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The most beautiful
things


in the world


cannot be seen or even
touched,


they must be felt


with the heart.


 


                                
Helen Keller
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Layla


 


I saw him as soon as
he entered the room. My footing stuttered, causing a slight slip of my sole on
the cool metal.


He dominated the
room potently as soon as his heavy foot hit the floor; he always did. His aura
and presence demanded each and every eye in the club, as his own eyes prowled
the girls, flicking from each and every one in his quest for tonight’s
entertainment.


 


He was well known
with the pro’s as well as enjoyed by the pro’s. As soon as he entered
the club they all vied for his attention, hoping they would be the one he chose
that particular night.


 


The word that went
around was that he knew how to please a girl, could make her scream in absolute
ecstasy, but he was also known for his tendency to dominate and command.  His
need for total control was the reason he came in the club, knowing that some of
these girls specialised in that field.


 


I swung round into
the dove position so I could take a better look at him. He usually glanced over
at me a few times, but then he would always disappear into a private room with
one of the submissive girls.


 


His dirty blonde
hair was mused into its usual messy style, the top of it stuck up in all
directions giving him that just fucked look. His chiselled cheekbones
emphasised his piercing blue eyes and his strong jaw held the usual popular
stubbled beard.


His firm body was
the ultimate in heavenly sin. His wide shoulders gave a sense of authority and
his slim hips and tight arse gave a girl palpitations.


You just knew by
looking at him, that naked he would be obscene and delicious, all rolled into a
tight little package.


 


His clothes were
designer and always tailored to fit him stylishly. Every time he visited The
Black Panther he was adorned in a classy and modern suit, as though he had
arrived straight from the office.


He was the essence
of masculinity, the epitome of virility and the Master of fucking, but nobody
seemed to know much about him, apart from the fact he went by the name of
‘Hunter’.


 


He leaned his back
to the bar and scanned the room again; his eyes narrow and steely as his friend
leaned in and said something to him. Hunter nodded once in some sort of acknowledgement
but his eyes never left the scene.


 


I flexed, and finished
my performance with a Rainbow Marchenko as Harry, one of my regular spectators,
stepped up and slipped a twenty down my cleavage. Another younger man tucked
one into the waistband of my small blue fringe skirt.


 


I winked at Harry as
I smiled my thanks to the other viewer. “Anytime, Willow sweetheart” Harry
winked back, calling me by my professional name. 


My real name was
kept secret from the club, my need for privacy was important.


 


Some professionals
and dancers didn’t mind the clients using their real names but I wanted my
normal life to be kept separate to my professional life. I needed it that way
in fact. 


“When you back
darlin’?” Harry asked, interrupting my thoughts.


“Tomorrow, Harry” I
informed him as I pulled on a robe and stepped off the stage.


 


He leaned in for his
usual cheek kiss and I pecked his leathery skin. “You take care getting home, love”
I urged him and he elbowed me gently. 


“Tough as old boots
me, darlin’. No fucker getting their hands on my goods” he smirked and I shook my
head in humour as I watched him hobble across the dim room.


 


“Willow,” Owen
shouted from the bar and I glanced over at him, “private booking, room 7” he
announced with a grimace and then proceeded to mouth ‘sorry’.


I sighed and nodded before
making the short journey down the corridor to the dressing room, eager to
change quickly before performing again.


 


“You okay, sugar?”
Misty asked as I flopped in a chair and pulled my boots off. My new six inchers
were swine’s at bedding in and I flexed my toes with a moan.


“Yeah, just tired
tonight” I puffed as I pulled off my fringe skirt and replaced it with a white
thong and pale pink feather mini skirt.


“You got a private?”
she asked with a frown as she pulled on her jeans, her night finished already.


 I nodded and
groaned. “Yep” I answered, swapping my bra for a pale pink peasant top and
pulled on some matching sheer thigh highs, tying the top bows before stepping
into a pair of white five inch heels.


 


“Ooh, new gear” Puss
drooled as she flicked at the bows.


“You like?” I asked,
giving her a twirl and a waggle of my eyebrows. Puss nodded and beamed, her eyes
studying me from top to bottom. I winked as Puss’s jaw dropped when I pulled on
some pink femme fatale armbands.


“Oh babe, you gonna
share?” Puss begged. 


I chuckled as I took
a gulp from a bottle of water. “Uh, uh” I shook my head slowly and blew her a
kiss before making my way up to room 7.


 


From what I could
see in the dim room, it contained about six men and three entertainers and I
sighed when I knew it was gonna get explicit.


I really didn’t
understand why men hired a private dancer when there were entertainers in the
room as well. The performers never even got watched on these occasions, as they
were all busy doing other things… mainly fucking.


 


Flicking on the pole
spot light, I placed the bottle beside the music system and selected some music.


Thinking these men
would appreciate something raunchy and fast instead of slow; I chose Kevin
Rudolf ft. Flo Rida ‘You Make the Rain Fall’ and began my sequence.


 


Ten minutes in and I
could already make out the erotic grunts and groans across the room and I retreated into my own little world, letting
myself flow with the music.


“You
strip, Willow?” a male voice came from the side of me and I flipped around the
pole to talk to the person.


 


My hand
slipped on the metal when I saw it was Hunter and I just managed to put my foot
on the ground before landing on my ass. 


What
the hell? Why would Hunter request me when he was well known for partying with
the entertainers? Surely fucking overtook the need for a dancer.


 


“Sorry”
I mumbled, “was in a world of my own.”


He
smiled a dirty big grin and his eyes twinkled “And here I was hoping you was
gonna invite me.”


I gave
him a confused expression and he cocked his head in amusement. “Into your
world” he explained and then mumbled something incoherent that I couldn’t hear.


I just
nodded, still puzzled by his statement.


 


He looked
amused and bit his lower lip and my eyes involuntary watched that plump lip get
deliciously destroyed under his teeth.


“You
strip?” he asked again. 


I gave
him an apologetic smile but nodded “Extra fifty I’m afraid and it’s topless
only.”


 


He
sucked in a breath and his eyes darkened. “Sure, Red” he smirked as he pulled
out his wallet and handed over the extra cash. I presumed the ‘Red’ endearment was
a referral to my chin length bright red curls. Vampire red, I think the box
said. Don’t ask!


 


Smiling
timidly, I placed the cash beside the bottle of water and picked Nine inch
nails ‘Closer’ that was perfect for stripping to.


Another
couple of men entered the room and approached Hunter, who chatted with them as I
set up and when the music started Hunter leaned back on the wall and trained
his eyes on me intensely.


 


I
found his behaviour rather strange when there were willing women in the room,
and all he wanted to do was watch me strip. But hey, after William’s cut was
removed, I would end up with and extra thirty and boy, did I need the cash at
the moment.


 


The
beat started and I whipped and spun around the pole and manoeuvred into some
positions before deciding to have some fun with Hunter.


Giving
him my best seductive smile, I flicked the tie on the side of my skirt whilst
tipping upside down into another pose. I nodded to him to reassure him he could
touch when he seemed to hesitate as his fingers reached towards me.


I
watched his throat bob as his long fingers grasped the knot and he pulled,
releasing the tie on the skirt and his eyes followed it to the floor.


 


Pulling
back up, I grabbed the pole in the crook of my elbows and extended a leg out to
him. His jaw tightened as I cocked my head and dared him to untie the stocking
tops.


He
seemed nervous for some reason, and I wasn’t sure if I found his behaviour
puzzling or charming. His usual dominant demeanour appeared to have disappeared,
just evaporated around us as I continued to offer my leg to him.


 


His
eyes held mine, an incredible depth of secrets and passion in them, as he
pulled at the ribbons and released the cuff on my thighs. I maintained
position, my leg straight out towards him, as I silently told him to remove the
stocking.


 


A
couple of men had come to stand and watch and they jeered Hunter, egging him on
in that boyish way only men had.


Pointing
my toes at him, I swirled my ankle until he stepped forward and grasped the
tight pink hem and deliberately slow, rolled it down my leg.


 I
frowned when a slight sensation pooled in the pit of my stomach and sent heat
tearing through my system as his fingers softly wisped down my skin. 


   I
had been doing this job for four years now and had never had a reaction to a
client before, especially a reaction like this.


 


I
stretched out my other leg and took a small inhalation to calm my nerves as I silently
asked him to repeat his performance, and he instantly did my begging.


I
smirked to myself. This was a turn around. Hunter was being instructed what to
do instead of the other way around and by the looks of him; he was enjoying the
role reversal more than he thought he would.


 


I
pulled round into some arrangements before hooking my right knee around the
pole and settled into the Allegra splits, each of my legs in opposite
directions along the length of the pole. With my back to Hunter, I peered at
him over my shoulder and wiggled my back, now encouraging him to undo the tie
on the back of my top.


 


His
tongue poked out to wet his lips before a sinful smile lifted the corners of
his mouth and he stepped closer.


He
leaned into me, his mouth at my ear as his fingers tugged on the tie behind my
back. “You entertain, Willow?” he asked huskily in my ear, and I desperately
swallowed back the urge to groan at his closeness.


Jesus,
this man oozed sexual energy and at the moment I was absorbing every single
volt he was emitting, its intense charge lit every single nerve ending in my
body and I shivered against it.


 


I
shook my head with apology, even though I was really tempted to give in and seize
everything he was offering; take it all and take it hard.


He clicked
his tongue in disappointment before he pulled off my top, his eyes holding on my
face and I was impressed that they hadn’t dropped to my chest the moment he
removed my clothing.


 


“Shame.
Damn fucking shame, Red. Could’ve been fucking incredible. You under me, your
beautiful big eyes beggin’ me for every hard thrust I drive into you” he whispered
slowly in my ear.


I
inhaled sharply, as my breath stuttered and my heart rate peaked, along with my
nipples.


Jesus
Christ!


 


Hunter
moved back to finally inspect his money’s worth.


He
gazed at my breasts, his head tipping slightly as he proper examined them,
before his eyes darkened and his eyelids became heavy and hooded. He must have
noticed my hard nipples and I desperately tried to hold back the groan of
humiliation. 


 


He
then slowly lifted his eyes back up to my face. His chest was heaving heavily
and his top teeth sunk into his bottom lip, obviously a control technique.


He
cocked his head at me and bore straight into my soul with his intense blue eyes,
as his tongue swept out to ease his bite and my eyes lowered to watch the action.


A
forbidden image of what else he could do with that tongue popped into my head
and I gasped faintly at the lust that surged through me.


 


As I
lifted my eyes back to his, a cocky smile lit his face as though he had just
read my mind and then he turned and left.








 


 


 


 


[bookmark: _Toc357369010]Chapter 2


Lucas


 


I took a second long
cold shower of the day, groaning as I worked myself under the steady stream,
images of Willow in my mind as I jerked off frantically. 


I couldn’t seem to
shake this damn arousal. Never before had a woman affected me as Willow currently
was. She seemed to have crept under my skin, worked her way into my blood
stream and I couldn’t rid myself of what the visions of her tight little ass
and pert breasts were doing to my dick. I had been constantly hard since I
watched her spin the pole.


 


I palmed the wall
and grunted deeply as my load shot onto the tiles, the thick cream slowly
dripping down the soft blue ceramic. I remained under the water, my forehead
resting against the cool tiles, knowing the half-hearted climax wouldn’t bate my
need for long. 


 


I wanted her, Hell! I
fucking needed her. Needed to manipulate that luscious little body, to grab a
handful of that fucking soft hot red hair of her’s, and watch her beautiful face
as I drove my dick down her elegant throat. 


“Fuck this, Lucas!” I
declared as I flung open the shower door and grabbed a towel, tying it round my
hips as I entered the bedroom. 


 


I halted
immediately. “What the Hell, Jess?” I growled. 


The naked woman just
smiled slyly at me from my bed and I rolled my eyes “When are you gonna stop
doing this?” I asked as she pouted and patted the bed beside her. 


 


I looked over Jess’s
body; there was no denying she was fit and supple, but it now did nothing for
me after seeing Willow’s beauty, with that delectable firm body and those tits.
Fuck, those firm but supple tits.


The soft pink
plumpness of her nipples cried out for the attention of my favourite clamps. My
cock roared to life again when I pictured her writhing in ecstasy as I gently
tightened them. 


 


I frowned deeply.
What the hell was wrong with me? I could get whichever woman I wanted, Jessica
being no exception. So why was I pining, like a damn hormonal teenager, for a
fucking pole dancer at the Panther?


 


The disappointment
that had raged through me last night when she declined my request at
entertainment had been a shock. 


Usually I would have
just moved on to another primed bitch, but nobody had seemed to capture my
attention after witnessing Willow flex around that fucking pole, her pale
freckled, lithe little body directing each of her moves with ease.


Christ she was hot!


 


Jess was beginning
to annoy me, constantly bombarding me with visits and phone calls and I
glowered at her as I picked up her clothes from the floor and threw them at her.
“Get out!” I ordered a bit too harshly and she blinked at me. 


“W...wh...what?” she
stuttered.


 


My fury rose
suddenly and I clenched my fists against the urge to physically remove her from
the apartment with force. “I. Said. Get. Out!” I snarled at her slow enough for
her to understand. I looked away when hurt covered her pouty face. “You can’t
keep doing this Jess. It’s over between us” I said as I dropped the towel and
pulled on some jeans, not bothering with shorts. 


 


She jumped off the
bed, and hurried across the room to me. “Lucas, please” she pleaded as she
rested a hand on my forearm. 


I sighed and pulled
away. “No, Jess. I don’t want this anymore. Go home” I told her callously.


“But…” she persisted
and I ground my teeth, now getting really annoyed with her. 


For Christ’s sake,
didn’t the stupid woman ever listen? 


“For fucks sake,
don’t get needy. You knew we were just fucking Jess, don’t embarrass yourself.”



 


I fiddled with my
hair in the mirror, trying to avert my attention away from the pain on her face
as she stood silent and still, a tear dribbling down her cheek. “But…I love you
Lucas” she declared as more tears flooded her face. 


“Jesus Christ” I
growled and shook my head in annoyance, “That’s nice, now go home” I ordered coldly
as I left the room. 


 


I had told her a
couple of weeks ago that it was over but it hadn’t sunk in and she was always
turning up like this and I was damn near sick of it. If she thought I was a
prize prick, I didn’t really give a shit. 


She had been an okay
fuck but now I was bored. I needed something new to shape under me; someone new
to kneel before me and obey every fucking command I requested. 


Someone preferably
with bright red hair.


 


I strolled into the
kitchen and grabbed a beer from the fridge as I picked up my phone from the
island. 


Jessica stormed
through the hallway before I heard the apartment door slam and I sighed as I
ran my fingers through my damp hair. “You are such a prick, Lucas” I chastised myself,
but I didn’t really care.


 


I swiped the screen
on my phone and dialled Brad as I took a long pull from the bottle. It rang for
a while before he answered, “Mmmm.” 


I chuckled at my
friends greeting. “Hey, you busy?” I asked but rolled my eyes when I heard the
female in the background. “Guess that’s a yes” I smirked. 


“Hey Luc, what
happened to you last night. One minute you were drooling all over the hot
little redhead, and then you fucked off? Must be slacking mate” Brad said in a
mocking tone.


 


“Fuck you” I growled
but Brad laughed, “Oooh touchy, I take it she blew you off then” he said; now
more alert and I grimaced as my friend groaned down the phone and the female
giggled.


 “Dunno what
happened,” I divulged “she was begging for it, I could fucking smell how much she
wanted me but…” I grit my teeth against the image of her extending one of her
incredible legs towards me, encouraging me to slowly unwrap her.


 


 “Just gotta worm her
out my system I suppose, but fuck, she’s one enchanting little thing” I groaned
and Brad chuckled. 


“You wanna come and
share mine?” he asked openly.


I sighed heavily
“Nah, I’m good, but thanks.” 


I turned to the
window and looked out over the London skyline, this was the reason I had taken
the apartment, the view always calmed me and I sighed again, “I’ll let you get
back to hot lips, we still on for tomorrow?” 


Brad chuckled and
murmured his acknowledgement before ending the call. 


 


Slowly, I walked
into my study and flipped open the laptop, preparing to sort out the contracts
for the new temp I had coming in tomorrow to cover for Sandra. 


God, I hated temps,
all the training and getting to know you, and the work load awkwardness made me
frustrated and irritable. I was a bastard to work for as it was. I took no shit
from anyone and gave lots of shit to everyone. 


They wanted to work
for me? I made them fucking work for me!


 


I tapped my fingers
over the keyboard but after a few minutes I snapped the lid closed and grumbled
at my wayward thoughts. 


Never before had a
woman took my attention away from my love of work, but this woman’s hot tight
body refused to leave my thoughts, and my dick! 


 


I pushed myself out
of the chair and went to grab another beer from the fridge. My phone beeped a
text alert and I glanced at it:


 


DEBBIE


You require my
attention tonight, Sir?


 


I groaned. Even
Debbie didn’t get a raise from my dick, she was one hot fuck, always gave me
what I wanted and always enjoyed everything I gave her, but tonight I just
wasn’t into it. “Christ Lucas, you need to bang this fucking girl!” 
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Layla


 


Leaning my back on
the door as I closed it behind me, I pulled in a heavy breath and closed my
eyes as I heard the loud sounds of my roommate’s sexual conquest shouting his
obvious enjoyment to the world.


 


“Fuck!” I groaned as
I quickly scurried past Sara’s bedroom door, and silently made my way into the
kitchen.


I tipped the
contents of the chocolate sachet into my mug and filled the remainder with milk
before popping it in the microwave.


 


God, today’s shift
had been a gruelling one, especially for a Sunday night, and the result had completely
knackered me out. However the tips had been good and the extra thirty from the
topless performance would come in handy.


 


Hunter had confused me
considerably. He had his choice of women, there had even been three willing
specimens in the same room as us, but he had spent his time, money and
attention on me. 


He knew I didn’t
entertain; none of the performers did, so why he had even asked had baffled me.


 


I would never sleep
with someone like Hunter, even outside of the club, though he was the only man
that had stirred something in me since… him.


Hunter was a force
to be reckoned with, and my only rule when arriving in London, stipulated no Dom’s…
at all. No matter what!


 


But Holy Hell, the
man radiated rawness, an intense current of pure carnal appetite that confirmed
he would fuck me hard and make me come even harder. 


I had sensed it.
Shit, I had even tasted it as it poured from him in thick waves tonight.


But to submit to a
man was a definite No No!


A distinct never
ever, ever again.


 


“Lay, is that you?” Sara’s
voice filtered through the thin walls and I rolled my eyes. “No it’s the local
pervert come to sniff your knickers.”


What a stupid bloody
question?


 


“Rob wants to know
if you wanna join us, babe?” 


My eyes rolled
again. “Tell Rob to stick his knob in a high speed blender and plug it straight
into the nearest electricity power plant!” I whispered to myself.


“No, I’m good” I
answered instead.


 


I really couldn’t
see what my best friend saw in the man. He was an arsehole, always coming on to
me and strolling round our flat naked, as if the sight of his bony ass and even
bonier penis would make me swoon and bend over the couch for him.


Complete Utter Arsehole!!


 


The microwave pinged
its heads-up that my hot chocolate was ready, and taking it out, I crossed the
room and settled onto the window seat.


This seat was the
reason I rented the place. The rest of the place had been a derelict bombshell,
the floors and walls completely destroyed and the bathroom had looked like
something out of Auschwitz.


It had amazed me how
the landlord could lease it in such a dire state, but as soon as I had
approached the window; I knew I had to have the place.


So I had spent the
last of my meagre savings and fixed the place up, but my landlord had given me
a reduction in the rent for doing it, so all was not done in vain.


Sara had joined me a
few months later and given me half of what I had spent on the place.


 


Settling my backside
on the large flowery cushion I had made, I gazed out at a night-time view of
Battersea Park.


Even at this late
hour, there were still people scattered about. Some lovers holding hands, out
for a late night stroll; some hookers, leaning against gate posts as their eyes
scanned the area for potential clients, and a few men, each one of them had
their heads down, as if to shield their faces from the world.


 


One particular man
caught my attention as I blew my chocolate and took a sip. His long black
overcoat billowed out behind him as the wind beat against him. His head was
down, his eyes trained on the ground but he didn’t move, just stood immobile
with both his hands buried in his pockets for the longest time. 


It wasn’t until he
lifted his head and gave me a side angle view of his features that a shiver
coursed through my body, the familiar feeling of vulnerability worked its way
into my brain and my heart pounded rapidly against my chest.


 


“Holy Shit!” I wheezed as I eased my way backwards into the
darkness of the room, my eyes trained on the window as though he would levitate
from the ground, open it and climb in.


It couldn’t be! No,
not here! Not right outside my fucking flat!


 


“Lay?” Sara’s voice
filtered through my distress as she stepped in front of me and took my hand,
“Christ Lay, you’re shaking.” 


Her tight blue eyes focused
on mine and as she felt my knees buckle, she led me over to the sofa and
lowered me gently down.


“Lay? What the hell,
babe?”


 


“He’s here...” I choked
out as I turned my pale face towards the window. Sara frowned and went to
approach the window but I grabbed her hand and shook my head in distress. “Sara,
No!”


She narrowed her
eyes and scowled at me before pulling away and striding determinedly over to
the window.


 


She squinted as she
studied the scene but then shrugged and turned to me. “There’s no-one there
apart from a few whore’s and a couple… who seem to be fucking against my car!”
she exclaimed as she growled low.


Her fist battered on
the window as she shouted for them to shift. “Ignorant twats!”


I hid my smirk from
her as she continued to batter the window in her attempt to move on the
exhibitionists.


“Sara. They’re in
the middle of banging hot sex. You have no chance!” I said beside her, now
risking a look when she had declared the coast free.


Who wouldn’t sneak a
glimpse at a couple shagging against Sara’s car?


 


The girl currently
being nailed against the bonnet of Sara’s car lifted her face towards our
window and waved cheerfully. 


“Oh, it’s Suzy” Sara
declared before she waved back and stuck her thumb up, silently giving them
permission to carry on.


 


My eyes widened as I
stared at Sara. “What?” she asked innocently.


I shook my head in
humour and risked another glance towards the park, but no-one grabbed my
attention.


“See, nobody there” Sara
said as she gently rubbed my arm and disappeared into the kitchen area.


Strange. I was sure
I had seen him.


 


Rob walked into the
room and I quickly picked up my mug and headed towards my bedroom. “I’m off to
bed, love” I shouted to Sara, “start my new temp job at NSC tomorrow and I
wanna get a good night in.”


Sara nodded and
smiled as she walked over to me and planted a kiss on my cheek “Sure, babe.”


Rob roamed his eyes
over my body and then smiled. Well, I think it was a smile, sort of a grimace
with lots of teeth.


 


Closing the door
behind me and switching on my nightlight, I stripped and pulled on my shorts
and vest before climbing into the soft cloud that was my bed. 


This was the one
luxury I had afforded myself. It was a wrought iron four poster I had salvaged
from an antique shop and I had brought it back to its original condition with a
lot of time, sweat and love and it was absolutely stunning.


My mind wandered at
what this bed could have become if he hadn’t broken everything.


No! Not going there
Layla.


 


My fingers stroked
along the bedpost as an image of him came to my mind. Him behind me, his
mouth at my ear as his long fingers explored my body, their torturous journey
lighting every single nerve ending they whispered across.


I moaned as my hips
circled against the image and heat flooded my system.


 


If I was honest I
missed it, the life I had. The utter pleasure he had, at the beginning,
bestowed upon me had been mind-blowing. 


He had been godlike in bed, his sheer experience and
confidence in fucking had drove me to pleasure’s beyond anything I had ever
experienced before. 


And that in turn had brought out a confidence and
wildness I had never shown before and I was soon submitting to his every
desire.


To each horrific,
hideous, sick and twisted desire.
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Lucas


 


The building was
eerily quiet when I entered it at 6am. The cleaners were doing their usual
coffee and gossip and I smirked when I entered the corridor and they all shot
out of their chairs.


“Morning, Mr Hunt”
they all muttered in unison. I gave them my customary glare and they each
lowered their eyes and scurried on.


 


Slamming my office
door shut behind me, I made my way across the room and mumbled a curse when I
realised Sandra hadn’t started the coffee percolator ready for my morning caffeine
hit.


“Sandra!” I shouted
before it hit me that Sandra was currently fucking her toy-boy in the Gulf of
Mexico.


“Bollocks” I moaned
as I peered at the switches on the machine. Pressing one and hoping for the
best, the bloody thing spat something at me, chugged out a groan and died its
death.


“Holy Fuck, Sandra!”


 


I peered out of my
office door and spotted a cleaner polishing a picture frame, “You!” I shouted
at her. Her head swung towards me and the fright displayed in her eyes made my
brain boil.


Christ, were all
these women self-doubting, fucking quivering jobseekers? No wonder they never made
it further than pushing a hoover and a mop.


 


“Yes, you” I said
slowly as I crooked a finger at her and gave her my best commanding glare.


I saw her throat bob
in terror as she made her way timidly towards me.


It seemed an age before
she actually reached me and pulling out my wallet, I shoved a tenner in her
hand, “Starbucks, double espresso, no sugar.”


 


Her creepy, over
bushy eyebrows rose and her wide eyes widened even more. 


I nodded slowly and
took a deep breath. “I… need… you… to… go… and… get… me… coffee!” I told her,
emphasising each syllable. 


She bit her lip and
nodded before she stumbled back down the corridor she had just vacuumed and
disappeared into the elevator.


 


She needed to hurry
before my temper got the better of me and I needed to inject the coffee
straight into a vein instead of pour it down my eager throat.


Mumbling a curse, I
started Sandra’s duties and orbited the area, switching on the equipment and
logging into the system ready for the temp.


Christ only knew what
time she would turn up. Sandra was always here for 5:45am, always ready and
waiting for me but the new girl was nowhere to be seen.


 


The cleaner crept up
to me and I rolled my eyes at her as her hand shook when she handed over the
cardboard cup and my change.


“Keep the change.
Looks like you could use it” I said to her as I immediately brought the cup to
my lips and impatiently swallowed a hot mouthful.


I heard a gasp leave
her mouth as her eyes brimmed with tears, before she turned on her heels and flung
her skinny body into the ladies restroom.


What the hell had I
said now?


 


I opened up my
private e-mails as I clock watched and impatiently waited for the temp. 


Where the hell was
she? Common courtesy was not too much to ask for. Fair enough her contracted
hours were 8:30 until 5:30 but she should fucking know I needed her here for 6.
Sandra was always bloody here for 6!


The internal light
lit up on my desk phone and I clenched my teeth as I answered. This was what I
had a P.A for.


“What!”


“Oh, sorry to
disturb you, Mr Hunt but your new P.A is in reception” Samantha, the shark from
the main foyer reception said.


“And?” I answered
with a bewildered shake of my head.


“Sorry, Mr Hunt,
I’ll send her straight up” she said and ended the call. 


Did I have to guide
every single fucking person in the building?


 


I heard the elevator
ding her arrival and I reached down to the cabinet to pull out her paperwork, “About
fucking time!” I declared as I heard her open my office door.


“Sorry?”


My eyebrows rose
before I turned towards her.


I would recognise
that soft voice anywhere.


Holy fuck!


 


I stood slowly and
turned towards her. The little gasp that left her lips had my dick twitching
already. Her deep red hair framed her beautiful pale face and the bright red
lipstick she wore on her plump lips did nothing to tame my raging hard on.


My eyes swept every
inch of her delectable body. She seemed to have spray painted on the tight grey
dress she wore, its snug fit displayed each and every delicious curve and my
cock throbbed uncontrollably as I glimpsed the perfect skyscraper red heels
hugging her petite feet.


My mind was suddenly
filled with visions of her in just those shoes, bent over my desk, her tight
ass high in the air as I twisted my fingers around her sexy hair and thrust
deep inside her.


 


“Oh…” she spluttered
and shifted uncomfortably on her feet.


I cocked my head at
her, a sly smirk on my lips “Well this is a turn up.”


She forced an
uncomfortable smile and my eyes dropped to her hand as her thumb flicked
rapidly against her index finger. A nervous habit?


“We don’t own poles
here, Red.” 


What the hell Lucas?
What a shit thing to say to her!


 


She blinked and
frowned at the same time. 


“You’re late” I told
her as I gestured for her to sit in the chair. She swallowed heavily; a look of
confusion crossed her face before she sat her gorgeous backside opposite me and
placed her hands nervously in her lap.


“What’s your name?”
I asked her. If I looked at her paperwork it would tell me, but I wanted to
hear her sultry voice again. She seemed to have become mute.


 


“L… Layla Summers”
she mumbled and I nodded as I finally glanced at her details on the paperwork
placed before me.


Age 26, 5ft 3”, single…
that was the one I was looking for and I glanced back at her.


Her pale skin seemed
even paler against the deepness of her scarlet lipstick and I imagined those
bright red lips sliding down the length of my cock, the lipstick smearing
across each of my hard ridges, as she took it all deep into the back of her
throat.


Fuck, Lucas! 


 


This was gonna be a
problem. I never ever fucked my employees and I wasn’t about to start now, but
shit, this was bad news and as though it was her fault I narrowed my eyes on
her and barked out “I don’t fuck the employees, Red.”


   What the hell is
wrong with you Lucas, you arrogant arsehole?


 


Her huge eyes
widened and then a slight tic twitched her right cheekbone. “And I don’t fuck pompous
twats, Mr Hunt!” she snapped back.


Feisty! I liked
that.


 


I gave her a smirk
and tipped my head in acknowledgement “That’s good to know, Red.”


“My name is Miss
Summers, Mr Hunt” she hissed through clenched teeth. She was gonna be
fun to work with and I gave her a sly grin.


“Well then, Miss
Summers, what’s your excuse for being late?”


 


Her perfectly
trimmed blonde eyebrows pulled together and I smiled to myself when I realised
she was a natural blonde. Golden pubic hair was a distinct turn on. 


Fuck! There I go
again!


 


“I don’t think I’m
late, Mr Hunt. In fact I believe I’m early” she said quietly with puzzlement.


Scrunching up my
nose I looked at her “When you work for me Miss Summers, I expect you to be
efficient and make sure you turn up before I actually do.”


“But…” I could tell
she bit back a sarcastic reply as she took a deep breath and sank her teeth
into her bottom lip before she nodded. “What time would you like me to be here
for, Mr Hunt?”


“6.”


She nodded once and
pulled out an iPad from her giant spotty bag and turned to face me, an
impassive expression settled on her face and she crossed her legs, causing a
slight burn in my guts as her dress slipped further up her silky soft thighs.


“Shall we make a
start, Mr Hunt?” she said with absolutely no expression.


You fucked this up good
and proper Lucas.


 


I nodded and pulled
up my diary on the computer. “Sync your iPad and things should be a little
easier” I told her, trying to give her a soft smile, one of my best actually,
as I slid the password across the desk towards her,  but she didn’t even lift
her gaze to me as she tapped away on her tablet.


 


“I need the coffee
machine sorting first, my dry cleaning needs collecting and we have a lunch
engagement with Mason Fox and an afternoon appointment with Henry Wills. Pull
up the details and familiarise yourself with the contract will you.”


She nodded again. I
noticed her thumb flick when I mentioned Mason and I hoped she didn’t realise
we were actually meeting the head of the London mafia for lunch, but she still
didn’t look at me and my blood itched at her indifference.


 


“I need flowers
ordering, a dinner appointment arranging with Richard Everett and an account
settled with Desire Decor.”


She just nodded her
confirmation again and I bit my tongue in an effort to stop the boil of my
blood.


“Are you always this
fucking rude?” I spat out.


 


Her blazing eyes
lifted and locked onto mine in an angry glare and my eyes dropped to the heave
of her breasts against the tight material. The dress was a simple plain number
that scooped across her neck, and a thin red buckle belt that skimmed around
her waist, but it was the sexiest thing I had ever seen.


She was utterly
adorable when she was pissed off and I fought against the urge to reach out and
tuck the stray curl from her fringe behind her ear. 


 


“I am always
professional, Mr Hunt. If you find me a problem to work with, I can contact the
agency and have them send someone more your suitability? Someone more… submissive”
She finished with a lift of an eyebrow.


Touché, Red.


 


“That won’t be
necessary, Red. I’m sure you’ll mould around me soon enough.” I grinned
mischievously as both her eyebrows lifted and a sly smile curved her lips. 


“The only things I
mould around are long metal poles, Hunter!” she retorted boldly as she
uncrossed her legs and deliberately folded them over the other side.


Why the hell did my
heart rate speed up to explosive levels when she purred out my Dom name and
gave me a glimpse of her smooth milky thighs?


Fuck, I had to get
over my hunger for this sassy little dancer.


 


She stood and
smoothed her dress over the contours of her hips and gave me a tight smile “If
that’s all for now, Mr Hunt?”


I nodded and made my
way into my private bathroom, looking over my shoulder at her when she asked
who I wanted the flowers sending to. “Erica French” I answered and carefully
watched her reaction.


She smiled, nodded
and turned away.


Nothing. 


Fuck!
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Layla


 


Shit, shit, shit! 


That man was the
most egotistical, arrogant jerk I had ever had the misfortune to meet and when
he had brought the pole reference into our work place that had really pissed me
off. 


How fucking dare he?
Making out like I was some cheap tramp when he possessed worse habits than me.


As soon as my arse
hit the chair behind my desk, his rumble filtered through his door. “Coffee,
Red!”


Why the hell did he
insist on calling me bloody Red?


 


Taking a deep breath
and preparing myself for his snarl, I entered back into his room and marched
straight over to the machine he couldn’t seem to live without.


I filled the water
compartment and prepared the beans before starting up the appliance. He mumbled
something behind me and I turned to him, “Sorry?”


He nodded towards the
percolator now bubbling and spluttering coffee into a tiny espresso cup.


I shrugged in
puzzlement as his eyes narrowed on me. “It died on me this morning” he informed
me blandly.


 


I hid my grin from
him. “Did you actually put any water in it?”


He looked at me as
though I’d asked him if he ate his own dog for breakfast. “Water?” he said with
incomprehension.


“Yesss, water in
the water compartment” I said slowly.


He rolled his eyes
and turned his back on me. “That’s why I pay pretty females to make my coffee”
he retorted cheekily.


 My fists clenched
at his chauvinistic behaviour and I continued to make his coffee. “Your coffee,
Mr Hunter” I announced before I ventured back to my desk.


 


This was going to be
a torturous six months and I sighed heavily as I ordered flowers for his lady
friend, arranged delivery of his dry cleaning and pulled up the Will’s account.


I wondered how long
it would be before I found myself stapling Lucas Hunt to the wall and whipping
him with his own expensive blue tie.


 


 


***


 


 


I shifted
uncomfortably in the passenger seat of Lucas’s flash Porsche as he manoeuvred
the London traffic on our way to La Roche. “Have you ever been to La Roche,
Red?”


I rolled my eyes at
his jab to my lowly background. “Yes, Mr Hunt. I won’t embarrass you. You don’t
need to worry yourself over my underprivileged existence.”


He frowned and stole
a quick glance at me. “I didn’t mean that” he said almost angrily, but I
shrugged and studied the London pavements through the window.


 


The silence was
quite uncomfortable and Lucas cleared his throat, as if trying to restart the
conversation. “So, how long have you worked for William?”


I ran my tongue
around the inside of my cheek in an effort to bite back my retort, “Four
years.”


His eyebrows rose
and he gave me a flick of his eyes “That long?”


I just nodded and
flicked my thumb across my finger in a bid to calm my nerves. “What did you do
before that?” he asked and I sighed.


“I fucked men for
money.”


That shut him up.


 


We pulled up outside
the restaurant and the valet opened my door before I climbed out and Lucas
appeared beside me and escorted me into the building.


I shivered as I felt
his palm brush against my lower back and I stepped away from him. He scowled at
me but didn’t try to repeat his touch.


 


I smiled widely at
our lunch companion as we approached our table, and he beamed the wickedest
smile I had ever seen. “Well fuck me, Little Willow” Mason exclaimed as he
stood and pulled me into a tight hug. 


“Mase” I chuckled.


I caught Lucas’s
dumbfounded expression but chose to ignore him.


 


Mason stood back and
regarded me with narrow eyes. “You’ve lost weight” he said sternly and I rolled
my eyes. 


“Why are you always
so obsessed about my weight?” I teased as he pulled out my chair for me.


He shook his head in
exasperation but left it alone as he turned to Lucas. “Lucas” he acknowledged
with a smile and Lucas shook Mason’s outstretched hand. 


“How are you Mason?”
he asked. Mason smiled and nodded as he sat down, “Good, you?”


 


Lucas nodded his
confirmation as the waiter approached and Mason turned to him. “I’ll take the
veal and Miss Summers will have the monkfish” he ordered with a wink at me. I
chuckled and nodded my agreement before Mason ordered a bottle of expensive
wine, “Better get the good stuff now we are accompanied by a lady.”


 


Lucas snorted and I
flinched at his dig. Mason’s head turned slowly to Lucas and his eyes fired in
fury as he tipped his head “Did you say something, Hunt?”


Lucas pulled in a
heavy breath and shook his head once “Nope.”


Mason continued to
glare at him but after taking a calming breath he turned to me again. “So
little Willow, how’s things?”


I smiled warmly at
him “Good. I haven’t seen you and Ava in the club for a while.”


He nodded and
sighed. “We’ve been abroad for a few months. Nate wanted Ava to turn the
American office around after a few troubling issue’s. We’ve only been back a
few weeks so I expect Ava’s kinks will kick in soon” he smirked and winked.


“I’ll let William
know” I told him.


 


Lucas cleared his
throat and raised his eyebrows at me and I lowered my eyes from his questioning
ones. “I take it you two are friends” he said as his eyes dropped to my mouth
and I released my bottom lip from behind my teeth.


Mason smirked at
Lucas “We fucked a few years back, Lucas.”


“Mase!” I growled
disapprovingly.


Mason shrugged and I
didn’t miss the roguish twinkle in his eyes. “Well, yes you’re right Lay. We
did a lot more than just fuck.”


 


I sighed at his
obvious attempt to rile Lucas and smiled to the waiter as he filled our glasses.
“How are the twins?” I asked, trying to steer the conversation onto safe
grounds as I felt Lucas’s piercing stare on me.


Mason’s face broke
into a massive grin at the mention of his two twins, Katie and George. “They’re
brilliant as always, they’ve just had their fourth birthday” he told me as his
eyes twinkled.


I grinned at his
obvious love for his children.


 


“Do you actually
think we could get round to business at all today? I have another meeting at 3”
Lucas grumbled and I rolled my eyes.


What the hell was
wrong with this man?


 


Mason shifted his
eyes across the table to Lucas and frowned at him. “Somebody seems to be a
little jealous that we’ve fucked, little Willow.”


Lucas spluttered out
his wine and frantically dabbed at his shirt with his napkin in an attempt to
soak up the spill before it stained.


I narrowed my eyes
on Mason, who just shrugged and looked amused as the waiter placed our food in
front of us.


 


“Yum,” I smiled, “I
haven’t had the monkfish here for years.”


Mason grinned
wickedly and I widened my eyes at him and shook my head faintly when I knew
what was coming, but it flowed fluently from his mouth and I cringed. “Yeah
Lay, I seem to remember I enjoyed you having the monkfish as well, you devoured
it… and then devoured me under the table.”


 


Lucas spluttered
again and I glowered at Mason. “Will you stop!” I warned him.


He just chuckled and
turned to Lucas “Ready for business?”


Lucas stared at him
in astonishment and I nudged him, “Ignore him Mr Hunt, he’s winding you up” I
lied. 


He tipped his head
at me. “I suppose this was from your ‘fucking men for money’ days?” he barked
out.


 


“What the Fuck!”
Mason growled as I shot out of my chair and held Mason back. 


“It’s okay Mase, my
fault. He asked what I did before dancing and I kinda told him I fucked men for
money.”


Mason glared at me
and frowned “What the hell did you tell him that for?”


I shrugged. “He was
getting too personal” I whispered in his ear.


 


“You were joking?”
Lucas asked and I rolled my eyes. 


“Of course I was
bloody joking!”


He seemed to relax
and then smile, before a huge grin erupted on his face. Wow, he was really
stunning when he actually smiled and I bit my lip against the small flutter in
my stomach.


The twinkle in his
eyes came back and he seemed happier as he tucked into his lunch.


 


We all ate our lunch
whilst Lucas and Mason discussed some new club venture Mason was developing and
he required Lucas to set up the technology side of the business.


 


As we stood to leave
I placed my hand on Mason’s forearm and halted him before I turned to Lucas. “I
just need a quick word with Mason.”


Lucas sighed heavily
but nodded. “I’ll wait in the car” he said bluntly and stalked away.


 


Mason gave me a
curious glance. “You fucking him, Lay?” he asked with a concerned expression
and I calmed his nerves immediately, “No.”


He nodded in
acceptance and I swallowed before I looked up at him. His face became serious
as he sensed my anguish. 


He tucked a stray
hair behind my ear in a comforting gesture “Lay?”


 


I bit my lower lip
as my thumb drummed against my index finger. “I think he’s here, Mase” I said
quietly. 


Mason’s eyebrows
lifted high on his brow and he inhaled deeply “You want me to check it out?”


I nodded and
grimaced “Yeah.”


He nodded again and
leant in to kiss my cheek, “No problem, babe” he smiled gently and led me out
to Lucas’s car.


 


“I’ll sort out with
Ava for a COD night little Willow” Mason grinned and I chuckled. He knew I was
the only person on the planet that could slaughter Ava at the Xbox game and he
loved to watch her get crushed underneath me. 


“Only if Greg’s not
playing” I winked as I climbed in the car beside Lucas.


“Fuck no, he’s
banned. My walls can’t take any more of his hissy fits” he scoffed as he raised
his hand to Lucas and strolled off towards his car.


 


Lucas was mostly
quiet for the ride back and I sensed his question before it came. “So you had a
thing with Mason?”


I just nodded in
confirmation and pulled my trilling phone from my bag. I frowned at the name
displayed on the screen, “William?”


“Hey, Willow. Sorry
for ringing in your personal time but I’ve had a bloke digging about you and I
wanna give you a heads up.”


 


My skin immediately
became clammy and cold and I hissed through my teeth. “What did he look like?”


“Handsome fucker.
Tall, black hair…”


“Fuck!” I
interrupted him.


“You okay?” he asked
hesitantly. 


“Did you tell him I
worked there?” I asked apprehensively.


Fuck!! Why now?
After six years of nothing, of thinking I was okay, he turned up out of the
blue.


 


“No, told him I
didn’t know any blonde dancers. Didn’t like the vibe he gave off Willow”
William admitted, “Is there something going on?”


“Someone from… before.”


“Shit, Willow. Is it
him?”


I nodded, even
though I knew he couldn’t see me and then mumbled a “Yeah.”


“Okay, sweetheart,
I’ll step up security and get Trevor onto it.” William said with sincerity. 


“Has anybody ever
told you you’re the best boss ever?” I told him.


He chuckled, “Loads
of times. You told Mason?”


“Yeah, he’s onto
it.”


There was a slight
silence and I knew William was nodding. “I’ll see you tonight Willow” he added
before ending the call.


 


I knew it had been
him I had seen last night.


Fuck, this was bad.
This was really bad and I bit my lip savagely as his face materialized in my
head and I sighed loudly.


How the hell had he
found me?


 


“Everything okay,
Red?” Lucas broke through my thoughts and I had forgotten he was even there.


I plastered a smile
on my face and nodded reassuringly “Sure.”


He frowned and I
jolted as his finger slid down my forearm “You don’t seem so sure, Red.”


I shivered against
his touch; a warm sensation pulsed in my vagina as my nipples hardened and
strained against my dress.


What the hell, Lay?


 


I cleared my throat
and gave him a nonchalant look. “Positive.”


How good you had
become at lying in the last six years, Lay!
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Lucas


 


I slung my keys on
the entrance hall table and practically threw my briefcase at the wall with a
loud growl. 


 


Fuck that crazy,
feisty, beautiful, sexy, hot little redhead.


She had my head all
over the fucking place and I didn’t like how it felt. I had never felt this
kind of… emotion and it was fucking with my senses.


Women were women,
existing for fucking and controlling, for killing a throb but this hot little
number had me wanting more than just a quick dip.


 


I wanted to explore
every inch of her delicious silky skin. I needed to feel the softness of her
flesh under my mouth as I worshipped every single part of her. I wanted to
sculpt her under my hands, ply her with gratification and watch her face as I made
her come. 


But I didn’t want to
just make her come, I wanted to fucking command her to come like she never had
before, I wanted to give her so much pleasure she screamed out random things
and passed out in ecstasy .


This was merciless
Lucas and I knew the hunger wouldn’t bate until I had devoured her.


 


My phone alerted me
to a text and it was Brad reminding me about meeting tonight. 


Could I be arsed? I
suppose I could give Tilly a hard shag, she always took it rough and I was in
the mood for rough.


Pouring a whisky I
replied and told him I’d meet him there as I started the shower running and
wandered back into the kitchen.


 


My phone beeped
again and I frowned as it displayed an unknown number. I opened the text and my
brows hit my hairline.


 


Unknown:


You need to know
exactly what your new temp is capable of Mr Hunt.


I’ll be in touch
soon.


 


What the fuck?


I stared at my phone
as though it would suddenly tell me who had sent the text or give me an
explanation of what the unknown meant.


‘Need to know
what your temp is capable of’?


 


Was she some sort of
serial killer? An axe murderer? Had she been lying when she said she had been
joking about shagging for cash?


Red seemed innocent
and sweet, even if she was an erotic dancer and none of it made sense. 


 


Her huge blue eyes
held many secrets yes, but I didn’t think it would be anything worth worrying
about. 


Maybe an old
boyfriend hurt her, maybe her Dad was a member of the mafia, or maybe it was
that she had once been locked up for shoplifting or drunk and disorderly. 


 


Fuck it. I deleted
the text, choosing to ignore it and downed the last of my whisky before taking
a deep breath and telling myself to forget all about Layla Summers.


 


 


***


 


 


As I walked into the
club, my eyes immediately scanned the various poles looking for Red. She was
over in the far corner and my cock throbbed almost painfully as I watched her.


She was kitted out
in a near see-through white lace romper, long white gloves that reached up past
her cute little elbows and then on her legs were a wicked pair of thigh high
leather red boots with colossal silver heels.


She looked like an
angel with a devilish kink.


 


She pulled some near
dangerous poses on the pole as a group of drunken louts established their
selves on the table in front of her.


That was the trouble
with Monday’s at the club, it was non-members night and all the local students
and bully boys crowded the place.


 


I kept my eyes
trained on them as Brad approached the side of me.


“You still hungering
after the little redhead?” he asked as he delivered his drink order to Owen. 


I shook my head as I
turned towards him “Turns out Red is my new temp.”


Brad’s eyes widened
“Shame.”


 


Brad knew I didn’t
shag my employees so he understood my disappointment.


“We’ll find someone to
work her out of your system tonight,” he said as his eyes scanned the
entertainers on offer tonight “Tilly or Ursula? Both?”


I inhaled deeply and
shrugged. Truth be told, I didn’t want either and my eyes swung back to Red as
one of the lads stood and approached her, whispering something in her ear.


She shook her head
and gave him an apologetic smile and I noticed his shoulders tense and his lips
purse in irritation as he took hold of her wrist harshly.


 


One of the bulky
security guys was by her side within seconds and I relaxed when I knew she was
safe, even though I still wanted to kick the little scrote in the balls.


Turning back to Brad
I pursed my lips at his question “I’ll just grab a drink I think, not really in
the mood tonight. You go ahead without me.”


He frowned at me as
he took a mouthful of his beer “Fuck Luc, you’ve got it bad mate.”


 


He downed his pint
in one and wandered off towards Tilly who stood immediately as he approached
her and they both disappeared up the stairs towards the communal room.


 


I flicked my eyes
back over to Red but she had disappeared and the group of louts had moved on to
the next table to watch Misty, so I twisted back to Owen and ordered another
beer.


 


I smelt her unique fruity
scent before I saw her and I rolled my head towards the distinct fragrance.


She was leaning over
the bar talking quietly to Owen and the exquisite contours of her arse drew my
eyes. God, she had one amazing backside, and I had the sudden urge to slide my
hand over it before bringing it down hard and marking that flawless skin I knew
she had.


 


“Drink, Red?” I asked
her.


Her eyes widened as
she turned towards my voice. Had she not even realised I was stood here? How
shit was that realisation? 


I always noticed
her, every single time I came to the Panther, every single minute I was here.


 


She gave me a
confused expression and I managed to bite back my annoyance and gave her a soft
smile.


Her eyes widened
even further as she took in my grin.


“Just a drink, Red.”


 


She sighed and nodded
as she came to stand beside me. “Sure, usual please Owen,” she said to the
barman then turned back to me, “Thank you.”


I gave her a nod
then scanned her body, taking in her tight knee length cream skirt and her soft
pink jumper. Tiny pink pumps finished her look and I smiled at the sweetness of
the outfit when not fifteen minutes ago she had resembled an immoral virgin.
“You finished already?”


She nodded and
smiled her thanks to Owen as he placed a pint of bitter in front of her.


 


I laughed when she
took a long slug of the frothy brown liquid. “And here I was thinking you were
a delicate little thing.”


She laughed. “I
don’t think I’ve ever been delicate, Mr Hunt.”


“Lucas, we’re not at
work Red” I told her sternly.


She gave me a soft
smile and nodded “Lucas.”


 


Bloody hell. As soon
as my name rolled off her tongue, my dick pressed into the zip of my jeans.


As though she sensed
my discomfort her eyes swept the length of me and she frowned, “No suit
tonight? I don’t think I’ve ever seen you out of one.”


 


A smile lifted my
lips. She did notice me if she knew this and she was right, I think this was
the first time I had come from home instead of straight from work.


The usual daily work
slog always fed my need for sex and I always came here before I went home.


 


I could see a tall
bloke approaching from the corner of my eye. He stood directly behind Red and
my eyes narrowed when he leant into her ear and I caught what he said “Hello
Kayla.”


Kayla?


 


She immediately
tipped her face down to the floor and her hands dropped and rested against her
thighs with her palms facing outwards.


Holy-Fucking-Hell… Red
was a sub, and a fucking experienced one if her instantaneous surrender was
anything to go by.


 


A self-satisfied
smirk lifted the man’s face as he tipped his head sinisterly whilst his eyes
perused every inch of her body. I instantly shifted to high alert as his eyes
glinted darkly at Red.


Red’s chest was
heaving and I noticed her whole body tremble. She was fucking terrified but
still yielded to him.


He leaned in again
and I grit my teeth at his words. “You have been really fucking bad this time,
Kayla. You’re punishment is going to be extremely severe!”


 


Red swallowed
painfully and I fought against the urge to pummel this fucking man. Drag him by
his perfectly styled hair round to the side alley and kick the fucking shit out
of him.


He was petrifying her
and my whole soul was shouting at me to do something.


 


I didn’t think he
was her current Dom, not from the way he was talking, so I took a deep breath
and leant into her other ear and prayed with everything I was “I am your master,
Willow and you will obey my command.”


 


She gasped and her
chest heaved even heavier but she tipped her head towards me in a confirmation
nod and turned her whole body towards me, now with her wrists crossed in front
of her and her face elevated slightly but set to the side in a professional
examination pose.


Fuck, she was very,
very experienced and my lust fired excitedly as my dick roared to an incredible
hardness. Christ, I thought I was going to come in my fucking jeans at her
total submission.


 


The man narrowed his
eyes on me and the chill he emitted made my bones creak against the malevolence
he held.


I took her hand and
led her from the club and quickly pushed her into my car before he came after
us.


 


The tyres on my car
screeched and smoked as I sped out of the car park and I checked my mirror a
total of twenty six times all the way back to my apartment to make sure we
weren’t being followed.


Red remained silent
and docile all the way back, as I knew she would be, her total compliance would
see her taciturn until I gave her permission to speak and for now I let her be
quiet.


 


 


***


 


 


Red stood silent and
orderly in the centre of my room. Her face was now aimed to the floor as her
hands remained by her side.


I walked over to her
and looked at her, “Look at me, Willow.”


She lifted her head
slowly and her eyes found mine.  I took a deep breath at the terror held in
them. 


 


“Who was he?” I
requested and she answered immediately, her submission commanding her to do so.



“Diablo, Sir.”


I had a sudden urge
to touch her, to calm her down but I wasn’t sure how she would react yet so I
waited as she expressed so much pain through her gaze.


“Your Dom?”


“My old Dom, Sir.”


I nodded as I
relented against my restraint then reached out and ran my finger along the side
of her face, “You’re safe here, Willow.”


 


I watched her throat
bob as her eyes brimmed with tears and my heart stuttered at her distress. There
was only one thing I knew that would work with her right now and I swallowed
back my guilt and looked her directly in the eye. 


“Submit.”


 


She instantly
dropped to her knees, lowered her head and held her arms before her, her wrists
crossed and ready for restraint. “I declare myself a slave, and I submit myself
to you as my master” She recited expertly.


 


My breath hitched and
my teeth tingled when I realised just how deep Red’s submissive proficiency
went; nothing like the half-hearted efforts of the girls at the Panther. Red
was pure submissive, a complete and utter sex slave and the realisation sent
electricity through my veins and excitement tightened my balls like a vice.


She was a
professional and I bit back my delight as I circled around her. 


 


She was utterly
stunning as she knelt before me, the beauty in her acquiescence was totally
astounding and I cupped my erection, clutching my cock as a soft moan left my
lips.


I was so fucking
hard that I knew I had to do something before I fucking exploded in my shorts
but could I take her now, like this?


It was an utter
dickish thing to do, so instead I returned to the front of her.


“Strip” I ordered.


 


Immediately her
hands grabbed the hem of her jumper and she lifted it over her head to display
her bare breasts.


Fuck, they were bloody
perfect and I sank my teeth into my lower lip as I unzipped my jeans and freed
my raging hard on.


Red slipped off her
skirt and then her thong and shoes before she retook her submissive stance afore
me.


 


My chest heaved
against the rapid beat of my heart and I ran my hand along the length of my
cock.


“Wall” I said simply
and waited to see if she understood.


My heart skipped a
beat as she stood, walked over to the wall and placed herself at arm’s length,
then leaned forward and placed her palms against it whilst her feet shuffled
apart and she lowered her head so her pretty red hair fell around her face.


“Hard wall.”


 


I shivered in desire
as her feet separated even further until she was practically split in two. 


I came up behind her
and ran my free hand over the curve of her bottom “Such beautiful skin, Willow.
Soft and milky and all mine.”


 


I noticed her
shudder and pull in a breath as my fingers continued down and dipped into her
wet flesh.


“Fuck. Perfect.”


She moaned slightly
then dropped her head further in apology. “You’re very horny aren’t you?” I
asked.


“Yes, Sir” she
whispered huskily and I grit my teeth as I ejaculated all over her back without
warning. All it had taken was her soft voice and I was coming like a raging
fucking banshee, my loud groan filled the stifling air of the room. 


I heard Red gasp and
drop to her knees as she climaxed all over my fingers, her warm juices flowed
over my hand as I continued to pump my spunk frantically over her.


Jesus Christ!


 


She turned immediately
and knelt before me. She then lowered the flats off her forearms to the floor,
crossing her wrists as she did so, before arcing her back upwards.


Oh my God, I was in
heaven.


 


“I’m not going to
punish you for coming without my permission this time, Willow” I told her and
she gulped. “Thank you, Sir.”


“Withdraw, Willow” I
said softly.


 


She relaxed
immediately and sat back on her heels and lifted her bewildered face up to me.
“I… I…”


I placed a finger
against her lips and shushed her. “Actually it’s me who should be apologising,
Red. I took advantage of you and I shouldn’t have. I’m sorry, but you looked so
fucking beautiful, sat waiting patiently for my control, that I… well I should
have disciplined myself.”


 


She gave me a frown
before her eyes lit up and she smiled “Not at all, Sir, it was quite… enjoyable.
I haven’t submitted for years and I didn’t realise how much it was ingrained
into me. I missed it.”


 


Well this was a turn
up and I had to restrain myself from pumping the air with my fist at her words.
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Layla


 


I smiled softly at
Lucas and then the image of Diablo bore through my brain and my breathing
stunted as a body shiver worked its way through me.


 


I grabbed my clothes
off the floor and Lucas gave me a stern frown.


“Stay for a while,
Red. I’ll cook” he said as he watched me pull my jumper back on.


Lucas held a hand up
to me. “Wait” he ordered softly before he pulled a few tissues from a box on
his black chic table and turned me around so my back was to him.


 


He wiped gently at
his own cum on my back, his hand softly swiping back and forth and I closed my
eyes when his hand dropped to my bottom.


I swallowed as
desire coursed through me again and I grit my teeth, trying to hold back a
moan.


 


“You have the finest
arse I’ve ever seen, Red. Just perfect and soft. I wonder what the redness of
my hand print would look like against your pale skin” Lucas whispered against
me as he bent and placed a soft kiss on my flesh.


The forbidden moan rushed
up my throat and out of my mouth, and before I knew what was happening, Lucas
had spun me round, gripped my hair and was kissing me with an urgent passion.


 


My hands slipped
into his soft hair and I kissed him back with equal hunger as his lips
dominated me as much as he had. A low moan rumbled in his chest and his hand
palmed the nape of my neck before he pulled me further into him.


 


He walked us
backwards until I felt the sofa at the back of my knees and I dropped onto it,
pulling him on top of me.


His mouth was now
torturing a trail across my jaw as his tongue dipped out for a sample. “Fuck,
Red, you taste amazing.”


I dropped my head
back against the sofa as short sharp gusts of air left my mouth.


 


His lips had a mind
of their own and they were soon pulling in one of my nipples as Lucas pulled my
jumper back over my head. “Stunning tits, Red. I have wanted to suck on these perfect
nipples since I saw you bare them to me at the club.”


My God, why didn’t
he shut up and take me?


 


I moaned a response
as his teeth grazed light over my pert peaks and I wound my legs around his
hips and held him close. He didn’t seem to mind as he kneeled on the floor
before me and took the distance over my stomach with his mouth.


 


He looked up at me
as he reached my mound and gave me a wicked curve of his lips as he palmed my
thighs and pulled them open.


“Fuck yes. So
fucking pretty; blonde and utterly flawless” he breathed before he ran his
tongue over his bottom lip. The move reminded me of a wolf in the moments
before it devoured its prey.


 


“You want my mouth
on you, Red? You want me to blow your fucking mind to pieces?”


I whimpered and
lifted my hips slightly as I grabbed the back of his head and pulled him onto
me.


He growled carnally
then kept his word and blew my fucking mind.


 


His experience and
eagerness were not lost as he continued to take me higher and higher but each
time I could feel the roll begin he moved from my clit and fucked my pussy with
his tongue. “Lucas, please… I need to… Oh Goddd….”


I exploded all over
him as he dipped his thumb into me then slid it round and pushed it into my
anus whilst his teeth whispered over my inflamed clit.


 


“Holy fuck and Hell”
I screamed as he bit my heavy labia gently and continued to work his thumb,
twisting it around inside my bottom and I came again. Just like that, second
time around and it was just as explosive as the first.


“Shit, Red. I need
to fuck you.”


 


I looked down at him
through heavy eyelids and bit my lower lip “As long as you promise to fuck me
hard.”


His eyes darkened to
black pits as he yanked his jeans off and rolled on a condom from his pocket.
He gripped my wrists and held my hands over my head and then pulled me to the
edge of the sofa and thrust in deep.


“Jesus Fuckkkkk”
he snarled.


“Oh fuck, yes” I groaned
along with him.


 


His hands released
my wrists and grabbed my hips as he pummelled me into complete and utter
nirvana. My lust surged and I sat up and swung my legs around his hips as he
pulled me down onto him with a deep hard drive.


 


We both moaned
loudly and then I moved on him, working us both towards ecstasy as he yanked me
down forcefully onto each of his deep upward thrusts.


“Fuck, Red, never… shit
baby, you need to come quick…” he muttered as he banged me harder.


 


His teeth sank into
the side of my breast and I shouted out loudly as I came hard and ferociously
over him. 


“Thank fuck” he growled
as he jerked inside me and filled the condom to the max as he bared his teeth
and flung his head back, pulling me down onto him as far as he could go inside
me.


 


We both puffed and
panted for a long while, my head rested on his shoulder as his own rested
against mine.


“Sweet Jesus. Not
had vanilla in a while but that was… Christ that was fucking fantastic, Red.”


“I haven’t had any
sex in a while and Christ, that was excellent Lucas” I retorted cheekily.


He lifted his head
and smiled widely at me.


Bloody hell, he was
extremely handsome when he smiled like that, and I frowned at my reaction to
him.


 


I lifted myself off
him as I pinched the base of his cock to keep the condom in place, then I
picked up my clothes and attempted to actually put them all on this time.


I smiled at Lucas as
I slipped into my shoes “I guess I’ll see you at work tomorrow.”


 


He frowned deeply as
he rolled off the condom and then reared back a little and regarded me, as I
pulled out my phone and dialled the local taxi service. 


“Whoa, Red. You fuck
me then fuck off?”


 


He seemed a little
pissed off and my eyes widened at him. “Well… isn’t that how fucking usually
works?”


He barked out a
humourless laugh and then seemed to argue with himself as many expressions
filtered through his face, but eventually he shrugged and nodded in surrender “Yeah.”


I laughed and shook
my head in bewilderment before I leant into him and kissed his cheek “Thank
you, it was… great.”


 


He barked out a
humour filled laugh this time “Yeah Red, great.”


I winked and walked
the length of his huge apartment to the main doors. “6 O’clock Red” He shouted
after me. 


“I’ll be there with
coffee, Mr Hunt.”


 


 


***


 


 


I practically ran
from the taxi into my flat and locked the door quickly behind me and proceeded
to turn on each and every light in the place as I went through it meticulously,
opening every cupboard and door in the whole place. 


 


I swore when I
realised Sara wasn’t home and I rang her mobile to find out where she was. “Hey,
babe” she answered.


“Sara where are you,
love?”


“Rob’s Lay, why? You
okay?”


“No,” I answered
quickly “he’s fucking here, Sara. He’s found me” I stuttered out.


 


I heard her sharp
inhalation and then whisper something to Rob. “I’m on my way home babe. Ten
minutes” she soothed and I breathed a sigh of relief.


“Thank you.”


“No problem, babe.
Hang tight.”


 


I made my hot
chocolate and curled up in the window to watch for Sara. My only consolation
was that I didn’t think he knew where I lived. If he knew that, then last night
he wouldn’t have just stood outside, he’d have battered the bloody door down.


 


“You have been
really fucking bad this time, Kayla. You’re punishment is going to be extremely
severe!”


 


I closed my eyes
against his sinister voice in my head and then shivered violently as his last
punishment filtered through my already terrified brain. 


How the hell had he
found me after all this time?


It didn’t make
sense.


 


“Lay” Sara shouted
through the flat as she came barrelling in, “Fuck, babe.”


She huddled me up
and held me tight to her, as if she could protect me from the world; and
knowing Sara, she would definitely try for me.


 


“How do you know
he’s back?” she asked as she pulled away and swept her eyes over my body as if
to check for any injuries.


I sighed and looked
at her as my eyes welled “He… he was in the club.”


“Shit!” she cursed
and I nodded. “William was supposed to increase my security but he must’ve… snuck
in somehow, it was open night after all.”


“Did he say anything
to you?”


 


I laughed slightly manically
“Oh yeah. He said I was gonna be severely punished.”


She closed her eyes
in distress and took a large breath as she raked her hands through her hair
“Shit, Lay.”


“Something really
strange happened though” I told her quietly, still trying to get my head around
it myself.


She looked at me
expectantly and a small smile crept up my lips as I remembered the after
effects of Diablo’s appearance.


“Hunter subjugated
me.”


 


She took a small
step back and pierced me with her wide eyes as her lips parted to take a breath
“Hottie Hunter from the club?”


I smirked and nodded
“Turns out he’s my boss at NSC too.”


She scowled at me
“You lucky fucking bitch.”


 


 


I winked as I stood
up and swung my hips at her as I went to rinse my mug. “Well?” she asked from
behind me.


I smirked to myself
as her hunger for details permeated the air.


“Fucking epic.”


 


She gasped and came
to stand beside me, resting her hip against the worktop as she glared at me and
nudged me with her elbow. “That’s it? That’s all I get?” she scowled.


“Well, let’s just
say, he’s a professional Dom. Knows each and every fucking command like a pro.”



 


She groaned in
jealousy and held her hand dramatically to her chest. “How come you get the
serious shit all the time, when I get… I get… Rob!”


I snorted and shook
my head in humour, “Yeah… Rob.”


She snorted with me
and then we both burst out laughing. “Does he seriously lead cos’ I just can’t
see it in him?” I asked sceptically.


 


She shrugged as she
filled the kettle for tea and sighed heavily. “He’s… good, you know okay for a
fill in but I just can’t seem to find any Dom’s that appeal to me at the mo;
apart from Hunter, you bitch, so Rob does” she answered honestly.


“Rob… does?” I
echoed with pessimism. She slapped my arm lightly and scowled at me “It’s okay
for you. The good ones always seem to hunt you down.”


“Oh yeah, I get all
the good ones. Even the ones that chain me to a wall for five days and let
different men fuck me for a punishment!” I hissed.


 


She cringed and
looked at me apologetically “Shit, Lay. My mouths bigger than my brain, I
didn’t mean…”


I side hugged her
and shook my head in forgiveness “No love, it’s me. I’m a tad sensitive
tonight.”


She frowned as she
passed me my tea and I blew over the rim before taking a sip. 


“You have every
right to be sensitive babe, but I would’ve thought after being hunted by The
Hunter, you’d be passed out, sated and sore in lots of delicious places” she
winked mischievously. 


 


I took a deep breath
and scrunched up my nose “It’s a bit of a bugger though, love. I work for him,
he’s an arrogant arse and I’m really not sure if I want another master at this
point in my life.”


She raised her eyebrows
in incredulity “But he fucks well?”


A smirk lifted the
corners of my lips “Oh, he fucks extremely well.”
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Lucas


 


I arrived at work at
5:45, determined to beat Red in, and I was slightly annoyed to find she was
already in, brewing my morning coffee and arranging some long large white
lily’s into a bright red glass vase.


“Efficient” I stated
bluntly as I came up behind her.


 


She shot into the
air, her red curls bobbing wildly on her head as she spun round with a glare,
“Shit, Mr Hunt. Please don’t do that again. I’m really not good with shocks.”


I frowned at her
pale white face, she really did have a problem with frights and I smiled softly
at her as my eyes skimmed over her pretty floral wrap dress and knee high cream
boots.


Christ, the boots
had me imagining all sorts of erotica and I cleared my throat and raised my
eyes back to hers.


 


“I’ll have to
remember that, Red.”


She swallowed
heavily as I took a step towards her and her plump lips parted slightly as she
sucked in a delicate gasp of air.


I could see the
throb of her pulse on the side of her neck but the expression on her face
halted my move towards her.


 


“Mr Hunt,” she
started as she straightened her shoulders in a confident manner “I…we
shouldn’t have done what we did yesterday and I’m very sorry that I lost… work
etiquette, and I need to let you know that it definitely won’t happen again.”


Her eyes dropped to
the floor as she reached the end of her statement and I pursed my lips in
irritation and anger.


I had been hoping
for a swift, sharp shag over the desk this morning, her pretty little ass in my
palms as I drove deep into her warmth and sank my teeth into the softness of
her delicious neck.


Fuck!


 


“That’s fine Red.
You are absolutely right. You work for me, you don’t perform for
me. We both got off on it but… well, it was nothing special, so we both need to
move on.”


What the hell Lucas?
You piece of fucking shit! It had been fucking amazing, utterly bloody brilliant
and the best you’ve ever had, so why the hell did you say that to her?


 


Red blinked rapidly
and I could see her push the hurt down her throat and swallow it swiftly before
she forced out a trembling smile and nodded “I’ll make a start then.”


She turned abruptly
and walked with her back ramrod straight through my office door, quietly
shutting it behind her and I hissed out a curse. “You total twat, Hunt!”


 


I dropped into my
chair and practically punched the keyboard with each of my fingers, my anger
controlling each painful stab at the keys.


The coffee machine
spluttered some brown shit across the cabinet and I stared at it as though the
bloody stuff was gonna come and savage me.


“Red!” I shrieked
loudly, this was her problem not mine.


 


She came barging
through the door as if she thought my arse was on fire and I held back a smile
as her eyes scanned the room like an MI5 agent.


“Coffee machine,
Red!” I said bluntly as I trained my eyes on the monitor and attempted
nonchalance.


 


Her beautiful face
morphed into a tight grimace as she spotted the sticky goo now seeping out of
the machine like a monster from the 80’s film ‘The Blob’.


This should be fun.


 


She took hesitant
steps towards it and I was sure she thought the stuff was gonna jump on her and
eat her whole.


Her face crumpled
further as it spat a thick black tar at her and she jolted backwards when it
made a groaning chug, coughed and died its final death.


“Oh” She said quite
simply as her wide eyes turned to mine.


 


I shrugged and
turned back to my screen, desperately trying to hold on to the bark of laughter
that was threatening to erupt.


Her face was
classic. A mixture of ‘What the hell?’ and ‘Holy Shit’ and I bit my bottom lip
as she tiptoed quietly across the room in an attempt not to anger the machine
further.


“Oh” she repeated as
she stood a foot away from the cabinet and leaned forward to peer at it as her
face turned away in case it expelled something else at her.


 


“‘Oh’ isn’t gonna
fix it, Red” I said to her as she shuffled a little closer. 


She turned and frowned
at me “Do you want me to go out and buy another or get the maintenance guy’s
onto it?”


I did bark out a
laugh then and gave her a sardonic look “Have you met our maintenance guy’s,
Red?”


She shook her head
faintly and then jumped back as the percolator decided to make one last attempt
at existence and shot out a solid object through the spout.


 


Red scrunched up her
face and took a step closer to identify the item and I grimaced when I realised
what it was.


She picked it up and
studied it with a confused expression before her head slowly turned towards me
and her brows lifted excessively high.


 


I coughed,
straightened my back and returned her expression as I silently told her I was
her boss and not to speak a single word. 


Her lips pursed now
and she narrowed her eyes until I could only see a sliver of the blueness
through her eyelids.


“Mr Hunt?” she
questioned and I gave her a blasé look. 


“Miss Summers, do
you have a problem?”


 


She ran her tongue
over her top teeth as she flicked the item between her fingers. “Well Mr Hunt, I
don’t necessarily have a problem, but the machine seems to have an adverse
dislike to having a paperclip shoved up its important parts.”


I steepled my
fingers and rested my elbows on the desk as I regarded her, “We don’t all have
a dislike at having something shoved up our important parts, do we Miss
Summers?”


 


She huffed heavily
and bit severely into her bottom lip in an effort to hold back the feisty
retort I knew was on the tip of her tongue, then she smiled with a wicked twinkle
in her eyes and my stomach clenched in unease. “I’ll go and buy another then,
Mr Hunt. By the way, a Miss Denver’s just rung. She didn’t want to talk to you
personally but insisted on leaving a message” she taunted.


 


I clamped my teeth
together and closed my eyes as she continued, reading the message from where
she had written it down on a notebook. “She said and I repeat ‘You are a
fucking underdeveloped bastard and I have already found someone with a much
bigger dick than yours, so go wank in a corner and smile at yourself in a
mirror, you sad fucking twat’.”


 


Her face held an
elated expression as she smiled sweetly then tipped her head and exited the
room and I could tell from the movement of her shoulders from behind that she
was laughing. 


Revenge is sweet
Lucas, and you will enjoy every second you deliver it!


 


 


***


 


 


Red arrived back an
hour later with a new coffeemaker and a hot chocolate from Starbucks and I
glared at her when I realised she hadn’t bothered to purchase me a drink. She
had just smirked and taken an exaggerated slurp of her bloody drink, before
savagely biting a chunk out of a chocolate muffin as she closed her eyes in
ecstasy and devoured the whole bloody cake.


I had just closed my
eyes and pictured her bent over my knee as I spanked the living daylights out
of her!


 


We had a meeting to
attend with Nate and as we entered the elevator to ascend to the next floor a
wicked idea began to arise in my head and I smirked to myself as we both exited
the lift onto the 50th floor.


“Red, before we go
in I think there’s something you should be aware of” I said to her and she
turned to look at me with those beautiful huge blue eyes and I nearly backed
out… but only nearly. 


“What?” she asked
innocently and I swallowed back the wicked grin I was dying to deliver.


“Well, Mr Carter
likes all the P.A’s to sit on his desk, legs crossed at the knee as they take
notes” I told her seriously.


 


She gave me a
startled look, then sighed and nodded in resignation “Right… okay…”


I smirked to myself
as Leah smiled at us whilst she spoke on the phone to someone and gestured with
her chin for us to just go down to Nate’s office.


 


“Mrs Fox” I acknowledged
Ava, Nate’s P.A and Mason’s wife, as we approached her desk. She smiled widely
at us before she rose from her seat and embraced Red in a tight hug. 


“Little Willow” She
greeted Red as she pulled back slightly and cast an eye over her with a
concerned gaze, “You’ve lost weight, Lay.”


“Christ, you sound
like your husband, love” Red scolded light-heartedly.


Ava laughed and
grabbed Red’s arm as she pulled her towards Nate’s office and they both gossiped
like bloody fish wives.


 


I entered the room
behind them and my stomach bubbled in excitement as I awaited Red’s delivery of
my lie.


She was still bloody
nagging with Ava as they both seated themselves in chairs beside each other and
acted as though they were the only people in the room.


 


I plonked myself disappointedly
into the remaining chair as I looked at Nate and he rolled his eyes at the blathering
women.


“Never…” Ava gasped.


Red nodded
dramatically. “Yup, she says he has a huge penis but looking at him you
wouldn’t think so. I mean he’s okay looking but, well the way she gushes about
him you’d think he had a bloody 24 carat gold plated, 12 inch dick with an
extra appendage for clitoral stimulation.”


 


Nate spluttered out
his coffee and my eyes widened but they seemed oblivious to us. “Well I heard
he’s really good at oral… knows exactly what to do with his tongue and his
little finger” Ava continued and they both sighed dreamily. 


“Yeah, but… I mean,
look at him. He looks like the sort of guy that would ask politely for a blow
job and then feel the need to sterilise himself before, and buy you flowers to
thank you for the experience after, instead of bloody grabbing your hair and
ramming it straight down your throat as they growled your name” Red said and
they both looked into the distance with unfocussed gazes and sighed heavily.


 


Nate shot me a look
and I nodded respectfully as we both considered which category we fell into. 


“Well don’t say
anything but he came into the club last weekend and the word that circulated
when he left was that he had brought three girls off at exactly the same time
whilst he sucked off another bloke” Red revealed with excitement.


 


I nodded humbly in
awe of a man I’d never met and Nate pursed his lips in reverence. 


“Holy shit” Ava
declared as she settled her hand at her throat, “I think Mason and me might book
in for a voyeur session, should be an interesting night.”


Red clicked her
tongue and gave Ava a lift of her eyebrow “You’ll have to put your name down on
the list, love; he has a backlist of around twenty eight waiting for an
experience with The God.”


“The God?” Nate
asked, inviting himself into the conversation.


Red turned to him
and nodded firmly, “Oh yeah and from what I’ve heard he has thoroughly earned
that label.”


“Respect” Nate said
and pursed his lips as he went into a dazed expression.


 


“Who the hell are
you talking about?” I asked Red, now including myself in the chinwag. 


Red and Ava both
stared at me in astonishment as though I was utterly stupid and I glared back
when they made me feel like a fucking dumb bastard who wasn’t up to date with
the latest important scandal.


“Oh my God Lucas,”
Red declared, now degrading my boss status to gossip buddy “You know, Liam ‘The
God’ Martin.”


My eyes widened when
I pictured the skinny little knobhead Red was talking about. “Fuck off!” I
declared in disbelief. 


Red just nodded
significantly “Oh yes. Got a reputation any man would be proud to hold.”


 


We were all silent
for a while as we each imagined Liam ‘The God’ Martin in action and I silently prompted
myself to book in for a voyeur session of my own.


I shook the images
from my head as I lifted my eyebrows at Red and tipped my head towards Nate’s
desk.


She looked confused
for a moment before realisation shifted her features and she nodded.


 


I bit back the
laughter that was threatening to surface as she lifted out of her seat and
teetered on her cream heels towards his desk. She plonked her delicious
backside on the edge of Nate’s desk and poised her iPad ready for action.


Nate lifted his
eyebrows at her and then Red fulfilled my wildest dreams and dramatically
crossed her legs over her knee.


 


It was short lived
however when she leaned towards Nate and said “Now we all know what a dirty
bastard you are, Nate, but even your lowly employees know how you like to look
up women’s skirts.”


 


I groaned and rolled
my eyes as Nate’s found mine and an arrogant smirk lifted his lips “What have
you been telling your P.A, Mr Hunt?”


Red turned and
winked at me before she jumped off Nate’s desk and retook her chair and I
narrowed my eyes on her, “You could have told me you knew him.”


 


Ava laughed loudly
“Lucas, Layla knows everybody!” 


I huffed loudly as I
realised I was the last person to know this but then I waggled my eyebrows “But
she didn’t know I was her boss when she started yesterday.”


They all looked at
me with high brows and Red scoffed “That really doesn’t say a lot for you, Mr
Hunt.”


 


Ava laughed and got
out of her seat and pointed to Red “Mason say’s Thursday night is Xbox night
and prepare to die bitch!”


Nate groaned loudly,
“Awww fuck, Ava. I’ve no hope if little Willow’s playing.”


Red and Ava both
looked at Nate with a smirk “You don’t have any hope anyway. Even Liv
slaughters you” They both said together and laughed.


 


I felt a kind of
stab in my chest at their playfulness and Ava tipped her head at me “You’re
welcome to join us Lucas. Thursday night, 8:30 bring a controller and a
bottle.”


I gave her my best
grin “Yeah okay, that’d be good thanks.”


 


I’d give anything a
go as long as it took me close to Red for a night.


What the Hell Lucas,
you’re fucking pussy whipped!


 


“We play for money
Mr Hunt, bring cash and prepare to die” Red smirked and I shook my head. 


“If we’re talking
Call of Duty then you have no hope, little Willow” I said and her whole
face lifted beautifully with her naughty grin. 


Christ, she was
utterly stunning, from her large bright blue eyes to her striking red curls, to
the soft slope of her pert little nose and the supple plumpness of her perfect
pink lips.


 


A tight bubble
popped in my chest and I frowned to myself at the sensation.


These new feelings
that I was experiencing with Red were really confusing, and I quickly changed
the subject to move past the light hearted conversation, just so I would have a
reason to divert my concentration away from her for a while and give my
emotions chance to find their equilibrium.


 


“So, the Mohan convention?”
I asked Nate.


He nodded and
glanced at Red. “You okay away from the Panther to attend?”


Red expressed
confusion and my heartbeat sped up in excitement when I realised she would have
to attend the conference in France with me.


Four whole days of
Red.


Fuck yes!


 


“You’ll be paid in
accordance, Lay” Nate told her.


She shrugged, “When
is it?”


“We leave Friday
morning and come back Monday afternoon.”


She nodded “Should
be okay, I’ll have to arrange for an extra to cover with William.”


 


Nate nodded and then
business started, but I couldn’t concentrate all the way through our meeting as
I eagerly planned my seduction of Red for the upcoming business trip.


I would have
her; I would take her under me and I would dominate every fucking
inch of her flawless skin. She just needed to relinquish the fight and submit.








 


[bookmark: _Toc357369017]Chapter 9


Layla


 


Lucas and I both
left work at the same time and as we were walking across the car park to our
cars he turned to look at me. “By the way Red, thank you for sorting out the
coffee machine. I was a bit of an arse about the whole thing and well… just
thanks.”


His smile was soft
and his eyes twinkled tenderly.


 


I couldn’t help it,
my jaw dropped at his humble apology “Oh, well thanks. I suppose I should
apologise about the Starbucks run. It was quite inconsiderate of me.”


“Not at all, Red. It
was actually quite amusing when you had a chocolate chip stuck to your lip all
morning and didn’t realise it was there.”


 


I opened my mouth
and my eyes widened but I smiled when he started laughing and pulled me in for
a side hug. “Don’t worry, it was really quite sweet. I would be lying if I said
I wasn’t tempted to lick the damn thing off you all morning though.”


 


His eyes darkened as
he held my gaze, before they dropped to my mouth and I swept my tongue across
my lower lip in an attempt to moisten the dryness that had suddenly developed,
and check for more stray chips.


 


I coughed to clear
my throat and cut off our intensity as I turned to my car and my stomach
dropped “Awww shit!”


My little Fiesta was
already the most dilapidated car on the planet but now it was completely
decrepit as it held four slashed tyres.


 


I spun around
quickly and scanned my surroundings looking for him. There was no question of
who had done this and I knew it was an attempt to hold me back after work.


He was there
somewhere, watching, and my whole body shivered at the realisation but I didn’t
see him.


 


“Fuck!” Lucas spat
out as he saw the flats.


“Shit, I have to get
home, change and get to the club” I hissed as I pulled my phone from my bag and
scrolled my contacts for the cab firm.


“Come on. I’m not
leaving you here, I’ll drop you home to change then take you to the club” Lucas
ordered seriously.


“No it’s fine,
Lucas. I’ll just get a cab.”


 


The look he gave me
tolerated no arguments and I sighed and relented “Okay, thank you.”


He nodded and placed
his hand at the small of my back and led me over to his Porsche all the time
his eyes scrutinised the area.


He knew Diablo was
watching too and I was suddenly worried about Lucas’s safety when Diablo saw
his possessive touch.


 


“You need to remove
your hand” I told him through clenched teeth.


Lucas practically
snarled at me but I shook my head faintly, “Not for me, for him.”


He frowned at me and
I sighed in frustration when he didn’t grasp my reasons. “He will hurt you if
he sees you touching me” I told him, trying not to move my lips too much so
Diablo couldn’t read them.


“What the fuck?”
Lucas growled and I grit my teeth. 


“He doesn’t allow
anybody to touch me” I divulged honestly, the need for Lucas to comprehend what
I was saying surged through my system.


I needed to keep
this man safe!


 


We reached his car
and he narrowed his eyes on me but remained silent as he held open my door for
me and I climbed in.


Lucas still studied
the area as he rounded the car and smoothly slid into the driver’s seat. I was
amazed how he managed to fit his long legs into such a small space.


 


I told him my
address and he sped towards my flat, my back pressed flat into the seat as he
took several corners at speed in case we were been followed.


Within ten minutes
we pulled up outside my apartment.


 


“Well at least I
have time to change now” I puffed out as I practically fell out of the car on
wobbly legs.


Lucas was still on
high alert as he followed me into my flat and he didn’t relax until we were
inside and the door was locked behind us.


 


“Go grab a drink
while I get ready” I shouted to him as I entered my bedroom and pulled out my
outfit and started to change.


He was very quiet as
I changed and I swept my eyes over myself and took in my appearance.


Maybe bringing Lucas
here whilst I changed had not been a great idea and I cringed as I strode back into
the room.


 


He was sat in the
window seat, a cup of coffee in hand just staring at the park. I stood silent
and watched him for a while.


He really was
stunning. His soft blonde hair was cut in a modern style, the messy look suited
him though and I couldn’t picture him with any other look.


He really did have
amazing bright blue eyes, not that I could see them from this angle, but I
still knew they were there. 


His cheekbones were
delicate but still very masculine and his lower lip was a lot plumper than his
top one, very kissable and I gulped as I imagined them over my own.


 


The way he had
kissed me yesterday had made my toes curl and had bought goose bumps exploding
all over my body.


He knew how to kiss,
none of this sweet delicate crap, oh no, it was pure need and hunger that
regulated his kiss. 


It hadn’t been a ‘I
love you’ kiss it had been very much a ‘I wanna fuck you hard and raw’ kiss and
that had suited me fine, but gazing at him now as he was utterly relaxed, well
I wasn’t so sure I wanted the latter kiss instead of the former.


Whoa, Lay? Where had
that thought come from?


 


He eventually turned
to look at me and his eyes widened as his chest heaved. “Holy Shit, Red!” he
puffed.


“It’s Hard-core
night and…” I shrugged to finish my sentence, embarrassed by my attire in front
of him.


I wore a tight black
leather full body Basque and fishnet stockings with six inch red stiletto’s and
black leather ribboned armbands.


 


Lucas swallowed
heavily as he stood slowly, his eyes still roaming over my body as his teeth
sank into his bottom lip.


“It’s what night?”
he asked scarcely, his low lidded eyes still trained on my body as he took a
deliberate stride towards me.


I took a step
backwards and my breath faltered as my back hit the wall and Lucas took the
space between us in two large strides.


 


His hands slapped
the wall beside my head as he leaned in, his nose brushing against the tip of
mine and I swallowed against the raw carnal power he radiated. “Hard… core… night…”
I breathed out as I watched him lick those delicious lips of his, “No soft shit
tonight. William was hoping to increase the BDSM and D/s clientele.”


 


A fierce fire raged
through me and I bit into my bottom lip harshly to stop myself from yanking his
head down towards me and devouring him in one sweep.


His eyes swept over
my face and landed on my mouth. “Right up my alley then, Red” he whispered as
he dipped his nose into the soft hollow under my ear and I whimpered faintly.


“Do you know how bad
I wanna clamp you to hook in my ceiling right now, Red?”


 


Oh holy fuck, he had
a ceiling hoist and I shivered in excitement. “Sweet Jesus” I whispered as
desire coursed through me. 


“I wanna hook you up
until you’re on your tiptoes and ram the fuck out of you, Red. I want you to
feel every single inch of me until you’re so fucking delirious you scream my
name and beg me to stop.”


 


 “That sounds… good…”
I panted as he trailed his mouth around to the corner of my lips. He lifted
back a little and gave me a small humorous smile. 


“Good?” he echoed.


I sucked in my lips
and shrugged “Well, maybe a little more than good.”


His eyebrows lifted.
“Maybe great?” I continued. 


He nodded and
smirked before he leaned in and pulled my lower lip between his teeth. “Great?”
he mumbled as he swept his tongue across my now pulsing lip.


 


I moaned and slid my
hands into his hair, fingering the small tufts that stuck out around his head.
“Fantastic?” I tried.


I felt his smile
against my mouth before he walled my bottom lip with both of his “Better, Red
but not quite what I was looking for.”


I groaned as his
finger trailed along the edge of my Basque and whispered across the swell of my
breast.


“Exceptional?”


 


He pulled back and I
gasped at how black his eyes were, arousal and sheer lust adorned his face and
I exhaled heavily when his thumb skimmed across my lip, pulling it from behind
my teeth.


“I was thinking
more… Raw, primal, carnal, ferocious, and hard and fucking euphoric, Red.”


 


I nodded and
shuddered at the hunger that tore through my blood stream “I was getting to
those ones.”


He frowned at me
then flung his head back and barked out a happy laugh. “Christ, Red. Come on or
you’ll be late” he grinned and I beamed at him as I pulled my long black mac off
the peg and pulled it on.


“I am so pleased
you’re wearing that otherwise I might have had to stab men’s eyes out for
looking at you” Lucas declared as he opened my door and I frowned at his
possessiveness.


 


***


 


 


The club was packed
and William pulled me to one side as soon as Lucas and I entered “Willow. What
happened yesterday?”


I shrugged and took
a nervous glance around the room “I dunno but it was non-members night so
pretty easy for him to get in really.”


William sighed and
nodded “I am so sorry Willow. I’ve cancelled Non-members for the next few
weeks. Members only from now on.”


I shook my head at
him “No William, honestly its fine.” 


He sighed again but
frowned. “Not a chance Willow. Your safety is more important than a few quid.”
He stated firmly and I hugged and kissed him.


 


He winked and
approached Misty who seemed to having some sort of disagreement with a punter
and I turned back to Lucas, “I guess I’ll see you tomorrow. Thanks for the
lift.”


He frowned and took
a scan around the room then looked at me “I’ll give you a lift home when you’re
done.”


 


I looked at him over
my shoulder as I headed towards my designated pole for the night. “It’s cool;
I’ll grab a lift with Puss, but thanks Lucas.” 


He looked a little
pissed off but I shrugged and caught a bottle of water from Owen who had just
shouted me from the bar.


 


“Willow?” a timid
male voice said from behind me and I turned to see Andrew, a shy regular of
mine, smiling at me.


He seemed to have
developed quite a crush on me but he was really harmless. He frequented the
club every Tuesday, Friday and Saturday and all he ever did was sit and watch
me. Never moved his eyes from me in fact but he was rather quite sweet.


 


“Hey, Andrew” I
greeted as I programmed my tracks into the music system beside my pole.


He came to stand
beside me and looked a little nervous. “You okay, love?” I asked as I smiled my
encouragement for him to say what was on his mind.


He gulped and
fidgeted with his cheap tie and I felt quite wretched for him, he was terribly
shy and nervous.


“It’s my birthday,
Willow” He smiled gently and I beamed at him.


“Happy Birthday,
Andrew” I leaned in to peck his cheek and smiled when he turned beetroot red.


 


“Thanks” he grinned
excitedly and I chuckled. “Well I… I wondered if… if I could book you for a private
session?”


I sucked on my teeth
and glanced at him “Sure. You just need to go book it with either Owen or
Hilary on reception.”


He nodded wildly and
hurried away and I chuckled to myself as my first track kicked in.


 


I had chosen all
hard stuff tonight and the first one was Theory of a Deadman’s ‘Bad
Girlfriend’ which was quite a fast number but nothing I couldn’t handle.


Misty waved to me
from across the room and I smirked at her get up. She was wearing a long red body
sock but the whole thing had been ripped to shreds and I shook my head in
humour when she pulled her own nipple into her mouth, licked it slowly and
winked suggestively at me.


 


Andrew returned and
settled himself into a chair before me and shouted he had booked me for 10
O’clock. I nodded and smiled to him and then set to work.


Lucas had watched me
all night and I frowned when I realised he hadn’t disappeared with any of the
girls but every time I caught his eye, he smiled lazily with a dark glint in his
eyes and tipped his head slightly.


His actions had me
horny and wet by the time ten O’clock approached and I saw the smug expression
on Lucas’s face as I greeted my replacement dancer and hopped off the stage.


 


Lucas walked over to
me with a pint of bitter and I smiled my thanks and downed it in one having
worked up a thirst.


“You done, Red?” he
asked as his eyes perused my body for the millionth time that night.


I shook my head.
“Private booking” I told him as I wiped my mouth.


Very uncouth, Lay!


 


“Room 12, Private,
Willow.” Owen shouted to me.


I nodded and turned
to Andrew, “Ten minutes.”


He nodded excitedly
and made his way down the corridor to the private rooms.


 


Lucas’s eyebrows
rose high when he regarded Andrew and squinted at me. “It’s all money” I
shrugged as Puss headed towards me with William and Frank, one of the security
guys. 


“Willow. My office
now” William said sternly as he fingered a large brown envelope in his hands.


“Everything okay,
William?” I asked cautiously. He nodded but Puss put her hand in mine and led
me to William’s office.


 


Frank closed the
door behind us and I hadn’t realised Lucas had entered with us until William
turned to him. “Mr Hunt. I really need to speak with Willow alone.”


Lucas shook his head
slowly “Willow is currently under my submission and it is my responsibility to
make sure she is safe.”


 


My jaw dropped at
his statement and William turned to me “Is this correct, Willow?”


Lucas nodded his
head faintly in a silent plea to confirm his declaration. “Yes, William” I
confirmed.


Lucas smiled
slightly and gave me a quick nod of his head.


 


William sighed
heavily and gave me a troubled glance, then handed me the envelope.


“A courier just
dropped this off and I think it belongs to you instead of me” he said and I
frowned as I opened the envelope.


 


My knees buckled as
I caught sight of the contents and I stared at William with wide eyes. He
swallowed and gave me a sorrowful expression “I don’t think I’ll be the only
one to receive a copy of these, Willow.”


“Oh Shit!”


 


My hands shook along
with my legs and Lucas stepped beside me and took hold of the envelope but I
held it firm and I shook my head at him. “No” I said simply.


He narrowed his eyes
on me but didn’t push it.


 


“I’m really sorry,
Willow but until this is sorted I have to suspend your contract here. I don’t
have any choice sweetheart. I can’t risk the other girls, not with his
reputation.”


I ran my hands
across my face but nodded “I know.”


William looked
thoroughly sorry and I smiled at him in forgiveness “You have nothing to be
sorry for William. It’s the complete right thing to do. If anything happened to
one of the others because of him, then I’d never forgive myself.”


 


He walked over to me
and took my hand “I’ve been in contact with Mason and filled him in. He’s
already got his guy’s on it so try and keep safe until he sorts it.”


I nodded and
frowned. “You told him about these?” I asked lifting the brown envelope up.


William nodded
solemnly “Yeah. I had to Willow. It involves him too.”


 


I slammed my fist
into William’s wall “It’s Ava I’m worried about, not Mason.”


William sighed and
nodded and placed his hand on my forearm gently “We all have a past Willow. I’m
sure Ava is aware of that.”


I nodded and groaned
when my phone rang and I saw Mason’s name on screen. He must have sensed us
talking about him.


 


Pulling in a deep
breath and ignoring Lucas’s confused expression I answered. “Hey.”


“Lay, you okay?” he
asked gently and I scoffed. 


“Ava?” I asked
hesitantly.


“She’s okay, Lay. Don’t
worry. I’ve sorted it with her.”


 


I exhaled heavily
“You sure, Mase cos’ I…”


“Lay! I said she’s
okay and she is. It was before her, and she understands that and believe me
Lay, Ava is no angel, she has her own kinks so don’t worry. Anyway listen, I’ve
got Sam and Greg on it as well as a couple of security guys I know. They’ve put
traces on him so we’ll find him. Okay?”


“Yeah” I answered
quietly but I didn’t hold much hope.


 


“Come on, I’ll run you
home” Puss said when I ended Mason’s call.


“No need. I’ll take
her” Lucas demanded and I rolled my eyes and I sighed at his dominance. 


Sometimes it would
be nice to just go with ‘easy’, ‘simple’ and ‘uncomplicated’ but I didn’t have
a hope in hell at the moment.


 


Puss glanced at me
questioningly and I held up my hands. “Whoever, cos’ right now all I want is a
long soak, a hot chocolate and some blasting tunes to sink into.”


Lucas nodded once
and grabbed my hand, pulling me through the door before I had chance to change
my mind.








 


[bookmark: _Toc357369018]Chapter 10


Lucas


 


I glanced at Red as
I opened the car door for her and my stomach clenched at the resignation in her
eyes.


She looked utterly
defeated and I wondered what hold this guy had on her, and what was in the damn
secretive brown envelope. It was obviously something shocking regarding Red and
Mason and I was damned if I didn’t get a glance at the contents before the
night was out.


 


“I really think you
ought to stay with me for a while, Red. Just while Diablo is out there.”


She shook her head
and turned to face the window as I turned into a back street and checked my
mirrors to see if we were being followed.


I noticed a couple
of cars but they were quite far back so nothing jumped out at me.


 


“Red?” I asked again
but she still didn’t answer and I cast a quick glimpse in her direction.


Shit! She was
crying. What the hell did I do now?


“Hey” I said softly
and placed my hand on her thigh nervously.


 


She shook her head
but still didn’t turn to face me and I could sense her embarrassment so I found
a spot at the side of the road and pulled over.


She suddenly gripped
the door handle in a bid to escape but I flicked the door lock before she could
make her getaway.


“Please, just let me
out Lucas…” she hiccupped and my heart stuttered at her distress.


Oh Crap. I wasn’t
used to these feelings and I didn’t know what to do to help her.


 


I gripped her chin
gently as I turned her to face me and I gulped at the desolation in her eyes.
“I… I’m… S..Sorry...” She stuttered.


I shook my head at
her and stroked the tears off her cheeks with my thumbs “Hey, I can’t wipe away
your tears unless you let them fall.”


Her eyes widened at
me as I continued to dab her wet cheeks and she nibbled furiously on her bottom
lip.


 


I squinted as I saw
a figure approaching the car with his head down and covered with a hood. He
glanced upwards and caught my eyes.


SHIT!


 


“Hold on, Red!” I
told her as I floored the accelerator. The man started running.


Like he could outrun
a Porsche. Fool!


Red turned in her
seat to see who we were fleeing from and I heard her gasp when she caught sight
of whoever it was.


 


She slumped back in
her seat and confusion covered her face. “Holy Fuck!” she whispered and I
risked a glance at her as I screeched into a one way street just to see if we
were followed.


“You know him?” I
asked her as I shot a look in my mirror and was relieved to see no car
following us down the wrong way.


“Yeah…” she puffed
out and looked a little startled, “But I thought, I thought Mason…”


 


She leant forward
and pulled her phone from her bag and I took it she was dialling Mason. “Mase.
Simon Bell… he’s still around.”


I caught Mason swear
down the phone. “Yep, No just seen him following us,” Pause. “Well the
last I heard he was self contracting himself out, but we thought he’d moved
abroad.” Pause. “Yeah, well just warn Ava. After Dane contracted him, I
just wanted to warn you.” Pause. “Yeah, see you tomorrow.”


 


I sighed heavily
when she ended the call and slowed down the car when I was sure we weren’t been
followed. “Are you gonna tell me what the hell’s going on, Red?” I asked with
annoyance at all the secrecy.


She scrunched up her
face and took a huge gulp of air “It’s best if you don’t get involved, Lucas.
Honestly, you don’t need to get on the wrong side of Diablo… he, he has his own
set of rules and, well they’re not nice.” She turned her face away and I could
see her reliving some of Diablo’s rules.


 


“I can take care of
myself Red, and well, I just wanna help.”


Her brows furrowed
in puzzlement “Why?”


I used my mirrors as
a diversion and shrugged. “I dunno. Maybe I like you.”


She smiled at me
softly when I turned to glance at her. “And I like you too, that’s why I’m
trying to keep you out of this” She said as I pulled up outside her apartment.


 


We we’re both quiet
for a moment, just eyeing each other up, trying to figure out what each of us
felt but she eventually smiled and pulled open her door. “Thanks for the lift.
I’ll see you in the morning.” 


Sighing heavily, I
nodded and glanced up to the window of her flat, “Give me a wave when you’re in
safe” I told her and she nodded before closing the door softly.


 


I couldn’t help but
watch the sweep of her coat swish against her tight calves, the way she took
each delicate step with elegance and controlled movement, her hips swaying with
each ascend of the steps up to her flat front door. 


Before I knew what I
was doing I was out of the car and running to catch up with her “Let me see you
in, okay?”


She sucked on her
lips but sighed and relented and gave me a small nod as I followed her in.


 


I frowned at the
noise as we entered her flat and Red groaned loudly but didn’t say anything and
I cringed when we passed a closed door and the sounds got louder.


“Your room mate?” I
asked and she nodded as she made her way towards the kitchen and filled a mug
with milk as she plonked her bag beside the worktop.


 


“Hot chocolate?” she
asked. 


I smiled widely and
nodded in confirmation “Christ, haven’t had a hot chocolate in years.”


She gave me one of
her pretty smiles, the one that lit her whole face and her eyes twinkled
brightly and I bit down on my lip to shift my wayward thoughts.


She filled another
mug and placed them both into the microwave “I’m just gonna go change. Two
minutes.”


 


I nodded and watched
her retreat into her bedroom and as soon as she dipped around the doorframe I
swept down and pulled the envelope out of her bag. Casting another glance
towards her room before I pulled out the contents to make sure it was safe, I
slipped open the flap and slid my hand inside.


“Oh go fuck
yourself, you big jerk…” a female voice filtered from the hallway and I hissed
and put the envelope back into Red’s bag.


 


“Oh…” a tall blonde
girl gasped as she caught sight of me. I smiled at her, even though I wanted to
throttle her for interrupting my only probable moment to sneak a look at the
contents of the mystery envelope.


“Hi,” she smiled
back “Sara.”


“Lucas Hunt” I greeted
back. She nodded, and then swung her gaze to the microwave as it pinged.


 


She walked over to
it and pulled out both cups before proceeding to open a couple of sachets of
chocolate powder and poured them in. “I presume one is yours?” she asked as she
turned to me.


I nodded in reply. 


“Sugar?”


At first I thought
she was referring to me with an endearment until she smirked and held up the
sugar canister, “Oh, no thanks.”


She chuckled to
herself and I knew she had read my thoughts, as a long streak of piss walked
into the kitchen.


 


He wore nothing,
completely nude, and narrowed his eyes on me. I lifted my eyebrows at him in
return.


“For God’s sake,
Rob, put something on!” Sara chastised.


He smirked at her as
he walked across the room and pulled her against him. “Come back to bed, Sare”
he said as he nuzzled into her neck.


She sighed deeply
and moved her neck away “Ten minutes.”


 


I caught the glint
in his eyes as he leant back in and pinched her arm forcefully. “Now!” he
hissed.


Sara flinched and
bit into her bottom lip before she nodded and passed me my mug.


“See you later,
Hunter” She said as she followed the arsehole back to her bedroom.


 


It just occurred to
me that she knew my name and I frowned before a thought jumped into my head.
Had Red mentioned me?


Well that thought
brought a wicked smile to my lips just as Red reappeared.


“Penny for them.”


 I glanced up at her
and she tipped her head with a soft smile “You were obviously thinking of
something nice by the looks of your smile.”


 


I sighed and took a
sip of my drink “Now that would be telling, Red.”


She smirked then
nodded as she picked up her mug and my eyes swept the length of her. She now
just wore a simple white silk robe and my heart beat maxed out as I noticed the
point of her nipples straining against the thin material.


 


I looked away before
my dick got the wrong idea and stood from the chair as I followed her into the
lounge.


She settled her ass
into the window seat and glanced out.


 


The silence was
comfortable and I suddenly realised how relaxed I was in her company. I had
never been content with just a woman for company but with Red it was different.


It was like she gave
off easy and relaxed vibes and I established myself into the armchair beside
her.


 


She remained quiet,
just staring out of the window and I reached out and ran a finger up the thigh
that had become exposed when her robe draped open.


She didn’t jump or
jolt, just turned to look at me with a sad expression.


“You gonna tell me
what’s going on?” I asked gently.


 


She sighed and
scrunched up her face. “I can’t” she replied quietly as she swallowed deeply.


Her face said it
all. She was fucking terrified.


 


I glanced away and
when I returned my gaze to her she was still looking softly at me, as if
considering whether I would be an ally or an enemy.


I placed my mug on
the table and stood, before taking the one step it required to reach her.


 


She looked up at me,
a slight anxiousness in her eyes as I palmed her cheek tenderly.


“I won’t let him
hurt you, Red” I told her softly as I moved my fingers gently over the contours
of her delicate cheek bone.


She gulped but still
continued to regard me quietly.


 


She was so utterly
beautiful and exquisite that I wanted to kiss her more than I’d ever wanted
anything in my entire life.


I heard her gentle
inhalation as I slowly leaned into her and hovered my mouth over hers, silently
asking for her permission.


I didn’t need it.
She reached into me and softly placed her lips over mine, giving me all the
consent I needed.


 


God, she tasted
divine. So bloody amazing that I wanted to devour her whole, but I also wanted
to relish and treasure each movement of her lips under mine; worship her kisses
as she controlled our ache; the only woman who ever had, and the only woman who
ever would.


 


She moaned faintly
and I slipped my hand around into her hair and cradled her head as she became
more passionate and hungry.


I returned her moan
with a deep rumble from my chest as I nudged my knee between her thighs to
bring myself into her.


She opened them
instantly and I slipped in and pulled her closer. 


 


She pulled herself
upright and slipped her hands around my neck as we continued to explore each
other’s mouths. Her tongue was winding desperately around mine, and when I
flicked against her top teeth she gasped and pushed her body closer to mine.


Her tight little
nipples brushed through the material of my shirt and I slipped my hand down and
palmed her breast, caressing it tenderly under my fingers.


 


“We have to stop”
she panted and pulled back.


“The fuck we do Red”
I warned as I leaned back towards her and took her mouth again.


She relinquished for
a while and kissed me back feverishly until I felt her breath falter and she
pulled away more confidently “No Lucas, I can’t do this. I can’t bring you into
this.”


 


I took a step back
to study her and saw the pain and horror in her eyes.


I gently grasped her
fingers and ran my thumb across the outline of each one, before I held her eyes
with mine. “Tell me” I said simply.


 


Her pained
expression became desolate as she shook her head. “I can’t” she whispered as
she pulled her hand away from mine.


“I wanna help, Red.”


 


She turned away and
I watched her shoulders slump in resignation “You can’t. Nobody can. He wants
me? Then he will have me.”


“No, Red. Only with
your permission. It’s the same with all D/s relationships. You know that.”


 


She laughed loudly,
bitterly and with absolutely no humour. “Why do you think he calls himself
Diablo, Lucas?” she spat out angrily.


My own anger surged
at her defeatist attitude “You just say No, Red. It’s fucking simple!”


 


She rolled her eyes
and shook her head before she disappeared across the room and reached into her
bag for the envelope. My heart skipped a beat when I realised what she was
doing.


She walked back
towards me and flung the damn thing at me. “This is what happened the last time
I said no to him!” she practically shouted at me and then turned and left the
room.


 


I stood and watched
her leave before I plonked myself in the window seat and removed the contents
of the envelope.


“Holy Shit!”


 


There were roughly
eight photos of Red but she was blonde in these pictures. One was of Diablo,
Mason and Red in a threesome. Two of them were of Diablo, holding Red by a whip
around her throat as he took her from behind. 


Five of them were of
her chained to what looked like a cellar wall, as three men took her at once,
her face was dirty and pained and I fought back the bile that was rising in my
throat.


“Fuck, fuck, fuck!”
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Layla


 


Light drenched my
room beyond my small nightlight as Lucas opened my bedroom door but my shame
and embarrassment halted me from turning to him.


I felt the bed dip
as he sat on the edge and sighed deeply. 


 


“When did it
happen?” he asked frankly and I squeezed my eyes shut at the disgust in his
voice.


“Six years ago. When
I lived in Sheffield.”


“Was it a
punishment?” he asked slowly and I nodded in answer.


 


He was quiet for a
while and I could feel the question on his lips. It permeated the air and made
it difficult to breathe so I answered it before it was asked.


“Mason got me out of
there after he realised what was happening. He took me back to his and let me
stay with him until I found my feet. I owe him a lot; in fact I owe Mase my
life.”


 


I climbed off the
bed and walked over to the window, looking out into the back street just for a
diversion. “It was when I tried to end our relationship after he started to get
a bit… a bit nasty” I barked out a sour laugh as I remembered what had become
of that attempt.


I turned back to
Lucas and held his eyes, trying to get him to see how dangerous it was to get
involved with me “He chained me to the basement wall and made different men
take me every which way they could, until I bled from every single orifice on
my fucking body.”


 


Lucas closed his
eyes at the vision I had just put into his head. “After being down there for
five days Mason came to join the fun, but he thought I was a consenting sub. He
soon found out I wasn’t when Diablo nearly strangled me when his control got a
little heavy.”


 


I shivered at the
memory and swallowed back the nausea that was threatening to surface. Lucas was
still regarding me and listening intently, catching each of my horrific
revelations with repulsion plastered over his beautiful face.


 


Then I grinned at
him, a dirty great big grin as the memory of Mason came to the forefront of my
mind. “Mason beat the shit out of him in that cellar. To a pulp. Then silently
took my hand and led me from the house and I never once looked back!”


 


Lucas stood now and
cocked his head at me “How come he’s found you after all this time?”


I shrugged and
pursed my lips “The only thing I can think of is Simon Bell; the bloke who was
on the street when you brought me home. He’s a contract… killer.”


 


Lucas’s eyebrows hit
his hairline and he reared back a little “But why the fuck would he wanna kill
you?”


I laughed again and
shook my head. “Because I ran. Because he can’t have me. Because he can” I told
him simply.


His eyebrows knitted
as he sucked on his lips “But that’s…” 


“That’s just how
Diablo works Lucas; this is why I don’t wanna get you involved. He won’t think
twice about removing you from my life, and he won’t do it the easy way.”


 


He took a step
towards me and I pulled in a breath as he reached me. He ran his finger down
the slope of my nose as he penetrated my eyes “But, you see Red, I kinda think
you’re worth the risk.”


I frowned and
regarded him. “What are you saying, Lucas?” I asked quietly.


 


He came closer, his
own nose now resting against mine as his bright blue eyes pierced me “I want
you Red, more than I have ever wanted anything in my whole life. I want to
govern you, I want to dictate you but more than that, I want to pleasure you,
please you and I want to watch your beautiful face as I make you quiver and
scream in ecstasy.”


 


My breath was now
coming in short sharp bursts as his mouth moved across my jaw, his lips kissing
as his tongue savoured and I ran my fingers through his hair.


“You want to sub
me?” I asked plainly.


 


He pulled back a
little and scanned my face. “Yes, but I want more than that, Red. I want all of
you, every single inch of you, and not just your body. I want your mind and
your spirit. I even want your fucking soul to belong to me” he said as he undid
the belt on my robe and pulled it from the loops.


 


I watched his
movement and exhaled as he parted my robe, slipped it off my shoulders and
scanned his eyes over every inch of my naked form.


He was suddenly
walking us backwards until my back hit one of the bedposts and his lazy smile
caused my blood to fire straight down to my already wet pussy.


“Arms up, Red” he
ordered and I immediately did as he asked and raised my hands high above my
head.


 


He wrapped the silk
belt around my wrists and then tied them to the bedpost before he stared
straight into me “Submit.”


I lowered my head
instantly, closed my eyes and gave myself over to him completely.


 


Electricity pierced
every single nerve ending in my body and I shuddered with the sensation of once
again being dominated, of someone taking away the difficulty of self processing
everything, removing the questions that always flew around my head and
eliminating any self-doubts I had.


 


I could feel Lucas’s
eyes on me, his gaze sweeping over me as he examined my body before he ran his
finger tip around my already hard nipple.


I swallowed heavily,
not allowing the groan to release from my chest as I cleared my mind and just
felt; completely let my body surrender to him.


 


“You are so fucking
beautiful, Red. I’m your Dom but you hold me at your mercy” he whispered as he
knelt in front of me.


He didn’t move for
the longest time, just knelt before me as though he daren’t touch me.


 


Eventually he placed
both palms flat on my stomach and then swept them outwards, his thumbs brushing
my sensitive skin as they went.


The action was so
erotic that I opened my eyes and found him looking up into my face. His eyes
were dark and intense, as though he was burning me to his memory and the sight
of him stunted my breath.


“Watch me” he
ordered as he moved into me and placed his nose at my mound, inhaling deeply as
his hands came round and cupped my backside. “This now belongs to me Red. You
will let me take you anyway I want, anyhow I want and anywhere I want.”


“Yes, Sir” I
breathed out the answer as I gulped at the sudden flood in my pussy.


 


“You smell fucking
exquisite.” 


He drew in another
lungful of my scent before he gripped one of my legs and planted it over his
shoulder. 


“Now, I know you
taste just as fucking enchanting and I want some of you inside me.” 


 


He looked up at me
and smiled with his eyes instead of his mouth “You may come, Red.”


   “Thank you, Sir” I smiled gratefully
and he tipped his head slightly as he interpreted my smile. He watched my face
as he slid a finger inside me and I desperately tried to silence myself,
waiting for his permission to be vocal.


As if reading my thoughts he said “I
want to hear you, Red. I want to hear those soft little moans of yours.”


Thank God.


 


I released the long groan
that had been bursting my throat and as soon as it left my lips his mouth was
on me, his tongue and lips exploring every single part of my sex.


“You have the
prettiest pussy I’ve ever seen” he whispered against me and my legs trembled
furiously as he found my clit with his lips and sucked on it delicately.


“You like that,
Red?”


“Yes, Sir” I groaned
as he slipped another finger into me and as soon as he curled it into my wall I
came over him, choking out his name as he continued to work me over.


 


He stood before me,
stripped down to pure nakedness and my jaw dropped when I got to finally
appreciate his magnificent form.


His chest was solid
and strong, his stomach sported the most impressive six/eight pack I had ever
seen and his hips… oh my, the most delicious ‘V’ that was surely made by the
heavens.


Fucking glorious!


 


 He stepped back
into me and suckled on a heavy nipple, teasing it with his teeth and tongue and
my lust pitched again within seconds.


This man knew how to
work a woman, knew how to drive her wild and energised and I heaved out a heavy
breath as he slid his hard erection between my thighs, rubbing its length over
my groove and working us both into a frenzied panting mess.


 


“You on the pill,
Red?”


I frowned and
nodded, unsure of whether he was going in bare. “Make an appointment at the
doctors, I need to feel you completely free” he said as he rolled on a condom.


 


I sighed in relief
when I saw him saddle up and was glad I didn’t have to ask any awkward
questions about his sexual history. I knew he had been with the girls in the
club and I needed to know he was clean before we went bare.


 


He took hold of my
thigh and draped it over his hip before he slowly slid into me.


We both caught a
breath and moaned in unison as he reached full hilt and knocked the tip of me.
“Fuck, you feel amazing. So tight and perfect.”


 


He pursued with the
slow rhythm as his eyes held mine and his hands covered my own bound ones. He just
gently slid in and out and I watched his eyes flint with desire as he slid back
out and took a step back.


What the hell?


 


He cocked his head
and just watched me, his eyes never leaving mine as he locked his gaze on me. I
maintained eye contact and I started to wonder if I was a shit shag when he
just stood and observed me.


In my submissive
stance I couldn’t ask if there was a problem, so I just stared back as he
continued to regard me.


 


“I don’t want this”
he said suddenly and I flinched at his words. My stomach knotted and my heart
ditched out when I realised he didn’t want me.


Unexpectedly he
raised his hand and untied the belt, then scooped me up and tenderly lay me on
the bed.


He climbed over the
top of me and entered me again, softly and smoothly and my back arched in
ecstasy.


“Withdraw” he said
softly and I frowned at him. “I just want you as you Red, completely free and
liberated, and utterly in your own control while I take you.”


 


My breath caught in
my throat as he started moving inside me again. “I want to please you
Red. I want you to feel everything whilst I’m inside you.”


He thrust a little
harder and I whimpered as he swirled his hips against my pelvis and I clenched
my muscles around him.


“Fuck yes, that’s… fuck
Red…” he hissed as he began a faster pace and he was soon driving into me so
hard, the top of my head was banging against the headboard.


 


I cried out my
release as my climax coursed through me with so much power I lifted Lucas high
off the bed with my hips.


“Christ Red…” he
roared as he plunged into me so hard I was sure I felt him in my womb. He
thrust once more and then spilled everything his balls held into the condom as
he flung his head back and yelled my name. “Layla!!!” 


Yes, my real name… well,
the name I was using now.


 


He looked down at me
as he elevated on his hands and I smirked at him “You do know my name then.”


He grinned “Sorry
about that, lost in the moment. I’ll convert back to Red now.”


I laughed lightly
but he stunned me by palming my cheek and then gave me the gentlest kiss ever.


 


He remained inside
me as he lingered his mouth over mine. “Let me stay with you tonight” he
whispered as he rested his forehead against mine.


“Why?” I whispered
back.


He was quiet for a
moment “I don’t know. I just wanna hold you, keep you safe and simply touch
you.”


 


He frowned deeply
then pulled out and hastily jumped off the bed. “Christ I… I…” 


He appeared
completely stunned by his own behaviour and then abruptly he was pulling his
trousers and shirt back on.


 


What the hell? He
was like a fucking yo-yo and his behaviour had me feeling a little motion sick.
 “Lucas, its fine. If you wanna stay, then stay” I shrugged at him but he shook
his head rapidly and left.


Just fucked off,
without uttering another word.


Charming.
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Lucas


 


Slamming my
apartment door behind me, I swiftly made my way into the living area and poured
a hefty slug of whisky and downed it in one.


What the hell was
happening to me?


I squeezed my eyes
shut against the vision of Red’s face when I had walked out on her. The hurt
and shock that held her features twisted my gut and I felt a total bastard at
that moment.


“Fuck!”


 


I poured another
drink, relishing the burn in my throat as a distraction as I walked into the
kitchen and opened the fridge to see what Paula, my housekeeper, had prepared
for my dinner.


A lasagne greeted me
and I curled my lip at it and pulled out some cheese and grapes, knowing my
swirling stomach wouldn’t hold anything heavy at the moment.


 


Red’s face entered
my mind again as I sat on a stool and flicked through my mail. I couldn’t
believe I had asked if I could stay the night. My emotions were all over the
place where this woman was concerned and I knew I had to pull back and distance
myself from her before I felt anything more for her.


I just couldn’t…
couldn’t, not after Alana, I wouldn’t allow it.


 


A large brown
envelope caught my attention and my stomach clenched when I knew it was
concerning Red.


I took a hefty breath
as I opened it and closed my eyes against the images that met me, they were the
same ones she had already shown me and I grit my teeth before holding the
corner of them over the ring on the hob and set fire to them.


I placed them in the
sink and watched them burn, wishing I could burn Red’s past from her memories
just as easily.


 


This Diablo bloke
was an utter nutter, a freak of nature and my blood chilled as I thought of
what he had done to Red.


He had really put
her through some shit and I knew she was worried. No, she was fucking petrified
and I hissed at myself for leaving her home alone.


I supposed her
roommate and arsehole boyfriend were there and I hoped Sara wouldn’t leave Red
alone tonight.


“Shit Lucas!” I
cursed myself, wanting to go back to her but demanding myself not to.


Who knew if she’d
even welcome me back now?


 


I stripped as I
strolled through my empty apartment and as I entered the bathroom and turned on
the shower, I suddenly felt completely alone.


“What the fuck is
wrong with you?” I asked myself as I regarded my features in the mirror.


I saw nothing new
there; it was still me staring back but as Red appeared in the mirror before
me, her beautiful smile reflected back, I turned away and refused to
acknowledge her existence for the rest of the night.


 


 


***


 


Taking a heavy
breath and pulling my shoulders back, I walked into my office the next morning and
smiled tightly at Red as she poured water into the coffee machine. “Mr Hunt”
she said without looking at me.


Fuck! She was pissed
at me but I didn’t blame her. Hell, I was pissed at me.


“Red, look…”


 


She turned on her
heel and held a hand up to me before I could finish my sentence “Mr Hunt. I
think its best we keep our relationship professional. We obviously aren’t
suited for anything further, and well, we work together and it could get
tricky. So let’s quit while we’re ahead. It was just a fuck after all.”


 


She didn’t wait for
my answer as she swept past me, her unique delicate floral perfume stimulating
my senses, and took her position at her desk.


“Shit” I hissed
under my breath.


I had hurt her bad
and I couldn’t feel any worse in that moment than if I’d killed someone’s
fucking dog.


 


The coffee machine
caught my attention when it spat out the last drop of brown liquid into the
little cup and I scooped it up quickly, downing the drink in one and placed it
back under the spout, ordering another with a press of a button.


Red’s voice came
through the intercom and I frowned at her tone “Mr Hunt, Erica French on the
line for you. Shall I put her through?”


 


I sighed in
resignation and hated myself for what I was about to do, but I desperately
needed to get Red out of my system.


“Yes, thank you Miss
Summers” I said, making myself stick to our working relationship conduct.


“Line 1.” Was all
she said before she cut off the intercom.


 


“Erica Darling, how
are you?” I hummed as I connected the call. 


“Hey you” she
replied in her smooth sexy voice and I closed my eyes when I gave her the
answer to her next question.


“You wanna get
together, Lucas?”


“I’d love to,
tonight?”


 


 


***


 


 


I had never known a
day drag as much as today did. After an awkward business lunch with Gary and
Red, we had a conference with Mr Ching and then a fucking meeting with Nate.


But Red had remained
completely professional and polite, more than I fucking did.


I couldn’t help
taking my temper out on everyone I came across.


 


Nate had given me
some stern looks when Ava had delayed in sending me some information via Josh,
the internal runner, and I had stormed up to her floor and practically ripped
into her.


Gary Thornton had
widened his eyes on me when I had barked my order to our waitress and proceeded
to pull her service to pieces when she placed my food on the table from the right
hand side instead of the left.


I had refused every
single offer old man Ching had proposed, and eventually he shook his head and
disconnected the call.


 


But Red had remained
impassive and completely undisturbed by my mood. I had caught her a couple of
times flicking her thumb over her index finger but other than that, nothing,
and I wasn’t sure if that angered me or impressed me.


 


I sighed in relief
when at 5:30 Red came through the intercom and alerted me that she had finished
for the day.


She didn’t
acknowledge me after that, she just upped and left, and as soon as she left I
wanted her to come back so I could pin her against the wall and kiss the damn
life out of her. 


I wanted to taste
every single fucking breath of hers, feel her tiny tongue around mine and
devour each of the little whimpers she always made when I kissed her. 


I wanted to mould
her lips under mine and just fucking feel her, feel everything about her and I hated
the small damn stab in my chest that had popped up every time I had seen her or
thought about her today.


 


God damn it Lucas. I
had it bad, very fucking bad and I needed to bang the fucking daylights out of
Erica tonight just to rid these unwanted, forbidden feelings.
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Layla


 


“What the hell was
eating Lucas today?” Ava asked me.


She poured another
shot of vodka into my glass and I eyed her suspiciously. “Are you trying to get
me pissed so you win?”


She laughed but I
saw the hint of deviousness in her eyes.


 


I shook my head
determinedly at her and Courtney laughed “Eat it up Ava and prepare to die
babe.” 


“Never” Ava declared
as we settled ourselves on the floor in front of the huge screen currently
showing the Xbox match between Mason, Greg, Sam and Nate.


“So, come on,
Lucas?” Ava repeated and I just shrugged and kept my eyes trained on the game.


 


Mason flicked a
glance at me and narrowed his eyes. “Thought he was supposed to be joining us?”
he probed and I shrugged again. 


“I dunno, he’s my
boss not my partner.”


Mason scrutinised me
for a while before Sam nudged him and prompted him back to the game.


 


“You ready for
tomorrow?” Ava turned to me and widened her eyes “I am so glad you’re coming
with us, I mean Sandra’s okay but she’s…well, she’s boring. We are gonna rock
France, Hun.”


I laughed at her
excitement and nodded. “To be honest, it’ll be good to get out of here for a
while and relax without having to look over my shoulder all the time.”


She nodded solemnly
and frowned “I can’t believe after all this time, fucking Simon Bell is back. I
so wanna get my hands on the bastard and rip him to shreds.”


“Down, my little
warrior!” Mason chuckled and I sighed heavily.


“It just means it’s
all going to shit if he’s involved” I divulged and Ava placed her hand on my
arm. 


“Mason will sort it Lay,
I promise.”


 


I downed my drink
and refused to let my life disrupt the fun for my friends so I slid behind Greg
on the sofa and placed my hands over his on the Xbox controller. 


He grinned back at
me and I winked when I helped him slaughter the rest of the group.


“Whoa… cheats!” Sam
declared after not realising I was helping for ten whole minutes.


 


 


***


 


 


By 11 O’clock I had
proceeded to stampede my friends at Call of Duty and I was thoroughly legless.


Mason saw me into
the taxi and paid the driver to see me inside and as I closed my eyes in the
back of the cab my phone rang in my bag.


“Well hello, Sir” I
smirked when I saw Tristan’s name pop up on screen. “Good evening, Miss Willow.
You busy?”


“Well…” I was
suddenly wide awake and thinking of Lucas. Why the hell should it feel like I
was betraying Lucas if I spent the night with Tristan? 


But it did and I
knew I couldn’t. 


“Yeah, I’m kind of
involved with someone at the moment.”


“Shame, Willow.
Never mind. Let me know if it goes tits up.”


I chuckled lightly
“I will, bye.”


 


He disconnected and
I stared at my phone in my hand, Lucas firmly on my mind and before I knew what
I was doing, I was telling the cab driver the change of destination.


 


 


***


 


 


I stood outside
Lucas’s apartment door for a good twenty minutes before I plucked up the
courage to knock and after waiting five minutes for him to answer; I was just
about to leave when he opened his door.


He stared at me with
a slight frown. “Hey” I said nervously as my eyes scanned his near naked form.
He was wearing only shorts and my heart beat sped up at the sight of his
stunning body.


“Red…” he whispered,
his eyes inspecting me as though I was an apparition.


 


My thumb was
twitching rapidly as he just stood immobile and mute, staring at me “I…”


“Lucas Darling?
Hurry up, I’m kind of in a position here…” a female voice sounded from beyond
the door. Lucas cringed and blushed furiously.


My heart exploded in
my chest and my stomach heaved when I realised he had company. “Oh… I… I’m so
sorry…”


 


I spun around on wobbly
legs and hurried back to the elevator, my humiliation burning a hole straight
through my soul.


“RED…” he shouted
after me but I hurtled into the lift at speed and jabbed the ground floor
button rapidly. “Come on…come on…” I hissed out.


The doors closed
just as Lucas reached me and I flinched when I heard his fist hit the doors
forcefully.


 


I would not cry, I
refused it and denied it.


Why the hell was I
crying?


The tears were
flowing freely and rapidly and I scrambled out of the lift, positive the snooty
bastards in the exclusive apartment lobby were all laughing at me.


 


I was amazed to find
a few taxi’s waiting outside the building and I clambered in one. “Move!” I
barked out as Lucas came barrelling through the foyer, still donning nothing
but his bloody boxer shorts.


 


The cab driver was
luckily an experienced one and sped off at my command. “Everything okay,
Darlin’?” he asked, eyeing me up through the mirror and I nodded a yes as I
stared out of the window and made myself focus on the London nightlife; anything
to take my visions and the sound of the woman in Lucas’s apartment out of my
mind. 


 


The driver dropped
me off and I tipped him well for helping me escape so effectively and as I
entered my flat I frowned at the silence.


“Sare?” I shouted as
I flicked on the hallway light.


Silence.


“Wonderful” I
groaned as I realised I was thoroughly on my own tonight. 


 


I didn’t bother with
a drink, just wanted to curl up under the duvet and I tugged at my clothes, practically
ripped them off me, before I climbed in bed and fell asleep exhausted,  hurt
and desolate.


 


 


***


 


 


 


I trundled through
the airport, my case bobbing about behind me as my eyes scanned the area for
Lucas.


God knows how I was
going to face him today? I could feel my cheeks burn at the memory, never mind
actually facing him.


 


I caught sight of
Nate and Ava over by private departures and Nate smiled widely as I approached.
“Hey, Lucas with you?” he asked and I shook my head before I turned to Ava as
she spoke to me.


“Headache?”


I shook my head and
smirked “Nope.”


“Bitch!”


 


I winked and pulled
out my trilling phone from my bag and frowned at the unknown number “Hello?”


“You get on that
plane Kayla and I’ll personally make sure you regret it, as will your friends.”
Diablo’s rough voice grated through the earpiece.


My hands shook
violently as I scanned the lounge for him, my eyes flicking from left to right,
even up and bloody down as if I expected him hanging from the ceiling… which
actually wouldn’t surprise me where he was concerned.


“Where are you?” I
whispered shakily as my heart pounded uncontrollably in my chest.


 


I saw him then. He
stepped out from beside a thick white concrete column not 20ft away.


His dark eyes
conquered me and he just stood and manipulated every thought that whirled
around my head.


He was the ultimate
master, plain and simple and I would obey his command.


 


My chest heaved so
much it felt like it was going to explode and my throat closed in as he made
his way towards me.


“Kayla” he stated
simply as he tipped his head sideways sinisterly.


He stood silently
observing me for a moment before he curled his lip at the corner, “Stand and bind”
he ordered.


 


I instantly stood
before him, my chin high but my eyes lowered and my wrists crossed at the small
of my back.


“What the fuck,
Lay?” I heard Nate say from behind me and I noticed Tash, Diablo’s bodyguard,
walk up beside me and enclosed one of my wrists in his huge grip as I heard Ava
frantically talking to Mason on her phone.


My stomach heaved as
Diablo led me through the airport whilst Nate continued to shout my name but it
was too late.


He knew it.


I knew it.


And Diablo
definitely knew it.
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Lucas


 


“Shit Lucas, trust
today to be the day you actually ever run late!” Nate barked at me as I sidled
up to him in departures. I scowled at him but didn’t answer.


Ava was pacing up
and down and talking rapidly on her phone, shaking her head and spitting some
serious curse words at the person on the other end “What the hell was I
supposed to do, tackle him in a fucking airport? Mason, you didn’t see the size
of the brick shit house chaperoning the bastard!” 


 


I frowned at them
both when it was obvious I had missed out on something, especially when Nate
cancelled our flight with an airport attendant and security came scampering up
to us.


“Mr Carter, if you’d
like to follow us, we managed to get a track on them via the cameras around the
airport” a thick set bloke said to Nate and I turned to Ava.


“What the hell is
going on?” I asked as she finished her call.


 


She glared at me as
she nibbled furiously on the tip of her little finger. “Where the hell were
you?” she spat at me and a thought jumped into my head as I flicked my eyes
over the area where we were stood. “Where’s Red?”


Ava huffed angrily
“If you had arrived on fucking time then you’d know. Fucking Diablo got to her.”


 


Everything around me
seemed to stop for a fraction of a second as her words sank into my blazing
brain.


I fought against the
slight wobble in my legs and choked back the thunder that was threatening to
erupt from my chest as my blood exploded into every thread of my body. “What?”


Ava’s phone erupted
again as we were ushered along with the security guards towards their little
office and I grabbed hold of Ava’s forearm “What the fuck do you mean ‘Diablo
got her’?”


 


She glowered at me
then huffed in resignation. “I dunno what happened, Lucas. One minute she was
talking to us, the next that bastard turned up and barked some sort of command
at her and she just… slackened and followed him.”


“What command?” I
asked quietly and clenched my fist in preparation for her answer.


“Something, uhh… Stand
and… bind. That was it, stand and bind.”


 


I groaned loudly and
closed my eyes in desolation “Fuck!!”


“Is that bad?” Ava
asked as we entered the small observation cubicle which housed the many
monitors displaying the airport scenery.


“Huh, oh yeah. It
overrules all other master’s commands and it means she is now bound to him
completely, and knowing how deep Red’s submissive proficiency lies, then she
will obey every single fucking thing he orders her to do.”


 


Shit, this was
fucking bad. This was the worst thing that could have happened and Red was now
in deep danger, he would punish her severely and I knew we had to get her out
of his charge as quick as possible.


 


“There” Nate
exclaimed as he pointed towards one of the screens and the security guy, whose
nametag read Doug, poked at a couple of buttons and Red’s face became larger. 


The terror and pain
in her expression made my gut clench tightly and I grit my teeth against the
fear that enveloped me.


 


Doug pressed a few
more buttons and a sequence of images appeared on the largest screen. There
were a total of nine split images and it relayed the route that Red and Diablo
had taken, right through to where he ushered her into a black BMW.


 


Ava was already
relaying the registration number to Mason on her phone and she handed what
looked like an e-mail address to Doug, who then proceeded to e-mail the images
through to Mason.


Ava smiled widely at
him and then pulled a wad of notes out of her bag and passed them to Doug with
a wink and a thank you.


Money actually did
seem to buy everything, even confidential images from the airport surveillance. 



 


As we exited the
office and made our way across the airport I caught sight of someone who I had
seen before but couldn’t place.


It was still bugging
me as I climbed into my car.


 


We had arranged to
meet back at Mason’s and develop some sort of plan to find Red, but I already
knew she’d be halfway to Sheffield by now. But I would go and join the mob to
figure out a strategy before I went gung ho and stormed every square inch of
the Yorkshire city.


 


I fired up the
engine and frowned as the man’s face swarmed my mind again. “Think Lucas, damn
it!”


I sat silent with my
eyes closed for a while, demanding myself to rack through every single memory
to find the face.


My eyes snapped open
when it came to me “Fuck me! Andrew.”


 


I shot back out of
the car and raced back into the building, my eyes skimming every section of the
huge open space.


“Come on…”


I moved rapidly
through the throng of people, my eyes alert and searching as I combed every
corner, every group of people and every piece of that damn airport but he was
gone.


 


“Shit” I hissed out
as I slammed my fist into a nearby information board, much to the disgust of an
elderly woman who looked at me like I had just stolen her weekly pension.


I growled at her, my
mood severely shameless as I pictured a bound and bleeding Red. She growled
back, her large white dentures rattling with force against the rumble and I
actually took a step away from her and held up a hand “Sorry.”


She continued to
glare at me as I backed up and then I turned and walked solemnly back to my
car.


 


 


***


 


 


“His name is Dante
Accosi, age 36, originally born in Messina, Sicily to a local whore Gia Accosi,
who was brutally killed by one of her punters when Dante was 11. He currently
has 3 estates in Italy, 2 in America; 1 in Dallas and 1 in San Diego and 2 in
Britain; Sheffield and London” Sam informed us as Mason paced the room on the
phone to a private security firm he used.


 


“I’m gonna take
Sheffield. Just got a feeling about it, give me the address and I’ll make my
way up now” I told Sam who frowned and tipped his chin to Mason, “Better wait
for the word, Lucas.” 


“God damn it! Do you
even realise what he’ll be doing to her while we sit here like a bunch of
pussy’s and talk?” I growled.


Mason approached my
side and placed his hand on my shoulder “You gonna fill me in what’s going off
between you and little Willow?”


 


I sighed heavily and
bit my lower lip, trying to control my temper about all the bloody time
wasting.


“We… we got involved
for a while but, it’s complicated, that’s all.”


“Like fuck complicated.
You feel more than complicated over her; you’re chomping at the fucking bit
over her!” Mason glowered at me and I clenched my fist in anger.


“Do you even know
what that piece of fucking shit will do to her?” I retorted angrily.


 


Mason scoffed and
widened his eyes on me “If anybody has any sort of clue what he will do, then I
have fucking witnessed it first-hand. Believe me Lucas, going in all guns blazing
will not work with him. His security is tighter than a Vegas slot machine.”


“Do you think I’ll
be able to get in?” Ava asked from where she sat on the floor with one of her
kids.


 


Mason snorted at her
and shook his head slowly. She shrugged “Worth a try.”


“I know you’d wipe
the floor with him baby, but no… just not a fucking hope in hell.” 


 


“Well we’ve gotta do
fucking something!” I demanded and then a thought occurred to me “Are you still
good friends with William at the Panther?”


Mason nodded in
reply and I proceeded to tell him about my hunch concerning Andrew “I don’t
think it’s a coincidence he was in that airport. If anything I think he was
staking us out, watching what we did when Red went.”


 


Mason nodded then
picked up his phone and phoned William and before long we had an address of the
sly bastard and we we’re on our way to obtain Red’s location, and I knew with
Mason present, we would acquire the information from Andrew. 


Whether he would be
breathing when we left was unknown as yet, but to be honest, as long as he gave
us Red’s whereabouts, I didn’t give a shit what happened to him.
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Layla


 


    I sat silent on the bed already
naked and full of shame.


   The area he had brought me to was
unfamiliar but I knew we were still in London. We hadn’t travelled long enough
to be anywhere else.


 


I sighed deeply as I
shivered, remembering his silent fury as he led me into the room that was now
my holding cell.


His reticence had
frightened me more than his rage and I knew he had something nasty in
mind for my punishment.


 


I cast another
glance over the suite I was situated in. It was plush, comfortable and modern
and was complete with a walk-in wardrobe and en-suite bathroom and I timidly
took a look in the wardrobe.


My heart sank when I
realised he had filled it with clothes ready for me.


He had obviously
been planning my suppression for a while and had prepared things beforehand.


 


I used the toilet
and washed my face before settling back on the bed and just waited, waited for
my punishment, waited for my Master’s calm wrath and waited for the pain that I
knew would come.


 


As soon as I heard
the door open, I slid off the bed and took position on my knees as I rested my
forehead on the floor and placed my hands beside my head, palms down flat to
the carpet.


He silently circled
me and I physically felt the rage he emitted.


 


I groaned faintly as
I felt the whip slash my back, its sear slicing through my delicate skin; skin
that hadn’t been torn for six years and now unused to the harsh thrash.


“Why do you continue
to plague me, Kayla?”


I didn’t answer him,
I wasn’t expected to.


 


I closed my eyes as
the crop hit again; knowing any outburst of sound would encourage further,
harder beats.


“Do you even begin
to comprehend what I have done to locate you?”


Another slash and
this time I whimpered against the pain as he positioned it over the exact same
position of the previous one.


 


He sighed heavily
before he gripped my hair and pulled my head up. He crouched before me, his
face close to mine as he stared straight into my soul.


“Who is he? You may
speak” he merely asked and I felt the pull in my stomach when I knew what would
happen when I refused to answer his question.


 


I didn’t speak, just
looked at him and gulped. “Do not fucking challenge me, Kayla. I am so near to
losing my self-restraint with you.”


“Just someone who
goes into the club where I work, Master” I tried, praying with everything I had
that he would take it as an honest answer.


I sighed in relief
as he nodded and released his grip on my hair.


 


His heavy booted
foot stamped on my head, forcing it flat on the floor as he kept its position
atop my head, my face pushed into the pile of the plush carpet.


The room titled as
my vision blurred at the force he had trampled me with and I closed my eyes as
he ground his foot deeper against me.


 


“You have one more
chance to pacify me before I really decide to hurt you” he hissed out as he
pushed his foot further into me.


I was struggling to
breathe in the deep pile and I frantically tried to turn my face to the side.


 


“I advise you to be
truthful this time Kayla and I may even be lenient when I take you, because
currently I have the urge to rip you in fucking two and make you bleed. Does
this knowledge slacken your evasiveness?”


 


“I only know him as
Hunter, Master. He is a Dom at the club.”


I prayed that the
half-truth would appease him and I gulped in large frantic breaths when he
lifted his foot.


He stepped back and
I remained flat to the ground awaiting his next command as I fought against the
bile that was desperately threatening to choke me.


 


“Belly” he demanded
and I instantly lay flat on my front with my hands draped the length of my body
and my legs spread wide as I prepared for his intrusion.


I could hear his
heavy breathing and I knew he was hard for me and my stomach rolled when I knew
what was coming before he commanded it.


I closed my eyes as
I heard him lower his zip and I prayed to God he would be merciful with me but
I knew before I finished my prayer that he would make this as painful as
possible.


 


 


***


 


 


When I woke it was
dark and I groaned when every inch of my body screamed in agony. I tried to
move my legs but everything was so sore, it was too painful.


I needed the toilet
and grit my teeth as I pushed myself off the bed.


 


My head hurt where
he had yanked forcefully at my hair and I squinted at the dim light that came
from the small lamp in the corner of the room.


 


I stumbled as my
knees gave way and I grabbed onto the en-suite doorframe before I ended up in
heap on the floor.


I managed to relieve
myself, wincing at the sting, and filled the heavy tub with water and some posh
bubbly shit Diablo always had me bathe in.


He had once told me
the smell of it reminded him of his mother so it was the only stuff I was allowed
to use.


 


I groaned as I sank
into it, the soap in the crème stung my back and between my legs, but I forced
myself further down and closed my eyes, pressing my body to relax.


 


Lucas’s face swam in
my head and I bit my lip as my heart ached. I had been as evasive as I could be
when Diablo had demanded his name, and I had paid the price for my vagueness
but I would never give up his real name or any other information about him. I
knew that as soon as it left my lips, Lucas would be dead, just for touching
me.


 


I hissed as I sunk
further down into the water to wash the blood out of my hair, the thick scabs
turned the water red and a tear slipped free as the colour reminded me of Lucas’s
nickname for me.


 


My whole body
stiffened when I heard the room door open and close and I hastily climbed out
of the bath, knowing if I wasn’t ready for him, I would pay the price.


 


I frowned when Carl,
one of Diablo’s minions, stood in the doorway with a malevolent smirk on his
face as his eyes scanned my already broken body.


“Get on the bed
bitch!” he ordered and I stared in confusion at him.


“Where’s Diablo?”


 


He took a step
closer to me and grabbed a handful of my hair.


Fuck me, why the
hair all the time?


 


“He’s had to go see
to some business, so it’s just you and me sweetheart” he told me as he dragged
me across the bedroom and flung me on the bed.


“He’ll kill you when
he finds out what you’re doing!” I told him, hoping the warning would halt what
he was about to do.


“But he won’t find
out will he” he forewarned me and I glared and pushed at him as he clambered
over the top of me, “Get off me Carl.”


 


He grabbed a handful
of my breast as he unzipped himself with his other hand and I desperately tried
to shove him away. “Please don’t Carl, I’m too sore” I begged but he released
my hair and grabbed one of my thighs and pulled my leg up.


 


His face was epic,
as was mine, when the door flew open and Mason and Sam burst in. 


The roar that
erupted from Mason when he caught sight of me made my bones crack and Carl
urgently tried to scramble away but Mason grabbed hold of him, cast me a quick
glance and then dragged him into the bathroom, closely followed by Sam and now
Greg, who had just entered with Lucas.


 


Carl’s screams
filtered through the room as Lucas just stood and gazed at me, his eyes
examining every piece of my bruised and battered skin as his chest heaved with
each of his extreme breaths.


I couldn’t breathe
as relief coursed through every single inch of my body. My lungs screamed at me
and I clutched at my chest in desperation.


 


Lucas swiftly took
the gap between us with his long legs before he crouched in front of me and
instructed me to breathe. “Come on Red, you can do it. In… out…” he coached gently
as I followed his lead. The sob that was choking me burst free and I inhaled a
huge lungful of much needed oxygen.


“Good girl.”


 


He scanned around
the room and went into the wardrobe and exited with a white silk robe and
wrapped it around me, wincing when he caught sight of my back.


His jaw clenched so
tight I heard his teeth crack but he gently fastened the belt and scooped me
gently into his arms and carried me through the house.


 


I noticed at least
three big guy’s stood on guard as Lucas transported me through the large house
and out to his car. He never uttered a word, just placed a tender kiss on my
forehead as he gently settled me into the passenger seat and I fought the tears
at his affectionate display, knowing that if I let them fall, they wouldn’t
stop.
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Lucas


 


I knew if I spoke to
her I wouldn’t be able to hold the emotion back that was threatening to consume
me, so I just silently drove us back to my place.


I flicked on the
Bluetooth on the dash and dialled Mason’s number. “I have Red with me and I’m
taking her back to mine” I informed him when he answered.


“Yeah, we’re gonna
see what we can find here before we come back. I’ll inform Ava and Sara to meet
at yours” he replied and I shook my head even though he couldn’t see me.


“It’s fine, I’ll
take care of her.”


“Lucas. After what
she’s been through, she’ll need a female friend not an emotional bastard” Mason
growled out and I bit back the retort.


“Fine!” I relented
as I ended the call.


 


I stole a quick
glance at Red but she was staring out of the window, her whole body stiff and
vibrating with the tension.


“Why did you go with
him?” I asked her quietly.


 


She was silent for
so long I didn’t think she was going to answer me but eventually she turned to
me, her eyes bright with unshed tears and I grimaced at the bruise on her
cheekbone and the split in her bottom lip.


“He’s my Master and
he ordered me” she said simply and I growled out a curse, but she didn’t
display any emotion as she stared back.


“Do you even know
what he’ll do to you for doing this Lucas?” she said soullessly and I knew her
soul was still somewhere on the floor of Diablo’s house.


 


“It doesn’t matter
what he does to me Red, it’s what he’s done to you for running that makes me
fucking…”


She barked out a
bitter laugh and I cast her a puzzled look. “He didn’t do this to me for
running. He did this because I wouldn’t tell him who you were” she divulged.


 


My eyebrows lifted
and I slammed on the brakes so I could look at her “What the fuck?”


She gazed at me, the
pain and despair displayed vividly in her eyes as a single, solitary tear tracked
her pale face “He hadn’t even begun to punish me for leaving.”


 


Jesus Christ. If
this had been her punishment for being secretive I dread to think what he would
have done to her for escaping.


“He did this because
of me? Why the hell didn’t you just tell him, Red?”


 


She didn’t answer my
question, just continued to stare at me unresponsively and I frowned at her
cold manner. Surely she should be crying, screaming? Hell, she should be having
a fucking break down but she just remained impassive and docile as I pulled
away again.


The thought of what
he had put her through because of me made my stomach ache and my heart burst in
equal measures.


I was falling in
love with her.


Effortlessly.


 


 


***


 


 


 


As I lay Red on the
bed, a knock came at the door and I placed a kiss on her forehead as I brushed
away a stray strand of hair “I’ll just go answer the door.”


Her hand shot out
and her fingers wrapped around my wrist, “Just… be careful” she warned and I gave
her a soft smile and nodded before I quietly closed the door behind me.


 


I took her advice
and peeked through the peephole in the door before I opened it to Ava and Sara.
“Where is she?” Ava asked and I gestured to the bedroom.


She nodded and Sara
followed her into the bedroom and shut the door behind her.


 


I swallowed the bile
in my throat as I heard Red’s screams and cries as her friends took care of
her. “Fuck!” I hissed as I blinked back the tears at the sound of her
despair.


What the hell,
Lucas?


 


I poured myself a
large measure of whisky and downed it in one before proceeding to pour another.


I closed my eyes to
the visions of Red’s broken and bruised body as I had entered that room.


The bastard that had
been at her was hopefully dead by now, he deserved a slow and painful fucking
death and I knew Mason would deliver it, and deliver it with relish.


 


I frowned at the
friendship between Red and Mason. Knowing they’d had a relationship didn’t help
but they genuinely seemed to be just friends now, and I was actually glad that
Mason seemed to care for her deeply.


His determination to
get to her had honoured me and I knew I’d never be able to thank him enough.


 


I was aware he’d had
some problems with some dude’s that had stalked Ava, and Ava had returned the
favour by just loving him; their relationship was one to be humble of, and any
person would be content to experience just a portion of that love.


I thought I’d had it
once but…


 


Another knock came
on the door and I sighed wearily when I knew I wouldn’t get a minute alone with
Red as I let Mason, Greg and Sam into my apartment.


“Where is she?”
Mason demanded bluntly and I pointed to the bedroom as I walked slowly back
into the living area.


 


I just wanted her to
myself; I wanted to be the one to comfort and care for her. I wanted to be the
one she blinked at before her tears fell. I wanted to be the person that wiped
them away and held her until she mended.


 


I lifted the whisky
bottle at Greg and Sam as they plonked onto my sofa and they both nodded.


I drizzled them each
a measure and handed the glasses to them both “The guy who was at her?” I
asked.


Greg gave me a
sinister smile and I nodded in reply to his silent answer.


That was one less
thing to worry about.


 


I noticed Ava walk
along the hallway towards me and she tilted her chin towards the liquor bottle
and I poured her a dreg before she downed it in one and held it out again.
“She’s a mess, not just emotionally and Mason has called his mother to come
over.”


 


I frowned at her,
not quite understanding how Mason’s mother was going to help.


“She’s a doctor” Ava
explained as if she read my thoughts.


 


My stomach dropped
at the thought of Red being so physically hurt that she needed medical help. My
fist clenched so much that the glass I was holding shattered under my grip.
“Shit” I cursed as the blood flowed freely and Ava grabbed my hand and pulled
me over to the sink, turning on the tap as she held my hand under the flow.


 


“She said he…” she
couldn’t finish her sentence, just shook her head and shuddered.


I gulped and bit my
bottom lip severely at the pain on Ava’s face as Mason approached us, his hands
raking through his hair in despair as he helped himself to the alcohol.


I was glad I’d had
the foresight to purchase another bottle only yesterday, knowing I would need
the whole bottle before the night was out.


 


“Don’t leave her in
the dark Lucas, she doesn’t like the dark. She spent six fucking days in
nothing but blackness” Mason grumbled and I gazed in bewilderment at him.


“You answered the
door to Ava and Sara and left her in the dark.”


I shook my head in
confusion and Ava sighed at me. “That’s why she was screaming. She couldn’t
breathe until me and Sare opened the door” she divulged and my eyes widened.


“I thought she was
letting loose because of what she’s been through.”


 


Ava shook her head
“No, that’ll take her a while but be warned, when it comes be prepared” she
disclosed and I nodded in acknowledgement.


“I mean it Lucas.
She will beat the shit out of you, bite you, scream at you, and then the tears
will come.”


 


I swallowed roughly
at the first-hand knowledge that Ava was explaining and Mason wrapped his arm
around her waist and kissed her head tenderly.


“You need to be
there for her, Lucas. I wasn’t there for Ava and it still kills me every time I
accept how I let her down” Mason divulged honestly. Ava leant up and kissed his
cheek before she went to answer my door, obviously knowing it was Mason’s
mother.


 


“Is Ava okay?” I
asked Mason quietly as I watched Ava lead a tall woman into the bedroom. 


He regarded me for a
while then sighed heavily “She went through some deep shit. Worse than Lay has
and… well, I was so hung up on fucking heroin at the time I let her down. Don’t
be that guy for Layla; otherwise you’ll have me to deal with.”


 


I exhaled deeply but
nodded at him as Ava came back into the kitchen area. “You’re mum will fix her.”
She said to Mason as she picked up my kettle and started to fill it before she
turned back to me “She’ll take a look at your hand when she’s seen to Lay.”


I nodded and
approached a cupboard and pulled out a sachet of chocolate before I filled a
mug with milk and made Red a hot chocolate.


 


Ava gazed at me, her
eyes soft and warm as a small smile lifted her lips and I turned away from her.


I didn’t want her to
see how I felt about Red. I didn’t want to see it, but I knew it was there,
underneath the surface, just waiting for the moment I would let it free.








 


[bookmark: _Toc357369025]Chapter 17


Layla


 


I woke just as the
sun rose, its rays streaming through Lucas’s bedroom blinds and I rubbed my
eyes against the brightness.


Mentally, I checked
each area on my body and groaned as I realised how sore I still felt.


 


Mason’s mum had been
wonderful, so gentle and kind as she examined me and Sara had held my hand all
the way through the invasive treatment.


 


The shame I had felt
when she had discovered just how brutal Diablo had been was awful, but she had
continued chatting about her latest holiday, as if there was nothing strange
about inserting a medical tampon into someone’s lady parts whilst you gossiped casually.


 


I pulled myself up
into a sitting position and my gaze landed on a sleeping Lucas in an armchair
at the side of the bed.


He was wearing just
jeans, opened at the fly and the small dusting of hair trailing up to his navel
caught my attention, not in a sexual way, but just how perfect and trimmed it
looked.


You are very strange
Lay, I admitted to myself. 


 


His face was relaxed
as he slumbered peacefully, his long eyelashes rested on his cheekbones and it
suddenly occurred to me how beautiful this man really was, in a manly way of
course but his features were absolutely stunning.


His short trimmed
beard finished his masculine beauty and his deep eyebrows outlined his fiery
blue eyes.


His strong muscled
chest lifted rhythmically with each of his dozing breaths and as though he
sensed me looking at him his eyes snapped open and he shot forward in his
chair, his gaze locked on me as he scanned me up and down as if checking I was
still in one piece.


 


“Hey” I smiled
softly. 


He rubbed his palms
over his face and blinked a couple of times before he smiled back. “Morning
beautiful, how are you feeling?”


Had he just called
me beautiful? I didn’t feel bloody beautiful, in fact I felt smelly and dirty
but I nodded a little in reply.


 


He stood and then
came to settle on the edge of the bed and reached out to me, I flinched a
little but he smiled gently and brushed a stray strand of hair off my face “I
won’t ever hurt you Red, ever. You’re too exquisite and precious to spoil.”


 


My eyes widened as
he leaned in and placed a delicate kiss on my forehead then pushed himself
upwards and walked into his bathroom and I heard him start to run a bath.


I was too stunned by
his words to move and I was still sat immobile as he exited the bathroom and
walked into the living area of his apartment.


 


He came back in a
while later with a tray donned with juice, tea, toast and sliced fruit. I
stared at him as he smiled and placed it on the bed beside me before he went
back to the bathroom and turned off the taps.


 


I timidly took a sip
of the tea as he strolled over to his wardrobe and pulled out a pair of joggers
and a t-shirt. He held it up and inspected it for sizing as he glanced over my
body and then back to the t-shirt. Shrugging, he pursed his lips before folding
it back up and exchanged it with another.


He seemed happier
with this one as he nodded to himself and placed it on top of the sports
trousers before he opened a drawer inside his closet and pulled out a pair of
boxer shorts.


 


I lifted an eyebrow
at him as he regarded me silently, his features soft and affectionate as he
held up the briefs to me.


I shrugged but
nodded in agreement, continuing with our silent theme, and he returned my shrug
with one of his own before he placed them atop the pile of fill-in clothes for
me.


He disappeared back
into the wardrobe and pulled out a sweatshirt, a plain grey number with a hood
and he squinted at it before conceding and joined it with the rest.


He walked back over
to me, picked up a blackberry from the bowl and popped it into my mouth as he
kissed my head and then left me to it.


 


“Hmmm” I murmured as
I gobbled down a piece of apple and went to enjoy the bath Lucas had so
lovingly prepared for me.


I was still smiling
at his actions as I sank into the depths of his huge colossal ancient tub and a
grin lit my face when the mirror steamed up and a finger drawing of a heart
with a smiley face in the middle appeared in the midst of the condensation.


 


I did not
acknowledge the little flutter in my own heart, but I was still grinning like a
Cheshire cat as I pulled on his clothes and took a deep pull of their scent, as
my mind still held the vision of the sketched heart.


 


 


***


 


 


I was rolling up the
sleeves of the sweatshirt as I entered his living space and I found Lucas sat
at the large dining table, reading a morning paper and I plonked my ass into
one of the chairs opposite him.


He folded up his
paper and placed it on the table as he cocked his head at me and grinned
“Okay?”


I nodded and smiled
nervously as a deep blush covered my face, my embarrassment at the previous
day’s events finally catching up with me.


 


“I’ll just…” I
stuttered, gesturing to the coffee pot as I swallowed harshly “…and then I’ll
get out of your hair.”


Lucas scowled at me
and then shook his head slowly “Not a chance, Red.”


My hand shook as I
poured the coffee into a cup and I lifted my eyes to his to detect his meaning.


“You’re not leaving
my side until that bastard is dealt with” he snarled and I squinted before I
realised the coffee was now pouring over the brim of my cup and all over the
table.


 


“Oh shit, I’m so
sorry” I stammered as I grabbed a cloth napkin and dabbed at the mess but it
seemed to just puddle all over the table and my anger surfaced at the stupid
chaos. “God damn it” I yelled as I frantically mopped at the brown disaster.


It wasn’t until
Lucas pulled me against his chest that I realised the long drawn out whine I
could hear was coming out of my mouth.


 


“Ssshhh Red, it’s
okay. You’re safe” he whispered in my ear and I pulled back and shook my head
rapidly.


“I’ll never be
fucking safe until I’m dead” I hissed at him.


He nibbled furiously
on his lips and his eyes darkened fractionally “Don’t Red… just, don’t even…”


 


He swallowed harshly
and turned away from me as I glared at him “You know fuck all Lucas!” I spat at
him. 


I needed to distance
our relationship to keep him protected. He would never be safe as long as he
was near me and I knew I had to break my own heart to keep this man’s still
beating.


 


I could see the
clench of his fists at his sides as he stopped the response he so wanted to
bark at me, and I frenziedly searched his room for a phone.


I spotted it over
the other side and I briskly planted one foot in front of the other to get to
it before he turned around.


 


I wasn’t fast enough
as his huge hand circled the phone just as I picked it up “No fucking way, Red.
You are staying here.”


“Why don’t you
fucking listen?” I asked with acid in my voice.


His eyebrows rose at
my vehemence but he didn’t counter a reply as he continued to lock me down with
just his furious gaze.


 


“Let me go Lucas,
please” I tried pleading with him but he remained strong and shook his head as
he stepped into me and backed me against the wall.


“If I have to
fucking hogtie you Red, I will. You and that fucking smart mouth of yours are
starting to mean something to me, and I’ll be damned if I’m gonna let you go
now that I have you close, just because you are frightened of what will happen
to me if that dickless piece of shit comes looking for me.”


 


My jaw dropped and a
lump formed in my throat as I deciphered his words in my frazzled brain. “But…”


His finger rested
against my lips and stopped the words from becoming vocal as he leaned further
into me and rested his forehead against mine.


“Don’t question it
Red, just accept it. Accepting it will make it easier, make it real and then
you might start believing me when I tell you that I’m falling in love with
you.”


 


A funny choked sound
stuck in my throat and I shook my head at him. “You can’t, no… NO! Damn you!” I
bellowed as I pushed harshly at him.


He reared back and
looked at me with a puzzled expression but I still kept on, still ploughed
straight through his heart to get to his soul and destroy it. “No, you just
can’t. I… I don’t do love Lucas, I’m incapable of… anything. You need to take
back those words… NOW!” I snapped at him as he stood pale and hurt.


 


My heart was
crumbling at my own cruel words but I needed to keep him safe, needed to break
all his feelings for me so he would be out of harm's way and being brutal was
the only way I knew how to stop his affection for me.


 


He swallowed harshly
as pain and discomfort became visual on his handsome face, and he sucked on his
lips as my spiteful declaration slapped him straight on. 


He nodded once,
turned and walked out, quietly closing the door behind him when he went.


 


I sank to the floor
in desperation. 


Why now? Why the
hell now?


 


“You cruel bastard!”
I shouted into the heavens as my fury rose at the harshness of it all.


I knew I had fell
for Lucas with everything I was, through to my very soul and this was why I had
to break both our hearts to keep him alive.


 


If Diablo found out,
he would make him pay; painfully, violently and so utterly ruthlessly that I
knew I would never survive the devastation of Lucas going through anything like
that.


 


I eventually lifted
myself off the floor, and realising I didn’t have any cash on me for a cab, I
explored Lucas’s apartment for a pair of shoes. 


I succeeded to find
a pair of trainers that were three sizes too big, but I managed to hold them on
my feet as I pulled the laces to a tight harsh knot.


 


I found a piece of
paper in his study and wrote a simple ‘Sorry’ before I planted an invisible
kiss on it and propped it up against the whisky bottle, knowing that would be
what he would go for first, then I quietly closed the door behind me and made
my way home, leaving my heart behind on the floor of Lucas’s lounge.
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Lucas


 


   I palmed the wall of my entrance hall
to hold my highly drunken self up as the brunette beside me giggled like a
fucking hyena. 


Her laugh had been steadily
grating my brain for the last two hours but she had a firm arse, so it was
worth the suffering when I knew I would manage to fuck that piece of ass
shortly.


 


She suddenly pushed
me back against the wall and covered my mouth with her own as her hands grabbed
a fistful of my hair.


She tasted of metal
and vinegar and I squinted but held my breath and determinedly kissed her back
until she was undoing the button on my jeans and frantically pulling them down
my hips with my shorts.


 


She leered up at me as
she sunk down my body and I groaned and closed my eyes when she sank her mouth
around my dick.


She was a little too
wet and I was only half mast but I shrugged it off and relaxed into the action
of her mouth sliding rapidly up and down my length. “Slow down a bit” I urged
but she didn’t seem to hear me as she continued her race for my orgasm.


 


I knew it wasn’t
gonna happen with the way she went at me, her action reminding me of a
pneumatic drill pounding at its challenge and I took hold of her head and tried
to slow her down.


She wasn’t relenting
as she forced her own control and persisted to hammer at me so I pulled her up,
giving up with the oral as I walked her across the hall until her back hit the
wall.


 


“Put your legs
around me” I ordered and she did just that and then I remembered the condom and
told her get down again.


She huffed loudly and
told me we didn’t need one, but I glowered at her and she shrugged whilst she bit
her nails as I scoured my wallet for a rubber.


 


The loud splinter of
her nails made me shiver and erupt in goose bumps. “Quit with the nails” I
growled and she smirked and deliberately took a chunk out of her thumb nail.


“Fuck this!” I spat
as I grabbed her upper arms, turned her towards the door and propelled her
forwards at speed until she was over the threshold.


 


“Go fucking home!” I
barked at her as I slammed the door in her shocked face and made my way over to
my only friend… the whisky bottle.


My heart stuttered
when I saw Red’s graceful script on the small white note.


“Sorry. Yeah, Red!”
I scoffed bitterly as I screwed up the apology and threw it into the nearby bin
as I downed a mouthful of the liquor.


 


My eyes scanned the
room and then came to rest on the wastebasket as I tapped my fingers on my
glass and scolded myself as I leant back in and removed the note, smoothing out
the crumpled paper between my fingers.


“You sad twat!”


 


I slammed my glass
on the cabinet and wobbled into my bedroom and flopped face down onto the bed.


“Oh Christ” I
murmured when all I could smell was Red’s tantalising natural scent. She
reminded me of strawberries and vanilla and I took a huge inhalation of the
delicious fragrance and groaned when my dick sprung to life.


 


I rolled onto my
back and lay my arm across my face in an attempt to block out Red’s stunning
smile. The vision of the soft curl of her plump lips as her eyes twinkled
brightly caused every single blood cell in my body down into my already sturdy
cock.


But it wasn’t just
the arousal that surged through my body; there was a pain and emptiness in the
flow of my cells and I swallowed back the emotion.


 


“You do not love
this girl Lucas, you just think you do to get into her knickers” I told myself,
and then I laughed, loudly and bitterly at my words “Yeah sure, you pathetic bastard!”


 


It was like she had
penetrated the wall around my heart and whilst she was in there, I built the
bloody thing back up and now there was no escape, she was trapped forever
inside me, eternally to be loved by me.


 


Shaking my head in
frustration, I lifted myself off the bed and went into the bathroom for a leak
but halted at the doorway as I spotted the silk robe I had brought Red back in.


I stalked over to it
slowly and picked it up, frowning at the smear of blood on the back of it as I
fingered the soft material that was covered in her scent.


 


I swallowed at the
sight of the blood and then it suddenly occurred to me why she had rejected me
tonight. She was scared of what would happen, she was terrified of the outcome
of a relationship with me and she was afraid for me because of Diablo.


And then it slapped
me in the face.


Holy Fuck, she loved
me back!


 


The realisation hit
me like a fucking freight truck and my heart beat wildly as I dragged on my
shoes and locked my door behind me.


 


No more Red, no more
fucking running!
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Layla


 


I refused to let the
tears fall, locked them deep inside because I knew, if I allowed them then they
would take advantage of the freedom and just keep running, never seizing for a
single minute. 


The liberation I
would permit them would be the final crack in my already crumbling armour.


 


So I kept busy for
the day and now finally, nightfall meant I could shut myself off from my poor
pathetic excuse of a life. I could close my eyes on the world and dream,
pretend everything was happy and hunky-dory.


 


Sara had gone out
for the night with friends after much argument about leaving me alone but once
she had left, I relished my time alone.


It was my time to
reflect and decide what to do next; hide, run or stand proud and battle it out,
or the final choice… go back to him.


Could I do that? I
knew it would be the end of me, but it would mean Lucas would be safe and to
protect him I would take whatever Diablo dished out, take it and smile while I
fucking took it, knowing the man I loved was unharmed and possibly happy.


 


Placing the mug of
milk and chocolate into the microwave, I proceeded to turn off the main lights
and switched on each of the little nightlights I had around the house, in case
I ventured from my bed during my unsettled nightmares.


 


I grabbed my mug and
made my way to my luxury, my haven - my bed, and flipped on the small lamp and
the TV, knowing I would need a diversion to help me drop off and once I had
picked an old classic movie, I settled myself down to the oblivion night
offered.


 


About halfway through
the film I frowned and glanced at the clock when a knock came at the door. 


12:46am. What the
hell?


It was him, it had
to be. Who else would be here at this time of night?


 


I pulled up the
duvet around my chin, like it would protect me from Diablo’s wrath, when the
knocking persisted and I took some huge steadying gulps and desperately tried
to calm myself down.


 


I jumped a mile when
my phone trilled from my bedside table and I peered at it timidly like it was a
pre-set bomb and anyone who rang it would set off the timer.


‘Lucas’ displayed on the screen and I hesitantly answered it,
not sure which of his moods would be dominant tonight.


“Let me in, Red.”


My eyes widened and
I climbed off the bed. “What are you doing here Lucas?” I asked quietly as I approached
my front door and confirmed it was him through the peephole.


 


I smiled when I saw
his wide grin through the small glass window. “You look like a fucking wolf
who’s about to eat his prey. I’m not sure I should open the door” I teased as
my heart pelted little electrical surges through my excited body.


He waggled his
eyebrows at me now and I chuckled as I opened the door to him. “Good evening,
Miss Summers. I do believe you’re late for an appointment” he said as he
scooted past me and made his way into my flat.


 


I frowned and
glanced back at the hall clock to make sure I hadn’t actually dropped to sleep
at any point in the last hour but it still showed the same time “Late for what
appointment?”


 


He turned slowly
towards me and a sly grin lifted his lips as his eyes dropped to my mouth,
before he took the distance between us in a single step. “An appointment with
my mouth, Miss Summers” he divulged as he took hold of my hair in one hand and
enclosed my jaw with his other whilst he brought my face to his.


 


As soon as his lips
touched mine a fire roared within me and I whimpered against the softness of
him. He returned my moan with his own and slid his tongue between my parted
lips and took control of us, of me, of my mouth and finally of my denial.


 


“I won’t let you do
this, Red” he whispered against my skin as he kissed his way across to my ear
and I closed my eyes as desire raged through my body “I won’t let you push me
away when I know you feel exactly the same as I do.”


 


My head dropped back
against the wall as he continued his torturous kisses down my throat, his
tongue sweeping out and tasting me as he went.


“We can’t do this
Lucas. Think about what you’re doing” I warned on a huff of breath as his mouth
brought out a wicked side in me and I clasped hold of the back of his shirt and
pulled him to me.


 


He leaned back a
little and palmed my cheek as his eyes bore straight into me “I’ve thought
about it and I’m gonna go with my heart Red, cos’ my head seems to know fuck
all.”


 


He didn’t give me a
chance to answer as he scooped me up in his arms and carried me into the
bedroom, where he laid us both down, side by side and he stared at me. “You are
so fucking beautiful, inside and out. You make me wanna worship every damn inch
of you” he whispered as he came in for another kiss, this time a more heavy and
passionate one and my belly heated and sent blood pumping into my sex.


 


“We can’t Lucas, I, I’m
too….” I couldn’t finish as a deep flush scurried up my body and heated my
face.


“Ssshhh” he breathed
against my neck as his lips melted into my hot skin “I’m not gonna have sex
with you, Red. I’m gonna make love to you with my mouth. I’m gonna make you
feel every damn inch of my tongue as I idolise and savour you.”


Oh crikey!


 


I nodded and mumbled
a reply but even I wasn’t sure what I said as I just let him love me; let him
devour every part and every fibre of me as I lay back and took it all.


He drove me wild
with need as he licked, suckled and kissed each fragment of me, his tenderness
was astounding and his love was blazing as he whispered dirty statements along
with loving gestures. 


 


I felt like a
goddess, being adored and worshipped as Lucas brought me to a new level of
ecstasy, his tongue on a relentless mission to pleasure me and bring a bliss so
fucking pure I fought for breath as my climax took me over the edge and deep
into annihilation.


“That’s it baby. Let
it take you...” he groaned against my slick blistering skin as I flipped us
both across the bed with my wild spasms and shudders.


“Holy fuck” I panted
as he straddled himself across my chest and masturbated over me.


 


“Open your mouth,
Red. I want you to take me inside you” he growled and I did as he asked and
opened wide to catch each delicious drop of his cum as he exploded into my
mouth.


“Christ Lay…” he
roared as his hips bucked and he thundered a sound so feral I was coming again
at the sight of the carnal rapture on his stunning face.


 


“Shit baby” he
gasped as he rested his forehead against mine and his eyes held mine. The deep
piercing blueness seemed endless as I gazed back at him but I saw the flicker
of anxiousness and uncertainty behind the brightness.


 


I cupped his face
and locked him down with my own gaze. “Tell me again” I ordered softly. 


He stroked the tip
of his nose along the length of mine before he rested his lips over mine “I’m
in love with you Layla Summers.”


 


I closed my eyes and
savoured his words, the passion and truth in the way he said them held my heart
in a powerful grip and thumped it harshly causing a ripple of exhilaration to
course through every nerve ending in my body.


I sighed in
contentment and I opened my eyes and smiled widely at him “I love you too,
Lucas Hunt.”


 


He stuttered on a
breath and then the biggest grin lit his face and he beamed at me as he rolled
us over until I was sprawled over him.


“Say it again” he
whispered breathlessly in my ear as he nibbled on my lobe.


“I love you, I love
you, I love you” I repeated happily as he inhaled a lungful of me and held me
close.


 


We remained silent
for a while; just wrapped up in each other as our thoughts took over and we
contemplated what was to come between us. I sighed heavily when Diablo burst to
the forefront of all other thoughts and as if sensing my apprehension, Lucas
shifted us so we were side by side and facing each other.


 


“Listen to me Red,”
he started as he stroked his finger along the edge of my cheek and down my
chin, his eyes mesmerised by his own movement “I’ve never been a hero, never
even watched bloody superman. I run at the first sign of trouble and I jump a
mile at my own shadow. But for you, I’ll take on the fucking Devil himself… and
I’ll win and I’ll make sure I win well.”


 


I cried then, big
hefty, snotty gusts of tears. They poured from everywhere; my eyes, my nose, my
heart, my spirit and from my very soul.


Lucas held me as
they took over and conquered me. His soft rocking motion comforted me as he
whispered words of love in my ear and planted tender kisses on my forehead,
whilst I clutched tightly on to him. My hands fisted his flesh as my nails dug
deep into his skin but he took it all, absorbed every single piece of my
torture and swallowed it from me as I tried to climb inside him for protection.


 


“Shush baby” he
whispered “I love you. I’m here to protect you and I’ll die doing it if I have
to…”


These words halted
my tears and I looked up at him, my wet cheek sliding against his smooth chest
“I won’t let him hurt you, Lucas.”


 


He tipped his head
and regarded me with puzzlement before he smiled softly and nodded. His yield
made me contemplate his belief in me. 


“I mean it, Lucas. I
will make sure you are safe from him. That is one promise I can give you, every
other, well, we’ll have to see what happens but I promise that I will keep you
safe until the day I die.”


Knowing that these
words would probably be truer than Lucas predicted them to be, had me hurting
at the dedication I was telling him.


 


Lucas smiled at me
and kissed my eyes “I know baby but you won’t need to cos’ he won’t get to you
anymore.”


I relented without
an argument and just nodded at his words but I knew without a shadow of a doubt
that I would be facing the wrath of Diablo very soon.
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Lucas


 


I watched her sleep
for a long while. My frantic beating heart wouldn’t let me settle and I just lay,
staring at her beauty.


Even asleep she was
the most exquisite thing I had ever set eyes on.


 


She was mine; her
body, her soul and her mind, they were all mine and I grinned to myself at the
knowledge.


She murmured in her
sleep as her closed eyes flicked gently. She was obviously dreaming and I
smiled when she gave out a little soft moan.


I hoped it was me
she was dreaming of making erotic noises like that.


 


I frowned when the
little moans suddenly became long drawn out whines and her body started convulsing
as she fought with the duvet, thrashing restlessly as sweat poured from her and
her breathing sped up to an awfully high pace.


 


“Red… Red! LAY…” I
tried to wake her but she continued jerking and shaking. 


Unexpectedly, she
flung herself upright and screamed, her hands and legs beating at an invisible
enemy as she shook her head rapidly shouting “Please don’t… please, Noooo…”


 


I grabbed her
forearms and shot backwards when she punched me straight on the cheekbone as
she continued to cry out. Pain seared through my face at a severe degree and I
was silently in awe of her strength.


 


Her bedroom door
flew open and Sara blinked in confusion as she skidded to a halt at the sight
of me nursing a bruised cheek and trying to calm Red down.


“I can’t wake her” I
explained quickly. Sara seemed to shake herself off and take charge.


 


She disappeared into
the bathroom and came back in with a facecloth, hot vapour rising from it as
she took hold of Red’s arms, pulled them behind her back and held them there in
a tight grip and then proceeded to wipe at Red’s face with the cloth.


 


Red let out a fierce
growl and I propelled myself towards Sara to protect her against Red’s fury but
she shook her head, “Wait” she told me calmly.


She wiped again and
Red gasped in a huge breath as her eyes flicked open with a ferocious snarl but
Sara held on tight and whispered something into Red’s ear.


 


I saw her throat bob
and her eyes dart around the room before she slumped back onto Sara and
appeared to have fallen back to sleep.


Sara shifted and
laid Red back down gently before standing and then disappeared into the
hallway.


 


I watched, stunned
as Red’s breathing steadied out and she showed no sign of distress as she slept
peacefully again.


Sara came back in
with a tea towel containing a bag of frozen peas and held it against my face.


I hissed at the
shock but smiled gratefully at her when it began to ease the ache.


 


“She gonna be okay?”
I asked quietly as I tilted my chin towards Red.


Sara smiled softly
and nodded “Yeah, she won’t remember anything about it tomorrow.”


I nodded, not sure
if that was a good thing or a bad thing. “She have a lot?”


 


Sara sighed and
frowned sadly then nodded her head. “Yeah, a few” she divulged and I gulped
back the sorrow as I took another glance at a serene Red.


Sara rubbed my
shoulder and then departed through the door, quietly closing it behind her as I
shivered against the realisation of how deep Red’s pain went.


She had night
terrors, she was frightened to death of the dark and she was terrified to live,
to just be herself, to let loose and live.


 


A fierce emotion of
protection and the need to take care of her flooded my core and I silently
promised her that I would do everything in my power to turn her life around and
make her happy, keep her safe and above all, teach her how to love and how to
accept love. 


Show her how to
receive affection freely, without the need of giving something in return and to
finally accept that she was so utterly perfect that she did deserve happiness
and love.


 


I stretched out
beside her and pulled her tight little body against mine, her back to my chest
as I enveloped her in my arms and held her tight.


I smiled when she
murmured my name and snuggled back into me, her pert little ass fit perfectly
into my groin and I sighed contentedly when we fit seamlessly together, like
the exact fit of a jigsaw piece.


“You were created for
me, Red” I whispered into her hair.


 


She sighed and
moaned faintly before she pulled my arms tighter around her and I nuzzled her
neck tenderly as my eyes closed wearily, but I didn’t fall asleep until after I
heard her soft murmur.


“I love you Lucas…”


 


 


***


 


 


I smiled to myself
behind my closed eyes as I felt Red’s small fingers grip my cock and stroke it
gently, her gentle movement igniting fire in my gut as all my blood flowed
south and pumped my erection even harder.


“Goodness me, Mr
Hunt. You seem to have an urgent matter that needs attending to at once” Red’s
sultry voice filtered through my ears and I opened my eyes and smirked at her.


 


“That I do, Miss
Summers. Are you offering your assistance in this very important issue?” I
grinned down at her as her mouth settled on my chest and she placed warm wet
kisses over my already hot skin.


“Of course Mr Hunt,
I am extremely dedicated to resolving any exertions my boss develops.”


 


My breath stunted
when her tongue swept out and trailed down my stomach towards its destination.  I
think I actually stopped breathing when she wiped her thumb across the tip of
my cock, wiping the pre-cum away before she placed that same thumb in her mouth
and sucked off my juices, her eyes closed in gratification. 


 


“Ooh I think I wet
my appetite Sir, I may need to relieve you of some more of that amazing cream.
In fact I don’t think I can stop until I have drained every… single… drop… from…
you.”


 


I groaned loudly as
she mouthed my dick and sank all the way down slowly. “You seem to be too big
for me, Mr Hunt” she grinned up at me wickedly as she fisted the base of my
cock and then started her relentless torture.


 


At first she moved
so slowly I thought I might go crazy, but then she flicked her tongue around me
and started to change pace as she moaned with her own arousal.


 


“Come here” I ordered
softly as I shifted her around so she was on all fours above me, her gorgeous pussy
straight in my face as my cock stood upright and already disappearing into her
mouth.


 


I could see how sore
she still was from this position and it burnt a hole through me but I focused
entirely on her clit, my lips and tongue teasing her gently until she was
driving harder and harder onto me with the force of her oncoming climax.


 


My God, her tongue
was amazing as she danced it over my shaft and the feeling was incredible as
she worked me into a hot, sweaty, panting mess.


I growled a feral
grunt as she took me all the way to the back of her throat and when the tip of
my cock reached her tonsils she just swallowed and took more of me.


 


“Fuck yeah…” I
groaned against her as the burn shot straight up my spine and into my brain as I
shot my load straight down her elegant throat. 


I gave her clit a
final lick with the flat of my tongue and she followed my violent orgasm with
her own, and although I was tempted to lap at her delicious juice, I didn’t. I
was too frightened of hurting her but I palmed her butt cheeks and spread them
wide and the action seemed to drag out her orgasm for her.


 


“Oh God, Lucas” she
cried over my cock as she swallowed each and every drop I gave her whilst she
shuddered and quaked with the force she came with.


“Fuck baby. Best
blow job ever” I grinned up at her through the gap in our bodies.


She smiled down at
me and then kissed the crown of my dick before she climbed off and shifted
around so she was upright on the bed with me.


 


“Good morning,
beautiful” I said as I planted a kiss on the tip of her nose. She gave me that
soft chuckle of hers as she rose from the bed and pulled on her robe.


“Tea, coffee,
juice?” she asked and I lifted an eyebrow at her. “Right, coffee” she smirked
then exited the room.


 


I sighed and rolled
onto my back, a huge grin covering my face as I realised it was Sunday and I could
spend all day with Red.


Perfect.


 


She came back in the
bedroom with a mug of tea for her and a tiny cup with an espresso in for me and
I smiled my thanks as I downed it in one.


She lifted an
eyebrow at my greediness but I winked at her and placed my cup down before I
took her tea from her and placed it beside mine on the cabinet.


 


She frowned at me
before I swept in to kiss her. “I can’t seem to get enough of you. I’m like an
addict.”


She smiled before
she kissed me back passionately and slipped her hands into my hair and grabbed
a fistful as she moaned softly.


“Get ready and we’ll
grab breakfast somewhere” I told her but she pulled back and grimaced. “I can’t
today.”


I pouted at her, my insatiability
for her caused a disappointed flutter in my chest.


 


“You have plans,
Red?”


She nodded as she
planted her mouth back over mine and controlled our next kiss, as I cupped both
cheeks and I echoed her passion and love as enthusiastically as she did. 


“I’m sorry,” she
whispered against me “But I’m free tonight.”


I frowned but nodded
“I’ll pick you up at 8.”


 


She nodded as she
climbed off the bed and went to the bathroom and I heard the shower running.


What the hell was I
going to do all day now?


 


I knew the hours
would drag as I waited for nightfall and I rolled onto my side and regarded her
intently as she came back in after her shower, wearing nothing but a bright
pink towel.


“What are you up to
today then?” I asked as she pulled out some jeans and a fluffy lemon jumper
from her wardrobe.


 


I saw her stutter
and I narrowed my eyes but she recovered quickly and shrugged “I uhh, I work a
bar in town every Sunday lunch.”


“Oh that’s cool,
I’ll just prop the bar up and watch you” I offered and she paused again then
turned to me with a nervous expression. 


“You can’t, its
members only Lucas. I’ll be ready for 8 tonight and I can look forward to it
while I work.”


 


I remained silent as
I watched her drop the towel and my eyes roamed every inch of her breath-taking
figure as she covered each part of her slowly when she pulled on her clothes.


I sighed heavily as
I joined her and got dressed, both of us silent and thoughtful.


 


I knew she was
lying, what I didn’t know was why. But I was adamant I was going to find out
what she was hiding.
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Layla


 


“V.O and passport”
The guard demanded and I passed him the documents. He eyed me up and down then
handed back my things and pointed to the lockers. 


“I know the score by
now” I growled at the sour faced arsehole. He huffed and nodded as I stashed my
things then went for my pat down before I lined up with the rest of the other miserable
bastards like myself.


 


I yawned and rolled
my neck after my mostly sleepless night. 


I had noticed the
bruised cheekbone on Lucas this morning but I was too frightened to ask how it
had got there, I already had an inkling and the knowledge made me feel ashamed
and guilty. So I had chosen to ignore it and hoped he wouldn’t mention it,
which he didn’t, and I loved him all the more for that.


The line started
moving and we all walked into the dull and drab room, its many tables filled
with more miserable bastards.


 


Ryan waved and
smiled widely and I grinned at him as I leant in to kiss his cheek. “Hey
gorgeous” he greeted as he palmed my cheek.


I nuzzled into it
and closed my eyes in contentment as I inhaled his familiar scent. “How are
you?” I asked as I took the seat opposite him.


He nodded. We both
knew the answer to my question but neither of us was willing to acknowledge it.


 


“So, what’s new
Kay?”


I shrugged and
pulled a face “Not much, still the usual shit.”


He smiled and nodded
but tilted his head “Now the truth.”


 


I rolled my eyes and
sighed heavily. “You forget I know you better than you know yourself, love” he
divulged honestly and I chuckled with a nod.


 


His eyes dropped to
where my thumb was flicking against my finger and he looked sad “You know I
wish I was there for you baby, whatever it is you need to get Mason onto it.”


He knew before I had
even told him. He always did where I was concerned, like he said, he knew me
better than I knew myself.


 


“He’s found me” I
disclosed quietly.


He swallowed heavily
and closed his eyes in pain and anguish as he placed his hand over mine on the
table.


“Listen to me, Kay.
You don’t belong to that bastard, whatever he tells you. Your relationship with
anyone should always be consensual. You understand me, baby?”


 


I nodded but refused
to look him in the eyes. “I know you, you think because he was your master for
a few years that you now belong to him but you don’t, baby. You belong to
yourself and nobody else… ever!”


 


I regarded him
quietly before I gave him a sad smile “You don’t belong in here Ry, but you’re
here.”


His face contorted
in rage but he brought it under control quickly “And what Kay, you think you
deserve what that piece of shit deals out? Is that it?”


I shrugged and
nibbled on my lip, knowing what Ryan had done for me could never be repaid and
the guilt of that hurt more than anything Diablo could do to me.


 


“Kay! We both know
why I’m here and we both know it was the lesser of two evils but Diablo… he’s
something else baby, you need to get rid. You know what I’m saying, Kay?”


I swallowed heavily
and looked at him as a tear slid down my cheek “I don’t know what to do Ry. I, I’ve
met someone… and I’m so scared that he’ll… that Diablo will…”


“Then you know what
needs to be done.”


 


He wiped at my tears
with his thumb and leaned into me and placed a gentle kiss on each of my eyelids.
“You know how much I love you, Kay and you will know it until the day I die. I
would never do anything ever again to hurt you but you need to take control,
finally stop this happening in your life. I know your frightened baby, but do
you love him?”


 


I nodded without
hesitation “And does he love you?”


I nodded again,
knowing the truth of it through to my soul.


“Then grab it Kay,
take what he gives you and fucking consume it. You deserve it baby. After what
I did…”


   I grabbed his tight fist and held it
tight. “Stop, right now Ry. We were both young and well… you were stupid...” I
winked cheekily.


He barked out a laugh before seriousness
covered his face. “You need me to do it and I will Kay, you know this.”


 


I nodded and sadness
enveloped me as the guard called time. “I miss you so much” I whispered against
him as he hugged me tight. “And I you, love, but you heard what I said, if you
need the signature, it’s yours.”


 


I nodded again, “Always,
Ry.” 


He grinned at me as
he always did, “Always, Kay.” 


I didn’t drop his
hand until I was so far away it fell away between us and he held my eyes until
the very second I rounded the corner and disappeared from his life for the next
fortnight.


 


The walk through the
long corridors of the prison towards the exit seemed to take forever and I desperately
needed the gulp of fresh air the outdoors offered.


My chest and throat
were always tight, every time I left him in this bastard shit hole and it tore
through me constantly, knowing I had to leave him here to basically rot.


I would always love
Ryan and I knew he would always love me, more than anything. He had already
proved he would put my life before his own and the knowledge of that never
seemed to get any easier.


 


I didn’t realise I
had stepped outside until the rain beat heavily down on me, its relentless
misery matched my own and I accepted its sadness and let it mix with my own as
I stared at the puddles on my way across the car park; their cruel reflection
showing me just how corrupt and grotesque I was.


 


I finally looked up
and stuttered to a halt as Lucas leant against my car, his hair plastered to
his handsome face as the rain poured down on him.


We stood immobile
just staring at one another and I wasn’t sure if I was scared of his reaction
or if I was angry he had followed me.


 


“What are you doing
here?” I asked without emotion as I pulled my car keys from my bag. 


He lifted a wet
eyebrow at me “I could ask you that very same question.”


I narrowed my eyes
on him and pursed my lips “What business I have here has nothing to do with you
Lucas, and if I’m honest I’m not really sure I like the fact that you followed
me like you don’t trust me.”


 


He barked out a
bitter laugh, his face tight with anger and I lifted both eyebrows at him. I
really wasn’t in the mood for this, it always hurt me too much to leave Ryan
and I couldn’t be dealing with Lucas’s umbrage as well.


 


“Like I don’t trust
you…” he mocked then shook his head in amazement, “You told me you were working
at a bar. Don’t tell me Red, the inmates wanted a piss up.”


My anger was
surfacing and I bit back the harsh reply I wanted to toss at him and attempted
to open my door but Lucas refused to move. “Just let me in Lucas please, I’m
not in the mood for your childish behaviour.”


 


He inhaled deeply
and I noticed his fists clench beside him. “Are you gonna fill me in then?” he
barked out the question and I snorted but ignored him as I persisted on my
mission to enter my car.


“Will you just
fucking move.” I spat at him.


 


He pinned me against
the car underneath his heavy frame as his face came within inches of mine “You
lied to me, Red. I have a thing about the women I love lying to me.”


I smirked as my
temper sliced straight through my subtlety. “Don’t tell me Lucas, some poor sap
of an ex lied to you and now you have a fixation about women lying to you” I sneered
back at him.


 


He reared back as
though I had slapped him and narrowed his eyes on me. “What the hell is wrong
with you?” he hissed.


I gave him a
humorous laugh “Me? Me? You are the one that turned up here out of the blue,
you are the one that obviously doesn’t trust me, you are the one needing an
appointment with the school anger management team and you are the one who
obviously needs to pick a better choice in the women you fall for!” I exploded,
not really filtering anything that came out of my mouth anymore.


 


He scrunched up his
face and sucked air through his teeth in anger before he pushed off me and
turned away but then spun back, his eyes dark and furious “Nice, Red. Just tell
me who it is who’s obviously more important than me.”


Oh my God, how
childish!


 


“Ryan will always be
more important than you will ever be Lucas, always, so you need to stop with
the jealousy because I will never give him up for you!”


“Ryan?” he scoffed
and pulled in a heavy breath, “And who the fuck is Ryan?” he snarled.


 


I shook my head
sadly at his possessive behaviour. 


“My husband” I told
him as I climbed in my car, started the engine and pulled away, leaving a
stunned Lucas staring after me.


He was still stood
immobile, the rain pelting down on his hard and angry body as I pulled out of
the heavy gates of the prison yard.
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Lucas


 


This fucking whisky
bottle was rapidly becoming my best friend and I nodded my head at it in
greeting as I unscrewed its lid and decided to leave it off, already finishing
the first measure and moving on to another.


 


It didn’t last long
though as the glass went sailing across the room and shattered all over the
music system. “Sweet fucking Jesus” I roared to nobody in particular. 


 


‘My husband. My
husband. My husband.’


 


“Arghhhh” I cried as
my arm swept the contents of the cabinet on the floor. The place settings on
the stupid overlarge, underused dining table followed and smashed across the
floor.


 


Red was fucking
married! She hadn’t said ex-husband so I presumed she was currently a
married fucking woman!


Who the hell was
Ryan and why was he currently residing at her majesty’s pleasure?


 


I was arguing with
myself in my head as I approached my study and flipped open my laptop. I had
not done this in a long fucking time, but what was the point of being head of
IT at NSC when you couldn’t use their system to hack a classification or two.


Firstly, I needed to
find out the name of who Red had visited at the prison, so my first point of
call was Bellmarsh Visiting orders list.


 


Oops! That was easy
and I scanned the list until a name, Kayla Winters, popped up next to a name;
Ryan Winters.


Winters? Seriously?
Kayla Winters - Layla Summers!


 


I then Googled Ryan
Winters.


Holy shit!!!!


 


There were tons of
newspaper clippings, internet news sites and court reports about him but there
was one that grabbed my attention.


 


Ryan Winters, 18,
of Redgrave Road, Sheffield, was today convicted to 18 years imprisonment for
the murder of Tony Reed, 28, also of Sheffield, at Sheffield Crown court today.


It came to light
over the previous two weeks high profile case that Winters stabbed Reed a total
of 12 times over numerous parts of his body.


Winters gave
statement that Reed had raped and brutally beaten his wife, Kayla Winters, also
aged 18. Winters had murdered Reed in a fit of rage when he came home from work
and discovered the violent act.


During the court
case Winters refused to accept remorse and told the judge and quote ‘I would do
anything to protect Kayla, and I would kill that bastard over and over again if
I had to…’


Judge Ralf Treybourne
had simply nodded and in today’s sentencing he said and quote ‘Mr Winters, this
case has been very difficult for me to sentence due the grounds you give
justification for your actions. However, we all acknowledge and the evidence
has been clarification, that your wife was indeed subjected to a highly
distressing ordeal but, and this is a very large but Mr Winters, you took
matters into your own hands instead of letting the law deal with Mr Reed and
because of the method of Mr Reeds death, I have no other choice but to sentence
you to 18 years imprisonment with a minimum of 12 years to be served.’


Winters wife,
Kayla, then proceeded to scream and weep from the stands to which Winters
turned to her and blew her a kiss, and then winked before he was escorted back
to the holding cells.


Kayla then had to
be restrained and sedated all the while shouting ‘He didn’t do it…’


I’ll let you
distinguish your own thoughts from this, but I can tell you it came up during
the case from the prosecution that some evidence in the case didn’t hold and it
was suggested that it had in fact been Kayla that had stabbed Reed.


The defence had
thrown that story to the wolves, but it makes you wonder what lengths a man
will go to, to protect the woman he loves…


Tricity Mavers
reporting from Sheffield crown court.


 


    Holy fucking hell!


Shit!


 


My mind was having
an overload and I couldn’t compartmentalize the thoughts. Everything seemed to
fly through my brain at once and I swallowed back the bile when the notion of
what Red had gone through came to the forefront.


 


I jumped in my seat
when a knock came on my front door and I rubbed my hands over my weary face
before I opened the door.


My heart stuttered
as a red eyed Red stood before me, her face pale and the pain she felt was
openly displayed all over her.


 


“I’m sorry” she
whispered and I swallowed heavily before I took her hand and pulled her into
me, needing to inhale her scent.


“You should have
just told me, Red. I want to be there for you, I wanna help you, protect you
and just fucking love you.”


She stared up at me
with those gorgeous large eyes of hers and I took her instantly under my mouth,
kissing the damn life out of her like I wanted to absorb every inch of her.


 


She moaned and took
my bottom lip between her lips “Make love to me, Lucas. I need to feel you
inside me. I don’t fucking care if it hurts, I just need you to take me.”


I swallowed deeply
and closed my eyes as she took my hand and led me to the bedroom.


 


We stood a foot
apart as we drown in each other, told each other how we felt without words as
Red grabbed the hem of her jumper and pulled it over her head. She was braless
and the sight of her incredible tits had my dick already geared up and ready to
go.


Then went the jeans
and knickers and she stood before me completely naked.


 


She took a step into
me and gripped my t-shirt before she pulled it off me; her hands palmed my
chest as the shirt dropped to the floor. “You are so fucking hot… just… fuck,
you make me want it hard Lucas, intense and wild.”


I groaned loudly at
her words and the way her soft lips were brushing every inch of my body as her
fingers unbuckled my belt and undid my jeans before she slid them off me.


 


She took a step back
and let her eyes roam my body, her eyes dark and heavy as she nibbled on that
plump bottom lip and her gaze came to rest on my rigid dick as it stood to her
attention. I twitched it at her, in a wave, and she giggled deliciously.


 


I walked her
backwards towards the bed and she fell onto it, her amazing tits bouncing as
she landed and I climbed on top of her, trapping her underneath me before she
changed her mind and ran.


 


She yanked at my
hair as I took her hard nipple between my lips and pulled at it with my tongue,
triggering a long groan from her.


I removed my mouth
and looked up at her, just gazed at her as my heart beat hurriedly and my blood
fired rigorously.


She gave me that
soft smile of hers, the one that made my heart swell and my gut clench as she
cupped my face. “I don’t deserve you” she whispered sadly.


I pursed my lips at
her “I’m never gonna let go. Never gonna give up, Red. I don’t wanna hear no,
only yes, yes, fucking yes.”


 


She smirked at me
before she lifted her breast back towards my mouth and I obeyed her silent
command and sucked on it hard. Her eyes rolled back and her back arched as I
slid my hand down her stomach and gently slipped my little finger into her to
check her pain level.


She was very wet and
she moaned, in an aroused way not a painful one, so I followed it with my
middle finger, still torturing her breasts and testing her soreness.


 


“I’m good, Lucas;
honestly… I’m ready for you. I think I’ve always been ready for you” she
breathed on a moan.


I positioned myself
at her and she frowned, “Condom?” I just shook my head and nudged into her
slowly.


“Oh god” she
breathed as her teeth sank into bottom lip. 


“Okay baby?” I asked
and she nodded and gripped my arse, pulling me further into her depths until I
was so far inside her I could feel her pulse in my dick.


 


“Christ, Red. You
feel fucking amazing.”


Her beautiful face
tightened as she lifted her hips and clenched her internal muscles around me
and the act of it made me fight against the ejaculation already threatening its
demand for release.


Not yet Lucas. Make
her feel you. Make her fucking delirious first.


 


She opened her eyes
and stared straight into mine, searching for my soul and I let her see it, let
her have it, it was hers, all of it.


I slid into her so
slowly she gasped and when I pulled out just as slowly, her bottom lip trembled
as a huff of air left her mouth.


“When it’s just you
and me, like this, my cock buried so deep inside you, then I feel fucking
invincible… and you feel bloody fantastic” I told her as I drove back in more
powerfully.


 


“Lucas…” she
whimpered as I let loose on her. She seemed to be coping with the pain so I
slid my hands under her arse and lifted her slightly then began to pound into
her so fucking ferociously I even impressed myself when within two thrust she
was tightening around me and blasting to pieces with her powerful orgasm.


I grit my teeth
against the electricity that shot through every nerve in my body as I erupted
just as vehemently as she did.


“Fuck… Christ… Jesus,
Lay” I spluttered as my whole body jerked in pleasure and the exquisite pain
only Red delivered.


 


She pulled my head
onto her shoulder and planted a tender kiss on the top of my head. I sighed in
pleasure at the intimacy of it as we submerged into each other.


“I’ll always love
Ry, but not in the way you think Lucas” she stated out of the blue and I tried
to pull back to look at her but she placed her hand behind my head and held me
to her.


She sighed deeply
and I closed my eyes when her fingers drifted softly up and down my back, my
dick still immersed in her warmth.


“We met at school,
fell in love instantly, got married at 16 and by the time we were 17 Ry was
fucking everything with a skirt and I met Tony so we separated.”


 


I remained where she
wanted me, silently urging her on as I took hold of her hand and brought it to
my mouth, giving her a small kiss in encouragement.


“When I met Tony, he
was funny, kind and gentle until he started going to these weird sex clubs and
he took an interest in D/s relationships. It didn’t take him long to figure out
that’s where he wanted our relationship to go and at first, I’ll admit, I
enjoyed it. The control and choices that were taken out of my hands was… euphoric.
To just take and not have to decipher everything, to not have to think about
how to pleasure and please someone, knowing that they would tell you exactly
what they wanted was… liberating and soon, I was totally in the dominating
relationship with him.”


 


I slipped out of her
now and drew her trembling little body into me, holding her tight as she
divulged her secrets and truths and opened up to me.


 


“Then he got violent
and then utterly horrifically violent. Really gross nasty stuff and I tried to
leave him but... Ry and I were still good friends at this time and he was aware
what was happening.  He turned up one day when I was covered in bruises and
bleeding as Tony had finished with me. Ry went mad, shouting and screaming at
Tony over the state of me…”


 


She pulled out from
under me and stood, approaching the window on shaky legs as she deliberated how
much to tell me. She wasn’t aware I had figured it out but I let her tell me her
own way and remained silent.


 


She flicked her
thumb furiously on her finger and my heart wept at her anguish but I ordered
myself to keep calm and let her slowly release it.


She kept her back to
me as she carried on and I knew her eyes were closed as she relived that day,
probably for the millionth time in her head.


 


“Ry hit Tony but… Tony
was a strong man, huge, muscles that could squash a fucking sumo and he rounded
on Ry and just started beating the shit out of him” She gulped heavily and
gripped the window frame when her legs wobbled and I slowly approached her and
scooped her up and brought her back to bed before she collapsed.


 


“I tried to pull
Tony off but he was so powerful, I couldn’t move him and I knew he was gonna
kill Ry so I… I…”


Her hands gripped
her hair tightly in her pain and I placed my finger over her lips as a single
tear rolled down her cheek “Ssshhh, I hear you, you don’t have to speak, I hear
you.”


 


Her eyes widened at
me as she pleaded for understanding and I nodded at her “I know. I knew before
you told me.”


She looked away,
shame and guilt consuming her but I gripped her chin and turned her back to
face me, “You’re hurting yourself baby, nobody but yourself with this guilt you
carry around. You need to let it go. What Ryan did for you, is what any man
would do, and Hell, I bet even you wanted to do it to protect him.”


    She nodded her acknowledgement and then
a thought occurred to me “Is that why you chose Diablo, cos’ you think you need
to be punished?”


 


She bit into her lip and closed her eyes
against my accuracy and I groaned loudly “It doesn’t work like that Red. Life
doesn’t dish out what we deserve, we take what we think we deserve. In your
case, pain, but that’s about to fucking change. You hear me, Red? I’m gonna
give you what you deserve and it definitely isn’t fucking pain.”


 


She swallowed slowly as she regarded my
words and I stroked my finger across her delicate cheek “You deserve to be
loved, purely, wholly and fucking immeasurably and I’m gonna make sure you take
every bit of it I give you.”


 


I leaned in and ordered the kiss from
her; gave her my all and took what she gave me. I tasted her tears as I showed
her how much love I was going to give her, bared my soul to her as she absorbed
it and I took her own as she echoed everything back at me.


 


“I love you Lucas, but you need to see
what I am before you fall, cos’ I promise my life will drag you deep and hurt
you. It’ll consume your very spirit cos’ that’s what I am… a death sentence.”


 


I narrowed my eyes on her and shook my
head “You’re like this fire inside me, Red. Hot, intense and so fucking
formidable that I burn for you with every breath I take. But I don’t care, I’ll
watch myself reduced to ashes before I let you go… so tough, really. You don’t
get a choice to push me away cos’ I’ll keep on coming right back at ya’ and
I’ll hold on tight until the next time you decide to push me away, and then
I’ll hang on all over again.”


 


She gave a little soft gasp before she
took my mouth again, her passion and emotions spilling into me as she held me
tight to her.


“I’ll always be your prey, Hunter and
I’ll let you capture me time and time again” she whispered over me before she
showed me how much she loved me all over again, and fuck me, did she show me!
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Layla


 


Lucas grinned at me
as he reached across and plucked another garlic infused prawn from my plate and
I scowled deeply at him and yielded my fork “One more and this fork will be
buried so far in your dick; you’ll resemble a watering can when you piss!”


He laughed loudly
and smirked at me but as he was about to reply his phone rang.


“Yeah?” he barked
into it.


I watched his face
darken and his eyes narrow. “Fuck!” he spat out and threw his napkin on the
table, “Gimme half an hour.”


 


    He turned to the waiter with a deep
scowl, “Make sure Miss Summers gets home” to which the waiter nodded and
disappeared with Lucas’s credit card.


“I have some
business to deal with, Red. Finish your meal before you leave and make sure the
maître d’ calls you a cab, and go straight home.”


I stared wide eyed
at his abruptness “Is everything okay, Lucas?”


He seemed to be in a
world of his own but he bent and kissed my cheek before he left and I sat,
silent and alone, still trying to comprehend Lucas’s behaviour.


 


The waiter returned
Lucas’s card and I asked him to call me a taxi but I wasn’t in the mood for
home, so I made my way to the Black Panther to catch up with the girls and I
was soon perched on a stool at the bar surrounded by Owen, Puss, Misty and
Angel, and a pint of bitter.


 


“You totally missed
the entertainment last night, Willow. The God turned up with a woman already on
his arm. You should have seen Elisa’s face… huge LOL moment” Puss divulged
excitedly.


I shook my head and
laughed “Did you find out who she was?”


All three girls
shook their heads dismally and I smirked and winked, “I’ll find out” I promised
them as I reached into my bag for my phone as it rang constantly.


 


“Hey” I said to Sara
as I answered. 


“Where the fuck are
you?” she demanded.


I frowned at her
tone. “What’s wrong?”


She huffed and I was
sure I heard a growl “Hunter practically swallowed me whole when he found out
you weren’t here. He’s on the fucking warpath Lay and if I were you I’d get
your arse home… fast.”


“What the hell? I’m
at the club having a drink, love. He left me in the middle of our meal, so if
he has a problem, he can come to me to deal with it.”


 


How fucking dare he
blast off at Sara just because I hadn’t gone straight home. I was safe, and in
the company of my friends.


“Oh Shit!” Puss cursed,
her eyes wide as she spotted something behind me and I frowned and turned to
see what she was looking at.


 


A smouldering Lucas
was stood staring at me, his fists clenched beside him as steam practically
seeped from him.


“He’s found me,
Sara. See you later” I whispered as my breath was currently being imprisoned in
my lungs at the sight of the dark simmering Sex God glowering at me.


 


I pulled myself
together and smiled at him “Hi, drink?”


His solid thighs
carried his long firm legs to me in three wide strides until he was positioned
directly in front of me “I thought I told you to go straight home.”


I shrugged and
ignored the heat he was emitting and smiled sweetly “Just fancied a drink.”


 


A low growl rumbled
his chest and his eyes darkened even more. “With a fucking lunatic after you?”
he snarled and I gulped at his fury.


“Well, I’m quite
safe here. It’s Sunday night, only members allowed” I informed him sternly.


He nodded slowly and
pursed his lips then leant into my ear “Andrew was a member.”


I frowned at him and
shrugged as I tried to interpret his words “Yes, and…”


 


Lucas lifted his
lips in a cruel smirk and my breath stuttered at his vehemence “And now Andrew
no longer resides on earth because he was involved with Diablo. You understand me
now, Red?”


“W...wh…what??” I
shook my head in confusion as his declaration filtered through my brain.


“I am so close to
bending you over my knee, right here, right now and spanking the fucking life
out of you. Now get up and come with me.”


 


I looked into his
eyes and found he wasn’t joking, I could see the vision of me bent over his
knee in his irises and I gulped and nodded as I stood on shaky legs.


He took my hand
firmly and I said goodbye to my wide-eyed friends as Lucas practically pulled
me across the floor and into his car.


 


The ride back to his
place was fun… extremely. My quiet, furious, scorching man never spoke a word,
just ploughed through the gears of his Porsche and nibbled irately on his
bottom lip.


He screeched into
the underground garage and rounded the car before he opened my door with force,
grabbed my hand and pulled me into the elevator as he stabbed a PIN code into
the security panel viciously.


 


The heat in the lift
was intense as he continued to bake beside me and I stood ramrod still, my
hands clasped together in front of me as my eyes swirled the elevator car, desperately
looking for something to focus on.


“Out” he barked as
the doors opened on his floor and I stepped out as he passed me and slid his
key card through the machine and slammed open the double doors. 


“In” he now snapped
and I fought the giggle. He sounded like he was doing the hokey-cokey and my
eyes watered as I frantically tried to stop the laughter that was bubbling up
my throat.


Shit Lay, control
it!


 


I remained in the
hallway as he entered the living area and poured a shot of whisky, downing it
in one before he turned and glared at me.


“Come here.”


I swallowed heavily
and slowly walked towards him. He watched me with narrow eyes and each step I
took closer to him brought his blazing carnal appetite nearer and I was
drowning in arousal at the tension from his intense hunger.


 


I came to a halt
before him and his penetrating eyes skimmed over me as he tipped his head,
“Strip.”


I immediately
followed command and removed each piece of clothing slowly, his eyes never left
mine as I exposed myself to him and before long I was completely naked afore him.


He was quiet for a
long while as if deliberating with himself that he wanted to do this but
eventually he growled out “Vertical Spank.”


 


I turned my back on
him, bent at the waist and gripped my ankles. I heard his breath leave his
lungs in a short sharp gust as he took a step closer and his palm immediately
landed with a slap on my right buttock.


My teeth sank into
my bottom lip as I held back the groan as his hand connected with my other
cheek.


“Count” he demanded
sternly and I yielded to his order and stated each spank as it hit.


 


“You disobeyed me,
Red. Don’t do it again” he roared on the twelfth strike. 


“Yes, Sir. I’m
sorry” I said calmly.


To be honest Lucas’s
spanks were like a feather tickle compared to Diablo’s and I knew he was
fighting with the urge to paddle me harder, but his feelings for me overtook
that and decreased the intensity of how he disciplined me. But, it was still a
huge turn on and by the last hit I was practically drooling for him but I
remained as impassive as possible, knowing that was how I was required to
behave.


 


His hand suddenly
gripped my hair from behind and he yanked my head back and me upright as he
impaled me in one thrust. “You will fucking do as your told” he roared as he
began to pound into me vigorously.


“Be vocal” he
demanded as I fought my climax, waiting for his permission but it was building
rapidly and I clenched tight around him.


“You wanna come,
Red?” he snarled at me as he continued to pummel me hard and rough.


 


I nodded frantically
and locked my knees in a bid to remain upright against his powerful strokes and
a long drawn groan left my mouth when he circled his hips and ground his pelvis
against me, burying his cock deeper and harder.


“Please, Sir…” I
whimpered.


 


His free hand cupped
my breast and then his fingers were torturing my nipples, pulling and rolling
them harshly and I bit into my lip to demand my orgasm back.


“You will obey me,
Red?”


“Yes, Sir” I
practically screamed at him.


 


He let out a
guttural grunt, animalistic and primal as he shouted his command for me to come
and he didn’t have to tell me twice. I erupted forcefully around his hardness
and my legs buckled but Lucas wrapped his arms around my waist to hold me up
and pull me deeper onto his cock to milk him dry.


“Holy Shit!!!” he
grated through clenched teeth as he continued to pump into me to an
extraordinary degree.


I had never known
anyone to come as long as Lucas was, it just seemed to keep spilling into me
and his groans and grunts lasted just as long as he held on tight.


 


We both collapsed in
a heap onto the floor, both panting and trying to pull ourselves together as
our bodies shook and jerked.


“Withdraw” he said
softly as he planted a delicious kiss on my lips and then nuzzled his nose into
my neck. 


“Please don’t
disappear again. I literally came to pieces when you weren’t home” He breathed softly
into me and I frowned when I realised how worried he had been.


“I’m sorry. I didn’t
think, I just fancied a drink and…”


He nodded and sighed
as he pulled me up into a foetus position with him, both of us curled around
each other on his plush carpet.


“Next time just text
me or something so I know where you are” he asked as we both dozed, sated and
lethargic after our amazing fuck.


I just nodded a
reply and yawned hearing his declaration of love before my eyes closed and I
drifted.


 


***


 


 


“Red, baby.”


“Mmmm.”


“Baby…”


“Mmmm.”


“You have to wake up,
Red.”


“But you love me…”


“That I do, but you
still need to wake up.”


“You’re just mean” I
relented as I prised my eyes open.


 


His handsome face
was smiling softly at me “We have to get ready for work. I daren’t leave you
any longer, even though you looked so pretty whilst you drooled and snored like
a pig on heat.”


I narrowed my eyes
on him and slapped his arm “I do not snore.”


 


He shook his head
deliberately slowly and gave me a coy smile “No, Red.”


He handed me a cup
of tea with a grin and I struggled to pull myself from my slumber “God, I don’t
think I’ve ever slept that well.”


 


I noticed Lucas’s
brows pull in slightly and I flinched. “Did I have another one?” I asked
quietly.


He shrugged but
nodded faintly and I groaned “Did I hurt you?”


He didn’t answer my
question but settled beside me on the bed “You think you ought to see someone,
Red? They can give you pills and stuff that would help.”


“No” I refused
immediately and he sighed.


“But…”


“No buts, Lucas,
No.”


 


He sucked on his
lips but conceded and nodded “Drink your tea, I’m gonna take a shower.”


I nodded, aware that
he was mad with me but I let it ride as I watched his magnificent arse retreat
towards the bathroom.


“You know, you have
a fucking epic bum.” 


He turned to me over
his shoulder and smiled. “Just thought I’d tell you” I shrugged nonchalantly and
sipped my tea as I lowered my eyes again.


He pulled his shorts
down and gave me a delicious eyeful of that magnificent backside and I inhaled
deeply and shook myself.


 


“You better take
that shower before I demand you fuck me, and then I’ll be late for work and my
boss might sack me” I told him as I bit my lip provocatively.


He spun his whole
body round and now gave me a full frontal view which was even more spectacular
than the back view and stalked towards me slowly, taking my cup from my hands
when he reached me.


“I’m sure your boss
is a very understanding man, baby. In fact I think he would insist that you
have a workout before work” he grinned lazily as his mouth rested on my lips
and his hands rested on my breasts.


“Well, he does need
me to make coffee, so maybe he might be lenient” I whispered as his mouth
tracked its way towards my breasts and I palmed his head.


“Yes he does, so you
just lie back and think how pleased your boss will be that you’re taking care
of your man… loyalty and all that is important in the workplace.”


 


I sighed and lay
back, knowing exactly how pleased my boss was that I was being a very loyal
employee.
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Lucas


 


 


I watched her move
across my office and my dick sprung to life, Hell, my dick was always alive
when Red was near.


I was like a rampant
fucking wolf where she was concerned.


 


A small smile lifted
her lips as she caught me watching her and she lifted an eyebrow at me
“Anything I can help you with, Mr Hunt?”


“Just thinking about
what I might have for lunch, Miss Summers.”


She nodded slowly as
she replaced some files back in the cabinet “Have you decided?”


“Well, there’s a
choice on offer,” I told her as she regarded me with a small nod and gestured
for me to go on. “We’ll there’s Red, or there’s Willow, or there’s Layla or
there’s Kayla” I shrugged playfully but her expression darkened before she completely
shut down.


Shit!


 


“Kayla isn’t
available” she snapped before she stormed from my office and I saw her scurry
down the corridor.


Shit again!


 


I ran my hands
through my hair and sighed. “You fucked that one up, Hunt!”


The internal phone
rang and I answered it myself, cursing Red for doing a runner and leaving me to
answer the bloody phones.


Words and discipline
sprang to mind.


“What?” I barked,
now in a bad mood at Red’s runner.


“Oh Lucas, Hi” Ava
greeted “I was expecting Layla, is she available?”


“No.”


“Okayyy, uhh, could
you ask her to give me a bell when she returns?”


“Yep.”


“Right, thanks…”


 


I rolled my eyes and
disconnected before I noticed Erica sauntering about in reception and as quick
as I tried to slump down the chair and hide under the table, it was too late
and she gave me that sly grin of hers through the glass window.


“Lucas, Darling” she
purred as she walked through the door and I groaned inwardly but gave her a
smile.


“Erica” I returned
as she rounded my desk and settled her arse on the edge in front of me.


 “I haven’t heard
from you for a while, I was just thinking of you and was in the area and
wondered if you fancied grabbing some lunch?”


Her finger danced
over my bottom lip as her sultry eyes ate me alive and I gently took hold of
her hand “Erica, I….”


 


Why does it always
happen when things look really wrong?


I glanced Red
watching from the doorway just as my fingers curled around Erica’s to remove
them but I’m sure to Red it looked like I was reciprocating Erica’s tender
moment.


“Sorry, Mr Hunt. I
just wanted to let you know I’m taking an early lunch” she said flatly, her
eyes trained on the window behind me and I swallowed as Erica glared at Red.


“Miss Summers, I’d
like a word please. Erica was just leaving.”


Erica stood and
smiled. “Yes, we were just off for lunch, I’ll meet you in the lobby, Lucas”
she declared and breezed out of my office before I could challenge her words.


 


I opened my mouth to
speak but she had gone and I shifted my gaze to Red. “That wasn’t what it
looked…”


“It’s fine Lucas,
you go for lunch with Erica. I was just about to tell you I’m going for lunch
with Ava and Mason.”


With that she turned
on her pretty pink heels and disappeared down the corridor again. “Fuck, Red…”
I shouted to her but groaned as I heard the elevator doors ping and knew it was
too late.


 


 


***


 


 


I watched Red
retreat through the main foyer doors with Ava beside her, both of them giggling
at something the huge security guy, Bert I think his name was, had said. Red
smiled at him and her eyes twinkled mischievously before, as though she felt me
watching her, she turned and regarded me through the faintly tinted glass
doors.


 


I jolted when a hand
settled on my shoulder and I knew it was Erica before I even turned. Her over
powering perfume choked itself up my nostrils and persecuted my brain.


“Lucas Darling, you
ready?”


 


I didn’t turn to her
immediately. I watched the hurt settle over Red’s features before she turned
back to Ava and nodded before Mason pulled up and they both climbed into his
car.


“Erica, I’m not here
to take you to lunch” I told her as I turned to her. I hated to do this and I
genuinely liked Erica. She was always fun in the bedroom and she usually wasn’t
pushy, just accepted what I gave her and never pressed until the next time I
needed her.


 


Her brow furrowed
and she glanced at the main doors before her lips turned into a soft smile.
“The redhead?” she asked. Her perception floored me and I tilted my head at
her.


She chuckled softly
“Lucas, it’s not that hard. Last week, when you couldn’t... and the way you
just watched her like you wanted to devour her, but then there was something
else in your eyes. Adoration?”


I pursed my lips and
sighed but nodded “Yeah. We have a thing going. It’s complicated at the moment
but…”


She placed her hand
on my shoulder and shook her head “Lucas, honestly its fine. I’m not going to
down pills and get drunk. We had fun but that’s all it was, fun.”


I smiled widely at
her. Why couldn’t all women be like her? “Thanks Erica” I said as I planted a
soft kiss on her cheek.


She smiled softly
and palmed my cheek before she teetered across the marble floor. I was silently
in awe of how she remained upright in those heels against the sheer polished
surface of the flooring.


 


Sighing deeply, I
made my way out of the building and across to the deli across the road. I
purchased sliced ham, cheese and olives and made my back to my lonely office.


“Lunch alone again,
Lucas.”


I rolled my eyes
when the phone rang and I eyed my lunch with a pang of hunger but did Red’s job
and answered the phone.


“Can I speak with
Kayla Winters, please?”


My brain kicked into
high alert at the name request. There were only a few people who knew her real
name and the fact that someone was ringing here made me shiver in apprehension.


 


“I’m afraid she’s on
her lunch at the moment. Can I take a message?”


“Yes. Could you ask
her to contact Bellmarsh Prison immediately please and ask for Governor
Thames?”


“Uhh, yes. Is
everything okay with her husband?”


There was a slight
silence on the other end and I waited patiently. “Well… not really, but I can’t
divulge any information other than to Mrs Winters I’m afraid. If you could just
get her to contact me as soon as possible.” 


“Sure.”


 


My gut bubbled in
uneasiness. Something was wrong, I could tell by the way the governor had
spoken and I placed my lunch in the bin, my appetite diminished as I went in
search of Red.


 


 


***


 


 


I didn’t know what
to do to help her, apart from sit beside her on the torn and frayed sofa, in
the torn and frayed waiting room, her torn and frayed heart weeping whilst I
held her hand as tight as she’d let me.


 


Ryan had been
admitted with multiple stab wounds, one of those had skimmed his heart and they
were operating on him as we sat in silence and waited, just waited. Just bloody
waited, hour after torturous hour.


 


Red suddenly stood
and approached the large bay window and sat on its sill. The chipped flaky
paint had me regarding it with trepidation so I let her remain there alone.


In her head she was
alone anyway, well; I say alone, I knew she was in that operating room with her
husband.


 


“It was Diablo” She
stated quietly and I swallowed heavily but remained silent at her words.


Yes, they were my
thoughts as well but up until now I hadn’t been brave enough to say them to
her.


The pain on her face
was raw and cruel and right at this very moment I would give my life to stop
the torment she was going through. I was hurting right along there with her,
her suffering was now my suffering and my heart was tearing in two at her
sorrow.


 


We had been sat in
this damn filthy room for three hours now and my mind was frizzing at the lack
of air and the same four walls.


“I’m gonna go find
us a coffee” I told her. She nodded but didn’t look at me and I sighed as I
quietly closed the door behind me and went in search of sustenance.


 


I found a machine
down the corridor and purchased us both a thick brown substance that I wasn’t
even sure was coffee, but it was wet and hot and it would feed us for a while.


 


As I walked back up
the corridor the primitive gut-wrenching scream that cut through the air and
sucked the oxygen out of it, saw the cups slip from my hands and my heart paused
and stuttered when the scream turned to a long drawn out cry.


Oh Christ, no. no. NO!


 


My legs felt like
foam as I took wide strides to the waiting room, the wobble in them saw me
palming the wall for support and my hand faltered on the handle before I pushed
open the door.


 


She was on the
floor, rocking wildly as the doctor crouched before her. She was mumbling
something incoherent, like an alien from another planet, and the doctor turned
to me as I stepped inside.


I looked at him
expectantly and he shook his head sadly.


 


My heart dropped on
the floor beside Red, just dumped itself at the side of her, praying that she
would take it and use it to help her, but she didn’t even lift her gaze to me
as she carried on with her incomprehensible chant.  


The doc stood,
sighed heavily and looked at Red. “Mrs Winters, I’m so very sorry. If there is
anything I can do to help?”


 


She looked up at
him, her eyes empty and cold “I want to see him.”


He nodded and cocked
his head slightly. “If you’ll give us a few moments. I’ll send a nurse for you
when we’re ready.”


She looked back down
at the floor without acknowledging his words and he turned to me. “Are you a
friend?”


I glanced at Red
then nodded “Yeah.”


He placed his hand
on my arm and leaned in “She seems to be in shock at the moment. There is a
buzzer in the corner of the room if you need it,” he nodded his chin towards
the door and I followed its direction and nodded to him “a nurse will be back
for Mrs Winters.”


I nodded my
acknowledgement and then sat myself beside Red on the floor whilst the doc made
his exit.


 


Her small hand slid
across the floor towards me. I met her halfway and took it, grabbed onto it
tight as it trembled in my hold and I desperately tried to stream my love and
support through my fingers and into her. She didn’t cry, she didn’t speak; she
didn’t do anything other than hold my hand and stare at the floor.


 


We were silent for a
while until the nurse came to fetch Red. I stood and offered her my hand, she
took it and I closed my fingers around her tiny ones. “Will you come with me?”
she whispered as her huge eyes begged me to help her.


“Of course I will.”
I replied as I planted a gentle kiss on her forehead.


I wanted to kiss the
life out of her right then but I didn’t think Red or the nurse would appreciate
that so I just offered what I could.


My heart and soul
were two of those.
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Layla


 


The nurse smiled
warmly at me as we approached the theatre. “Please be aware that Ryan suffered
some trauma to his face, but you need to look past that, Mrs Winters.”


I swallowed back the
tears and nodded. They would not come today, they would find their way
eventually, but not now, not today. Now was for Ryan. 


My mouth was
refusing to form any words so I didn’t bother.


 


She opened the door
and a different doctor from the one that told me Ry had died was stood waiting
for me.


His eyes were soft
and sad and the sympathy held in them brought back the fact that Ryan was dead.



Gone.


Because of me.


 


My first step into
the room faltered and Lucas slipped his arm around my waist to support me as I
took the journey across the cold clinical room.


The longest journey
I had ever made, the most tragic journey I had ever made. A journey I so
desperately didn’t want to make.


 


Ryan looked asleep.
His soft lips were closed and I expected them to lift at the corners when he
saw me approach, just as they always did. His smile had been the first thing
that had attracted me to him, it was always so bright and happy, a mile wide
toothy grin.


 


He was getting
closer now, his still body waiting for me to reach him. Lucas’s hand tightened
as if he knew I was struggling and I squeezed back to let him know I was
coping… at the moment.


I could see the
contours of Ryan’s hard body through the thin sheet and I thought how cold he
must be, the sheet being nearly threadbare. He had always been a cold man,
always wearing a jumper and I silently wondered if Lucas had a spare sweater in
his car that would fit Ry.


 


I was above him now
and I hesitantly lifted my hand and brushed the lock of his beautiful soft hair
away from his eyes, knowing he hated it in his eyes, he would grumble like mad
when it became too long.


He was so beautiful,
so peaceful and my hands shook as I slid my thumb over his still slightly pink
lips and waited for him to playfully bite it like he used to with the
mischievous growl that he would always tease me with.


 


“I’m so sorry Ry” I
whispered. He didn’t reply with the usual ‘its okay baby’ this time, just
remained silent and still and I wanted to shake him to get that damn statement
out of him.


I leant in and
rested my lips on his forehead “I’ll always love you Ry, always. You were my
first love and you’ll be my last. Always, baby.”


 


I turned to the
doctor and nodded. He raised the sheet over Ryan’s face and I whispered a
goodnight to him before Lucas led me from the room and straight out to his car
and straight to his house.


 


 


***


 


 


“I need to phone his
parents” I said to Lucas as he passed me a glass of whisky. He frowned as he
sat beside me on the sofa “Do you think the morning would be better? It’s
something not easy to… to…”


I shook my head and
determinedly reached in my bag for my phone. 


 


Scrolling through
the numbers, I found Ry’s parents and my finger hovered over the green icon.
“You want me to do it?” Lucas asked softly.


I glared at him
“They don’t even know you. What a stupid thing to ask.”


I saw his throat bob
but he smiled softly and nodded.


 


It took me ten
minutes to place my finger over the little phone symbol and my heart lurched as
the ring tone came through.


“Hello?” Gina’s
voice filtered through and my throat suddenly closed in and all that would come
out was a stupid gurgle.


I cleared my throat
and closed my eyes. “Gina?”


The line was silent
for a moment before I felt the ice through the line and I bit my lower lip in
preparation for her hostility. “Gina?” I repeated stupidly.


“Yes.” Was all I got
in return and I gulped before I took a deep breath.


“Gina.” It was all I
seemed to be able to vocalise and I knew she sensed my distress when she gasped
faintly.


“Kayla? Tell me.”


“Ry, he… he… Oh
God….”


 


What a stupid time
for my tears to come. On the phone to the woman who hated me most in the world,
who would now hold a deep revulsion for me when I voiced the words no mother
ever wanted to hear.


“KAYLA!” she screamed. She knew, I could hear the deep whine
through the phone, the soul destroying, haunting cry only a mother would ever
part with.


“I… I… Oh, Gina, I… I’m
so sorry…”


 


I dropped the phone
at her next scream and curled up into a ball, distraughtly trying to get away
from the sound coming through the speaker, its penetrating wail piercing my
soul.


Lucas was on me in an
instant, lifting me and pulling me onto his lap before he started to rock me.


His own whimpers at
my desolation tore through to my heart but he took it all, every slice of my
pain and distress. He absorbed every cry and howl that tore up my throat and he
held me tight through each of the violent tremors that racked my body with my
grief and heartache.


He held me for two
hours solid, never wavering in his rhythm or never telling me to shush. He just
held me, rocked me and cried with me.


 


 


***


 


 


“Hey” Lucas
whispered as he walked slowly towards me whilst I perched on his floor in front
of the ceiling high windows and watched the London nightlife go by.


We had gone to bed
hours ago but my mind wouldn’t settle and I had left Lucas sleeping and come in
search of hot chocolate.


“Hey” I smiled back
softly. 


“You want another?”
he gestured towards my mug and I shook my head.


 


He left me for a
moment to make his espresso before he came and sat beside me, both of us
watching the lights of the city twinkle against the rain on the window.


“How you doing?” he
asked softly as he took hold of my hand and ran his fingers over the edge of
mine, tracing the contours with such a delicate touch I was surprised it didn’t
tickle more, but it was actually quite soothing and I rested my head back
against the window and immersed myself in its comfort.


 “I’m okay” I
whispered.


 


Lucas’s fingers
continued on their mission of relaxation and I sighed deeply as they now wisped
on the inside of my wrist.


“He told me to take
out a contract on Diablo.” I revealed and I heard Lucas’s breath pause. “Last
Sunday. He told me to end him to make the path clear for me and you.” I gave
out a bitter laugh “He even told me he’d sign the divorce papers so I could… so
we could have a free relationship.”


 


Lucas was watching
me intently, listening and offering his silent support when I lifted my eyes to
his “I guess I don’t need that now, eh?”


He sighed and
frowned at me, probably thought I was losing it, but it was suddenly very clear
and I turned and sat on my knees to face Lucas.


 


My eyes skimmed over
his beautiful face and I palmed both cheeks in my hands and slid my thumbs over
his chiselled cheekbones. “Make love to me, Lucas. Right here, by the window,
in front of the world. Let humanity see how much you love me and how much I
love you.”


His own hands came
up and cupped my own face as he leaned in and whispered his mouth over mine, “I
need you to see how much I love you right now, Red, not humanity. You.”


 


He took me under
him, his kiss soft and gentle but still very much passionate and I let him
lead. Let him take me to the realms of oblivion, where everything else but us
was forgotten and ignored.


 


He worshipped every
inch of me with his mouth, nibbled, sucked and licked every part of my hot skin
and I explored every inch of him with my fingers. Traced each of his fine
contours and lines until he slid inside me and took me in front of the world,
in front of whoever was watching and in front of God and now Ry.


 


“Look at me, Red.
Open your eyes and look at me. Watch my face as I come inside you, watch me
whilst I take all of you under and around me” he whispered as he moved so
deliciously inside me and I did, I opened my eyes and watched him and showed
him how much I loved him as he silently told me.


 


His orgasm erupted
just as mine hit me sideways, its intensity had me screaming Lucas’s name loud
and feral as I exploded around him and under him.


He shouted out my
name as his palm hit the glass of the window and his forehead rested on mine as
I clutched him tight, relishing every second I had with him. With the man that
had stolen my heart away from Ryan.


The man who I would
never risk. The man who owned my soul so utterly it would forever be with him
now instead of me. He owned every single piece of me and I told him right then,
as we lay in front of the world.


“I love you Lucas,
always. You’ll always have me because you own my soul.”
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Lucas


 


 


I rolled over as the
sun filtered through the blinds and reached out for Red. The bed was cold and
empty and my eyes shot open.


“Red?”


Nothing but silence
greeted me and I knew. I knew right then what she had done. I knew where she
had gone and I flung my body out of bed and rapidly pulled on some clothes as I
went to search the apartment for her.


I knew it was a
waste of my time but a small part of me was arguing with the other larger part
and telling it not to be so stupid, Red wouldn’t go back, not now, not after
Ryan. But I knew she would, I knew she already had, just to keep me safe.


 


I sank down the
window where we had made love last night and the cry that left my throat was
raw and primal, its intensity shocked me and I gasped for air as I clutched at
the carpet that still held her imprint.


Red had left me;
gone back to the bastard that terrified her and abused her, just to keep me from
harm.


The knowledge tore
through me, ripped straight through the centre of my heart and I bled from
every pore as I cried out her name.


 


I would get her
back; it was the first and last thing I promised her. I would get her back and
I would take that bastard under my hands and squeeze every inch of life from
him. Crush him with my bare hands and make him pay for what he had done to Red
and to Ryan. I would destroy him. 


Even if I destroyed
myself in the process.


 


 


***


 


 


Mason eyed me
strangely when he opened his door and we stood silently regarding each other,
as he read me and I begged him silently for help.


“We have a problem”
I told him.


He narrowed his
eyes, sighed and gestured for me to enter.


Ava came from the
kitchen carrying a plate of some sort of cake and it slid straight off and onto
the floor when she caught sight of my face.


“Lucas?”


I stared at them
both and sighed. “She’s gone back.”


Mason’s eyes widened
as Ava gasped and I proceeded to fill them in on the last 48 hours.


 


Within two hours Mason’s
house was full of people; his men, his friends, a few security guys’, Sara and
Nate and his wife Liv.


Give this man
credit, he worked fast and within the next hour he had the address and
whereabouts of Red.


“Good job I had the
sense to place a tracker in her phone last time she disappeared on us” Mason
grinned slyly when one of the security blokes, Elijah, brought up a map image
of where Red was.


 


We all loomed in to
look at the image and my heart stuttered when it revealed Red in a plush lounge
of some sorts. For the moment she looked okay though and that settled my
stomach a little but it still pulled on my heart to see her there.


 


“This technology is
amazing” I said to Elijah who smirked at me as the screen now showed Red stand
and prowl the room. “Highly illegal but oh well. It taps into one of NASA’s
satellites and its software, I wrote myself.”


My brows lifted and
I grinned “We all have bugs to bear.”


 


Mason suddenly spat
orders at everyone when the address kicked out a street name in London and I
knew it wouldn’t be long before she was taken back to Sheffield and we had to
move fast.


“Me?” I asked him
and he shook his head at me. “What?” I asked warily and Mason shook his head
again.


“For one, you’re not
used to this kind of thing and two, you’re too involved.”


 


I just glared at him.
“What the hell, Mason? You’re too involved, she’s your friend” I argued but he
smirked at me.


“You ever killed
anyone, Hunt?”


My brow rose but I
continued to stare at him “Well, no but…”


“Well even Ava has
and your inexperience could cost Lay her life. No way, and no way again.”


“Bollocks, Mason.
I’m going in with you. By the looks of those images there’s roughly eight guys’
in there. You need all the help you can get.”


Mason smirked again.
“But we have a secret weapon.”


I frowned and his
smirk turned into a sly grin “Ava.”


 


I turned my gaze to
Ava who grinned and smiled at me. “Afternoon, guvnor’. Ya’ aint got a bog I
could borra hav ya’?” she said with a wink as she wiggled her large breasts at
me.


I couldn’t help but
smile at her but I still turned to Mason “But I need to do this Mason, please
don’t…”


He shook his head
again but placed his hand on my shoulder “I know how you feel about her Lucas,
but I need you to trust me. Layla won’t want you there for one and I know her,
she gave herself to him, she won’t be happy we’re going in to bring her back.
I’m gonna have to do the whole club and caveman routine to get her out of
there.”


 


“Fine” I relented,
“But you need to promise me Mason…”


Ava placed her hand
on my arm “I’ll get her out Lucas, I promise.”


I looked at them
both before I inhaled deeply then nodded “Okay, but when she’s out I’m tying
her to my fucking side.”


Mason smiled sadly
“She loved Ryan, Lucas. She’s just doing what she thinks is gonna help you. To
her, she can’t bear to lose any more people. And I know she’ll blame herself
for what’s happened.”


I nodded my
agreement but it still hurt like fuck that she had left me and not trusted me
to protect her.


 


An hour later Ava
descended the stairs and every jaw in the room hit the floor.


She wore a tight
black leather skirt, a red halter neck top that barely contained her large breasts
and knee high leather kinky boots.


She smirked at
everyone “I look like a fucking tart!”


“You are a fucking
tart!” Nate retorted and she glowered at him.


Mason came to stand
behind her and placed both hands over her breasts and growled in her ear “You
look like I could fucking bend you over in front of every fucker in this room
and bang the life out of you.”


“Shit, Mason,” Nate
growled “she’s my best friend and practically my sister. Don’t talk like that
in front of me.”


Liv rolled her eyes
and cupped Nate’s crotch. “So you don’t want me doing this in front of Ava” she
said as she massaged his private parts.


I could see his
adam’s apple bob and he swallowed heavily “Angel, carry on and I’ll be doing
what Mason just promised.”


Everybody laughed
and I frowned at how relaxed everybody was whilst my girl was holed up in some
nutter’s house.


 


Ava caught my
distress and took a large breath “Okay, let’s do this.”


Mason gripped her
chin and tilted her head back so she was facing him “You know what I said,
baby. DO NOT take him on by yourself. You wait for me, okay?”


She rolled her eyes
at him “Mason, I’ll be fine but I’m warning you, he touches Lay or me, he’s
going down.”


Mason glowered at
her but sighed and nodded.


“Okay guys, let’s
fetch little Willow home.”
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Layla


 


He was slowly
torturing me. He had opened the door to me eight hours ago, never said a word
but smiled smugly at me and led me up to my room.


It had been prepared
ready for me. He had known that I would relent and give in to his demands. It
had angered me at first, his self-assured smugness, but then I thought of Lucas
and how safe he would now be and I had swallowed back my temper.


 


Because I was back
under my own steam, I had the whole of the house to my discretion but he still
hadn’t faced me.


I knew it was coming
but he was making me wait, the slow torture of apprehension was worse than the
delivery of his punishment and I had so far watched numerous amounts of
television, made endless cups of hot chocolate and just pottered, desperate for
any kind of distraction.


 


Don’t get me wrong,
I wasn’t free, far from it. His minions watched every move I made and I
currently counted about seven of them, Diablo making eight.


I don’t know why I
had scoped the place out. It must be Mason’s training kicking in but there was
only one of the men here who worried me… Diablo.


 


I walked through the
huge foyer, its shiny marbled floor reflected back at me and my eyes widened at
how gaunt and empty I looked but I told myself that was a good thing. An empty
person was unbreakable, incapable of anymore heartache, so I smiled back at the
unrecognisable person staring up at me from the mirrored floor tiles and saluted
her before I continued towards the kitchen.


 


“Kayla” Henry
greeted from the kitchen table and I gave him a small smile. Henry had been
Diablo’s right hand man for well over ten years now and his loyalty to Diablo
would see me safe from Diablo’s other randy devotees.


“You want a drink
Henry?” he shook his head and held up a mug to show me he already had one.


I nodded and walked
across the huge kitchen and opened the house size fridge and removed some milk
and filled my cup.


“Miss Kayla, please
let me do that” Jan, Diablo’s housemaid said behind me and I shook my head,
“Need something to do Jan, I’m going mad.”


She gave me a sad
smile but took the cup from my hand “I insist. Please, sit.”


I sighed before
plonking down in a chair beside Henry.


 


“Where’s Diablo?” I
asked Henry. 


He eyed me warily at
first but answered me eventually “He’s out somewhere. I’m sure he’ll come and
find you when he gets back.”


“I’m sure he will” I
answered as the front doorbell ping ponged and Jan frowned but went to answer
it.


I took over her job
and finished my chocolate before I made my way back to the lounge.


 


“Oh, gawd. Ta’ so
much, treasure. Dunno what I’da done if ya’d said nah.”


I frowned at the
voice coming from the front door; it was kind of familiar but unfamiliar at the
same time.


“Come in and I’ll
show you to the restroom” Jan said as she opened the door fully.


 


I gripped the handle
on my mug tightly as Ava entered the foyer dressed as a prostitute and my heart
suddenly settled in my mouth.


Her eyes flicked to
me but other than that she didn’t acknowledge me as Jan walked her through the
hallway towards the bathroom at the bottom of the stairs.


“Cheers, sugar. Be
right out.”


 


I had to do something
to get rid of her. If Diablo’s men saw her dressed like that, she wouldn’t be
getting out of here alive.


“Oh crikey Jan, this
chocolate’s shit, dunno what I’ve done to it. You couldn’t be a love and make
me one of your special ones could you?”


Jan’s eyes flicked
from me to the bathroom where she waited for Ava to exit from. “It’s okay; I’ll
see the girl out.”


She pursed her lips
but nodded. “Make sure she gets out though, Miss Kayla. If Gary sees her
dressed like… that, well…”


I lifted my eyebrows
and rolled my eyes “Yeah, I know what you mean.” She took my mug from me and
looked at the contents and frowned but shrugged and went back into the kitchen.



 


I waited until she
had disappeared and tapped on the door. It opened slightly and Ava’s hand shot
out and dragged me in with her.


“What the hell….”


I didn’t finish that
sentence as Ava’s fist shot out and everything went black.


 


 


***


 


 


 


I groaned as my head
throbbed and I forced open my eyes. I blinked at an angry glowering Mason who
was staring at me from across the room.


I shot up and sagged
in despair when I realised where I was “What the hell, Mason?”


He lifted a brow at
me and pursed his lips before he stood slowly from the chair and stalked across
the room to me.


His hands rested on
the edge of the bed and his face came within an inch from mine. “Do you fucking
realise what you have done?”


 


I gulped at the rage
coming off him but my own anger flared “I didn’t ask you to come in, all white
knight hero, gun wielding conqueror, Mason. Do you even realise what you
have done?”


His eyes narrowed
and he clamped my jaw between his thumb and finger and turned me to look at
him.


His wrath hit me
full on and my blood froze at the sheer rage he radiated. “I risked my wife for
you Willow. My wife risked her life for you. Do you even comprehend that?”


 


I stared at him and
chose my words carefully “Mase, I went off my own back. I went because I wanted
to. I went because it was my choice to go back; not yours, not Ava’s, mine. I
did not need fucking saving!”


He was about to say
something when Ava walked in and my heart stopped at her huge black eye “What
the hell happened?”


She smiled at me.
“Don’t worry, Hun. The guy came out worse than me. Gave him a bit of a
surprise” she chuckled and I knew if the punch she gave me was anything to go
by then the bloke behind her full on strength would yes, be very surprised.


 


Mason continued to
glare at me and I glared back “Well? Are you gonna fill me in on what went
down?”


His lips curved into
a malevolent grin and I shivered at the wickedness in it “Let’s just say Diablo
doesn’t have as many pupils to teach his vile lessons to.”


 


I closed my eyes in
distress and groaned “Fuck, Mase. Thanks and all that but you have just signed
my death warrant… and Lucas’s. Diablo won’t take this lying down.”


His eyes fired and
the growl that left his throat had me slithering backwards on the bed to get
away from him. 


“He just signed his
own death warrant, Lay cos’ I aint giving up till the man goes down. It’s a
shame he wasn’t there when we pulled you out.”


 


He pulled back and
left without saying anything else and I knew he was trying to rein in his anger
with me.


Ava plonked down
beside me on the bed and sighed heavily “Sorry about the hit, Lay, but I knew
you wouldn’t come out if you were conscious.”


I shook my head at
her and stroked my finger across her bruised cheek bone “Who did this?”


She shrugged “Tall
grey haired fella.”


“Henry.” I said
simply.


She winked at me “He
didn’t think I could lay him out, the shock registered on his face before he
went down. Was quite funny really.”


 


“Did you hurt Jan?”
I asked hoping they hadn’t.


Ava shook her head
“No, she ended up tied up but she wasn’t hurt. Mason and the guys took the rest
out though so… sorry if any were your friends but they wouldn’t have let us
walk out of there with you otherwise.”


I shook my head but
shivered when I thought of Diablo’s fury when he returned, especially if Henry
was dead.


 


“You have to be
careful now, Ava. He has surveillance camera’s everywhere. He’ll recognise all
of you and hunt you down.”


She smiled wryly.
“That’s where your boyfriend came in handy, Lay. He hacked into Diablo’s
security cameras and accidently deleted all the previous 48 hours recordings”
she smirked.


I sucked my lips in
at the mention of Lucas.


“Where is he?”


 


Ava sighed heavily
“He’s a little angry with you at the moment. Give him a while and he’ll be
here.”


I nodded faintly and
turned to the window. “But he needs protecting now. I need to hire some
security for him.”


She smiled widely “Already
on it, Lay, for you too.”


“No, Ava. You need
to leave me be. If I’m an easy target they’ll go for me instead of Lucas.”


Ava scoffed loudly
“You gonna tell Mason that?”


I rolled my eyes
again but left the argument knowing I wouldn’t win against Mason.


 


“I need to get home”
I said as I climbed off the bed and approached the en-suite. Ava followed me in
and stood regarding me as I pee’d.


“That’s okay but you
take Neo with you.”


“Neo?”


She nodded slowly as
I pulled everything back up and washed my hands. “Neo, security, bodyguard,
protection. Whatever you wanna call it but he comes with you.”


I sighed but nodded
and stretched my aching neck “Fine.”


 


I had relented
easily because it was simpler that way but I was under no illusions that one
guy, even if he was a hefty bastard, wouldn’t protect me against Diablo.


Just because Mason
had taken most of his men out didn’t mean there weren’t others. Others Diablo
would pay well to get to me. 


I knew I would see
Diablo again soon, and for now all I could do was sit back and wait because
that’s what he enjoyed; the element of surprise, the chase, and the hunt.
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Lucas


 


Red was pale when I
entered her lounge. A big dark skinned bloke had answered her door and I knew
he was her protection, Mason had even insisted I had my own muscle currently
following me around.


Her eyes lifted to
mine when I walked in. She knew I was angry the way her throat bobbed and she
sucked in her lips.


 


“Bedroom” I said
simply.


She nodded, stood
and walked past me and entered her bedroom. 


Sara smiled softly
at me, knowing how I was both angry and so damn relieved to see her safe but my
natural dominant traits had me in need of punishment. The urge to make her
realise just what she had done coursed through me like a fire through an
elevator shaft; hot, fast and fucking explosive.


 


She stood silent as
I walked in behind her and closed the bedroom door, “Strip.” 


She yielded
immediately and removed all her clothes before she stood again, waiting for her
next command.


“Submit.”


She instantly
dropped before me and lowered her eyes and held out her wrists.


 


I grabbed her hair
and tipped her head back as I couched in front of her. “Do you have any fucking
idea what I’ve been through, Red?” 


“No, Sir.”


“Well, I’m gonna
show you.”


 


I stood and closed
my eyes to try and control the anger inside me, she didn’t need that but she
still needed to understand what she had put me through.


“Bara, Red.”


She rolled onto her
stomach, placed her crossed wrists behind her back and crossed her ankles also.
My cock shouted in delight, its throb alerting me to the fact that it wanted
release quickly and I knelt aside her and clamped her wrists with the cuffs I
had brought with me. 


Then I pulled her
feet wide apart and secured each ankle to the spreader bar I had already placed
in her bedroom before I had gone into the lounge to find her.


 


Her breathing sped
up and I could smell her arousal from where I was knelt behind her. Its potency
saw my lust surge with hers.


I walked around her
and suddenly dropped on top of her, my knees either side of her waist as I
gripped her hair and pulled her head back, resting my mouth beside her ear.


“You don’t come. You
don’t utter a sound and you definitely do not disobey anything I ask of you.
I’m gonna take you and I’m gonna take you hard and rough, Red, just like the
last 12 hours have been hard and rough for me.”


She nodded, already
obeying the command to be silent and I closed my eyes at my excitement. “I’m
gonna make you so fucking horny and leave you so fucking desperate that you
never fucking leave me again.”


 


The tiny groan that
left her lips gave me permission to yank her head harder, “Quiet!”


I stood and walked
back over to my bag and pulled out a few things in preparation for her torture.



She looked so bloody
hot, laid on her stomach, bound, naked and at my disposal that I released my
cock from its prison. It was already hard and heavy and I knew it was gonna be
a struggle to hold onto my orgasm so I stood before her and pulled her up into
a kneeling position then tied the blindfold around her, cutting off another
sense that she would now not be able to control.


 


“Open your mouth,
Red.”


She immediately
opened up to me and the sight of her had my balls tightening in provision to
fill her exquisite little mouth.


“Suck me and take it
all.” I demanded as I placed my dick inside that beautiful space between her
plump lips.


She did as I asked
and took it all, almost gagging when I hit her throat but she loosened
everything up and took me deep. The groan that left my mouth was loud and
guttural as she worked me, her little tongue flicked against my crown and I was
immediately filling her mouth and throat with more cum than I had ever
released.


There was so much,
she couldn’t take it all and it dribbled down the side of her mouth and onto
her chin, eventually dripping off and onto her pert tight nipples.


 


I knew she was
holding back her own orgasm and the spreader would stop her from clenching her
thighs together to hold it back.


It shouldn’t have,
but that knowledge made my spunk spurt even more fiercely into her mouth and I
was positive I heard a slight moan leave her throat but I let her off with that
one and pretended to ignore it.


 


I pulled out, still
semi hard and she left her mouth open. I watched my cum pour from her mouth. I
crouched in front of her and took her mouth under mine, taking my own sperm
with her tongue as we both mingled and swallowed it.


“Fuck. I’m hard
again already. You really are a dirty girl aren’t you?”


She nodded, still
controlling her verbal communication and I smiled at her professionalism.


 


Straddling her back
again once I had laid her back onto her belly, I reached for the lube I had
brought and slid myself down her legs so I was now spanning her thighs.


She gasped faintly
when I placed some on my finger and worked it between her delightful arse
cheeks. “You okay with this Red?” I asked. I wasn’t a complete arsehole that
would take that part from her without permission.


She nodded and I
smiled wickedly.


Fuck yes!


 


I pulled off my
jeans and shorts as I worked my finger slowly and her whole body shivered as I
pushed in to her tightness.


“You may be vocal” I
told her, needing her moans to distinguish if I was pleasuring her or hurting
her.


She immediately
groaned and I knew that she was enjoying my intrusion as much as my finger was.


I pushed myself down
her legs and pushed up her knees so her arse was in the air but her legs were
still wide from the spreader.


 


Using more lube I
slipped another finger into her bum and circled them, opening her up ready for
me.


She was groaning
loudly now and pushing her little bottom towards me. Oh, Red was definitely
enjoying it and I flicked my tongue over her swollen clit.


She growled loudly
and I nearly came from the sounds she was expressing. They were from a woman
full of lust, desire and need and I positioned myself at her back hole. 


“You ready, baby?”


“Yes…” she breathed,
now losing the Sir title in her deep arousal, as she lifted herself to me,
offering all of herself to me and I groaned in appreciation of how much she
gave me.


I just wished she
trusted me as much to take care of her.


 


The feeling was pure
rapture as I nudged in, her tight walls gripping me so firmly my cock was
already choking.


“Fuck baby… so… so
good…” I moaned, not sure if she heard me as a deep growl left her own throat.


I managed to slide
in my full length and paused for a moment for her to acclimatize to me. 


“Oh God…” she
whispered as I started to move and I was relentless in my mission to take her
hard and roughly but the way she vocalised her pleasure, it was what she needed
too and we were soon both panting, sweaty and loud.


 


I could feel the burn
start at the bottom of my spine and shoot its way upwards and erupt into my
brain as my climax hit and I shot everything I had into her. “Come. Now” I
ordered. She sobbed out a choked relief as she tightened wildly and screamed
out her own climax as I gripped her hair, yanked her head back and bit roughly
into her neck.


 


We bucked, jerked
and cried out violently, each of us riding out the pleasure and the pain and I
clung to her forcefully, needing to get her as close as possible.


Hell, if I could
have absorbed her right then I would have done.


 


“Fuck, baby” I
panted as we collapsed on the floor and I keyed open her cuffs, released her
blindfold and unbuckled the spreader before I lifted her and curled us both up
on the bed, pulling her into me as I held her.


“You okay?”


She lifted her eyes
to me and smirked “Was that supposed to be a punishment?”


I couldn’t hold back
the wide smile “Yeah, supposedly. I don’t know what it is with you, but I seem
to have a problem when it comes to punishing you.”


“Well, remind me to
be naughty a lot more” She whispered.


We both laughed but
my mood darkened suddenly and I turned her to face me “Don’t ever do that
again. Are you hell bent on giving me grief?”


 


She sucked on her
lips and looked away and I could sense her conflict and although it hurt me to
see her so troubled, I also needed her to see what she was doing to herself as
well as me.


“Baby, listen to me.
I don’t need saving, I don’t need protecting and I certainly don’t need
rescuing. But what I do need is you, by my side, with me, under me, just
fucking here, with me.”


“You don’t
understand, Lucas. Diablo is relentless in his missions, and especially now
Mase has pissed him off. You should have just left me there.”


 


I bit my lower lip,
desperately trying to hold in my rage at her words. “Do you want this as much
as I do, Red?” I asked her seriously.


She turned
immediately and knelt before me. “Don’t ever say I don’t want you Lucas, ever.
What I did, I did for you. He killed Ry, just as a warning. Do you even
understand that Lucas? A warning of what he will do to you. It was just fun for
him. Ry gave his life for me twice now, do you realise how that even feels?”


“I know it’s hard
for you Red…”


“HARD? Hard?” she
scoffed as she shook her head at me, “Hard doesn’t even begin to cover how I
feel. I’m fucking terrified, I’m angry, I’m sad, I’m intimidated, I’m breaking
inside Lucas at the thought of him getting to you, I’m petrified of what he
will do to you cos’ believe me, it won’t be fucking pleasant. He will make
you pay for what I’ve done, not for my benefit but for his own personal
fun.”


 


I rubbed my face as
I climbed from the bed and pulled on my jeans, not wanting to have this
conversation naked, it felt wrong. 


Red didn’t seem to
be having that problem though and it was really hard to focus on her face
instead of those magnificent tits of hers. 


“Put some clothes on,
baby.” I asked and she lifted a brow at me but then a smile lifted her lips and
her beautiful face transformed from stunning to fucking epically stunning and I
grinned back as I trotted across the room to her and cupped her face. 


“You are so
beautiful, Red. The way you smile lights my fucking heart. Nate has rearranged
the France trip for tomorrow to suck up to the contacts we didn’t get to meet
at the convention. The break will do you good, it’ll give you chance to relax
without having to look over your shoulder all the time, then I might get to see
more of that stunning smile of yours.”


 


She nodded but
didn’t say anything as she pulled on some clothes “Promise me you’ll be
vigilant though Lucas, just keep looking over your own shoulder until we get to
France.”


I nodded just to
ease her worry and she exhaled heavily at my promise. “You promise me the same,
Red?”


She nodded but I
knew if I let her out of my sight for even a minute she would do a runner, she
would make her way back to Diablo, her mind made up that would be the only way
to keep me safe.


It probably was, but
there was no way I would let Red give up her freedom for mine. No way in hell.
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Layla


 


 


I trundled through
the airport with my pink spotty case for the second time in a week and as soon
as I reached Nate, he pulled out a child’s security wrist band and fixed it to
his wrist then mine. “Oh, ha, bloody ha.”


He grinned
mischievously and winked as Ava passed me a hot chocolate.  Grimacing as I took
a sip of the lukewarm airport sludge, Lucas appeared beside me and wrapped his
arm around my waist and kissed the top of my head. “You made it then?” he
smirked when he spotted the wrist band.


 


I poked my tongue
out at him and then shivered intensely as my whole body erupted in goose bumps.
I stilled but nobody noticed as they were all immersed in a conversation about
puppies of all things.


I turned slowly; my
breath trapped in my lungs and my legs trembled as I scanned the area
rigorously.


Nothing.


Absolutely-no-one.


 


I knew this was a
private departure lounge as we were using Nate’s private jet but there should
still be people around. Hostess’s, security, hell, even maybe a bloody cleaner,
but there was no-one. Not one single person.


 


“He’s here…” I
choked out but all three of my escorts carried on with their mundane
conversation.


My breathing was
becoming heavy as my eyes frantically swept every inch of the room for my
bodyguard, Neo and Lucas’s, Gerry.


Where the hell were they?


 


“Lucas” I tried to
get the words out but they were stuck in my throat, my terror holding them
hostage inside me and I closed my eyes and forced them through. “Lucas!”


He turned to me with
a confused expression then his eyes narrowed and he scanned the space with me.
He knew without me having to utter a word that he was here.


“Fuck!” he hissed as
he grabbed my arm and pulled me behind him.


 


Nate took stance
behind Ava… what the hell? If our situation wasn’t so dire I would have laughed
at him.


“Where the fuck is
Neo and Gerry?” Nate growled and I shrugged.


 


Ava moved forward
and took position in front of me and beside Lucas, and they both backed up,
moving me slowly backwards until I was sited at the wall. “You both need to get
behind me, you’re sitting fucking ducks.” I cautioned.


Ava shook her head
and pulled out her phone and pressed an icon on it. It rang back immediately
and she put it on speaker. “Where the fuck are your guy’s, Elijah?”


 


A voice barked
through the speaker and I jumped at the volume in my frazzled state. “I dunno,
Ava. Neo and Gerry have lost connection but I see Accosi. He’s accompanied by
four men, two through the door to your left and two with Accosi outside the
main door to your room. I can’t understand why they’re waiting, doesn’t make
sense.”


“Fuck!” Lucas
barked.


 


We all swung our
eyes to the main door and a shudder racked my body. “Shit, you all need to get
out of here… now! He’ll come for me first.”


Ava turned to me
slowly and glared. “If I have to lay you out again, Lay, then I fucking will.”
I just nodded at her fury and decided to shut my mouth. Nobody should ever
cross Ava; she was the only person that had ever knocked Mason out, and out
cold she knocked him.


 


“Mason’s on his way,
Ava. I’ve got men en route to you but listen to me carefully. Look to your
right and up.” 


We all did as he
asked and each head in that room swung right and up. “You see it?”


“Yep.” Ava answered
and without waiting for further instructions she was making her way across the
room and Nate was pulling a chair quietly behind her.


She climbed on it
and pushed at the heavy grid but it wouldn’t shift. Lucas gestured for her to
climb down and he had a go but squinted at it then sighed heavily.


“Not a chance. It
needs leverage. No way is that moving.”


 


We all cast an eye over
the room and Nate smiled and approached a table before yanking off a leg then
bounced his feet on one end of the metal pole to squash it. “Cheap airport
furniture!” he tutted.


He passed the
makeshift tool to Lucas who stabbed it into on side of the grid and pried the
metal grating open.


It squealed loudly
and we all flinched and looked at the door but Elijah told us we were safe.
Diablo was still stood. What the hell was he waiting for? It didn’t make sense.
He knew I was in here so why didn’t he just come in and get me?


 


Lucas popped his
head through the hole in the ceiling and then grabbed my waist and pushed me up
and through.


It was a metal
passageway and I shuffled forward on my hands and knees to make room for the
next person to climb in.


Ava clambered in
behind me and I kept moving forward. Nate was next and my heart didn’t beat
until I saw Lucas scramble in lastly.


 


“Go right at the
junction.” Elijah’s voice came through Ava’s phone so I took a right and my
heart stopped when we had to pass over another grid. It was directly above
Diablo and I took a calming breath when Ava slapped my arse quietly. 


“Don’t look, Hun,
just keep going forward” She whispered.


 


I lifted my face so
I couldn’t see him and made my way to the end of the corridor, “Left.”


We took a left and I
noticed we were now directly above the main departure lounge. 


“Right.”


We carried on until
Elijah told us to hang on.


 


“You okay, baby?”
Lucas’s voice came from the back of the line and I whispered back a
confirmation.


The grid in front of
me suddenly opened and a bloke I’d never seen before popped his head through
and gestured silently for me to follow him.


 


I slipped my legs
through the hole and he caught me as I dropped through, then grasped Ava and
helped her down.


 


We seemed to be in a
caretaker’s room of some sorts. Mason entered through a small door, flanked my
Greg and Sam and another man I didn’t know.


“Oh fuck!” I heard
Elijah say through Ava’s phone and I frowned and turned towards Ava who was
also frowning.


“I’ve found out why
he was waiting.” Elijah declared and I closed my eyes in preparation.


“Why?” Ava asked
apprehensively.


 


The line was silent
for a while before he took a deep breath, “You there, Mason?”


“Yeah” Mason
answered. 


“Keep hold of her.”


I frowned deeply now
as Mason stood beside me and grabbed both my arms and held them behind me.
“What the hell? Get off, Mase!”


Lucas appeared at
the other side of me and now I started to panic. “What is going on?” I spat.


Elijah pulled in
another breath and I was beginning to get irate.


“He has Sara.”


 


The words didn’t
register at first, and then they did; with force, like a wrecking ball through
a glass house and I shattered around myself.


My breath came out
in short sharp gusts and I struggled to breathe. My whole body was shutting
down and my lungs were squealing for oxygen as a sob wedged in my throat.


It suddenly erupted
with vigour and I sagged in Mason’s arms as my knees gave way. He scooped me up
and lifted me in his arms. “It’s okay Lay, we’ll get her. I promise, I promise.”


“You have to let me
go Mason, please,” I begged him “Let me go to him and he’ll let Sara go.”


 


He gave me a pained
look but shook his head “Can’t do that, little Willow. I need you safe. I
promise I’ll get her out.”


My rage surfaced and
I punched him in the chest “Mason. Let me go. She’ll be terrified.”


He shook his head
again as he passed me to Lucas who cradled me to his chest. “Lucas, please…”


He also shook his
head and the feeling of utter defeat surged through me.


 


I could take
whatever Diablo threw at me but Sara, she wouldn’t cope with it. I knew she
wouldn’t, he would massacre her spirit and her gentleness. He would take it all
from her. He would demand everything from her, even her soul would be lost to
him and I had to get her out of his hold.


 


Mason nodded to each
of his men and then he cradled Ava’s face. “Stay with Willow baby, she needs
you with her.”


“Mason, I think
right now, you need me more.” She narrowed her eyes on him.


“Not this time, my
little warrior. You stay and protect Lay.”


She relented and
nodded before he kissed her forehead then disappeared back through the door he
came in by, dialling someone on his phone as he went.


 


“Stay in there until
my men come for you, Ava.” Elijah told us and she nodded even though he
couldn’t hear her.


I had to do
something; I couldn’t just sit her with these. I had to help Sara; I had to get
her out fast.


“I need the loo.” I
said, adding a false grimace to my lie.


Lucas rolled his
eyes and looked around the small room. “If you think I’m pissing in a bucket in
front of you lot, you can think again.”


“I’ll take her” Ava,
as I’d hoped, said.


Lucas looked
conflicted but eventually nodded.


 


He poked his head
around the door and scanned our vicinity then turned and nodded. 


We emerged in a
small corridor that was full of doors. Mop buckets and ladders and tool kits
spanned the length of one wall and I smiled when we scuttled up the corridor
and Ava tried each door to see if one held a toilet.


 


She smiled and
nodded as she opened a door to reveal a staff restroom. “I’ll stay here and
keep a look out” she whispered.


Good Girl.


I nodded as I headed
inside the room and locked the door behind me.


 


I took a quick scope
of the small room and relief coursed through me when I spotted a small window.


Prising it open as
quietly as I could, I shimmied my small body through the tiny gap. It was times
like this I was glad my pole dancing kept me trim and in shape.


 


I landed on the
other side to find myself in an alleyway behind the airport. It was full of
industrial bins, massive air vents and a few large drums of something and I
rapidly scanned for another way in.


 


Everyone was going
to hate me for doing this but I couldn’t risk Sara. I needed to make sure I got
to her before Diablo figured out we had gone. He would hurt her greatly when he
found out I wasn’t any longer behind the door he guarded. 


 


I spotted a metal
door further down and cursed when it was locked but I wouldn’t give up. There
must be a way out if bin men had to get access to the alley and I scurried up
the passage until I found another door.


“Thank God” I
breathed in relief as I let myself in.


 


I rolled my eyes and
shook my head when I found myself in yet another bloody corridor but my eyes
narrowed on a door at the end.


I hesitated and
readied my mind to what I was about to do and rested my hand on the handle.


Deep breath, Lay.


I pushed open the
door and walked straight into the centre of Hell.








 


[bookmark: _Toc357369038]Chapter 30


Lucas


 


 


“What’s taking them
so long?” I grumbled to Nate who had now flopped down onto the floor and I
grimaced at the dirt that would now be affixing itself to his arse.


He shrugged and
pursed his lips, jumping a mile when the door flew opened and a breathless Ava
stormed back in “She’s fucking gone!”


I rolled my eyes and
growled at Ava. “For God’s sake woman, couldn’t you keep your eye on her for
two minutes?”


Her face contorted
in rage and she glared at me “If it wasn’t for you, we wouldn’t be in this
fucking mess!”


I reared back and
stared at her “What the hell did I do?”


“She’s doing all this
to protect you, arsehole.”


I scoffed but didn’t
answer her. She was right, well half right; at the moment Red’s determination
was on Sara not me, but I knew I was in there somewhere so I left it alone,
admitting defeat.


 


Nate shot up and
glanced around the room before he picked up a mop and studied it. “What the
hell are you gonna do with that, wash them to death?”


He glared at me then
broke the handle over his knee and I really had trouble holding back the
laughter at his actions. “We’re not filming a new Bond movie, Nate.”


He rose both brows
at me “Fine Hunt, you go in empty handed then. Won’t be my problem when you
have a chance to swipe at the bastards but then find out you didn’t go in
equipped.”


 


I contemplated his
words then looked around for my own weapon and settled on a can of industrial
oven cleaner. “And I suppose you’re gonna polish them after I’ve washed them!”


I shook my head and
curled my lip at him. “For God’s sake, come on.” Ava huffed out and departed the
room in front of us, as if to guard us both.


I was so chivalrous,
I let her.


 


We shuffled along
the corridor quietly as Ava connected with Elijah on her phone. “Can you get a
trace on Layla?” She asked him as soon as he answered. 


“Oh Shit. She gone?”
he said and Ava mumbled a shamed reply.


“Hang on. I need to
alert Mason” he said and I noticed Ava stiffen. Yes, he would go ballistic at
her.


I shrugged to
myself; her problem, not mine. 


 


“Oh holy Fuck”
Elijah stuttered and I tensed immediately. 


“What?”


I heard him groan
again and my blood was just about ready to project through my ears if he didn’t
answer me shortly.


“She’s just about to
walk into the lions den.”


“Fuck, fuck, fuck!!”
I hissed and started to speed up. 


“They’re all in the
main departure lounge, near to the room you were all in before. I don’t think
the public is aware of the situ at the mo cos’ it’s all quiet in there, but by
the looks of things it won’t be long. It’s like a western showdown in there.”


 


My heart faltered
and my hands started to sweat as we sped through the corridor and exited
through a door into a huge warehouse sized room. Our footsteps echoed loudly in
the mighty room and Ava proceeded to walk on her toes to stop the clip of her
heels on the floor. She reached into her bag and pulled out a small pistol, holding
it in both hands at her lap as she ran silently.


She was like a
bloody MI5 agent and I was silently in awe of her. Mason had trained her well,
but I had the feeling this sassy woman had trained herself before Mason had
even come along.


 


She drew near another
door and tilted her head as if to listen then shrugged and tipped the handle
with her elbow before she nudged it an inch and peeked through.


She nodded but
didn’t turn as she pushed it further open and we all moved into another long
corridor. 


“You’re nearly with
her” Elijah stated as we crept along, “She’s round to the right but hurry
before she decides not to wait any longer.”


Ava rushed forward,
Nate and me hot on her trail. “When I get my hands on her, I’m not gonna be
held responsible for what I do to her.”


Ava turned and
lifted an eyebrow at me “I’m sure whatever punishment you come up with Lucas,
Lay will be secretly thanking you for it.”


I shrugged in agreement,
entirely sharing her thoughts.


 


I saw her as we
rounded the corner. Her hand was on the handle and I saw her shoulder’s heave
as she pulled in a breath then she opened the door. 


“Red…..”


Too late. 


Always too fucking
late.
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Layla


 


 


It looked like
something from an action movie.


Diablo had hold of
Sara, flanked by three men, each of whom had their guns low but trained on
Mason and his men.


Mason also has his
gun low, away from public eyes but he never faltered in his aim on Diablo.


 


I flicked my eyes
around and spotted Neo situated on a bench, a newspaper held before him but his
eyes trained on the situation and I couldn’t help but notice how one of his
hands was on his lap, most likely securing his gun.


Moving my gaze
further round the area, I then spotted Gerry leaning against a column and I
couldn’t help observing another couple of strange guys dotted about.


 


My heart froze when
Diablo lifted his gun into Sara’s side and she whimpered. Neo caught my
attention from where I was screening myself behind a giant noticeboard.


He gave me a small
nod and lifted his paper an inch so I could see his piece and I saw him mumble
something to himself, obviously alerting the others to my presence.


 


It was hard not to
notice Mason’s shoulders stiffen, evidently wearing an earpiece as well.


He moved his hand
slowly behind him and held up three fingers.


As he lowered one I
closed my eyes and steadied myself.


As he lowered the
second I pulled in a huge breath.


As he lowered the
third I stepped out.


 


“Diablo!” I shouted.


It kind of happened
in slow motion, just like the surreal movie I felt I was part of.


His eyes swung to me
before his face erupted in pain and blood seeped from a hole in the centre of
his chest.


Each of the men
flanking him went down.


The whole airport
spewed to life as police officers, trained marksmen and ambulance crew discharged
from every angle.


Sirens emitted the
length of the airport windows, their blue lights blinding as Sara slumped to
the floor and Mason turned to me stiffly.


 


Me? I couldn’t
remove my eyes from Diablo. 


His eyes held mine
before he dropped and it didn’t take a genius to read them.


I love you.


“I loved you too” I
mouthed as he went down.


His lips curled into
a soft smile as his eyes flickered closed and I dropped to my knees before him.


 


I cupped his face, the
blood from his mouth trickling over my fingers and onto the floor, merging like
a pool of red beside me as I closed my eyes and prayed for him to finally be
free.


I know to everyone
else, my compassion with a man who had hunted me and haunted me for many years,
may seem incomprehensible. But to me, I had genuinely loved him before something
inside him had twisted cruelly, completely morphing his once pleasant and
gentle character into a monster.


Jealousy. 


Such a simple word,
but a highly potent emotion.


 


His love for me had
changed him into a jealous, controlling beast that couldn’t handle the thought
of me loving anyone other than him; anybody but him touching me and it had
eventually and finally eaten away at him.


And now as I looked
at him, uncontrolled and lifeless, I didn’t feel free or even relieved. I felt
sad and empty and I closed my eyes as the tears came.


 


Mason crouched
beside me and snaked his arm around me, lifting me upright as the paramedics
moved in.


I softly blew Diablo
a kiss and closed my eyes as they covered his face with a blanket.


Mason turned me away
and my gaze lifted to meet Lucas’s confused and very hurt expression.


His eyes searched
mine, looking for an explanation of my actions but I couldn’t give him one,
this was me, all of me and it was all I had to offer him.


He scrunched up his
face as if he actually felt the physical pain at my grief for Diablo, before he
gulped heavily, turned and walked away from me with sadness covering his
beautiful face.


The third man I
loved to leave me this week.


 


 


***


 


 


Sara and I entered
the flat and she suddenly broke down in tears, the familiarity of home bringing
forward the enormity of the events that today had brought.


I sank to the floor
with her and we huddled together, both of us sharing our grief, relief, pain
and shock as we wept uncontrollably and loudly whilst we pawed at each other,
needing to take the support each of us offered and both of us giving the
support the other needed.


“I love you” I
whispered into her hair.


She gripped me tighter
to her and reciprocated my loving words and we stayed there, on the hallway
carpet for hours, until the sun came up and our souls mended.


 


“Tea?” Sara declared
suddenly as she lifted herself off the floor and made her way to the kitchen.


I stared at her
retreating back for a while before I realised she had a dead-on conviction of
life and I pulled myself up and went to join my friend.


The only person who
loved me right now.


The only person left
who continued to support me after my behaviour over Diablo.


 


Mason had showed
compassion but I could still see the confusion behind his face and Ava had
simply shook her head and walked away.


Lucas? Well, he had
proceeded to post the key he held to my flat through the letterbox and dumped
the few things I had left at his place, outside my front door.


That had hurt, after
everything I had been through this week, he couldn’t fucking wait a while
before he ripped my heart into more pieces.


Even tomorrow would
have been better than now, than coming home from… that, to coming home
to… this.


 


After the pain of
losing Lucas, the man I loved more than anything, I knew I had to pick myself
up as I had done many times before and get on with life. But right now, right
at this very moment, Lucas couldn’t have hurt me more if he’d jilted me at the
altar.


Because right now,
right at this very moment in time, I needed him more than I ever had before,
but he had abandoned me over something he didn’t understand. 


Instead of trying to
talk to me to understand, he had just decided that I had never loved him,
choosing to love a lunatic instead.


And the fact that
Lucas thought that of me showed that really, he didn’t know me at all.


 


 


***


 


 


Sara gripped my hand
tightly as we made our way into the church. “I’m right here beside ya’ babe, no
matter how bad it gets in there.”


I nodded. He was my
husband and I had loved him, being my first love, nobody ever lets that love
free and even though Ry and I couldn’t live together without hurting each
other, we had still held onto our love for each other.


Ryan had given his
life for me twice, and even if the people now glaring at me as I entered the
church, I would grin it and bear it for the sake to say goodbye to my first
love.


 


I straightened my
shoulders as Sara’s hand tightened for support and made my way up the aisle,
slowly and surely, ignoring each set of eyes that burnt through my skin and
attempted to torch me alive.


As I reached the
front of the aisle I heard a male voice, a bitter male voice hiss at me “You
attempt to approach that coffin and I will personally see you out of here on
your arse.”


Sinking my teeth
into my bottom lip, I took the remaining six steps that led to Ry’s coffin.


Sara, God bless her,
spun round behind me and threatened any advancing person as I had my few
moments with my husband.


 


“Ry,” I smiled
softly at the coffin, as though he could see and hear me, “I will never forget
you baby, never. And I know you’ll wait for me, make sure I get through those
gates so we can be together.”


 


“One more fucking
step and you’re on your arse buster…” Sara hissed behind me and I placed my
hand on the shiny mahogany, the luxury of the wood had my pale gaunt face
staring back at me.


 


“You remember our
wedding day, Ry?”


I smiled then, a
huge grin as I pictured our wedding day. It had pissed it down, thoroughly and
relentlessly and Ry had thought it hilarious that when I finally got to him in
the registry office, I had been so late I hadn’t had chance to fix my make-up.
The rain had pelted against me as I ran all the way there and it had also
pelted against my face all the way there. 


By the time I had
got to him I looked like something from the living dead. Ryan had grinned at me
all the way through the service like a lunatic and cupped my face, calling me
beautiful and sexy, as my mascara streaked black lines to my lips, my eye
shadow had run and given me dark black eyes and my foundation had seeped all
the way down my neck, in thick smeared stripes. 


After the service,
he had taken my hand and led me into the bathroom and proceeded to wipe my face
gently, in front of the many disgusted women that came and went.


 


“You were so
handsome baby, in your suit, the only suit you ever wore.” I chuckled then a
sob erupted from my throat and I gripped the coffin as my knees jerked.


“Goodnight, baby. I
love you so much. Always, Ry.”


“Always, Kay” His
voice said in my head and I nodded to him.


I kissed my fingers
and planted them on the coffin before I turned and went to sit at the back of
the church, Sara growling at the many people who glared at me along the way.


 


As soon as we exited
the church after the service I felt the fist hit the back of my head and I
stumbled to the ground, my knees skimming across the gravel pathway as my hands
shot out to stop my face hitting the floor and I hissed at the pain.


Sara launched at
Ryan’s brother Todd, her small petite fists furiously pummelling into his face.
“You fucking twat. Big man aren’t you, hitting fucking women…”


 


I pulled her off him
and shook my head at her “He’s not worth it, Sara.”


She glared at him,
pulled in a huge breath and pointed at him “When you know the full story
arsehole, then you can cast aspersions, until then keep your fucking fists to
yourself. Whatever you think of Kay, Ry loved her and she loved him and all she
wanted was to say goodbye to her fucking husband.”


“Sare, come on.” I
tried, pulling at her arm as Todd got to his feet.


“He’s dead because
of you bitch. You cost him his fucking life twice and I’ll personally make sure
you’re joining him soon.”


 


I spun around and
spat at him, right in his fucking smug face “Please make sure you keep your
promise Todd, cos’ I would give anything right now to tell your brother I loved
him. I fucking loved him… you even know what that is Todd? Love? Nah, cos’ you
aint fucking worth anybody’s love. You have the cheek to stand there and blame
me for Ry’s death. Where were you for the last seven years? Eh?”


 


He took a step
towards me as he wiped my spit from his face “Where was I Kay? I was well away
from the place where you put him, that’s where!” 


I nodded slowly “Did
you ever go and see Ry and ask why he was actually there?”


He scoffed and I
noticed his mother and father watching me carefully. “Well?” I urged but he
remained silent. “No you didn’t. So don’t fucking preach when you have no idea.
Ryan loved me, Ry loved me to the ends of the earth and I think myself
privileged to have been on the receiving end of that love, because he was the
most honest, compassionate, caring man I have ever met. Yes, it was my fault he
died, and that will haunt me until the day I die, Todd. But I went to visit him
every two weeks. I never missed one order, never forgot him in there. I wrote
to him every week and every time I left him there it ripped me apart. But I
visited Todd. You haven’t seen him since he went in that place, so don’t you
dare pretend to even know what your brother went through.”


 


I shook my head
sadly at his angry face and then turned and left my in-laws behind me, their
mouths wide and their eyes even wider.


“I could’ve taken
him down babe” Sara whispered in my ear as we kept our chins high and our
spirits higher.


I smirked at her “I
have no doubt, love, but I didn’t want you to damage your nails on that
tosser.”


She shrugged and
regarded her fingers “Awww hell. I think I left one in his eyeball.”


She sighed heavily
then eyed me “Pub?”


“Hell, yes.”
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Lucas


 


 


TWO WEEKS
LATER


 


“For Christ’s sake,
how hard is it to e-mail somebody?” I barked at a flustered Fiona “Move you
stupid woman, I’ll do it myself.”


“I’m so sorry, Mr
Hunt. The programme just closed down on me then I seemed to have lost the
document. Then the phone rang.”


I glared at my new
temp and shook my head. “God forbid! You actually had two things to do? No
wonder you couldn’t cope sweetheart.”


She grinned and
started breathing again and I rolled my eyes when I realised the brain dead
tart had thought I was genuinely being compassionate.


 


Hitting the send
button I stood and turned to her. “Can you manage now?” I asked slowly. She
narrowed her eyes slightly as she wondered if I was taking the piss.


Well done!


 


I shook my head and
ventured back to my office, dragging my tired feet along the plush carpet as I
walked in and my gaze swung to the coffee machine as it had for the three
millionth time over the past two weeks.


Nobody could make
coffee like Red, it was perfect; not too weak but not over strong; perfect.
Just like her.


“No, Hunt! You are
not gonna do this again” I chastised myself and flopped down in my chair.


 


I opened my own
e-mails looking for a diversion and my heart skipped at one from a lay.willow. It
had to be her, nobody else would use that name and I opened it immediately.


 


From: Layla
Summers <lay.willow@mail.co.uk>


To: Lucas Hunt
<lucas.hunt@NSC.com>


Sent: 19/05/2013
11:15


Subject: Stuff


 


Hi Lucas,


I was wondering
what you wanted me to do with your things.


I can send them by
courier to the office or I could give them to Ava to pass on? 


Which would be
best for you?


 


Anyway, I hope
you’re okay and well, sorry.


 


Red x


 


 


The way she’d signed
it Red brought a smile to my lips, I thought she’d always hated the nickname I
gave her but…


I closed my eyes as
her smiling face erupted onto the back of my eyelids and my heart clenched
again.


“God damn it, you
fucking pussy!” I slammed my fist on the desk and I heard Fiona yelp. 


I rubbed my eyes
with my palms and clicked reply on the e-mail. My fingers hovered painfully on
the keyboard. What the hell did I say?


I can’t stop
thinking about you Red.


I love you more than
I can even type Red.


Please, I’m sorry; I
didn’t mean to turn my back on you.


You are so fucking
beautiful and I miss you so much.


I need you.


 


From: Lucas Hunt
<lucas.hunt@NSC.com>


To: Layla Summers <lay.willow@mail.co.uk>


Sent 21/05/2013
14.11


Subject: re:
Stuff


 


Hi,


Just give them to
Ava.


Thanks


Lucas


 


Why the hell had I
hit send? 


“Jesus Christ Lucas,
you arsehole!”


I sucked air through
my teeth and wondered if it would help pull the words back through the bloody
phone line.


I had sounded like a
heartless bastard. “You are a heartless bastard, Hunt!”


“Well, finally we
agree” Nate smirked from the doorway and I narrowed my eyes on him.


He lifted a brow at
my mood as he stepped into my office and closed the door behind him. “I see
your temp is as efficient as ever.”


We both scoffed at that
statement. Fiona had ballsed up many documents that had been forwarded to Nate
and if it wasn’t for Ava, checking and editing them, the whole of NSC would’ve
probably gone down the pan due to her adding nine zeroes on a finance payment
to a company who supplied us with water fountains. Her excuse had been ‘I’m
so sorry; the zero key must have stuck’.


 


Nate sat in the
chair opposite me and regarded me intently. “What do you want, Nate?”


He sighed then
pursed his lips and looked rather uncomfortable for a while. “Had an e-mail
from Sandra.”


I lifted my eyebrows
at him but nodded for him to continue. “She’s not coming back. Married the toy
boy and they’ve decided to open a bar out in Mexico.” He informed me and I
nodded my head respectfully. “Good for her.”


Nate smiled and
nodded, obviously as impressed with Sandra as I was. 


Good luck to her,
she must be going on 60 and lover boy was roughly around 30, and to take a risk
like that at her age earned my admiration.


“So…” Nate smiled a
bit too widely and I braced myself. “Well, we need to get rid of the temps and
get a permanent P.A for you now.”


“Don’t tell me
you’ve offered it to the thick tart out there?” I closed my eyes in
preparation.


Nate barked out a
loud laugh and shook his head in humour. “Lucas, I’d really like my company to
stay afloat if possible.”


 


I glanced through
the glass in the door and squinted at Fiona who was stabbing at a key on the
keyboard repeatedly and holding her forehead in the other hand. I dreaded to
think what she had done now.


“No, not Fiona but I
have managed to get somebody for you. She’s lovely, you’ll like her. She really
needs the money so she couldn’t refuse my offer really. She’s efficient,
intelligent and a great looker.” He smiled and I liked the first two but wasn’t
so bothered about the latter. Red had been a looker and I couldn’t see anybody
being more beautiful than her but I nodded to Nate appreciatively. He didn’t
need to know I was still pining for my sassy redheaded dancer.


 


“Great, when does
she start?”


“Tomorrow, so you
better fire your temp. Enjoy!”


“Don’t bloody worry;
nothing will give me greater pleasure. Where are the files for the new P.A?”


He stood and rolled
his head round his neck as he opened my office door “Already on file. All her
info is in your system. Ava updated it earlier.”


“Oh, thanks, I’ll
take a gander” I told him as he stepped out and I logged into the employee
files.


Holy Fuck!


“NATE!!!!”


 


I heard his laughter
as he disappeared down the corridor and I closed my eyes in despair.


“Miss Summers,
welcome to NSC.” I said to the empty room.


 


 


***


 


 


She was fucking
efficient, I’ll give her that. As I strolled in at 6 o’clock, Red was already
in my office, coffee machine whirring, flowers in a tall vase and my system up
and running.


 


“Good morning, Mr
Hunt” she said chirpily without turning around. I could see the tension in her
shoulders but give her credit; she was trying to make it easier for both of us
by taking the bull by the horns and getting on with things.


“Red” I really tried
to reciprocate her attitude but the sight of her tight ass in an even tighter
cream skirt already had my dick pressing into my zip. Her sheer blouse showing
her silk camisole underneath didn’t help matters either.


Fuck me!


This was going to be
fucking torture and I only just managed to supress the groan.


 


She turned then and
her eyes lifted to mine. I could see her own torture in them as she gulped upon
sight of me but her lips lifted into a tight smile.


“Your coffee
shouldn’t be a moment. Would you like to sync diaries before we start?” her
soft voiced wavered and my stomach clenched at her anxiety.


I stared at her like
a caged bloody lion; my lust, aggression, despair and love all fought for
attention, each wanting to overrule the other and take lead.


 


She blinked at me
and my teeth sank into my lip when it reminded me of how she would look up at
me after making her come, her huge eyes blinking at me in her sated posture. 


“Oh, uhh, yes that
would be good.”


She smiled a little
easier then, as my softer tone relaxed her a little more and she took the chair
opposite mine, crossing her legs like the ever sexy secretary.


I puffed out a
silent breath behind her then went round the desk and settled in my own chair.


 


She had already
situated her iPad on my desk and it was already logged in to the system. Why
couldn’t bloody Fiona have been this competent?


“I’ve already harmonised
each diary but I need updating and anything arranged for today, I also need
your personal engagements.”


I nodded and glanced
at my monitor to avert my eyes from the stunning swell of her breasts against
her sexy little blouse. Knowing how fucking magnificent her tits actually
looked under that blouse had my cock throbbing even more.


 


“Uhh, just the
usual. Dry cleaning, my car needs a service booking in. Oh, could you get onto
that clothing company I use and order me a few shirts, white and black should
do.” She nodded and tapped away and I risked a glance at her exquisite face as
her gaze was diverted.


She really was
stunning and my breath wheezed a little as my eyes roamed down the length of
her elegant neck and onto the patch of pale freckled skin that was exposed at
the opening of her shirt.


 


She looked up at me
expectantly and I quickly averted my eyes, hoping she hadn’t caught me looking.


“Anything else, Mr
Hunt?”


The way she said ‘Mr
Hunt’ had my fists clenching and my teeth gnawing together. What the fuck? I
mean, I think we were onto first names by now, but if that’s the way she wanted
to play then I would participate in her game and perform as she expected.


 


“I need some flowers
arranging for Erica…”


I saw her fingers
stutter on her keypad and I wanted to swipe that last statement from the air,
take it back but I also didn’t want her to see how much she had hurt me, I
didn’t want her to know how much I had been pining for her.


“No, in fact scratch
that, I’ll pick some up on my way home instead.”


God damn it Lucas!
What the hell is wrong with you?


 


She swallowed and
nodded but kept her eyes trained on her tablet. “Is that all?” she asked and I
noticed the tightness in her voice but she swallowed again and looked up at me
with a smile plastered to her beautiful face.


I nodded simply. She
nodded in return then scurried out of my office and I knew she was hiding how
upset she was from me.


“You fucking prick,
Hunt.”


 


I couldn’t seem to
stop myself saying stuff to hurt her, but if I was honest, I was doing it in
attempt to rid her from my system. 


It had been two
weeks since I had last seen her but she had been in my head for every damn second
of those two weeks and I was desperate to move on.


 


The way she had
sobbed over that… that bastard. It was unbelievable. How the hell, after
everything, she could mourn a man that had hurt her beyond comprehension was
just… damn fucking insane and I had actually wondered how she could even love
me after grieving for a man that would have seen me six foot under; along with
already putting her husband there.


 


I sighed when I
realised she hadn’t poured my coffee. “Re… Miss Summers. Coffee.”


She wasn’t that
efficient after all.
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Layla


 


Why the hell had I
said yes to Nate? Because it was a good regular income Lay, that’s why.


This was torture,
utter, utter agony and when he had asked for flowers for Erica, I think the
last remaining piece of my heart dropped into my lungs.


It hadn’t taken him
long to move on. I thought I had actually meant more to him than that, but
obviously he wasn’t as into me as he’d declared.


Then again, thinking
about it, his loving statements had been professed during our passionate
embraces.


He was just another
typical male; whisper words of love and grin whilst they open their legs.


Bloody stupid Lay,
bloody stupid.


 


Well, you know what
Layla Summers, you can do better girl and it’s time to show Mr Lucas fucking
Hunt exactly what he’s swapping for Erica bloody Tartness.


“Re… Miss Summers.
Coffee.” he shouted and I stood, inched my skirt a little over my hips and
smiled to myself as I swayed into his office.


 


I sauntered past him
and smirked when I realised I hadn’t taken his little tiny stupid espresso cup
from the cupboard. What a shame I had to bend to get in the cupboard.


So I bent, at the
waist, straight over. Oops, my skirt lifted up my thighs and gave him a glimpse
of my stocking tops.


Oh dear, how
unprofessional.


 


I scrunched up my
face as I heard a slight whimper from behind me and stood up, slowly smoothing
my skirt over my hips.


You are one wicked
woman Layla Summers.


I placed the minute,
don’t even bother, cup under the spout and pressed the button. Why he couldn’t
do this simple task was beyond me, but then again, he was of the male variety
so that explained everything.


 


As I waited for his
coffee to splutter out I approached his window and turned to Lucas. I had to
swallow back the laugh at his pale face as he eyed me curiously. “Ooh, it’s
really warm in here.”


 I huffed out a
breath as I grabbed the front of my blouse and wafted it, making sure my
nipples had the full effect of the cool air coming through the window.


I sank my teeth into
my bottom lip when Lucas dropped his gaze to my breasts and I sneakily pulled
the material taught against my breasts, showing him just how cool the air was
on my sensitive little nipples.


His own teeth sank
into his lip and he shifted slightly in his chair.


 


I decided to leave
him to suffer for a while as I swayed back over to the coffee and I slipped the
top button of my blouse open before I made my way over to Lucas.


“There you are, Mr
Hunt” I smiled as I bent forward to place his cup down and gave him an eyeful
down my open shirt.


Tart!


Dirty Tart.


Hell, yes!


 


 


***


 


 


 


“I’m off now Mr
Hunt.” I said through the intercom, not wanting to see the disgust he held for
me again.


It had been on his
face all day, his feelings for me had been sketched plainly on his face and I
could read every single thought that had filtered through his mind.


‘How could she
love a bastard like that?’


‘Sick bitch,
grieving for a monster’


‘Should never
have gone near the whore’


 


“Yeah.” Was all he
said. I rolled my eyes as I stood and slipped on my jacket then jumped when
Josh, the internal runner, scurried up to me with a huge, and I mean huge,
bunch of flowers.


I eyed him
questionably and he grinned his super white toothy smile at me. “For you, Miss
Summers” he declared as he passed them to me.


My brows pulled
together in confusion and my heart skipped as a small smile curved my lips and
I risked a quick glance in Lucas’s office.


Was this his
apology? Did he really still want me?


 


Josh raised a brow
at me. “If you open the card you’ll find out” he smirked as if he had read my
mind.


I smiled at him as I
slipped the card from the envelope.


 


Lay,


Think it’s about
time we got together.


I miss you honey.


Please ring me.


 


Tristan xxx


 


My heart sank. Not
Lucas after all then. I should have known really.


I smiled at Josh
“Just a friend. Do we have vases here?”


He nodded and
disappeared before returning with a wide clear glass urn full of water, needing
a large container, the urn was perfect and I quickly arranged the flowers and
placed them on the desk.


 


The red roses that
were included in the display reminded me of Ry. When he had first pursued me at
school he had placed a red rose on my desk every day for three weeks until I
relented and accepted his date.


I stroked a soft
petal and a small smile lifted my lips at the memory, before the pain sank in
again and I pushed it down my throat, forcing it back as I had done every day
since he died.


 


Josh gave my
expression a peculiar look and I smiled through my wet eyes. “I’m good.” 


He tipped his head
at me and his face softened “Don’t usually see that expression from a woman
who’s just received a bunch like that.”


“I know,” I sighed
heavily “Just thoughts, that’s all.”


He winked cheekily
and skipped off back down the long corridor.


 


I picked up my heart
and ventured down the corridor, slowly and achingly. My life was falling to
pieces. I had lost Ry, lost a man who had loved me to the death, lost the man I
loved with more than just my heart and my best friend had been acting seriously
weird for the past week.


Anything else God
had forgotten to throw at me this month?


 


I pressed the button
on the elevator and as it arrived I realised I’d forgotten my bag. “Holy Hell”
I sighed as I spun round and ventured back down to my desk.


As I walked down the
corridor I could see Lucas at my desk and my brow furrowed as I watched him. 


What was he doing?


My furrowed brow
lifted high when I watched him snip the heads off my flowers, one by one. The
way he snapped those scissors showed every inch of his enjoyment as he cut off
each bloom.


I leant against the
wall and continued to observe his behaviour.


He must have gone
crazy. No other explanation for it really.


 


I stood silent until
he had snipped off the last head and I saw his shoulders heave as he pulled in
a contented sigh.


“Feel better?”


 


He spun round so
quickly he had to palm the desk to stop himself from falling over.


His jaw dropped and
his throat bobbed manically as he swallowed.


“Uhh… hay fever.” He
declared suddenly and I pursed my lips and nodded slowly. 


“Ahh, I see” I answered
as I made my way across the floor and picked up my bag from under the desk.


I didn’t say
anything else, my silence was sufferance enough as he regarded me warily.


 


As I got a third of
the way down the corridor he shouted something I didn’t catch and I turned back
to him. “Sorry, what?”


“Who… who are they
from?”


I did an excellent
job of hiding the satisfied smirk from my lips. “A friend” I answered vaguely
as I turned again and this time made it into the elevator successfully.


I couldn’t hold back
the grin as it travelled all the way down the 49 floors with me.


 


 


***


 


 


My Darkest Days
‘Porn Star dancing’ was blasting from
the speaker in my end of the room as I twisted around the pole. I had played
the upbeat song, hoping to lighten my mood but so far my heart was not with me.


 


William approached
and winked at me as I placed a foot on the floor and smiled at him. “Willow,
why don’t you call it a night? You’ve been spinning that bloody pole for three
hours with a face that’s frightening the clients.”


I grimaced and
picked up my water, downing a large mouthful before I apologised to my boss.
“I’m sorry William. I can’t seem to get into it tonight.”


He shook his head
gratuitously “It’s all good, Willow. It’s quiet tonight anyway.” 


I smiled my thanks
and headed down to the dressing room to change.


 


“You fucking Skank…”
Puss hissed as she held Misty by the throat against the wall.


“Whoa, what the
hell?” I shouted as I ran over to a steaming Puss and grabbed her arm. 


She twisted round
and punched me square in the cheek bone. “Fuck!” I spat as I palmed my cheek.


She stared at me and
screwed up her face before throwing her keys at the wall and stormed out,
swearing like a sailor as she exited.


 


“You okay, Mist?” I
asked, still gobsmacked at Puss’s behaviour.


She strolled over to
me and tilted my head back to observe my cheek. “She’s finally lost it. Wait
here.”


I watched her depart
the room and slumped into the chair. 


The whole world was
going mad, completely cuckoo crazy. I shrugged when I realised I was one of those
people.


 


I sighed and shook
my head whilst I started to strip out of my dancing gear. The door opened and
Misty walked back in with William behind her.


I was used to being
nude in front of William, the man was my boss and he ran an exclusive adult club,
he’d seen all lady parts a million times over.


 


“You okay, Willow?”
he asked as he touched my chin and grimaced at the bruise that was beginning to
develop.


“I’m fine William,
its Puss I’m worried about.”


He sighed and nodded
sadly, “She’s having a few problems at the moment. Try and not take it to heart
girls” he explained.


I snorted as I
pulled on my shirt, tucking it into the waistband of my skirt, “I haven’t taken
it to heart William; I took it on the bloody cheekbone.”


He grinned cheekily
then shook his head and disappeared as Misty held an ice-pack to my face.
“That’s gonna go black sugar, keep the ice on it.”


“Wonderful,” I
cringed “we have a huge executive meeting tomorrow and I’m gonna look like I’ve
done ten rounds with Mike Tyson.”


She sucked on her
lips and cringed for me “Elbow on the table, cheek in the hand. Works every
time, sugar.” She advised and I laughed. 


Oh yeah, that would
look really professional. Lucas would eat me alive.


Hopefully.
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Lucas


 


 


“You are gonna fuck
that redhead out of your system, even if I have to find you a tart myself and
hold your dick for you” Brad grumbled at me as he pulled me into The Black
Panther.


I scanned the poles
quickly, checking for a red haired beauty. I didn’t think she was back working
here but I examined them just in case.


There was two poles
in use tonight and neither possessed Red and I let out a small breath, both
relief and disappointment flowing through me.


 


Brad was on a
mission to find me some pussy and work Red out of my system. It was the last
thing I wanted or even needed. What I did need was a stunning, intelligent,
smiling little pole dancer that smelled of strawberries and tasted like pure fucking
sin. 


God damn, Lucas.
Move the fuck on!


 


Brad ordered our
beers as we stood at one end of the bar and my eyes perused the pussy
available. Each eye met mine as I swept them amongst the girls, all of them
hoping I would pick them. 


A blonde smiled at
me, her perfect white teeth pulling in my attention and I returned her smile. I
thought she was new here, I’d definitely not seen her before anyway and maybe
that’s what I needed, fresh pussy.


She stood and swayed
over to me, palming my cheek as soon as she reached me and I skimmed my gaze
over her body.


She was definitely a
tight little thing. Her boobs were maybe a little too big, her hips were a bit
too slim for my liking and her stomach a tad too flat but as Brad always said
‘It’s not the bitch, it’s her cunt that matters’.


 


“Ya’ need
entertaining baby?” she purred as her own eyes scanned over me, her lips
twitching in delight when she realised her catch for tonight wasn’t going to be
an eighty year old fart with no teeth.


 


Laughter erupted
from the other end of the bar and I turned to look but I couldn’t see who it
was for the extra-large man that had positioned himself in the middle of the
bar and blocked my view.


The loud laughter
carried on and it was beginning to get on my nerves. It was taking too much of
my attention away from the tart that I currently needed to fuck Red out of my
system.


My dick hadn’t come
to life yet but that would come when I got her naked and under me. Surely.


 


“You fucking tart!”
a laugh resounded from the group and I closed my eyes in distress as I recognised
those beautiful tones and laughter.


I rolled my head
round, just as sumo moved and the same time as Blondie decided to suck on my
neck, Red swirled round, showing Mason and Ava a dance move or something and
her eyes came to a halt on me. Then they moved to Blondie.


I watched Red’s face
shut down as she swallowed harshly, her gaze never moving from Blondie and I
pulled my neck away “Back off, yeah?”


She frowned at me
and brought her hand up to my face again. “Ya’ need to fuck that temper out of
ya’ baby?”


Fuck yes! I fucking
did. More than fucking ever!


 


My anger at Red’s deceit
and false words suddenly spun through me like a tornado. Each of her loving
words jumbling in my frazzled mind.


“Make love to me
Lucas. Right here, by the window, in front of the world. Let humanity see how
much you love me and how much I love you.”


“I love you too,
Lucas Hunt.”


“I’ll protect you
from him Lucas, I can promise you that.”


 


Oh yeah Red, you did
a great job of protecting me from Diablo, he still fucking won in the end. 


He still controls
your fucking heart.


 


Something finally
snapped inside me and I yanked at Blondie’s hair and pulled her across the room
towards the privates. William eyed me warily but Blondie put up her hand to
tell him she was okay as she stumbled behind me up the stairs.


“Baby, calm down
yeah? I’m here, ya’ can fuck me any which way you want but just lay off the
hair, yeah?” she whimpered, which just riled me more.


“Shut the fuck up
bitch” I raged as I pushed her into a room.


 


She stumbled forward
and turned to face me as I stood in the doorway, my anger and rage and fury all
surfacing at once as I glared at the whore who was ready and primed for me.


“Lucas…”


I closed my eyes as
her soft voice filtered across the corridor and I shook my head in
determination to rid her from my mind. 


Rip her from my
heart. 


Tear her from my
fucking soul.


She needed to be
exorcised and I would be damned if it wasn’t with Blondie here. 


I fought with my
head and my heart, each of them pulling at the other.


 


I lifted my eyes at Blondie
again who was now starting to look a little concerned over my wrath and I
clenched my fists by my side, desperately trying to rein it in.


She would do Lucas.
Hell, she had tits and a pussy, she would do, damn it.


FUCK!!!!


 


“Lucas…” It came again and I scrunched up my eyes, gulping
down huge, horrendous lungful’s of air.


“No!” I told no-one
in particular; just shouted it at the wall, shouted it at the door, shouted it
at the air and shouted it at the bitch waiting for her pussy to be filled by
any random.


“Go!” I barked at
her.


She narrowed her
eyes but pushed past me and fled down the passageway, back to the main bar.


 


I entered the room
and slammed the door shut before I dropped to my knees. 


I was going crazy. 


I had gone crazy.


I had already gone
crazy for a woman who would never offer me her complete heart.


It had never been
hers to give me.


It had been Ryan’s


It had been Diablo’s


It had never been
mine.


But I wanted it. I
wanted it all. 


I wanted her smile,
her body, her soul, her spirit, her breath and above all, I wanted her pure
heart. 


 


“Lucas.”


I heard her and I
knew she was there but I couldn’t look at her, desperate for her not to see me
like this. 


Broken, so fucking
broken.


 


I squeezed my eyes
closed as I felt her kneel before me and I hadn’t realised I was crying until
she wiped at my cheeks with her soft fingers.


“Look at me, Lucas.”
She whispered and I shook my head.


“Please” she begged
softly and I swallowed harshly as I slowly opened my eyes.


 


My breath caught at
her beauty, her warm and gentle smile fluttered around inside my chest,
searching for my heart but I clamped it closed and held it back.


But God, she was so
utterly beautiful and I had to fight hard to keep her out.


 


“Breathe, baby.” She
urged as she took hold of my hand and held it tight in hers. “In…” she sucked
in air and gestured for me to follow her.


I tried but it just
stuck in my throat and made me gurgle. 


“Again. In….” she
reiterated and I copied her, now desperately forcing air into my lungs as they
clenched tightly at the hollowness.


 


She smiled and
nodded “Out….”


I obeyed and let it
all back out before repeating and my head swam at the sudden rush. “Whoa” she
chuckled as she grabbed hold of my biceps to stop me falling over.


My eyes lowered to
her hands, her touch scorching my skin and inappropriately bringing my dick to
life.


Why now? After been
on the brink for over a week, why did it have to come to life now?


 


She dipped her face
so she could look at me and I swallowed as her eyes expressed her deep pain but
she smiled tenderly. “You okay now?”


I nodded as my mouth
refused to form words.


 


Seriousness fell
over her face and she diverted her gaze to the floor. “I’m sorry I hurt you
Lucas. I didn’t mean to, I… I…”


She hissed through
her teeth as though her words physically hurt her and I remained still and
silent. Waiting for her excuse and to tell me she still loved me.


“I don’t know what I
can do to stop the hurt, Lucas. But the only thing I could tell you that would
help, would be a lie. I don’t think you need a lie, you need the truth. It’s
about time we both faced that; we both need to face it. But you need to
be willing to listen Lucas. I can’t tell you until you listen.”


 


These weren’t the
words she should be saying to me. They should be ‘sorry’ and ‘I love you’ and
‘I never loved Diablo, it was a lie’.


But she didn’t say
them, she refused to say them.


Because they weren’t
true.


 


 “I…” I swallowed
the words back. They wouldn’t help right now; they would hurt us both even more
and neither of us needed that.


 


She nodded sadly and
leaned in; placing her soft lips on my cheek, lingering a little too long but I
relished it. My nostrils took in her scent; my skin absorbed her softness and
my soul, if only for a moment, fused with its mate.


 


She stood and ran
her hand across my head as she left.


My soul was still
fused with hers, and she took it with her. Ripped it right out of me and left
with it.


I was in hell, I was
sure. Someone had forced me down there without me knowing.


Trampled me under
the soil and weeds and earth and compelled me to a life without Red.


That was the only
explanation for it.  


Hell.
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Layla


 


Lucas didn’t come
into work for the next two weeks. Nate had informed me he had taken himself off
to some sunny island somewhere and my heart broke a little more. But I accepted
it, even though it hurt, and I understood.


 


His stand-in was an
arsehole; no other words really, just an utter arsehole, who loved to hear the
sound of his own voice and fancied himself as a high-flying playboy.


He was roughly 6ft
2”, slim, wayyyy too slim, Eugh; you could actually see his ribs through his
shirt.


Shudder.


 


His blonde hair was
swept to perfection; its slickness flawlessly styled and preened. His eyes were
too close together and his nose was huge. I mean sometimes noses can look a
little big, but his really was bloody ginormous. One of those you stared at
whilst he spoke to you and no matter how much you tell yourself ‘Don’t be
fucking rude, you’re staring’ you just can’t look away.


 


“Miss Summers” he
purred from his office and the twelfth shudder of the day worked its way
through my body.


I popped my head
around his door and smiled sweetly. “Be a doll and grab me some lunch would
you? Ham salad on white, double hazelnut latte and a caramel slice. Thanks,
sweetie.”


I know I had stabbed
a man to death before but this man deserved more, much more. A staple gun and
poker jumped into my mind and I sighed contently at the images I was creating.
“Of course, Mr Travis. No problem, Sir.”


 


I grabbed my bag and
went on the fourth lunch run of the week.


Just as the elevator
doors opened I stumbled backwards at the person who was already in it.


“Todd.”


 


His smile was
uncomfortable as he stepped out and we both stared at each other
apprehensively.


“I, uhh, can we
talk?”


“Oh. Sure, I was
just going on a sandwich run but we can grab a coffee while…”


He nodded and smiled
tightly.


 


The silence was really
awkward as we descended the lift and as we walked across the foyer, Mason
walked in.


He eyed Todd
considerably and then turned to me. “Xbox night Willow, tonight. Don’t eat,
Ava’s cooking.”


I nodded as he
looked at Todd again and narrowed his eyes. “You Ry’s brother?”


How the hell did he
know that?


 


Todd nodded and
swallowed heavily as Mason stepped in close. “You touch one more hair on her
head and I’ll laugh in your butt ugly face while you go down. You understand?”


Okay.


 


Todd nodded as I
stared at Mason.


He turned, kissed my
cheek and made his way to the elevator. “8 O’clock, little Willow.”


 


We stood still as
Todd regained his composure and I smiled apologetically at him “I… uhh, he’s a
good friend. But I don’t know how…?”


He shook his head “I
deserved that I suppose.”


Oh.


 


We made our way
across to the deli and purchased tea whilst they prepared my boss’s order.


Todd gestured to a
small table and we sat, both of us sipping our drinks while he plucked up the
courage to say what he needed to say.


 


Eventually he
reached into his messenger bag and pulled out a large brown envelope and handed
it to me.


“My Mum asked me to
give you these. They’re… Ry’s stuff she knew he would want you to have.”


I couldn’t help it,
I frowned in confusion and Todd gave me a sad smile.


“The funeral. I was
angry and hurting and looking for someone to blame, and there you were. But
that doesn’t condone what I did and I’m so very sorry, Kay.”


I nodded in
understanding. I was always there when someone wanted to take a hit.


“Anyway,” he
continued as he looked at me painfully “I just wanted to apologise really.”


 


He looked away,
grief, anguish and devastation controlling his features and my heart went out
to him. “He was my little bro, Kay. I loved him but, if I’m truthful, I hated
you because you took him from me.”


I searched his eyes.
Bitterness was there, but his anger was not, just resignation really and I
gulped back my tears.


“I never stole him,
Todd. He was always your brother, whatever I was to him. I’m not gonna lie to
you, you hurt him when you refused to have anything to do with him but…”


 


It was my turn to
look away now, frantically trying to control the threat of tears. “But… Ry
would want me to explain something to you.”


He lifted his gaze
and studied me intently, his eyes roaming over each of my facial features
before they slipped down and perused my neck.


“This doesn’t excuse
what happened and it doesn’t help either of us as to why Ry took the verdict
for me…” 


Todd looked up at
me, the words he knew but had never heard before, encouraged his intent to sort
things out between us.


He nodded firmly and
I slipped my hand across the table and rested it over his “He took the verdict
because I saved his life, twice.”


 


Todd’s eyes widened
as he stared at me and I smiled softly.


“A year after we got
married, Ry kind of went on a downhill slope. He got into drugs bad, real bad.
Dunno why, just one of those things and he started sleeping with random’s,
didn’t come home and then started building a killer drug debt to some deep shit
men.”


 


A shiver racked
through me at the memories, but it was over now and it needed to be said and
thrown out in the open. “They were gonna kill him. They came to our house one
night, guns hanging, knives wielded and pinned Ry to the floor.” I closed my
eyes to the pain but Todd slipped his hand over mine and squeezed.


“They gave him a
choice. Die or… or give up a night with the little wifey.”


 


Todd reared back a
little and a whimper left his throat at my confession “Oh Christ, Kay.” 


I shook my head and
smiled. “Ry, of course wouldn’t let them, he begged them to kill him there and
then instead of make me go through that, but I just kinda zoned out, took hold
of the gun and walked out with them. I loved your brother that much, Todd.”


 


He squeezed his eyes
shut. “I was 17 Todd, 17. They were nice enough; didn’t take me horribly or
anything but Ry never ever forgave himself for it and that’s what eventually
broke our marriage down.”


He nodded and turned
my hand over so he could thread his fingers through mine, both of us
channelling our grief and support to each other.


“The second time was
when he took the blame for Tony. Yes, I had got involved with a maniac and yes,
Ry was protecting me. He punched Tony for battering me to within an inch of my
life. Tony set on Ry, really bloody pummelled him and I knew he was gonna kill
him so I... Well, you know the rest.”


 


“I’m sorry, Kay. I
always knew how deep your love went for each other but I was a prick, still am
really, but I’d really like for Ry’s benefit if we could… if we can well, keep
in touch really?”


I nodded and smiled
“I’d like that but not for Ry’s benefit, for ours. Family and all that, Todd.”


He grinned and
nodded. 


“I better get back
before my boss starts eating his hair gel.”


He laughed and then pulled
me into an awkward hug then bent and kissed my cheek. “I’ll be in touch.”


I nodded and watched
his back retreat, feeling a small weight lift from my shoulders.


Now just Lucas and
Sara to bear me down.


 


Sara was still
acting utterly strange, her mood swings were volatile, she hadn’t seen Rob for
weeks and all she did was sleep. I was really growing concerned for her but so
far she had refused to talk and there was nothing I could do to help until she
relented and opened up. But I was determined she would finally give in and tell
me, even if it killed her.








 


[bookmark: _Toc357369044]Chapter 36


Lucas


 


 


I was pissed again.
For the fourth time since I had come back from Hawaii. 


I thought the
holiday would help me to move on but all I had done was see Red everywhere I
looked on the bloody island.


She was on the
beach, in the restaurants, in the bars and clubs and finally in my bed. My many
wanks had been accompanied by Red. Her mouth around me, her under me blinking
as I pushed into her, her tied and bound as I fucked her hard and rough and it
was killing me.


The only way to push
her out had been to get roaring drunk, slaughtered, absolutely and completely.


 


I pushed open the
door to The Panther, determined to this time fuck a random bitch, even if it
killed me.


My blurry eyes scanned
the room and met Red’s immediately as she sat with Mason and Ava at the end of
the bar.


Mason caught Red’s
expression and twisted round to see me glaring at the beauty that refused to
release me.


 


I stumbled up to the
bar and grinned at Owen “Whisky, neat.”


He nodded and poured
my measure as Hilary from reception approached Mason. She leant into him and
said something. He nodded and smiled then turned to Ava “Ready, baby?”


She clapped her
hands excitedly and Mason laughed loudly then turned to Red. “You wanna join us,
Red. Got the room to ourselves.”


She grinned
wickedly. “You sure?”


He scowled at her
“Yeah, of course. You’re just as intrigued as we are.”


She beamed widely at
him.


What the fuck? Was
she joining them for a threesome?


Fuck!


 


I watched them make
their way up the stairs towards the rooms and I scowled when Red never turned
around to look at me.


I tilted my chin to
Owen. “Where are they off to?”


Owen just shrugged
at me, unable to disclose any private information.


I shrugged back,
downed my drink and followed them.


 


I reached the top of
the stairs and scanned both ways before deciding to head left towards the play
rooms.


Each room held a
window and I peered in, taking in the many arses, tits and cunts as I
proceeded. As I turned the corner I saw the back of Red moving through a door,
giggling with Ava as she closed the door behind her.


No way, no bloody
way was I standing back and letting this happen.


Enough.


 


I made my way
quietly across the hall and gave it a few minutes before I slid down the handle
and walked straight in.


 


“Oh.” Red stated and
Mason narrowed his eyes on me. Ava’s were on Red, watching her reaction to me
being there.


I scanned the room
and frowned when all it held were a few large comfy chairs and a sofa.


What the hell was
this room?


Then I spotted the
large window on one wall and it all clicked into place. They had come to view
‘The God’.


Well fuck me. 


I wasn’t missing out
on this opportunity, so I made my way further into the room and settled into
the chair beside Red.


“Would you like to
join us, Lucas?” Mason asked and I grinned at him.


“Cheers, yeah.”


 


He snorted as Red
huffed and I didn’t acknowledge to myself how much her bluster of annoyance got
to me.


Ava giggled
excitedly as the window exploded into life as The God, three women and a bloke
entered and even I got excited at the sight of them, knowing this was gonna be
better than watching one of my many porn DVD’s.


 


The action started
immediately as God stood and two women dropped to their knees before him and
unzipped him.


Good God, he was
huge. Resting against the thigh huge, and I heard Red gasp slightly then shift
in her seat as one woman took him in her mouth as far as she could, another
woman wrapped her tongue around the remainder of his shaft.


 


Ava groaned a little
and Red snorted. “If you two are gonna start humping, I’m outta here.”


Mason laughed then
looked past Ava to her. “We’ll let you watch, little Willow. Ava has a thing
about being watched.”


Red regarded them
then shook her head in humour. “I don’t mind listening but please don’t make me
watch.”


“You’re just jealous,
Lay.” Mason scoffed and Ava laughed.


“Leave her alone”
she defended and punched him lightly in the arm.


 


I switched my
attention back to the action. The two women were still taking him into their
mouths but now the third was on her hands and knees beside him, a black haired
guy’s cock in her mouth as God finger fucked her arse.


Christ. I thought I ought
to leave, get out of there before it became too difficult to stand, but I just
couldn’t tear my eyes away from the exploit.


 


Everyone shifted.
God lay on the floor as one woman sat on his huge dick and I wondered how the
hell she accommodated him. One woman sat on his face and the other got on her
knees by his head as black hair fucked her ass and God fingered her pussy.


 


My dick was
throbbing painfully. I had not had a shag in weeks and it was becoming quite
torturous watching this liaison.


I closed my eyes and
groaned internally when the action started in our room. Ava’s moans were quite
loud and I noticed Red squirm in her seat.


She swallowed and I
heard the gulp as it went down. “I’m gonna leave you guys to it” she whispered
into the dim room but didn’t look at them.


 


She stood and pulled
open the door. 


I was on her arse,
frantically pushing her against the corridor wall as I reached her.


She melted under me,
her tongue colliding with mine as both our lusts dominated us.


 


She was suddenly
pulling at my belt and almost immediately freed my raging hard on. 


“Fuck, Red. I need
to bury myself in you.”


 


She moaned and
grabbed my hair as I pushed her skirt up around her waist and lifted her legs
until she wrapped them around me.


Pulling her knickers
to the side I didn’t waste any more time. I was inside her in a heartbeat.


 


We both groaned
loudly and I realised we were in the fucking corridor, fucking hard and loud
against the wall.


To be honest I
didn’t bloody care.


I needed this woman
so fucking entirely I felt the buzz in my brain.


 


“God, always so
fucking good” I murmured as I slammed into her.


Her hands yanked my
head forward as she kissed me as hard as I fucked her.


“Harder, Lucas. Fuck
me harder” she mumbled and I groaned as I rested my head on her shoulder and
gave her what she asked for, my hips pounding against her, as I took her so
fucking hard I felt the inside of her womb.


“Oh, I’ll fuck you
hard, Red. I’ll fuck you so damn hard you’ll still feel me inside you next week”
I growled as I banged her even fiercer.


 


She came almost
immediately, flooding me with her delicious juice and I yelled out as my own
orgasm seared through me so fucking painfully and exquisitely my knees buckled
and I palmed the wall for support, slamming my hips against Red to support her
against the wall.


 


We both panted
loudly and I looked at her. She blinked at me, her huge blue eyes searching
mine for an explanation of what had just happened and what was going to happen.


I looked away, not
wanting her to see the pain, hate and rage inside me, as I pulled out of her.


“Lucas?”


 


I couldn’t look at
her. I didn’t want to see the hurt on her face as I zipped up and walked away.
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Layla


 


    I fought the sob that was surging up
my throat as I watched him walk away.


He had taken me,
hard and rough against the wall, and then walked away.


Just walked away
without a word.


 


I sank to the floor,
not even bothering to pull down my skirt and not caring that everything Lucas
had left inside me was now soaking my knickers.


I just sank deeper
and deeper.


Hurt, pained, used
and dirty were only a few of the things I felt right then. But broken was the
main one.


I was so desperate
for him, I had just left him fuck me then fuck off.


What did that make
me? A whore.


 


I was still there
when Ava and Mason exited the room, their kisses all lovey dovey and my heart
broke even more.


“Lay?” Ava said
softly as she crouched in front of me.


Her eyes perused my
used body and she wrapped her arm around my shoulder. “Where is he, Hun?”


She shrugged.
“Fucked me then fucked off. Never uttered a word apart from ‘Fuck Red, I need
to bury myself inside you’.” I imitated.


“And then what?” Ava
asked with a severe frown as she pulled my skirt back around my thighs.


I shrugged again
“Fucked off.”


 


“He what?” Mason
said so quietly I nearly didn’t catch it.


I looked up at him
and pursed my lips. “Don’t worry about it Mase. I wanted it as much as him.”


He nodded slowly.
“But you didn’t walk away from him after” he hissed and then disappeared down
the corridor.


“Come on Lay, let’s
get you home” she whispered into my hair as she pulled me up and pulled me
against her for support as my legs gave way.


 


 


***


 


 


Quietly closing my
room door behind me, I tilted my head at the sound of sobbing.


I walked into the
room and gasped when I saw Sara, stretched out on the carpet naked and blind
drunk.


“Sara. What’s wrong,
love?”


 


Her red eyes slowly
rose to me and I took a step back at the vehemence in them.


“Sare?”


 


She scoffed and
dragged herself to her feet, wobbling as she made her way over to me.


“Well, it’s Layla,
or is it Kayla… or maybe it’s fucking Willow. Who are you today? Apart from a wonderful
friend” she spat out the last two words and I frowned at her.


“Sara, talk to me.
Tell me what’s wrong, love. I can’t help you if you won’t let me.”


 


She tipped her head
back and laughed manically and I wondered if she’d lost it but she suddenly
turned to me, her lip curled in disgust, then spat straight in my face.


“What the hell,
Sare?” I stuttered as I wiped her gunk from my face.


 


“You? Help me? Yeah,
all right Lay. It’s your fucking fault. All of it. All. Your. Fucking. Fault!”
She raged, her face turning a funny puce colour as her eyes bulged wildly.


I frowned at her.
Everybody was going fucking mad. All of them.


 


“What’s all my fault,
Sare?”


“Everything” she
hissed as she came within an inch of me.


 


She swung her fist
at my face and luckily in her drunken state I managed to move out of the way
and she stumbled forward.


I grabbed the tops
of her hands and shook her “Will you bloody talk to me!”


She reared back,
looking at me like I was the devil that took her soul.


“THEY FUCKING RAPED
ME. ALL OF THEM. ALL FUCKING THREE OF THEM!”


Oh, Good god!


 


“Sare?” I choked
out.


She spat at me
again. “And now I’m fucking pregnant!”


Fuck me to hell!


 


“S…Sare. Love,
I…I…oh, Good God Sara. Who raped you?”


She looked at me as
though I was stupid. “Diablo’s men, when they took me. They all had a go at me.
Epic, fucking epic. All of them. One after the fucking other.”


Her tears and snot
covered her face but it was her eyes that held me. They were full of hatred and
pain.


 


My knees buckled and
I placed a shaky hand on the wall to steady myself but she went crazy then.


Her fists hit me
furiously, one after the other and I let her. I let her hate me, because she
was right, it was my fault.


Her relentless
punches knocked me into the corner, and then her feet came at me, her heels
furiously battering into my stomach. And still I took it; let her release her
anger at me, on me.


“You fucking bitch.
I fucking hate you, I hate you.” she screamed as she continued to pound me.


Suddenly she grabbed
my arms and dragged me through the hallway, opened the front door and pushed me
out.


“Don’t ever let me
see you again, or I’ll finish what I just started” She hissed at me and I
nodded.


The door slammed in
my face and I stood looking at it for a long while before I turned and walked
away.


 


 


***


 


 


Ava opened the door
and her eyes went wide at the state of my bruised and bloodied face “Shit, Lay.
What the hell?”


“Can you pay the
taxi, Ava? I haven’t… I haven’t got my bag.”


Her confused eyes
went from me to the taxi on the road. “Oh. Sure, hang on.”


She scuttled away
and went over to the cab, shoving a twenty at him before she came back to me
and led me into the house.


 


She settled me on
the sofa, then went to fetch some antiseptic stuff and crouched before me.


“Who did this, Lay?”
she asked as she gently wiped the blood from my nose.


“Sara” I whispered.


She frowned deeply
at me “What? Why?”


 


The tears came then,
lots of snotty ones, at the pain for my best friend. “It’s all my fault Ava.
It’s all my fucking fault” I sobbed.


I winced when she
pulled me in and she reared back and lifted my shirt. “Oh, you need to get
these ribs checked, Hun. I think a few are broken.”


I shrugged and wiped
my nose with the back of my hand.


“Will you tell me
what’s going on?” she urged.


So I told her. 


 


“Bloody hell, Lay.
You’re life’s as bad as mine.” She laughed bitterly as Mason walked through the
front door.


“Willow?” he
narrowed his eyes as his fists clenched beside him. “Please don’t tell me Hunt
did that?” 


I shook my head at
him “No, he wouldn’t hurt me. Not physically anyway.”


Then again I didn’t
think Sara would but she was just angry and hurting and I didn’t blame her one
bit.


“You want me to talk
to her?” Ava asked softly and I shook my head.


“She needs help. She
needs… God, I don’t fucking know what she needs, but she won’t let me help her.
That’s for sure.”


 


Mason settled in the
chair opposite me as Ava filled him in on what had happened. “She needs to talk
to someone or she’ll go crazy” Mason said.


I stared at him
“She’s already gone bloody crazy.”


“Come on, now
Mason’s home to watch the twins, I’ll run you to A & E.” Ava informed in
her no argument tone and I rolled my eyes but followed.


“Get the spare bed
made up Mason,” Ava said as we walked across the room, “Lay’s staying with us
for a while.”


 


I heard him huff and
Ava’s shoulders lifted as she chuckled. “He hate’s mundane things, such as
putting a sheet on a bed. Way too complicated.” 


“I heard that” He
growled behind her. She turned and winked at him and he growled some more.


Why couldn’t I have
a relationship like theirs? Their love for one another had seen them through
hell and back many times, but here they were, growling softly at each other,
bickering playfully and just so damn in love.


I wanted that.


In fact, I bloody needed
that.
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Lucas


 


Closing my eyes as I
stepped out of the elevator, I sucked in a huge breath and told myself I could
face her.


The guilt that had
ate at me last night after I had fucked her and dumped her, just left her there
alone in that bloody corridor, had actually given me nightmares.


 


I didn’t understand
what was happening to me. My mind was going, or had gone, completely goo goo.


My body wasn’t my
own, I was shaking constantly, but I knew that was down to the booze I was
consuming. Vast amounts of it were pouring down my neck every night, just for
the motive of escaping Red’s face that was permanently engraved on my retinas.


My dick definitely
didn’t belong to me anymore; Red possessed it, totally and thoroughly. It
refused to get hard unless Red’s face was in my head, or her soft moans were
heard filtering through my ears, or her smell was filling my nostrils, the
subtle strawberry creamy shit she plastered on at night filling my senses
imaginarily. 


 


I had gone round to
her flat last night to apologise for my shitty behaviour. It had taken some
courage, in fact it had taken all my bloody courage, but she hadn’t answered
the door and I wasn’t sure if I had been relieved at that or furious.


I knew she had been
in there, all the windows had been flooded with light and I had seen a shadow
through the curtains but after knocking, banging and shouting for thirty
minutes, I had given up.


 


I slowly made my way
up the corridor towards my office, not returning Thelma’s, the floor
receptionists, smile and gulped when I saw Red sat at her desk, head down as
she wrote something on a little notebook.


“Red” I said, my
heart constricting and damn near choking me when her scent drifted up at me.


“Good morning, Mr
Hunt” She replied but didn’t look up, just kept her head buried in her book.


 


Okay, she was mad.
Refusing to look at me and still on professional name terms made my heart
clench further but I knew I deserved her animosity.


I was a bastard.


Simple.


 


“I… I wanted to
apologise, Red. For last night, I, well, I…”


She shook her head
but still refused to lift her face and I was getting slightly pissed off. I was
trying my best to apologise and she was being rude.


“It’s not a problem,
Mr Hunt.” She answered as she lifted from her seat and walked into my office.


She seemed stiff,
her legs virtually shuffling instead of striding and she still kept her bloody
face to the floor.


What the hell was
wrong with her?


 


I followed her in
and watched her as she started up the coffee, her back to me all the time and I
was now curious, anger left behind. Something was wrong with her, seriously,
and I took a step closer to her.


Her shoulders
hunched tensely as she heard me move behind her. She bent stiffly to retrieve
my cup from the cupboard and I closed my eyes and clenched my fists as the soft
roundness of her arse pointed at me and the material of her dress glided up her
thighs a little.


 


I heard her hiss
through her teeth as she came upright and I narrowed my eyes on her.


“Red?” I asked as I
moved to the side of her and grabbed the tops of her arms, turning her to look
at me.


Holy hell!


 


“What the fuck….”


She shook me off and
turned back to the machine but I grabbed her arm again “Who the hell did this?”


“I’m fine.” She
barked out and I grit my teeth at her evasiveness.


“Will you bloody
talk to me?”


 


She twisted round
then, her angry glare fixed on me. “Why should I? You have made it pretty clear
you don’t want anything to do with me. Just leave it, Lucas. I’m fine.”


“Like hell you are,
Red. Look at the state of you, your face is a mess and you can’t even bend down
without being in obvious pain. I want to know who hurt you.”


 


Her eyebrows rose
high. “You think this is pain Lucas?” she shook her head in anger, “I’ll tell
you what pain and hurt is. Pain is being fucked angrily against a wall then
just left there to be made to feel like a whore. Being made to feel like a slag
is worse than any physical pain, Lucas. You made me feel like a fucking
whore, so don’t you dare try and make out your my fucking knight in shining armour.
You hurt me worse than this ever could.” She bellowed at me as she swept
a hand over her body to emphasize her injuries.


 


“No, no, no Red, oh
God, I… No, you are not a whore, I never… I wouldn’t ever….”


Shit, I was making a
right fucking mess of everything.


She gave me a pained
look then slammed my coffee down on my desk, its contents swilling all over my
desk. “Don’t bother Lucas. I get it. You needed a fuck, I was there. Simple. I
would prefer it if we could forget about it. We work together, we just need to
get past it and establish a professional relationship. You love your job; I
need the money so it’s best if we could just get on.”


 


I nodded, there was
nothing I could say now that would stop the hurt, but I still wanted to know
who the hell had beaten her so bad. She now couldn’t see through her right eye.
The bridge of her nose was stitched, bruises covered her beautiful face and it
was obvious she had injuries elsewhere if her stiff movements were anything to
go by.


 


“By the way, we have
another lunch appointment with Mason and I have synced your diary. Mr Travis
made a complete hash of everything in your absence, but I’ve managed to rectify
most things. Just let me know if you come across anything that doesn’t seem
right, Mr Hunt and I’ll sort it out. The exec meeting that should have been
held a few weeks ago has been rescheduled for tomorrow and the France trip is
hopefully going ahead next Monday… hopefully.”


 


I snorted. 


Third time lucky.


Red swallowed
heavily and I knew my jibe had brought her guilt forward; after all, both
previous trips had been cancelled because of her. Well, actually because of
Diablo, but I knew Red blamed herself.


 


“Okay, that’s fine.
Anything else?”


She shook her head.
“I don’t think so but I’ll let you know if I remember anything else.”


I nodded simply and
sighed. She actually lifted her gaze to me then and I saw her desolation and
agony through her one good eye. 


I wanted to reach
out to her, grab her and pull her soft little body against mine and filter all
my love for her through every single pore on my body and into her.


 


She looked utterly
broken and I knew I was guilty for a lot of that, but I just couldn’t get the
image of her sobbing over Diablo’s body out of my head.


It was still too
damn painful and until I accepted that, I couldn’t… I wouldn’t be with her so I
just lowered my gaze to the floor whilst she walked past me and started her
daily work routine.


 


I was hurting myself
at causing her so much pain but I just couldn’t find a way through it. It was
slowly burning me up inside; my hatred, anger, hurt and pain slowly consuming
me and it was so damn difficult to breathe at times.


All I could see was
Red drop to her knees in front of the man that had tortured her and stalked
her. A man so crazy, he had fucked her so roughly he had torn her up inside,
but she had still dropped to her fucking knees before him and fucking grieved
like a distraught widow for him.


 


Taking a large
breath, I plonked my arse in my chair and got to work, pulling up the previous
three weeks work notes to see how much of a hash the temp had made.


Fuck me. Brilliant.


He hadn’t just made
a hash; he had turned everything on its bloody head.


Well at least it
would take my attention from Red for the rest of the day.


 


 


***


 


 


The drive to La
Roche was outright torture. I was battling with the urge to shake information
out of her, pull the car over and pull her onto my stiff cock or just plain
growl at her for her nonchalant behaviour.


 


She smiled tightly
and shook her head as I tried to help her from the car. “God damn it Red, just
let me help you” I growled at her.


She sighed then gave
me a genuine smile and took my hand.


My heart stuttered
as her tiny hand slid into mine and I curled my fingers around hers. The simple
touch brought my body to life and I smiled back at her.


 


“Mr Fox.” She told
the maître d’, who showed us to Mason’s table.


“I always seem to be
waiting for you two” Mason growled with mock seriousness.


“Stop whinging you
miserable bastard.” She retorted and he narrowed his eyes playfully.


“You wanna watch who
you’re talking to Willow, remember who’s cooking tonight? Soup for you now.”


What the hell?


 


“If you’re cooking,
then I think I’d rather have soup.” She grinned.


He chucked out a bark
of laughter then I frowned when he stiffened considerably as he spotted
something behind me.


He completely
morphed into something sinister; his eyes glazed with a white haze, his jaw
clenched to the extreme that his teeth cracked and his chest heaved with his
intense breaths.


Red looked behind me
as I did. 


A black haired man
was stood staring at Mason, his eyes just as dark and venomous.


“Shit” Red hissed as
she flung herself from her chair and scurried round the table to Mason’s side.


“Mason. Calm down.
Think of what Ava will do if you hurt him.”


 


The man must have
had a death wish because he strode over to us. Mason snarled, literally snarled
like an animal, low and fierce and I knew something was gonna go down.


“Mason” the guy
smirked.


“Kade, fuck off” Red
spat at him and I just sat and watched it all unfold.


“Look, sweetheart.
No offence or anything but this is between Mason and me.”


Red barked a laugh
at him. “I’ll let go of him then shall I?”


He shrugged and
Mason slowly lifted from his chair and I noticed how white his knuckles were,
as if he was preparing them for battle.


All the air seemed
to disappear around us; like Mason was absorbing it all in his wrath and an
iciness settled over us. My bones felt like they were going to shatter with the
sensation.


“What do you want
Kade?”


“Just enquiring
after you both, Mason. How is Ava?”


 


Red rolled her eyes
and grabbed hold of Mason as he took a step towards Kade. “Ava is thoroughly
enjoying life without you. As was I, until you reared your ugly fucking face.
She’s still screaming in ecstasy at everything I give her. And you know Ava,
Kade; she takes pretty much anything I give her and gives it all back even
better.” Mason smirked as Kade now growled low.


“Yeah, she gave it
fucking good all right.”


 


“Oh fuck!” Red
whined. 


She flew backwards
on her arse as Mason launched himself at Kade, her head flew backwards and she
knocked it against a table leg.


Her eyes blinked
rapidly at the pain that exploded through her head and I rushed over to her.


“You okay?” I asked
over the din in the room as the two men pounded each other.


Security, managers
and staff attempted to pull the men apart but as I risked a glance at Mason, he
was gonna get sent down for murder the way he was pounding into Kade.


 “You need to get
Mase off him Lucas, he’ll kill him.”


 


I glanced at a
murderous Mason then at Red, trying to establish who needed my attention most.


I gave Red a little
nod. “Wait here.”


She nodded as I made
my way over to the battle. “Mason, come on. I think he’s bleeding enough” I
urged as I pulled on Mason’s arms.


He was in a world of
his own, completely zoned out and I was starting to panic when Kade looked
unconscious.


“MASON!” I bellowed
in his ear.


He flinched, blinked
then looked up at me before returning to look at Kade.


He finished his
pounding with a final punch, then stood, brushed himself off and smiled at the
restaurant owner.


“I’ll get Sam to
fetch him.” he told him as he pulled out his phone.


 


I shook my head in
bewilderment at how everybody just stood and let Mason walk casually back over
to his table, whilst a broken and beaten Kade lay on the floor groaning.


 


My heart stammered
to a stop as I saw Red. She was slumped on the floor, unconscious and barely
breathing.


“Fuck!” I hissed as
I dashed over to her limp body.


“Call an ambulance”
I shouted out as Mason dropped beside me and rolled her over into the recovery
position.


“Shit” he murmured.


“You did this to her
you fucking twat.” I pushed at him, knocking him on his arse; my anger at him
giving me strength to push him over.


His wide eyes
darkened but he didn’t retaliate, just pulled himself up and stood back whilst
I pulled her onto my lap.


“Red, baby. Come on
Red, open your eyes.” I choked out “Please, please, Red.”


 


She didn’t.


She couldn’t.


She was barely even
breathing.
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Layla


 


 


“Christ, Lucas. I’m
fine, stop fussing.”


He was driving me
insane. He’d been flapping by my side since I had woken in the hospital yesterday
with a severe concussion. 


Mason had been pale
and terrified when I came round, his guilt ate him up but I had shook him off
and assured him it wasn’t his fault, just one of those things. Apparently Ava
was ignoring him and refusing to speak to him, so that was punishment enough.


 


I rolled my eyes as
Lucas leant across me to click in my seatbelt. He grinned at me as I slapped
him away before walking round to his side of the car.


“I’m going to Mase’s.”
I told him before he took the wrong turn out of the hospital.


He turned and
frowned at me and I huffed. 


Such a curious man.


 


“Sara and I had a… disagreement,
so I’m staying at Mase’s for a while.”


He was silent for a
while then glanced at me again “What about?”


I looked through the
window, “Because she hates me and I don’t blame her.” I shrugged.


“Will you just tell
me what is going on” he demanded.


Such a dominant man.


 


“Three of Diablo’s men
raped her when they took her. Now she’s pregnant and it’s my entire fault. She hammered
me and kicked me out” I told him bluntly.


“Fuck! So it was
Sara who did that to you?” he hissed and I nodded. 


“Yeah. She’s all
over the place at the moment but who wouldn’t be. I just wish she’d have told
me, but she let it build and build until it’s sent her crazy.”


 


I flicked a quick
glance at Lucas; the innuendo in my words wasn’t missed by him as he squirmed
uncomfortably.


“Yeah, people tend
to do that Red.” He said stiffly and I nodded sadly.


 


He was silent and
moody again for the rest of our journey and I felt his mood shift again as he
pulled up at Mason’s.


His eyes narrowed on
somebody stood in front of Mase’s front door, the house obviously empty as they
were both out, and I squinted to see who it was.


“Holy Hell” I
stammered as my heart beat wildly against my chest.


“You know him?”
Lucas asked and I was so stunned I didn’t even nod at him.


 


As I practically
fell out of the car, he turned towards me and my chest popped. A small but
significant smile lifted his lips, then it transformed into a huge beam and I
felt my little legs scrambling across the grass to him.


He laughed loudly,
lifted me up and spun me round, both of us laughing and crying and just
touching each other.


“Kay…” he breathed
in my ear as I pulled him closer.


“What… Why… just, Oh
God, Kenny.”


He laughed again as
he placed my feet on the ground and palmed my cheeks. “Do you know how bloody
difficult you are to find, Plum?”


I smacked his arm at
his nickname. “What are you doing here?”


 


He opened his mouth
to speak then looked behind me. I turned to see Lucas had joined us and the
expression on his face was thunderous.


“You gonna introduce
us, Red?” he growled and I scowled at him.


Kenny pulled me into
his side and wrapped his arm around my shoulder. “Stop it” I warned, knowing
exactly what he was doing.


“Lucas, this is my
brother Kenny. Kenny this is my… this is Lucas Hunt, my boss.”


Lucas quirked a brow
at my introduction but he visibly relaxed and held his hand out to Kenny. Kenny
eyed him warily, scanning him up and down before he took Lucas’s hand and shook
with a grin.


 


“You coming in?” I
asked Kenny who smirked at me. 


“Well I was hoping
there was a pub around here, I’m gasping.”


“Wheels?” I asked
and he tipped his head as though I was stupid.


“Plum, I always have
wheels.” He winked and I smirked at him. 


“Yours?” I asked.


He grinned and
winked again and I rolled my eyes “You seriously wanna go back in?”


He shrugged but
laughed as we walked over to a black BMW and I narrowed my eyes on him. “Don’t
pinch anything inconspicuous then.”


“And what would be
the point in burning a dump? Especially when it’s gotta bring me all the way
down to see my little sis.” 


 


He opened the door
and swung his arm out in a gesture for me to climb in. He turned to Lucas then
“You wanna join us, mate?”


Lucas smiled and
nodded gratefully and I climbed back out and clambered in the back so Lucas
didn’t have to squeeze his long legs into the tiny space.


“Feed me some
directions.” He said as he pulled out into the traffic.


“Just keep going
straight mate” Lucas said and I scoffed loudly.


“Kenny’s never been
bloody straight.”


“God, I’ve missed
you, Kay.”


 


 


***


 


 


“So, I take it you
two have a thing going?” Kenny said openly as we nursed our second pint.


I smiled but shook
my head. “No, Lucas is just my boss.”


Kenny lifted his
brows high and smirked. “Sure, Plum.”


“Why ‘Plum’?” Lucas
asked and Kenny waggled his eyebrows.


“Don’t you dare!” I
warned as I pointed my finger at him but his lips lifted into a cruel smile.


 


Kenny shifted in his
seat so he had Lucas’s full attention. “I take it you haven’t seen a photo of
Kay when she was twelve?”


Lucas frowned but
shook his head.


“Kenny…” I warned again
as I tried to cover his mouth with my hand.


Lucas laughed and
took hold of my hand, holding it tight against his lap.


Quite an
uncomfortable place to put it really but I was more concerned about Kenny at
this point.


 


“Well, our Kay here
was such a looker at twelve, weren’t you sis.”


I poked my tongue
out at him, huffed and looked towards the bar to hide the blush that was
creeping up my neck and onto my face fiercely.


“She had the blondest,
frizziest hair in the world. It was like a blonde afro. She had a brace and was
built like a lat, straight up and down. No word of a lie she looked like a
human dandelion clock.”


“You bastard” I
whinged and Lucas pulled me into a side hug, laughing loudly as he pictured a
twelve year old me.


“Anyway, she got
bullied relentlessly, proper picked on when she walked home. One particular day
she was late and when she eventually made it home…”


He couldn’t carry on
for laughing and it was hard to control my own. “It wasn’t funny you twat.”


“What?” Lucas urged.


 


Kenny had tears
rolling down his face and I shook my head and huffed.


“…when she walked in
she was… she was purple.” He laughed again, “The kids had pelted her with
fucking overripe plums…”


Lucas laughed with
Kenny and I glared at them both and crossed my arms over my chest, refusing to
look at them as they tittered and snorted at my expense.


“It wasn’t funny” I
tried but my lips curled upwards and I fought to hold back my smile.


“I beat the shit out
of them for you” Kenny confessed and I stared at him. 


“You did?”


“Of course I did. No
fucker hurt my sister like that.” He winked.


“Awww. You do love
me.”


 


He reared back a
little, “Don’t go too far Plum. Talking of loving family, you heard owt from
the bastard?” He asked, referring to our father.


I shook my head.
“Like he’d want anything to do with me after Ry.”


“How is Ry, he out
yet?” he asked as he finished his pint.


 


He frowned when he
noticed me stiffen and narrowed his eyes on me. “What the fuck’s he done now?
If he’s hurt you again, I’ll fucking kill him.”


I shook my head and
looked away as the lump formed in my throat. “Kay?”


“Ry was murdered in
prison a few weeks back.” Lucas told him for me.


“Oh Fuck, Kay. Baby,
I’m sorry.”


He gave me a
sympathetic look and stood up. “This calls for another” he said as he looked at
Lucas in query. He nodded and I drained my glass and passed it to him.


 


“You okay?” Lucas
asked quietly as he leant into me.


I nodded and smiled.
I realised he still had hold of my hand and I looked down at it at the same
time as Lucas.


I tried to pull it
away but he held firm, and turning it over he ran his finger across my palm and
over my middle finger.


I shivered at the
tender touch. “I miss you, Red” he whispered and I looked up at him.


His face was sad and
he sucked in his lips before pulling in a huge breath. “I just… I just can’t
seem to… I can’t stop picturing you on your knees, grieving that… that…”


 


“You are the only
fucking babe I know who drinks pints of bitter…” Kenny snorted as he placed the
drinks on the table.


Lucas pulled his
hand away and stared down at his drink as I coughed slightly to hide our
intimate moment.


“Ooh sorry, lover’s tiff?”
Kenny mocked.


I glared at him and
he rolled his eyes before he flicked them back to the bar.


I turned to see what
he was smiling at and it was my turn to roll my eyes when I caught a brunette
smiling seductively at him.


“Oi, you are here
with your sis. Don’t even think about it, whore.”


He smirked at me.
“You seriously need to get laid, Kay. Stop being so bloody uptight. I’ve been
out 48 hours, a man has needs.”


I scoffed “You don’t
have needs; you have an addiction to women.”


 


Kenny had always
been good looking. His muscled tattooed body had constantly attracted him lots
of lady attention. Kenny was a manwhore, plain and simple.


He had been sent
down seven years for his part in a robbery and his body was more toned and
muscular now, his time in prison had obviously been spent in the gym.


 


He laughed at my
words. “Anyway, I need a bed for the night. She’ll do.”


I shook my head at
his triviality. “You can stay at Mason’s, he’ll be fine.” I told him and he
narrowed his eyes for a moment.


“About that. You do
know that the house you’re staying at came up as flagged by Ricky. You do
realise who it is you’re staying with don’t you?”


I huffed and rolled
my eyes. “Yes, Kenny. I know who Mason is and he’s been a good friend to me.
Don’t you dare start dissing Mason or you’ll be peeling yourself off my fist. I
mean it Kenny, if it wasn’t for Mase, I wouldn’t be here.”


He tipped his head in
query and regarded me carefully and I shook my head. “You don’t need to know.
I’m your sister and… and well, there are some things that you should never tell
family.”


He sighed heavily
but nodded before he downed his pint and grinned at me. “Right, I’m off to get
laid. I’ll see you back at Mason’s tomorrow then.”


With that he winked,
kissed my cheek and stalked across the room to his conquest for the night.


 


I shook my head and
puffed out a deep breath before I finished my own drink. “I’d better get back”
I said as I reached for my bag off the floor.


“Don’t go yet” Lucas
urged softly and I glanced up at him.


“Why, you ready to
talk?”


He pursed his lips
then shook his head softly. “No, I… I just wanna spend some time with you” he
shrugged and swallowed heavily as his eyes bore into me.


“Lucas…”


“Please Red, just
one more drink. That’s all and I promise to keep my hands to myself” He pleaded
and I relented, nodding at him.


“Another?” he asked
and I nodded again.


This was gonna be
fun.
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Lucas


 


We were both
plastered and giggling like fools two hours later as we emerged from the pub,
holding onto each other as we tried desperately to keep upright.


“God, I fancy some
chips. Loads of salt and vinegar.” Red declared suddenly and I nodded in
agreement as I scanned the vicinity for a chippy.


“I think there’s one
around Maple Street” I told her.


She nodded in
confirmation as we rounded the side of the pub and headed across the park to
Maple Street.


 


“I meant to ask you,
what was all that between Mason and Kade in La Roche?” I asked as I grabbed
hold of Red’s arm when she stumbled on a clump of grass.


“Ava had a thing with
Kade when she was with Mason” she divulged and I stared wide eyed at her.


“Really? God, they
seem so tight. I can’t imagine Ava doing that.”


She nodded as she
slipped her arm through mine and I smiled softly at her. “Ava took some shit
from Mason though. He was heavy into drugs and it was her that went through the
withdrawal with him. He was a right twat to her; sleeping with women, constantly
high or pissed, and quite abusive with her at one point. But, she got him off
the stuff and now they’re solid.”


I nodded in
admiration for them. “It’s amazing what love can pull you through” I said
before I filtered my words.


She stiffened
slightly but nodded and turned away.


 


The path we walked
on was dimly lit and all of a sudden Red stumbled and landed on her knees on
the gravel path, yanking on my arm hard enough to pull me downwards but not
hard enough to drag me all the way down with her.


“You dozy sod” I
laughed as I pulled her up.


She laughed then
looked down at her bleeding knees. “Bloody hell, that’s another skirt ruined”
she grumbled as she swiped at the blood and gravel.


I bent and peered at
her knees in the darkness before pulling her over to a bench and crouching in
front of her.


“Have you got a
tissue in your sack?” I asked. She squinted at me in confusion, “Your bag” I
rectified.


 


She shook her head
in bewilderment before reaching in and pulled a pack of tissues out and passed
them to me.


I clenched my teeth
as I gently cleaned her knees, my dick deciding he liked me cleaning Red’s
knees as it sprang to life, even in my intoxicated state.


I placed a soft kiss
on each knee when I finished and looked up at her.


She was quiet as she
watched me and I couldn’t help reaching up and cupping her cheek.


She was so damn
stunning that I just needed to touch her.


“I’m sorry” she
whispered as she nuzzled into my hand.


“I know” I whispered
back.


 


We gazed at each
other for a while and I planted another kiss on her knees.


Her eyes darkened
and her breathing sped up as I placed my hands behind both of her knees and
stroked my thumb along the fold.


“Lucas…” she moaned
slightly and my dick pounded furiously at the sound of her soft moan.


“You are so fucking
beautiful, Red. I can’t help but touch you. I just wanna touch you everywhere
with my fingers, my mouth, my eyes… everywhere.”


She moaned again
when I placed my mouth on the inside of her thigh and gave her another wet
kiss, my open mouth allowing my tongue to slip out and taste her.


 


She was practically
panting as her hands settled in my hair and she grabbed a handful. I groaned as
lust surged through me, her simple touch lighting a roaring fire inside me.


“So fucking
exquisite” I whispered as I pulled her legs open further and trailed my mouth
further up, the scent of her arousal driving me wild.


Placing my nose
against her knickers, she whimpered and I inhaled her amazing aroma. “Fuck
baby, I really need to lick your pussy. I need to taste you Red and I want you
to come all over my face.”


She groaned as she
palmed my head and pulled me into her.


 


I put my thumbs
against the crotch of her lace knickers and tore a split straight through them,
causing her to growl slightly.


It was the most
erotic sound I had ever heard and I instantly swept my tongue across her plump
wet flesh.


“Lucas…” she moaned
and I smiled as I slipped a finger inside her.


“So fucking wet. Are
you wet for me Red? Is this juice mine?”


“Yes” She breathed
and I growled possessively before I swept the flat of my tongue over her
swollen clit and curled my finger inside her.


She came
immediately, groaning and lifting her hips further into my mouth and I lapped
at her, needing all of her delicious cum inside me, needing to own her and
possess every part of her.


 


I sat beside her on
the bench and kissed her hard. She sucked and licked at my lips, tasting her
own arousal and turning me on even more.


She started
unbuckling my belt frantically, her nimble fingers wasting no time in pulling
out my cock when she had unzipped me.


“Yeah, baby. Wank
me.”


She kissed me
harder, biting my lips and sucking on my tongue as she stroked me tightly and
leisurely.


“Jesus Red, come
here” I breathed against her mouth as I placed my hands around her waist and
lifted her, positioning her over my cock before I slowly slid her down.


We both groaned
loudly at the familiar sensation as her cunt gripped me tight and I moaned
louder when her internal muscles twitched and clenched around me.


 


She started to move
but I grabbed her hips and held her still. “No, I just wanna feel you around me
for a while” I told her before taking her soft lips under mine again and gently
kissed her, tenderly and slowly, needing to just relish and enjoy her.


“Lucas…” she moaned
as she tried to lift upwards.


 


It was only then
that I realised we were fucking on a park bench and I took a glance around to
see if we had been spotted but nobody was in sight so I let her move.


 


She lifted slowly
then plunged back down hard and heavy, grinding against my pelvis as she took
my cock fully into her.


“Fuck baby, that’s
so good.” I moaned and clenched my teeth as she did it again.


Her mouth settled on
my neck and she suckled and nibbled on my skin as she drove harder and harder
on me.


Her pussy was wet
and tight and I could feel the tingle in my spine as my balls tightened.


“Red, baby, you
really need to come. I’m really trying to hold back but….”


 


She cupped my cheek
tenderly as she stopped moving and just gazed at me, just stared straight
inside me and I let her. I let her see my broken soul, my damaged spirit and my
torn heart.


“I’m so sorry I hurt
you, Lucas. I loved him, I’m sorry but I did.”


Christ, she was
doing this now? When I was so desperately trying to hold back everything in my
balls.


“I wouldn’t have stayed
with him if I hadn’t loved him, Lucas. I’m not some type of tart that has a
relationship with someone just for the sake of a good shag.”


Her words that
Diablo had been good in the sack had a jealous rage firing through me but I
gulped it back as I looked at her and listened.


She needed me to
listen, so I listened.


 


“He loved me too, so
much, and I’ll admit we were happy. Something inside him slowly grew… wrong. I
don’t know how else to describe it. His jealousy was so strong, he couldn’t
control it. He tried at first, he really did but the more he fought it, the
deeper it got until it consumed him, ate at him and the only way he could deal
with it was to take control over me, completely, wholly and entirely.”


 


I sat still,
watching her and listening so hard. I needed to hear it, needed to take it in
and dissect it and work it out for myself.


 


“Eventually, it
became too much and I told him I wanted to leave.” She scoffed loudly, “Anyway,
you know what happened then. Mason brought me back to London and I didn’t see
him again until that day in the Panther.”


I nodded in
confirmation that I was listening.


 


“Yes, he was a
bastard Lucas. He was evil, vicious and cruel but most of my memories were full
of the good stuff. I can’t just switch those off as hard as I tried. He was ill
Lucas. His jealousy controlled him like a disease until it killed him.”


 


I nodded in
understanding but then she floored me.


“But my love for him
was nothing like what I hold for you. Even my love for Ry doesn’t even come
close to what I feel for you. You’re not just in my heart Lucas; you own it, you
possess it, all of it, every damn fucking fragment of it.”


She started to move
again as both her hands cupped my face. “You own my soul, you own my spirit, you
own my breath and you own me Lucas, all of me.”


 


I flooded inside
her, pumping like a fucking piston as I shot my spunk all the way through to
her fucking womb.


Her words had made
me explode like a fucking firework, lights flashing behind my eyes as I yelled
her name.


She came as hard as
me, her pussy walls rippling furiously around me as she growled out my name and
milked me for everything.


She pushed down hard
on me, demanding every last drop and I groaned loudly as her teeth sank into my
neck against the pain of her orgasm.


 


“Lucas…” she panted
and I wrapped my arms around her and held her close, absorbing all of her.


I had missed her so
much and I wasn’t willing to let her go yet.


“I love you too,
Red.”


She sighed heavily,
her breath hitching at my declaration and she rested her forehead on mine.


“I don’t expect you
to understand Lucas but I need you to accept me. I am who I am, and I can’t
change that. I’m sorry but I…”


 


“Shush” I whispered
as I kissed her to silence her words. Her hands settled in my hair again as she
let me devour her and control her.


She smiled softly at
me as I let her mouth free.


“I still fancy some
chips” she grinned and I laughed.


“Yeah, me too,
baby.”
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Layla


 


 


“Willow?” Katie,
Mason and Ava’s four year old daughter, turned her huge green eyes on me as she
bit into her toast the next morning at breakfast.


“Yeah, baby?” I
answered as I smirked at the huge dollop of jam on her chin. Her little tongue
came out as she tried to lick at it but her efforts failed and she just wiped
it on her sleeve, much to Ava’s disgust.


“Katie Hope Fox,
there is a napkin beside you” Ava scolded but Katie turned her round eyes on
her mother and smiled sweetly. “I’m sorry Mommy, I didn’t see it.”


Ava raised her
eyebrows at her daughter to let her know she didn’t believe a word but smiled
when Katie’s smile grew wider.


 


Katie turned back to
me, now clean faced and an even bigger hopeful smile on her face. “Will you
play hide and seek with me and Georgie again, please?”


“Well, right now, I
have to go to mean, mean work, but Mummy and Daddy are going out tonight so
it’s just you, Georgie and me. And we can play and eat lots of pizza,
sweeties, ice-cream and drink lots of fizzy pop.” I grinned at her, ignoring
Ava’s stern glare.


 


“Oh, goodness me.
That sounds real super, but tomorrow I need to eat green vegetables or I won’t
be able to poo” She declared.


Mason spat out his
coffee and Katie turned to him with wide eyes. He swallowed harshly and forced
his laughter back “That is very true sweetie, yes, lots of veg tomorrow.”


 


“I can always poo!”
George, Katie’s twin brother, exclaimed beside her, “My Daddy says you should
never go into the bathroom after me, Willow, cos’ my poo is an action radio.”


“Radioactive,
Georgie, your poo is radioactive.” Katie rectified huffily and I bit my lip to
control the laughter when Ava groaned loudly.


 


Katie leaned in to me
and I lowered my ear to her mouth. “He’s so stupid, Willow. He even thinks lamb
chops come from real baa lambs” She whispered.


She rolled her eyes
exaggeratedly and I nodded, my tongue fixed firmly between my teeth, as I
rolled my own eyes.


 


“Right peanuts, time
for nursery. Chop, chop” Ava told them both and Katie turned to me and winked, well
kind of winked; she had quite mastered the art yet and both her eyes scrunched
up instead. 


“Chop, chop, Willow”
She grinned mischievously as she flicked her eyes to Georgie in reminder of our
little lamb secret.


A bark of laughter
left my lips at her cheeky face and she grinned before planting a sloppy kiss
on my cheek and skipped off.


 


“She is gonna be the
death of me.” Mason groaned as he watched his daughter tootle off towards the
stairs to pull on her coat.


 


“Bye Daddy, love you
smelly bottom.” She giggled from the doorway.


Mason growled
playfully and chased her out to the car as George rolled his eyes at me. “They
are such babies” He grumbled before he reached up and placed his own sweet kiss
on my lips.


“Bye, Willow.” He
smiled shyly and I smiled widely at him.


“Goodbye, Georgie.
Have a good day at school.”


He tutted loudly.
“I’m not big enough for school yet, Willow. I have to go to nursery.”


“Oh, I’m sorry
Georgie. You have a good day at nursery.”


 


He nodded once at my
correction, looking very pleased with me then he checked behind him to make
sure we were alone before he leaned into me, “Please can we have chocolate
buttons with our ice-cream, Willow?”


I rolled my lips and
dramatically scoured the room for spies. “I think I can manage chocolate
buttons, Georgie” I whispered to him.


His smile lit his
eyes and his dumpy little fists tightened in excitement “Thank you, Willow.”


I nodded at his
thanks and he turned and walked from the room. As he rounded the corner he
shouted “I love you, Willow.”


 


Mason pursed his
lips at me after he patted George’s bottom and saw him to the car. “Are you
gonna tell me why my son is in love with you?”


I shook my head as I
placed my plate and cup into the dishwasher. “That’s our secret, not for
Daddy’s or Mummy’s.”


He glared at me. “If
my children are up all night, wild with too many E numbers, then it’s your bed
I’m sending them to.”


 


I laughed at him,
then winked and picking up my bag I turned back to him “We’ll save you some of
those E numbers, you need to find that happy place, Mase.”


He sighed and nodded
and I frowned at his quick defeated behaviour. “Everything okay?”


He shrugged. “Ava’s
been… I dunno, she seemed a bit distant last night and this morning. She won’t
talk to me, just keeps saying she’s fine but…”


He shrugged again
and I cocked my head at him “You want me to try and wrangle it out of her.”


He shook his head.
“Nah, I think its cos’ I made a bit of a mess of Kade. She’s still angry with
me I suppose” he said but he didn’t seem so sure at his own explanation.


“Well, let me know
if you change your mind.”


He nodded. “Keep
your eye on her though, cos’ I gotta fly out to Belgium tomorrow for a couple
of days.” I nodded and he seemed to slip into a world of his own as I left for
work.


 


 


***


 


 


“Good Morning, Mr
Hunt” I grinned as I entered his office.


He turned to me and
gave me a slow smile as his eyes leisurely perused every inch of me.


“You’re late, Miss
Summers.”


“Am I?” I asked in
surprise as I checked my watch.


“Yes. That calls for
a discipline Miss Summers. A… Very… Merciless… Discipline.”


“Oh.”


 


He grinned wickedly
as he started towards me and I gulped loudly. “And what does this discipline
entail, Mr Hunt?”


“Well, let’s see
what the misconducts are, Miss Summers.” He had reached me now and I was backed
up against the wall as he brought his nose unhurriedly down mine.


 


“Number one, you’re
three minutes late. That’s one spank for each minute.”


My eyebrows lifted
but I couldn’t hold back the smile from my lips.


“Number two,
smelling of strawberries in a miserable place like this. That’s two spanks.” He
continued as his mouth rested on my jaw.


“Number three,
making your boss rock hard and ready to fuck you constantly. That’s deserves
another two spanks.”


His soft lips were
burning a trail straight down the middle of my throat as his fingers now
trickled up the outside of my thigh.


 


My breathing was
coming in sharp little gusts and I lifted my hands to his hair, the need to
feel his softness consuming me.


“Yes, Mr Hunt.”


 


“Number four, being
so damn fucking sexy that I just wanna bury my cock inside you forever. That’s
five spanks. That makes twelve spanks in total Miss Summers. Do you have
anything to say in your defence?”


 


I shook my head
rapidly, “Not. A. Single. Thing.”


He lifted his eyes
from my chest, where he was now unbuttoning my blouse and snaking his tongue
along the open area, and grinned at me.


“Not one?” he asked
on a mumble.


“Uh, uh. Not one.” I
mumbled back as I let my head drop back and enjoy his touch.


 


His fingers were now
on the inside of my thigh and he growled deeply when he found the lace tops of
my hold up’s. 


He took a few steps
back and his dark gaze swept over me “Lift your skirt.”


 


My pussy clenched at
his firm tone and I did as he asked, inching my skirt over my hips as his eyes
followed my move.


His teeth sank into
his bottom lip as he continued to watch me.


“Slip down your
knickers” he demanded and I immediately did as I was told, slipping them all
the way down to my ankles as I never took my eyes off him.


 


His throat bobbed as
his eyes settled between my legs and I shifted my feet apart a little, giving
him a better view. “Come here and pass them to me.”


 


I sucked in a huge
breath and practically stumbled over to him. He smirked when he noticed my
knees jerk but he didn’t comment as he held out his hand for my underwear.


“Hands in front or
behind, Miss Summers? Your choice.”


 


My lips lifted into
a grin as I held them out in front of me. “Good choice” he said as he bound my
wrists with my black lace knickers.


 


He placed a chaste
kiss on my lips. “Bend over the desk” he then growled harshly and my excitement
peaked tremendously.


God, I loved it when
he took control. The enjoyment of just handing yourself over to someone and not
having to dissect and examine everything just gave a kind of release that I fed
from, that my arousal fed from.


 


As soon as I was
bent and ready he dropped to his knees behind me. “Let’s see if we can get you
begging baby” he rumbled before he palmed my buttocks, pulled them apart and
his tongue delved into my anus. I jumped at the surprise contact but a deep
groan erupted from me.


His finger slid
inside my pussy and he swirled it around, dragging my juices with it before he
then slipped the same finger into my backside.


“Oh Christ…” I
breathed as he worked it slowly in and out.


“That good, baby?
You like it when I fuck your arse with my fingers?”


I pushed back onto
him as I mumbled an appreciative yes.


 


He stroked my clit
with his tongue as he pushed his thumb inside my vagina and I practically fell
apart at the sensation of everything, everywhere and the feeling was
phenomenal. 


I rested my cheek
against his cool desk as my body heated exceedingly whilst he continued to
please and torture me all at once.


My orgasm was
tingling in my legs, its thrilling tingle burning rapidly upwards as Lucas fed
me all he had with his tongue, his lips, his thumbs and his fingers.


 


Suddenly, everything
disappeared and his hand cracked against my arse cheek. My climax tore through
me with velocity and power.


“Lucas!” I screamed
as his palm met my other buttock harshly, the crack echoing in the large open
room.


“Count Red, count
how many times my hand connects with your sweet arse.”


“Two,” I shouted
then continued until we got to ten.


 


I could hear Lucas’s
heavy aroused breaths and I was surprised he had held out as long as he had. 


My own arousal had reached
a roaring degree, its intensity climbing higher with each slap and as he
cracked number eleven he gave up and thrust into me in one single powerful
drive.


His huge cock filled
me completely and I groaned in gratification as he stretched me deliciously.


 


“Arms out above your
head, Red” he ordered.


I stretched my arms
upwards, resting them against the desk as one of his hands clamped hold of my
forearm and he held it tightly as he started to work into me, driving me higher
and higher with each push inside me.


“Can you feel me,
Red? All of me, inside you, taking every inch of you?” he grunted as he thrust
hard and deep, “Can you feel me move? Filling you with me, just me?”


“God, Yes!” I cried
out as he thrust brutally, knocking on my womb for an invitation to climb
inside.


 


A knee landed beside
my head on the desk and my eyes widened at it but then his cock went deeper,
much deeper and I grit my teeth as the pain and pleasure merged and brought an
orgasm so fierce I bucked, and shook, and growled, and jerked wildly.


 


Lucas thrust deep
twice more before he burst inside me. “Layla, Fuck, Lay…” he snarled and
I smirked through the end of my orgasm, realising he had used my proper name
again as he came.


Always and only when
he came.


 


“Christ, baby” he
puffed as he rested his forehead on my back and collected his senses. 


“What a nice way to
start the working day, Mr Hunt. I usually just have a cup of tea but this works
too.”


 


His low laughter
rumbled behind me and he jumped backwards as his office door opened and Ava
stood staring at us. “Oh crap, sorry” She mumbled as she backed out and quickly
shut the door.


“Oh, god” I moaned
in embarrassment.


Lucas just laughed
and unwound my knickers from my wrists.


“I’m sure she’s seen
it all before.”


I scoffed at that.
“Knowing Ava, yeah, I have to agree” I said as Lucas exited his private
bathroom with some tissue and gestured for me to open my legs so he could clean
me up.


“I’m hoping she’s
waiting for me. Mason’s a little worried about her and I wanted to see if I could
delve and try and find out what’s wrong.”


 


He pursed his lips
but just shrugged, not giving women talk any attention, and then palmed my face
and kissed my forehead.


“Tonight, me and
you. Restaurant, my bed and lots of sex.” He ordered and I gave him a pout.


“I can’t, I’m
babysitting the twins” I told him and he curled his lip.


“You can join me if
you want.” I added. He shrugged then nodded before he settled back behind his
desk.


“Let me just see to
Ava, then I’ll make coffee” I told him as I made sure my clothes were all
straight.


His eyebrows lifted
but then he smiled and nodded, “It’s fine, Red, I’ll do it.”


I narrowed my eyes
on him then placed the back of my hand over his forehead to check his
temperature.


“Mr Hunt, I do
believe you are coming down with something.”


He growled at me and
slapped my arse as I scurried from the room.


 


***


 


 


“Hey” I smiled at
Ava as I exited Lucas’s office. She turned to me and I frowned at her serious
face.


“Everything okay,
love?”


She sighed deeply
and shook her head. “We need to talk, Lay. Can Lucas spare you for ten?”


 


Worry clenched my
stomach at her manner but I popped my head round Lucas’s door, “Ava needs me
for ten minutes. Okay, if I leave you unmanned for a while?”


He frowned at me in
query and I shrugged as I pulled a ‘dunno’ expression but he nodded anyway.


“All yours” I smiled
at her but she didn’t echo it before she turned and walked down the corridor
towards one of the conference rooms.


 


“Ava, what’s going
on?” I asked as soon as she closed the door behind me.


She tilted her chin
towards a chair and I seated myself as she took the chair next to me. “Your
brother,” she started and I nodded at her, “is his surname Sykes?”


“Yeah” I answered
cautiously and my stomach dropped when she moaned and ran her hands over her
face in distress.


“Ava, you’re scaring
me now, will you just tell me.”


She pulled in a
heavy breath and looked at me. “He has a contract out on him, Lay” she
whispered as though it was highly classified information.


 


My stomach dropped
and my heart beat wildly “Fuck! Who?”


She nodded and her
expression looked pained. “This is really hard for me Ava but it’s…” she
exhaled heavily now and I knew before she told me. “…Mason.”


I closed my eyes and
groaned “Fuck, fuck, fuck!” 


She nodded. 


We both knew Mason
didn’t back down on any contract he initiated, his merciless reputation became
him. He was ruthless, cold-blooded and uncompromising and if he had a vendetta
against anybody, then he saw it through to the end, no matter what.


 


“Why?” I asked as I
fought against the urge to vomit; my nerves and worry swirling my stomach
relentlessly.


“The robbery he got
sent down for, the gang he was involved with took down one of Mason’s friends.
He’s been after each member of the gang for over eight years now and he’s been
waiting for Kenny to be released. I know he was approached about having Kenny
finished in prison but Mason was adamant he did it himself. He really wants him
Lay, and I don’t know if I’m gonna be able to change his mind. I feel as though
I’m betraying him for telling you but,” she rubbed her face again and looked at
me intently “you need to get him out of here before Mason gets to him.”


 


My head spun at her
revelation and I was struggling to process any thoughts that were rapidly
firing through my mind.


Kenny was going to
die, no matter what I could do to help him, I knew it, just as Ava did but I
was grateful for her heads up.


“Do you think it’s
worth talking to Mason?” I asked her but I knew the answer by the look on her
face.


“It means a lot to
him Lay, Andy was one of Mason’s best friends and they just took him down in
the robbery for no apparent reason. He was just stood, minding his own and
someone from Kenny’s gang realised he was Mason’s best friend and just shot
him, just for being involved with Mason. So of course Mason blames himself and
is determined to bring every one of them down. As far as I know, there’s only
Ricky, Mickey and Kenny left.”


 


Something didn’t
make sense and I cocked my head in thought. “But if that’s the case, that Andy
was killed because of his involvement with Mase, then surely Kenny knows who
Mason is?”


 


She furrowed her
brow and pursed her lips in thought.


My heart stopped
right then as the reason for Kenny’s visit hit me like a fucking freight train.


“FUCK!” I shouted as
I flew out of the room and made my way to the elevator, Ava hot on my trail.
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Lucas


 


I’d heard Red shout
‘fuck’ and then she seemed to have disappeared.


The way she had
shouted it had made my stomach clench, her terror or shock at something had been
evident in the way she sounded, but I was damned if I could find her.


What the hell was
going on?


 


I had repeatedly
rang her, texted her and looked everywhere for her but so far, nothing and I
was starting to get worried.


I climbed in my car
after telling Nate something was wrong and my floor was unmanned. He had told
me Ava was missing as well and then urged me away to find them both. The man
was an epic boss and I knew I owed him a decent bottle of whisky.


 


My first port of
call was Mason’s, that being where she was staying at the moment and my heart
started beating again when I saw Ava’s jeep parked up outside.


I just hoped Red was
with her.


 


I went to knock on
the door but it was already a little open, and I stilled when I heard Red’s
desperate pleas.


“Kenny, please don’t
do this.”


Something was going
down and I crept slowly into the hallway, trying desperately to keep my
breathing quiet so I could hear what was going on.


 


The voices were
coming from the living room and I slowly tiptoed across the hardwood floor,
silently cursing Mason for getting the noisiest flooring possible.


“Kenny, no. He’s my
friend, Ken, one of my best friends. I will never forgive you for this.”


“Yeah Kay, but he
took down all my friends, one by fucking one.” Kenny spat and I frowned at the
anger towards Red. She was his sister, why was he angry with her?


“Please…” Ava now
begged and I could hear the fear in her voice, the choke of a sob being
released as she pleaded.


 


I stopped dead when
I saw the scene in the room reflected into the huge hall mirror and I closed my
eyes for a moment to steal myself.


Anger and fear
choked my throat and I desperately tried to control it. I needed to keep calm
now. 


Think Lucas, think.


 


Kenny had an arm
around Mason’s throat and a gun pointed into his side. Red was stood in front
of Ava protectively as she tried to calm her brother down, but she was inching
closer and I knew what she was going to do. 


My heart exploded in
my chest when Kenny realised what she was doing and he shook his head sinisterly
at her. “Plum, don’t do it. I can’t protect you against Ricky. You know him;
he’ll expect me to take you with him.”


“You take Mason,
Kenny, then you take me as well. I won’t stand here and let you do this.” She
said and I knew it was a promise.


 


I noticed Ava
stealthily sneaking her hand into her bag, her action being hidden by Red’s
body and I wondered if Red knew Ava was going to take out her brother.


I didn’t blame Ava,
her loyalty and love lay with Mason and anybody would take out somebody else’s
brother to save the person they loved, but it was Red I was worried for.


I knew she was going
to lose her brother or her best friend today. Only one of them would survive
but the question was which one?


 


“I can protect you,
Kenny. If I’d known you were Lay’s brother then you wouldn’t have been on the
list. You wanna job with me, you’re in” Mason told him and Kenny frowned at him
as he turned to look at him.


 


I knew as soon as
Kenny looked at Mason what was coming and I tried desperately to get my legs to
move but they just seemed to stumble as I strove to take the distance between
Red and her brother.


 


Red flung herself at
Kenny; both of them seemed to spin in the air slowly before they fell to the
ground, Kenny landing heavily on top of Red.


Two gunshots
resounded and my legs quavered when I saw blood pool on the floor beside Red.


Both she and Kenny
were still and I couldn’t move, my whole body stood stock still as I shook my
head at Red’s motionlessness.


“No” I whispered,
the hoarse sound all I could manage as Mason bent beside them both.


“Call an ambulance,
NOW!” 


 


“Fuck!” Ava declared
as she pulled out her phone and I forced my legs to carry me across the room
towards the still rigid Red, underneath Kenny’s obvious dead body.


His back was covered
in blood, his shirt now a deep red colour as his veins emptied rapidly out of
the hole Ava had put in his back.


 


Mason rolled Kenny
from Red and my legs completely gave way when the cavity in her stomach was
revealed to us.


“No… No…” Mason choked
out as he pressed his fists against Red’s wounds.


Ava dropped to the
side of him and bent her ear to Red’s mouth “She’s not breathing Mason, she’s
not breathing.”


“Shush baby, calm
down.”


 


I just sat there, my
legs under me as I stared dreamlike at the scene before me. 


No, Red was fine,
she was okay. It was just Kenny’s blood, it wasn’t Red’s, no it wasn’t, it
wasn’t Red’s. She was just fine, she was good, she was fine, fine. Fine.


 “R..R..Red… Baby,
p…p..please look at me… Red…” I don’t know if I vocalised or imagined the words
but nobody turned to look at me. I wanted Red to look at me but the stubborn
woman was refusing to look at me. Always so bloody obstinate, she was.


I was going to spank
her arse ten ways to Sunday for doing this to me. 


 


I was almost
trampled in the rush from the paramedics as they stormed past me and I watched
from afar as they pulled Mason out of the way and started to work on her, one
of them desperately trying to find one of Red’s veins as the other pulled out
the defibrillator.


 


What the hell did he
need a defibrillator for? Red was fine, she was just asleep, she was just
tired, that’s all, tired.


Her body jerked as
an electric current flowed through her and I clambered onto my hands and knees,
frantically crawling across the floor to help her. They were hurting her, her
tiny little body jolting wildly with each shock they put her through.


 


I could hear a funny
noise, it was kind of low and long but at the same time high-pitched and I
squinted at it as I unsuccessfully pulled myself along the floor towards her.


“Red... wake up now
baby, they’re hurting you.” I tried to say but the sound was getting louder and
something was bubbling up my throat.


 


I reeled back in
shock when my stomach pumped its entire contents all over the floor just as the
high-pitched sound turned into a scream and left my throat at an alarming
velocity.


Mason was crouched
before me saying something, his lips were moving but I couldn’t make out what
he was saying as my ears roared and my blood pumped wildly.


 


“No…” I managed to
choke out this time. The scream had seemed to clear my airway and I grabbed
hold of Mason, “Help her, please… help her… Mason, please….”


His face was pained
and he turned to Ava, utter desolation and alarm expressed openly.


Ava now appeared
beside me and she wrapped both arms around me. 


It was only then I
realised how badly I was trembling, my whole body seemed to quake and shake violently
as she pulled me against her.


 


“Shush Lucas,
they’re doing everything they can for her, I promise, I promise Lucas.”


“You have to help
her Ava, they’re hurting her. She won’t like the electric thing, she’ll hate
that. It will hurt her…”


She nodded and
gestured her chin towards the paramedics “They’ve stopped look, they’re not
using the defibrillator now, look.”


 


I turned to look but
the whine came back and I quickly diverted my gaze again. Every time I looked
at Red, my heart seemed to stop beating and my ears pounded as a high-pitched
whine came from inside me, choking me and suffocating me.


So I didn’t look.


I refused to look.


I refused to
acknowledge.


She was fine.


She was fine.
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Layla


 


 


So dark.
Everywhere, darkness flooded me and I squinted to find anything I could
concentrate on.


“Hey, baby.”


“Ry?” I gasped as
I turned to the voice behind me.


His deep laugh
made me smile. “What are you doing here, Ry?”


“I should be
asking you that, Kay. What the hell do you think you’re doing here?”


“I’m not even
sure where we are, Ry.”


 


He patted the
bench beside him and I frowned, I was sure that wasn’t there a moment ago.


I settled beside
him and curled into his strong chest when he lifted his arm for me.


His hand stroked
my hair gently and I calmed immensely and relished myself in his scent and
hold.


“I miss you” I
whispered to him and his arm tightened around me.


“Me too, baby.”


 


We remained
silent for a while, both of us revelling in each other’s presence. “You need to
go back now, Kay. You don’t belong here.”


I turned to look
up at him, “But…”


He shook his head
firmly, “Not yet, Kay. I’m doing okay without you, you need to get back. Lucas
needs you.”


I nodded but
didn’t move. “Will you look after Kenny?”


He nodded. “And
you Todd?”


I nodded in
acknowledgment before he kissed the top of my head and pulled back.


“Oh, and by the
way, don’t be a bloody hero again” he scolded softly.


I nodded “No, it
wasn’t one of my best ideas.”


 


He chuckled
lightly then pressed his mouth against my forehead as he took my hand in his,
“Always, Kay” he whispered.


“Always, Ry.”


 


 


***


 


 


His back was to me
when I opened my eyes. His gaze through the window, his shirt was wrinkled and
plastered to his strong back with his sweat and his hand was running through
his wild hair.


I knew then how much
I loved him and how much he loved me, and I knew I would never find another man
who loved me as much as Lucas did.


 


I felt Ryan’s hand
slide from mine as he handed me over to another, to a man who would protect me
with his life and his very soul, and I, he.


 


As if he sensed my
consciousness, he turned slowly and gripped the window frame as he saw my open
eyes.


I tried to say
something but the tube that fed through my nose, and lined my throat into my
lungs prevented me.


“Red?”


I smiled slowly but
I managed it.


“Oh God, Red…” he
choked out.


 


He stumbled over to
me and dropped to his knees by the bed as he took both my hands in his. His
head came down to rest on top of them and then he cried, loudly and
uncontrollably, as he chanted my name over and over.


“Red, baby. God, I
love you, I love you…” over and over until I slid one hand from his and lifted
it to my mouth, kissed two fingers and placed them on his lips.


 


He stood and leaned
into me, his face hovering over mine as he returned my kiss with a soft gentle
touch of his lips on mine. “You are in for one hell of a fucking spanking,
Red.”


I smiled and nodded as
eagerly as I could, then flinched at the pain in my stomach.


“Hang on baby, I’ll
get a nurse.”


 


He disappeared and I
smiled gently as Ryan blew me a kiss from the corner of the room and then
vanished.


“Bye, baby” I
whispered to him, knowing he was okay, he was doing fine and he would wait a
while longer for me.


Lucas would just
have to share me when we got up there.


That would be fun
and I felt a grin lift my lips at the thought.


Two men in my bed in
the afterlife.


No complaints from
me.


 


 


***


 


 


Kenny’s funeral was
hard. The hospital had released me for the day and wheelchair bound, Lucas had
refused to let me do anything, never letting me out of the chair, and lifting
me in his arms whenever it was necessary. 


My Dad had refused
to even acknowledge me and my mother was nowhere in sight. No surprise there
then.


She had left us when
I was five and we had never seen her again. My Dad had brought us up
single-handedly but when I had ran off to Gretna Green with Ry to get married
he had disowned me and held it against Kenny for his knowledge of what I had
done.


 


The only good thing
to come out of the whole thing was Sara. She had turned up at the hospital, a
mess, and held onto me for hours and hours and then we had talked, both of us
hashing out our thoughts, grievances and apologies. We were taking baby steps
but I knew we would get there.


 


Mason didn’t know
what to do with himself every time he visited. His pain and guilt over what had
happened ate away at him and I could tell Ava was growing concerned and we both
hoped it wouldn’t see Mason delving back into his old habits.


I had told him over
and over that it wasn’t his fault. He hadn’t pushed me into Kenny; it was
Kenny’s gun that had gone off and shot me, not Mason’s or Ava’s and it was me
that had invited Kenny into his home, not knowing what Kenny’s hidden agenda
actually was.


 


Lucas refused to
leave my side and eventually the nurse had physically dragged him out of my
room so he would go home for some rest and clean clothes. But he had returned within
the hour and snuggled on my bed, gently pulled me against him, then slept for
twelve hours solid.


 


I had been lucky
really. The bullet had done some substantial damage but it was all repairable
and everything inside me still worked properly after the three operations I’d
had to have.


 


I was a lucky girl. 


 


 


***


 


 


 


I was released five
weeks later, just in time for Lucas’s birthday. He had told me in his dominant
way that I would be staying at his apartment until I was 100% better. 


I hadn’t argued; I was
looking forward to lots of amazing sex if I was honest. Five weeks was a long
time to go without, especially when you were sharing a bed, even if it was a
hospital bed, with the Sex God that was Lucas.


 


“Holy… Wow…” Lucas
mumbled when I stepped out of the hotel suite’s bathroom where we were staying
for Lucas’s birthday party.


I smiled wickedly at
his face. The tight red sleeveless calf length dress I was wearing was sexy but
very classy. It hugged me like a glove and the side split reached up to the top
of my thigh. I had teamed it with elbow length black gloves and five inch black
stilettos, with red heels.


 


Lucas stalked across
the room looking particularly sexy himself in tight arse hugging black trousers
and a black shirt that stretched deliciously over his chest.


“You like?” he asked
as he caught me devouring him with my eyes.


“Very much” I smiled
back as he reached me and I slid my hands around him and dragged my nails over
his taut buttocks.


 


He growled before he
mirrored my action and grabbed my arse. “I am so fucking this tonight, with my
fingers, with my tongue and then with my hard cock. You are mine in every way
tonight, baby.”


I pulled in a much
needed breath as his words sent a shiver through me then I looked up at him and
gave him a seductive smile, “And how about I repay the favour and fuck your
arse with my tongue and my fingers?”


 


His eyes widened but
I noticed how black they turned, his desire and excitement told me his answer
without words and I reached up and kissed his mouth gently “You are mine in
every way tonight, baby”


He sucked air
through his teeth and then plunged his lips over mine, his tongue demanding my
compliance whilst he dominated every inch of my mouth as his hot breath pulsed
all the way down to my womb.


 


His phone rang and
we both groaned at its intrusion. His dark eyes bore through me, telling me
just how much he wanted me before he pulled back and went to answer it.


 


I went back to the
bathroom and fixed my lipstick before he finished his call and we made our way
down to the party.


I was a little
nervous, truth be told; because tonight would be the first time I met his
family.


His Mother and
Father were coming along with Lucas’s brother and he was excited to introduce
me to them. He hadn’t told them about me, mainly because they knew what a
manwhore he was and they would’ve brushed me off as one of the little women
without giving us a chance.


So now as we came up
to our three months ‘anniversary’, Lucas was excited to show me off as his, his
words, long term girlfriend. I had laughed at this but I suppose to Lucas,
three months was actually long term.


 


He squeezed my hand.
“Ready, baby?”


I nodded and smiled
at him before he led me into the room.


The place was packed
to the rafters and the room exploded in cheers and whoops as Lucas made his
entrance.


I spotted our
friends and told Lucas I was joining them whilst he made the rounds with his
eager birthday wishers. He nodded and placed a gentle kiss on my forehead
before he let go of my hand and I knew his eyes were on my arse when I walked
away.


I could feel them
burn through the thin material of my dress and my cheeks suddenly matched the
intense colour.


 


“Yes, he is staring
at your ass” Sara chuckled as I joined her.


I rolled my eyes as
she handed me a flute of champagne and I mumbled an appreciation to his parents
for throwing such a stylish and lavish party for my man.


My man? I frowned at
myself when the possessive term slid through my thoughts.


Yes, he was my man
and I shivered in excitement as it actually sank in.


My man was a Sex
God; a hot hard, caring, intelligent and beautiful Adonis and he was all mine.


 


“What are you
grinning at?” Liv asked then lifted a brow as if she could see into my head,
“You dirty bitch” she added with a wink and a nudge as I laughed.


“Little Willowww….”
Mason slurred as he pulled me in for a hug. I frowned at him as I returned his
embrace.


“You okay, Mase?” I
asked as I cast a glance to Ava.


She looked sad and
upset but she shook her head at my silent question if he was high. He was just
drunk and although that was bad enough so early in the night, I was relieved he
hadn’t turned back to old habits, some of them being hard to die.


 


“Me and you,
tomorrow lunch, Mase. Then we talk” I said in his ear. He pulled back and
looked searchingly at me but then sighed and nodded, his brow pulled tight in
his acceptance that we needed to do this.


 


He drifted off as
Sara came back to me and pulled me towards the dance floor as Ava, Liv, Courtney
and a few more women joined us and we were soon all bumping and grinding
against one another.


Switchfoot’s
‘Your love is a song’ started playing
and I frowned at the sudden change in rhythm, this song being a slow track but
then I understood when I was spun round and pulled tight against Lucas’s hard
body.


“Dance with me, this
is my favourite song and now I want it be ours, baby.”


 


I slipped my arms
around his neck as he pulled me in deeper and I rested my head against his
chest; even in my five inch heels I was substantially shorter than him.


“Ooh, your love is a
symphony, all around me, running through me… Ooh your love is melody,
underneath me, running to me. Oh, your love is a song…” he sang in my ear and I
breathed in every single word.


 


I looked up at him
and no sooner had I titled my head, his lips were on me, his kiss was gentle
and tender and I knew he was telling me everything he felt right at that
moment.


“I love you too, so
much.” I told him when he pulled back but only so far that the tips of our
noses were touching.


“Don’t ever leave
me, Red. Never. I would die without you.” 


I palmed his cheek
and circled my nose around the tip of his “Never baby, my heart won’t allow it.
It would shatter first.”


 


His eyes dropped to
my lips and he smiled softly “You know; you have the lips of an angel. You have
the eyes of a temptress and the body of a goddess but you also have the heart
of a lion, baby. Strong, solid and fearless” He whispered against my lips.


“And all yours” I
finished. 


He growled softly
before he devoured me again, this time so passionately but so adoringly and my
heart literally stuttered at his intensity and devotion.


 


“May I cut in?” a
man said beside us and I frowned at his rudeness.


Lucas laughed loudly
then pulled the man in for a hug, “Logan” Lucas declared happily.


Logan coughed and
shifted his eyes to me and Lucas smiled widely “Logan, this is my girlfriend,
Re… Layla Summers. Red, this is my brother, Logan Hunt.”


Logan held his hand
out and tipped his head slightly. I placed my hand in his super large one and
he pulled it to his lips and placed a soft kiss on my knuckles as his eyes held
me.


“Oi, none of this
seductive crap, she’s mine” Lucas grumbled light-heartedly.


Logan released my
hand and smirked at his brother. “Can I help being so charismatic that all the
ladies fall for my charm, bro?”


Lucas laughed loudly
before Logan grabbed my hands and pulled them round the back of him and
deposited them on his arse.


My eyebrows lifted
at the same time as my hands and I rested them on his back instead as he
started to sway to the music.


“Behave” Lucas
warned before he left us to it.


 


Logan pulled my
hands up to his neck so we were now comfortable as we danced. He watched me silently
for a while and I could see the question in his eyes.


 


I had thought Lucas
was a solid man but his brother beat him hands down, he was rigid everywhere
with muscles that showed no resistance what so ever. His fiery blue eyes, the
same as Lucas’s, showed that they were related but where Lucas’s nose was quite
small, Logan’s was steeper and wider.


Logan was roughly
the same height as Lucas, give or take a few centimetres, and his hair was a
shade lighter.


 


“So, little lady,
Lucas seems smitten. You feel the same?” he probed and I knew immediately I was
in for the second inquisition.


“I do, very much” I
answered honestly.


He nodded as he spun
me round a little and I was now face to face with a smirking Sara, her eyes
watching Logan’s arse and I rolled my eyes at her dramatic tongue hang.


 


“How did you meet?”
he asked now and I stiffened. I tried to hide my reaction to his question but
he sensed it and narrowed his eyes on me.


“Well, I… “ 


He sensed my
hesitation and lifted an eyebrow “Something I shouldn’t have asked?”


“No, uhh, Lucas
comes into the club where I work” I told him evasively, hoping he would leave
it now.


“Oh, you work in a
club? Waitress or barmaid?”


God damn!


 


“Neither,” Sod this!
I shouldn’t be ashamed of what I did. I was proud of my dancing. I considered
myself a good dancer, if not a great dancer and I should not be embarrassed,
“I’m a pole dancer.”


Both of his eyebrows
lifted now and a small smile lifted his lips “Well, nice.”


“So, what do you do,
Logan?”


My turn.


 


“I own a few health
clubs and bars.”


I nodded, impressed
with his answer. “How long have you been with Lucas then?” He asked as he
carried on his own interrogation again.


“About three months
now.”


 


I gave Sara a pained
look, begging for her meddling characteristic to kick in and she didn’t let me
down.


“May I pinch the end
of this dance?” she asked Logan and I stepped back immediately, offering him to
her. 


Logan tipped his
head again and I smiled at his politeness. Their parents had obviously done a
fine job of raising their boy’s.


“I’ll find you
later, little lady. Don’t think I have finished with my cross-examination.”


I laughed slightly
but nodded before I went to find Lucas.
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Lucas


 


 


“Lucas, darling, I
haven’t seen you for nearly eight weeks. You really need to get your family
priorities sorted out.” My Mother started and I just grinned at her as my Dad
rolled his eyes at her chastisement.


Even her nagging
couldn’t pull my good mood from under me tonight.


Although I had just
hit thirty, I had the most stunning, bright and remarkable woman in love with
me, almost as much as I loved her.


I had decided
tonight, I was never letting Red get away again and I grinned when she slid up
beside me.


“Hey, baby” I
whispered as I planted a kiss against her head and snaked my arm around her
waist.


 


I knew Red was
nervous to meet my family but tonight had been the perfect opportunity to kill
two birds with one stone.


“Mom, Dad, I’d like
you to meet my girlfriend, Layla Summers. Red, this is my Mother, Teresa Hunt
and my Father, Bernie Hunt.”


My Dads eyes lifted
at the word ‘Girlfriend’ and he seemed impressed for a moment. My Mother? Well,
I couldn’t quite read her as she eyed Red warily.


“Pleased to meet you
both” she grinned widely at them both as she held out her hand.


 


My Dad gave her the
usual once over, his eyes skimming over every inch of her, before he smirked at
me and took her hand in his. “It’s a pleasure, Miss Summers. Anybody who can
tie my son down deserves my upmost respect.” He told her with a huge grin and I
bit into my lower lip at his openness.


“Well, I don’t know about
tying him down, Sir,” she laughed “but, if you have any rope, I would be
willing to give it a go.”


My Father barked out
a laugh and turned his gaze to me with a lift of an eyebrow “I like her.”


“I’m really glad,
Dad.”


 


Red then turned to
my Mother, the worst of the two evils to win over, and tipped her head as she
held out her hand, “Mrs Hunt, it’s a pleasure to finally meet you. Lucas has
told me so much about you.”


 


My Mothers eyes
skimmed over Red and I knew what she was thinking. Her cold eyes settled on
Red’s as she took her hand and my stomach clenched in apprehension. “It’s a
shame I can’t say the same, Miss Summers. But, tell me, where did the two of
you meet?”


Oh Shit.


 


Without batting an
eyelid, Red smiled sweetly “Lucas frequents the club where I dance.”


Oh bigger shit.


 


“Oh, you work in a
club?” My Mothers sneer was not lost on me and I was secretly planning how to
get Red out of here to save her embarrassment. 


I knew she would be
ashamed to tell my folk’s what she did, it didn’t bother me, I was in awe of
how she danced like she did; her lithe little body held my attention every time
she took to the pole and I was always impressed with her moves, some of them
looked downright dangerous, but Red always performed them with effortlessness
and expertise.


 


“I do, Mrs Hunt,
yes.” Red smiled. I noticed the slight twitch of her thumb against her finger
but she was so far holding her own and I knew I had to let these women find
their middle ground.


 


“What type of
dancing do you do? I’ve been thinking of taking up Salsa to try and keep myself
in shape but your dancing seems to keep you nice and trim.”


Even bigger shit.


 


“I’m a pole dancer,
Mrs Hunt.”


There was my girl.
Open, honest and fearless.


 


My Mothers eyes
widened and my Dad struggled to hide his smirk and I just stood and took a deep
breath.


“Really?” My Mother
said as she eyed Red’s body, “Is it difficult to learn?”


What the hell?


 


Red shook her head,
“No, not at all. There are tutors who teach you right from the basics upwards,
but if you don’t mind me saying, I think you would be great at it. You already
have a figure to kill for and that helps, but the pole will keep everything
tight and supple.” 


God, I loved this
girl.


 


“You want to pole
dance?” My Father asked my Mom and I swallowed at his excitement.


“Well, I think it
would be fun Bern, don’t you?”


“Good God, yes,
definitely.”


“Okay folk’s, you
are my parents, stop right there.” I warned.


Red turned to me and
laughed before she looked back at my Mom. “If you’d like, I could give you a
few simple lessons to start, just to see if it’s something you think you would
like.”


 


My Mother’s face lit
up like a beacon and she beamed at Red. “Oh, darling, that would be fantastic.
I’d feel a little more comfortable doing it with someone I know.”


God bless you Red.


 


“You will have to
give me a couple of weeks Mrs Hunt, I recently had an accident and I’m not
supposed to dance for a few weeks yet, but if it is okay with you, I’ll get your
number from Lucas and give you a ring.”


My Mother nodded
happily, “That’s fine darling. I hope it wasn’t a bad accident.”


This time Red did
stiffen but she smiled at my Mom “Just a car accident, everything’s fine, I
just need a few more weeks’ physio and then I’ll be right as rain.”


Thank you Red. I
didn’t think my Mother would appreciate me being involved with the mafia and
guns.


I nearly fell on my
arse when my Mother leaned forward and planted a tender kiss on her cheek.


Red smiled sweetly
just as the crowd started chanting my name and I turned to look at the
expectant crowd.


 


“Okay” I shouted as
I took Red’s hand and made my way to the stage.


Logan approached
with a huge cake as everyone sang happy birthday and I got a hoot of cheers as
I extinguished each one with a deep puff then I turned to my well-wishers.


“Firstly, I’d like
to thank you all for coming, even if it’s a terrible feeling for you all to
relish that I’m growing old.”


I paused until the
laughter broke down.


“And secondly, I’d
like to introduce my girlfriend to those of you that don’t know her. Everyone
meet Layla Summers.”


Everyone gave Red a
hello and I grinned as she went blood red, but then she went even redder when I
dropped to one knee in front of her.


 


The room was flooded
with gasps, Red’s being the loudest, and I looked up at her as my heart paused.


“Red, baby, the last
three months, even if eventful, have been the most amazing three months of my
life. Why? Cos’ they’ve been full of you, baby and I wanna make the rest of my
life just as good, and I know if you are in it then… then…”


 


Suddenly I couldn’t
breathe as I saw her.


She stepped out from
behind Brad and my heart stopped when I saw who was stood next to her, holding
her hand.


Holy-Fucking-Shit.


 


I could feel Red’s
confusion; it seemed to flitter around me, like a mist, along with her hurt
when she turned to see who I was staring at.


“Lucas?” she
whispered and I looked back up at her but I couldn’t seem to form any words.


 


Red swallowed
heavily and released my hand. “Go to her, Lucas.” She said before she descended
the steps from the stage and disappeared through the crowd.


 


I didn’t even call
her back, my shock and disbelief rendering me numb and immobile.


She took a few steps
towards the stage and then smiled that pretty smile she always had, “Hello,
Lucas” Alana said quietly but I couldn’t remove my gaze from the two year old
boy beside her, the boy with the dark blonde hair and the deep blue eyes, my
eyes.
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Layla


 


I knew it had been
too good to be true. Every time something good was happening with my life,
something came along and took it from me; ripped it from me, usually, this time
being no exception.


 


I knew the woman was
Lucas’s ex from the way he had stared at her, the woman he had been so in love
with before I came along. And I also knew the little boy was Lucas’s, he was
the image of Lucas and it was impossible not to see the similarities.


 


I shovelled
everything into my case and dialled Sara.


“Where are you,
Lay?” she said as soon as she answered.


“In my room, I’m
leaving.”


“I’ll be right up.”
she told me and my heart swelled at her protective manner. We had moved on from
what had happened and Sara had finally accepted and come to terms with her
pregnancy.


 


I scooped all my
toiletries and cosmetics from the bathroom and piled them in with my clothes
just as Sara walked in.


“Babe…” she
whispered as she came up to me and pulled me against her.


I would not cry. I
was refusing to, knowing if they came they wouldn’t stop.


“I’m okay, I just
wanna get out of here” I told her.


She nodded and
zipped my case up for me before she pulled it off my bed and dragged it behind
us, knowing I couldn’t lift anything heavy yet, as we locked the room and left.


 


We were both silent
as we descended the floors in the elevator but my mind was far was quiet.


It was screaming,
crying, raging, anguished, confused, distressed and agonized all at the same
time and I could feel my headache slamming into me rapidly.


 


My throat closed in
and my knees buckled when we exited the lift and my gaze settled on Lucas and
Alana.


They were sat
together on a long sofa in the foyer.


Her palm was on his
cheek and his own hand covered hers and I could see the love and devotion in
Alana’s eyes. I couldn’t see Lucas’s as his back was to me but I couldn’t drag
my eyes away from his hand over hers.


I was struggling to
breathe but I forced air into my lungs and took a step closer to the exit with
determination and self pride.


 


“What the…” Sara
hissed from beside me and I grabbed her arm before she made her way over to
them.


“No Sare, please…” I
begged. I couldn’t handle a confrontation now, I just wanted to get the hell
out of there and die under my duvet.


 


She sighed as she
gave me an agonized look but then nodded and led me through the foyer, both of
us hell bent on looking straight ahead.


I didn’t think he
had seen me until I heard him shout my name as we made our way through the huge
glass main doors.


I didn’t turn, I
just kept on moving forward, one step after another until we hit the pavement
and Sara passed my case to a taxi driver who then heaved it into the boot of
his cab.


“Red…” Lucas shouted
and I grit my teeth as I turned to him.


 


“What? Where are you
going?” he looked confused and I fought the urge to laugh.


“You can’t have us
both, Lucas. I saw the way you looked at her.”


He had the decency
to look shamed and I knew then that Alana still held his heart, whether she
held all of it or a piece of it, I wasn’t sure, but she still held something of
him.


And I knew, to fight
against a woman who had his child, would be damn near impossible.


 


I swallowed before I
climbed in the taxi and told the driver to drive, refusing my eyes to look at
Lucas, stood by the roadside watching as I left him.


 


 


***


 


 


“What the hell is
going on with you?” I asked Mason as soon as he took the chair opposite me in
the café where we’d arranged to meet the next day.


He closed his eyes
and scrubbed his face with his hands as he groaned, from my question or a
hangover I wasn’t sure, but it was both a groan of frustration and resignation
and I reached across the table for his hand.


 


He didn’t answer me
but he took my hand in his and squeezed tightly. “How are you, Lay, after last
night events?”


I shrugged but
glared at him, “Don’t even try and avoid this, Mase. You need to talk to me.
You do realise how much you’re hurting Ava, don’t you?”


He sighed again but
nodded “Yeah, I know” he answered quietly and I frowned at him.


“Then what are you
doing it for?”


 


His expression was
full of pain and anguish and my heart went out to him when I realised he was
really struggling,


“This life, Lay.
What the hell am I doing? It’s all going… pear-shaped. Everything I do gets
turned and twisted. I put my wife and children in danger every day. I put Ava
in danger that day with Kenny because of my life. And you… you took the
repercussions of my business.”


 


I nodded in
understanding but squeezed his hand. “And what will you do if you give it all
up?”


He shrugged and
looked confused for a moment and I lifted my eyebrows at him, “Mase, Ava knew
what you did before she married you. If it was a problem for her, then she
wouldn’t have married you, hell, the woman holds her own and if I know Ava, she
relishes the life. The twins? Mason, how many children go missing nowadays?
They could be playing out and then suddenly disappear. Katie and Georgie are in
no more danger than any other child in this shit faced world.”


 


He regarded me for a
moment as my words sank in but then the darkness covered it again, “But, what
happened to you Lay, wouldn’t have happened if it wasn’t for me.”


I scoffed loudly at
that. “No, Mase. What happened to me wouldn’t have happened if it wasn’t for
Kenny. And besides, look what could have happened to me with Diablo if it
wasn’t for you. There’s good and bad everywhere, Mase, everywhere, no matter
what your job or your life entails.”


 


“What the hell?” he
suddenly exclaimed and I frowned at him. “How come a little girl can make
everything seem better?”


I smirked at him
“I’m not that little, Mase.”


“No you’re not,
Little Willow. You have the biggest heart around, and now you need to face up
to things and fix it once and for all. You’ve found your soul mate, fucking
fight for him” he commanded.


“If only it were
that easy, Mase. She has his child, how the hell do I compete with that?”


 


He stared at me for
a moment before a scowl morphed his face. “You remember years ago when Rebecca
told me her child was mine?”


I nodded and looked
at him in confusion. How the hell did that help?


“Well, even when I
believed her, it never stopped me loving Ava, not one fucking bit. Why do you
think because Lucas has a kid with this woman that he’s gonna love you less?”


Oh. Well…


 


“I dunno really, but
it was the way they were on that sofa. The way she looked at him and the way he
looked at her…”


“Lay, babe, he had
just discovered the woman had kept his son a secret for two years. She fucked
off, left him then turns up two years later with a child in tow. How the fuck
would you feel. I can imagine confusion, shock, doubt and insanity are just a
few. How do you know what Lucas was thinking? You can’t read his mind Lay, you
have to hear it from him.”


 


He was right, I knew
he was but it still didn’t stop the insecurity and hurt flowing through me at
the way Lucas had reacted.


He was down on one
knee, asking me to marry him for god’s sake, then he just stopped and forgot
about me, and I had never felt more like a fool than I had then.


I can still see
everybody’s eyes on me as I walked through that room, my humiliation and hurt burning
a hole straight through me as they all stared.


 


“I dunno, Mase,” I
told him eventually “I don’t know what’s gonna happen but I do know you need to
get home to Ava and apologise your fucking arse off.” 


He grinned
mischievously at me “Don’t worry little Willow, what I have in store for Ava;
I’ll have her fucking begging and screaming my name.”


I rolled my eyes and
flapped him away “Go, before you spill even more details…”


He laughed loudly
before he threw a twenty pound note on the table, kissed my cheek and
disappeared.


 


 


***


 


 


I saw him pull up
outside my flat as I sat in the window with my chocolate.


He saw me too as he
climbed out and his face lifted to me whilst his eyes asked me to open the door
and talk to him.


He had texted me and
rang several times over the last twenty four hours but I hadn’t been ready to
face him, so I had ignored him, thus bringing him to my door as his next
attempt to talk to me.


 


I nodded to him and
climbed off the window and went to open him the door before settling myself
back down.


He emerged in the
room five minutes later, his dominance and slight anger at me filling the
pockets of air in the room; the sheer size of his body also sucking up all the
remaining oxygen.


 


He didn’t say a word,
just sat in the chair beside me and we both glanced at each other, both of us
wary and upset.


“You gonna tell me
why you ran, then refused to answer my calls?” he asked eventually. His ire was
evident in his tone and I lifted my brows at him in astonishment.


He sucked in a large
breath in an attempt to control his anger but it was still written all over his
face.


 


“Maybe, because you
had other things to deal with before me” I told him quite sarcastically and I
chastised myself silently at my own tone.


He narrowed his eyes
on me, the irritation in them boring through me and into my bones.


“You always come
before anything else, Red, you know that.”


 


I laughed bitterly
then. “Is that so Lucas? Like I came before Alana when you were down on one
knee and just shut me down, leaving me feeling, as well as looking, like a
fucking fool.”


He scoffed as he
shot out of his chair. “Is that was this is about, cos’ I made you look like a
fool when I was confronted with a son I didn’t even know I had?” he spat
angrily.


“Oh no, do not twist
my words, Lucas. I didn’t say that and you know it. The way you looked at
Alana, when you were down on one knee, well it told me and every other fucker
in that room, that she was back and you no longer wanted me, I no longer even
existed in your mind. That’s why, Lucas, and don’t fucking deny it. I saw it on
your bloody face!”


 


He stomped across to
me and brought his face within an inch of mine. “I will fucking deny it, Red,
cos’ whatever you think you and everybody else saw, was not what was actually
going through my mind at that moment.”


 


I stood and pushed
past him, not liking where this conversation was going but he grabbed my arm
and spun me around to face him. “Come on then, Red. Tell me exactly what you
saw on my face cos’ I bet it was nothing like what I saw on yours when Diablo
died. And Ry, we mustn’t forget how much you loved him, Red” he hissed nastily
and my palm connected harshly with his cheek.


“Don’t you dare drag
my feelings for Ry into this. Ry is dead and buried Lucas, whether I loved him
or not, he is not what matters now, Alana is.”


“And Troy?” he asked
with a glare and I frowned in confusion.


“Troy, my son. Is
that the real reason for this, Red? Now I have a son it changes how you feel
about me?”


Unbelievable.


 


I stared at him in
shock. “My God, Lucas. Do you even know me at all?”


He looked thoroughly
chastened then and he turned, groaning loudly as he ran his hands through his
hair in frustration.


“This is all a
fucking mess” he grumbled and I thoroughly agreed with him.


 


He kept his back to
me but carried on talking. “Alana had an affair with my best friend, for eight
months whilst she was with me,” he divulged and I swallowed at his evident pain
in their betrayal. “And whatever you might think Red, that kinda crushed any
feelings I ever had for her, there and then but… but she is obviously the
Mother of my child, a child I knew nothing about until last night, and I can’t
just push that connection away.”


 


I nodded even though
he couldn’t see me.


“When she… when she
just stepped out yesterday, my eyes weren’t on Alana, they were on my son, so
whatever you think you saw, it definitely wasn’t any emotion for her, it was
for Troy, cos’ I knew as soon as I saw him that he was my son.”


 


I remained silent,
letting him tell his story; he needed for me to listen, so I did.


He turned to look at
me now and his eyes held so much hurt, that I found myself fighting against my
instincts to just wrap him in my arms and comfort him, absorb all the damage
and sorrow from him.


 


“Yes, I won’t deny I
was in love with Alana, and I was gonna ask her to marry until I found her in
the bath, naked with my best mate since school, fucking like animals whilst the
water slopped all over my bathroom floor,” he took a large inhalation and held
me with his eyes, their intensity demanding every part of me.


“And yes, their
betrayal hit me hard and I had a meltdown for a few months but only cos’ of the
hurt at what they were doing, not because I loved her to the ends of the earth,
not like the way I love you, Red. My love for you, it consumes me, every single
fucking fragment of me. You’re inside me, your breath is my breath, your soul
is joined with mine and your heart, it’s mine Red, every fucking sliver and
beat of it. Mine.”


 


I nodded as I walked
slowly towards him and he took my hands as I came to stand before him.


But then I surprised
him as I dropped to one knee.


His eyes widened and
I could see the pump of his heart hammering against the tight material of his
shirt.


“And every breath I
take, you breathe; every time my soul shudders, yours does; and every time my
heart beats, yours beats along with it because you are inside me also, you own
me Lucas Hunt. You own my breath, my soul and my heart and without you they
would all shut down and watch me die, and I’d rather die than lose you. I love
you so much and I want to spend the rest of my life with you. I want you to
marry me, Lucas. I want you to be with me until the day I die and then I want
you to share the afterlife with me.”


 


He dropped to his
own knees before me and cupped my face. “You are on Layla Summers, I’ll always
be yours and you’ll always be mine, Red. Always, baby.”


I snivelled like a
hormonal teenager as tears rolled down my face and nodded at the man before me.


My man, the man that
I knew would love me until the day I left this world and then I knew he would
be right behind me, his control and dominance refusing to see us ever
separated.


 


“By the way, baby.
Your delightful arse is gonna so connect with my palm tonight. I think we
better start counting your misdemeanours. Number one, being so damn beautiful.
Number two….”


We never reached
number three.
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Lucas


 


 


Oh God, this was so
fucking hard. “I can’t do this.”


“Yes you can, stop
being so bloody childish, Lucas.” My Mom scolded and I took a deep breath.


“But, she’s dying in
there, Mom. I can’t watch her die.”


“For goodness sake
Lucas, man the hell up.”


 


My brows lifted at
my Mother’s words. She had never been one to curse, so I knew I was in trouble
when she spat the ‘Hell’ word at me.


“Get in there and be
by your wife’s side, Lucas Hunt, before I really lose my temper with you.”


 


I nodded
frantically, knowing this woman would keep her word and thrash the life out of
me in the hospital corridor.


Logan smirked at me
and I narrowed my eyes on him. “Wait until Sara drags you in here.”


Logan lifted a brow
and me and snorted. “Aint no chance bro. Yeah, I love Sara to bits but… nah, no
fucking way.”


 


Logan and Sara had
developed a relationship after my thirtieth birthday, two years ago, and they
were joined at the hip so I knew Logan’s words were just meant to torment me. I
knew it wouldn’t be long before he was stood exactly where I was.


 


“In. Now!” My Mother
barked at me and I jumped at her ferociousness.


I nodded at her
again as I pulled in a deep breath and opened the door to hell.


 


 


***


 


 


Layla


 


 


“Jesus, fucking, Christ!”
I screamed as Lucas held my hand and I squeezed tight. His whimpers at the pain
had me scowling at him. “What the hell, Lucas. You wanna swap?”


He shook his head
eagerly as his eyes showed his fear of me. “No, baby. You’re doing an excellent
job.”


I scowled at him
“Not like I have a fucking choice, is it? You did this you arsehole. We are
never having sex ever again.”


 


His face contorted
painfully and I could read the despair on his face at my words. “Now, Red.
Let’s not get a head of ourselves…”


“You twat…” I
shouted as another contraction tore through me, its tightness crippling me and
ripping through me.


 


“Push, baby,
push...” Lucas whispered against my head softly and I whimpered against him as
I bore down and pushed. I would shove the little blighter out if it was the
last thing I did.


“Red, God. Oh, baby,
she’s here. You did it, Red, God; I love you, baby, I love you…” Lucas cried as
my daughter’s lungs pierced the room.


Thank fuck!


 


“Well, hello Willow”
Lucas cooed as the nurse handed our baby to him.


His face was pure
rapture and I knew if I never saw the sunshine again I could picture this
moment and be filled with a brightness that was utterly blinding.


 


He looked over at
me, his wet eyes telling me how much he loved me. “She’s so beautiful, Red.
Just like her Mom.”


I smiled wide and
happily as he passed her to me and I cradled her gently.


“Hey, baby”


Her small plump lips
rolled and parted and the nurse helped me to get her settled on my breast.


She was a gannet,
just like her father, devouring every bloody thing I had in me and Lucas
smirked. “I’m gonna have to fight her for them.”


 


The nurse laughed
loudly as Sara smacked his arm. “Congratulations you two. She’s beautiful” She
declared.


Lucas pulled her
into a side hug. “Thanks Sare, dunno what I’d have done if you weren’t here to
help.”


She rolled her eyes
but kissed his cheek softly as she went to tell our waiting family the news.


 


Lucas settled
sideways beside me on the bed and stared up at me. “If I could give you the
world right now, baby, I would. Every single square inch of it because at this
moment I feel like the richest man on the planet.”


I smiled at him as
Willow slurped against me, the moment seeming surreal but I knew it would be
burnt in my memories forever. 


“Wait until Troy
sees her” I warned with high brows.


“Oh God, you do know
we’ll never get to her again.”


I laughed and
nodded.


 


Troy had been a
permanent fixture in our lives since Lucas had found out about him and he was
utterly adorable. He had been counting the days on our calendar until Willow’s
due date and I knew he was going to be very possessive over his sister.


 


Lucas cradled
Willow’s soft head in his hand as he leaned up to kiss me. “I love you so much,
Red. I’m so glad you made a decent coffee that day when you came into my
office. The way you back chatted me would’ve seen you on your arse if it wasn’t
for your amazing coffee skills.” 


I smirked at him.
“And I’m so glad you stopped wearing tie’s baby, because you don’t wanna know
about the visions I had involving those ties and your neck.”


 


 


 


The End
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“Nope”
I shook my head adamantly at her and she practically growled at me.


“Jen,
look…” she persisted.


I
shook my head again, slowly and sternly and concentrated on the spread sheet
currently demanding the taxing part of my brain. “Zoe, how can you pay this
much for ink? Surely you can find it cheaper somewhere else?” I glanced at her
over the top of the laptop screen as I rapidly changed the subject. She smiled
brashly at me with a twinkle in her eye “I can. I do. But the taxman doesn’t
need to know that.”


 


I
rolled my eyes and tried to set my attention back to Zoe’s tax return, a pile
of receipts and paperwork demanding my concentration but my mind wouldn’t shift
from last night.


I
shuddered and endeavoured to close off his face, his snarl, the crack of his
fist but it was there, right on the frontal hemisphere of my brain… and my
cheekbone.


That
reminded me to pick his dry cleaning up tonight. 


Don’t
bloody forget again Jen.


 


Zoe
sighed heavily and I lifted my gaze to her, finding her watching me forlornly
with her brow furrowed deep “Okay, Jen?”


I
plastered a smile on my face and nodded firmly “Yep, just struggling with your
figures today.”


 


She
gave herself the once over and winked at me. “Nowt wrong with this figure babe”
she grinned as she slipped her hands provocatively over her breasts and I
smirked, “You’re not wrong there, treacle” I agreed with an exaggerated wink,
using the nickname Shane had always used for her.


 


I
rubbed my eyes with the palms of my hands, tiredness and fatigue blurring them
and stood to stretch my legs, taking a glance at the clock. “Christ its one,
you want a sandwich?” I asked Zoe who nodded absentmindedly from her design
book as she sketched something beside an already complete illustration.


“Sure,
you know where everything is” she told me without moving.


“I’ll
make lunch then…”


She
ignored me, her attention elsewhere and I knew when she had her head in her
tattoos that I wouldn’t hear or see a peep from her.


 


I
turned to Brett in the corner of the room, his tongue protruding slightly from
his mouth as he currently concentrated on the artwork of an eagle on some huge
guys back, and I mean huge - sumo size huge.


“Brett?”


He
looked over at me and blinked rapidly to adjust the focus in his eyes.
“Sandwich?” I repeated and he nodded “Sure wren, cheese and tomato, pepper and
mayo.”


 


I
snorted at him “Uhh, I was sure when I last looked this was a tattoo parlour
not Subway.”  


He
grinned and winked “Now Wren, you know you love me and those delicate little
fingers of yours want to work for me.”


I
pursed my lips at him, and then smirked wickedly “And you know I need your
delicate fingers to do my next piercing, don’t you?”


He
lifted a brow at me “Another? Where you want this one?”


I
lifted the corner of my mouth and waggled my eyebrows at him. His own eyes
widened before a grin erupted on his face and Sumo stared at me. “Oh Wren, just
for the privilege I get to pierce your delicious lady parts, I’ll take just
cheese” he conceded.


“Thought
you might” I chuckled as I made my way into the back of Zoe’s shop.


 


Zoe
had been my brother’s wife for four years, but when Shane died of leukaemia
three years ago we had become inseparable, leaning on each other in our grief
and we became the type of friends that would die for each other.


 


She
had bought this tattoo shop in memory of Shane. He had made her promise to
fulfil her dreams when he had gone and she had worked her fingers to the bone
to get ‘Slink’s’ going; the ‘S’ in the name was for Shane, the ‘L’ was for our
surname, Linkin and then of course ‘Ink’, but her limit with numbers only
extended to her cash till, so I had been doing her finances for the past two
years. 


I’m
sure she only used me to hide her dodgy receipts. Some of them always brought a
chuckle forward. I mean who the hell claims for a spotify account? But give the
girl credit; she got her tax back for it when she declared it as essential,
saying she needed the music to calm the nervous customers.


 


I
heard a rowdy group enter the shop as I made the sandwiches and mugs of tea.
Stacking the plates on top of one another and grabbing all three mug handles
with the other hand, I made my way back into the main parlour.


 


The
plates and mugs slipped from my hands and crashed to the floor with a loud
smash when I set my eyes on who had entered Slink’s.


The
tea and bread mashed into a stodge on the floor as my heart dropped right there
with them.


 


All
eyes in the shop swung to me, but it was only one pair I couldn’t divert from
and I stood open mouthed like a fucking guppy staring at him.


“Jen?”
Ethan stuttered as his jaw dropped as wide as mine, “Christ… Jen?”


 


The
group he was with eyed us both up and the female lifted her lips in a knowing
smile as she tipped her head to me and held out her hand “Boss seems to have
lost his manners, Hi; I’m E. Short for Eve.”


I
flicked my eyes to her and they widened when I realised who she was. “Oh… yeah,
hi. Jen.” I returned her greeting.


 


Holy
Fuck! I realised now that the whole of the rock group, Room 103, was currently
stood in Slink’s and it was a shame I was stood like a zombie playing musical
statues when the publicity could have been tremendous for Zoe.


 


She
smiled kindly and elbowed Ethan in the ribs “Boss…”


He
just stood, silent and staring, his eyes roaming over every inch of me until
they settled on my cheek and I fought against the blush that was creeping up my
face.


My
whole soul reached out and I grit my teeth and commanded it back inside as my
body trembled along with it.


 


“Jen…”


E
huffed and glared at him “I think we’ve established her name’s Jen, Boss. We
need to move on from that now, to something like hello.”


 


He
frowned and turned to E who was staring intently at him. “Fuck, E…” he choked
out before he turned and left the shop.


Everyone
kind of fell silent and the vocalist of Room 103, Jax I think his name was,
lifted his eyebrows at E. “Babe?”


She
shook her head at him and plonked a smile on her face before turning back to me
“Boss wanted a tattoo but he’s not very good with needles. Just shit himself
there” she tried to defend Ethan and I smiled and nodded, not believing a word
she said. I was the only one who knew the reason for Ethan’s behaviour, and it
wasn’t a phobia of needles… more a phobia of me.


 


More
uncomfortable silence fell before a tall dude with pure white hair and covered
in tattoos sucked air through his teeth and smiled, well I say smiled, it was
more of a cringe, “Well, I’ll be fucked if I come into a tat shop without
leaving with some new ink.”


 


Zoe
was instantly beside me, a purr vibrating from her as she gestured to the
design book “Would you like to take a look at what you want and I can get right
onto that for you.”


I
snorted. I bet you will Zo.


 


E
and her husband, I think they were married if I remember from the media
coverage of Room 103, sunk into the chairs in the corner of the shop and
started a whispered conversation.


 


“I
thought you were in America?” I blurted out randomly and rudely.


Jax
raised his eyes to me and E smiled widely. “We were but Jax and I just adopted
a baby and I wanted to bring her up in England, so the guys kind of amalgamated
groups and took lead, kicked me out of the band and decided we should come
back” she said openly with a wide smile and I just nodded dumbly.


“Oh.”


“You
know Boss?” she asked warmly and I frowned at her. “Boss - Ethan” she
rectified.


 


“Oh,
yeah” I bit my lower lip as memories invaded my mind and I swallowed them back
and turned to Zoe “I’m going Zo, see you later.”


I
didn’t give her chance to respond before I whipped my bag from behind the
counter and left the shop.


 


 


***


 


 


 


I
breathed a sigh of relief when I realised the house was empty and hurried
upstairs, pulling off my clothes and stepped straight into the shower, needing
the hot water to pelt my body and stimulate my brain on something other than
Ethan.


 


 ‘By
the way, Jen… I love you.’


‘God
baby, you’re gonna be mine, all mine one day, and when that day comes, when
it’s just you and me, then I’m dragging you up that fucking aisle, Jen…’


‘Don’t
choose him Jen, please don’t choose him. I love you…..’ 


 


I
closed my eyes to the memory assault and stiffened when the screen door opened
and Kyle stood grinning at me, completely naked and obviously aroused if the
view of his erect penis was anything to go by.


My
stomach dropped through my arse and I frantically fought the urge to pummel
this man stood before me, beat him to a pulp for ruining my life and taking me
from the only thing in my life I had ever wanted.


 


“Hey,
Darling” he leered as his eyes roamed over my body and then grimaced when he
spotted a few bruises.


He
swallowed heavily before he lifted his eyes to me and I could see him shake off
the guilt as he took a step closer to me.


“I
thought you were playing football with Jet?” I asked, hoping he had just forgotten
and my reminder would see him belting back out of the shower and disappearing.


Right,
Jen. Good luck with that.


“He
had to cancel, something to with Harriet puking…” he whispered against my neck
as he nuzzled me and I grimaced when his hand settled on my breast.


 


My
eyes squeezed shut when his teeth dug into the soft flesh under my ear and his
cock slipped between my thighs, stroking along my sex slowly.


“You
feel so good, Jen. It’s a good job you’re a great fuck, otherwise I’d have
divorced you years ago.”


“Yeah”
I murmured as I fought the bile that was rising slowly up my throat and I
silently wondered if there was any way I could suddenly become a shit shag.


Suddenly
I was flung around and pushed into the tiles, my already sore cheek hitting the
ceramic with force, before he took me feverishly and violently.


I
let him.


I
didn’t have a choice really.


I
never did where Kyle was concerned.


 


Fifteen
minutes later, Kyle held the facecloth to my bloodied nose and rolled his eyes
at me humorously, “Fancy bashing your nose on the tiles you daft mare; they’re
hard you know, Jen.”


I
gave him a tiny tight smile and nodded, it was easier to just agree. What was I
supposed to say ‘Hey you great big knob, if you hadn’t grabbed my hair and
rammed my face into the tiles then I wouldn’t have nose bleed right now!’?


 


He
tenderly dabbed at my face, gently wiping away the blood as he planted a soft
kiss to my forehead.


“Ethan’s
back.”


What
the hell, Jen? What the fuck did you say that for? 


You
know why, so he didn’t find out from Brett and batter you for not telling him,
that’s why!


 


I
heard his teeth crack as he ground them together tightly and his fingers curled
around the washcloth so forcefully I was glad it wasn’t my neck he had been
holding when I told him.


He
narrowed his eyes on me “You speak to him?”


“No”
I answered honestly. I didn’t tell him I had just stared as Ethan repeatedly
announced my name.


 


He
whipped the washcloth in my face angrily, its slap on my skin made me jump, and
exited the shower, snatching up a towel and pulling it around his hips before
he slammed the bathroom door so hard the contents of the cabinet rattled.


Well,
that got rid of him Jen.


 


I
peered at myself in the steamed mirror, wiping at it to clear a section and
frowned when my cheek had gone from the purple it had been this morning to a
black shade now.


My
nose was still trickling blood over my top lip and the sight suddenly brought
on the ‘what if…’ the ‘I should have…’ and the ‘why didn’t I…’


 


“Come
on Jen, pull it together girl” I scolded myself as I straightened my shoulders
and took a deep breath before going in search of my wonderful husband.
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