he ensued the unyielding torment.
I was tear stained from his punishment, red faced and gasping for breath as he
suddenly stopped and trapped my arms above my head in a firm grasp. 


 


He
was breathing hard and the look in his eyes was so powerfully passionate it
immobilised me. He didn’t move; his gaze penetrating me intensely, exposing his
craving for me. “You are so beautiful, Angel. You take my breath away” he said
softly as I lay under him, panting hard. 


“And
you don’t know how beautiful you are Nate. You make my heart stop
when I see you, my mouth goes dry when you look at me like I’m the only woman
in the world, and I can’t breathe when you touch me. I’ll always love you Nate…
always” 


 


He
studied my face intently as I spoke and then slowly and delicately brushed his
lips over mine, making me hitch a gasp with its utter tenderness; the
cherishing touch making my hairs stand on end. His lips suckled and his teeth
nibbled on my lower lip as his tongue grazed across the inside of it whilst I
struggled for breath. 


His
mouth left mine and made its way across my chin, grazing my jaw with his teeth,
and then trekked down my throat; his kisses soft and tender until he reached my
chest. 


His
tongue brushed along the edge of my vest, along the swell of my breasts and I
emitted a small moan. His erection dug into my thigh as my own arousal built
and I shut my eyes as I gave in to his sweet worshipping. 


 


If
we weren’t in the middle of a busy park, I would have ripped off his jeans and
rode him to ecstasy. He groaned and rested his head on my chest, obviously
thinking the same thing and he released my hands. 


I
lowered them to his hair, brushing his blonde curls away from his sweaty
forehead “You staying at mine tonight after Bob’s party?” I hoped. I needed
this man now never mind tonight. 


“Try
stopping me!” he huffed as he took my hand from his head and linked his fingers
with mine. “Good” I smiled to myself. 


“You’re
as bad as me” Nate chuckled softly, squeezing my fingers, “I don’t know how I’m
gonna cope till next weekend. Are you sure I can’t stay over while the kids are
home?” he pleaded, looking up at me. 


“Give
it time, Nate. They don’t even know we’re in a relationship yet and it’s hard
for them after their Dad.” 


He
nodded “Yeah, I know. I’m just sulking because I can’t have you to myself.” 


 


I
released his hand and tipped his chin to look at me. “But if you’re a REALLY
good boy I might be able to rectify that for a while” I grinned, “The kids are
going on holiday with my mother for two weeks next Wednesday, so I’ll be all
yours for two whole weeks” I laughed, wiggling my eyebrows at him. 


He
shot up and straddled me, grinning broadly “Really? I get you to myself for two
whole weeks?” 


I
laughed at his enthusiasm, “Yup. What are you gonna do with me Mr Carter?” I
asked him saucily.


 


 He
put his forefinger on his pursed lips as if in thought “Well let’s see. Firstly
we’re going to take a couple of days away from work; secondly were going to
pack a bag and take a break somewhere relaxing.” 


I
murmured a delighted response, smiling up to him “and thirdly I’m gonna tie you
up and never let you leave my bed.” 


I
tensed and shivered violently at his last words, his promise invoking
terrifying memories. “Shit!” he jumped off my legs and pulled me onto
his lap, holding me close. 


“Baby!
I’m so sorry. I’m such a fuckin’ arse” the anguish evident in his voice, “I’m
sorry” he repeated shamefully. 


I
hugged him tight. “Nate, it’s okay. It’s just something people say and I’m just
been oversensitive, ignore me” I pleaded, upset at the change in mood. “Please
Nate, forget it” I climbed off his lap and kneeled before him, gently placing
my hand on his cheek as I kissed him passionately. “Take me home and fuck me,
Nate” I ordered. 


 


Hissing
through his teeth he cupped the back of my head and pulled me forcefully to his
lips, giving me a demanding kiss. His hands gripped my hair, pulling slightly
and he groaned into me as his mouth crushed mine. 


“Fuck”
he grated through his teeth “I don’t think I can wait that long, Liv” he panted
“I’m painfully hard, baby. I’ll explode as soon as I drive into you.” He bent
to give me another brutal kiss and it was my turn to grab his hair as I
furiously returned his kiss. 


God!
This man fiercely ignited my libido, the carnal want in me shattering my
constraint. 


 


Breaking
our erotic exhibition, we both packed away the picnic at a lightning speed and
raced to the car. 


Nate
drove at break-neck speed to get home, the hunger in him feeding his ability to
control the car and within record time he was screeching to a halt beside Betty.
He bolted from the car and came round for me as I was struggling to extract the
house keys from my bag. 


 


He
ripped open my door and pulled me out, dragging me up the path and taking my
keys out of my hand as he unlocked the front door.  


Hauling
me inside, he kicked the door shut behind him and slammed me up against it,
crashing his mouth on mine. Grasping the back of his shirt I pulled it from the
back of his jeans, wrenching it over his head and tossed it to the floor as his
mouth took mine again. 


I
pulled his hair harder as the need in me grew to an immense pressure. His
fingers unfastened the button on my jeans and he dragged them down, taking my knickers
with them. I yanked his jeans and boxers down and took his erection in my hand,
his rock-hard muscle so stiff it looked painful. 


“Fuck!”
he growled, “not here baby” he pulled my hand with a force that had us careering
in to the stairs, stumbling up them in our eagerness to get to the bedroom. 


 


Nate
tripped halfway and landed on his knees, his hand still in mine as he tried to
pull me up behind him. “Fuck this!” I groaned in frustration and pulled sharply
on his hand to turn him round.


 Pushing
him down onto a stair I straddled him, my knees either side of him on the step
and after positioning his cock to my entrance, I drove down on him in one swift
sharp plunge. 


The
air escaped my lungs in an immense breath as he stretched me to my limit,
filling me to completion. 


 


He
cried out and gripped my hips as I continued to pump him franticly. “Fuck me
Liv!!!” he snarled as his hands came up and ripped my vest off “That’s it baby!!
Ride me hard, I wanna feel your cum soak me.” 


He
pulled the cup of my bra down and took my aching nipple between his fingers,
rolling and pulling it hard. 


His
other hand moved round and cupped a cheek of my arse and as his finger pressed
against my anus I screamed violently and bracing my hands on Nate’s shoulders I
climaxed ferociously, bucking wildly and growling his name. 


He
followed me, yelling his release as he bared his teeth and his head shot back.


 


Panting
heavily, I rested my forehead on his shoulder. “Bloody hell, Liv!” he exhaled “I
think you’re trying to kill me.” Laughing loudly I raised my head and looked at
him. “What a way to go though!” he laughed.










[bookmark: _Toc355260004]CHAPTER 12


 


It
was late afternoon before we surfaced from bed. After our session on the stairs
Nate had carried me up to bed and made love to me again, this time it was slow,
tender and loving. I honestly didn’t know where he got his stamina from. 


 


We
had woke and after noticing the time, Nate had flung out of bed, frantically
searched the house for his clothes and dressed as he collected every item. 


I
sat on the top step laughing at him as he tried to put his jeans on inside out
and hunt for his car keys. Running back up the stairs to give me a tender kiss
and saying ‘I love you’ he rushed out the house shouting he would pick me up at
8 o’clock. 


 


I
made a coffee and sat at the kitchen table a huge grin plastered to my face. I
was starting to feel that my life had finally taken a massive turn for the
better. I loved Nate so much it could be devastating but the love he returned,
took away some of the pain and terror of my life. 


 


I
had noticed since bearing all to Nate, I had started coming to terms with
things, especially with my mutilated body. Nate made me feel sexy and
beautiful, his intense desire for me boosting my self-confidence and making my
passion animalistic and untamed; something I hadn’t felt for a long time. 


He
was slowly fixing me; something he had pleaded with me to let him do, but on
the other hand I had to also heal myself. I needed to face my fears head on and
control my anxiety, be happy in my own skin and learn to love myself again. 


 


Up
until now I had leaned on my friends, my mother and more mortifying, I had
leaned on my children. I was their parent; I was the one person responsible for
their security, protection and shelter, not the other way round but throughout
their short lives, they had guided me through life, picked me up after each
emotional breakdown and protected me from myself. 


It
was now time to let them live their lives and take control of mine. It was time
to drag myself out of the gutter, smile and move on; hopefully with Nate.  


 


As
I rose from the table and moved to the sink to wash my cup, I looked out of the
window and saw a slight shadow move through the bush in the back garden. My
breathing sped up and my hands started to shake as I grabbed the edge of the
worktop. 


“Come
on, Liv” I encouraged myself, “You’re strong now. Go check it out!” 


 


Swallowing
heavily I unlocked the back door and ventured down the garden to the bush.
Taking small unsteady steps, my heart thumping in my chest as I slowly moved
further towards it. I was sweating profusely and my legs were trembling. 


“Just
a bit further, Liv. You need to do this” I grew angry at myself, annoyed that I
was having this reaction. 


I
braced my shoulders and pushed my body nearer, a fierce determination to get to
the bloody bush. 


 


As
I was a few inches away, about to reach in and part the branches a fucking cat
jumped out. 


I
screamed loudly and fell backwards, my arse hitting the ground with a harsh
thud. 


I
put my arms around my knees and wept a silent, harrowing cry that made my head
ache and my throat sting. 


I
heard my phone ringing from inside the house and got to my feet, dragging my
pitiful self-up the garden and into the kitchen. 


Picking
up the phone I noticed there were more missed calls from ‘unknown caller’. 


 


To
my relief I saw it was Nate ringing. “Hey baby” he said cheerfully when I
answered. “Hi” I returned, a little despondent. 


“You
okay, Liv?” I could hear the question and slight concern in his voice. 


“Yeah
I’m fine” I spoke quietly. “Liv?” he persisted. 


“For
Fucks sake, Nate! I said I’m fine” I bellowed into the phone. 


 


I
heard him suck in a breath through his teeth. “Well you’re obviously NOT
FUCKING FINE are you?” he bit back. 


Rubbing
my finger along my temple and closing my eyes, I sighed “I’m sorry” I whispered.



“Tell
me what’s wrong, Angel” he persevered gently. 


“Honestly
it’s nothing. I saw something move in the bush outside and when I went to take
a look a bloody cat jumped out at me. It just shook me up, that’s all” I
insisted, trying to reassure him, even though I was still shaking and not doing
a very good job of reassuring myself. 


 


“Oh,
baby! Nothing’s gonna hurt you anymore. James is in prison and I’m here.
I won’t let anything hurt you.” 


“I
know, Nate. What got to me the most is that I had just given myself a pep talk
about being stronger now and I’ve got nothing to be frightened of anymore and
then I go and shit my knickers when a bloody cat jumps in front of me. That’s
what I’m upset about, still being a fucking useless shit!” I raged, so
angry at myself.


“HEY!!!
That’s enough, Liv! You ARE NOT a useless shit. In fact you’re a fucking
amazing woman, a strong person who has pulled herself through so much bloody
crap in life, I’m surprised you’re still standing!” he scolded. 


“Now,
I want you to close your eyes and take a deep breath” he paused “I’m waiting,
Liv!” 


 


I
laughed a little and pulled in a large breath while I closed my eyes. “Right. I
want you to picture a secluded white beach with soft padded sun loungers; the
sun high and bright in the sky, a chilled cocktail in your hand and the clear
blue water rippling up and gently tickling your feet. You getting this, Angel?”
he whispered. 


“Mmmm”
I sighed, rolling my head calmly around my shoulders, picturing the tranquil
scene he had placed in my mind. 


“And
then I want you to imagine my head between your naked thighs, baby as I eat
your delicious pussy” he growled. 


 


“Jesus
Nate, that’s not fair!” I moaned, rubbing my hot thighs together for some
required friction. He laughed down the phone “You relaxed now, Angel?” 


“I
was!” I replied laughing. 


“Ha,
I’ve gone hard picturing it myself” he chuckled. 


“That’ll
teach you” I reprimanded, making my way upstairs to change ready for the party.
“Anyway, I was ringing to tell you something” he told me as I entered the
bathroom. “What?” I asked turning on the shower to pre-heat the temperature. 


“Don’t
bother with knickers tonight” he stated, matter-of-factly. My eyebrows met my
hairline “Okayyy” I grated out, my pussy clenching in anticipation. 


“Good
girl” I could sense his grin down the phone “I’ll pick you up in an hour, baby.
I love you.” 


“I
love you too” I smiled. 


 


Fifty
minutes later I was stood in just stocking and suspenders… and no knickers or
bra. Sliding into my black silk dress, I smiled to myself. I’d always liked
this dress, it skimmed my body and hugged my thighs, the cut of it outlining my
curves and the flimsy silk was cool, ideal for partying. 


The
solid black material had a wide slash of lace that ran from the right shoulder,
diagonally across my breasts and finished at the curve of my hip. 


Because
the black lace was intricately woven, my scars were disguised underneath it,
but you could still make out the contours of my breasts, the style of the dress
not allowing for a bra. 


 


As
I put the finishing touches to my hair and make-up I heard my phone ring.
Slipping into my black high heels and grabbing my bag I ran down the stairs to
answer it. I dropped my bag at the kitchen door as I went to answer it.  


It
was the unknown caller again. Feeling brave since my phone call with Nate, I
answered. “Hello?” I said sternly. 


Silence 


“For
God’s sake. This is getting silly now.” 


Silence.



“Right,
listen to me. If you carry on I’m going to report your number for harassment so
BACK OFF” I warned and ended the call, sure I heard laughing as it
disconnected. 


 


I
shivered and shoved it in my bag when I heard Nate knock. As I opened the door
he grinned suggestively as his eyes roamed my figure and I grinned back as I
took in his outfit. 


He
was wearing sleek black trousers that hung from his hips, hugging his crotch
and skimming his thick thighs; his crisp black shirt was stretched across his
firm chest and it was finished with a thin black tie. 


He
looked fucking hot!


 


 “Got
everything?” he asked with a smirk, making a pointed look to my crotch area.
Holding a single finger up to him to indicate ‘1 minute’ I turned and walked to
where I’d dropped my bag. 


Very
slowly I bent over at my middle, straight over without bending my knees as I
reached for my bag. 


My
dress rose over my buttocks, lifting it high up my thighs and flashing Nate a
vision of my bare arse and freshly shaved pussy, my suspenders pulling taut against
the cheek of my arse.  


I
stood up, spun on my heels and walked over to him. “Ready?” I purred, running
my tongue sensually across my top teeth. 


 


He
stood motionless looking intensely at my mouth, his chest heaving with heavy
breaths and as his eyes rose to mine, a blaze fired in his pure blue eyes and a
slow, lustful smile formed on his lips.


 “Oh
I’m ready, baby!” he rumbled, putting his hand to his crotch and adjusting
himself expressively. 


 


I
locked the house up and followed Nate to the car where Blake was stood waiting
for us. “Good Evening Miss Adams” he smiled to me with a slight nod of his head
“You look stunning as always.”


 “Thank
you, Blake” I returned his smile as I very carefully slid into the car. 


I
noticed Nate stood back a little, checking out whether I could manage to climb
in without losing my dignity, a huge grin on his face. I scowled at him and
pulled my dress to my knees as he climbed in beside me. “Well that was fun” he
winked at me. 


 


Entering
the noisy function room elevated above ‘The Late Lounge’ I was taken aback how
many people had managed to cram into it; it was surely a fire hazard. 


“Jesus”
I said under my breath. Nate leaned forward, his ear to my mouth “What baby?”
shaking my head at him, I stepped further into the room and I saw Leah, Josh
and Grace sat round a table.


 Leah
spotted me and waved frantically, indicating a few spare chairs at their table
and I turned to Nate and lifted my mouth to his ear. “What do we tell people
about us?” I shouted in his ear, trying to raise my voice above the loud
pumping disco music. 


He
frowned at me, giving me an ‘I don’t understand’ expression. “Do you want your
employees to know we’re in a relationship? I don’t wanna cause any animosity” I
stated. 


“Of
course I want people to know you’re mine, Liv” he wrinkled his brow in a ‘are
you stupid woman?’ expression, “I don’t give a fuck whether it upsets someone.
You’re mine and I wanna show you off.” 


 


Nodding
my head at him I ventured further in and he grabbed my hand, an act of telling
people I was his girlfriend. “You go and sit with your friends and I’ll fetch
you a drink. Wine?” he asked. 


“God
Yes!” I exclaimed, thinking of the crisp white liquid in longing. 


Laughing
he dropped my hand and approached the bar as I headed over to the group. 


 


“Liv!”
Leah declared when I reached her, her perfectly shaped eyebrows elevated on her
brow. Nodding towards Nate she said “Is there something you wanna tell us about
you and Mr Carter?” she prodded. 


“There
just old friends from university, Leah” Grace notified her and before I could
correct her she said “Liv, this is my husband, Paul” as she indicated to a
tall, slim man beside her. 


He
had a mass of brown curly hair, narrow eyes and a huge moustache and I tried to
stifle a giggle when I felt Leah nudge me under the table. He looked like a 1970’s
cheap porn star, even down to his prickly brown suit. 


 


“Hi”
I choked out, trying to smile to him. He grunted something and nodded his head
to me then took a long mouthful of his bitter, the creamy froth settling on his
moustache when he pulled the pint glass away. 


Leah
nudged me again and I turned to her, my eyes alight with humour. “How are you
this evening, Leah?” I asked, trying to tell her to stop her mocking. 


“I’m
goooood Hun” she answered, her own eyes glinting with humour. 


I
grinned at her just to give some relief to the imprisoned wit trying to escape
my mouth. “No Beef tonight?” I inquired, looking around the room. 


“He’ll
be here in a short while. He has to take his mum to bingo on a Saturday night”
she looked a bit sheepish. 


“Really?”
I scoffed. 


 


Just
the thought of a big, burly Bert in a bingo hall made me release the giggle I
had been holding in. “Don’t” she chastised, a snicker escaping her own lips. 


I
turned to Josh smiling. “Good evening, Mr Bell” I smiled, as he leant over and
kissed my cheek, flinging his arms around me. 


“Sweetie”
he exclaimed with a wide smile, “You’re late, we’ve nearly drank all the wine”
he winked at my glare. “Heads up though, Pervertsons already pissed and prowling
the women” he warned me gravely. 


“Just
what I need” I said rolling my eyes. 


 


A
large glass of wine appeared in front of me as Nate slipped into the chair
beside me and took my hand. “Evening everyone” he grinned to their stunned
expressions, every single pair of eyes on our joined hands. 


He
squeezed my hand in humour or support, I wasn’t sure which. “Hi, Mr Carter”
Leah stammered, her eyes still on our hands. 


“Nate
when were not at work, please” he requested. “Sure Nate” she grinned, obviously
happy at being on first name terms with the Boss. 


Grace
smiled gently at him. “Hello Nate. I’m pleased to see you looking after our
wonderful Olivia” she said openly. 


Nate
lifted our hands to his mouth and kissed my knuckles. “Only took me twenty
years to get her back” he grinned, looking in my eyes. 


“Oh,
you had a relationship at university then?” Leah probed.


 “We
did” he responded, “For three years we never left each other’s side or our
crappy student digs bed” he finished with a sardonic grin. 


 


Slapping
him on the arm but grinning at him I picked up my glass and as I put it to my
lips my phone rang in my bag. As I tensed Nate gave me a questioning look but I
ignored him and retrieved the bloody annoying item from my bag. 


I
already knew it was the unknown caller again before I even had to look. I
declined it as I tried to hide it under the table prompting Nate to glare at
me, a suspicious expression on his face. 


 


“You
still getting those prank calls, Olivia?” Grace blurted out as I tried to
quickly stuff it back in my bag. Nate snatched it from me and analysed my call
log, hissing through his teeth when he saw the amount of calls. 


“Fucking
hell, Liv! There are 49 bloody calls since yesterday” he fumed “Why the hell
didn’t you tell me?” 


I
glared at Grace and she gave me an apologetic look and mouthed ‘sorry’. “It’s nothing
to worry about Nate,” I shrugged trying to play it down “I’m going to ring my
service provider Monday and get my number changed.” 


He
narrowed his eyes on me. “What do they say when you answer?” he grilled,
concern evident on his face. 


“Nothing,”
I said, shaking my head “although once someone tutted when I told them to fuck
off” I finished with a small nervous laugh. 


His
lips pursed in anger as the phone rang in his hand. “Who is this?” he fumed
when he answered it for me. 


 


Removing
it from his ear and glaring at the screen it was obvious ‘unknown caller’ had
hung up on him. He gave me a penetrating stare “Make sure you change your
number Monday Liv, and tell them about the caller, they might be able to trace
it” he demanded. 


“Yes,
Mr Carter” I agreed with a formal nod of my head. 


“Don’t
be facetious Liv. I mean it!” he said sternly. 


 


Rolling
my eyes I downed my wine and rose from the chair. “Another?” I asked everyone.
Nate took the glass off me and stood. 


“I’ll
get them” he ordered “Anybody else?” They all pushed their glasses at him in
one synchronised movement. 


He
laughed as he picked them up and went to the bar. 


 


“Wow
Olivia! Well done girl! He’s so hot!” Leah commended me, an excited gleam on
her face “I can’t believe you saw each other at uni and then found each other
twenty years later. How romantic” she said dreamily. I rolled my eyes at her,
thinking it was going to be a long night.


 


Two
hours later, the wine had worked its magic and I was a little tipsy. Nate had
wandered off to ‘mingle with the employees’ as he had put it. 


“Come
and dance, Leah” I pleaded, pulling on her hand and dragging her to her feet. 


As
we got to the dance floor; Loreen’s ‘Euphoria’ pumped from the speakers.
I loved this song and felt my body start to rock in time to the beat. 


The
wine had loosened my inhibitions and I moved to the music; my body swayed, my
hips swung and my arms rose in the air as I danced opposite Leah. 


I
closed my eyes and got lost in the rhythm, the pulse in my body taking over
fluidly. 


 


Hands
sited on my hips and I felt a body press into me from behind, swaying with me.
“Do you know how fucking hot you look when you dance, baby?” Nate’s voice
rumbled in my ear. 


He
pushed his erection into my back as he moved his hips to and fro with mine. 


His
hands slowly slipped up my raised arms, grasping mine and pulling them behind
his body to place them on his arse as we continued to throb to the beat. 


“I
can’t wait to hear you scream my name when I fuck you raw later, Liv” he
breathed in my ear. 


My
insides throbbed and I gulped when he nibbled on my ear lobe. Taking my hands
in his again he spun me round and threw his mouth over mine in a hot, sensual
kiss as he placed his hands on my bottom and caressed it firmly. 


A
moan escaped my throat and he caught it in his mouth as he continued his
onslaught, pulling me tighter to him. We were in our own isolated bubble as we
continued to kiss and sway to the music.


 


The
track finished but we were still jammed together in our own erotic dance.
Pulling away before we embarrassed ourselves, I grinned up at him “You are a
very naughty man, Mr Carter.” 


He
kissed me on the nose. “You’re a bad influence Miss Adams. I couldn’t watch you
dance anymore without touching you” he laughed, “I’ve gotta go and talk to Bob
before he goes baby, Sorry” he pouted. 


“It’s
fine Nate. I need the bathroom anyway” I smiled. 


 


Deciding
on another sneaky wine before a wee, I fetched my bag from the table and made
my way over to the bar and ordered a large. 


Leaning
over to shout my order to the barman a hand snaked round my waist; thinking
Nate had spotted my sly alcohol top up, I plastered a ‘but you love me’
expression on my face and turned to him; it was Peterson. 


Shit!



 


The
smile dropped from my face and I removed his hand. “Mr Peterson” I nodded. 


“Olivia”
he slurred, obviously intoxicated past his limit. “You look very pleasing
tonight” he leered.


I
shifted my attention back to the barman as he handed me my glass, noticing it
was the same server as when Peterson tried it on before. He rolled his eyes at
me “You alright, love?” he asked, giving Peterson a scowl. 


Downing
my wine in one I nodded back to him “Yeah, thank you.” 


Placing
my glass on the bar, I turned and made my way to the restrooms, leaving
Peterson propping himself up on the bar. 


 


The
toilets for the function room were situated at the back of the room and down a
long corridor and I had to hurry down the passageway, my urgency in relieving
my overfull bladder was stronger now I’d had the extra glass of wine. 


I
bounded into the toilets, catching a quick glimpse of someone in green stood in
front of the mirrors and flung myself into a cubicle. 


I
was thankful that I didn’t need to yank my knickers down and I silently thanked
Nate as I managed to sit on the toilet seat in time. 


“Oh
yes” I sighed as my bladder emptied and I heard someone scoff. In my
eagerness to get to the toilet I had forgot someone was in the room and I
rolled my eyes at their obvious disgust in my voiced relief. 


Snobby
cow! 


 


Flushing
the toilet, I exited the cubicle and came face to face with Eleanor, what the
hell was she doing here? It was a NSC party. 


“Well
hello again, Olivia” she droned, her lip curled up in repulsion of me. 


“Eleanor”
I grated, turning the tap at the sink to wash my hands. 


“I
see you’re here with Nate again” she sneered “You have got him wrapped
around your finger, haven’t you?” 


Washing
my hands, I smiled satisfactorily to myself. “Anybody would think you’re jealous,
Eleanor” I mocked. 


She
narrowed her eyes on me and I could sense her rage rising. “You think you’re
clever don’t you, love? Don’t say I didn’t warn you when he’s had his fill with
you and comes running back to me” she said, a self-satisfied grin on her lips. 


Turning
to her, I placed my face close to hers with a warning look “Oh, he likes to fill
me Eleanor! In fact he can’t seem to get enough of filling me, if
you know what I mean, love!” 


 


Her
hand rose to slap my face but after all my years of self-defence, my instincts
kicked in and I grabbed her wrist before it hit its target. 


Squeezing
her wrist painfully, I pushed my face closer to hers. “Try that again Eleanor
and I’ll rip that fucking smug look off your pretty little face and shove it up
your fat arse” I spat, now infuriated.


 She
turned a little green and pulled her wrist out of my grip. “Just don’t say I
didn’t warn you!” she hissed and stormed out, slamming the door behind her. 


Jesus!
Could this night get any worse? Taking a deep breath, I fixed my make-up and
hair and left the bathroom. 


 


As
I walked down the corridor I saw Peterson, wobbling towards me; what was I just
thinking about the night not getting any worse? 


It
just did! 


 


Putting
my head down I sped up, trying to get back to the bar without him noticing me
but just as I was passing him he grabbed the top of my arm, pulled it behind me
and pushed me up against the wall, my face squashed sideways in the direction
of the bathroom.  


I
wasn’t quite sure how he managed to do it in his highly inebriated state but he
was bloody strong. 


“Let
me go Simon” I seethed trying to wriggle out of his grip. 


“Oh,
Olivia” he chuckled, his face pressed to my cheek “You know you want this.
You’ve been giving me the come on for months now” he whispered harshly. 


“No
Simon, I haven’t. I’ve been trying to tell you to back off for months!” I said,
my heart was pounding and I was desperately trying to keep calm. 


He
nudged his knee between my thighs and pushed them open “Open up, Olivia” he
panted. 


 


Struggling
to free myself, I was trying to think how I could get out of this situation
when his hand came up the inside of my thigh and was slowly making its way up
towards my knicker-less crotch.


 SHIT!



“Simon,
please don’t do this” I begged, panic now building in me. 


“Now,
now, Olivia. Just relax and we can both enjoy this! I’ve wanted to fuck your
pretty little arse for so long” he rasped pushing his groin into me. 


I
was panting and sweating, tears were rising and I was shaking so hard that I
was vibrating. I was so mad that after years of training in self-defence I
still couldn’t protect myself. 


 


I
closed my eyes, silently praying for somebody to enter the passageway and help
me when I felt Peterson’s pressure disappear and some shuffling and grunting
from behind me. 


I
turned in time to see Nate’s fist smash into Petersons face, splitting his nose
instantly; the blood splattering. 


Dragging
him up, Nate landed another punch and I heard Peterson’s cheekbone crack as his
body hit the wall. “YOU FUCKING CUNT!!” Nate roared.  


Grabbing
Peterson’s hair and pulling him back up Nate slammed his fist into Peterson’s
stomach and his body fell to the floor. Peterson curled into a ball as Nate
kicked him over and over. 


“Nate!
Stop!” I yelled, grabbing hold of his arm and trying to pull him back as he
lost control. “You’ll kill him!” I panicked and look round to see Bert and the
barman stood watching “Will you fucking help me?” I shouted at them. 


They
moved towards Nate and each took a hold of Nate’s arms, pulling him away from
Peterson’s battered body. 


 


“I’M
GONNA FUCKING KILL YOU!!” he snarled at Peterson, struggling to free
himself from the hold he was in. 


“Come
on, Mr Carter” Bert pleaded quietly, struggling to hold Nate “he’s not fucking
worth it!” 


“Get
him fucking out of here” Nate raged to Bert “before I decide to finish him off.”



 


Bert
and barman picked Peterson up, and as they dragged him off, Nate grabbed
Peterson’s face in a forceful squeeze and growled at him “You EVER fucking
touch her again and I’ll kill you. You’re fucking fired, Peterson.” 


“Let’s
take him out the fire doors, it’s more private” barman told Bert and they
pulled him back down the corridor. 


Nate
turned to me, his eyes flicked over my body, taking in every detail and
checking for any signs of abuse as I stood rooted to the spot now violently
shaking as the shock set in. 


 


He
came to stand in front of me and placed his palm on my cheek “You okay, Angel?
I’m so sorry. I didn’t realise he’d come after you until the barman came and
told me he’d seen Simon follow you.”


The
fear was visibly displayed on his beautiful face as his chest heaved in rage. 


Nodding
my head slowly, my eyes wide in distress, a single tear rolled down my cheek
and a sob escaped my throat. 


He
pulled me into his arms and slumped to the floor, pulling me onto his lap and
rocking me as I wept. “Ssshhh, Angel” he whispered into my hair as he pulled me
tighter. 


 


We
sat there, on the floor while he continued to rock me and whisper reassurances
as people flitted passed, en-route to the bathroom. 


Eventually
Nate swept my hair off my wet cheeks and lifted my chin to look at my face.
“Let’s get you home, baby” he whispered and retrieved his phone from his pocket
to text Blake. 


Nodding
my head he helped me to my feet and picked up my bag, my phone ringing inside.
“They can wait” he stated as he put his arm round my waist and walked me out of
the fire door instead of having to exit via the bar. 


 


I
was surprised to see Blake already waiting for us, stood silently at the side
of the rear passenger door. He opened the door and gave Nate a questioning
frown as we got closer; Nate shook his head slightly and helped me into the
seat. 


He
closed the door and spoke to Blake, then made a phone call; turning his back to
me and shouting down the phone. 


Ending
his call he walked round the car and climbed in next to me as Blake slipped in
and raised the privacy screen. 


 


I
climbed onto Nate’s lap as he took my hand in his and I curled up, my head
resting against his chest. “Oh, Angel” he sighed sadly, as he started to stroke
my back. 


“I’m
okay Nate. I’ve had worse” I whispered with a bitter laugh and he growled. 


“But
now I’ve got a knight in shining armour to save me” I smiled gently, looking up
at him. He cupped my chin and leant in to give me a tender kiss while his thumb
stroked my cheekbone and his other hand rested on the back of my head. “I’ll
always protect you Liv… always!” he whispered into my ear and inhaled my scent.



 


  
When we arrived home, Nate came round and opened my door; he reached in and
pulled me into his arms to carry me inside. 


Blake
took the keys from my bag on Nate’s instruction and opened the front door for
us. 


“Lock
the door and post the keys through please, Blake” Nate said as he carried me up
the stairs. 


 


  
When we entered the bedroom he put me on my feet. “Let’s get you into bed,
Angel” he smiled softly, “Turn” he commanded with a twirl of his finger to
indicate he wanted me to face away from him. 


He
lowered the zip on my dress and let it drop to the floor and taking my hand, he
instructed me to step out of it. 


I
was now stood in stockings, suspender belt and heels still facing away from
him. 


“Shoes.”
I stepped out of my heels and he picked them up and moved them to the side. 


His
hands rested on my shoulders and he started to massage my neck, his thumbs
pressing gently at the nape and his fingers rubbing down the side then down my
spine and came to rest on my suspender belt.  


“Sit”
he instructed quietly as he led me to the bed and I perched on the edge, my
eyes finding his.


 


 He
was deep in concentration; care and devotion exhibited on his face as he
unclipped my stockings from the belt and slowly rolled each sheer nylon down my
leg, his fingers whispering my skin as they went. 


“You
have beautiful legs, Angel” he whispered, as if to himself as he continued the cherishing
procedure. 


I
closed my eyes, rolling my head back as he lifted each foot to his mouth and
licked delicately up each sole, relaxing me completely. 


 


He
picked me up off the end of the bed and carried me to the side, pulled the
duvet back and laid me down. Pulling the duvet over me he then stripped himself
and climbed in beside me, pulled me back against him and kissed the back of my
head. 


“Sleep
now, baby” he whispered and enveloped me, wrapping his arms and legs around me
in a display of protection. 


I
was stunned by his endearing performance; his attentiveness to undressing me
and his utter tenderness in taking care of me. 


 


I
lay awake for a while, my head spinning by Nate’s reaction to Peterson’s
assault. He would’ve killed him if Bert and Barman hadn’t pulled him off; the
pure white fury in his eyes had frightened me. 


I
had witnessed too much violence in this life and I didn’t want to see any more.
The other half of me was overwhelmed by the obvious love Nate had for me; his
rage, down to the fact that another man had threatened and hurt me; his own
natural instinct to protect the woman he loves. 


 


My
last thought before my eyes grew heavy before sleep took me was that I too
would kill any person that tried to hurt the man I loved.
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I
squeezed my eyes closed against the torture of the morning sun filtering
through the window. It felt too early to wake but my body had other ideas. 


Somewhere
in my still sleepy daze I was aware of heavy breathing behind me, a gentle
caress on my back and the soft hisses that were escaping Nate’s lips. 


He
was tenderly stroking each of my welts; his fingers softly following the
grooves in my skin and his lips following behind as though he wanted to heal
them with kisses. 


 


I
reached behind and lay my hand on his side, “Hey?” I said softly. 


I
could tell he was sad, the image of what I went through raging round his mind.
He was quiet for a moment, as though he wasn’t quite sure how to ask. “How did
you get these ones, Liv?” he asked softly, lightly brushing the wounds with his
fingers. 


 


I
lay silent for a while, knowing that it would hurt him when I told him; but I
knew he needed to know, his own way of helping me through. “He whipped me” I
answered calmly so he didn’t know I was anxious. 


He
stilled as he held a breath and his fingers paused in their delicate touch. 


 


I
felt his sigh as he gently kissed across them, his tongue darting out between
his lips as he pressed them against my body. 


He
worked the soft kisses up my back to the nape of my neck and around my neck,
sucking gently on the skin of my throat. His hands came round to hold my
breasts, gently stroking my nipples as he continued his lip worship. 


 


I
moaned and pressed my bottom against his groin. “I need you, Nate” I whispered
to him as I took his ready hardness and slipped it into me. 


He
moaned as my inner walls gripped him and took him further. “Angel” he gasped in
my ear “I love you.” 


Raising
my hand behind me I clasped his head as he spooned me and ever so slowly moved
in and out of me, his breath-taking rhythm never wavering as he deliberately
pulled out and slid back in. 


 


My
hands slid round the back of his neck as his fingers moved down to rub my clitoris
and his bar brushed over my soft-spot. I cried his name as my climax shot stars
into my brain, its relentless power rendering me blind and pounding blood to my
ears. 


“Baby”
he breathed as he came, deep into me with a shudder.


Our
breathing was filling the room as we both struggled to come down from the high
of our love-making; the slow tender act had us both joined together in more
than our bodies, the overwhelming emotions we felt for one another and the
pounding in each of our chests. 


 


“Liv!”
he sighed as he slipped out of me and rolled me under him, kissing me with a
rawness that told me he was feeling everything I was. 


“Good
Morning” I grinned when he removed his lips. Laughing he stroked my cheek,
“Good morning, Beautiful” he grinned back and then moved in for another kiss,
his fingers stroking down my neck and along my arms. 


My
phone rang from my bag. “Fuck off were busy” Nate shouted over his shoulder to
my bag and I slapped him away as I scrambled off the bed to answer it when he smacked
my bare backside. 


“Hello”
I answered without looking at the display. “Hey Babe” Beth chirped happily. 


“Hey”
I smiled, happy to hear my best friend’s cheerful tones. “You still on for
lunch, Liv?” she asked as Nate slid off the bed to the floor and started
crawling towards me, a gleam in his eyes and a carnal smile on his lips. 


“Yeah
were still on but it’s your turn, so where are you taking me?” I giggled as I
tried to scramble across the floor on my bum. 


“You
okay Liv?” Beth asked, curiously. 


“Yeah
I’m… okay…” I squealed as he grabbed my foot and yanked me towards him. 


“What
are you doing?” she probed, suspicion in her voice. “Well…I’m just…getting
dressed” I tried. 


 


I
was pinned to the floor as Nate clambered on top of me, laying full length over
me so I was squished beneath him unable to move. 


Laughing
he put his mouth to my phone, “She is writhing about naked beneath me” he said
to Beth and I heard her gasp, “Nate?” she exclaimed down the phone. 


 


Taking
the phone from my hand when I rolled my eyes he put it to his ear. “Yes Beth,
it’s me” he chuckled “Yes” pause, “Yes” another pause, “No I won’t. Yes! I
promise” he mocked, “Yes” he looked at me. “She says she’ll see you in the Blue
Bull at one and that you have to tell her every little detail” he told me
grinning. 


“She
wants to especially know how fucking amazing I am in bed” he added wiggling his
eyebrows.


 
I nodded my head and laughed “She says okay Beth. She has to go now because she
needs to ravish me again” he simmered. 


 


He
ended the call, tossed my phone to the side of the room and thrust his face
into my chest, inhaling deeply. 


“Oh
baby. Now we need to do something about this again” he grinned as he took my
hand and placed it on his refreshed erection. “It’s not fair how you keep
making me hard” he sighed in mock seriousness, shaking his head.


 


 


***


 


Sat
in the Blue Bull waiting for Beth, I was still giggling at Nate’s face after he
had dropped me off at the pub so I could have a drink;  a full on sulky pout as
he declared he couldn’t wait until Wednesday to see me again. 


We
had arranged that I was to spend a few days at his house when the kids went to
Portugal with my mother. I hadn’t yet told him I had booked Thursday off work to
spend the afternoon with Jay. 


I
just didn’t want to spoil how happy we were, and I knew as soon as he found
out, that my world would come crashing down and that it would be way more
painful than anything James had done. 


 


I
was in my daydream when Beth sat in the seat opposite me and placed her chin in
her hands as she rested them on the table. “Olivia May Adams! You sly thing”
she grinned across at me as a blush crept up my face. 


“Now
I know he must be good if he’s got you blushing Girl” She picked up the bottle
of wine I had bought when I got here and filled her glass, “Well?” she
interrogated, a comical lift in her brow. 


“Well
What?” I blushed some more. 


“Well
since when did you get back together?” she grilled, “I thought I was your best
friend. You should tell me straight away when you get laid.” 


 


Rolling
my eyes at her frankness I filled her in on everything concerning mine and Nate’s
progress in the relationship. She sat and listened quietly, nodding her head
every now and again and shaking it when she heard I hadn’t yet told him about
Jay. 


“Babe.
He’s not gonna be happy but he’s gonna be more hurt that you have hid it from
him” she told me sadly.  


I
nodded glumly “I know Beth, but I’m scared he’s going to hate me. I’ve just got
him back and this is gonna sink the ship when he finds out and what the hell do
I tell Jay? He’s the most important in all this.” 


 


I
had tears in my eyes. It had been playing on my mind since me and Nate had got
back together and now that I was facing it, the tears started to flow. 


“How
do you know Nate’s going to react like you think he is, Liv? He might understand.
And Jay will be happy, for you and him babe” she sighed, putting her hand over
mine on the table. 


“Would
you understand?” I scoffed, shaking my head solemnly, “I know I wouldn’t if
someone had kept something like that from me” I added. 


She
raised her eyebrows. “Well that’s hardly gonna happen, Liv” she laughed “Seriously
though Liv. It’s took you ten fucking years to move on and trust somebody
enough to let them in. After how you hide your body I thought you’d never share
your bed with anyone ever again.  Nate wants you to trust him Liv, he
loves you… he always did babe. So trust him… and yourself Liv, trust yourself
and tell him” she pleaded picking up the bottle and topping me up  “Anyway
enough morbid talk and tell me all about the sex” she grinned and winked. 


 


We
ate our lunch and decided to visit the cinema for a movie and luckily I had put
my phone on silent as I popped it in my bag and placed it at my feet. I felt it
buzz five times during the film and halfway through I slipped it out of my bag
in case it was my mother confirming a time to drop off the kids. 


I
was curious to see there was an actual text message from the unknown caller.


 


UNKNOWN CALLER:


ANSWER
YOUR FUCKING PHONE BITCH


 


I
gasped and Beth caught it, looking over me to read the text. She frowned
fiercely and looked at me when I shrugged my shoulders and shook my head,
mouthing ‘It’s fine’. 


It
was the first time the caller had sent me a message and it unnerved me. It was
starting to frighten me a little now and as soon as I got to work tomorrow I
would ring and get it changed. 


Relaxing
now at my decision to obtain a new number then all this would be over I enjoyed
the rest of the movie. 


 


I
paid the taxi as he dropped me off and walked up to my front door, inserting
the key in the lock and turning but it wouldn’t twist. 


Strange. 


Trying
again and when it still didn’t budge I tried the handle and the door opened.
The kids must have returned earlier than was arranged. 


Stepping
through the door I shouted their names but was met with silence, the house was
still empty. 


 


Mortified
that I mustn’t have locked the door, I phoned Nate to check. “Hey, baby” his
sexy voice rolled through the phone, making my heart skip a beat. 


“Hi
Babe” I smiled down the phone, hearing his voice always relaxed me, “Did you
see me lock the door when we left this afternoon, Nate?” I asked him. 


“No.
I locked it for you while you put your tax disk in your car if you remember.
Why?” he asked back. 


“I
don’t think you locked it properly then Nate cos’ I’ve just got home and it was
unlocked” I said, wandering round the house checking I hadn’t been burgled. 


“Oh
God Liv, I’m sorry but I could have sworn I locked it” he apologized “have you
checked the house?” 


 


Finishing
my inspection without finding anything amiss, I nodded and then realised he
couldn’t see me through the phone. “Yeah, just done it and everything’s fine” I
reassured him, checking in the pantry now feeling a little spooked. 


“You
had any more calls from the mystery caller, Liv?” he asked. 


I
cringed “No!” I said a bit too cheerfully.  “Are you sure, baby?” he asked as
if sensing my lie. 


“Yeah
sure” I assured him. “Mmmm. Why do I get the feeling you’re lying to me, Liv?”
he tried again. 


“Don’t
be silly Nate. It’s not as if you don’t know about him and I’m trying to hide
it. What reason would I have not to tell you?” I said more firmly trying to
convince him. 


“Okay”
he seemed to relax a little, “What time are the kids’ home?” 


 


Looking
out of the front window I saw my mother pull up and wave to me as Erin and Matt
climbed out. I waved back, “They’ve just pulled up now so I better go” I told
him. 


“Okay
baby. I love you.” 


“I
love you too Nate” I said softly and ended the call as the kids walked through
the door. 


 


“Hi,
mom” they both kissed me on the cheek and Erin stood scrutinizing me. “There’s
something different about you mum” she said, narrowing her eyes on me. 


I
shrugged my shoulders at her “I don’t know what sweetheart” I said, looking
over myself thinking she meant my appearance.


“No
not your body, just… I don’t know, something in your eyes. They have a kind of
sparkle” she frowned harder, and then her brow rose high to her hairline. 


“Oh
My God!” she said shocked then grinned slowly, “Good on you, Mother.” She
looked happy and proud of me. 


Grinning
again, she looked me up and down as though because she had figured out I was
having a sexual relationship with somebody, I had got the words ‘I’VE JUST HAD
ROCKIN’ SEX’ written all over me. 


 


I
gave her a shift of my eyes towards Matt, to tell her to not blurt anything out
in front of him and she winked at me and mouthed ‘Nate?’ 


Matt
tramped up the stairs, informing me he had some homework to finish, I could
tell he had figured out we were heading for a ‘girlie’ chat.  


I
nodded at Erin and couldn’t hold in my smile “Yes. It’s Nate” I blushed. 


“Good
Girl, he’s hot!” she beamed at me. 


“Are
you sure you are okay with it?” I asked a bit sceptically. 


“Hell
Yes! Mum, I’m ecstatic for you. I didn’t think you would ever find anybody
after what my dad did and you deserve a man who treats you well and I like
Nate, he seems good for you” she smiled reassuringly, taking my hand. 


“Is
he… you know!? Him?” she asked, cringing slightly. I nodded and turned
away “What do you want for tea sweetheart?” I busied in the fridge. 


“Mum!
Don’t change the subject. Does Jay know?” she probed. 


“Not
yet. And don’t go telling him Missy!” I told her sternly, pointing a finger in
her direction, “He’s visiting Thursday, I’m gonna tell him then.” 


 


She
held her hands up in submission. “I’m not gonna tell him. That’s your job” she
notified me and then came and hugged me “I’m so happy for you mum but tell him
if he hurts you, then I’ll rip his balls off and feed them to next doors dog!”
she stated seriously and when I raised my eyebrows at her we both fell about
laughing hysterically.
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Monday
was going to be extremely hot according the weathermen so I had chosen to wear
my baby blue pleated mini skirt and white sleeveless ruffle shirt with a white
lace bra and thong set; no stockings for coolness and teaming the summery look
with some open- toed white heels.  


 


As
I arrived at work, I immediately sorted out the number change with my service
provider, requesting an immediate replacement and their promise to look into the
prank calls. 


I
was sat at my desk Monday morning, checking some documents that Grace had asked
me to look at. 


Because
of Peterson’s dismissal, Grace had been promoted to temporary Financial
Director until they found a replacement.


Josh
came in holding a vast amount of flowers and a huge grin. “For you Sweetie” he
chirped happily. There was a bunch of 12 pink and white roses with a card
reading:


 


Angel,          


Pink
and white roses: meaning; ‘I love you still and always’


And
I do love you now and always Baby


I
love you


Nate
xxx


 


12
yellow and orange roses with a card reading:


 


Angel,


Yellow
and orange roses: meaning; ‘passion’


My
passion for you is unbelievably immeasurable Baby


I
love you


Nate
xxx


 


12
tulips with a card reading:


 


Angel,


Tulip:
meaning; perfect lover


We
are explosive together, you blow my mind Baby


I
love you


Nate
xxx


 


12
Musk Roses with a card reading:


 


Angel,


Musk
roses: meaning; beauty


You
are so beautiful that you take my breath away Baby


I
love you


Nate
xxx


 


And
finally, 12 orchids with a card reading:


 


Angel,


Orchid:
meaning; love and beauty


When
we make love it’s the most beautiful act in the world baby                        


I
love you     


Nate
xxx


 


I
was gobsmacked by his utterly romantic gesture. They must have cost a bloody
fortune but… WOW! 


I
couldn’t get my breath past the lump in my throat and the tears streamed down
my face as I read each extremely loving sentiment. 


“Hey”
Josh laughed and hugged my shoulders “He’s got it bad for you, Sweetie.” 


I
couldn’t speak as I sat staring at the flowers that completely covered my desk.
I didn’t think it was possible to love him any more than I did but this had
just proved me wrong. As Josh left I got my phone out and texted Nate.


 


ME:


WOW
Nate WOW!!!


I’m
overwhelmed by the flowers


Thank
you, thank you, and thank you


They
are stunning and I can’t stop grinning


I
love you so much 


Xxx


 


I
sat there for another 10 minutes, just staring at the flowers. Luckily they had
all been delivered in vases, arranged to perfection and everybody that came in
commented on them, making my grin even wider each time. 


Nate
text back about 30 minutes later so he must be busy.


 


NATE:


You
are so welcome Angel


I’m
happy that I made you smile


It
will help me get through my horrendous Monday 


ILY2
xxx


 


Smiling
at the thought of me smiling, made him smile I texted back.


 


ME:


I’m
sad that you are having a bad day 


Anything
I can do to help ;-)


ILY2
more xxx


 


I
was having an idea blooming in my head and I smiled wickedly to myself.


 


NATE:


God!
There’s lots of things you can do Baby


But
most of them are too X-rated to put in a text ;-)


ILY2
even more xxx


 


ME:


Why
Mr Carter! I can’t possibly imagine what you are referring to!


Even
though I have some pretty hot images now!


ILY
2 immensely more xxx


 


NATE:


Well
Miss Adams, I could always demonstrate what I’m referring to


I
am also picturing some pretty hot images!!!


ILY2
extremely more xxx


 


ME:


I
think you should resume with your work Mr Carter


Before
you have an accident imagining these hot images!


ILY2
immeasurably more xxx


 


NATE:


It
may well be too late Miss Adams ;-)


But
you must also recommence with your tasks before 


Your
boss gets on top of you  ;-D


(Now
I have even more hot images Lol)


ILY2
infinitely more xxx


 


ME:


We
wouldn’t want my boss to get on top of me


That
would be just too inappropriate Mr Carter!


ILY2
by a long way xxx


PS
I have a meeting now and have to go


Enjoy
your American update ;-)


 


NATE:


OK
bye Baby


I’m
sooo looking forward to my American Update 


ILY2
so much it takes my breath


Xxx


 


I
was now feeling pretty aroused. Nate could always make me horny with a click of
fingers, ever since our university days but even more so lately; he was an
amazing lover. 


 


At
12.20 I alerted Grace that I was taking my lunch break and I scooted across to
the local deli, buying Nate a ham salad on rye and his favourite hazelnut
latte.


 


At
12:40, I walked into his reception area, much to Rachel’s annoyance. 


Holding
up the brown paper bag containing Nate’s sandwich I looked at her. “You don’t
have to buzz Rachel, he’s just text me asking to bring him a sandwich up. I’ll
take it in. Can you make sure he’s not disturbed please as he has his
conference call with America” I informed her, giving the impression that I had
come up on Nate’s request and she scowled as she nodded at me. 


 


Standing
outside his door I took a deep breath and entered without knocking. He was sat
behind his desk looking immensely bored as a random voice spoke through the
hands free and he smiled a huge grin when he saw me. 


I
put a finger to my lips to inform him not to say anything as the caller droned
on and I slowly walked over to him and placed the bag and polystyrene cup on
his desk. 


I
walked behind his chair and whispered in his ear “I have brought your lunch, Mr
Carter but I’m feeling really, really horny” 


His
eyebrows shot up as I added “Don’t move!” 


 


The
American voice continued as I walked over, locked the door and sat on the couch
facing his desk, the coffee table in front of me. 


I
sat staring at him with a carnal passion in my eyes and popped my fingertip
against my lips and slowly stroked across them, and then unhurriedly stroked it
down my neck and down to my breasts, cupping them in my hands over my shirt. 


Massaging
them I felt my nipples peak and I pinched them through the flimsy material,
never removing my eyes from Nate’s as the caller still rattled on. 


 


Moving
my fingers to the buttons of my shirt I undid them one by one, painstakingly
slow and slid the two halves of my shirt open revealing my white lace bra, my
erect nipples dark underneath the transparent material; our eyes still linked. 


I
ran my finger along the edge of my bra at the swell of my breast and then
gently pulled one cup down, my breast pushed up high above the cup. I saw Nate’s
eyes drop to my chest as I sucked my finger and then rolled it around my sensitive
nipple and he bit his bottom lip, his pupils dilated so much they were black. 


 


“Yes!”
he grunted as the caller asked if he was still there and then continued to
rattle on as Nate shifted slightly in his seat, his erection growing
uncomfortable. 


I
deliberately placed each of my heeled feet on the edge of the coffee table in
front of me and very slowly slid them apart, giving Nate the perfect view of my
thong covered pussy. 


His
breath hitched and a forbidden groan escaped his mouth. “Mr Carter, are you
alright?” the voice asked. “YES!” Nate barked at him “Carry on.” 


The
voice stammered a little then resumed as Nate signalled for me to carry on. 


 


Smiling
provocatively I let my hands slide down to my knees, one on each side and
trailed my fingers leisurely up the inside of my thighs. Nate’s tongue swept
across his lips and he was breathing hard, his chest rising and falling heavily
with each breath as the American pursued his task of updating Nate. 


My
fingers continued on their adventure up my thighs, slowly skimming my skin
until they reached my thong and I gave my groove one long sweep of my finger
making my own breath hitch and my own tongue sweep over my lips in a mirror
image of Nate’s. 


 


I
pushed the edge of my thong aside and maintained my stroking as my head fell
back and I closed my eyes, now biting my lip and moaning softly. 


I
slipped my fingers inside and worked them in and out and as my arousal
deepened, my movements got faster and harder, drawing me closer to my orgasm. I
brought my other hand up to my free breast, squeezing my nipple hard as I
pumped furiously at myself driving myself to oblivion. 


I
hit my peak as my hips rocked and bucked on the couch, writhing silently in the
height of ecstasy as sweet pleasure rolled over me. 


 


After
slowly coming down from my high I stood and buttoned my shirt up and slowly
walked over to Nate. As I neared him he grinned and slid his chair back for me
to get access to him, he muttered a response to something American had said and
unzipped his trousers. 


I
stood in front of him and put my fingers in his mouth, smiling delightfully as
he slowly sucked my cum off them, his eyes closing in bliss. 


 


Removing
my fingers from his mouth I braced the chair, a hand on each arm astride him
and bent forward to whisper in his ear, “Enjoy your lunch, Mr Carter” I winked,
turned and strolled from the room; laughing at his “But… but” whine as I closed
the door softly behind me. 


Exiting
his room I nodded to Rachel and rode down to floor 44, grinning all the way
down.


 


Resuming
my position at my desk, I inhaled deeply at my flowers and logged onto my
computer still smiling widely. “You have a good lunch, Sweetie?” Grace shouted
through her office door. “Very” I chuckled to myself. 


 


An
hour later I was engrossed in some documents when Leah approached me. “Mr
Carter wants to see you in his office, Hun” she said with a slight grimace, “He
didn’t sound too happy. Is everything okay with you two?” she asked
compassionately. 


“They
were” I said, shrugging my shoulders to her and not letting on that I had an
idea of what he wanted. 


“Good
luck” she said sympathetically. 


I
popped my head round Graces door and told her that Nate wanted to see me.
“Fine, go, go” she grinned shooing me away with her hands. 


 


Riding
the elevator to the 50th floor for the second time my nerves started
jangling. Maybe it had not been a good idea to masturbate in front of him while
he was in a telephone conference and it was a pretty mean thing to do to him
after he bought me the flowers. 


I
started to get anxious as I approached Rachel again. “He wants to see me again”
I told her, trying to force a smile. “Mr Carter, Miss Adams is here for you”
she told him through the intercom. 


“Send
her in please Rachel and make sure we are not disturbed. Miss Adams and I need
to discuss some serious aspects of her work ethics.” 


I
cringed as I took in his tone and Rachel smiled smugly. “Go in” she sang. 


 


Swallowing
hard I opened his door and timidly stepped in. He was stood in front of his
desk and he looked up at me with a stern look on his face, his eyes narrowed
and I felt my stomach lurch.  


I
was seriously wrong when I thought he would appreciate my attempt to entertain
him through his American call. 


He
stalked past me, locked the door and walked back to his desk, perching himself
on the edge, his long legs straight in front of him with his ankles crossed. 


 


“Come
here please, Miss Adams” he barked but I saw a slight twitch of his lips,
alerting me to the fact that he was playing a game. 


Catching
on quickly, I placed a sullen expression on my face and walked up to his desk as
I held my hands behind my back. “Yes, Mr Carter” I simpered. 


He
tilted his head to one side to scrutinize me. “Do you know why I’ve called you
into my office, Miss Adams?” he asked, pursing his lips. 


“No,
Mr Carter” I shook my head slightly. 


“Oh,
I think you do Miss Adams” he informed me sombrely, “I don’t think you take your
boss’s needs very seriously, Miss Adams. In fact I think sometimes you
are a very naughty girl.” 


 


He
took a step towards me “I don’t think that you take your boss’s requirements
very seriously, do you Miss Adams?”  


“I
can assure you Mr Carter, that I will do anything my boss asks of me” I
was getting very turned on by his game; it excited me the way he was showing supremacy.
James’s dominance had been an evil act but this power Nate was displaying was a
different matter entirely. 


“Anything,
Miss Adams?” he asked, his slow sexy smile playing on his lips. I dropped my
chin a little and raised my eyes to his. “Anything you desire, sir” I
smiled back saucily. 


 


He
hissed through his teeth and took another step closer. “Get on your knees, Miss
Adams” he instructed strictly. I dropped down before him, my head still dipped
slightly but my eyes tracked on his movements. 


He
unzipped his trousers and took out his solid cock, its rigidness at breaking
point. “Suck my cock, Miss Adams” he demanded. 


My
lips twitched in an attempt to stifle my smile. “Of Course, Sir” I purred and
reached up to take hold of his penis. 


“Ah,
Ah, Ah” he chastised, slightly moving back, “Hands behind your back, Miss
Adams” he directed. 


 


I
placed my hands back behind me and opened my mouth wide for him to slip himself
into, which he did promptly. I twirled my tongue around him, flicking his bar
as I sucked. I took him to full capacity as I loosened the back of my throat to
accommodate him and he placed his hands on my head. 


“That’s
Right Miss Adams, taste me” he growled as I persisted to blow him, my mouth
driving him. I felt him swell a bit more in my mouth as I grazed my teeth along
him and spun his jewellery.


 


 Groaning
loudly he stepped back and removed himself from my mouth. “Stand!” he commanded
and I got to my feet. 


He
took himself in his hand and began to gently stroke himself. “Take off your
shirt” he requested harshly; I did as he asked and stood before him again. 


He
paused while his eyes raked over me, his tongue sweeping his bottom lip. “Bend
over my desk, Miss Adams and lift your skirt for me to take a good look at you”
he ordered, breathing heavy. 


 


We
were both highly aroused and my legs shook in anticipation as I leant over his
desk and braced it. “Very nice” he admired, “I’m going to fuck you hard
now, Miss Adams” he divulged. 


“Yes
please, Sir” I panted as he drew my thong to one side and positioned himself
behind me. 


“Are
you ready, Miss Adams?” he asked “Hold on tightly to the desk.” 


 


He
impaled me in one hard thrust, knocking me forward on the desk as I yelped. “I
said hold on tight” he grated through gritted teeth. 


“Sorry,
Mr Carter” I wheezed. 


He
drew back out and thrust in hard again. “You feel… Fucking excellent… Miss
Adams” he praised on each sharp drive. 


“As
do you, sir” I groaned as he gave a swift hard thrust again. Groaning loudly he
picked up speed, slamming into me ferociously as he grabbed my hips. 


 


My
urgency surged and I crashed back on to him as he pounded into me. “FUCK”
I snarled furiously as Nate reached round and pinched my clit. “COME. NOW” He
commanded. 


Like
I had a bloody choice. 


 


He
erupted powerfully into me as soon as my own orgasm hit, his hand covered my
mouth to stifle my scream as he continued to pump his cum into me; it seemed to
go on forever and when I thought he’d finally emptied he gave another push,
squeezing out every little drop. 


 


I
sank my chest and head onto his desk as he rested his body against my back. “Jesus
Christ” he groaned and we lay there for minutes, completely spent and
exhausted. 


“You
okay, Liv?” he asked softly into my back. 


I
nodded my head lazily. “I’m well and truly fucked!” I chuckled and groaned when
he laughed, his movement pushing me into the desk and the edge cut into my
stomach. “You’re gonna have to get off me, Nate. This desk is cutting me in two.”



 


He
lifted his body away swiftly “Sorry baby” he said, concerned. 


“I’m
Okay” I laughed at the alarm on his face when he kissed the groove the desk had
made on my belly. 


As
I put my shirt back on Nate looked at me with a sly smile “You really will do
anything for your boss, won’t you Liv?” 


Tucking
my shirt into the waistband of my skirt, I walked over to him and placed a
sweet kiss on his cheek “Only You Nate, only you.” 


He
gave me a huge beam and flung his arm around my waist, pulling me towards him.
“Damn Right Woman” he grumbled as he leant down to kiss my mouth. 


 


As
I approached the door I turned to him, “Me and the kids are going bowling
tonight. You wanna come with us?” I asked shyly, not sure if bowling was
something a hugely successful businessman did. 


He
gave me a tender smile, his eyes lighting up “Yeah, I’d like that, Liv.” He
looked really pleased to be invited into our family outing, just something so
minor and I secretly wondered if he was lonely. 


“Good”
I smiled back widely, “7ish?” I probed and he nodded. 


“I’ll
pick you up” he stated and I halted my step, halfway out of his door. 


“Uhh,
will we all fit into Virgil?” I asked as I turned back to him. 


“Well
there’s no way you’ll get me into Betty” he grimaced at the thought of my
little mini. 


 


My
mouth dropped open, affronted. “Don’t you diss Betty” I warned him “She been
good to me” I narrowed my eyes on him as he laughed hard. 


“You
mean she saw you coming, with your tenner” he mocked, biting his lip to stop
himself laughing some more.


 I
widened my eyes at him. “Are you saying me and Betty are cheap?” I huffed, glaring
at him. 


 


He
came over to me and placed his palm on the side of my head “Oh baby, you are
anything but cheap. You’re classy, lavish and very, very elite, Angel”
he brushed his lips across mine tenderly and I caught a glimpse of Rachel in
the corner of my eye as she furtively watched us. 


Pulling
back, I signalled to Nate with my eyes that we were being watched, and gave him
a sly smile. “Well thank you, Mr Carter, I shall make sure I pay more attention
to my work ethic in the future” I winked, “And particularly your work ethic”
I added saucily as I strolled passed Rachel and gave her a sickly grin. 


“Make
sure you do, Miss Adams. No more impertinence” he shouted after me as I
disappeared into the elevator laughing. 










[bookmark: _Toc355260007]CHAPTER 15


 


Erin
and Matt squealed loudly when they saw Nate pull up in ‘Virgil’. 


“Oh
my God. I wish everyone at school could see this” Matt declared, his eyes wide
and his jaw dropped in a drool. “You want me to ask Nate to drive you past all
your friends’ houses and pip?” I joked. 


He
spun to stare at me, “Would he?” he asked, obviously not getting I was teasing
him. 


Erin
shook her head in frustration. “Do you know Matt, sometimes you really act your
age” she huffed at him. 


“What?”
Matt exclaimed to her as we all piled out of the house and clambered into
Virgil as they all said their hello’s. 


 


As
I settled in the seat next to Nate he gave me a shy smile. “Hi” he smiled
timidly, clearly not sure how to act with me around the kids. 


Smiling
at him I reached up and gave him a gentle kiss on his lips, showing him it was
fine to be ourselves…. within a limit of course. He grinned widely; visibly
happy now that he knew I had spoken with the kids about him. 


Matt
had taken the news in his stride and when I told him about my relationship with
Nate he just grinned and said “Cool” and that was it. 


 


“Ready?”
Nate asked everyone “You locked your door properly, Liv?” he mocked and I
narrowed my eyes at him, “Yes! I’VE locked the door this time so I know
it will be secure.” 


I
stuck my tongue out at him and he held his chest in feign offense “I DID lock
it Liv, I’m sure I did” he defended. 


“What’s
up?” Erin asked, listening to our conversation. 


“Nothing,
Sweetheart. It’s just that Nate locked up behind us yesterday and when I got
back the door was unlocked. So obviously somebody had struggled to turn a key”
I ridiculed Nate. 


 


Erin
pulled a face. “Strange though because when I got back from college one day
last week the door was unlocked then. I didn’t think anything of it at the
time, I just thought Matt was in but when I think about it now it was the day
he went to his friends” Erin said as she frowned and Nate gave me a troubled
look. 


“It’s
probably just a dodgy lock” I assured everyone, a little tremor passing through
me. 


“Liv”
Nate addressed me and I looked at him “Get your locks changed tomorrow, please”
he stated, no room for argument. 


 


Nodding
my head at him I turned to Erin. “Did you notice anything strange after?” I
asked her, desperately needing to find a conclusion, it probably was a
dodgy lock but there was a little anxiety coursing through me.


 “Not
really” she said slowly, and I saw Nate’s eyes shift to the rear-view mirror to
study her. 


“Anything?”
he asked, quite harshly and I gave him a stern look. 


The
last thing I needed was for him to freak out the bloody kids.


“Well…”
she swallowed “it looked like someone had rolled about on your bed” she said
giving me a apprehensive look, “You know you always make your bed to
perfection, well it was kind of untidy… like… like someone had slept in it.” 


She
was biting her lip now, a worried look on her face “I just thought you had been
late for work because your underwear was scattered on the floor.” 


 


I
heard Nate hiss in a breath and I slyly nudged him and gave him a little shake
of my head. 


“It’s
okay, sweetheart. I think I remember the day and I was running late, I
didn’t have much time so I just pulled the duvet up” I reassured her, my heart
pounding and my hands sweating; hoping she didn’t catch on that I was lying
through my teeth. 


“Oh
thank god!” she exhaled, relaxing her shoulders, happy now that the matter was
solved.


 


When
we pulled into the bowling alley and we were walking across the car park, Nate
took my hand and pulled me back so the kids couldn’t hear. “I don’t like this,
Liv. First the phone calls and now this” he said, his face etched with
worry and anger. 


“Just
the thought of somebody in your bed!!” he scowled, “And what’s with the underwear?
All over the fucking floor!” 


 


He
was seething now and I took his hand. “Nate. Calm down” I encouraged with a
squeeze of my hand “I promise to get my locks changed tomorrow and if
there’s any more funny stuff I’ll get on to the police” I swore, lifting my
lips to him and giving him a reassuring kiss. 


“You
Promise?” he asked, regarding me with a serious look on his face. 


“Yes,
I promise” I smiled to hide my own apprehension.  


“Now
come on, let me thrash your magnificent arse at bowling” I giggled as he gave
me a ‘are you serious woman’ look. 


“You
have no bloody chance, baby, I’m sorry!” he bragged, laughing at my scandalized
expression. 


 


Two
hours later we were all sat in a burger bar laughing at Nate’s competitiveness.
He had teamed up with Matt while Erin and I had partied up, and his eagerness
to win had him cheating throughout the game. 


When
it was my turn he had slipped his palm across my bottom as I bent to take a
shot, bent over at the side of me to give me a fantastic view of his tight arse
as I bowled and whispered lewd things in my ear about my own backside as I
aimed the ball towards the remaining pins. 


Then
when it was Erin’s turn he told hysterical jokes while she was trying to
concentrate, coughed loudly and made her jump as she hurled the ball down the
alley and even tried to offer her £50 to throw the game. 


Everyone
had taken it in good humour and Matt and Nate had bonded well, both high-fiving
and hugging when they won. 


 


Brad
had arranged to meet Erin in the restaurant and he had joined us at our table,
squeezing in beside Erin and kissing her lovingly when he arrived. 


I
gave Nate a querying look as he sat scrutinizing Brad, checking him out and
when he seemed to conclude that Brad was absolutely smitten with Erin, he
relaxed and joined in the banter with us. 


It
was a very parental thing to do and it had astounded me, especially when I
noticed that Nate hadn’t realised he was doing it, like it was in his natural
instincts. It made my heart swell, knowing that Nate cared for my children
already and that they were comfortable with him being around. 


 


“You
looking forward to your holiday?” Nate asked Erin as we all slumped back in our
seats, full and bursting after the burgers. 


Nodding
frantically Erin beamed, “God Yes! I’m gonna miss you though, Mum” she said,
turning to me. 


“Oh,
I’ll be fine” I said nonchalantly, giving Nate a nudge under the table as his
hand came to rest on my thigh and it crept inwards.  


Erin
nodded at me “What day are you meeting J... Beth?” she managed to hide before
slipping up fully. 


Nate’s
hand paused on its route and I felt him tense, as he caught Erin’s salvaged
slip-up. He narrowed his eyes at no one in particular as I stammered through
Erin’s question “Thursday” I told her. 


She
nodded “Okay, give her my love, won’t you?” she asked. 


 


Luckily
Matt turned to Nate, changing the subject. “You play Xbox, Nate?” he asked.
“Sure” Nate smiled at him and they discussed different games and achievements
between themselves and I sat back, looking over my family with a fierce love
and devotion. 


The
‘unlocked door’ situation came into my mind and I sat contemplating what to do,
silently arguing with myself about it. 


It
had unnerved me when Erin had told me of what had happened to my bed and
underwear; it was possible that I had just swept my duvet up but there
was no way I had left my underwear scattered on the floor, it just wasn’t me to
be so untidy. 


I
had a niggling uneasiness about it all and Nate was right; after the phone
calls and now this I was also getting the impression something or somebody
was not right and I was eager to get the house locks changed just for peace of
mind. 


I
would make sure that I put the door chains on as well from now on whenever we
were in the house. 


 


Nate
dropped us at home a little later and was adamant that he came in and checked
the house before we entered, and I was secretly thankful to him. 


We
were sat at the kitchen table, coffee in hand and the kids had gone upstairs to
blatantly give us some alone time. 


“You
sure you don’t want me to stay the night, Liv? I would feel more relaxed
knowing that you were all safe” he tried, obviously still worried about the
situation. 


“No
Nate, it’s fine, I’ll put the chains on and make sure everything is secured
when you leave” I told him. 


“I
can sleep on the couch” he persevered. “I won’t make a sound” he was openly
pouting now.


 “No!”
I laughed at him, “Honestly, trust me.” 


 


I
took his hand and kissed his knuckles. “I’m worried, Liv” he disclosed “Something
is seriously wrong here.” His brow was wrinkled and his eyes were full of
concern. 


“Babe”
I implored “Please don’t worry. I’ll take my phone to bed with me and I’ll ring
you as soon I as I hear or sense anything suspicious and I’ll text you
as soon as I wake in the morning. Okay?” I guaranteed him, needing to reassure
him. 


 


He
nodded solemnly, submitting and took my hand “I just love you, Angel and I
don’t want anything to happen to you or the kids.” 


I
nodded my understanding and changed the subject. “You want me to come to yours
Wednesday night or straight from work?” I asked him. 


“Straight
from work” he said quickly “And don’t forget to pack an evening dress cause
it’s the NSC Employee Awards Saturday night” he reminded me and I groaned, the
whole do was something I was NOT looking forward to, I abhorred formal events
like these. 


“Can’t
I miss it?” I pleaded sulking. 


“No
Liv you can’t. You’re nominated for 3 awards” he informed me proudly. 


“What?!”
I asked unbelievably, “I don’t think I’ve contributed much to the business
since I’ve been there” I stated. 


“Don’t
be silly Liv, you are good at your job and you deserve to be recognised for it”
he informed me, “I’ve also booked us Thursday and Friday off so we can make the
most of our precious alone time together.” 


I
stiffened.


Shit! 


 


How
was I going to explain this “Well… I’d already booked Thursday off Nate, I have
things to do then” I cringed inwardly. 


“Oh!
What things?” he asked, frowning. 


“I’ve
got to buy a dress for Saturday” I smiled, pleased at my quick retort. “Well
that’s fine, I can come with you and help you choose one” he grinned, happy at
rectifying the situation. 


Fuck!
Bollocks!


 


“Well…
I… I’ve already asked Beth to go with me and we were making it a girlie day,
you know; hair, nails and make-over kind of thing!” I salvaged. 


Well
done Liv!


 


“I
promise to come straight back to yours when we’re done” I smiled hopefully. 


He
was giving me a curious look, scrutinizing my features as if he knew I was
lying. “Okay,” he said, dully “I’ll cook for you, if it’s gonna be a busy day
for you” he brooded. 


“That’ll
be good,” I grinned at him, feeling shamefaced about deceiving him. “I might
even invest in some nice new, sexy lingerie while I’m out” I added, trying to
lift the mood and giving him my sexiest smile. 


He
regarded me, a twitch at the corner of his lips. “Toys?” he coaxed, his eyes
glinting as he pictured some of the naughty things he wanted to do to me. 


My
vagina clenched and my breath quickened, excited now as I contemplated which
toys to invest in. “Anything in particular?” I asked suggestively. 


He
pulled me onto his lap and nibbled my neck, his palms brushing over my breasts
“Whatever takes your fancy, baby” he breathed, his arousal evident in his lap,
making me shift a little to accommodate it. 


“Stop
It!” I scolded him, giggling.


 


As
Nate left he ordered me to double check that everything was secure as I shut
the door behind him, and to text him before I went to sleep. 


I
inspected everything thoroughly as I walked round the house, making sure all
the doors and windows were locked and I closed all the curtains tightly. I was
nervous and worked myself into a state by the time I went upstairs to bed. 


 


Texting
goodnight to Nate, I laid in bed staring at the dark ceiling listening intently
and freezing at every slight noise. 


I
could hear a whisper of a kind of whir but put it down to my alarm clock
playing up; next doors dog kept barking and made me sit up straight and pin my
ears back, and Matt was snoring so loudly that I was getting annoyed with him
in case I missed an important sound. 


I
now wished I had let Nate stay over but I was adamant I kept my independence
and started looking after myself, although braving tonight was pushing those
things to the limit. 


 


Eventually
I dropped into a fretful sleep, still jumping at every sound and was relieved
when the sun rose, even if it was before my scheduled time to get up. 


Taking
a long soak and cleaning the house thoroughly it was time to set off to work; I
looked as awful as I felt and I secretly hoped I wouldn’t bump into Nate today
because he would be able to see the toil the night had had on me.


 


As
I left the house and locked up I was already on my phone arranging for a
locksmith to visit after work, informing him that I wanted new dead bolt locks
and replacement window security.


 As
I approached Betty I noticed she had a flat tyre. “For fucks sake” I exclaimed
already in a mood to freeze hell due to my lack of sleep. 


After
desperately phoning for a taxi, I texted Grace to tell her I was gonna be late
when my phone rang in my hand and Nate’s name came up on the display. “Hey,
Angel” he sang as I answered.


 “Morning”
I replied sullenly. 


“Oh,
dear. Someone had a bad night” he laughed down the phone. 


“And
obviously someone didn’t” I sneered back. 


“Everything
okay last night, Liv?” he asked, now getting a sense of my bad mood. 


“Yes
apart from you working me into so much of a state that I jumped at every single
fucking sound all night” I moaned.


 “Hey
Baby, I’m sorry” he apologised genuinely “I was just worried about you.” 


 


I
relented to his soft voice “I know Nate, ignore me I’m just tired and late for
work already!” I sighed.


 “Why
are you running late, baby?” he asked with interest in his voice. “Betty’s got
a flat” I told him grimly. 


“Really?
She was fine last night when I left because I made a point of checking her over
what with everything that has happened” he said surprised. 


“Well
she has now!” I informed him as the taxi pulled up. “I’ve gotta go Nate, my taxi’s
here” I said tiredly. 


“Okay,
baby. Try and cheer up. I love you” he urged and I smiled “I’ll try. I love you
too, Nate” I told him as I ended the call and climbed in the taxi.


 


A
little after lunch I was sat at my desk when Josh came in. “Hey, Sweetie” he
grinned at me “Another delivery for Miss Adams” he wiggled his eyebrows as I
took in the 3 large white boxes in his arms with  ‘The Bunting Bakery’  embossed
in expensive gold lettering on the side. 


I
gasped at the offering; The Bunting Bakery was the most expensive and chic
designer cake shop in London and its baked goods were to die for. They
specialised in luxurious sponges with sumptuous toppings, cheesecakes so creamy
that your taste buds demanded more and homemade biscuits so crumbly that they
melted on your tongue. 


 


“Wow”
I grinned at Josh “Let’s take a look” I gestured to him and he beamed back at
me, obviously wanting a sneaky look as he placed the boxes gently on my desk. 


There
was an envelope attached to the first box and I decided to read it when Josh
had gone. 


 


Opening
the first box I was delighted to find heaps of various mini cupcakes, all in
different colours and toppings and my mouth watered immediately. The second box
consisted of stacks of biscuit’s, cookies and a selection of chocolates and the
third one contained masses of tiny cellophane bags containing sugared fruit,
Turkish delight and gooey marshmallows. 


“Bloody
Hell” Josh whistled at the delectable treats. 


“Bloody
hell” I duplicated, my stomach groaning in anticipation, “Want some?” I grinned
at Josh and his eyes light up like a child’s at Christmas. “Do you really need
to ask Sweetie?” he laughed as he took a selection of the goods. 


 


“Can
you run up a selection for Nate?” I asked him and picked out a few for Nate as
Josh nodded, already filling his face with a cupcake. “Hang on, I need to write
him a note” I told him and took out some paper from my drawer.


 


Nate,


You
are truly the most considerate and attentive lover a woman could ask for. You
have once again put a huge smile on my face and I will show my appreciation in
ways that will blow your mind. I will now sit and devour all the scrumptious treats
you have sent me and I hope you will relish dipping your tongue into my lush
goodies. 


I
love you wholly


The
Angel of your soul


Xxx


 


Placing
it in an envelope and popping it in the box of goods I had sorted for him I
gave it Josh to take up immediately. Thirty minutes later Nate text me.


 


NATE:


Angel,
I am so happy that I have put a smile on your face again. 


You
definitely needed it today after last night’s torture. 


I
would scour this earth to see your beautiful smile. 


I
am going to sit at my desk and run my tongue around your delicious goodies ;-)


ILY
xxx


PS
I am sooo looking forward to your appreciation.


I
can’t wait for tomorrow night. 


Can
I see you tonight?


 


ME:


You
have definitely put a smile on my face for the rest of the day.


 I’m
sorry Babe but I have an appointment with Dr Greene tonight AGAIN!! 


He
thinks it’s a good idea to have extra sessions now I’m in a relationship, extra
money more like!


But
I can’t wait for tomorrow either. I’m looking forward to having you to myself
for a few days. 


Gotta
go now but I will be thinking of you all day with a huge smile.


ILY2
xxx


 


I
grinned as he texted back to say he enjoyed my ‘sweet things’ and that I should
fire Dr Greene because he was taking up too much of my time reserved for Nate. 


Grace,
Leah and I enjoyed the cakes with coffee and I took the remainder home for my
last night with the kids after my appointment. 


 


I
was going to miss Erin and Matt enormously but I also knew that they always
enjoyed their holidays with my mother so I was thrilled for them as well. 


The
three of us slobbed on the couch in front of the television and made pigs of
ourselves for the whole night. 


 


The
locksmith had turned up before I left for my therapy and I was now relaxed and
secure in my home once again. 


Everything
was for once going well in my life but there was a niggle somewhere in me that
things just seemed too good.
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The
next morning I stood on my doorstep hugging and kissing Erin and Matt as the
taxi containing my mother came to pick them up for the airport. “Have lots of
fun and I love you” I told them both as they fiercely hugged me back and said
their goodbyes.


I
blew my mum a kiss and packed up a few belongings; my laptop, other important
bits such as clothes and underwear, and secretly stashed my red dress and my
favourite red shoes, which I needed for Saturday nights award ceremony. 


 


Work
dragged by and at 5 O’clock Nate text me to say he’d meet me in the foyer. 


I
was to follow him in Betty, as I needed my car for tomorrow and Nate had decided
to go into work as I was busy all day. 


After
saying goodbye to Grace and Leah and saying I would see them Monday, I rode the
elevator down in excitement, my enthusiasm to see Nate had my foot tapping the
lift floor and egging it to move faster. 


 


As
I walked into the foyer he had his back to me and his head back, laughing at
something somebody stood in front of him was saying, his hand was rested on an
arm of someone that I couldn’t see properly… until she reached up and whispered
something into his ear and he nodded and laughed again.


Fucking
Eleanor!!  


 


What
the hell was she doing here? Plastering a smile on my face I walked over to
them. I saw Bert peering at them through the main glass doors and he raised his
hand to me in a greeting and I waved back, glad that my friend had been keeping
his eye on my boyfriend and his ‘EX lover’. 


“Hi”
I smiled widely and reached up and kissed him full on the lips, lingering for a
moment and I felt his arm slip round my waist. 


Pulling
back I turned to Eleanor. “Eleanor” I nodded sternly and I felt Nate tense
beside me as if sensing my hostility towards this bitch. 


“Olivia,
how are you?” she smiled so tightly I thought her lips were going to split. 


“Well
as you can see,” I smirked, gesturing to Nate “I am still with Nate.” 


Her
face paled as if she was surprised that I was going to mention our little
altercation in the pub toilets, in front of Nate. 


“Yes.
That’s lovely. I’m really pleased for you both” she faked, “Nate and I were
just catching up, weren’t we Darling?” she turned to Nate, trying to fight for
his attention “He was just inviting me to the Awards Saturday night” she
grinned slyly then, a wicked gleam in her eye. 


I
stiffened. “Oh?” I questioned, confused “I didn’t know you worked here
Eleanor?” 


 


Nate’s
hand rested in mine and I felt him give a slight squeeze. “Oh Olivia, there’s
lots you don’t know about me, love.” she goaded and my temper rose “Oh,
I don’t know, Eleanor. Your types are usually all the same” I curled my lips at
her obvious surprise and shock. 


“Ready,
Darling?” I turned to Nate and gave him a stiff smile and pulled him
from the foyer, giving Bert a smile and wave as I stormed towards my car. 


“What
the hell was that all about, Liv?” he asked when he caught up with me. I was
fuming and it was evident as Nate grabbed my arm and pulled me to a halt.
“Liv?” he probed.


“I
don’t like her, Nate!” I stated “She’s a bitch.” 


 


He
frowned at me and dropped his hand into mine “Baby, you don’t need to be
jealous. It’s over between me and Eleanor, we’re just friends” he said softly,
running his thumb over my chin. 


“Well
would you like to tell Eleanor that then?” I huffed and he frowned again, no
idea what I was going on about. “She collared me in the toilets at Bob’s
retirement and told me it was only a matter of time before you went running
back to her!” I informed him, my lips pursed.


 


His
eyes widened “What the fuck! It was always just sex with me and Eleanor Liv,
nothing more and I definitely mean nothing else. She’s just trying to wind you
up, baby” he soothed and kissed my lips but I kept them firmly closed, he
continued to plant little kisses along my mouth. 


“Open
up, baby” he pouted “my lips are lonely.” His lips turned down and he wore huge
sad eyes. 


 


I
gave in when my lips twitched and he gave me a huge grin. “That’s better. I
don’t wanna fight, it’s our first day together” he smiled and kissed me again,
this time I kissed him back passionately. I didn’t want to fight either, I
wanted to enjoy the time we had alone. 


“You
ready to go home, baby?” he wiggled his eyebrows, “cos’ I fucking am. I haven’t
been inside you for two fucking days” he moaned, pouting again. 


 


I
swung my hips provocatively as I walked towards my car, knowing he would be
watching and groaning to himself. “Come on, Mr Carter, I wanna see where you
live” I shouted over my shoulder.


 “You
only need to see the bedroom, baby” he shouted back with a smirk as he slid
into Virgil.


 


Twenty
minutes later I pulled up behind him in front of a fucking mansion. He rolled
down his window and punched a code into a little box outside some huge metal
gates before they opened wide. 


I
followed him up a long driveway and came to rest in a huge semi-circle of
gravel situated in front of the biggest house I’d ever seen. I sat motionless
in Betty, my eyes wide and my stomach lurching as I took in the vast building. 



Jesus!!!



 


It
was like something out of a movie. Massive white walls spanned the
house, while there must have been over 20 windows situated on the front.
Circular steps led up to double front doors that were flanked by enormous
pillars. 


 


My
door opened and Nate leaned in. “Okay, Liv?” he asked shyly as though he was
embarrassed by his wealth. 


I
turned to look at him and opened my mouth to say something but shut them again;
I really didn’t know what to say. 


“Come
on, baby” he said quietly giving me a soft tug and I climbed out of Betty still
staring at him. 


 


He
gave me a nervous chuckle and led me up the steps and opened the door, still
pulling me gently behind him. We passed the threshold into a massive entranceway;
two grand stairways bordered the room and joined onto another huge entranceway
on the next level. It was all light wood and the furnishings were pastel and
soft, not what I was expecting for the interior of a mansion. 


I
had been anticipating big chandeliers’, dark wood and musty antiques but I was
pleasantly surprised to see it was quite homely and warm. 


 


“Okay?”
Nate asked, even more nervous than me and I managed to nod and smile at him.
“Don’t let it overwhelm you Liv, it’s just my home and I want you to treat it
as yours too” he appealed tentatively and I nodded and smiled again. 


 


“Come
through to the kitchen and I’ll cook us something” he smiled and I nodded and
smiled, not quite capable of any other movement. 


 


The
kitchen was as I expected; a huge room with black and white fittings, a centre
island and expensive kitchenware, but what caught my breath was the view from
the immense French windows. 


Walking
over to them I pushed them open and stepped onto a huge patio, gaping at the
vista that opened up. 


It
was utterly breath-taking; a colossal landscaped lawn opened up into a meadow
of colour, a rainbow of florae bordered by woodland and an actual babbling
brook. 


The
whole scene was enclosed privately by towering trees and high lush green
hedges, an utterly secluded Garden of Eden.  


 


I
gasped as I felt Nate’s arm encircle me, “Beautiful, isn’t it?” he whispered in
my ear. 


“Stunning”
I breathed, unable to remove my view from the scene. 


“This
is the reason I bought the house” he smiled into my neck, “Do you know when I
came to the viewing, I stood right here looking at the landscape like we are
now and I thought ‘Liv would love it here’.”  


 


He
sighed and I turned into him, my arms slipped around him as I reached up to his
mouth. “I Love you, Nate” I murmured before I kissed him with a tenderness that
actually hurt. 


The
thought of him craving me for twenty years, looking for me and missing me just
as I had done, throbbed at my heart and a tear slipped down my cheek as I tried
with all my inner strength to show him how I felt in this one kiss. 


He
pulled back and rested his chin on my head breathing hard. “I know, Angel” he
whispered in my hair, as he understood everything I was trying to convey. 


We
stood looking at the view for a while before he pulled me back into the kitchen
while he prepared salad and steak and I sat at the island, watching him relaxed
and happy as he worked and talked. 


 


My
phone rang and I reached in my bag. “Hey mum” I said as I heard her distant
voice through the line. “We got here okay Olivia” she shouted loudly, as though
she was on the bloody moon.


“You
don’t have to shout mum, I can hear you fine.” 


Nate
chuckled and went to the fridge to retrieve the wine. “Oh, okay” she still
shouted, “Just letting you know that we got here okay.” 


Rolling
my eyes, I shouted back at full capacity “THAT’S GREAT MUM!” 


Nate
laughed loud as she shouted to me “You don’t have to bloody shout Olivia, I can
hear you.”


 


Watching
Nate in hysterics had me creased up. “Are you having an attack, Olivia?” she
shrieked worried and Nate doubled over, holding his stomach in agony. “No Mum,
I’m just laughing at something on the telly” I said, trying to calm down and
laughing even more when she shouted “Anything good on love? The telly’s crap
over here, I’m missing corrie.” 


 


Nate
snorted and dropped the wine. Jumping off my stool, I shouted down the phone
“Gotta go Mum.”


I
threw my phone on the worktop and went over to pick up the broken glass before
Nate cut himself… just a maternal instinct. 


“My
God, I forgot how classic your mother is” he said, still laughing as we scooped
up the poor, poor wasted bottle. “Mmmm she’s a classic alright. She owes us a
bottle of wine” I pouted, giving the bottle a withered look. 


“Don’t
worry, baby, there’s more in the fridge” he chuckled as he checked on the steak
“Nearly ready.” 


 


“I
need the bathroom” I told him, a little worried about finding it in the excess
of rooms. “There’s one in the Hallway, just to the side of the left staircase.
I’d show you Baby but I’ve gotta keep an eye on the steak” he sympathised. 


“It’s
fine. I’ll find it” I smiled and went in search of the loo. 


 


I
was rather proud when I found it without any problems and made it back to the
kitchen just as Nate was serving up. 


He
smiled sheepishly and had a guilty look on his face. 


Strange.



 


“Find
it?” he asked a tad too chirpily.  


I
nodded and sat at the island, “You okay, Nate?” I asked frowning. 


“Yeah,
why?” he smiled, giving me a quick flick of his eyes. 


I
shrugged my shoulders “No reason.” 


I
beamed when he placed my plate down in front of me and it looked delicious.
“Wow, this looks good. I’m famished” I said and tucked in, groaning when the
steak melted in my mouth. “Babe you can cook” I complimented him as I
chewed slowly on another piece of steak. 


“Did
you say ‘cook’ or ‘fuck’?” he asked, a wicked twinkle in his eyes,
“watching you eat turns me on, Liv” he breathed and he methodically put his
knife and fork down, stood and walked round to me.


 


 Gulping,
I laid my cutlery on my plate and rotated my body round the stool as he opened
my thighs and positioned himself between them. 


He
propped my head back with a finger on my chin “In fact just watching you turns
me on, Angel” he said as he put his arms under me, hitched up my skirt and
lifted me onto a clear part of the island as he positioned his body back
between my legs. 


 


Running
his finger over my breast and down my stomach his lips parted and he pulled in
a breath “You are so fucking beautiful, Liv” he muttered as he started to
unbutton my shirt, slowly popping each button open, his gaze never leaving his
own actions. 


He
hitched a breath as I clamped my legs round his waist and pulled him closer,
grinding my hips against him and his pupils fired as he ripped my shirt open. 


He
observed my erect nipples beneath my bra, trailing his finger around the curve
“So fucking beautiful” he sighed. 


 


I
placed my hands behind me, bracing myself on the worktop and the action pushed
my breasts towards him, inviting him closer. He bent and took my nipple between
his teeth, grazing them over the delicate material of my bra and I moaned and
pushed further into his mouth. 


 


“Hush
Baby” he whispered into my chest as he continued his adoration of my sensitive
nipple. He reached behind me and unhooked my bra, slowly pulling it away from
my body and tossing it aside as he unzipped my skirt. “Lift your delightful
arse, Angel” he instructed and I elevated my hips for him to slide off my
skirt, pulling my knickers along with it. 


 


He
stood up and hissed as his eyes roamed my body. “Now you are even more
beautiful, Angel” he said as I sat naked on his kitchen worktop. 


“You’ve
got too many clothes on” I scolded and his lips twitched. 


“You
want me naked, baby?” 


I
licked my lips. “I need to see you, Nate. Your body makes me hot” I breathed
still braced on the counter. 


 


He
slowly slipped off his shirt, giving me a full fabulous view of his abs and my
breathing sped up as he slipped out of his trousers, tossing them on top of my
bra and when he removed his shorts I nearly passed out. “Jesus, Nate. You’re gorgeous”
I groaned, skimming his body with a lustful look.


 


 He
smiled suggestively and stalked back to me, braced my thighs and pulled them
apart, dropping to his knees in front of me, he kissed the inside of my thigh
gently. “You smell amazing, Liv” he groaned “Always, for me.” 


I
placed my hands on his head as kissed a path up my thigh, “Always for you,
Nate” I said and then hissed as he reached my groin and lapped his tongue along
me. 


A
low growl rumbled in his throat and his fingers dug firmly into my thighs
opening me wider “You’re so hot, baby” he hummed as his thumbs separated my labia
and he sucked my clit, making my hips jump off the island with a growl. 


“Shush,
Angel” he soothed and gently stroked his tongue over the length of me. 


 


It
was torture and I was soon begging for release. “Please, Nate” I groaned
loudly as he inserted two fingers into me and stroked my internal walls, his
tongue flicking at my stimulated bud of nerves. 


“Yes”
I grated as I lifted my hips to meet his mouth and my fingers pulled on his
hair as I exploded off the counter, screaming my release and smashing into my
peak. 


 


I
was panting hard as Nate stood and put my legs around his waist. “Hold on, baby”
he said as he cradled me to him and walked us out to the patio, sitting on a
plush sun chair and positioning me over him. 


“Make
love to me, Angel” he said softly, his lips against my shoulder. 


I
reached down and nudged him into me as I slowly slid down his shaft, taking all
of him in to the root. He moaned and wrapped his arms around my back, his hands
clutching my shoulders from behind, pulling me close so my chest was touching
his and my mouth was at his forehead.  


 


My
hands grasped his hair and tilted his head back as I kissed him feverishly,
slowly sinking down on him and rising up to the tip, in a painstakingly
unhurried pace. 


His
lips trailed down my throat and across my collar bone to my shoulder blade as
we continued our unhurried love-making. 


“Faster,
Liv” Nate begged now that his arousal was nearing the crave for its goal. 


 


I
leaned my arms back as far as I could reach, bracing my hands either side of
his knees on the end of the lounger, my breasts lifted high as my back was
arched to within its limits and increased my pace, pumping my hips harder and
harder. 


“That’s
it, baby” he moaned “God, that’s good.” He leaned back as far as he could and
slammed his hips up to meet me in a frantic pace. “Come on, baby” he groaned “I
need you to come” his thumb swept over my clit and my body gave up its fight as
my orgasm hit and waves of pure ecstasy rolled over and over. 


I
clenched round Nate as he pushed all the way into me, lifting me high and ejaculating
vehemently, crying out loudly as he erupted inside me.


 


The
birds were singing, the sun was just setting and I could hear the trickle of
the brook as we sat together, naked on a sun lounger in the evening summer sun.



Nate
grabbed my hands and pulled me back towards him, lifted me so he could slip out
and turned me to sit in his lap, my back to his chest, so I could look out at
the stunning scenery. 


He
embraced me and settled his chin on my shoulder. “So beautiful” he whispered,
snuggling into my hair and inhaling. 


“Very”
I whispered back, my eyes drooping on a yawn. 


 


“Tired,
baby?” he asked after a while. 


“Mmmm”
I murmured lazily. 


“You
want a bath?” he asked quietly, his fingers stroking up and down my arm idly.
”Mmmm” I sighed again and he chuckled, enfolding me further. 


“A
tour?” he tried. 


“Mmmm”
I nestled deeper into him. 


“Wine?”
I could feel his slight smile in the question. “Yesss” I giggled and he scoffed
“Good God, woman!” 


His
finger was sliding across my chest and down to my stomach “I think next time
you see Dr Greene baby that you might want to tell him about your little vino
problem.” 


 


I
gasped faintly. “I do not have a problem with alcohol and if I do, it’s all
medicinal” I chuckled. 


“Is
that what you tell yourself, baby?” he chuckled back, his fingers sneaking
towards my ribs. 


“Don’t
you dare Nathan Carter” I warned, sensing his mischief. 


“I
come in peace” he laughed holding out his hands in front of me. 


“Ha,
Yes!” I stated “I’m glad you know who’s in charge Babe, it’s a good sign that
so close into the relationship you understand your position” I joked and then
squirmed when his fingers started waggling.


“You
sure about that Liv, my fingers are very good at torture.” 


 


I
spun round to face him and sneaked my hand down to his semi-hard penis and
clasped his testicles “So are mine” I smirked with a sly smile. 


“Okay,
okay you win, Liv” he laughed and slid his hands under his backside, submitting.



“Good
boy” I grinned and kissed him on the nose. 


“Come
on, baby” he said, climbing off the sun chair and pulled me up, “how about a
bath, glass of wine and….” He waggled his eyebrows and mine lifted. “…Haribos”
he finished with a grin as he pulled me into his arms. 


“You
really are spoiling me, Mr Carter” I grinned back.


 


 


***


 


An
hour later after Nate had given me a tour of his ‘mansion’ we were both sat in
a huge roll-top bath, filled to the brim with luxurious bubbles with my back on
his chest behind me and a glass of wine, including a share-size bag of Haribos
perched on the edge, while he fed them to me. 


My
head was rested against his shoulder as his toes slid up and down my legs “God
this is good” I said as I took another sip. 


“Mmmm”
Nate sighed “I could stay here with us like this forever. You sure you have to
go shopping with Beth tomorrow, Liv?” he asked quietly. 


“I
have to Nate, I’m sorry.” 


 


He
stiffened slightly and tried to hide it with a cough but I felt it and frowned,
“Everything okay, Nate?” 


“Mmmm”
he murmured into my head. “Liv?” he started and my senses prickled, “you can
tell me anything you know” he said softly “if there’s anything I need to know,
then I want to know.” 


My
frown deepened. Did he know? How had he found out? He seemed too calm if he had
uncovered the truth, and if not was this the right time to tell him? Every
thought available seemed to blast round my head at the same time and I
swallowed hard. 


 


Turning
in the bath to face him I placed my palm on his cheek and looked into his eyes
“I… I… I just…” I struggled with the words. 


“What
is it, baby?” he urged with an encouraging look in his eyes.


 “I…”
I swallowed, my heart was racing and my breathing was strained, “I… I love you,
Nate.”


I
couldn’t tell him, not at this moment when we happy and relaxed, when the
thought of hurting him ripped me in two. 


He
frowned and then nodded sadly, as though disappointed with my answer. “I love
you too, Liv” he gave me a strained smile and I knew our romantic night
together was lost. He had suspicions and I didn’t know how to eradicate them
for him, not yet anyway. 
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I
woke to a strange noise the next morning with Nate wrapped around me as though
I had tried to escape in the night. 


His
breathing was heavy and he was sweating, his legs were twitching and he was
mumbling in his sleep. “Nate” I tried quietly, shaking him gently. 


His
murmurs got louder and he was making sobbing sounds, “Liv?... Liv... No, please.”



His
voice sounded strangled and his jolts were getting harsher. “Liv please, baby?”
he groaned again. 


“Nate”
I said louder as I turned to face him, my hand resting against his face, “Nate,
wake up Babe.” He grunted and his arm came over me and pulled me close, so
tight I couldn’t breathe against his heaving chest, and his legs wrapped around
mine in a vice. 


“Nate”
I shouted this time in hope to rouse him. 


“Liv?”
he asked, more coherently this time and I knew he had woken. 


“Babe,
let me go” I struggled in his embrace and his arms loosened their grip. 


 


“Baby,
I’m sorry” he looked confused and there was a remaining tear drop on his
cheekbone. I reached up and wiped it away, placing it on my lips like he had done
so many times. 


“You
were dreaming, Nate” I told him softly. 


“Really?”
he said, bewildered. “It’s okay” I smiled reassuringly “It’s time to get up
anyway.” 


 


I
climbed out of bed and scrounged around in my bag for my clothes while he
watched me silently.


 We
had brought my things in from the car last night and I hadn’t had chance to put
any items away as a result of Nate’s desperate and primal love-making. He had
made love to me in a fever last night; the turmoil in him had escaped in a
flurry of frenzied drives along with his fervent grunts and cries as he clung
tightly to me. 


 


“I’m
going to grab a shower, is that okay?” I asked him shyly. 


“Baby,
you don’t need to ask,” he frowned. “There’s one in the en-suite or a bathroom
down the hall if you want more privacy” he said, swinging his legs out of bed
and sitting on the edge to study me. 


“The
en-suite will be fine” I smiled and walked into the large bathroom. 


 


I
expected him to join me in the shower but he didn’t and after a quick wash I
entered back into the bedroom. He was still sat on the edge, completely naked
and musing over something. “Babe? You okay, Nate?” I stroked his hair and he
pulled me into him, me stood between his thighs as he rested his forehead on my
stomach. 


 


We
stayed like that for a long time, me stroking his hair as he leant against me.
“I love you, Liv” he sighed and I dropped to my knees in front of him and
grasped his chin, forcing his gaze at me. 


“I
love you too Nate, so much that it frightens me. I know there’s something on
your mind and I would do anything to alleviate any pain you’re in but babe, if
it’s something I’m doing wrong then I’m sorry, but you need to know that I will
never do anything to hurt you purposely.” 


 


I
leant in and kissed him tenderly, my palm placed on his cheek as my other
rested at the nape of his neck. He drew back and scrutinised me, then smiled
gently. “I know, Liv” he kissed me on the nose “just ignore me, I think the
dream spooked me” he stood and walked into the en-suite.


 


An
hour later Nate was kissing me goodbye as he set off to work “Make yourself at
home, Liv. Slob, eat, play music, whatever. I’ll be home about 6ish,” he told
me “the gate number is 2212; you’ll need it to get in after you’ve been
shopping.” 


His
face grew serious and he tenderly hugged me and put his lips to my ear “Please
come back, Liv” he breathed. 


What
a strange thing to say and I pulled a grimace at him “Of course I’m coming back
Nate, what do you mean?” 


He
shook his head, gazing at me and his brow creased, “I love you, baby” he gave
me one last lingering kiss and got into his car. I smiled, told him I loved him
back and blew him a kiss as went back into the house. 


 


Finding
an iPod dock in the lounge I selected some of Nate’s music and turned the
volume up, dancing round the house as I cleaned and removed yesterday’s dinner
pots from the dishwasher. 


Cleaning
the kitchen I found my phone on the worktop where I had thrown it to help Nate
clean up after the bottle breakage; picking it up I saw 3 missed calls from
Jay. 


He
was supposed to be texting me a venue and time to meet today and I hoped he
wasn’t ringing to cancel. 


 


Connecting
to his phone it rang a few times and he answered. “Hey,” he said sounding
relieved “I was wondering what had happened to you.” 


Sliding
my backside onto a stool I frowned “You were supposed to be texting me a time and
where to meet you, Jay” I reminded him. 


“I
did, last night but you never replied that’s why I rang you late on but you
didn’t answer either, so I rang you a couple of times this morning and I was
getting worried.” 


 


I
looked at the display on my phone to check if there was a text message “I
didn’t get your text Darling and I left my phone in the kitchen last night so I
didn’t hear it, I’m sorry.” I felt guilty for making him worry; he’d done
enough of that in his life. 


“Hey
no problem at least you’re okay. Anyway I texted last night to say I’ll meet
you in ‘The Kitchen’ about 12.30, is that okay with you?” 


I
smiled, looking forward to seeing him “Yeah, that’s great. I’ll see you then.” 


 


I
ended the call after he’d said goodbye and made a coffee and sat on the patio.
It was a horrible rainy day but the patio had a canopy and the rain made
everything smell extra fresh, it was absolutely tranquil and I lazed away for a
good while with doing some work on my laptop. 


 


At
12 O’clock I got into Betty and drove to the restaurant, pulling up in the car
park I saw Jay’s car was already there and I eagerly rushed inside. 


He
was sat a table facing the door looking for me and as soon as he spotted me he
broke into a huge grin, stood up and opened his arms for me. 


Dashing
across the room I flew into his embrace and he lifted me and twirled me round.
“God, it’s good to see you” he beamed. 


“God
and you Jay, it’s seemed like forever but I know it’s only been eight weeks” I
laughed as he pulled out my chair for me as I sat. 


 


Sitting
back in his chair he took hold of my hand across the table. “How have you
been?” he asked, tilting his head. 


“I’m
really good” I grinned back as he looked at something over my shoulder a little
curiously, his eyes came back to my face and he smiled again. 


“Erin
says you had a bit of trouble last week?” he scowled at me. “You need to ring
me when you’re feeling down. You know that. I love you and I want to help you through
it.” 


He
frowned at my shoulder again. “I’m fine Jay, I promise” I assured him,
squeezing his hand. He looked over my shoulder again and this time spoke to
somebody behind me. 


“Can
I help you, mate?” he asked, scowling. 


 


Everything
seemed to happen in slow motion as I turned and saw Nate staring at Jay.


My
stomach dropped and the whole of my lungs emptied at once as I stood quickly,
my chair flying backwards, “Nate!” I wheezed. 


He
continued to stare at Jay’s face and then very slowly his eyes turned to me and
my whole world collapsed when I saw his expression. 


“Nate,
please” I begged, shaking violently. 


“Mum?”
Jay quizzed, getting to his feet. 


Nate’s
gaze shot to Jay when he had said ‘Mum’ and then he returned to look at me.
“How old is he, Liv?” his face was white and I could see his hands shaking. 


 


I
heard Jay somewhere behind me whisper “Holy Fuck!” and I knew he had realised
who this man was. 


I
kept my eyes on Nate’s. “19” I said quietly and he nodded slightly as he
savagely bit his lower lip. 


“Why,
Liv?” he asked me quietly and I lowered my gaze. 


I
knew the moment he had seen Jay he would know who he was. Jay had inherited his
father’s pure blue eyes and blonde curls. 


“Why?”
he repeated, sterner and I couldn’t look at him. “I ASKED YOU WHY, LIV?” he
bellowed and I flinched, his face contorted in rage and shock. 


“Hey,”
Jay warned him, coming round the table and slipping his arm around my shoulder,
“don’t you dare fucking raise your voice at my mother again. I DON’T give a
fuck who you are.” 


Nate
turned to him and his expression softened for a second as he looked at his only
son. He shook his head, turned away and walked out of the restaurant. 


 


Pulling
away from Jay, I looked at him, “I have to talk to him Jay. I won’t be long and
then we’ll talk. I promise” I declared and he nodded his head “Sure, go on,
I’ll wait here but I’m watching him” he reassured me. 


“He
won’t hurt me, Jay” I told him softly and then ran out to catch Nate. 


 


Flying
out of the door to strange looks from other diners I saw Nate at his car, one
fist clenched in his hair as the other braced the car roof. 


“Nate”
I shouted as I ran over to him but he didn’t turn. “I was going to tell you but
I couldn’t find the right time” I appealed. He stood silently facing away from me
as I gulped and the tears started to flow, “Please, Nate?” 


He
opened his car door, “I can’t even look at you right now, Liv” he said quietly
and all his anger and devastation was communicated in the hushed tone of his
voice. 


He
climbed in the car and sped off, leaving me stood alone in the car park,
utterly destroyed. 


 


As
I sat back down at the table with Jay he took both hands in mine. “Mum?” he
said softly and I raised my devastated face to his. “My Dad?” he asked simply. 


I
nodded slowly, unable to motivate my body to do anymore. “He didn’t seem very
happy to meet me” he laughed nervously and my heart wept for him. 


“Oh
Jay, sweetheart. He wasn’t angry at you, he’s sad and confused that I kept you
from him for 19 years.” 


 


He
nodded and squeezed my hands. “I suppose he doesn’t know that you have told me
everything about him, how great he is and how he would have been a wonderful
father to me? How you loved him so much you didn’t want to destroy his
ambitions?” he asked. 


 


I
had made sure that as Jay grew up, he knew every wonderful thing about Nate and
that it was my decision to keep him secret; that his Dad would’ve loved him
more than anything. 


“I
thought I was doing the right thing Jay, but now I don’t think I did” I said
desolately. “I should have told him about you, about how wonderful you are and how
proud you make me, sweetheart. You have supported me for your entire life, even
when James was horrific to you. I’m so sorry Jay, for everything you’ve had to
go through in your childhood.” 


 


I
was guilty for so many things, mostly with Jay; I should never have let him
grow up without his father and vice versa. 


“Mum,
you have nothing to be sorry for. You did your absolute best for all three of
us, especially given the situation you were in. You went through our childhood
hiding all your fucking bruises, your pain and your heartache just so we were
happy. You are the most unselfish person on this planet. Don’t you dare let
Nate tell you any different. Me, Erin and Matt all love you immensely and it’s
because of how you are and everything you do that has grown that love in us.
Whatever happened in our lives, all three of us have grown up healthy,
respectful and happy and that’s all down to you. Be proud of who you are, Mum”
he pleaded, “Because we are proud of you.” 


He
smiled positively as he clenched my hand tightly “Come on, let’s get you home.”


 


Jay
followed me home and stayed with me for a few hours. As he was leaving he
hugged me tight “You sure you don’t want me to ring Auntie Beth to come round?”
he asked for the fourth time that afternoon. 


“No
Jay, honestly I’ll be fine. I’m gonna have a bath then have an early night.” 


He
smiled and walked to his car “Let me know when Daddy wants to talk to me
and I’ll come back down.” 


 


God!
How I loved my son. He took everything in his stride. When he had been 16 he’d
had a bad car accident with some friends and the result had given him a scar
running down his face but even that hadn’t fazed him. When the doctors gave him
the mirror he had just shrugged and said it gave him a bad boy look. 


With
a final “love you” he drove off, back to his life at university. 


 


Returning
into the house I sat on the couch, contemplating the day’s events, recalling
the look on Nate’s face that had shattered me. I had stupidly fantasized that
when he met Jay, he would have embraced him and loved him straight away,
ecstatic to the fact he had a son. 


How
wrong was I? 


 


I
slowly climbed the stairs and went into my bedroom, opened my wardrobe and
retrieved the large box secured at the back. 


Sitting
on the bed I removed the lid, the smell that always made me sad and happy all
at the same time; so many emotions coursed through me with the contents of this
box. I ran a finger over the items; slowly taking each one out and reflecting
over everything the objects meant to me. 


With
lots of tears I gently placed the items back inside, closed the lid and ran my
fingers over it. They had been with me for over 19 years and now finally; it
was time to be handed to their rightful owner.
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It
was 8:15pm when I pulled up to the large gates. Winding my window down, I
punched in the code and drove up the driveway, pulling to a stop in front of
the great house. 


Climbing
from Betty, I picked up the box and walked up the steps to the front doors. The
door was ajar and I presumed he must have seen me coming and opened it for me,
was that a good sign?


 


 Walking
through the door I couldn’t see or hear him and I placed the box on the table
in the entrance hallway and walked into the kitchen in search of him. 


“Well,
well, well! I wondered how long it would take you” he slurred from behind me
and I spun round to face him. 


 


He
was stood, leaning against the kitchen door frame, his eyes hooded and blurred
with a nearly empty bottle of whisky in one hand and a glass tumbler in the
other. “Nate?” I frowned, “Are you drunk?” 


“Well
aren’t you a clever girl” he grinned sickly then scoffed, “But then again I
would say you are incredibly fucking stupid! Wouldn’t you, Liv?”  


He
snorted “Actually I think I’m the fucking stupid one. I was actually worried
about you Liv, when I saw the text from Jay. Ha! I thought Jay was short for
James and that he was meeting you and blackmailing you to go back to him or
sleep with him… fucking stupid.” 


His
voice raised a level and I glared at him, “You read and deleted Jay’s text? And
how the fuck can it have been James when he’s in prison, Nate?” 


 


He
pushed his body off the frame and wobbled towards me and I backed into the
worktop, my heart pounding. He puffed and regarded me “Even after everything
you’ve done, I’m not gonna fucking touch you, Liv. Do you think that little of
me?” His brow creased and he drew his head back. “Oh Yeah I forgot, you DO
think that little of me” he spat, laughing harshly as he wobbled to one of the
stools and after trying to sit on it and missing twice he gave up and leant on
the island instead.


 


 “Nate,
I love you, you know I do” I tried, my courage in what I came here for
diminishing by the second. He snorted and took a large pull on the bottle,
completely disregarding the glass and draining it; he looked at me and then threw
it across the room where it shattered into pieces. 


His
body spun as he hurled it and he had to grab onto the counter to steady himself.
“How could you, Liv? Why? Why?” he garbled, his blurred eyes on me, “how could
you do that to me? You’ve denied me the most precious thing in the world! Why,
Liv?” 


He
shook his head, stood upright as best he could and walked towards a cupboard,
opening it and claiming another bottle of whisky. 


 


I
walked towards him. “Nate, please don’t drink anymore. You’ve had enough” I
pleaded reaching for the liquor and he snatched it away. 


“Don’t
you fucking dare, Liv. I need it to forget! Forget how much of a fucking bitch
you really are!” he hissed and I gasped at his harsh words. 


He
laughed at my intake of breath “What, Liv? Don’t you think you’re a bitch?
Because I am pleased to tell you that you excel at being a bitch.” 


 


He
walked towards me again “19 fucking years you took from me Liv, 19 bastard years
I missed out on being something I’ve wanted to be for so long.” 


He
carried on towards me and I stepped back. “I’ve wanted to tell you for so long
Nate, but I couldn’t find the right time or the right bloody words.” I told him
quietly.


 


He
raised his eyebrows “When did you find out you were pregnant, Liv?” 


I
looked away, worried about his reaction. “The day before you left for
Edinburgh” I murmured. 


He
stalked towards me again and I was backed up against the wall as he came in
close, his strong intoxicating breath in my face. “The day before I left? The
day we had the picnic at the lake?” he quizzed, his voice higher. 


He
narrowed his eyes as I nodded slightly and his fist skimmed my cheek as it
smashed into the wall alongside my head, punching a hole in the plaster. 


Recoiling,
I sucked in a breath as my legs began to tremble and a tear slipped from my eye.
“NATE!!” he was frightening me now, in the back of my mind I knew he
would never hurt me but he was so drunk I wasn’t sure if he knew what he was
doing. 


 


He
whirled round and walked away “Do you know how much you have fucking hurt me? Knowing
that you knew you were pregnant with my fucking son… my fucking son” he
added quietly. He opened the new bottle and took a long swig, turned back to look
at me and leant back against the island. 


“Why
didn’t you tell me that day?” 


I
stepped forward then thought better and moved back to the wall. “I didn’t tell
you because you were so excited Nate, about your new job, your new life. It was
everything to you, all you’d worked for and if I told you the truth you
wouldn’t have gone. I loved you too much to let you ruin your life. I loved you
enough to live without you” I declared.


He
laughed hard “YOU LOVED ME TOO MUCH? That’s a fucking laugh.” 


 


He
was pissing me off now; he wasn’t listening to me, to what I was trying to tell
him. “I couldn’t do it, Nate! I’m sorry, okay! We were kids; you were too young
to be a father, Hell! I was too fucking young to be a single mother but I did
it for you! I made the biggest mistake I’ve ever made, and for 19 years I’ve
had to live with the fact that I kept a son away from his father so that YOU
COULD LIVE YOUR DREAMS, NATE!”I shouted, my temper rising. 


 


His
glass then followed the bottle and smashed against the fridge door. He stood
up, shaking fiercely “But you didn’t give me the fucking choice to choose, did
you? Because I know what I would’ve chosen Liv, but you took that choice from
me.” 


He
was repeating the same thing and we were getting nowhere so I decided to leave,
I needed to let him calm down so he would listen to me and as I walked towards
the door he darted across the kitchen and grabbed my arm and spun me round to
face him. 


“I
have missed out on my only son’s life Liv, the only child I’m ever going to
have and you took that away. I should have been his father; I should have been
there when he said his first word, his first step, his first birthday and his
first day at school, and even his first fucking shave and sex talk should have
been my responsibility, Liv. Do you understand? I’ve missed everything and I’m
never going to get that back!” he yelled, spit flying from his lips. 


 


My
heart clenched for him but he still wasn’t realising why I had done it. 


“Do
you think it’s been a fucking breeze for me Nate? I was 21, pregnant and
frightened to fucking death when you left. WHEN YOU FUCKING LEFT ME! I
had to bring him into this world alone and fucking needing you to hold my hand
when the pain became too much! I needed you so many times to help me raise him.
The endless nights without sleep because he was teething or ill, the times when
he was naughty and I was the horrible mummy, the times when he fucking cried
for you when James had beaten his mummy to within an inch of my life and he
told me to fetch his Daddy to save us, for you, his Daddy, Nate! The
time when he’d had a bad accident and I thought he was gonna die. I needed you
then to drag me through those desperate and fucking petrifying dark days when I
thought he’d never pull through.” 


He
was staring at me, his eyes fixed in my face, “Yes it was my choice to put
myself through that but I always made sure that Jay knew everything about you
and why I had let you go and fulfil your ambition in life, even he
understood why I did it. A fucking child understood Nate!” I slammed.


 “But
you know what; he’s so much stronger than either of us. He said when you’re
ready to talk he’ll come down to meet you. What you did to him today will haunt
me for the rest of my life, Nate. The way you looked at him when you realised
who he was. The first time he met his father and you were a fucking arsehole,
you couldn’t even talk to him.” I turned away from him and went upstairs to
collect my things.


 


 He
was still stood silent, still leaning on the bloody island, bottle in hand as I
walked back down. I stood in the kitchen doorway, looking at him. “We nearly
had it, Nate! We nearly had it all” I said sadly to him and then walked through
the front door, taking one last glance at the box of memories.


 He
was still motionless and mute, as I climbed into Betty and drove out of his
life.


 


I
arrived home, somehow driving on autopilot through my tear streaked vision and
when I pulled onto my drive I saw Beth sat on my doorstep, wine and Haribos in
hand. As I got out of the car she held them up to me and stood up. “Jay rang
me” she said, full of compassion. 


It
was all she needed to say and I stood on the driveway and cried; wept like
there was no tomorrow and shook so hard that she had to come and help me into
the house. 


 


Sitting
me down on the sofa, she then went and fetched two glasses and the scissors’
for the Haribos and then after pouring us each a glass she handed it to me,
tapped it against mine and said “To Jay” and I smiled, grateful to Jay for
ignoring me and ringing my best friend when I needed her the most. 


 


“So”
she said, lifting her eyebrows at me when I had finished sobbing “I gather from
Jay that the reunion didn’t go well” she pursed her lips. “And of all the
things I thought Nate was capable of, it definitely wasn’t of hurting his son
like he did” she said, her repulsion at the forefront. 


“He’s
just hurting, Beth” I defended him, I don’t know why but he wasn’t all at fault
for what he had done to Jay, “He was angry at me not Jay and it shocked him, it
wasn’t anger against Jay. Jay understands that.” 


 


I
cringed when she scoffed “I know Liv, that’s what galls me the most, how Jay’s
shrugged it off and is still willing to try again with Nate. That fucking man
doesn’t deserve a son like Jay.” 


She
was angry and I could understand her but it was still all my fault. If I had
told Nate before or even when I found out I was pregnant then none of this
would have happened. 


“I
know and I hope Nate can move past this and build a relationship with Jay, for
Jay and Nate’s sake, not mine. I can be in the background if he doesn’t
want me, but I don’t want him to push Jay away for a stupid mistake I made 20
years ago. Jay has waited 19 years to meet his father and he deserves that!” I
told her, praying that Nate would make things right with Jay and they could
still have a great father/son relationship. 


 


“Have
you been to see him?” she asked and I nodded “I just came from his. He was
drunk and angry, so we both said a few harsh things and I came home. I left him
the ‘Daddy box’ but I don’t know if he’s seen it, I’d be surprised if he could
see anything in front of him the state he was in” I sighed and she nodded
faintly. 


“I’m
sure he’ll work it out, babe” she said, putting her arm around me and passing
me the Haribos as she topped up my glass “Let’s get drunk on wine and Haribos,
Liv” she grinned. 


God!
I loved this girl.


 


Friday
morning rolled around with the sun streaking through the curtains. It shouldn’t
be sunny today; it should be pouring down, thunderbolts flashing and the skies
dark and grey to match the way I felt.


I
decided to go into work, it was better than lazing around the house with too
many thoughts and I pulled into the car park just after 9:00am. 


Strolling
up the steps in a daze to the entrance I felt someone’s hand on my arm.
“Olivia?” Bert asked “You okay, Sugar?” his head was tilted to the side as he
regarded me “You look like shit.” he added and I let out a laugh. 


“Gee
thanks, Beef” I smiled when he grinned at me and then frowned looking in my
hands “Uhh, Friday!” he stated to me, confused. 


I
wrinkled my brow at him, “Yes it is, well done.” Maybe he was just telling me
the weekend was nearly upon us and no work to go to tomorrow. 


“You
seem to have forgotten something, Sugar.” 


I
frowned at him “What are you on about, Beef?” I asked. 


“Breakfast
run” he enlightened me. I sighed and shut my eyes “Oh Beef, I’m sorry. I
completely forgot. My heads all over this morning” I looked at him
apologetically. 


“Hey
Sugar, it’s not a problem” he smiled softly and pinched my chin “I could do
with losing a few pounds anyway” he winked and smiled again as I continued into
the NSC reception. 


 


Miss
Wet Kipper was situated behind the desk. “Miss Adams” she shouted to me as I
passed her “there’s an envelope here for you.” 


I
nodded and walked over to her to retrieve it. She tipped her head to the side
and studied me “Are you alright, Miss Adams?” she asked and I was actually
shocked at the empathy in her voice. 


I
frowned at her and she smiled gently “You look a bit under the weather, Miss Adams.”



Oh! 


“Yes,
I’m fine” I said and then gave her a grateful smile “Thank you, Samantha” I
added and she nodded. 


 


Riding
the elevator and exiting on my floor, I made my way over to my desk and sat
behind it; placing my head in my hands I rested them on the desk. 


I
felt a hand sweep over my back. “You okay, Sweetie?” Grace asked “I thought you
weren’t coming in today?” she said on a frown. 


I
rolled my head round my neck “Just feeling a bit shitty, I’ll be fine. I had
some work I needed to finish so I thought I’d come in for a few hours” I
notified her. 


“Okay
Sweetie but it’s fine if you wanna take yourself off home.” I nodded and told
her thanks as I got down to work. 


 


An
hour later I lifted my gaze from the computer screen and stretched my arms high
above my head and spotted the envelope Samantha had given me. Picking it up I
tore it open and a key fell out. 


What
the hell? 


 


Frowning
I examined the key wondering why someone had sent it me, my heart bumped when I
wondered if it might be Nate’s house key.


 Grace
had informed me that Nate had not turned in and asked me if he was okay, to
which I replied that I had no idea and sensing my aloofness she dropped the
subject pretty damn quick.


 


 Tipping
my head at the key, puzzled I couldn’t quite fathom out the reason for it; then
it dawned on me and my eyes grew very, very wide and my mouth dropped open… it
was my old front door key! 


“Holy
Fuck!” I exclaimed, my breath harsh. 


Scrambling
for the phone I called down to main reception. “Samantha, its Olivia Adams. Did
you see who dropped the envelope off for me?” I interrogated her. 


“No
sorry, Miss Adams. I took a toilet break and it was on the desk with the
internal mail when I got back. Is there a problem?” she asked and I could sense
her discomfort at the thought of being in trouble. 


“No,
no thank you” I sighed and ended the call. 


Why
the hell would someone have my key, apart from letting themselves into my home
and rolling around on my bed with my underwear? 


 


I
sat contemplating it when Josh walked in with a package. “Hey, Sweetie” he
grinned and then frowned at my face. “Someone’s having a bad day. Cheer up
girl, it’s Friday” he nudged me “And the gift fairy has been again” he
waggled his eyebrows at me. 


“Mr
Carter has it hard for you Girl!” he chuckled “although you might want to
remind him you’re not married” he scoffed. 


“What?”
I asked puzzled at his bloody riddles. 


“The
package! It’s addressed MRS Olivia Adams” he chuckled at the thought of
Nate’s mistake and how I was going to punish him. 


Shaking
my head I took the heavy box from him and set it on my desk. “Come on Girl!”
Josh was jumping with excitement “Open it! I love to see what surprises he
sends you.” 


I
was a bit miffed to be honest; after the things he called me and said to me he
thinks it’s all going to be okay if he sends me a gift. 


 


Sighing,
I slowly opened the box and removed the lid and was greeted with black silk
packaging. “Ooh, maybe I don’t wanna see this after all. It looks like
lingerie” Josh giggled but still watched as I peeled back the silk. 


He
still watched as I looked at the item in the box.


He
still watched as I passed out and slumped to the floor.
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The
police arrived within the hour and I was sat in the 44th floor
conference room with a strong cup of coffee and Grace at my side. 


“I
know this is hard for you Miss Adams, but anything else you can think of,
anything that you think might seem insignificant you need to tell us” she
smiled formally. I could see the ‘God think of all the paperwork’ look on her
face as she interviewed me. 


I
shook my head again “I’ve told you everything I can think of. My brain won’t
work anymore” I told her, sighing and rubbing my eyes. I just wanted to go home
and curl up in bed, sleep away the mess my life had become and get very
drunk. 


 


“Well,
I think that’s all for the moment” she said, standing and looking at the box in
her hand “I suggest you take extra precautions, Miss Adams. Lock and relock
every door and window in your house, don’t go out alone at night and if you
notice anything, anything worrying no matter how little, you make sure
you ring us. I’ve put my name, badge number and extension number on the card I
gave you.” 


 


I
stood and thanked her as Grace showed her out and then came back in. “You want
me to ring Mr Carter for you, Olivia?” she asked softly, putting her hand on my
arm. 


“NO!”
I shot, a little too quickly. I didn’t need Nate to come running out of obligation;
I needed to handle this myself. 


Grace
frowned at me. “Is everything alright between you two?” she asked, her eyes
full of sympathy. 


“We
just had a disagreement” I sighed and walked towards the door. “I’m fine Grace,
honest” I tried to smile at her but just swallowed heavily. 


She
put her hand back on my arm “Sweetie, you’re not fine. Who would be after they
got a… a… that!” she huffed. 


 


Shaking
my head at her, I slumped my shoulders defeated. “Whose cat do you think it was
Grace? Do you think they’re out there looking for the poor creature?” I
whispered sadly. 


I
heaved, bile rising, “Oh God!” I baulked, ran to the bathroom and vomited
violently; Grace running behind me and holding my hair back while I threw the
contents of my stomach into the toilet bowl. 


 


When
I had emptied everything I had, I placed my forehead against the cool tiles of
the cubicle wall. “Please let me phone Mr Carter, Olivia?” She asked again. 


“No
Grace! And if you do then our friendship will be over” I glared at her and she
nodded slightly “I mean it, Grace. Nate doesn’t need to know about this, he’ll
only worry” I told her sternly and she nodded firmly. 


“Okay,
but promise me that you will take extra care, Sweetie” she begged.


“I
will Grace, I promise okay?” I pacified her and she smiled.


“I’ll
leave you to freshen up, Olivia and I’ll see you tomorrow night at the awards.
Get yourself off home” she smiled at me again and then rubbed her hand up and
down my arm and exited the restroom, leaving me still knelt on the floor with
my head propped up on the wall.


 


 


***


 


Three
hours later, I was laid in a bubble bath, vodka in hand and Haribos on the
edge. I had forsaken the wine for something stronger, needing it to dull my
senses. “Well Liv. You don’t half get yourself into some shit” I laughed
drunkenly, swirling my toes round the edge of the bath. 


My
vision was blurred and my head was sloped to the side as a single tear slipped
down my cheek. 


Two
weeks ago I had been so happy, everything was finally looking up; I had Nate,
my kids were happy and content and I had been on the verge of coming to terms
with my past, my life and my mutilated body. 


Another
tear slid down to follow the other one, as if racing it down my face in an
urgency to beat it to my chin. 


 


I
heard my phone ring somewhere in the house. “Oh Fuck off” I shouted to it, “I’m
pissed, cold and feeling sorry for myself” I told it and I laughed when it
stopped ringing. 


Draining
my glass I reached over to the bottle I had placed on the toilet seat and
slipped round in the bath, the water shot over the edge of the bath in waves
and puddled on the floor. I clung to the rim of the tub and rested my chin on
my hands and a crowd of tears chased the others now.


 


“Why?”
I asked to no-one in particular “Why won’t you let me be happy?” I screamed.
Wiping my nose with the back of my hand, I sat back up and retried for the
nearly empty bottle. 


Achieving
my goal I smiled to the vodka. “You see, there’s no escape” I told it, “You
need me as much as I need you, babe” I whispered, although I wasn’t sure if I
was still talking to the bottle. “I need you so much,” I sobbed “I always have.”



 


The
phone rang again, “OH BUGGER OFF!” I screamed at it. I rested my head against
the back of the tub and lifted my leg from the water to examine it, twirling
and bending it in front of me. “I do have beautiful legs, Nate! You always
liked my legs didn’t you?” I sighed, tilting my head and considering the rest
of my body. 


“You
made me feel special and beautiful, Nate” I took another long mouthful of the
vodka and wiped my eyes on my hand “You said you loved me.” 


I
frowned to the bottle “You said you always will.” I sucked on my lips and
debated myself; sloshed, unhappy and above all absolutely terrified as I lay in
the cold, murky bath water, alone.


 


 


***


 


I
woke up the next morning laid across the landing naked, with a blanket over me
and with a hangover from the pits of hell. I closed my eyes and groaned as I
prised myself off the carpet and stumbled to the bedroom to claim my robe.


 Wrapping
it round me I ventured downstairs for coffee and paracetamol, and as I walked
into the kitchen Beth was sat at the table, reading a newspaper with a mug in
her hand. 


She
slowly raised her eyes to look at me from beneath her eyebrows. “Good morning!”
she said chirpily and I grunted at her, sliding past to grab a coffee from the
pot she had brewed and plonked down next to her. 


“When
did you get here?” I asked, hoarsely. 


“Last
night,” she stated simply “I found you flaked out on the landing and couldn’t
wake you so I covered you and left you there” she revealed, taking another
swill of her coffee. 


“How?
Why? I can’t remember” I grumbled and rubbed my temples.


 


 “Why
didn’t you ring me, Liv?” she scolded with tears in her eyes. 


“How
did you find out?” I asked her, trying to swallow past the damn dryness in my
throat. 


“I
phoned you at work when you didn’t answer your phone and Grace told me” she
shook her head, her face angry, “Why the hell didn’t you ring me Liv?” she
said, way too loudly for my sore head. 


“I
just wanted to get bloody pissed and forget every damn fucking thing” I gulped
trying to stop the tears from making another bloody appearance. 


“Oh,
babe” she cried, sobbing with me as I wept into her and she screamed with me as
I bawled at her and then she just held me, rocking me to and fro like a mother
and a child, whispering shushes in my ear.


 


 


All
cried out and emotionally empty I sat at the table with her a little while
later. “Does Nate know?” she asked quietly as though she knew what I was going
to say. 


“No
and he’s not gonna” I articulated with narrow eyes. 


“But
Babe, he needs to know” she pleaded. 


“No
he doesn’t, Beth. This has nothing to do with him!” I warned her. 


“This
has everything to do with him Liv, he loves you” she shouted


 “Not
anymore” I said quietly, studying my freshly brewed coffee. 


“Liv!
Of course he still loves you, he’s just shocked and angry that’s all but he
still loves you, babe.” 


I
nodded once, not believing her but just to pacify her. 


 


“So”
she said firmly to change the subject, “What did the police say?” I scoffed and
gave her a ‘what do you think’ look. 


“Right,
nothing then” she ground out between her teeth. I smiled and shrugged “They’ve
took the…the... cat and the key to examine.” I told her. 


“Key?”
she asked perplexed. 


“Yeah
someone has been letting themselves in and snorting my underwear” I laughed
trying to make light of it “and anyway I got it sent back to me yesterday in an
envelope” I shrugged again “And yes before you ask I’ve changed my locks!” I
informed her. 


 


She
frowned and wrinkled her brow “You don’t think it’s that Pervy Peterson do
you?” she voiced what I’d already thought. 


I
shrugged at her “I dunno, I’ve thought about it. He was angry I’d spurned him
and lost him his job but… I dunno, it just doesn’t make sense. I got some of
the phone calls before it kicked off with him” I pondered.


“Have
the phone calls stopped now? I wondered why you changed your number” Beth asked
as she got up and went to replenish her coffee.


 


I
nodded and stood up; walking to the sink and looking through the window. “God,
I could go a fag.” I still had cravings even though I’d stopped smoking about
eight years ago. 


Beth
scoffed and regarded me “And a fags gonna help, how?” 


I
pulled a face at her and rolled my head. “Remind me never to drink again” I
groaned as I swallowed more pills. 


“That
might be a problem if you’ve got that awards thingy tonight” she mocked. “Oh
fuck!” I complained, “My life is full of shit!”


 


 


***


 


 


After
hunting round the house for my red dress and favourite red shoes, I gave in and
settled for a knee length green fitted dress and my black heels and bag. I really
couldn’t be bothered so plonked my hair in a stiff bun and slapped on a bit of
gloss and mascara. 


Beautiful
Liv, I mocked myself and clambered
into the waiting taxi, dreading the night to come.


 


Entering
the throbbing room at the exclusive top floor ballroom of London’s most
prestigious nightclub, I scanned the room. People were already dancing and
drunk, the tables were nearly full and the bar was heaving. 


There
was a platform at the back of the room, no doubt for presenting the awards and
lavishly dressed circular tables around the room ready for the seven-course
dinner. I closed my eyes, took a deep breath and made my way to the bar.  


 


I
ordered a large wine, my drought already over and went in search of my seat,
finding it situated much to my pleasure next to the bar. 


It
was a table for eight and it placed Grace and her husband, Leah and Bert, Josh
and his very camp boyfriend and me and… an empty seat. 


 


“Olivia,”
Leah smiled, “How are you, Hun?” she asked with concern. 


“I’m
good, Leah. Please nobody feel awkward round me. I don’t want to mention
anything about the incident, Okay? Can we just forget all about it, just for
tonight please?” I requested and they all nodded and relaxed. 


“So
have I missed anything?” I asked perusing back around the room. 


Josh
shook his head and introduced his boyfriend Daniel, “Nope” he said after Daniel
and I said our hello’s, “I don’t even think your boyfriends here yet. I haven’t
seen him” he said and then he flinched as I presumed Grace kicked him under the
table. 


He
frowned at her, “What did I say?” he asked her and she grimaced at him and gave
a discreet shake of her head. Josh’s eyes widened and he looked at me, “Oh
Sweetie, have you and Mr Carter broke up?” he asked candidly. 


I
chuckled at his directness as Grace moaned “Well whatever gave you that idea
Josh?” I snorted and gave Grace a lift of an eye. 


 


We
chatted and drank more wine as we slowly ate our way through enough food to
feed the entire population of London and as we were on deserts a very drunk Josh
nudged my knee under the table and leaned into my ear, “Don’t look now but your
Mr Carter has just walked in with Eleanor St Clair” he whispered. 


I
stiffened but refused to turn round. It hadn’t took him long to move on. “It
looks like he’s searching the room for you, Olivia” he carried on. 


 


I
was hoping the severe bun I was wearing camouflaged me as it wasn’t something I
usually did with my hair. “Excuse me, bathroom” I said to the table and slipped
from my chair and hurried to the bathroom. 


I
couldn’t face him at the moment; I didn’t need to see the hatred on his face
tonight of all nights, I was only just holding myself up as it was. 


 


Succeeding
in my mission I sat on the toilet seat, taking deep breaths and motivating
myself to get through the night. The restroom door opened and shut and I
remained sat on the seat with my elbows on my knees and my head in my hands. 


Taking
a deep breath I stood up, righted my dress, flushed and opened the cubicle
door. 


 


Nate
was stood, hands in his trouser pockets leaning against the vanity and I halted
in the doorway. His face was like thunder and his lips were in a tight line on
his handsome face. 


“Liv”
he merely said chewing on his bottom lip. I swallowed severely “Nate?” 


He
tipped his head and scrutinized me “Why didn’t you let me know what happened
yesterday?” he demanded. 


Oh
Shit! 


 


I
dropped my eyes to the floor. “Well?” he asked, still angry and I walked to the
sinks, turning on the tap and washing my hands. “Liv?” he persevered. 


“Because
it has nothing to do with you, Nate” I sighed and took a towel to dry my hands.


 His
eyes widened and he huffed “Nothing to do with me?” he spoke menacing
low and I gulped. “Is that how you feel, Liv?” he now had sadness in his eyes. 


“Who
told you?” I asked him, I was going to kill somebody. 


He
gave a bitter laugh. “The police came to see me just as I was getting in the
car to come here. Apparently they had to question your Boyfriend, their
words not mine” he clarified and I nodded slightly as I reached for the door
handle.


 He
gripped my arm, “Why don’t you come and stay with me, Liv? I’m worried about
you” he asked, fear marring his beautiful face. 


I
turned to look at him, searching into the depths of his pure blue eyes and then
shook my head, “I’m not your responsibility anymore Nate, you made that quite
clear. Don’t worry about me” I said softly and walked out of the door as a
woman walked in and gasped as she saw Nate. 


“Mr
Carter” I heard her greet as the door swung closed behind me. 


 


The
awards had been presented and I received one for ‘Commitment to the Company’
and ‘Colleague of the year’ much to the delight of my table and lots of
overwhelmed tears. It had been awkward to collect the glass trophies from Nate,
but I just smiled and didn’t look him in the eyes. 


I
was starting to get annoyed as Nate wouldn’t take his gaze off me all night and
it was suffocating me. 


He
was situated at the next table to us with Eleanor who never left his side all
night, constantly touching him and laughing hard at his jokes; she caught my
glance once or twice and each time she gave a smug ‘I told you so’ smile and I
just smiled sweetly back. 


 


My
phone rang in my bag and I checked the display to see it was withheld. “Excuse
me, I have to take this, it could be the police” I smiled to the others, stood
and walked over to a now quiet part of the bar. 


Sliding
the accept icon on my phone, “Hello” I said. 


“Hello
Darling” his voice purred down the phone. 


My
heart stopped, my breath halted and I swayed as my legs gave way. Trying to
grab hold of the bar for support I felt my legs give way and I slid to the
floor, my hand still trying to take hold of something as my brain was 30
seconds behind me. 


“Nice
to hear your voice again, Darling. Have you missed me?” his arrogant tone came
down the phone. 


 


I
couldn’t get a breath and my lungs were screaming as a white mist surrounded my
vision as sheer terror coursed through me. “Not got a hello for your Husband,
Olivia?” he cackled as I was vaguely aware of people’s voices in the distance
as the line went dead. 


 


A
hand rested on my arm and a blurred image came in close and I scrambled back,
trying to fight for breath as I attempted to escape the distorted figure. 


Air
suddenly slammed into my lungs and I screamed; a high-pitched blood curdling scream
as Nate’s voice and face registered in my brain. “LIV!!!!” he yelled, “LIV!!!
Please, baby” his heart wrenching voice came into my head and my foggy
brain emptied. 


I
somehow found his terrified eyes. “Liv” he breathed, relief flooding
through him as I focused on him, “Baby? What’s wrong?” 


 


My
vacant eyes searched his, trying to decipher if this was a safe person. “Angel?
Please! Talk to me” the fear was evident in his voice as he softly spoke to me.



I
opened my mouth and my throat was so dry I couldn’t get the words out.
“Somebody fetch a glass of water” he barked at the spectators and somebody
scuttled off. 


“Baby!
Tell me!” he asked more firmly. 


My
eyes cleared and I held his, “He… he… he’s out!” I managed to squeeze out and I
heard Nate’s lungs empty as he slid down beside me and pulled me to him,
ignoring the crowd of people that had come to observe the show. 


“Shush,
Angel. Everything’s going to be okay, I promise. I promise, baby” he
vowed, but I knew with everything I was, that everything was not going to be
okay, everything had now changed forever.
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I
was hazily aware of water running; a trickle and splashing registering in my
foggy brain. My head was pounding as I sat up in the vaguely familiar bed and I
took a look at my surroundings realising I was in Nate’s bedroom. 


I
couldn’t remember getting there or actually remember much of anything after the
phone call. 


I
looked at my body, I was in just my underwear and I presumed Nate had stripped
me before putting me into his bed and was now taking a shower. 


 


Looking
for something to wear and not finding anything I slipped on Nate’s dress shirt
that was hung on a hanger over the wardrobe door and made my way downstairs,
slowly dragging one foot in front of the other as I groggily made my way to the
kitchen. 


As
I stepped off the last stair and was walking through the entrance hall a huge
glass covered wall art caught my eyes and I halted, staring at it. 


 


I
gasped and advanced towards it, my mouth hung open as I came to rest before it
and slid my finger over the glass, observing the piece. It measured about 3
meters by 3meters and in the very centre was photographs of me and Nate when we
were at university together; laughing in some, kissing in others or just stood
together on various trips we had made. 


Around
the edges were all the photos from the ‘Daddy box’, hundreds of pictures of
Jay; the ones from his birth, birthdays, Christmas and all the mile-stones from
his birth through to the day he left for university and after. Nate had arranged
them in chronological order around the photos of us. It took my breath away. 


 


I
had started the ‘Daddy box’ as soon as Jay was born. It was full of photos; my
first scan picture, Jay’s life in pictures and scrapbooks of everything he ever
drew and made. His first tooth and shoes, his first lock of hair and the babygrow
he came home from hospital in. 


The
father’s day and Christmas cards Jay had made his Daddy every year, and one for
each of Nate’s birthdays. 


There
were DVD’s full of messages I had recorded, from Jay to his Daddy, such as on
each of Jay’s birthdays telling his Daddy how old he was, what he had got for
his birthday and the cake ceremonies were even on them. 


Every
single Christmas had been recorded, each with a special message for Daddy
thanking him for his special gift... the present I had bought Jay every year
specifically from his Father. 


There
were even Jay’s old music cassettes and Cd’s as he had gone through different
genres of music through his life, photos of him with his first girlfriend and
his friends so Nate would have an image of them if Jay ever talked about them. 


 


There
were letters from Jay to his father, every year from the age of twelve,
updating Nate of everything that had happened that year in Jay’s life. There were
important education documents from Jay’s life; His school and university
acceptance letters, his school and college certificates and his exam
certificates and lastly the photos of him, laying in hospital fighting for his
life. 


It
was Jay’s life in a box, every single aspect of it and it was all done from me
and Jay, purely for Nate so he could have some of the memories along with us. 


 


“Thank
you for those,” I heard Nate say quietly behind me and I turned to face him,
“For the box… it helped” he added and I nodded. 


I
didn’t know what to say to him to help the pain of it all, “I’m so sorry Nate,
I…” I swallowed, not having the words to express how I felt. 


 


He
walked towards me and cupped my cheek “Baby, I’m sorry for the things I said, I
was… I was drunk and angry and stunned” he said sadly. 


“I
know, Nate” I sighed “What you have done, it’s beautiful” I uttered pointing to
the wall frieze. 


He
smiled softly and swiped his thumb over my cheekbone “That’s because it
contains my beautiful family” he said tenderly, gazing into my eyes. “Will he… will
Jay still meet me?” he asked nervously and I frowned. 


“Of
course he will, Nate. He’s waited 19 years to meet you” I told him and walked
into the kitchen. 


 


Nate
followed me and switched on the coffee machine, taking the cups from the
cupboard. “He knew all about you, Nate. There wasn’t a single day that we
didn’t talk about you. You know he’d come running in from school, showing me
something he had drawn especially for you and asking me to put it in ‘The Daddy
Box’” I smiled sadly. 


“He
would always talk about you like you were at work or something ‘when my Daddy
gets home will he play Lego with me mummy?’ or one time when he was 6 when
James had beaten me, he’d listened… to my screams and then curled up in bed with
me and he said… and he said ‘Shall I look for my Daddy? He’ll help us mummy, he
loves us’” I sobbed and Nate came to me, pulling me into his arms. 


“Oh
Liv, I’m so sorry” he whispered in my hair as I trembled. 


“He’s
back, Nate” I sobbed “What am I gonna do?” 


 


He
pulled me across to one of the stools and onto his lap “I’m here baby, I won’t
let him hurt you” he murmured, “I promise” he added with certainty. 


“No,
Nate!” I stood and looked up at him, the fear in me pushing me into what I
needed to do. “I can’t be with you Nate, not now” I declared, shaking my head
at him in horror, “You can’t be with me, Nate.” 


 


He
shot of the stool and took hold of my arms, “Liv!” his own fear written on his
face, but not for the dread of James but the panic in what I was doing. “Baby,
no” he cried, shaking his head desperately, “Don’t do this Liv, please.” 


I
thumped my fists on his chest. “He will fucking kill you, Nate” I screamed,
hitting my fists into him again, “He hates you with a passion Nate, because of
how much I loved you. And I do Nate, I love you too much to risk losing you.” 


I
was now pummelling him and he just stood there and let me, let me get it out
and let me sob horrifically as I punched him, over and over until I was spent
and he pulled me to the floor, pinning me in his embrace.  


 


I
was in Nate’s shower, the soothing water enhancing my senses back to life, my
eyes closed in the ecstasy of its warm embrace. 


What
the hell was I going to do? I couldn’t let Nate suffer for me, if I left him it
would rip him in two and if I didn’t he’d still suffer but at the fate of
James’s hands. 


A
part of me wished I’d never dragged him into my pathetic life again; he’d be
content and running around chasing various women, probably Eleanor and the
thought of that nearly ripped me in two. 


I
was afraid for the kids, glad they were on holiday and where James couldn’t get
to them. 


 


I
was worried about Jay been at university alone because James had hated Jay, for
the reason that he was Nate’s son. He’d always been cruel to him and I tried my
best to compensate for that when I was with him, always showering him with love
and time. 


We
had had to keep the ‘Daddy Box’ a secret from James and hid it away, always
adding things like videos and letters when it was safe to do so. 


 


I
started to panic, I had to ring him and let him know James was out. Scurrying
from the shower and into the bedroom I started looking for my bag and began to
freak out when I couldn’t find it.


 “NATE”
I yelled, “NATE!!” I was losing control as he came rushing up the stairs and
stopped dead in the doorway, watching me rip his bedroom apart completely and
utterly naked, water dripping off me and all over his expensive plush carpet,
looking for my bag. 


 


“Where’s
my bag, Nate?” I yelled at him and he frowned at me. 


“Baby,
what’s wrong?” he asked calmly walking into the bedroom. 


“My
fucking bag, Nate! Where is it?” I shouted at him. 


He
held his hands up I front of him trying to quieten me down. “Liv? It’s in the
kitchen, baby” I stormed past him and ran down the stairs, still entirely
stark-naked. 


“Liv?”
he shouted as he scuttled after me, “Baby?” 


 


I
came to a halt in the kitchen, my gaze urgently scanning the area. “I need my
phone, Nate” I shouted to him, thinking he was still upstairs and jumped when I
turned and he was stood behind me. 


He
dashed across the kitchen and into a door and came out of it with my bag.
“Baby, don’t you think you ought to put some clothes on?” he grimaced and I
realised he was turned on as he shifted himself in his trousers. 


 


Glaring
at him, I rummaged through my bag and retrieved my phone, quickly selecting Jay’s
number and tapped my foot impatiently as it connected. 


“Hi,
Mum” his voice suddenly calmed me and I inhaled deeply and closed my eyes. “You
okay?” he asked hesitantly. 


“Jay…
Jay, I… sweetheart” I stuttered, I couldn’t get the words out with the relief
of hearing his voice. “Sweetheart… I…” 


“Mum!
You’re scaring me, what’s wrong?” he urged as Nate appeared beside me as he
realised I wanted to warn Jay. 


He
held out his hand to me and gestured for me to hand him my phone so I passed it
him slowly “Jay, it’s… your… its Nate. Your mum wanted to tell you that… well… James
is out Jay!” he finally declared.


 


I
heard Jay say ‘shit’. “Yeah, I’ve got her here with me, she’s fine” he sat on
the kitchen stool as his legs shook, finally talking to his son. “I won’t let
anything happen to her I promise, Jay” he paused as Jay spoke and nodded to Jay
or himself, I wasn’t quite sure. “I know, I know” nodding again.


A
slight smile twitched his lips “Yeah I’d like that.” 


He
looked away from me, his gaze through the window and he nodded to himself again
“We can come up to you if you want. It would give your mum a break from what’s
going on” he paused again, “Okay. Tuesday then, I’ll send you my number and
text me a time” nodding again he ended the call and sat staring out to the glorious
scenery outside. 


 


I
walked over to him, lifted his chin and wiped the teardrop from his cheek,
placing it on my lips then kissed him tenderly, giving him all that I had to
offer him in that kiss, telling him how much I loved him and needed him. 


“You
know,” I whispered, tilting my head a little in contemplation “I never did
manage to finish my shower” I gave him a pout, “Struggled to wash my back.” 


His
lips rose into a lazy grin “Need help with that, baby?” he chuckled and pulled
me up the stairs and into the huge bathroom situated on the landing. 


He
spun me round and kissed me greedily, as if he couldn’t get close enough and
needed to be inside me. 


I
kissed him back with the same lust, passion and craving. God! I loved this man,
he was my life and there was no way I could ever let him go again. 


 


He
spun me round to face the huge mirror resting above the low vanity, me naked
and pink, him behind me with his chin on my shoulder, hard and bronzed but it
was the look in his eyes that grabbed my attention; it was pure lust, carnal
and primal and it made my insides quiver. 


His
hands came up to cup my breasts and his thumbs brushed over my nipples, making
them pucker in his touch. “Look how fucking beautiful you are, Liv” he
whispered in my ear, “Look how utterly sexy you are when you’re turned on.” 


 


I
sucked in a breath, my core lighting up at his words. His mouth moved down my
neck, goose bumps rising in its wake and I closed my eyes, utterly aroused. 


“Open
your eyes, Angel. See what I see when you come” his hand slid down my stomach
and cupped my mound. My breath was shallow and slow as I opened my eyes and
watched every move he made; one hand still teasing my breast and his other
stroking my groove as he continued kissing and licking my neck, his eyes locked
onto mine in the mirror. 


 


Slowly
he traced my clit with his thumb and I moaned, grabbing hold of the edge of the
counter as he ground his jean encased erection into my bottom. “You make me so
hard when I look at you, Angel” he said on a small groan and he slipped two
fingers into me and I bent my head back onto his shoulder as I continued to
watch his face, the hunger and desire painted across it. 


His
hand continued to work me as his other hand came down and slipped to join the
other, taking over from the other to rub at my bud and I felt the onslaught
that was going to hit me hard. 


 


His
fingers slipped out of me and made their way towards my bottom, spreading my
arousal that was slick on his fingers. His other hand took over and sank into
my sex, I gasped and my eyes flew wide as his finger pressed against my anus.
“Shush Baby, trust me” his fingers worked inside me as his other inched into my
behind. 


I
was anxious and so bloody horny at the same time. “Touch yourself, baby” Nate
whispered and I frowned at him in the mirror. 


“Slip
your hand down and touch your clit, Angel” he was panting now, his stiff
erection still rubbing at my backside along with his finger. 


 


Never
leaving his gaze I slowly slid my hand down to my own arousal as his fingers
were now deftly plunging in and out, down to his knuckles as his other rubbed
at my tight hole. 


My
fingers found my clit and as the climax started to build he slipped his finger
gently into me, inch by inch, slowly but firmly and I screamed as my orgasm
rocked me to the core, the erotic feeling of being so full wiping me out and I
bucked against his hand. 


“Open
your eyes, baby. Look how you fucking glow as I make you come.” 


 


He
continued to work me, slowly bringing me down from my high as our eyes were
linked, watching each other intensely. 


I
heard his zip as he lowered his trousers and freed his rigid cock and he
slammed into me, all the way to my womb. “FUCK!! BABY” he cried, “Don’t
move” he warned and we were immobile, him confined inside me as we gazed at
our reflection. 


He
slowly started moving, lazily thrusting in and out as his hands came round to
circle my waist as he increased the pressure in me, pumping harder and faster,
pounding into me as I slammed back on him. 


“God
Nate, make me come, make me come hard” I shouted as he gave me a single hard
thrust. 


“Like
that, baby?” another hard push and his fingers slid between my legs to stroke
me as a loud guttural growl left my mouth. 


“LIV!”
he roared, an animalistic yell when he gave me one last hard drive as we both
erupted together, heads flung back in pleasure and bliss as we panted hard and
fast, him clung to me and me clung to the vanity. 


“Fucking
hell” he croaked out on as he carried on spurting into me, shuddering and
his head rested on my back as I reached round and slid my hand round the back
of his thigh, just for need to touch him. 


 


“Nate”
I wheezed and he gently slipped out of me, turned me to face him, lifted me
onto the counter and stood between my legs, embracing me as he rested his head
between my breasts.


“Angel,”
he sighed “please don’t leave me” he pleaded, the yearning in his voice.


I
shook my head, “Never, Nate” I told him as I laid my hands in his silky curls
as he exhaled profoundly, “Never” I repeated on a whisper.
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We
lay in Nate’s huge, sumptuous bed; my head resting on his chest as he trailed
lazy circles on my back. I could tell there was something on his mind but we
were both quiet. 


“Talk
to me Nate, tell me what’s on your mind” I implored. 


He
shook his head “It doesn’t matter, Angel” he said softly. 


“Nate,
tell me” I urged. 


He
sighed heavily “Did James, did James ever hit Jay?” he asked slowly and I felt
him stiffen in anticipation for the answer. 


“No,”
I said quietly “I wouldn’t let him.” 


 


Nate
turned slightly into me, his hand moving to stroke my cheek “But… but how did
you stop him, Liv?” he asked hesitantly. 


I
sighed and turned to sit on the edge of the bed, so I didn’t have to see his
face as I said the next words. “I made him take his temper out on me instead” I
told him grimacing. 


“Fuck,
Liv” he puffed, knowing exactly what I was saying “You let that bastard beat
and rape you to protect our son!” 


The
rage in him was seeping out of his pores and I stiffened, ashamed of my life. 


 


He
came to sit behind me, his legs on either side of me and brought his arms round
my stomach to encircle me protectively. “The thought of him having to listen to
your screams hurts me so much” he murmured, resting his cheek against my back
and I bit my bottom lip and swallowed.


“I’m
sorry I did that to him Nate, I’m sorry” he slid round to the side of me and
grasped my chin, turning my face to look at him. 


“No
Liv, you have nothing to be sorry for. The courage of what you did to protect
Jay, when I was probably sunning myself in some fucking hot non-descript bloody
country, shagging anything with tits, it makes me so fucking angry at myself,
Liv.” 


 


I
became rigid at his words. “Shit Liv, I didn’t mean it to come out like that. I
just meant while you were going through that, I didn’t have a care in my bloody
farce of a life, because that’s what it was without you Liv, a shitty meaningless
life and every day was filled with a bloody desperate longing for you.”


 I
wrapped my arms around his, holding him tightly to me and nuzzling my head into
his neck. “I won’t ever let you go, Liv. I won’t let him hurt you and the kids
anymore, Okay?” he told me.


I
gave him a hint of a nod, “But you don’t know him Nate, you don’t know what
he’s capable of” I cautioned. 


“I
do, Liv” he said gently “I see it in your face, in your daily fear, the scars
on your beautiful body and in your eyes; the hurt, devastation and utter terror
in your eyes. I see it all, Angel” he revealed.


 


It
was late afternoon and we were in the lounge, curled up together on the couch
chilling as music played in the background while we chatted and I brought him
up to speed on Jay’s life. 


“The
memory Box was a great thing to do Liv; it’s helped me so much. It’s like I
haven’t really missed too much of his life, like it’s all there in glorious
Technicolor. Thank you for that, for bringing him up as though I was there with
you both.” 


He
chuckled to himself, “My favourite piece from the box is the video of his 5th
birthday, the one where he’s telling me everything what he’d had, and the slice
of cake he had saved for me sat on the paper plate on his knee” Nate chuckled,
a happy grin on his face. 


 


“Oh
my God, I remember that one. He was adamant he was saving that piece for you,
on that little paper plate but James had told him to stop been so bloody
stupid” I shivered, remembering James’s rage that day but then I laughed and
turned my face to look at him.


“Do
you know, after that day I kept going in his room for weeks and there was this
god awful smell, I couldn’t figure it out, I eventually found the paper plate
complete with mouldy cake in his toy box. He said he had put it in there so his
toy soldiers would protect it from James” I laughed with Nate. 


“That’s
so sweet” he chuckled and I nodded slowly “He was a good kid Nate, he still is.
He got your determination and grit in life as well as your beautiful eyes.” 


 


He
smiled and kissed the top of my head. “Liv?” he asked quietly and I turned to
face him again, the seriousness in his voice attracting my attention, “Why
can’t you have any more kids?” he murmured as though frightened to ask or if I
would take his question the wrong way.


I
smiled at him “Nothing what you’re thinking, Nate. I’ve been clipped, that’s
all.” 


 


He
frowned at me, puzzled “I had a C-section with Matt and I asked them to clip me
while they were there.” He nodded slowly. 


“I
didn’t want to bring any more children in to my sorry life, Nate” I shrugged
and his eyes locked on mine, searching the depths. “Are the… are the clips
permanent?” 


 


I
frowned as I also searched his gaze. “What are you trying to say, Nate?” I
asked slowly and he shifted in his seat, uncomfortable, “Nothing I…” 


He
didn’t finish as my phone rang from across the coffee table and Nate bent over
to pick it up and saw the unknown caller alert, “I’ll answer it, okay?” he said
in a way that told me not to argue and I nodded to him. 


“Hello”
he frowned slightly “Yes, can I ask who’s calling please?” and his brow
wrinkled again, “DC Mandy Yale” he told me with uncertainty. 


I
sighed and nodded. “It’s okay, Nate” I told him despondently as I took the
phone from him. 


 


DC
Mandy Yale had been my personal police officer when I had to take James through
the courts to finally send him down; she had been there every step of the way
and done her upmost to take him there. 


She
had seen what he was capable of and the kind of bastard he really was and for
that I would be in her debt forever. 


 


“Mandy,
it’s Olivia Adams” I said into the phone as Nate continued to look at me with
confusion. 


“Olivia,
Mandy Yale. Listen I have some news for you” she paused as if not sure how to
tell me, so I helped her along, “I know Mandy, James has been released” I
sighed down the phone to her. 


 


“Olivia,
I’m so sorry. I’ve only just found out, if someone had informed me earlier I
would have rung you straight away. How do you know?” She questioned as an
afterthought. 


“Because
he’s been sneaking into my house and he sent me a dead cat with a noose around
its neck” Nate stiffened and I heard him suck in a breath. 


“Olivia,
why the hell didn’t you ring me?” she asked, sternly.


“Because
I didn’t know it was him until he rang me last night.” I answered and I heard
her gasp “He rang you?” 


I
sighed again “Yes, he rang on a withheld number, probably from an unregistered
phone, so there was no point in reporting it, Mandy.” 


 


I
heard her pull in a breath through the phone. “He’s been released early for
good behaviour and he did a deal of some sorts with the prison and CID. I don’t
know what it was because it’s all quite hush, hush” she told me, “But there is
a restraining order out Olivia and he isn’t allowed near you.” 


I
laughed bitterly. “Mandy, he doesn’t live by the rules, you know that as much
as I do” I took a deep breath. “He will get to me Mandy, we both know he will
and there’s not a damn thing you can do about it until it’s too late” I said
dejectedly. 


Nate’s
hand grabbed my hand and I turned to look at him, his face was completely and
totally broken, the realization of what might happen snapping into his brain
and building his fear for me, for his son. 


 


 


***


 


Monday
morning came and Nate was very pissed off with me. “Liv, you’re not going into
work!” he notified me, his face tight. “Yes. I. Am. Nate” I said slowly “I am
not gonna let him dictate my life again.”


 I
sighed as he groaned in frustration “And I’m going home tonight.” 


These
words pushed him over the edge. “YOU ARE FUCKING NOT!” he bellowed, angrily.
Rolling my eyes at him I took his hand “Nate, wherever I am, he will get to me
and if I’m honest I just wanna get it over with.” 


 


He
pulled me into his arms. “Please, baby” he begged and I shook my head,
determined. “You can come with me if you want, but I need the familiarity and
comfort of my own home. Can’t you understand that, Nate?” he nodded slowly,
accepting it now I said he could come with me. 


“Okay,
let me pack a bag and I’ll drive you home to get changed for work. Only trouble
is I have a meeting across the other side of London at 5pm so I’ll have to run
you home about 4.30pm.” 


 


I
was still dressed in my green dress from Saturday night as I hadn’t been home
since, “I need to pick my car up, Nate. I have to work late because Grace needs
me for the online conference with China.” 


He
nodded “Okay, but anything dodgy, you ring me and I’ll get Blake to pick you up.”



I
smiled at him, happy that he was been so lenient given the nervousness he had
about the situation. “I should be back about 8ish, so be ready for me” he gave me
a suggestive grin and I laughed as he smacked my backside to push me towards
the car.


 


Nate
insisted on coming in the house with me while I got changed, he wouldn’t leave
my side. Everything was as it should be and I gathered my work things and
opened Betty’s boot to place my things in and discovered my red dress and
favourite shoes. “Ah ha” I triumphed “That’s where you are my beauties.” 


I
laughed at Nate’s confused face. “Why are you talking to inanimate objects,
Liv?” he frowned comically. 


“They
are not ‘inanimate’ Nate, they are my babies” I huffed and stroked my
shoes as I pursed my lips at him with a glare. 


“Okay,
Okay” he held his hands up, submitting and laughing. 


 


Following
him we arrived at work, late as usual and as I was rushing up the steps and
into the main foyer Nate grabbed my hand. “Relax Baby, it’s okay to be late.
I’m your boss’s, boss’s, boss. I think I can cover your back” he told me and I
grinned mischievously, “And I must say, you cover my back very well, Mr
Carter” his gaze was indecent and I pulled in a breath, shocked at its
intensity. 


“Let
me just retrieve my messages from Samantha and we’ll ride up together” he
commanded and I rolled my eyes at him. 


“I
don’t think he’s gonna get to me in the NSC elevator, Nate” I huffed and he
looked at me sternly and narrowed his eyes on me. 


“Wait!”
he ordered again. 


“Okay”
I squeaked out. 


 


Miss
Wet Kipper actually waved to me and I guiltily told myself to start calling her
Samantha from now on, although I was now wavering on that choice as she openly
flirted with Nate and my hackles rose.


Nate
looked at me confused when he came back to me and I grabbed his hand  and
pulled him close to give him a long lingering kiss as I gave Samantha a ‘He’s
mine’ look. 


 


The
day passed by quickly with reports, emails and presentations and 5pm soon crept
up. Nate had come down to check on me a little earlier and claim my spare house
key. He’d given me a bloody wonderful kiss and told me he was off to his
meeting and he’d see me at home later. 


I
was getting ready for the Chinese conference when something shook the building
slightly and I frowned, shook my head in bewilderment and entered Grace’s
office. 


 


Halfway
through the video link a knock came at the office door and Leah peered her head
round, “I’m really sorry but I need Olivia” she apologised, concern on her
face. 


Frowning
I apologised to the lovely Chinese gentleman who had been making me laugh with
his humour and light-heartedness, in an attempt to alleviate the seriousness of
the boring conference.


 Accepting
my apology, I exited the room and closed the door quietly behind me and Leah
put her hand on my arm, her face full of sympathy and my nerves exploded. 


 


“Leah,
what is it?” I asked on a swallow. 


“It’s
your car, Hun” she sucked in her lips.


“Yes
and...” I urged. 


“Well
it’s… it’s just blown up.” 


I
grabbed her hand to save me falling over. “What?” I puffed, my eyes wide
and my mouth open. 


“It
just kinda… kinda blew up.” 


 


I
sank into a chair and shook my head, stunned “My beautiful shoes” was
all I could say “Oh God, Betty” I wailed. 


Leah
dropped down on her haunches panicked “Oh God, Olivia, who’s Betty?” 


In
shock, I laughed hysterically at her pale face. “My car, Leah! I called her
Betty” I answered her as if she was stupid. 


She
huffed loudly; “Dear God, I thought it was your grandma or somebody sat in the
car waiting for you” she flopped down onto the floor. 


“I’m
so sorry, Olivia” she sighed “Somebody has sure got it in for you, Hun.” 


I
laughed bitterly again, “They haven’t got ‘it in for me’ Leah. Somebody is
trying to kill me” I laughed hysterically again, the shock muddling my brain
and the grief of losing Betty shutting down my already frayed emotions. 


 


I
suddenly stopped laughing and stared at her “I need Nate, Leah. I need Nate” I
whispered. 


She
nodded her head and hurried over to the phone as Grace came out of the office
and noted my face, “Oh bloody hell Sweetie, what now?” I just stared at her and
Leah walked back to me and handed me the phone. 


“LIV?”
Nate shouted down the phone. 


“I’m
here, Nate” I said quietly. 


“Baby,
stay there, I’m coming to get you” he wheezed down the phone as I just nodded.
“Liv?” he persisted. 


“I’m
here, Nate” It was all I could manage. 


“Put
Leah back on, baby” he demanded gently and I passed her the phone. 


 


Thirty
minutes later Nate charged through the doors to get to me just as the reality
of the situation dawned on me. The knowledge that it had been perfectly timed
to blow just as I was usually leaving work. 


He
reached me as I vomited all over the luxury plush deep pile NSC logo carpet.










[bookmark: _Toc355260014]CHAPTER 22


 


It
was DC Mandy Yale that came to interview me in the 44th floor
conference room and I was grateful for that. Nate was sat at the side of me
refusing to let go of my hand, his expression troubled and furious both at the
same time.  


Mandy
reached across the table at the end of the interrogation and took my hand.
“Olivia, I promise I’m going to do everything I can to stop him” she smiled
tightly and I could read the truth behind her words, though I laughed without
humour. 


“Sure
Mandy. I know you’ll try but tell me, do you think you’ll get any evidence of
his involvement in this?” I asked sceptically “Because I know you won’t.”



 


She
lowered her eyes in an admittance of my words and Nate stood sharply “Is there nothing
you can fucking do? Question him at least? Track his movements, anything for
god’s sake? He’s trying to fucking kill her” he shouted and I took his hand,
“Nate please” I pleaded and tried to pull him back into his chair. 


“Mr
Carter, I promise that I will do everything I can… and everything I
can’t!” She added with a whisper. 


 


He
slumped back down in his chair and huffed, running his hands through his hair
in exasperation and looked at her, “Well what do we do now?” he asked formally.



“Just
keep an eye on her” she said softly.


Nate
and he pulled a face as if she was stupid and shook his head slowly “I’ve hired
a bodyguard for her and she’s not leaving my sight” he told Mandy.


 


I
jumped up, glaring at him, “Nate! I’m not having a bloody bodyguard!” I
declared and he scoffed at me and pursed his lips as he glared back at me. 


“Yes.
You. Are.” he growled and his expression was full of rage and determination,
making me wither slightly. 


His
face softened when he picked up on my anxiety and he took my hand, “Liv, let me
do this. I need to do this.” 


I
nodded slowly, pacifying him but a little part of me was grateful for what he’s
done, “Okay” I murmured. 


 


He
nodded sharply and turned back to Mandy. “If that’s all, DC Yale, I’d like to
get Liv home” he addressed her formally, every inch of the billionaire mogul in
his stance and manner. 


She
nodded and collected her papers and approached me “Olivia, please be careful.
Don’t do anything stupid, please.” I lowered my eyes to the floor and
she cocked her head, “Olivia, please.” 


I
looked her straight in the eye, “Mandy. If he touches the kids or Nate… I will
finish him, if it’s the last thing I ever do.” The truth in my voice told her
that I would do just that, even if it meant prison or my own death.


 


We
arrived home a little after 7pm and I kicked off my shoes and slumped on the
sofa, “Ahhhh” I groaned, rolling my head on my shoulders. 


Nate
walked in from the kitchen with a glass of wine, passing it me he sat down
beside me and lifted my feet to his lap and started the most delectable foot
rub I’d ever had. “That good, baby?” He chuckled as I groaned loudly. 


“God,
yes. Where did you learn to do that?” I asked idly, closing my eyes and he
stiffened a little. Raising one eye to look at him I smirked, “I don’t think I
want to know.” 


He
grinned sheepishly and slid his hands to my ankles, his fingers lightly
massaging my tight, pale skin. “You need some colour on these beautiful legs, baby.
What do you think about a few days away?” he asked cocking his head. 


I
shrugged and sucked on my lips “I can’t Nate.” 


He
frowned at me, “Why?” and I caught his gaze “I can’t leave Jay Nate, not with
James out there.” 


He
hissed and nodded. “What about when Erin and Matt get back, we all go somewhere
hot and tranquil… together?” he asked apprehensively. 


I
locked my eyes with him, “Yeah, okay” and I cupped his cheek “As a family Nate.”



He
caught a breath, his gaze intent on mine and then he grinned, a huge, powerful
megawatt beam. “As a family” he confirmed with a nod.


 


We
sat silent for a while, Nate still massaging my legs as I laid my head on the
arm of the sofa, my eyes closed and my breathing relaxed and steady. “You still
awake, Liv?” he asked on a whisper. 


“Mmmm”
I replied languidly. 


“Why
don’t I run you a hot bath and order some takeaway while you relax?” 


I
opened my eyes and gazed at him for a long moment. “I love you, Nathan Carter”
I told him softly. What had I done to deserve this selfless, beautiful man? 


 


He
eyed me sceptically “More than Haribos?” he asked with a fake scrutiny. 


Narrowing
my eyes to contemplate I nodded. “More than wine?” He continued with a twinkle
in his eye, waiting for the answer. 


Pursing
my lips and scrunching my nose in deep thought I slowly nodded and gave him a
lazy grin. He gasped and put his hand over his mouth in mock shock “Wow, that
much, huh?” 


He
grinned and stretched out lethargically on top of me, pinning me to the sofa
under him and palming the side of my face “And I love you very much too, baby.”



His
lips brushed over mine, “You’re” kiss “The” kiss “Other” kiss “Half”
kiss “of” kiss “Me.” 


His
mouth covered mine in a hot, heavy kiss with his tongue sweeping mine “The
Angel of my soul, Liv” he whispered against my lips.


 


I
held his face in my hands and linked our eyes, gazing directly into his soul,
“That’s because you have a beautiful soul for me to protect, Nate and I promise
to never let it go.”


 He
took a breath and came down to kiss me again, his hand now twisting my hair
tightly into his fist as his thumb soothingly stroked across my cheek, as he
continued to devour me with control and affection. 


Dominant
and submissive, both at the same time. 


Pain
and pleasure, together as one. 


Sorrow
and bliss, in synchronised unison.


 


***


 


We
were laid in bed relaxing after a bath, Chinese takeaway and making love. Nate
was working away feverishly on his laptop whist I was reading. He was huffing
and grumbling every few minutes and it was taking my concentration away from my
book. 


“For
God’s sake” he grumbled again and I looked at him frowning, “What the hell’s
the matter with you?” I grumbled. 


“You’re
bloody internet, it’s crap” he moaned.


I
scowled at him “No it’s not, there’s nothing wrong with it… usually” I told him.



“Well
something’s bloody interfering with it” he glowered and I shrugged and closed
my book, “Well I’m going to sleep now, babe. Don’t forget we’ve got an early
start tomorrow, we’ve gotta be at Jay’s at 10.” 


He
leaned over and gave me a tender kiss, “Sleep well, Angel. I’ve just got a few
e-mails to send then I’m done.” I nodded and turned the lamp off. 


 


Just
as I was dropping off I felt Nate shift in bed and start rummaging around.
Opening my eyes and glancing at him I could see him fetching the bedroom chair
and placing it near the wardrobe, he stepped onto it. 


He
was completely naked and my insides flamed, his glorious arse perfectly on
display in the glow from his laptop. “What are you doing, Nate?” I questioned
but he didn’t answer me.


 He
reached on top of the wardrobe, took hold of something and studied it. 


“HOLY
FUCK!” he sucked in a huge breath that made me bolt upright troubled, “What
Nate?” 


 


He
stared at me, his eyes wide. 


“Holy
Fuck” He repeated as I clambered out of bed, now panicking, “What?” 


He
flicked a switch that was located on the side of it and the little red light
that was lit went out. He held out a little black box to show me. “What is it?”
I asked, frowning deeply. 


He
sat on the edge of the bed; his face contorted in rage and thought. “For fucks
sake, Nate, Will you tell me what it is?” I demanded. 


He
slowly raised his gaze to mine, “It’s a camera, Liv” he said on a whisper. 


“WHAT?” 


 


I
sat down next to him, and blew out a breath. “The fucking dirty bastard has
been watching you undress, watching us make love.” 


He
was livid, the white rage in his eyes made them radiate and the firmness of his
jaw and tightness of his lips made him look chilling. 


He
snatched his phone from the bedside table and tapped in a few numbers. “Bill,
Nathan Carter. I need you to call to Miss Adams house and collect something I
need investigating.” He paused, “Yes, it’s a portable camera of some sort. I
need a technical spec on it and see if you can trace where the signal is being
sent to.” 


 


He
was pacing the floor, beautifully naked and lean. His power took my breath away
and I knew in that moment that Nate would protect me with everything he had.
“Okay, Thank you, I’ll see you in 30” he ended the call and slung his phone on
the bed. 


“He
is really fucking me off now” he ground out, then taking a look at my pale face
he dropped to his knees in front of me. “Baby. I need you to not mention the
camera to the police; I need to deal with it myself. Okay?”  


I
frowned at him “But won’t the police be better equipped to investigate it,
Nate?” 


He
shook his head “No Liv, I have a few connections. I need to ask you a serious
question now and I don’t want you to freak out at me, Okay?” 


 


Curious,
I nodded slightly. “Baby, I need to know how far you… how far you want me to
go?” I wrinkled my brow, confused and he tried again. “I have connections, Liv;
I can take this all the way. I can take him down, baby” he added in an
undertone. 


I
nodded slowly, suddenly realising what he was saying. “Is that a, yes I
understand or a, yes do it?” He needed to be sure before he gave the order. 


I
didn’t hesitate, not for one second, I thought of all the years he had tortured
me, all the years he had hurt the kids, every ugly thing he had ever done; all
the fear he had instilled in me, all the rapes, punches, kicks and misery he
gave to me and all the times that had me feeling useless, ashamed and degraded.



I
nodded slowly, “Do it” I whispered.


 


He
sucked in a breath, lifting my chin to lock his gaze with mine while he
analysed my eyes. “Are you absolutely sure Liv, you need to be 100% positive on
this? There’s no going back.” 


I
nodded again, more firmly and positively, “110% Nate.” 


He
nodded and brushed my cheeks lightly with the back of his knuckles. “You get
some rest now. I’ll deal with Bill then be back okay?” he told me as he lifted
my legs and laid them on the bed, kissing me tenderly on the forehead as he
pulled the duvet up.


 


He
slipped on his jeans and t-shirt and turned off the lamp. “I love you, Angel”
he whispered against my head and I grabbed his hand, “Nate…” 


He
ran his thumb over my knuckles. “What, baby?” he asked softly and I sighed
lightly, “Just… just…Thank you.” It was all I could manage but it said it all
and he understood it all as he said “I know, baby. It will soon be over, I
promise you.” 


I
nodded as my eyes closed with exhaustion and weariness as I heard him softly
shut the door and walk down the stairs already talking on his phone “Mason, Nate
Carter, I need…”


 


 


***


 


The
next morning the sun was scorching, the birds were singing their usual morning
tune and Nate was very, very excited. “Liv, come on” he was trying his hardest
to wake me but my body was telling him to bugger off.


 “Liv!”



I
grumbled and rolled over, squeezing my eyes shut tighter, “Will you quit!” I
slurred.


 “Baby,
come on. Are you always like this in a morning?” he asked on a huff.


 “Only
when there’s a too happy man trying to get me out of bed instead of into
bed” I waggled my eyebrows at him and grinned even though my eyes were still
shut tight. 


His
hand slid under the duvet, slowly up my leg, his fingers inching their way up
my bare skin. 


 


I
smiled to myself, my arousal already lighting up and turned on my back so he
could get better access as his fingers slid higher and higher; straight past my
crotch and up to my ribs as he began to torture me, digging in and tickling me.


 “Nate!”
I screamed and shot up. 


He
grinned “Now you’re up.”


 I
snatched my pillow and threw it at him as he shot across to the doorway.
“Coffee is ready, Beautiful” he shouted as I heard him bound down the stairs. 


 


Grumbling
under my breath when I saw it was only 6:10am, I crossed the landing to the
bathroom and after showering and dressing in my favourite short pale blue
summer dress I was joining him in the kitchen with a mighty scowl. 


 


He
cocked his head and grinned, “Ooh dear!” he chuckled as he handed me a mug of
much needed hot coffee and I scowled even harder.


 “I.
Don’t. Like. Mornings” I told him severely. 


“I
may have noticed that, Angel” He said grimly and then grinned again. 


“Will
you stop bloody smiling?”


 


Taking
a sip of my coffee I saw his grin grow wider and he turned to look out of the
window to hide it. I looked at him over my eyelids, taking another sip of my
coffee “I take it you’re excited to meet Jay.” 


Even
with his back to me I could still feel the intensity of his grin. “Yeah” he
said simply, trying to hide his excitement as well as his nervousness. 


I
walked over to him and snuggled into him from behind resting my cheek on his
back, “Jay has waited 19 years for this too, Nate. I’m absolutely sure he’s
just as much excited, nervous, happy and scared as you are, babe. But Nate, he
is so much like you that I know you’re gonna get on brilliantly. Just take the
day as it comes and be yourself, okay?” 


He
turned into me and embraced me. “Thank you” he said quietly and I smiled up to
him, “Come on, let’s get going and you can treat me to breakfast on the way up.”



 


I
went to the pantry and pulled out a box of food, laundry cleaners and a huge
pack of toilet rolls. Nate stared at me, “Liv, what are you doing?” he asked, his
face full of puzzlement.


I
shrugged, “Nate, can’t you remember being at uni? How you’re always bloody
skint. I always restock for him when I visit.” 


His
eyes widened and he looked sheepish and I knew straight away he was feeling guilty.
“Don’t you dare” I said pointing at him and he looked away, “Nate, It’s not the
university experience if you’re not skint.” 


He
smiled and nodded his head a little. “But Liv, I have more money that I know
what to do with and my bloody son is scrounging about for food. I mean, what
the hell?” he shrugged and his face said it all.


 “He
doesn’t want your bloody money, Nate. He wants his Dad.” I was annoyed now,
“Not everything is about money, Nate!” I shouted.


 


 He
looked at me and raised his eyebrows. “Okay, Okay, I’m a tad grumpy this
morning.” I was the one smiling sheepishly now. 


Pulling
me into his arms and kissing my head, he chuckled “Really?” 


I
swat his behind and chuckled with him but then I looked up at him seriously
“But Nate, please don’t offer him some money today, not today. Today is about
you two getting to know one another, not money.” 


He
nodded and smiled “Come on Baby, let’s go meet my son.” He grinned again and
picked up the box “I hope Virgil’s arse is big enough for this lot.”


 


We
arrived at Jay’s half an hour earlier than planned in Nate’s eagerness to get
there, and as we pulled up Jay was kissing goodbye to a tall brunette on the
doorstep. He didn’t pull away from her, just carried on.


Nate
started laughing as we watched them before exiting the car, “I told you he was
just like his Dad” I grinned. 


 


Climbing
from the car, I went to the boot to retrieve the necessities we had brought him
and still, he continued to kiss her. 


I
stood at the side of them “Let me in Jay, these are heavy.” 


He
pushed his ‘girlfriend’ to the wall to let me past but didn’t pull away from
her. “Will you put her down!” I exclaimed and smiled at her when she ended the
kiss. “Ah ha. You have a very pretty smile, now I can see it.” 


 


She
grinned sheepishly as I handed the box to Jay and held her hand out “Lovely to
meet you Mrs Thomas, I’m Jessica, Jay’s… friend.” 


I
raised my brows at her and took her hand, “Pleased to meet you too ‘Jessica,
Jay’s friend’, please call me Liv.” I gestured to Nate “and this is Nate, Jay’s
Dad.” 


He
grinned at her and took her hand, “Hi” was all he said, but he gave her a once
over look and seemed proud that his son could pull a good-looking girl. 


She
smiled at Nate then turned and kissed Jay on the cheek “See you later.” He pulled
her hand and gave her a big kiss on the lips, “See you tonight, baby.”


He
was so much like his Father. I rolled my eyes and looked at Nate and he raised
his eyebrows at me in a ‘What?’ expression but he knew exactly what I was
referring to. 


 


We
walked in the house and into the kitchen, putting the kettle on I turned to Jay
“She seems nice” I smiled. 


He
shrugged “She’s just a friend I get together with now and again.” 


Shaking
my head at him, I opened the fridge “Mmmm. Where’s the milk?” I scowled at him
and he gave me a blank look. “For God’s sake Jay, you knew we were coming!” I
moaned.


 “I’ve
been busy, Mum” he stated with a playful grin. 


“It
looks like it” I scoffed, giving him an ‘unbelievable’ look and he grinned
again. 


 


He
turned to Nate. “Hey,” he greeted him with a soft smile and a deep breath, “finally”
and walked to take Nate’s hand. Nate stood silent regarding Jay and then put
his hand out to shake but changed his mind and pulled him into an embrace. 


It
was a moment I had been waiting to see for 19 very long years. I turned back to
the kettle, tears glistening on my eyelashes and continued to make the black
coffees. 


 


We
spent the next few hours chatting and catching up. Nate had taken a sneaky look
around Jay’s shared house, excusing himself to use the bathroom but I knew
exactly what he thought of his son living in a tired, run down terraced house. 


It
was heart-warming to see how easily and comfortably they had got on, both with
the same sense of humour, interest in all things business and technology and of
course, females. 


I
started to clean the kitchen and put the things we had brought in the cupboards
when it came to the subject of what Jay looks for in a woman, secretly pleased
he now had his Dad to talk to about them. 


 


Nate
and I were preparing to leave and I hugged Jay and slipped him £50, which Nate
caught and gave me a glare. “I’m allowed” I whispered and winked as Jay pulled
his Dad into a man hug. 


Pulling
away Jay walked over to the kitchen side and retrieved an envelope and handed
it to Nate, “Read it in private” he smiled gently, a slight mist in his eyes. 


Nate
nodded and embraced him again as we said our goodbye’s on the doorstep. 


 


Approaching
the car Jay grabbed my hand and pulled me back, leaning into my ear to place a
kiss on my cheek. “Thank you, Mum” he whispered hoarsely and I saw the unshed
tears in his eyes. 


I
nodded and cupped his cheek. “No, thank you Jay” I whispered as a tear fell
from my eye, he wiped it away with his thumb and winked. “See you soon. Love
you, Mum” he said and then turned to Nate, “You too, Dad.” The simplicity and
easiness it was said with took my breath away. 


Nate
inhaled deeply and gave him a gentle nod and smile from his place beside Virgil,
“And you, Jay.”


 As
we pulled away down the street Nate grabbed my hand and we drove home, Nate
still gripping my hand tightly all the way.
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We
pulled up outside my house behind a bright red mini convertible and I looked
around a bit curious. With everything that had been happening I was dubious
about strange cars. 


Nate
climbed out with a grin on his face and came round to open my door, as he
usually did.  


As
I passed the car I gave it a quick glance and noticed some writing over the
rear wheel arch and I stopped dead in my tracks. The silver embossed lettering
was in a beautiful scroll style, ‘Betty II’.


 


 I
spun round on the spot to stare at Nate. He was grinning widely and he gave me
a wink “Is this what I think it is?” I frowned at him and I saw his grin slip a
little when he took in my expression. 


“Uhh,
I’m not sure now looking at your face” he grimaced.


 “Nate?”



He
shrugged and pinched my chin, “You need a new car and I wanted to buy you one,
simple.”


 My
mouth dropped open and my eyes were huge “Simple? Nate nothing’s ever simple with
you. You didn’t need to buy me a car; the insurance would have covered it.” 


 


He
walked up the path towards the front door and unlocked it, picking up an
envelope off the doormat and opening it he tipped the keys out and gave them to
me, “Baby, you would have been lucky to get fifty quid for it.” 


I
shook my head at him “But however much I would have got, it’s not your
responsibility to buy me a car, especially a brand new one!” 


 


I
couldn’t understand him sometimes, I thought he’d understood that I was an
independent person and I wanted to stay that way, whether we were in a
relationship or not. It just felt wrong taking gifts from him constantly,
especially one that cost more than £30,000. 


“Please
just accept it, Liv. I want to buy it you; I want to buy you the world and
everything beyond. It makes me happy.” 


Sighing,
I held out my hand and grinning, he placed the keys in my hand. 


 


My
stomach flipped a little with excitement when I took a look at her; she really
was quite beautiful, painted in a bright red with two black bonnet stripes and
black trim, the interior was even more impressive and It had every available
accessory. “Wow Nate, I don’t know what to say, she’s beautiful. Thank you.” 


He
grinned and stroked my cheek with the back of fingers “You are very welcome, baby.
Let’s grab a quick coffee and then we’ll take her out.” 


I
beamed excitedly. “Oh, one more thing” he said taking the keys from me and
walked to the rear and opened the boot, crooking his finger and I walked over
to follow him. 


 


In
the boot was a Christian Louboutin shoe box. My mouth fell open and I turned to
stare at him “Oh my God, Nate!” 


He
gave me a lazy grin and took the lid off and inside was an exact replica of my
poor incinerated red and black ones. “You were lucky because this design is
still in their production line otherwise it would have been an entirely
different pair.” 


I
squealed and jumped on him, wrapping my legs round his waist and giving him the
best ‘Thank you’ kiss I could. 


His
mouth came round to my ear, “I want you to wear these for me when I fuck the living
daylights out of you” he growled and my mouth found his again, kissing him in a
passion. “You are on” I winked. He walked into the house with me still wrapped
around his waist.


 


 


***


 


An
hour later I was zipping through some countryside in my new Betty. She was a
dream to drive and I think Betty would have approved of her replacement. “Nate,
she’s wonderful” I beamed, shifting gear and increasing her speed a little. 


 


We
were on a secluded lane somewhere in the middle of nowhere, “Turn left here” he
barked at me, frowning I rotated the steering wheel sharply to the left. I had
no idea where we were but Nate seemed to, “Next right” he ordered again. 


We
seemed to be going further into nowhere. “Nate, are you sure? We’re in the
middle of nowhere and I’m a bit worried about getting lost, babe. My sat nav
blew up in Betty” I grimaced and gave him a quick glance.


 “Trust
me” he grinned and I narrowed my eyes on him, “Where are we going?” 


It
was getting dark and I was getting a bit nervous. “Left” he instructed and
directed us into a lane bordered by trees and I was growing even more anxious.


 “Right
here” he directed and it turned into a gravelled area with a boundary of trees
and undergrowth. 


 


Unclipping
my seatbelt I raised my brows at him and cocked my head. “What worries me the
most is how you knew this was here” I said with hesitation. 


He
frowned at me “Problem, baby?” I shrugged and looked out of the window. “Liv?”
he asked gently and stroked my cheek. 


Turning
to him I gave him a questioning look, “Nate, I take it you have brought me here
for a bit of fun?” 


He
grinned at these words to confirm that was the exact reason we were here. “The
thing is… if you already knew it was here then you’ve been here before” I
shrugged again and wouldn’t look at him, not wanting him to see the insecurity
I was feeling.


 “Baby,
I’m not sure I understand what you’re getting at.” 


I
bit my bottom lip and turned to him, “What I’m trying to say is… is… well I’m
not… I don’t want to have sex with you here, Nate.”


 He
frowned at me again and took my hand “Liv, what’s the problem with a bit of
outdoor fun?”


 I
shook my head, “It’s not the outdoor fun Nate, it’s the fact that you’ve
already had sex with somebody here, in this exact spot and I don’t like the
image it’s putting in my head.”


 


 I
was embarrassed to be feeling like this and blushed furiously. I didn’t want
him to think I was clingy and jealous.


 “I’m
sorry, Liv. I didn’t think of it like that. We were just driving and I spotted
something familiar and I knew where we were. I just thought it might have been
fun but I’m sorry, baby.” He squeezed my hand and gave me a shamefaced look
“Yes, I’ll admit I’ve had sex here but the thing is I don’t have sex with you
Liv, we make love and our love making is really, really mind-blowing. It’s like
nothing I have ever felt before, only 20 years ago that is, but you make me fucking
hard all the time Baby, and when I come it’s so fucking powerful, it’s
incredible.” 


 


I
was breathing heavy now because I knew exactly what he was saying because it
was exactly how I felt. 


I
climbed out of the car and walked round to his door, opened it and taking hold
of his hand; I pulled him out and pushed him up against the car. 


He
sucked in a breath and his eyes fired as I cupped his groin, making him hard in
a second. I leaned up and covered his mouth with mine, kissing him with a fury,
sucking his tongue, showing him my intense arousal and roughly kneading his now
solid erection through his jeans. 


 


Grinning
I took his hand and led him over to a grassy area littered with trees and
backed him up against one as I carried on kissing him. When his back hit the
tree I dropped to my knees in front of him, unzipped him and freed his hard
length, gasping as I took in its remarkable rigidity; he was absolutely
rock-hard. 


I
kissed the tip and he hissed as I lapped the beads of semen already collected
there. 


Leaning
against the tree he watched every single stroke as I licked from his sac right
up to the tip and flicked at his bar with my tongue. 


 


He
groaned low and grabbed my hair as I sheathed him with my whole mouth and
sucked him hard. “Jesus baby” he growled and wrapped his wrist around my
hair as I took him down to the root. “Fuck Liv, Stop!”  But I continued to
drive him fast and furiously until I felt him swell and he pulled my head
further onto him, nearly deep throating me, as he jerked and pumped his hot
salty semen straight to the back of my throat and yelled my name. 


I
slowed down, draining every last drop as he jolted his final release. “Fuck
Baby” he panted as I smacked my lips together, winked at him and walked back to
the car, swinging my hips as I shouted “Thanks for the car.”


 I
laughed as he shouted back “What if I buy you a boat?”


 


 


***


 


I
pulled up on the driveway and Nate shot out of the car, lifted me into his arms
and carried me through the front door, sucking on my neck noisily as he went
straight up the stairs, kicked open my bedroom door and flung me on the bed. 


I
bounced twice and he fell on top of me. “Ouch” I exclaimed as something stuck
in my back and I reached behind me to grab whatever it was. 


I
gasped as it pricked my finger and pushed Nate off me as I jumped off the bed.
“What the Fuck?!” he raged. 


Sat
on the middle of my bed was a single black rose, thorns included. 


 


My
chest heaved as I struggled to breathe but not with fear, this time it was rage
that controlled me, pure white blinding rage. “The Bastard has done it again,”
I fumed “How the hell does he keep getting in?” 


Nate
was pacing the floor, fighting his own rage. “Liv” he turned to me his face
white, “Liv, will you now please come and stay at mine. He’s never gonna stop,
baby and I don’t want you here when he keeps doing this.” 


 


I
was chewing on my lip, staring at the rose of death. It was a million miles
from the beautiful roses Nate had sent me and the fact that James had tarred Nate’s
beautiful sentiment with his own sick and twisted games hurt me to the core. From
this moment on, every time I saw a rose I would think of this vile and hateful
moment in time. 


I
turned to Nate, slid my thumb across his bottom lip and kissed him tenderly on
the cheek “Yes, I will. I need to enjoy our time together not be constantly
looking over my shoulder to see if he’s there. I’ll pack a bag now, okay?” 


He
nodded and exhaled but his face and lips were still pulled taut, his fists were
clenched hard and his eyes were cold, the coldest blue I’d ever seen them. He
looked utterly powerful but in the end would he be powerful enough?


 


 


***


 


 


Nate
was in his home office as I was getting ready for work Wednesday morning,
putting the finishing touches to my make-up I went to tell him I was leaving
for work. 


I
knocked gently but he didn’t answer so I knocked again and was still greeted
with silence, frowning I opened the office door slowly not wanting to disturb
him if he was on the phone. 


He
was sat in the large leather chair with his back to me staring out of the
window. “Nate?” I said softly but he didn’t hear me, “Nate?” I tried, a little
louder and he spun his chair round to look at me.


 “Sorry,
baby, I was miles away” he had an intense expression and his eyes were
bloodshot. “You Okay?” I asked ominously as I saw a letter in his hand. 


 


His
eyes found mine and he nodded. “Jay’s letter” he stated and bit his lip. 


I
walked over to him and cupped his face as I leaned down and gave him a tender
kiss “I’m sorry for disturbing you. I’m just on my way to work and came in to
say goodbye.” I smiled softly, knowing whatever Jay’s letter had said had reached
inside Nate and pulled at him.


He
handed me the letter, “Read it, Liv.” 


I
shook my head “No Nate, it’s yours and Jay’s letter not mine, Jay never showed
me the letters he wrote you, they were his private thing to you.”


 He
shook his head at me, “I think you ought to read this one, Liv” he argued
quietly, locking eyes with me. Hesitantly I took the letter from his hand and
sat down.


 


Dear
Dad,


Well,
here it is… the final letter. I have waited 19 long years to write this one and
my hands are shaking but there is a huge smile on my face, lightness in my
chest and a feeling of contentment so considerable that it all seems surreal. 


This
will be the last letter to you, as now we can start building our own memories,
life and relationship together, as a family. Please don’t blame Mum for what
she did all those years ago; I don’t resent her for it, in fact I’m damn proud
of what she did, she is the most selfless person I will ever know. She always
made sure you were a constant in my life even though you weren’t there in
person; always telling me about you, how much you loved me and how much you
loved her. She made sure I knew exactly who my Father was and what he was. 


What
she did, she did for you Dad, and all the love she had for you was the reason
she chose not to tell you; she chose to put your ambitions, happiness and
dreams before her own and to see the person you are now I can see why she did
that. 


 


I
have taken your roll in her life as importantly as she took yours in mine. I
have supported, cared for and loved her as I know you would have done. 


I
have embraced her, encouraged her and pulled her through her darkest days,
while I stepped into your role; the heart crushing days of lifting her up and
pushing her onwards after James, holding her hand through courts and hospital
operations to keep her from going insane. 


My
only regret is the one time in her life when she desperately needed you; I
wasn’t there for her, as I lay unconscious in a hospital bed by my own
stupidity of joy-riding. The one and only time I couldn’t stand listening to
her cry for you. 


She
never knew I could hear her, and it was heart breaking listening to her sob and
tell you she needed you Dad, the one time she ever regretted not telling you
about me. The memory of her telling you that she was sorry, so sorry for you
never knowing me will haunt me forever.


 


 I
have tried my best to take care of her for you but now I step back and hand the
reins to you, and I trust you with all my soul to do all that I did and more. 


But
I mostly want to thank you for the love and devotion you gave her before James.
It was those memories and recollections of her life and love with you that
dragged her through the most terrifying days of her life, when she couldn’t see
an end in sight; those were the days I would catch her smiling to herself as
she remembered you, and that life can be good and people could love her more
than life itself. You helped her through even though you weren’t with her
physically… Thank You!


My
final words are that I always loved you Dad, you were always in my heart and
thoughts and now I continue to love you as a figure in mine and Mums life, the
way it should be.


Yours
Always,


Jay


 


Folding
the letter carefully I handed it to Nate, my vision blurred and my throat
constricted. I stood and walked round to him, curled onto his lap and cried
with him. 


We
wept for lost days, anger at what could have been and most importantly what
life had thrown at us both.


 “Thank
you, Liv” Nate whispered as he stroked the tears away from my face. I tilted my
head and regarded him “For what, Nate?” 


He
smiled gently and touched one of my tears to his lips “For Jay, for what he is,
for how you brought him up with my memory, and for you. You are the one thing
in my life that makes me a better person. Yours and Jay’s love are the most
precious things I have ever owned and I will not chance that but Jay’s right,
it’s my turn to look after you now, Liv. It’s my turn to be what you need me to
be. My turn to show you how good life can be and my turn to love you with
everything I possess. You have done that for me for over 20 years Liv, now it’s
time I returned that.”


 


 I
stroked his cheek and gave him a soft smile, “I know you love me Nate, I know
you always loved me just like I did you. Jay was right when he said you helped
me through the darkness because it was our memories that I would focus on. The
happy times, the love-making, even our bloody arguments helped me through
because they were my happiest days, and I knew that deep down I would see you
again, and I kept myself alive just for that one day when I would see your
beautiful face again, Nate.” I rested my head on his shoulder as he rested his
chin on my head and we sat there for a long time, both lost in our own
thoughts.


 


“I
better go” I murmured, still tucked under his chin. Nate patted my backside as
I climbed off his lap and picked up my bag. 


“There’s
someone you need to meet first” he said rather sheepishly and I frowned at him
as he led me from the office and out of the front door.  


 


In
front of the doors was a huge dark-skinned man in a crisp suit stood beside a
Jag XJ the same as Nate’s, he nodded to me as we approached. “Miss Adams” he
smiled, at least I think it was a smile.


 “Liv,
this is Neo. He’ll be driving you and taking care of you” Nate told me without
looking at me.


 “Nate,
I can’t have a guard today, I’ve got things to do.” 


He
looked at me sharply, “What things?” 


I
shrugged “Just some things I need to sort out.” 


Narrowing
his eyes at me, he bit his lip irritated, “Liv, you can’t be keeping secrets
from me when that bastards out there. I need to know you’re safe, baby.” 


I
sighed “I know Nate but… but…” 


He
glared at me. “But nothing Liv, Neo will take you wherever you need to go. He’s
under strict orders NOT to leave your side so don’t give him any grief!”
he informed me. 


I
sighed and nodded as he leant down to kiss me. “Please baby, I have to work
from home this morning and then I’ve got meetings all afternoon. I need to know
you are okay” he pleaded and I relented, my heart aching for him. 


“Okay
Nate, I promise.”


 He
smiled and covered my mouth with his, kissing me passionately. “I’ll see you
later” I said as I climbed in the back of the Jag. 


 


We
pulled out of the gates and as Neo veered towards NSC I tapped on the privacy
window. Setting it down, he looked at me questioningly. “I need to be somewhere
else this morning.” 


He
nodded as I told him the address, “But please don’t say anything to Mr Carter,
I don’t want him to know about this.” 


He
smiled softly and it made a complete difference to his hard face, softening it
at once, “Mr Carter might be my client, but you are my detail, Miss Adams and
it is your needs that I am here for.” He winked and  I grinned back “Then I
think we are gonna get on just fine, Neo.” He nodded happily and proceeded to
turn the car around.
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Friday
morning saw me up before Nate, he had now idea I had remembered and had
mentioned nothing about his birthday.  


I
made him a breakfast tray of croissants, toast and coffee and quietly placed it
on the floor as I slipped out of my robe. I slipped in to my red stilettos as I
fixed a new tie I had bought him around my neck and sat in the chair waiting
for him to wake. 


 


He
began to stir and I draped one leg over the arm of the chair, giving him a full
glorious view of my… shoes. He opened his eyes, shut them again and then
swiftly opened then wide.


 “Good
Morning” he said with a huge grin. 


“Good
morning” I purred running my fingers down the edge of the tie. “I bought you
this for your birthday. Do you like it?” I asked, a lazy smile lifting my lips.


 “I
like it very much” he grinned as I stood and walked over to the tray and
bent down very slowly to pick it up. “Oh, wow.”  He breathed and
I turned back to him. 


“Breakfast?”
I asked seductively. 


His
gaze stoned me and flipped my insides. “Maybe not yet then” I murmured as I
climbed on the bed and straddled him.


 
“Happy Birthday, Nate” I leaned over and slid my tongue across his lips and his
hands came up to cup my bottom as my tongue slipped into his mouth and stroked
his tongue. 


 


He
moaned deeply as I grinded against his stiff hard on, his fingers digging
deeper into the cheeks of my arse and I gasped as his bar slipped across my
engorged clit, lighting an intense throb inside me.


 
My lips left his as I licked down his neck and sucked at the bottom of his
throat, my fingers finding his erection and softly stroking the head. My mouth
carried on with its adventure, kissing and licking across his clavicle and down
to his nipples, flicking and brushing them as his hips jerked and my hand got
tighter as my thumb stroked his slit.


 “Fuck
me, Liv” he groaned and my eyes lifted to his as I gave him a sly smile.


“Not
here. I want you to fuck me hard… Against the wall, Nate.” 


 


He
inhaled noisily as I gave him a sexy smile, climbed off him and walked over to
the wall. I gave him a lewd look over my shoulder as I palmed the wall,
spreading my hands and legs, my arse wiggling at him. 


He
climbed out of bed leisurely and strolled over to me irritatingly slow, his stiff
cock jutting towards the skies and a lustful look in his eye. He pressed up
against me, pushing me further into the wall and his hands came around the
front of me and held my breasts.


 “You
want it hard, baby?” he asked hoarsely in my ear. 


“Yes,
Nate” I purred, highly aroused and throbbing forcefully. 


He
pressed his erection into my back as his lips found my neck and he kneaded my
breasts “How hard, Angel?” 


I
gulped a moan out as his cock slipped between my legs. “Very hard, Nate.”


 


  He
growled and one hand clamped my wrists as he pinned them above my head and the
other came down to stroke my clit. 


He
nudged my legs further apart with his knee and he inched into me slowly as I
let out a deep groan, my palms starting to sweat as the pressure in me built.


 “Harder
Nate, I need it hard” I groaned again as his hand left my clit and he wrapped
my hair around his wrist as he pulled my head back slightly. “You want fucking
raw, baby?” he grunted. 


“Yes!
Nate, fuck me now” I begged, my arousal now at striking point. 


He
drew back and slammed into me hard, his wide girth and length filling me
completely, stretching my walls to within their limits as he drove me high and
wild. “Like that, Liv?” he shouted as he hammered into me again, my wrists
still pinioned above me and my chest squashed into the wall. 


“God
yes, like that! Fuck, that’s good.” 


 


He
continued his onslaught driving me into my orgasm quickly and harshly as he
ground his hips, screwing into me with a force. “God you’re hot, Liv” he grated,
“I could watch you like this all day.” He grunted and burst inside me, his
hands leaving my wrists as he enveloped me and held on so we wouldn’t both
collapse, trying to calm his breathing. 


I
rested my head against the wall, panting hard and my legs quivering in my
stilettos. 


 


He
slipped out of me, picked me up and laid me on the bed and slipped off my
shoes, dropping them to the floor. “I love those shoes” he groaned, “and my
birthday tie, although I think it suits you more” he grinned. 


I
rolled into him, resting my head on his chest, my fingers stroking his scroll
tattoo as his fingers stroked down my back. 


“Happy
Birthday, babe” I murmured against him. 


“Well
I hope the day continues as well as it started” he chuckled. 


 


After
a few lazy moments I left the bed and opening his wardrobe, pulled out a large
present and handed it to him. 


He
sat up and grinned as he tore the paper off it, his breath catching as he took
in the watercolour of me and him. It had been our graduation ball and we were
dancing and laughing on the terrace of the country manor where it was held; him
in a tux and me in a pale pink ball gown as the sun set behind us and Beth had
snapped the photo of us. It had been my favourite photo and I had had to hide
it from James for years as he had torn up my other ones of Nate. I had taken
the old photo to an artist and had it replicated into a large watercolour,
framed it and wrote on the back;


 


Nate


I
will always protect your soul because you own my heart


Yours
always


Your
Angel xxx


 


His
fingers moved over the painting, his mind had shot back 20 years and I could
see the different emotions crossing his face as the memory of that night came
back. “I remember looking at you that night as you came out of your door, my
breathing had stopped and there was this fire in me, one that burned in my
chest.” He cocked his head, still viewing the memories, “You were so beautiful,
you actually took my breath and my legs shook.”


 I
stroked his cheek, a gentle smile on my face as I too remember feeling the same
emotions as I first saw him in a tux, the sharpness of his eyes against his
long soft eyelashes, the slim bowtie against his hard thick neck, the suit
laying tightly against his powerful muscles and the look on his face when he
saw me.


 I
will remember that look forever, because it was the one I always saw in the
dreadful times after James had had a rampage, the memory that got me through
the night into the next morning. 


 


He
turned it and read the inscription, his eyes following each word and smiled a
beam that made my heart flip in happiness. “Thank you, baby” he said softly,
leaning into me and kissing me softly.


 “Wow,
it’s been twenty years since I shared my birthday with you and the present is
beyond perfect, thank you.” 


I
kissed him and leant into his ear “One more, babe.” 


I
smiled at his frown and reached under the bed to retrieve the envelope. 


 


I
held it in my fingers for a while as he looked at it curiously, then when his
eyes found mine I took a breath and passed it him. 


Slipping
it open, he took out the letter and unfolded it.


 


 I
watched his eyes flit over each word and I knew he understood as he slowly
raised his gaze to me and his lips parted. “Does this mean what I think it
means?” he asked hesitantly, his face a pure Kodak moment.


 I
nodded as a slow grin grew on my lips. “It’s an appointment to have my clips
removed, Nate” I said slowly so he could interpret every single word I said, “I
want to have another baby with you, but I want you with me every step of the
way.” 


His
lip quivered and he took a deep breath, “Oh my god Liv,” He took my hand and
pulled me over to him, his thumb skimming over my knuckles as his eyes bore
into mine “you really mean it?” 


I
grinned and nodded “More than anything.” 


He
enveloped me in his arms and breathed heavily in my ear, words lost to him and
I knew how much this moment meant to him.


 “I
love you, Nate” I whispered to him as he hugged me even harder “I love you,
Angel. You’re the other half of me, the Angel of my soul.”


 


We
spent the next hour cuddled up in bed eating breakfast before we got ready for
work. Nate was travelling with me and Neo this morning to work and as we exited
the house he took my hand, “I have meetings all afternoon so I’ll see you at
home about 6, is that okay?” 


I
nodded and smiled “That’s fine. I have to nip home on the way back from work to
pick something up but I’ll see you back here.” 


He
gripped me tight “Make sure Neo’s with you okay?” 


I
sighed “Nate I’m only nipping in for something, it will be fine.” Narrowing his
eyes on me I nodded, “Okay, I will make sure Neo is with me, I promise.”


 


He
visibly relaxed and pulled me to the car. “Mr Carter, Miss Adams” Neo nodded in
greeting “Neo please, its Olivia” I corrected and he dipped his head.


“Olivia”
he smiled and winked. 


Nate
tightened his grip on my hand and coughed slightly. I rolled my eyes and winked
back “Good morning Neo, straight to work this morning please” I told him with a
cheeky grin and he grinned back and then turned to Nate “Happy birthday, Mr
Carter.”


 Nate
shifted his eyes between me and Neo and then submitted with a smile “Thank you,
Neo. Could I ask you to take extra care when you take Liv back home later? You
know all the details.” Neo nodded formally and shut the door behind us. 


 


“Nate
stop being such a prune and lighten up, it’s your birthday” I scolded and he
looked at me with wide eyes. 


“A
prune? A prune?” he gasped and stared at me but his lips twitched and then
he started laughing “A bloody prune?” 


His
laugh was contagious and soon we were both laughing hard in the back of the
Jag. 


 


We
were still chuckling as we exited the car and walked up the steps to NSC. “Good
morning, Sugar” Bert smiled at me. 


“It’s
a beautiful morning, Beef” I grinned back as he opened the doors for me and
Nate.


 


We
approached the main desk together for Nate to retrieve any messages and mail as
Samantha flirted openly with him while I was stood beside him. 


I
took a deep breath and Nate squeezed me again as I huffed when she purred “Oh
Mr Carter, happy birthday. I reallyyyy hope it’s a special one” and handed him
a card and a gift. 


“Wow
thank you, Samantha, that’s very nice of you. Look Liv, another gift” he said,
his lips twitching in secret amusement. 


“Oh
lovely, Darling” I hissed back through clenched teeth. 


Samantha
placed her hand on his arm. “What else did you get for your birthday?” she
smiled, licking her lips.


Nate
chuckled slyly and looked at me, “Well, Samantha. I don’t think I’d better
divulge what Liv gave me this morning, but I can say it brightened my day
immensely” he winked at her stunned face and walked off, pulling my blushing
face behind him and into the elevator. 


 


It
was empty as we stepped in and as the doors closed Nate pushed me against the
wall and leant into my ear “I really want to bang you up against this wall Liv,
but I’m afraid you need to walk for the rest of the day.” 


I
sucked in a breath. “Nate, that’s really not fair. I’m gonna be picturing that
all day now” I sighed.


He
nibbled my earlobe gently, his teeth tickling along the soft skin as his tongue
followed in their tracks. “And I hope you will be nice and wet for me when I
get home.” 


I
groaned as his thumb brushed over my nipple through my thin silk shirt, “Will
you stop!” I chuckled “Now you’re just been mean and I might have to come and
release this damn throb in your office again.” 


He
growled in my ear and caressed my arse “And I will make sure you don’t escape
without a good fuck this time.”


 I
regarded him with my brow high “I think you called me back in for a good fuck.”



I
chuckled as he sighed heavily at the memory, “God yes and a good fuck it
definitely was. In fact I should be free about 10.30ish if you still have that ‘damn
throb’.” He gave me a sly grin and I returned it as I stepped out of the lift
door onto my floor. 


“See
you at home” I winked as he pouted heavily.


 


The
day dragged so slowly, my gaze checking the clock every thirty minutes or so.
“What is wrong with you today, sweetie?” Grace questioned with a frown. 


“It’s
Nate’s birthday and I’m surprising him with a dinner at the elusive ‘La Roche’
tonight but I have to pick Jay up from my house on the way so I’m just waiting
for him to text to tell he’s got to mine okay,” I frowned “he should have been
there by now.”


 She
shrugged. “It’s Friday sweetie, the traffic will be horrendous. Does Nate know
Jay is going to be there?” 


I
grinned. “No, Ollie, Nate’s best friend is picking him up and taking him
straight after work to meet us there. It’s a shame Erin and Matt aren’t with us
but at least Jay and Ollie will be there.” 


Grace
smiled and handed me a coffee “Well that will be lovely, I have a card for him,
remind me to give it you before you go.” I nodded and sipped the hot coffee as
Grace went back to her office. 


 


Setting
my attention back to the document I was currently working on, my phone rang in
my bag and I reached down and picked it up and checking the display, saw it was
Jay. “Hey, Sweetheart” I said as I clicked into a new spread sheet. 


“Well
hello, Darling” James’s voice droned down the phone. 


My
breath sped up and I gripped the end of the desk. “James” I growled. 


“Well
at least you are talking to me now, Olivia. Its sooo lovely to hear your voice
again” he breathed down the phone, “Your voice always turned me on Olivia, do
you know that?” he sneered.


 


I
took a deep breath, mentally preparing myself not to shrink away from him.
“What do you want, James?” I asked nonchalantly and he let out a deep rumble. 


“I
think it’s more what you want, Liv” he droned and my hairs stood on end.
Something was wrong and my gut knew it before I did. 


“James?”
I questioned again.


 “Well
Olivia, Jay and I have just been catching up and he’s been telling me all about
your reunion with his father.”


 My
lungs emptied in one fell swoop and my legs trembled violently under the table,
spilling my coffee from its mug all over the paperwork I had completed this
morning. “James, please” I begged.


 “That’s
better Olivia, now I have your respect and conformation I want you to listen
very carefully. Jay is waiting for you to pick him up and I want you to do just
that, but you come alone.”


 I
swallowed heavily “Please James, don’t hurt him. I will do anything but… Please
James.” 


 


I
was weeping now, trying to control my voice as he laughed down the phone. “Oh,
I know you will do anything Olivia, you were always good for that if
nothing else. Now I’m telling you again, come and get Jay… alone.” 


The
phone went dead.


 FUCK!
FUCK! FUCK! 


 


How
the hell was I supposed to slip past Neo? And then my gaze swung to Grace.
Wiping my eyes and jumping from my chair, I rushed over to her office and flung
open the door.


 “Grace”
I blurted, “Can I please borrow your car? Neo’s gone on his lunch and Jay’s had
an accident. I need to get to him now.” 


I
was crying hysterically and Grace rushed round her desk to me, fiddling in her
bag for her car keys. “Oh god, Sweetie of course. You want me to ring Mr Carter?”



“NO!”
I shouted way too quickly and she queried as she passed me her keys.


“Sweetie,
I really think you ought to let him know.” 


I
shook my head “It’s his birthday Grace, let me get to Jay first and then I’ll
let Nate know, Okay?” 


I
was nodding my head furiously as she frowned. “Okay Olivia, but please be
careful driving like that. I still think I ought to let Mr Carter know and he
can drive you.” 


I
shook my head so hard my brain rattled. “For fucks sake Grace I said No” and I
shot to the elevator, leaving my bag and phone still sat on my desk and I heard
Grace shout me as the lift doors closed behind me, “OLIVIA!” 


 


I
ran through the foyer and into the car park in search of Grace’s car and I
heard Bert shouting to me as I slipped in to Grace’s shiny sports car and spun
it out of the car park, leaving a gravel dust cloud in my wake. I had to get to
Jay because I knew without a doubt if I didn’t hurry that James would kill him
and he would wear a grin while doing it.
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As
I approached my street a phone started ringing in the car and I looked around
curious. There was a mounted car phone in the centre console. “Fuck” I growled,
who the hell had a car phone nowadays. 


I
knew it was Nate straight away and if I didn’t answer, things would get much
worse so I pressed a button that had lit up on the dashboard.


 


 “LIV?”
he screamed through the phone. 


“Nate
its fine, let me handle it” I said through my gritted teeth, my jaw was so
tight I was surprised I could speak.


 He
was silent for a moment, “Handle what, Liv?” he said so quietly I knew I had
slipped up and he was aware something was going down. 


“Uhh,
Jay’s in a bit of trouble but I’ll sort it, Nate.”


 


 I
ended the call as I screeched to a halt outside my house. The phone rang again
as I jumped from the car and raced up the path, opening the door so hard it
flung back against the wall and swung back into me. 


 


“Jay?”
I shouted and it was eerily quiet, “James, I swear to god if you have hurt him.”
I flung the kitchen door open and stopped dead. 


Jay
was tied to a chair; his head flopped down and blood seeping through his
beautiful blond curls. I let out a sob and he lifted his head “Mum?” 


I
slid over to him and landed on my knees in front of him. “Jay, Oh my God, Jay.
I’m so sorry, Sweetheart” I sobbed and his hazy eyes cleared and widened when
he saw me.


 “Mum!
Get the fuck out of here” he hissed quietly.


 “It’s
Okay Jay, everything will be okay” I told him as I reached round to undo his
ropes, but they were tied so tight they had dug into his skin, bloody welts now
adorning his wrists and I couldn’t get a grip on the knot.  


“Well
hello Olivia, it’s good to see you at last” James jeered from behind me and I
spun round, my back pressed against Jay in a protective stance. 


 


James
was stood leaning against the door frame, an evil look on his face and a knife
in his hand. He looked exactly the same as he had done when he got sent down
eleven years ago. The same dark blonde hair, green eyes, and even the same
sneer on his lips. 


 


He
cocked his head to one side as his eyes roved over my body; he gave a leer and
crooked his finger to me. “Get up, Olivia” he said harshly and I stood
immediately, the old submissive behaviour that was always there with him bound
to the forefront. 


It
was my defence instinct that kicked in, do what he says to keep him calm. 


 


I
walked over to him, painfully slow, my legs refusing to move any faster, and
stood before him. 


 He
gave me a disgusted look, curling his lip at me in revulsion and then licked
across my cheek and rested his mouth against my ear. “I hear you are back with
Nathan, Olivia” he whispered into my ear, “in fact I have seen you are back
with Nathan. You have given me lots of nice video footage to entertain myself”
he informed me with a smirk and then he pulled back and slammed his fist into
my cheek and sent me sprawling across the floor.


 “You
fucking slag” he screamed, “You are mine Olivia, do you hear me?” he spat as he
leant over and raged at me “You fucking whore, you will open your legs for
anyone won’t you?” 


 


Jay
was struggling in his chair as James grabbed my hair and pulled me from the
floor and pushed me up against the wall. I was aware of a phone ringing
somewhere in the house. 


James
tipped his head to me and narrowed his eyes “I really hope you haven’t told
anyone where you are, Olivia?” he hissed and I shook my head. 


He
slid the knife slowly down my cheek, a lecherous curl on his lips, “You were
always beautiful, Olivia.” 


The
knife slid down my neck, a trickle of blood following it as it came to my
shirt. His eyes never left the knife, tracking its progress with his eyes as
Jay still struggled and my legs shook so hard my teeth chattered. 


He
slipped the knife under each button, popping my shirt open as it went. “Please,
James” I sobbed as I heard the phone ring again.


 


 “Stop
fucking crying Olivia, you were always a bloody crier.” He regarded me again “I
wonder if Jay will cry when he watches his mother get fucked like she should be
fucked.” I whimpered as the knife pressed against the swell of my breast.


 “Get
your fucking hands off her” Jay roared and James laughed bitterly. “And how are
you going to stop me, Jay?” he sneered as he turned and stepped towards Jay. 


I
grabbed his arm and pulled him back to me “James, leave him please, I’m here.” 


 


He
scoffed. “Always the same Olivia, sacrificing yourself for your precious Jay.”
He slid the knife under the front of my bra and sliced it upwards, cutting it
in half and nicking my skin as he struck, exposing my breasts. 


He
circled my nipples with the knife as I sobbed and my chest heaved, my brain had
started to shut down and I fought against it, needing to be conscious to help
Jay. 


He
gazed at my chest “You always had great tits Olivia, and I think they look even
better now they display my branding, such a pretty pattern against your pale
skin.” 


 


He
grasped my chin, squeezing hard “Take off your shirt, Olivia.”


 I
gulped. “Mum, don’t” Jay pleaded, “James leave her. Take it out on me but leave
my Mum, please” his anxious eyes showing their terror for me but not himself. 


James
slowly turned to Jay, a sickening smile at his mouth “Are you asking me to
screw you instead of your mother, Jay?”


I
whimpered as I struggled against his hold. “James” I tried, cupping his cheek
to get his attention back to me. He punched me again “Shut the fuck up, Olivia.”


 


I
felt the tight skin on my lip split and the trickle of blood drip down my chin.
“Oh for fucks sake,” he huffed “now you look a fucking mess you stupid bitch.” 


I
was watching Jay struggle against the ropes and James turned his attention back
to him “I’ve always wondered what it would be like to fuck you Jay, just to see
the look on your mothers face as I do it.” 


The
nausea rose at the same time as my knee, and I propelled it straight into his
groin and as he doubled up I ran to the stairs.


 “YOU
FUCKING CUNT!” he roared as he skidded after me and grabbed my ankle as he
caught up with me halfway up the stairs. 


Pulling
me back into the hallway, he flung me on the floor and kicked me in the ribs
and stomach repeatedly. I curled up defensively as he kicked me again, pain and
fear rendering me breathless as I whimpered against each kick.


 


He
loomed over me and then he dropped down next to me and started hitching my
skirt up my hips as his erection dug into my thigh. “Please don’t do this,
James.” 


He
punched the side of my face again, “Shut up!” he snarled and started to rip my
knickers down as I tried to crawl away from him. 


“MUM!”
Jay screamed as his hands were now straining hard against the ropes. 


 


I
heard James’s zip being pulled down as I made out screeching tires outside and
car doors slamming. 


James
grabbed my hair and pulled my head back “You fucking bitch. I told you not to tell
anyone.”


 He
clambered over me into the kitchen and shot through the back door. 


 


The
front door swung back forcibly and smashed against the wall and Nate came
storming in. He roared in a heart wrenching agony as he took in my state; blood
pouring down my face, my lip split and my eye bruising already.  My skirt was around
my waist, my knickers ripped and flung to the side of me and everything on
display as Blake and Neo came thundering in behind him. 


 


He
huddled me up and shouted to Neo and Blake to go after James as I screamed at
him “Jay, Nate, see to Jay!” 


He
frowned at me. “Where is he, Liv?” he breathed, his face paling to an extreme.
“He’s in the kitchen” I sobbed and started to crawl across the floor to get to
Jay, uncaring that my bare arse was now stuck up in the air, as the urgent need
to check on my son roared at the front of my brain. 


“I’m
okay Dad, I’m fine” Jay shouted from the kitchen.  


 


Nate
scooped me up, pulling my skirt down as he carried me into the kitchen and sat
me on a chair as he went to untie Jay. “You okay son?” Nate asked, fighting to
calm his extreme breathing and Jay nodded and rushed over to me.


 “Oh
God Mum, I’m so sorry. I didn’t know he was here when I walked in” he sobbed as
he wrapped his arms round me.


Nate
squatted in front of me and cupped my cheek. “Baby? Did he... Did he touch you,
Liv?” he grated through his stiff jaw as Neo and Blake walked back in shaking
their head at Nate. 


“Fuck!”
he hissed and then turned back to me but Jay told him for me, “He was just about
to but he heard you pull up and ran for it.”


 


The
blood was dripping off my chin onto my breasts and I became aware of my open
shirt and thrust it together tightly as I got to my feet and calmly walked
upstairs, opened my bedroom door, shut it quietly and flicked the lock. 


The
need to be alone was overpowering and I curled up on my bed, the familiar smell
comforting me slightly. 


I
rocked and hugged myself, angry that James had done it again. Took away my
respect and comfort in my own skin, took away my security in my own home and
once again took away the peace of mind that I had found after 12 long fucking
years.


 


 


***


 


 


My
eyes opened and it was dark outside and I lay there for a long moment, numb and
lost in my mind, lost in the terror that filled my thoughts. 


The
knowledge that he had hurt Jay crippled me, and the thought that Jay would have
had to watch his mum being raped, ripped at me. 


James
was never going to leave us alone. He was going to make mine, Jay’s and Nate’s
life hell, constantly having to look over our shoulders for the rest of our
lives. 


 


I
urgently needed the toilet and sat up on the edge of the bed, my head was
pounding, my face was sore and my ribs hurt when I moved. 


I
groaned and heaved my hammered body up and across the room and flipped the lock
on the door, stepping out onto the landing. 


Nate
was sat, his arms embracing his tucked up knees and his chin resting against
them opposite my door. He looked up and smiled sadly, “Hey, baby” he said
quietly and I smiled and stroked his hair as I passed him to the bathroom. 


 


I
sat on the toilet, urine flowing when Nate walked in and started to run me a
bath, pouring in lots of my favourite bubble bath. He came and squatted in
front of me while I was still situated on the toilet seat. 


He
gently removed my torn shirt and bra, gracefully sliding them down my arms and
throwing them in the bin to the side of the room. He slipped my skirt over my
head as I was still sat, and then turned his attention to the bath, checking
its temperature and swirling it as we both remained silent. 


 


He
turned off the taps and gently lifted me off the toilet and placed me tenderly
into the bath, then stripped naked and climbed in behind me pulling me close
and binding himself to me, wrapping his legs around mine as he washed me
soothingly and delicately. 


He
leaned around me and sensitively wiped my face, taking extra care over my lip
and cheek as he bit his bottom lip and grimaced. 


I
smiled softly as he took even more care over my now purple ribs and the incision
over my breast.


 


 His
breathing was heavy and he was so tense it felt like I was leaning against a
boulder. I slid round to face him and rested on my knees between his legs as I
took in his pained expression. 


His
once bright blue eyes were now dead, his cheeky smile was gone leaving a severe
frown in its wake and his beautiful sculptured jaw was now jutted out sternly;
he was a heart breaking sight and the sadness in his face tore me apart. 


 


I
slid my finger down his temple and onto his heavy jaw and leant forward to kiss
the trail it left behind and then I found his mouth, the need to kiss him
greater than anything I had ever felt, the sting in my split lip making me
flinch but determined to carry on. 


The
need to be loved overpowered the shame and pain and the need to be comforted by
this loving and gentle man taking over my core.


 “I
need you, Nate” I breathed as I continued to kiss him with the very essence of
my soul.


 “Oh,
Liv” he sighed and kissed me back with his own heart and soul, his hands
wrapping around me as he lifted me gently and placed me gracefully down onto
his long, thick shaft as I sucked in a breath and arched my back. 


 


His
hands tenderly caressed my breasts as I slowly slid up and down his length. His
lips found mine as he kissed me exquisitely and he moaned against my mouth “I
love you Angel, I love you so much.”


A
tear slid down his cheek and I kissed it away.  My mouth covered his as I tried
to kiss away his pain and torture as I continued to make love to him, sinking
down on him so slowly it was almost painful and his head dropped back against
the rim of the bath as his climax took him, took him away from his own hurt and
heartache and filled him with ecstasy, as mine came powerfully but painfully,
my bruised muscles clenching around my fractured ribs.


 


I
cried out and sobbed, the tears now finally flowing as I clung to the man I loved,
him still inside me whilst he held me tight, as I rested my forehead on his and
wept uncontrollably and heart wrenchingly.  


“Ssshhh
Baby, I’m sorry” he pleaded as I whimpered and snivelled against him, his hand
sliding up and down my back, “Ssshhh Liv, please Angel, you’re breaking my
heart.” 


His
thumbs wiped the tears from my sore cheeks and he placed them on his lips. “I
love you Liv, I’m so sorry, Baby” he murmured as he continued to cover my face
with little kisses “I’m so sorry, Angel.” 


 


My
tears were finally subsiding and I frowned at him. “What are you sorry for
Nate?” I sobbed, trying to catch a breath. 


“For
everything, Liv. For being a stupid arsehole and leaving you twenty years ago,
for that fucking bastard to get his claws into you. For not being there when
you and Jay needed me and not being able to protect you both. For not being a
proper Father to Jay and for not getting here fast enough to stop that filthy
cunt get his hands on you.” 


His
face was pure rage, sorrow and torment and his pupils were huge and black, the
blue had disappeared completely covered by his fury. 


 


I
leant back and stared at him. “You’re not fucking God, Nate!” I exclaimed,
angry that James had made Nate feel guilty for what he had done, “You did
get here in time, you got here in time to stop him raping me in front of our
son. Do you know what that means to me, Nate? What it would have done to me if
Jay had watched that?” 


I
was so angry I was screaming at him “How is any of this your fucking fault? Eh?
If it’s anybody’s fault it’s mine for not standing up to him and leaving him
sooner. It’s my fucking fault for marrying the bastard and putting up with it for
years because I was a stupid, frightened little woman that couldn’t stand up
for herself.” 


 


My
chest was heaving and I was shaking with rage but not at Nate or James, my fury
was aimed at myself for all the sorry years I had cowed down and took James’s shit.



I
climbed out of the bath and Nate tried to pull me back in. “Don’t touch me,
Nate” I spat, so fucking angry with myself.


 “Liv!
Please, none of this is your fault. It’s him, baby, this is all him” he begged
as he came to embrace me but I pushed him away.


“No,
Nate! It’s my fault that Jay has had too much pain in his life.” 


Nate
frowned and shook his head. “Liv! You have done a fucking brilliant job raising
him; you did that all on your own, baby.” 


He
was pleading with me now and I shook my head and laughed bitterly, “You have no
fucking idea how bad James was to him Nate, he was cruel and twisted, always trying
to make him cry. If I had been stronger and done what was needed!” 


 


I
swiped my hand across the vanity, scattering the contents over the bathroom
floor. “Baby, please” Nate cried and pinned me in his arms, embracing me
tightly. “Get off me, Nate” I screamed and pushed against him. 


“Not
till you calm down” he said calmly. 


“CALM
FUCKING DOWN?” I thundered, “Calm down? That bastard wanted to rape our son,
Nate!” I screamed as I went into meltdown, wrenching from Nate’s grasp and
destroying the bathroom in a blind fury.  


 


Gripping
the cabinet and pulling it from the wall I threw it across the room, smashing it
to pieces and smashing bottles as it hit the wall. My fist struck the mirror
and it cracked into a thousand little mirrors, sprinkling over the bathroom
carpet and showering us with a dusting of glass. 


I
pummelled the shower cubicle door, cracking it forcibly and cutting my knuckles
to shreds.


 


“Okay,
that’s enough, baby” Nate said as he grasped me round the waist, flung open the
bathroom door and carried, me kicking and screaming into the bedroom. 


He
laid us both down on the bed, me still fighting to let out my rage as he held
me tight and tighter still. 


As
my anger subsided my brain started to shut down, it was always the same with
me. It was my coping mechanism and I had always done it much to James fury and
annoyance but it was something I couldn’t control and my body slumped as I passed
out. 


Nate
still clung on to me, his own tears and distress controlling him whilst his
body heaved against my motionless body, his mental limit at breaking point as
his own meltdown finally took over.
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I
had slept through the afternoon and night, my body needing the rest to recover
and heal itself and I woke with the birds as they sang happily to the rising
sun. 


Nate
was curled around me, heavily hugging me to him as he slept and I turned to
face him but he didn’t stir, his beautiful face relaxed and carefree in his
dreams. 


I
loved this man with all that I was, he had made me whole and happy again, but I
was just bringing him heartbreak and pain. The torture of my life spilling
freely into his and the agony of that made my heart ache. 


His
eyes were flicking under his eyelids, a sign that he was having his own private
vision, a fantasy to escape to away from the nightmare of our lives. 


 


I
smiled softly and left the bed, wrapping myself in my robe and going down to
the kitchen in desperate need of coffee. 


Jay
was sat at the kitchen table, staring through the window in a trance and he
didn’t hear me as I walked over and kissed the top of his head, putting my arms
around his shoulders and following the direction of his gaze. 


His
arms came to rest over mine as he sighed and rested his head back against me.
“Morning Mum, you feeling better?” he asked softly and I nodded against him.
“You?” I asked back, my gaze dropping to his sore wrists and grimacing at the
sight of them. 


He
nodded and rose from his chair. “Coffee?” he smiled and I nodded and sat down
in the chair next to his. 


 


Placing
the mug on the table in front of me he took hold of my hand and held it tight
“I’m so sorry, Mum.” 


His
eyes watered and his face crumpled as I shook my head at him, “Don’t Jay, none
of this is your fault. Don’t you dare blame yourself for this” I urged.


The
pain in his face made my chest heave as his fist slammed on the table. “But if
I hadn’t been phone fucking with bloody Jess then I would have been more alert,
I would have seen him before it was too late.”


 I
laughed without humour at his words. “You are so much like your father it’s
frightening. Jay, sweetheart, if you had walked in on guard, with a bloody SAS
back up team, he would have still got to you. He plans things to within a
millimetre, works things over in his mind one hundred times before doing it,
it’s how he always was. Nothing you did or didn’t do would have made a
difference to yesterday, I promise.” 


He
squeezed my hand in confirmation. “DC Yale came around last night to take a
statement but you were kind of smashing up the bathroom at the time,” he rolled
his eyes but smiled “she said she’ll ring you today sometime.” 


 


I
nodded and went to refill my mug. “I really think you ought to go and get your
wrists checked, sweetheart” I said and he consciously rubbed at them. 


“Nah,
they’re fine but you ought to mum, your lip looks a bit of a mess.” I wrinkled
my nose and shook my head. 


 


“Hey”
I heard Nate say as he entered the kitchen and came over to kiss me. I smiled
and poured him a coffee. “You Okay, Liv?” he asked as he frowned at my battered
appearance. The bruising had worsened overnight and my complete face was
covered in cuts and bruises. 


He
sighed and ran his finger delicately over my cheek and across the split on my
lip and I covered his hand with my own, “It looks worse than it feels Nate, I’m
good.” 


I
smiled to reassure him and he nodded glumly then turned to Jay “You Okay, Jay?”
he asked as he slipped into a chair.


Jay
nodded “Yeah I’m good. I was just telling Mum that DC Yale came last night but
you were both busy so she’s calling back today.”


 Nate
nodded and sipped his coffee, lost in his own mind for a moment. “Not that
she’ll do anything” Nate murmured, more to himself than us and Jay shrugged and
sighed “She said there was a warrant out for his arrest and they were looking
for him but…” he shrugged again, a defeated look on his face. 


 


We
stood silent for a while and then Jay stood and took something from his
backpack, handing it to Nate “Happy birthday for yesterday.” 


He
smiled softly at his dad, as Nate took the card and gift. “Thank you” he
grinned. 


“At
least I get to give it you in person this year” Jay smiled and they locked eyes
for a second, each saying lots without words. 


 


Nate
opened the card and then unwrapped the gift. It was a pair of gold cufflinks
with ‘Dad’ engraved beautifully into each and Nate stared at them for a
long time, his breathing slow and steady as Jay’s hand came across the table to
cover his Dad’s.


 “Bit
of a shitty birthday though, eh?” Jay said with a huff. 


“Actually,
having you both here overshadowed the shit” Nate said as he shrugged and smiled
to himself and then stared at us both in turn, “We won’t let him win, I
promise” he said sternly and determinedly.


Jay
and I shifted our gaze out of the window, both of us not quite having the heart
to dispute Nate’s words. 


 


 


***


 


It
was Sunday which meant mine and Beth’s’ weekly get together but it was my turn
to cook and to be honest I was happy for the distraction, working in the
kitchen taking my mind off things for a while. 


Beth
arrived and took one look at me as she entered the kitchen through the rear
door. “What the Fuck?” she gasped and I lowered my eyes. “James?” she breathed,
her chest heaving as she bit her lip as I nodded slightly. 


She
turned to Nate and narrowed her eyes as he was stood by the fridge. “And where
the hell were you?” she demanded. 


“Beth!”
I warned but she shook her head. 


“You
are supposed to be taking care of her. Look at her!” 


I
grasped her arm. “It wasn’t Nate’s fault Beth, he got to us before anything bad
happened” I told her angrily as Nate looked at the floor and shuffled his feet.



“Before
anything bad happened, look at the fucking state of you, obviously
something bad had already happened!” 


 


Her
eyes widened. “What do you mean ‘us’?” she asked quietly and I turned away,
knowing how she would react. 


“He
got to Jay first” I whispered. 


“WHAT!”
she squealed, her chest heaving. She adored Jay and vice versa, he was the
baby she never had and they had both nurtured a great love for each other. 


I
bit my lip and Nate came over to me and slipped his arms around my shoulders.
“Beth” he cautioned as he took in her anger. 


“Where
is he?” she wheezed and I gestured to the lounge and as she disappeared through
the door Nate enfolded me in his arms.


 “She
always did have a way of saying things” he sighed. 


“She’s
right to be angry at me Nate, I didn’t protect him” I shrugged and he scowled
at me.


“Don’t,
Liv” his lips brushed over mine as my phone rang and he picked it up, checking
the caller display as he passed it me, “DC Yale” he huffed.


 


 “Hi,
Mandy” I greeted. 


“Olivia,
how are you?” she asked and I could hear the concern in her voice. “I’m okay,
any news?” I asked eager to get it over with. 


I
heard her sigh which confirmed that no, there was no news or sightings of James.
“I need him caught, Mandy” I said angrily, “He hurt Jay and that’s not
something I want to witness ever again. I need him caught.” 


She
repeated her deep sigh, “I know Olivia, we’re trying our best, I promise. I
need to get a statement and photograph your injuries, is there any chance you
can nip into the station today?” she asked hesitantly.


 “Can’t
you do it here?” I asked moaning at the thought of spending yet another day in
the police station. I had internal knowledge of every crack in the walls, every
single scuff marks on the doors and nearly every bloody officer in that place
after all the time I spent there years ago. 


 


“I
can’t Olivia, I need the medic to take a look at you and document all your
injuries. I promise I’ll rush you through so you’re not here too long” she
apologised. 


“Okay”
I relented and sighed, “Can we make it about 3, I have lunch to do?” She
confirmed the appointment and ended the call as I stared out of the window. 


 


Nate
took my hand, his thumb skimming over my sore knuckles from the shower door.
“I’ll come with you” he informed me and I nodded as I busied myself with
finishing the lunch, “And then you’re moving back into mine” he added firmly.


 


 


***


 


We
both kissed Jay goodbye as he set off back to university and we headed for the
police station. “Please be careful Jay, stay with your mates at all times” I
told him as I gave him a final hug. 


Nate
handed him an envelope as he also embraced him and Jay frowned at him “It’s
nothing, but wait until you get back to open it” Nate winked and then gave me a
flick of his eyes. 


Jay
laughed and nodded as he climbed into his car “See you guys later, and Mum,
don’t leave Dad’s side.” 


He
drove off as a tear dropped onto my cheek. 


 


Nate
arms settled around my shoulders. “He’ll be fine Liv, he’s sensible and I don’t
think James even knows which uni he’s at.” 


I
sighed and shook my head “He didn’t know where I live and my phone number but
it didn’t stop him finding out, did it?” 


 


Nate
placed my bag into his boot and climbed in the car. “Come on, let’s get this
over with” he grumbled. I knew it was hard for him, knowing what I was going to
have to go through at the station and that he wouldn’t be allowed to go into
the interview room with me. 


I
grabbed his hand and turned to him “Nate, it’ll be fine, I promise. I’ve done
this before and it’s not so bad.” I forced a smile and he nodded but I could
tell he knew I was lying to protect him. 


He
set off and was silent all the way to the station, the quiet was making me
nervous and I was quite moody by the time we got there. 


 


As
we walked through the doors to reception he took my hand but I shook it off, I
was annoyed at him for making me feel guilty for upsetting him and making him
worry. I felt as though it was an effort for him to be there for me, awkward
for him to walk into a police station and his mood made me feel accountable for
having to bring him here. 


 


He
tried to take my hand again as I walked over to the front desk and I glared at
him. “Liv?” he questioned with a frown and I just shook my head at him and
turned to the desk duty sergeant.


 “Hi,
Olivia Adams to see DC Yale” I smiled and he gestured to seat in the waiting
area, “Take a seat and I’ll let her know you are here” he smiled warmly. 


 


The
waiting area consisted of two chairs and a couch so I chose a chair, not having
the nerve to sit next to Nate without starting an argument. 


He
narrowed his eyes at me and leaned over to whisper “Liv, what’s wrong?”  


I
rolled my eyes and scoffed. “Don’t Nate, not here” I hissed and he glared at me.



“What?”
he said quietly as his eyebrows hit his hairline and I shook my head at him and
turned away.


He
rose from the couch and came to my side, squatting low next to me he tried to
take my hand but I refused to let him. “Baby, what have I done?” 


I
huffed and glared at him, “If you didn’t want to come with me Nate, you should
have said, I didn’t mind coming on my own but you said you wanted to come with
me.” 


He
frowned. “What are you on about? I told you I’d come” he said but looked a
little shamefaced and it confirmed my thoughts on him being embarrassed to be
here.


 “Well
I’ve got enough on my plate without having to cow down to your bloody mood
Nate, just go home if you’re ashamed to be here.”


 I
was pissed now, I could read each of his thoughts in his face and it hurt that
he was more bothered about being in a police station then being here to support
me.


 


 “Liv…”
he started but Mandy walked through the double doors and smiled at me. “You
wanna come through Olivia?” she gestured with her arm for me to follow and Nate
got up to come with me. 


“Don’t
bother Nate, go home and I’ll see you there later” I snapped and the hurt in
his face was visible now but I had enough emotions running through me without
guilt adding to it. 


He
stood with his arms by his side as I walked passed him and followed Mandy.


 I
saw his hand reach towards me but he dropped it and bit his lip and then the
doors shut behind me as I felt alone for the first time in weeks.


 


Three
hours and lots of tears later I walked back through the doors and Nate was
still sat on the couch. He lifted his head and his eyes met mine, his body was
stiff and his jaw was tight. I couldn’t read his emotions from his expression
and I wasn’t sure if it was anger, guilt or shame that coursed through him. 


Mandy
touched my arm as I walked towards Nate. “You’ve got my number Olivia, ring me
for whatever” she said, a worried expression fixed in her features.


 I
nodded. “I have you on speed dial” I laughed slightly and she grinned at me,
“You take care and I’ll be in touch” and she turned and disappeared through the
door. 


 


Nate
rose slowly from the chair, strolled towards me and sighed, “You ready?” 


From
his tone I could tell it was anger that drove him, and after three hours of
hell I was more than ready for him. 


I
glared at him, “Don’t bother Nate, I’m going home.” I fumed and stomped towards
the door, I needed air and wine desperately and if I didn’t get it soon I was
going to kill somebody.


 “You’re
not going home, Liv” he hissed and I scoffed, turning sharply “Well it’s
obvious you don’t need the trouble I’m bringing with me and to be honest Nate,
I don’t need an argument along with shame, embarrassment, fear and bloody
exhaustion I’m feeling at the moment.” 


 


He
narrowed his eyes and took my wrist tightly in his grip. “Get the fuck off me,
Nate” I bristled at his touch as he pulled me towards his car, opened my door
and lifted me into the seat, quickly shutting his door before I could get back
out but as he moved round the car I clambered out. 


I
was now really angry at his attitude, how dare he treat me like a bloody child.
“Fucks sake, Liv!” he thundered, climbing back out and catching me up as I was
walking away, “Will you just get in the fucking car!” he seethed, gripping my
arm. 


Gritting
my teeth and trying to rein in my temper I turned to him “I don’t need this,
Nate. I have been through hell the last 48 hours and I don’t need to be made
feel guilty for it. Just let me go because to look at you at the moment hurts
like fuck, to think that I made you ashamed and embarrassed because of me,
really fucking hurts!” 


 


I
was gasping for air, so bloody angry at him and he stood there gaping at me.
“I’m not ashamed, Liv” he tried but I could read the lie in his words. 


“Nate,
you’re making this worse, just let me go. I can’t bear to look at you at the
moment. I want to get fucking pissed and I wanna do it alone, just go.”


 


 I
saw a taxi pulling in the station car park and flagged him down. “Liv, baby
please” Nate was desperate now and he gripped my hand. “Baby please, I’m not
ashamed, I’m just bloody angry because there’s not a damn thing I can do to
help you” he declared and tightened his hold on me. 


I
shook him off, “Tell me the truth, Nate. Tell me you weren’t ashamed at walking
in a police station, tell me that wasn’t the reason you were seething all the
bloody way there?” 


He
stood silent and I scoffed, climbed in the taxi and told the driver to drive,
for the second time that day I left him stood there with his hands clenched
beside him.
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Opening
my front door, I walked slowly into the hallway. Fear coursed through me, my
hands sweating and my breathing laboured as I shakily checked each room. 


Terror
was holding me up and when my search found the house empty I locked both doors
and climbed the stairs, making my way to the bathroom and turning on the shower
I slipped out of my clothes and stood studying myself in the mirror. 


 


My
face was a train crash, covered in cuts and bruises and my body was thinner
than I remembered. 


I
noticed the new wound that covered my breast; a new one to add to the others
and I traced it with my fingertip, angry at its red appearance against my pale
skin. “What the hell do you see in me Nate?” I asked myself and stepped into
the shower. 


I
set the water hotter than usual, needing to wash away the day’s events and
scrubbed myself sore, now angry with myself for letting James come between me
and Nate. 


 


Shampooing
my hair I started to calm down, guilt rearing its ugly head and making me
second guess Nate’s mood today. I thought it was shame and anger in him but
what if it was hopelessness that was marring his features, making him ashamed
of himself not me, but I asked him and he remained silent, if that was the case
wouldn’t he have defended himself?


 


 I
slid down the tiled wall, my bottom hitting the floor with a thud as I drew my
knees up and hugged them. “Oh God Liv, your life is a bloody nightmare girl” I
sighed and rested my forehead on my knees, gulping in large breaths and
refusing to cry again. I needed Nate, simple. 


 


As
though he heard me, the shower door opened and there he stood, staring down at
me with a look of anger still across his face. I raised my face to look at him
and smiled sheepishly, wary of his mood as his breaths were heavy and his fists
were still clenched in rage.


 “When
the fuck are you gonna do what I tell you?” he growled and I gulped as he
started to unbutton his shirt, his eyes fixed firmly on mine as he kicked off
his shoes. 


He
lowered his trousers and shorts together at the same time as slipping out of
his shirt and then stepped in the shower, bending down and pulling me up the
wall. 


 


We
stood, eyes locked for a long while, trying to read each other and the only
sounds were our heavy breaths and the trickle of the water. Eventually his
mouth crashed over mine and he kissed me with a raw passion, his rage and love
clashing together as his lips controlled me, his tongue searching for mine as
his hot breath mingled with my own. 


I
grasped his hair firmly, pulling him further into me as I rocked my hips
against his raging erection and his hands came down and cupped my backside, as
his cock slipped between my thighs and his bar rubbed against my clit, making me
yelp and swing my legs around his hips. 


 


Positioning
himself at my entrance he skewered me in one angry thrust, growling loudly and
biting my shoulder he thrust again. 


The
pent up rage turned into a violent passion that both of us needed and wanted. “God,
Liv” He grunted as he pounded into me, both of us clung to each other, our
animal groans and moans filling the cubicle as our love making became primal. His
fingers dug into my arse as I clawed at his back and sucked on his neck, my
teeth digging into his skin with each hard drive. 


His
cock swelled as he shouted my name, his climax as violent as his lovemaking,
sending me into my own ecstasy as I screamed and tightened around him, the
white pleasure taking my breath and making my heels dig into his thighs. 


He
jerked every drop into me as he rested his head on my shoulder, panting and
holding me tight.


 


 “Baby,
I’m sorry” he whispered and I embraced him tighter. “Me too, Nate” I breathed,
kissing his head and twirling his hair in my fingers. 


He
pulled out and lowered me to the floor, cupping my face and kissing me tenderly
“I’m so sorry, Angel” he repeated and I smiled softly to him, cupping his cheek
in my hand, “I know.” 


 


He
sighed and stepped out of the shower and wrapped a towel round his hips, his
body still wet from the shower and my eyes took in the magnificent sight, god
this man was fucking glorious. He gave me a lazy grin “Like what you see,
baby?” and I licked my lips, my arousal peaking again, I couldn’t get enough of
this man. 


I
exited the shower and walked to the bedroom; dripping everywhere as Nate had
took the only towel from the bathroom.


 


I
quickly got dressed and skipped down the stairs, waiting patiently beside the
front door. He came down the stairs and took my hand, leading me out of the
front door and into his car. “Ready now?” he asked, narrowing his eyes. I
beamed at him and nodded, my mood had heightened and I was feeling a lot more
light-hearted.


 “Yep,
let’s go to yours and you can fuck me raw” I grinned as his eyes widened and
his jaw dropped, “Feeling horny Baby?” he chuckled. 


I
winked at him, “How can you tell Nate?” I asked as my hand cupped his ready for
action penis. He groaned and floored the accelerator.  


 


 


***


 


 


Sunday
evening saw us both huddled together on the sofa in front of the roaring fire
and television watching old reruns of a comedy show. My mood had darkened a
little as I had text Jay to see if he arrived okay but as yet had no reply.


 “Baby
relax, he’s probably not heard his phone and gone straight round to Jess’s” he
reassured me as his hands came up to my shoulders, his thumbs digging into my
tense muscles.


“Jesus
Liv, you’re so tense. Lay on the floor” he said, his voice low as he gestured
to the rug in front of the fire and I sunk to the floor, laying on my front and
resting my head on my folded arms.


 


 Nate
pressed up against me; his mouth brushing my ear, “Take off your clothes,
Angel” his voice was low and husky, my core clenched intensely. 


I
smiled and rose to my knees, my eyes never leaving his dark hooded ones as I
slowly stripped out of my jeans and t-shirt, leaving myself in just a white
lacy bra and thong. 


Laying
back down I could hear Nate’s heavy breathing as I patiently lay waiting, my
arousal already soaking my knickers. 


 


I
heard him leave the room and then return a few minutes later but my eyes
remained closed, already relaxed before the massage. 


I
felt his thighs grip either side of mine as he straddled me and I could feel
his erection straining against my backside, an obvious sign he had also stripped
before returning back to me. I felt something drip onto my shoulder blades and
a faint smell of citrus and spice hung in the air.  


His
hands skimmed across the oil, slicking it into his fingers as he stroked across
my skin delicately and came up to my shoulders, his fingers and thumbs kneading
expertly at my twisted muscles and driving a slight moan from inside me. 


 


I
felt his cock twitch against me and he slid it between my arse cheeks, coercing
another moan, this time slightly louder. “You like this, Angel?” Nate breathed
heavily and all I could manage was another moan.


 “Keep
moaning like that, baby and I’m gonna fuck you hard, right here, right fucking
now” he growled and I rolled my hips so his erection slipped tighter towards my
bottom in an invitation to do just that. 


 


He
unhooked my bra and lowered the straps down my arms, then flipped me over so I
was now laid on my back and pulled my bra away from me. 


He
raised my arms above my head in one hand and with the other he wrapped my bra
around my wrists, binding my hands together. “Okay, Angel?” he asked
cautiously, obviously wondering if I was anxious. 


I
smiled softly and nodded “Nate, I’m not worried. You’re not James.” 


I
smiled wider, trying to alleviate his worries, “It’s fucking hot” I whispered
and he groaned, slipping his fingers into the side of knickers and peeling them
down my legs. 


 


His
fingers ran up the inside of my leg, still slick from the oil. “I can’t tell
you how bloody hot you look like this, baby” he moaned as his lips replaced the
path his fingers were taking, gently kissing up the inside of my thigh as his
hands found my aching breasts. He pinched my nipples roughly as his tongue
flicked my clit making my hips jerk of the carpet. “Shit” I growled. 


 


His
hands left my breasts and circled my waist, grasping me tightly he flipped me
over so my stomach was now pressed flush to the soft rug, my hands still tied
above my head. 


He
brought his hands to the back of my thighs and pushed them so my backside was
raised high into the air; he growled again and slapped my arse. “Fuck Liv, you
make me wanna screw that sexy little ass.” 


He
groaned and placed his nose into my groove, inhaling heavily, “You smell so
sweet, baby” he whispered as his tongue licked the full length of me and then
circled my entrance making my arousal heavy as I pushed my bottom towards him,
begging for more.


 “Please,
Nate…” I moaned. 


He
lapped at me again “Tell me what you want, Liv” he said as he inserted both
thumbs into me, stretching me wide as his tongue continued its labour on my
clit. 


 


I
was panting and so bloody horny. “I wanna come, Nate; I don’t care how, just
please… I need it” I begged, panting heavily as he nudged the head of his cock
in to my entrance. “Here?” he asked in a whisper and then he slipped his penis
along my groove up to my anus “Or here, baby?” he panted, his tongue now
licking the dip behind my ear as he pressed his body against my back. 


 


I
gasped and he lifted off me, leaning to reach for the oil and dripped it down
the crease of my backside. His finger rubbed against me, spreading the scented lubricant
over my back entrance and my breath hitched as a groan rumbled within me when
his finger slid inside me, his mouth still gently nibbling on my neck. 


“You
okay with this, Liv?” he asked softly and I hesitated “I don’t know Nate, the
only time I’ve done that is when James wasn’t being so nice and it hurt” I
swallowed. 


 


He
continued to kiss me tenderly, his other hand now snaking round to my clit, “I
promise not to hurt you Liv, if you want me to stop I will but it can be very
pleasurable if we both want it.” 


He
kissed my cheek softly as his fingers still played at both my entrances. I was
highly aroused and his words spurned me on. “Okay” I whispered softly. 


“Just
relax Angel, I promise you’ll enjoy it.” 


 


He
lifted off me slightly and hitched my bottom higher, his finger still rubbing
at me as he positioned his cock at my pussy, slipping in slowly and gliding in
and out at a unhurried pace while his finger still played in my backside. 


My
arousal soared and I let out a guttural groan, moving my hips back against him
and just as my orgasm started to build he slipped out of me while removing his
finger and rested his tip against my anus.


 “Just
relax, baby.” He slid into my arse inch by inch, gentle and painstakingly slow.
I held my breath waiting for the pain to come but curiously it passed just as
quickly as it came, and as his fingers brushed against my nipples, intense lust
slammed into me, making my body crave for added pleasure.


 “More,
Nate” I breathed, gently pushing back against him. 


“God
Liv, you feel amazing” he groaned and sunk further into me, stretching me as
his fingers slipped into my pussy and I growled deeply.


 “FUCK”
I hissed and slammed back into him. “Harder, Nate” I groaned and he sped up,
pummelling me as his groans and growls reached fever pitch.


 


 “Jesus,
Liv” he roared as his balls banged against my clit with every drive into me. I
screamed and arched into him as my climax clashed into me with a force that
took my breath and his orgasm from him. “Fuck, Yeah” Nate growled, grabbing my
hips tightly and jolting with every pump of his ejaculation.


 “Oh
God, Liv” he panted as he kissed from my shoulder up to my cheek. “You okay, baby?”
he asked.


 I
chuckled “You never cease to amaze me, Nate.”


 He
slipped out and shovelled me up into an embrace. “Why?” he asked, cocking his
head as he gazed at me and I shrugged “It’s just… everything that James did to
hurt me, you’ve turned it around and made it pleasurable” I shrugged again,
embarrassed. 


He
tightened his hold and kissed my forehead. “Baby, making love to you is
amazing, special and fucking pleasurable for me too. It’s just us Baby, were
incredible together… mind-blowing.” He sighed and ran his fingers across my
shoulder “You’re relaxed now, Angel” he smirked, a sly grin twitching his lips.



I
was so relaxed I drifted into a deep sleep, still curled up in his arms on the
rug in front of the roaring fire… heaven!
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“More?”
Nate asked me as I finished the fruit salad he had lovingly prepared for my
breakfast whilst I returned Jay’s text he had eventually replied last night. 


Shaking
my head I sunk back into my chair and drained my juice. “Nope, gotta get to
work,” I grumbled “You coming with me?” 


He
shook his head as he rose and filled my coffee mug “No, I’m working from home
and coming in about 12ish.” 


I
pouted. “That’s not fair. I want flexi-hours” I demanded with a wink. “Do you
think my boss’s, boss’s, boss would oblige if I give him some personal
favours?” I asked with a sly smile.


 “I’m
sure he’d give you a fucking pay rise to go with it” he grinned and winked
back. 


 


I
laughed and drained my coffee. “I shall see you later then, my lover” I said as
I leant in to kiss him.


Brushing
my lips over his he mumbled, “How about lunch in my office, 12:30?” he asked
kissing me back.


I
nodded. “Sure, see you then.” I smiled over my shoulder and blew him a kiss
“Love you.”


 “Love
you, Angel” he shouted after me as I walked through the front door to be
greeted by Neo’s huge smile. 


“Good
Morning, Miss Adams” he sang, opening the rear door.


I
raised my eyebrows at him and he winked, “Good morning, Olivia” he rephrased
and I beamed at him. 


“Thank
you and good morning to you, Neo” I replied as I slipped into the rear seat. 


 


Neo
slid into the driver’s seat and didn’t start the engine straight away; he
seemed hesitant and nervous for some reason. “Everything okay, Neo?” I asked,
glancing at him through the rear-view mirror. 


He
swallowed and licked his lips “I’m not sure how to say this.” 


He
swallowed again and I frowned deeply, “Just say it Neo, I’m not gonna bite you”
I laughed nervously and he shifted slightly so he could turn to look at me.


 “Please
don’t go anywhere without me today” he cringed marginally and I blushed.


“I’m
sorry about Friday, Neo but there was nothing else I could do.”


 He
smiled sympathetically, “I know but I could have helped and I don’t mean to
interfere. It just gave us all a fright to see you like that, that’s all.” 


 


He
smiled again but lowered his eyes, aware of my embarrassment. “Please don’t be
embarrassed Olivia, I was more concerned with getting that arsehole than taking
in the state of your dress” he reassured me and his honesty set me at ease.


“Thank
you Neo, it means a lot. And I promise to inform you of any more secret
missions.” 


I
grinned and he saluted me through the mirror as my door opened and Nate stuck
his head in the car. “Everything okay? You seem to be sat here a while” he
asked, narrowing his eyes on Neo and making him squirm a little. 


I
placed my hand on Nate’s arm. “Neo was just advising me not to do any more
runners” I told him and Nate’s eyes widened.


 “Oh!”
he nodded at Neo, “Good, listen to him baby” he grinned at me and leaned in
further to place a kiss on my cheek, “See you later, Liv” he smiled as he
closed the door. 


 


Rolling
my eyes at Neo I chuckled. “A bit possessive, ignore him” I winked and he
sniggered, “I think he thought we were getting down and dirty in here.” I
laughed at his brazenness and he pulled off towards the gates, my Monday
morning blues lifting as I relaxed into the comfort of the Jag, staring out of
the window and wondering what Nate’s lunch date would entail, hopefully
something other than food!


 


Arriving
at NSC, Neo insisted on escorting me to my floor, his eyes alert to our
surroundings and I felt safe in his care. 


Bert
was on duty and I stopped for a quick chat before I entered the main foyer and
Samantha shouted me over. “I have a parcel for you, Miss Adams” she said to me
but her eyes never left Neo.


 Did
this woman hit on every male? 


 


“Thank
you, Samantha” I sighed as she gave him her sexiest smile. 


“Hi”
she purred to him, holding out her hand and actually giving him an eyelash
flutter. 


Did
women still do that? 


 


I
sniggered under my breath as Neo stared at her out-stretched hand as though it
contained a disease and he turned, placed his hand on the small of my back.
“Ready Olivia?” he queried. 


I
was gobsmacked at his bluntness with her and I walked towards the elevator
stunned. He leaned in and whispered “I can’t stand uninhibited women. I like
the chase” he smirked and I scoffed, “There would definitely be no chase
involved with Samantha, only a run to the clap clinic after” I snickered.


His
head flung back with a huge laugh, “Ooh God, I think I actually shivered at
that” he grimaced as we entered the lift.


 


“I
think I better open that, if you don’t mind?” he nodded towards the package in
my hand, “You never know” he said sheepishly.


I
passed it to him. “Sure, go ahead” I shrugged as we exited the elevator onto my
floor. 


He
walked over to my desk with me, both of us waving a hello to Leah as we passed
her desk, and he unwrapped the brown paper from the box, revealing a small,
white square box and an enveloped card. 


After
taking off the lid, he peeled back the tissue paper and gasped, blushing
furiously with wide eyes. “Oh uhh, I think I better see who this is from before
I give it you” he grimaced, still red faced. 


 


I
was starting to get nervous, my chest pounding. It was obviously something very
personal for him to be so embarrassed so I passed him the card, carefully
watching his reaction as he read it. 


He
grew even redder and coughed slightly as he handed me the card.


 


Angel


Something
for lunch ;-)


Love
you Baby


Nate
xxx


 


I
cringed, an awful embarrassment rising from neck to my cheeks as I glimpsed
into the box. 


Inside
was a deep red, glass dildo with 2 small egg shaped balls tied together with a
little cord. It was true that money could get you anything you wanted and fast.


 Oh
shit, poor Neo!


 


 I
swallowed heavily and gave Neo an uncomfortable grin. “Sorry, Neo” I winced and
he looked at me. 


His
lips twitched and he started laughing. “Well that was different than what I was
expecting, I thought it might have been a bomb” he laughed some more and I
started to giggle with him and before long we were both snorting loudly as
Grace entered the room giving us both a quirk of her eyebrow.


 “Well
this makes a refreshing change to the usual miserable Monday mornings” she
grinned at us “Care to share?” she asked.


I
held my stomach, “You’re definitely not sharing” I exclaimed and Neo creased
up, tears rolling down his cheeks as he made his way back to the lift. 


“Enjoy
your lunch, Olivia” he shouted as he disappeared round the corner, still
laughing hard. 


 


Grace
lifted an eyebrow as I filled her in on Neo’s embarrassing discovery and soon
she was laughing with me.


 “God,
why can’t Paul send me toys?” she pouted as she picked up the eggs and flipped
them in her fingers, “These look fun” she grinned and I snatched them back and
replaced them in the box, popping the lid back on.


 “Work!”
I told her as she stuck out her tongue. 


“Boring”
she giggled as she entered her office but shouted loudly “Let me know what
they’re like and I might invest” she laughed at my embarrassment as she shut
her door.


 


The
morning dragged by and at lunch time I made my way up to Nate’s office,
embracing my little white box. 


I
entered the 50th floor main reception and the male receptionist
waved me through whilst he spoke on the phone, his brow deeply furrowed. 


As
I entered Nate’s personal reception area Rachel was also on the phone,
flustered. 


Her
head flipped up at my arrival and she frowned at me, covering the mouth piece
on the phone “Miss Adams?” 


I
returned her frown “Okay if I go through, Rachel? He’s expecting me.” 


Her
frown deepened and she cocked her head “I was hoping you would know where Mr
Carter was, he hasn’t come in yet.”


 “Oh!”
The hairs on the back of my neck stood on end as my heart skipped a beat; it
wasn’t like Nate not to inform me of any change to our day.


 “Oh,”
I repeated “he’s probably just stuck in traffic. Have you tried ringing him,
Rachel?” 


 


She
narrowed her eyes and glanced at the box I was spinning in my hands. “You want
me to give him that for you?” she asked and I looked down at it. 


“Oh…
No, I’m good thanks” I gave her a tight smile, still fiddling with the box. 


I
swallowed and shook my head, a sense of dread rippling through my body and my
hands had started sweating. 


She
cocked her head and raised her eyebrows in a silent query. “Oh” I said again,
still rooted in place.


 “Miss
Adams, I will get Mr Carter to let you know when he gets in. If you’ll excuse
me I’m rather busy this morning” and with that she carried on with her phone
call, ignoring me and dismissing me. 


 


I
turned and walked slowly back to the elevator, retrieving my phone from my bag.
Scrolling and selecting Nate’s number I connected the call and after five rings
it switched to voicemail. Waiting for the beep I left him a message, “Nate? Babe?
Where are you? We’re supposed to be meeting for lunch, remember? I got your
present and I was really looking forward to trying it out, babe. Uhh… I’m a
little worried here, ring me.” 


I
disconnected and dialled his house number. It rang and the answering machine
clicked in “Baby? Where are you? Ring me when you can. Love you.” 


 


I
slipped the phone back into my bag and tapped my fingers on the lift wall.
“Think Liv, goddam it.” I took my phone back out of my bag and dialled Ollie’s
number, he answered after the third ring. 


“Olivia,
Hi” I could sense his smile down the line and it relaxed me a little. 


“Hey
Ollie, is Nate with you?” I asked, trying to keep my tone level. 


“No,
should he be?”


He
was a little apprehensive as he answered me and I tried to take a quiet breath
“No, no everything’s fine, he’s just late in for work and was wondering where
he was… that’s all, it’s fine.” 


 


I
was starting to panic as an awful feeling of doom filtered through me. “Olivia?
Do you need me? Do you need me to help look for him?” I could hear the concern
in his voice. 


“Has
Nate…” I was having trouble trying to ask him how much he knew but he cut me
off, “Olivia! Nate filled me in, love. If you need me… I’m here, okay?” 


 


He
was now talking in a hushed calming voice. All through the years after James I
had found it hard to open up to anybody, frightened they would judge me and
think of me differently but I was oddly relieved that Nate had opened up to Ollie.
I now had Nate to talk to, but at the end of the day, he also needed someone to
thrash things out with. 


I
knew he had been struggling with things and the things I had been through had
cut him, hurt him and I was glad he could talk to Ollie about it, the relief of
this out-weighing the need to keep it a secret.


“It’s
okay Ollie, really. I’ll text you when I find him, if you can let me know if he
turns up at yours” I heard his relieved sigh, “Sure. I’m sure he’s just stuck
in traffic or… something. Take care, Olivia.” 


“And
you Ollie, bye.”


 


I
ended the call as I exited the lift on my floor and slumped in my chair, once
again ringing Nate but getting no joy. 


I
popped my head around Grace’s door, “Grace, do you need me for the rest of the
day?” I asked, swallowing hard and she frowned at my panic.


 “Everything
okay, sweetie?” she rose from her chair and walked round to me. 


“I
don’t know Grace, I can’t get hold of Nate and I’m getting a bit worried and
just wanted to, just go check on him.” 


She
placed her hand on my arm, slipping her thumb up and down my skin softly,
“Olivia, calm down. It’s fine, I don’t need you this afternoon. Go on.”


 


 I
smiled and rushed to pack up my things, running to the elevator and banging the
ground floor button, “Come on, come on dammit.” 


I
had texted Blake but he informed me it was his day off and he hadn’t seen Nate
since yesterday. I was really starting to worry now and I was constantly ringing
Nate’s mobile and house number and still getting no answer. 


He
could be doing anything; driving, bathing or even shopping, although I knew
that would be the last of Nate’s choices. 


What
if he was with Eleanor? Noooo, I was not even going there. 


 


I
called Neo and asked him to pick me up and then I called Mandy. “DC Yale” she
answered quickly. 


“Mandy,
its Olivia Adams, I was just ringing for an update.” 


She
was silent for a while, “No Olivia, nothing as yet. You heard anything?” 


I
ran through the foyer to Neo and climbed in the back of the car as I carried on
my conversation with Mandy. “No, nothing but I dunno… I’ve just got a really
bad feeling today.”


 She
was silent again and then I heard her sigh, “Olivia, has there been anything
unusual you’ve noticed?” 


I
sighed in resignation, knowing that she thought I was just being crazy “Well
no, but I can’t get hold of Nate” I said with a huff. 


“Okay,
I presume you have done the usual ringing him and friends, etcetera?” 


 


Rolling
my eyes at her I confirmed I had done all that. “Well, there’s not a lot I can
do Olivia, not unless he’s been missing for 48 hours but listen, you have my
number and if you haven’t heard from him by 10pm tonight give me another ring,
I’m on duty till midnight, okay?” 


“Yeah,
okay Mandy but please make sure you keep your phone with you all day. Like I
said I’ve got a really funny feeling today. Please!” I was practically begging
her. 


 


I
couldn’t figure out what it was, but something was seriously wrong with Nate.
She told me she would and I ended the call as we pulled up to Nate’s house and
Neo dropped me off at the front doors.


 “Mr
Carter’s car isn’t here so I presume he’s out. You going to be okay?” he asked,
obviously overhearing my conversation with Mandy. 


“Yeah,
looks like he’s out” I scowled. 


Where
the hell was he? 


 


“I’m
finished for the day, Olivia but give me a ring if you need me” he shouted as I
clambered from the car, I gave him a quick wave as he pulled off and I scrambled
through my bag for the key Nate had given me. 


Unlocking
the door and entering the hallway I shouted him but it was eerily quiet. 


Narrowing
my eyes I saw Nate’s car keys on the table beside the door, my heart started
pounding rapidly; his car must still be in the garage unless he had took the
bike. 


 


This
was really bad, something was bad and my body shook with the knowledge. “Nate”
I shouted, tilting my head and swallowing hard as I listened for a sound.


There
it was, a slight muffle coming from the lounge. 


“Nate?”
Still nothing and I took a step nearer the room, my heart in my mouth as I slid
my hand in my bag and pressing the hash key on my phone and then resting my
finger on the number 1 key, I swallowed hard and turned into the room.
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Nate
was tied to a chair, naked from the waist up covered in bruises and slash
marks. His head was slumped forwards and his hair was matted with blood. 


My
lungs stopped functioning and my legs wobbled as I saw James stood leaning
against the wall behind him, a sneer on his face.


 “Not
so good looking now is he” he drawled, “I was hoping I could give you two
matching scars but credit where it’s due he put up a hell of a fight.”


He
laughed as he pushed off the wall and sauntered towards me. I noticed James
also sported a black eye and a cut on his cheek along with a split lip. 


 


Retreating
back slowly I kept my eyes trained on Nate, looking for any sign he was still
breathing, easing in a small breath when I saw his chest rise and fall.


 “James,
what have you done?” my voice squeaking loudly. 


My
back hit the wall as he reached me and he took my bag from my shoulder and
threw it across to the couch. 


He
turned back to me, his lip curling in disgust as he leaned in to me. “Well,
shall we get down to business?” he whispered in my ear and laughed when I
gulped. 


 


He
turned and walked over to Nate, crouched down in front of him and punched him
in the face. I screamed and stumbled over to him but James grabbed my hair and
pulled me back as Nate opened his eyes and looked at me, the haze in his eyes
clearing as he found my face.


 “Baby”
he croaked out and my stomach clenched. 


“Nate,
babe, I’m here. It’s gonna be ok” I told him, knowing damn well I was lying to
both of us. 


James
pulled on my hair again and I winced as Nate growled and pulled on the ropes
tying his wrists.


 


 “Strip,
Olivia” James demanded and I shook my head, “No James, please” I begged as he
laughed.


“Do
you think you have a choice?” he sneered, his tongue sweeping up my cheek and
making me shudder. 


Nate
looked at me, still trying to free himself. “Baby, no” he pleaded. 


James
let go of my hair and walked over to Nate “I’ll say it again Olivia, do you
think you have a choice?” 


 


He
reached to the back of his jeans and pulled out a gun. “Oh God, James” I cried
as he pointed it at Nate’s head. 


“I
SAID FUCKING STRIP!” He shouted and I flinched, my heart hammering and my ears
started pounding as my throat constricted.


 “James,
please” I sobbed and he pushed the gun into Nate’s temple and raised his
eyebrows. 


“Liv,
Don’t” Nate ordered, shaking his head at me. 


“Shut
the fuck up” James snapped at him and then turned to me again, “Olivia! I won’t
fucking ask you again. Take. Off. Your. Clothes.” 


He
lifted the gun slightly reminding me what he would do if I didn’t. 


 


My
hands trembled as I raised them to my shirt and started unbuttoning it. I was
determined not to cry, not to let James see my terror but I was really
struggling as I saw the pain in Nate’s eyes.


 James
grinned as I slipped it off my shoulders. “And the rest, Darling” the heat in
his eyes was clearly visible and it made me baulk. 


“For
fucks sake, James” Nate growled and jolted in the chair. 


“Watch
Nathan, you are gonna love the show” James smirked. “Carry on” he said to me,
his eyes dropping to my skirt as I unzipped it and dropped it to the floor,
closing my eyes and praying for help from God… from anyone. 


 


I
was stood in my bra and knickers and I heard James approach as I kept my eyes
shut tight, his hand came to cup my face. “Always fucking beautiful, Olivia” he
said gently but then gripped my hair severely; pulling my head back as his
mouth came to my cheek, “But your mine, you fucking slag” he hissed and threw
me to the floor. 


“Fuck”
I heard Nate snarl as James started to undo his zip and I tried to scramble
away. “Olivia,” James barked “Unless you want to watch Nathan die then I expect
you to stop right there.”


 I
stopped dead at his words and turned to look at Nate.


 


 I
was now struggling to breathe and my body was trembling violently, 


“Angel…”



The
anguish on his face was ripping me in two and I crawled over to him. “Nate it’s
ok… it’s gonna be okay. Just shut your eyes baby, don’t watch please, Nate.” I
begged him “Please Nate, don’t look at me.”


 I
sobbed now as James ambled over to me, stroking his penis which was now in his
hand. “Knickers off, Olivia” he said as he grabbed back hold of my hair and
pulled me across the floor. 


“James,
please. Don’t do this in front of Nate, we’ll just go upstairs.” 


He
pushed his face into mine. “Do as you’re fucking told,” he yelled “Now!” 


 


His
fist slammed into my cheek, knocking my head sideways but his grip on my hair
kept me upright. 


“James,
I swear to god, I’m gonna fucking kill you for this” Nate roared and James just
laughed “And how the hell are you gonna do that when you’re tied to a chair and
I have the gun? What would you like me to do Nathan, fuck her or shoot her?
Your choice.” he raised his eyebrows as though it was a regular thing to ask. 


When
Nate didn’t answer but continued to struggle in his bonds James punched me
again “ANSWER ME NATHAN!” He demanded as I whimpered and closed my hand around
the fingers in my hair, trying to ease his grip. 


Nate’s
eyes lifted. “Please don’t do this, James” he begged and as James fisted my
hair harder Nate closed his eyes and whispered “Just don’t kill her.” He
swallowed as he knew he had just given James permission to rape his lover, his
Angel. 


 


James
let go of my hair and ripped my knickers off as he pushed me down to the floor.
“Hand and knees Olivia, you know what to do” he growled and I did as he asked, knowing
how James liked to take me; forearms flat on the floor and my backside raised
in the air as I clamped my knees together.


 “Good
Girl” he said as I felt him push against me from behind. A sob escaped me as he
grabbed my hair again and pulled my head back.


 “Open
your eyes, Nathan and watch, watch how she likes to be fucked” he ordered. Nate
slowly opened his eyes and locked onto mine, the helplessness and raw pain in
them broke me.


 “It’s
okay Nate, it’s okay” I forced a smile, trying to hide my pain as I silently
begged him to get through this. 


 


My
eyes never left his as I felt James enter me in a single vicious thrust, his
groan loud in the room as I zoned out and held Nate’s gaze, my eyes pleading with
him to get me through this, help me concentrate on anything but James. 


A
single tear dropped down my cheek and I closed my eyes. I heard Nate sob,
“Angel! Look at me, Liv” he said softly and I opened my eyes as James thrust
again, one of his hands still gripped my hair in a tight vice as his other hand
dug into my buttock, his fingers digging in painfully.


 “God,
Olivia. I forgot how tight you fucking are” James growled as his thrusts got
harder. 


 


Nate
was struggling harder, his arms wriggling and his chest straining as he tried
to free himself but his eyes never left mine, silently communicating with me
whilst the torture and suffering etched into every inch of his beautiful face. 


 


I
had now started to shut down, zoning out like I had done so many times before
and I smiled gently at him. “I’m okay, Baby” I mouthed to him “I’m okay.”


 A
sob tore from his throat at my words. “I’m so sorry, baby” he whispered as a
tear trickled out of the corner of his eye and rolled down his cheek. 


James’s
pounding became frantic and he grunted, stilling as he ejaculated and I
retched, the thought of a piece of him, of his DNA invading my body.


 “Fuck”
he yelled and his fingers became incredibly painful as they jabbed deeper in to
my backside. 


 


I
felt him withdraw and his foot slammed into my back as he kicked me to the ground.
“Jesus Christ” Nate shouted but James just grinned, cocking his head and
regarding Nate “She likes it rough” he laughed and Nate growled a deep primal growl,
which showed every part of his anger and hatred.


 “Now,
Now Nathan, don’t get upset. Your turn’s coming” he laughed loudly and pulled
me up from the floor. “Stand and watch Olivia. This is where I get revenge on
the bastard that’s been screwing my wife.” He gripped both my arms and stood me
upright, facing Nate. 


 


My
stomach sank as James picked up his gun from the table, walked over to Nate and
pressed the gun to his forehead. 


“James”
I wheezed, “Please.” 


He
turned to look at me, cocking his head and regarding me “But I’m back now
Olivia, you don’t need this wanker.”


 


As
he cocked the gun Nate’s eyes penetrated mine. “I love you, Angel… always” he
breathed and every emotion possible passed through his beautiful pure blue eyes
but above all, the most intense love, the love he had for me. 


 


No
more Olivia, no more of being the little timid woman, no more of being the
defenceless beaten wife always relying on other people. No more of standing
down and accepting his cruel torture, never again being too afraid to stand up
to the bastard that’s ruined your life. This beautiful man brought you back to
life, now it’s time to repay the favour and save his life like he saved yours. 


 


My
body relaxed, finally a peaceful calm enveloping me, forcing courage and
determination through my veins. 


Everything
at that moment seemed to slow to a halt as James’s finger rested against the
trigger. 


I
felt myself move, my body shifting of its own accord across the room, my legs travelling
weightlessly towards James, propelling me forward effortlessly as I crashed
into James as Nate screamed out. 


I
felt our bodies slam together powerfully, twirling in the air before we fell to
the ground, both of us toppling over as James’s body fell on top of me, heavily
pressing me to the floor. 


 


I
registered three things before I died.


Two
gunshots, a pain so severe and intense it took my last breath and Nate’s
anguished scream as I finally shut down, the darkness finally allowing me to
leave James’s torture and cruelty, finally giving in to the most supreme peacefulness
I had ever felt. 


My
final thoughts were of dazzling bright blue eyes, the pure raw love in them and
the brightest, happiest smile on a beautiful face, a face that belonged to the
most wonderful, magnificent man that had changed my life and given me the
happiest days of my life, days to cherish and treasure and moments that gave me
a feeling of being loved more than life itself, moments of being his Angel.










[bookmark: _Toc355260022]CHAPTER 30


 


The
blackness was overwhelming; everywhere I looked it was black. 


The
voices were far away, mumbled low sounds. His voice was too far away, I wanted
it closer, and I wanted his whispers in my ear, his breath caressing my cheek. 


I
needed him to take away my pain, a pain so excruciating I couldn’t breathe. I
needed to look into his beautiful eyes and not focus on anything but those
pure, bright blue eyes but everything ebbed away, dragging me back in to the
peace of nothing.


 


The
blackness was back, the voices were back but his voice was nearer. He was
whispering my name, over and over again. 


I
tried to tell him I was here, that I was right here but the words wouldn’t come
out, my lips wouldn’t move. 


His
anguished cries broke through the blackness, broke through my own pain as I
heard the agony in his sobs, the grief in his screams and I tried so hard to
reach him but the nothing came and took me again, the calmness surrounding me.


 


The
black had turned to grey and my throat was so dry, so scratched raw I couldn’t
swallow and I desperately needed to, needed to get rid of this damn thing
scratching my tonsils. 


I
needed to pee, my bladder full to bursting and I was growing anxious that I
might just have to urinate here… wherever here was. 


I
could smell him, his scent drifting through my nostrils, calming me
immediately. 


I
could hear his ragged breaths, his hushed sobs, and his soft voice telling me
he loved me. I tried to tell him I loved him but the annoying thing stuck in my
throat wouldn’t let the words out. 


I
was getting angry, I wanted to tell him, and I desperately needed to tell him,
tell him that I loved him too, more than life. 


The
nothing was trying to take me back again but I fought against it, I needed to
tell him I loved him. I felt his hand in mine, his thumb relentlessly stroking
over my knuckles, back and forward, back and forward. 


The
rhythm was soothing to my pain, to my anguish that I couldn’t tell him. The
calm won again and I slipped into it, the need to rest taking over my body.


 


This
time there was light and my eyes were open. The room was too vivid; the
dazzling bulb above my face was blinding me. The damn thing, whatever it was,
was still stuck in my throat and it was choking me, scraping my tonsils as I
tried to breathe. 


My
body hurt so much and as I tried to move, it halted me, the pain screaming
through my tender muscles. 


His
hand was still in mine but his head was laid on top of it, his breathing slow
and regular. He was asleep. I needed him, I needed to see his eyes and I needed
his smile but I couldn’t bloody talk and I needed him. 


I
tried to squeeze his hand but it took more effort than was normal, the regular
task of squeezing my fingers seemed greater work than lifting a house. I tried
again, willing god to help me out. I needed my man, my lover, my other half. 


 


My
fingers curled slightly and as I gave it more effort I managed to squeeze his
hand, gently clasp his fingers in mine and he stirred, a low groan rumbling
from his chest. 


My
heart hitched as I saw his head slowly rise and as his eyes focused on mine he
let out a sob so anguished and relieved it broke my heart. 


To
see the pain, relief and desolation in him took my breath away.


 


 “Liv?”
It came out a strangled whimper and his hand shot up to my brow, pushing a lock
of hair away from my forehead. “Baby?” he sobbed and squeezed my hand. 


I
tried to talk but it came out a croak and he smiled through his tears. “Baby,
hang on. I need to fetch the nurse. Hang on, Angel” he pleaded as he released
my hand and dashed out of the door, shouting a nurse.


 


He
turned back to face me and as his legs gave way, he gripped on to the
doorframe, the relieved sob gutting him as he sank to the floor. 


A
nurse and a doctor rushed into the room as Jay came in and lifted Nate and
walked him over to a chair in the corner. 


 


Things
happened rapidly then; torches in my eyes, needles in my arms and just about
every crevice tested by something or prodded by something. 


The
tube was taken from my throat and I was offered a sip of water as Nate held a
straw to my lips, gently encouraging me to take small sips. 


I
could see Beth, my mother and the kids through the window of the room, all of
their faces ashen and exhausted. 


The
doctor smiled down at me as I closed my eyes again, the calm taking me from the
hectic pace of the intrusions and hubbub in the room. 


 


I
woke a while later to see Nate staring through the window, his back turned to
me as his hands raked through his hair. 


“Nate”
I managed to croak and he spun round, a grin on his face as he came and took my
hand in his and cupped my cheek with his other. 


“Baby”
he breathed. “How are you feeling?” 


I
frowned and assessed my body. My throat was still sore and my stomach was still
painful but other than that it was bearable “I’m okay. Did... did he…?” 


I
swallowed harshly.


 


 “Shush
Baby, everything’s okay now. He’s gone, Angel” his thumb stroked my cheek and I
frowned deeper. “Liv, DC Yale shot him. She said you speed dialled her but she
went to your house first, that’s why it took her so long to get to us. As soon
as James shot you she fired at him, killed him straight out.” 


He
let out a small laugh, “Do you know what she did after? She kicked him, really booted
him.  She said she’d wanted to do that for so long.” 


He
smiled softly “It’s over, baby.”


 


 I
wasn’t sure how I felt as the mixed emotions clashed together; relief, pain,
sadness but the most intense was calm, an overwhelming serenity that ripped the
cries and howls from me; tears of relief and a sensation of release and
liberation. 


He
climbed on the bed behind me and cradled me, rocking me gently as I wept and
screamed. 


He
held me tight as he cried with me, as we finally put James to rest, closing a
chapter of my life that could no longer bear down on me, no longer torture and
hound me, as a new chapter began. 


One
that had took us over twenty years to finally arrive at but one I knew without
a shadow of a doubt would be the best chapter yet.
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It
tickled; an intense prickle on the new scar across my stomach and I wriggled
but it was persistent, the itch pulling me out of my sleepy daze. 


Groaning
I moved my hand down to it but was met with a head full of curls. 


Smiling
widely I curled my fingers around the softness and silkiness of his hair. “Good
Morning, babe” I said as I opened my eyes and took in the beautiful sight of my
husband, my other half.


 “Merry
Christmas, Mrs Carter” he grinned as he looked up at me through his long
lashes. 


 


His
tongue swept over my wound then kissed it gently. “Do you know? I always look
at this scar as though it’s my lifeline. The scar that saved my life.” 


He
looked sad and I pulled him up to me, cupping his face in my hands and resting
my lips against his, tenderly kissing his beautiful mouth.


 “Hey,
Mr Carter, no sadness today it’s Christmas and the start of our honeymoon.” 


 


We
had wed yesterday, Christmas Eve, in a little chapel surrounded by our family
and friends. 


The
day had been perfect and crisp white snow had greeted us as we woke. The pure
freshness of it simulating the new life we were beginning that day, and the
bright sunlight reflecting the light in all of us.  


 


His
thumb stroked my cheek “I love you Liv, so damn much.” 


My
heart flipped at his words, even now they still made me giddy, “And you Nate,
you own my heart.” 


He
smiled and then jumped up from the bed, pulling on my hand. “Come on, Santa’s
been” he grinned like a big child and continued to pull me. 


“Okay,
okay, I’m up” I laughed as I rose from the bed. 


He
growled as he took in my naked form, his eyes darkening and his breathing heavy
as a lazy grin lifted his lips and he sauntered back over to me, gently pushing
me back down onto the bed.


 “Santa
can wait” he breathed as he crawled over me, his hands resting at either side
of my head as his erection pressed into my stomach. 


“I’m
sure Santa won’t mind” I grinned back as his lips lowered to mine.


 


Christmas
day passed in a whir of family and laughter. It was Nate’s proper first family
Christmas since he was young. 


His
parents had never bothered to contact him after he moved to Edinburgh, and he’d
had no other family to share the season with and he had always spent the day
working. 


It
had broken my heart when he had told me and I was adamant we would have a
happy, fun day as a family and it had been just that, a day filled with new
memories and photos for the wall frieze. 


 


After
we had made love that night we were laid in each other’s arms, both of us lost
in our own minds. 


I
lifted my chin to gaze at him, and gently stroked his cheek, “I have another
gift for you.” 


I
smiled and he frowned as I swung my feet out of bed and walked over to the
wardrobe, retrieving a small gift bag. 


Climbing
back on the bed, I passed it him as his eyes took in my grin, and as he pulled
apart the tissue paper I heard him gasp. 


He
swallowed hard and I could actually see his heart pumping in his chest as he
pulled out the long plastic item. 


A
huge grin emerged on his face as he stroked over the thin blue line on the
pregnancy test.


 “Liv?”
he stammered and I couldn’t contain the chuckle as I nodded “Happy Christmas,
Daddy.” 


A
small sob choked from him as he cupped my cheek, his eyes brimming with tears “I
love you, Liv. You’re the other half of me, the Angel of my soul.”


 


 


THE END
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CHAPTER 1


 


I
had met George, 5 years ago, when I had been living on the streets at the age
of 17. 


He
had found me beaten and sobbing in the corner of a pub car park and had gently
lifted me and placed me in the back of his Jag, took me to his home and cared
me back to the gentle, fun loving girl that I had once been. 


I
came to look on him as a father figure and he treated me as though I was his
daughter, lovingly nicknaming me ‘Princess’. 


When
I reached 21 he had bought me a small, rundown cottage that I had the strenuous
but fulfilling pleasure of renovating back to its original state, the love and
attention I put into it gave me an overwhelming sense of pride and pleasure. 


 


Since
the day George had found me I had worked for him as a personal assistant in his
house but only for his daily personal activities, his business was kept well
away from me, behind locked doors, much to George’s specific instructions. 


I
knew he was involved with lots of dishonest and crooked dealings in organised
crime, a ‘gangster’ or ‘criminal overlord’ as the term is known but he always
kept me away from this side of him and I respected his choices but sometimes it
exasperated me that he thought I couldn’t handle that side of things, but I
respected his wishes and took care of his private and individual needs. 


 


As
he reached 60 he had decided to retire and move to the Algarve, telling me he
had had enough of the life he led and was eager to get away from it. 


He
begged me to go with him but I needed my own space and my own life but I would
be eternally grateful to him for all the time and patience he had given me. He
said his reward had been watching me flourish into an independent beautiful
woman who had loved him, for who he really was, not the ruthless, hard man
people thought he was. 


 


He
had took the opportunity to secure me a job with one of his ‘associates’ for
when he left, as another personal assistant. I had told him I would find
employment but he been determined that I should carry on with this career as it
paid exceptionally well and I was the most loyal, trustworthy person capable of
doing the job for the most ruthless of the underworld. This, he told me is why
Mr Mason Fox, one of George’s friends had agreed to take me into his
employment, doing the exact same job I had done for George. 


George
had told me that Mr Fox was one of the hardest and wealthiest of their inner
circle, a fairly new man in the criminal world but had quickly built a name and
merciless reputation for himself but he had owed George one or two favours and
would be glad of the assistance in his private chores and would take care of me
for George’s sake.


 


 So
this is why on a drizzly Monday morning I was knocking on the enormous, white
double doors of Mr Fox’s home/business premises; my long, curly copper hair
piled on top of my head and frizzed within an inch of its life due to the wet
weather and my feet already sore in my skyscraper heels. 


I
had gone with a professional look of black pencil skirt and pinstriped white
shirt, not sure what his expectations would be as I had yet to meet him. 


Mr
Fox had been out of the country for the previous six weeks so we hadn’t had the
opportunity to meet, this been our first encounter. 


I
was terribly nervous but George had rung me as I had been preparing breakfast
to wish me luck and give me words of encouragement and to inform me what time
Mr Fox was expecting me. 


 


The
door swung open and a good looking man of about 26 stood in a dark suit, a huge
grin plastered on his face as he did a swift perusal of me. “Hi” I smiled
nervously “Ava Stone to see Mr Fox.” His eyes stayed on my chest and I already
disliked this man. 


He
swung his arm out in gesture to enter and I could feel his gaze on my backside
as I squeezed past him. “Come in Miss Stone, Mason’s expecting you but he’s on
the phone at the moment. Follow me” he said and stalked off towards a set of
dark wood double doors, opening them both and entering the room. 


 


Following
him in I set eyes on a huge rectangular table, also in the same dark wood that
seemed to suck the life out of the room. 


Six
men were sat around the table talking and a man had his back to me pacing in
front of the large French doors that led to an enormous garden, shouting abuse
to someone on the phone. 


He
wore a pristine fitted white shirt that clung to his hard muscled back, the
material straining over his powerful physique and the sleeves were rolled up,
giving me a small view of the strength in his arms. His black expensive
trousers hung from his hips in a way that sheathed his hard buttocks, the cloth
delicately hugging his magnificent arse. 


 


My
breath caught in my throat as he turned, his gaze locked on me and his eyes
scanned my body in a slow and easy examination and then rested on my face as he
held my gaze for a moment too long, making me squirm on the edge of my comfort
zone. 


His
eyes were intense but there was something else that flashed across them…Fire! 
He was stunning. 


I
could tell without the advantage of removing his shirt that his chest was as
strong and lean as the rest of him; his dark hair was cut short and his square
chin had a dusting of stubble. He was made in heaven, no other words to
describe him. 


 


He
gestured to a seat at the table and I wobbled over to it, all sets of eyes in
the room were tracking me and most dropping to my large chest as I sat down. I
had hated my breasts for many years, they had been the warrant of many an
unwanted attraction and leer from men, and women and had more than once got me
into bad situations.


 


“So,
Miss Stone, are you looking forward to working for Mason? He can be quite a
determined bastard” the man who opened the door said as he smirked at me,
obviously trying to put me on edge. 


I
smiled politely and lowered my eyes into my lap, nibbling furiously on my
little finger, already aware of the intense blush creeping up my neck. 


An
older, grey haired man elbowed him and smiled softly to me, “Ignore this twat
love, he can be an arse.” He winked at me with a twinkle in his eye and reached
out his hand to me “Brian Cox, please to meet you Darling.” 


I
smiled and shook his hand as he gipped me softly, “Ava Stone, very pleased to
meet you, Sir.” 


He
regarded me, still with a sparkle in his eye, “So you’re the lovely lady that
George is so smitten with.” 


I
grinned at the mention of George, the mere reference to him lifting my spirits.
“As smitten as I am with him, Sir. George saved my life” I said simply and
meant every word. 


He
cocked his head and his eyes glowed with warmth as he simply gave me a small
nod. “Anyway, meet the rest of the guys” he chuckled and gestured to each man
as he told me their names. “The prick that opened the door is Dane Winters,
Mason’s best friend and right hand man.” 


Dane
leant forward and took my hand, lifting it to his lips and placing a kiss on my
knuckles. “Hello again Ava, It’s about time we had something good to look at in
this dismal place” he sneered and wiggled his eyebrows. A shiver slithered up
my spine and I gulped, much to his amusement. 


Brian
elbowed him again “Leave the poor girl alone Dane.” He then turned to the next
person; a burly heavy set man with bright blue eyes and his hair shaved to
within a millimetre on his large round head. “This here is Mason’s Muscle as we
like to call him, Sam Taylor” Brian informed me.


Sam
nodded and smiled “Pleasure Miss Stone. I hope you can make good coffee cos’
Mason’s is fucking shit.” He grinned and I laughed “I’m sure I can manage a
decent coffee.”


 


 Brain
then indicated to the next man. He was roughly 40 and his long thin face was
covered in scars, the meanest being one that ran from the side of his right eye
to the corner of his lip. “This handsome fellow is Mark Scott.” 


Marks
eyes shifted towards me and then back to the paper he was reading on the table
“Miss Stone” was all he said and another blush crept into my cheeks as the
other men laughed at Mark’s reception to me. 


Brian
shook his head and pointed to the dark skinned man sitting nearer the top of
the table. “This is Simon Bell; he’s the baby of us all.” 


Simon
grinned perfect white teeth that gleamed extra bright against his brown skin,
as soon as I saw the man I grinned. “Miss Stone, it’s a pleasure to meet you
again. Have you heard how George is settling in?” he smiled.  


“George
told me that you would be here, Mr Bell and he told me to tell you that the
ladies are very, very pretty, his words not mine.” 


I
chuckled as his smile turned into a grin, “Good old George.”


Simon
had done a few jobs for George and I had met him on several occasions and to be
honest his familiar face was comforting in the presence of so many strangers. 


 


Brian
then turned to the last of the men. “This is Greg Chambers, Mason’s accountant.”


Greg’s
eyes flitted down to my chest and then swiftly back up to eye level. “Miss
Stone, I’m glad there is finally someone to clean up after that hunk of shit”
he whispered in my ear as he was the closest to me. “Do you know he can’t even
make himself a bloody sandwich without trashing the kitchen. Last week he put
the bloody laundry into the fucking dishwasher, he’s useless” he winked and I
laughed “I’m sure I can sort it out” I told him.


“You
can sort me out anytime, Ava” Dane said from across the table, his eyes boring
into mine and I shifted uncomfortably in my seat. 


“Dane”
came a deep growl from the man stood by the doors. “Enough” he snarled at Dane.


“Oh,
for fucks sake Mason chill out, I’m just ribbing her” Dane protested but Mason
continued to glare at him then turned to me, his eyes piercing mine as he
observed me. “Miss Stone, welcome aboard. I have business to discuss with these
gentlemen so Sam will show you to the kitchen. If you could manage to work the
coffee machine I would be grateful if you could bring us all some coffee” he
said with no hint of emotion or expression, his cool eyes fixed on mine as I
stood. 


“No
problem Mr Fox, I’m sure I’ll figure it out” I smiled and turned to Sam as he
rose from his chair and escorted me to the kitchen. 


 


“You
think you can manage the machine, Miss Stone?” Sam asked, giving the machine an
inquisitive stare.


“Call
me Ava please, and I’ll give it a go.” 


He
nodded and left me alone to brew some coffee. Luckily it was a pretty basic
device and I had soon placed a full coffee pot, cups, sugar and milk on a tray
with a plate of biscuits I had found in the cupboard and found my way back to
the room. 


Tapping
the door with my foot as to not intrude at an awkward moment, the door swung
open and Mason frowned at me then down at the tray. “I uhh, didn’t want to walk
in on any private discussions, Mr Fox” I explained and his eyes narrowed on me.
“I, I never entered the room when George was discussing business, Sir and I
wasn’t sure what…” I trailed off as his eyes bore into mine. 


He
shook his head slightly and took the tray from me, turned and kicked the door
shut with his foot. 


“Okay
Ava, next time don’t bloody knock” I grumbled to myself as I ventured back to
the kitchen to start on the mountain of pots. “A simple thank you would have
done” I muttered to myself as I was quietly wondering if this job was going to
be harder than it looked.


 


 


CHAPTER 2


 


I
filled in a couple of hours by cleaning the kitchen and checking the fridge for
any items needed to refill it, making notes of basic foods and reminding myself
to ask Mason what he liked to eat. 


I
was bent over the large chest freezer, checking dates and clearing away any old
items when I heard a slight cough behind me. Jumping in surprise I banged my
head on the lid of the freezer. “Shit” I hissed and shot up. 


“Sorry,
didn’t mean to make you jump, Miss Stone” his deep voice said from behind me
making me spin round and observe him leant lazily against the doorframe, his
ankles and arms folded in front of him. 


“No,
no it’s my fault sorry, and please call me Ava, Mr Fox” his gaze dropped to my
mouth where I was chewing on the fingertip of my little finger, a habit that I
did when I was nervous and one that had proved difficult to break my entire
life. 


He
cocked his head and continued to gaze at my mouth, “Ava.” 


Just
hearing my name roll of his tongue in his low husky tone sent a shiver through
me. His eyes then lifted to my face, “I was wondering if you were ready to go
through your schedule and sign some necessary paperwork?” 


His
face still didn’t display a smile and I wondered if he had ever smiled in his
life. “Yeah, that’s fine. Would you like a drink whilst we do it… uhh, while we
get on with it…?” 


His
eyebrow lifted and one side of his mouth curled upwards as I groaned. “Sorry Mr
Fox, I’m a little nervous. Would you like a drink?” I asked, leaving it at
that. 


God,
he must think I’m an idiot; either that or a sex craved nymphomaniac. 


 


He
actually smiled then, a grin erupting on his face and it made him even more
stunning, his eyes twinkling brightly and his lips curved deliciously, and I
started to imagine what those soft plump lips could do to sate the throb
between my lips. 


God
damn it, Ava!


 


“Yes
I’d like that… a drink that is.” I was sure the tone of his voice had dropped a
level and the throb spread hotter through my lower stomach. 


Oh
God! 


 


I
coughed and smiled gingerly. “Where will you be and I’ll bring it through?” I
asked quietly.


His
face resumed its usual stern expression, “My office. Up the stairs, first door
on the left.” With that he turned abruptly and disappeared through the doorway,
leaving me to let out the huge breath I had been holding. 


 


Balancing
the tray containing two mugs of coffee, sugar and milk I knocked on the office
door. “Yep” I heard Mason shout and I opened the door and entered. 


His
office was completely different to the rest of the dark wooded house. It was
all chic smoky glass, abstract art and on one wall was a large framed
photograph of a pretty dark haired girl in her early 20’s, laughing at the camera
as Mason had his arms wrapped around her waist as though he was trying to spin
her round. 


An
intense jealousy raged through me at the sight of the love obviously shared
between them and it made me gasp at my insane reaction. 


On
the opposite wall was a huge window overlooking the garden and a ginormous desk
was sat in front of it. Mason was sat in a large leather chair with his back to
me staring out of the window. 


When
he heard my intake of breathe he swung round and actually smiled at me. “Ava,
sit down, please” he motioned to a chair facing his desk. 


Placing
the tray on his desk I kept my gaze on the coffee. “Sugar and milk?” I asked
him without lifting my eyes. This man made me nervous for some reason. 


 


I
had always felt comfortable in my own skin, ever since George had nurtured me
back to life but being in Mason’s presence was bringing out some unknown
emotions in me. I had never really been attracted to any man, oh I knew I
wasn’t gay but I had never found a man that did it for me, but Mason was making
me feel things that were hidden so far away in me it was unsettling. 


“Here,
I’ll do it” Mason said as he stood, noticing my hands were trembling.


 “If
you don’t mind, Mr Fox I’d rather and then I’ll know how you like to have it” I
looked at him and smiled nervously.


“Oh,
yeah okay, “he frowned; he seemed to be struggling to remember how he took his
coffee and he shifted slightly in his chair and cleared his throat. “White with
one sugar… I think” he pursed his lips and shook his head. 


I
looked at him now, properly and smiled “You sure?” I couldn’t help the sly
smile twitching my lips as one of my eyebrows lifted, mocking him. 


He
narrowed his eyes and nodded firmly. “Yes” and that was it, he was back to his
usual grim self. 


 


After
preparing his coffee and mine I handed him the cup and his fingers brushed
mine, sending a small jolt through me, flowing electricity down to area’s I
kept hidden. 


I
frowned to myself and as he placed his cup on the desk he rubbed the edge of
his fingers; had he felt it too? 


“Right,”
he looked at me “I’ve never had an assistant before so I need to know what your
duties consist of, Ava” he cocked his head and held my gaze, “What you do for
me” he added with a slight twitch in his lips. 


Oh
God, what I COULD do for him!! 


 


A
warm feeling pooled between my thighs and I fidgeted in my seat, my teeth
chewing on my little finger again. What the hell was happening to me? I decided
I would need to give my vibrator a good workout tonight to bring my mind out of
the gutter. 


I
cleared my throat. “Well Mr Fox, it’s usually personal things such as shopping,
cooking, laundry, kind of like a housekeeper, but then I also could deal with
your personal appointments, pay your bills and accompany you on any engagements
you need me for. To be brutally honest…” I swallowed, not sure how to say this
last part, “…whatever you need from me.” 


I
sucked in my lips, knowing how it sounded but there wasn’t any other way to say
it. 


His
eyebrows lifted and he bit his bottom lip, “Whatever I need.” It was said as a
statement not a question and he cocked his head, a small twinkle in his eye as
his gaze settled on my mouth. 


I
swallowed again. “Yes Mr Fox, within reason of course” I added, trying to get
the erotic pictures out of my head. My breathing had become heavy and I was
struggling not to shut my eyes and let out a groan.


“Of
Course” he smirked, his eyes on mine as he shifted position in his seat. He
seemed to shake his head of some thought and cleared his throat “Right, Ava
that sounds… fun.” Another smile lifted his mouth. 


Wow
where were they all coming from? I didn’t think this man had it in him.


“So
say shopping, laundry and cooking for now, and then we can ease you in to the
business side of things. I have a cleaner come in three times a week so I’ll
leave the housework to her and then we’ll just play it by ear. I’m sure we’ll
work round it together” he glanced down at some paperwork, tapped his fingers
on the desk and then looked at me, “However Ava, I need you to sign a NDA, and
I know George has vouched for you but I need the extra security.” 


He
seemed nervous now and I empathised with him. I think he thought it was rude to
ask “That’s fine, Mr Fox. I expected it anyway. But can I just say, anything,
and I mean anything that occurs while I’m in your employment is in strict
confidence. Even your shopping list is top secret” I smiled, trying to ease his
worries and his face spilt in to a wonderful grin. 


My
god this man was beautiful when he smiled and I marginally managed to suppress
the small groan that threatened to surface. 


 


He
tipped his head and passed me the contract to sign. “Thank you, Ava.” I
shrugged and skimmed over the contract wording before I signed and handed it
back to him.


“Right,
I need your bank details for you salary, your mobile number so I can reach you
and the usual information, you know address, date of birth, that sort of thing”
he said as he handed me a notepad to write it all down. 


As
I jotted down the things he had asked for, the room was silent but I could feel
his eyes watching my hand sweep across the paper, his breathing seemed to get
heavy and I wondered if he had a fetish for pens… or hands. 


I
lifted my gaze to his when I had finished and his eyes locked on mine, we
seemed to stare at each other for a long while, both of us lost in each other’s
scrutiny. 


 


I
broke the contact and lowered my eyes to my lap as my little finger snaked its
way to my mouth, chewing rapidly on my fingertip. I was sure I heard a slight
groan from Mason but he quickly covered it by coughing and standing up swiftly.
“Right Ava, what do you need to do first?” he asked, his eyes now regarding the
garden through the window. 


“Well
I would be grateful if you could write down what things you like to eat so I
can do your shopping, you don’t seem to have much in.” 


He
nodded and flipped a page on the notebook. “Anything really, I’m not a fussy
eater. I have a bit of a sweet tooth so I like to have lots of sugary things in.”



He
ripped the paper from the notepad and pulled his wallet from his pocket,
retrieved some cash and handed it me with the shopping list, “I’ll sort out a
credit card for you, Ava so you don’t have to keep coming and asking for the
cash.” 


He
also handed me an envelope, “There’s the front door key and alarm code.” 


I
took the items from him and nodded. “No rush. I can pay and then save the
receipts for you till then.” He nodded and his phone rang on his desk. “Right,
I’ll go do your shopping. I’ve wrote my mobile number down if you need to reach
me.” 


I
turned swiftly and exited the room, shutting the door quietly I leant against
it and took a deep breath. It was going to be hard to rein in my reactions to
this man but I also knew that I wouldn’t and couldn’t have any sort of
relationship with him, my past life always at the front of my mind, crushing
any thoughts of a sexual relationship with anyone.
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