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Mason


6
years earlier


I knew she would change my life the exact moment she
walked into the room.


Fuck me, Heaven had sent her – or hell, whichever way you
wanted to look at it. 


The mass of red curls were striking out everywhere atop
her head in every direction, her stunning bright green eyes drank you in and
devoured you; the way they held my gaze when I studied her told me of her deep
passion and I knew she would be the little firecracker I needed. 


Her curvy soft pink lips were crying out for mine to
empower and control and I watched them as they parted for her to draw in a
small gasp. My eyes fluttered and my dick groaned as I pictured the curve of
them over my cock, taking every single damn inch of me.


Fuck!


 


She followed the trek that my eyes were taking with her
own little inspection.


She wanted me as much as I desired her. That much was
obvious, but there was something behind her eyes. Denial, maybe; discipline,
definitely but there was something else, something…mysterious but sorrowful.


 


My eyes had ventured lower, over the swell of her large breasts.
The plump flesh was shrouded behind a thin white striped cotton shirt and the
slightest impression of her lace bra was visible through the material.


And even lower to the contours of her lush hips, a
perfect size for my hands to grab onto with command and dominance, then down to
the sheer skyscraper heels adorning her small feet.


She was an angel; perfect. 


What the hell, Mase?


 


I gestured to a seat for her to sit down and inwardly
smirked when she wobbled slightly. Oh, she was affected by me alright but this
one was George’s girl; out of limits to someone like me; definitely too pure
for someone like me. 


Untouchable.


But, hell, she was fucking exquisite; as though God had
created her from my fantasies, from my internal list of everything perfect in a
woman.


 


“Mr Fox?” Trevor stuttered in my ear and I turned back to
the window to divert my attention back to the prick who was currently trying to
wind his tongue up my arsehole.


“If I have to explain what I want from you one more time
Trevor, I will personally send Sam round for a visit. And if you think you have
got off lightly with Sam, bear in mind I will be the next port of call. You got
me?”


“Y… yes, Mr Fox. But…”


I blew out a heavy breath and clenched my free hand into
a fist as I fought the urge to pull this idiot through the phone and rearrange
his pretty fucking face.


“What?”


“It’s just, uhh, a couple of the, uhh… girls are playing
up for Julie and she…”


“She can handle it.”


“But, really, Mr Fox she doesn’t seem to be handling
it, if you get my drift.”


I blew out another breath. Christ, did I have to do
fucking everything? “Right, get Rebecca in,” I relented slightly, already bored
and fed up with this idiot and I was eager to get him off the line. “I’ll call
in later.”


He let out a heavy sigh and I could feel him nodding even
though I couldn’t see him. “Thank you.”


Closing my eyes in frustration I slid my phone closed and
pulled in a hefty breath before I turned back to the pussy’s drooling over Miss
Stone.


 


“I’m sure I can sort it out” she smiled at Greg. My God,
this woman had a stunning smile. The twinkle that lit her eyes brightened the
whole of her pale freckled face and I sank my teeth into my lower lip at the
twitch in my stomach.


What the hell was wrong with me?


 


“You can sort me out anytime, Ava” Dane growled.
Seriously? This man needed better chat up lines.


I spotted her squirm as her face darkened with her
discomfort.


“Dane!” I barked at him, “Enough.” 


I didn’t acknowledge the feeling that was coursing
through my veins at my friends hit on her. I never did possessive and I wasn’t
about to start now.


She wouldn’t be mine, I wouldn’t allow her to be mine but
the erotic images of her panting and writhing underneath me wouldn’t leave my
damn fucking head.


Jesus - Fucking - Christ.


This woman would tempt me every which way but I had to
stay away from her. I needed to stay away from her.


I would break her; I knew it before I’d even said one
word to her.


Mine, mine, mine!


Fuck!


 


“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.” I told her, hiding my emotion well and virtually barking at her.


I needed to rein this in. I needed her to be wary of me.
I needed her to stay away. I needed her under me. I needed my name ripped from
her lips as I thrust into her warmth deep and hard. I needed her to come hard
around my cock. 


I needed her heart and I needed her soul.


 


“No problem Mr Fox, I’m sure I’ll figure it out” She
smiled sweetly as she stood and waited for Sam to escort her.


The way she said Mr Fox gave a shot of electricity to my
dick as well as inside my chest.


Shit!


What the hell was wrong with me? Never, and I mean never,
had I had this reaction. I didn’t know how to control it. I didn’t even know if
I wanted to control it.


She would just be another bitch after my money as well as
my cock but this time I didn’t think so, there was just something about her
that drew me in and locked me up.


It was like she had cast a spell. Maybe she had and a
little twitch lifted my lips at the thought of what other magic she held.


Fuck it, she was going to be mine. Mine. Mine!


Fucking mine!
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mason


      
“Daddy?”


I diverted my gaze away from Ava. She was shaking her
head marginally at the conversation she was having on her phone. Her back was
to me but I could tell by the hold of her shoulders that she wasn’t happy. Her
head was low as she ran a hand through her mass of copper curls frantically
whilst she whispered just as agitatedly.


Katie tugged on my trousers again and I smiled down at
her. “What, Sweetie?”


She pursed her lips the only way she can, which was to
kind of suck in one side of her lips and let the other side pop. She thought it
made her look like her mother when she was working at the laptop. I thoroughly
agreed.


“Can we be serious for a moment?”


I coughed slightly, to hide the snort that wanted to rise
and nodded earnestly as I bent to a crouch before her.


She clambered onto my thigh and I shuffled her little
body further on as she huffed out a great big sigh. “I think I’m in love.”


Christ!


 


I closed my eyes for a moment and tried to desperately
control my facial expressions. I nodded again and patted her knee, “And how do
you know its love, poppet?”


“Well… I always get a funny feeling in my tummy when I
look at him.”


I waited for her to continue but apparently that was it.
“Right and what’s his name?”


“Gerald.” She divulged quite openly and I frowned at the
name.


“Uh-huh and how old is Gerald?” I asked her cautiously,
holding my insides in preparation.


She gave me ‘The look’, the one that said ‘how
stupid are adults!’ and huffed again. “He’s six, daddy, like me.”


Thank Fuck!


 


“Does… Gerald feel the same about you?”


She screwed her cute nose up and shrugged as she tipped
her head to the side to consider my question. “Well, I think he does. He smiles
at me a lot and he keeps pinching my ruler and Maisie says that’s because he’s in
love with me.”


I stared at the floor, desperately trying to vault my
mind back to when I was six. Did I steal girl’s rulers? Hell, if I can
remember.


 


Ava moved to the corner of the room and lowered her voice
but I caught her whispered plea, “Please, don’t do this.”


I frowned as I tipped my head to listen in more but Katie
had other ideas, I was hers for the duration and she demanded every bit of my
attention. “Are you listening, daddy?”


I nodded firmly at her and gave her my best smile. She
nodded in approval as she stared at me with her brow high in query.


I shrugged and shook my head in bewilderment and she
rolled her pretty green eyes, “Well?”


“Well….” I encouraged her to fill me in to what was
expected.


“Well, is it love, daddy?”


“I doubt it, poppet, you’re only six.”


Wrong words apparently. She proper glared at me, full on hateful,
spitting feathers glare and I diverted quickly. “Have you kissed him?” I
whispered playfully.


Her eyes widened and she reared back. “Daddy, I’m six!”


Oh, now it’s okay to mention her age. 


 


“Well,” I paused to give effect, “It might be love, or it
might not be, the only person who will know that is you, sweetie, and Gerald of
course.”


She deliberated for a while then kissed my cheek
sloppily. “You’re right. And I don’t think I want to be in love yet. I want to
enjoy my life before I settle down.”


Give me strength.


 


Ava slammed her phone on the worktop and I watched as her
shoulders sagged in resignation. She continued to stare out of the window as
her little finger lifted to her mouth and she proceeded to chew it to near
death.


“Go and tell your brother to hurry with his teeth,
sweetie. It’s nearly time for school” I told Katie as I patted her thigh and
lifted her off mine.


She glanced at her mother, recognising the oncoming storm
but nodded and hurried out of the room as I slid my arms around Ava’s waist.
She jolted and spun round. I didn’t miss the false smile adorning her face.
“You okay, baby?”


Her fake smile got wider as she nodded. I tipped my head
and studied her, “You sure, Ava?”


She swallowed before she answered around her finger,
“Yeah.”


 


Okay, she was feeding me shit again. Third time this week
and something was definitely bothering her. I tilted her head back with a
finger to her chin and narrowed my eyes as I perused the panic on her face,
“Now tell me the truth, baby.”


She tried to look affronted but she forgot how long I had
been doing this job. It was in my best interests, especially if I wanted to
remain alive, that I read people and over the years I had gotten good at it,
now in particular.


She huffed and shook her head, “Nothing’s wrong, Mason.
I’m just tired, that’s all.”


I twisted my lips and sighed. “Eight years, baby.”


She frowned in confusion at me and I raised my brow at
her. “Together, eight years now and you forget I can read you like a book. Now
– tell – me – the – truth.” I demanded from her, my anger at her reticence
bubbling quietly in the pit of my gut. 


 


Her nose scrunched quite adorably as her teeth sank into
her lip and I couldn’t help think how sweet it made her look but her hands
slammed into my chest and pushed me back a little. “I said I’m fine, Mason, and
I’m fine; just a headache.”


Okay, she was tired a minute ago.


“Ava…” I warned but Georgie came to her rescue, flying
into the room at rocket speed as he slid along the floor in his socks. 


“George!” she scolded but I knew it was a digression so
she could move away from me.


 


I followed the sway of her lush hips under her dress as
she moved across the room to save George from the cupboard handle he had caught
his belt on.


 


Her mind-blowing body was still the ultimate in sin and
our passion was still raw and primal, even after eight years. The heat and
thrill was still intense between us and I was constantly hard for her;
constantly yearned for her sumptuous body to be beneath me and I knew she felt
the same. Christ, sometimes she was so hot I couldn’t sate her until I had
taken her every which way.


 


“Come on. Did you do your teeth?” she asked George as she
led him from the kitchen to prepare for school.


I sighed and ran my hands through my hair. Something was
off, something big and I hated the fact that she didn’t feel she could tell me.



We had been to hell and back in our past and I thought
she now trusted me.


Yes, I had been an arse to her. The drugs and women had
nearly been the end of us, but we dragged our relationship through it and came
out the other end, both of us stronger and more in love; or so I believed.


 


My phone rang in my pocket and I groaned at the name when
I pulled it out. “Wendy” I greeted austerely. This fucking woman was a
liability and would be the death of me.


“Mr Fox…” she flustered and my hackles rose at her tone,
“You need to get here quick, it’s… Yvonne, she’s been… strangled and… and well
not nicely.”


The fuck! Was there any nice way to be fucking strangled?
Stupid woman.


“The fuck?” I barked at her and I grit my teeth at her
gasp.


“Last night. Dunno what happened but Fran’s only just
found her.”


“Fucking Christ” I spat as I pulled on my shoes and
slammed the front door behind me.
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Ava


      
I paused with my hand on the handle before taking a deep breath and
stepping in. “Ava” Nate smiled at me but I didn’t return it.


He sighed and gazed at me. “Ava, please, you know I need
to do this.”


“And you know I can’t, Nate. It would end us.”


“Why, Ava? All that shit is in the past, it doesn’t need
to affect the present.”


I scoffed and shook my head sadly, “You know Mason won’t
see it like that. He’ll kill me before he lets me work with him. Look at last
year with Layla, it still eats away at him Nate and I can’t do that to him.”


 


He slumped in his chair as he rubbed his eyes in
frustration. “But, I can’t do this without him. I need to sort this, Ava, you
know I do.”


I nodded and smiled in understanding, “I know” I said simply
as I placed my resignation on his desk in front of him.


He closed his eyes and groaned. “Ava, please, don’t do
this. Please. I’m sure you and Mason can work things through over this. Your
relationship is strong enough.”


Was it that strong? Would Mason relent and yield just to
keep me happy?


No!


 


“We’re still friends, right?”


He tutted loudly as he came around the desk to me and
drew me in. “You know that, sweetheart; always. If there were any other way
around this, you know I’d do it.”


I nodded against his chest as a tear slid free. I loved
my job, or rather, I had loved my job. It was me, just a small part of
my life that was mine, and now I had lost that, what was left of just me? “I
know, Nate. I hope he finds what you need.”


“I just don’t know how long it will take him, Ava. It
could just be a matter of weeks or it could take bloody months. You can’t hang
on until he’s finished?”


I shook my head sadly, “I can’t do that Nate, and it
wouldn’t be fair to all three of us. I would go mad at home just waiting for
your call, I can’t do that. Fair enough, if I haven’t managed to find a job
when this is over, then I would love to walk back in.”


He grasped my chin lovingly between his finger and thumb
and planted a soft kiss to my forehead.


This man was my best friend, aside from Courtney, and I
hated to let him down and make him feel accountable. “It’s all good, Nate.
Maybe a change will do me good. I’ve been feeling a little… hell, I don’t know,
just…” I shrugged as I struggled to find the words to describe how ‘lost’ I had
been feeling lately.


 


I couldn’t explain it; it was just there, inside me,
bubbling away in the pit of my stomach. Like something was missing from my
life; not something huge, just maybe lots of little things that were niggling
inside my head and making me look at my life differently.


I was constantly asking myself if I was happy, even if I
was content, but I couldn’t even put my finger on why I was feeling like that.


It was like a bomb counting down on an internal timer,
waiting for the precise moment to detonate and ruin everything I had managed to
secure over the last thirteen years, and especially the last eight years with a
man I loved with everything I was. But even my marriage, my lover and my soul
mate felt like they were being dragged away from me without any pull from
anything specific.


I just felt disoriented and adrift with life.


Maybe this was a good thing; a time to regenerate and
discover myself again.


 


We remained silent for a while, both of us drawing in
each other before I pulled away, nodded and took one last look around what had
been my second home for the previous eight years, before I descended the fifty
floors and went home.


 


***


 


“You wanna meet for lunch, hun?” I asked Courtney as I
wedged the phone between my shoulder and chin so I could open the mail.


“What’s wrong?” she asked immediately. God, I loved this
girl; she knew me inside out.


“Over lunch” I told her.


“Sure, usual?”


I confirmed with her as I ended the call and frowned at a
brown envelope bearing Mason’s name. The typed name was solitary, no address or
postage, so I knew it had been hand delivered but I placed it on the pile I had
assembled for his office and moved on.


 


I snorted loudly at the birthday card for Mason… in
Rebecca’s writing. I knew it was her writing because she still hounded him
relentlessly.


The woman could win an award for perseverance. She was
damn unyielding, refusing to give in, even after eight years of pursuing my man
but I now found it humorous.


I chuckled slightly as I placed it with the rest of his
cards, knowing the language that would filter through him when he opened it.


 


We were off up to Greg’s Scottish cabin for the weekend
to celebrate Mason’s birthday, his fortieth, which was currently playing on his
mind. I think he thought when he hit forty I would instantly stop desiring him.
Pfft, I don’t think I would ever stop wanting Mason.


Since the day I had first met him all those years ago, my
body had craved him in a way that was uncontrollable and wild, sometimes quite
overwhelming and I knew he felt the same.


I had a surprise planned for him at the cottage. I knew
Connor was going up, Greg’s brother, who always played a third in group sex and
I just hoped it would be what Mason wanted; otherwise the weekend could go
terribly wrong.


 


My phone rang and I pulled in a breath before I answered.
“Hey, Lay.”


“Ava, what the hell is going on, love?”


“Word travels fast.”


“Of course it does, its NSC. Lucas just told me.”


I sighed and looked out of the window, desperately trying
to divert my attention away from the tears that wanted to roll. “How the hell
am I supposed to work with Kade after everything, Lay? Mason would shit his
soul and make my life unbearable.”


“Why the hell has Nate fetched him in anyway? I know he’s
an IT analyst and that tells me something odd’s going on round here.” Layla was
far from stupid.


“On the hush, Lay. The whole NSC systems have been hacked
twice, some important documents have been altered and a lot, and I mean a lot,
of money has been transferred somewhere Nate can’t track. That’s why he needs
to bring Kade in.”


“Shit!”


“Mmmm, I know it can’t be helped and Nate needs to sort
it. I’ll be fine, I’m already looking for something, so if you hear of
anything, let me know.”


She was quiet for a moment then she lowered her voice,
“There’s a bar job going at the Panther.” My eyebrows rose and I pursed my
lips. “But I don’t think Mase would be too pleased do you?”


“Well tough, to be honest, Lay. If I can’t work with
Kade, I’ve gotta do something. I don’t wanna be a sit at home mom, it would
kill me… Shit, gotta go, Mason’s home. Tell William I’ll ring him later and to
save me the job.” It sounded perfect for a life change; entertaining, anything
but boring, and William would be an adorable boss, as I knew he was to all his
current staff.


“Will do, bye love.”


 


I shunted my phone back into my bag as Mason stepped into
the kitchen with a deep frown marring his handsome face. He tipped his head and
narrowed his eyes and I instantly recognised which mood was dominating him today
- Mr Stroppy and I rolled my eyes inwardly.


“Why are you home?” He asked as he kept his eyes trained
on me whilst he stalked towards the fridge and pulled out a bottle of water.


“Headache.”


He nodded slowly as he unscrewed the cap and downed the
entire contents in one. “The same one you had this morning?”


I nodded in return as he held my gaze, his eyes still
narrow and hard. “The fake headache you had this morning, resembling the
fake one you have now?”


 


I sighed and lowered my gaze when he took the two steps
needed with his long legs to reach me. I was instantly backed up between the
worktop and his solid chest as his finger tilted my head back so I was staring
into his beautiful eyes, the liquid honey of them drawing me in and taking me
hostage under his scrutiny.


Shit! I didn’t need this now. I was feeling too raw and
emotional at losing my job and I knew if Mason got wind of the new job I was
after, I wouldn’t stand a chance. He would squash any hope I had at procuring
the position at The Black Panther. No way would Mason allow me to work in an exclusive
adult club.


 


He scrunched his nose a little and sighed deeply before
he sucked air through his teeth and I knew I was in for a grilling. “Baby, it’s
only 11:30 and my day has already been shit enough to kill the most patient of
men. Please don’t make it any worse.”


God damn this fucking man! 


“Mason. I came home because I have a headache; you’re
looking for things that aren’t there, baby.”


He scoffed once then clicked his tongue as a hand slid
around the nape of my neck and held the roots of my hair, not painfully but
enough for his irritation to shout out a warning at me, in addition to tilting
my head further back. I swallowed harshly, “Mason, please. There is nothing
wrong, just a headache and at the moment, you’re making it bloody worse.”


 


He placed his lips softly on my forehead and I felt his
eyes squeeze closed. “Why, baby?”


My heart broke at the distress in his voice but I
couldn’t tell him, it would create world war 3 if he knew Kade was back at NSC and
especially that I’d had to leave because of his return, “Why what, Mason?”


His nose now circled the soft skin on my forehead as he
inhaled my scent deeply, like he needed me to survive. “You’re drifting, Ava.
Why do I feel like I can’t snag the rope and drag you back in?”


His sullen eyes locked me down and I bit my bottom lip as
my heart ripped against my breastbone. “You’re not losing me, Mason. You’ll
never lose me, baby. I’m yours.”


“Mine” he whispered immediately as his hand slipped
further into my hair and fastened into the strands with his long fingers.


My breath caught as his erection throbbed against my
belly and arousal flooded my core.


“Yours always” I whispered in reply.


“Mine.” He repeated as his perfect lips took mine
perfectly. 


My man could kiss; had always transformed me into a wet,
panting mess when he loved me with his mouth. The flawless rhythm he moved with
demanded each of my senses dominantly, commanding me as his and only his in
that precise moment. He dictated my mind, my body and my emotions every single
time he kissed me.


 


His grip in my hair became firmer as I imitated his hold
and slipped my hands into his soft brown mane, grabbing as much of a handful as
I could in my desire to take him as mine, just like he did with me.


“Mine” he growled as his mouth dropped to my neck and
sucked in the soft flesh as his teeth bit down. Every time he bit me my body
surged to life, my synapses electrifying like lightning and blasting shots of
pleasure into every nerve I possessed. Mason knew this, and knew he could
overpower me very time.


 


He pulled back slightly and the fire in his eyes
heightened my arousal to a fierce roar, my body harmonized completely to my
husband’s wants, needs and desires.


“Take off your dress.”


Without any hesitation I found the zip on the side of my
dress, lowered it then pushed it from my frame. His eyes flashed with hunger as
they roamed over my underwear covered body.


His finger traced along the edging of my bra, over the
swell of my breast before he slid a finger inside and stroked it over my
nipple, causing it to pebble as an excited shiver rippled through me. “This is
mine.”


I nodded, the deep ache inside me rendering me mute. The
same finger trailed slowly across my breastbone and teased my other nipple,
this time over the lace of my bra, “And this.”


I mumbled something incoherent as my eyes fluttered
closed. “Look at me, Ava.”


I blew out a small huff and focused on him. “Nobody else
will ever make you feel like this, like I do. Nobody else would ever sate the
craving you have.”


I nodded again as he glided down each strap of my bra,
before pulling each cup down under my boobs and exposing me for his approval. 


My breasts suddenly felt heavy and weighted with my
wantonness but he quickly remedied my discomfort as he took each in his large
hands and lifted them slightly. “Nobody else would ever be enough for you,
baby.” 


He mouthed a hard nipple, suckling heavily on it as his
teeth clamped down and I yelped out a surprised moan as his bite shot straight
down through me and hit my clit head on.


 


“I need you, Mason.” I breathed as his mouth moved onto
its twin, torturing my left breast just as passionately as he had my right.


“How much?”


“God, with everything. Deep down inside.”


He caressed my nipple with the flat of his tongue as his
eyes lifted to mine, “Tell me.”


I swallowed on a moan as I palmed his cheek. “I need your
tongue on me, Mason. I need you to lick me.”


 


He groaned as his thumbs hooked into the edge of my
knickers, before he twisted and ripped them off. No sooner were they off than
he was on his knees with one of my legs draped over a shoulder and his tongue
was circling my clitoris as he inserted a finger inside me, circling it round
in perfect symmetry as his tongue on my nub.


“Oh God, yes.” I groaned as my thighs started twitching
uncontrollably.


“Hold it, Ava.”


“I don’t think I can.”


“Yes – you can. Just a little longer, baby. I want more
of you first.”


His tongue now proceeded to fuck me relentlessly. There
was no gentleness in his oral pursuit; it was pure pleasure seeking for both of
us. “I need it now, Mason, please.”


He growled as he inserted another finger into me, removed
his mouth from my pussy and bit into the flesh on my thigh at the same time as
fingering me hard and deep.


My body exploded in pleasure. My eyes rolled, my breath
stuck in my throat prior to bursting forth in a scream of ecstasy as I climaxed
violently and extensively.


“Fuck, yes. Knees.” He demanded as he rose to his feet
and I sunk to my knees. “Open that delicious mouth, baby.”


He grabbed my hair and thrust his rock solid cock into my
mouth. I knew what he wanted so I kept my head still but closed my lips over
him tightly. His hands manipulated each movement of my plunges on him as he
kept a tight rein on my head, not allowing me any give as he fucked my mouth
hard and fast with deep thrusts of his hips.


Within seconds he was swelling and exploding vehemently
down my throat as he shouted my name viciously; anger and passion forcing its
way through him and erupting with his loud shout.


 


“Christ, Ava.” He panted as he palmed the counter to
support his trembling legs. He grinned down at me as a dribble of his cum slid
down my chin and landed on my breast. “You save that for me, baby?”


I gave him a brazen smile as he slid to his knees before
me and his tongue swept out to catch his own sperm. He licked his lips after
then took me in a hard kiss before he slowed to a tender loving proper English
snog. “I love you so much, Ava.”


I sighed in contentment; those words were my personal boost
pill. Every time they left his lips, they were said with a fierce truth, a severe
implication of deep love to them and said with such importance that they warmed
my heart. “And me, you.” I whispered as I always did.
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“You gonna tell me the truth now?” I asked her as I
palmed her cheeks gently.


She sighed, again… a-fucking-gain. She was really
pissing me off now and she realised it as she scanned my face. “Mason, I…”


The door decided to open to Sam and Greg and I growled
out a halt to them whilst Ava slipped her dress back on. “It’s about time you
started fucking knocking” I bellowed at them but Greg just laughed at me.


Fair enough it was nothing he hadn’t seen before as we
regularly joined him and Courtney in a foursome, but it was the fact that this
was my fucking home, not just business and they needed to learn some God damn
respect.


 


Ava nodded and smiled before she slid from the kitchen
and I grit my teeth at my lost chance of cornering her. 


“Office” I barked at the guys as Brad, one of my new guys,
and Brian joined the others, without knocking of course.


It was something that needed to be addressed and it was
the first point of the morning as I entered my office behind them and shut the
door so Ava couldn’t pick up the topic that we needed to discuss.


“You all need to learn to fucking knock.” I eyed each of
them and they all gave me a nod apart from Greg who barked out a chuckle again.
I slowly swung my eyes round to him as I sucked air through my teeth to stop me
from knocking his face through the wall. “You got a problem with fisting my
front door, Greg?”


He narrowed his eyes on me and held up his hands in
submission as he shook his head, “Wow, serious mood today, eh?”


Christ, I was gonna rip this man’s fucking head off any
minute.


 


Sam was shrewd enough to stand and glare at Greg before
he turned to me, “We’ll start knocking Mase, sorry.”


I nodded and sighed as I slipped into my desk chair. “We
need to sort this shit out.” Sam nodded again as I turned to Greg, “I need
Lucas in and Elijah.”


He stared at me with a frown. “No offence, Mase but
what’s Lucas gonna do? He’s like a gay bulldog, Willow has more punch.”


“That’s for me to worry about, Greg.” He looked affronted
at his exclusion but he was wise enough not to voice his displeasure.


“All’s good.” Sam answered. 


“You need to get your men on 24 hour watch, Brad.” He
nodded firmly in reply; his taciturn demeanour had made me like him immediately
when we met. This man had been the best recommendation Gary’s dad, Liam, had
forwarded on.


 


Gary Thornton and Ava had become close in the previous
few years and his parents had taken Ava in as one of their own and as a result
of their friendship I had been introduced to Gary’s dad, Liam Thornton, head of
MI5. Yes, that had been a wonderful revelation and we’d had some wonderful
discussions, sometimes quite informative for both of us, and he had proceeded
to recommend various people that wanted on my payroll, Brad being one of them
and as an ex member of the MI5 he was a great addition to my team. 


 


I turned to Brian, “You need to keep your ear down and
pick up any…”


The door swung open and Ava walked in with a tray of
coffee and pastries. “You need to learn to fucking knock, baby.”


Her eyes widened at my tone but I stared her out, she was
another person who didn’t know how to enter places properly.


Everybody’s eyes rolled to gape at me but I wasn’t in the
mood to yield. I tipped my head at her and lifted a brow when she narrowed her
eyes on me but her eyes scanned the room at the others before she wisely decided
not to humiliate me in front of them.


Her chest expanded as she drew in a heavy breath and my
gaze dropped to her large breasts, their perfectness expanding as her lungs
inflated.


“I’m going out.” She said rigidly as she shouted at me
through her glare.


“What happened to the headache?”


Her tongue rolled over her top teeth in her anger but she
still fought it back, “There are these little white pills called paracetamol,
Mason. Wonderful things, you should try them.”


Okay.


 


She was out of the room in seconds as I circled her waist
with an arm and pulled her through the door before I slammed it shut to the
guys eavesdropping and pinned her to the wall.


She lowered her eyes so I grasped her chin and made her
gaze meet mine. “I don’t know what the hell is wrong with you lately but not in
front of the guys, baby. That I won’t stand for, you know it.”


She shrugged, “But it’s okay for you to demean me in
front of them? This is my God damn home!” she spat angrily.


I narrowed my eyes and tried to read her face but she was
just too angry for me to see anything else. “Not – in – front – of – the –
guys.” I repeated.


She squirmed under me as I planted a tender kiss to her
forehead, “You understand?”


“Go – to – hell!”


Wow! Discipline and behaviour would be discussed in the
bedroom tonight. No way would she be getting away with this.


 


I closed my eyes and pulled in a deep breath to calm my
rage. “Tonight, baby. Kerrie can have the kids and me and you are fucking
talking. Make sure you don’t make plans.”


“I’m going out tonight” She replied quickly and I
frowned. It was rare Ava went anywhere at night. She usually stayed in with the
twins whilst I did the rounds of the clubs and other stuff.


“No, baby. You’re not listening.”


“For Christ’s sake Mason, it’s you who isn’t listening, I
am going out. You can watch Katie and Georgie for a change. I have a life as
well.”


“What the fuck is wrong with you?”


She exhaled heavily as her eyes fired angrily, “Me? You
need to learn to respect me, Mason. After eight years you still treat me like
one of your damn men. I have made arrangements, deal with it.”


Enough.


 


I grabbed both of her wrists and pinned them above her
head. “Enough! Now!”


She knew she had gone too far when her gaze dropped to
the floor and she nodded slightly. “I’m sorry.”


I relaxed my hold on her and palmed her cheek before I
slid my hand round into her soft curls. “We need to talk, Ava. I won’t let our
relationship slip away until we have a huge problem. We talk, tonight.”


She sighed but nodded, “Fine.”


“Good girl, now kiss me.”


Her lips twitched as she fought the smile. I didn’t fight
mine as she reached up to me and planted her soft pliant lips over mine. I let
out a small groan as I always did when she kissed me, I couldn’t help it, it
was involuntary; the same as my blood always sank to my cock simultaneously.


“I love you, baby” I whispered against her mouth.


She nodded and palmed my cheek, “I know you do, Mason.”


She planted a small kiss on my lips before she turned and
descended the stairs.


I watched her retreat and I didn’t miss the fact that she
hadn’t returned my words.


 


***


 


“You know what confidential means Lucas?”


He stared at me as we entered the building, “Yeah Mason,
I know what confidential means and funnily enough, I’m okay with that. Why I
would want to discuss this with anyone is beyond me.”


I narrowed my eyes on him, “You have a problem with this?”


He barked out a sarcastic laugh. “No” he relented with a
slight shake of his head.


 


The foyer was full of angry women and I frowned as I
walked into the middle of them and turned to Tracey. “What the fuck is going
on?”


“Wendy’s buggered off.”


“Fuck!”


I looked at Olga and tipped my head towards Lucas, “Take
him up to my office.”


She nodded once and gestured for Lucas to follow her as I
held my hand up to the enraged assembly. “Shut – the – fuck –up!”


They all quietened and looked at me and I turned back to
Tracey. “Any excuse why she went?”


She raised her perfectly manicured brows at me and I
sighed and nodded. There was only one person who could fill in her position and
I fucked myself inwardly for what I was about to do. “I’ll sort it within the
end of the day.”


Tracey nodded and I trusted her to pacify the girls. “And
the other situation?” she asked with a cringe.


I understood her worry and I smiled at her and held each
of them at my attention “That’s sorted too. Security will be moving in tonight
so don’t worry, okay?”


They each nodded but I could still read their hesitancy
and I was with them all on this. “Don’t worry girls, the protection I’m
bringing in are professional and highly trained. Nothing more will happen
here.”


They seemed more placated with this and I could hear
their mumbles as I entered my office down the hallway.


 


Lucas eyed me sceptically as I walked in. I nodded to
Olga who returned my nod and disappeared through the door.


“I want you to access CCTV and any e-mails that were
forwarded from here and then deleted. I need you to find if anything suspicious
is happening within these four walls. Look through the bookings or request logs
and see if you find anything that looks dodgy, then I need you to set up
firewalls, new passwords and any other security on my internal tech stuff.”


“That’s all fine but I need something to work with Mason,
anything you can tell me that will help my search and what it is I’m even
looking for.”


 


I debated how much to tell him. Lucas’s wife and my best
friend, Layla, was close to Ava and if this got back to her, my marriage was
over.


“You don’t need to know anymore. Just anything that pops
out as unusual or something repetitive that doesn’t seem right.”


He sighed heavily and rolled his eyes but nodded, “Fine,
but cos’ I don’t exactly know what to look for it could take a while.”


I nodded, “That’s fine, Nate knows I have you here and
he’s good with it. For some reason he says he has a new tech guy going in for a
few weeks so he doesn’t need you.”


Lucas frowned and pursed his lips, “That must be why
Kade’s in then.”


“What?”


He frowned at me. “Didn’t Ava tell you? Kade’s in, that’s
why she’s resigned.”


What the fuck!


 


I didn’t give him chance to say anymore, I was out of the
door and climbing into my car within the minute.


My wife had some serious explaining to do.
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“Perfect” Owen smiled proudly at me as Courtney clapped from where she
was propped up at the bar in The Black Panther, hiccupping with a smile after
taste testing my many attempts at various cocktails. “You see, Ava, you got the
hang of it. You’ll mostly be waiting tables but it will help if you can serve
as well.”


I nodded happily and smiled as William approached us with
an equally wide smile. “Ava, sweetheart, you do know the uniform is compulsory don’t
you?”


I nodded and grinned with excitement as William held up a
Black Panther uniform in my size. “And Mason will be okay with you wearing
this?” he asked sceptically. He knew my husband inside out.


I shrugged, “I need the job William, so…”


He grimaced but nodded. “I’ll let you tell him then” he laughed
and I smirked at his cunning. “Can you start tonight?”


Mason’s demand bounced around the obedient parts of my
brain but the defiant part smiled in glee, my excitement at my new job pushing
me to accept. “Sure, what time?”


“6?”


I nodded happily as I took the uniform from William and
studied it. Mason would freak if he saw me in this. I looked at Courtney, “Can
I come to yours from here?”


She nodded and clapped her hands. “We haven’t done an
afternoon together for ages.”


I grinned in return. She was right. I missed my best
friend and our time together but it wasn’t always that easy to find time
together when we both had families.


 


I needed to sort out childcare on a regular basis and a
thought popped into my head.


“Kerrie” I greeted Mason’s sister when she answered her
phone.


“Hey, sweetie” she smiled down the phone.


“How do you fancy a job? Fulltime.”


She was silent in her confusion so I filled her in on my
new job and she accepted immediately. “God, I would love to. You know I enjoy
spending time with them.”


“Can you start today?” I asked hesitantly but she accepted
and told me she would pick Katie and George up from school.


Perfect.


 


***


 


“Something funny is going off with our men” Courtney said
as she narrowed her eyes in thought and I frowned.


“What do you mean?”


“Haven’t you noticed how they’re whispering and hiding
stuff? Mason called an emergency meeting this morning and everybody went
running.”


My mind wandered back to his scolding when I walked into
his office without knocking.


“Come to think of it, he did disappear this morning
without telling me and he proper shouted at me for entering his office during a
meeting. He doesn’t usually bother. I know his lifestyle and business choices
now so…” I told her as I watched her paint my toe nails a funny grey colour. I
wasn’t sure I liked it but I would refrain from telling her.


It was unusual for Mason to be so secretive and he did
seem quite stressed when he came back home. He’d told me he’d had a morning
from hell but I hadn’t questioned it. I should have.


 


“Well, I’m telling you, they’re hiding something and I
dunno about you, Ava, but I’m determined to find out what.”


My phone trilled inside my bag and Courtney reached over
and pulled it out for me whilst I remained immobile with wet toes. “Mason” She
informed me and I sighed as I took it from her and answered.


“Where the fuck are you?” he growled at me and I gasped.


“Hello to you too Mason, I’m getting pretty sick and
tired of your bloody attitude towards me.”


“And I’m getting sick and fucking tired of your fucking
lies, Ava, so I guess we’re even.”


I gulped and stilled, “What?”


“Where are you?”


Shit!


“Uhh, I’m out.”


He barked out a loud scoff. “Well that I do know, what I
want to know is where you are” he repeated slowly.


 


Courtney was staring at me with wide eyes as she caught
Mason’s anger through the receiver, his loud voice sifting into the quietness of
the room.


“It doesn’t matter where I am but I need to tell you
Kerrie is picking the kids up and I won’t be home for tea.”


He was eerily silent before he spoke slowly and levelly.
“Do not fuck me off any more today, Ava. You’re already down for reprimand
tonight, don’t make it worse.”


“What the hell, Mason. I’m not a child.”


“Well don’t fucking act like one then!”


“You’re barking and swearing at me down the phone, but
it’s me who’s acting like a child?”


I heard his severe inhalation and I could picture him
gripping something tightly in his fist as he tried to control his temper. “I’m
gonna ask you one more time, baby. Where the fuck are you?”


“Out” I replied as I ended the call.


 


Courtney gawked at me, her eyes huge and round as she
digested my bravado with Mason. “He’s gonna be knocking on my door in roughly
seven minutes, babe. You wanna go hide somewhere?”


I couldn’t help but laugh at her. She chuckled slightly
then full on laughed with me, “Fuck, Ava. He’s gonna shit his innards’ with
you.”


I laughed even more, “It save’s me buying laxatives to
teach him who’s boss.”


Her eyes widened even more before she laughed harder. “I
do not envy you right now.”


“Ahh, he’ll get over it” I told her with a wave of my
hand.


 


We both quietened when the front door flew open and Greg
walked in with a boiling Mason.


“Make that four minutes and twenty six seconds” Courtney
whispered humorously and I choked out a bark of laughter.


What the hell was wrong with me? I had a death wish.


 


He stood glaring at me as Greg cringed beside him, “Out!”


I raised my eyes to his and wobbled my head from side to
side as if contemplating his command. “Nah!” I smiled with a scrunch of my
nose.


I’m sure I saw steam blow out of his ears as Greg and
Courtney both gasped at my rebellious denial.


His eyebrows lifted as he smirked at me, “What?”


“I said, No, baby.”


He nodded slowly. “I thought that’s what you said.”


His confident tone had my internal alarms on high alert
and I watched him warily.


He took two steps towards me, placed his hands around my
waist and hoisted me over his shoulder.


“Get off me!” I shouted as I thumped his back hard.


“Uhh…” Courtney stood swiftly, deliberating if she was
brave enough to come to my assistance as Mason stomped through the front door
and down the path towards his car, where he opened the door and flung me
inside.


 


I grabbed the handle when he shut the door but he flicked
the lock before I had chance to escape.


“Who the fuck do you think you are?” I stormed at him as
he slid in the car beside me.


“Your fucking husband who is sick and tired of taking
your shit lately, Ava.”


I swallowed heavily. He knew; I could see it in his eyes
as he glowered at me.


“Whatever!” I relented as I turned my glare to the moving
pavement.


 


He was quiet throughout the ride home and all I could
think about was how I was gonna make it back to Courtney’s to collect my
uniform before making it into work without my car.


The man beside me would be the death of me. There was
dominant then there was controlling and then there was Mason’s level of
controlling and I sighed heavily as I rested my forehead against the window.
The bumps and ridges in the road were giving me the headache I had lied about
this morning but I was too despondent to lift my head so I rode each bump with
the car and remained sullen and silent beside Mason.


 


I kept catching glances of his glances towards me but I
didn’t acknowledge them or him, I was too damn mad with him to care.


I wanted a life, I needed a life. My parenting
skills were currently the only thing I had to show for my life, especially now
that I had lost my job at NSC and I wanted more. Hell, I was entitled to more.


 


We pulled up the driveway and Mason killed the engine but
didn’t move. I could feel his eyes on me for a while and I still didn’t react
to him.


I was sad; sad, upset and lonely. I knew I shouldn’t be
feeling this way. I had a, fair enough controlling husband, but he was still
loving, attentive and absolutely adored me. I had good friends, a wonderful
surrogate-father in Portugal and I had the most amazing children. But there was
just something that I couldn’t put my finger on and now, right at this moment,
my emotions and uncertainties were hitting me hard.


 


“Baby, talk to me.” Mason said softly beside me.


His words and the way they were said were the trigger to
the liberation of my tears. I turned my face further into the window as they
relentlessly streamed down my face, their persistent torrent taking my breath
and I was suddenly struggling to breathe with the force of them.


“Hey, hey, baby” Mason soothed as he flicked the release
catch on my seatbelt and pulled me across the console and onto his knee.


His strong arms wrapped around me as I buried deeper into
his comfort and wept harder. “Shush, Ava. I’m sorry; I didn’t mean to upset
you.”


I shook my head into his chest. “It…its n..not you, M…Mason”
I spluttered as I fought with my sobs.


His hand soothed my hair comfortingly as I wiped my nose
on his shirt. He tutted loudly and I smiled to myself. 


 


I eventually calmed down and Mason slipped me back over
into my seat as he climbed out of the car and came round to get me. He scooped
me up, kicked the car door shut and carried me into the house.


His eyes flicked down at me as I smiled up at him. “You
take care of me so well.”


He sighed and frowned. “I also grieve you so well.”


I rolled my lips as he gently lowered us onto the sofa
with me still in his lap. “It’s not you.”


He frowned at me before he placed his lips on my forehead
and sighed, “Talk to me, Ava, please. I can’t help if you won’t tell me what’s
wrong.”


“You can’t help anyway; I dunno what… what’s wrong with
me. I’m just…” I shrugged, feeling stupid at my emotions without being able to
pinpoint a reason for them.


He was quiet for a moment and I cringed when I knew what
was coming. “Why didn’t you tell me about Kade?”


I closed my eyes and tried to figure out how to say what
I needed to say without him getting defensive. “Because you’re you, Mason.”


He scoffed and nodded, “Yeah.” I didn’t need to explain
further and Mason knew this.


“I resigned, I won’t work with him.”


“I know” he answered quietly as he exhaled loudly. “You
should have told me, Ava. We could have worked something out. It hurts that you
can’t talk to me.”


“Mason,” I shuffled round on his knee so I could face him.
“Whether I spoke to you or not wouldn’t have changed the outcome, so there was
no point in upsetting you.”


“But it’s upset you, so it upsets me.” He swallowed and
blew out a large breath as he closed his eyes, “If it’s saddening you this much
then I… I’m okay with you working with him.”


Holy crap!


 


I smiled up at him with adoration before I palmed his
cheek. “Thank you,” I whispered, “It means a lot for you to tell me that,
Mason.”


The anguish over all this flashed through his eyes and I
reached up to kiss him. He growled as was his usual reaction to my kiss whilst
his hand slid in my hair to hold me in place as he devoured me.


I circled his nose with my own when he pulled away. “I’m
not going to be working with Kade, Mason, but thank you.”


He smiled in relief but at least he had offered.


Here goes.


“I have a job at the Panther.”


 


I swallowed when after a couple of minutes he hadn’t
acknowledged my words. “Mason?”


His jaw was clenched and his unique twitch in his cheek
was prominent, both signs of when his temper was close, and I gulped as I went
to move from his lap.


His hand shot out and wrapped around my forearm as his
blazing eyes swung to mine. “Hold it.”


His chest was heaving as the tic got wilder and I tried
to pull my arm free. “Mason, you’re hurting me.”


He relaxed his hold a little but it was still firm and I
was starting to worry slightly over his calmness.


“Just repeat what you just told me, Ava, cos’ for an
insane moment I could’ve sworn you said you had a job at the Panther.”


I slipped my free hand up to my mouth and started to
nibble furiously on my fingertip. “Mason, calm down. I’m only working behind
the bar and waiting tables, I’m not gonna be stripping or entertaining.”


 


I was suddenly pinned beneath him on the sofa, his hard
body pressing against me as my arms were held over my head. “Damn, fucking
right you won’t be entertaining, baby. You –are – mine!”


I gazed at him, my eyes boring into him as I tried to
read his thoughts. “Mason, what’s wrong with you? You’re never this level of possessive
or aggressive.” 


His eyes flashed with uncertainty before he threw himself
off me and stalked towards the cupboard.


He held up the whisky bottle to me in question. “No, it’s
only 2 o’clock, Mason.”


He shrugged before he proceeded to pour a hefty amount
for himself and a horrible thought sizzled in the recesses of my mind. “Mason.”


He turned to me, his dark eyes hiding many secrets; I
could see them all floating about like wisps of dandelion seeds in the autumn
breeze and my stomach flipped at the familiarity before I had the truth.


I stood from the sofa and walked across the room towards
him. His eyes flicked when I grasped his chin and tipped his head forward to
scrutinise his eyes. I shook my head at him, “No, Mason, no.”


He squeezed his eyes tightly and I slapped my hands on
his chest, pushing him back slightly so he stumbled with the force of my rage.
“NO!”


 


His crystal tumbler launched across the room, shattering
across the other cupboard and propelling our wedding photo across the floor and
under the sofa. I placed my face in my hands and fought the urge to tear this
man before me to pieces. “How long?” I asked him without removing my hands from
my face.


“It doesn’t matter, Ava!”


“Like fuck, Mason. It does fucking matter, it matters a
fucking lot. Now, how long?”


 


He turned his back to me, bounded the stairs and slammed
our bedroom door shut. 


My legs finally gave way and I sank to the floor.
Dizziness enveloped me as I fought against each of my heavy inhalations and my
throat hurt as I refused to give access to the tears that were fighting with my
emotions.


Fuck!


Just… Fuck!
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“Fuck!!”


I palmed the mattress as I bent over the bed and clashed
with the fight my lungs were giving me. “Fuck!”


In, out, in, out, in, out.


 


Why the hell was I doing this again? It didn’t help, it
made everything fucking worse. Especially for Ava, she didn’t deserve this
again, and then there was Katie and George.


“Fuck!”


In, out, in, out, in, out.


 


      I managed to slip round and
plant my arse on the edge of the bed. My fingers slid along the softness of the
cover, the bed cover I had bought for Ava when I had left her after…. 


It was in memory of our France
trip, the soft blue orchids adorning it, a remembrance to the time we had made
love in the sand with the scent of the orchids over us as I asked her to marry
me.


She refused to throw the damn thing away but the thought
brought a small smile.


 


A tap sounded on the door and I spun round to face the
window as she walked in. I didn’t need or want her to see my desolation and guilt.


Her soft but strong arms slid around my shoulders as she
kneeled behind me and I closed my eyes as her fingers entwined with mine.


She was silent, her presence being all the comfort I
needed, her soft wisps of breath keeping my soul alive but I hurt for the pain
I was constantly causing her.


“What’s happening to us, baby?” I asked her quietly.


It felt like we were constantly being pulled apart, an
invisible field pushing us in opposite directions and I was frightened we would
soon be living on different planets.


 


She nuzzled my neck, her mouth dampening small spots on
my skin as she planted tender kisses across the scarce flesh between the edge
of my hair and the collar of my shirt. “I don’t know, Mason but we’ll get
through it, I’m sure.”


Her fingers lifted to my shirt buttons and I inhaled lengthily
as my cock hardened when she slid a hand inside and stroked her fingers through
my chest hair. Her lips continued their idolisation on my neck and I clenched
my teeth together as I fought to breathe when hunger poured through my tight
veins.


I tilted my head to the side to give her more access to
my neck as her teeth joined her worship and a deep groan rumbled through my
chest as she opened more buttons and opened my shirt wide. 


“Ava…”


“Mmmm.”


“We need to talk about this, baby.”


“Uh-huh, after…”


Another moan erupted when her hand slid down and her
fingernails stroked the edge of my erection through the thin material of my
trousers. “Fuck, Ava.”


“I want to feel you deep inside me, Mason, deep, deep
inside.”


Christ!


 


Her fingers now fiddled with my belt until she had it
open and my zip down. Her fingers slid inside and she palmed my throbbing cock.
“Jesus, Ava, stoke me hard.”


Her tiny gasp had my blood pumping vigorously. I needed
to sink into her and take her hard but she needed this, she needed to feel the
control at the moment and I bit my tongue and let her continue, for a short
while anyway.


I heard the zip on her dress lower as her fist worked me
harder and I rested my head back onto her shoulder as her mouth found mine and
she kissed me hard, “Hands and knees, Mason.”


I groaned in anticipation when I knew what was coming and
I turned around whilst continuing to kiss her. Her hands slid my shirt from my
back and I scrambled with my trousers, pushing them swiftly down my legs with
my boxers.


She grinned against my mouth when I took hold of her hand
again and placed it over my cock. “Hard, Ava” I growled at her.


 


Her tongue swept over my teeth the same as her hand swept
over my shaft until I held her still and shook my head faintly at her, my
climax swiftly approaching and denying her the chance to take me how she wanted
me.


She nodded at me and I did as she asked, manoeuvring onto
all fours on the bed as she shuffled behind me. “How hard do you want me,
baby?”


My teeth sank into my bottom lip as her husky voice
heightened my senses as well as my potent arousal. “Hard, Ava, but I won’t be
long.”


She nodded and I jolted as her tongue flicked at the
tight skin between my sac and my anus. “Fuck!”


As she pressed her tongue against my tight hole, her hand
cupped my balls before she raked her fingernails over the puckered skin.


“Ava…” My whole body was rigid with a blazing need and I
knew as soon as she started to work me, I would be fighting hard to hold back. 


“Shush, Mason, soon.”


 


I was panting now in preparation at what was to come and
I gazed down at her as she twisted round until her tits were under my dick. I
smiled down at her when I realised she wanted to catch my cum in her cleavage.
“Baby, I need it now.”


The throb was so extensive I could feel the beat of my
heart through my ears and my cock was so hard I fought against the urge to bang
my wife until she passed out. “Ava…”


“Fuckkkkk….” I groaned as she slid first one, then two
fingers into my arse. My blood pounded harder, my knees buckled at the pressure
and the raw exquisite pain shot up my spine and exploded like lightening in my
brain.


The pure bliss hit me and whiteness erupted behind my
eyes when she rubbed her fingertip over the sensitive area inside me and I came
so forcefully I choked on the groan that was stuck in my throat.


My spunk spurted vehemently onto her glorious tits as she
came with me, my pleasure giving her pleasure and we both groaned
simultaneously.


 


This woman, currently directly underneath me, catching a
part of me that was only for her, was my life, she knew me inside out and I was
in awe of how she loved this part of me as much as I loved feeling her inside
me; her being able to take me like I took her. The sensation of her inside me,
fucking me, was too intense to put into words, the feeling and ecstasy
it powered into me was overwhelming and inexplicable.


 


She slipped her fingers out before she shuffled up the
bed until her face was directly below me and I took her mouth under me, kissing
her hard and passionately.


I straddled her body and swirled my spunk up and around
her neck with my palm. Ava loved it when I did this, and it made me feel as
though I was claiming her all over again, marking her with my scent, very
primitive but highly erotic. 


“Fuck me, Mason.”


“Wait.”


I kept my eyes trained on her as I brought my mouth down
and slowly licked a trail through my own sperm. Her jaw dropped as she panted
out a breath. “Holy fuck, that’s hot” she moaned as she squirmed beneath me,
trying to get some friction between her firm thighs.


It wasn’t the first time I had ever felt so possessive
over her. Yes, I’d had moments of jealousness and insecurity but the force of
my covetousness at that moment was over-whelming. She was mine and I needed her
to understand that.


I fisted her hair and pulled her face to mine, “You’re
mine baby, every fucking damn inch of you.”


She nodded and reached towards me to take my mouth but I
pulled back. “Say it.”


She frowned a little but I tightened my hold on her. “I’m
yours, Mason.”


I slammed my cock into her, deeply, harshly and greedily.
Her head whipped back as she whined loudly and her eyes flickered in her
pleasure as her teeth sank into her bottom lip. I pulled out to the tip, and
then treat her to another slam.


“Mine!” I practically shouted at her. “Another man ever
goes here,” I growled as I circled my hips and ground into her “and I’ll kill
you both.”


Her eyes shot open but I smirked at her as she came hard
and fast, her dripping pussy strangling my cock powerfully as her lower lip
trembled through her bliss. “Yes!” I shouted as I hit her with the force of my
own orgasm. My spunk flooded her, most of it leaking back onto the bed with the
quantity I filled her with as I sank my teeth into her neck. She yelped but
came almost immediately before her previous orgasm had even died down.


 


We both panted hard and loudly as we came down from the
high. Her fingers were drawing circles on my back and my eyes fluttered closed.


My whole body hummed in contentment as my brain still
held the pleasure from our love-making.


“Ssshhh” Ava whispered in my ear and I could feel myself
drifting. The worry and tension from the day flowing out through my pores with
my beautiful wife’s comfort.


God, I loved this woman with everything I was. I would
die for her, over and over. She was everything that kept my heart beating and
my body humming.


“I love you, baby.”


“And me, you.” She replied as sleep took me and I gave in
to the pull of my dreams.


 


***


 


    
 My eyes still felt heavy but I prised them open and turned to Ava… who
wasn’t there. I frowned and glanced at the clock before I shot upright, “Shit.”


It was gone 7; I hadn’t had an afternoon nap in years but
I smirked when images of the vigorous afternoon filtered into my head.


 


Finding my boxers on the chair where Ava must have placed
them, I pulled them on with some jeans and went in search of my wife.


 


My footing stuttered when I hit the bottom step and
Kerrie ran across the entranceway chasing a squealing George who slid along the
hardwood floor and crashed into the sofa. His small body flipped over the arm
and he crumpled into a heap on the soft cushions. His manic laughter brought
forward my grin as I jumped on him and began relentlessly tickling him. 


“Daddyyyy….” He chuckled wildly as Katie jumped on my
back and I faked a loud groan and collapsed my weight on top of George.


“You’re so fat, daddy!” George huffed out and I widened
my eyes at him. 


“You’re rather insolent, Master Fox!” He grinned just as
wide at me as Katie slid her arms around my shoulders and I stood up, treating
her to a piggy back around the room as she giggled with the same tone as her
mother. 


 


She was an almost doppelganger for Ava, from her copper
curls, to her pert tiny freckled nose and her vibrant green eyes. I knew
exactly how she would look when she reached her twenties and I acknowledged
without a shadow of a doubt that I would have to shoot some motherfucking knob
of a scrote when she was older. They would come flocking.


George was the spit of me, his brown hair the same texture
and thickness as mine and his honey coloured eyes could burn you with their
intensity. He was a serious character, just like me, but his sense of fun was
awesome. His passionate guard of his sister made me proud and certain he would
always be her protector, as it should be, as I always had been with Kerrie.


 


“Where’s mommy?” I asked Katie as I dropped her beside
her brother on the sofa.


“At work. She has a cool new job, daddy. She pours pretty
coloured drinks for misters and ladies.” Katie told me proudly.


“But her uniform was rather…small” George added with a
scrunch of his nose.


Oh no. The crafty mare!


 


Kerrie handed both my children a glass of milk and a
biscuit, “Drink up, it’s bath and bed time.” She told them before she grabbed
my wrist and dragged me into the kitchen.


“I can tell by the look on that dismal face of yours what
you’re thinking. Well, change it, Mason. She needs to do this.”


I reared back and stared at my sister incredulously as I
let out a bitter laugh. “How can pouring drinks for perverts be good for her?”


Kerrie shook her head sadly, “Do you have any clue as to
what your wife is feeling right now?”


“What the hell are you on about, Kerrie?”


She stared at me, “You don’t, do you. She is your wife,
Mason. You are supposed to see when there’s something wrong; you’re supposed to
make it better as her husband. You are a selfish damn fool, who cares more
about fucking coke than he does his own family.”


Whoa!


“What the hell?” I barked at her but she was the only
female on the planet who didn’t even flutter an eye-lid when I snapped at her.


“She’s lost Mason; she’s lost, aching, and bloody
broody!”


My eyes widened at her disclosure. “But… she can’t…”


She nodded and rolled her eyes, “Finally!”


Oh Christ! This hurt bad.


 


I slumped onto a kitchen stool and rested my head in my
hands. “Shit, Kerrie.”


She sighed and sat beside me as she laid a comforting
hand on my thigh. “I don’t think she even realises it, Mason. She’s just
feeling lost in life and usually when that happens to a woman of Ava’s age, she
has another baby, but in Ava’s case, she can’t so she doesn’t understand what’s
happening to her body.”


The image of her heartbroken cries in the car wormed
their way into my head and I sighed again. “Jesus.”


I was a shit husband, a fucking shit husband. My
wife was hurting and all I cared about was sticking shit up my nose when things
got tough and controlling her in the only way I knew how, dominantly.


“You okay with the kids?”


She smiled and nodded, “Go.”


I kissed her forehead and snatched up my keys after
kissing the twins and went in search of my wife… again!
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Ava


       
I beamed at Layla as I pulled her the perfect pint of bitter, “I am so
proud of your head technique, Ava Fox” she winked and I laughed with her.


“I have brilliant head technique, little Willow, it’s my
pint pulling that I struggle with” I laughed as my eyes swung to the open door.
I was surprised he wasn’t here by now but I had managed two hours so far.


I wasn’t deluded; I knew my time here was short. If Mason
had his way, I would be dragged out by the hair, bundled into the passenger
seat of his car and drove home to a reprimand… and an over-possessive fuck. The
latter was okay but to be honest, I was sick and tired of being on the
receiving end of the former.


 


I didn’t know what to do about his recent fall off the
wagon. Six years he had been drug free, or so I thought. No, I was confident it
was only a recent set back. His dominant and possessive behaviour should have
alerted me and I was angry at myself for missing it. He had slowly been
returning to a bastard, the bastard that had influenced him six years ago, the
bastard that needed total control of me and complete compliance from me, but he
was still my bastard, my glorious bastard.


 


Something was going down, like Courtney had said and it
must be something big for Mason to revert back to the need for coke.


I blew out a resigned sigh as I turned to Owen, my
colleague for the night, and friend who I had known over the years Mason and I
had frequented The Black Panther. “Can I just take a quick break; I need to
have a word with William?”


“Sure, honey, go on” he smiled with a tilt of his head
towards William’s office.


I smiled my thanks and slid under the barrier of the bar
and made my way over to the office.


 


William grinned widely when he opened the door and
gestured me inside with a sweep of his hand. “How’s it going, Ava? Everything
okay?”


I nodded and grinned, “Yeah, good. I love it, it’s Mason
I wanted to see you about though.”


He held up a water bottle from his fridge and I nodded to
him. He threw it over to me and I downed half of it before I unleashed my
worries on a man that would also die for me.


“Have you heard anything on the grapevine about Mason?”


He pursed his lips and frowned slightly. I recognised the
expression and tilted my head, “Anything, William. He’s back on the coke.”


“Fuck, Ava.”


I nodded and sighed, “Something serious is going down and
I need to find out what cos’ I know he won’t tell me. He needs to learn that by
now I can handle that side of him.”


 


He seated himself opposite me and sighed again as he ran
his fingers agitatedly through his thick blond hair. “Well, nothing specific
but I had some information passed to me recently which I’m quite concerned
about. I have a feeling it’s bad blood between some people but…”


“Go on.”


He nibbled on his lower lip furiously and my stomach
clenched when I realised it was something I wasn’t going to like.


“I’ve had a couple of new girls approach me for a job.”


I nodded and William shifted his eyes to the monitors, I
knew it was a diversion of his eyes so he wouldn’t have to look at me when he
told me.


“They came from Allure and I have heard Mason’s
name mentioned by them in a whisper.” 


His eyes shifted again and I frowned, “Allure?”


He rolled his lips and locked me with a gaze, a painful
one. “It’s a brothel, Ava.”


Oh, okay.


“But why would they know Mason?”


William gave me a sad look and I shook my head, refusing
to believe it. “No, Mason wouldn’t use prostitutes. He wouldn’t, William.”


He gave me a small smile and nodded. “That’s exactly what
I thought, Ava. He’s happy with you, he’s been happy with you ever since he met
you. I have done some digging to see who owns the place and so far nothing,
which I find very strange.”


“The girls?”


He shook his head, “No, I’ll give them that, they’re
loyal to their previous boss and that, believe it or not, was the reason I gave
them a job. Loyalty is everything in this line of work.”


I nodded and sighed. “Then I think it’s about time I did
some digging of my own.” I stood and made my way over to the door, “If you hear
anything, William, and I mean anything, even if it hurts me…”


He nodded firmly, “Yeah, I know, sweetheart.”


 


I swallowed back the anguish and worry as I ventured back
down the corridor. Why would Mason’s name be mentioned by some prostitutes?
They had to know him, but how and in what capacity was the difficult question
that needed an unwanted answer.


 


My foot stumbled when I spotted Mason propped up on a bar
stool talking to Layla and Owen. 


Wonderful! That was this job gone too.


Without seeing me, he turned to me, as if he was aware of
my presence without clocking eyes on me. His glorious body was so attuned to
mine it didn’t need sight to tell it I was near and vice versa.


His eyes roamed over my work attire and the blaze that
lit his pupils brought a gasp as well as a shudder through my sex. A single
look and this man made my body convulse with need and hunger.


His stunning sexy smile lit his face and I frowned. Okay,
I was not expecting that.


His head tipped and he held out his hand, encouraging me
forward and into him. As soon as my body reached his and my hand settled into
his large one, he pulled me in tight between his firm thighs and rested his
mouth at my ear as my body hummed in contentment at the closeness of its soul
mate. “I’m sorry, baby.”


I frowned deeper and pulled back to regard his features.
He was serious. Holy Hell!


“Are you okay?”


A hand slid behind me and gripped my bum so he could edge
me further into him. “I am now I’m wrapped in you.”


My eyes flicked over every inch of his face, looking for
some sort of lie or humour but no, it was clear. I then studied his pupils, all
normal and clear. 


“You’re scaring me,” I whispered in his ear as I snaked
my arms around his shoulders and held him just as close, inhaling his unique
scent and getting high on my own personal drug… my husband. 


His head shot back and his bark of laughter made me grin.
“Yeah, I’m scaring myself. You look fucking hot, Ava.” 


His finger trailed the edge of the ripped neckline in the
deep tight V-neck t-shirt, dipping between my boobs and down into the hollow of
my cleavage as his other hand stroked across the thin silky material of the
black hot pants struggling to cover my bum.


“I like these,” he growled as he squeezed my bum, “They
make me hard.”


I grinned lewdly, “And you just make me hot, Mason.”


He drew in a long harsh breath as his teeth clamped over
my bottom lip before he took my mouth dominantly and hard. His lips moving in
perfect symmetry to mine as his tongue powered around my own.


Now I got it. He was making his claim on me in front of
the whole club.


 


“You don’t need to exhibit ownership, baby, I’m yours and
all the regulars know that.” I smirked at him as his eyes gave away his stun at
my acumen.


“And what about the non-regulars?” he mumbled grumpily under
his breath as he desperately tried to manage his jealousy and need for control.


“Mason, don’t do this to yourself. I’m not here to
entertain and the clients will be well aware of that. I’m just a waitress,
that’s all.”


His gaze bore through mine but he nodded eventually and I
was proud of his relent in the issue. I knew it was difficult for him to have
all the men in here leering at my backside. “I know it’s hard Mason, but you’re
the only one who gets to take me home and fuck me. No one else.”


He clenched his teeth and huffed out a breath that wisped
over the base of my throat and triggered another heated shudder, but he looked
serious for a moment, “We need to talk when we get home…after I fuck my wife…hard.”


“Yes to both, Mr Fox.” I grinned.


 


I stroked my thumb across his cheekbone and nodded as
Owen handed me a tray overloaded with champagne flutes and a bucket crammed
with a bottle of Cristal and ice. “Table six, Foxy,” Owen told me as he referred
to me with the nickname William had provided me with. Everyone working here had
a pseudo name to protect identity, apart from Owen, which I found rather
strange.


I nodded as I picked up the tray and bucket, expertly
balancing each in each hand.


I could feel Mason’s eyes on me as he watched me teeter
across the room in my four inch knee high boots and thigh length socks. Rather
strange for a uniform I know but I kind of liked it, it was sexy but fun.


 


The rowdy group cheered and grinned at me when I approached
their table with their order. They were sat on a large round table in front of
Misty, one of the pole dancers, as they constantly told her to take off her
clothes. 


Misty rolled her eyes at me, her blank expression telling
me this behaviour was nothing unusual as one of the men leaned forward and
grabbed the edge of her short skirt, trying to pull it from her body.


Her footing slipped slightly as she tried to wriggle away
from his grasp but he was having none of it and continued to harass her.


“Can you refrain from touching the performers, please.” I
said quietly as not to embarrass him in front of his friends.


He swung his eyes to me and narrowed them before they
dropped to my cleavage. I reached across the table to place the tray and a wicked
grin erupted on his face, “You available for fucking?”


 


I raised my eyebrows at his bluntness and lack of manners
but remained polite as was expected of my job. “I’m afraid not, but I can book
you in with one of the entertainers if you wish?”


He snorted, “Entertainers? You mean whores.”


I bit my lip to hold back the tongue lashing I so wanted
to give this ignorant bastard. “No, sir, I mean entertainers.”


He didn’t retort but his eyes fed from my body, his leer
penetrating my skin and making me feel dirty. “I think you need fucking,
darlin’.”


I held his gaze and smiled sweetly as I nodded, “Yes, I
do and that’s exactly what my husband will be doing when I get home.”


His eyes cooled and darkened, “Nah, baby, I can give you
exactly what a bitch like you needs.” He told me cockily as his finger swept
from the dip of flesh at the base of my throat to straight between my cleavage.


I grabbed his hand, grateful that my back was to Mason
otherwise this man would be taking his last breath and I would no longer be
employed here. I cranked his fingers back harshly until he squirmed in his
chair and his mates stared like guppies at their friend being overpowered by a
woman. “Do not ever touch what you’re not invited to touch. Do it again and I
will break your fingers.” I whispered as I leaned into his face.


His teeth sank into his bottom lip as he glared at me.
“Let go bitch, or you’ll soon be regretting it.”


I scoffed and shook my head. “You’re not listening to me,
darlin’.” I pulled a little more on his fingers until he had to shift
his body to accommodate the angle of his hand.


His other hand swiftly shot out towards my hair. Jesus,
why did they always go for the hair? 


I moved my head in time and brought my free hand out to
catch his before I twisted his arm and brought him out of his chair and onto
the floor in front of me, on his knees, one arm twisted behind his head and one
hand now nearly doubled back on itself in my tight hold.


“Are you listening now?” I asked him calmly.


I groaned as I felt Mason approach, his fury sucking the
air from the room, taking the oxygen possessively as he structured the
molecules of air around him.


 


I turned to him, my hold still on the prick in front of
me as his mates still stared open mouthed with no offer of assistance to their
friend.


“I got it, Mason.”


I might as well have been talking to the four guppies for
the amount of receptiveness I got from Mason.


“Mason, baby.” I repeated. I needed him to back off
before trouble really started.


The prick in my hold whimpered when he caught sight of
the glorious bastard before him. “Now look what you’ve done” I chastised with a
shake of my head and a sigh.


 


Mason dropped to his haunches afore him and removed my
hands from his fingers and arm. The idiot sagged and sank onto his arse on the
floor. Not for long. He was soon in Mason’s grip as he was dragged across the
room and through the front doors. 


Shit!


William, who had appeared from somewhere, rolled his eyes
at me and gestured for two security guys to follow him as they hurried after a
manic Mason.


“Bloody hell” Layla groaned behind me and I puffed out a
resigned breath and nodded. “He’s gonna have to get used to it.”


I nodded again as I followed her back to the bar.


Owen chuckled and handed me another tray of drinks.
“Here, these are for room 7, you should be safe there. You’re out of sight.”


“Pfft, my husband can see through walls where my safety
is concerned.”


He mumbled an agreement still with a laugh as I took off
towards the private rooms.


 


I was still cursing Mason as I flipped open the door to
room 7 with my hip and stepped into the room.


My hands shook but I managed to keep hold of the tray as
I spotted the resident of room 7.


“Hello, sweetheart” Kade smiled.


I now prayed my husband couldn’t see through walls.
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mason


      
Willow slapped my arm when I got back to the bar, grumbling something
about controlling my temper. “Mmmm, where’s Ava?” I asked, completely ignoring
her telling off as I wiped the blood off my knuckles with a napkin from the bar.


“Delivering an order. Are you even listening to me,
Mase?”


I nodded but scanned the room, “No, babe, she’s not
here.”


“She’s in one of the privates. You do realise that Ava
can handle herself with these pricks, don’t you?”


“Seriously, Lay? They’re fucking knobs who think they
have right to touch other people’s property.”


Her brows hit her hairline as her jaw dropped, “Property?
Please tell me I just misheard what you said.”


I pursed my lips, wobbled my head from side to side cockily
then shrugged, “Nope.”


She grabbed my chin and whipped my head around as she
peered in my eyes. Her hand shot out and before I registered what she had done
a sharp sting fired through my cheek. “What the fuck, Lay?”


Her chest was heaving as her eyes literally glowed with
the fire burning through them, “You stupid fucking twat!”


I grit my teeth, reining in the need to slap the
insolence out of my best friend, “Don’t fucking start Willow, not now, not
right now.”


She shook her head, her rage and disgust rolling off her
in thick waves of antipathy. “What the hell is wrong with you? If Ava finds
out…”


“She knows” I interrupted before she went into tornado
mode and whirled my head with her relentless fucking nag.


I did not need this now, I needed to make sure my wife
was safe from wandering hands and perverted leers, their obvious fantasies of
what they wanted to do with her displayed in their sick and twisted eyes.


 


Layla reared back and shook her head slowly as pain and
disappointment etched across her pretty face. I curled my lip at her pity, I
didn’t want or fucking need her pity. “Don’t fucking judge me, Lay. You don’t
fucking get to tell me what to do. Just cos’ Lucas is pussy whipped and pants
at your fucking feet like a weak willed fucking lapdog doesn’t mean I do!” I
slammed at her.


The hurt that quickly hit her face was swiftly covered by
anger before she rolled her lips, shook her head sadly and fucked off.


Good.


 


“Jack” I barked my order at Owen who raised an eyebrow at
my tone but rapidly thought better of it and lowered the fucker back down.


I swiped my itchy nose with the back of my hand as I saw
Ava walking briskly down the corridor from the private performing rooms. My
eyes narrowed when I noticed how flushed she appeared, no not
flushed…flustered.


Her footing stuttered as she took me in. My wife could tell
by the simple flick of an eye when something was different with me and I
growled deep in my chest at the irritation that was so prominent on her face.


Who the fuck did she think she was?


I could see her physically drawing back her fierce words
as she ignored me and smiled at Owen, “Anymore?”


He frowned at her with a slight puzzled look. “Yeah, room
7 again, they’re ready for refills.”


“What? But I’ve just served them.” Both annoyance and
anguish flittered across her beauty before she pulled it back and nodded
sharply. “Go on then.”


He passed her a bottle of Corona; a single bottle. She
looked down at it in bewilderment before she looked back up at Owen. “Is this
it?”


He shrugged, sighed and nodded. “Don’t ask me?” he said
with as much confusion as Ava.


Her tongue pushed a ridge through her cheek before she
closed her eyes, pulled in a breath and ventured back down the corridor.


 


I sneezed and the small dreg of Jack Daniels that was
left in my glass swished over the rim of my glass and hit my lap with a splosh.
“Fuck!”


I grabbed another napkin and dabbed at the stain but it
was already soaked through to the skin. “Fuck it!” 


I caught Owen staring again and I lifted a challenging
brow at him. He shook his head and picked up a phone from under the desk.


“Uhh, sure, sir.” He said before replacing the thing and
trekked down to the other end of the bar to complete the order that had just
been phoned through.


 


Ava appeared beside me as Owen stepped up to her again
with another bottle of Corona and waggled it at Ava. She pulled in a hefty
breath as Owen shrugged, “Clients, Foxy, gotta drag it in, honey.”


“Don’t call my wife honey” I snapped with a glare to hit
home my warning.


I could sense the slight shake of Ava’s head to Owen,
telling him not to retaliate. He licked his lower lip, his temper obviously
touching just below surface but he nodded in reply and stepped sideways
slightly to serve a customer.


“Baby.”


I turned to her soft voice in my ear and took her bottom
lip between my teeth. Fuck, I was horny, coke always made me horny and I
couldn’t wait to get her home and bang the fuck out of her.


“You book into a hotel tonight.”


My eyes snapped open as I reared back to see if she was
serious or fucking with my head as well as my mood.


“You don’t go anywhere near my children while you’re
high.” Her tone sanctioned no arguments and I scoffed at her attempt at
discipline.


“Your children?” I hissed at her. They were her
children now.


She leaned in closer to my ear and I could feel the anger
radiating off her with a tangible chill pouring from her tight little body.
“You’re not exactly acting like a decent fucking father right now, Mason. I do
not want Katie and George to see their daddy acting like a fucking adolescent
teenage fuckup. Don’t fight me on this cos’ after eight years with you I have
learnt how to pack a suitcase in three minutes flat.”


Okay, now I was just getting fucking pissed at her. What
the fuck was happening here?


 


She picked up the bottle of Corona and I grabbed her
wrist before she had chance to retreat. “What the fuck, Ava. Don’t you dare
fucking challenge me. No way, baby.”


She rolled her head with a smirk, “And don’t call my
bluff, baby, cos’ you’ll find I play well and I play to win where my
babies are concerned. Find a hotel; work it off and come back home when you
decide you don’t wanna shove any more of that fucking filth up your damaged
fucking nose. Don’t you fucking challenge me, Mason. You won’t
like the outcome.”


With that she pulled back harshly, burnt my retinas with
a fierce look and propelled herself down the corridor and back to room 7.


She had never - never spoke to me like that. “Fuck!”


My glass shot across the bar and smashed against the full
length mirror donning the wall behind the optics, distorting my reflection as
the final drop of whisky slid down my duplicated face.


 


I could feel Owen’s frustration but he remained tight
lipped as William approached me flanked by two huge guys. “Mason, go home and
cool off. I don’t wanna do this but if you’re gonna act like this every time
Ava’s at work then I’m gonna have to refuse you entry when she’s on duty.”


What the hell was wrong with everyone? “You know what
William? Fuck you, fuck you all. I don’t need this damn shit.”


I jumped off my stool and made my way out, whistling for
a taxi when I hit the pavement.


She wanted me to book into a hotel? Well, fuck her; I
would take her at her word.


And I did as I booked in for three nights.


Let her fucking stew.


 


It was just a few lines, nothing I couldn’t handle and
get out of when I wanted, but she was acting like I was back on the smack. I
just needed the high to take my mind off all the shit that was happening. I
needed it to block out the fact that everything was coming to a head.


Everything I had managed to keep hidden for eight years. 


Everything that could blow my marriage apart and take the
only thing that had ever meant anything to me - my family, my fucking amazing
and beautiful family.


It was all so fucked up.


A fucking heap of shit that wouldn’t bury itself and let
me breathe.


It was getting too close to home now. The images from the
photos that were sent to me by some anonymous fucking prick had been straw that
broke the camels back in my stretch of being a virtuous drug free, good boy.


Whoever he was, he knew how I would react to this latest
development and I knew without a shadow of a doubt it was the same person who
had killed Yvonne and this meant this prick was fucking serious at what he
pursued.


My marriage.


The words on the letter still burnt my mind as well as my
heart.


 


Leave her or she’ll
find out all about your filthy little ‘sport’
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ava


     
Slamming the bottle in front of him on the table I gave him my best
glare and leaned towards him.


His mates were currently fucking a couple of girls on the
long Chesterfield sofa decorating the back wall whilst Puss and Brandi shared a
pole, topless and making out as Kade sat alone in the corner of the room,
observing both sets of entertainment.


His eyes swung to me as I reached in, “Do you have a
death wish? Mason’s here.”


He smirked but slid his forefinger down the length of my
arm, triggering a shiver as well as fear and I shot a glimpse at the door to
make sure Mason hadn’t followed me.


“Don’t, Kade.” I warned. 


He rolled his lips, his eyes locking me down with their
potent lust. “Just…miss you, Ava.”


I sighed again. This man was ruthless in his persistent
pursuit on me. It had been just past seven years now and I thought, no hoped,
he had moved on. If Mason knew how Kade still kept in touch with me; his never
ending texts, phone calls and e-mails, shit would hit the fan quicker than it
slid off a shovel.


 


“There was never anything between us to miss, Kade.”


He scoffed but I noticed the hurt cover his features,
“Maybe not for you, sweetheart.”


I settled my arse on the edge of the table and took his
hand in mine, hoping my comfort wasn’t misconstrued. “Kade, you need to
understand, after seven years containing just a couple of fucks, there was
nothing more ever from me. I told you this at the time. You need to find
someone who will love you as much as you reciprocate that love. You deserve
that.”


His teeth sank into his bottom lip but he nodded
slightly. “I know, I know this Ava, but…” he shrugged again, unable to say the
words that would cause him pain.


“Listen, we’re all going up to Greg’s cabin this weekend
to celebrate Mason’s fortieth. I am probably gonna regret this with my marriage
already a little strained, but why don’t you join us, that’s if you don’t mind
kipping on the floor. There are a few friends, female friends, of Marcy’s and
Courtney’s going and…well, you never know.”


He frowned but stared at me before he smiled, “Okay, you
sure it won’t cause problems?”


I snorted and huffed, “Kade, believe me, you won’t hurt
my marriage any more than it’s hurting right now.”


He frowned with concern, “Everything okay?”


I shrugged but gave him a confident smile, “I’m sure it
will be.”


I lifted my backside and stepped away but his fingers
closed around my wrist and I turned back to him. “I…just thanks really. I’m
glad we can be friends.”


“Me too” I answered honestly.


I just hoped I hadn’t completely severed the last
remaining thread holding my marriage together, but I cared about Kade, I always
had done and I hated to be the cause of his heartache.


He needed to move on now. Seven years was too long to
hold onto a hope of something that would never be, never mind something that
never was.


 


I plonked my weary arse on a stool at the bar and groaned
into my palms. What a shit bloody day. “Okay, honey?” Owen asked and I lifted
my face with a fake smile and nodded.


“You get off. It’s died down now; just a few stragglers
left and I can handle ‘em.”


“You sure?” I asked with a yawn.


He laughed and nodded, “Go on.”


I leant across the bar and kissed his cheek before I made
my way to the dressing rooms to collect my belongings.


 


“I tell you, he was sat at the fucking bar. He looked at
me but I he was so high I don’t think it registered who I was.”


I settled beside the open door without making my presence
known. I knew they were talking about Mason and I hoped their conversation
would get a little more elaborate and clue me in to what the hell was going on.


“Ginny, there isn’t anything he can do anyway. He doesn’t
rule where we work.”


“I suppose, but, well, it was a little embarrassing.”


“Why?”


“I dunno, cos’ it was Mason Fox and we work here now and
not at Allure.”


The other girl laughed but I spun round when I saw Puss
walking down the corridor towards me, “Everything okay, Ava?”


“Sure, just resting my feet, first day aches and pains” I
told her hoping she bought it as I followed her into the room.


“Yeah, it can get you like that. Hey, girls, how’s it
going?” she asked Ginny and co with a wide smile as she flopped into the large
comfy chair in the corner what Layla always claimed when she was in here. It was
accepted by all the girls here that it was Layla’s chair but she didn’t mind
the others using it when she wasn’t in.


 


They both beamed and nodded together like a pair of twins
psyched into each other. “Good.”


Puss nodded as she pulled a bottle of water from the
small fridge beside the chair and looked at everyone in query as to whether we
wanted one.


We each nodded and caught Puss’s offering as she narrowed
her eyes on Ginny’s friend, “Marlene, right?”


Marlene nodded as she downed her water in one visit. “How
come you left Allure for us? I heard it was an okay place to work?”


Oh, Puss, I loved you right at this minute.


Marlene shrugged and nodded, “Yeah, the rates were good
and the management were honest and reasonable but…” she glanced at Ginny to see
how much she should disclose.


“There’s been some…security issues and…”


Puss nodded as if she understood. I didn’t.


Nobody said anything further so I took the plunge,
“Security issues?” I asked nonchalantly as I removed a boot and rubbed at the
sole of my foot.


Both girls exchanged looks and shrugged, “Yeah, there’s
been some…beatings and stuff and well we didn’t feel…safe anymore.”


I nodded, “Who runs the place?”


Both instantly shut down, completely removed themselves
from the conversation as they shrugged, scooped up their things and left.


 


I stared at Puss as she returned my confused look, “Did I
say something wrong?”


“Fucked if I know, babe.”


She threw her bottle in the plastic recycle bin as she
collected her own belongings. “See you tomorrow, Ava.”


I nodded as I flopped back in the chair to deliberate on
the girl’s conversation.


Why the hell had Ginny been concerned at Mason’s presence
tonight? And why would he have a problem with them working here anyway? None of
it made sense and if I knew I could get away with it, I’d bug the room and tape
their god damn cagey conversations.


“Go home, Ava. You have the bed to yourself tonight;
starfish, girl” I said to myself.


The thought of the whole bed to stretch out in should
have been appealing but my heart constricted and I bit back the tears. I knew I
wouldn’t sleep tonight, I never did without Mason’s steady and calming
breathing beside me, his small twitches and his slight moans comforted me
always and for the first time in six years, I would be sleeping alone.


I loved my glorious bastard with everything I was but
could I go through another withdrawal with him? Was I strong enough? And I
didn’t mean physically.


No, this would be what finally broke us. I couldn’t do it
again; the mood swings, the paranoia, the aggression, the women! No, no way.


I swiped away the tear that absconded without permission
as I climbed in my car and made my way home, to my empty cold bed.


 


***


 


I heard the front door open and Katie grinned. “Daddy?”
she shouted with a content happiness covering her face now that she could see
her dad before school.


“Hey, sweetie” Mason smiled softly at her, bending into
her for a kiss whilst ruffling George’s hair, before he flicked me a guilty
smile. “Hey.”


I returned his smile as I stood from the table and placed
the empty breakfast plates into the dishwasher, “Hey.”


“Daddy, you’re poop. You shouldn’t let mummy sleep alone,
she’s been up all night baking. You need to tell them misters at your work that
they shouldn’t keep you out all night.” George scolded and Mason nodded firmly.


“I will, Georgie, it won’t happen again.”


Another hesitant glance was shot my way but I ignored it
and turned to the twins, “Teeth, socks and shoes. Nearly time to go, peanuts.”


 


Mason walked over to the kettle and flicked it on as he
scooped up a sultana and apple Danish, taking a huge bite from it. His appetite
was always humungous after a session on the coke and I was glad I’d had the
foresight to bake breakfast goods, otherwise his waistline would take a hit
from all the sugary cakes he could have demolished in his mission to bate his
hunger. Even though Mason’s fitness regime was tighter than a heavy weight
boxers, his morning runs and time in our private gym were taken with military
precision for him. But I suppose in his line of work, he needed to look hard
and capable of looking after himself if the need arose.


“So I see” he murmured with a troubled expression as he
studied the many racks of cooling pastries and scones.


I caught his eyes and warned him to keep quiet whilst the
kids were in the room. “Teeth and shoes” Mason reminded them when he understood
my hooded look.


“Yes, daddy” they both drilled out like good little
soldiers before they chased each other up the stairs. “I’m using mummy’s sink”
George shouted to his slightly faster sister as she rounded the landing.


“You can have mummy’s, I want daddy’s anyway” She sneered
a little too nastily.


 


“Did you sleep at all?” Mason asked quietly and I jolted
slightly as he slid his hand gently down my arm and took my hand, encompassing
it in his large one after he had flicked a delicate kiss over my knuckles.


“A little” I replied as I studied our joined hands.


“I’m an arse, baby, I…”


I snatched my hand back and glared at him, “Words are no
good Mason if they hold no conviction. I won’t do this again, I can’t do
this again. I won’t survive it a second time.”


He nodded, his guilt mixing with sadness on his face as
his hand now settled on my cheek and I instantly nestled in the familiar
essence of him. “You know how important you are to me, Ava. You’re everything
baby; you’re my life, my fuckin’ breath, my own personal life support machine.
Without you there’s no beat in my heart and no point to…anything.”


“Then prove it, Mason, prove to me how much I mean to
you. You know without words how much I love you, how I would die for you, baby,
but put my babies at risk and I will kill you.”


He jerked at my words but nodded, “I know, and you know I
would never do anything to hurt you all. I know how much you’re in pain right
now, Ava and I’m gonna make it all better, baby. I’m gonna scour the earth for
what our marriage needs to make it whole again. I promise.”


His words triggered the tears that had been threatening to
materialise since last night.


He pulled me in tight and wrapped my hair around his
fingers in his possessive hold; his heart was beating rapidly against the thin
material of my shirt as he whispered words of love and commitment in my ear.


 


“We need to talk about something.” I tipped my head back
and peered up at him. He kissed the tip of my nose and nodded as I took a deep
breath.


“I asked…”


“Katie smacked me….” George bellowed as he came sobbing
through the hallway into the kitchen.


Damn, just when it was good time to tell him!


I needed to tell him quickly and whilst he was feeling so
indulgent, so I blurted it out the same time as George scuttled himself into my
legs and Katie came stomping in to shout her disapproval at George splashing
her with dirty toothpaste water.


“I asked Kade to come this weekend.”


 


The children quietened immediately when they felt the
chill envelope us and the air tighten to a near struggle to breathe in.


Ice seemed to cover everything in the room from the
kettle to the fridge, from the window to my babies. From Mason to me.


Mason blew out a breath slowly then inhaled purposefully as
Katie and George stared at their daddy desperately trying to rein in his temper
in front of them.


“Go get your bags and climb in the car” I told them with
no room for argument.


They didn’t even moan or acknowledge my demand as they
thankfully had an excuse to remove their precious bodies from the house.


 


“Mason” I warned as I palmed his cheek and turned his
face to me, “We need to sort all this with Kade. We’re just friends and I hate
to see him hurting after what I did to him. It still pains me and I need to fix
it.”


He screwed his face up and a deep growl rumbled through
his chest. “What you did to him, Ava? What you did? Fuck, baby,
was he not there when you two fucked like rabbits?” he hissed out and I felt
his anger like a physical slap.


“Shit, I didn’t mean that, Ava.”


I nodded, I understood, it must hurt him every time my
affair was revisited but I needed to be firm on this. It had gone on long
enough. They used to be family as well as friends and I ached at how far apart
I had blown their friendship.


“You need to understand, Mason. I need to do this. Parts
of my life…hurt; they ache inside me, Mason. It’s like something that I can’t
control and I need control after… everything I’ve been through. I need this.”


He exhaled loudly then he did something I would never have
expected from him. He nodded. He nodded in agreement. He fucking nodded.


“Okay… thank you.”


He leant into me so his nose was touching mine as his
hands settled on my bum and pulled me close to him. “Just… don’t let me down,
Ava, because it happens again and…”


This time in was turn to nod. “I know, baby. You don’t
know how much this means to me.”


His eyes pierced mine as he placed a soft chaste kiss on
my lips, “I do Ava, more than you realise.”
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mason


     
I turned and smirked at Ava as we passed the Gretna Green Service
station on the M1 as we made our way up to the cottage. The erotic images of
Ava’s hot little mouth around my cock in that car park had my dick roaring to
life, the hard length pressing into the zip on my jeans with my lack of
underwear.


“I am not paying you any attention, Mason.” She grinned as
she flicked the playlist on the iPod and a Thirty Seconds to Mars album
hit the car at an ear splitting level. I scowled at her and turned it down with
the controls on the wheel.


“But, baby, it’s my birthday.”


She turned to me and treat me to that god damn stunning
smile of hers, “It is and because of that and cos’ you haven’t touched a speck
of that filth since Monday, I have a special surprise planned for tonight, so
rein it in Mr Fox and hold those thoughts until then.”


I shivered in anticipation. “Fuck, baby. Now I’m gonna be
sporting a damn hard on all day.”


She pursed her lips and I didn’t miss her slight squirm
in her seat. My woman was randy too, hell; my woman was always fucking randy.
Not that I was complaining of course. I would sit her on my cock all day and
let her ride around with me for 24 hours if I knew we wouldn’t get arrested in
public and embarrass other people.


 


“You heard if Lay’s managed to get up?” I asked her,
hoping to draw my attention away from fucking my little warrior.


She nodded as she ripped into a Mars bar. “I think
everyone’s managed to make it.”


Great, that meant Kade.


I nodded and she slipped her hand on my thigh, “Thank you
for this, Mason. I’ll make sure I’m not left alone with him and I won’t leave
your side all weekend” she told me with conviction as though she had read my
thoughts.


I flicked her a smile, a relaxed one. It wasn’t that I
didn’t trust her, it was Kade. I knew he still wanted her, wanted what he
couldn’t have. Wanted what was mine. If he touched her this weekend, so help me
I would finish what I had started all those years ago and rip the bastards
fucking head off.


I changed the subject before my heart started that rapid
beat it always insisted on with the mention of his name.


“What’s the plan for tonight?”


“The usual, the French bar for food then onto Haven to
dance my ass off with my girlies.”


I chuckled slightly. Ava and her ‘girlies’ would demand
the whole of the dance floor when they started rockin’ their asses and to be
honest, I couldn’t wait to watch her perfect body move fluidly before me. She
was one hot little dancer and I groaned at the image dancing around my head.


 


I flicked the left hand indicator when we approached our
junction and Ava bounced and clapped when she knew we were near. I laughed, God
this woman was my fucking life.


“Excited?”


She turned and beamed at me before she planted a huge
smacker on my cheek. “I know this weekend is gonna be just what we need, Mason.
I have a good feeling.”


I took her hand and brought her tiny knuckles to my lips,
“Me too. Just what we need, friends, food and fucking all fucking weekend.”


She shivered and squirmed again and I laughed out loud,
“Ready for me, Ava?”


She scoffed and both her eyebrows hit her hairline,
“Mason, you should know by now, I’m always ready where your glorious cock is
concerned.”


“And me, you baby.”


 


***


 


They were dancing before we’d even found a table, all
eight of them. God knows where everyone was sleeping tonight but the master
suite was ours with it being my birthday.


Ava grinned at me and I waved her off with a smile, “Go,
go dance, baby.”


She giggled, jumped up and kissed my cheek before she
turned and I watched the sway of her hips and the way her tight cream dress
hugged her arse cheeks as she rocked across the floor to her friends with her
arms already swaying in the air to the beat of the music. Fuck, now I was hard
again.


“To the birthday boy” Connor declared as he shoved a shot
of something potent in my hand. The rest of the guys held up their glasses and
we all hit the shot back as one.


“So, old man, what’s it feel like to hit forty?” Greg
smirked and I curled a lip at him.


“You’re as old as the woman you feel. In that case that
makes me thirty one” I winked as I cast a glance at the woman who I would be
feeling tonight.


Nate nudged me and flicked his eyes towards Kade who was
watching me warily. I rolled my eyes and attempted to build a few bridges as
Ava so desperately wished for. I would sell my soul if she asked me to, and I
think I was just about to do that.


“Get ‘em in, Kade.”


He tipped his head slightly and his eyebrow flicked as he
tried to determine if I was trying to include him or take him for a mug and make
him buy the drinks all night.


I gave him a small firm nod and he returned it before he
clapped his hands and looked around at his friends for the weekend. “Let’s get
the birthday boy pissed.”


Everyone cheered and Nate slapped my shoulder lightly,
thanking me silently for making the effort to welcome not just Ava’s friend but
his also.


 


The night flowed, the booze flowed and Ava’s body flowed
like liquid gold on the dance floor.


I thrust my stiff cock into her arse as I shrouded her
from behind and danced to Matchbox Twenty ‘Like Sugar’. “Fuck, Ava, can
we go yet?” I whispered in her ear. If my balls got any heavier I’d have to go
and get some relief in the toilets soon.


She snaked her hands behind her and wound them around my
neck as she turned her face into me demanding my lips. I didn’t refuse; I gave
her exactly what she asked for and plied her lips expertly as my grasp
tightened on her hips with a swift pull into me. Her small moan tightened my
sac and throbbed my cock.


Christ, this was hard work.


“When I sink into that pretty wet pussy of yours, I’m
never coming out. You hear me? All fucking night baby, me inside you and you
around me. Till the sun comes up.”


Her groan was louder this time before she flanked my
bottom lip with her teeth. “And I want you so deep I can feel your cock in my
throat, Mason.”


“Sweet fucking Jesus, Ava. We’re going - now” I demanded
as I took her hand and pulled her off the dance floor. “We’re off, guys.”


They all looked at one another, every single one sporting
as much lust as me and Ava. The surprise of Kade rocking against Carla,
Courtney’s work colleague, hit me and I nudged Ava. She turned and the grin
that lit her face warmed my insides. If she had felt anything for Kade, it
would have been jealousy that crossed her face not happiness for him.


 


“Count us in” they all shouted as we piled out of the
club and planted our arses in the limo already waiting for us. Tristan,
Kerrie’s boyfriend, popped the cork on the champagne and proceeded to pour for
everyone.


I pulled Ava onto my lap and I groaned into her lips when
she slid her drenched pussy across the ridge of my erection. “Baby, you’re
gonna have to stop before I take you right here, in front of everyone.”


“Fuck, yes” she groaned and I realised those words had
turned my little warrior into an even bigger hot temptress. Ava loved the joy
of fucking with someone watching.


Luckily The Black Panther had managed to provide my wife
with her kink. Sometimes there would be at least three people watch her ride me
like an animal. Her lust and primal need for this side of her sexuality allowed
me to relax with this part of her. 


The fact that they were just watching and not touching
bated my possessive streak and if I’m honest, I enjoyed this side of her. She
allowed me my kink and I wouldn’t begrudge her hers.


 


She slid around so her back was against my chest and I
raised my hand and slid my thumb across her hard nipple, the pert nub pressing
against the tight silk material of her dress.


I eyed her when she looked at Connor and he lifted the
corner of his lip at her. My woman wanted to play.


Connor flicked his eyes to me to silently ask for
permission and I nodded.


Everyone else was already eating face, all of us feeling
the sex and heat in the confines of the car, and currently there was only
Connor and Marcy’s friend, Paula, without a partner however I frowned when
Paula sidled up to Connor and he shook his head at her. She pouted grumpily
then slid back across the seat and glared out of the window at the speeding
lights passing us.


 


Ava ground onto me as she continued to hold Connor’s
gaze. He swept his tongue across his bottom lip as his hand cupped his own
erection.


Ava’s heart sped up against my wrist which was pressed up
hard into her chest. “You are so damn fucking hot, baby. You’re setting fire to
my cock through my trousers.” I moaned into her ear as I slid a hand under the
skirt of her dress and stroked my fingers up her thigh.


She opened her thighs, giving Connor a glimpse of her
beauty and I hissed a fuck, my cock now becoming painful in my need for
release.


Her breathing sped up until she was mere panting and my gut
blazed with the sound of her extreme arousal. “Are you watching Connor stroke
his hard cock, baby?”


She moaned but nodded whilst Connor sank his teeth into
his lip and tipped his head at Ava, his eyes fucking her hard.


“Fuck” she breathed and just as I pressed my thumb
against her swollen clit, the limo pulled up outside the cottage.


 


Everyone piled out like greyhounds after the hare; me and
Ava being no exception.


She held me back as we reached the door, her hands
pushing at me firmly until I was slammed up against the wall and her tongue
invaded my mouth.


Her lips moved in perfect sync with me as her tongue
duelled hungrily with mine. Her soft wisps of breath mingled with my own and
hardened my need even further. I cupped her bottom and she lifted her legs and
wrapped her delicious thighs around my waist. 


She eventually calmed her kiss and hovered her lips over
my wet ones. “I love you so much, Mason, so god damn much. You’re my
everything, baby. My heart, my soul, my life.” Her eyes flitted across my face
searching me; “You think we can survive this?”


Her anguish tore me up and I rested my forehead against
hers. “I would die before I hurt you, Ava. We can do this, we’ve been
through worse. I know you’re aching inside, you’re ripping yourself open and
bleeding baby, but I’m gonna fix that. Trust me.”


I swiped my thumb over her cheek and caught her single
tear, a solitary tear but it was like a dam of emotion and my soul wept with
her.


“Take me to bed, Mason” she whispered softly.


“With pleasure, my little warrior.”


 


She was still clung to me when I flicked the bedroom door
open and carried us both in.


I frowned when I saw Connor laid out on our bed, naked.
It was like deja vu and I shot a frantic look at Ava before she hit the roof,
but she palmed my cheek and smiled softly at me, “Happy birthday, baby.”


I frowned in confusion before it clicked and I stared at
her. 


Shit!


 


“Ava,” I winced when I knew this would hurt her. “Baby,
when I asked Connor to join us last time, I was real high and I wasn’t…well, I
wasn’t thinking straight. I just…”


She looked hurt and I cringed, “I don’t think I’m ready
to… share you.”


Relief covered her face and my confusion heightened
further. “But I didn’t ask Connor to join us for me, Mason, I asked him to join
us for you.”


My heart stuttered and I squinted at her. “What?”


A hot smile crept up her lips and the sight of it nearly
made me come in my trousers. “Connor is bi-sexual, Mason. I want to watch him
fuck you. I want you to be inside me when he fucks you.”


 


The air left my lungs in a single blast as my knees
jerked. 


Connor lifted his magnificent body off our bed and
stalked across the room to me. His hand lifted to my head before he yanked my
hair and leant into me. “I wanna fuck you, Mason and Ava wants to watch your
face when I take you under me – hard.”


I closed my eyes as a deep groan rumbled through my core
before it left my lips. “Do you want this, Mason?” Ava asked quietly and I heard
the apprehension in her words.


She knew this was something I’d had on my mind for years
and her acceptance of me made my heart swell so much I thought I would have
trouble settling it back down.


“Do you want his, Ava?”


She swallowed but nodded timidly. “I… Is it wrong I wanna
give you this?”


“What? No, baby. How could this be wrong? My God, I love
you so damn fucking much. I worship you, baby. I am in awe of you. Your generosity
is so fucking superior, I feel like I don’t deserve you.”


“Mason,” she scolded quite firmly, “You brought me back
to life all those years ago. It’s me who’s not deserving of you.”


“Ssshhh, don’t you dare, ever, ever say that
again.”


Her gaze dropped and I lifted her head back with a finger
under her chin. “I want to watch you suck his cock, Ava. Is that wrong?”


She gasped but I caught the pump of her heart against
mine as her thighs twitched. “You want him to fuck you, Mason?”


“Yes” I answered honestly without hesitation.


She moaned and closed her eyes to the images my answer
had given her.


“Then let’s fucking play,” Connor smirked from beside me.


Ava giggled that delicious giggle of hers, the one that
had my dick knowing he was gonna get serviced as Connor grabbed my hair again
and brought his lips to mine.
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Ava


     
I watched them kiss, Mason hesitant at first, until Connor rumbled a
deep growl and Mason slipped into it with an ease.


I thought it might bring forward jealous hurt, but if I
was honest, it was damn hot to watch my man kiss another man.


Their tongues duelled almost angrily and Mason’s arms
tightened around me in his lust. His cock hardened even more under me and I
rubbed against him, desperate to get some relief against the explosive pressure
that was building inside me.


 


He slid a hand up my back, his sheer strength just
needing one arm to hold me up, and as it reached my hair he twisted his fingers
and pulled at me harshly in his arousal.


A deep groan left me at the slight pain and the men
parted. “Tonight is yours, Mason. You tell us what you want and we’ll do our
best to satisfy that hunger” Connor told him seriously.


He was silently asking Mason for guidance; what to touch,
where to touch, if to touch.


Mason swung his eyes to me then to Connor. “I want to do
this for Ava as well as myself, so you go with what she wants too.”


He nodded firmly before stepping back, his gaze hitting
Mason in invitation to take what he wanted.


 


Mason dropped me out of his arms as my eyes perused the
hard body of Connor. He wasn’t as built and toned as Mason, but he was still very
easy on the eyes. His physique was lean and his abs were prominent but he
didn’t have the strength and tautness to his chest like my husband did. The
muscles in his arms were large as were his thighs and if I was honest his feet
were a little creepy, but I wasn’t going to be spending much time with them.


His body was still a huge turn on and I gulped as my eyes
reached the heat in his return stare.


 


“You wanna taste him, baby?” Mason whispered in my ear
causing me to jerk at the sudden contact.


I licked my lips but gave him an apprehensive look. He
cupped my cheek and smiled, “I’m good with that.”


I didn’t answer at first, just flicked my eyes between
the two hard men filling the room with their dominance, their potent sexual
rawness tightening the air in the room and my lungs squeaked at the compression.
He fisted my hair and brought my face to his, “I asked if you want his hard
cock sinking between those plump wet lips of yours, baby. When I ask you a
question, I expect an answer.”


My mouth dried instantly, my lungs fought for oxygen and
my pussy leaked with my stern arousal.


“Yes.” I breathed.


“Good girl. Take off your dress.” His demand was
countered with a soft palm on my cheek and an adoring gaze in his eyes.


 


He knew what this would do to me, his governance and
control, and I slid my hands to the hem of my dress and lifted it over my head
in one motion.


Both men hissed as I stood before them in cream lace
underwear, my nipples peaked and straining against the sheer material of my
bra.


 


Mason turned to Connor, “Her pleasure’s mine, but yours
is hers.”


Connor nodded once in understanding as he fisted his
erection and dragged his teeth across his bottom lip, “On your knees, Ava.”


The roaring in my ears intensified as I dropped before
him. The heaviness in my stomach pulsed as he guided his firm pulsing tip
against my lips, wiping his pre-cum over my already wet mouth as Mason settled
behind me, both his knees on either side of my thighs and his large cock
digging into my back.


“Lick him” he demanded from behind me as his fingers
unhooked the fastening of my bra and freed my breasts to his eager hands.


 


Connor sizzled under my mouth as I lapped at his crown
and swirled my tongue around his width. He was hard and pulsating beneath my
mouth and I drooled in anticipation of his full length in my mouth.


“Now take him.” His direction came with a roll and pinch
of my nipples and I groaned as my belly thudded my arousal hard, my thighs
twitching with my need. “God, Ava, you’re so fucking ready,” Mason breathed in my
ear as he cupped me gently, his large hand trapping the heat between my legs as
I slid my mouth down Connor’s cock.


“Fuck!” Connor hissed as his hands grabbed at my hair in
his effort to take control. “Yeah, that’s it baby, suck me hard.”


He tasted different from Mason, sweeter maybe. Mason had
a slight spice to his taste yet Connor had a honeyed scent, not unpleasant,
just different.


“Harder” Mason ordered sternly as he slipped the crotch
of my knickers aside and slid a finger inside me. I instinctively ground down
on him, desperate to get him deeper and douse the fire inside me.


“Not yet, Ava, I want you to come when Connor fills your
mouth with his spunk.”


Oh God, he better hurry then. The way I was moving on
that single finger would bring me off any second. As if sensing my build, Mason
removed it and I whimpered, “Soon, baby, soon. Suck him hard, Ava. Show him how
fucking good that hot little mouth of yours is.”


 


My need was deepening with each of Mason’s words and every
slide down Connor’s deliciousness. I slid a hand down the front of me in search
for my own satisfaction. My hunger needed food, fast and if I didn’t find it
soon I was going to go insane.


“Ava!” Mason scolded as he took my hand and held it
firmly.


“Please” I begged around Connor’s cock, my hips were
circling on their own accord and my breasts were heavy and needy.


He growled behind me as Connor started to control my
plunges with his hands, holding me still as he thrust into my mouth in his
chase for ejaculation. 


“Lift that sweet arse in the air, Ava, let me see you.”


I didn’t need to be told twice. I planted my hands flat
on the floor, Connor lowering to his knees afore me, as I raised my bottom up
until it was level with Mason’s face behind me.


“Fuck, yes, beautiful.”


I growled savagely when his tongue swiped my groove, its
thick muscle teasing my flesh until I was writhing unabashedly on his face.


Connor was getting deeper and faster in each thrust and
as he shouted out his release, his warm sperm hitting the back of my throat
with force, Mason curled a finger inside me, stroked the soft part of my wall
and gave me an orgasm so fierce I bucked against his face and dropped my head
to the floor; my arse high and round behind me.


“Always so fucking good” he snarled behind me as he
dipped his tongue inside me and soaked up everything I had to give him.


Connor’s hands were still trapped in my hair and he
yanked my head up and brought my face to his still hard penis, “Lick me clean,
baby.”


I lifted my eyes to his hard dark ones as I lapped at him,
my tongue licking him clean as requested.


“Now I need to fuck your husband. Get on your back,
darlin’.”


 


The air jammed in my throat and desire erupted in the
afterglow of an almighty orgasm. “Do as you’re told, Ava.” Mason now demanded
as his hands gripped my waist and he manoeuvred me around until my back was
flat on the floor.


“I hope you’re ready for me cos’ my dick is so hard in
need for you, my little warrior.” The conflicting harsh tone and adoring pet
name made my heart swell and my pussy pulse as Mason’s mouth hit mine in a kiss
so fierce I was lifting my hips and inviting him in already.


 


I heard him groan above me and his body jerked. I pulled
back, desperate to watch his face when I caught Connor applying lube to his
fingers and readying Mason for him.


“Fuck” he groaned above me, his blazing eyes holding mine
whilst he lifted his arse further upwards for Connor.


I watched him, mesmerised by the pleasure on his face as
Connor continued his preparation for penetration. He closed his eyes, swallowed
and before I took another breath he was thrusting inside me with so much force
I slid a few inches across the carpet. “Sorry, baby” he muttered when he
realised I would have carpet burns on my ass.


I shook my head and fought the urge to close my eyes.
“You keep them beauties on me Ava, I need them. I need you with me in this.”


I nodded firmly, trying to give him comfort in his
apprehension as we heard the tell-tale rip of foil from behind him.


“Make love to me, baby.” I whispered in his ear when I
pulled his face towards me and as I took his mouth, Connor took his arse.


 


I felt the slow gentle push of Connor as Mason’s jaw
dropped and his eyes flittered closed. A fierce growl left his chest, erupting
up his throat with a feral snarl, and I palmed his cheek softly. “Look at me,
Mason. I wanna see your pleasure, I need to see it, Mason.”


His eyes snapped open and I wasn’t sure if it was horror
or rapture on his beautiful face. “You okay?” I asked on a choke.


“Easy, Mason, relax for me.” Connor said gently before
Mason blew out a breath and I felt him settle down.


He nodded, opened his eyes and the look in his eyes
ignited a lust so primal I slammed my hips up in hunger. He groaned as my
movement pushed him further back onto Connor and I winced. “Sorry, sorry.”


He smiled a stunning twinkly smile and shook his head.
“Don’t be, baby, it was what I needed.”


Connor barked out a chuckle before we started to find a
rhythm. “Jesus fuck!” Connor rasped and I caught his eyes. The look of heat in
his eyes boosted me as I saw the same look on Mason’s face.


“Does it feel good?” I asked him as Connor started to
move faster and firmer.


“Fuck, baby, you really need to ask?” He groaned as he
started to slam into me, his bucks into me coinciding with Connor’s thrusts.


“I need you to own me, Mason, I need it now” I
practically yelled at him.


He understood perfectly and as soon as his teeth sank
into my neck and his lips suckled, I came with such ecstasy I swore I saw
clouds and stars. “Ooohhhh Fuckkkkk” Mason shouted as I tightened around
him and clamped my thighs against the sides of him.


 


They both nudged me across the floor in their pursuit for
climax. Mason reared back as Connor’s hands gripped his hair when he came, his
loud groan triggering another orgasm from me as we all came over each other
intensely and potently.


The expressions on both men’s faces was like nothing I’d
ever seen, their pleasure and gratification exploded noisily, physically and
spiritually above me as I watched them growl, buck and tighten.


Jesus, I didn’t think I’d ever see anything as hot ever
again. The complete satisfaction that covered their faces when they calmed was
beautiful, utterly serene and I smiled tenderly as my glorious bastard gave me
a look so full of love and adulation, I didn’t need words from him to tell me
how he felt.


He loved me, wholly and entirely and so powerfully it
choked him speechless.


“And me, you.” I whispered against his lips as he gave me
the most tender and beautiful kiss ever in our eight years together.
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mason


      I grinned in satisfaction as
I pressed my back against the large oak, using the wide girth of the trunk as
cover and watched my beautiful wife dart from tree to tree in her pursuit of
Courtney.


The commando overalls hugged her damn fine arse as the
front zip struggled to encase her large breasts. Her red hair sprung wildly
from beneath her hood as she held her gun like a pro, which is exactly what I
had made sure she was.


It was important that I knew she could protect herself,
especially in my choice of life and business.


 


I trained my sight on her, the weight of the rifle
feeling good in my hands. “Come on, baby. Six more steps.”


A crunch of undergrowth announced company and I spun and
shot Tristan directly in the chest with a blast of red paint.


He grinned and held his hands up, “I should’ve known I
wouldn’t be able to take you out. You’ve had too much practice.” He winked with
his words and I laughed.


My sister’s boyfriend was okay, he absolutely idolised
Kerrie and that earned him my respect. “Sorry, mate.”


He shook his head and tapped my shoulder. “No worries, I
could do with a piss anyway.”


I laughed and nodded as I turned back to take out Ava.


“Damn.” She was nowhere to be seen and I peered around
the tree in an effort to detect her.


 


My back exploded with a pressured hit and I closed my
eyes and groaned before I turned to a stunning victory smile from my little
warrior.


“Well done, baby” I said slowly as I took a step towards
her. She nodded briskly, a huge beam adorning her stunning face before she
realised I was stalking her.


“Oh no, you sore loser” she chuckled, knowing I was just
playing but she squealed when I leapt after her.


Her gun hit the floor as she sprinted across the wooded
area, the vegetation slowing her considerably.


“No” she laughed as I grabbed her waist and rugby tackled
her to the floor.


“You’re mine” I growled at her as I began a relentless
tickle on her ribs.


“Shit, Mason, stop.”


“Nope, never. I’m gonna make you suffer, I’m a mardy
loser.”


“You’re a hard mardy loser” she moaned when my erection
dug into her back and she wiggled against it.


“One touch, baby, that’s all my dick needs from you. You
know that by now. He’s yours, Ava. He knows what you demand of him.”


“Damn right, my darling husband. He’s mine.”


“Always” I whispered as I flipped her over and brought
her lips up to mine with a slide of my hand behind her head. She moaned into my
mouth with a small wisp of her warm breath as I twisted my tongue around her
delicate expert muscle.


I could feel her nipples peak, even through the thick material
of the overalls, and I returned her moan with my own as my cock powered to a
new level of rigid and my balls tightened.


God this woman demanded my arousal, brought it forth with
a simple touch and I grumbled against her as I realised we were in the middle
of a forest and would probably get kicked out for humping in a public place.


 


“I love you so god damn much, Ava. You’re my world baby,
my support structure. I wanna say sorry now.”


She frowned up at me in confusion, her perfectly trimmed
eyebrows pulled together and the sight of her anguish clamped hold of my heart
and constricted. “Sorry? For what?”


I sat up and pulled her up until she was straddled on my
lap as I took her cheeks beneath my palms and stroked my thumbs across her
cheekbones, “I’m gonna fuck up, baby. I always do, always. So when I do, please
know that I would rather die than hurt you.”


“Is this the coke, Mason?”


I shook my head at her, “No, Ava, it’s nothing in general
but… I dunno, it just feels like all our paths are hitting the crossroad too
soon for our relationship to deal with them at once. I dunno how to explain it,
like you don’t know how to deal with what your body is yelling at you. My head…
it keeps warning me to something I don’t understand yet, and I need to tell you
before it’s too late.”


Her eyes searched my face but then she nodded, “Okay.”


I didn’t deserve this woman, her compassion and constant
forgiving nature were pure and immense, and her unrelenting love for me after
years of ache and hurt would never be taken for granted.


“Come on.” I pulled myself up and offered her a hand
before she picked up her gun and turned to wink at me.


“Just gonna splat Courtney, then I’ll meet you in the
bar.”


I nodded before giving her a flick of my eyes towards the
tree Courtney was currently using as a shield. “I love you” she mouthed and I
laughed as I walked away and heard Courtney shout ‘Ow’ then curse quite
violently. 


 


***


 


“Lay.”


She turned to me with a smile and I knew she had forgiven
me for my inexcusable words to her Monday. “Just wanted to make sure we’re
okay.” She palmed my cheek after she studied my pupils. “I’m off it, don’t
worry, babe.” 


She sighed and nodded, “You wanna talk about it?”


“Not really, but I wanna ask a favour.”


She looked at me expectantly and I pulled in a breath. “I
have to go back, something urgent has come up and I wanted you to… watch Kade.”


Her eyes narrowed as she tipped her head slightly,
“You’re leaving Ava here?”


I nodded.


She gave me a wary gaze; her ability to read me was
uncanny. “What’s going on, Mase?”


“Nothing’s going on,” I offered praying she didn’t read
my lie. “Just something I have to deal with. I’m taking Sam and Greg with me
but the other guys are staying here. I can’t be worrying about Kade whilst I’m
dealing with shit, Lay. I need you to promise me.”


She flicked a glance towards Ava who was grinning as she
slaughtered the others at Battlefield 3 but then nodded. “I’ll watch him but
you need to start trusting her.”


“I do, I do but after… Dane, I worry about her, Lay.
She’s been hurt too much already and I don’t mean just emotionally, physically
as well and if… if anyone ever, ever, touches her again, I don’t think
I’ll be able to hold back. You get me?”


She nodded, she understood. If anyone understood being physically
hurt it was Lay. “Okay love, no worries.”


I kissed her forehead and called out Ava’s name. She
turned to look at me and I gestured to the kitchen with my chin. She nodded and
after placing her controller on the floor, she walked into the kitchen with me.


 


I rolled my lips as she slid her arms around my waist and
buried her nose into my chest, seeking my scent to pacify her soul. I knew this
because it was exactly the same fixation I had with her.


“I have to go back” I told her as my soul inhaled its own
necessary hit.


She frowned up at me and disappointment covered her
beauty, “Awww, Mason.”


“I know, I’m sorry but there’s nothing I can do about
it.”


She sighed heavily but nodded resolutely, “Fine.”


I tilted her head back so I could see her stunning bright
green eyes, “You can get a lift back with Nate and Liv. Greg and Sam are coming
with me. And baby…”


Her eyes scanned me, the tone in my voice alerting her to
a warning. “He touches you and I will finish it, understand?”


She tipped her head, a slight fierceness in her eyes as
her face darkened slightly, “Him or me?”


Oh, she had understood my words but I knew she would.


“You don’t really need an answer to that, do you” It was
voiced as a statement not a question just as it was said as one.


“Understood, Sir!” she hissed as she pulled away
but I wrapped my fingers around her arm. I knew she was mad when she had called
me ‘sir’. That word meant more to Ava than what it inferred after her time with
Dane.


“Don’t push me, baby. You do as you’re told and I’m hunky
dory. You got me?”


“Fuck you!”


 


Okay, enough of this bullshit!


Her back was slammed against the wall before she could
take another breath, my groin pushing into her as my chest pressed against the
plumpness of hers. “Don’t go there, Ava. I have to deal with bullshit at work,
not with you. All I asked was to steer clear. I have done my best with him this
weekend. I let you have your way; I backed down enough to let him
back into your life. Don’t make me regret that decision.”


She sighed in acceptance, “Fine, but you need to learn to
trust me. You had more women in our time together than I did Mason and I have
learnt to trust you.”


Fair enough.


I nodded in my own acknowledgment, “Yeah, and you know
how much it hurt you, well I have feelings too Ava, I feel what you felt when
you found out… when you found me.”


We met halfway, both of us still strong with our own
feelings but understanding the others argument also.


She nodded again, her knowledge that those photos of her
with Kade in his pool still haunted my mind, and my heart.


 


“Good girl.”


I planted my lips on hers, my kiss controlling, dominant
and telling her just how much she meant to me. The soft moan that she made leapt
into my mouth and had my dick stirring in my jeans. I grasped her hair tightly
in my need for control, “Mine.” I whispered against her neck as I left her with
a few of my signatures. 


“Yours” she answered on a strangled choke, “Always,
Mason, always. I need you; I need you so much, baby.”


Her voice was tight with her arousal and I took a swift
study of the room before I lifted her. Her thighs clung to my waist as I backed
us into the utility room and her moans made my cock cry out for more. She
always made my cock cry for more.


 


I settled her on the washing machine as she refused to
remove her mouth from mine. I cupped her between her legs and groaned at the
heat she radiated. She echoed my moan, the deep rumble of it damn near bringing
me to my knees. 


I pulled away from her mouth so I could watch her face as
I stuck my thumbs into the crotch of her knickers and ripped them apart.


Her teeth sank into her bottom lip as her eyes darkened,
their bright green simmering to a deep jade, her lust making her look feral and
wild.


 


Dropping to my knees before her, I gripped her feet and
arranged them on the edge of the washer so she opened herself wide to me.


Fuck, she had the prettiest god damn pussy and its lure
drew me in time and time again. It owned me, it controlled me, it reigned over
me but maybe that was just Ava.


“I need to feel your mouth on me, Mason, hurry.”


Her pleading brought a wicked smile to the edge of my
lips as I tipped my head in expectation but I held back, I waited.


“Please, Mason.”


Good girl, she knew what was expected.


I held her eyes, locked her down as I swiped my tongue
the length of her hot flesh and the action gave me a shiver as always. The
first taste my tongue got of her always brought a shudder of ownership and
excitement but above all satisfaction.


I would never get enough of her; I never wanted to get
enough of her. I wanted her endlessly and forever. I wanted the pull of her to
hold me until the day I died.


 


I circled my tongue around her clit, its hardness
tempting me to suck it between my lips and send the jolt of pleasure through
her like I knew it did.


It did. She bucked, trembled and clamped her hands in my
hair to pull me deeper into her.


I didn’t disappoint her, I ate her, I tasted her, I
suckled her and I drove her absolutely fucking crazy. Her moans, groans and
dirty words had my dick screaming at me for release but I gave her this first, I
knew she needed it.


As soon as she screamed her orgasm my cock was out and
inside her wicked heat. I slammed in hard, not giving her a second to hit the
ground after her climax.


She was wet and hot and her cum welcomed me in with an
easy single thrust.


“Fuck!” I hissed at her as she seared my cock with her
tightness and blazing hotness.


I grabbed her bent knees, holding her legs in place as I
started a ruthless, punishing rhythm. She needed it hard, I needed it hard so I
gave it us both fucking hard as I pounded her across the lid of the washer.


Her screams were getting louder and louder and I knew we
could be heard through the house.


I didn’t fucking care.


 


My thrusts hit her deeper and harder and as soon as I
felt the clench of her muscles, I knew what she needed. “You – want – it –
Ava?”


She grabbed my hair tightly, her grip sent a shot of
exquisite pain through my head and straight down into my bollocks as I grit my
teeth, my desperation to hold back my orgasm until she had hers was fucking
near massacring me.


“Yes!”


“Ask!”


“Bite me - hard!”


Fuck, this woman would kill me and strangle my hard dick
simultaneously.


Her loudest scream erupted when my teeth sank into her
shoulder, her pussy constricted and my cock thanked the fucking lord as I
exploded into her core, the deep sharp jolts of ecstasy electrifying my brain
with every pump. My whole body tensed in exquisite pleasure and my balls
screamed as they emptied into her. “Fuck, fuck… fuck…” I groaned as my forehead
landed on her shoulder and her frantic beating heart was pounding against my
own.


“Oh dear god” she whispered and I chuckled.


“Yep, feel better?”


She nodded and beamed at me, “Thank you.”


My eyebrow lifted at her gratitude. “Leave the money on
the side, baby.”


She smirked as she wiped the sweat from my forehead with
a towel she found beside her. “Tenner do ya’?”


My jaw dropped and I pinched her thigh, “Funny, Mrs Fox.
I should be paying you though…”


I realised what I had said as soon as it left my lips,
fucking idiot!


Her shocked face gave away her surprise and I cupped her
chin and made her look at me, “I did not mean that the way it came out.”


She widened her eyes on me but then smiled softly, “I
know.” She finished with a laugh as I pulled out and used the towel to clean my
cum off her thighs.


“My hero” she sighed before she jumped down and pulled
her skirt back to its original position.


“You gonna be okay with me gone?”


She sighed but shrugged, “Sure. This weekend was for you
though.”


I nodded and planted a soft kiss on her forehead, “And
you’ve made it one to remember, Ava. Thank you; for the gifts, the weekend and…
Connor.”


She scrunched her nose deliciously, crying out for me to
kiss it, and nodded. “It was my pleasure, Mr Fox. Ring me when you hit home.
Are you leaving the kids at your mum’s?”


I nodded in confirmation to both questions as I enveloped
her and pulled her in tight, “Try and get some sleep tonight.”


I knew she had trouble sleeping without me and tomorrow
she would be grey, pale and exhausted. She nodded once and smiled warmly, “Don’t
worry, and get this shit at work sorted.”


Yeah, like it was gonna be that easy.


“I will, baby. I love you.”


“And me, you” She answered as we walked out of the small
room to cat calls and wolf whistles.


Ava laughed and bowed but I didn’t miss the dark look in
Kade’s eyes.


Yeah, numbnuts, I can make her scream!
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ava


Monday night saw me back at the Panther. It was packed
with it being ‘open night’ as Layla called it. 


One night a month William opened the doors and allowed
entry to non-members and I was currently chuckling at Willow’s choice of pole
music. Theory of a Deadmans ‘Little Smirk’ was blasting through her
individual speaker and just as it sang ‘Karma bitch’ guess who walked through
the door?


Rebecca!


Fuck!


 


Owen eyed me when the deep growl filtered through my
system and erupted from my throat fiercely.


I could see Layla stutter on the pole from the corner of
my eye as the room developed a chill. I felt William’s worried gaze settle on
me as he approached Rebecca and said something in her ear. Her eyes swept to
me, a slight smirk on her lips and Owen whipped the glass bottle out of my hand
before I crushed it under my hold.


But then I remembered Mason and his renounce of war with
Kade.


“William, its fine, let her in.” He narrowed his eyes on
me and I held my hands up, “I won’t hurt her.”


He regarded me for a while but then nodded his relent and
moved aside.


The fuck whore decided to pop her skinny arse on the
stool in front of my side of the bar. Owen, bless his heart, whipped the towel
off my shoulder and handed me a tray, “Room 12, honey.”


I nodded, gave him a sly wink and made my way around the
bar, balancing the tray expertly in one hand as I opened the security hatch.  


 


“Ava.” Rebecca called as my foot hit the hallway towards
room 12.


Fuck, shit and bloody bollocks!


I stilled but didn’t turn. “You want something?” 


“Uhh, can I have a word, just a quick one?”


I sighed, then huffed, then inhaled, then exhaled, “If
you must.”


She nodded and swallowed but I caught the evil little
glint in her eye. “I just wondered if I can have a word with Ginny and
Marlene?”


What the fuck!


What the fucking fuck?!


 


I licked my lips in an attempt to replace some of the
dryness now working its way through my system. “You know them?” I asked, mad at
myself for giving this bitch exactly what she wanted but unable to help myself.


Her eyes gleamed and I bit my bottom lip at my stupidity.
“Yes. They used to work at Allure. I just need a quick word with them.”


I wouldn’t give her the satisfaction of seeing me ask any
more. “Sure” I replied as nonchalantly as I could but I knew she could read me,
could see the question in my head of how come this…fuck whore was associated
with Allure, just as Mason was.


Did she work there? Was she a prostitute now? It wouldn’t
surprise me! Was it her that owned the place? If so, then what was Mason’s
connection as well?


God fucking damn!


 


She smiled too sweetly, the saccharine squeezing from all
the Botox in her lips like a lump of syrup. Gross! 


“Go for it” I told her as I held a finger towards the dressing
room.


“Thank you, hun.”


“Don’t fucking hun me Rebecca. I am not and never
will be your fucking hun. Got me?”


She nodded, her false face paling slightly before she
turned and knocked on the room door.


I made my escape, scurrying down the corridor to room 12
before I slammed the tray, contents included, into her face.


 


I took a deep breath and painted a hosts smile on my face
as I placed the tray on the table between the men currently watching an act
between one of the pro’s and one of their friends.


“Thank you, darling… Ava?”


I blinked at the guy studying me with twinkling bright
blue eyes and a soft smile, and then it clicked. “Jay,” I laughed when he stood
and lifted me up high in his embrace. “When did you get home?”


“A couple of days ago. Have you not seen my dad? I
thought you worked with him.”


I shook my head at the spitting image of my best friend.
Jay, Nate and Liv’s son, was the replica of his dad apart from the deep scar
that ran down the right side of his face. “I saw him over the weekend, we went
up to the cabin but he didn’t say anything.”


“Right, I thought you had seen him today. He didn’t know
I was back until he got home last night.”


“Ahh, bet your mum’s pleased. How long are you back for?”


“A while, just finished my contract overseas. I missed
the UK too much.”


I nodded; I knew how he felt when I had gone to America
for six months to run Nate’s company when it was having trouble.


“Well I better get back to it. It was good to see you.”


“And you, sweetheart. I’ll probably see you soon now I’m
back. I’m staying with my mum and dad until I find an apartment I like. Nothing
but shit so far.”


I laughed, “I’ll keep my ears open and ask Mason if he
knows of anything.”


He winked then turned his attention back to the show as
he picked up his pint off the tray.


 


I strolled back down the corridor but halted at the open
dressing room door when I heard voices. “Come on girls,” Rebecca near begged.
“He’s sorted it. He’s interviewing tomorrow night. Why don’t you come along,
you don’t have to go through the process, you know that. Your regulars are
missing you both.”


He, whoever he was, was interviewing tomorrow night. Really?
That was a nice snippet of information Rebecca, thank you.


 


I hurried away as I pulled my phone from my bra and text
Courtney.


 


Me:


Need you in your sexiest gear tomorrow night, hun.
Keep it secret from Greg. Will explain later xxx


 


Courtney:


Sure babe, time? xxx


 


Me:


7? xxx


 


Courtney:


Sexy, elegant or sexy, tart? xxx


 


Me:


Definitely tart! xxx


 


Courtney:


Ooh, now I’m excited. Gotcha, see you then. Xxx


 


***


 


“Hi” I smiled widely at the doorman to Allure the next
night. “We’re here for the interviews.”


He scanned both Courtney and I before he gave us a slight
nod and tipped his chin towards the interior doors.


Wow, easier than I thought.


 


Courtney giggled and I slapped her thigh as he gave us a
stern stare, “Chill.”


“I can’t, I’m excited, it’s like we’re undercover. I feel
like Wonderwoman or Cagney and Lacey.” She jigged about as we entered into
another room, this time a big burly bloke held a clipboard and grinned widely
at us when we walked in.


“Hey, girls. You here for interviews?”


Courtney nodded like she was on fast forward x30 and I
thumped her in the thigh. She scowled at me but calmed as I held out my hand in
greeting.


“I need your name, sweetie” He asked as he poised his pen
at the ready.


He was nice, I liked him.


“My real name or professional?” I asked as I scanned the
room. I knew Mason wouldn’t be here tonight, he’d got some business at Pulse to
deal with, apparently one of the staff had developed itchy fingers and I knew
Mason was developing itchy fists about it all.


“Real” he winked as his eyes perused every inch of me,
“You can tell me your pro name when you get the in.”


I smirked at him as Courtney gasped. Bloody woman, we were
supposed to be tarts not fucking teenage virgins.


“Jenni Wren” I told him. 


God bless him, he never flinched.


He turned to Courtney with an expectant look and she
inhaled deeply. “What would you like me to be called, sugar?”


I nearly spat out my tongue. Jesus Christ, I was gonna
kill her.


He smiled wickedly, “I’d like you to be called to my room
in the middle of the night but until then I need your real, sweetie.”


She hummed, good god, this girl vibrated beside me and I
had to hold back the curse that was on the tip of my tongue.


“Jessica Hare.”


He nodded as he wrote it down and I couldn’t believe how
gullible this sweet giant was.


I could see Courtney’s body trembling as she held back
her laughter and I treat her to my best glare.


 


“Okay, ladies, follow me.”


I studied the place as we followed through a few
corridors and doors. It was fairly upmarket and clean, nothing like I had
expected, and I was quite amazed at how they could have a security issue here.
There were plenty of cameras scattered about.


 


We approached another door and Burly offered us the sofa
facing a door that had a ‘private’ plaque attached. He opened the door and
spoke to an invisible someone. “Two more, boss.”


“Twenty minutes, Gabe.”


No! No!


What the hell was happening?


Courtney stared at me as the voice reached her ears as
well, her eyes were wide and I watched as the colour slipped from her face and
she turned a funny shade of green.


I was shaking, it couldn’t be him. No!


What the fuck!


But…


 


Gabe closed the door and looked over at us. “He’ll be about
twenty minutes, got someone in there with him.”


I nodded slowly as Courtney just stared at him. “You
okay, sugar, you look a bit…ill?”


“Water” I croaked out, “She needs water.”


He looked rather panicked as he looked at the closed
door, then to Courtney, then back to the door. “Right, wait here.”


He grimaced then disappeared down the other way and into
a door at the bottom.


Courtney turned to me, her head shaking wildly as if we
had misheard who we had heard. “Fuck… Ava… fuck!”


 


My heart was threatening to erupt through my chest as my
stomach vaulted in disbelief.


I stood up. I sat back down. I stood again.


“Fuck!”


My breathing was getting frantic as my palms sweated
profusely, “Fuck! FUCK!!”


No way. No – fucking – way!


My hand shook as I gripped the door handle. Burly came
stumbling up the corridor towards me.


Now or never, Ava.


 


I flung open the door and palmed the frame for support as
my eyes took in the scene.


Two naked girls were writhing about on a large sofa,
their tongues in each other’s parts as they performed for the
management. Their erotic moans loud in the silence of the room as I turned my
gaze to the desk opposite.


The management was sat side by side behind the desk
watching the girl’s performance.


“…Ava?” 


I stared at him as he shot upright up from his seat. His
face was pale and agonised as the fuck whore beside him smirked, “Well, this is
a pleasant surprise, isn’t it Mason. Hello Ava, come in.”


 


I didn’t even look at her; I couldn’t remove my eyes from
Mason. His hands hit the desk in front of him for support as he swallowed
heavily.


“WHO THE FUCK LET HER IN?”


“I did boss, sorry. I’ll get her out.”


Hands came around the top of my arms and I was pulled
back, my shock rendering me passive and unable to fight.


People seemed to shoot from everywhere as I was dragged
through the corridor backwards, my feet limp and loose under me as Gabe
supported all of me.


“GET YOUR FUCKING HANDS OFF HER!” Mason bellowed from the
hallway, his shock dissipating enough for him to now move.


Gabe dropped me and I fell to the floor in a heap, my
eyes still fixed on nothing as my heart slowed and my soul wept.


He wouldn’t do this, he wouldn’t. Eight years. Eight
years of lies. All of it a lie. Our marriage…a lie. A fucking lie!


 


He came before me, crouched on the floor before me but I
didn’t see him. I didn’t see him. I saw a liar, a sham, a fraud but then
I saw her. 


Oh, I saw her and she had seen me coming. And I’d fallen
into her trap; hook, line and fucking sinker. In fact I’d fucking dived into
it, jumped and hurled myself right at it.


How fucking stupid was I?


I hadn’t seen it.


I hadn’t seen this.


I hadn’t seen him.


 


“Ava” he choked out and I finally swung my eyes to him.


His hands came out to wrap around me but Courtney slapped
him off, “Don’t fucking touch her.”


He narrowed his eyes on her, “Stay out of this Courtney.”


“Don’t you fucking dare, you bastard. Look at her, look
at what you’ve done to her.” Then she turned on Rebecca. She didn’t say
anything, just hurled her fist back then slammed it right into Rebecca’s face.


I loved my girl.


“And you, you fucking whore. You better move before I
decide to fucking kill you.”


Rebecca scrambled back as a random helped her to her feet
and she pointed a long talon at Courtney, “Fucking try that again.” she warned.


Courtney whipped her head back and laughed quite
manically, “Yes, please.”


“Rebecca, go, just go!” Mason barked and I trained my
eyes back on him.


The pain and anguish held in them angered me more.
“Baby…”


My fist slammed into his cheekbone and he shot backwards,
his back hit the floor with so much force it vibrated my arse an inch up the corridor.


Everyone stared at me; their mouths and eyes wide open as
they wondered how this little woman could floor their huge boss.


“Come on, babe.” Courtney said softly as she lifted me
off the floor.


“What the fuck?” Gabe said as he stepped in behind me and
gripped my hair in a tight grasp.


“Move - your – fucking – hand – NOW!” I growled.


I felt the tremble in his hand but he didn’t release me.


I released me for him as I rammed my elbow into his gut,
then turned and kneed him in the groin before I fisted the side of his head and
knocked him out.


Mason was sat now, on the floor, his knees bent and his
head rested against them in resignation.


 


I stood over him and he looked up at me. His eyes were
bloodshot and accepting. “I don’t want you anywhere near me or the twins.”


He nodded slowly, “Of course.”


“And I want a divorce.”


That got his attention.


He shot to his feet, his head shaking from side to side
rapidly, “No, NO! No fucking way.”


I didn’t reply, just scanned him slowly, my heart broken
and dead already before I turned and left.


And never looked back.
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mason


She had gone. She had really gone.


She had left me.


I sat, on the floor of the corridor surrounded by many people,
but very much alone. Empty, hollow and broken.


I didn’t blame her, hell, I knew it was coming. I had
known. I had even warned her it was coming.


I had hurt her for the last time. She wouldn’t let me
hurt her again. I wouldn’t let me hurt her again.


But I wouldn’t let go, I would never let her go. She was
mine and as much as she wanted to run, we both knew I wouldn’t let her.


If she thought she was getting a divorce, she had a shock
coming. I would fight it with everything, everything I had, everything I was
and everything I could find inside me.


God, I was so damn stupid.


 


How the hell I had managed to keep this place hidden from
her for eight years was beyond me.


Her face destroyed me when she had clocked Rebecca. I
knew it was that Rebecca was in there, in full knowledge of this part of me
that had ripped Ava apart.


The one thing I could have hurt her with was sat beside
me when she discovered this god damn fucking place.


How the hell she had found out was beyond me.


How the hell had she found it?


I thought I had everything covered, hidden away from her
so tightly no-one could establish who owned Allure.


 


“Boss?” Gabe’s voice brought me from my trance and I
peered up at him.


“I, uhh… I dunno what to say really, I thought she was
here for an interview. She said she was here for an interview. Is she someone
special?”


I sighed and sucked in my lips, “She’s my wife.”


His eyes widened in shock. Nobody here knew anything
about my life outside of here. That’s how I had managed to keep it a secret for
so long. “She was my wife?”


He nodded faintly, his obvious pity displayed openly,
“Real sorry, boss.”


“It’s not your fault, Gabe. Get yourself off home. In
fact, clear the place out for me.”


“Sure thing. You need anything before I go?”


I shook my head in reply and watched his large frame
retreat through the door at the end of the hallway.


 


I lifted myself off the floor, my desolation making my
body heavy and sluggish as I dragged myself into the office.


Fuck, the girls were still bloody at it on the sofa.
Christ, did they not hear the commotion?


Picking up their clothes from the floor, I threw them at
the entwined bodies. They actually broke off and blinked at me. “Go, get out.”


They both frowned and I sighed in frustration, “OUT!” 


They listened then. They both shot up and exited the door
whilst pulling their clothing on.


 


I exhaled heavily as I unscrewed the cap off the whisky
bottle and took a large gulp. It seared my throat but warmed my frozen gut.


My phone alerted me to a message and I quickly picked it
up, praying it was Ava but groaned when I saw Nate’s name:


 


Nate: 


Again! A – fuckin – gain. You piece of shit!


 


Me:


Is she with you? Is she okay?


 


Nate:


Okay? Okay? She’s fuckin’ gutted. Why, Mason? All the
damn time!


 


Me:


Tell her I want to talk.


 


Nate:


You really think she wants to talk? You’re more stupid
than I thought.


 


Me:


Don’t interfere in this Nate, so help me…


 


Nate:


Don’t fuckin threaten me, you god damn prick! My best
friend was fucking sobbing so hard she fucking passed out.


 


      Oh Jesus Christ.


My hands gripped the edge of the table.


Fuck, fuck, FUCK!!!


The table tipped as I heaved it, the contents flying
across the room with my strength. The cupboard went next as I lifted one end
and flung it with ease into the opposite wall. The monitors came off the wall
with a surprising effortlessness, their screens shattering and sprinkling the
room with smoked glass. Everything else in the room followed suit, from the
pictures of the many naked women that had donned the walls to my laptop.


I wanted to destroy it all like it had destroyed my
marriage, my family, my heart.


I slumped back into the chair; the only thing left intact,
and took another swig of the much needed alcohol.


 


“Mason?”


I turned to Rebecca, stood in the doorway, her skinny hip
resting against the frame as she looked in horror at the mess.


“You need something?” She asked it in a way there was no
misinterpreting her meaning.


I shook my head, I didn’t need that shit. I needed that
shit so bad, so fucking bad.


“It’ll make you feel good.” She offered and I closed my
eyes and clenched my fists.


“No.”


She paused before taking a few steps towards me, “I
can make you feel good.”


Clamping my teeth over my tongue I sighed heavily, “Do
you ever stop, Rebecca? How many times, no. I don’t fucking want you, I have
never wanted you and I will never ever want you. The only person I will ever
want is Ava, my wife, my beautiful fucking wife. You hear me? My wife.”


Her gulp was loud as my words pierced her. I didn’t give
a bloody shit to be honest. “Just go home, Rebecca.”


“But…”


“GET THE FUCK OUT!” I roared at her as I flung the whisky
bottle an inch from her head. She screamed and jolted as it smashed against the
wall beside her.


Great, now I would have to hunt the place for another
bottle.


“Fine but you have my number, darling.” She said calmly
before she turned and heeded my words.


For Christ sake, this woman was relentless. Never took
the hint. I had given her a big enough one, any bigger and it would bloody
squash her with its size.


 


My thirst for whisky was far from quenched and I dragged
my weary body through the building to the small bar in the ‘lounge’.


Lounge? That was a fucking joke; it was the waiting room
for pussy.


Pushing my glass at the optic and repeating the action
three more times until my glass was full, I sank back down into a chair and
eyed the room.


It was full of comfy seats and porn. Fucking porn, like
who needed fucking porn in a brothel? You was gonna get the deed, who needed
the instructions?


I had once loved this place. It had been like a puppy.
Training it, watching it, seeing it obey and fill you with a sense of
accomplishment.


It had been one of my first ventures in my upcoming rise
to stardom; my first cash cow, bringing in swift money for my other
undertakings and enterprises.


But now I hated it, loathed it, fucking despised it. It
was my first and would be my last.


She had really gone. Really, finally and totally gone.


 


Refilling my glass, I pulled out my phone and scrolled
the contact list until my beautiful wife’s smiling face found me.


I smiled back at her and brushed my fingertip over her
cheekbone. “You are so fucking beautiful. You loved me through everything,
through all my faults and fuckups. And all I gave you in return was fucking
disease, my sick mess of a life wearing you down constantly.”


I hit the message icon and stared at the flashing
character, my mind filled with so much I wanted to tell her, but none of it
seemed right via text, none of it strong enough for how I felt.


 


Me:


I know, Ava. I told you I’d fuck it all up and boy,
did I do it well, baby. I can’t even say sorry cos’ I know it’s not enough,
nowhere near enough.


I just really need you to know that I didn’t and would
never sleep with her. I need to explain some things, Ava and I need you to let
me.


I can’t fix what I’ve broke, I know that, there isn’t
enough glue in the bloody world to fix this but… hell, I dunno, baby. It’s all
such a mess.


I’ll abide to what you want Ava, but divorce? Not a
hope in hell. No, way. Just, no. You’ll always be mine, Ava, even if you’re not
mine.


Please, just ring, text, anything so I know you’re ok.



And please, talk to me. I need you to listen, I need
you open and I need to be honest.


I love you so god damn much. Tell me what to do and
I’ll do it. I’ll buy you the fucking stars, I will. Just tell me what you want
and I’ll deliver it with a fucking smile, baby.


I… I’m sorry my little warrior, so fucking sorry.


Xxxx
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ava


2 weeks
later


I watched the clock roll over to midnight and raised my
glass, “Happy Birthday, Ava.”


The vodka was a much welcome gift from the girls at NSC.
I had returned there last week. Fuck Mason and his issues with Kade. He didn’t
have a say anymore, my life was my own. Mine to do as I pleased, mine to enjoy
and relish freedom, mine to mould the way I wanted now.


I hated it, I hated every damn second of it. It was
hollow, meaningless and lonely.


Even after everything I couldn’t switch off my heart,
what was left of it anyway.


The children knew something was wrong. I had told them he
had gone to work overseas for a while but even at six they looked at me with
knowing eyes and sad smiles.


Nate and Courtney had been my bricks, their utter love
and support had picked me up time and time again.


I felt sick constantly, I was exhausted and I was shaking
all the bloody time. It was like I was going through withdrawal, my body
craving something that had gone, but it would have to get used to it, its drug
was never coming back.


My phone pinged and I glanced at the time again, frowning
at the strange time for someone to text.


 


Mason:


Happy Birthday, baby.


I hope it’s one that answers your dreams,


I love you my little warrior.


Xxx


 


Why did this man insist on his relentless torture? My
craving exploded in my head like fireworks on Guy Fawkes Night as my soul wept
in loneliness.


I hadn’t answered any of his previous attempts to contact
me. His texts and voicemails had been left unanswered as had his many flowers
and notes.


This time I yielded with a simple reply, whether it was
because it was the first time in thirteen years I had spent the roll over into
my birthday alone or whether my strength at my withdrawal was weak, I wasn’t
sure, but I answered nonetheless.


 


Me:


Thank you.


 


Mason:


Hey, how are you?


xxx


 


Me:


Fine.


 


Mason:


I miss you, Ava. God, I miss you so much.


xxx


 


Me:


Don’t do this, Mason. Not now, it’s too late.


 


Mason: 


I know… can I see Katie and George, I miss them.


xxx


 


Me:


I dunno, they’re too young to understand what’s going
on.


 


Mason:


Please, baby. Please.


Xxx


 


Me:


Fine. Nate’s having a BBQ at his for my birthday tonight.
You can see them there but please, stay away from me.


 


He took a while to answer but just as I placed my glass
in the dishwasher and gave in to my craving for sleep, he replied.


 


Mason:


Thank you. I’ll try, baby, but it’s so hard. My lungs
have seized up, my heart has stopped beating and my soul…it’s searching
everywhere for you, Ava. It screams for you.


Xxx


 


Me:


It’s the only thing I can offer at the moment, Mason.
Time with just the children or nothing, I’m sorry; I’m not ready for anything
more. I can’t even look at you, never mind talk.


 


Mason:


Okay, I promise. Thank you.


I love you.


xxx


 


Carrying my weary body up the stairs I flopped onto the
bed and stared at myself through the ceiling mirror Mason had fitted for a
previous birthday. It brought a smile to my face, the memory of his excitement
as he had uncovered my eyes made me chuckle. He had been like a kid with a new
toy and I had wondered at the time if this specific gift had been for me or
him. Of course he had presented me with other extravagant presents but it had
been this one that had meant the most. It was something I had mentioned in
passing and he hadn’t forgotten.


He never forgot. He was always interested in anything I
had to say and he never forgot anything I had said; stored it away, in the
compartment in his mind that was just for me.


I always considered myself lucky for Mason’s
attentiveness and devotion. I had heard the girls at work talk about their husband’s
lack of interest in them, other than anything resembling sex, they were on
their own but Mason always paid attention and respected anything I had to say.


 


A smile lifted my lips when I pictured the happy faces
that Mason’s presence would bring to my children tomorrow. They had missed
their daddy with a fierce ache. He was a good father; always listened to what
they had to say, helped with their homework and always made sure he spent time
with them alone at the weekends. Daddy time was something they had missed and
the knowledge that my peanuts were hurting hurt me. I couldn’t deny them the
moment with him as I couldn’t deny him time with them.


 


I just hoped that tomorrow, or rather today now, wouldn’t
bring forth Mason’s pre-eminence with me. I knew he struggled to reel in his
need for governance over me and if he tried that shit tomorrow then sparks were
gonna fly, not just from me, but from both my best friends. Their lack of
tolerance with Mason and the constant suffering he lay on me was still enflamed
and I knew they wouldn’t take that kind of shit from him. If I broke, they broke.


 


***


 


“Blow them all mommy; all of them in one go.” George
cheered when I sucked in a huge breath and distinguished all thirty two candles
that donned the huge pink cake in a single blow.


He grinned at me and clapped with delight as he realised his
mommy was cool and had a mega puff. “Never expected anything less with the size
of your mom’s mouth, Georgie” Nate winked at him and Katie laughed loudly.


George nodded seriously, “My daddy says my mommy has a
big gob, is that the same thing?”


The party of friends surrounding me laughed hard and
loud. “It’s exactly the same thing, Georgie” Lucas grinned and I treat him to a
severe slap of the arm.


Layla grinned when Lucas rubbed his arm feverishly and
swore under his breath, “You’re such a softie, Lucas. I bet Katie has harder
skin than you.”


He swooped her up, careful not to danger her hold on
Willow who was currently snuggled into Layla’s arms fast asleep.


“You want me to take her?” I asked as Lucas had other
ideas for his wife. She winked and nodded as I lifted Willow from her and
cradled her gently against me.


She was so utterly perfect, from her tiny long fingers,
to her rosy cheeks and plump pink lips.


“Excuse me,” I whispered as the twinge in my heart
returned. “I’m just gonna get some air in her lungs, the smoke form the candles
must be choking her.”


I ignored Kerrie’s pitying look; if I ignored it, it
wasn’t there and that meant I didn’t have to admit to what I was feeling. What
I was struggling with.


 


“Look Willow, the crocuses are out…. god damn it.” I
squeezed my eyes shut, desperate in my attempts to block the tears from
falling, “Not today, eh, Willow, silly me.”


 


I carried on walking past the huge bouncy castle Liv had
hired for the children and down to the brook that ran the length of their garden
and perched my arse on the edge. The slight trickle of the water was
comforting; it’s rhythm soothing to my ache and the soft mewing of Willow both
throbbing my yearning and mollifying the longing.


I had two beautiful, wonderful bright and happy children,
what the hell was wrong with me?


A loud sob tore up my throat and left my mouth in a
choking gasp.


“You okay?” Jay asked from behind me, making me jump and
jolting Willow. Her eyes shot open, she glared, rolled her lips and snuggled
back in, once again capturing the peace of sleep.


 


I nodded but didn’t look up. He settled beside me and I
turned away from him, embarrassed and feeling foolish at my distress.


“Hey” he pressed with a soft stroke of his fingers across
my arm, “You can’t cry today, it’s your birthday.”


I nodded but couldn’t fight the sniffle that gave away my
weeping. “You wanna talk about it?” he asked softly but I shook my head.


“Come here.” He reached an arm around my shoulder and
pulled me into him until my head rested on his shoulder. He remained silent as
I silently cried, my great big teardrops falling onto his shoulder and ruining
what looked like an expensive shirt but he didn’t speak, complain or withdraw
from me. He let me get it out without any expectation and I secretly thanked him
for it.


 


“Feeling broody?” he asked cannily after I had calmed. I
shot him an incredulous look but he just shrugged. “It’s my thing, I’m good at
reading people” he said without apology and I sighed in acceptance but nodded.


“Stupid, I know.” I admitted as I snuggled back into him,
his strong chest was comforting, not in a sexual way but kind of safe and
reassuring. He was very much like his dad, it was extraordinary.


He shook his head against the top of mine, “No, why would
it be?”


“Because I have two wonderful babies already.”


He nodded and exhaled heavily, “Doesn’t mean you don’t
want more.”


I didn’t reply, what could I say but ‘yeah’. 


“Does Mason know how you’re feeling?”


I shook my head, “We’re not… together at the moment.”


“On a break?” he chuckled at the popular phrase.


“Something like that.” I chuckled slightly with him as he
squeezed me faintly.


“How many is it now?” he asked with humour and I elbowed
him softly.


“Too many” I acquiesced, “story of our lives I’m afraid.”


 


We were both silent for a while and I could tell Jay had
something skimming the tip of his tongue so I peered up at him, “Out with it.”


He snorted and smiled, “Just that, well I dunno quite how
to put this.”


“Just say it like it is, I’m a big girl.”


He waggled his eyebrows as his eyes dropped to my chest
with a smirk, “Very big, Ava.”


He greeted another elbow to the ribs but laughed. “I’ve
had my fair share of… ladies, Ava and don’t get me wrong when I say this but so
has Mason, hell the man was a whore before you…”


I nodded and sighed, not sure I was liking where this was
going but I grit my teeth and took it as it came. “But that’s exactly what I’m
saying… before you. He broke it down, Ava, for you. I have never, and
I’ve seen a lot, never seen any man look at a woman so… indulgently, the
way Mason looks at you. Whatever he has done and knowing Mason, it’s probably epically
fucking huge, he bloody adores you Ava. He’d die for you, in an instant.”


“I know” I whispered against him and I did know, but it
still didn’t help the hurt that his eight year long lie brought on. “But some
things are so far past the point of… deceit and pretence that I don’t think I
can ever trust another living soul again. I thought I knew him, Jay. I thought
we were so tight that secrets and lies were what other married people had, not
Mason and I, not us but, he just blew my… everything wide apart; so fucking far
apart that I’ll never find the pieces to fix this.”


He sighed and planted a kiss atop my head, “You know,
don’t tell anyone this but I envy you and Mason, Ava. The love, and… connection
you share is utterly envious.”


I scoffed and looked up at him, “You, Jay, are the most
uninhibited and unrestrained man I know. How can you be jealous of a
relationship that doesn’t even register on your radar?” It wasn’t said with insult
and he didn’t take it with any.


He shrugged with a sad smile, “Do you ever wonder why I’m
like I am, Ava. Has my dad ever… discussed my uninhibited behaviour?”


I shook my head firmly, “Your dad wouldn’t do that Jay,
he would never talk down about you.”


“No, I didn’t mean that. Does he ever like, ponder with
you as to why I have many women and never settle down?”


“It’s not for us to discuss, Jay. It’s your life; you’re
just having fun, like you should. You’re only what, twenty four?”


“Twenty five but… God, this is hard…”


“You don’t have to tell me, Jay. It’s your private life
and you don’t have to discuss it with me to make me feel better.”


“No, it’s not that, it’s… my mum, she took some bad shit
in her marriage, Ava, real bad dark shit and… well…” He sighed heavily and ran
a hand agitatedly through his blond curls, “Marriage and relationships scare
the fucking crap out of me, Ava. Proper panic, cold sweat, heart pounding
fucked up shit, you know what I’m saying?”


I pulled myself upright and looked at him, my eyes soft
but full of pain for him. “I know Liv blames herself, Jay, for what she put you
through as a child. Your dad hates himself for it too but what she went
through, it’s rare, Hun. Not all relationships tear people apart, they’re not
all violent and black. My marriage to Mason was the best thing that ever
happened to me. I… I went through some deep dark shit too but you know, Mason
took that darkness from me, screwed it up tight and threw it the fucking
gutter. He’s made me live again, made me relish life and he held me above the
water when life threatened to drown me.”


Jay smirked at me and I smiled in resignation, “Okay,
okay, nice move.”


“I didn’t say anything, Ava, you did.” He planted another
kiss on my head, “Just think that’s all.”


I nodded as he took Willow from me and stood. “I’ll give
you some quiet time before all hell breaks loose on the bouncy castle.”


“With you or the kids?” I teased and was rewarded with a
stunning grin, his tight scar creasing against his wide beam and adding more
magnificence to his good-looking face.


“Both” he laughed as he walked away, leaving me once
again with the calm of the water current swaying against the incline of the
banking; its ebb and flow reminding me of life, of my life. The ups and downs
were a constant but through everything, like the water knew it would lead to
the ocean, I knew Mason would always love me.
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I watched Jay place his mouth on Ava’s soft hair and my
gut twisted in rage and jealousy. Did he want to fuck my wife? If he did he
didn’t appreciate the use of his legs, or his arms… or his neck actually. I
would snap them all, with a single fucking twist of my hand.


He stood beside her and took Layla’s baby from her before
he said something, laughed and then walked away.


He ambled towards me, his gaze stoic but I could see the
anger in him; his deep inhalation and stiff shoulders as he saw me gave it
away.


“She’s hurting, go easy on her” he stated and I scoffed.


“Well unlike you, I’m not allowed to fucking talk to her”
I spat with resentment as I narrowed my eyes on him.


He shook his head sadly at me. What the fuck? Who the
hell did he think he was?


“If you hadn’t got my god-daughter in your arms I’d rip
that fucking smirk off your face, arsehole.”


Give him his due, he had courage. He came close to my
face, his anger sparking like electricity off his body. “It isn’t a smirk, its
fucking pity. I pity you, arsehole. You lost something good there; one
of the only good women residing on this sorry excuse of a planet. I just backed
you up arsehole so do not fucking treat me like shit on your shoe when I
just fucking polished them for you.”


He shook his head again and scoffed with distaste before
he walked away.


Wonderful!


 


I watched her for a while, the noises and laughter from
inside the house drifted into my senses and I smiled unconsciously as I heard
George’s booming laughter. My heart and gut leapt at the sound. It wasn’t just
women whose souls sang at the sound of their children’s happiness.


“Daddyyyy” Katie shrieked, her loud decibels alerting Ava
to the fact that I was here as she turned around. Our eyes locked and her pain
and hunger both stoned me. God, I had hurt her so much. She was pale and gaunt
and I knew she hadn’t been sleeping; she never could without me beside her. 


I needed to fix this, if not for just her health. She was
slowly shrivelling inside herself, I could see it, her body was shutting down
against the pain and her pain doubled mine.


Jesus Christ, I fucking loved her with an ache that
wouldn’t bate; an intensity that wouldn’t ever diminish and my body craved her
with a force that frightened me. My soul yearned for her and my heart shivered
for her beat, the beat that kept mine in sync.


 


She kept my gaze as she stood then reached into her
pocket and pulled out her phone as she moved slowly towards me. A slight frown
pulled her eyes when she looked down at whoever was displayed on her screen as
Katie came barrelling into me. “Daddy, daddy, I missed you sooo much.”


Her huge grin and twinkling eyes brought my lips upwards
into a huge smile of my own as I swooped her up and spun her round, hugging her
tight and inhaling the sweet cherry essence of her shampoo, “Hello, sweetie. I
missed you too. Have you been good?”


She nodded wildly as George smiled up at me, his own
excitement held tight within him as his characteristic self-control mirrored
mine. “We’ve been super good, haven’t we Georgie?”


“We have daddy, I promise.” 


I smirked at them both, their desperation in relating
their outstanding behaviour actually gave away the fact that maybe they had
been quite the opposite.


“Okay, well if mommy tells me the same then I think that
maybe you both deserve ice-cream…”


“With chocolate buttons?” George asked his usual question
with bright eyes but Katie frowned over my shoulder.


“What’s wrong with mommy?” she asked quietly and I turned
immediately, Katie’s apprehension worrying me.


 


Ava was on her knees on the ground, one hand held the
phone to her ear as the other palmed the grass in a desperate effort to keep her
tiny body upright.


Her shoulders were heaving and I could see her body
tremble from the fifty or so feet between us.


Fuck!


 


I planted Katie on the floor. “Stay here” I ordered,
giving them no budge in protest to my words and pounded the grass under my feet
as my wife sank lower, the phone now slipping from her hand and a deep wail
left her mouth as she tipped her head back and screamed at the sky.


“Ava?”


I skidded to my knees beside her as the open pain in her
face wrenched at my gut. She turned her wide eyes to me, the grief and sorrow
radiated potently at me as her whole body swayed and her mouth fell open when
another anguished howl forced its way out of her lungs and into the air.


 


The party was beginning to descend on us as I grabbed
Ava’s arms and held tight, slightly shaking her until she registered my
presence. “Ava?”


Her head shook as Nate crouched beside her but she still
locked onto me, I could read her desolation as she silently asked me for
comfort and support. “Baby, please, tell me?”


Her expression was full of disbelief and misery but she
formed the one word needed to explain her despair, “George.”


“Oh, baby, no… no Ava.” I pulled her onto my lap tight,
holding her against me like a vice as I tried to pull the grief from her and
take it as my own. She let me, her bleakness making her unreceptive and docile.


Her tiny body shook with huge trembles as she fought to
fill her lungs with much needed oxygen. A strangled choke caught in her throat
and I gripped her chin lightly, turning her face to me as I tried to comfort
her, “Baby, breathe, in… come on…”


Her throat bobbed manically as she struggled to grasp the
air she needed and release the air already trapped inside her.


Her body was shutting down as her lungs fought to
function and her heart stilled its beat. “Ava! Breathe!”


Courtney appeared from nowhere and the slap of her palm
on Ava’s cheek was loud in the quiet. Ava gasped and a huge sob erupted
forcefully from her mouth as she broke down against me, her small hands
grabbing huge clumps of my shirt as she crumpled in on herself, taking my soul
with her.


“Ssshhh, baby, I’m here, I’m here. I’m not going
anywhere.” 


She nodded against my chest as I turned to Nate. “Can we
borrow the jet, she needs to be there?”


“Of course, I’ll get it ready.” He patted my shoulder,
slid his hand over Ava’s head and disappeared up to Liv who was holding my
children back from their mommy. I glanced their way and tried to give them a
reassuring smile but I’m sure it resembled a strangled grimace.


Katie, bless her heart, lifted her hand in a small wave
and nodded to me. Her attempt at maturity fisted my heart and I blew her a
kiss, letting her know her support was received and consumed. 


George stood stock still and silent, his eyes never
leaving his mother and I knew he was fighting with himself in his need to
comfort her. They were close, their bond as close as Katie’s and mine, and I
knew he was hurting just by watching his mom hurt.


 


“I want to go” Ava said quietly and I nodded, manoeuvring
her so I could stand and still keep my hold on her. I scooped her up and lifted
myself off the ground; grateful for the many workouts I did as my ability to
lift us both upright was done with ease.


Sliding an arm under her, I pulled her in closer and
stroked my knuckles across her cheek. “We’ll do this together, Ava. I’m going
with you and I am not leaving your side.”


I could see her argument filter across her face but she
sighed and nodded, her knowledge that she would need me gave her anger a push
to the side for the moment.


“Yeah, but put me down Mason, I don’t want Katie and
Georgie to see me like this.”


I gazed at her, wanting and needing to hold her to me. I
had missed her closeness, longed for this intimacy even if the situation wasn’t
exactly great, I still needed her near but I conceded for the time being and
lowered her gently until her feet touched the grass.


Her legs buckled slightly but she dragged in a breath and
wiped her eyes with the back of her hand before she approached the twins where
she crouched before them and patted her thighs, one for each.


They scrambled on-board and hugged her tightly, as though
they were afraid to let go.


 


“Is it Grandpa?” George asked with incredible
perceptiveness. Ava smiled sadly at him but nodded. She was always as truthful
with the children as possible, apart from our many arguments, she always said
the lies she lived through as a child had been some of the things that had
broken her.


She planted a soft kiss on both their heads then gave
them both a firm look as she sucked in a deep breath, “Grandpa has gone to live
with Aunty Katie in the clouds, she’s going to look after him now but you know,
he’ll always be here with us… always….”


Her voice cracked and she coughed slightly as I bent my
knees beside her and pulled Katie onto my knee as her face crumpled and a big
fat tear slipped from her eye.


The children were silent as they absorbed what this
meant, both of them too young to actually understand that they would never see
George again but this was part of life, something they would always be faced
with.


“Grandpa loved you very much mommy” George whispered and
my heart broke for this little guy, even through his own grief he was more
concerned about Ava’s. “He wouldn’t want you to be sad; he always said you had
a pretty smile and I think… I think he wants to…to see it, mommy.”


“Oh Jesus Christ” Ava blew out as her heart fractured and
she pulled George against her, holding him until I thought he would go blue.


 


“Mommy and daddy have to take a trip over to Grandpa’s
and I need you both to be good for Aunty Courtney and Uncle Greg, okay?” I
asked them both as I caught Courtney’s tear streaked face in a silent question but
she nodded firmly and approached the kids.


“Come on peanuts, kiss your mom and let’s go grab some
things.” Courtney kissed Ava’s head and her hand shot up to Courtney’s in a
frenzied grab.


“You okay, hun?” Ava asked with a squeak in her voice.
Courtney nodded and smiled faintly but her eyes held the question we all needed
answering. “Heart attack” Ava answered the silent enquiry softly and Courtney
nodded with a stiff jerk, her own attempts at holding back her emotion
tightening her throat and draining her energy. “I need to bring him home
Courtney, I need him home.”


I wrapped my fingers into Ava’s hair and tilted her head
slightly until she was looking up at me, “And he will be, baby. I promise.”


She nodded, the action tightening my hold on her slightly
but I knew she needed my dominance and direction right now. She needed me to
take over, pull her away from the responsibly and managing whilst she grounded
her grief and took control of it. “Thank you.”


She smiled at me, her soft lips pulling upwards slightly
but it didn’t reach her eyes, they were hollow and lifeless and I couldn’t help
feeling that maybe I had put that deadness into them. “I love you, Ava. Remember
you’re my little warrior, you can do this. You are so strong, so god damn
strong, you hear me?”


She gulped and nodded. “I know.”


 


I grabbed her hand as Nate nodded at me to inform me of
his jet’s readiness and we kissed the kids before I led her to the car, her
hand held tightly in mine as I supported her, not just physically but
emotionally and mentally.


She would need me now and maybe my thoughts were a little
selfish when my insides warmed at the opportunity to have her near even if she
was spiritually not with me.


But I would take anything I could get at the moment…
anything.
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I could feel Mason’s stare on me as I kept my face turned
into the small window beside me, the whiteness of the clouds below strangely
giving me a sense of peace.


I couldn’t help feeling close to George up here, stupid I
know, but it was a little piece of fantasy that I didn’t want to let go of.


“Ava, look at me” Mason’s stroked his fingers across my
outstretched ones as I rested them on the armrest of the plush seat. I always
loved travelling on Nate’s small but very significant jet, its extravagance
afforded an easy flight but today it didn’t hold the same indulgence. It was
taking me somewhere I didn’t want to go, somewhere I would never go again after
this visit, somewhere I would have to face something I had never wanted to
face…ever.


 


“Ava.” 


I turned my head slowly, my hair still resting on the
glass as I slid my eyes to his. I didn’t reply, just gazed at him silently waiting
for his words, the words I knew were coming but wouldn’t make a speck of
difference to the situation.


One side of his face was squashed against the headrest as
his soft eyes sought mine, “Baby, talk to me.”


I scoffed faintly, “There’s nothing to say, Mason.”


“There’s plenty to fucking say.”


“Alright” I corrected myself, “there’s nothing I have to
say that you want to hear.”


He sighed deeply but didn’t shift his gaze, just held on
to me with the deep devotion that always seemed to envelope me and offer comfort
when I needed it… not today. “Just say it Ava, whether I want to hear it or
not, just bloody say it.”


I could hear the annoyance and acceptance in his tone but
I also picked up the slight fear in the pitch and I smirked inwardly. “Nah,
honestly, you really don’t wanna hear it.”


His teeth clenched as his jaw tightened before his
fingers curled around my wrist in a tight hold. “Ava, I’m doing my damndest not
to snap here, but I can tell you, you’re making it so fucking difficult. Fine,
don’t talk about us but just say something… anything.”


He stared at me as I stared at him, both of us dragging
through the deep emotions we held. His eyes narrowed as mine fired, “Did you
fuck her?”


He closed his eyes tightly as his fists clenched and his
jaw became so rigid when he pulled air through his clamped teeth it whistled
with a squeal. “No.”


Just a simple word. That’s all he had to offer, to
mollify me with. It didn’t work.


 


I pursed my lips and turned my face back to the window
but his hand lifted to my chin and turned me back around to him. “Fuck – off –
Mason” I spat at him.


His face darkened but his eyes lit up with a fire. “Why
do you always think I’ve fucked her?”


My eyes widened as I snorted quite loudly, “Because you
usually have, Mason.”


“Did you fuck Kade?”


I couldn’t help it, I laughed at him. I mean could he not
come up with his own topic for an argument instead of using mine?


He shot out of his chair, his anger propelling him with a
force that went against nature as he fixed me with a fierce glare and a hand at
each side of my head on the headrest to my chair. “You wanna play silly games
Ava? Oh, I’m all for games right now.”


He was livid, I could tell by the way the tic in his
cheek twitched rapidly and his pupils dilated so much his eyes widened to black
orbs.


“Games? Games? Fuck me, Mason. You’re the one who’s been
playing hide and fucking seek for eight years. Using me as a pawn in the
fucking chess game that I didn’t even know we were playing.”


“Uh-uh Ava, I didn’t involve you in anything, I made sure
you weren’t involved in anything. That’s the way I played the game, so
deal with it.”


“What the hell? You obnoxious bastard” I raged as I
palmed his chest and tried to push at the solid wall of muscle, “I have just
lost the only father figure I have ever had and you’re stood here, fucking
laying down the law. Barking fucking demands. Do you not think I need your
fucking support, your comfort, a little bit of damn compassion?”


 


He screwed his eyes shut as he exhaled, his warm breath
hitting me full force in the face and doing treacherous uninvited things to my
insides. Why did he have to be so damn arousing, so full of raw sexual power,
even arguing with him turned me on?


“Yeah, I do, but you won’t let me, Ava. You’re so bloody
distanced from me right now we may as well be on different planets.” He leaned
into me, his nose touching mine and I couldn’t hold on to the soft groan of
desire that flittered past my lips. “I’ll tell you once more and it’s up to you
whether you believe me or not. I – did – not – fuck – Rebecca. The only person
who gets my dick is you, Ava, you.”


And by God, I needed it right now but I swallowed it back
and clenched my thighs together. From the flash in Mason’s eyes, he didn’t miss
the tell-tale motion. His eyes dropped to my mouth as his tongue sneaked out
and wet his dry lips, my own eyes dropped to watch the erotic image and I blew
out softly, trying my hardest not to grab him and just fuck the living
daylights out of him.


Jesus Christ, George had just died and all I could think
about was fucking!


 


“Move” I demanded as I pushed him again, refusing my
bodies demands with fortitude I wasn’t sure I had right now.


He shook his head sadly, sighed and moved back slightly.
“Please, Mason. Not now, eh. Just not now. I can’t deal with your attitude
while I’m trying to take in the fact that I will never see the man who saved my
fucking life ever again. The man who pulled me from the darkness and lit the
bloody torch for me. You get me, Mason? You understand the game I’m trying to
play? I need this game to help me to the fucking end of the playing board.”


 


He rolled his lips behind his teeth as he reached out and
palmed the side of my head. He crouched before me and tipped his head to the
side as I nuzzled into the comfort of his familiar touch. “I just wanna hold
you, Ava. Love you until all this goes away, take your pain and share it with
you but I’m so scared you will never let me in again. I’m so fucking terrified
that this…this bullshit will be what finally breaks our backs, baby, snaps the
spine of our marriage. I love you so much that I…I can’t fucking breathe, my
heart beat is so fucked up my pulse thinks it’s in someone else’s body. My
blood refuses to flow into my heart in case it gets seared in the burn.”


“And my heart just feels so fucking betrayed that it
doesn’t even understand what to do anymore.” I echoed the ache with a sombre
expression but still nestled against him, needing whatever I could get from
him.


He cupped my other cheek with his other hand and rested
his forehead against mine, his eyes still wide and claiming. “I don’t know what
to say to make it better, Ava. I can’t say anything that will make it better.
Yes, I fucked up as usual by epic proportions, huge bloody dimensions of
mistakes that can never be rectified but please, please let me explain things.”


I swallowed. “Not just yet, please. Let me just deal with
this, with George, with bringing my father home. I need to get through this and
yes, I need you with me to do that, but right now I don’t think I can give us
the attention we need.”


 


His eyes scanned my face but he nodded against me, the
sweat on his forehead sliding between us as his ache projected through his
gaze. I slid my own hands up over his jaw, across his cheeks until I reached
his hair and then brushed my lips over his. I needed this, I needed his kiss; I
needed the feel of him on me, with me, caressing me.


“Ava…” he whispered as I opened my mouth and demanded he love
me. A soft groan left his mouth and I swallowed it as I slid my tongue into his
heat, his fingers threaded through my hair and gripped tight. The slight pain
forced my own soft moan, instigating a heavier, deeper passion in his kiss. 


“Baby, please…” he breathed as his thighs slid aside mine
in the chair and he hovered over my lap, his erection throbbing against the
material of his trousers and pulsing against my belly.


My fingers found his zip as they fumbled blindly to free
his huge cock into my hand. It felt heavy and hard in my palm and I slid my
fingers around his shaft and rubbed hard as a deep gruff hum vibrated through
him, causing my own arousal to surge and slick my pussy in readiness. 


I grasped his hips and pushed him up until the tip of his
crown rested on my lips. My eyes rose to look at him as his lowered to mine and
I tickled my tongue over his slit then around the head of his cock.


“Fuck” he hissed through clenched teeth and I lapped at
the pool of pre-cum that he bestowed just for me.


“Is that good?” I whispered before I slid my tongue down
the underside of him, flicking my teeth against his ribbed skin on the descent.


He shuddered and I felt him grip the headrest tighter
when I slipped a hand into his trousers and cupped his balls.


“Fuck, yes” he growled as he thrust his hips and shoved
his cock into my mouth. “Take it, Ava. You know, you know what to do.”


“And if I don’t?” I asked slowly, breaking away from him,
knowing how to play the game.


“Then I’ll fucking show you.” His hands cupped my head
still and firm as he started his own rhythm of drives into my mouth. In, out,
deeper, harder until the tip of him caught my tonsils and I relaxed my throat
to accommodate him as his plunges grew more severe in his mission to fill my
mouth with his spunk.


“Your mouth is so fucking hot, baby. Fucking your mouth
is so god damn good. I’m gonna come…Ava…Fuck…”


I slid my hands around and dug my nails into his
buttocks, the unyielding muscles tautening with his ejaculation, his cock
swelling as he burst and saturated my throat in his own unique warm cum. “Fuck,
so fucking good….” He rumbled and I smirked as I spotted Chris, our steward,
step into the cabin. His foot stuttered before he drew in a heavy breath then
turned back around and disappeared back into the cockpit.


“I think we just gave our steward a bit of a shock” I
chuckled as Mason lowered back down and rested his bare arse on my lap.


He grinned at me, “He doesn’t know us very well though,
baby. We’ve only travelled with him a couple of times. I’m sure we’ll give him
plenty more shocks before our travels with him cease.”


I frowned then turned my head away, not sure I liked his
confidence of our continued relationship but I remained silent. I couldn’t be
bothered with the argument at the moment; I needed to concentrate on other
things.


 


“I wanna fuck you until you pass out, until you beg me to
never leave your sweet pussy, but I think we’re near to landing, baby. I’m not
quite sure the pilot would circle around, even for us.”


I smiled unconsciously, thoroughly agreeing with him but
the idea of it sounded good.


He slipped off my knee and righted his clothing before he
dropped to his knees before me, ignoring the fact that Chris was stood in the
doorway waiting for us to finish.


“Paola is meeting us off the plane. I’m here, okay? I’m
right by your side Ava, and I will not fucking leave it.”


 


I drew in a steadying breath, the notion that we were
nearing our destination kicking my heart in the shins as a lump formed in my
throat. I nodded but didn’t reply as Mason turned to Chris, “We’re ready” he
said bluntly. 


He pulled my belt around me and clipped me in as Chris
nodded once and turned back to the front of the plane.


Mason’s fingers twisted in mine and he lifted my knuckles
to his lips, giving them a soft kiss as he squeezed tightly. “Remember Ava,
you’re strong but if you’re not, then I’ll be strong for you.”


I sucked on my lips, forcing back the tears that
threatened but nodded briskly. “Good girl” he whispered before I turned back to
the window and watched as we descended through the clouds and back to earth,
all the time wishing George could make the same journey.
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God, this beautiful woman beside me was the strongest
most amazing creature ever to grace this shit excuse of a living orb. Her
strength and grit as she took control and helped Paola through the grief of
losing the love of her life astounded me. 


Paola, even through her sorrow, had arranged most things.
A car was waiting when we landed and had taken us straight to the hospital
where Ava had refused to see George, saying she wanted to remember him as he
was, smiling in her memories and after visiting him myself, I wish I had heeded
her acumen.


The Portuguese red tape we were trying to fight through
was utter bullshit and I could see the strain of it cutting through my
beautiful wife’s bright green eyes, they were dull and tired.


 


We were now back at George’s house and Ava’s tiredness
was evident on her pale face, her eyes were bloodshot and her lips had lost
their pink tinge; my chest ached at the sight. 


I palmed her face and directed her gaze to me as Paola
watched my wife’s slight antipathy with a frown. “Ava” I warned as I felt the
faint resistance at my move, “Baby, why don’t you go and have a nap. Paola and
I can see to things from here.”


Her eyes flicked to Paola who nodded in agreement, “Of
course, Ava. I have to visit the British Consulate to register George’s… his…”


      Ava nodded and took a
gentle hold of Paola’s hand, “Are you sure you don’t want me to do it, or at
least come with you?”


“No, no, I need to do this, Ava. I need to…” She didn’t
finish but stood abruptly and headed out of the front door, her shoulders
sagged and low but her chin was still high. She had been fighting her emotions
in our company since we had arrived and her pain made me consider just how much
it would kill me if anything were to happen to Ava. I would follow her, simple.
I knew I wouldn’t be able to breathe without her anyway.


 


I stood and turned towards Ava, her lips lifted slightly
and her eyes softened as she gazed at me. 


Oh yeah, she stilled loved me, even though she hated me right
now, she still loved me with the same damn potent, sometimes excruciating,
intensity that I loved her with.


I knew, to the marrow of my bones and the essence of my
soul that our love would survive the wrath of the Devil, it was one of those
rare connections that fairy–fucking–tales were made from; not that I believed
in sunshine and rainbows, hell our eight years had consisted of lightning
bolts, tornado’s and fucking heavy duty storms, but fuck me if we hadn’t pulled
through it.


We were made of fucking iron, an element made from the
bloody God’s, just for us, just for our love to endure. We owed God, a lot
didn’t, but Ava and I, we owed him our lives for building us from steel and
fortitude.


 


Her eyes locked on mine as I bent into her, slid my arms
under her and carried her up the old wooden steps, pushing the bedroom door
open with a foot before sitting her on the edge of the bed.


She lifted her arms when I gave her a slight nod and I
gripped the hem of her pretty pale green dress and raised it over her head.


Her hair fell in clusters around her shoulders and across
the pale cream lace of her strapless bra and as the sun streamed through the
window and caught it, the golden glow made her mass of copper curls appear to
be on fire, and her pale skin flush.


Fuck! My wife was fucking created by Aphrodite, hell, she
was Aphrodite. As I said before, I owe God everything for bringing her to me
that day eight years ago.


I wouldn’t let her go, I wouldn’t let her bounce off my
untruths and renounce our relationship.


No – Fucking – Way. She needed to know, she had to
know.


“You know you’ll always be mine, Ava” I whispered as I
traced the ‘Mrs Fox’ tattoo inked across her collarbone with my
fingertip. “This ink right here tells you that, it tells everyone that. You will
never be unchained baby, you’re tied to me. Our souls are so fucking entwined
that they’re welded into a single element. One soul with two essences.”


 


She didn’t speak as I reached around and unhooked her
bra, releasing her heavy breasts as my gaze dropped to her pebbled nipples. A
small moan rumbled through my chest and my cock hardened as Ava’s chest heaved
with her deep breaths.


She was aroused; I could smell it scorching from her but
she didn’t need this now, she needed reassurance and solace, not a quick bang
between the sheets; her heart needed care and reinforcement not the pounding a
fuck would give it.


 


I lifted her slightly and lay her across the bed, pulling
the plain cotton sheet around her waist, leaving her breasts free in the heat
of the room. “Dream of me, baby” I whispered against her forehead as I placed a
gentle kiss and the flutter of her eyelashes whispered my cheek. “I’ll be just
downstairs.”


I moved back but her fingers wrapped around my wrist and
held me still. For a moment, she just gazed at me with a slight narrow of her
eyes but then she sighed, “Why, Mason?”


I clicked my tongue and drew in a heavy breath, trying
desperately to reinforce my heart for my honesty, “Because I didn’t want you to
know, it’s as simple as that.”


“But,” her teeth pulled her bottom lip in as she tried to
find her next words. “I’m your wife, Mason. Did you… those girls on your sofa…”


“No, none of them, Ava. Never… there’s only been you,
baby. I know it hurts but your belief will extinguish that pain. They were just
there for an interview, Ava, nothing more.”


 


She shifted on the bed and a deep frown tainted her
stunning eyes, “Mason, I have never been to an interview where two girls were
fucking on a sofa.”


I smiled slightly, it was involuntary and without cruelty.
“Ava, the sex was the interview. I know it’s hard and it’s about time I
started being honest, even if I know it will hurt you…” I pulled in a lungful
of air and swallowed in fear before I blew out that same breath. “Baby, in my
line of work I have seen maybe… a hundred or so girls having sex. Some of them
good, some of them bad, some of them fucking downright dirty but none…none
ever got a rise, ever even got a twitch from me. There has only ever been you
in the last eight years. Ava, you blow my fucking mind and that’s the god’s
honest truth, baby. Fuck, your body haunts my dreams, Ava. It beguiles me;
there is no way anybody else could ever do it for me after you. Sex… making
love with you…it’s like God created the act just for us, baby. Just – for – me
and you. It’s that fucking simple.”


“And Rebecca?”


There it was, her main concern, the optimum cruelty I
could have ever bestowed upon her. It was evident in the etching of her face
how having Rebecca beside me had hurt her, this one lie being the one that had
broken the camel’s back, the one that had split the binding between us.


 


“I… We need time for that conversation. Honesty and
openness, baby and right now, you’re too tired but I promise, tonight, tonight
we have this discussion. It’s too hard for now, okay?”


The line of her mouth tightened and her eyes darkened.
“Ava?” I said, maybe a little too harshly but she relented and nodded.


“Well don’t expect me to like your honesty and openness,
Mason. You do realise that don’t you? Even in your need for atonement and empathy,
I can’t promise that.”


That statement and the way she said it cut deep but I
nodded once, understanding her feeling of betrayal. “I understand. Sleep now
and I promise an explanation later.”


She nodded more firmly, her heart conceding but her soul denying.
“I love you, Ava.”


“And me, you” she whispered in return and even after
eight years those simple words still shunted my heart and tore through my veins.


Fuck, I fucking loved her.  


Too much? Always and forever. Entirely and wholly.


 


Pulling the bedroom door to a near close, Ava still
apprehensive with being shut in completely after being held by Dane, I exhaled
the breath that I had been holding. 


Watching her face as I had lifted her dress over her head
had put an already potent strain on my dick, never mind when I had released her
stunning tits from her bra. Fuck, I needed her; I needed to sink so far inside
her I felt as though we were one. A single fucking being that fucked forever.


Fuck!


 


I poured a Poncha, a traditional Portuguese alcoholic
drink made of honey, lemon and other fruity crap, but it hit the spot, the
slight burn settling the raging torrent in my gut.


I was dreading the conversation that was deterred until
later. I knew it was needed but that didn’t mean I was looking forward to it.
It would either end our relationship or at the very least hurt it. The fact
that I had lied to my wife, my little warrior, for eight years hurt me as much
as it hurt Ava but I had been too fucking selfish, too caught up in what would
happen once she knew, to be open and truthful.


 


A phone trilled an alert tone and I glanced towards Ava’s
bag, realising it was coming from there.


I glanced towards the stairs, wondering if I should take
a look to see if it was important. Hell, I was the one holding secrets not Ava,
she had never held truths from me; I was the fucking idiot that did that.


 


My gut seared when I read the name on the screen. Kade.


Taking another glance towards the upper floor, I swiped
the screen and grit my teeth as I read.


 


Kade:


Hey, I heard what happened. I’m so sorry, sweetheart.
If there is anything I can do, you know where I am. x


 


Oh, there’s nothing you can do arsehole. 


I managed to hold back the growl in my throat as I
noticed their conversation spanned a few months.


Wow, she had been in contact with him for months, not
just lately. Even though their conversation throughout the whole of the texting
was innocent, it didn’t stop the burn in my stomach. The jealousy and anger
bubbling under the surface took my breath from my lungs and turned it to steam
as it left my mouth.


She knew how I felt about the prick, yet she had been
going behind my back and talking to the cunt for fucking months.


Jesus fucking Christ!


 


Hitting the back button I perused her other text
contacts. All were innocent until I hit an unknown number and my knees buckled
as I tapped the message open.


Holy fucking hell!


 


There were 6 photos, all of them showed Rebecca and
myself in Allure. One even showed her with her hand on my arm, looking up at me
with her wide fuck me eyes.


“Shit!”


They were dated three days ago. Why the hell hadn’t she
told me? Why had she kept these hidden? The sender obviously hadn’t known Ava
already knew, otherwise this little manoeuvre would have been so damaging, it
would have killed her all over again. At least she had found out for herself
about me and Rebecca. At least she had seen with her own eyes that Rebecca and
I had been fully clothed and not interacting in any way possible.


But fuck, I needed to find this bastard and fucking quick
before he did any more damage to my already broken and ravaged marriage.
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Ava


I could hear his heavy breathing before I even opened my
eyes.


What had I done now? After eight years I knew every
single implication each different breath meant and listening to him now, I knew
it was an angry breathing.


Wonderful.


 


I opened my eyes and focused on the window for a while,
my back to him until I was ready to let him know I was awake.


“Turn around.”


It seemed he knew the signs of my own breathing as well
as I knew his.


Inhaling deeply I turned towards him, leaving my body
horizontal on the bed, the sheet low on my hips revealing my breasts fully and
my nipples erect, a result of the dominance in his voice.


Just because we were married didn’t mean I didn’t know
how to play him.


 


His eyes were dark as he fought with a fierce rage, the
sight clamping my stomach and pulling my brows together in a frown. “Mason?”


He stood, a fist held tight beside him and the other hand
on the nape of his neck, the sight of his anger brought me upright in bed.
Something had riled him and I couldn’t for the life of me think what it was.


He stalked towards me, one firm thigh rippling alongside
the other as he approached. His jaw was tight in a stern line and his chest
heaved with each substantial pull of air.


His fingers gripped my chin and titled my head back until
my neck had no more to give, my face directly in front of his furious one.


“Did you fuck him?”


Okay, I was not expecting that, whatever it was, and I
frowned deeply, “Who?”


He scoffed slightly and I tried to tip my head in
question but his hand held me firmer, refusing me any give what so ever. 


“Who? Who? Shouldn’t your answer have been an immediate no?”


“Mason… I have no idea what the hell you’re talking
about.”


 


He bit his lower lip as he held a phone screen to my face
so close I couldn’t focus on whatever he wanted me to look at. I couldn’t move
my head back to adjust it either because of his hold so I raised my hand, took
a glance at him to let him know what I was doing, before I gripped his hand and
moved it back slightly. 


Shit. I swallowed harshly but stared him out, “If you had
just asked me I would have told you I was still talking to Kade, you didn’t
need to sneak through my phone, Mason. I thought you knew when I told you I had
invited him to your birthday weekend.”


He pursed his lips and nodded slowly, “But according to
this, Ava, you’ve been talking to him for damn months. Did it go further than
talking?”


“What the hell? No, I hadn’t even seen him in person until
he visited The Panther. I told you, I always had a spot for Kade, Mason. I
never lied to you, never.”


 


His eyes fired red, before they turned back to the black
dense of fury as his hand released my jaw and slid across my cheek softly. I
would have thought he was being gentle until it slid further into my hair and
took a fistful, tightening as he pulled my face close to his.


My pussy ignited as my belly throbbed and I watched as
his fury flickered to arousal and need, his warm breath fuelling my own arousal
into a fierce roar.


A slight whimper erupted from me and Mason growled deep
before he crashed his mouth over mine. His lips locked onto mine, the rhythm in
his kiss fast and reckless, firm and wild as his tongue buried deep within me, colliding
with my own as we clashed teeth and wrestled against each other.


 


His hands bordered my waist and I was suddenly flipped on
the bed, my face in the mattress as Mason pushed my knees high so my arse was
raised in the air.


“Oh fuck…” I snarled as Mason’s thumbs opened me up to
him, displaying me like a damn trophy in a cabinet, an artefact in a museum, a
centrefold in Playboy. 


“Yeah, oh fuck. This…” he inserted a finger inside me, my
arousal letting him in without any restraint, “This is mine, baby. I own you,
Ava. I possess every god damn piece of you.”


I groaned deep as he pushed in another finger and circled
them inside me, collecting my juices before he removed them and pushed into my
bottom.


I pushed back against him, my lust and desire now taking
over and killing any inhibitions I had. Hell, when it came to Mason I didn’t
have any anyway. This man always turned me into a hot, panting rampant bitch.


 


Before I could take another breath his cock slammed into
my pussy, deep and hard, firm and brutally. He hissed loudly before a loud
groan rumbled from him and I echoed each of his erotic sounds, my body pulsing
in need as I bumped back against him.


His hand fisted my hair as he leant over me, his cock
still deep-rooted and his fingers still fucking my ass.


“Your hot pussy demands me, baby. It screams in fucking
delight with every – fucking – ram – of – my – cock.” His words were met with a
plunge to emphasise his implication as he removed his hand from my hair and
pushed down on my lower back, making my back arch for him so he could drive
deeper still. “My cock, Ava, my cock.”


“Fuck me Mason, fuck me hard, baby.”


His fingers disappeared from my backside so he could
envelope my wrists and hold them above my head as he flattened me to the
mattress.


His drives grew frenzied and wild as he fucked me hard
and fast, his body holding me hostage under him as he brought me higher and
higher to the oblivion I needed.


“Please...” I begged. He knew what I needed as his teeth
collided with the flesh on the nape of my neck and then bit harshly, his lips
sucking at my skin simultaneously.


 


My body exploded in a pleasure so extreme my whole world
rocked and tipped sideways. My scream was nearly as loud as Mason’s as we both
hurtled to a climax neither of us breathed through, its intensity blowing apart
my senses and nerve endings.


His final thrust was united with his fierce ejaculation,
his hot cum filling me and triggering my own orgasm. “Arghhhh, fuck, yes!” I
screamed at him as my back arched, my toes curled and my pussy milked him
fucking dry, demanding every last drop of ecstasy from my husband.


“Christ… Hell…” Mason shouted his own expletives as he
rammed one final time so deep the pain from the depth of him grabbed my lungs
and brought my breath with a wheeze.


“Shit baby, sorry” he rasped as he realised he’d hurt me.


I shook my head, unable to form words as my body tried to
rectify my frazzled senses.


He pulled out gently, causing an ache inside me at the
loss of him before I was pulled in tight against him, my head pushed to his
firm chest.


 


Our breathing mirrored each other’s as our sweaty bodies
slid together and held on tight. I had missed this, missed the closeness and
nearness of him. The ache over the previous few weeks had left me exhausted and
depleted.


I squinted my eyes as I felt a tear drop from the corner
and slide down my face and onto Mason’s chest.


“Hey, baby, don’t cry.”


“What am I gonna do without him, Mason? He was my rock,
my fucking light. My god damn crutch.”


The tears were flowing harder as my sobs racked at my
chest, harder and faster with each realisation that I was never gonna see my
saviour again. The man who had grabbed me in the dark depths of hell and pulled
me up, brought me back to life and continued to support me until I was healed
and strong. 


“Hey,” he shifted sideways so his face was directly in
front of me, our chests touching as he stroked his thumb along my jaw. “Listen
to me, Ava. George nurtured you and encouraged you, baby. He lifted you and
reassured you but he didn’t live for you, you did that on your own. You, you
Ava, you’re the one who survived through it and battled your demons. You
are the one who pulled yourself through so much shit that you came out the
other end a fucking warrior, my fucking warrior.”


 


He frowned and slid his thumb over my bottom lip, pulling
the flesh and stretching it under his action. “Why didn’t you tell me about the
picture messages, Ava?”


Shit!


He frowned deeper when he felt me stiffen and a faint
growl echoed in the air in warning. “It didn’t matter, because I already knew.
I didn’t want to give her the satisfaction of an emotion.”


“Her?”


“Well it was obviously Rebecca, Mason.”


He sighed and rolled onto his back, his face hard and
preoccupied. “No, doesn’t make sense. Rebecca already knew that you knew.”


Hell, yeah, he was right. I hadn’t thought of that.


 


I mirrored his movement and settled on my back, my own
gaze captivated by the mosaic tiles in the ceiling. The pattern of blue and
cream enamels was sheer splendour, the design relaxing but mesmerising. The
blue swirls and cream flowers completely hypnotising and fascinating. “What
does Rebecca do in Allure?” 


He frowned then turned to me, “Baby…”


I held up a hand to him, “Mason, I’m not asking to start
an argument but I need to know. Something is obviously serious if you went
behind my back with…her.”


“I didn’t go behind your back Ava…”


“Yes Mason, you did.” I argued sternly, he had and if he
didn’t believe that then there was something wrong with him.


 


He sighed and ran his fingers through his thick hair, he
was in desperate need of a cut and I tilted my head and studied him as he swung
his legs over the bed and dropped his head in his hands.


He was exhausted; I could see the strain on his face and
the hunch of resignation in his shoulders.


 


I moved behind him, slipping my legs either side of him
as I snaked my arms around him and pulled him into my chest for support. “Talk
to me, baby. I want to know.”


“No, Ava, I don’t think you do. I… hurt you and god damn
it, that fact tears me up but I… I didn’t know how to tell you without…without
risking you.”


I pulled in a resolute breath and slid my hands over his
trembling ones. “I’m gonna go down and make us coffee. Take a moment, pull
yourself into a zone of honesty and then join me. We’re doing this Mason, you
hear me? I need to do this now.”


His eyes flicked sideways and caught mine as his hand
came up and palmed my cheek, “Can you handle it? Deal with the truth?”


I rolled my lips. Could I? But I nodded firmly, “I have
to Mason. Whatever it is, you’re my husband, and I love you and all your
faults. I knew what you were and what you did when I married you. Hell, I’ve
even joined you in that lifestyle. It’s the lies that hurt, Mason. Eight bloody
years of them and…”


“…Rebecca.” He finished for me with a look of pain and a
sigh of ache.


I exhaled heavily but answered with a small ‘yes’.


His eyes flittered across my face then a soft smile
tilted his lips, “Okay, go make that coffee. I’m gonna take a quick shower then
I’ll be down.”


I smiled widely. “Thank you, I love you…”


“…and me, you” He finished as he kissed my cheek and
lifted himself up. My eyes attached to his glorious arse as he made his way
into the bathroom. His taut buttocks clenched and unclenched rhythmically in a
pattern when he knew I was ogling him, “Enjoying the show, baby?”


I giggled as I pulled on Mason’s t-shirt, foregoing any
underwear as I left him to his shower and went to make a full pot of coffee,
knowing I would need a substantial amount of the stimulating substance in an
effort to keep calm as my husband finally let me in on his final secret, his
other life, his Mr Hyde and his secrets.
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mason


Ava placed the full carafe of black coffee in the centre
of the table and I knew we were in for a long night, but hell, we needed to do
this. If I had any chance of repairing my marriage it was by being truthful,
honest and absolutely blunt.


She sat opposite me and I knew it was to get the full
view of my face, the force of my honesty and maybe a little distance so her
fist couldn’t reach me. Shit, my woman could fucking lay me out with a single
swift punch, most of my men couldn’t even do that.


 


I inhaled greatly, pulling in the courage from the air
around us and blowing it out slowly as I closed my eyes. “I have owned Allure
since I was eighteen.”


She gasped and I heard her harsh swallow before I opened
my eyes and studied her. Her chest was heaving in anger but her face showed no
other emotion than shock.


“Twenty two years?” she whispered with a choke and my
heart fisted at the sound of her.


I rolled my lips and nodded, still watching her deeply,
waiting for… hell, I didn’t know what I was waiting for.


“What you don’t know about me is very little Ava, but
this, this is something I didn’t know if you would understand after your past.”


She pursed her lips and narrowed her eyes. “What the hell
does my past have to do with a fucking knocking shop?”


“Brothel, Ava. An upmarket brothel at that.”


She laughed and shook her head, “Call it what you want,
Mason, but it’s still a place men go for a fuck, nothing more, nothing less.”


I shrugged, “Whatever, but it’s nothing like the
backstreet fuck holes out there. It’s secure, expensive and I look after the
girls.”


She nodded slowly but her eyes hardened along with her
jaw, “Your girls? Correct me if I’m wrong Mason, but that makes you a
pimp.”


My teeth sank into my lip and I sighed heavily, “Fair
enough but I don’t touch Ava, not since you. I know what you think and let me
tell you, you’re wrong, baby. Your cunt is the only pussy I’ve touched in eight
years.”


She smirked and locked my gaze. “That’s not entirely true
is it Mason? Maybe six years, but definitely not eight.”


I sighed but didn’t answer her. “What I don’t understand
is how you get away with it.”


I frowned at her as I poured us more coffee, my frazzled
nerves needing the stimulant that coke would provide but I settled for coffee.
My life was too complicated without another addiction to the white stuff.


 


“It’s disguised as a strip club. The upper rooms can be
declared as hotel facilities and we only ever entertain regulars or cast iron
recommendations. Plus, it helps when you have the police Commissioner in your
pocket,” I tipped my head and smirked at her “thanks to you.”


“Jesus Christ, Mason. You have Robert Delaney on your
books?”


Yep, that didn’t go down too well.


I shrugged again but didn’t answer, not sure what to say
and how she would react. She shot out of her chair and palmed the kitchen
worktop, her shoulders heaving as she digested this latest information.


“Do you even realise what I risked to get him and his
daughter out of your life Mason?” she bit out without turning.


I swallowed and rolled my tongue around my top teeth
trying to dampen the dryness of them as my heart pounded with my wife’s hurt
and anger. 


I stood and approached her, encircling her waist as I
rested my chin on her hair but she remained with her back to me and her face
out of the window. “I… I needed both of them, baby.”


I cringed when she stiffened and gulped, her whole body
radiating pain and anguish at my words.


“You always needed her though, didn’t you? Always needed
your little fuck whore in a way you never needed me.”


She pulled out of my embrace but I caught her as she
tried to leave. “Sit down and let me finish, Ava. You wanted the honest truth
and fuck, you’re gonna get it. Sit the hell down and listen.”


Her eyes blazed as her breaths turned into shallow pants
of ire. She didn’t move so I gripped the tops of her arms and lifted her,
carried her over to her chair and placed her gently down. “Listen.”


She ravaged her little finger with her teeth, the sight
hardening my cock like it always did but I rounded the table and settled
opposite her. “My dealings with Robert Delaney are needed to keep the business
out of the spotlight, as for Rebecca…”


Her eyes shot up to mine, her interest now peaking at the
mention of Ava’s longest rival, not that she needed to worry, I would never go
there ever again.


 


I took another deep breath and locked her down with my
gaze, needing her to understand why I did what I did. “Someone is targeting
Allure and… us.”


Her brows lifted then lowered into a frown, “Us?”


I nodded and huffed. “Over the last couple of months two
girls have been beaten badly and one… Yvonne was… strangled.”


“Fuck!”


I nodded at her, pausing for her to digest before I
continued. Her eyes flicked around the room and I could see her thoughts behind
her eyes. “You’re wondering what that has to do with Rebecca. Well, my
manageress, Wendy, fucked off after all this shit started and I knew the only
person who could calm and somewhat protect the girls was Rebecca. She ran
Allure for ten years before you came along and it all kicked off between us.”


“Jesus Christ” she huffed out as she stared at me with disbelief,
“And us?”


I gulped, knowing I was once more risking Ava because of
the route my lifestyle took. “I received a note telling me to let you go, you received
the photos and… and a… I got another DVD.”


She reared back and stared at me in confusion, “Of?”


I lowered my face to the table, not wanting to disclose
this bit of the story but knew I had to, to have no secrets between us anymore.
“It was full of video clips of you.”


She frowned and I closed my eyes, “Just random clips of
your daily life. You taking the kids to school, you shopping, you walking up
the steps to NSC and some of you… you in the bedroom window… naked.”


 


She was silent and I let her be silent whilst she
comprehended that she was being stalked because of me, always because of me and
my fucked up life.


“I’m so sorry, Ava… I…”


She lifted her hand and halted me, “What does Rebecca
specifically do?”


I frowned at her question, not sure where she was going
with it but I humoured her. “She runs the place virtually. Sorts out the girls,
sorts out bookings and stuff and when there is bad blood between any of them
she sorts it out, stuff like that.”


She nodded and sighed, “Is Allure open just at night?”


“Yes.”


She nodded slowly before she downed her coffee and
refilled it, wincing when she took another gulp and realising it had gone cold.


“Sack her” she demanded.


“Ava…”


She shook her head and held my gaze, “I’ll take it.”


“What?” I barked as I spluttered out my own coffee.


“Your girls need someone who can protect them properly
until all this is over. Rebecca can’t do that and I won’t sit back and let the
girls get hurt. Get her out and I’ll come in. This needs sorting now Mason,
before any more people get hurt.”


Holy fucking Hell!
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Ava


I think I had gone mad but when Mason had told me what
the girls were going through, all I could think of was what if it was Layla or
any of the girls at The Black Panther. Just because they sold their bodies
didn’t make them any less a person. 


I knew I could defend them better than Rebecca and this
was another way to get her out of our lives.


“Have you gone mad?”


I pursed my lips and narrowed my eyes with a slight tilt
to my head. “Mason, you know I could run the place blindfolded. I can protect
the girls if need be and to be perfectly frank, I want your fuck whore out of
our lives once and for all.”


“Holy shit, Ava. I dunno… fuck!”


He pulled in a deep breath and his cheek twitched as he
rapidly chewed on it, his eyes still fixed firmly on me as he deliberated my
request. “Baby, it’s… I’m not actually sure I want you in that environment.”


I laughed and shook my head in bewilderment. “After
everything we’ve been through. I have killed people, I have been abused
numerously and I have fought my side and for my family enough to take care of
myself, Mason. You have dragged me into many of your contracts, your
fights and your fucking business ‘meetings’. I’m sure I can handle a few
prostitutes and a fucking nutter.”


 


He hissed through his teeth and stared at me, his worry
moving aside for his acceptance. “I need you to be sure, baby. Sure of what
you’re getting into.”


I nodded firmly, “I’m well aware, Mason. A house full of
people fucking is not gonna shock me. We need to find this bloody nutter and
fast. I need to be there to protect them, I don’t want anything more to happen
when I know I can prevent it but I want full carte blanche Mason, free rein to
run it as I want. If I want to change things, then I will change them. If I
think the girls aren’t getting the respect they deserve then I will make sure
they get it. You understand me?”


His face darkened slightly but he nodded, “Okay. And
Robert?”


“I’ll respect whatever you want to do with Robert but you
get rid of Rebecca.”


He nodded once but his face softened as he smiled, “I
fucking love you, Ava. I don’t deserve you, you know that. Jesus, you surprise
me time and time again with your strength and I don’t just mean your physical
strength. Your inner strength, baby. It’s bloody potent.”


“You need to share anything else?”


He shook his head as I lifted out of the chair and
perched my arse on the edge of the table beside him. “I need to get George home
then we sort out Allure and you need to come home.”


The relief that surged through his face made my heart
skip and my soul dance as my spirit soared. “Thank you.”


I scrunched up my nose and shrugged, “I miss you, I’m
being selfish, but… I just miss you.”


He palmed my cheek and stroked his thumb across my
cheekbone tenderly, his eyes soft but glowing, “No you’re not, and after
everything I have done I didn’t think I would ever be welcome back in your life
again.”


He leant into me, placing his firm lips over mine and
kissing me tenderly, lovingly and so slowly I thought I would explode. Jesus,
this bloody glorious bastard owned me completely. His kisses amazed me time and
time again.


A small soft moan left his mouth and tickled my tongue as
I slowly wrapped it around his. I slipped my hand around his head and cupped
it, holding him tight against me as I heard the front door open and close.


 


“Fucking officials…” Paola moaned, completely
disregarding our sensual kiss as I heard her fill the kettle.


I pulled away and frowned, “Everything okay?”


Paola huffed but nodded, “It is now. Do you know how hard
it is to find a bloody international funeral director in this bloody town? Near
damn impossible but they wouldn’t release him until we had George’s… his death
certificate signed by one and customs… ha, what a bloody mess they are… Jesus
bloody Christ.”


I couldn’t help the smile that lifted my lips. “Now I see
exactly what George saw in you Paola. Good god girl, you got guts and fire.”


She stared at me then a slight chuckle lifted her lips
before a full on bark of laughter belted out. “And you Ava. I heard all your
little stories from George. He was so damn proud of how strong you are, do you
know that? He bloody loved you Ava, he said he was honoured to have you as his
daughter, that he didn’t save you but you saved him.”


 


My chest thumped against my chest as the pain tightened
my blood but Paola’s revelation swelled my heart. “He was my salvation, Paola.
He rescued not just my body but my soul and I will forever love him, even
though he is no longer with us, I will always hold him close.”


She smiled sadly at me, “and me, Ava.”


Her words made me smile. This beautiful Portuguese thirty
year old woman was so British she seemed out of place in her own home town.
“What will you do Paola?”


She sucked on her lips but shrugged, “I have absolutely
no idea now.”


“You want to come back with us?”


She frowned and regarded me. “I can set you up in London.
I can give you a job and you can be near your family… us.”


I knew she had no family over here. Her own parents had
died after they had driven their car off a cliff in a freak storm three years
ago.


She chewed on one edge of her lips but then cocked her
head, “Why the fuck not. What do you have in mind?”


“You can answer a phone can’t you?”


She scoffed, “Well I should bloody hope so, I don’t hold
many skills but I’m sure saying a hello into a phone is simple enough.”


I smiled, “Then you are now the current assistant manager
of Allure.”


“Allure?”


“Allure. A high class fuck house, Paola, you okay with
that?”


She barked out a laugh, “Can I sample the merchandise?”


I smiled ruefully as Mason laughed, “Hell girl, you can sell
the merchandise if that’s good for you.”


“Then let’s fucking pack!”


 


“Thank you, Princess.” I shivered as the soft echo
filtered through my ears and into my soul. 


I smiled and nodded faintly, ‘you’re welcome, George. I
love you.’ I answered silently.


 


***


 


I sat beside the dome of soil and dirt, hating the fact
that my ‘father’ was covered with earth’s shit. My hand was resting on the
wreath I had decorated his coffin with, my fingers slightly stroking one of the
white roses - George’s favourite flower.


The funeral party had descended to The Loft, Mason’s
club, to start the party but I had remained back to say a private goodbye.


Mason was stood by the chapel doors, silently and
patiently waiting for me, knowing I needed this final moment with George alone.


 


“George,” I started, needing to address him one last
time. “I miss you” I choked out, my voice no more than a whisper in my grief.


I smiled and chuckled slightly, “Jesus, listen to me. I
know you’d be scolding me if you were here… but you’re not. I… Jesus, I can’t
do this without you, George. What the hell do I do now? Everything is a fucking
mess… again. What the hell is wrong with me? I attract this shit like a bloody
magnet and I’m not sure I can do it without knowing you’re there, on the other
end of the phone to pull me back together. You were always there, always and…
I… I love you, simple. What you did for me will never ever be forgotten, I will
never forget your soft words and your gentleness that night and I will tell you
now, it was that that made me into the woman I’ve become. You were the first
person in nine years to hold me tenderly, to… to help me see myself, make me
feel something other than pain, and to just selflessly do something for me
without wanting something in return. If you hadn’t, I don’t think I would have
ever looked at another person again without wondering what they wanted from
me.” I sighed and glanced at Mason, stood silent, his hands in his pockets and
his face dark and black with his deep worry for me.  


“You brought my life back to me, George and you brought
me to Mason and I… just… Thank you doesn’t even come close, you know. Doesn’t
even touch how much I owe you. But I promise, I fucking promise, that I will
live my life, I won’t waste what you gave back to me. Your grandbabies will
honour you in every way possible and Paola, well she’s just solid, George. That
woman astounds me and I see exactly what you saw in her. I’ll look after her, I
promise.”


 


I swallowed past the lump that was threatening to choke
me alive, the pain in my adam’s apple fit to bursting. “I love you” I whispered
as I kissed my fingers and placed them back on the flowers, “so much George.
Katie will look after you, I know she will. Give her a kiss from me. See you
when I get there and get the vodka cooling ready, cos’ you never know, with all
this new shit that’s kicking off, it might be sooner than we plan.”


I pulled in a breath, nodded to him and stood. Mason was
beside me in seconds. “Okay, baby?” he asked gently as he tenderly wiped my
tears away with his thumbs, the pain on his face making my heart ache all over
again.


I reached up and kissed him softly, “I will be. I got you.”


He smiled widely, “Hell yes you do, Ava. All of me, baby
and if I could stop the pain for you I would.”


“I know you would. Let’s go get shitfaced.”
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mason


She was silent beside me in the car on the way back from
the club, her gaze permanently fixed on the world outside as it sped past us.
She wasn’t ‘shitfaced’ at all, she had decided to forego booze, saying it made
her more depressed, and the slight twitch on her lips every now and then led me
to believe she would be okay, she would survive. Hell, this woman would survive
the second fucking coming and if she could take me on then she could take on
the devil himself.


 


“I know you miss him, Ava but he’s still here. Still with
us, in you, baby. And I will forever be grateful to that man for bringing you
to me.”


She turned to me and sighed but it held a slight smile,
“I know, I know.” Her hand palmed my cheek and I flicked her a glance but she
stayed quiet and mute yet her eyes told me everything she wanted to voice. 


I pulled into the layby that appeared and quickly
unlocked her seatbelt clip and drew her onto my lap.


 


We remained silent, both of us locked on but not moving,
not wanting to move or even needing to move. 


This woman was my bloody world, the beat of my heart and
the pulse in my veins. She was the reason I breathed, the cause of my life and the
motivation to live.


Her supple lips hovered over mine but her eyes remained
fixed but soft, “You are here now Mason and I know George was content knowing
you are here for me but I… I need to say this and I need you to listen.”


I frowned but nodded as her wisps of life fluttered over
my lips and into my mouth, giving me her life and her soul.


“Whatever happens with all this…” 


I opened my mouth, shushing her when I knew where she was
going with her words but she silenced me with a finger to my lips. “Listen to
me. Baby, whatever, if anything, I need you to know that as much as George
pulled me out of the darkness, you dragged me through to the other side and
held the shit back. You still hold the shit back. George gave me life but you
give me the reason for living it. You understand me, Mason.”


I ran a finger over the softness of her jaw and nodded
before she rested her lips over mine, simply and innocently. Small tiny kisses
were delivered across my lips, the gentleness to them closing my eyes in
tranquillity, as she nudged her tongue between my lips and flicked the soft
muscle against mine, encouraging me to wrap my arms around her and pull her
closer.


 


Her kiss became more deep and urgent, her hips rocking
slightly as she ground herself against my erection. Her faint little moans
surged my blood south and had my cock as solid as iron. “Not here, Ava” I told
her when I could feel the heat from her on my dick, the potent arousal of her
burning straight through the material of my trousers, “Let’s go home.”


She moaned loudly and rested her forehead on mine, “Yeah,
what time is your mum having the kids till?”


I gave her a wicked smile, my heart beat increasing with
my own excitement, “Tomorrow.”


Her lips lifted naughtily as mischievousness lit her
eyes, “You fancy giving Connor a call?”


My eyes widened as my brows lifted, along with my blood
pressure, and my dick went from hard to fucking rock-solid but a thought
filtered through my head and I cocked my chin as I held her jaw firmly between
my thumb and finger.


I could feel the sudden increase in her heartbeat through
my shirt as I empowered her, my dominancy always feeding her arousal, and her
eyes darkened with desire as I licked my lips. “You ready for both of us?”


Her eyes skimmed over my face, slight confusion marring
her beauty as she tried to read my words. “You mean…?”


I nodded slowly as I gripped her chin harder and tipped
her head slightly so she was directing her beautiful eyes into me, “You wanna
feel so full that when you come it blows every other orgasm to smithereens
baby, the pleasure so intense you’ll feel us inside you for the next week?”


 


Her breathing had sped up to tiny little pants as her
heart drummed a hard rhythm against the cotton of her dress. “But I want to
please you, Mason.”


I smiled widely at her, always everyone else before her.
“But watching you writhing in ecstasy between us will pleasure me, Ava.
I know… no, I trust both you and Connor and I feel secure enough to do this
now. I wanna blow your mind, baby, you deserve this. You deserve to be blown
from this fucking planet in a pleasure so extreme you’ll see stars, hell, even
take a touch at heaven, baby.”


I thrust my hips up and rammed my cock against her hot
pussy, “You feel that, Ava? You feel what even thinking of this does to me? I
want this deep in your ass whilst Connor fills that sweet, sweet pussy of
yours.” 


She swallowed harshly but her throat thundered with a moan,
a deep dark groan that rumbled through my core and sparked a desire so intense
I knew if I kissed her now I wouldn’t let her go without filling her cunt with
me, ramming so deep and hard that I knew I would hurt her, not that Ava didn’t
like a bit of pain, she needed it in fact.


 


“Home.” She demanded as she slid back into her seat and
buckled up quickly. 


I couldn’t help but laugh at her eagerness, “Don’t you
think you ought to phone Connor first, Ava?”


“Oh shit, yeah.” She chuckled as she pulled out her phone
and scrolled through her contacts.


I hoped she didn’t realise there was a number missing
from her phone, one less for me to worry about whilst I concentrated on this
shit. One less arsehole for me to deal with. 


I think I needed words with Kade; I needed to tell him
exactly what I thought of his persistent texts to my wife… MY fucking
wife!


 


***


 


“He’s meeting us here in an hour” Ava informed me as I
tapped the control on the dash to open the front gates to our home.


I nodded as I pulled up to the house and rolled my neck
against the ache of the day. “You okay?” she asked as I climbed from the car
and strolled to the front door, Ava behind me fiddling with something in her
bag.


“Mmmm, just tired. Been a bit of a shit day.”


 


I planted one foot in the entrance hall then spun round
and grabbed the tops of Ava’s arms and shoved her back outside harshly.
“Mason?” The tone in her voice wary when she saw the horror on my face.


“Get back in the car.”


She just frowned at me as she tried to peer past me and
look into the house, “NOW!”


She jumped but nodded when she sensed my urgency and
climbed back into the passenger seat, “Driver’s seat” I barked at her.


She gasped but clambered across the console and adjusted
the seat to accommodate her tiny legs until she could reach the pedals. She
opened the window as I appeared at the side of her and slipped her the keys,
“Go to Courtneys and tell Greg to get over here.”


“What’s wrong?” her voice was quiet with her fear but I
shook my head firmly.


“Go, now.”


She nodded frantically and rammed the keys into the
ignition, firing the engine loudly but she didn’t pull away. “Go, baby, now.”


“Mason…”


“Now, Ava.”


She exhaled heavily and sucked in her lips, her fright
clenching my fists and secretly vowing to kill the bastard that would put such
a sight on my wife’s beautiful face. “I’ll ring you later, just go.”


She nodded again and pulled off this time but I saw her
gaze in the rear-view mirror the length of the driveway until she disappeared
onto the road.


 


“Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!” I hissed as I dragged my phone from
my pocket and dialled Sam.


He answered after two rings, “I need everyone at mine…
like now!”


“Okay, what’s up?”


“Shit, that’s what’s up. Fuck mate, serious shit. Get
onto Heidi, I need a full clean up.”


He mumbled a response before he ended the call and got
down to what Sam did best, rallying the fucking troops.


 


“Shit!” I ground out as I pulled the neck of my shirt
over my nose to protect my lungs from the stench. 


“Fucking shit.”


The bile surged up my throat but I swallowed it back as I
stared at the sight of my house.


Blood covered every single surface, from the floor to the
ceiling, from the stairs to the door, from mine and Ava’s wedding photo
adorning the wall to the huge mirror decorating the opposite wall.


 


I blinked a couple of times; desperately trying to make
the image of Ginny, one of my girls, disappear. She was strung from the
bannister, her horrified eyes open as her broken and slashed body swayed gently
against the stillness of the room.


I blew out a rancid breath as I pulled the Glock from the
back of my waistband. I had been expecting trouble all day but not this; shit,
not this.


 


I heard Sam’s jeep pull up, its familiar rattling fan
belt alerting me to his arrival, as I scoped out the rest of the house.


The silence had my hair standing on end as I moved
quietly from room to room. Everything seemed okay but I couldn’t fight the
feeling that I was missing something important. The fact that I had a dead
prostitute hanging in my foyer didn’t help the nerves, but I still hissed when
nothing jumped at me and calmed the intuition.


“Mase!” Sam shouted from the front door, a slight wobble
in his tone letting me know he was as spooked as me.


 


He lifted a brow at me as I descended the stairs whilst Brad
and Trevor entered behind him.


“Holy fuck!” Brad declared as Trevor baulked and shot
outside to retch into the flower bed. Ava was gonna be thrilled with that
deposit, it had taken her months to get the bloody things to flourish.


“One of yours?” Brad asked as he circled under Ginny,
looking up at her and expertly dissecting any information he could pull from
the scene before we took her down.


“Yep, newish girl. She left to work at the Panther, and
then came back to us last week after Rebecca offered her a better incentive.”


Brad blew out a breath, “Bet she wished she hadn’t
accepted now.”


I nodded sadly, trying to not look at the poor cow but
not being able to look away.


 


Sam came to stand behind me, “Where’s Ava?”


“I sent her to Courtney’s” I divulged as Heidi’s van
pulled up to the front door and I stalked over swiftly halting her. “Give us
ten, Heidi. Need to deal with the body first.”


She nodded once, the nose to ear chain flicking her face
as she smiled, “Blood?”


I grimaced; I was sure this very masculine woman had a
thing for life’s sustenance. She seemed to relish the idea that my house was
splattered top to bottom with the red stuff. “Yeah, lots of it too.”


“Don’t worry, Mr Fox. By the time me and my guys have
finished there won’t be a single drop left, even for forensics” she added with
a lift of her brow.


I gave her a tight smile and nodded before making my way
back inside, my stomach turning as soon as my foot hit the hallway and the
smell overpowered me.


 


Brad and Sam were already in the process of lowering
Ginny down and onto a large grey tarp, Trevor immediately wrapping the body
when it hit the ground. His mouth was covered with a towel as his eyes shut
tightly against the fact he had to wrap a dead woman in a blanket.


“I’ll do it, Trev.” I told him. He didn’t need telling
twice, he moved fast and out of the way before she had completely come to rest
on the ground before us.


My phone vibrated in my pocket, alerting me to a text and
I pulled it out.


 


Ava:


Hope everything’s ok. I messaged Connor and put him
off until 9ish. That ok or you want me to cancel? Xxx


 


Ahh, shit. I had forgotten about Connor. Good job Ava
hadn’t or the man would be walking in on something that would be a little
difficult to explain.


I took a glance at the clock and was relieved to find it
was only a little after 4 o’clock. That should give Heidi enough time.


I wasn’t cancelling tonight, Ava needed a bit of fun and
attention and hell, if a threesome didn’t give it her I don’t know what would.


 


Me:


9 is fine, baby. I’ll give you a call in an hour. Love
you xxx


 


Ava:


And me, you xxx


 


She hadn’t asked, but then again, I knew she wouldn’t.
She understood my life, her life as well now, but I don’t know what she would
have done if she had seen... 


I blew out a breath and continued in my mission to shroud
Ginny. I just hoped it had been quick for her, but looking at the gaping wound
across her neck, I knew, I knew she had suffered.


“Holy fucking Christ!”


I needed this bastard. I need to find him fast, and damn,
what I was gonna do to the prick when I found him; nice and slow came to mind
and I smiled malevolently as an image of my claw knife and his cock came to
view.
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Ava


“What the hell is going on?” Courtney asked as she
wiggled out of her black skirt. I sat on her bed watching her change out of her
funeral clothes as I sipped the coffee she had made me after I had burst
through her front door.


I blew out a heavy breath and she narrowed her eyes on me
and pointed one of her long talons in my face, “You know more, indulge me.”


“You know Mason owns Allure, well… I’m gonna be running
it from now on.”


Her eyes widened to saucers as she stared at me with
disbelief, “What the hell, babe. With Rebecca?”


It was my turn to widen my eyes as the mouthful of coffee
I had just swallowed found its way back up my throat and erupted from both my
mouth and my nose with a forceful torrent.


“Christ Courtney, do I look like bloody Mother Teresa. No
way in hell am I a good enough person to forgive that bitch, as for working
with her, yeah, that’d work.” I choked out a laugh as I pictured Rebecca’s face
when Mason would tell her she would be answering to me.


My brow lifted and my lips bowed with the idea, “Ooh
but…”


Courtney’s head slipped from side to side as she read my
thoughts and glowered at me, “No, you’ll end up killing her.”


She shimmied out of her shirt but continued with the
death glare as she pulled on some joggers and a plain white Tee. 


“Yeah but wouldn’t that be fun. I could place her with
the oldies that have no teeth and smell of fish shit.”


She pursed her lips but her eyes lit with her laughter,
“You are such a bad person.”


I nodded gleefully, “I know.”


 


She sighed and disappeared through the bedroom doorway
and down the stairs. I followed and sunk into one of her kitchen chairs as she
refilled the kettle and flicked the switch. “Carry on” she gestured with her
hand for me to continue as she spooned coffee granules into fresh cups and I
rolled my head around my neck.


“Someone’s targeting Allure, beating the girls, even
killing one and I can’t, as Mason’s wife, let anything more happen. Rebecca is
out and I’m in.”


She nodded as she placed the steaming mug on the table in
front of me and settled opposite, her eyes still thin but inquisitive, “And
today?”


I shrugged as I blew the hot liquid with eagerness at
tasting the amber nectar, and took a sip, “We got home, Mason stepped through
the door and then shoved me out of the way. Got me in the car and told me to
come here. That’s all I know as yet. Something had happened in the house, I
know that much, but what? I have absolutely no idea.”


 


She frowned deeply; faint laughter lines creasing the
skin at the side of her eyes as her brow puckered and I suddenly realised how
down and weary my friend looked. “You okay, hun, you seem tired.”


She sighed and rubbed her eyes. “Greg and me… we’re…
having a few problems.”


Jesus Christ, how did I not see this? She was my best
friend, she needed me and all I had given her was more bullshit from my own
fucked up life.


I slid a hand across the table and cupped her slightly
trembling one. Her eyes rimmed with tears and I climbed round the table and
crouched before her, “Tell me.”


The tears spilled in shallow rivulets down her pretty
face as she sucked in a hiccup and gulped before her guilty face scrunched
tight. My intuition racked up a slight concern and I suddenly found myself
glaring at her, “Courtney?”


“I… I’m sorry, Ava, I…”


I reared back at the guilt in her voice and regarded her,
“What? Tell me.”


“I, uhh…” She palmed the table and pushed herself
upright, her body stiff but resigned as she turned and gazed out of the window.
“I didn’t mean it to happen, Ava but… I… Fuck, I love him Ava, more than god
damn life. I couldn’t help it, I’m so sorry.”


I rolled my lips and stood behind her, my heart beating
frantically, whilst I waited. Silence encompassed us for what seemed like
forever before she turned to me and closed her eyes, “Kade.”


 


“Oh, wow, I wasn’t expecting that.” 


How did I feel? I didn’t know to be honest. 


“But, since when?”


I was stunned, not sure what to say or how to feel. I was
angry with her but I tried to filter through the other emotions and came up
blank.


“The cottage - Mason’s birthday weekend. We… invited him
to… and well, I felt something there that I have never felt with Greg. It was
like… like he fit me perfectly.”


“I bet he did” I scoffed bitterly.


“Ava, please, I… I wanted to tell you but…”


I snorted, “But you were what Courtney? Frightened I
would lure him away? Just… fuck!”


Her face paled and she swallowed harshly as she reached
out to me but I shook my head and held a hand up to her, “I… Jesus, I dunno
what to say. Does Greg know?”


“He knows I’m seeing someone else but he doesn’t know
who. It will kill him when he finds out it’s Kade, it was his idea for Kade to
join us and I know he’ll blame himself.”


 


I needed to get out of there, away from the hurt I felt.
What Kade did or whoever he saw had nothing to do with me but… just, Shit!


I hoisted my bag off the floor and walked out, desperate
for solitude and silence. My brain screamed in frustration as my heart thumped
a slow ache.


I floored the accelerator in anger, the screech of the
tyres on the ground feeding my resentment as I manoeuvred expertly between the
slow moving traffic in my sleek Porsche, well Mason’s Porsche.


Why was I feeling like this? I didn’t love Kade - did I?


No, I knew I didn’t, I loved Mason wholly and entirely, but…
Christ, why did it hurt?


 


I pulled through the gates to the house as a van with
Heidi, one of the cleaning crew that did the clubs, pulled out. She waved and
smiled and I lifted a hand to her but returned her smile with a frown.


What the hell had happened if we needed a cleaner?


I couldn’t deal with this shit now.


 


I slammed on the brake and stormed into the house,
avoiding everyone who hovered around and went straight to the freezer and
pulled out the vodka. I downed the first then refilled my glass and took a sip
as I palmed the counter and looked out to the garden.


“Ava?” Mason queried my mood quietly and hesitantly.


I plastered a smile on my face and turned to him, “Hey.”


“Hey” he echoed as his lips landed gently on my forehead.
“You okay?” His face was a mask of suspicion but his eyes held fear.


Why did his eyes hold fear?


 


“I’m okay, you? Something you need to tell me?”


He frowned deeply but I didn’t miss the glint in his eye,
“You know better than that, Ava.”


“What the fuck, Mason. This is my bloody house; if some
shit has happened here I think I have a right to know.”


He moved forward and into me, each of his firm thighs
flanking my own as his stare pinned me down. “If I thought you needed to know
then I would tell you.” His fingers gripped my chin and he tilted my head back
and scrutinised me intensely, “What happened?”


“Nothing.”


“A bit quick and blunt there, baby. Tell me.”


“Nothing’s wrong, I just… I just…”


Greg caught my eye as he walked through the doorway and
into the kitchen. His eyes held me, silently questioning me as to what I knew
and I gulped, my heart hurting profoundly for him as I read the heartache in
his gaze.


I returned my eyes to Mason and softened my stance, “Can
you give me a minute with Greg?”


He frowned and flicked a quick glance at Greg before he
backed off from me and turned, “Greg?”


Greg rolled his lips and shot a look from Mason to me
then back to Mason before he nodded with a faint grimace and a slow blink.


Mason frowned and cocked his head at his friend before he
took a step towards him, “You need to talk?”


Greg sighed heavily but shook his head as he gestured
towards me with his chin.


Mason shot me a confused look but honoured Greg’s wishes
and left us to it after he gave him a pat on the shoulder, silently supporting
him and offering his friendship as an emotional crutch.


 


“You know then.” Greg voiced sullenly as he sank into a
chair at the table. I nodded as I slipped out another glass from the cupboard and
filled it for him. He picked it up and downed it in one before tipping it
towards me in request for another.


“Yeah.” I sighed and enveloped his hand with my own. “I…
shit Greg, I dunno…”


He shrugged and laughed bitterly, “My own fucking fault
Ava, I should never have invited him into our bed.”


I gasped and he frowned at me, “You did know about
Courtney and Kade?”


“Yes I knew, but I didn’t realise you knew it was Kade,
Courtney doesn’t know you know who it is.”


He scoffed and shook his head, “I’ve known since the
onset.” I watched his Adam’s apple bob as he scratched his eyebrow, his
desperation to hold back the tears gripped my throat and threatened to rip out
my heart.


“I can’t reprove her, Greg, hell I made the same mistake,
but that doesn’t mean I agree with it. I…”


“She says she loves him, Ava, what… how can I compete
with that? Does Harry or I even come into the equation? She… shit Ava…”


His tears and desolation hit like a tornado, his hot
tears spilling forth and threatening to take his last breath as he sobbed
uncontrollably, his face contorting with each rapid draw of breath he tried to
take.


I slid on the floor beside him and he immediately slid
his arms around my neck and held on to me so tightly I thought he would crush
me. I held him, frantically trying to take the hurt for him, steal his ache and
pain as he finally accepted what was happening.


What the hell was my best friend playing at, in fact what
the hell were they both playing at? Was my affair with Kade not enough for him
that he had to get involved in another woman that was unavailable? Did he live
for this sort of relationship, seeing which marriage he could smash to pieces
next?


 


I held onto Greg for a long time, whilst he poured out
his despair and devastation. Mason came in once then immediately turned back
around to give us more space.


“You gonna be okay?” I asked when he stood and drained
his glass.


He shrugged but nodded, “Yeah, I’ve booked into a hotel
for tonight.”


“No, stay here.”


He shook his head and scrunched his nose, “Thank you but
I… need to be alone for a while.”


I nodded and gave him a final hug before he kissed the top
of my head then left. I stared at the door for long moments until it opened and
Mason walked through, his face full of confusion and worry for his friend.


“Is he okay?”


I pursed my lips and shook my head, “No, not really.
Courtney is having an affair.”


“Holy shit.” His eyes widened in shock before they narrowed,
“Kade.”


I reared back and stared at him, “How the…”


“That fucking bastard, I knew it.”


“What? How?”


“Just little bits, something between them the day after
my birthday at the cottage, I could read it between them, then seeing him leave
Courtney’s the day I went looking for Greg when he disappeared off the radar.” 


“Now I know why you’re good at what you do” I smirked.


He smiled and stalked over to me. “I told you I was good
at reading people, baby. How are you with all this?”


I lifted my eyes to him as he burned through me with his
gaze. “To be honest, I’m not sure. I need to be honest Mason, I’m sick of the
lies between us.”


He nodded and I regarded his face but he didn’t hold any
animosity with my words, almost relief at my honesty. “Connor’s here.”


I glanced at the clock in surprise at the time and my
stomach clenched with nerves as my blood pumped with excitement. 


“You don’t have to do this, Ava. It’s fine if…”


I silenced him with a finger on his lips, “To be honest,
I need this right now. I need you to take my attention away from all this
bullshit.”


His lips twisted with a full on sultry smile, “Oh baby, I
can promise you that.”


I gulped as my belly pooled with delicious heat and my
pussy twitched. I pulled in a heavy breath as Mason took my hand gently and led
me from the room.


The moment I laid eyes on Connor’s dirty grin my nerves
disappeared and my arousal burst through my bloodstream with a force that
caught my breath.


“Hello, Ava” he greeted as he stood and instantly lifted
his shirt over his head, giving me a damn fine view of his magnificence. “We’re
gonna make you scream, baby.”


Holy fuck, I nearly passed out.
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mason


I could feel the frantic beat of Ava’s heart through her
spine as I pressed against her back and Connor stood directly in front of her,
cupping her chin and tilting her head back until she looked all the way up his
hard body and into his eyes.


This man, all 6 foot 5 inches of him, was the epitome of
male rawness, his primal sexuality burnt straight through me and I licked my
lips as my eyes skimmed over his hard chest and down to the deep ridges of his
abs.


I frowned at myself, finally admitting to myself that I
was bi-sexual. My breath caught and Ava turned her face into me, her eyes
shining as she lifted her hand to my cheek and stroked her finger along my jaw.
“I want to watch you blow him, Mason. I want to watch you take his hard cock
into your mouth and suck him deep, baby.”


 


I closed my eyes and shivered. How much more could this
woman, this beautiful stunning woman understand me? Her intimate knowledge and
acceptance floored me every time and I crashed my mouth over hers, burying my
hesitation as I went with the flow of the room, accepted all that would happen
and finally accepted myself.


“You know, don’t you?”


She smiled softly as her tongue slicked across my bottom
lip, “I’ve always known Mason, you just needed to know it.”


Connor’s hand cupped the side of my head before he leant
into me slowly, his eyes piercing me and silently asking me for permission.


“Kiss him” Ava breathed from beside me, her voice tight
with arousal as Connor hovered over me. His eyes glinted as he sucked in a
breath then softly moved his lips onto mine. A deep groan rumbled through me as
he pressed into me harder, his kiss growing more demanding and powerful whilst
his hand reached around the back of my head and kept me prisoner beneath his
mouth.


“Jesus, that is so hot.” Ava whispered and I reached
round and grabbed her hair, holding onto her as Connor held onto me with a kiss
so raw I couldn’t breathe.


 


A hand cupped my erection hard and I knew it was Connor
from the large rough hold. He pulled away as his hand rubbed me over my
trousers, the friction nearly bringing on my orgasm before I had even managed
to get my cock free.


“On your knees” he ordered harshly and fuck, if his
dominant tone didn’t make my blood pump more.


I eyed Ava, who nodded, her eyes dark with desire as her
lips parted so she could draw in a heavy breath.


Her chest heaved as I sank to my knees, my gaze locked on
her all the time. Her tiny hands reached out to unbuckle Connor’s belt, then
pop the button on his jeans before she moved behind him and pulled his jeans
and shorts down and over his hips.


 


I sucked in a breath as his cock sprang free and the tip
caught my lips before instinct took over and I licked the crown of his huge
erection with the flat of my tongue. He hissed and palmed my head, his fingers
sinking into my hair as he groaned and his head tipped back. “Holy fuck, yeah,
so good. Suck me, Mason. Take me in, all the fucking way.”


I returned his groan with one of my own as I sheathed my
teeth and sank my mouth down his thick length.


Ava released a moan as she sank to her own knees behind
Connor but she watched me with heated eyes and her teeth in her bottom lip. I
locked eyes with her again as I slid back up Connor’s cock then back down,
sucking hard at his steel cock as Ava’s hand came around and cupped his balls,
her fingers massaging his sac delicately as I roughly fucked him with my mouth.


Connor’s pants were becoming harsher with each of mine
and Ava’s caresses, his groans loud in the room until he pulled back and
grabbed Ava’s arms, pulling her up and kissing her with a frenzied passion that
had my own cock twitching at the sight of their tongues duelling angrily.


 


I stood and moved behind her, my hands reaching round and
palming her large breasts. Her nipples peaked immediately, the hardness of them
pressing against the cotton of her black dress.


“Take off her dress” Connor demanded as his mouth and
tongue ventured down Ava’s throat. Her heavy pants were laboured with desire,
her chest heaving with each deep pull of air and her thighs had just started
trembling, a sign I knew as arousal flooding her system.


I slid the zip of her dress as I gripped her hair
harshly, knowing she needed my rough with Connor’s soft. The thin straps of her
dress slipped off her shoulders and exposed her heavy breasts to Connors mouth,
the plump softness squashed tightly in her black strapless bra. 


Her head rolled back as Connor removed her bra then bit her
nipples with his teeth; the sight of him clasping and pulling slightly had my
dick screaming for release. “Fuck, baby, you like that? You like Connor’s mouth
on you?” I asked her as I slid her black lace thong down her legs, her potent
scent hitting me full force and damn near driving me crazy.


“Yes” she whispered in return, her voice tight as a
strangled moan escaped from her throat when I pulled off my own clothes and her
eyes dropped to my heavy cock. The damn thing was pulsing painfully and I
wrapped my hand around it, stroking slowly as Ava licked her lips.


 


I growled as Connor slipped to his knees before her,
kissed her mound then lay back on the carpet. “Ride my face, Ava; I wanna taste
that fragrant cunt of yours.”


I felt the rumble in her chest as she moved herself over
Connor’s face. I remained behind her but moved with her until she was resting
over his head and I knelt over his chest.


“Oh God” she rasped as Connor put his mouth on her.


“Bend over him, baby.”


She did as I asked, her palms hitting the floor as her
delicious tight arse lifted high in the air.


 


I reached behind me, grabbing the lube from where I had
placed it on the coffee table and dribbled some down between her firm cheeks.


She whimpered loudly as Connor’s hands palmed each of her
buttocks and pulled them apart for me. Her tight hole begged for attention, and
I groaned knowing that soon Connor and I were gonna blow every single previous
orgasm she had ever had into non-existence.


“Come on, Ava, I want you to come on his face. Let him
taste you, baby.” I urged as a diversion as I laced my fingers with more lube
and teased her anus.


She bucked back against me as I slipped in a finger, her
breath catching and her hips rocking harder on Connor’s mouth.


“That’s it Ava, let him fuck your ass with his fingers,
baby. Feel us both, feel us both worshipping your fucking fine body” Connor
whispered against her pussy as she writhed over him.


 


She started riding harder, her hips moving with force as
her orgasm approached. Her moans were becoming louder and her thighs tensed
considerably.


As I slid in another finger, circling them round and
preparing her for penetration, she arched her back and screamed her release,
Connor holding each of her hips firmly as she jerked and jolted over him.


“Fuck baby, you taste good.”


I couldn’t hold back the groan at the sight of Ava pussy
been fucked with Connors tongue and her sweet arse been fucked with my fingers.


 


I pulled back as Ava fought to regain her composure and
grabbed the condom from the table, instantly ripping off the foil as I shimmied
down Connor’s legs. His cock jerked as I gently rolled the condom over him and
I couldn’t resist licking the underside of his impressive length as I followed
with the rubber.


“Don’t Mason, I’m not gonna be able to hold off much
longer. I need to be inside Ava when I come, need to feel her tight pussy milk
me.”


I grabbed Ava’s hips and pulled her down over Connor’s
cock, positioning them both until she slid down his shaft slowly. “Oh fuck,
yes,” She hissed and my jaw dropped at the sight of Connor’s hard dick
disappearing into Ava’s slick cunt.


“Kiss him, baby.” I urged as I covered my own dick with
lube and slipped a finger in her backside again, working her well enough so I
didn’t hurt her.


“Mason, please” she begged as she started to ride Connor stricter,
her hips rocking back and forth harder and faster.


“Slow down, Ava. You ready for me?”


She nodded as Connor pulled her flat to him, his tongue
slipping into her mouth to gain her attention as he started thrusting real slow
inside her.


I groaned as I nudged in, her tightness jacketing me as
Connor slid out, easing the stretch for a moment until I could push all the way
in slowly.


“Shit” she bit out with a strangled moan as her back
arched and her thighs trembled.


“Easy, baby, relax.”


I took a fistful of her hair in my hand, knowing the
action would increase her arousal. It did. She groaned loudly and primal, then
pushed back against me until I filled her to the hilt.


“Jesus” Connor croaked and I grunted just as loudly.


He pushed in as I pulled out, both of us establishing a
rhythm inside my amazing wife.


Her vulgar statements and noisy groans spurned us on,
knowing that we were pleasuring her to an extreme like never before saw us both
thrusting hard and powerfully as her words encouraged us to go faster and
rougher.


“Fuck, Ava, you need to come sweetheart cos’ I’m just
about to fill your ass with my spunk.”


She reared back away from Connor, her palms pushing
herself up off his chest, and exposed the soft supple skin of her neck to me in
invitation.


I knew what she needed, her pants prohibiting her from
asking, and as I sank my teeth into her neck she screamed, shivered, bucked and
clenched extremely.


Connor shouted a string of expletives as I roared my own
release, filling Ava’s arse with everything my balls held. 


“Christ Ava, fuck…” I yelled as I knotted her hair around
my fingers and pulled her further onto my throbbing cock, making sure she
drained all I had to give her.


Connor bucked upwards as I pushed further in and Ava
stiffened with her own orgasm, her body trembling and juddering as she exploded
around both of us.


 


We all collapsed on top of the other as we fought to
regain a natural breathing rhythm and give our bodies chance to stop shuddering
with ecstasy.


“Holy fuck!” Ava breathed. Connor’s lips twitched as he
palmed her face.


“Okay?”


She scoffed loudly, “Okay? Fuck, I’m shagged.”


My lips twitched at the choice of her words and I slipped
out of her, rolling her off Connor and taking her with me.


Connor stood, saluted and pulled on his clothes. “See you
guys later.” Was all he said before he exited the room and I heard the front
door close.


I was grateful to him for giving Ava and me this moment
alone after. Connor wasn’t arsed that he needed to leave, he didn’t do niceties
and he certainly wasn’t a cuddle and hug guy.


 


“You sure you’re okay?” I asked her again as she snuggled
into me and inhaled me deeply, her strong pull on my scent loud in the quiet
room.


“Holy fuck!” she replied again.


I laughed, “I take that as a yes.”


She nodded against me then peered up at me, her eyes
bright under her long lashes. Fuck, this woman was stunning, so bloody
beautiful she stopped my heart from beating with just one look. 


“Are you okay? It didn’t hurt?” her tone was slightly
hesitant and I could read her apprehension.


I pursed my lips and contemplated her words but shook my
head, “Not as much as I thought, I enjoyed watching your pleasure more than it
hurt to watch you fuck another man.”


She smiled softly, “It’s the same for me, to watch you
writhe and moan in ecstasy is just… wow, really, no other words.”


I nodded, completely understanding what she was saying.
“I love you, Mason.”


“And me, you my little warrior, fuck so much.”


She nuzzled into me, her soft body moulding against my
hard one and I sighed contently.


At least my marriage was back to how it should be, Ava
was back; I just needed to find the bastard that was slaughtering my girls now
and then, maybe, everything else would slip into place.


That was after I had a word with Kade. 
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Ava


“Morning” I said to Nate as I strolled into his office,
my eyes pinned to my phone as I replied to Layla’s text about a night out at
the weekend.


When he didn’t reply I looked up and frowned when I found
him with his head down on his crossed arms upon the desk.


His soft snores echoed in the still room until his phone
shrilled loudly and he jolted upright, his eyes unfocussed and tight as he
peered at me.


“You okay, Nate?”


“Humph.” He groaned as he rolled his neck and blinked
deeply, trying in vain to clear his bleary eyes.


“What’s up?” I perched on the edge of his desk beside him
and placed his usual Starbucks caramel latte in front of him. He immediately
clicked the lid off and sipped the hot liquid, his eyes clearing as the
caffeine hit his senses.


“Jay.” 


I nodded with a small roll of my head, encouraging him
for more and he scowled. “He and Liv had a huge row, he took off and Liv sent
me to search for him. Been up all night fucking hunting.”


“What happened?” I took a sip of my own coffee as I
tipped my head in puzzlement. This wasn’t like Jay, but then again I didn’t
know what had gone off between them.


Nate sighed and rubbed his eyes with the heels of his
hands before he settled back into his chair and groaned. “Liv found him with
three girls tied to his bed.”


I squeezed my eyes closed as I fought to hold in the
laughter but it erupted in a bark as Nate’s lips twitched.


“Okay.”


He smirked and nodded, “Hell, that boy needs a place of
his own.”


“He’s hardly a boy, Nate.”


He nodded again, “Still not nice for Liv to find though.
I thought she was gonna kill him, started spouting off about respecting women
and not in her house.”


“Mmmm, I can understand but still, he’s gotta take it
somewhere Nate, she’d be worried if he didn’t have a life.”


“Don’t preach to the choir, Ava. I understand him, hell,
I wasn’t innocent but I think the fact that they were tied up had something to
do with it.”


I sighed and nodded. Liv’s past still haunted her and the
sight must have been hard and brought back bad memories, memories that should
have been buried long ago.


“You want me to talk to her?”


He shook his head, “Nah, she’ll get over it and he’ll
come back, apologise and things will be right as rain.”


I nodded but couldn’t hold the thought that this might
just push Jay out the door and into a place of his own. “He spoke to me about
renting somewhere. I asked Mason and he said he’d ask around, I’ll get him to
chase it up.”


He smiled and rubbed my thigh, “How are you? Any progress
with Mason?”


I twisted my lips and looked away, knowing Nate would go
ape when he found out. “Ava?” he questioned with caution.


“I, uhh… Well, we’re good.”


He narrowed his eyes with suspicion before he cocked his
head and tilted my chin with a swift flick of his finger, “And?”


“And, uhh, well I kinda’ have a new job.”


His eyes widened with panic and I shook my head, “No, I’m
staying here; it’s just a night job.”


“Right, doing?” he urged, his face still full of wariness
and his eyes questioning.


“I, uhh… well I’m now a… a Madam.”


His face was blank and confused before his eyes widened
and he swallowed harshly. “You… you’re… you… What the hell?”


I beamed at him nervously, trying to get my best friend
to chill and understand I was okay doing this but he sort of choked on a
swallow and burst into a fit of coughing.


I jumped off the desk and slammed my palm repeatedly on
his back, urging the choking to settle but he flustered endlessly, one hand thumping
his chest as his other held on to the edge of the desk.


 


He eventually calmed and glared at me, his eyes furious
and his face pale and incensed. “What the fuck, Ava? What the hell is that man
playing at?”


A thought occurred to me and I tipped my head with a
frown. “Hang on, how do you know what I’m on about? All I said I was going to
be a Madam, I didn’t tell you where, but you seem to know it will be for
Mason’s place.”


His face paled further and another swallow forced his
Adam’s apple rapidly, but this time it wasn’t shock that did it, it was guilt. 


“I, uhh…”


“You knew…” I gasped and his face scrunched with shame.
“You bloody knew! What the hell, Nate? How long?”


He frowned, not understanding my question. “How long have
you known about Allure and Mason’s involvement?”


 


He pushed his chair back, the wheels squealing and
reminding me to oil them, before he approached the cabinet and pulled out a
brown envelope.


I frowned at him as he handed it to me.


He flicked his head at it and I opened the flap and
pulled out the contents. My breath stunted as I flopped back onto the edge of
the desk for support when my legs wobbled.


“Ava…”


Nate was beside me in seconds, his arm wrapped around my
shoulder, as I squeezed my eyes closed then reopened them, hoping the images
before me vanished.


“What… I don’t understand…”


“Ava, listen to me.” Nate demanded harshly as he pulled
my face around to his stern one. “It isn’t what it looks like. I spoke to him
and I believe him when he says it was innocent.”


I shook my head rapidly, my mouth opening and closing as
I fought for words. “It… it doesn’t look innocent, Nate. It looks like my
husband gave somebody a hand in a threesome for fuck’s sake.”


His eyes flickered across my face before he reached in
and rested his forehead against mine, “You need to talk to him, Ava. Let him
explain, it’s not for me to.”


I scoffed and reared back from him. “You weren’t saying
that a…”


I snapped my jaw shut when I noticed Kade leaning on the
office door, listening to our conversation with narrow eyes.


“Mason at it again, Ava?” he smirked with a slight
triumph in his eyes.


 


My temper snapped and I stalked across the room to him.
Pulling my fist back, I belted him square in the jaw with force. He fell
backwards, his back slamming on the reception floor as I knelt over him, “That’s
for Greg you arsehole.”


His eyes widened as Nate appeared beside me, “What the
hell, Ava?”


I scoffed, “So you don’t know everything then, Nate. This
fucking twat has been having an affair with Courtney.”


I heard Nate’s deep hiss of air as he stared from me to
Kade, then back to me, “What?”


“Just what I said, he’s been fucking Courtney behind
Greg’s back.”


 


Kade pulled himself up off the floor and cracked his jaw
back as he glared at me, “This has nothing to do with you, Ava.”


I nodded and pursed my lips, “You weren’t content in just
destroying my relationship then? You had to go after my friend and ruin Greg in
the process.”


He scoffed and shook his head, his eyes lighting with ire
as he came close and thrust his face in front of mine. “You didn’t have
anything to do with it then, Ava? You didn’t open your legs in my pool house
and beg me to fuck you hard?”


 


My jaw dropped when Nate’s fist grabbed a handful of
Kade’s hair and dragged him along the corridor, “Don’t ever… ever talk
to Ava like that again. Get the fuck out and calm down.”


“Fuck you, Ava!” Kade shouted as Nate continued to pull
him.


“You already did, arsehole!” I retorted as my chest
heaved with my anger.


 


I slammed Nate’s office door in temper as Kade’s words and
the photos of Mason beat against my brain, the heavy thud reminding me that
things were far from sorted between any of us.


“Jesus… Fuck.” My fist slammed into the wall, my fury not
gratified from hitting Kade. Why did he rile me so much? Why was I even angry
at what he was doing?


Because Courtney and Greg… and Kade, were my friends,
that’s why. Well, that’s what I would continue telling myself anyway.


 


“Ava, go home and sort this shit out.” Nate urged as he
entered back into his office and scowled at me, “And I’d appreciate it if you
didn’t go knocking out all my employees.”


I poked my tongue out at him which caused his lips to
twitch, “Jesus, you’re a hard bitch.”


I rolled my eyes and laughed, “Wouldn’t you be if you
lived with Mason?”


He pulled a face of agreement before he scowled at me,
“Uhh, where’s my treats?”


I shook my head but smiled, “Top drawer of my desk, just
leave me a cheese straw. I haven’t had one yet.”


He grinned widely, “Of course, sweetheart. You know I
will.”


I puffed out a deep rush of breath, “Yeah, sure.”


He beamed again with a wink as he picked up his phone and
dialled Liv to come and man the phone’s whilst I sorted more shit in my life.


A never-ending pile of the bloody stuff.
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mason


“This is getting out of hand, Mase. Some bastard needs to
learn to play with their own dick instead of yanking on ours. I am so ready to
deliver a message to some cunt; in fact I’m ready to fucking gut the prick.”


I scowled at Greg; he was furious, his face red and tight
as his eyes glazed over with his wrath and his teeth clenched tensely. 


Girls were leaving left, right and centre and at this
rate it would be me, Sam and Greg offering up our bodies to the clients. 


“Fucking calm down.”


“What the fuck, Mason. Ava’s got you fucking pussy whipped,
you’re pissing soft…”


His head slammed against the wall as my fingers tightened
around his throat, “Back – the – fuck – off… now!” I warned as I held him effortlessly
against the wall.


He struggled beneath me but he didn’t have a hope in hell
of releasing my hold on him. “You need to learn some fucking respect, Greg.
Calm the fuck down or get the fuck out. Not in my fucking house. You hear me?”


“Fuck you!”


 


I dragged him from the office, the other men looking down
at the floor as to not embarrass Greg further, as I slammed the door behind me and
stepped out onto the upper hallway to give Greg some respectful privacy.


“I know you’re going through some shit Greg but, and this
is a big but, you continue to shit on me in front of my men then I’ll bring you
down so fucking hard you won’t know what shit hit you first, my anger or my
outrage. This is my fucking house, my fucking business and my… my
fucking wife you are disrespecting and I won’t have you forget that. You
understand?”


He scoffed but murmured a yes and I released my hold as
Ava walked through the front door and stared up the bannister with puzzlement
as she saw us.


“Go to The Panther, fuck some whore then grab a bottle of
Jack from behind the bar at The Loft and take it in the office and drink yourself
to oblivion. When you come back tomorrow I expect a little more consideration.
Okay?” I told him quietly.


His eyes scanned my face but then he nodded as he took
himself down the stairs, tipping his chin in an acknowledgement to Ava as he
passed, the front door slammed loudly behind him.


 


Ava’s eyes widened as she looked from the door to me then
back to the door. As she turned back to me I couldn’t help but notice the fiery
glint in her eyes.


Reading her anger, I held up a hand to her, “Let me
finish with the guy’s then I’m all yours.”


She shook her head slowly, “No, now Mason.”


I frowned at the fury rolling off her but she needed to
know her place when the guys were round, “I said later Ava, I won’t be long.”


I turned and entered back in the office. All four men now
occupying the small space regarded me with slight weariness in their eyes. “Is
he…”


The door opened with force, the handle banging off the
wall and bouncing the door back at Ava. She stuck her foot out to stop it
hitting her as she glared at me. “I said now, Mason. You wanna do this here or
out there?”


“What the hell?”


What the hell was wrong with people today? Everyone was
looking for a fucking fight, my wife now one of them.


Her eyes fired with faint fear when she felt my fury
envelope her. I didn’t do this shit in front of the others, Ava knew this so
she was either goading me into an argument or something had seriously fucked
her up and she needed me. Judging from the vehemence seeping from every pore on
her little body it was the former. 


“I – said – wait!”


 


She threw a pile of photos on the desk and all eyes in
the room swept to look.


“Fuck!” I hissed as I snapped my eyes back up to
hers.


“Oh yeah, Fuck.” She was furious, her eyes were
glazed and bright but her fists were clenched and throbbing, her knuckles white
and the skin covering them, tight.


“Ava…” Sam spoke up but Ava shook her head without
casting him a glance.


“No Sam, whatever his excuse is, I need to hear it from
him, not you.”


He nodded once then gestured for the others’ to follow
him out. They did and soon the room contained just Ava and I, and her physical
fury.


“Sit down.” I told her but she stood still, glaring and
chewing on her tiny finger. I knew she was trying to rein in her temper, hell I
even displayed the same look when my fury hit.


“No.” Her eyes darkened and glinted as her chest heaved
heavily, “Why do you do this, Mason, why? Time after fucking time. I asked you…
I asked if there were any other secrets, and you said no, then I receive
these.”


“Sit down, Ava.”


“No!”


I closed my eyes, desperately trying to pull back but
they shot open when she slapped a hand containing one of the photos against my
chest. 


“You care to enlighten me? To explain why you’re stood
with a fucking whip in your hand whilst a woman is tied to a fucking wooden
frame with another man in her arse? YOU WANNA EXPLAIN THAT?”


 


She turned and threw the picture back on the table and
stood firm, her arms folded over her chest as her legs trembled with her anger.


I stalked over to her, pushing her back into the wall as
I forced myself into her, and slapped a hand each side of her head. “Calm the
fuck down, now!”


She scoffed before her teeth sank into her lower lip, the
force of it plumping the surrounding flesh until I thought it would pop.


“Calm down? What the hell, Mason? How would you feel if
you received photos of me with some fucker else?”


My brows lifted and by the flash in her eyes, she
realised what she had just said but she stood her ground, her chest heaving
severely with each anger fuelled inhalation.


I reached out and palmed her cheek but she twisted her
face away, her eyes filling with hurt and pain. I gripped her harder, forcing
her face to mine as I glared at her. “Will you let me explain? If you just calm
the fuck down long enough to listen, then I will fucking tell you.”


“Why do you do this? Why do you always make me feel
guilty for your… your fuck ups?” She swallowed heavily and I could see the
tears pooling in her eyes, she blinked laboriously as she desperately fought
them back.


My heart jerked; the sight of her hurt and upset clenched
both my chest and my gut. “Baby, listen to me, please” I urged softly before
she sighed and slumped against the wall behind her, needing it for both support
and grounding.


“Fine” she stated bluntly but pulled her face back from
my grasp and fuck, if that didn’t anger me as it simultaneously hurt me.


 


I waited until she crossed her arms again, her lips
twisting into a bid to bite back her distress as she emotionally withdrew from
me. I knew it was a survival instinct in her, her past causing a hard wall
inside her to shield herself from physical and emotional pain.


I exhaled heavily as I picked up the picture she had
thrust at me. “Look at it again,” I insisted as I held it out to her. She
frowned severely, her small forehead crinkling in confusion but I remained
still, holding it towards her in encouragement.


She timidly took it from me and scanned the picture. I
could see the disgust in her expression, whether it was repulsion at me involved
in this or the fact that I was hurting someone I wasn’t sure, but her face
paled slightly as she peered up at me.


I nodded slowly as she took another look. This time her
eyes widened and she pulled the photo closer to her face for a more detailed
inspection.


“Holy shit, is this…?”


“Yeah,” I answered as I held her up when her legs
buckled. “Now you understand, Ava?”


“But… Just shit, Mason. I… Fuck!”


 


I led her over to the chair and lowered her slowly onto
it, before pouring her a brandy from the bottle in the cupboard and passing it
her.


She downed it in one, her eyes still held on the photo of
the Police Commissioner, our very own Robert Delaney, fucking the Prime
Minister’s right hand man whilst I whipped both of the bastards.


“Leverage Ava, you always get the shit on them anyway
fucking way you can. You should know this by now.”


“But…but I thought it was a woman. Christ, he looks like
a woman.”


“He likes to… dress as a woman. If you look closer this
is taken in the Panther, about four months ago. I was there because it was the
only way I could get the photos when Delaney paid William heftily to turn off
the cameras because of what happened last time.”


She looked up at me, her face still full of bewilderment
and scepticism, “But surely Robert wouldn’t let you in after everything that’s
gone off?”


I smiled slyly, a small laugh lifting my chest, as I
kneeled before her and took her little finger from her mouth before she gnawed
the already tender skin off. “Baby, the man has access to my social house,
he knows each of my girls intimately, and he also thinks that he has me under
his balls, even though I have his in a vice.”


I gave her a wicked smile and her breath caught, the
glint in my eyes turning her on. My woman liked my naughty side, my raw need
for vengeance made her hot and my physical fury made her fucking wet. 


“William told him after what had happened with the guy he
fucked and strangled, that the only way he was allowed access into the Panther
again was with an escort, and the only escort available that night – was me.”


I smirked as her eyebrows lifted, “But did he not realise
you were taking pictures?”


 


Her natural inquisitive side always heated me inside; she
was like a sponge for information, soaking up any details she could get her
hands on. This also made her a quick learner and I had found this out to my
surprise when she had started working for me all those years ago. Her enthusiasm
to learn made my dick throb and her quick uptake on things made my dick throb
harder.


I could remember the first time I took her to the warehouse
to teach her to shoot a gun properly. Her eagerness to learn how to accurately
aim and her demand for me to teach her how to properly clean and reload
correctly, had seen us fucking hard against the wall, her desire to know
everything always finished with my cock buried deep somewhere in her delicious
body, ramming into her hard and intensely as she fucked me back just as violently.


 


I shook my head at her question, “Nope, it was a micro
camera that was fitted to my shirt.”


She nodded and studied the picture again yet she sighed
as though something else was troubling her.


“What?”


She pursed her lips and cocked her head in thought, “If
you were the only one in that room with them…” I nodded as she looked at me
with narrow eyes, “Then who took these? Because if they were the same ones you
took with the camera on your shirt then you wouldn’t be in the picture, just
Robert and – whatever the hell his name is.”


Holy fuck! She was right. Where the fuck had my brain
gone lately? Greg was right, alongside everything going on, what with Ava and
the bastard after my club, I had gone soft.


I couldn’t hold back the growl as I snatched the photo
from Ava and scrutinised it. “You said William didn’t have the cameras running,
so these aren’t stills from them. Somebody else was in that room, Mason, or at
least in the doorway. They took these to get shit on all three of you.”


“Fuck.”


I stood and paced the floor, my brain hammering to a
burning fury. “How the fuck could I have missed this?” I roared as I slammed a
fist into the wall.


“Hey, hey, you know how you missed it Mason, our lives
for the past few weeks have been bloody gruelling. Beside it still doesn’t make
sense. These photos were sent to Nate, not me.”


My brows hit my hairline, “What the fuck? That fucking
twat!”


“Enough!” she barked vehemently, “Nate is my best friend
and he only showed me because I found out he had kept your secret about Allure.
He told me you were innocent as he gave them me, so don’t start on Nate, he did
you a favour.”


I groaned and rubbed my tired face with my hands.
Suddenly a few months of sleep seemed bloody heavenly. Ava wrapped her tiny
arms around my waist, her fingers barely meeting at my back as she enveloped my
wide frame. “I need in Allure tonight Mason, we need to get this thing rolling
and finished.”


I eyed her hesitantly, still unsure of her working in
that place, especially with all the beatings and – other things. I knew she
could take care of herself but…


“You sure you wanna do this?” I asked her as I cradled
the side of her head with a hand, her soft skin probing my heart with
contentment. Her closeness and the love displayed in her eyes calmed me and
ignited my veins with conflicting amounts of electricity and oxytocin.


She nodded firmly, “I need to do this but I also want to
do this for your girls. Enough is enough Mason, this isn’t fair on them.
They’re paying the price for something they haven’t done to upset some crazy
fucked up nutter and I don’t want anyone else to innocently get caught up in
this.”


“Jesus Christ, you always find ways to amaze me baby,
even after eight years. After everything you’ve gone through, everything your
past destroyed your soul and spirit with, you still manage to push past it and
give everyone else a piece of that damn big heart of yours. I fucking love you,
Ava, fucking never enough.”


She smiled softly as she reached up on her toes and slid
her tongue over my bottom lip tenderly, “That’s because you made my heart big
enough to share.”


I rolled my eyes at her, “One day you’re gonna realise
that the love and tenderness you have, is all you baby, all yours that you made
and grew all by yourself, not by anybody else – you.”


She scrunched her nose deliciously and my cock screamed
in excitement. “Kiss me” I demanded as I slid my hand around her neck and pulled
her into me.


“With pleasure” she breathed against my lips.


 


The desk took a good beating and I was silently impressed
with the workmanship. Whoever built it, built it solidly. Ava and I can vouch
for that.
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Ava


“Okay girls” Mason started, “This is Ava, my wife.” He
addressed the ladies of Allure.


A round of shocked gasps floated around the room and a
few scowls were directed at me. This helped; I now knew who wanted to fuck my
husband and therefore who was going to be an arse to work with.


“She is taking over from Rebecca, but not only that, you
will now answer to her instead of me. You do what she says and things work
better for all of us. Anybody that has a problem can leave now.”


Nobody moved which was a good sign.


 


 I scanned the girls, my eyes moving from one female to
another, taking in their dress, their style of make-up and hair, and their
expressions. Most held easy faces and body stances, especially two who caught
my attention.


I smiled at the first woman, she looked to be late twenties,
her blonde hair was pulled back into a bun so severe it strained the skin
beside her eyes and her make-up was just as stern; dark, moody and intense. Her
body was clad in full tight black leather, the tight material straining over
her tiny bottom as her breasts heaved behind a body-hugging Basque. In her hand
she held a large custom made gold and black quirt whip, her long fingers
rubbing the ribbed handle as though she was nervous with my inspection.


“Hi hun, what’s your name?”


She smiled back warmly, “My real is Rachel, but I’m known
as Madam Raquel.”


I nodded before turning to her friend beside her, “And
you?”


The small woman about the same age as Rachel had long
black hair that was pulled into little pigtails, but it was a harsh contrast
against the rest of her. She was covered head to toe in white; white hair bands,
white lace top with no bra, her boobs large and visible through the material.
Her pert backside was only just covered by the tiny white skirt and her legs
were encased in white fish nets stockings as her feet donned a pair of six inch
white heels, which I fell in love with. “My name’s Angela, but I’m known as
Angel.”


I nodded in confirmation, “Can you both wait in the
office for me, please?”


They cast a quick glance at each other but shrugged and
nodded before they left me with the other girls in the ‘staff room’.


 


I perused the décor of the room and grimaced, “Mason,
this room is bloody awful.”


He shrugged at me, entirely oblivious with the cheap and
tacky feel to the room. “You want high class? Get onto the decorators, I need
an overhaul, the girls shouldn’t have to sit in here whilst they relax.” I
scolded with a stern gaze. 


He nodded to Gabe, passing the order to him and I rolled
my eyes before I turned back to the girls. “Right, I hope we’re gonna get
along. I’m an easy going person and I’ll support any ideas, problems or
grievances you have, and I want you to feel that you can come to me with any
problems you have. I know things have been shitty around here for a while, but
that’s why I’m here; I won’t put up with smelly men, never mind aggressive
ones, so I’ll be doing an overhaul of the client list. If you have any problems
with any of your clients, then I want you to let me know. I’m fair but I’ll say
this once, cross me and it’ll be the last thing you ever do.”


My eyes swept to Olga, who seemed pissed at my presence,
her body language tight as her jaw clenched and her teeth ground together with
my words.


She didn’t give me any acknowledgement that she had
understood my words. I knew she thought she was top dog around here, her fierce
and muscly frame made her feel powerful, but then again she didn’t know me, I
would knock her down if need be but I wouldn’t put up with the way she looked
at my husband. Her eyes practically relayed a porn movie as she stared at him,
her hopes of fucking him displayed openly in her eyes.


 


Mason looked a little uncomfortable, he knew women looked
at him like that and I secretly wondered if he’d ever had a thing with this
woman, the way she possessively looked at him and her open shock that Mason had
a wife had her instantly disliking me.


I unconsciously leant towards my glorious bastard, my
possessiveness inclining my body towards what was mine in an open display of
ownership.


“I’ll need to see each one of you alone but just keep
doing what you normally do, and I need you to put down on here what you want in
this room.” I told them as I placed a piece of paper and a pen on the table,
“Anything goes, if you need stuff to relax, put it down. If you need stuff to
boost your adrenaline, put it down.”


They each smiled and nodded before I turned to Gabe and
tilted my head towards the corridor outside, “Can I have a word, Gabe?”


He gave me a warm smiled and nodded as he followed me
out. I could hear the girl’s whispers before I even left the room and smiled to
myself as most of them approved of me but Olga was already trying to dish the
dirt. I shook my head but chuckled as I palmed Mason’s arse when we walked
across the room towards the door. He reciprocated and slipped a hand around my hip
and pulled me into him, planting a soft kiss in my hair “That seemed to go
okay.”


I nodded and eyed Gabe as he hovered beside us in the
corridor, “I just wanted to apologise, Gabe, for the last time we met. I was
angry and shouldn’t have hurt you; you were just doing your job.”


He shook his head firmly, “That’s no problem, Mrs Fox.”


“Call me Ava, please. What’s the low down on the two
girls I sent to my office?”


He pursed his lips and gave me a single nod, “They’re
good girls, never seem to complain unless it’s a legitimate problem, always
turn up for work. Two of our most loyal girls to be honest.”


I nodded, “Yeah, I got that vibe from them, thank you.”


“What would like me to do first, Ava?” he asked with a
gentle smile and eager eyes. His large soft frame was relaxed and at ease with
both himself and me. He was naturally comforting, his personality and demeanour
seemed to wrap around you and soothe you, knowing that any trust you put in him
would be reciprocated tenfold.


“If you could get onto a decorator and make an
appointment. Then I need you to rally the security staff for me, I need a
word.”


He nodded with a happy wide smile, turned and I watched
his huge form slip through another door at the bottom of the hallway. “He’s a
good guy” Mason said beside me and I smiled up at him.


“Yeah, I got that. Seems a bit slow but he seems loyal
and easy going.”


“Spot on.” Mason praised as he pulled me against him and
rested his lips on the crown of my head, “What do you need me to do?”


“Nothing, go sort out what you need to do, I got this.”


He lifted an eyebrow, “You sure you can handle them this
early?”


I smirked at him, my lips twisting at the corner as I
raised a brow of my own. He laughed, kissed my forehead and cupped both my
cheeks, “Love you, baby.”


“And me, you.”


 


I gave the two women a huge smile as I walked into the
office and gestured to the large sofa for them to sit as I sat beside them. The
image of the two girls fucking on here jumped into my head and I made a mental
note to replace the thing as soon as possible whilst I kept my hands in my lap
and away from the leather material of the probably diseased sofa.


“I want to ask a favour,” I said as I cast them both a
glance. Rachel nodded as Angela told me to go ahead, “Would it disturb you if I
came in whilst you are with a customer and take notes on the room security and
set-up whilst you’re entertaining?” 


Both shook their heads immediately and replied with a no.


“Thank you. Have either of you noticed anything funny
going on around here?”


They both thought it over but shook their heads yet
Angela held something in her eyes, a question eager to be voiced and I nodded
in encouragement to her.


“Uhh, how long have you been married to Mr Fox?”


“Four years” I told her openly, I needed these women to
be open with me so I returned the favour.


“Wow” Rachel breathed, “We had no idea he was even
married. I don’t think Rebecca did either” she said with a grimaced warning in
her tone.


“Oh, she knew.”


They both exchanged a glance and I smiled at them, “I’m
well aware of Rebecca’s relentless push on my husband. Don’t worry, she’s gone…
for good.”


They both sighed and nodded, “Thank God, hated her, nasty
bitch.”


I laughed and nodded, “I’ve called her worse. Is there
anything else I need to know, Olga for instance.”


They both flinched and I narrowed my eyes on them,
“What?”


“Well she… she kinda has a thing for your husband” Rachel
divulged and I smiled slyly.


“Yeah, I picked that up. Don’t worry, I can handle Olga.”


Angela cringed, “She’s kind of a… big woman, Ava. Offensive
cow when she starts.”


“Does she bully you?” I asked bluntly, needing all the
information I could get.


“Well, not really but, well she likes to boss everyone
around, just took the position of top girl without being allocated it.”


I nodded, knowing this kind of woman. “Don’t worry, she
won’t for long. Anything else?”


They both shook their heads as they glanced at each
other. “Okay, I’ll be in your rooms in a while. I will check with your clients
first, just to make sure they’re okay with a voyeur but I need you to make a
list of any of your clients you don’t like, for whatever reason, we’ll get
rid.”


They both sighed heavily as if relieved they would no
longer have to entertain the smelly gits. “I can’t believe Mason lets anything
other than class into his establishment.”


“To be blunt, Ava, it’s not Mr Fox fucking them, he isn’t
aware of any undesirables.”


“Well he should.” I answered, thoroughly pissed with
Mason for letting these girls deal with anything less than clean; totally
unacceptable.


 


They each laughed and left me to log onto the system, the
images from the cameras firing up and I realised only the corridors and
reception room were covered, none from the private rooms, or other areas where
sex occurred.


This place needed a complete overhaul, safety wise, the
security of the girls was the main priority. Anything could happen in those
rooms, which had been doing, and nobody would be any the wiser.


A knock sounded on the door and Gabe entered, followed by
two sturdy looking men. “Security” he told me and I frowned at him.


“Where are the others?”


“This is the others.”


“What the hell? How many girls work here?” I asked,
totally astounded that this was the extent of the protection the girls
received.


“Approximately forty - fifty” the short bald guy
answered, his expression knowing exactly what was going through my head.


“Mason brought in extra guys when Yvonne… died, but they
have gone now it has calmed down.”


I nodded and scoffed as I sucked on my lips in thought,
“Any of you have friends in this business?”


“A couple, Mrs Fox, but can I be blunt?”


I nodded as I encouraged him. He twisted his lips “Since
Ginny died as well…”


“What the hell?” I barked as Gabe elbowed him in the ribs
in warning. I pointed a finger at Gabe, my annoyance shining through my
features as he shrank back a little from me. “I am now your boss Gabe, I
need to know every little thing, no matter how big or small, then you make sure
I know it. You get me?”


He cringed slightly but nodded as I turned back to the
tall guy, “You have anything to say?”


He twisted his lips, his eyes dark and condemning as he
glared at me, “Or even a problem with me?” I added as I regarded his hatred.


“Nope.” The simple word was laced with vehemence and I
tilted my head in question at him.


“You have a problem, then let’s deal with it…” I paused,
requesting his name but his eyes narrowed further.


“Carl, but what I don’t seem to comprehend is where you
have been for the last god knows how many years then you turn up, barking
orders at people, causing turmoil with the girls and condemning how Mr Fox
works, he aint gonna be pleased you’re belittling him in front of his staff.”


I couldn’t hold back the bark of laughter at his
disapproval of me, completely without warrant as he didn’t know me, but then
again, I didn’t know him so I held back and gave him the benefit of the doubt.


“Carl, let’s get one thing straight,” I stood up and
walked round the desk to him as he stood firm, his glare piercing straight
through me. I could tell he was an alpha male the way he held himself and his
little regard for other people’s opinions and feelings. To him, his wants came
first, foremost and above all.


He squared up to me and hell, if that didn’t fucking irritate
the fuck out of me, obnoxious prick. He was a six foot something giant, whereas
I was a five foot two little woman. His utter abhorrence with women shone
through in his expression and I knew I needed to bring him down a peg or two.
Working with women and hating them was a recipe for disaster.


“I’ll be telling Mason exactly how shit this
establishment is run. I’ll be telling him how disrespectful he has been to his
girls. I will be telling him how utter bullshit his security is and I’ll be
sure to tell him how fucking stupid he has been. You understand me, Carl?
Because unlike you, I’m not afraid of Mason. He hurts me; I hurt him right
fucking back, harder. I will not having him disrespecting these girls
the way he has been doing and I will not have any - any of my
staff look at me like I just stepped off the shit train with twat written on my
forehead. I run this place from now on Carl, and if you don’t like that,
then you can take your hateful opinions and your deep-seated anger out of my
fucking door. Understood?”


 


To say the man was security, he was a complete knob when
it came to defence. Within seconds of my lecture he had grabbed my neck and
slammed me up against the wall, my face squashed into the peeling yellowing
wallpaper. What he didn’t realise was, it was me…


Within another second, he found my elbow wedged between
his top two ribs, my five inch heel embedded in his shin bone and the back of
my skull bouncing off his nose.


He was down before I took my next breath, before either
Gabe or shorty were on us and before the stupid prick could blink.


 


“Holy Shit!” Shorty spat as Gabe rumbled out a little
chuckle.


“Could have told you not to rile her Carl, but it was
more fun watching you learn the hard way.”


“You fucking bitch” Carl grumbled as he pulled himself
from the floor.


“I could have told you that if you’d even bothered to
ask, now get out arsehole.” I gave him a warning glare as he yanked open the
door and banged it so hard one of the hinges screamed in pain, before it
rattled in the frame and shook the room with vibrations. 


I turned to Gabe and Shorty and smiled softly as I
refixed my hair in the manky mirror fixed to the wall, the scum and a crack
that ran through the middle of it had me peering into the tiny intact corner at
myself. “That doesn’t happen often but I need you to be aware I can look after
myself. Your priority is the girls.”


 


I picked up the phone and dialled Layla as the men left,
gently pulling the door closed behind them to stop the thing falling off the
wall after its mistreatment.


“Hey, love.” I could read her smile through the phone and
it brought my own forward. Layla, Mason’s best friend, was as tough as they
came. She wasn’t the strongest physically, but her determination, her inner
force and her potency to enjoy life always came through in her voice and the
tone calmed me immediately. I loved this girl as much as Mason did.


“Hey hun, Is that gorgeous hunk of yours around for a word?”


She laughed loudly, “No he’s not but Lucas is here.”


I returned her laugh as Lucas greeted me, “How rude is my
wife, Ava?


“She’s really rude, Lucas. I need you even if she
doesn’t.”


“What’s up, sweetheart?” he asked as I heard Layla’s
giggle echo through the phone.


“Okay, keep your hands off her for two minutes, I need
you. I need an overhaul of security surveillance at Allure, discreet micro
cameras to hide in the privates, a system where I issue members with access
passes and software that allows me to do regular identity and criminal checks.
You do anything like that?”


“I do and it’s about time, I was gobsmacked with just the
open area protection when I was last there.”


I didn’t argue with him about his attendance here. It
seemed like everybody knew about Allure except me but that wasn’t Lucas’s
fault. I know Mason would have threatened him into silence.


“Good, when can you come and scope the place out? Quick
as possible Lucas, and don’t forget I’m one of your wife’s best friends and
should jump the queue.”


He chuckled, “Tomorrow?”


“Perfect, I love you.”


“Yeah, yeah.”


 


I ended the call then looked at the other name I had
selected on screen for a long while, my nerve and gut tensing as I needed this
person’s specialty and knew no one else would do the job better.


I blew out a breath as he answered and my throat
constricted tightly causing a squeak to break out before I found my voice.


“It’s Ava Fox, I need your help.”


Silence greeted me for a couple of seconds, then, “Where
do you wanna meet?”
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mason


He answered the door then shut it quickly but my foot
wedged in the door and pushed it back before he could close it in time.


“I need a word.”


He stared at me through the gap, his whole face contorted
in both rage and fear but give him his due, he stood his ground, holding the
door tightly and preventing me from pushing it any further. 


“We can either do this on the doorstep, with all your
neighbours listening,” I gestured with my eyes to notify him of doorways on his
landing sliding open stealthily, but not quietly enough for me to be unaware as
hushed breaths echoed around the corridor. “Or we can do it in privacy, Kade.
Your choice.”


He huffed loudly, his shoulders heaving with his anger
but his resignation saw them eventually slumping with a nod of his head as he
opened the door wide for me to enter.


“Thank you” I said gratefully as I took in his apartment.


It was pure bachelor pad, its light colours and deep
toned décor notifying me of his single status. No feminine touches had been
applied at all; no pictures adorned the walls, no knickknacks cluttered the
place and no soft edges were to be seen anywhere in the open plan area.


A large queen sized bed feasted on the space in one
corner, the sheer size of it seemed to dominate the room as the other furniture
slid into the background. Even the dark wood kitchen area seemed insignificant
against the mammoth bed.


 


“Nice place” I told him honestly.


“I doubt you’ve come here to compliment my digs. What do
you want, Mason?”


I inhaled long and slow before I turned to him. His body
was in defence mode, his fists tight by his sides ready to be used if needed,
his feet were slightly apart as he braced his body in preparation to fight and
his expression, wary and alert.


“Calm down, I haven’t come here for a fight.” 


His shock showed clearly on his face and my lips twitched
as I felt his palpable relief. “I need to know what the hell is going on with you
and Courtney.”


His brow pinched in both confusion and defiance, “I
really don’t see how it concerns you. What my relationship status is has
nothing to do with you.”


“It does when it involves my friends and upsets my wife”
I retorted as I helped myself to a whisky from a crystal decanter on his
sideboard, the tell-tale aroma of the expensive brand making my mouth water as
the deep timbered scent curled around my senses and lured me in. I downed the
shot in one and refilled my glass as Kade deliberated over my last statement.


He sighed heavily and sank down onto a chair in front of
an open, but fake, log fire. “Look Mason, what exactly do you want to know?
Just ask then we can get this over with and you can get the hell out of here
and leave me alone.”


 


I smiled to myself before turning back to him and seating
myself opposite him on the small leather couch. “I want to know if it’s serious
between you both.”


His jaw clenched faintly as his chest heaved vividly. He
stood and poured himself a drink before returning and reclaiming his position
afore me. “Why, Mason. I don’t understand what it is to you?”


I leaned forward, placing my glass on the small table
between us as I rested my elbows on my knees and stared straight at him,
“Because my wife is still in love with you.”


He reared back, as I knew he would, my honesty and
openness stunning him and surprising him through to his core.


“I need to know how you feel. Do I have need for concern
or is it real between you and Courtney?”


He remained still and flabbergasted into silence, his
eyes narrow in suspicion but his heart hammering in his chest, I could see the
telling frantic beat of his heart in the pulsing throb at the base of his neck,
its thump hypnotising and enticing.


“Did you love her? When you took her in your pool house,
did you love her, Kade?”


His adam’s apple bobbed rapidly but he nodded once honestly,
“Yes.”


I nodded as my own heart beat sped up, my gut clenching
as I approached the next question that needed to be answered just as truthfully.
“Do you still love her?”


His brow puckered into a frown as he cocked his head, his
eyes penetrative and inquisitive. “And if I did?”


“Just answer the damn question, Kade. Don’t fuck with
me.” 


 


I leaned back into the sofa and rested my ankle on the
opposite knee as I threaded my fingers and rested them in my lap, preventing me
from giving in to my need for dominance and control and doing something stupid.


I either needed to beat him to a fucking pulp or fuck the
shit out of him, my dick hardening torturously at the thought.


What the hell was wrong with me? I hated this bastard for
what he had done to my relationship with Ava. The photos of them in that damn
pool house refused to leave me, denied my want for peace but all at once fired
a need in me as the pictures floated around my head, especially the one of
Kade’s face between my wife’s firm slender thighs. His tongue in her sweet
pussy, fucking her into oblivion with it, driving her wild with desire as her
face contorted with both rapture and lust.


I closed my eyes and dragged in a breath as erotic images
of my cock slipping into Kade’s tight ass as he pounded Ava’s delicious wet
pussy with his tongue filled the space behind my retinas.


Fuck, I didn’t need this. Not now, not while I needed to
take management of the situation between Kade and my wife.


 


“Answer me, Kade, do you still love her?”


He stared at me for a few moments then squared his
shoulders and pulled in a deep breath. “Yes.”


I twisted my lips and closed my eyes again, this time
frantically attempting to rein in my anger and jealousy.


“Yes Mason, I loved her then and I still love her now.
Happy now? You got what you came for, now leave. I suppose you wanna beat the
shit out of me, finish me under either your fists or the muzzle of a gun. Well
do it quick, Mason cos’ I am so sick of all this bullshit.” He stood before me,
his face red with both passion and rage, and his body solid and mean as he
finally told me his secrets.


“Your wife…” he continued, “Your wife was the best sex I
ever had, Mason, in fact no, I made love to your wife, Mason. We had a
connection, I felt it. I knew she cared for me then and I honestly didn’t do it
to hurt you. I didn’t go after her thinking, oh I’ll fuck Ava to get at Mason.
Fuck, I knew you would kill me if you ever found out, but you know what? She
was worth that and more, Mason. God damn it, she is worth pain and so
much more. She is worth facing the devil in hell for. I know you understand
that because you feel exactly the same and if someone told you that you weren’t
allowed to love her would you stop? No, and I can’t either, I’m sorry, I
can’t.”


 


I regarded him with sinister appreciation, his openness
and frankness calmly esteeming. I did understand what he was saying because
like him I would do anything for Ava. I would scour hell for anything she
demanded, dig to the core of the earth for her dreams and my awareness of her
feelings for Kade saw me here this evening. But could I do what I came here
for, ask what had been on my mind as I had knocked on his door, even tell him
of my intentions when I found myself here?


 


“Do you love Courtney?”


He frowned again but sighed and shook his head, “No, but
she’s developed feelings for me. I didn’t mean for that to happen, Mason, and
now it’s too late but I didn’t intentionally go out to hurt anyone.”


I flew off the sofa and had him pinned between me and the
wall in seconds as I pressed my hard body into his. His breath stunted and I
flinched when his eyes darkened, in lust or fear, I wasn’t sure. Maybe I was
reading too much into it as my horniness controlled my senses. Maybe I was
looking for something I hoped was there but wasn’t. 


“You knew she was married to Greg, Kade. How could you
have not meant to hurt anyone when the woman is married?” I snarled at him, my
rage camouflaging my desire.


Fuck, not now.


I pushed away from the wall and moved away before I did
something really fucking rash and foolish. Why the hell was I looking at Kade
differently now?


Because I had finally faced up to my sexual preferences, being
honest with myself made me see things, as well as people, differently. My
sexual appetite hugely diverse to what it had been in the past. 


I knew I wasn’t gay, Ava’s sweet sexual pull on me
granted that, but Kade, God he was suddenly tempting the sins from me, enticing
an arousal that was only present for him and luring something dark from deep
inside me.


 


Kade remained pressed against the wall as he regarded me
warily, he had seen it in me, I knew he had. I had felt his body harden under
mine, felt the aroused frantic beat of his heart in his chest, felt his fucking
erection pressing into my belly.


Okay, I needed to take control of this, push past it and deny
we hadn’t both felt what we had.


“What exactly do you want, Mason?” Kade asked quietly but
hoarsely and I grit my teeth at the rough tone in his voice, his lust now
unmistakeable and undeniable.


I turned and watched him. I viewed the desire that could
never be acted upon, saw the confusion that mirrored mine and saw the need
pulsing in his eyes.


“I need you to decide what you want, Kade.”


He swallowed heavily and stared back, his gaze heated but
wary as his body hummed violently in the quiet room. “I think you know what I
want, Mason, just as I know what you want.”


“You know nothing, Kade” I growled at him as I kept
myself distanced and closed off to his curiosity.


He nodded slowly, “So you don’t want to fuck me?”


 


I was on him faster than lightening, my desire to pummel
him, pound my fists into him raged through my system as I once again pinned him
under me. 


Our joint breaths were laboured and severe as we stared
at each other violently, our bodies strumming with need and carnal desires.


His hot skin burnt straight through me, the raw primal
lust expressed openly on his face seared directly to my dick, hardening it
beyond its limits as a bead of sweat trickled down my chest, bouncing across my
blistering skin as I fought to pull back.


So damn hard, becoming impossible.


 


“Admit it Mason, you wanna slide your cock deep within
me, claim me, fuck me so hard that I scream your name in ecstasy but do you
want your pretty wife to watch or do you wanna hurt her and do it behind her
back?”


“Fuck you” I roared as I pulled away and left him still
leaning on the wall, his legs trembling and his hard on ram-rod stiff as I
slammed his apartment door behind me.











[bookmark: _Toc364781988]Chapter 28


Ava


I cringed and shivered inside as the crack of the whip
slashed against Madam Raquel’s toy for the night, her own face contorting in
pleasure as openly as the man’s currently bent over the large tacky bed.


Jesus Christ, this place needed a complete overhaul, from
security all the way through to new décor and furnishings. The corridors and
reception rooms were freshly painted and decorated, all the greeting rooms
decked to appeal but the private rooms were awful. It was a dive, plain and
simple.


 


I scanned the room, strategically placing imaginary micro
cameras in different parts of the room to obtain the best overall view of the
room.


I had been surprised that none of the clients had regular
criminal checks. They underwent one when they joined, along with health tests
but then that was it, no more were done. Any of these men, or even women, could
suddenly develop a fetish for rough and fatal sex and that was a hazard Mason
couldn’t afford right now.


 


I heard the door behind me open and close and I turned to
find Mason watching me. His eyes flicked to the scene in the room before his
brow puckered and he rested his dark eyes on me.


My breath caught in my throat and my pussy walls clenched
almost painfully when I caught the look of pure animistic need in both his body
language and his expression.


“I need you” he whispered when he approached. His voice was
low and raspy as his fingers curled around both of my hips tightly and
painfully. His chest heaved with his heavy inhalations and the hunger rolled
off him in thick tangible waves of lust.


“I need to fuck you right now, Ava, right now.”


I nodded as every inch of my skin pinched tightly with
sensitivity, “Not here. My office.”


“No, here” He added as his gaze landed back on the couple
now fucking hard and fast on the bed, their loud grunts filling the air with
sex as Mason’s aura filled it with raw, primal lust.


I shook my head again, “I can’t Mason, the… the whip, I
can’t.”


His expression softened as he nodded in agreement and
grabbed my hand, pulling me swiftly from the room with an urgency I had never
seen in him before. 


 


“Are you okay?” I choked out as he hauled me through the
office door and slammed me up against the wall, instantly burying his mouth on
my neck, the hot muscle of his tongue sliding along my scorching skin as his
teeth caught my flesh and bit it harshly.


“Oh…” I swallowed heavily as arousal loomed low in my
belly and lust stimulated my blood, stirring a thrill so carnal and demanding
that if I didn’t take my man soon I thought I might die. “Mason…” I begged,
unsure of what I was pleading for but needing something, anything.


His fingers fumbled with the belt on my jeans, his
eagerness causing his failure to unhook the pin and I chuckled when his temper
got the better of him and he swore. “Need help, baby?”


His eyes lifted to mine and his dominance blazed
brightly, his annoyance with my humour killed my wit as he stared me down.


“You find it funny, baby?”


I shook my head as a whimper rumbled through me, “No,
sorry.”


He now yanked my belt, snapping the buckle and leather in
one angry move, and hell if it didn’t heat my core more. His aggression and
sheer need for me filled me with both awe and satisfaction. My sex moistened immensely,
the pulsing ache inside it now a throbbing crave, a yearning for a good hard
fuck rousing my body and I pulled at Mason’s hair and brought him up to my
mouth.


He growled and slid his tongue inside my mouth, wrapping
it around my own so tight I thought he wanted to strangle the thick muscle.


“Ava…” he whispered against my lips as he dragged my
jeans and knickers down my legs.


“Up” he commanded as he palmed my butt cheeks and lifted
me so I could wrap myself around him; shroud his frame with my own body as I
draped my arms around his neck. 


He held me tight as he carried me to the desk and settled
me on the edge, my bottom sinking into the sharp edge as I shuffled back a
little to ease the dig.


“Ava…” he breathed again as he thrust into me hard and
deep, his cock was so wide I wondered if he’d had an enlargement. The initial
stretch burned my pussy making me cry out with both the pleasure and the pain
as he groaned loudly at our joining.


“I need to take you hard, Ava.”


I nodded, unable to form words before he pulled right out
and plunged back in forcefully, his strength pushing me back on the desk and seeing
the entire pile of paperwork scatter across the floor.


His large hands gripped my thighs as he slid me back
towards him and deeper onto his solid cock.


 


His pounds became harder and firmer, his eyes squeezed
closed tightly as his mouth twisted with his pleasure and a hand curled into my
hair as the other enclosed the front of my neck. His loud grunts were nothing
but primal and raw, his hedonism forefront and leading him as his whole body
hummed with anger and fury, his hips driving fiercely as his whole face
tightened with explicit tension.


“Mason…” I whispered as I palmed his cheek tenderly.
Something had obviously happened to get him into a state like this, got him so
wound up that he could be fucking any random and he wouldn’t care, so long as
he was fucking.


“Mason, look at me.”


He gasped and opened his eyes as he stilled his thrusts,
his eyes finally focussing on me as guilt surged through his irises.


“Tell me what’s wrong, Mason, tell me baby.” I urged as
he remained deep-seated inside me, his cock now throbbing against my internal
walls, making my pussy twitch in demand and delight.


He exhaled slowly; his forehead came to rest against mine
as I followed the drip, drip of sweat trickling between his eyes and down the
bridge of his nose.


“Ava.” He sounded almost in pain, almost tortured and sad
and I swathed him with as much love as I could muster physically, his need and
potent ache absorbing it as quick as I gave it him. “Ava, I…”


“What? Tell me, please.”


He shook his head, his forehead sliding against mine as
his throat bobbed in his effort to calm himself. I could feel his body tremble
with wrath and something else I couldn’t put my finger on, “Mason, just tell
me, I’ll help you deal with it, baby.”


 


His eyes widened then closed tightly as his mouth opened
then snapped closed simultaneously. His struggle to voice his pain made my
heart hurt; his intense hatred and disgust for himself displayed openly on his
face as a strangled moan simmered in his throat.


“Please.” I begged once more.


He rolled his lips but moved his head back slightly, “I…
I wanted to…”


I nodded with encouragement, urging him to open up so I
could ease his pain and remove the haunted look that tarnished his beautiful
eyes, “What? You wanted to what?”


“I… I wanted to… I nearly… fucked… Kade.”


 


His eyes were cautious but honest as I stared at him,
“What?”


He pulled out of me, my body wincing at the loss as he
tucked his rigid length back in his trousers and zipped himself up. I almost
whimpered as my pussy screamed its disapproval but Mason’s words soon had my
arousal ditching rapidly.


“You… wanted to fuck Kade?” I asked slowly, struggling
with the knowledge of Mason’s revelation as my jaw hung open in shock and my
throat twitched in warning of its forthcoming closure.


I grabbed the edge of the desk to support my quivering legs
as I blew out the deep breath I had been holding. “Okay… I, uhh… I… don’t
quite….”


His face scrunched up, mirroring the movement in his
hands, his fists balled tightly as his guilt ate at him.


“Hey, listen to me.”


He turned slightly, his eyes solemn and full of
self-disgust as he regarded me intently. “Did… did Kade feel the same?”


He paused for a moment, a deep sigh filtering from his lungs
softly before he nodded. “I don’t want to lie to you, Ava. There was… there is
something between us and damn, it was so hard to back down from, pull myself
back from but I don’t… no, I won’t hurt you Ava. I won’t go behind your
back but…” he hesitated as his eyes fired with a deep lust, “…but I want him,
badly.”


 


I dropped my gaze to the floor, tracing the pattern of
the carpet with my eyes as his admission bounced around my brain. I frowned and
looked at him, “Am I… Do I – do this?”


He frowned as he cocked his head in confusion, “Do you do
what?”


“Do I make… men like this, is it me?”


He was upon me instantly, his anger evident in the way he
held my upper arms and glared straight into me, “No, Ava, no. You are the most
sexual woman there is; your body, your mind, they are full of so much
sensuality Ava, don’t ever think that. You make me harder and needier than
anything I have ever felt before. I can’t get enough of you. My cock is
constantly yearning for you; for your delicious pussy, for your amazing tits,
for your hot little mouth. The way you look at me when I take you, there is
nothing on this earth that can compete against that. The little sounds you make
drive me wild and the way your body responds to my touch is mesmerising, baby.
You – you make me crazy with lust and need.”


I nodded and gave him a slight smile, “Did you… do you
want us both together or are you asking my permission to fuck him?”


I needed to know as much as it might hurt me, I needed to
be aware of what his fantasies included, what made him tick now that he had
opened up to his desires and wants. Now I had opened the can of worms when I
had invited Connor into our bed.


 


His hands dropped to mine before he threaded his long
fingers through my small ones, “Only ever with you, Ava. I need you with me, I
need your touch first and foremost but I can’t allow this. He still loves you
Ava and I know how you feel about him…”


I opened my mouth to protest but he clamped our joined
hands over my lips and shook his head, “Don’t be afraid, baby. I’ve known for a
while, since this whole thing kicked off how you felt about him. I’m not angry
with you, Ava. I’m not hurt; you chose me and stuck by that decision and never
wavered, ever, in the last six years, and you will never know how much
joy that fills me with.”


 


We were silent as we read each other, delved deep into
each other to get a handle on this, to assess our own wants and needs. “What is
it you want, Mason? Are you asking for my permission to fuck Kade? Is that it?”


He shook his head; his palm cupped my cheek so tenderly
it forced a strangled whimper from me, his love for me so openly displayed in
his eyes and across the entirety of his handsome face. I knew he loved me, I
knew he loved me with his very soul and his entire essence. I knew it was me
that made him inhale his first breath every morning, me that made his heart thud
its first beat of the day and me that made the blood in his veins flow with
warmth but what I didn’t know was where we went from here; now Mason had opened
up to his sexual needs, could we survive them together?


“No, Ava, no. I don’t know what I’m saying, I just know
that I wanted to tell you how I felt today… with him, with Kade.”


I could see his eyes darken again as he relived whatever
had happened between them. “What did you feel, Mason? Tell me.” His throat
dipped as his brow puckered in a slight frown but I could sense the tension in
him with my question. 


He shook his head as he tried to pull away but I grabbed
his wrists firmly, my eyes narrow on him in command as I pursed my lips at him.
“You wanted honesty Mason, so give it me. I want to know how he made you feel.
Did he make your breath stunt? Did he make your belly hum? Did he make your
blood heat with desire, Mason?”


His chest heaved as he narrowed his eyes on me; his jaw
tightened with rage as his fingers slid into my hair and grasped a handful, his
distinctive dominant hold made my sex jerk. My pussy flooded with my juices and
my nipples hardened to rigid peaks as I watched the lust on his face deepen and
become something more licentious and feral.


My own arousal and need spurred me on, knowing where my
questions would take us, and damn if I didn’t need it.


“Did you want to bury your tongue in his mouth and play
with his, Mason? Did you want to wrap your lips around his thick hard cock and
torture him until he exploded his cum into your mouth?”


His chest rumbled as his hand reached to the zip on his
trousers and within seconds his solid cock was free and in his fist, his hand
sliding tightly up and down his length as his breathing became ragged and laboured.



“Ava…” he warned, his voice no more than tight rasp as
his eyes pierced me with a burn that struck my clit head on and damn near
brought my orgasm.


My own breathing was becoming forced and agonized as I
watched my glorious bastard pleasure himself so fiercely, his hand sliding
swiftly but furiously on his shaft, pumping himself to an even greater width
and length. 


“Did you want to grip arse cheeks and slide into him,
pound his tight backside and feel him push back against you, taking all of you
inside him?”


 


He yanked me off the desk with one hand as he pushed me
to my knees in front of him. Both of his hands seized my hair as he held my
head still before he thrust his heavy cock straight into my mouth and down my
throat. I opened for him, my own gasp allowing him entry past my burning tonsils;
my eagerness and want taking everything he gave me, permitting anything he
wanted and giving everything he wanted.


He thrust twice before his ejaculation released a torrent
of his hot cum straight into my throat and down into my belly. His loud shouts of
ecstasy echoed around the room as his fingers tightened in my hair and kept me
rooted to him as he continued to pump furiously into my mouth.


“Fuckkkkk” he roared as he continued to come, his whole
body jerking and twitching with each of the pleasure explosions spiralling into
his muscles and brain.


“Ava!” he yelled as he still came, his sperm
continuing to line my throat as his fingers tightened even harsher.


Eventually his hands loosened and his breathing levelled
as he looked down at me, still kneeling before him as I looked up at him
through my heavy eyelids. 


“Bend over the desk.” He ordered with a tone that
broached no denial, not that there was any.


 


I did as he asked, my juices sliding down my thighs with
my potent arousal as I closed my eyes in preparation for Mason’s deliverance.


I groaned obscenely when I felt his hot tongue swipe over
my groove, my flesh so hot that the extra heat of his tongue burnt my sensitive
skin. “Fuck Ava, you’re creaming, baby.”


I rolled my hips, pushing myself to him in demand as he
repeated his pleasurable worship of my cunt, stroking my pussy walls before
retreating and circling my clit with the tip of his tongue. As soon as he flat
tongued it, I exploded so powerfully I collapsed to my knees in front of the
desk.


Mason manoeuvred my jolting body so he could continue to
bring me higher, “That’s it Ava, go with it baby. Let it take you over the
edge” he breathed against my pussy as he slipped his fingers out of me and
slipped them inside my bottom, stroking the tight walls as he suckled on my
raging clit.


A bolt of pleasure electrified my nerve endings and shot
a current of ecstasy around my whole body, my entire essence shattered with
pleasure as I screamed through the white exquisite pain of rapture.


 


When I came around I was laid flat out on the office
floor, my body still trembling with the aftershocks of the most intense orgasm
I had ever had. “Christ…” I breathed as I opened my eyes to the amazing view of
Mason’s wide adoring smile.


“Welcome back, baby.”


I frowned at him as I blinked rapidly. 


“You passed out.” His face was alight with humour as his
fingers stroked up and down my arm, his love flowing through his fingertips and
his gaze as he regarded me softly. “I fucking love you Ava but why did you do
that?”


“Do what?” I asked as I reciprocated his movements and
ran my fingers along his jaw and over his cheekbone.


“Say those things about Kade, you knew - you knew how
they would affect me, yet you still said them.”


I smiled and continued my finger trek along the bridge of
his nose and over his bottom lip, my eyes following my movement with a faint
daze. “Because I needed you to know it is okay to feel those things, Mason.
It’s okay to want a man. It’s okay to desire Kade, to yearn for another man. If
that’s the way you tick, I need you to know that I’m okay with it. I love you,
Mason. I love all of you and I love you all the more for coming here tonight
and telling me. You’re right though, it would have hurt me so much if you did
it behind my back but your honesty means more to me than anything, baby. I
can’t stop the way you feel, I can’t change your wants and desires, I can only
help you deal with them and if it’s fucking men then you fuck men with me cos’
you ever do it alone, then we are finished, you understand?”


He stared at me, his expression puzzled and slightly
watchful before he inhaled a deep pull of air and licked his lips. “You have my
word on that but I still don’t understand what it is you’re actually saying.”


I shuffled closer to him, needing to feel the warm puff
of his breath on me and feel the beat of his heart through his chest as I covered
his hard body with my soft one, “I’m saying that you are who you are and I’m
proud that you can accept what you are, Mason. You’re the most alpha
male I know, the most masculine man I’ve ever known and admitting your
sexuality to yourself can’t have been easy.”


He nodded but still surveyed me with slight trepidation.
“I am saying I accept this part of you as well, but your hunger for male sex
can only be sated with a man. I know this; I understand it as I acknowledge it.
You need a man, then I am right there with you, right beside you and fully
supportive of it.”


His eyes widened before he blinked slowly and his jaw
dropped slightly, “You… you’re saying that you want me to fuck men?”


I chuckled as I slid my leg around him and rolled him
until I was straddled over him, his firm solid pecs under my hands as I stroked
my fingers around the contours of his defined hard muscles. “I’m saying I want
to watch as you fuck a man, I want to join you fuck other men. I want to see
that picture of pure ecstasy on your face whilst you fuck a man. But you only
ever do it with me there. We can’t fight this, Mason, so we both need to accept
it and enjoy it.”


“Jesus Christ” he whispered as his hands fenced my hips
and slid me down his stomach until I felt his erection press into my lower
back. 


I smiled lewdly, “Why Mr Fox, you sure know how to change
the subject.”


He smiled back with that sexy smile of his, the one that
stroked my clit as it constricted my vagina, “Why Mrs Fox, you sure know how to
make me want to change the subject. I can smell your juicy pussy flooding, Ava.
I can feel the heat from your cunt and it’s driving me fucking insane.”


“Then I think we better change the subject” I moaned as I
lifted over him, positioning his rigid cock beneath me before I sank down and
drove hard onto him.


He managed to change the subject but I knew we’d be
broaching it again soon. 


If I was honest with myself, the thought of him fucking
Kade excited me. The visions in my head of my husband and my past lover joining
together in a frantic hard fuck had me riding Mason harder than ever. A frantic
need coursing through my blood and clenching my pussy saw my drives and plunges
powerful and wild until we both came hard and loudly, our love making severe
and intense before we held each other tight for long minutes, both of us sated
and exhausted and each of us finally accepting that our sex life was soon going
to hit new heights, new extremes and hopefully new delights and explorations.
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mason


I lifted my sleeping wife onto the sofa and pulled a thin
blanket up around her delicious naked body before I pulled my trousers back
around my hips and zipped up. Finding some paper I left her a message that I
had some business to attend to and I would meet her at home later.


I glanced at her as she curled up on the dingy couch, her
hands slipping under her cheek as her knees bent upwards. Her foetal sleeping
stance made me aware that she was solid, heavy in her slumber and I smiled as I
raked my fingers gently down her beautiful face.


 


I would never understand God’s mercy at bringing this amazing
woman to me. She was fucking miraculous, created by the heavens just for me. She
was the most incredible woman ever created; a bright light in this dark fucked
up world, calm in the storm of my life and a fantasy in the haunting nightmares.



Her easy acceptance of me, each time I threw something at
her that changed everything, had me in awe of her strength and tolerance.


I owned her and that possession humbled me every damn
day. The fact that I knew she was mine, body and soul, swelled my heart but it also
frightened me to death, knowing it could so easily be snatched away from me. 


This bastard, whoever he was, was beginning to play dirty,
upping his game to a new level, to a dangerous and fatal intent. 


Ava was unaware of the bomb Wes had found under her car
this morning. The shock had sent waves of a fury so potent through me that I
had visited the warehouse and smashed the place to pieces just for some
release. I had torn the place to shreds, ripping each corrugated metal sheet
from the walls, pounding into the concrete columns with an iron pipe I had
wrenched from the wall and taken the small washroom apart with my bare hands in
a rage so intoxicating that I had screamed through the entire two hours of
destruction.


She wasn’t aware that I had placed security on her, the
constant terror that froze my blood as to her safety was chilling and
petrifying.


My wife was my life, simple. She died, I followed. I
wouldn’t ever take another breath without her beside me; the pain in my heart
would swallow me whole as my mind would self-destruct from the inside.


 


Katie and George thought their new minder was a friend of
Kerrie’s. I had informed my sister of the events and she had instantly welcomed
Tony for protection. Her account to Ava was he was a friend staying with her
and he had a phobia about being left alone, so he was following her and the
twins everywhere. I had thought the story would be too implausible for Ava to
swallow but god damn it; she had smiled warmly at him and welcomed him into her
house, her trust in Kerrie quashing any doubts she would have.


How she would react when she found out about Wes would be
another matter. 


Ava craved privacy after Dane and his twisted fucking
administrations on her. The need for solitude sometimes drove her into the small
summer house we’d had built especially for her. Everyone knew that when Ava
descended to the peaceful little log cabin at the bottom of the garden she
needed lone time, time for her soul to regenerate and her spirit to heal.


She was still tortured with night tremors, terrorised by
closed doors and still wouldn’t allow the restraint of her wrists even six
years after his death. A death she instigated, a death she had actually
relished in, a death she had dealt with conviction but without me by her side and
that forever haunted me, knowing that I wasn’t there for her still ached my
soul and made my heart bleed.


 


I cast another glance at her before I pulled the door
shut and bumped into Gabe on my way out. “Shit Gabe, you scared the shit out of
me.”


He smiled and chuckled as his huge frame bounced with
laughter, “Sorry boss, I was just looking for Mrs Fox.”


I tipped my head at the door, “She’s sleeping at the
moment. Can I help?”


He shrugged, “Nah, it was just to inform her that the
decorators can see her tomorrow and the new security guys have arrived.”


“Already?” I asked with a stunned expression.


He grinned again, his yellowing teeth cause a rippled
shudder through me for some reason but I shook it off. “Yeah, Mrs Fox works
fast, boss. You want me to deploy them around the building?”


I nodded at him as I pulled my ringing phone from my
pocket and frowned as Nate’s name displayed on the screen, “Can you hold on a
sec, Nate?” I asked him as I answered.


I turned back to Gabe after Nate’s confirmation. “Yeah, Ava
will tell them where and what when she wakes. Keep your eye on her Gabe, some
strange shit happening at the moment and I need her watched intently, you get
my drift?”


Gabe’s whole face puckered in question but he still
nodded, his loyalty with me demanding anything of him. “Sure boss, anything I
can help with?”


I sighed as I glanced at the door as though I could see
through it and view Ava’s sleeping form on the sofa. “No, not yet, just stay
near.”


He nodded and took stance beside the closed door, “I’m not
moving until she wakes.”


I smiled at him and patted his shoulder, “Good, thank
you.”


He nodded again as I diverted my attention back to Nate,
“What can I do for ya’ mate?”


“Is Ava with you?” he asked and I tensed as I sensed the
worry in his voice, his tone tight and slightly choked.


“She’s here with me at Allure, why?”


He exhaled heavily, his heavy breaths causing static
through the phone and I frowned harder, “You need to get over here, Mason.
Don’t leave her on her own though.”


I frowned as I detected both anger and fear from him,
“Gabe is outside the office door and Wes is hiding somewhere around. I’ll be
twenty minutes.”


 


I ended the call abruptly and scanned the corridor again.
Gabe was still stood firm beside the office door, Wes nodded to me from his
position outside the store room but there was a slight unease surrounding me
and I flinched when I couldn’t nail the feeling down. 


I was missing something, I knew I was and my uncertainty
had my phone to my ear again as I exited the building. “Elijah, I need a tap
and a tracker fitting.”


 


***


 


“Holy fuck Liv, are you okay?” I gasped as I knelt before
a bruised Liv. 


Nate was trembling with anger from beside me, his rage
and fury smoking the room heavily, his wrath was potent and physical around us.


“I’m fine.” She cast a heated glare at Nate before she
turned back to me, her swollen eye and split lip becoming purpler with each
passing minute. “You need to watch her Mason, these… these bastards hate her,
they…”


My body tensed with her words, her fear and anguish for
Ava bringing forth my own apprehension, “They what, Liv?”


Her eyes shot to Nate who nodded to her firmly before she
swallowed and turned her frightened eyes back on me, “They said some real bad
stuff Mason, stuff they… they are gonna do to her…” her voice trailed off to a
quiet terrorised whisper with her last words and my gut clenched at the horror
displayed openly in her eyes.


Liv was petrified for Ava, their words and actions
filling her with the fear of God for her friend. “What Liv? You’ve got to tell
me, sweetheart. I need to know otherwise I can’t nail this bastard.” I fought
to keep my voice soft but I knew Liv had heard the promise, the threat, and the
pure physical hatred in my words.


She swallowed heavily before a choked rasp echoed in her
throat, “Liv, listen to me. I will not let anything happen to Ava, I
promise.”


Her teeth were nibbling furiously on her bottom lip as
her eyes pooled with tears, “They said… they called her some real awful stuff
but it was his promise that frightens me, Mason, he meant every fucking word
that came out of his mouth.”


Her eyes flicked to the floor before she said her next
words, her whole body vibrating with dread before she looked back at me. “He
said he had a message for you and I was to pass it on.”


I nodded in encouragement, my hand slipping into her
shaking one as I tried to feed her my confidence. “He said –You’re gonna pay
for the blades. I’m gonna make you pay so painfully for the blades. Listen to
your loved ones’ breaths tonight, relish them cos’ they won’t be audible for
long, they’re mine, each single fucking breath belongs to me.”


 


Her wide eyes watched my reaction as a sob choked its way
up her tight throat. My entire blood system shrieked in anger as my heart beat
rocketed with pure undiluted rage. My eyes glazed, a white mist blocking my
view as each muscle in my body screamed in pain at the force of my revulsion with
this fucking cunt. My nerve endings squealed as each hair on my body stood to
attention, my gut clenched so tightly it caused a spasm in my bowel and my
fists tightened in readiness for the fight ahead.


I pulled in a calming breath, the cool air flowing into
my hot lungs and relaxing me enough to dissect the information Liv had
divulged.


It didn’t make sense, what fucking blades? I didn’t
remember any fucking blades.


 


“Are you sure that’s what he said Liv?” I barked at her a
little too sternly. Nate growled at me as he seated himself beside her and I
closed my eyes to regain a thread of composure. “Sorry,” I rubbed my hands over
my face and battled to pull my brain into gear. I took control of my voice and
smiled as warmly as I could, “Are you sure those were his exact words?”


She nodded, “He made me repeat them and if I didn’t get
it right he…” she pointed to her lip and eye and I nodded in understanding.


I blew out a breath, my brain still sorting through my
memories like a computer software program as it raked through past and long
gone recollections.


I stood and cracked my jaw back into place, Liv’s message
had seen it clench so tightly my teeth had cracked under the pressure. “I’ll
get Sam round; you need to tell him as much as possible about this prick.”


She nodded firmly, she knew how it worked, “Then I’m
gonna get someone posted on you and the kids.”


She shook her head, “No Mason, its fine. He won’t bother
me again; you need to focus on Ava.”


“Oh don’t worry, she’s taken care of. You and Layla, god
help me when she finds out, will take the protection Liv, no arguments.
Understand?”


She nodded knowing it was a waste of breath arguing with
me. “Nate.” I gestured towards the front door to speak privately with him.


“Be right back, Angel” He whispered as he kissed the top
of her head then followed me onto the porch. 


“I’ll get someone onto it but keep your eye out until
he’s posted.”


He nodded and grabbed my wrist as I turned back to my
car, “Mason…”


I turned and my chest tightened at the fear on his face.
Nate loved my wife almost as much as I did, their friendship had stood a lot in
a long time and I knew he worried about her. “I’ll get him, Nate. Don’t worry,
the bastard is mine, he won’t get to her, he’ll have to go through me first.
Not a word to Ava, you get me?”


He nodded as he turned back to the door, his hand rested
on the handle as he glanced back at me, “You make him pay for this Mason. Liv…
I…”


“I understand. He’s sorted. Slow and painful” I gave him
a malevolent smile as my lips twisted with images of the slow torture I was
going to administer to this fucking arsehole.


He sighed then went back inside to console his wife.


 


What the fuck was happening? I had nothing – nothing
on this prick. Not one trace of an idea or hint as to who was doing this, or
even why. I knew from Liv’s message that it was personal, something I had done
to upset him. The blades reference still didn’t come up with any hint, still
didn’t snap a clue as to what this was all about.


I phoned Sam as I climbed in the car, telling him to get
round here and piece together as much as he could from this. Sam was good, he
knew what to ask, how to peel certain snippets of information that seemed
irrelevant or trivial from someone.


This was going too far now, Ava’s safety was uppermost
and she would have to now be made aware of things. She couldn’t protect herself
if she didn’t know she needed protecting. This prick wasn’t after my girls or
my club, or really even Ava. He was after me; he wanted to hurt me by hurting
the things close to me.


But I would find him, and dear God when I did he would
wish he had never started.


You reap what you sow, as the saying goes, and this
bastard would harvest my mercilessness, that I could promise.
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Ava


I opened my eyes and stared around the room with bleary
eyes for a while until I recognised where I was. The phone on the desk started ringing
but I ignored it until my mobile started and I frowned as I hunted for it. 


It was bouncing across the desk in a furious attempt for
me to answer it as I snatched it up and answered. “Hey, baby” Mason purred
through the phone.


“Hey,” I answered as I picked my clothes up from where
Mason had dropped them under the desk. “What’s up?”


“I was just ringing to say I love you” he said slowly and
seductively, his passion and desire curling around my senses and lighting a
fire inside me. 


I smiled as I searched for my knickers. “And me, you baby”
I replied as I bent under the desk to see if they had been nudged under but
came up with nothing. I frowned and scanned the room as Mason droned about
something going off at Pulse.


“Uh-huh” I murmured as I checked the small washroom at
the rear of the office. A smile lifted my lips when I paused to listen to the
raw sexiness of my husband, “Very funny, Mason.”


He hesitated in his monologue about a new beer the
brewery had put on special offer. “Sorry?” he asked and I smiled at the
innocent tone in his voice.


“Where are they?”


He was silent for a moment, “Okay Ava, give me a clue
baby cos’ right now I haven’t the foggiest.”


“My knickers, Mason, where did you put them?”


“They’re inside your jeans Ava; I didn’t have time to
separate the damn things in my desperation to get to you.”


“Try again” I laughed as I shook my jeans just to make
sure he was telling the truth.


His silence was alarming as I listened to the increased
speed of his breathing and my skin prickled when I realised he wasn’t pulling a
prank. “Never mind, they’ll be here somewhere” I choked out a little too
cheerily, desperate to hide my concern as my husband’s rage engulfed the static
through the phone.


“Look again, Ava… LOOK!”


I jumped at his tone as my eyes scrutinised the whole
area in the small office, “You know, maybe I wasn’t actually wearing any” I
tried but knew it was useless.


The phone died and I knew he would be ploughing through
the door within minutes.


 


I pulled on my jeans foregoing my knickers as I pulled my
t-shirt over my head, the realisation that my bra was missing also hung deep in
my gut. Whichever arsehole had pinched my favourite pink undies was going to
buy me a new set… bastard.


I picked the scattered papers off the floor and begun
sorting through them as I waited for the arrival of my glorious bastard but as
I shifted them together a file caught my attention.


It was employee records and I flicked open the manila
envelope and leant back in the plump leather chair and started shifting through
everyone.


I started with new and made my way to the oldies. Some of
the pro’s had been here since the beginning; Olga, Jayne, Heather and Marlene
being the oldest as a few newbies glued to the lobes of my brain as I opened it
wide and let the information soak in. I was surprised to find that Gabe and
Pete had also been here since Mason opened it twenty two years ago.


 


I slipped the file into my bag as I heard Mason’s noisy
approach. “Where the fuck was you?” he bellowed at someone as the office door
flew open and Mason scurried in with a contrite Gabe close behind.


My eyes slipped between them as I felt Mason’s fury at
this gentle giant surround the whole air in the room, his anger swallowing the
oxygen as he demanded it possessively. “You were told Gabe… I FUCKING TOLD
YOU!!” 


I pursed my lips as I stood to Gabe’s defence, “He was
told what?” I asked Mason as I demanded his attention.


His gaze flicked to Gabe in warning before he tried to
hide it, but I hadn’t already caught it, seen the cautionary look directed at
the poor man paying for someone else’s twisted idea of fun. “Mason…”


His dark expression flipped me an advisory retreat but I
ignored it, as I usually did. “What’s going on? What did you tell Gabe to do?”


Gabe screwed up his face as he sensed the approaching
conflict, his guilt mixing with his embarrassment as he looked between us.


Mason remained silent so I turned to Gabe, “What were
your orders, Gabe?”


He swallowed heavily and cringed as he glanced at Mason
then me, “I was told to stand guard, Mrs Fox.” His words were quiet as he bowed
his head and locked gaze with the pattern on the carpet “And I’m so sorry I,
uhh I needed the toilet.” 


His remorse was thick with his culpability but I shook my
head at him and smiled, “Everybody needs to pee Gabe, I’m okay, nothing
harmed.” I glared at Mason; his anger at something I would soon be finding out
about was heavy and laced the room with stifling smog. “Could you give us a
minute?” I asked the huge but currently meek man.


He nodded and left the room quietly, his upset and
self-hatred dragging behind him with his wounded pride.


 


I hesitated for a moment, dragging in the tremble in my
gut before I turned to my still silent man, “Sit down.”


He crooked an eyebrow cockily and I leant forward,
slamming my hands on the desk as I glowered at him, “He’s after me isn’t he?”


The crooked eyebrow lowered as he closed his eyes and the
distress across his face answered my question without any need for words.


I nodded slowly as I swallowed and slumped into the
chair. “Again,” I scoffed bitterly as I rubbed my hands over my face.


Mason was crouched before me instantly, his hands
grabbing mine but I shook him off and moved back, “Why do you lie, Mason? You
know by now I can handle the truth, so why fucking lie to me?”


He shook his head in frustration as he regained his
upright position, his sombre face looming over me as I sighed heavily, “Fuck!”


“I will find this bastard Ava, I promise you.”


I snorted and curled my lip with malicious mockery, “No
you won’t Mason because it’s too close.”


He reared back and stared at me. “What the fuck does that
mean?” he spat out, his temper slowly rising with my sarcasm as his eyes dipped
to deep pools of sin.


“Because it’s me again, Mason and you don’t function when
I’m threatened. I’ve sorted it, just hang back and wait.”


He tipped his head and barked out a bitter laugh, “You’ve
sorted it?”


I narrowed my eyes on him as I stepped from behind the
desk and stood in his personal space, my own anger with him as potent as his
with me. “Yes, I have sorted it.”


I turned and snatched up my bag but his hands grabbed the
tops of my arms and spun me around. His face was red and angry as his jaw
tightened and his lips thinned to a scowl, “What the fuck have you sorted
exactly?”


I struggled under him, his grip become painful and harsh
“Let go, Mason” I warned slowly.


He exhaled heavily as he released me but then my back
slammed against the wall as he empowered me in his huge and dominant frame, his
large hands slapped on the wall beside my head as he controlled every movement
I made. “Tell me Ava, tell me what you have done.”


My nerve wavered slightly as his intense eyes shifted
over my face and my belly tightened with anxiety. “TELL ME!” he roared and I
flinched at his rage. “So help me god, Ava. Tell me!”


“I uhh…” Oh shit, what had I done. The reality of the
situation hit me with the weight of regret. I knew he would be so angry and why
I had done it wouldn’t be accepted by him as reason enough.


“I’m waiting, Ava.” 


His laboured breaths brushed my face as I lifted my eyes
to his, “I hired someone to take care of it.”


His eyes narrowed in confusion then widened slowly as
awareness hit him, “Oh dear God, no Ava, tell me you didn’t, please tell me you
didn’t.”


I rolled my lips and pulled back my shoulders defensively
as I stood my ground and stared him down, “I did… I hired Simon Bell.”


 


I watched the dip in his throat as his eyes fluttered
faintly before he screamed with a roar of rage and the desk received the full
force of Mason’s fury. I stood motionless and in shock as he picked it back up
and threw it across the room as though it was a pillow, his strength feeding
his wrath as he trashed the poor wooden piece of furniture.


“Do you even realise what you have done?” he thundered as
he swat the last splinter of wood across the room.


“I did what needed doing Mason, we needed help with this.
The girls were suffering because of something you have done to upset some
lunatic and I couldn’t sit back and watch any more innocent lives be taken so…
so carelessly.”


He laughed, loud and extremely as his head flung back and
his body shook.


My finger slipped to my mouth as I nibbled furiously with
nerves, my gut clenching at Mason’s obscene reaction. I had just done what I
thought would help, that was all.


He turned to me slowly, his jaw clenched as his eyes
blazed, the fire in them intensifying with each step closer to me, “Do you know
how Simon works, Ava? Do you?”


I nodded and shifted back a little, pressing myself
further into the plaster of the walls, Mason’s calmness terrifying me more than
his rage. “Yes, I know.”


He scoffed and shook his head as he reached me. I
flinched as his fingers lifted and he ran them down the curve of my cheekbone,
“No Ava, you have no fucking idea. Do you know what happens when Simon corners
the bastard doing this to us?”


“He kills him” I answered with puzzlement, wondering
where Mason was going with this.


He chuckled darkly, “How much did you pay him?”


I frowned but answered honestly, “£50,000.”


He clicked his tongue and leaned further into me, his hot
torrent of controlled breaths causing a chill within me when the sinister King
of the Underworld stared back at me with ice in his eyes, reminding me very
much of whom I had married and who ruled this dark organised criminal world I
lived in - I married into. “And what happens when our man offers Simon
£100,000, Ava? What happens then, baby?”


My eyes widened as his words hit home and my knees
buckled as my heart slammed against my ribs and the blood drained rapidly from
my face. He caught me immediately, his face softening when he realised his
nefarious personality was dominating his behaviour with me, and carried me back
to the sofa for the second time that day.


“Mason, I…”


He shook his head and kissed the top of my head, “Don’t
worry, baby. I’ll sort this mess out, I promise.”


“I’m so sorry, I… I thought…”


“I know. Ssshhh…” he whispered into me as his arms
enveloped me protectively and pulled me in close.


“But we have a deal, he can’t do that, Mason, he can’t go
back on his word. That isn’t good in our world, he should know that.” I argued
as I peered up at the beautiful face that was so full of love adoration. He
smiled gently and ran a finger along my cheekbone as his eyes grew serious.


“We need to talk Ava, stuff… things have progressed and
now you need to be aware.”


I flinched at the tone in his cold voice, his dark side
once more fighting to get out. “Okay.” I nodded as I pulled away from him and
curled my feet under me, letting him know I was ready for it.


 


He sighed deeply as his tongue swept across his dry lips
and I dropped my gaze to watch it with envy, “I’ve placed a tag on you.”


My eyes widened as I stared back at him with incredulity,
“You have done what?”


“You’re being targeted Ava, and now Liv’s been…
approached.”


I swallowed back the need to climb off the sofa and beat
my husband to a pulp, make him pay for whatever shit he had brought into my
life now, brought into the life of my friends. I gave him a slight nod to
continue, I needed the information about everything, I needed to know the where’s,
what’s and how’s of everything.


“He left a message with Liv. It’s me baby, it’s me he’s
after and he’s going through you to get to me. You need Wes with you at all
times, you hear me. Do not let him leave your side. If I find out you’ve been
difficult Ava, there’ll be trouble.”


I laughed slightly at the order, “Yes Sir.”


His face darkened as his eyes blazed, “Don’t fuck with me
Ava, not over this.”


I smiled at him, relenting with the knowledge that he was
worried, really worried if the look on his face was anything to go by, “Okay.
Wes will be glued to my hip, I promise.”


He gave me his unique smile, “Kiss me, baby.”


I returned his smile before I relinquished to his
request, kissing him with the passion he always expected after our
disagreements, telling him how much I loved him as I worshipped his lips and
idolised his tongue.


 


“Do you have cameras in here?” I asked as I pulled back.
His hand wrapped around the back of my head and steered me back towards him.


“I haven’t finished yet. I need to taste some more of you”
He whispered before his soft lips found mine again and adored me with just his
mouth, cherished me with the control of his lips and filled me with his
confidence in each movement of his delicious kiss. “I love you Ava and I
promise he’ll go through me before he even gets a chance at you. I NEED you to
work with me on this, baby; I need one hundred percent of your cooperation.”


I nodded, unable to smile with the seriousness in his
voice. He was frightened and for Mason to show fear then it was something I
also needed to fear. His warning brought a lump to my throat. The distress and
trepidation on his face made me aware of just how serious this bastard was. 


 


“And to answer your question, no there are no cameras in
here.”


I stared at him and shook my head in disappointment, “I
can’t believe you have them in the corridors where they’re not needed, yet in
the rooms there is no security what-so-ever.”


He lifted an eyebrow and cocked his head, “Ava, we can’t
put cameras in the privates. Punters don’t want their sexual adventures recording.”


“I don’t care, Mason. The girl’s safety comes before the
bloody clients. They don’t even have to know, I’ve ordered discreet micro
cameras from Lucas. And if you had them in here we could have seen the bastard
who pinched my best underwear” I added with a growl of annoyance.


 


He smirked and pulled me onto his lap in one swift yank,
my crotch sliding over his hard erection and my boobs pressing into the
firmness of his magnificent chest. “You think I want my staff watching me give
you the fuck of your life, baby?”


I returned his smirk as he started to unzip my jeans. His
hand slid down the front and his dirty smile lit his eyes when he discovered my
knickerless state.


My moan was loud as his fingers slid lower and circled my
clit, the moisture in my pussy providing a lubricant for him as he dipped
further and collected some of it to continue his stimulating exploit.


“You like that Ava, do my fingers on your clit make you
hot, baby?”


“Yes” I answered simply, my hips now rocking against him
as I ground myself on both his fingers and his jean clad hard-on.


“That’s it baby, take what you need” he rasped as I
manoeuvred myself until his fingers slid into my pussy and eased the throb of
desire.


“I need more, Mason.”


“No, you get what I give you Ava. Work what you have,
fuck my fingers harder, ride them baby.”


I groaned at him in annoyance and opened my eyes to glare
at him in frustration but the look on his face, the heat in his eyes halted my
reprimand and worked my arousal higher. His expression was pure sex, raw
virility and blazing hunger.


 


My head rolled back when he read my need and pressed his
thumb against my clit, my stimulated nerves exploding in ecstasy as my brain
screamed in pleasure. My fingers dug into Mason’s shoulders as my body
tightened in rapture and my hips worked harder, my pussy labouring on his
fingers in my selfish wanton need.


“Give it me, Mason. I need it!” I demanded harshly as my
arousal fired angrily, my body demanding what it needed and I gripped the hard flesh
of his shoulders as I pumped myself furiously on his fingers, driving down
until I nearly swallowed his knuckles.


“Ask me, Ava” he growled as his eyes glared and his
fingers retreated slightly.


“Mason!” My hands slid into his hair and I took chunks in
my fist, clinching handfuls in anger as he refused to feed my craving.


“Ask!”


I was riding his fingers in both temper and longing,
thirsting for the slightest drop of release, just a trickle of paradise.
“Please, please” I surrendered, “Bite me.”


His wicked smile deepened my longing but fired my temper,
“Bite me, Fuck Mason, bite me.”


I whimpered when he stroked the skin at the side of my
neck with his tongue, his teeth teasing as they promised so much, “Are you
mine, Ava?”


“Yes!” I yelped as his thumb skimmed across the delicate
hard tissue of my over-stimulated clitoris.


“Am I yours?”


“Oh God, yes, always” I murmured as his fingers drove
deep and flicked against my G-spot, “Always Mason.”


“Good girl” he smiled roguishly before his teeth sank deliciously
into the ripe flesh of my neck as his finger curled inside me and lit up my
whole system, my body crying out as nirvana took over and fed the deep longing.


“Oh, Jesus!” I cried out as my whole body
stiffened and rejoiced in the bliss that Mason provided.


“You are so fucking beautiful when you come over me like
this” He whispered against my lips as his eyes held me tight, his expression
holding wonderment and love, the deep pull of his irises taking me hostage as
my orgasm ripped through every inch of me. “I fucking love you Ava Fox and no
fucker will ever get near you; that I can promise.”


I murmured a reply as I rested my head on his shoulder
and sorted through my frazzled nerves to put my body back together. “And me,
you Mason and I promise that I’ll let them go through you first.”


He laughed loudly as I smiled widely into the strength of
his hold. “My little warrior” he chuckled as he squeezed me over excitedly and
I groaned into him.


“Mmmm, I am so tired. What the hell is wrong with me?
I’ve never slept as much.” I yawned as Mason tipped his head and regarded me
thoughtfully.


“You okay? You feel a little hot.” He placed the back of
his hand on my forehead and I smirked at him. 


“Ooh, Dr Fox, I am feeling a little flustered, would you
like to place your huge stethoscope on my chest to check out my vitals?” I
teased saucily.


Mason grinned and slapped my arse, “Behave Mrs Fox
otherwise we’ll never get out of this dismal bloody place.”


I frowned playfully at him, “This is your venture Mason,
your original cash cow, why do you hate it?”


He shrugged but smiled sadly as he ran his finger across
my bottom lip and watched it intently, “Because I have the awful feeling it’s
gonna come between us, it has already tried to rip us apart.”


“No, Mason, it was you holding on to the secret of it
that caused our break up, not the actual place.”


“Oh Ava, come on. What are you gonna do next time you
find some girls fucking on the sofa whilst I watch?”


I poked him good-naturedly in the ribs, “I’ll be sat
right next to you watching the show.”


His lips curled mischievously, “You are a pervert Ava
Fox.”


I nodded briskly, “I know, that’s why you love me.”


He laughed against me, his nose nuzzling the dip at the
base of my throat, “That I fucking do, God so much.”


I wrapped my arms around him and pulled him further into
me, “We’ll be fine, baby. I promise.”


His eyes swept up to capture mine, “I know we will Ava,
cos’ when I find this bastard, I’m gonna rip his fucking dick off and feed it
up his ass until he chokes on it.”


“Sounds fun” I winked as I climbed off his knee and
slipped my shoes on as I buttoned up my jeans. “Take me home you savage, I need
soup and sleep.”


He jumped up, his energy bouncing off the air in the room
and bringing a wide grin to my face before his strong arms hoisted me over his
shoulder. He slapped my backside before he carried me through the building,
girls giggling or huffing as we passed them in a run.


My god, I loved my husband. His moments of fun, no matter
how rare, always lit that special place within me and reminded me that whatever
horror or heartache our marriage delivered, we still had the most love a couple
could hold for one another. I knew our link, our bond was one that people
searched a lifetime for and I sighed happily as I realised how damn lucky I
was.


This glorious bastard was mine, all of him; his heart,
his soul and his very essence. He breathed for me, his life was lived for me
and there wasn’t many women could say that about their man.
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mason


I punched him square in the nose. It splattered blood
over his face and neck as a high pitched squeal left his windpipe with the
force of the break, “Stop fucking with me!” 


The scrawny scrote Wes had picked up tailing Ava this
morning was pissing me off. His lips were tighter than a ducks arse and his
eyes were mocking the fuck out of me.


I circled round him, Greg smiling sinisterly as he
slithered into the zone that all my men in the room relished. The high that
only violence could produce, the euphoria of carnage and bloodshed and the menacing
calm cruelty could bring was invigorating.


My body hummed with animation as I cracked my neck
loudly. Mickey jolted at the noise and my lips curled malevolently before I
crouched to a squat behind him, my breath causing goose bumps to erupt over his
pale spotty skin, “Frightened, Mickey? You should be.”


He barked out a jolt of laughter and damn if the sound
didn’t make my fists clench angrily, “It’s not me who should be scared Fox, you
and that little whore of yours…”


The cap of my boot smashed into the side of his head, the
thick thud feeding my malevolence and satisfying my vehemence at his words,
“Show some fucking respect to my wife. You never mention her again.”


He whimpered as his head dropped to the side, the agony
on his face pleasing me no end. “I’m gonna ask you once more Mickey, Who – the
– fuck – ordered – you?”


He scrunched his face up, his dilemma feeding his fear.


“Must I remind you who you’re pissing off?” I whispered
in his ear, the ice in my voice rippling his body with a shudder.


 


I strolled over to the cold metal trolley equipped with
my tools as I fingered the equipment with a small smile and a slight tilt of my
head. “Ooh let’s see, Mickey. Eeny, meeny, miney, mo…” My fingers stilled over
a particular nice piece and I lifted it high, my eyes studying the instrument
with reverence at the thought of what the small device could do to a human
body.


 


I smiled broadly as I turned back to the arsehole that
wasn’t playing the game, “Ever seen one of these, Mickey?” 


His eyes lifted to my hand then widened when he saw what
gismo I had chosen, “Fuck, Fox, I can’t….”


He now seemed to be having trouble picking a side,
wondering who would deliver the most pain over his cowardice, his betrayal and
his duty. 


“But I think you can. You see, whoever is doing this to
my family is really beginning to piss me off Mickey, really yanking on my dick
now and I would be ever so grateful if you would tell me and then all this
silliness can stop.”


He blew out a heavy breath at my eerily calm voice before
he eyed everyone in the room, each of my men giving him a nod of encouragement
until his terrified gaze settled on me again. “All I’m saying is… you need to
look closer to home, Fox. Ever wonder where the money went? Find that then you
find out who is behind this. But I give you no names Fox, that I can’t do.
Please….”


I sighed and rocked my head as though weighing my
options. I took a couple of steps towards him and my gut danced at the horror
in his face as I slid the curve of the small blade down his cheek, the sharpness
of the tool slicing his face open without any effort what-so-ever.


I sighed with a disturbing serenity, the sight of his
blood feeding my vice and heating my skin vigorously. “Nah, I think I still
need a name, Mickey.”


He shook his head feverishly, his terror visible as he
rattled his restraints against the chair he was tied to, “I can’t…”


“Yes, you can,” I urged as I lowered the tip against the
bulge of his adam’s apple and circled it slowly. “I always wonder why men have
prominent Adam’s apples Mickey, don’t you. Really annoying aren’t they, I
really think they need removing. They give away our sexual desire for a woman;
tell them how much we wanna fuck ‘em. Did you know that?”


He gulped as he shook his head again, “Please…” 


He was crying now, each hot tear caught my attention as
it slipped down his throat and over the silver steel of the blade, mixing with
the vivid red of his blood as I pressed it further into his flesh, “Last
chance, I need to get home to my wife’s hot little body. Such a good fuck, my
wife, I’d be rather upset if someone took that from me. You understand,
Mickey?”


“Mason…” he tried, using my Christian name as though it
would soften me. What a prick. “I can’t, but you need to check your… staff.
Someone… they’re closer than you think. The money Fox, find the fucking money.”
His red eyes scanned the room rapidly as though he was looking for someone but
eventually rested on me. “Please… be quick” he whispered, his choked breaths
fucking me off.


He wasn’t going to relent, wasn’t going to give me what I
needed. “You really are fucking stupid aren’t you?”


His screams were loud but my smile was louder as I took
him to pieces.


 


***


 


“Hey.” I breathed in her scent as I nuzzled against her
wet neck, the bubbles from the over filled bath tickling my nose. Her wet hand
lifted to my head as she palmed behind it and pulled me further into her.


“Mmmm, hey.” She mumbled sleepily and her complete
contentment with my company made my gut heat in appreciation, “You okay?”


I nodded, still buried in her exquisite skin, my
reluctance to move away from her alerting her to my weariness. “I am now” I
answered dreamily, my fatigue causing my forehead to drop to her slender
shoulder.


“Mason?” Her head titled into me as she placed a soft
kiss on my ear and I shivered as excitement coursed through my blood system,
her body and mind always making me hard and horny.


“I’m just tired” I replied as I lifted my head and rolled
it around my neck before palming her cheek and kissing her pert little nose.
“Can I ask you something?” I queried as I settled beside the bath on the floor
and picked the sponge from the shelf, dipping it under the water before I
proceeded to wash every inch of her amazing body.


“Of course” she grinned as her fingers curled around mine
and helped steer me to where she wanted.


I gave her a sly smile as I yielded and let her lead.
“You remember years ago when you found that money had been disappearing?”


She nodded as her eyes closed and her head tilted back
into the cushion propped on the end of the tub, “Did you ever find out where it
went?”


She lifted her head sharply and gave me a puzzled look,
“I thought you found it. I thought it was Rebecca because it stopped moving
when she went. Is there a problem?”


I shook my head as bewilderment flashed through me. How
the fuck could I lose nearly £200,000 and not find it? I knew I had money to
burn but it was the fact that I had let it slide, not looked further into it.
Like Ava said, I had also thought it had been Rebecca. Something wasn’t adding
up and the whole thing was really fucking with me now. God damn!


“Mason… Talk to me, tell me.”


I sucked in a drag of air and pursed my lips heavily, “We
caught a tail on you this morning and it was just something he said.”


She stared at me with wide eyes, my information about her
being followed causing her both alarm and anger. She rode it though, God love
her as she tipped her head in thought, “What did he say?”


I kept my eyes trained on my wash worship, her soft pale
skin mesmerising me as it glowed with the heat of the water. Her beauty was
utterly unique, totally enchanting and I smiled unconsciously as I watched a
trail of goose bumps flow behind my trek, “He said find the money and I’ll find
the prick who’s doing this.”


She frowned and looked as puzzled as I felt, “What the
hell, that was years ago.”


I shrugged but nodded in agreement, this also the main
cause of my confusion, “Yeah.”


“It doesn’t make sense, Mason. Can you be sure he wasn’t
messing with you?”


I sucked in my lips and pulled a frown of my own, “But
how would he know about the missing money?”


She sighed deeply and I watched the rise of her lovely
tits in the water, her nipples bobbing behind the mass of bubbles and I groaned
low as I fought the urge to strip naked and climb in with her. “Tea or wine?” I
asked as I controlled my desires and stood, drying my hands on a towel before I
leant back into her and kissed her forehead.


“Ooh, such a hard choice” she grinned up at me and I
nodded with an exaggerated eye roll.


“Wine it is; red or white?”


“Red, let’s be daring” she waggled her eyes brows at me
and I smiled back, her playfulness relaxing me and calming my blood. She always
had a way to do that with just one smile, her beauty and adoring gaze had me
believing in miracles every day.


 


“Have you been to see Courtney?” I asked quietly as I
moved behind her and took her long curls in my hands and pulled them out of the
water, my fingers dragging through the mass of frazzled ringlets as I scooped
it atop her head and grabbed the clip she kept on the shelf, fixing the bulk of
unruliness in place.


She stiffened and I sighed, “Baby, go see her. Don’t
leave it like this, she’s your best friend and if Kade’s as heartless as we
know he is, she’ll need you right now.”


“I just… Oh, I dunno Mason, it feels like she’s betrayed
me, gone behind my back and…” she finished with a shrug but I could feel the
hurt behind her words.


I reached forward, sliding my hands down her damn fine
body. “For me” I whispered as I pinched her stiff nipples, rolling them between
my thumb and finger in a pleasant torture before releasing them and cupping the
whole of her breast, massaging gently as she moaned softly.


Her eyes opened as she tilted her head back further to
look at me, “Okay.”


I beamed at her. Her friendship with Courtney was
important to her and I hated seeing them both ache with the distance between
them. “Good girl. Kiss me.”


She winked as she lifted up and caught my lips with hers,
“I love you” she mouthed ahead of thrilling my whole system with the moulding
of her lips on mine.


Fuck me, she was one glorious warrior. My little warrior.
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Ava


I paused with my knuckles resting against the hard wood
of the door as my stomach somersaulted and my throat quivered. 


Before I yielded and ran, I rapped twice and took a step
back.


The door opened and Kade’s surprise registered openly on
his face before he softened, smiled and moved aside to let me in.


“Wow, two Fox’s in a week, I am honoured.” His voice held
no mockery but I could hear the harsh sarcasm in it along with the shock.


I walked into the vast room, surveying the place with a
shocked admiration and a pleased respect. “It’s stunning” I breathed as I took
in the soft chic furnishings and the sense of peace in the uncluttered space.


He was silent and I turned to him, his face clouded but
his eyes bright, “Yes, yes it is.”


My throat closed when I realised he wasn’t talking about
the room and I chewed furiously in nervousness on my finger.


We gazed at each other for a while, both apologising
silently for our behaviour the previous week, each of us asking what couldn’t be
asked as we feasted on one another.


I grimaced as the old feelings surfaced and my heart
clenched in guilt, my emotions feeling as betraying as my actions eight years
ago.


“How are you?” he eventually asked, his tone as soft as
his expression.


“I’m good” I nodded and smiled, “You?”


His eyes flicked before he blinked and smiled gently,
“I…” he shrugged and I pulled in a breath.


“I need your help, Kade.”


His jaw dropped slightly as he frowned at me, “How?”


I looked around the room and pointed a hand at the sofa,
asking him to sit before I pulled him into the mess of my life.


 


We both sat, Kade at one end of the sofa as I reluctantly
perched beside him, my treacherous body angering me when it heated and
moistened.


I handed him a file which he frowned at before he cocked
his head questioningly at me. “It’s a list of Mason’s employees, from both
Allure and personal. I need you to find a connection.”


His brows pinched harshly, “Allure?”


I gulped, knowing how this was going to sound as Kade’s
relentless protection and safeguard over me for many years would see his anger
flare. “It’s a brothel what Mason owns.”


His eyes widened as he stared at me open mouthed, “What
the…”


I rolled my lips and looked into my lap, my confidence
that brought me here shattered in his presence, leaving me feeling vulnerable
and small and I hated it. “I need you to do this for me Kade and I… I wouldn’t
ask if I didn’t need to…”


My belly pulsed as his eyes darkened, his dominance and discipline
dragging the blood from my brain and into my core.


His teeth sank into his bottom lip, his anger bubbling
forcefully as the news of Mason’s new sedition covered my face with hurt. “Why
do you let him do this Ava, why?”


My anger surfaced, Kade’s never-ending gibes and pushes
tearing me in half, as I stood “I shouldn’t have come here.”


I picked up my bag and walked towards the door but his
next words halted me, “Did he tell you?” he asked calmly from his place on the
couch.


I stopped instantly; my footing shook slightly as I
stared at the apartment door, my escape within reach but my inquisitiveness
wondering where he would go, my sick mind wanting his attention as my pussy
twitched in taunting glee, “Yes.”


 


I jerked when I felt his breath on the back of neck. My
whole body trembled in delight as I chastised it and shut it down immediately.
I would not got there again, would not give in to the connection we still held,
the passion we both still fought fiercely.


“Did he tell you how hot I was for him, Ava? Tell you how
hard he was for me, for my cock, just like you always were.”


I spun round, my palm connecting harshly with his cheek
as I forced his head sharply to snap sideways, “Why Kade? Why do you do this? God
damn, don’t you think it’s hard enough, why do you always make it fucking
harder? Why won’t you let us be?”


 


I stormed towards the door but his arms wrapped around my
waist before he lifted and twisted me back round, holding me to his chest in near
hopelessness as his heavy inhalations hammered his chest rapidly beneath me. I
struggled desperately against him as his strong arms enveloped me and held me
firmly, the frantic beat of his heart heavy at my ear as a choked sob caught in
my throat and my fists battered against him. “Stop it! Stop... Please…”


“Ssshhh, Sweetheart, Ssshhh.”


“No please, please don’t, I… I…”


His arms gripped me harder, his firm body holding me
tight as I fought against old and new emotions. The heat of his body
heightening my desire as the familiar but prohibited sensations ached my heart,
“Please…” I whispered as I gave in and slumped against him, my arms drawing around
his back as I held onto him, pulling him further into me harshly. My hands
fisted the material of his shirt as I breathed in his unique scent, my body
feasting on the forbidden fruit as my heart clashed with the wrong and the
right.


“I was strong Kade; I was so strong but…”


“Ava” he breathed as he nuzzled my hair, one hand sifting
through the strands as the other spanned the dip of my lower back.


A fierce heat raged through my veins as the darkness
whispered in my ear to concede, to give in and take, take everything on offer
and take it hard.


 


We remained clinging to each other for a long moment,
both of us taking what had been banned for so long. “I want you both, Ava. I
need you both; your touch, Mason’s heat, the feel of silk as I slide inside
you, the grip of your pussy as I stretch you. His screams in my ear as I fuck him
slow and hard. The soft moans that you make as we love you, the look of rapture
on your face as both Mason and I fuck you into oblivion.” 


I nodded but blew out a breath I had been holding, “It’s
going to destroy us all.”


He closed his eyes as if in pain before he opened them and
pierced me with a determined longing. “Maybe I want to be destroyed, Ava. Maybe
I’ve had enough of being broken, shattered and damaged. Maybe I want to finally
obliterate the half of me that’s left behind and risk the consequences to feel
whole, even if just for an hour. Just one God damn hour of ecstasy with you
both.”


I swallowed as I took a final pull of his deliciousness,
his masculine aroma, his unique soul pacifying love and his potent adoration.
“Can we do this and be unemotional? Be together without being together?” I
asked with a hard tone, reminding him what would happen if all three of us came
together as one.


“No” he said bluntly, “But do you want to be detached,
Ava?”


“We have to be, Kade, for Mason’s sake as much as ours.
It can’t be done without emotion, without sentimentality. I love Mason, Kade,
so God damn much that it hurts; it kills me to hurt him and I won’t ever do
that to him again.”


He smiled slyly, his lips twisting on one side as he
leaned into me, his lips brushing mine and bringing a tiny moan from me, “Ask
him Ava, ask him what he wants.”


“I have” I rasped as I closed my eyes and pushed my head
away, denying the urge to just kiss the man that had taunted my dreams, my life
for so long.


“And what, what did he want?” he breathed as his lips
wisped over the hypersensitive area below my ear.


“You” I answered and smiled in victory at Kade’s growl,
“He wants you. He wants to fuck you into hell and back. He wants you to screw
me brutally whilst his cock sinks so deep inside you it feels like he owns
every inch of you.”


I placed a chaste kiss on his neck and pulled away,
dipping under his arm as I left him stood palming the wall. I paused as I
gripped the handle and turned back to him, “The thing I asked for?”


He rotated his head slowly to look at me. I smiled when I
caught the bright twinkle in his bright blue eyes, the fun and amusement that
had attracted me to him in the first place flashing back at me. “I’ll be in
touch, sweetheart.”


“As I’m sure Mason will be.” I winked as I exited and
closed the door softly behind me.


 


I grasped at the wall for support, fighting to pull
myself together as I waited for the elevator. Why wouldn’t my desire, my
yearning for Kade ever fade? Would I forever be tortured with the need for him,
would it ever get easier to resist him? I didn’t know what the pull was between
us but it was always there, always paining and persecuting both of us.


I wouldn’t admit it openly but Mason was right, I did
still love Kade. I had always loved him, nowhere near what I felt for Mason.
Mason was my life, my soul and my entirety but Kade - Kade was the forbidden,
the illicit pleasure, and the outlawed gratification that hounded me. He made
me feral with want and greedy with self-satisfaction, my selfish body demanding
its fulfilment and indulgence.


 


I shook my head and jiggled my body, releasing the pent
up energy as I prepared myself to make the second visitation of the day that I
needed to make. This one being much harder, knowing what I had to say to
Courtney would either push the breach wider or hopefully see the crack heal. I
loved the bones of my friend and my ache at her loss made my heart falter. I
needed her as much as I needed Mason. She was my rock, my bounce board and my
spirit’s sister and I was prepared to be honest enough to restore the bond
between us.


I just hoped she would feel the same.


 


***


 


I pushed open the door to her nail parlour. The scent and
fumes of masses of nail polish and other shit used to manicure hit me and I
blinked as I looked around the room for Courtney.


She was stood behind a counter, her head buried in what
looked like a large diary as another girl smiled at me, “Hey, Ava.”


I returned her bright smile as I noticed Courtney’s head
pop up. Her eyes fixed on me and I could see her anger as well as her slight
regret but she pulled in a breath as I approached. “Hi” I said quietly as I
noticed her stiffen when I drew close. 


To be honest, it ached my heart but also bubbled my gut
with anger. I hadn’t done anything wrong, it wasn’t me who had gone with her
ex, someone she knew still mattered a lot to me. 


“Can we talk?” I asked softly, not wanting to alert her
clients and her staff to our problems.


“No” she answered bluntly as she dropped her face back to
the book in front of her and exaggeratedly scanned the page.


“Please, Courtney.”


She continued to ignore me and I leaned onto the counter,
“Fine, I need my nails doing then.”


Her brow lifted as she slowly raised her head to stare at
me, “You – you want a manicure?”


I nodded as I begged wordlessly for her to give in; I
knew the look on her face was surprise. I was the last person who ever had
their nails done, hell; I didn’t even have nails, just stumps of chewed
cuticles and dead skin. “Yeah, I think it’s about time I looked after them now.
Mason thinks they’re mank so…”


She huffed loudly before pointing to a table and I
scurried over before she changed her mind.


 


She plonked heavily into the chair opposite me as she
nodded her head, gesturing for me to prop my hands on the small velvet cloth
she placed in front of me. “How are you?” I asked as I bit the bullet and dove
straight in, needing as much time as possible to win her round.


She shrugged as she wiped some weird stuff over my finger
ends but didn’t answer. I nodded as though she had replied and ventured on,
“The twins miss you.”


Her eyes flicked up to mine as a small smile curled her
lips, “I miss them too.” 


She continued with the hopeless task of fixing my stumps
as I persevered, “I miss you.”


She scoffed and I sighed, “Look Courtney, I’m sorry okay,
you just shocked me, that’s all.”


Her eyes shot to mine as she proper glared, her temper
finally rising at me and I knew it was coming, but it was needed, essential for
us to move forward. “You hurt me, Ava. For over ten years I have been there for
you, dragged you up time and time again; supported you through each of your
crazy notions and stupid ideas. Hell, your relationship with Mason provided
more drama than a west end musical, but I was there, right beside you to pull
you through.”


I nodded as tears pooled in both our eyes, and fuck, she
was right, she had always been there and where had I been when she
needed me… nowhere near.


“I know….”


“I fucking needed you, Ava. I needed my best mate when my
lover told me I was just a fuck and that he still loved my best friend.”


My eyes widened with her revelation and I closed my eyes
in guilt as I pictured Kade and mine’s tryst this morning. “Oh Jesus, Courtney,
I…”


She shook her head and sighed heavily, “Don’t, it’s not
that much of a huge sorrow.”


“What? But I thought you said you loved him.” I swallowed
in confusion as I lifted my hand to rub over my face. Courtney caught my palm
before I managed to smear the gooey tonic crap currently moisturising my nails
all over me.


She rolled her lips and sat back into her chair as she
fixed her sad eyes on mine, “I… Oh, I dunno Ava. It’s all a mess, but it’s true
what they say, you don’t realise what you’ve got until it’s gone. I miss Greg,
God I love him, Ava, so fucking much and I… What the fuck have I done?”


 


I scrambled off the chair and swiftly moved round to her
when her face crumbled and her tears fell rapidly, washing her thick mascara
over her cheeks and smudging the smoothness of her foundation. “Hey, talk to
him.”


She shook her head, “I can’t Ava, he hates me.”


“He doesn’t hate you, he’s a mess too. He’s permanently
pissed, always itching for a fight; he loves you Courtney; you know he does.”


“I know he loves me Ava, but what I’ve done is…”


“A mistake. A mistake repairable if you both want it
enough.”


She sighed and gestured for me to sit back down so she
could start gluing twelve inch false nails over my real ones. I stared at the
length of the bright pink monsters and cringed. I would never be able to eat
again, or write, or fasten buttons or hell, even wipe my bits and pieces. “Holy
hell Courtney, how long?” I scoffed in amazement as I continued to watch my
fingers turn into claws.


“Sexy as fuck Ava, Mason will love them, I promise.”


“Uhh Courtney,” I leaned towards her with my eyebrows in
my hairline as she leaned into me so she could hear my whisper. “You know what
Mason’s fetish is, don’t you.”


She nodded then her eyes widened before a wicked smile
lifted her lips quite cruelly and I couldn’t hold back the laughter. “Ouch” she
mouthed as she winked.


We both started laughing until we were rolling with
tears, “Do you not like my husband?” I choked out as I pictured Mason’s face
when I next slid my finger in his backside.


“Well there’s one thing,” she chuckled. “You won’t miss
his prostate with those beasts.”


“No, I’ll probably stroke his tonsils as well.”


 


We were laughing so hard we missed the approach of the
six inch tart heels that housed a fuck whore.


“Well, well, care to share the fun?” A high pitched drone
broke the happy atmosphere.


Courtney groaned as I looked up at Rebecca and smiled
sweetly, “We were just discussing your arse, Rebecca.”


Her evil smile faltered slightly as her teeth sank
lightly into her bottom lip but she pulled it back together just as quick.
“Funny Ava, at least my arse is good enough to be discussed.”


“Good enough to be dis-gusted you mean.”


Her eyes hardened on me and I could feel the ice of her
soul freezing her heart from where I sat. “You think you’re so clever don’t you
Ava, Little Miss Mafia Queen. Well, let me tell you something… you are just a
fill in, just a fad until he realises what he’s missing in me.”


Courtney looked at me with an amused expression as I
tried to control the laughter, “A fill in? A fad? For eight years, Rebecca?
That’s one fuck of a fad.”


Her lips twisted with cruelty as she leaned closer, “Are
you sure it has been eight years, Ava?”


Okay, now I’d had enough. She was pissing me off big
style and my anger surged with her insinuation.


 


I shot upright and pointed in her face. I had completely
forgotten about the new spur attached to the end of my finger, gaining me
another two inch of coverage as I thrust the nylon sliver of a weapon into her
cold eyeball. A shrill squeal left her throat as she lifted the heel of her
hand to her eye as Courtney spat out a gust of laughter, “Oops, watch the new
nails, Ava.”


I swallowed back my own laughter as I gripped the bitch
by the hair and yanked her ear to my mouth, “You know one day Rebecca, you’re
gonna have one hell of an accident and it’s gonna be mortifying when your
shattered legs won’t open wide enough for the next dick to get between them.”


I dragged her through the shop, Courtney’s clients and
staff gawping at us as Rebecca’s heels squeaked across the polished floor
behind us.


Courtney ran in front of me and opened the shop door
before I threw Rebecca out. She stumbled onto the pavement as people bumped
into each other so they didn’t trample her. Shame.


“Oh and by the way, that wasn’t a threat, it was a
promise,” I hissed at her as she screwed her palm further into her bleeding
eyeball. “And I’d get that checked if I were you, looks nasty.”


 


I turned and entered back into the salon as Courtney
slammed the door behind me. “God, I hate that bitch” I snarled as my fists
clenched, my fury nowhere near sated as I drove my new nails into my palm and
relished at the pain, the sting taking my attention and calming my heart back
to its normal pace.


“Ava…” Courtney said with a slight grimace.


“Don’t” I said with a shake of my head. I knew what was
currently flittering around her head. It was the same thought that was bouncing
around my mind. “She’s just winding me up… Good God, when is that bitch ever
gonna be out of my life?”


Courtney scoffed as she led me back to the treatment
table, “Well Mason didn’t help when he employed her again at Allure.”


I nodded in agreement as I took a long inhalation and
worked my way up to what I had to say. She looked at me with a slight pull on
her brow as though she sensed my discomfort, “Out with it, babe.”


My lips lifted instinctively on one side as her familiarity
with my body language heartened me. “We need to talk about Kade.”


She sighed as she proceeded to buff my nails, “Why? It’s
over between me and him, Ava.”


“But it isn’t between him and me.” I gulped as her wide
bright eyes locked onto mine, the worry and unease ringing alarm bells in her
head.


“Jesus, Ava, do you never learn?”


I shuffled my chair further towards her and dropped my
voice to a whisper. I didn’t want my private life, never mind my sex life,
reverberating around the room. The women who attended Courtney’s nail parlour
were the type to spread the gossip faster than a whore spread her legs. “Mason
wants a threesome.” I revealed openly. Mine and Courtney’s relationship was
brutally open; we could tell each other anything; we shared everything… even
our sex life at times, regularly indulging in foursomes with our men. 


She paused for a long moment, her eyes as wide as her
mouth whilst her fingers halted over mine, “Okayyy, and Kade? What does he
want?”


“The same” I whispered, “I wanted to tell you before it
happens. But I don’t want to hurt you Courtney, if you still have a thing for
him, I will make sure it doesn’t happen.”


Her tongue curled around the edge of her lips as she
frowned in thought, “But do you think that’s wise after what Kade revealed to
me? He still loves you, Ava.”


I nodded faintly as I lowered my eyes to my hands,
regarding my fake nails as though they were the crown jewels, “And I do him.”


She groaned and palmed her face, her head shaking
marginally as she gulped heavy breaths to ride the curse she wanted to throw at
me, “For fuck’s sake, babe. Do you thrive on it?”


“On what?” I asked with slight indignation at her tone as
I lifted my gaze back to her.


“Drama, Ava,” she shook her head and shrugged as if
defeated. “Hey, it’s not my life. As long as you all know what you’re getting
yourselves into.”


“I don’t think they do. Mason’s so damn hot for
Kade and Kade’s so fucking desperate to get back into me that they’re not
looking at the whole picture.”


She sucked her teeth but a small sexy smile materialised
and her eyes twinkled mischievously, “I’d love to look at the whole picture
Ava, you wanna do another DVD?”


I slapped her arm but laughed, “You dirty ho, but yeah, I
agree, it is something I’m eager to go with. Both Mason and Kade get me hotter
than hell and both together… Jesus, Courtney.”


She winked and giggled with me as we each pictured the
two stunning men, naked and hard, their impressive muscles and magnificent
bodies on display just for me; both of them attending to my every want and
desire as they brought me to a new level of ecstasy.


Christ!!


 


“Don’t forget it’s our anniversary party Saturday night;
make sure you’re there hun” I informed her as I rose from the chair to leave
and passed her my debit card.


She nodded but her worried eyes gave away her
nervousness. “Is Greg going?”


“Yep” I nodded to her, “But then that’s a good thing,
give you both a chance to talk.”


She snorted but didn’t respond as she ran my card through
the system. Her face tightened as she pulled a frown and removed my card from
the machine and slipped it back in. “There’s something wrong with your card,
babe. It’s declined it twice.”


“What?” I examined the card as if that would make it work
before I popped it back in the card reader and tried again. It declined it
again. “What the hell?” I grumbled as I passed her my credit card.


“This one’s fine, just your debit card that’s the
problem. You skint babe?” she joked, knowing my bank account was far from
empty.


“I’ll ring the bank when I get home” I moaned with the
idea of sat listening to Cliff bloody Richard for forty minutes whilst I was
put on hold.


 


Courtney followed me outside as I left the salon and
pulled me into a hug before pulling out a packet of cigarettes and lighting
one. “What? Since when have you smoked?”


“Since my life hit the gutter” she replied with regret.


I shook my head at her in disapproval but didn’t comment
further as I kissed her goodbye and walked towards where my car was parked.


 


I heard the pop before the white hot pain hit. The blazing
tearing sensation in my side splintered my mind at the same time as the agony
seared through my brain and took my consciousness.
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mason


I drove my hands through my hair in distress for the
hundredth time in the last three hours. This was fucking torture; listening to
Courtney’s distraught sobs as my heart shattered and my world disintegrated. Greg
crouched beside her, his hand in hers as he held his wife tight in the worst
three hours of her life. 


Watching the terror on Nate’s face as his best friend and
my wife lay on a fucking soiled tin table in a grubby theatre in a dingy
fucking hospital was as torturous as listening to Courtney fall apart. 


The only consolation was that Mary Thornton, Gary’s
mother, was operating on Ava and my mother was keeping me up to date; her
consultancy in this hospital allowing her access to information quickly.


Whoever drove that bullet through my wife was going to
die so horrifically and so excruciatingly that they would be begging me to
finish them as they watched their own blood trickle drop by drop from their
mangled body until the very last drop stained my hands.


 


“Where the hell were you?” I roared at Wes as he came
through the hospital waiting room door out of breath.


My fingers curled around his neck severely as I pinned
him to the wall, his feet elevated inches off the floor as I fought to restrain
myself from killing the bastard.


He tried to speak but all that came forth was a strangled
choke. “Mase let him go” Greg urged as he wrapped his fingers over mine and
tried to prise them open.


“Where were you?” I asked again as Greg continued his
efforts to disengage my hands from Wes’s throat.


I relented slightly and loosened my death grip but
retained my hold on him. “She told me to go, she visited Courtney and said she
would be okay” Wes exposed as his eyes bulged and his body struggled under me.


“And what, you just left her?” I barked in incredulity.
Jesus Fucking Christ!


He shrugged under me as he continued to wriggle and Greg
carried on his attempts to remove my crush from the idiot’s neck.


“I’m sorry, Fox, I thought she would be okay, she was
with her friend.”


“You fucking fool. I told you Wes, I fucking told you to
stay by her side twenty four seven. I pay you to watch her twenty four seven!”


His eyes shadowed before he nodded, “I know, I’m so
sorry.”


I roared out a growl as I let him drop. His hands
instantly gripped his own neck as he rubbed at the bruise that would be
appearing any second.


 


I barked out a laugh when Nate’s fist connected with
Wes’s cheekbone and he hit the floor with a heavy thud. “Nice” I said to Nate
as I turned back to Wes. “Get out, you’re fucking fired.”


He sighed and pulled himself upright before he hauled his
arse back through the door as my mother walked in.


“She’s out. She’s lucky Mason, just a flesh wound. The
bullet missed anything of importance and just seared the edge of her hip bone.
She’s had a few stitches and she’ll be allowed home in a couple of days.”


My legs wobbled and Nate caught me before I crumpled in a
heap on the dirty floor, “Thank fuck!” he murmured with a long breath.


I nodded, unable to speak as my brain punched my heart to
restart the beat. “Can I see her?”


She nodded and smiled before she led me through the
hospital to my wife, my beautiful tortured wife who was paying the price for my
fucked up life once again.


 


I took my first full breath when I saw her, the first since
I had been informed by my mother that Ava had been shot. Her sheer beauty
fisted my heart, her soul surrounded me and sought its mate and the sight of
the tubes running into her body clenched my gut.


Closing my eyes and pulling myself together I strode over
to her swiftly and took her tiny hand in mine, threading her fingers through my
own as my mother placed a chair beside the bed for me.


“Hey baby” I whispered as I brushed a strand of hair from
her forehead so I could kiss it. “You’ve done it again. You are in so much
trouble my little warrior, I’m gonna spank that bloody arse of yours for this.”


My mother kissed the crown of my head and squeezed my
shoulder before she left the room, leaving me alone with Ava.


I stared at her, watching the slow rise and fall of her
chest as I savoured each of her intakes of breath and appreciated the flow of
blood through her system.


“Christ baby, I love you so much. I can’t keep doing
this; I’m putting an end to it, Ava. Finishing this fucking screwed up life
once and for all.”


I stroked the ridges and bumps of her knuckles, amazed at
the softness of her skin after all the fights she got into. Hell, her knuckles
should be rough and calloused, and I chuckled to myself with the thought.


She groaned and I cupped her cheek, giving her the
sensation of touch in case she couldn’t hear me, “Ava?”


She swallowed and her eyes flickered as she fought to
open them, “I’m here, baby.”


I smiled at her when her eyes found mine and tears pooled
in her eyes, “Mason?”


“Ssshhh, it’s okay. It’s okay.”


“I can’t keep doing this Mason, I’m sick of being
terrified at leaving you and my babies behind” she choked out with a rasp and I
gripped her head in both my hands and drove my face into her hair.


“I know Ava. I finish this, then we’re done, baby. I
can’t keep doing this either. Fucking terrified constantly in case I lose you,
petrified that you’ll finally realise what destruction I bring to your life and
leave me. Always scared to fucking death that this life will finish either one
of us.”


 I placed gentle kisses down her cheek and ran my nose
under the dip behind her ear, my whole body sighing in serenity with the
contact and the familiar scent, “I love you more than fucking life Ava, my
heart aches with love for you. I idolise you my little warrior and I can’t
breathe when you aren’t near, my heart refuses to keep beating without you and I’m
not prepared to do this anymore. We end it. We find this bastard, we finish him
then we go Ava. We go to Portugal and do what George wanted you to do all those
years ago. We start again in his cottage, beside the sea baby, with our babies.
We live again, Ava.” 


Her eyes widened but she nodded briskly as tears streamed
her face in her relief and happiness, “God, yes, yes….” 


Her choked sobs ripped through my very core, making me
hate every minute of the past eight years of hell I had put her through. She
deserved so much more than this shit. She should be worshipped endlessly,
adored and treasured constantly and I would make damn sure the rest of her days
were spent in peace and shelter, no more running, no more pushing through this
life just to survive.


My wife and children were my life, not his fucked up
shit.


It was time to give my family the freedom they deserved. 


It was time to end this once and for all.


It was time to concede.


 


***


 


     She stepped out of the en-suite Saturday night, our
anniversary night, and took my breath straight from my lungs. She was the most
utterly beautiful creature I had ever seen.


Her deep green dress hugged every inch of her delicious
body, her eyes reflecting the same shade of jade as they shined brightly. The
sheer material embraced her glorious breasts and skimmed over the curve of her
hips, hugging her supple thighs and then resting just above her sexy little
knees. Her hair was hung, long and free down the curve of her back and slightly
touching the arc of her tight bum.


Her smoky eyes twinkled as she limped towards me, her
stunning face alight with love and adoration for me as her eyes perused the
length of my body.


“Mr Fox, you are just so beautiful” She whispered as she
reached me and tilted her head back for me to kiss her.


   I obliged, feeding on her tiny tongue as I feasted on
her mouth, taking the kiss she offered with no holds barred as I braced her
tightly to me. Her arms wrapped around my back, her palms sliding over the thin
cotton of my shirt and warming me with each touch of her fingers. 


“That’s because you make me beautiful, my little warrior”
I told her when I pulled back so I could touch the softness of her lips with my
fingers, needing to feel the smoothness with not just my lips.


 


She tilted her head in thought then her eyes dulled and
the hairs on the back of my neck stood to attention with the expression held on
her face. “I need to tell you something” she said quietly and I nodded in
encouragement for her to continue.


“Someone…” she chewed her lower lip and I pulled the
plumpness from behind her teeth and cocked an eyebrow, “Someone’s emptied my
bank account.”


I stared at her in confusion, “What do you mean someone
has emptied your bank account?”


She shrugged and swallowed harshly, “I’m so sorry Mason,
I don’t understand it either. I tried to pay for my nails with my debit card
and it declined. Then with the shooting I forgot about it and when I remembered
this morning and rang the bank they said someone had drained it, all £987,000.
I’m sorry… I….”


“Hey,” I pulled her into me; the worry on her face was
haunting as she faced the nervousness of telling me. “This isn’t your fault.
What did the bank say?”


“They’re looking into it and because it was an
unauthorised transaction I will probably get it refunded but…”


She paused abruptly and her eyes widened as her mouth
dropped open, “Mason! The money… ‘Find the money and you’ll find who is doing
this’. Do you think Mickey meant my money, not the money from years
ago?”


“Holy Fuck!” 


I pulled my phone from my pocket and dialled the one
person who could find Ava’s money, his expertise at hacking and Technology
Intel was superb, “Kade.”
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Ava


I moved around the caterers currently filling my house
with the most exquisite delicacies as Mason followed, picking numerous goodies
off plates and cramming them in his mouth. That sweet tooth of his would be the
death of him.


“Will you stop” I chastised playfully when he popped
another spiced chocolate ginger in his mouth. He winked and beamed at me as he
retrieved another. The waitress giggled seductively, flirting with my husband
in front of me. Nice.


 


Greg, Sam, Trevor and Brad all stood like tin soldiers on
guard by the front door and the sight brought a smile to my face. I loved these
guys, they were my extended family and they all loved me in return. I smiled at
Greg and tipped my head in gesture for a private word. He nodded and followed
me into the meeting room where it was quiet and empty.


“How are you?” I asked as he perched his backside on the
edge of the old mahogany table and crossed his arms in front of him as though
protecting himself from my questions.


“I’m good, we’re talking if that’s what you’re asking” he
smirked, reading my motive correctly.


“Good, I’m glad. She’s hurting cos’ she hurt you Greg,
hear her out.”


He nodded and smiled gently, “Yeah, I know.”


I swallowed back the nerves as I approached the next
subject, “What I pulled you for is… uhh, Kade’s coming in tonight. He’s not
here for the party but will be in Mason’s office all night.”


He pursed his lips and hissed through his teeth loudly,
“I’m sorry Greg, I didn’t do it on purpose but we need him, it’s important.”


He shrugged, “It has nothing to do with me Ava, so long
as he stays out of my way, I’ll stay out of his.”


I nodded firmly, “I’ll tell him but… well, you know how I
feel Greg. I can’t get involved; I’m personally drawn in as it is.”


He stood and pulled me into a side hug, “We all make
mistakes Ava, and yours are usually epic but…” he smirked at me with a wink as
I slapped his arm.


“Well, I don’t do things by half” I laughed as we joined
the others back in the entrance hall.


 


“We’re gonna take this in my office, baby.” Mason
informed me as he kissed the top of my head and cupped my backside, squeezing
my flesh gently in his large hands as his face burrowed into my hair.


Brad rolled his eyes and scoffed, “Leave her alone Fox,
Christ!” He laughed as Mason scowled at him.


“Jealous, Brad?”


Brad shrugged with a hint of nonchalance, “Who wouldn’t
be Mason, Ava’s hot.”


My eyebrows lifted along with the other guys when Brad dared
to speak his open opinion of me around Mason. Sam sucked air through his teeth
but Brad just shrugged and ventured up the stairs, leaving an open-mouthed
Mason scowling at his retreating back.


Greg started to laugh as he slapped Mason on the back
then followed Brad up the stairs, along with Trev. “Come on Mase, I’m eager to
get the party started.” He shouted over his shoulder as he took the steps two
at a time.


 


Sam shook his head in exasperation as he pulled me into a
hug. “You okay, sweetheart?” His gruff but quiet voice warmed me inside. Sam’s
love and affection for me was openly displayed on his face and I hugged him
back tightly, loving this big large man with a passion.


“I’m okay, stop worrying. All’s good.”


He sighed heavily but nodded, “We’ll find him Ava, I
promise and when we do I’m gonna rip the bastard to fucking shreds... slowly.”
He resembled a gentle giant but Sam was notorious for his affection for blades,
his skill with his numerous ‘toys’ was chilling but mesmerising in a sick kind
of way. Everyone knew if Mason sent Sam round then you would be walking back
out of the room with at least one less body part intact.


Blades… blades… blades. I’m gonna make you pay for the
blades, Mason!


 


I shivered but gave Sam a smile. “I know you will Sam, I
know you will.”


And I knew Sam would do his upmost to fulfil his promise.
He was like family to me, our friendship meant a great deal to both of us and
we shared a mutual bond and respect for each other.


“Sam,” I asked quietly as I tilted my head in thought,
“Where did you learn to play with your blades?”


He frowned at me with a confused but easy expression,
“You mean who was my mentor?”


I nodded and kept the smile plastered to my face, not
wanting to reveal my line of reflection. 


“My Dad, he started to train me when I hit eleven. Why?”


“Did he have a thing for them too then?” I asked as
Courtney bounded through my front door and was enfolded around me within a
matter of seconds. I embraced her back with as much affection as I caught
Mason’s pensive expression whilst his eyes flicked between Sam and me.


“Sam’s dad was infamous for the tricks he could do with a
set of knives back in the 80’s,” Mason butted in, feeding my curiosity as his
mind synced with mine and ran along beside me. 


Sam nodded with a tight smile. “Does he live round here
then?” I pressed on, soaking up as much information as I could.


He shook his head, “No… he had some trouble with one of
my brothers. Jase ended up killing and raping a girl that used to babysit for
us; my dad obviously hit the shit and sliced Jase to pieces. He’s in Wormwood Scrubs.”



Sam gave Mason a hooded glance but his honesty caught me
off guard. I had known Sam for eight years now and I had never bothered to find
out about him and that hurt.


“Christ Sam, I am so sorry. You carry this shit round with
you but never once did I know this.”


He shrugged and wrinkled his nose, “It’s just shit, Ava.
Everybody has some.”


I pressed my lips together but nodded, “Yeah but he’s
your dad.”


“He was also every kid on the estates dad, if you get my
drift, Ava. We were never close; the man was pure fucking evil. He trained all
of us, including his other twelve million kids, with military precision to slice
a person up better than a filleting a fucking salmon. And then he made us use
the skills we had learned on each other. To my father the best was only good
enough and he placed us against each other one by one until only the best
survived. What kind of father does that? One that ran a fucking school to teach
his sick skills, one that took us to organised knife fights and placed money on
us, one that wasn’t satisfied until we had carved each other up.” He shrugged
again but I could read the hurt and old anguish on his face, “But it is what it
is, sweetheart and I met Mason through that cruel bastard so hey, I’m not ruined
by it, just stronger I suppose.”


“Go up, Sam” Mason intervened sternly as his eyes
narrowed on me with a slight glare.


Sam nodded once and smiled at me again before he hit the
stairs and followed the others into the office.


 


“What the hell, Ava?” Mason growled, “Why don’t you just
get the poor guy on This is Your Life?”


“I was only asking” I defended, “What did he mean when he
said that’s where he met you?”


He rolled his eyes as he took a step towards the stairs,
“Keep out of it, Ava. This has nothing to do with whatever is happening here,
you understand?”


I smiled sweetly and nodded. “Of course, baby.”


His eyes fired and he sucked in a harsh breath when he
caught the sarcasm in my voice. “I mean it Ava, Sam’s past has nothing to do
with this shit. Neither has mine, so back off the guy’s. They are my men Ava,
they’re loyal and honest.””


I lifted an eyebrow in mockery, “Like Dane?”


Courtney pulled in a breath beside me then made her way
discreetly into the kitchen, giving us privacy and discretion as Mason’s eyes
darkened but his face clenched with the guilt of the past.


“Dane was a sick and twisted bastard, Ava. There is no
one I trust more than Sam and Greg.”


“I wasn’t accusing Greg and Sam of anything. I was just
trying to find a link somewhere in this fuck up Mason. I need this done, I need
to feel safe. I need the peanuts to be safe as well as our friends. We need
this bastard Mason and I’m sorry, but I’m willing to quiz the fucking Queen if
I have to.”


His knuckles slid down my cheek with a gentle affection
and I relaxed instantly, his touch soothing the anguish and fear I held deep
inside, so deep no one else could see it was there. “Baby, I know you’re
scared…” he placed his fingertips on my lips to silence me as I started to
voice my protest. “But I promise Ava, this will be over soon.”


He slid his fingers around my head, cupping me tenderly
until I leant into him and closed my eyes with the calm he offered, “Blue
skies, baby. Tranquil beaches, the kids running and laughing with maybe a puppy
or a kitten. No looking over our shoulder anymore, no wondering who will take a
pop at us next and no more fucking fighting to live in peace. Enough of this
crap now. I’ll concentrate on this prick and you concentrate on getting us to
Portugal. Okay?”


I nodded and sighed as I forfeited the fight – for now,
“Okay.”


He smiled and brushed his lips over mine and I instinctively
moaned at the contact. “I love you, Ava” he whispered into my mouth.


“And me, you” I returned as I trickled the tip of my
tongue across his lower lip. He growled playfully as he planted a chaste kiss
on my mouth and ran up the stairs to join the others. 
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mason


The party was in full swing by the time we had finished
and returned downstairs. Greg cheered loudly as he hit the stairs and headed
straight to the booze table.


I did a scan of the room and found Ava laughing with
Layla and Lucas, her stunning face lit up brightly as Layla said something in
her ear, Lucas scowling beside them with narrow eyes on each of the women.


A smile hit my lips as I stood watching her relaxed and
happy, her beauty humming but serene in the bustle of the room.


Hinder blasted from the speakers and Ava jigged
her hip to the beat until her face grimaced slightly at the pain of her injury and
she stiffened. Her head turned slowly and her eyes sought me out as if she
sensed me, which I knew she did. Our souls danced happily with each other’s
closeness and from the look in my wife’s eyes, her soul wasn’t the only thing
aroused at the moment. 


The heat in her eyes stirred my blood and a wicked smile
curved her lips when she read the desire in my body language.


She turned her body towards me and started to sway to the
music, her hips rhythmically rocking from side to side as she raised her arms
in the air and moved her amazing body towards me. I stood motionless, just
watching her flow across the room as my whole body hardened in need. My heart
hammered rapidly, my thighs clenched almost painfully and my cock swelled in
want and hunger.


Fuck, she was a stunning woman and I would never tire of
just watching her; watching the love for me reflected in her eyes, watching the
way her body reacted to mine, watching the way her pulse throbbed at the base
of her slender neck and the way her brow always creased slightly every time I
entered the room. She was exquisite, she was pure elegance and she was mine,
every single fucking inch of her, but maybe for…


 


She moved closer, her little feet dancing along the
hardwood floor as people watched her pass, their eyes smiling as they trekked
her swing and rock towards me, each one moving aside and clearing a path for
her.


I couldn’t hold back the huge smile from my face, my wife
made me fucking glad to be alive and happy to take another breath in this
torturous life.


She reached me and circled round me, her whole body still
shimmying in time to the heavy beat of Hinders’ ‘Up all night’, as her
husky voice sang the words in my ear and her hands slid over my arse, her new
long nails scraping my skin causing a slight shiver to ripple through me.


She veered round the front of me and I grabbed her hand
and pulled her against me, my body swaying against the rhythm of hers as we
both ground and rocked against one another.


Her incredible breasts pressed up tight against my chest
and I could feel the frisky thud of her heart as it danced in time with the
sultry play of our hips as we rocked hard into each other.


“We’re gonna be up all night, gettin’ it on till the
mornin’ light…” I growled in her ear teasing her with the words to the song
as she purred with a faint rasp into my chest.


“Enough! You’ll be kicking us out next!” Courtney shouted
across the room as she briskly changed the music and Gabrielle Aplin ‘The
Power of Love’ now filled the room.


Ava’s whole body buzzed with love as the song started,
the soft sound of the ballad reliving the most memorable day of our lives in
our heads. I held her close as our wedding song played and relished in the feel
of her tiny body pressed against mine.


“God I love you baby,” I whispered in her ear as her fingers
slid around my neck and then into my hair. “Don’t ever leave me Ava, I couldn’t
live through it. Wherever you are, I’m following; to the ends of the earth if
you need me to.”


She smiled up at me, the peacefulness of her soft gaze
lulled me and I leaned into her soft curves, my hips fitting against hers as
though we were tailor made for each other. The dip of her back accommodated the
palms of my hands like she had been moulded by the heavens just for me and her
eyes linked with mine as we fed and devoured equally. “You’re mine, Ava; you’ll
always be mine...”


The top of her hair brushed softly against my jaw as I
tilted her head back with a finger under her chin until her eyes locked with my
deep gaze, “But tonight you’re mine and Kade’s.”


Her gasp was loud, even over the drum of the music. Her
heart sped up, its thud now a harsh thump as I felt her body shudder from head
to toe. “We each own you tonight, baby. Both of us will possess you so
thoroughly you won’t know who is where and which one of us is doing what. Whose
cock is in your mouth and whose dick is in your sweet tight pussy. Whose tongue
is in your mouth or torturing your soft nipples.”


Her flawless green eyes fired deeply, the shade and tone
darkening with her lust and desire. My cock throbbed at the look of longing
across her face and the warmth of her soft breaths on my throat. “Are you sure
you want to do this, Mason? There’s no going back from this. You know how Kade
feels about me.”


I ran the tip of my nose around hers and ran my fingers
down from the bottom of her spine and onto her pert little ass, “And I know how
you feel about Kade, Ava.”


I brought a hand up and pressed it against her
breastbone; her heart backfired against my palm with her fear and need as her
teeth sank delicately into her bottom lip. “Mason…”


“No, I told you I knew how you felt, how Kade feels. We
need to do this Ava, once and for all before we leave. We need to take what we
all need from each other before we lay those demons to rest. One night, baby;
one night with both of the men who you love.”


She swallowed and I watched the lump in her throat
struggle to go down as she closed her eyes, took a steadying breath then nodded
as she reopened them. “Okay, but we each take everything we want, Mason. For
one last time, even you. Then we move on and forget.”


I smiled with corruption, “Oh, don’t worry baby, I intend
to. I plan on taking everything from you and giving everything to Kade.”


She rolled her lips to hide her cheeky smile and I swiped
my thumb across her plump lower lip, “Does that make you hot, Ava? Knowing that
I’m gonna be giving Kade the fuck of his life?”


“Yes.” She whispered as her eyes glazed. She gazed over
my shoulder, her imagination ruling her as she pictured what tonight would
bring. “You want Kade’s cock in your pussy Ava, thrusting hard inside you,
fucking you into unconsciousness?”


“Yes.”


“I’m gonna fuck your hot mouth whilst he takes your ass,
baby. Fill everything inside you with both of us; make you delirious until you
don’t know whose name to scream, mine or Kades, when you come so hard your body
won’t know up from down.”


“Sounds perfect” A voice whispered in my ear and I
clenched my teeth against the urges that instantly shot through my body,
electrifying every nerve ending as Kade’s hot breath shivered across my cheek
and every single drop of blood in my body surged to my dick, pumping it in
anticipation and pure craving .


“You ready?” he breathed as he discreetly rubbed his hard
cock into my arse, sandwiching me between his hard body and my wife’s soft one.


I blew out a heavy breath as my eyes caught Ava’s hooded
ones. Oh, she needed this; she needed it badly; almost as badly as me. Being
between them now, their bodies flanking mine, I struggled to pull away,
struggled to stop myself from tearing both their clothes off and taking them in
front of the bloody guests. Stop myself from sinking into each of them, stroking
my tongue over their skin, sliding my fingers into their flesh, and thrusting my
cock into either of their mouths.


 


“Mason… Mason!” Ava’s harsh whisper flicked open my eyes
and I stared at her. “You need to get Kade upstairs before Greg sees him.”


“What?” My brain was refusing to cooperate as Kade
continued to secretly rub his hard cock up and down the groove of my arse.


Oh god!


“Greg – Courtney - Kade” she stated slowly and it
suddenly clicked.


“Yeah.”


 I coughed to alert Kade that I was moving. The last
thing we needed was the guests catching sight of Kade grinding his groin into
my ass. He moved back and walked into the hallway without instruction, his
knowledge of Greg’s presence also making him eager to get out of the room.


I followed him through the entrance hall and up the
stairs to the office, keeping my gaze fixed to the back of his head and
demanding myself not to look at how his tight buttocks moved under the denim of
his dark jeans.


 


He swung his backpack from his shoulder and proceeded to
immediately unpack his laptop and a few gadgets, wires and cables before he
scanned the room for an electricity socket.


I stood immobile, watching his serious expression as he
set up his equipment.


His eyes eventually lifted to mine and he halted at the
obvious feral look I was displaying. I could feel the heat still between us and
I gulped as I fought it back… for now.


“You sure you wanna do this Mason?” His tone was steady
but I could feel his nervousness flow from every single pore on his body and I
knew he wasn’t talking about the transaction trace.


I nodded once. “We both want it. We all want it.”


“Can you cope with the after effects though? You’re not
gonna haunt her with the ‘was he’ and ‘were you’s’?”


I shook my head, “No, we need to bury this Kade; we need
to give in to what we want instead of fucking fighting it. I’m sick of fighting
for things in this god damn life. I want this, you want his and I know Ava
wants this. Do you know she still loves you, Kade? My wife loves you.” I said
it bluntly; it didn’t need saying any other way and surprisingly saying it and
admitting it out loud didn’t hurt as much as I thought it would.


Ava had loved Kade from the first time she fucked him,
but even after eight years, she was still with me, still by my side and I knew
with an overwhelming clarity that I would always have her, no matter what she
felt for Kade.


 


His lips lifted into a soft smile but he cocked his head
and smiled wider at me, “But she’s in love with you, Mason. She has
always been in love with you.”


I nodded and returned his smile as he continued to set up
his equipment. Settling his self behind my desk, he fired everything up and
nodded to me.


I passed him the piece of paper with all the details of
the transaction and his fingers whizzed over the keyboard as he initiated the
process of whatever the program executed. “It will take a few hours to find it,
usually around twelve. It has to bounce around lots of ports, servers and
firewalls but it’ll find it.”


I nodded, “You want a drink?”


“Sure, beer…” He seemed preoccupied with something as he
tapped away at numerous keys and I turned to the open doorway to go get him a
drink.


Greg was stood, quiet and brooding as he leaned on the
frame. “Not now, Greg” I warned as I pierced him with a stare.


“It’s good, Mase. I’m not here to pick a fight, just want
a word.”


I glanced back at Kade who nodded. “Behave Greg, or it’ll
be me you have to deal with.”


He nodded and I closed the door as I gave them one more
look to make sure they were both calm.


 


Ava was stood at the bottom of the stairs talking to Brad
as I came down. My gut growled when I spotted his hand on her arm, laughing
with her as he joked about something. He looked up at me and removed his touch
as he nodded to me and left us.


“Everything okay?” Ava asked quietly and I smiled as I
walked into the kitchen to retrieve Kade’s beer.


“Everything is fine, baby, stop worrying.”


“I can’t help it. I’m frightened you’re gonna… watch us.”


I frowned and snorted a little, “Of course I’m gonna
watch you, Ava.” I reached in the fridge and pulled a bottle out, flipping the
cap on the edge of the counter before turning back to her, “What, you want me
to shut my eyes when he fucks you?” I barked with humour.


“Ssshhh,” she chastised as she glimpsed around the room
to check we hadn’t been overheard. “I mean… you know…”


I spanned her waist with my arm and pulled her hard
against me, “You think I’m gonna be wondering if you’re enjoying it more with
Kade than me?”


She nodded hesitantly as her beautiful face twisted with
apprehension. “Ava, listen to me. I want you to enjoy Kade fucking you;
otherwise we wouldn’t be doing this. If he was shit in bed, what would be the point?
There wouldn’t be any. I want him to make you come with a screaming pleasure,
baby. I want him to make you climax like never before, because I want to watch
that level of ecstasy on your face. I want to see you come apart beneath us. I
have no worries I satisfy you, Ava. Hell, after eight years, I think we know
each other inside out. I know from the level of your screams how much bliss
you’re in. I know from your soft pants how close to orgasm you are. I know from
the glaze of your eyes how much pleasure is racing through your veins and I
know… I know how much you enjoy my cock inside you, because you tell me.”


Amusement lit her eyes and I chuckled against her, “Kiss
me, baby. I am so hard for you I could fuck you right here, up against the damn
fridge.”


She laughed and grinned at me, “Let me take the eggs out
first, I need them for the breakfast I will need to make for the two blokes who
are gonna fuck me to hell and back tonight.”


I pursed my lips and nodded humbly, “Lucky guy’s.”


She grinned wider and god damn, my heart faltered. “They
are, very lucky.”


She winked and walked back to the guests virtually
fucking on our living room floor to some sultry music someone had put on and I
sighed happily when Ava stumbled to a halt as she spotted Courtney and Greg
snogging each other’s faces off under the curve of the staircase.


She turned back to me with a massive beam on her face and
gave me the thumbs up. I chuckled and returned her happy expression, my core
firing with an intense adoration at Ava’s glee, her face bright and her smile
wide.


God, I was lucky. A fucking lucky bastard and soon I
would be even luckier when I had my family by my side, safe and secure under
the Portuguese heat.


 


“Ava...” I shouted. She turned back to me expectantly,
“Did you phone Paola?” 


She nodded and giggled, “Yeah, she was a bit pissed.
She’d just finished packing.”


“Hey, she’s bored anyway. It will give her something to
keep her mind occupied.” I laughed. 


My God, I felt good. I would feel even greater when we
caught this bastard but fuck, if I wasn’t actually looking forward to something
for once.


I frowned as I watched Ava disappear into the throng of
people as I glanced up the stairs thoughtfully.


Would Ava be okay leaving Kade behind? Would it hurt her
to finally say goodbye to the other half of her heart?


She hadn’t mentioned it but I knew it would be playing on
her mind.


Fuck!
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Ava


“God, you’re so beautiful” Kade breathed before me as
Mason lowered the zip on my dress from behind.


I would be lying if I said I wasn’t nervous. I was
terrified of being with Kade again. I feared the ache my heart would develop
when this was over; knowing being with him again would bring every emotion back
to the surface. 


“Don’t think Ava, just feel sweetheart” Kade murmured as
his lips brushed over my cheek, my eyes closing instinctively to his touch.


My breath caught in my throat at the caress that I had
longed for, dreamt of and needed for such a long time.


“Kade” I moaned as he swept my hair aside and ran his
lips over the soft heat behind my ear.


“You feel his touch, baby?” Mason asked as his mouth
followed the line of the zip, his tongue sweeping out and stroking the skin
that was revealed bit by bit.


“Oh Jesus” I mumbled. I wasn’t going to survive this.
Both of the hottest men in my life were idolising me, demanding that I feel
them both together and my senses were overloading.


“Just feel, Ava.” Mason reminded me and I willed myself
to relax and enjoy all that was being given.


 


I lifted my hands and thread my fingers into Kades thick
black mane, his soft hair adding extra perception to the sensation of touch.
His lips were now trailing down my throat and then onto my collarbone. He
smirked up at me then flicked his eyes to Mason when his tongue twisted across
the words of my tattoo. “I just tongued Mrs Fox” he chuckled and I shook my
head in bewilderment at his humour.


“Oh God” I groaned when he dropped to his knees before me
and twisted his thumbs into my knickers and ripped them off without any effort
at all.


“Now I’m going to tongue Mrs Fox properly.”


Mason laughed behind me as he also dropped to his knees
and tapped my ankles so I stepped out of the pool of material on the floor.


 


“Fuck!” I jolted when Kade’s thumbs separated my labia
and Mason’s finger stroked the crease of my bum.


“Bend right over Kade, baby” Mason ordered softly and I
gulped as I slid my hands down Kade’s back, scrunching the material of his
shirt in my fists to steady myself as I descended.


Oh Good God! Kade’s tongue tasted every inch of my pussy
as Mason’s soft lips feasted on the flesh of my ass.


My knees trembled when Kade’s tongue flicked over my clit
and Mason’s tongue reamed my anus. “Oh yeah, that’s nice” I moaned as I pulled
Kade’s shirt up to reveal the contours of his muscled back.


He groaned beneath me as he nibbled on me and I licked at
the skin beneath the waistband of his jeans. From my upside down view I could
see he wasn’t wearing boxers and my pussy slickened as I caught sight of his
tight buttocks. I slid my hands down the gap and palmed his backside, “Fuck,
you have a tight ass.” I caressed the soft skin, his muscles hard but his skin
smooth.


Kade was working me hard, his tongue labouring expertly
on my clit as he slid a finger inside me and circled it round, pushing at my
walls to prepare me for his fucking.


Mason was gently tonguing my ass as he also slid a finger
inside my pussy, both men working frenziedly together to bring me off. Their
fingers clashed and then rubbed inside me, heightening my arousal and
encouraging a climax that would shatter me.


 


I felt the coolness of the lube as Mason squeezed a small
amount between my bottom, his finger still working my vagina alongside Kade as
he worked another finger into my anus. “Oh God… more” I breathed as Kade’s lips
suckled on my clitoris, Mason’s fingers started to fuck my ass and both their
fingers drove into my pussy.


My orgasm hit with the strength of a tidal wave as my
whole body pulsed with pleasure and my brain fired shots of bliss to every
nerve in my body. I screamed with the intensity of the release, my body shook
and my lungs struggled to feed oxygen to my brain. “Fuck!” I cried out as they
continued to work me, both of their paces slowing to bring me down gently and
extensively.


 


I was shuffled around slightly until I was flat on my front,
a pillow slid under my hips to protect my wound as my boobs squashed into the
carpet. Hands lifted my arse in the air and more fingers prepared my backside
for penetration.


As I came round from the high of my orgasm I became aware
of Kade behind me, his body over mine as the head of his cock nudged at my ass.
“Relax Ava. Let me in sweetheart.”


His hand grasped my chin and turned my face to the side
before his mouth covered mine and he relished me in a slow and easy kiss, his
tongue sweeping over and around mine in a loving caress. “Oh God Ava” he
breathed as he took my under him again, his teeth nibbling at my bottom lip as
he pushed deeper inside me. “You taste so sweet. Like nothing ever.”


His jaw dropped and I looked over his shoulder to watch
as Mason covered Kade’s body, his hands settling beside my head as his eyes
closed in pure rapture as all three of us linked and joined as one continuation
of each other.


“So tight” Mason choked out as Kade buried his cock
deeper inside me, his hardness stretching me and every single sensation my body
could feel stimulated my brain with a surge of lust and animalistic want as I
pushed back and took all of Kade inside me as I also pressed him onto Mason.


“Harder” I growled as I started to ride Kade, my
movements powering him deeper onto Mason’s cock as I set the pace and sped up,
my greediness in want of a climax driving us faster and fiercer. 


“Fuck yeah, fuck me Ava” Kade hissed as his fingers
wrapped in my hair and Mason pushed us flatter to the floor.


I couldn’t work us anymore; my body trapped between Kade,
the pillow and the carpet as Kade started pounding into me and then back onto
Mason, his erotic groans loud in my ear as Mason’s dirty statements made me
hotter.


“Ava, Ava…” he panted as I felt his cock swell inside me,
“Fuck Mason, harder.”


Oh Shit, I was going to come harder than ever and my
nails clutched the carpet as I braced myself for it. 


“I’m gonna come buried to my balls in your arse, Kade. I
need you to get Ava there, now.”


My head whipped back before Kade’s lips sucked at the
skin behind my ear and then I exploded with so much force when his teeth sank
hard into my flesh that I barely registered the roar of release from the two
men joining me with their own climax.


I had no idea what or who I shouted as everything in my
body burst at once. My brain shut down with the overload as my body screamed in
exquisite pain and pure gratification whilst my lungs ceased and my heart
stopped.


Holy fucking hell! I was still screaming in pleasure as
Kade’s body bucked and jerked, his cock filling me with each and every drop his
balls held and more.


Mason cried out Kade’s name as he ground us further into
the carpet and his hands disappeared from beside me to hold onto Kades
shoulders.


I had never experienced an orgasm so fierce before and I
knew I would never feel another like it.


The love shown from both men brought it to a new level,
their adoration sizzling my responses to a deeper dimension.


 


We all collapsed before gentle hands lifted me and lay me
softly on the bed, “Sleep, baby.”


I mumbled a reply before my body sank into the delicious
void of unconsciousness.


 


***


 


I felt the soft strokes of fingertips over my skin before
the light filtered through my eyelids and into my consciousness.


“Ooh” I murmured as soft lips wrapped around one of my
nipples and clasped it between gentle teeth.


My arousal fired as more lips slid over my ribcage and
across the plain of my stomach, a tongue licking a trail behind the lips until
they ventured over my mound and curled around my stimulated clitoris.


My back arched as hands cupped my breasts, massaging and
caressing me lightly as a tongue worked my clit unforgivingly, the contrast in
the touches frazzling my brain and confusing my mind.


“Open your eyes Ava, look at me” Mason’s stern demand had
my eyes opening and I smiled widely when I saw him straddle my chest. He slid
the tip of his hard cock over my bottom lip and I clamped my lips shut
playfully. He narrowed his eyes on me but just as teasing he wiped his pre-cum
all over my lips. My tongue darted out to taste as Kade slid his teeth softly
over the hard nub of my clit and slipped a long finger inside me.


My body jerked as a shot of intense pleasure rippled
through my core and my mouth fell open to release the loud groan. Mason took
advantage as Kade chuckled and drove his cock deep into my mouth.


“Crafty” I laughed around the solid erection in my mouth.
Mason lifted his brow in agreement as Kade grew serious in his diversion and
flicked his tongue over my clit, driving my need higher and higher. “Jesus…
Fuck me Kade, please.”


Mason groaned long and low as my voice reverberated
around his cock, sending vibrations through his shaft and into his balls as
they squeezed tight.


Kade didn’t wait to be asked twice. Within seconds my legs
were lifted around his shoulders gently, his delicacy with my sore hip saw him
thrusting inside me softly and slowly.


“Oh yeah” he breathed from behind Mason as I felt his
cock slide in gradually, the leisure in his pace was good as he stretched me slowly
and steadily. “Bend over her Mason,” he added but I switched off to the rest as
I worked my mouth up and down Mason’s length and relished in the feel of Kade
sliding in and out of me unhurriedly, his love-making tender and sweet but
still just as arousing.


“Fuck!” Mason hissed from above me but I continued to
work him, my fingers sliding over his sac and across his perineum. I could feel
the movement of Kade’s fingers as I neared Mason’s arse so I worked backwards
and continued to tease his balls, scraping his scrotum with the edge of my
super-nails.


Kade carried on his steady pace, gliding in and out with
a slow push and pull and before long his soft sweeps over my g-spot detonated
my orgasm and I cried out my pleasure. Mason must have been waiting for me as
his cock swelled and he erupted into my mouth, his hot spunk flowing over my
tongue and out of the corners of my mouth as Kade thrust hard twice and
exploded inside me.


“Jesus!” Mason roared as Kade shouted some
expletives.


 


“Good morning beautiful” Mason smiled down at me as I
licked his cock clean and tickled the tip of him which I knew made him jerk
straight after he had come.


“Good morning yourself, handsome” I grinned and turned my
face towards Kade, who had slid up beside me and cupped my face.


His mouth descended and he took his morning kiss with as
much gentility as he had fucked me with.


Mason spread out at the other side of me and I could feel
his eyes watching us kiss, as his fingers trailed down my arm with adoration
and love.


I pulled away from Kade and turned to my husband to now
worship his kiss. He brushed his mouth over me slowly, his eyes fixing on mine
to make sure I was all in. Our gazes locked and I swallowed at the intensity of
love in his eyes before he lifted them to Kade and I frowned slightly when I
saw something similar in his eyes, this time directed at Kade.


Holy Shit.


“Mason?”


He blinked and turned back to me, his eyes now smiling
but his lips were stern. “You okay?” I asked with slight apprehension,
wondering what the hell was going on here. He smiled and nodded and I cupped
his jaw, holding his eyes on mine.


He read my stare, knowing my silent voice after many
years of mute communication with two children. He nodded once firmly and gifted
me to his stunning smile, “Breakfast wench, we’re hungry.”


“Hell yes” Kade growled as he slid off the bed and walked
into the en-suite.


 


“Are you sure you’re okay?” I asked Mason again when we
were alone.


“I’m good, Ava. Just a bit… my emotions are all over the
place, that’s all.”


I studied him for a moment, trying to gauge his mood but
also read his hesitation. “Can I ask you something?”


He nodded as he sat up and turned his back to me. He knew
my question before I asked it but I pushed myself upright, careful of my
stiches as I flanked his body from behind with my own and slipped my arms
around his waist. “What are your feelings for Kade?”


He stiffened under me and I tightened my hold, giving the
encouragement to be honest. “I love you Mason. I will always love you, whatever
or whoever you are. My life since meeting you has been full of so much of your
love. You have masses of it, Mason, shit loads of love to share and…”


He shook his head and shot off the bed, “Don’t!”


I could tell by his tone that the subject was closed, his
demand at my silence bated my questions for now and I nodded.


 


I pushed off the bed and reached up to him on tiptoes,
“Kiss me, Mr Fox.”


His wicked smile warmed my heart and settled my
uncertainties. His soft lips crashed over mine and his dominance and control
bled into me, claiming me back as his mouth moved over my neck and his bite
left its signature mark. “Jesus, I love you Ava. You’re everything, baby.
Everything worth living in this damned life for.”


I frowned at his sadness, “It’s gonna work out okay,
Mason, I promise. A woman knows these things.”


He smirked as he stroked my wound dressing softly before
his eyes darkened and the room cooled slightly with the abrupt change in his
mood, “This Ava, this scared the shit out of me baby. I was so fucking
frightened…”


“Enough!” I snapped, “I don’t wanna hear about the what
if’s, Mason. We concentrate on the now and the future, not what has been.”


“Ava! You really need to face this…”


“No, Mason, it is done, over. What’s the point in
worrying about things that haven’t even happened yet and what’s the point in
going over things that have happened and cannot be changed?”


He sucked in a breath but nodded reluctantly, “Fair
enough, but I’m just saying you need to be careful, Ava. I will not allow
anymore shit to happen, they go through me next time. Understand?”


I nodded, “I know. I just can’t figure out why this
bastard wants you, Mason. What his grievance is with you.”


He laughed as Kade returned to the room, Mason’s eyes
flicking to him swiftly before they settled back on me, “Baby, it could be any
number of things.”


“The stats should be back soon, and then you’ll know
where your money went. My program will pinpoint the exact location as well as
the transaction details. It will find him for you.” Kade divulged as he pulled
on his jeans but left them unbuttoned and my eyes feasted on his pure
masculinity, my gaze lowering onto the sprinkle of black hair now disappearing
into the waistband of his denim.


 


Mason laughed and I blinked, “Ava, you’re eating him
whole.”


I shook my head to clear my thoughts before I pulled on
my clothes. “By the way, Brad stays with you all day until I can replace Wes.”


I nodded in confirmation; there was no point in fighting
Mason when he was like this, even though the thought of Brad tagging along
beside me all day didn’t exactly bring a smile forth. He looked the type to try
it on but I brushed it off, knowing I could take care of myself. “Sure, I’m
just nipping to the cemetery to replace George’s flowers, then picking Katie
and George up from your mother’s, and then I’ll be home all day. Will you still
be here, Kade?” I asked as I dressed and flicked a look at Mason as he also
turned to Kade, waiting for his answer.


“Yeah, I gotta run through with the program. It needs
some other stuff doing once it pinpoints the IP’s so I can track the movements
of the money and bring up the name of the account it eventually landed in.”


 


“Did you manage to get a link on what I asked you?” I
asked Kade quietly when Mason stepped into the shower.


“Not yet but that could take weeks, Ava. I know I write
brilliant programs but sometimes they’re a little slow.” He chuckled and took
my hand in his, “Is Mason okay?”


I shrugged and pursed my lips, sighing as Kade’s thumb
gently rubbed my knuckles, “I’m not sure, I think he’s fighting a few new
emotions.”


He cocked his head as a small frown puckered his brow,
“Emotions involving me?”


“I dunno, he clammed up when I asked him,” I replied as I
shot a look to the bathroom when the shower shut off. “The best thing to do is
sit back and let him deal with them. He’ll let us know when he comes to some
sort of conclusion about them.”


He nodded then pulled in a heavy breath, pulling me back
slightly as I turned to walk away, “I need to say something, Ava. I know you
don’t want to hear it but I need to say it.”


I swallowed back the worry and let him have his say as I
nodded to him.


“I love you Ava, you know that and I know you love me but
this…this whatever it is, it was the right thing to do. Years Ava, for years I
have wanted you and it tore me up inside but now we end it. We move on, get on
with life and…”


He ran his tongue over his teeth as his throat bobbed and
my skin tightened when I knew his next words would hurt, “And I can’t see you
again, Ava.”


My heart dropped through my stomach as I shook my head
urgently, “Kade, no, I…”


“Ssshhh, sweetheart.” He pulled me against him tightly,
my hip screaming in pain but that was nothing compared to the pain in my heart.


“Last night and this morning… it made me realise how much
I want you, Ava. How damn in love I am with you and I can’t…”


His fists clenched beside him as he closed his eyes, “I
can’t watch you be with someone else. I will never get over you whilst I watch
you, see you every day and know that you will never be mine.”


Tears spilled down my face and he swept his fingers over
my cheeks, catching them before they dripped from my chin, “You’ll be fine Ava,
Mason loves you so much. His eyes are so alive when he looks at you, his whole
aura lights your shadow, sweetheart. And you, you absorb that Ava and it’s what
makes your heart beat every day. I can never compete with that kind of love. I
know you love me, but I know you worship Mason. I have seen the adoration and
idolisation in your eyes and I can visibly see your soul reach out for him. I
can feel the thud of your heart when he enters a room and fuck, I might be a bastard
at times but even Hell wouldn’t forgive me for destroying that.”


“But…”


He shook his head firmly before he leaned and grazed his
lips over mine, the salt from my tears mixing with his love and stimulating my
tongue and lips as my heart stuttered against my chest. His mouth moved over
mine with so much passion and I sighed into him as his tongue stroked across
the underside of mine. I let it flow, let him take what he needed from me as I
palmed his face and fed him as much love as I could.


He rested his forehead on mine as his eyes held me but a
smile lifted his lips, “I’ll be here when you get back, I promise.”


I nodded against him, inhaling his deliciousness one last
time as I pulled my shoulders back, halted my tears and dragged my heart back
into place.


His gaze pierced my soul before he slipped past me and
went to check his equipment in the office.


I didn’t watch him go, just stood rooted to the spot, my
fingers against my lap as I closed my eyes and strived to steady myself. I knew
it would come, knew last night would make it difficult but that didn’t help
stop the ache that was killing me inside.


I had always hated myself for what I did to Kade all
those years ago and now, now it felt like retribution, my turn to feel the pain
as I tried to let go.
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mason


I watched Kade walk away then gazed at Ava as she
struggled with her emotions in the centre of the room.


I had heard every word from behind the door, listened to
them each declare their love but what had surprised me was Kade’s words and
Ava’s acceptance. She had fought with her feelings for Kade for over seven
years but she had controlled them, allowing her friendship with Kade to
continue and grow. Now she had even lost that and I couldn’t help but feel
guilty for pushing last night’s amazing experience.


My own emotions over Kade weren’t something I was willing
to decipher at the present moment, not until this shit was over with and I
stayed motionless until Ava left the room.


 


I sat on the edge of the bed and stared around the
bedroom, my bedroom for the last twelve years. This was where I had first taken
Ava, first made love to her, first accepted that I was in love with her, first
asked her to marry me and lost our first child in this very room. It was part
of me, part of our family and I sighed heavily as I visualised the rapture on
Kade’s face this morning when he slid into Ava’s warm wet pussy. The love that
had been displayed on his face mirrored mine and then the adoration on my
wife’s face not ten minutes ago when Kade gave her a final kiss.


Would she ever move past this? I had no worries or
concerns about whether she loved me but I hated to see her ache; an ache that
she would carry with her for the rest of her life. An ache that was now
wiggling its way inside me.


No, I wouldn’t go there, wouldn’t accept what my heart
was telling me. This was over, finished and it would stay that way.


 


I climbed from the bed and dropped the towel to pull on
my clothes. “Ava asks if you’re ready for breakfast.” Kade asked from the
doorway.


I turned and watched his eyes lift from my backside as a
sly smirk appeared on his face. He had been checking me out and I frowned at
myself when my gut pooled with heat and my stomach fluttered with satisfaction.


“Yeah, five minutes.”


He was about to turn when he turned back to me and held
my gaze, “About this morning, I know you were listening and I wanted to
apologise for what I…”


I lifted a hand and stopped him mid-sentence, “I knew it
all, Kade. I want to thank you for… I dunno, for handing me the reins I
suppose. Your honesty to Ava means a lot.”


I sighed and penetrated his eyes; his gaze grew serious
when he felt the sadness in me. “We’re moving to Portugal, Kade. After we get
this bastard we’re selling up and moving into George’s place.”


He sucked a hefty intake of air through his teeth and I
noticed the slight tremble in his legs but he held it back and I could see the
acceptance absorb into him, “Probably a good thing then. I need complete separation,
Mason, otherwise I have no chance of…” He shrugged to finish his sentence and I
nodded to show I understood.


He left again and I watched him go, my heart racing in my
chest as my eyes dropped to his arse and devoured the way his backside hugged the
denim nicely.


 


Fuck! I did not need this right now; I needed complete
concentration on finding our guy. I didn’t need my attention somewhere else
until I had him. 


 


I shook myself off and dressed before following the smell
of fried bacon and eggs. I didn’t need to follow the scent of Ava; my soul
dragged me to her intuitively. It was always on the hunt for its mate and I
smiled as I noticed the customary dip in her brow as I entered the kitchen.


Her eyes lit up as I approached and slid an arm around
her waist. “Smells good, you two have given me an appetite.” 


She scoffed and slapped me with the spatula until I let
her go, “Mason, you’re always hungry.”


I smirked and nibbled on the nape of her neck as I
answered in a slow growl, “Always, baby.”


“Not for me, I mean food.” She scolded and Kade laughed
from his place at the table. “Sit, it’s ready.”


“You’re always ready, Ava” Kade laughed then quietened
when she narrowed her eyes on him and glared.


“Don’t you start” she admonished but I couldn’t miss the
twinkle in her eyes and the slight twist of her lips in the corner.


He saluted her and grinned as she placed a plate of food
in front of him. He watched her, his eyes trained on every move she made and I
bit my lower lip as I surveyed the easiness they portrayed together.


Why did I feel guilty? Fuck, she was my wife and Kade
meant nothing to me.


Nothing.


Nothing at all.


 


***


 


I took the stairs up to Kade as Ava left with Brad to go
to the cemetery and I frowned when Kade started to hit numerous keys rapidly on
one of his four laptops.


“Found something?” I asked as I crouched beside him and
watched different images flick over the screen.


“Come on, come on…” he hissed through his teeth as though
he hadn’t heard me.


“Is it the trace?” I tried again.


He shook his head despondently without looking at me. The
computer made a succession of beeps as Kade hit more keys furiously. “It’
something Ava asked me to look into.”


“What?” I murmured as old newspaper clippings flocked the
screen and I squinted as Kade scrolled through them.


“She asked me to find a connection between your men, both
personal and from Allure.”


“She what?” I barked but Kade didn’t even blink.


“I also ran Ava’s name through to see what came up and
the fucker’s just found a hit… Fuck!”


I leaned in, goose bumps erupting over my body as my
breath lodged in my throat, “Is that…?” I stuttered as my blood cooled.


“Katherine Tammy Davidson.”


“Holy Fuck!”


“Katie!” I whispered.


“The newspaper clipping is dated thirteen years ago. This
must be before she ran away. It’s something about her family winning an award
for services to the community.” Kade relayed as he read the words below the
photo.


“Oh – sweet –Jesus!” I reared back, my arse hitting the
floor with a heavy thud as I scrutinised the picture.


“What?” Kade hissed as he watched my body shut down with
fear, his eyes hard as he reached for me and pulled me up, “WHAT?! MASON!”


“Katie’s brother…” I managed to choke out.


He turned back to the screen, his face close as he
squinted at the fuzzy image. “No… no, no, no…”


I watched the horror pass over Kade’s face as I looked at
the ceiling, “Stop him Katie, please” I begged to a ghost, unable to move as
fear and terror ripped through every muscle in my body.
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Ava


“Hey” I said to George as I pulled a few weeds that had
already grown through the new soil. “You’re pushing up weeds already you sour
bastard.”


I chuckled as I walked over to the bin and dumped the
pile of greens. Brad lifted a hand from his position at the back of the plot, his
eyes scanning the area as he gave me the much needed privacy I needed as I
hashed out my life with George.


 


“The twins send their love, and Mason of course.” I said
quietly as I settled on the ground beside the man who I loved more than I had
ever loved anybody, apart from Mason of course.


“Well, it’s a mess again; you’ll be pleased to hear. I
have had all my money pinched, my husband has asked the other love of my life
into our bed and I got fucking shot. When you said I had killed too many
robins, I think you may have been right.” 


I scowled as I grumbled at the ringing tone in my bag.
“Not now, I’m with George” I scolded as I ignored it.


I ran my fingers along the small cross, the headstone yet
to be fitted as I smiled softly, “I miss you George, so bloody much. You were
always there for me to growl at, to sound things over with and just drag me up
when I need it. I’ll never forget your love and care that night behind the Blades
nightclub where you found me…”


Holy Fuck!!!! 


The blades, the blades. 


The fucking message wasn’t for Mason, it was for me. Liv
had got it wrong. The missing money, the warning about the blades… it was me.


 


I pulled my phone from my bag, noticing the seven missed
calls. A text flashed up from Mason just as I went to dial him.


 


Mason:


Ava… if you are in the cemetery, stay there, I’m
coming for you. Its Katie’s brother, Ava. Brad is Katie’s brother.


 


My heart stopped, literally stopped beating as I sensed
him behind me. Oh Jesus, how could I not have seen this? 


I didn’t move, there was no point. He had me, he’d always
had me and I stood, turning to face him as he watched me with a tilt to his
head and a wild look in his eye.


“Figured it out, Ava? Took you long enough.”


“I don’t understand Brad, why would you want to hurt me?
Katie was my friend, we looked after each other. Why the girls at Allure, they
had nothing to do with me?”


He took a step towards me and I scanned the area around
me, hunting for something anything to use as a weapon. My gun was in my bag,
Mason made me carry it everywhere, but my bag was currently on the floor beside
George’s grave and I knew I had to run the other way if I was to get away from
him. “You left her to die, Ava. YOU LEFT HER TO FUCKING DIE!! The girls were just
pawns. You were supposed to find Ginny hanging from your balcony, not
Mason. I needed you to find out about Allure to hurt you with your husband’s
years of deceit, like the years of betrayal I felt when I found out you
abandoned Katie when she needed you… you fucking failed her, Ava. You watched
and laughed as they burnt her to death.”


I shook my head furiously, “No, NO! I couldn’t get to
her. They held me back Brad, I tried, I tried so hard…”


His fist connected with my cheekbone and damn, I actually
heard the crack as it shattered. The pain was excruciating and tears flooded my
eyes. “You cry! Well, well, not so tough after all, are you!”


He slid a knife from behind him as an evil smile curled
his lips, “Katie needs retribution, Ava. It time for atonement.”
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mason


Kade and I burst from the car and floored it across the
graveyard. I could make out Greg and Sam at the rear, their frantic search
alerting me that Ava was no longer here.


Fuck!


I roared in anger as I spotted her bag beside George’s
grave, the contents overturned all over the soil.


“Find her, now!” I screamed at Greg and Sam as I urged
them to carry on searching, “Find anything, anything that gives us a fucking
hint!”


Elijah appeared with Neo and a couple of others. “I can’t
get a hit off the tap cos’ the damn thing is in her fucking bag, which is in
your fucking hand” he snarled in anger, “I told you to place it in a pendant or
some other shit she would wear on her at all times.”


I hit him level on the jaw, the sensation of releasing
some anger satisfying my growing rage as he hit the floor.


“Whoa!” Kade grabbed my arms and held me back before I
punched the arrogant bastard again, “Mason, stop!”


I heaved in a breath as my chest hurt with a terror I had
only ever felt once before. “I need her found, Kade.”


He nodded as he relaxed his hold on me, “We all need her
found Mason, but punching your friend’s isn’t gonna get her found. Now pull
yourself together and feed me as much information you can about this guy. I
need everything, and then I can run it through. If he has any secrets I’ll find
them. Any safety deposits, any warehouses and
fucking                                  whore’s belonging to him, it will find
them. You listening?”


I stared at him and nodded. “I need her Kade, if
anything…”


“Shush, we’ll find her…”


“Please…” I whispered; my voice no more than a croak as I
shivered with the realisation that she could already be dead. “Kade, please…”


His arms slipped round my shoulders and he pulled me in
as my whole body shuddered in pain. I felt the eyes of the others on me but
right now I didn’t give a fucking toss, I needed Kade’s closeness, the smell of
Ava still in his hair.


My throat constricted as I embraced him just as tightly,
refusing the tears that wanted to torment me, rejecting the way my mind denied
Kade’s tenderness as I devoured everything he served me.


I needed this; I needed to feel something other than pain
and fear.


If anything happened to Ava, I knew this man holding me
tight would be just as destroyed as I would. I knew he held as much terror as I
did at this point.


I knew he was becoming more than a friend to me. I knew
he also saw me as something more.
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Ava


I sat on Katie’s bed, looking around her childhood
bedroom as Brad never removed his eyes from me.


It was weird, taking a peek into Katie’s youth. The boy
band posters still hung on the wall, her Garfield bedding still covered her bed
and her dressing table still held the masses of make-up collected as a
teenager. 


A soft smile lifted my lips as I saw her fun filled face
smiling at me from an old photo pinned to her mirror. She was so beautiful and
happy.


“She was happy here once.” Brad declared suddenly as
though he had read my mind.


“I know” I answered quietly, “She told me.”


He sucked in an angry breath, “Did she ever tell you why
she ran?”


My eyes flicked over his face. Now that I knew who he was
I could see the resemblance; the slightly long nose, the bow of his lips and
the faint slant of his eyes, all of which Katie modelled.


“Yes.” I answered hesitantly, wondering what his reaction
would be when I told him. 


“Well?” he snapped with an eagerness to know why his
sister had abandoned him.


“You father…” 


He squeezed his eyes closed and fisted his hands. “Stop,
you’re lying…” he roared as his fist connected with my already shattered cheek,
pain searing through my face and blurring my vision as my brain struggled to
keep up.


He gripped my hair and pulled me off the bed, throwing me
onto the floor as his boot connected with my stomach; his anger feeding his
violence as I became his release for years of resentment at his sister’s
desertion and an age of pain at her death.


“You fucking bitch. You left her; you left her to die…”
Each word accompanied a kick, a punch or a spray of spittle as his wrath
erupted and he beat me relentlessly. He didn’t stop as each word became louder
and angrier, “You killed my sister. How could she die when you can knock out
even Mason? Why didn’t you help her? Why didn’t you save her?”


I heard his final words as my heart slowed and my mind
shut down. My throat choking on my own blood as my lungs laboured against the
build-up of blood.


“You will join her; she will get vengeance when you unite
with her” He whispered in my ear as I felt the slice of the blade along my
neck.
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mason


“Bingo” Kade declared as he shot up from his chair and
ripped the paper from the printer, everyone already piling from the room as
Kade shouted the address to them all.


“You’re with me” I yelled at Kade as he flew behind me
and clambered in the passenger seat of my car. “Buckle up, you’re gonna need
to.” I warned and shot off the driveway as I heard the click of his seatbelt in
the socket.


“Hurry, Mason” he rasped and I realised he was choked up.


I had no idea where my next words came from, how I even
voiced them but I said them, in fact I shouted them at him, “Come with us.”


His head shot sideways as he stared at me, “Say that
again.”


“I said come with us, to Portugal, with Ava and me. Live
with us.”


He stared in shock as I shot him a quick glance. “Watch
the fucking road, Ava doesn’t need us dead what with everything else” he
growled as I slipped round a corner and mounted the pavement.


“I mean it Kade, I want you with us.”


“We’ll discuss this when Ava can provide input on your
insanity.”


I growled in response as I floored the accelerator harder
and pushed the car outside its limits. Kade’s hands were clung to the edge of
the seat as I entered the opulent neighbourhood, both of us squinting at road
names, looking desperately for the one we wanted.


“There” Kade shouted and I screeched to a stop, ramming
the gear into reverse as I backed up with an alarming velocity. I turned,
scanning the numbers on the huge iron gates that protected each wealthy home.
“This one” Kade informed me with a slight hint of excitement. I was impressed
with his hunger for violence. I could feel it pouring from him in thick edible
waves and I smiled harder when my heart beat in rhythm with his, each of us taking
pleasure in the thought of causing pain to this bastard who dared to touch what
was ours.


Ours? Where the hell had that come from? 


 


Sam and Greg pulled to screech behind us before they both
piled out and Elijah joined us with both his men.


“How we doing this, Mason?”


“However the fuck you want as long as you get her out.
But that bastard is mine, you all hear me?”


“And mine” Kade growled out through his clenched teeth.


I narrowed my eyes on him but he stared me out, “and
yours” I acknowledged.


“Okay, let’s do this” Sam said as Nate and Lucas pulled
up, both of them virtually falling out of Nate’s car with desperation.


“What the hell?” I started as Nate pushed his face within
inches of mine.


“Enough Mason, you put her through too much” he barked
with aggression.


Kade slipped between us, feeling the rise of my wrath
with Nate’s hatred, “Nate, this isn’t Mason’s fault. The prick is after Ava. It’s
Katie’s brother.”


Nate’s eyes widened as he flicked a glance towards the
house. His eyes were still narrow and blazing as he turned back to me, but he
nodded in apology and pulled a small gun from the back of his waistband. My
eyes widened on it and Nate just shrugged, “Let’s go in.”


I nodded to Sam who plugged a device into the control pad
and the gates swung open.


 


Elijah, Neo and the other guy herded round the edge of
the long driveway as me and the others took the left hand grass border, each of
us pulling off the safety on our guns and checking the bullet load.


I exhaled slowly as I met the front door with a swift
kick and it banged noisily on the wall. I grimaced as I checked the area. Sam
and Greg flanked me as they proceeded to open doors and check the downstairs as
Nate and Kade followed me up the stairs.


I halted at the top and flicked my head to the side,
listening for the murmur I thought I heard.


Adrenaline engulfed my body when I heard a soft but pain
filled cry. Kade heard it too as he shot towards the doorway but I grabbed the
back of his shirt and pulled him back, “Wait!” I whispered, nudging my head to
the side to silently tell him to slow down.


He nodded and stood beside the door as I counted on my
fingers and as I got to one, I kicked it in. The hinges cracked forcefully as
the door splintered and fell into the room with a crash.


Holy Jesus Christ!


 


Kade whimpered as my soul screamed in pain at the sight
of my wife’s mutilated body, her blood coated the carpet as Brad leant over
her, sliding a slick blade through Ava’s pale freckled chest.


The whiteness embraced me; the pure malevolent wrath that
my spirit morphed into overtook every inch of my system, its dominance burning
the blazing ferocity inside me. My mind twisted into the monster that
structured my rage and my body hardened in preparation for the fight. The fight
that I needed to tame the beast within.


My eyes flickered as an evil calm ran through me and I
stepped into the room. 


 


Brad screamed in a wild rage as he dragged Ava by the
hair to the back of the room and thrust the knife against her throat, “Don’t
move, Fox.” His voice was a raspy whisper and I knew he had lost it. This was
bad, his mentality had gone beyond any reason and I knew I wouldn’t be able to
talk him round at this point. He was out for blood. 


As simple as that.


 


Kade appeared beside me and I heard the scuffled noises of
the rest of the guy’s on the landing outside the bedroom. I did a quick scan of
the room, looking for any hint of his life that I could use to placate him.


“Brad, what’s all this about?” I asked as I tried to embrace
the calm that surrounded my body; it would be the only thing that got me
through this.


“She needs to atone for her sins Mason, she’s bad, and
she’s evil. Look at her, she’s a fucking whore.”


“She’s not bad Brad, why is she bad?”


“She left her to die,” he spat as his eyes narrowed on
her again, his hatred physically burning into Ava’s body.


She was still unconscious and I struggled to focus on the
rise and fall of her chest. Kade shuffled almost invisibly beside me,
millimetre by millimetre and I swallowed as my rage tried to overwhelm me, its
fury telling me to launch for the bastard and tear his head from his neck in
one single movement. I smiled internally as the image filtered through my mind,
Brad’s face contorted in torture as his screams pleased my soul.


“She didn’t leave her to die,” I inched forward but Brad
pushed the knife further into Ava’s neck, her trickle of blood seeping down the
length of the blade and I clenched my teeth to stop myself from flying across
the room. I wasn’t close enough to get to her and knowing he could sink into
her throat before I could reach him, I held my hands up and backed off a
little.


Kade didn’t.


 


“She didn’t leave Katie that night Brad; she tried her
hardest to save your sister.”


He scoffed at my words and curled his lips with distaste,
“Fuck that bullshit, that’s what she tells us Mason but I know… I know what
evil is inside her. She helped them; she laughed as Katie screamed in torture.
Ava is a tough bitch, there is no way she couldn’t help Katie.”


“But look at her Brad,” I nodded my head encouraging him
to look at Ava but he continued to stare at me. Shit, I needed him to turn,
even for a second, so I could nudge forward. I saw Kade through the corner of
my eye as his feet slithered across the carpet gradually. “Look at her. Does
she look like she can protect herself?”


I swept my arm out exaggeratedly to get his attention on
me. It worked; he watched my arm swing through the air as Kade launched himself
at Brad.


 


All five men outside the door piled in as I hurled my
body into Kade and Brad. There was blood everywhere as they tumbled to the
floor, Kade on top of Brad as he rolled him away from Ava.


I slid to the ground beside her and pulled her onto my
lap as the other’s assisted Kade and pulled Brad into a hold. They wouldn’t
touch him, they knew he was mine.


“Baby. Ava…” I almost shouted at her and I frantically
pulled my rage back, I needed it for later.


Blood covered every part of her and I tried to wipe it
from her face but the blood from her body had seeped onto my hands and I just
made it worse, “Baby, please.”


“Mason” I heard Sam say but I stroked at Ava’s cheek
again, desperately trying to wake her. 


“Ava…” I shouted this time, almost shaking her to rouse
her. “Ava!”


“Mason…”


“What?” I snarled as I turned to Sam. He moved aside and
my heart shattered inside my chest as I saw Kade. His eyes were dead and
staring ahead as Elijah furiously fisted his heart to restart it and Neo
pressed his knuckles into the open wound in Kade’s neck.


My whole body shook as a roar of fury surged through my
empty soul and my spirit exploded in grief as my lover died in Elijah’s arms
and my wife took her last breath in my arms.
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mason


Everything felt surreal, almost vapour like and I stared
at the wisps of dust floating in the air as they caught the stream of sunlight
in the room.


They hovered before me, the dust practically taunting me
that they were free and I would never be. I studied them, my soul trying to
leave my body to dance with them, to frolic in the sunlight and leave the shell
in which it was held prisoner.


The particles moved and cavorted in the filth of the
dirty hospital waiting room, collecting new fragments of earth’s unnatural
refuse and extending its play area. 


They moved and shifted, forming a shape as they grouped
together and I finally shifted on my seat for the first time in five hours.


I stared in disbelief as they transformed in appearance
and a structure took shape. My lungs refused to accommodate the air in them as
the hairs on my body stood to attention at the sight before me.


My eyes imperceptibly swept over the form as it stood
clear before me.


“Katie…” I whispered instinctively. Although I had never
seen her, I knew.


She smiled softly at me, the specks of random atoms
floating around her caught the sun and I blinked as they reflected Katie’s
light at me.


The elements moved as she tilted her head and regarded
me, her eyes scanning my body as though she was deciding if I was worthy or
not. Her eyes lifted back up to mine and she smiled again. 


Fragments shifted and reformed until her fingers appeared
at her lips and she kissed them, twisted her hand, nodded and blew the flakes
of dust at me.


I blinked at the sting in my eyes, squinting as I
reopened them to catch sight of her again but she was gone; just a cloud of grains
and flecks floating back to the floor.


 


I looked around the room but everybody remained
motionless, each of them as anxious as I was for news.


“They’re gonna be okay” I choked out as tears fled from
my eyes, their desperation to fall had them flowing down my cheeks in a torrent
of release.


They all turned to look at me and I smiled with a sigh of
relief as I closed my eyes and sent up a prayer of thanks. The first time I had
ever thanked god, but it definitely wouldn’t be the last.
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Ava


3 months
later


“Where the hell is he?” I grumbled to Mason as I checked
my watch for the thirtieth time. 


Katie and George were sat on Nate’s private plane with
Mason’s mum as I stood on the tarmac with Mason waiting for Kade.


“He’ll be here” he sighed as he pulled me into a side
hug. His voice was strong but I could feel his apprehension.


Kade had agreed to come with us to Portugal after all and
he was late as usual. His recuperation had taken longer than mine, his release
from hospital only being granted a few days ago. I knew he struggled with the
sight of his scar. It was jagged and ran the length of his throat from his jaw
to his collarbone but neither Mason nor I noticed it anymore. 


 


“I have a bad feeling, Mason.”


He frowned but then smiled as he tipped his head towards
the departure doors as Kade strolled through.


My stomach sank as I took a look at him. His footing
faltered as he fixed his eyes on mine. “Where’s his luggage, Mason?”


He was quiet beside me and my soul starting panicking.
“Kade?” I swept my eyes over his face as he came before me, his heart displayed
openly as he rolled his lips and swallowed gently. “Don’t do this, Kade,
please.”


Mason slipped his hand in mine but I snatched it back,
“Kade?”


His shoulders heaved as he inhaled heavily, “We would
never survive, Ava.”


“What?” I scoffed in bewilderment, “What the hell are you
on about?”


Mason nodded in understanding. He stepped forward and
palmed Kade’s cheek, “You know you can always join us if you change your mind.”


He smiled softly at Mason and nodded, “I do.” Kade pulled
Mason into an embrace, and I watched in anger as they embraced hard, both
feeding their understanding and affection to the other before Mason took a
glance at me and ran up the stairs to the plane.


 


“Ava” Kade breathed as he took a step closer. I
retreated, taking an identical step back, “Sweetheart, please.”


I shook my head rapidly as I screwed my eyes up and refused
to liberate the tears, “No.”


His hands gripped me and drew me close. I struggled
against him but he held me tighter, his arms wrapping around me as his body
took my fury. “Why? Why Kade? It will be fine, it will work. I promise.”


“Listen to me, Ava” His hands embraced the tops of my
arms as he shifted me back a little so I could see his face. That was a waste
of time; I couldn’t see him through the rush of my tears.


“For now, maybe for a few months everything would be
great but both Mason and me… we’re both so in love with you Ava that we’re
eventually going to clash. We both want to own you, both of us want to possess
every inch of you, we want you to be ours…” His finger tilted my chin until he
locked gazes with me, “Our dominance over you will destroy us all and I
couldn’t bear for either of you to hate me.”


“Never, Kade, we could never hate you.”


He smiled softly as he placed a gentle kiss on the tip of
my nose and palmed my cheek, “And what if I started to hate you? What if we
each started to wonder if either of us is spending too much time with the
other, or if Mason gives you a better orgasm than me? Or… or if Mason started
to think you loved me more and were plotting to out him. Or you begin to
imagine things that aren’t there between me and Mason?”


His eyes shone with love but they also held a need for me
to understand, to listen to what he was saying and to accept his decision.


I did understand and I knew deep down he was right but I
selfishly wanted both men, wanted the best of both worlds. I wanted to have the
cake, own it, possess it and devour it.


 


“I’ll always love you Ava, always. You are my first love,
the first woman who ever owned all of me. I need you to be happy, sweetheart. I
need you to live your life now, not live in the shadow of two controlling men;
two men who want everything of you, Ava. We’d drown you, suffocate you with
love and I couldn’t bear it if we broke you in our desire to make you happy.”


My heart was bleeding so much I was sure I could feel the
trickle of it over my ribs and down into the pit of me. “But… I love you Kade.”


There, I had said it. For the first time in eight years I
told this man I loved him.


He closed his eyes as if savouring my declaration and as
he opened them a tear leaked from the corner and spilled down his face and into
the groove of his scar as if trying to heal it. Heal him.


His eyes moved over my face as he burnt me to his memory
and a choked sob left my throat as I palmed his face and brought his mouth to
mine, telling him everything my heart had to tell him as I delivered my soul to
him. He would own it now, carry it with him forever as it protected and
cherished him from the inside. He would always possess a part of me.


“I’ve loved you for eight years, Kade and I will love you
for eternity.”


He nodded as his tears flowed freely, his chest
stuttering with his sobs as mine choked me.


“As I will always love you Ava, forever and absolutely”
he whispered as he rested his lips on my forehead. 


“Go.” Was the last word I ever heard from him, the last
time I would ever hear the soft grate of his voice and the last time my heart
would stutter at his closeness.


I turned and walked; walked away from a part of my heart,
a huge part of my life and all of my soul as I ascended the plane stairs and
never looked back. 


Never once saw his face again. 


Never heard his words of love again.


Never felt his tender touch again.


Never saw the twinkle of fun in his eyes again.


But never regretted his decision.


He was right; we would have destroyed each other in our
attempt at happiness, in our effort to share each other and in our greed.


Mason had pushed aside his fear and his own wants in his
endeavour to make me happy, but in the end would he have been happy? Would he
have been content in life as he watched another man love and please me, another
man own the part of me that should be exclusive to Mason.


Mason was my world, the life force than ran though my
veins and I would forever be his, wholly and entirely.


 


“Ava?”


I turned to him as his fingers gently swiped my tears,
“We’ll be fine, baby. We’ll be happy. I promise.”


I nodded, I knew it and as I turned to look at my babies,
my amazing peanuts, I understood finally that God had repaid his debt to me,
reimbursed me for the blackness that had once overwhelmed me and had offered me
a way out and I was grasping it with both hands.


It was time now; time to take what was offered and relish
it, consume it and feed from it and time to live. Live a life my parents would
have wanted for me. Live a life that George had fought for me and finally live
the life that Katie had granted back to me.


Time to live the life that my family cherished me with.
















 


 


 


 


THE END


 


Please continue for an after note from the author:
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 As we say our final goodbye to Ava and Mason, I know
you’re all screaming at me through tears for Kade.


But our respective love for Kade would want him to be
happy, and I feel that a life with Ava and Mason would have brought many more
woes for the illustrious trio.


So, I am pleased to tell you… Kade will return to your
Kindle’s December 24th to tell you how his life developed after the
departure of Mr and Mrs Fox.


He deserves his Happy Ever After and I am determined to
give him one, and I will make sure he goes out with a bang!!


 


Thank you for taking Ava and Mason into your hearts with
me, for demanding this final instalment of their lives and for seeing them
through to their Happy Ever After, and as my heart aches with the goodbye, my wicked
soul smiles with the hello to Kade.


So, until Christmas Eve….


 


Dawn x
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