
[image: cover]


        
            
                
            
        

    
Contents




Title Page

Copyright

Dedication

Quote Aristotle

Playlist - The Book

Prologue

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

Chapter 6

Chapter 7

Chapter 8

Chapter 9

Chapter 10

Chapter 11

Chapter 12

Chapter 13

Chapter 14

Chapter 15

Chapter 16

Chapter 17

Chapter 18

Chapter 19

Chapter 20

Chapter 21

Chapter 22

Chapter 23

Chapter 24

Chapter 25

Chapter 26

Chapter 27

Chapter 28

Chapter 29

Chapter 30

Chapter 31

Chapter 32

Chapter 33

Chapter 34

Chapter 35

Chapter 36

Chapter 37

Chapter 38

Coming soon










[image: Image]




by




ALEXANDRA NORTH




Published by Alexandra North

Copyright © 2014 by Alexandra North

All rights reserved.

This book is an original publication of Alexandra North. 

This e-book is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. It may not be sold or given to other people. If you would like to share this e-book please purchase an additional copy for each recipient. If you are reading this book and you did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your use only, then please return it and purchase your own copy. Thank you for supporting and respecting the hard work of this author.

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places and incidents either are products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events, locations or persons, living or dead, are entirely coincidental. The author acknowledges the trademark status and trademark owners of various products referenced in the work of fiction.

Cover Design by LA Designs




















[image: Image]

For my very own Sebastian; you know who you are.

My friend, my lover & my soulmate - I love you desperately. 

You & me always and forever baby!
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For my 2 children, who put up with burnt food & un-ironed clothes for months, 

whilst I slaved over this book. I love you both so much 

& maybe when you’re married & grown-up, you can read this - maybe!
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For my parents who have supported me in everything I do, 

through the good & many bad times; you are both such an inspiration, 

both in your own achievements & your love of one another 

- 44 years and counting… but seriously, this book is for your eyes only Mum! 
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To my lovely in-laws - who’ve enabled me to write whilst 

entertaining our youngest; from crafting, to school pick-ups and many 

other fun activities, you’re always there for all of us and so appreciated. 

xxx 




            [image: Image]

To my Sister, who is Suzie in the flesh & your gorgeous new baby (just delivered!)

Life deals us highs & blows but with shoes and lippy, we can conquer the world. Love you. 
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For my family and friends - 

Thank you for enriching my life & making it possible to draw upon day-to-day experiences to create such wonderful characters full of depth and naughtiness. 
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To all the Bloggers out there who work for FREE -

thank you so much for all your support in generating awareness 

for The One Awakened. You are amazing people who work exceedingly hard 

for us authors and deserve mucho recognition.

Quick mentions; Two Ordinary Girls & Their Books, Sizzling Pages,

Fallen For Books, Mummy’s Naughty Corner, Sweet Books, 

The Book Enthusiast & 2Bookaholics and anyone else who 

promoted me - a huge thank you x
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Sebastian & Lucia’s journey has been so much more than I had ever dreamed  

-  The One is out there for all of us. 
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“What is a friend? A single soul in a two bodies.” 




Aristotle
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	In no particular order for…

	THE ONE AWAKENED
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  	Sarah McLachlan – Silence

  	Fat Boy Slim – Right Here Right Now

  	The Beloved – Deliver Me

  	Coldplay – The Scientist

  	Coldplay – Greeneyes

  	Imagine Dragons - Demons 

  	James Blunt – Goodbye My Lover

  	Ellie Goulding – Burn

  	Chris Brown – Don’t Wake Me Up

  	Alex Clare – Too Close

  	Rob D – Clubbed To Death

  	David Guetta - Little Bad Girl (feat. Taio Cruz) –

  	Portishead – Glorybox

  	U2 – One

  	U2  - With Or Without You

  	Timberland /One Republic – Apologise

  	Nelly Fertado – Try

  	Snow Patrol – Chasing Cars

  	Keane – Somewhere Only We Know

  	Portishead – Roads

  	Lana Del Rey – Young & Beautiful

  	Sia – Breathe Me

  	OutKast - Hey Ya

  	Prince – I Would Die 4U

  	Neon Trees – Sleeping With A Friend

  	David Guetta – Titanium

  	Eric Prydz – Pjanoo

  	Sub Focus- Endorphins

  	Faithless – Don’t Leave

  	Tinie Tempah – Heroes (feat. Laura Mvula)

  	Adele – Set Fire To The Rain

  	The Chemical Brothers – Hey Boy Hey girl

  	Dr. Alban – It’s My Life – (She’s my wife)

  	Groove Armada – My Friend

  	Macklemore & Ryan Lewis – Can’t Hold Us (feat. Ray Dalton)

  	Roger Sanchez – I Never Knew

  	The Source – You Got The Love

  	A great big world – Say Something

  	The Saturdays – Ego

  	Rob Base, DJ E-Z - It Takes Two

  	2 Live Crew - Me So Horny

  	Adele - Chasing Pavements

  	Eddie (Oliver Nelson Remix) – Everywhere

  	Sebastian Ingrosso – Calling (Lose My Mind)
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		We enter the murky underground bar where pretty much every student at Lords Uni frequents, and smile at each other, anticipative of what tonight may bring. The Cave is a grotty, musty hole of a place, which housed crappy live bands, smelled damp and offered watered-down beer. None of that mattered though; the vibe was always great. 

	Abby and I had only been a couple of times since moving into Dorms, once to eat (never again!) and once, for Happy Hour. That night had been memorable and we’d definitely come away happy, or at least until we threw up the copious amounts of Malibu & pineapple consumed from dodgy plastic pint glasses! The Bar’s aptly named and the place to go if you were single, with plenty of Neanderthal men - full of grunting, boozing and male bravado. However, tonight we were going to their Friday night blast. The theme is Dance and that’s exactly, what we intend to do. We are 19, young, free and attractive. Life is good and we are open to new opportunities and exciting adventures!

	 “If one more waster, letches over me I’ll lose it!” 

	Abby shudders at the thought and fluffs up her freshly dyed bright red hair. The picture on the box of dye had shown a vibrant girl with warm copper locks but somehow Abby’s hair had over-developed into something more likened to scary clown than saucy chick; the results were should we say, extreme. I feel for her, but even the harsh, fiery red tones couldn’t detract from her lovely face and big brown expressive eyes. She really could pull off anything and on a positive note; it certainly made her stand out in a busy crowd- I wouldn’t lose her! 

	“I thought you wanted to meet someone Abs? Behind every frog is a prince, or something like that!”

	“Bollocks! You just made that up. More like behind every frog is a horny toad!” She whacks my arm and I burst out into floods of laughter. “Besides, I think I’ll be lucky to attract Shrek tonight with this hair.”

	 “True. But don’t be so harsh yourself. Let’s just have some fun. It’s our first year at Uni. I, for one, am not interested in settling down or getting serious with any man - especially not one from here.”

	“Tell that to the guy with the cross eyes and spittle lips in the corner. He’d definitely be a grateful lover!” 

	Yuk! We both shudder and giggle in unison. 




	There’s a huge scrabble at the bar, and feeling daring, I nudge in and order us two beers. I can feel pressure from jostling punters at my back and to both sides, but stand my ground. We’d quickly learned it was the only way and you had to be tough to brave the Cave Bar. As I turn to pass one plastic pint glass to Abs, impressed with my skill, I’m careful not to spill a drop; I groan as my elbow is knocked and the chance of saving both myself and my drink is negligible. In that split-second instant I become a walking-talking cliché – my nipples now perky and on show through my wet vest-top; the scent of weak ‘eau de Tetley’s’ all over me. All we needed was a ton of wet mud and Abs and I would have every man in that bar at our beck and call; but purely for the wrong reasons. Tits and ass and female wrestling; the stuff of most young men’s wet dreams.

	“What the hell?” 

	I’m sure the anger is evident on my face as I look down at my top. “Nice!” 

	Shaking my head incredulously, I spin around and am met by a solid male wall of heat. He was the culprit and the jostler at my back. Glancing up slowly, I lock eyes with the most intense blackened pools I’ve ever looked into, and review the drink spiller at my leisure. He is utterly devastating. Almost perfect apart from a slight bump in his otherwise straight nose, probably from a sports related injury - he certainly looked like he played a lot of sport. Yum!

	Jutting cheekbones, a well-defined jaw and two-day stubble show off those amazing dark melted chocolate eyes, which are enhanced by short inky hair, worn slightly longer and messy on top; my fingers itch to delve into it. Even his clothes are effortlessly seductive - plain black slim-fit T, over black faded jeans. He is fit, and Drop. Dead. Gorgeous. I know I’m staring, but I truly can’t help it. He’s the sexiest man I’ve ever laid eyes on. 

	Seriously, heart-stoppingly, dry-mouth tasty.

	I watch as his brow furrows in question at my open gawking.

	“Like what you see?” His magnetic eyes crinkle at the corners and his generous mouth smirks.

	“Sorry.” 

	My thoughts are interrupted and I feel myself flush, and flustered, shake my head to pull myself together. The air seems to have left my lungs and I’m struggling to breathe.

	How full of himself was this guy? How annoyed are you at your obvious reaction to him? My disloyal inner voice sides with the drink spiller.

	I find my tongue and moisten my lips before framing myself and grinding out.

	“Actually no. I’m not bloody sorry, you’re the clumsy oaf!” 

	There. That told him! “You should watch what you’re doing in future.” 

	My voice sounds weak and snooty and very unlike me. What I really want to say, as I watch his naughty bedroom eyes and sexy mouth twist is, “for God’s sake shut up and kiss me, you arrogant bastard!” 

	Seriously Lu - you don’t even know his name? 

	This annoyingly handsome male continues to smile at me, assessing my behaviour and openly staring at my now completely soaked chest. I fold my arms over my breasts in retaliation and lean back to put some space between us. I’m not sure why but he both annoys me and sends shivers over me all at once. There are definite sparks, something I’d not ever encountered before - and never on the first time encounter with a man. I am inextricably drawn to him.

	“What are you studying?” I hear the question but am too unnerved by his presence to answer.

	“Studying?” he gently repeats. 

	And I stutter my response. “BA (Hons) in Design.” Chill the fuck out girl!

	“Really? That’s my course – I’ll no doubt be seeing much more of you.” The emphasis is heavily put on much more, as he casually assesses my chest. Oh crap - this guy was trouble. I should steer well clear!

	“Well, maybe not – there are several divisions of the degree.”

	He flashes lovely white teeth, grinning openly at my negative and harsh reply, his eyes darting back to my now pointing to attention, chest.

	“I’m sure we’ll bump into one another again but I won’t make such a boob of it next time. I promise.”

	I give in at this and chuckle openly, despite my annoyance and his own laugh is genuine. The intimate moment and sexual tension are shattered as I hear my friend’s voice behind us.

	“Lulu where’s the beer?”

	Abby nuzzles her way into our circle of two and it’s only then that I realise that clumsy sexy man has his arms loosely hung around my waist. As my brain reacts to their position, my skin sizzles beneath his fingertips and I shiver noticeably. I immediately grab those strong arms and push away, but not in time for Abs to raise her arched brow cheekily in surprise at my reaction.

	“Let me get you both a drink; it’s the least I can do.” He smiles showing those pearly whites again, and his twinkly eyes are still focused on my ample charms. He is divine but really?

	“No its fine, thanks.” I’m being really rude and I don’t know why. His model good looks put me on edge.

	“Yeah Lu, it’s the least he can do,” Abby laughs, mimicking his sexy voice and puts out her hand to shake his.

	“‘Scuse my arsey friend. I’m Abby, and this, is Lucia. Nice to meet you.” Her warmth is infectious and for the first time ever it irritates me as she is rewarded with a glowing white smile for her niceties.

	“Sebastian. Sebastian Silver at your service,” he pronounces clearly and with confidence. Of course he’d have an alliterative name - like a bloody superhero! 

	As I study his handsome face, I conclude that his name is perfect for him; magnetic, memorable, arrogant and manly - just like him; a silver-tongued devil. 

  	We’re interrupted again, as a second male slaps him on his back. “Seb, my mate. Get the beers in. I’m dying of thirst here.” He looks in our direction, his delight evident on his rather plain but friendly face. 

	“I was just about to when I bumped into the lovely Abby and Lucia.” My name falls from his delicious lips with a provocative drawl and his bold eyes hold mine with every syllable. 

	I feel his mate’s eyes rest upon my chest and cringe. I really need to get to the little girl’s room and use the dryer, before I become the night’s entertainment or get picked up for soliciting. Either way, I’m showcasing my trump card far too soon.

	Sebastian continues. “Ladies, Niall. Niall, Ladies.” He holds four fingers up to the rather sweaty barman struggling to meet the demands of thirsty, pissed up students and rests his elbows on the bar, throwing over his shoulder, “Don’t worry I won’t touch you again.” 

	I consider why I wish that that were not the case but I am not allowed the luxury for long, as Niall muscles in next to me, hiding me from Sebastian’s view. He is Ok looking, with a definite, Indie coolness about him, but is certainly not as arresting as his friend Sebastian. Realistically, he was probably more my type if I went by my previous dating history; his dress-sense is rock-star cool and makes him appear current, if a little eccentric. We chatter for a while, whilst Abby and Sebastian do the same. I keep one eye on them at all times.

	“Don’t worry about your mate,” Niall informs me, leaning into my ear, his warm breath on my neck.

	“Sebastian is all loved up - some Textile student or something like that. So he’s not up for anything but a bit of a flirt – boy he lurves to flirt.” He winks at me and I feel a moment of strange loss at his news of Sebastian’s love of women. 

What did I expect when the man looks that good?	

	And in that second, I decide to focus my charms on Niall for the night. He was safe, didn’t scare the hell out of me and didn’t send my emotions haywire and was a bit of a charmer, in a kind of cool, Oasis brother way - what would be the harm? 

	“Give me a few minutes to dry off and I’ll be back Niall.”

	“I’m not going anywhere Lucia.” 

	His face is intent and I smile to myself. It’s always nice to feel like you have a man’s full attention, even if it’s not the attention of the man I can’t seem to take my eyes off - my brain is telling me that but my heart is saying something else.
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	After a few hours of getting to know him better, realising our mutual likes and dislikes of certain music genres and enjoying one too many tequila slammers, I consider Niall. He’s actually pretty cool and has a dry sense of humour and is a rare commodity within the Cave Bar in that he does appear to have a brain; even though his hands are a little too knowing, I’m enjoying my time with him but cannot help being continuously drawn back to his mate Sebastian, who is now on the dance floor, with the textile girl. She is very pretty and he’s looking sexier than ever. 

	I am at a loss as to why just the glimpse of him is enough to create a fizz of excitement in my belly. It’s ridiculous. I’ve just met him and he’s the epitome of a player. I’m pleased that I’ve decided to see past the movie star looks and muscled physique and listened to my gut instinct. You keep telling yourself that love.

	Yes. Niall is much more my type I convince myself, and the moody artist character has always appealed to me. Plus, he was single, so why not have some flirtatious fun with a fellow classmate? It would never lead to more - I’m not ready or in the market for anything serious. 




	An hour or so later and Abby has already disappeared with a cute bloke from our dorm and given the choice between going back to hear her getting off in our minute, shared bedroom or getting-to-know Niall better, I choose the latter. This first year at University was looking like it could be interesting for each of us. 

	We wave our goodbyes to Sebastian and his material girl, as we get our coats to leave and clasping Niall’s outstretched hand I follow him out the door. I look over my shoulder one last time for him and we lock eyes immediately, his penetrating mine, forest green boring into intense blackened brown. This man made me feel things I’d never felt before and it scared the hell out of me! We hold each other’s gaze until the door swings shut on us, finalising any chance of taking it further that night.
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		“Holy shit Mate! Well done you!” Niall slaps me on my shoulder and takes a gulp of his pint. 

	“What have I done?” I know exactly what he’s talking about, but am irritated by his jubilation - she was my find.

	“The girls! Bloody hot as; and that Lucia is something else!” 

	I knew he had taken an interest in Lucia. For some reason I’m feeling very territorial about this girl. I’d never seen her before on campus, I’d have remembered if that were the case. 

	“It wasn’t intentional we really did just meet at the bar.” 

	I’d turned her into a Playboy-Bunny with one spill of a drink, like a complete arse. 

	My mind wanders from her face and the most striking dark lime green pools I’d ever encountered, to the shape of her fantastic breasts, their nipples darkening as the fabric of her top turns almost transparent.  I’m a sucker for green-eyes - more unique and revealing.

	I had never felt so sexually charged with one introduction. The second I touched her, I’d wanted more and found it hard to remove my hands from her curvaceous hips; my cock jumping to life in my jeans, like I’d been getting down and dirty for the past ten minutes. Down Boy! Yet my gut instinct wasn’t to take her home and have the usual one-night stand.

	“Well however you met, I owe you big time. This girl is special. She’s soo hot and on our course too.” 

	Niall appears incredibly pleased with himself and I sense his interest. In the short-time I’ve known Niall, I’ve come to the conclusion that like me, he is always up for a bit of fun with the ladies, but I haven’t seen him this enamoured and know that his last long-term girlfriend was over a year ago.

	I glance across to where the object of our conversation is animatedly chatting with her friend Abby. Her face is luminous and I don’t think I’ve ever seen any one woman so beautiful. She was a feisty one though. Far too feisty for Niall and would bore easily unless both sexually and mentally challenged - I can tell after just five minutes in her company. 

	I lick my lips and peruse her further, travelling over her long, dark glossy hair and back to those eyes. Jesus! They brazenly oozed sex and the way they had looked right back at me, stripping me bare, feasting on my mouth. I could have had her then. I know it. And her mouth!  Full, red and pouty - the things I could only imagine those lips doing…

	Stupid dick! Why hadn’t you just kissed her, right there? Because I wouldn’t have been able to stop myself - I summarise inwardly.

	I need to set my stake here before Niall drunkenly makes his own claim for the night. The reminder of Samantha, my on-off romantic interest, is not enough to dishearten me. Niall was right. This girl is special but I’m not ready for anything serious. God I’m only 22 and Lucia was not the type of girl to be trifled with - she was so much more than a fling. Maybe I should let this one slide for now and get to know her better as a mate? Not sure that’ll be possible though, as right now all I want to do is bury myself deep inside her and fuck the stubborn streak out of her; watch her eyes change colour from lime to wet moss when she climaxes around my cock, which clenches at the mere thought of touching her.

	Where are these feelings coming from? I’ve only just met her!

	I’ve never had a reaction like this to a female before and it disturbs me profoundly. Get a fucking grip Seb!
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	I’m enjoying Samantha’s flirtations as we dance together to OutKast’s ‘Hey Ya’ but I’m finding it hard not to keep glancing in the direction of Niall and Lucia. They are really hitting it off. He’s certainly making her laugh and he’s doing the intimate ear-whisper - cheesy or what. It pisses me off! It should be me touching her, inhaling that scent of hers - like cherries and vanilla; entirely lickable and edible.

	Sam leans in to kiss me, her pretty blue eyes full of saucy promise and I respond half-heartedly. She feels good and looks great, no doubt about that. Fuck, she’s fun in bed but something is missing - odd how I hadn’t realised that until tonight? 

	As I move to push away from her rather claustrophobic embrace, I notice Niall beckoning, to get my attention. Rooted to the spot, I watch as Lucia grabs her leather jacket, and slides it on, covering her now dry but nonetheless abundant assets. I sense a moment of sheer panic as I watch my friend grab her hand, moving towards the exit. 

	Shit – they’re leaving… together. I should be the one taking her home and running my hands over her amazing little body; be the one whose name she screams out loud in the dark.

	I don’t blame Niall for trying and I couldn’t hate him. I hadn’t set my stake and I’m certainly not in the market for monogamy. That’s what you’re going with? I hear my inner demons retaliate.

	 My heart pounds ten to the dozen; body taut and I hear Sam call me. Snap out of it man. She’s gone. I can’t help but feel that I may have missed out on a chance, at something real.  Something that I know I am going to regret.

	Turn around Baby; look back at me. Let me see those fabulous eyes of yours again. Let me know you feel it too.

	I will her to stop and glance back in my direction – to show that this vibe is mutual. Holding my breath I watch and wait. Those seconds feel like a lifetime and then it happens. Lucia throws a brief look over her shoulder and I hear my sigh of relief. We lock eyes, heat glittering between us and I rub my head in thought; every part of me wants to go to her and kiss her thoroughly; pick her up and parade her out of that door like a true man of the cave. 

	But I don’t. My leaden feet don’t move.

	I stay, and let her go - go off with Niall, whose grin is making me want to smash his face into the nearest wall - smug prick.

	 Mates it is then, Lucia Myers. 




[image: Image]













[image: Image] 		  [image: Image] 

[image: Image]

 

			My phone bleeps next to me for the umpteenth time in the past hour and glancing at it briefly, I screw my nose up and sigh. It was my ex, Niall - again! Well… he’d have to bloody wait.

	“Right, I’m off!” I announce, pushing myself back from my desk. I begin to gather up my extensive paperwork, shutdown my computer and grab my mobile.

	“God, it’s been a long week, and my feet are absolutely killing me.” I visualise someone giving me a lush foot rub or some long overdue reflexology; I can practically feel the crystals of stress being worked away. My passion for fabulously high shoes is seriously not good for the soles.

	“Ok Lucia. Have a good one. See you on Monday and remember you have that meeting with The Ashton at 1pm,” Jackie replies, in her cheery and infectious tone.

	“How could I forget? I’ve slogged away on the concepts for the last few days – I really hope I’m on the right track with this one, as it could be just what we need to put Elysium Interiors on the map. We really needed this job to bankroll the next few months but I wasn’t about to tell my assistant that.

	“Colin is coming with me too, so mark him out of the office for Monday afternoon in the iCal please. He’s on the phone at the mo, so say bye for me.”

	I make a quick mental note to text my rather flaky, but incredibly talented Associate Designer and remind him that Monday is a deal-breaker.

	“Whatever happens, the designs speak for themselves and you’ve nailed this one so I can’t see that they won’t love them. You can set me on them, if they don’t; I’ll drill it into them,” she grins cheekily and returns to her typing.

	“Thanks Jack, I hope you’re right, but tonight I’m switching off. I’m all designed-out and I honestly don’t think I’ve got another creative bone left in my extremely weary body. I feel 89, not 29! At this moment in time, I can tell you that I never want to see another wallpaper swatch or carpet sample again!” 

	I grab my phone and shove it inside the interior zipper of my Gucci tote bag, slinging it over my shoulder. Right. All set to go.

	“Have a great weekend and try and have some fun - it’s long overdue!” Jackie comments, without looking up from her Mac. She really is a superstar assistant, and I mentally pat my back as I reaffirm my good sense in hiring her six months ago. 

	“Oh don’t worry, I will, I have a hot date this weekend with my gorgeous toy boy; we may even have a play on the swings,” I shrug my shoulder up in a naughty twitch.

	“Ooh, lucky you, Josh and I considered having one of those installed in the ceiling of our bedroom but the joists wouldn’t take the…,” she suddenly stops and blushes uncontrollably, flicking both hands towards me in defeat. “Holy crap, you meant, with Finn… didn’t you - in the park? Durr! How much of a perv do I sound?”

	“Yep, I did mean Finn and you do sound like perv,” I smirk at her. “But nice to know you and Josh have a healthy and experimental sex life. You can make up for the lack of it in my department.”

	Still smiling to myself I wave over my shoulder. “Night love. Enjoy your weekend of drink and debauchery.” 

	50 Shades sure has a lot to answer for I muse to myself and for the umpteenth time of late, sigh at my lack of action in the bedroom. It appeared everyone was not only having sex but hot, sweaty, dirty sex and I’m beginning to wish that I was one of them – not that I’d ever be that daring. Sex had not been high on my priority list for sometime, but maybe it was time for a little pleasure?

	Smoothing down my pinstriped pencil skirt, I wait patiently in the lift, whilst it stops at what seems like every floor for staff to leave for the weekend; listening to their gossip and a small part of me is envious. The building housing my newest baby, Elysium Interior Design had four floors of immense square footage, all rented out and in hot demand due to its great parking, central position and sleek lines. It was slightly set back from the main drag of the shopping centre but near plenty of necessary amenities, Post Office, Bank and eateries. The rent was tough, but the way business had been, I’d been managing it comfortably so far and the location was unbeatable. I’d had to take the plunge or I’d be forever struggling to survive on a daily basis and I wanted more for my son than that. No, my motto had definitely been, go big or go home. It had been incredibly scary but the most sensible business decision I’d ever made.

	My gaze returns to focus on the couple in front of me. They’re so into one another that the sexual tension is palpable; obviously a forbidden work romance, with lots of arm brushing and finger linking. Lucky bastards. Oh how the other half live! I remember the days when Friday nights meant drinks after work, then drinks to forget about the drinks after work and then drinks in some dodgy sweaty club, where we could dance the stresses of the week away. You’d have no memory of what happened after the club, just incredibly sticky shoes in the morning from the copious amounts of alcohol slopped onto the dance floor. Nice! Now, my life was more about clock watching, than carefree abandonment and living in the moment. But although it was tough, I still wouldn’t change it for anything, as this new life revolved around my best design creation of all - my little boy Finn.

	Even at the thought of him, I feel the familiar bubble of excitement begin in my belly that only a mother would understand; finally, it was time to collect him from Kiddie-Club and I can’t wait. I’ve really missed him this week. My mum had had to assist with three of the pick-ups, as I’d worked late and I’d missed bath and story-time on each of those nights. That was our time, our routine and our opportunity, to catch-up on, the day’s events. 

	Tonight, I am determined to have some much needed one-on-one time with him. Then, tomorrow, I’d have some essential grown-up time at my Sister’s birthday bash and let loose. Niall, my ex, had been harassing me with pitiful begging texts pretty much all afternoon since he’d found out that I was going on a second date with my Banker friend and now all of a sudden, he thought it would be a good idea that he and I meet up to talk about us? 

	I shake my head just thinking about his weak little mind games. What is it with men? You break-up and the second they get a whiff that you’re potentially attractive to another member of the male sex - they come running. 

	As if Niall’s ears are burning, my phone vibrates in my hand as I exit the lift.

Come on Mu Mu, meet me for a beer tomorrow? 

Before you get together with the gang. I’ll be in Lords too




	I cringe at his use of the nickname he’d insisted on teasing me with, for the 9 years we were a couple. Lulu was reserved for my best friends and special people in my life, but Mu Mu? I sound like a bloody cow! I choose to rise above and ignore his message but after a second text, where he blackmails me with the only thing that would ever sway me, I agree to meet him.




It’s about Finny Boy




*

Ok. I’ll text you where and when tomorrow




*

Good girl! 




	With a heavy heart at my own weakness, I unlock my car. That man was the reason I wasn’t having sex right now - he’d put me off men for life. 
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Twenty minutes later, and I’ve been rewarded with a full on, run and jump, hug from Finn - a reminder that some males were still gorgeous. According to nursery, he’d told them that it was the weekend and Mummy was going to drink lots of Jacob’s Creep! - luckily, I know the owner well and she is aware that I’m not a raving alcoholic but I must admit a glass of the Creek would go down swimmingly, after the week I’d had. 

	Laughing at his funny little misquote, we head towards my two-seater Audi TT and I frown; every time I carry my precious son to and from the sports car, I swear that I’ll replace it soon for a more suitable vehicle - as my disapproving ex has suggested on numerous occasions. It’s just that this is probably the only item in my life, which makes me feel like I’m still me and not just a single mum. It really is a hot little motor though - goes like a whippet and I do like to drive fast, when I’m on my own.

	I strap him into his car seat and flick the CD on and the car is filled with our Play list of the moment and he wastes no time joining in. “You shoot me down and la la la!” the cute out of tune voice from the passenger seat shouts. Looking across my heart melts instantly, as I am struck at the sheer beauty of my adorable three year-old son, Finn. His blonde hair literally glows with health and so do his bright blue eyes - Frank Sinatra had nothing on Finn. They are so similar to my own, in every way, bar the shade; both having an unusual dark circle around the outside edge of our irises, his more navy and mine dark teal green. I’m pleased we have that in common, as our colouring couldn’t be more different, viking white V darkest brown - almost black. 

	It never ceases to amaze me that I made that! Well with a little bit of help from my ex, with the emphasis on little (he’d been a little short-changed in that department), I laugh to myself cattily. But I produced this fabulous bundle of exquisiteness. I had the war-wounds to prove it!

	“You want me to play it again, sweetie?” I ask, hitting the repeat button for Finn’s favourite song of the moment. Nodding excitedly, he kicks his Cat boots manically on the glove box in front of him. I smile, as the familiar notes thump through the car as David Guetta’s, Titanium starts its intro. Oh well, it’s only the fifth time today; I’ll manage and at least he’s got good taste. We both lose ourselves, shouting out the words and laughing, as we sing in unison, at the top of our lungs, both equally out of tune.

	As the music begins to end, I swing into our street. “We timed that well didn’t we Finnster?” 

	Pulling into the space outside our pretty four-storey Victorian mid terraced house on Rose Avenue, I smile with pride that I have managed to maintain this home, our home for my son and I. I’d worked hard to renovate the former psychedelic insult to interior design. I think the previous owner had decided that ‘the-more-the-merrier’ was the way to go when it came to patterns and had papered them to walls and laid them to floors, clashing catastrophically at every level. Plus, they’d had a fondness for the dreaded decorator’s nightmare that was wood-chip; it had been bloody everywhere! However, I’d been able to see past all that and visualise the end result and now four years later, we had a home to be proud of and it had padded and enhanced my portfolio - had got me one of my first design jobs as a freelancer I remind myself.

	I just needed to get a few more contracts on my books; regular retainer work and then I’d relax and breathe at last or at least my bank balance would. Plus you need a fantastic night of wild passion to uncoil the tension of the past few months. I hear my best friend Abby’s words in my ears and smile, shaking my head. She was right though. I decide to forget about work for tonight; no work and all play this weekend Lulu - it’s time to let go and be bold - let’s see what the weekend brings.
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		Folding my sleepy little man, into his Spiderman-adorned bed, I bend over for a much-coveted sniff. It’s true what they say, if the smell of a just-bathed child could be bottled, we’d make a fortune. I just can’t get enough of it - oh and his soft chubby cheeks. It really is the little things that make it all worthwhile. For a split second I am sad, as I wonder why and how his father could have left this magnificent little bundle and walk away from these special moments. But I quickly remind myself that he does not think of Finn in the same way as I do; he saw him as a hindrance then and a volume which could not be turned down when he required it - which was usually for around twenty-three hours a day.

	Snapping out of the gloomy direction of my thoughts, I gaze lovingly at my boy as he asks,

	“Mummy?” 

	“Yes poppet?” I nod encouragingly.

	“Why don’t we live with Daddy?” 

	Oh God, not tonight, I inwardly groan – how is it that children always seem to ask the difficult questions when you least expect them and are totally unprepared? It was as though he’d been reading my mind.

	I take a seat on his bed and discreetly inhale a deep breath.

	“Hmmm, well Baby, Mummy & Daddy decided that we are much happier living in different houses. Lots of families live like that darling, like your friend Mason and Meg from next-door. Sometimes it’s just better that way.” I stroke his shining blonde hair off his forehead in the way that I know soothes him.

	He takes on board what I’ve said; his small brow furrowed in concentration as he digests it.

	 “Mummy, does that mean that I am the man of the house now?” 

	I melt for the second time in the last hour. Oh my gorgeous little boy. 

	“Yes I suppose it does and you know what? You’re doing a great job of it my Darling. Now off to sleep with you, you little monkey. Sweet dreams.” 

	That seems to work as he continues to quietly ponder my answers, and snuggles down, relaxing into his pillow. I hope he’s not worrying about the separation, too much. He seems to have handled things so well up until now; I had thought that he was settled. It has been nearly a year now, and the departure of his father had meant that we had bonded even more than I felt was possible. It was becoming increasingly more difficult, to make excuses for that bastard though; he was so bloody selfish. I just wish he would put Finn first, once in a while. 

	What I really wanted to tell Finn, was that his father was a spineless, dickless, brainless, tosser, who had been pretty average in bed, moody as hell, and left me in a world of financial shit! But obviously this was not possible; it was completely true, but not necessary to point out all of his bad points to a three year-old little boy, just to make myself feel better. No. It was all about Finn now and his feelings and well being, regardless of my own needs.

	“Night Baby; best boy!” 

	“Best Mummy!” he responds, as expected. 

	It is our in-house Walton’s style bedtime routine - very corny but something we had started since it was just the two of us. It maintained his routine and actually mine too. Seemingly pacified at that comment, Finn curls up in his usual ball and closes his eyes. He’d be asleep in a few minutes, meaning I could catch up on some much-needed Zzz’s myself. Ha! Like that’s going to happen. Who am I kidding? I have a mountain of ironing, at least two washing loads to do, some layouts for Monday’s new client and I could do with fake tanning for the weekend. 

	Smiling at my golden boy, I head down to the basement, where the kitchen rests. Right, now shall I cook something first or grab a quick shower and get my beloved PJ’s on? I procrastinate briefly and then decide to go straight for the wine from the fridge and catch an episode of Holby City, my favourite British medical drama. Wine is the obvious choice for now and will help to dull the stress I can feel beginning to tap away at my temples; Holby City will make me feel like my life is better than the average person’s and would allow me 60 uninterrupted minutes to get lost in someone else’s drama. Sounded good to me.

	Just as I am about to go into the kitchen, I hear a knock at the door. 

	“Come in!” I shout loudly, as I quickly nip down the last step to pour my wine. I am presuming it is one of my neighbours, as we all regularly pop into one another’s homes on a ‘Mi Casa Su Casa’ basis. It generally worked well between us if you didn’t count the time I’d walked in on Gemma, a few doors down, whilst she was getting down and dirty with her latest conquest. 

	Wrinkling my nose at that uncomfortable memory, I climb the stairs back to the main living area and enter the room. I then stop dead in my tracks, dumbstruck and mouth gaping to the point of embarrassment; I’m surprised I don’t drool. There, standing in the middle of the lounge, is one of my oldest and bestest friends and a real sight for sore eyes. Sebastian. 

	 He’s back already? I wasn’t aware he was due home? What’s it been – nine months this time? Maybe ten?

	Composing myself, I swallow hard, lick my lips and close my suddenly very dry mouth; making my way towards him. It is so good to see him. He looks like Sebastian, but different somehow, better - yes much better, and very dishy and tanned in his black Ralph Lauren polo shirt and khaki combat trousers combination. 

	I hadn’t realised until this moment, how much I’d missed him. I just want to envelope him in a big bear hug, but oddly something stops me, my feet are rooted to the spot, my arms tightly folded at my chest. I feel a little light-headed as I take him all in. Did he always look this good? Shit, he looks good.

	His tall, well-muscled body fills the room; his presence everywhere - a fixed, considered gaze on my reaction. “Now then Chick, how’s things?” he says in his deep husky voice, smiling at me, in the most appealing way. 

	His voice travels over me, and I gulp, literally. My brain won’t function and I reach up to flick my hair away from my face - has the temperature risen several hundred degrees? His dark brown, almost black eyes follow me as I move towards the doorway. He seems as taken aback as me, at the strange vibe in the air; and also appears to be reluctant to hug me or kiss my cheek as he normally would - instead holding back.

	Finding my voice on a croak, I usher him in. “Hi Love. Come in - sorry I thought you were Meg, from next-door. She was due to pop in at some point tonight. Come down to the kitchen, anyway and I’ll find you a beer.”

	I am acutely aware that I’m rambling but I can’t seem to get a grip. I blame it on the tension headache and the fact that I haven’t eaten since breakfast. 

	Nothing to do with the fact that he looks soo hot, you’re flushed from head to foot from the radiation kickback Lucia! 

	Following me into the hub of the home, I can smell him behind me; all clean, vanilla-musk and pure male, and instinctively quicken my pace to create more distance between us; mumbling incoherently over my shoulder. 

	“Have you eaten yet?” 

	We enter the kitchen and he positions himself in a corner, leaning casually against the entrance to the larder, where he usually posed during our many kitchen gossips over the years. 

	“Nope. I’ve not eaten yet, just got back this afternoon from Dubai; the build is finally over. Well, I’ve got to fly out for some promo work in the next month or so, but yeah, this one’s been a long-one.” 

	He removes his Ray-bans from the top of his head and places them on the counter top, rubbing the bridge of his nose lightly where the pads have been resting. “I thought I’d pop in and see my favourite person before I go face the mountains of unpacking. It’s been a while.”

	Opening the fridge and glad of the welcome cool blast I feel on my face, I respond casually. “Oh, I’ve just put him to bed, literally ten minutes ago. You could check in on him though - he won’t wake up. You know how he is when he’s fast asleep.”

	“I’ll do that now,” he says pointedly staring right at me. “But whilst Finn is definitely up there in the top five on my favourite’s list - I actually meant you Lulu.”  

	Holy Crap! His words travel across my body and over every one of my nerve endings, zinging them into life. He hasn’t called me Lulu in forever. 

	With my back to him, I compose myself, grab a Sol and gingerly close the door. He reaches out to clasp the beer I’m holding out for him, studying me intensely. Our fingers brush against each other in the switchover and the shockwaves that crackle on contact cause us both to look up in surprise. I drop my arm to hang at my side in a flash, and with hooded eyes watch him slant his head slightly to the left, then look me up and down appraisingly, for what feels like forever, but in reality is probably only a few seconds. He seems surprised at his own reaction, as he suddenly frowns, shaking his head a little and turns to climb the stairs, taking them two at a time. 

	I presume he’s gone to see Finn. To be honest I’m glad to have a moment to compose myself. What the fuck was all that about? Was it me or did there seem to be a whole lot of sexual tension floating around in the room? 

	Oddly enough I’d never really allowed myself to think of Sebastian in that way. Bollocks! Well, only once, years ago, when we’d first met. I’d always told myself that he wasn’t my type.

	So why am I suddenly as nervous as I would be on a first date? He’d definitely never thought of me that way either? 

	Jesus, he’s hot - Oh. My. God woman  - you need to get laid!

	There had been that one time at a mutual friend’s wedding when we’d ended up very drunk, putting the world to rights in the gardens to the back of the venue. My ex had been inside, probably flirting with his latest crush. We’d downed too many Tequila Slammers to count and a cheeky cigarette out back had lead to a rather deep and meaningful conversation about life and love and commitment. Sebastian had commented that he’d missed his chance at love, when she had settled down with another. At the time I’d been too inebriated to consider that she was possibly me? The moment passed, and we moved on, as we always had been – the best of friends. After all, I wasn’t his type either - if his usual female company was anything to go by. Tall. Leggy. Blonde. The antithesis, of me; petite, not-so-leggy and brunette.

	He’d always gone for the extra lithe, super ditzy women - usually picked up in each Country or City he was frequenting. Each relationship, if you could call it that, conveniently ended when his contract did, if not before. Sebastian had always said that he preferred it that way; a get out of jail free card - all the perks, without the pressure. He was known as a bit of a player with a girl in every port – that kind of guy. Apparently his sexual prowess knew no bounds and for some reason, the reminder of that fact has me quivering.

	Annoyed with myself, and my ridiculous thoughts, I quickly run to the fridge - the only mirror on that floor - to see my reflection and try to catch a glimpse between the many pieces of artwork by my talented son. Staring out between the green splodgey handprints and my favourite painting, showcasing a random blue slug, is a dark haired, green-eyed… Mum! Hardly the sex-goddess that would tempt a man, like Sebastian Silver.

	My shoulders slump. No. Stop! You are not just a mum - you’re a twenty-nine year old, intelligent and attractive woman, remember that. My inner voice chastises me. 

	Actually I didn’t look that bad, considering I’d not refreshed my make-up since I’d returned home. My fitted black hook and eye corset shirt, showed enough cleavage to classily tempt and not turn tricks and my hair fell in heavy glossy waves, down my back, thanks to the last minute lunch cancellation at the hip new salon ‘Gum’, with my darling hairdresser, Sophie. 

	At least I’d gone for the wine option and not the fake-tan and PJ’s decision, when I’d got back. A slightly relaxed woman with a large Spritzer was much more pleasant to look upon, than a St. Tropez smeared stranger with the eye-watering scent of ‘eau de kebab’. I shudder at that unattractive vision. 

	Why did I care though, it was Seb? 

	He’d seen me in considerably worse states. God, when I thought about the nights out we’d had over the years - namely in the student bar, when he’d held my hair whilst I threw up, got me home safely in a cab or let me doss down at his on the sofa. He’d even helped me get to the toilet after my Oophorectomy  operation, when burst ovarian cyst, warranted emergency surgery. I remember, him waiting patiently outside, - to carry me back to bed. Such a gent. Niall had been busy with work - of course!

	Yep - if a girl was in distress within a five-mile radius, Sebastian Silver was the man you called. He just made everything, well… better. Now I was beginning to understand why women swooned around him too. 

	Had I had blinkers on for the past decade? Nope Hun, you’d just been blinded by Niall’s promises and deafened by his lies.

	Sebastian hadn’t laid eyes on me for the best part of a year, nor had he seen me much since Niall & I had parted ways, so shockingly. The last time we’d spent time together, I was in the middle of a nasty break-up. I was still his best friend, but had also existed as part of a couple for nine years. I’d been two stone heavier and a blubbering, hormonal mess, trying to deal with the fact that I had just packed my partner off, and my future, as I knew it, had ended. I had probably appeared weak and lacking in my usual confidence and very un-Lulu-like. I shudder at the thought of the image I’d portrayed.

	Whilst Sebastian visits my sleeping son, I take a moment to grab a pizza out of the fridge and switch the oven on. Then I prepare a small rocket and parmesan salad and mix up some french dressing. I suppose the one bonus of him arriving tonight, is that I might actually bother to eat. It is so much better cooking for two adults. I’d forgotten how nice it is to cook for a man, even if it is only to heat-up a ready meal. Most men are rarely on a diet and tend to eat so heartily, it relaxes you into doing the same.

	I turn, just as I hear him bounding down the steps, his muscled body nimble, despite the three flights of stairs. It feels strange to have a man in the house again, or rather a man who is comfortable and knows his way around my home. Strange, but it’s also calming; I’d missed that, without even realising it. 

	Thank goodness I have such a good male friend. My female friends have been amazing but you can’t beat great male company. They just have a different type of energy about them and are great at helping around the house, with the crappy little jobs that most women don’t have the required gene (or inclination) in them, to perform. Sorry ladies if you’re good with tools, big ups to Girl-Power but unfortunately, I’m not one of those women - not that I won’t give anything a go at least once; but I know my limitations, and plumbing, changing tyres and picture hanging are on that list - to name but a few.

	“Hmm. Something smells good!”

	I smile brightly at his tanned watchful face. “Hope pizza suits, it’s all I have. Marks & Spencer’s though, so it should be up to your high worldly - wise standards.”

	He swats me on the behind, and laughs as I squeeze past him to get the trays and cutlery, catching a gorgeous whiff of vanilla and spice and heat. My bottom buzzes literally and not from the soft smack and I stop a second to compose myself. He’s only trying to lighten the mood.

	What is wrong with me? Get a grip! This is your mate.

	My phone springs to life on the counter between us; interrupting the tension but the second I hear the ringtone I freeze. Oh no I’m going to kill Colin. He’s been at my bloody phone… again. Me so horny by 2 Live Crew bounces out, loud and bold in the kitchen. My cheeks blush as I watch Seb’s eyebrows near his hairline…and his lips curl in a playful grin, as the words repeat over and over. 

	“Oh me so horny, oh me so horny, oh me so horny - me love you long time.”

	Seriously, could the timing be any worse?

	“Nice ringtone Lu.”

	“I didn’t set it - someone’s been messing with my phone.”

	“Ok then - I believe you; many wouldn’t. Either that or you’re trying to tell me something.”

	I glance down at the screen and see Meg, my rather energetic and newish neighbour's, name - I click the hold button, desperate for the song to end; I’ll call her later and Colin was in deep doo-doo.

	Ignoring his continuing smirk, I change the subject fast. “I think this calls for a TV dinner, don’t you Mr. Silver?”

	“Sounds good to me. Then you can tell me all about what’s been going on and how it is that with everything you’ve been through, you look sexier than ever Lu!”

	Oh My! Sebastian’s always been a flirt but not really with me. Am I reading more into this? I really do need to have sex again… and soon. The dry spell is making me see things that aren’t there. 	

	Yes, don’t be silly, it’s you. He would never be interested in you that way and why are you openly considering him? 

	We snuggle down on the sofa and just as I reach for my wine, my iPhone woofs at me, alerting me to an incoming text. It’s Meg… again. 

	It reads…




Tried to call you - Just seen the hottest guy I’ve copped a look at in ages in the corner shop of all places. Then came home and saw him walking through your front door.

Fuck me, he’s fit, you jammy bitch - Who is he? I demand to be introduced. Your gagging for it and very single mate. Hint Hint ;)




	I reply instantly, overcome by an unfamiliar and uncomfortable sensation, low in the pit of my stomach. 






It’s my friend Sebastian, from University; I’m sure I’ve mentioned him before.

Having a night in but will introduce you soon x




	Sitting back, I ignore Seb’s sideways glances towards my phone, as he piles rocket on top of his pizza. I am more concerned with the fact that the saying about green eyes seems to be very apt, in my case, as I realise that I am overcome with the undeniable and unwelcome emotion, jealousy, at the sheer thought that my friend would appeal to another. 

	Which is ridiculous, because why wouldn’t he? He’s single, as far as I’m aware, extremely wealthy and gorgeous! Plus, that was his thing; he had women literally falling at his feet. 

	He was never without a woman.

	But he’s Sebastian and Sebastian is a commitment-phobe and because of that last pertinent point, I suppose I’d never considered him relationship material. Meg would probably only want a one-night-stand anyway though, I inwardly remind myself and am gutted that I’m also stricken by that potential scenario. Seriously annoyed I grab my tray and dig into the food diligently, glad of something to do. Sebastian considers me lazily as I nervously try to fill the quiet.

	“So tell me, what’s happening in your life? How was Dubai? Is it really as hot as everyone says?” 

	Surely it’s not as hot as you, I bet?

	Waiting to finish chewing Seb nods. “All good; nice to be home. Dubai is like Las Vegas, exciting and luxurious for a few days, then after a while it just felt like a rich man’s Blackpool.” 

	His conservative response is disconcerting. He usually loves to regale stories about the countries he frequents and entertain me with tales of his wild nights out. I laugh, in spite of his lack of energy.

 	“Easy for you to say, when you’ve had the opportunity to experience the world.”

	“Oh yeah, it’s very exciting living out of a bag and dealing with arrogant Arabs for nearly a year! I think it would have been easier to have experienced pregnancy, complete with natural, drug-free labour,” he offers up casually, blissfully unaware of the ridiculousness of his throwaway statement.

	I practically choke on my food. “Oh OK, like you’d know all about that Sebastian! Much easier to be pregnant for nine months then be split in half over a thirty-six hour labour, than handle a few difficult Arab princes with more money than sense!” 

	Chuckling, I settle back into my seat and I can feel him watching my every move. I begin to relax and feel that cocoon of safety that Seb always manages to create around me - something I haven’t felt for a long time. He’d also always been able to put me at ease, but right now, I was both comfortable and on edge, if that was possible. 

	Confused much?  

	“Seriously though, you must be pleased it’s all nearly over?” I ask, as he suddenly seems quiet for him. Dubai has intensified him, no doubt there.

	“Yeah. Yeah. I am, it’s been great for the business, really great. We’ve got lots of rebound work from it. The Dubai Marina is amazing and what they are doing there is nothing short of futuristic. The Middle East definitely have vision.

	“Does the hotel look fabulous?” 

	I refer to the spectacular Skyscraper Jannah Hotel, situated within Dubai Marina that Silver Construction has been contracted to assist in its completion. Sebastian had been overseeing the latter stages of the project at management level, negotiating, handling other contractor firms and assisting the architects and from what I’d heard, spent more time in a suit than his site-gear. He really was rolling with the big-guys now. He’d put into this one financially from both the personal and business coffers and now nearing completion and sale, the profits could be in the millions; so I understood the pressure to be immense.

	“It’s out of this world Lu - like something from a film set - pure polished steel, combined with glittering cut glass windows and the views! I’ll show you the pics soon. You’d die for the interior.” 

	The passion is there but he’s not quite on the ball and I remind myself that the poor guy has just spent eight hours on a return flight from a different time zone.

	“I’m just tired I guess. I was really ready for home soil,” he sighs, running a hand over his newly cut hair. 

	My eyes are drawn to the familiar gesture, seeing it differently for the first time. I’m sensing that all is not as it seems with Dubai and that there is definitely more to tell, but recognising his reluctance to divulge at present, I leave well alone, for now.

	Grateful to bypass any further questions he takes the opportunity to revert back to me. “Enough about me. How’s work?”

	“It’s great actually. Long hours and it’s been tough trying to be there for Finn, as much as I can and maintain his routine, but it’s good. I’ve potentially a big Hotel job on at the moment, which if successful, will be mean a huge bonus!” I smile in genuine excitement. “I feel like I’m finally doing what I was meant to do. Actually that reminds me, this may be a job for Silver Construction? Especially now you’re back for a while. I’ve got my meeting on Monday but I’ll get you to quote, if you’re up for it - doesn’t have to be you, Mr. Boss man - I know how busy you are, but maybe one of your many minions?

	Seb relaxes back into the sofa and stretches his well-muscled arm out along the top. I can see that he’s already inhaled his full pizza. It never ceased to amaze me the speed at which he ate. He pretty much did everything fast. Or maybe not? There I go again…

	I wonder if he’d fuck like that? Or if he’d be hard, yet slow? Stop Lucia!

	“That’s great Lu; you deserve it. Yeah I’ll take a look at the brief. Just send me the details,” he nods, taking a swig of his cold beer. “I’ve always told you to believe in your skills. You should have set up on your own years ago; fuck  - we should have hooked up.” His eyes consider me seriously, watching my reaction.

	Hooked up? 

	“Yeah, I can really tell that things are back on track. You are you again,” he continues, oblivious to my confusion and pleased with his revelations.

	“Me again? I didn’t go anywhere,” I respond, a bit annoyed actually and on the defensive.

	“Yes you did Lu. Sitting in front of me, is the girl I met at University - happy, independent, strong and confident. Bossy. Stubborn. Funny. A girl who know what she wants,” he laughs between swigging more beer, then keeps going. “… I haven’t seen her for years - well maybe had a few glimpses of her now and then,” correcting himself, he flicks a genuine smile in my direction, softening the blow, which allows me to calm my petulant childish thoughts and respond clearly.

	“Well, redundancy, a break-up and becoming a single parent will do that to you,” I joke, embarrassed at his compliments. 

	Had I really changed that much? 

	I already knew the answer to that. Unequivocally - yes!

	“You either crumble, or frame yourself. I chose to survive. Life’s good at the mo. In fact I’m dating… again.” 

	I throw out this last bit in for retaliation really, although I’m not a hundred percent why but notice that he looks up in surprise and puts his fork down with a clatter. 

	“Really? Who?” 

	“Oh just someone I met via work. He’s a banker, previously married, now recently divorced and likes Chinese.” 

	I flash my eyes and raise my eyebrows in encouragement at that last snippet; Seb and I lurve Chinese and I hope that this will maybe sway him in Leo’s favour. 

	“It’s early days anyway. His name is Leo. He’s the manager of the Osten Bank near Elysium, and he’s taken control of my business accounts and loan management.” Taking a bite of pizza I laugh, as I struggle to stop the mozzarella cheese dangling from my chin. 

	Very sexy!

	“He’s been a major asset to me in obtaining the funds I needed to boost the business.”

	“Clearly the best reason to date him then,” his deep voice adds, sarcastically.

	I look up at that droll comment and can clearly see that the information I’ve just provided him with has not gone down well. 

	He isn’t laughing along with me. In fact his jaw is clenched in tension and he is staring at me intently, as if considering what to say next. He’s probably just feeling protective of Finn and I, in the brotherly manner he has always portrayed. I can understand that he wouldn’t want to see me rush into anything too soon. I decide to flip the switch. 

	“What about you? Anyone tempt Britain’s most eligible bachelor?” 

	He watches me for an age, as though he’s deciphering the words over and over and then with an upturned mouth barks, harshly. “Don’t change the subject Lulu. So when do I get to meet this Leo?” He practically orders it; struggling over Leo’s name.

	Hang on a minute, why does it seem like he’s angry all of a sudden? He’s not my father and who was changing the subject; me or him?

	“Tomorrow night actually; if you want to? He’s coming to meet up with us for drinks, for Suzie’s birthday. You coming?” I add graciously, placing my drink back onto the side-table.

	“Yeah I’ll see you there. Gino already invited me,” he shrugs and makes to stand up. “Right I’d better be off, I’m shattered and I’ve got to go sort my shit out.”

	Why do men always use the term ‘sorting their shit out’ as an excuse to escape you? This is just code for ‘I need to be on my own now, crash on the sofa with a beer and kill someone on the playstation’. I’ve got news for all you men - women have cracked the code!

	“Yeah it’ll be nice to be back in my own bed again. Think I’ve only slept in it a handful of times since I moved into the new-build.” He refers to his relatively new, but gorgeous home, a perfect example for the Silver Construction portfolio. 

	Wait - hasn’t he been luxuriating in a beautiful new build hotel, in Dubai of late? Life was really hard for some. Why has the mood changed so suddenly? It’s rapidly become uncomfortable and I just want to get back to comfortable - just normal time with my mate. 

	“So you’re off then? That was quick. Glad I could supply you with some home-cooking, or at least a ready meal. It really is great to see you again Seb; I’ve missed you - rather a lot actually.”

	I smile up at him sheepishly, annoyed with myself for admitting my weakness. This would have been normal before - common practice between us, to admit our feelings and be open with one another.

	Gazing down at my face, his eyes scanning my face thoughtfully, it appears as though he wants to say something. 

	“You look good Lu. Really good.” 

	Hmmm -  you do too!

	“I missed that twitchy little snub nose of yours.”

	My fingers fly up to it, instinctively. What?

	We lock eyes and his are narrowed and intense as he thrusts his hands into his cargo pockets. His body language is stiff, cool and appraising but finally he moves towards me, leaning in - I presume, to kiss my cheek - finally - normality between us at last! I can smell his scent - pure male, and feel the heat coming off his body. But I’m left hanging and feeling stupid, when he quickly changes his mind and gives me a fumbling shoulder slap instead. 

	“We’ll catch up more tomorrow yeah?” 

	His eyes focus on my lips and I moisten them instinctively, only holding his attention further. Then with my mute nod he’s gone. How strange? What was the bro pat all about? 

	Men are so bloody weird. 

	I’d never understand them truly but what I do know is that something over the past hour and half has changed; no scrap that - everything has changed, between two best friends. I feel strange, sad, discombobulated, excited - all rolled into one, but have a strong sensation that something special is on the cards and God knows I am seriously long overdue a little special in my life. 
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	Sliding into the car, I click my phone into its holder, and ease my seatbelt around my torso, before placing both hands on the steering wheel in front of me. I grip until my knuckles go white. 

	OK then. What had that all been about?

	I hadn’t seen her in nine, no ten, months? 

	She looked good. Really good. Fuck - didn’t just look good, she looked hot!

	She was dating again - already? Why hadn’t someone mentioned that to me?

	I start the engine, and pulling away, flick a quick last glance at the terrace on Rose Avenue, home to my mate from Uni - my friend of ten years, Lucia Myers. I shake my head in annoyance. Time apart hadn’t changed anything. No. I’m wrong; time apart had changed things - it had been like seeing her again for the first time. All I’d wanted to do was take her right there and then.

 	I still want her - now more than ever - and the chemistry between us had been clear today. Like someone had flicked a switch. I felt it, like electricity; knew she felt it too, just like that night all those years ago. A night both of us had buried and forgotten. Instead we’d forged an amazing friendship with the obvious spark between us lying disconnected, all this time.

	I visualise her face, at the moment she’d seen me, her gorgeous green eyes, quickly sparking with lime, liquid gold and heat as she looked at me when I’d arrived. She’d definitely felt it too. I am sure of that. She was ready. It was time to take her before she was lost to me again. I’d given her the chance to heal after that prick had walked all over her and left her to pick up the pieces but she’d proven that she had the strength to pull through and be my Lulu again. And that little man - he was a corker, a real credit to her; yeah there was no doubt about it, my Godson is a total dude.

	I run a hand over my newly cut hair, questions buzzing around inside it, annoyingly. The problem is, I want her but do I want more than that? 

	Can I do the long haul? Ten-years ago? No. I hadn’t been ready for it - but now? Maybe. Maybe now, I could do the pipe and slippers thing. Lucia is the only woman who had ever made me consider more than a quick fuck. The only woman I’d ever wanted to share my mind and body and life with.

	Would it ruin our friendship? 

	Am I doing my usual ‘chasing after the one thing I can’t have’? 

	This time I have to try, or spend the next ten years living with regret. I can’t miss out on this opportunity again.
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		Later, whilst I dutifully coat myself in St Tropez self-tanning mousse for tomorrow’s night out, I ponder why I suddenly can’t stop thinking about Sebastian, and not just as a friend. I hate the fact that for some reason, things between us aren’t OK. In general, my life is pretty good. I feel great about myself for the first time in months. My social life is excellent. I have great single girlfriends (a must when you are in the single market) and my career is firing on all cylinders. And then there’s Leo. - I’d met him a few weeks earlier, and am due to have our second date tomorrow night. He is available and harmless - perfect to use as the in-between rebound guy, for a summer-fling. 

	Would he take me to wild sexual heights though? I’m not so sure. 

	Sebastian could (I’m sure of it) - argghh! Why am I now thinking about my best friend in that way? 

	I need to seriously get some bedroom action soon or I’m going to embarrass myself big-time! Thank goodness Meg was having her ‘wild ride’ sex toy party in the near future.

	Sebastian has always been a major part of my life and as Finn’s Godfather; he had been an amazing role model for him in his early years. But deep down, I knew that it had been the break-up when he had shown his true support. He had been my rock then, truly incredible. 

	Niall had walked out only days before without warning, and without setting in place a plan of action for Finn or our finances. I’d been made redundant on the Friday from my part-time design and marketing position, and to add insult to injury whilst serving up Sunday dinner two days later, Niall had informed me that he was going. It turned out he wasn’t going to see his mate Mark, who lived a few streets away as I’d first thought, but in actual fact, was leaving me, and our two year old son, for pastures new, or ‘vadge’s new’ as Abby crudely coined it. All, just as I was about to serve up a roast chicken dinner with gorgeous fluffy homemade bloody Yorkshire puddings!

	At the time, that was what had annoyed me the most; the fact that I’d made my own batter from scratch; for him! Not a frigging frozen Aunt Bessie pudding in sight. Isn’t it strange the things that go through your mind when your world, as you know it, suddenly stops and does a complete hundred and eighty degree rotation, leaving everything altered. Tilted. Shattered.

	I had spent the next twenty-four hours in shock. After talking as rationally as I could manage, Niall agreed to visit the GP to see if it was depression, as I couldn’t understand why he had suddenly decided that our partnership was over, even though looking back on it there were definite and huge holes in our relationship. Returning, he’d stated in no uncertain terms, “It is not depression, it is you. You’re the problem.” 

	Not the best thing to hear from your partner but little did I know that he was actually doing me a favour with those eleven life-changing words. They made me strong during an impossibly turbulent time and whilst he returned to work that day, I quickly withdrew into my protective armour, and packed his things into a case, one of the hideous old ‘hearing aid beige’ Antler numbers we’d inherited from my parents – I wasn’t going to send the selfish prick off looking stylish! I’d spent the best part of ten years trying to turn him into a fashion icon and now that he looked passable, it was going to go to use on some other woman - pah! 

	The crime to luggage fashion was sitting heavily pregnant with its stuffing, at the foot of the stairs, awaiting his return that night, along with a pile of man’s crap I’d been itching to throw out for years and had never dared. A post it note completed the rather blunt ‘Fuck Off!’
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	For a while, I was still under the impression he was struggling with life in general and that it was all just getting on top of him. So I’d tried to be supportive and do the right thing, whatever that was, for Finn’s sake more than mine. 

	The reality came at me, months later, like a car crash. No. Sorry - that’s belittling it somewhat. It could be more likened to a motorway pile up - complete with decapitation. 

	He was a lying, cheating, fucking asshole! 

	He’d had his faults but I’d never though he was a cheat. Apparently, he’d been having it away with some account manager at work for six months and she was more carefree than me and didn’t have kids, so it was a win-win!

	With hindsight - the glorious, unobtainable object that it is when you need it, I would have reviewed our situation differently - well before Niall had flipped out. Whilst we had been happy at definitive times throughout our on/off ten-year relationship, there had always been something missing; something lacking that was difficult to pinpoint. If I’m honest, I had always wondered if we’d ever make it to five-years, let alone ten. But coming from a family, where my parents had been happily married for thirty-five years, I felt that I owed it to Finn to make do and hoped that one day, the much-coveted link would be served up to me on a platter. The reality was that the aforesaid missing link had been there all along, under my nose, in the form of Niall Wilson - cruel but so true.

	Niall, as a fellow college student, had seemed pretty cool at the time; he was fun, unique, sensitive and arty and I suppose this made him appear moody and unobtainable. These attributes had appealed to me at 19, but had I just listened to my inner voice and ignored the romantic in me that thought I could fix him, I would have realised that he was in fact immature, temperamental and unavailable emotionally. I thought back to that night in the student bar, when circumstances had thrown us together and we’d kind of clicked. But he should never have been the one I’d gone home with that night.

	His own parents’ had divorced when he was nine, and although Niall had been raised by a wonderful stepmother and loving Dad, he found it hard to love unconditionally. It soon became apparent during the early days of our relationship that he was not the hopeless romantic I had originally hoped for, but was in fact just hopeless at romance. You’d think that after receiving an incessant bundle of hand made paper objects, recycled goods and mis-matched cotton underwear sets from Gap, for Birthdays and Christmas for the umpteenth time, I should have given up then and there. I was not and never would be a hippy-chick, or the type of girl to wear men’s underwear - he liked that look - some women could carry it off. 		Personally I preferred to look like a female. 

	I’m all for caring for the environment, but occasionally, a girl wanted to receive a beautifully wrapped glitzy gift, full of tissue paper, bows and scented beads. Niall bought for himself - not for me - and inevitably got it wrong on every occasion. 

	There had been good times and when I fell pregnant with Finn, it seemed that the bad parts of us were worth putting up with, as the reward was so precious and worth waiting for. Unfortunately, Niall became even more introverted, with the arrival of his competition, as he complained, rather bitterly, about our son. It soon became apparent that he felt like he was constantly vying for my attention and he treated Finn as though he was the third person in our relationship, not an extension of it. 

	He started to become volatile, drink more and punish me both mentally and emotionally, to get a rise out of me. He hated the fact that I was still close-friends with Seb, so he made it his mission to separate us and become his ally instead. This happened for a while, as Sebastian, Niall and Gino, my sister’s husband got together for boy’s-nights-out. But I always knew that the reality was, I couldn’t have it every-way. I couldn’t have Seb as my best friend and Niall as my partner. It wasn’t fair to him. So I distanced myself from Sebastian to help my relationship. It was an unspoken acknowledgement from Sebastian that this was occurring and he understandingly went with the flow. 

	Niall’s behaviour towards me, however, worsened, and the belittling and nasty comments continued. Looking back I don’t know how I stayed so long but I was deeply hurt that despite putting up with his crap for years for Finn’s sake, he could make such a fool out of me.



	Sebastian visited me, during the period after I’d thrown Niall out; it wasn’t one of my shining moments. I’d looked ghastly; my eyes were so red from crying that I looked like I had a bad case of eczema, my hair hadn’t been washed in days and I was visibly shattered; definitely not the Lulu he knew and respected. But that didn’t seem to matter to him; he was the epitome of calmness and rationalism. He was just what I needed in my darkest hour. 

	He didn’t come in and shout, like my Dad had. 

	He didn’t order me to frame myself, like my Sister had and he didn’t say I told you so like my Mum did - although I’m sure he was desperate to do all three, at the same time. He just quietly listened to me, made copious amounts of tea, played with Finn - so I could shower and sleep - and then eventually he sat me down with my bills, helped me figure out a plan, and wrote me a considerable cheque to cover things for a while. 

	“That should get you through the next few months Chick. It’ll help - at least so that you can focus on my Godson and getting yourself a job.” 

	He really had been my hero, I thought, bringing myself back to the present to focus upon fixing the streaks that were annoyingly appearing on my legs. After pulling on an old faithful nightie I used purely for tanning purposes; I crawl into bed. The exhaustion of the week, and tonight’s events, hit me like a freight train. Amazing how the ball of anger still fires up in my belly when I think about Niall and the way he treated me, and most importantly his own son. Sebastian’s visit had brought everything back to the fore. I was finding it hard not to compare the two men and Sebastian was winning hands down. At least Niall was attempting to make a go of being a Dad to Finn - finally. Let’s hope it continued, because despite all his faults, I firmly believed that Finn needed to have Niall in his life; every child needs their father, no matter how flakey they were. Its the only reason I maintain any form of contact with him.

	As I climb into bed continuing my trail of thoughts, the sudden and vivid image of Sebastian in that bed next to me, gives me an ache low down in the pit of my belly, reminiscent of a night years ago in the Cave bar. I certainly hadn’t thought about that night in a long time - the night that changed everything. Hell - I haven’t thought about anyone like this in a long time - and certainly not my latest interest, Leo. 

	I am certain though that the direction in which my thoughts are heading has nothing to do with friendship and everything to do with pure unadulterated lust. I had just seen Sebastian in a totally different light and could still feel the tingles from the way he’d looked at me before leaving.

	“Everything happens for a reason Hun,” I tell myself quietly, looking up at the ceiling above, as I bite my lip and ponder on the idea forming in my naughty mind. 	

	What if I asked Sebastian to be ‘The One’ - the one to break me in, so to speak, and spend the night with me? 	

	It would be one night of amazing passion, with someone I trust. I know he wouldn’t want more - he never did. His sexual reputation was well-known by most so I could be guaranteed a fabulous night - something I’m so overdue. No, I’d definitely not have any fear of him wanting a relationship afterwards - he didn’t do relationships and that suited me fine - I only had room for one little man in my life! 

	Maybe then, I could get on with work and being a mother without feeling so bloody horny all the time. I don’t need a man! I just need a man for the night. I needed a rebound fuck. 

	Could I do it? Really? Put myself out there like that? 

	I’d rather the first time since my break-up be with someone who cares about me enough to take it slow. The more I think about it, the more I wonder why I hadn’t considered this before. He was the perfect choice for one night of desperately required, unadulterated passion. Could I really proposition the one true male friend in my life; would he say yes? 

	What if he didn’t want me?

	I twist my hair loosely around my finger, considering all scenarios’ and begin to elaborate upon my initial concept. The more I think about it, the more I think to hell with it - and just put it out there - the worst thing that could happen would be he said no. 

	You’ll never find out unless you pose the question to him.
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		After several hours of supermarket shopping and a kid’s birthday party, I’m ready for some me time. Finn had had his face-painted in full camouflage, and stealth-like in his approach, held his toy Uzi at me in pure delight before releasing a loud monotone barrage of machine pistol fire - pretty much all afternoon! 

	I’m now happy to bury myself in a deep luxurious bubble bath to sooth my aching body. Looking back, I agreed with the mum and host of the party, perhaps the guns hadn’t been the best party bag gift. I grin to myself at the memory of my son’s overzealous re-en-action of Rambo whilst moisturising my body to within an inch of its life, and settle down at my silver, shabby chic dressing table. He was now happily settled at my parents’ for the night and I could selfishly enjoy getting ready for our big night out.

	How nice to be able to spend more than five rushed minutes on my make-up. Usually, I prioritise Finn - whether it’s bathing, dressing and feeding - leaving little time to concentrate fully on my own appearance. Lippy was often applied in the car, but always applied. Lipstick wouldn’t save the world, but it certainly made it a better place and me feel human, the second I put it on. 

	I’d take full advantage of the extra time, and after half an hour, I could have given a Mac beautician a run for their money. Smokey lids made my eyes appear even bigger, and the dark green I’ve lined them with, brings out the same tone in my irises, accentuating the colour of wet moss, mixed with lime zest. I’ve gone for a dramatic look on the lips as well - red velveteen - very Robert Palmer-esq. The result is actually pretty hot and I’m pleased. My chosen dress is a black fitted little number, which falls to mid calf. I’d bought it from Suzie’s boutique a few weeks before; I couldn’t afford it, but she’d insisted that it would be the staple little black dress in my wardrobe which would never date - she was right and my credit card would just have to take the hit.  

	As I step into the crêpe de chine fabric and slide it over my hips, I sigh as it clings to my body in all the right places. My skin literally groans in delight. The neckline is low enough to suit my curvy bust and the smart little peplum cleverly covers up my C-section bump, and enhances my petite waist. The only problem is going to be zipping it up. 

	Where was a man, when you needed one? 

	Struggling, I manage to drag it into place, but not without doing a complete contortionist act. I pair the dress with Kurt Geiger, ruby red suede platform stiletto’s, which add at least five inches to my 5ft 2 frame -  and add a black suede diamante skull clutch. My legs look almost…well lengthy - thanks to the shoes and my fake tan - a huge task in itself, when they were a mere 27 inches long, hip to toe (believe me I’ve measured them many times, in the hope that they may have stretched). Oh to be 5ft 7 barefoot!

	Staring at myself in the mirror, I hardly recognised myself. My eyes are shining, my long dark hair, gleams and tumbles in sexy waves around my face and down my back. All I need now is jewellery. Selecting a large crystal cocktail ring, I add a pair of simple drop earrings with Swarovski crystal balls at the base. They swing softly as I move and always make me feel feminine when I wear them. I decide to leave my neck bare, as I spray myself liberally with Gucci perfume, my signature scent - which ensures that I smell divine too. Right - I’m ready. Ready to offer my body to a certain male friend for the night.

	“Lu it’s just me.” I hear Meg coo up the stairs. She is early, but it’s not a problem, as for once, things had gone to plan with my outfit. 

	“Hi Hun. I’ll be down in a minute, I’m just about ready. Grab a glass of wine, there’s an open bottle of Wolf Blass in the fridge and I’ll ring a taxi.” 

	Determined to remain calm, and focus on the matter at hand, I continue grabbing the necessities required for the night and shove them hurriedly into my clutch. I’m a bit jittery and spending much more time on my appearance than I normally would. Then again I don’t usually have the luxury to do so.

	Well that’s what I’m telling myself is the reason. Deep down, I know it’s for a certain familiar and delicious male friend and I’m apprehensive as to how I’ll react in his vicinity. 

	Would tonight be the night, to pose my question to him? 

	My hands grow clammy at the prospect. Downstairs, I can hear Meg is watching Coronation Street, her fav soap, and as I carefully tackle the stairs in my heels, the theme tune rolls in. Entering the lounge, I notice her wineglass is already drained. She was on a mission.

	“Hey Babe. Wow look at you! You look fab… u… lous!” she shouts, pronouncing every syllable. I smile, pleased with her reaction and do a little spin.

	“Yes - we are two incredibly hot Mamas, ready to hit the town,” I laugh at her.

	She looks great. Her blonde, wavy hair has been freshly highlighted and sits like an angelic beacon against her white, sixties style tunic dress. She really does look good for thirty-seven. It seems that her extremely recent and relatively civil divorce from her ex-husband Bri, had really done wonders for her complexion. 

	We had clicked from the minute she moved into our street, the week before Niall walked, and then, subsequently been thrown out! Since then, our mutual circumstances and love of shoes and wine, combined with bitching about the ex’s had resulted in a firm friendship, very different to my friendship with my best pal, Abby, and my closeness with my sister, Suzie. Meg understood what it was like to be a single-mother.  She had two daughters, a fourteen-year old - Lexie - and a ten-year old Phoebe, both from her first marriage. She worked as a PA to a Director at the local Council but had also been a hairdresser in the past, hence the great hairdo. I really respected the fact that she managed to hold down a pretty demanding job three days a week, run a house and cope with two children. I honestly didn’t know how she did it, as I struggled with just one child and didn’t have the drama of a teenager to contend with. 

	We had sort of hung onto each other in our time of need and the fact that many of our friends were in relationships had meant us spending more time together. I genuinely liked her and felt bad for having a negative thought about her yesterday. Who am I to put a claim to Sebastian Silver, when really, all we had ever been was friends? Meg was a great girl and she deserved a good man like Sebastian. I just didn’t want it to be him.

	A loud beep coming from outside interrupts my thoughts, and grabbing my bag and keys, I turn off the TV and usher Meg out of the door. 

	“Come on chickadee. Let’s go do some damage.”
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	We land at Lord’s train station full of excitement and the buzz of what’s to come, and head off in the direction of our gathering. It was now or never. Do I just keep going or do I tell Meg to head onto the Champagne Bar without me and that I’d see her there soon, once I’ve concluded some business? 

	Bloody Niall. 

	I choose the latter and after a lot of persuading, she manages to convince me that she will not let me climb into the jaws of the lion alone, and would be my second set of eyes. Looking at her own big blue orbs - the steely glint of stubbornness clear in them, I resign myself to her insistence and laughingly agree, and on teetering heels we make our way to the pub Niall was known to frequent, The Lazy Lounge. 

	The second we walk through the doors, he invades my space.

	“Lucia - you came.” Niall stands from his sofa’d, seating area. 

	I immediately assess the situation and count four other men watching over Meg and I with an interested gaze. Considering the bar was more of a drop-in after work, early doors and watch the sport, over a pint, kind of place, we had become the new blood. There were no other women in their group and it was Saturday so the bar was pretty empty for a City pub.

	“What can I get you both - Meg is it?” Niall pipes up, charming in his comfort zone. He’s dressed casually in a fitted t-shirt and chinos already sporting a beer flush and glaze to his eyes.

	I rudely interrupt Meg, as she’s about to place her order. We are not here to mingle or share a cocktail with my ex. Let’s talk and get the hell out of there!

	“No thanks Niall. We’re on our way to the Champagne Bar. What did you want to talk to me about, face to face, that you couldn’t do over the phone?” I use my hands outstretched to support the words, demonstrating the silliness of his over-the-top texting.

	Annoyingly, he ignores my obvious desire to move things along quickly, and instead, steps aside courteously opening his arm in welcome, for Meg to take his seat. One-by-one, and excruciatingly slowly, he introduces her to his mates. She happily concedes, raising her brows at me in an ‘I’ll just go with the flow then, yeah? kind of way - and recognising the three-men-to-one-woman ratio is utterly in her element. So much for watching my back!

	Niall guides me over towards a darkened corner at the back of their seating space. I cross my arms over my chest in an attempt to hide my cleavage from his prying eyes but it only encourages his wandering leer. I feel stripped-bare.

	I’d forgotten how seedy he could be.

	“You look great, Lu. Smokin!” 

	He then turns to his mates - none of which I recognise - for their opinions.

	“Doesn’t she lads?” I should be flattered as they all give a resounding Yes, with beaming smiles and appreciative glances but I just feel grubby. 

	Especially when one of them says, “Miles hotter than Karen.” 

	Niall muses this comment and considers me up and down, taking agonising time over my legs, hips, breasts, and back up to my face, by which time I’ve almost reached boiling point. 

	The fucking cheek of the man! I am the mother of his child. I deserve so much better than this.

	He agrees with his mate, throwing a reply over his shoulder, whilst still assessing my every move. 

	“You’re right there, Dave. Not sure what I was thinking.”

	Through clenched teeth, I remain outwardly calm and collected and accept the rather blurred compliment. 

	“Thanks. Now.  What’s this about Finn?”

	“Come on Babe. Have that drink? I’m sure your banker boyfriend won’t mind.” His chuckle is malicious and I shake my head at his gall. 

	“You don’t want to talk at all do you? You’ve used our son to get me here just to ruin my night?” 

	The manipulation techniques that he’d employed throughout our whole relationship were continuing to work on me, even after we’d split and I’m not sure who I’m more annoyed with him or myself!

	“Don’t be daft Lucia. I just wanted to see you, that’s all. I miss you.” The casual tone of his slightly slurred voice irritates me even further.

	“Look, I don’t have time for this. It’s my Sister’s birthday, Seb’s home and the whole team’s out tonight.” His eyes squint at the mention of Sebastian’s name.

	“Sebastian’s back is he?” his top lip curls unattractively. “Didn’t know. Thought he’d gone onto pastures new and given up sniffing around where he isn’t wanted.” Leering possessively towards me, I push him off with the full force of both my palms. 

	What is he on about? 

	It’s a shame Niall is such a dick - he and Sebastian used to be good friends.

	“Get lost, Niall. You’re already half cut. How long have you been out?”

	“Few hours.” His throw away comment is accompanied by a so what shrug.

	“Right. Well I’m off. You’ll see your son as planned next week. Have a good night.”

	“There’s no need to be so bitter Babe - I know you still want me. You could have me too if you just chased a li…ttle bit harder.” 

	He laughs at his comment and I bite down hard to stop myself from retaliating and ultimately giving him what he wants - the pleasure of seeing my night ruined - I clench my teeth with such strength that I nip my inner lip and flinch.

	Jerk! 

	“Meg, we’re leaving.” 

	I ignore Niall’s attempts to chatter away to me, and his suggestion that he and the lads accompany us to the Champagne Bar safely. Meg finally recognises my need to escape and is by my side in an instant.

	“You alright, Hun?” she looks concerned and I refrain from hollering where were your concerns just now?

	“I’m fine. Let’s just go. We’re already late.”

	I don’t even say goodbye to Niall as I head out the front doors of the pub, but can hear him holler to us. 

	“Give your Sis a Happy Burp-day Kiss from me - might see you later Mu Mu.“

	I cringe at his babyish whine and the awful nickname he used to call me. 

	I don’t bloody think so. 
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	Suzie, Gino, Abby and Jess are already at The Champagne Bar when we arrive and I’m pleased as they've grabbed a corner of the hip bar in Lords City Centre. 

	“Yay! You’re here! My gorge Sis – Happy Birthday to me. Happy Birthday to me!” Suzie throws herself at me, a cloud of Thierry Mugler’s Angel shrouding us, as she dances to her own tune. I smile in affection and envelope her in a proper cuddle.

	“Happy Birthday Darling.” Winking at Gino, I raise my brows and mouth-the-words, nodding in Suzie’s direction, “How many has she had?” 

	“She is on the sauce, as it is her birthday, in case no one else had realised.” He laughs at this ridiculous remark, shrugging his shoulders, and lifting his arms up in a surrendering way. “You will need to buy plenty of tomato sauce to play catch-up, - you get it?” 

	Oh my word, Gino’s jokes are renowned for being bad but I giggle in spite of it. He really is so daft, especially with his Italian tinged Yorkshire accent. 

	“Meghaan,” he purrs, “You look ravishing!” 

	Meg, who is usually unaffected by the smarm-charm and hates the use of her full name, blushes and slaps him playfully on his arm. “Suzie - you’ve got your hands full with this one.” 

	Suzie tuts and waves the words away. “He knows he has the best Meg - and he’ll never get better,” she smiles smugly. 

	Gino just shrugs and adds, “I have my hands full yes, but tonight perhaps she will have her mouth full of Italian promise,” he winks, and nods his head, happy with this thought, unable to see Suzie mouthing in his dreams behind him. But I watch them a little longer, and see her lean into her husband’s body and seductively whisper something gently into his ear and know from the sexy smile that appears across his handsome face that the night would be full of promise for them.

	Suzie’s best friend, Jess, chooses that moment to launch herself at me, identifying herself, as my sister’s partner in lager and lime! She’s a fabulous ball of energy on any given day and is great fun. I haven’t caught up with her in forever and have really missed her company of late, especially since she only lives around the corner from Finn & I.

	“Lulu. How’s things? I haven’t seen you in fucking ages!” she grins genuinely, rubbing my arm in affection.

	I laugh at her language. She reminded me of the lovely Irish - could swear like a trooper and didn’t seem to offend, even though she was a Yorkshire lass, born and bred.

	“I’m great Jess, how’s the new job?” 

	“Fucking nightmare Babe, but I’ve got no responsibility and that suits me for now.” She drains the last drop of her drink, like she has been stuck in the desert for a week. “You know me Lu, can’t stay still for too long. I might get knocked-up and become domesticated; what a God- awful thought!” 

	I shake my head and snort. “You are naughty Miss Jessica. I adore my son and won’t hear you dis domesticity. It’ll come to you one of these days. It comes to us all.” 

	“Oh darling, Finn is a total superstar, but kids are not for me. You know that. I’m happy to be sexy Auntie Jess, but I’m too bloody selfish to be a full-time carer. How would I have the time to recover from my monstrous hangovers? Speaking of bottle feeding…”

  	I take that as my cue and giggling further at her extreme bluntness I hold my hands up in submission. “OK. OK! Hint taken. My round, what does everyone want?”

	“Ooh, I’ll come with?” Abby’s bubbly voice interrupts, “I need to talk to you!” Her eyes, burrow into my face with such intensity, I know not to refuse. 

	We head over to the fabulous Art Deco themed bar and squish as far to the front as is acceptable around the many thirsty customers. I smile at Abby as she practically bursts at the seams with her secret. She looks lovely tonight; very effervescent – I definitely sense something brewing.

	“Oh my God Lubedoo, I’m in LOVE!” she explodes the information, her big brown cow eyes are bright and her brow furrows in what could be pain or maybe excitement? I’m not sure, but I laugh at her dramatic exclamation.

	“Oh Darling, who is it this time?” Abby was well known for falling in love easily shall we say, and it was one of the things I loved about my best mate, that she never took life too seriously.

	She rolls her carefully purple lined eyes as if I’ve completely lost the plot “Nathan of course. He’s bloody gorgeous!”

	“Nathan Silver?”

	“Yes. Seb’s brother - he’s back and working with Sebastian now.”

	I let her words filter through and nod in understanding “I didn’t know he was home, it’s been a while since I saw him to be honest. He’s a super nice guy though.”

	“He’s soo dreamy! Suzie, Gino, Jess and I bumped into them at The Oracle just before we came here. You and Meg were late as per.”

	I ignore her late comment. I’m always late, but tonight I wish it had just been the old excuse my hair wouldn’t go and not the fact that I’d been an idiot and met up with my ex. I choose not to inform her of my silly faux pas at that time and instead file it away to enjoy my night. That way Niall didn’t win.

	Looking brightly back at her I ask, “Them?”

	“Nathan, Sebastian and his mate. Can’t remember his name, sorry, I was too in awe of my Greek God at that stage. They’re meeting us in here soon.”

	My tummy flips in expectant waves of the unknown and I swallow, giving the bar a quick recce - nope not here yet. Why am I getting all nervy? I try to hide my twitchiness from Abby and support her own crush. I’ve always had a feeling she and Nathan would hit it off if they met but they’d never been single at the same time. Maybe now was the right occasion?

	“He is a lovely guy Abby. To be honest, I haven’t caught up with him in a while. I think he’s been in Australia?”

	“Is he single? Shit, I hope he’s single.” She chews her lip in panic and I consider her pose. She’s not normally so on edge. Bless - she does really like him!

	“I honestly don’t know. I know he had a long-term girlfriend a year or so ago, think her name was Penelope or Poppy but don’t quote me on that - but not sure of late?” Shrugging my shoulders I shuffle between two male elbows on the black glossy bar, as a space frees up. It was packed and not a gentleman in sight at this bar – undoubtedly every man or woman for themselves, when it came to getting served here. 

	“I could ask around if you want?” 

	“Oh thanks Hun, but make it subtle won’t you? I really need to work my charm here and not appear desperate. I honestly think if he asked me to, I’d bob on with him tonight - I would!” She looks disappointed at herself but at the same time resigned in the knowledge that she is powerless to it.

	I giggle at one of her favourite nicknames for sex and drolly reply. “Wow! He must be The One!”

	“Don’t be like that. I’m serious he’s…well he’s really nice. I think he would be good to me. God knows I need someone to be good to me.”

	I grab her in a cuddle. “Babe, you don’t need anyone to be good to you. I’m here!”

	We embrace in a messy swaying hug and are interrupted by the barman. I promptly order two bottles of our favourite tipple, Laurent-Perrier Cuvée Rosé Champagne, not willing to lose the place in the queue and turn back to Abs.

	“Just be yourself and he’ll be putty in your hands.” 

	Her vulnerable side appears safely tucked away again, and cheeky Abby is back. “Don’t bloody think so, nothing soft there, that one would be 100% solid Silver!”

	I practically choke on my laugh, and shoulders shaking at her comment, we share out the glasses and ice bucket between us, manoeuvring our route between the hustle and bustle.

	“Seriously though, how are you going to feel about seeing Sebastian tonight - now that you’ve taken the blinkers off?”

	I barge her lightly with my shoulder to shut up. “Honestly? I’m shitting myself and I don’t really know why?” 

	I notice a few neck cricks from admirers, as we snake a path to our friends and I‘m pleased I spent the extra time on myself earlier. It was paying off.

	“You’ll be fine Lu, you’re hot right now – you won’t need to do anything. It’s like you’re giving off some kind of vibe? Just go with it!” Her deep throaty laugh follows her as she leads the way. Yeah desperation!

	We finally reach the table, arms aching and remarkably not a drop of the good stuff spilt when we see that our party has expanded and I can acknowledge a further three men are chatting amiably with Gino. One of them I can tell is Sebastian, even from behind. Oh and what a behind. I feel a little buzz of excitement fizz its way around my body. Since Abs had mentioned he was on his way, I’d had nothing but him on my dirty little mind. 

	Who am I kidding? I’d been watching the door for the past twenty minutes, trying to appear nonchalant in the hope that he’d make it, before confirmation that he was, in fact, already on his way. 

	I can see that Sebastian is talking to a good-looking guy, with a very cute smile and cool messy hair and as I near, I realise its Nathan his brother, whom I haven’t seen in ages. Abby was right. He looked good and I send her a knowing smile, which she returns with a wink. The other male is standing, watching me as I walk towards them; his angular, stubbled face is difficult to read and I don’t recognise him at all. He is good-looking in harsh kind of way- rather brooding.

	Our arrival at the table is greeted with whoops and noisy cheers from Suzie for my choice of champers and I begin to dish out glasses to the many already out-stretched hands. I’m concentrating on the task, when Sebastian leans in and takes one of the bottles from the large mirrored ice bucket. 

	“Here, let me Lu. Hmm, the good stuff - you always have had impeccable taste,” he approves, considering me from head to foot, his husky voice slicing through me. Double-entendre already?

	“Thanks.” 

	My response is barely a whisper. That’s all I can say. I sound reserved, although I don’t mean to, and force a sparkling smile. Why is the atmosphere so strained? I can’t believe how much has changed in twenty-four hours. This is my mate, I just need to relax and enjoy my time with him and our combined friends; it’s so infrequent these days that we are all out together. 

	Either that or bloody ask him to fuck me and get it out the way. Lulu - you’re losing it!

	Sebastian hands out the good stuff to the many outstretched hands before saving the last glass for me and is about to release it into my fingers, when he’s jostled from behind by an eager punter and the whole contents of the flute, are emptied over my chest. The moment is lightening-quick but feels like a slow motion replay; bubbles fizzing and trickling down my neck, across my décolletage and disappearing beneath the low v of my dress. 

	I’m transported back in time to a similar situation, ten years earlier - a walking talking cliché… again! At least I’m not wearing white on this occasion. My gasp of shock as the cold champagne hits my chest and soaks through to the skin, makes us both jump.

	“So here we are again. Always thrusting those assets in my face Lulu.”

	My immediate anger dissipates immediately as shock gives way to memories. I smile back at him, and then giggle. Ten years! Where did that time go? How different things could have been?

	“I seem to remember it being cheap watered-down beer. At least now its champagne.” 

	“I seem to remember telling you I wouldn’t touch you again. That won’t be the case this time.” His deep voice is full of promise.

	I grab a serviette from the table and mop at my chest, remarkably, there is no stain and my cleavage has taken the majority of the hit and is now happily dry. 

	“I think I prefer you wet.” 

	My eyes fly up at that comment. His dark eyes twinkle with mirth, and I swallow deeply to control the effect he is unknowingly having on me - his words sending signals of desire directly between my thighs. 

	Accepting the second chilled champagne flute, he carefully hands over, I immediately take a large gulp to calm my nerves; the raspberry liquid fizzes in my mouth and the crisp vanilla tang of my favourite champagne slides coolly down my throat. It is delicious and I lick my lips to savour every last drop. I can feel the warm glow begin to emanate in my tummy. 

	I lurve champagne; it is one of the few alcoholic beverages that didn’t make me feel ghastly the next day, providing I wasn’t too silly with my quantities. I look at Sebastian and he is watching me intently, with particular focus on my mouth. 

	“Cheers.” 

	He clinks his glass to mine and our fingers brush gently. It’s as though we are in one of those Rosé bubbles, enclosed, away from everyone else. Whoa, this is heavy stuff! I can’t believe how I am seeing my friend. I can hear Gino telling a dirty joke to the group in the background and lots of laughing and bawdiness but in our intimate party of two, we are secluded. Sebastian plonks himself down on the stool next to me. He looks so hot, wearing dark fitted Replay jeans, which fit his muscled thighs snugly (thank you Replay designers) and a grey silk-knit v-neck jumper. His shoes are expensive brown dealer boots, manufactured to look worn. The combination is so simple; he just looks … devastating; effortless - like an advert for GQ. I can smell his signature scent and I know it is by Dolce & Gabbana, as I had bought some for him for Christmas one year, after his mum had given me his wish list. I remember it being called The One and I laugh now at the irony of it all.

	His face is stern, almost angry looking; his jaw strong, and arrogant. He’d cut his hair recently, probably for ease at work and now wore it shorter, not quite entirely shaved but cut short on the sides, and kept slightly longer on top, soldier style. It only adds to his raw sexuality. He has a fuck off nose, I’d always teased - it is slightly too long and angular but perfectly straight, despite having broken it on several occasions. It makes you want to run your finger along the edge of it, slowly, right to the tip. His colouring is so dark; he permanently has a shadow of stubble, which threatens to erupt at any moment and an olive tone to his fantastic skin. But it was his eyes that are now captivating me. They are slightly turned down in the outer corners and huge, almost black in shade, with sherry brown and hazel flecks if you caught them in a certain light, and eyelashes that any woman would die for, that fringed his bedroom gaze with full, sooty bluntness. The overall effect was one of power, arrogance, success and confidence, but ultimately, he commanded attention and women did not let him down. He was a great combination of Jason Statham, Ryan Gosling and Channing Tatum, all mixed into one delicious package - he quite literally oozed sex appeal and right at this moment I could eat him up with a cherry on top. 

	How have I not seen how hot he is until now? You did - you’d just forgotten, my inner voice reminds me annoyingly.

	“Your brother’s here. I haven’t seen him since that party for your Nan’s 70th at your Mum and Dad’s last year.” Finally, I stop drooling and find my tongue.

	“Yeah, he got back from travelling in Oz recently and is now going to join me on site,” he nods his head towards Nathan’s direction. “It’s really good to have him home - soft lad that he is.” I can hear the affection in his voice.

	I’m not really listening to him, as I can’t stop ogling. I’ve spent years on and off with this man, hours sitting next to him in lecture theatres and cramming for exams. Why did I never see him in this way? My hand is itching to touch him. “Is he single?” I ask.

	Nice one Lu. Didn’t Abby ask you to be subtle? 

	Sebastian considers my question watching me inquisitively. “He’s my brother Lu.”

	I’m confused by his disapproving response and my screwed up face and stutter probably show this, when he continues dryly.

	“Yes he’s single.”

	It suddenly dawns on me that he must realise that I am asking for myself and I laugh at his misconception. “Not for me, you ditz. I know a little bird who’s enquiring that’s all.”

	My information doesn’t appear to have lessened his scowl. Grumpy bastard – where’s fun-loving Sebastian gone? He’s become very intense. Taking a swig of champagne he brings his brooding focus back to me but we remain silent. God, this is awkward. I have to get out of here. I’d hoped to maybe take the moment to discuss my favour with him.

	“I’ll be back in a bit - off to the Ladies.” 

	“Off you go an powder that cute little snub nose of yours.”

	It’s abrupt but I excuse myself and try to appear casual as I head in the direction of the toilets so that I can deep breathe in peace. I don’t look back, but can feel the burn of his gaze on my retreating form and I ensure he gets the complete Lulu wiggle. All these comments about my appearance are wreaking havoc with my nether regions.
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		I touch up my lipstick, blush and eye-makeup and spritz some more perfume over my neck and wrists. Not that I need to do any of this, I’m just desperate for something to occupy my shaky hands. On edge would be a total understatement for the mixed jumble of emotions that I am right now. Showcasing a prime example of it, I jump as I hear a voice shouting my name from one of the cubicle doors.

	“Lu is that you? It’s Meg-haann,” she drunkenly giggles from her patch, mimicking Gino’s Italian accent; she really can’t drink champagne, if she’s like this after only a couple.

	“Hey, I didn’t hear you come in, sorry love. Are you nearly done? I’m going to go back out now.”

	“Wait! Wait for me.” She throws open her door dramatically, pulling her dress back down as she exits. “Do I need more?” She puckers her lips up at me like a little girl and sways as she squirts foam on her hands, rushing them under the automatic faucet.

	“Maybe a bit more lippy,” I comment. “You look fab still.” I watch as she retouches and messes with her hair in the wall-to-wall mirrors. The manic finger combing is making her look like a wilder crazier version of Jane Fonda in Barbarella. 

	“Oooh goodie. I need to look my best tonight. We have some right fitties at our beck and call, don’t we?” she grins impishly at me through the reflection.

	“Whom have you got your beady eye on?” I enquire a little too harshly.

	“W..e..ll we’re spoilt for choice but I’m quite taken with Sebastian as you know, but his brother is hot too and the moody one; Chris is it? Anyway he is kind of smoking in a brooding Gerard Butler way.” 

	She holds her feet up one at a time for loose toilet paper inspection. I shake my head and she nods her blonde head, pleased. 

	“Right. Come on Babe – let’s go pester them.” 

	I groan inwardly, Meg can be a little over the top sometimes and I definitely prefer the less desperate approach. I love her to bits but I’m starting to get really pissed about her liking Sebastian and I’m even more annoyed that I have no right to say that I don’t want her to go there. 

	We tug open the door and are met with the sexy beat of Ellie Goulding’s new track Burn; it picks me up immediately and I decide to go out, enjoy myself and try and ignore my strange feelings towards both of my friends. The night is young and I’m determined to have some fun. 




	The next hour or so is spent enjoying good times with great company. The champagne flows liberally and we celebrate Suzie’s 27th in style. At all times I am aware of Sebastian watching me or it could be Meg as she and he, definitely appear to have clicked; she’d been mauling him for the past hour! However I consider whether this is just in my head as I’m pretty certain that when he thinks I am not looking, his focus is entirely on me – with a serious, rather unfriendly inspection. I’m definitely at a loss. 

	My thoughts are interrupted when my phone alerts me to a text. It’s from Leo.




Sorry L but I’m not going to make it tonight after all. Work things! Can I take you to dinner next Saturday night? 

Let me make it up to you. x




	I’d completely forgotten I’d asked him to join us, so I am actually pleased that he’s cancelled. Although I’m slightly annoyed that I won’t be allowed the opportunity to flaunt him in front of Sebastian. I quickly reel off a response, the champagne making me ballsy.




House Party at my sister’s Saturday night – be my + 1 - let me know if you accept? x

 




	I don’t wait for his reply and just as I auto-lock my phone, a deep voice says casually, “I wouldn’t have stood you up. He’d kick himself if he’d seen you in that dress.” 

	I spin quickly to be met by Sebastian’s mate. Suzie has already informed me is definitely called Chris but I’ve yet to have a one-on-one with the guy. Meg was right - he did look like Gerard Butler, perhaps a little less sexy. I am a bit annoyed that he’s nosied at my text, but choose to ignore the irritation and go with it. I’m not about to add to his obviously inflated opinion of himself and decide to act coy as to, who he is. 

	“Thanks, Chris is it?” I hold out my hand to shake his but am a bit taken aback when he ignores it and leans in towards me, planting a firm kiss on one side of my cheek and then the other; continental style. He lingers a little too long, our faces touching. 

	I could have sworn he just sniffed me?

	“Sebastian said that you and he went to Uni together Lucia?” he continues, paying a considerable amount of attention to my breasts.

	“Yes, we did three years together, for our sins – not behind bars but definitely propped up in front of them,” I laugh back at him. He is Ok looking. Not as striking as Sebastian but has a similar dress-style, dark blonde short hair with a Beckham quiff and cool appraising icy-blue eyes. 

	“I’m working on a contract with our Mr. Silver for a few months and just moved in to his spare-room, so hopefully we’ll be seeing much more of each other in the very near future.” His voice is laden with confidence. I’m surprised, as I think he may be flirting, but I try not to show it. 

	“Definitely. We go out most Friday’s to our favourite bar, Rehab, in Bodley so I’ll have to introduce you to some of our friends.” 

	I can see Meg manically trying to catch my eye behind Chris’ back. I lean in closer to him and smile. “In fact I think you may already have an admirer in my neighbour Meg.” 	

	He turns to look over his shoulder, and Meg instantly pretends to have dropped something, disappearing under the table. I snigger to myself. God we are all so silly where men are concerned. 

	Chris returns to face me, his eyes sparking. “You do seem to have a good group of mates here. I travel so much with work, it’s hard to catch up regularly with friends so you tend to drift apart. Sebastian and I go way back though and I’m pleased to be able to spend some quality time doing normal things in the same place for a while.”

	I smile at him and sip at my drink and I’m about to continue, when we are interrupted, by the man, himself. 

	“Christopher – I see you’ve found Lulu.” Seb slaps Chris on the back looks between the two of us and takes a swig of his beer.

	“I most certainly have. I’m pursuing her as we speak.” Chris doesn’t take his eyes off mine but I cannot hold his gaze. I’m left embarrassed, by his over-the-top statement.

	“Are you now?” Sebastian’s furrowed brow is apparent but Chris is oblivious to anyone but himself (a bad habit that I can tell he has developed over years of having his ego stroked!).

	“Yeah. We were just discussing that now I’m going to be around more, we could link up? I need to be shown about town!”

	Sebastian seems less chilled than his normal laid-back self. He looks like he has a distinct bad taste in his mouth and his jaw is tense. I watch the strength of his muscles, taut in their coiled position, under his grey v-neck and admire his body. My hands itch to reach out and touch him there. Slip my arm around his waist and feel his arms enclose around me.

	“I’m back now Chris, and Lu and I have a lot of catching up to do but I’m sure you’ll bump into one another. Besides you’ll meet plenty of new people at my housewarming in a couple of weeks.”

	Wait! Did he just lay his claim? That’s great but what right does he have to tell another man whether I can see him or not? 

	I don’t even want to see Chris like that, but the attention is flattering and a little flirtation once in a while does wonders for the soul doesn’t it, provided they don’t get the wrong idea? 

	The whole scenario appears to have gone straight over Chris’ head and he continues to flirt and chatter amiably. Sebastian is that wired, his strikingly tanned face and muscular physique is overwrought.  I can’t relax either. I need to say my peace and get the hell out of there or get over it and frame myself. With Chris there, I couldn’t talk to Seb openly, even if I could maintain enough courage to actually say the words – something I’m still not sure I have in me. 

	I choose to leave them to their own devices. There is just too much testosterone in the air and I need a major girly overload. Looking around I can see that my sister is a lost cause and is deeply involved in what appears to be, some heavy going chatter with Gino and Jess. Meg is undulating in front of Nathan, stripper style, at another table and I can see the look of horror and jealousy on Ab’s face. Poor thing – she has it real bad! Meg was harmless but I could see me having to calm a few frayed feelings after this episode. I head directly for Abs, practically drag her to her senses and we make a dive for the dance floor.

	I can feel Sebastian assessing me as I let go to the infectious beat filling the bar. The small dance area is situated in a more segregated part of the bar and apart from the odd flickering light; the ambience is much moodier, enabling you to lose your inhibitions. Throwing cheeky glances in his direction as I relax and bump and grind jokily with Abby, I can see that Nathan, Chris and Sebastian are conversing, whilst staring at us intently. They make a handsome group but I am solely drawn to Sebastian as though he were the only person in the room. Our eyes connect, and smiling bashfully at him, I flick my hair forward, across one shoulder and revel in the freedom of the beat. At this distance I can let go and flirt confidently, face-to-face was a totally different story. 

	I shamelessly and purposely wiggle and slink in all the right places. I’ve enjoyed far too much of Monsieur Laurent Perrier. Abby giggles as she mimics my moves and I notice that Nathan appears as intent on her as his brother is on me - the Silver brothers seem bewitched. How sublime! 

	Several tunes later, thirsty but happy, we hug each other in our mutually tired but exuberant manner and head back to the group, who are now running on empty. Looking around I can see that the bar is beginning to empty as punters start to trickle out. I down the remnants of my glass and nip to the ladies to freshen up. Upon my return to the gang, I’m just contemplating making a move to go (I’ve got total head fuck where Seb is concerned) when I’m blindsided as I watch an extremely merry Meg, launch herself at him, full throttle, linking her arms around his neck and puckering up for a kiss. She really is thoroughly slaughtered.

	 “Why haven’t you and I met before Seb…ashchun? I truly believe that our Lucy lady has been hiding you away. Naughty Lulu! Naughty girl!” Looking in my direction Meg wags her finger at me, in a wobbly fashion. She really is wrecked. I may be wishing it but I’m sure I see Seb push away a little from her cloying embrace.  Didn’t she just say something similar to Suzie about Chris?

	“I don’t know Meg but I’m glad we have now,” he drawls.

	Oh jeez don’t encourage her! 

	This is all the motivation she needs. She grabs his hand and, as we all ready ourselves to leave, she hangs on to him for dear life and he doesn’t appear to mind. 

	The night air is crisp as we walk to our cabs, even though it’s probably still about twenty degrees. Lords City is lit up like a New York skyline; all full of promise and excitement but it isn’t quite the city that never sleeps and the chaos is definitively at a much slower pace as we wander through the streets; it’s rowdy drunkards having fun surround us, many of whom are actually from our party. My head feels a bit wobbly and I wish I’d eaten earlier. I link arms with my sister & Jess and we warble our way through several verses of Ego by The Saturday’s, aiming it directly at the men ahead of us.

	What a fabulous night – it had been just what I needed after a busy week but what I would do now to go home and jump Sebastian Silver’s bones - shame I’d not plucked up the courage to ask him to take me home and fuck me sideways into the middle of next week!
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		“Bye guys!” I shout to Suzie and Gino, who are in the process of exploring one another’s tonsils in the queue. They are very much in love and I’m lustfully envious. 

	“Get a room!” 

	Laughing to myself I join Meg and Jess in the back of the taxi. I presume Abby and Nathan are hitching a ride with my Sis and that Chris and Seb will do their own thing when that thought is thrown out the window as the front door is flung open and the man himself casually climbs into the empty front seat. 

	“Ladies - you’re ok to drop me off at mine after, yeah?” 

	His sexy scent fills the small space, male pheromones bubbling around and turning all females within a five-mile radius wanton and pathetic - me included.

	“No problemo Mr. Gorgeous!” Meg lunges forward from her central perch and drunkenly strokes his shoulder.

	I sit back and tight-lipped, stare at the back of Seb’s head, boring holes into it with narrowed emerald eyes, determined not to succumb to jealousy - I’m not sure how much longer I can watch though - Meg has spent most of the night pawing him and thrusting her own ample breasts into his face. 

	If it had been any other man I’d have been pleased for her, but Sebastian was different. He was…what? What was he to me? Not my boyfriend or even a potential boyfriend. I couldn’t describe my territorial right to him, he was just… more mine than hers. The problem is, I couldn’t tell her to back off, as it wasn’t like we had anything going on. Not yet anyway. Plus she didn’t know about my proposed proposition yet so it wasn’t like she was making a play for what was mine.

	But that’s exactly what’s she’s doing and I fucking hate it.

	 I had no right to tell either of them who they could and couldn’t flirt with. I squinted my now glowing green eyes in annoyance. It was all, his fault; he looked and smelt too good and was obviously doing it on purpose to mess with my head.

	As the cab pulls into our street, I have already determined that Seb and Meg are in fact about to ravish one another back at her house and do the dirty. I feel nauseous just at the thought of it and really pissed off. Odd, as I’d spent years trying to set Sebastian up with friends of mine, whilst I was with Niall. How could I have been so unaffected by the thought of him with someone else?

	Pulling up at our first destination, we begin to pile out and Seb, the gentleman that he is, offers to pay the driver. 

	“Night Sebastian. Thanks,” I throw out, desperate to get away from him and my mate and their obvious building sexual tension. 

	“Night girls, see you in the morning.” 

	Smiling, I wave, as I notice that they make their way to their own respective doors, Meg at Number 45 and Jess around the corner on Horton Street. 

	I don’t look back and presume that Sebastian has followed his next conquest or set off home in the cab. God that man was a disgrace; It appeared he’d bobbed-on with anyone and everyone… but me – I’m not sure which annoyed me more, the fact he was a man-whore, or that I wasn’t one of his conquests. Unfortunately I fear it’s the latter.

	My inner reasoning annoyingly reminds me that as he is single, Sebastian was well within his rights to fuck whomever he pleased. And unless you can find a backbone, some seriously big hairy bollocks and proposition him Darling, he is going to continue to fuck whomever he pleases!

	Angrily rummaging around, I finally find my keys, in the bottom of my metallic sequined handbag - covered in make-up. Fumbling I manage to open the door, muttering to myself, when I suddenly sense I’m not alone and cast in shadow.

	“I’ll come in for a drink if that’s ok Chick; it’s far too early to go home yet.”

	Surprised, I jump and literally fall through the door, as my brain and body wrestle to work, together. The rubbing the tummy, whilst patting the head manoeuvre comes to mind, as I try to propel myself forward and extract the keys from the door at the same time. I can’t even muster a response, as I kick my shoes off and flick the light on, swaying slightly and instantly regretting the big light syndrome. I hastily twist the dimmer, adjusting it to a softer, more forgiving radiance and relax a little.

	“Yeah. Sure. Help yourself, I’ll just go change into something more casual.”

	What the fuck? 

	For God’s sake, get a grip girl he is just doing what he’s done a million times, over the years. Stop acting like this is any different. 

	I am annoyed with myself that I am smug in the knowledge that at least, if Seb is at my house, that means he is not doing the dirty with my neighbour. Heading upstairs, I take my make-up off quickly and cleanse and tone my already rapidly dehydrating skin. I was under no illusions that Sebastian saw me any differently than normal but without my war paint, it meant I wouldn’t hope or try. I am suddenly very tired.

	Slipping out of my killer outfit and into my nightie and pink fluffy marabou slippers I assess my appearance - maybe I should have left my dress on but I’m shattered and the gown is still sexy; after all, I still had my womanly pride, even if she is rather tipsy right now. Scrunching my hair up and giving it a good shake, I check myself in the mirror. Good - just got out of bed look, tick; sexy - but not too desperate look, tick. Hopefully the fact that I’m already dressed for bed will make Seb leave for home sooner. I had actually hoped that I could come home, order a disgustingly guilt-free greasy pizza, to soak up the booze and drown my sorrows and put my favourite PJ’s on; then indulge without anyone watching.

	“Lu, you’re ok if I just crash here aren’t you tonight?” 

	Seb peers around the bedroom door and leans against the oak doorframe, his gorgeous face crumpling in an adorable plea. I hadn’t heard him come up the stairs? I thought he wanted another drink? Shit I hope he hadn’t been there long. 

	“Er, yeah, yeah, I suppose so.” I stutter and suddenly feel rather naked. Why hadn’t I put my dressing gown on?

	“I’m just knackered and can’t be bothered ordering another Joe Baxi,” he continues and moves towards me and I step back until I hit the wardrobe. Feeling stupid, as I realise he was just heading towards the bed, I watch, silently, as he removes one boot, then the other and begins to take his top off. I cannot seem to look elsewhere. I am immobilised, as I sneak a peak at the hair, which lightly covers his chest. I think I may actually be blushing; either that, or the heating had kicked in big time. Why is he undressing in here? I think his close proximity is affecting my body temperature - something that surprises me, as I have seen him shirtless before and managed not to become a dry-mouthed, goggling moron. That was before you woke up and smelt the companion from heaven!

	“I noticed you’ve not got a guest bed, anymore, the other night, when I looked in on Finn. If it’s ok with you, I’d rather not wake up to the Toy Story montage tomorrow? I’ll just share with you. Or the sofa’s fine too if you prefer?” 

	He is so casual that I conclude that in his mind there is nothing weird about sharing a bed with a mate. As he stares at me intently, awaiting my approval, I feel like I’m being pushed into a corner, yet at the same time, he seems so relaxed and unperturbed, I realise that this moment doesn’t seem to be affecting him in the same way as me. I feel a little foolish to be honest.

	I hear myself reply more calmly than I feel. “The bed’s fine, you daft thing, it’s a king size. We probably won’t even know the other is there.” 

	Ha like that is bloody likely! 

	I leave him throwing the many cushions onto the floor muttering to himself, under his breath. 

	“Women and cushions - I’ll never get it!” 

	As I clean my teeth in the bathroom, I can hear him moving around in the bedroom. My scalp prickles with a mixture of expectation and fear. I decide to harden myself to it all and just try to treat it, as any other time Seb had stayed. The problem was we’d only ever stayed under the same roof a few times and each one had been in separate rooms and separate beds. Even at University we’d never shared a bed, maybe some floor space in our student accommodation but never a mattress. I really need to get a grip and ignoring my heavily beating heart, and clammy palms I enter my room. The only glow emanating from it is from the fairy lights strewn across the headboard. The effect is very cosy and I instantly rue the day I hung them.

	“Right I only have three rules. I get the left side. No socks in bed and no duvet hogging.” 

	I climb into bed and automatically pull the cover up to cocoon my body. Any extra layers will hopefully stop me feeling so vulnerable.

	“Alright Boss,” Seb smiles sexily and slides, under the bedding. I’m so glad I changed the bed this morning. The sheets are fresh and plumpfy and feel luxurious under my touch.

	I’d only managed a brief glimpse of his amazingly buff body in black fitted boxers, as he’d climbed into the bed, and sprawled on his stomach. Now my eyes are drawn to the large bold black scripted font that curls across his back, between his shoulder blades. It spells out Nuno est tempus and adds a rakish edge to his classic good looks. Nuno est tempus - I think that means now is the time? My Latin was seriously rusty from Grammar School, so I might be way of the mark here but we’d done a huge project on the design course using Latin wording in our second year and I’m pretty sure this motto, rang a bell. It made me want to reach out and trace the letters, raised in their darkened ink, feel his skin under my fingertips. I clench my fingers into a fist to stop myself. He has another tattoo of rose, with a cherub on his arm and more script wording. His tattooist was seriously good. It looked very romantic and a true work of art in black and grays, with fabulous shading; my mouth waters. 

	Could he get any more delicious? 

	I lean over to turn off the light, desperate to stop the torture and the darkness enfolds us. Instantly I’m cushioned in security. At least now he won’t see me drooling. When did Sebastian become such an Adonis? It must be all that construction work.

	“Night Seb.” I snuggle down chewing thoughtfully on my lip.

	I can feel him shuffling around and getting comfortable. The break in silence is a welcome relief and I begin to relax and close my eyes, when his deep voice shatters me.

	“I’m not tired… yet.”

	WTF? 

	Why the hell had he come to bed then? 

	“You’ll drift off soon. I’m shattered,” I lie. 

	The reality was I’d probably not get a wink of sleep, as I’m surrounded, by his masculine scent, body heat and the copious amounts of testosterone; now filling my bedroom. The usually cavernous bed, most definitely feels smaller with him in it. He is so broad and long. I wonder if that is the case down below? 

	Silence. 

	Then I feel his finger at my back, barely there. His hand increases its pressures, sliding slowly and softly down the centre of my spine, tracing each vertebrae sensually. My skin instantly blazes under his touch and my heart begins to pound incessantly in my chest. I can hear the blood bubbling in my ears, the silence around us is deafening. Surely he can hear my heartbeat? I try to stay still and swallow deeply to wet my already drying mouth. I’m struggling to breathe. 

	Breathe you silly woman. Breathe!

	The air is taut with thick sexual tension. 

	What is he doing? Please don’t stop.

	He continues his trail along my back, tracing a fingertip lightly over my nape on the way up and drops his palm, cupping my shoulder firmly. Tingles of excitement shoot up my neck and up across my scalp and I roll my head in towards his hand. It stills. What am I doing? This is my friend and we’re both fuelled by alcohol. Feeling a little uncomfortable with what is happening, I gently lift his big hand and turn to push it back towards his chest. 

	“Go to sleep Sebastian, you’re pissed. I think you’re forgetting who you’re in bed with. It’s me Lu.”

	I catch a glimpse of him briefly, over my shoulder, his slow sexy smile says it all. 

	“I’ve had a few, yes, but I’m not inebriated Lulu. I know exactly whose body I’m enjoying - or trying to at least!”

	I can feel him grinning against my neck. His breath grazes the soft baby hair there and sends sharp electric currents coursing underneath my skin and to all my most sensitive areas. He continues on this path, dropping his mouth to  trail soft languid kisses along my shoulder, reaching the top of my collarbone with a slow feathery lick. 

	“What are you doing Seb?” 

	God it felt good. My body burns like it is awakening from a deep and delicious sleep.

	“Something I should have done a long time ago,” he murmurs gruffly into my hair. “You smell so good. You are most definitely an edible little one.” 

	I am most definitely turned on but also incredibly confused. My body and my brain seemed to be fighting a war against one another. 

	“Don’t be silly, you’re not with it. Let’s just go to sleep.” 

	Although part of me, thinks; really? Does he really want me? I don’t want this to stop and isn’t this what you wanted deep-down? What you wanted to ask him to do?

	“I don’t want to sleep Lu. The one thing that has got me through the last months away from home and my family and friends was the fact that you were here, in the centre of it all.”

	I quickly spin around to face him, in shock, pulling the cover away from us both. My eyes have adjusted to the dark and I can see him albeit vaguely. My heart is pounding, so fast I can feel it in my throat.

	“I don’t understand Seb. I thought you liked Meg.”

	He tilts his head to one side and slowly slips his hand around the back of my neck, drawing me leisurely in towards him and commands in a deep sexy voice ,

	“Stop thinking, you stubborn woman and just go with it.”

	As I’m about to reply, his warm mouth covers mine, creating a seal, which I can tell he is smug about. I am trapped and can’t speak. His low groan of success is a complete turn on, as I give myself up to the first intimate kiss we have ever shared. His tongue licks mine tentatively, inquisitively, stirring me and with my moan of rapturous approval, he moves in to deepen the arrangement. His hands are at my back and I can feel myself becoming breathless with anticipation. 

	Who would have known that Seb, could kiss like this? 

	Who would have known that he could make me quiver like this? 

	Why had we not done this before?

	“I can still hear the cogs turning Lu. Relax and let me do this… please.”

	He pulls away for a moment to slide me under him, so that he is gazing down upon me. He is completely in control and I can tell he likes it that way. In an instant he swoops down and his mouth is on mine again, teasing, smiling whilst he plants small feathery kisses on my face, nose, ears and down onto my neck. 

	“It’s time we tested our chemistry. After a decade, it’s time,” he states with absolute certainty.

	The playful mood quickly changes as he comes back to my mouth and looking into his eyes I can see the raw passion, he has for me. It is the same passion I saw in his blackened eyes, whilst he watched me dance in the bar earlier that night. They’re like dark glossy chocolate, with hazel flecks and glittering with need. 

	I still can’t quite believe it but I am enjoying this too much to stop. Instead I decide to deepen the invasion and encourage him to continue his investigations. The only thing I know is that for this moment, I do not want these igniting sparks between us to fizzle out. I need to see if we would be as good together as I felt we could; even if it was for one mere night. I am undeniably certain it would be worth it; worth the tarnish, of being another one-night-stand conquest. We could offer each other something. He could enjoy the challenge of bedding his long-term friend, and I could be awakened sexually, my body brought alive by a man’s touch again.

	“OK.” 

	I succumb weakly as my breath catches and give myself up to months, no  years of pent up frustration.
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		For what seems like hours, but in reality is probably only a few minutes, we glory in the sensation of our touches, mouth-on mouth, breath on breath, hearts beating hard and fast against one another. Seb moves downwards. His wet lips move along the line of my black lace nightgown and hooking his finger loosely inside the strap of one arm, he slowly flicks it down, freeing my straining right breast, as the silk falls to bare me to him. His gaze is greedy but his temperament is calm and I arch my back, instinctively, pushing against him in desperation, as he bends his head and takes my already swollen nipple into his mouth. The moist, hot sensation as he draws deeply on it, almost undoes me, as he slowly, teasingly traces my nipple with his tongue and suckles. Then cupping my breast almost roughly, he pulls on my peak until it screams to attention, before moving to the other already erect breast to repeat the mouth-watering process, over and over again. Oh. My. Fucking. God, this is exquisite - all slow and sensual with an air of frenzy at the same moment.

	“God you turn me on!” he practically growls the words and pulls me closer, grinding his pelvis into mine, his freshly brushed breath on my face. “I’ve wanted to do this all night.”

	I arch my body, pressing myself into him, his words a complete turn-on. There is no mistaking his reaction to me. He seems to be revelling in my body and worshiping it, in a way I have not experienced before. I’d forgotten how good it was to be touched and my body is responding to every stroke, every lick, and each sensation. I’m shattering slowly from within.

	 Niall had been much more about getting on with the matter at hand, ‘in and off we go’. There was nothing quick about Sebastian’s leisurely appreciation of my quivering body. He was all about the foreplay.

	“Such beautiful breasts Lu, I’ve always wanted to see if they were as amazing to touch as they looked. The days at Uni I daydreamed about them,” he grins wickedly in the shadows.

	I moan and push them up into his hands and slide my now trembling fingers down his sides, lightly grazing them with my nails, towards his hips. He shivers under my touch and his cock juts, pressing into my thigh. This is not the reaction of a friend and he does not seem drunk. I feel dizzy with arousal, confusion and am trying to just enjoy the moment, but there are so many unanswered questions. Oh God, he is doing things to me that I didn’t know I was capable of feeling.

	“Take this off,” he demands almost desperately. “I need to feel skin on skin.”

	I remove my nightie and toss it to the floor at his command and hear his hiss of approval. Our mouths meet, teeth clashing, tongues duelling, his hands cradling my face before relinquishing his grip and dropping a roughened palm to cup my heavy aching breast. My low moan of acceptance makes him growl.

	“Beautiful. Sexy. Tonight you’re mine.”

	His words roll over me, like teasing fingertips and I feel myself grow wetter. He moves lower and trails soft kisses down my torso and onto the top of my pelvis, lightly licking my hipbone. Don’t leave. Stay up this end. Please.

	I flinch almost immediately as he nears my c-section scar. 

	Oh shit. 

	Automatically, Seb senses my tension and looks up at me. “Too much Baby?”

	I nod mutely and he comes back to kiss me intensely, deeply. I can feel myself hot and wet and ready for him and my sensitive nub aches for some hard attention. It really has been too long!

	I am just about to trace my hand down the front of his Calvin’s, when he unexpectedly pulls away.

	“I wonder if we are taking this too soon?” he whispers into my neck, whilst stroking my face with his knuckle in a repetitive motion. 

	What? No. Don’t stop!

	All of a sudden the room is completely silent, deafeningly so. It’s like a cold slap, to an already highly tempestuous situation. Like the spindle on a record player has been crudely scraped across a vinyl. I instantly recoil, the defense shutters come down with an alarming ferocity and I move away from underneath him. The only sounds are our laboured panting.

	Sebastian tries to stop me retracting but I continue to push against him. I feel claustrophobic, panicky and yes… fucking stupid. Suddenly I need some serious space. 

	Does he regret it? 

	Maybe he saw my scars and decided he no longer found me attractive? 

	Maybe he was actually just pissed and was sobering up to this being a bad idea? 

	I can feel my throat getting raw and suffocatingly tight with emotion; I sense that given half a chance, I could breakdown and sob uncontrollably and I’m not a pretty crier. I feel totally humiliated and need to be alone, yet every part of my freshly awakened body is crying out to be satisfied. Maybe I should just pounce on him? But then he may not respond, which would be another devastating blow to my confidence. He has just ruined a truly special moment by being a gentleman or I have with my sensitive body issues? I don’t know what just happened but… fuck! 

	I gaze across at the alarm clock on the bedside table. It glows 4am. I’ve got to get up in a few hours to collect Finn from Mum and Dad’s. Rolling over, I take a deep shaky breath, followed by a gulp to stop the impending tears and quietly say, “I think maybe you’re right.” 

	And for the second time that night I repeat, “Let’s try to get some sleep.”

	I roll onto my side, pulling the duvet like a cling film vacuum around my body. I can’t bear to have him near me; I’d explode. This way he can’t see my desolation and the fat teardrop that rolls down my cheek and plops onto my arm. 

	He is silent. 

	We lie in bed, back to back. 

	The air is thick with emotions, unsaid feelings and unfinished business.
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I get no sleep, as I procrastinate over the last few hours’ events and chastise myself over and over again, for potentially ruining the best friendship I’ve ever had with a man, with my bloody horniness! 

	I quietly turn to sneak a glance at him, whilst he sleeps, careful not to disturb anything that might wake him. I sigh. I’m dreading seeing him this morning. 

	Oh my God! How did things go so wrong? 

	This is why you don’t mix sex with friendship. Someone always got hurt. My bloody gut needs to shout its instinct, much louder in future. I’d forgotten about my war wounds, probably because he’d sprung things on me and I’d been relaxed by champagne; no man had seen it since Niall and he had hated it with a passion and made me very aware of that fact. A constant reminder of Finn’s arrival and my body changing, he’d never gone down on me again -“It’s repulsive” - had been his words and I had to agree. The scar angrily worked its way across my body in a zig-zag fashion, from hip to hip, red and angry and a total mess. 

	Finn’s birth had been traumatic to say the least, 36 hours of labour, barely 4cm dilation and his heartbeat had slowed, resulting in an emergency section, where the only available surgeon at midnight had been a 4ft 11 junior, who needed to stand on a box to perform the cut. It had been barbaric. 

	My not so little boy had been far too large for my petite frame, causing huge internal bleeding, a cracked rib and many necessary blood transfusions, just to get him out - weighing a healthy 9lbs at only 36 weeks old. Heaven knows what he’d have weighed had he gone full-term or worse over - perhaps I would have delivered a fully grown man - I’d certainly felt like that was the case at the time.

	Many had thought Niall’s coldness after Finn’s birth was a direct result of post-traumatic stress but he denied it and in the end I gave up trying. I’d nearly died giving birth to his son, our son - the most beautiful baby boy and my joy, and now I was to be punished. 

	To me my scar is evidence that I had worked hard to bring Finn into the world but I am also aware that it is brutal looking and now my fears and hang-ups, may have fucked up my chances at continuing to moving forward. Learn from your mistakes Lu - I can hear my parent’s voices in my head - they were right. This wasn’t going to define me. It was a hurdle I had to get over and Niall wasn’t my lover anymore. Niall didn’t own me anymore. It was his hang-up, inflicted upon me and he would never have the privilege of having sex with me again.

	Now Seb on the other hand…
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		I wander into the kitchen and flick the red metallic Dualit kettle on. I’d managed three hours sleep and I seriously ache like I have done ten rounds with Tyson. Sebastian is still in bed and I can’t hear anything overhead so he must be out like a light. 

	Oh my word – what the hell was last night all about? 

	I actually feel physically sick. I sense that we’ve stepped into some kind of alternate world, and that he will walk in any moment and act as though nothing had ever happened and it was my seedy little mind working into overload. I’m dragged from my thoughts when I hear a rustle behind me. 

	“Morning Lulu.” He cheekily slaps me on my jean-clad bum. “Ahh Cup-of-Tea.” 

	He grabs the cup and snatches a triangle of my toast and marmite. Screwing his face up when he starts to chew. Then slowly he starts to shake his head from side to side, weighing it up and jutting out his bottom lip, a la De Niro he mumbles, “Not bad. Always thought I’d be a hater.”

	I do nothing but stare at him, frozen to the spot. What the fuck? Why was he acting like nothing had happened? I am in that dreaded alternate world.

	“Any chance of a lift home Lu? God what did we drink last night? I’m not sure I’ll be hitting the gym today.” He rubs his forehead, wincing at the slightest touch.

	“Champagne. Beer. Wine. Oh and those slippery nipple shots that Jess made us all do.” I instantly regret mentioning the word nipple, as my obvious blush prickles up over my face and across my scalp. He either doesn’t notice how uncomfortable I am or decides to ignore it and continues.

	“Oh God yeah. Good night though - your mate Meg’s fun. Oh I borrowed your spare toothbrush. Hope you’re OK with that?” he frowns at me inquisitively, lifting my favourite red and white striped mug to his mouth - my cup of tea.  

	“Urgghh!” he sputters after a big gulp, handing me back the mug. “I forgot you have sugar in yours.” His face wrinkles in disgust. It served him right.

	“Maybe you should get your own, next time,” I mutter, going to the sink to pour the offending tea away.

	Is he kidding me? What an arse-hole. I can’t believe he even mentioned Meg. Well two can play at that game. “Chris seems nice too? I’ll need to get to know him better, now that he’s staying at yours.” 

	One look at Seb’s face and I know that I’ve touched a nerve, and its had the reaction I’d hoped it would, even if he isn’t sure of it yet and its warms me smugly. If he were jealous about that then he wouldn’t want Chris to be my first since Niall - or Leo; or worse yet, Niall again. He doesn’t need to know it probably wouldn’t be any of them. Chris and Niall, not a chance. Leo highly unlikely, but the jury’s still out.

	I can’t be around him any longer though, not with this stagnant uncomfortable banter and I need to get out of his vicinity right now, before I jump him - no sex for nearly a year and lets face it nearly a decade of crap sex, meant that a quick fumble without release, with someone who knows what they’re doing is like putting new batteries in the vibby and sticking it on full-blast - responsive much? 

	Grabbing my car keys and not waiting for a reaction from him I huff rudely. “Right, come on then, as I’ve got to pick up Finn. I haven’t got all day.” 

	I don’t wait to see if he is following, I know he is. I can feel his sheer presence at my back; it’s palpable. Everything is totally fucked up. As I lock the front door and we climb into the car together, I realise that he doesn’t appear to remember anything that happened between us last night, and I’m not sure whether what I am feeling is huge relief or massive disappointment.
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	The drive to his house is shall we say, difficult. We both remain resolutely silent. I concentrate on the winding road ahead and he seems to have found the view out the passenger window, particularly interesting all of a sudden. Luckily he only lives ten minutes away from mine but those ten minutes feel like a lifetime though enable me the quiet time I need to put my plan in action. 

	I’ve barely pulled to a stop outside his house when he unclips his seatbelt, jumps out the car, slamming the door in his desperation to exit. It’s been a while since I’d been to his new home and hunching down I look out of the passenger window up at the imposing structure. It’s huge glass windows wink at us, like watchful eyes, hooded by the immense dormers that house them. The finished article was a masterpiece - a real piece of architectural design.

	As I watch him fumbling with his keys outside the car, I grab my phone and hurriedly locate his contact info, to create a new message. 

	It was now or never. 

	Last night had been a total disaster but it hadn’t been planned and what it had shown me, was…

	A) He was interested in me sexually!

	B) We were compatible, boy were we compatible!

	C) I had issues about my body that I just needed to get over, with someone I trusted.

	

	I’m bloody sure he could manage one night of passion with an old friend. He was willing to tumble almost anything in a skirt, surely he could help a girl out in need and be my fuck buddy?

	I type the words I’d been forming in my head all morning. The letters blur in front of me in my hurried fumbles. I’m keen to send the text quickly and see that he actually receives it. A quick glance up to see his whereabouts, tells me that Sebastian must have pressed a button on his keys, as the huge gates lurch into motion and they seamlessly open inwards into the curved driveway. He strolls through them and they begin to close. Quickly running my eyes over my typed message, and licking my lips in both determination and apprehension I hit send, before I can back out. 

	

I have a proposition for you. 

Consider this - one night of sex between friends. 

No ties, no commitment. I’m open to anything.

 I need to get back in the saddle and I trust you in every way. 

Think about it. 

L x

    Oh Shit - what have I done?

	Wincing, I peek to see his reaction. Surely he’s got it by now? My hands are literally trembling and I span them firmly on the steering wheel in front of me, my knuckles whitening as I take a deep breath. I glance one last time in his direction and in that moment Sebastian turns towards me, having the decency to bend and mouth, “Cheers!” but obviously in a hurry to escape. I see him extend his thumb and little finger and put them up to his ear, waggling them in the call sign. 

	Cheers? 

     Then I watch him locate his phone from his pocket, presumably peruse my message and stop dead in his tracks, his back to me, obviously deep in thought. 

	Bet you never thought I’d be this daring Mr. Silver? 

	I wait a few seconds longer, watching to see his next move before losing all bottle and flooring it to escape any potential embarrassment. He could message me his answer, that way it felt more official somehow and if he said no, he wouldn’t see my utter devastation.
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	“Mum… meeeee!” Finn throws himself at me, like a launched missile, as I walk into my Mum and Dad’s house. I wrap his chubby little legs around my waist and bury my nose in his freshly washed hair, spinning him around until he squeals in delight. 

	“Hey gorgeous. How’s my favourite boy?” He giggles and plants a wet kiss on the end of my nose.

	“I’m your only boy Mummy, silly billy.” 

	Yes you are I think to myself. He doesn’t realise how true that statement is and until now it hadn’t really mattered. I carry him into the kitchen, where my mum is dutifully cooking Sunday lunch for us all. 

	“Hey Hunny.” 

	She glances up and then goes straight back to stirring the gravy. 

The smells evaporating from the enormous black Aga are divine and envelope me in much-needed home comforts. Trust your mum to always make things better.

	“Hey you, yourself. Thanks for having Finn Mum. You’re an absolute star.” She smiles in adoration at our little man. “It’s my pleasure Darling. You know how much we love to have him. He was as good as gold, as he always is for his Ninni,” she stresses in the goo-goo-ga-ga baby voice she reserves only for him. 

	He preens under her gaze. God we really don’t help women do we? From the minute these men are born, they are pandered to, pampered and generally made to feel as though they are Gods in our eyes. I have to admit this little guy was to me but I was going to have to watch it, as he grows and ensure I don’t turn him into a total chauvinist - his future partner will thank me in years to come!

	My mum continues chattering. “He slept through until 7am and then came into our bed and bounced on your Dad, until he finally caved and took Finn to the wreck with Madame Tina, to burn off some energy.” 

	She is of course talking about the family Shih tzu, so named due to her uncanny likeness to one of Mrs. Turner’s infamous stage wigs. I laugh at the thought of my Dad juggling the two of them at sparrow fart O’clock. Poor thing, he is good.

	Kissing Finn’s soft hair again I put him down onto the oak floor and pat his squishy bum. “Off you go and find Gramps, whilst mummy helps Ninni with the food.”

	I give my mum a big hug and kiss her Chanel No.5 scented skin. Nina Myers still looks fabulous with a figure and velvety skin that any woman half her age would be proud of. Unfortunately I haven’t inherited her size 8 genes - Suzie got those, the lucky bitch - but I did get my green eyes from Mum, and as there are apparently only 2%, of the population with green eyes, I am grateful for their uniqueness, at least.

	“Love you mum. You’re so good to me.” 

	She puts down the tea towel she’s been drying her hands with and places one hand on the sink to balance herself.

	“Everything OK Lulu?”

	Bless, she was so intuitive. No everything was not Ok I inwardly screamed, I am desperate to talk to someone but my Mum was not the person…yet anyway. She adored Sebastian and had spent years trying to encourage (in her non-gentle patter), a romantic relationship between us but if she was given even a glimmer of hope that this was on the cards, God help us all. She’d have her wedding fascinator all picked out by the end of the day. 

	“I’m fine, just very tired that’s all. I didn’t get much sleep.” Due to the fact that I had a beautifully buff man lying beside me all night, who had started something monumental, thought better of it and seemingly not remembered anything in the morning.

	“Did you and Suzie have a good night most importantly?” 

	Hmm, what could I say to that? “Great night actually.” Which was partially true. “We went to the Champagne Bar in Lords, and boy am I paying for it today. Serious hangover.” 

	She wrinkles her nose in disapproval. A devout non-drinker, she didn’t like it when her daughters went on the lash. It wasn’t feminine or necessary to indulge in alcohol, which blurred the lines of reality. 

	I hold my hands up in a defensive pose. “I know. I know, but it was Suzie’s birthday and I needed to blow off some steam. They made me do it.” I pouted and followed it with a chuckle, as memories of chanting down in one, down in one came back to haunt me. 

	Mum continues peeling the vegetables that are neatly arranged in front of her. “Gino told your Dad that Sebastian is back from Dubai. Is that true?” 

	God you can’t keep anything quiet from our lot. Through gritted teeth I shrug, “Yeah, he joined us last night. It was good to see him again.” 

	Stop there! Don’t – say – anything - else. My mum has a natty way of getting information out of people that they neither wanted to provide, nor often realized that they had. She could have sidelined as an interrogator for MI5.

	Admitting defeat my mum patted my arm. “Go call your Dad Honey to wash up, we’ll be eating in about 20 minutes. Get Finn to show you the new bike we bought him, he’s getting really good with the stabilisers on. God that little boy is cute. We’re all thoroughly obsessed!” 

	She is right of course, we are all devoted to Finn and I immediately feel guilty again that I’ve been acting more like a floozy than a faithful mother.

	“Are you sure I can’t do anything to help?”

	“No off you go. Your Dad needs some time with his little girl.”

	Smiling to myself I head out to the garden - I’m hardly his little girl anymore but she’s right I do need to spend some time with my Dad. He seemed quiet these days, since he’d retired from the legal circuit. It really was beautiful here; a hidden dip, nestled in the Yorkshire Dales, which relaxed my inner turmoil’s the minute I arrived - it was a stress heads paradise - the ideal mix of tranquility and opulence. My dad had found the land, whilst out jogging thirty years earlier - an old mill site desperate to be developed. And that’s what they did - built, dug and renovated to achieve their dream home, complete with granny flat and huge lake. My stay-at-home mum had utilised her naturally born design skills on the interiors and I’d been bitten by the bug, watching her develop and choose colours and fabrics. It had been wonderful growing up there.

	Snapping out of my thoughts I hear squeals of delight ricochet in ripples across the lake, echoing alongside Madam Tina’s incessant barking at Ken the swan. Finn is obviously finding it hilarious. My Dad, as calm as ever, is going into the extreme details of the lesser-spotted woodpecker, happily tweeting away in the tree above them. The smallest and most rare of the woodpecker family, so unusual to find in our vicinity, Finn’s far more bothered with removing Gramps flat cap and launching it into the water beneath them. Simple things!

	“Finland - don’t do that to Gramps’ hat.” I try to sound cross, and fish it out of the pond, twisting hard to drain the excess water.

	“Soz Dad.”

	“No worries Lulu. It’s Finn’s new game. Thanks for rescuing it. Wasn’t so lucky with my reading glasses, this mornings paper and one of my slippers.”

	I wince - maybe we should find a fishing net?

	“Mum said lunch is nearly ready so we should wash up but I just wanted to watch the Finnster on his new bike.”

	“Yay!” Finn wriggles his body to a point where my Dad has to release him, before he drops him from a great height. “Watch me Mummy.” I grin as he puffs his chest out with pride and disappears into the garage to clamber onto his shiny new toy.

	“Thanks for treating him Dad - you’ve spoiled him… again!”

	“Gramps’ prerogative my chucks.” Drawing me in for a cuddle, I relax into his familiar strength, squeezing back when he drops a kiss onto the top of my head. “We enjoy it. Brings back lovely memories of you and Suzie. Just wish I’d been around more to enjoy you two.”

	I look up at him then - his eyes wistful. Mac Myers had just retired after 20 years as a Crown Court Judge, and 22 years previously as a criminal Barrister in Lords. His reputation was second to none - a demon in the courtroom, and a gentleman on the golf course. He really had made it in his chosen career but at the sacrifice of his family time with us when we were young, and now that I have Finn, I understand how hard it must have been for him.

	Trying to lighten the mood, I chatter about Suzie’s birthday, work and The Ashton as we marvel at Finn’s capabilities on the new bike. I’m surprised when he changes the subject. “Bob Silver and I played 9 holes the other day. He’s got a wicked slice. He said Sebastian is back in town?”

	Here we go. “Yeah. I saw him last night actually. He was out with us all.”

	“Really? Bob said that Silver Con is booming - something about a Dubai Hotel, Juna something or other…?”

	“Jannah Hotel,” I correct him.

	“Jannah… well, anyway if the sale goes through, at the expected price, Sebastian is set to make a cool 10 million from his investment. That lad is going places. Real drive and ambition. Always knew he had it in him. 10 million!”

	This is just like Dad - trying to sell Sebastian with his achievements and financial stability. I understand it - after Niall I need to feel safe - but this is probably why I’d never looked in Sebastian’s direction seriously before. Everyone wanted us to be together - the pressure was immense and I’m not sure we could ever live up to it. God I hope The Silver’s weren’t pushing me on Sebastian - how embarrassing.

	“Yes Seb is doing really well Dad. He’s never home but goes with the job I suppose.”

	“I like him - good solid upbringing, family values. Bob & Bitzi Silver are lovely people. Is he seeing anyone?”

	Really? “I’m not sure.” Please let’s not go into this. “Finn come on pet, time for lunch.”

	We turn to head back towards the house, and I link arms with Dad, as Finn zooms past at breakneck speed. “Ha ha beat you!” We both laugh at his silliness.

	“Hasn’t Seb got a brother too?” Oh come on?

	“Nathan. Dad I’m fine you know.”

	“I know you are Darling. I just want you to be happy and it’d be nice for Finn to have a male role model, under 50 to look up to on a daily basis.” I can’t disagree there.

	I lean in to kiss his cheek. “Not all men are as fabulous as you Dad. Thanks for caring though.”

	“A father never stops worrying Lulu. Us parents know a good thing when we see it - it’s our duty to point it out to you and Sebastian is a good thing.”

	Admitting defeat here I smile up at him and we head into the dining room to eat. He’s right Seb is a good thing. He’s also very very bad…
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	As I leave my parents’ house, stuffed to the gills and the car brimming with cling-film covered tupper-wares that would feed Finn and I for the next week, I smile with fondness. I do the usual six-beep salute, 1-2-1-1-1, as we cruise up the winding, Christmas tree littered drive and laugh, as I see the full-family send-off in my rear-view mirror. They never disappoint. The minute I reach the top of the drive, my phone woofs at me. The reception must have finally kicked in and glancing at my iPhone I can see that there are two missed calls, and a text. They are all from Sebastian. I want to punish him by ignoring the text for at least 24hours but curiosity gets the better of me - I’ve butterflies in my tummy as I open it. What if he says,“no thanks?”




Thanks for last night Lu. Must do it again soon. x




	Eh? What does that mean? 

	No mention of my offer? Does he now remember what happened or is he just being a mate about our night out? Talk about cryptic. I decide not to reply and to sleep on it, something I hope he’s also considering. I desperately need some serious shuteye and my head is in fucking bits. Why did I put myself out there like that? 

	Turning round to squeeze Finn’s foot, I focus on him and join him in the Bob the Builder theme song. Can we fix it…yes we can! How apt. 

	I’m not sure that is the case this time.
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	As I settle down for the night I decide to reach out to Abby. We’ve not spoken since last night and she had no idea about what had happened between Sebastian and I or my proposal of a night of passion to him. I type the words and as I do they sting. The fact that Seb didn’t want me enough is soul-destroying in itself but I’m annoyed that I’d put myself out there only to be left feeling vulnerable and weak and more importantly really stupid.

 Seb & I got down & dirty but didn’t finish the deed!

He chickened out - now I feel like crap!

Left in limbo. Got stupid text from him saying THANKS! 

WTF?

*

 What a Seb…ASS…tian!

Play him at his own game Babe. His interest is peeked; now peek at other male interests.  Maybe you & Seb are BEST as BEST FRIENDS without the complication of sex? X




	Abs always gave great advice but the last sentence of her text is something I’m not ready to hear. She may be right but seeing it glaringly illuminated, is way too real.




Should have probably consulted you before I offered him ‘me on a platter for one night only’, no ties, no commitments just hot sex. x

*

You did WHAT? Wow Lulu found her balls at last. Proud of you girl. Its about time you got laid and may as well be with an expert. Too many years being fucked by an amateur, now its time to get down and dirty.x

*

I know - that’s what I thought! Ha ha you make me laugh. What about you - anything happen with Nathan? 

*

Just a peck - Was hoping for his PECKER ha ha!

He’s asked me to S & G’s on Sat night. Yay! 

I like him Lu Bu - really f**king like him. Crap!

Better go I’m knackered. Love U. Mwah ! 

	

	It’s only as I’m about to connect my phone up to my charger I realise that I’ve another text come through, whilst I’ve been messaging Abs. It’s from Niall.




I messed up Saturday. Let me come over Mu Mu?

	

	I slam the phone down and turn the light off. Total douche-bag! It is Sunday night, Finn’s in bed and I’ve work in the morning. I’m annoyed with myself that deep down, I know that if the text had been from Seb, I’d have unlocked the door and forgone my beauty sleep, especially if he was there to give me an answer to my proposition.
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		Popping the top off a small Belgium beer, I pad through to the living room. Chris was out for the night leaving me alone with my thoughts. I’m glad of the silence. After Lu had dropped me off, I’d headed straight for bed and slept for five hours straight. Yet I still felt drained; my mind filled at every moment with her text.

	One night with Lucia Myers - the girl I’d lusted after, for over a decade.

	I have to admit she had nerve, to put herself out there like that. Especially after I’d fucked things up so badly last night. What was wrong with me?

	I had wanted to kiss her all night, thought about nothing else really since I left her Friday. I’d watched her bumping and grinding with Abby on the dance floor; couldn’t take my eyes off her and neither could Chris! That had been an unexpected annoyance. At least that new boyfriend of hers hadn’t shown up!

	I’d managed to cleverly manipulate the situation so that I was in their cab, ended up back hers and even sharing her bed and yet she still couldn’t see how much I desired her. Finally, connecting with her after all these years had been everything I could have hoped for and more - she was receptive and hot and we’d gone much further than I’d ever intended to, our first time - I’d probably pushed her too hard. I think back to the moment I near her scar - she’d flinched. There was definitely more to that issue  - Niall had been an odd ball about it, I know that much. Gino had told me in the past but I’d never discussed it with Lu before. We were close as mates but something’s you didn’t talk about with the opposite sex unless you were bedding them!

	 I didn’t give a flying fuck about her scar. She’d had a horrific time when Finn was born - scared the hell out of me at the time but I want her to be uninhibited when we finally have sex. I’ve waited too long for it not to be right.

	This morning had been shit. I’d waffled on about marmite and booze and knew she was desperate to get rid of me; I was desperate to escape and if it had been any other woman would have snuck out whilst she slept. But I couldn’t do that to Lu. My cheeks still ached from the fake bright smile I’d plastered across them. And that drive to mine - it was the most uncomfortable experience of my life. I wracked my brain, considering what if anything could be said that would make this whole situation any better.

	I should never have forced the situation so soon. I should never have tried it on with her.

	Dropping down onto the sofa, I switch the TV on with a flick of the wrist; scrolling through the planner and shaking my head at my stupidity, I groan aloud.

	Cheers? What the fuck was I thinking? 

	I’d forced her into a compromising position, felt her come alive and let go in my arms and then left her hanging. Then I’d asked her for a bloody lift home! 

	Dick! 

	I can still see her face, her response, as I waggle the phone signal at her - utter contempt didn’t cut it. It was at that second my mobile had buzzed and everything had changed. I’d been bowled over by her proposition - never seen it coming and pretty much everything else, had gone out the window from thereon. I found it hard to breathe, dry mouth, sweaty palms, there was no way I could think on my feet. How could I control this situation and get things back on my terms?

	Fucking Cheers!

	She’d left before he could respond, driving like a lunatic as per usual, to go collect Finn. Now, as I glance at my phone, my mind working overtime, I make the positive decision to send out an olive branch to her and punch out a reply - I’m still not sure how to play this? Yeah, best keep it safe! I’ve got to send something, have some connection with her - no connection would be like sticking two fingers up at her!

	I need to sleep on things before going all in or keeping things friendly. I want to take her to bed badly but I’m still not sure if I want long-term and am I just being a selfish git - is this just about the challenge again - as it had been with so many other women? If I go all in, this is it. Keeping it friendly, I’m not sure I can do that either? Problem is, she’s all I can think about - her lime green eyes, those kissable lips, those amazing breasts and having her naked beneath me, open to everything, with no ties, no commitment, just friends becoming fuck buddies - Jesus, she was making it easy for me - I’d be a fool not to accept!

	Tomorrow I’ll make it clear to her what my ultimate decision is. The chance is there to take, without ties, so what is stopping you?
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		I’d been manic at work all morning and finally pushing my chair back, I stretch and head for a much needed cuppa. Monday’s were always hectic but today more than usual. 

	“Oooh are you brewing up?” Jackie begs pouting in desperation, as she glues a pantone colour swatch onto the mood board for our latest client.  

	We’ve both been busily putting the finishing touches to the portfolio of ideas for our Holdgate Hotel The Ashton. I am so excited about my concepts for this current job - they are rocking – all baroque, damask and flock. I’m literally salivating at the thought of it all coming together. One word sumptuous; that’s the theme I’m going for. The dramatic vision I have created for their new honeymoon suite is something I’ve had in my head for months, but not had the right project to apply the creative juices to. If this goes well, we are guaranteed to get each and every other room in the hotel, which is being re-vamped by the new owner, James Marcell. Plus he knew everyone, so the word-of-mouth marketing would be fabulous. Colin will flip if we get this coup.

	“Quick cuppa and a bite to eat and then I must go face the client.” 

	I wander into the little kitchenette at the back of our studio and ready our drinks. I still haven’t replied to Seb’s text and wonder where he is at the moment. My thoughts are interrupted when Colin comes hurtling through the door.

	“Oh. My. God.” His hands are held up in front of him and move dramatically, pausing with each dragged out word. “What a weekend. Did you go out Babe?” 

	He looks at me for the first time properly. “What the hell’s up with your face? I know I’m late and I know we have The Ashton thingie but I had to get my hair blow-dried for it. Please don’t be mad!” 

	He whines and despite my gloomy mood, I smile and relax a little. Pouring out the teas, I add another bag to a china cup for him. “Your hair looks fab Hun. I’m not pissed at all, just glad that you’re here and ready to blow this one out of the park.” 

	“I’ll be happy to blow James Marcell, in the park, if it will help us get more work, the man is blu…ddy gorgeous,” he comments seriously in his camp Yorkshire drawl.

	I chuckle. “Er no, that’s not necessary Darling, not until this job is done.” Reprimanding him lightly. “Colin Duttine, you are a raging hormonal, proud, gay man, but we need this job and there will be no extra curricular activities with it.” 

	He had history in this department. Bless, he was fucked if he ever got kidnapped. Stockholm syndrome seemed to take effect with every difficult male client we took on. The more pernickety the boss, the deeper he fell... well until the next contract anyway.

	Col pouts prettily but grabs his and Jackie’s cups and wiggles his way out towards his desk throwing out, “Someone didn’t get any…again, this weekend!” in a petulant snide.

	“Hey, no fair, actually I kind of did but I’m not sure what to do with it now.” 

	“Stop the bus. You dirty bitch, tell me everything.” 

I suddenly remember the embarrassing ringtone. “You need to leave my phone alone you naughty boy.” 

	“Ah you liked this one did you? Very appropriate me thinks…”

	“Col - leave my phone be - Finn could have heard it!” I give him my best schoolteacher face but his fluttering eyelashes undo me.

	“Soz Babe - tickled me pink - I nearly set your text to ‘me fucky sucky’ but was actually thinking about the boy then, so played it safe.”

	“No more.”

	“Yes Boss. Who heard it?”

	“Sebastian.”

	Col clasps his hands together at this tidbit and hollows his cheeks dramatically. “Well…  my lovelies, my work here is done. About fucking time you two got it on - you did didn’t you?” 

	God, Colin is funny. He really was a tonic on a crappy Monday morning but I am not about to divulge my inner most thoughts to such an opinionated gossip, even if his opinions were probably correct. I’m just not ready yet, but maybe a little teaser… 

	“No. I’m not divulging.” I say firmly. “There is a time and a place and now is not it! Needless to say, I never would have thought that Sebastian Silver, my best friend of years, would be such… a good… kisser.” 

	Bullshit - you always knew he’d be amazing!

	I shrug off the comment and bite my lip in memory, instinctively rubbing my thumbnail along my bottom lip with the concentration. I’m overwhelmed by short film snippets of the live sex show that was my life on Saturday night, replaying in my mind. I feel myself growing warm with the memories and at the same remind myself that I’m acting like a giddy teenager!

	“Party pooper!” Colin shakes his head and tuts but thankfully lets it go – he obviously hasn’t noticed the heat generating from my vicinity.

	“Oh Lucia before you go, I forgot to mention there’s a delivery arrived for you from Fresh Water Couture!” Jackie yells across to me, with an excited raise of her eyebrows.

	“Lucky Bitch – someone’s flashing the cash.” Colin’s mouth is reduced to a small bum hole in annoyance. 

	I giggle at his pretend spitefulness and head over to Jackie who disappears underneath the reception desk and hands me a long narrow black velvet box, tied with a red satin ribbon.  Like an excited little girl on Christmas morning I make fast work of untying the elegant fastening. Fresh Water Couture or FWC as the beautiful, monogrammed crest is branded, is a luxury boutique florist in the centre of Lords and my favourite of all time!  

	I ease the velvet lid off and peer inside. Sitting on silver branded tissue paper, is a deep red, almost black velvet rose, its stem continually supplied with water for its transit by a small glass vial at the base of the box. I marvel at the beauty and simplicity of the bud. Its blood red and plum petals are nestled softly against the lush fabric and a diamante Swarovski crystal is pinned in the centre of the stigma, where the rose is a pure ruby.

I take a moment to take the lovely gesture in. 

	It’s completely interrupted by Colin’s petulant sulky voice. “Well? Who’s it from Lady boss? Do tell? We’re waiting here on bloody baited breath!”

	Underneath the silver tissue, I reveal a minute envelope, which houses a thick cream note card with a printed message, in a beautiful scripted font. 

	It reads… 
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	I hear my breath hitch, as I gasp and quickly remembering where I am, then smile and hold the note up to rest on my lips in thought.  How lovely & romantic and so unlike Sebastian – or maybe not? I’d never been privy to this sexier side of him. 

	“Well? Don’t keep us hanging?” Colin practically screams at me.

	I return to Jackie and Colin’s desperate stares. “I’m not sure. There’s no message.” 

	My reply is tinged with guilt, as I tap the side of my nose coyly. This is met by a resounding noise of boos and hisses but I laugh them off, and grab my bag, placing the card safely and secretly inside and the rose back into the display box. I pat the note through the fabric of my Gucci and slap Colin’s behind.

	“Chop Chop my lovely. Time to go woo Mr. Marcell.” 

	Colin is alert and ready within seconds, making wooing sounds similar to the coo of a pigeon; he’s completely off his rocker! I burst out laughing again. I knew the mention of our male client would put a firecracker up his tight little behind and change the subject, swiftly diverting attention from me to him – his favourite subject matter!
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		Cruising along the long sweeping gravelled path, up to The Ashton, Colin whistles loudly next to me in appreciation. I grin knowingly, as I’d forgotten that he hasn’t been to the hotel yet. He’s worked on the project for a few weeks now, but only from photographic evidence in the studio, as I had taken the initial briefing last month.

	“It’s fabulous isn’t it?”  

	I still couldn’t believe we had the chance to add this place to our portfolio. I really couldn’t mess this one up. Our overdrawn business account was counting upon it.

	“It’s the bloody bomb!” he yells giddily. “Ooh, am I going to have to have a wild passionate night here!” He rubs his dancing hands together excitedly and wiggles his shoulders, first left then right. “I’m totally emosh!”

	I glance from him back to the hideaway haven, which sits majestically in front of us; its Regency Style design appears both traditional and contemporary, due to the recently sandblasted stonework. The result is clean and fresh and showed the four huge Tuscan columns, which supported the Portico central front porch, to perfection. There are two huge semi-circled turrets and dozens of beautiful floor to ceiling picture sash windows, which wrap around the Pride and Prejudice style architecture. The effect is breathtaking. All it needed was Mr. Darcy to walk, dripping from the nearby tranquil lake, in white shirt and breeches and I’d be completely in heaven. Colin would have to fight me for him.

	“This really is out of this world!” Colin comments again dreamily as I swing my Audi into what I hope is an allocated space. We head up to the huge twelve foot double doors, which are painted a glossy black and flanked by two pretty bay trees in black and chrome steel planters, each tied with a white ribbon. The door is instantly opened, allowing entry to one of the grandest hallways I’ve ever seen and our names promptly taken; the efficiency from start to finish is exemplary. Colin has noticed it too, as he pulls his Kenneth Williams face at me and I disguise my unprofessional, escaping giggle.

	The Reception continues the monochrome theme, with regency busts, pillars and high-shine marble black and white tiles. In the centre of the room a huge glass circular table sits with the largest black & white striped rococo urn I’ve come across. It reminds me of a huge humbug and is filled with all kinds of fresh flowers, lilies, roses and hydrangeas, all pure white and neatly packed around cascading ivy, which spills out of the vase and onto the tabletop.

	Pure elegant chic – I am decidedly buzzing with creative inspiration.

	Directly above the table is a magnificent smoked crystal chandelier and similar lighting adorns the walls. The chandelier is more modern than would be expected and a teardrop design; at a guess it would be about ten feet high and is truly a focal piece; its hundreds of bulbs winking above, each like individual high carat diamonds. The main lighting is cleverly hidden behind shelving and with littered glass hurricane lamps, giving what could be a cool interior the warmth required to relax its clientele. I look upwards to the domed ceiling, where the light seeps down through a turret of glass and then lower my focus with an immediate reactive gasp at the beautiful long staircase. Separating into two further mini staircases on the landing, both left and right it then flows out at the bottom, like a regal bride’s veil. The central part of the stairs is protected by a ream of black and white striped thick pile carpet, which rolls over the marble steps, secured by chrome and crystal stair rods. The effect is exquisite. It would make a fabulous wedding venue.

	“I wonder who worked on this place before us?” Col thinks out loud, echoing my own thoughts, whilst ogling his surroundings. 

	“I’m not sure Hun but they did a fabulous job – although I think a lot of the inherent parts of the building should be grateful to the original regency designers; this floor for example – it aint new! It might have been re-vamped but the fundamentals were definitely already here.” 

	Colin hmm’s his agreement and we continue to explore. We are happily surveying each nook and cranny and soaking up the inspiration, when we’re collected and taken into another room, branded on its plaque as The Library; a complete contrast to the hallway, where its clever use of colours and textures have created a hip boutique feel. It was all, sultry and decadent rather like its Owner, speak of the devil. There relaxing on a plush purple crushed velvet settee, with crystal haberdashery buttons and oodles of fur and silk cushions sat a cross-legged James Marcell. He looked like he was posing for a Sunday Times photo shoot. I feel Colin melt next to me. God help us.
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	After a delicious and unexpected afternoon tea, with fluffy scones, thick strawberry-jam and clotted cream, accompanied by a steaming pot of Yorkshire Tea, I sigh in sheer delight. Then, reminding myself that we are not there as guests but to in fact work, I gently push my rather relaxed potential client to review our design mood boards. I’m starting to wonder if this may have been more of a tricky tea for James, as his ruddy cheeks flush deeper.

	“So James, what do you think?” I ask apprehensively, hoping that my keenness to obtain this project isn’t too apparent to the client. 

	I watch his over-collagen enhanced face for any positive sign. I was hard to tell, as his obvious love of Botox has meant that his tanned but very smooth face, only really offered one expression. The presentation has been delivered really well, if I say so myself. The rich velvets, pewter’s, reds and grey’s appear to be a huge hit, going by the many Oooh’s and Ahh’s throughout the spiel. My suggestion to add a large open fire in the sitting room to the suite have been welcomed with enthusiasm and the only thing now we had to agree upon was the Designer’s Guild fabric for the furniture - oh and the budget, of course.

	Finally the boss speaks.

	“Simply put Lucia, it is wonderful and just what we are after here at The Ashton. You really have done a fabulous job.” He places a well-manicured hand on a thick swatch of Scarlet velvet and flicks his eyes back over the sample of £100 a roll, black-flocked wallpaper. 

	“Perfect,” he mutters to himself, deep in thought. 

	I glance at Colin who is now mouthing to me, “In the bag. In THE bag!” as though he’s suddenly working as a speech therapist. God he doesn’t do subtle!

	I nervously fiddle with a stray piece of hair that’s worked its way loose from my up-do and raise my eyes to focus on the beautiful ornate cornicing around the room. When at last, I hear him clear his throat and removing his red thick-framed designer glasses, he looks directly at me, and nods, straightening his back on the sofa.

	“When can we start?”

	I exhale the breath I’ve been unknowingly holding and stand up, smoothing out my navy Roland Mouret moon dress. Yes! We did it. In my head, I hi-five, someone, anyone, in utter triumph. Where was Finn when I needed to do a victory dance? He always joined me in a mutual admiration boogey. 

	“I can have the builders in to knock things about within the next 2 days. I’ll finalize some building quotes for you this afternoon and re-check their company schedules, then e-mail them across. Providing everything goes to plan, and what’s behind those walls is what we think is behind those walls, we could be finished in the best part of four - six weeks.”

	James bobs his rather narrow head up and down, in all the right places. “Wonderful Lucia. You really are as good as Malcolm told me.” 

	I make a mental note to thank Mal, for the referral. I’d recently completed refurbishing his small Bed and Breakfast, Rooks Hill and the three individually themed en-suite bedrooms are going down a storm with his customers. They are fully booked for the next six months. My own personal favourite is The Garden Room, with thousands of tiny twinkling lights installed into the hand painted ceiling to replicate a starry-night. The effect is breath- taking and exceedingly romantic. 

	I return my attention to James who then nods at Colin, who is literally standing in a puddle of drool at James’ feet. 

	“Right, now the tough part…budget. I love what you’ve planned but I’ll need to shave a bit off here and there to ensure there is enough in the kitty to enhance the other rooms in need of a facelift.”

	He muses placing his glasses back on to peruse the mood boards once again. “If we call it £80K for the Honeymoon Suite budget? Does that work?”

	I am so relieved that he is being realistic and I move to shake his outstretched hand immediately to seal the deal. “That is a healthy budget James and fair for the luxury that you expect and the room and hotel deserves. You’ve already had my quote for Elysium’s fee…Yes? That would be in addition to this budget, however.” I need to get this part in, as I’d been stung in the past.

	James agrees. “I’ll have my PA send you a completed, signed purchase order by the end of the day.” 

	I mentally relax. Uncomfortable part is over. Now the hard work, but also best bit begins. I can put my designs into motion and create!

	“Colin, do you want to come… and help me stretch my tape measure around some of the other bedrooms? After the success of this meeting, I am going to place the balls… in your more-than capable hands.” James clears his throat and stands to leave.

	OMG the innuendos are endless. 

	I do wish heterosexuals were as obvious. It would definitely make life easier all round. Sensing there is no need for me to stay I shake hands with James again and begin to gather up my work, as he and Colin disappear; Colin sending me the OK sign over his shoulder in glee. I’m not sure I’ll see him again this afternoon.
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		I’m about to leave the library when I hear my name called. It is James’ PA, Debbie.

	“Ms. Myers, there is someone waiting for you in the drawing room. He says he is here to quote for the honeymoon suite’s building work?”

	I frown at this but smiling I thank her, and turn to follow her willowy figure, our heels clicking simultaneously upon the striking black and white checkerboard tiled floor, as we enter the reception area. She ushers me to a corner hidden from the doorway. There, sitting on a chaise longue, one leg resting casually upon the other knee, is Sebastian. He is reading the paper and looking entirely at ease in these luxury surroundings.

	As soon as he hears my shoes on the marble flooring, he looks up, locks eyes and stands to welcome me. If it isn’t enough shock that he is here, unexpectedly, he is wearing a fitted grey pinstriped suit, with crisp white shirt, open at the neck and a sexy smile. My mouth waters! I am in real trouble here. Deep breaths… Lucia!

	“Lucia, you look lovely,” he drawls appraisingly, his eyes sliding up and down my hourglass figure. I feel like I’m stripped bare in front of him and I twitch uncomfortably in my nude heels. It’s worse now that he’s seen what is under my dress but also that I’ve laid myself open to him with my proposal. Talk about vulnerable. Stop fidgeting!

	I’m distinctly aware that Debbie is long gone and remind myself that I’m blatantly gawking. We haven’t spoken since yesterday morning and I am acutely aware I hadn’t replied to his crappy ‘thanks’ text. But he had responded to mine. The Rose had been stunning. 

	Suddenly I’m exceedingly aware that everything between us has changed and it’s making me really nervous.

	“Thanks. What are you doing here?” I respond a little too rudely.

	“Nice to see you too,” he laughs taking my elbow and manoeuvring me towards the ornate staircase. “You and I have a date in the honeymoon suite love and if you don’t hurry up, I’m going to carry you over the threshold to follow with tradition.” 

	He arches a dark brow at me and I’m not sure if he’s kidding. Either way I practically glide up the immense steps and head full-throttle for our destination, leaving Seb to jog alongside me to catch up. I can feel his eyes assessing me, boring into me - the skin at my neck burns from it, creating a buzz of friction all over my reactive body.

	“How did you know I was here Seb?” I question, continuing along the long corridor towards the back of the building.

	“I called your office and Jillie is it? She said you’d be here and I thought I’d meet you to measure up for this building quote you wanted doing.” 

	I decide that I’m going to throttle Jackie when I return to the office. Then instantly berate myself - it wasn’t her fault. 

	“Jackie not Jillie. I forgot how crap you are with names.” I can hear the annoyance in my voice and I’m disgusted at my shrewish attitude. The new seductive jovial Sebastian combo is certainly bringing out the worst in me. 

	I try a calmer tactic. “You should have called me. I might not need you after all.” 

	I refer to both contracts; work and play.

	“Hey no probs, but whilst I’m here, I may as well take a look.” 

	“Well if you’re sure - I thought now Silver Con had hit the big time, you would have employed a site manager to come survey these smaller jobs?”

	“I have. Several in fact, but this quote needed my… touch.”

	I quiver under his words and sigh in relief as we reach the end of the Alice in Wonderland style corridor, and with a deft flick of his wrists the double doors fling open.

	“Wow!”

	Glancing across at his gut reaction I can’t stop the simmering smile play over my mouth.  Genuine excitement pours out of him and I get it; it’s exactly how I’d felt the first time I’d witnessed the room. Peering inside the en-suite space brings on more purrs of contentment.

	“This is a great space - all that natural light from the sash’s, and original moldings. What a project Lu! Yeah, this will definitely give you something to sink your teeth into – take a big bite of the creative pie.” I swear he purposely nips his lip for definition. “Get the juices flowing…” He has the decency to smirk at his sexual innuendos but I’m a mess and take a deep, slow releasing breath.

	Sebastian takes a notebook and pencil from his inside pocket and the laser measure he’d carried up with him, and begins to get serious; his face intent on renovation. I need immediate space and utilise this distraction to my advantage, pretending to do my own scribbles. It is as I lean against one of the floor to ceiling windows, my forehead touching a cool pane of glass, as I enjoy the beauty of the Italian garden beneath me that I sense him at my back.

	“Right I’m done – all measured up. You want a fireplace putting in here yeah? The re-fit of the bathroom, flooring, decorating, re-plastering - the Works?” he enquires, his head tilted in business mode. God this Sebastian was even more lethal than relaxed Sebastian. 

	Speak woman, he’s asking you a question, I inwardly remind myself.

	“Yes. I have a copy of the plans and our requirements in the reception. If I give you that, you can review my notes and get me a quote? Soon-as though.” I cringe at the short notice, knowing it would be a tough call for anyone to achieve and part of me hopes that he won’t be able to accommodate me.

	“No probs Lu. For you, anything,” he says seriously, his genial mood and persona has changed in a flash. I sense we are bringing it back to the text I sent him.

	“No more business though…” The look in his eyes is devilish as he moves towards me, forcefully pushing my body backwards against the window again. “Now… its all about pleasure.”

	Cupping his hand roughly around my neck, he draws me to his mouth, planting his lips firmly and fiercely onto mine. The electric shock ignites and zaps through my body once again. Head to toe. I feel myself in his embrace, deepening the hungry kiss myself. I am so aroused, I feel like I could explode right there and then. I am not prepared to appear easy… yet again, but this is all I’ve wanted since yesterday. A low moan escapes from my lips, as we crush our mouths together. Hot and wet. The sound triggers something within me and I am brought back to reality, and sense myself fighting against his chest. We separate, chests heaving, both heavily panting. He looks as surprised as I am - at the effect we have on one another. I feel a small victory at his less than calm veneer but am adamant that he can’t just kiss me like this, at the drop of a hat… here! It needed to be planned and I needed to feel in control. Here and now I was neither.

	“We can’t do this here Sebastian.” I remind myself as much as him.

	“Like bloody hell we can’t.” His voice is husky.

	He isn’t as composed as he usually is and takes a minute to think, his hand rubbing his shaven head in thought. My own, still trembling hand is clasped in his warm male palm. I feel the tug, as I’m dragged firmly towards the doorway.

	“Fuck it. Let’s go and book a room and we’ll finish whatever…this is between us!” He lifts his free arm up and down in a dramatic demonstration of this.

	My blood begins to boil and I honestly don’t know if I could seriously clock the man over the head. I had asked him for one night of sex between friends, but that meant one amazing night, not some half-cocked tumble.

	What cave had he crawled out of today? Me Sebastian, you Lucia! I don’t think so!

	Besides we hadn’t even discussed it… yet. He is obviously used to getting his own way with women but he should know with me that I am more than a match for his stubbornness. I am not his typical subject and I would not just rollover and perform at his command. This had to be on my terms. I am furious with him and struggle to pull my hand out of his tight grasp, as it dawns on me that I am still connected to him. The minute that he succumbs, my hand falls loosely by my waist and I instantly regret the loss of contact.

	“Apart from the obvious point that I can’t just go and book a room in the hotel owned by my most affluent and important client to date – so that you can scratch a fucking sexual itch - I don’t want to go to bed with you now… I’ve changed my mind.” I fold my arms across my chest primly to stress my decision is final; nothing could be further from the truth so I hope I’m convincing. “After the other night I would have thought it obvious that we just aren’t a match and I don’t know what I was thinking sending you that stupid text yesterday. It was a ridiculous idea?” 

	My mouth struggles to voice the words, as I hate telling lies and blush. Annoyingly, this only assists in encouraging the chase for him. I can see the fire in his beautiful eyes and know that the same embers burn hotly in his belly. His demeanour has become almost aggressive.  

	“You’re a shit liar Lu. Besides I’ve already set the wheels in motion. I accept your proposition, challenge, whatever you want to call it. There’s no going back now. You are right - Saturday night did not end well but it did prove we are compatible and if you need a man to get you over that prick, I’d rather it was me.” His slow sensual smile is my undoing and I swallow as his dimple twitches. “You’re going to get the night of your life - but I’ll be the one in control and I’ll determine the time and place.” 

	At my shocked furrowed expression he continues. “It’s a deal breaker. Agreed?”

	I stare open mouthed at his audacity, desperate to tell him to go fuck himself. He was so sure of himself; so overly confident. So fucking sexy. Oh God, what am I doing? There’s no point backing out now. I really want this; need this. Instead I just nod.

	“Agreed.”

	“Good. Because when we fuck, and I mean when Lucia, we’ll do it properly, willingly, honestly and openly, with no holds barred!” His voice is seductively promising in its arrogance. Hypnotic almost, and with these last words he raises his hazel flecked ebony pools to my deep green ones, and smugly shrugs. “Be honest with yourself. You and I were always going to happen one day. It’s been in the post for over a decade. You knew it and I knew it; the only questions to consider now are, when, where, and how many times will you come?” 

	Licking his tongue along his full bottom lip, sensually, he is back to his cool and collected manner – obviously incredibly impressed with his boldness. Self-indulgently he nods at his statement as if agreeing with himself and bending to kiss me lightly on my cheek, his bristles creating havoc with my soft skin, he whispers in my ear.

	“I’m going to show you how sex should really be. No ties, no commitments just pure unadulterated pleasure. I’ll be in touch with the FBR’s.”

	I withdraw from him and frowning mutter, “FBR’s?” in confusion.

	His sexy grin is back in flash. “Fuck Buddy Rules - a must, with this type of agreement Love. I’ve already given you FBR number 1: I decide where and when. You’ll know the rest in time.”	

	Then he is gone. Leaving me standing in a mirage of lust and fury.

	My cheek tingles where his lips left their mark, and I touch the spot myself to capture it. The frustration rushing through my veins is bordering on violent; my mind is so numb, I couldn’t manage to respond with a sharp retaliation to his shocking questions and my body is so alive, that I don’t even know if I want to retaliate.

	That fucking man! 

	He is infinitely different to any Sebastian I have ever known. This is a completely new side to him. Illicit, dangerous and controlling. This is the side that all his previous conquests have been party to.

	Now I understand why he’s had so many.

	He is magnetic - worryingly so. The combination of this extreme magnetism and sexual prowess with the friendly, funny, sensitive, loyal Sebastian that I’m already familiar with is deadly. I sense that I am in big trouble but as a sensual smile, plays across my lips, I also think I might be in for some delectable fun - if I could just let go and start thinking more with my bits than my brain!
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		Back in the car I slide my phone from silent to accessible and I notice a missed call from my sister Suzie. I click her number, sending my phone automatically into dial mode and crunch the car into gear - I needed to head back to work. Within seconds her bubbly voice echoes through the hands-free system.

	“Hey Lulu. Where you at?” 

	“I’ve just left The Ashton and guess what? We got it. Yay!” I do the drum roll noise our Dad always did when we were kids and continue with my mini tune.

	“We did it, we did, we won it, we won it! Who’s the mama, who’s the mama?” Attempting to complete a little victory dance in my seat, I move my shoulders up and down as best as I can without crashing the car. I can hear her laughing at the thought of how I must appear to the other drivers in my near vicinity.

	“Ha ha. I can’t breathe! You’re off the wall. Well done chickadee - Didn’t expect anything less from our very own Kelly Hoppen.”

	“Thanks Suze. Seriously though I was pretty confident with this one but the pressure was on. It’s a lot of money and will really boost the Elysium name and coffers. Anyway enough about me how’s things at your end?”

	“I’m ringing to see if you’ll work your creative magic over the house, for Saturday night? I’m thinking 80’s theme – what do you think?” Her voice becomes more babyish the more she goes on with her begging.

	I roll my eyes and grin to myself; she knows I can’t resist the baby voice. “So what you’re saying is I’ve got four days to pull a fabulously 80’s - themed decor out of my arse – on a budget I presume?”

	“You got it,” she responds tentatively. I can practically see her pretty pout down the phone.

	“OK, but only because it’s you. Do you have any decorations already we can work with?”

	“Well I’ve got some bits but I’ll get you some cash for the rest. Just let me know.”

	“Ok. I’ll have a look into it. I might have some props left over we can adapt to suit.”

	“Why don’t we just go with the neon 80’s colour palette and then it doesn’t have to be too literal? That way we have current music and NO fancy dress! I mean it Suze!” 

	I say the last few words, very firmly as Suzie is a dress-up kinda of girl, even if the rest of us aren’t. I’d made the mistake of looking for something in their guest room wardrobe once and the clothes stashed in there would put a sex shop to shame. Nurse, Police, Fireman - pretty much all the emergency services actually, with the odd quirky character thrown-in. Maybe a Smurf, if I remember rightly? Say no more. I’m scarred for life.

	“I can nip to the wholesalers on Thursday night to grab some napkins, cups, etc. and if we keep it simple, the short-notice of it all will not be glaringly obvious.” 

	“Sounds fabby. I knew you’d know what to do. Anyway I’ve gotta go – Gino is demanding that I accompany him to some dull-as Sales drinks do! Gotta go wear my shortest dress for him to attain this new potential investor. Lucky me. Love ya!”

	“Bye Hun.” I chuckle and shake my head disconcertingly, at the seedy thoughts in my head from her scene setting. Gino’s usual dress code for women was dress slutty but I loved him none-the-less. He loved my sister unconditionally and wholeheartedly, placed her on a diamond-encrusted pedestal everyday and that was good enough for me. His good looks and charm worked on most of the female population but he only had eyes for Suzie. I would love to have half of what they had together. 

	No sooner have I ended the call, the House of pain ringtone starts to jump again but taking a quick glance, I don’t recognise the landline number flashing up on the screen.

	“Elysium Interiors. How may I help you?” I answer trying to sound proficient, switching from laughter to businesslike in a nanosecond.

	“Is that Lucia Myers?” a rather snooty female voice enquires.

	“Yes that’s correct. To whom am I speaking?” I do try not to sound waspish in return but fail miserably. I can’t do with snooty callers; they irritate the hell out of me. Let’s hope it isn’t an Ambulance chaser or Payment Protection mis-selling call. 

	It’s none of the above.

	“This is Sebastian Silver’s PA and I’ve been asked to call you with a quotation for The Ashton Hotel.” 

	“Oh hi. Wow, that was quick.” He must have sorted things the minute he left me. It’s been 15 minutes at the most.

	“Well, Sebastian – I mean Mr. Silver, does like to work effectively. I have already e-mailed you the quotation and a purchase order to sign, however he wanted me to call you with the numbers- apparently this job is very last minute.” 

	I pick up on her disapproval. It’s obvious that’s she is inferring that I am disorganised, not Sebastian. I immediately get a full on visual of him, he really is considerate and despite my annoyance at him, I cannot help but respect his own efficiency. She continues on in her rather patronising voice, and feeds me some figures, which sound OK, whilst I do my own sums. I am very aware that I’m more annoyed that Sebastian has a female PA who seems to act like she knows him more than I do. I thought Sebastian had said his PA was called Tony anyway?

	Putting my professional butter wouldn’t melt voice back on, deliberately killing her with kindness, I respond. 

	“Ok, thanks for that. I’ll be sure to forward these on to my client to confirm and if you could inform Sebastian that I’ll be in touch with my decision.” I revel in that last snippet, knowing that this woman will probably be annoyed by it.

	“I would much rather you contact me with the purchase order so that I can inform Mr. Silver. We have a very close relationship!” Her voice is sharp and official. I dislike her even more. Should that not be working relationship? I choose to rise above it. 

	“No problems, I’ll do both.” Ha, silly mare. I can play you at your own game.

	“Right. Good. Well thank you Ms. Myers. Just ask for Toni, with an i, when you call.” 

	She doesn’t wait for my response. The line goes dead. 

	Of course she would be a chick, with an i at the end of her name; I wouldn’t expect anything less from Sebastian. So this is the infamous Tony - sorry Toni with an i. I’m surprised how annoyingly niggled I am by the fact that he is in fact a she – she definitely had obvious designs on Sebastian. Women’s intuition was an amazing superhero power; it even worked down a phone line!
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	Later that night I’m cuddling up watching the fabulous animated movie, Despicable Me for what feels like the hundredth time; Steve Carell’s accent is really amazing throughout. Finn’s boneless body is sprawled all over me and relaxing I take a moment to re-live the day’s events. I’ve not really had the opportunity to relive today’s events at The Ashton. I am aware that given 1% less stubbornness, Seb would have had his wicked way with me, then and there, on the dusty wooden floorboards - the only worries filtering through my mind would have been splinter extraction. 

Yes, just a smidgen more courage and we’d have spent the afternoon tousled in luxury Egyptian cotton hotel sheets, blissfully scratching this impossible sexual itch. I tingle at the thought but immediately that 1% rears its head and I’m thrown into protection mode again. Our relationship whatever that is, is extremely messed up at present. I’m not really sure what I actually want anymore from Sebastian. Is it really wise to mix friendship with sex? 

	We’d always just been Seb and Lu. Best mates, unequivocally. Now the main basis of our relationship was stilted and had been replaced with some serious sexual attraction that threatened the friendship that meant so much to me. Sebastian and Lucia was a completely new concept to me. The reality is that deep down, if I am honest with myself, I want both - friendship and hot sex and I’m not sure that’s possible.

	Fumbling around on the floor for my iPhone, which alerts me that I’ve reached a new level on temple run, (bless my little lad, he is so good with technology but my phone is continually dying as the battery is eaten with crappy apps) I notice that I’ve received a text from the man himself. I purse my lips in thought. I haven’t heard from him since earlier at The Ashton and I’d been phone watching all night (loathe though I am to admit it). I’d wanted to thank him for the flowers but didn’t want to spoil the secretive illusion. Annoyed with myself at such indecisive behaviour, I bite my lip and read his message.




If I haven’t made myself clear I’d be happy to show you how sex should be done Lulu but be warned, I’m no Niall. 

FBR Number 2: One night will not be enough for me to take you to new sexual heights - believe me you’ll want more. 

 One proposition = one month of pleasure.

 This is non-negotiable x




	My cheeks are on fire. I can feel bits awakening just at his words. Wow, he is good, and incredibly full of himself. This is already getting out of hand, it was only ever supposed to be one night - do I want more? A month? 

	Who are you trying to kid?

	I punch out a quick message, hesitate briefly over pressing send, shake my head and just do it anyway and snuggle back down to watch Gru and his minions capture the moon.




Your wish is my command x




His reply flies through in seconds




I like the sound of that x
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			I kick the door shut behind me, as I juggle my files and the overly packed three shopping bags from Sainsbury’s or Snobsbury’s, as Abby & I liked to call it. Quick unpack and then I’d get tea on. I am cooking Finn’s favourite homemade Spaghetti Carbonara and really need to crack-on before my ex brings him home, after an impromptu crèche collection, which pissed me off but I went with it for Finn’s sake. I’m in the throws of multi-tasking; boiling pasta, stirring sauce on the hob and setting the table when I hear a knock at the back door. 

	“Lucia.” 

	Niall drawls as he enters without my permission, carrying Finn’s backpack. I’m surprised how little I feel towards this man, whom I spent so many years of my life with. The just punched sexual feeling I get when I see Sebastian now, after only one night together and an unfinished one at that, combined with shockwaves of tingles that filter along every nerve ending, their end goal met at my apex is so unique; I’m not sure I ever had that with Niall? 

	I cared about him deeply, of course I did - we’d made a child together - but it wasn’t a gut-wrenching need it had been more a companionship of sorts. The type of relationship I thought Sebastian and I had until recently.

	“Where’s Finn?” I snap out of my daydream and attempt to peer behind Niall’s lean designer-clad body.  His hand stops me, grabbing my wrist and anchoring me in front of him.

	“He’s just playing in the yard in his Shed. Fab is that! Did your Dad put it together for him?” He stares at me inquisitively and walks into the kitchen, helping himself to a piece of crozalled-crispy bacon.

	Annoyed at his entrance, and familiarity, I pull my arm away from his grip and rush forward to the hob, where the spaghetti is now beginning to boil over. 

	“Er, my Dad built it for him, yes and they painted it together a few months ago. Dad says every man needs a shed!”

	“Too true.” Niall nods chuckling. “Something smells good?”

	My back is to him and my skin prickles in annoyance at his obvious hint. “Yeah, its Finn’s preferred tea, this month, Basgetti Carbon rar rar – last month was meatballs, or brains, as he likes to call them.”

	“Spag Cab – he’s got good taste. I’d forgotten what a good cook you were Lucia.” He says my name as though I’m being reprimanded and he is my teacher. How had I not remembered that disdainful habit of his?

	“I’ve only made enough for two I’m afraid.”  

	I’m aware that I sound brusque but I continue setting places at the granite island in the centre of the huge basement Kitchen, fully aware that Niall’s eyes are on me at all times. I wonder why after ten months he is now throwing out compliments and spending more than a second in my company? Something was up!

	I brush my hair away from my face with the back of my hand, as I’m holding a pan in one and a wooden spoon in the other. I flinch as Niall raises his finger to assist me and tucks a stray wavy strand behind my ear. I do not feel comfortable at all and the atmosphere is quickly becoming stifled. 

	We both spin in shock when a deep voice from the corner of the room says, “Getting a bit steamy in here isn’t it?” 

	Sebastian. 

	His timing is a Godsend and his question laced with double connotations. He must have made his way down the steps and into the kitchen from the front entrance and is standing, looking seriously gorgeous and unimpressed in a fitted black t-shirt and ripped jeans. 

	I go to put the pan and dirty spoon in the sink. “Seb! What are you doing here?” 

Following it up with a babbling, “Oh it’s the pasta boiling. I forgot to put the extractor on.” 

	Why had I explained that? Now it appeared that there had been a moment between Niall and I. Now it looked like I was trying, rather unsuccessfully, to cover it up.

	“I knocked but there was no answer. I tried the door anyway – yet again unlocked Ms. Myers!” His tut is condescending but rather than piss me off, it warms me that he cares enough to mention it. 

	“Thought I’d pop in to see what your thoughts were on our quote for The Ashton. But I can come back though if you’re busy?” Sebastian arches his brow looking from me, to Niall and back to me again, searchingly. He has no intention of going anywhere, with that glint in his eye. Competition was like bees to honey, where Seb was concerned.

	“No. No don’t be daft. Come in,” I pacify him. “I’m just about to serve up some food for Finn. Just give me a second.” 

	Why has he come now? When I’m a sweltering hot mess from the stove, already in a foul mood from Niall’s presence and all over the place emotionally, after yesterday’s Ashton episode and his acceptance of my offer?

	I can feel the two men at war with one another behind my back and cringe. They used to be friends but Sebastian hasn’t seen or heard from Niall since he’d left and not become reacquainted since Niall had recently come back into Finn’s life; I think more out of loyalty to me but I know he’s severely pissed at him. When he’d walked, he walked out of everybody’s lives.

	“Niall,” Sebastian offers up, seething. 

	“Sebastian,” Niall nods back sulkily. 

	Bugger. This was going nowhere. 

	The testosterone in the room was so thick I could see me walking out of here with a full-grown beard at the end of it and that would not be pretty! One of them needed to leave now and I didn’t want it to be Seb.

	Sebastian goes to the shiny Red SMEG fridge and grabs a beer, making it exceedingly obvious to Niall that he is at home in my house. He doesn’t offer Niall one. He may as well have pissed on the floor, to mark his territory. I smirk to myself despite the awkwardness. I can tell that Niall is trying to weigh up the situation and thinks that there is something going on here. There isn’t of course, but then I correct myself and think well, actually maybe there is? 

	Sebastian takes this opportunity to place a hand firmly on my behind and squeeze it possessively, as I walk past to call Finn inside. I jump at the overly intimate gesture and turning to question, see the humour and control in his eyes. It was just for show; to wind Niall up and it seemed to be doing the trick. Niall is practically puce by this point, his face straining against his top buttoned shirt, unsure what to do but aware that he has rapidly lost command of the situation. He strokes his imaginary beard, in that God-awful affected way he used to, and evidently ruffled, quips, 

	“Lucia, we need to talk, preferably without being overheard by uninvited-passers-by. I’ll call you.” 

	He leans in to ruffle Finn’s hair, as my boy launches himself through the door, at breakneck speed, obviously now bored of playing with the shed. “See ya lad.” 

	“Submarine!” Finn is completely oblivious to Niall and screams in delight, at the sight of his pal, running to grab hold of Sebastian. “You came back!” He squeezes his jeans clad leg.

	“Hiya Mate!” Seb returns the squish but turns Finn to face Niall. “Your Dad is on his way out, so why don’t you go say goodbye?”

	“Bye Lion.” My lovely little boy responds with a wave and a quick leg hold – it’s the name he uses for Niall, as he couldn’t say it when he was two. We’re not sure why he suddenly stopped called him Daddy to his face but my parents thought it may be a psychological knock-on effect of the break-up.

	“It’s Daddy Finn. Daddy,” Niall reprimands in a unreasonably firm voice, obviously irritated and I giggle behind my hand, when Finn continues to ignore him and instead bares his teeth and claws the air with his pudgy fingers, shouting, “Basgetti carbon rah raahh!” just like a lion.

	Seriously exasperated, Niall rolls his eyes showing the impatience of someone who is not used to handling small children. “See you next week Finn. I’ll call you Lucia. Like I said we need to talk. Things have adjusted, shall we say and I’d like to run through a few theories with you. We didn’t get the chance the other night as you ran off!” 

	He pointedly stares in Sebastian’s direction and then back, to me; his blue eyes cold and full of annoyance. “You look good Lucia. Real good.” He spitefully smiles at Seb and leans in towards me to plant an unexpected and unwanted kiss on me. I move with lightening quick reaction, just in time for him to connect with the side of my mouth.

	He whispers in my ear before leaving, purposely lingering against me, his body pressed into mine. “I miss you in my bed. You’re still my Mrs. you know.”

	Oh. My. God. No way is this man on our planet. Sebastian had pissed on the floor territorially - Niall had curled one out and left it steaming there! What are men like? - Utterly pathetic! 

	My mind is racing through different options of what adjusted and theories would relate to and what the bloody hell that seedy comment was all about, but frowning in complete confusion I just wave him away. I’m totally drained and too tired to crack Niall’s secret code or play his mind games.

	I close the door on his back and ignore the disgusted looks I can feel burning into my back from Seb’s brooding dark pools and return to serve up Finn’s tea, placing him at the granite island on a high backed red leather stool. I’m suddenly not hungry and glancing across to where Sebastian is discussing the differences between hulk and Spiderman and their pros and cons, I hold up a spare bowl in question – he catches my eye and giving me a thumb’s up returns to superhero world.

	Finn and Seb, tuck into their pasta, as though they haven’t eaten in weeks, whilst I tidy away the mess and load the dishwasher. The atmosphere is calm and casual, as I listen to Finn’s chatter about his day and Sebastian’s banter. 

	“Sophie kissed me today Yuk – she said she wants to marry me!” he scrunches his horrified face up and makes monster noises. I look at Sebastian and we both share a smile.

	“Hey Mate, you didn’t say you had a girlfriend. Is she a looker?”

	“She’s ok I spose, but she’s not my girlfwend – I like Holly,” Finn shrugs his small shoulders without apology. God they start young. 

	“Ahh Holly!” Sebastian nods his understanding and laughs. “Come on, eat up Romeo!”

	“Romeo? I’m not called Romeo - My name’s Finn!”

	“That it is Mate, that it is.”

	They eat their food in congenial silence, boys enjoying their carbohydrates with uninhibited gusto, whilst I inwardly melt at how wonderful Sebastian is with my son. He’s the ideal mix of fun and firm and watching my son chat happily, I know that he adores Seb and always has. I know the feeling.

	“If you’re Ok down here with Finn I’ll go run a bath for him.” 

	At Seb’s silent perusing nod, I disappear upstairs.
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	As I enter our recently re-modelled grey and white bathroom it hits me that the last time he was here, upstairs things had not ended so well - or rather not ended the way I’d wanted them to. I just hoped that he’d leave before I ready Finn for bed. 

	I swish the bubbles about in the warm water and stop the tap, nipping up to the top floor to Finn’s room to collect his PJ’s. Arriving back down on the landing, I find a naked little man, dancing about shouting, “It’s naked time!” over and over, whilst Sebastian desperately tries and fails miserably to grab his giggling body and dunk him in the roll-topped bath. The sight is adorable. This strong gorgeous male and the soft innocent little boy are having a whale of a time. So much for him leaving before bath time!

	With lots of coercion and some serious doorway blocking we jokingly hi-five at our achievement to corner Finn. Making a dive for him I clutch at his wriggling waist and lift him into the air, blowing raspberries loudly on his puffed out healthy belly.  Two seconds later and he’s happily snuggled deep in bubble bath, playing with his magic frog. Sebastian is positioned in the corner of the bathroom, leaning casually against the laundry cupboard watching me keenly as I kneel at the bath side, and pour water onto Finn’s body with a small jug. 

	“So Lu – How’s things?” he shrugs managing to look completely relaxed, when inside I’m a bag of nerves. How does he do that?

	Why is he asking me how’s things? Yesterday he’d talked dirty to me in The Ashton and then left me with serious head-fuck, sent saucy texts and rules. I turn to look at his face unsure how to answer - things used to be so much simpler between us. The big white elephant that floated around us was my fault and I knew it - I was the one who’d asked him for uncomplicated sex.

	“I’m fine.” The blunt answer creates an uncomfortable silence between us.

	“Did you get the quote I put together?” he smiles, his lovely mouth softening and I relax a little. 

	“Mmm hmmm - I spoke to your PA yesterday - She’s a law unto herself.”

	He chuckles. “Ahh Miss Toni. Toni is hard on the outside but she means well. She’s been instrumental in assisting me with the Dubai project, from the U.K. base. But she can get a bit territorial I agree.”

	I raise my brows at his rather blasé description of her. A bit territorial?

	His phone buzzes and I watch his behaviour in the mirror behind the bath. He seems annoyed and punching out a quick reply, slips the phone back into his pocket.

	“Everything alright?” I throw over my shoulder.

	“Just Chris - he and some of the lads are heading out to the pub.”

	“Well don’t let me keep you.” God woman you sound like a nag!

	““I’m not going anywhere… yet. I need to talk to you Lu. I’m going away on business until the weekend.”

	The feeling of loss is an unfamiliar sensation, low in the pit of my belly. He was always away - I need to get a grip.

	“Oh?” I mutter, whilst trying to lather Finn’s hair into the regular mohican hairdo we replicate at bath times.

	“Yeah. Don’t worry about The Ashton. I’ve brought Nathan up to date on things and he’s promised he’ll be around if needed. I’d ask Chris as he seems pretty keen to work on this project - matter-of-fact seems pretty keen on you Lu… but…”

	“Is he? I wouldn’t know; he seems a bit full of himself but I’m sure he’ll look after me.” I interrupt and am aware I’m deliberately goading him.

	“Yes, Toni said she thought you two would be well-suited.” There’s an unasked question in the depths of that statement but I choose to ignore it. Of course Toni would have encouraged a relationship between Chris and I - it paved the way, free and clear for her to land Sebastian.

	“Toni is rather keen on you too me thinks.”

	“She’s harmless. Like I said, means well.” 

	Bollocks! 

	“Anyway Chris can’t be around to look after you, as he’s accompanying me to on this job.”

	“No worries - Nathan is great.” I’m inwardly relieved but still pissed off about Toni.

	He hooks his thumbs inside his denims, one leg propped against the tiled wall. Effortlessly casual and looks so good I could eat him up with a spoon. I’ve gone from seriously pissed-off to actively turned-on in a matter of seconds.

	I choose to ignore his passing comment about Toni. She is not harmless but if I disagree with his viewpoint, I’m the one who’ll come across as bitchy. Men can never see a manipulative woman coming. Instead I chuckle as Finn blows bubbles in my face. 

	“Right you, let’s get you out of the tub and all cosied up in your PJ’s.”

	Lifting Finn out into a pre-warmed towel taken from the heated radiator, I enfold his now shivering little body and pat him gently dry.

	“Now’s not the time Lu so I’ll go put the kettle on and you get The Finnster to bed. Then we’ll talk. Little ears and all that.” 

	Join the queue - who doesn’t want to talk to me at the mo? I want to shout but I nod without answering him, knowing from the tone of his voice that it would be futile to disagree and watch as he bends to kiss Finn’s damp hair, inhaling his Johnson’s baby shampoo scent. 

	“Off you go big lad. Be good for your ma and snuggle up.”

	“Night Sub. I’ll be good.” Finn blows a cheeky raspberry at him, showing the antithesis of good.

	“Night you little monkey.” With a deep chuckle he heads downstairs.
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	I return to the basement kitchen and pad along the oak floor. The boards are soft and comforting beneath my feet. Sebastian is indifferently leaning against the sink, hands gripping the worktop, his back to the huge picture window, legs loosely crossed in front of him. The only light comes from the glass extractor hood and his appearance is shrouded seductively. The effect is beguiling.

	Black pools virtually undress me as I enter. “Did he go down OK?”

	I lick my dry lips responding quickly. “Yeah no probs – sorry for the delay. I had to read all of his favourite Spiderman book… again!” Combing my hand through my hair I make my way towards him.

	“He’s a great kid Lu – fantastic little man.” He shakes his head in wonder and I understand and smile back, knowingly. He is mine, but I totally agree, whole-heartedly; Finn is a superstar.

	I take the mug that Seb offers me, with appreciation; I’m glad to finally stop, as a wall of tiredness hits me. It’s been a long day - hell a long couple of days. Taking a seat on a high stool at the island in the centre of the room I decide to make the first move. Perhaps it’s craziness or just weariness boosting my confidence but I am keen to begin. Good or bad.

	I take a look at his handsome face, so well-known to me yet now I’m noticing other details, such as the slight dimple in his cheek and his high cheekbones and the way his eyes crinkle at the corners when he smiles - he is the total package. 

	“What did you want to talk about Seb?” I ask blowing gently on my tea to cool it, as the steam encases me and I frame myself with a deep breath. 

	I can see he is staring at my mouth, has been since I licked my lips and it instantly makes my disloyal nipples react; they could cut diamonds! My loose white chiffon blouse feeling suddenly tight over their sensitive tips.

	He takes his eyes from my chest for a second. “I wonder what the prick wants to talk to you about?” 

	I presume he means Niall.

	“God knows – Niall still thinks he can click his fingers and I’ll drop everything for him.” I sigh as the gulp of sweet tea, slides silkily down my throat and warms my belly.

	“But you won’t?” Seb raises his brows in question.

	“Hell no! That man is a law unto himself but that ship has sailed, sunk and been robbed by gold diggers.” 

	“Good.” He appears pleased by my answer but continues. “I don’t think he was too happy to see me here.”

	“Why? You’re Finn’s Godfather, my friend and it’s my home,” I defend him immediately but smile haughtily. “Not sure the pat on my bum helped though.”

	His deep laugh fills the kitchen and I enjoy the fleeting moment seeing him so relaxed, his straight white teeth and dimple in his right cheek flash briefly. My own giggles join his laughter and we share a smile. For a fleeting second its Seb & Lu, mates again.

	“You’re probably right but I couldn’t help myself. He’s lucky I didn’t punch his lights out.”

	I nod, savouring my mug between my hands. I know how protective Seb is towards me, regardless of the new changes between us – he would always be my friend.

	“I can manage Niall Seb, he’s harmless; a complete twat, but harmless, but thanks for caring.”

	I can feel him watching me, quietly absorbing my words. “It appears you are popular at the moment Lulu. Leo, Niall, anyone else I need to meet at midnight for a duel?”

	“Seriously though Lu we also need to talk, about the other night. Don’t we. About your proposition too.” Anyone else would have posed it as a question but not Sebastian. It was most definitely a command.

	I shake my head, my eyes huge and focused on his black ones. I can’t do this. I thought I could but I know if we cross over into unknown territory, there was no going back. It was fine when it was harmless texting but face to face?

	But I’m not given the chance. 

	“Sat night… it was great Lu. Really great.” I feel an overwhelming relief but also sense a but is on the cards. “But you know how things are with me? I’m never here - I think that’s why I slowed things… I was pushing to hard.”

	My shoulders dip a tad, hopefully not enough for him to see my sadness and I desperately try to remain centered, as though his words are not cutting right through me. Be strong - he’s just changed his mind that’s all!

	“Hey Seb, its you and me – you don’t need to do this. We had fun and you just decided that you weren’t into me that way. I get it. Let’s call it that.”

	I shrug off the fact that I think I might cry at any minute and that my body is almost in pain, like I’m breaking into tiny little pieces. In that instant he is at my side. Here we go again, this bereft, feeling. I’m never so desperate or dramatic. I’m disgusted with myself.

	Perhaps it’s the fact that I’m shattered from the long working days or that I haven’t fully recovered from the sexual interruption to our friendship. His scent surrounds me, all clean and musky with that twist of vanilla.

	“I should never have propositioned you. I don’t know what I was thinking?” I run my hands through my hair, exacerbated at my own behaviour. “When you tried it on with me I figured, hell, it shouldn’t be too hard for him - he must think I’m alright for a shag.” I lower my head in annoyance at the wobble of fear in my voice. “All the girls are saying I need to get back in the saddle and I do, but it’s been a long time and I’ve not slept with anyone besides Niall since I was 19. You came home from Dubai and were standing in my kitchen all-gorgeous and male and I thought, why not? You’re my friend and I trust you. I would rather it be with someone who won’t think badly of me and expect too much - you know?”

	His black eyes watch me spill my emotion, out into a puddle at his feet. To give him his due, he just listens, and then nods in understanding before rubbing his head.

	“The thing is, I’m not sure what to do here? All I want to do right now, have wanted to do since I left you at The Ashton is … this.” 

	He leans forward, tilting my face up to his own stubbled one, moving a stray piece of hair and gently stroking a finger down my cheek. I hold my breath in wait as the nervous frizzes run around my body at the simplest of touches from him.

	Why is he giving me such mixed signals? 

	He bends in further kissing me tenderly on the tip of my nose. “I’ve missed your cute little snub nose,” he smiles, knowing he is repeating this comment, every time we get together and continues his trail across one cheek and then the other, lightly rubbing our noses together, so that I scrunch mine up. 

	“That’s what I like – the little Elizabeth twitch!

	I scrunch my nose up higher in utter confusion. “Elizabeth twitch?”

	“You know, Elizabeth Montgomery from Bewitched? My mum loved that show and Na & I always had a bit of a thing for her – definitely now have a thing for noses.” I nod my acknowledgement and smile lightly at his boyhood crush. “And boobs and ass. That’s a given.” His eyes twinkle devilishly at me. 

	Bending, he kisses my forehead and finally reaches my already puckered lips. His big comforting hands are on either side of my face, holding me prisoner, as he looks right into my eyes. 

	“You have the sexiest green eyes. You know that they give your inner most thoughts away don’t you Lady Lu? I can read you so easily; always have been able to.” His own, black pools hypnotise me with their depth. I look down, long eyelashes fanning my face, to hide my responsiveness from his x-ray vision. 

	I am dizzy with arousal and realise that I have unconsciously already opened my legs to accommodate his body, allowing him to slip into the ‘V’ I’ve created. 

	“You mean something to me. You’ve always meant something to me. Will always,” he corrects himself, his voice breaking with emotion. 

	I can actually see real anguish in his expression. I’ve never seen Sebastian like this, so out of control. Control he puts above anything and everyone. The man with the cool calm and collected exterior has developed a slight crack in his armour. 

	“I want you to continue blossoming into Lulu again, getting YOU back and as my message said earlier, I’m all in. But… there are those FBR’s.”

	We watch each other, weighing up the charged air between us and, reading my mind, he bends towards, reaching for me; our lips meet eagerly. He slides both hands along my outer thighs, grabs them underneath the back of my knees and pulls them upwards, his palms massaging my calves, anchoring them in place. The position is so carnal that I rue my earlier decision to wear jeans. The barrier an annoying interference with our craving for spontaneous lusty sex.

	We explore one another’s mouths leisurely, his finger travelling lightly from my neck to the base of my spine, stroking through the sheer fabric in small delicious trails. I shiver at the delicious sensations and my breasts strain against my top, desperate for some of the attention. I push them into his warm solid chest, tired of holding back; tired of letting my fears get the better of me. Sebastian grabs hold of my hair in his fist, winding it tightly around his hand until I’m held, immobilised. Our tongues mate angrily and in that moment something inside me clicks. 

	What am I waiting for? 

	I stop in my tracks, chewing my lip, desperate to feel him against me.

	Oh fuck it. My hands seem to have a life of their own. They work their way up towards his neck. Palms pushing against the steely muscled warmth emanating from under his cotton t-shirt. Our eyes lock and I continue on my path, dipping down the hem before slowly lifting it. I tense, as my small hands are immediately enclosed in his hard rough male ones and stilled. He holds them there for a moment and then lets them drop. Our panting slows, as we lean into one another, forehead to forehead. 

	What had just happened? 

	“Why?” My voice is hollow and broken. 

	His groan, low in his throat shows frustration and annoyed I break free from his grasp.

	Again… really? 

	“I want you Lu; God I want you.” The huskiness in his voice is unmistakable. “But not here. Not now. I want this to be special for you. Rule number one; I decide when and where.”

	Oh crap I’d forgotten the rules.

	I chew my lip, anger swimming inside me, ready to erupt volcanically. This guy just isn’t worth the hassle. The problem was that that was utter bollocks - He was totally worth it and I knew it!

	“Rule number two; like I said I will need more than one night together. To satisfy you completely I’ll need several nights… or days … or afternoons.” His sensual smile is seductive with its promise but irritates me.

	“I don’t know whether I like this. Maybe I want to decide if, when, where, how - or just keep us as friends. Why are you the one who gets to choose when?” 

	“I know your having a hard time with this, believe me, so am I - rock-hard.”

	His eyes drop to his evident erection, straining through his jeans and it warms me that I did that.

	 “You know Rule number 2. Rule number 3; you mentioned that you’re open to anything. If I ask you do something you must trust me to try.” His dark chocolate eyes search mine for a reaction and satisfied with my outwardly undisturbed manner, he smiles. I’m starting to regret saying I was open to anything. Shit, what would he want me to do? I’m not a backdoor action kind of girl.

	“Like I mentioned I’m going away on business for a few days. Think about my offer and say yes to all my rules when I return. I’ll forward the remaining FBR’s whilst I’m away.” 

	It isn’t a question and his voice is remarkably calm, annoyingly so. His handsome face studies me, willing me to retaliate and then he makes a move towards the backdoor. I’m completely silent.

	“Right. Well I’ll be off then. I’ll see you at Suzie & Gino’s do. Saturday night?” he asks, stroking his head in thought. I nod, desperate for him to leave me to my embarrassment. 

	“Lu…when it happens, the first time, its not going to be some quick fumble on the kitchen floor. You deserve better than that… than me really. But I promise you; I’ll drive you wild. After the first time we can get down and dirty wherever you please.” His voice lowers with the latter statement, causing me to look up at him with wide green eyes. I watch him head out through the backyard, stopping only to wave casually over his shoulder. If I hadn’t seen the huge bulge in his jeans, I’d think that this whole bizarre situation wasn’t affecting him at all?

	Like I concluded yesterday I’m in seriously big trouble. How had this started out feeling like I was the one controlling the terms and now Sebastian was at the helm of our agreement?
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		The next few days in my Elysium diary are booked out solely for The Ashton. It deserved my full, undivided attention and as I juggle quotes and source materials with relish on Wednesday, I’m grateful for the distraction from my sex life. It only left every other waking moment to consider my discussions with Mr. Silver on Tuesday night. The man in question was in Manchester until the weekend, bidding for work on a large chain-project there, which was a major coup for Silver Construction, or so Nathan had mentioned the few times we chatted about Ashton work, this morning. 	

	He was never bloody home! To be fair to him, wasn’t that one of the excuses he’d used last night for us not taking it further?

	I suppose if I’m honest I am glad of the time to breathe and think clearly. I’ve pretty much made up my mind to forget anything ever happened between us, forget the bloody rules and offers, of amazing sex at all hours, and move on. Like it was as easy, as that. The man was total head fuck; I want you, I don’t want you. I want you, just not now. I’m going to drive you wild…

	Arrgghh!!! I’m thoroughly disappointed that since my stupid proposition, we don’t seem to be able to connect verbally. Before all this palaver, Seb would have told me about this Manchester gig. We’d have spent hours hashing out the tender together, be it on the phone or e-mail. We always asked one another for advice, in both our businesses. Now it appeared we’d stopped the small-talk altogether, stopped the banter, stopped anything… well in regards to everyday life. I missed it and I missed him as my friend. 

	I’m glad I’d managed to fit in my yoga class this morning after dropping Finn off at Crèche - I’d never have had the energy after work. Plus it had given me some serious time to focus my thoughts and channel all this nervous energy.

	I’m about to sit down at my desk, when Jackie excitedly shouts across the room from her own office area, headset securely in place - very Madonna circa 1990. 

	“New potential client alert!” pointing her well-manicured finger at the handset close to her ear. “I’ll punch it through to you?”

	I nod acceptance and clear my throat. “Hello Lucia Myers speaking - how may I help?”

	A polite woman with an infectious laugh and real verve for her small boutique public house, named Carolyn Walters is keen for Elysium to work our magic over her five bedrooms, with a potential to extend that number to ten, budget dependant. Twenty minutes of Mrs. Walter’s positivity and the day feels better already. I had a good gut instinct for people and I knew from one phone-call that we’d work well together. By the end of the call I have an appointment to visit a Country Inn in desperate need of refurbishment, all courtesy of James Marcell. Already it appeared that The Ashton was looking profitable and I hadn’t even waved my magic decorating wand over the rooms yet. I make a mental note to thank him for the referral and scribble down a few notes.

Chewing the end of my pen, I mull the potential brief over. The Gilded Fox - What a fabulous name for a hotel. I’m already brimming with creative inspiration for themes, fabrics and colour schemes and couldn’t wait to go and site survey the venue.




	My phone buzzes next to me and I quickly take my eyes away from my work for a second to check the text. It’s from Leo. I try to ignore the slump of my shoulders in disappointment of it not being from a certain other male. 




Really looking forward to our night out Lucia.

Couldn’t remember if I’d text you but I’m happy to accept. x




	Poor guy. I’m really not that interested, especially now that I’m considering sexually exploring another man - even for a brief period. I’m a one-man kind of girl - always. I can’t even get excited by a text from him that shows he is really keen or be bothered to reply. I remind myself to reply to it later and settle down to catch up on the mountains of work, scattered across my desk. However after several minutes of unproductive paper pushing and post-it organisation, I sigh deeply and throw myself back in my chair dramatically. I need a serious pep talk and grabbing my phone I text Abs, hoping to grab her for lunch. 

 

Fancy lunch at The Velvet Cupcake;

Man trouble. X




	Abby is a text maniac and the response flies through faster than it usually takes to push through the ethos.




Sounds good. B there in 15. X




	“Right I’m nipping out for lunch. Won’t be long, I holler to no-one in particular.” Locating my purse, sunglasses and bag.

	“Slacker!” Colin shouts slyly from his desk in the corner of the studio and minces his way towards me. “Where’s your head at Lu? Certainly not here! Maybe giving a little too much head away elsewhere?”

	My attempt at disproval at his racy comment is hollow and instead I reply evenly. “I’m fine just a little preoccupied. How are you getting on with sourcing the flooring for The Ashton?” 

	I try to remind him of our working relationship. Not necessary really as Colin was a star and usually his little risqué quips lifted me but I needed one of us to be on the ball with work.

	“Keep your sexy panties knot-free - s’all good. I’m now on with the lighting. Its bloody lush!” His eyes telescope dramatically, upon the last word, causing me to giggle. “There you go. That’s what we like. Now bugger off you crotchety bitch and eat cake or something - anything to chill out. You’re seriously wired tighter than a nun’s crotch!”

	I smirk at his silly analogy, only a gay man would feel comfortable talking about a woman’s vagina, with other women, but I nod in agreement and give him a pair of cheeky victory v’s in retaliation, stroked slowly up and down my face. His belly laugh makes me smile further.

	Patting Jackie’s shoulder tacitly in acknowledgement of my impending absence, so as not to disturb her current telephone conversation, I jump as she plants a firm grasp over mine. With her serious secretary face on she holds one slim finger up in front of me, mouthing the words silently but expressively. “It’s Mr. Silver for you.”

	Oh Shit, I’m not ready to speak to him yet - its been two days but the longer we leave it the bigger the divide is becoming. I’m waiting for amazing sex, with this amazing man but at every turn I feel like he’s doing me a favour.

	I shake my head and hands frantically, “No - no I’m out!” and wait silently until she’s managed to get rid of him. 

	“Soz Jackie. I’m on my way out. I’ll ring Sebastian back when I’m at lunch.”

	“He is rather persuasive.” Jackie eyes widen with her comment. 

	Oh if only you knew Jackie.

	“I think this is from him as well? She reaches under the desk and hands me another FWC box. 

	My eyes light up in excitement. “I’ve waited for years to get anything from this florist and now twice in one week.”

	“Fuck me!” Colin crudely shouts from across the room. “That’s two of these spectacular boxes now – Ms. Myers must be allowing her very own spectacular box to be de-flowered by the right man to warrant this type of attention! Monsieur is serving it up on a Silver platter me thinks?” The Kenneth Williams drawl is back.

	I swat his comment away in embarrassment. I still haven’t fully determined who sent the first rose, last week; I’d just presumed it was Sebastian but he’d never mentioned it and I hadn’t thanked him in return. Somehow it seemed to add to the mystery of our relationship and I admit that I like it. 

	“Er that’s not all Lucia. There’s also these.” She wanders over to the small kitchenette area, whilst taking to me over her shoulder and disappears inside, promptly reappearing carrying the largest bouquet I’ve ever seen. She peeks her head around the side of the greenery and smiles cheekily. 

	“I Know. I mean. WOW! I think these are from him as well. Here’s the envelope but they were delivered from Silver Construction so no prizes for guessing who sent them.”

	I smile at the delicate pink peonies, white and pink lilies, and lime anthurium’s all wrapped in pearls and tied with a huge pink bow. They showed he’d really thought about the arrangement, and therefore moi.

	“Would you put them back in the sink Jack and I’ll grab them tonight.”

	“Of course I will. Don’t forget to open the box too,” she shakes her head and returns to her desk. “I’d be happy with one flower delivery. You really need to tell me your secret Lu. Josh is getting rather complacent.”

	The ringing bells of the work phone save me having to respond to her ascertaining gaze, as she switches back to receptionist mode and I turn to cast my eyes over the black velvet box next to me and lift the lid. The rose inside is practically the exact same, colour and position as its predecessor, with the same diamante pin added to its centre. It was beautiful, if a little gothic in comparison to the stunning peony bouquet I’d also received. They couldn’t be more different but I suppose they showed both of Sebastian’s sides.

	I check my watch and grabbing the accompanying envelope and the one from the peonies practically run out of the office. I was going to be late for Abby. It’s only as I check my phone in the lift that I realise I’ve had four missed calls and two texts from Sebastian. How had I not seen or heard them? It must have been whilst I was on with Carolyn Walters.

	His text reads.

I can see that Elizabeth twitch from here – it’s making me hard!

	Licking my lips I quickly check behind me. Was he here? No stupid you’re in a lift!

	I quickly check the second text.




Ahhh I made you look. Call me Lu! Stop ignoring me. Don’t back out now.

	In that instant I’m rendered useless! I was weak where sexy Sebastian was concerned but even weaker when he made me laugh. He knows me far too well. I remember the cards in my hand as the lift nears the ground level and roughly tear the flap open from the one that came with the rose, first. The bold printed script font spells a simple message that speaks volumes.       
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Touched by the simple message, I turn to the other envelope and slide it out, unfolding the handwritten note. It couldn’t be more different. 
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His raw sexuality is apparent even in his block capital scrawl; he’d always written in capitals and I smile at the sentimentality before shaking my head. He was right, for this to work I had to forget our history to enjoy the ride and just the thought of the possibility of such a ride made my sex clench in anticipation. So much for forgetting the whole proposition and moving on - try telling my bloody responsive body that!

I quickly punch out a reply to his text and press send. 




I’m not ignoring you. I’m busy at work. I’ll see you when you get back. I like FBR 4 x
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	Twenty minutes later and I’m watching Abby enjoying her bagel with gusto and I’m envious. I’ve found it difficult to concentrate on food since Sebastian has thrown me this curve ball of emotions. We’re cosied up in the corner of our favourite little cafe, famous for its cupcakes and quaint lunchtime treats. Cucumber sandwiches, smoked salmon and cream cheese fillings and delicious crab and mango salads. There was always something to tempt us. Usually anyhow. My appetite is non-existent but I order a pastry to fend off future dizziness and allow Abby to revel in her hmming moans, enjoying each morsel greedily. 

	“Soz babe. If I don’t eat it now, I won’t later. I’ve got a feeling your news will put me off - am I right?”

	I shrug complacently.

	“So spill. Let me be the judge and jury.” Placing her scrunched napkin down, she chews her last bite slowly, focusing her full attention on me at all times. Bless I knew she was madly busy with an Ad Campaign for a national telecoms company and it touched me she’d take time out of her chaotic schedule to lend an ear.

	“Oh Abs I’m a mess. Its all such a wanton mess.” I add sweeteners to my tea and take a slurp, pathetically.

	“What’s happened?” she asks concerned, also taking a sip of her cappuccino. “Has he been in touch since the crappy ‘Thanks Pal’ text?”

	I close my eyes fleetingly in memory of a pair of hypnotic hazel flecked ebony pools and smile back at my lovely friend. She looked great -very trendy in black cigarette pants, green silk shirt and large turquoise statement necklace. Her signature sleek bob scraped back off her elfin face, Sharon Stone esc. 

	“Things have changed dramatically since then - you look hot by the way.”

	She wiggles her shoulders wickedly. ”I’m meeting Nathan after work for drinks but enough about him, stop changing the subject. We’re here for Senior Silver.”

	I laugh at her nickname for Sebastian. He was the older brother yes, but he was hardly ready for meals-on-wheels. 

	“Well… I took the bull by the horns and propositioned him by text, but you know all that - basically after he’d tried it on with me I knew there was something there. I really need to move on sexually Abs, as you keep reminding me…” I pause and look up at her sly smirk. “…Anyway I thought why not and asked him for ‘one amazing night without ties!’ The next day he turned up at The Ashton, to quote for the building works looking bloody gorgeous in a designer suit, wearing a sexy smile; I was totally unprepared.”

	“Oh my word - how did it go? Did you get the project?” she side bars, back to work.

	“Yes. Yes - loads of work; going to be manic. Amazing project. James Marcell is fab… u… lous. But back to Seb.”

	She laughs at my bossiness and mutters ‘Sorry’ sarcastically, under her breath. I’m on a roll now and need to get the chaos that the past few days had been off my chest.

	“After the weekend I just thought that he didn't like me that way. We’d finally kissed; had a fumble in bed. Well actually it was soo hot, so much more than a quick fumble and I would have bobbed on then and there, slutty I know, but he’d changed his mind. I thought it was me - I completely froze when he went near my scar.”

	“Oh Lu - nasty Niall has a lot to bloody answer for.”

	“He does I agree but it was the first time another man had been near it and I just… well, froze. Turns out it was the perfect excuse for Seb to back out.”

	“I’ve told you before, the fact that you’ve got a zip, means your vajayjay is still in tact. Women pay a fortune to have it all tucked back up and trimmed.” 

	We both shudder together at the thought. 

	“Well - I decided the next day that if I didn’t sleep with someone soon, I’d always feel inferior, thanks Niall and after Seb came home last week, I knew I wanted him to be the one to ease me back into it. Seems to work for all the other bloody women out there - why not me?” 

	I blow on my tea and taking a large gulp, shiver as the hot liquid slides down my throat. “Anyway on Monday I received a rose from Fresh Water Couture with a message that said ‘I Accept Your Offer!’ You should see this rose Hun, its stunning, all velvet box and diamante pin, really lovely.

	“Sounds amazing; so you’re on then?” I smile at my friends rapt attention, her elbows on the table, hands cupping her face.

	“Well yeah - he turned up at The Ashton, and told me we were going to happen and it had been on the cards forever!”

	“Bloody hell! But he does have a point.” she wrinkles her brow softly in agreement. 

	“I know but seriously the best is yet to come. He said the only things I should consider were when, where and how many times I’d come! I mean come on - the man doesn’t play fair!” I rub my hand frustratedly across my forehead. Just repeating it had brought home how shocking the moment had been.

	She nearly chokes on her coffee. “Sexy mother fucker!”

	“I. Know!” Sniggering at her crude language, I repeat my earlier comment more forcefully and relaxing take a nibble of my cinnamon whirl, the sweet pastry melts in my mouth. “Then, after driving me to the edge of wantonness…he…he just left me there!” I stammer the words annoyed at my own weakness and my friends knowing smile.

	“Don’t look at me like that Abs. I’m seriously pathetic around the man.”

	Patting my hand in a motherly fashion, Abby reapplies her lipstick and, smoothing back her hair, settles back into her tub chair. “I’ve never seen you like this Lu. Have you seen him since?”

	Through a mouthful of icing I nod. “Yesterday! I was cooking tea. Niall brought Finn back…”

	Abs interrupts my spiel by screwing up her pretty face at the mention of my ex’s name again and I flick her disapproval away with my hand.

	“Yeah I know, the knob himself. Anyway Niall brought Finn back from Crèche and ended up stopping a while. We were chatting when Seb turned up.” I can see from Abby’s raised eyebrows and dramatic ’o’ shaped mouth, how much she gets me and how much she realises that that kind of confrontation would be nasty. 

	“It wasn’t pretty. They haven’t seen each other since Niall walked. Niall kept saying he wanted to talk about something - he was really touchy-feely actually, thinking about it. I wonder if he and Karen aren’t getting on?” 

	“Poor Niall - That would be awful for him if things didn’t go his way.” 

	We giggle together cattily as only best girlfriends can when discussing their ex’s. Niall was nothing if not spoiled.

	“After Niall had gone Seb & I bathed Finn.” I continued but Abs interrupts me again, clicking her fingers.

	“Ooh very domesticated. That’s my girl.”

	I laugh at her. “Stop it naughty. He wanted to talk but I needed to get Finn to bed, so two birds, one stone blah blah.”

	“Two balls, one rock and drag him to bed, Flintstone style and just get on with it.” She mutters saucily and I belly laugh. This is why I needed to be with her today. She was a star and much more spontaneous than I’ve ever been.

	“Get your mind out of the gutter… I finally got Finn to sleep and we started to talk. Something we’ve always had no problem doing. One thing lead to another and we were bloody kissing… again!”

	“Did he make the first move or you?” 

	I look at her face, intently focused on me and ponder her question, remembering back to last night, his hands on my body, electric currents fizzing along every nerve.

	“He did.” I didn’t put up much resistance though, I think inwardly.

	She just nods and encourages me to continue.

	“There were loads of mixed signals. He said it was me, and him, and that he was never here, made lots of excuses for the fuck-up that had been last weekend but at the same time kissed the socks off me. I was so turned on I made a move to take his t-shirt off, thinking sod it, we’re grown-ups, we’ve agreed to service one-another and he stopped me… again!”

	Her big liquid brown eyes mirrored my own confused expression and I wince.

	“I know right? All the men in my life want to do is talk to me… and all I want to do with him is touch. Now I’m getting flowers like it’s my birthday and Missing You messages and the latest in a long line of fuck buddy rules… look!” 

	I thrust the handwritten note in front of her face and calmly she retracts it from my clutch and thoroughly examines the evidence.

	“Woah! - Rule number 4 - how many will there be?” she hands it back to me before adding. “All very illicit though - I like his train of thought. This should be done properly or not at all and you definitely need to go with the flow, if you go down this route; he’s the expert after all!” Her wink makes me grin and I chew my lip in thought.

	“Do you want my honest opinion though?”

	“Of course.”

	“Sebastian and you have unfinished business. There’s obviously something there; we know that, probably always has been. But… and I know you don’t want to hear this, you’ve been out of the game a while, he is and always has been a player and I don’t want you to get hurt. I’m proud of you for putting yourself out there and moving on from that dick Niall but I’m worried that you won’t be able to stop at a brief affair?”

	I nod mutely, it’s my one niggling fear too but I can’t just not do something for fear of getting hurt, and I repeat this to Abby, who agrees wholeheartedly. 

	“OK. So you’re decided you are going to do this, go into it with open eyes and open legs Missy.” Her deep sexy laugh is contagious and I join in before she holds a hand up and adds,

	 “Hey, what about Leo? Aren’t you supposed to be taking him on Saturday night?”

	Crap I’d forgotten all about him. “Yep.” 

	“Well give him a chance, as date experience and worst case scenario you can use him to make Sebastian jealous. You’ll only be following rule number 4: Forget your history and act like strangers, to enhance the plea…suurreee.”

	Giggling as she puts on her sexy voice, I consider her words. “You’re a wise old bird Hun but what about all these FBR’s? No.1: He decides where and when, No.2: Not just one night but more, No.3: I need to trust him and be open to anything… blah blah blah.” I catch the glint of humour in her eyes.

	“What?”

	“You just don’t like the fact that he’s more in control than you are babe. Don’t drop everything for another man though. Your thong maybe but don’t let him have it all his way… unless you’re up for a bit of submission?”

	I shake my head at her excessively. I’d never really got all that Yes Sir. No Sir. Three bags full sir, bollocks.

	“Don’t quaff at it unless you tried it Hun; not so bad,” she raises her brows saucily at me.

	“Seriously too much information. What about you and Na?” 

	“Oh God I’ve so much on with work, I didn’t think I had time for anything remotely related to a love life, then Nathan came along and boom - I’m a goner!” Her face shines with radiant excitement. “… and enough with the old!”

	“Talk about delayed-reaction!”

	We laugh together and start to gather up our things. It was unfortunately time to get back to our respective offices.

	“You know me Lu, caution is not my strong suit. He sent me a text asking me to go to S & G’s with him and I literally danced Gangnam style around my computer, I was so ecstatic. Hardly playing it cool - hey? Behind every frog…” she smiles coyly at our favourite analogy of finding a good man, amongst the many crappy ones and we shout in unison, “… is a horny toad!” and collapse, giggling like silly teenagers.

	“Seriously though, Nathan is most definitely not a frog. If it runs in the family I don’t think there’ll be anything cold-blooded about him. Rather so hot you’ll sizzle!” 

	I correct her teasingly and feel for my best friend. She had it as bad as I did. These brothers had cast a spell over us both and within a week we were bobbing around in a wave of quick silver, clawing at any scrap they threw our way - disgustingly desperate and it worried the hell out of me.

	“I’m seriously going to have to be careful with this guy Lu.” Her face crumples at the inevitability of what is undoubtedly to come. “One kiss and I’m ready to let him delve in and fondle my fortune cookie!” 

	It’s my turn to cough up the last remnants of my drink in shock but she continues,

	“Honestly! – It’s desperate to have its path crossed with silver.” Her dirty laugh fills the room. Eyes twinkling, aware of her bluntness and open mouthed with innocence she shrugs. “I can’t help it Chick. My cookie has turned into a monster!” 

	We collapse in laughter until putting our jackets on Abs stops in her tracks, a familiar look upon her face. I knew that face; she was forming a plan. 

	“Forget the bloody men - you and me Friday night - drinks at Rehab. I won’t take no for an answer.” 

	Her perfectly threaded arches dare me to decline and I sigh.

	“It is Niall’s weekend. Although he’s bringing Finn back Saturday morning and then taking him again in the afternoon, complete pain for Finn and I.”

	“God that man’s rubbish - I swear he does it on purpose! You know, so its impossible for you to have a man stay overnight?” I think she’s hit the nail on the head with her opinion; I’ve often thought the same thing myself.

	“But… I was going to chill, as we’re out for Suzie’s party the night after. Maybe give myself a mani-pedi.” Get myself prepared for seeing Seb tomorrow night.

	I feel her swat me on the arm. “You need to get out there babe - forget Mr. Silver and have some fun Abby-style.” Her wiggle tips me over the edge and I grin.

	As we make our way to the till, arguing over who’s shout it is, I reluctantly concede and allow Abby to pay our tab. “Thanks for being there Abs. Not sure I’m any further forward but certainly feel better for getting things off my chest.”

	“Well a problem shared and halved and all that.” She drops a tip in the bowl for the drippy little waitress we’d scared off with our sex talk.

	“Or in our case - brothers - at least they’re not twins, that would be way too weird!”

	Laughing cheerfully we hug each other goodbye and set off in opposite directions to settle back to the business of design. I head off feeling much lighter and brighter, turning back as I near the end of the cobbled street to wave happily at my Bezzi. Life was unsettled at present but I could always count on this best friend to boost me.  
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		I run like I’m being chased, by a serial killer; my feet pounding on the ground, sweat pouring from body, pushing my muscles to their limits. Continuing on the path, up past the local pub ‘The Babes in Arms’, through the snicket that takes me over the local farmers field and up a hill for another half a mile until I reach the reservoir. My music pumps from my earphones, Right here, right now by Fatboy Slim blasts out - fantastic tune! Each bloody song brings me back to Lu. 

	 It had taken every ounce of willpower I had to walk away the other night and only two things were keeping me sane right now - relentless exercise and cold showers! I wince as I’m haunted by memories of her beautiful hot body pressed up against mine, her tongue darting in and out temptingly, eyes shining with lust. I could have taken her right there on that God damned kitchen top but oh no - I had to be the knight in fucking shining Silver armour, all decent and respectable. I’m seriously regretting my offer of a special night of pleasure rather than just getting our freak on, on the floor - puts far too much pressure on us both now. 

	I stop at the sty, to catch my breath and readjust my ever awakening cock - my stonking hard-on was making things rather comfortable - then head off to finish the final leg of my run.

	God she was stubborn! 

	I thought I was stubborn but she was beyond the mule - I liked that she was independent and knew her own mind but together we were a pair of recalcitrant teenagers. Our arguments will not be pretty - I’ve already had a taste of that. At least she’d been agreeable to my offer of when and where and more than one night. If we were to venture down this untravelled path, we had to have some time to explore and now that we would be working on The Ashton together, I’d be able to fix things, so that was plentiful! One month of enjoying Lucia’s temptingly curvaceous form - my smile widens at the notion.

	As I reach the top of the hill, cows gently mooing at my right, greenery abundant I take a deep breath and enjoy the Yorkshire Dales, rolling in the distance, transferring my view over the resplendent reservoir. Tranquility at its best. Here things were simple. 

	My thoughts drift back to Niall. What was his game? Lu’s so bloody innocent she can’t see how men look at her but I did; I saw his eyes and the territorial gleam there, when I grabbed her arse. He’d been seriously pissed that I was fucking things up for him. Well tough - you had your chance mate, now sling your hook!

	It’d been odd seeing him after all this time and sad really that I still held such contempt for him. Finn was such a little star, I’d winced was he’d launched himself at me, rather than his Dad but then again you get back what you put into relationships. Niall had, and always would do the bare minimum with any relationship. I feel myself chuckling as I’m reminded of Finn calling Niall ‘Lion’ and growling expressively and then the memory of the look of disdain on his father’s face stops my smile in its tracks. Arse! 

	I take one last look at the lake, the sky mirrored within it and ripples, mesmerising as they form across the surface. I’d have to bring Lu up here with me for a run and maybe a picnic.

The woods were dark and secretive and there’d be no chance of being seen within them - just the thought of ramming into her, outside, amongst nature, naked - Jesus Seb you’re not helping yourself here mate, an inner voice reminds me as I readjust my cock again. 

	A quick stretch against an old tree trunk and I head back in the direction I’d come. My music switches to Roger Sanchez, I never knew and again I’m reminded of Lulu; the words are seriously spooky. 




I wouldn't press you wouldn't want to stress you, cause we're friends 

and I don't want that to change but last night when you kissed me goodbye

    don't know but I was feeling strange, like I didn't want to leave

    wanted to protect you, want to see you smile all night

I thought maybe I was crazy baby.... but when you touched me it felt so right




	I need to get my head out of the clouds and back in the game - not like me to be so sentimental.

	I’d loved the domesticity at hers the other night, it had felt like coming home after a long day at work, to a home-cooked meal, a freshly bathed kid and sexy woman I couldn’t take my eyes off. I’d never craved that before, always enjoyed coming home to quiet after work, sport on the TV and a cold beer in the fridge, but I could get used to it. I roll my lips in frustration at myself; I know me, something deep within is stopping me from letting go.

	Tomorrow night we are S and G’s for their annual summer bash and Saturday is going to be the night - if I can hold out that long. Thank God I’d been away on business or I’d have had hell on keeping away. I’d sent her flowers on Wednesday; to accompany the latest FBR but to be honest I’d just wanted to be close to her. It was taking everything not to drive over to hers and seal the deal.

	FBR No.4 was spot on though; we definitely needed to be strangers to become lovers. We needed a second chance to meet for the first time, which was impossible so this was the next best thing.

	I’m nearly home as my phone snaps me out of my daydreaming and I answer. Gino.

	“Big G!” I answer pleased to hear from him.

	“Mate. How you doin? You ‘ome?” His Italian accent is much stronger on the phone and I smile at the familiarity of it.

	“Yep just landed now. Why what’s up?”

	“Na and I are going to Rehab tonight for a couple of beers - you up for it. Si?”

	I consider the question. Maybe a night out with the boys is just what I need to take my mind of her.

	“Sounds great. Text me when your on your way down in the cab, you can slide by mine.”

	“Great. See you bout 7.30.”

	I click the red button, end the call and jog up the drive to the house, heading off upstairs to shower. Yeah a night out is just what I need, one without an annoying fuck buddy to invade my mind at every turn.
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		The sweet sounds of Chris Brown’s latest hit ‘Don’t wake me up’ thrum through the doors as I walk inside our bar of choice Rehab. A trendy little bar, built from what was left of the old Bastian fire station. It’s main pull was the fact that only 25’s were allowed entry and two sturdy bouncers, watched the doors at all times, one of which we had nick-named Jerry-curl due to his uncanny resemblance to Daryl from the film Coming to America. This type of security kept it stylish and allowed a consistently high dress code. 

	Its modern décor was designed in a hotel boutique theme, with plenty of dark segregated areas for good conversation and a dance floor, which appeased the more energetic punters. The best part was it was only five minutes from my house by taxi and although local, definitely competed with the inner city bars, which charged £10 more for a fancy cocktail. I’d been trying to meet with the manager for a few months now, to get in before they began work on converting the space above the Bar, into a restaurant - mental reminder to e-mail him again next week.

	I feel positive. The rest of the week has gone well. Colin & I had grafted on The Ashton and things were in place for next week’s construction to begin and I’d managed to get to the wholesalers last minute on the way home from work last night. I’d even managed to make a Paper Mâché alien mask for Finn to take to Futuristic Day at Crèche. Complete with googly eyes, tentacles and flared nostrils. Finn had promptly named him Cuthbert and declared me the best mummy ever! I felt like the model mother and I’d found it hard, to let him go to Niall’s tonight and would have been happy to cuddle up in front of the TV with Pizza and a movie.

	I’m glad I’d stuck to my plans though as although shattered the music is boosting me - I’m obsessed with this song, so it’s a good start to the night. It makes me feel free and is one of my favourite driving songs on my ipod - on permanent repeat whilst I sing along. 

Everything has gone, as I’ve wanted it to with my appearance. My hair, is gleaming, my make-up sharp, I’d even put some false eyelashes on and my green-eyes now stand out piercingly from two dramatic black brushes. My clothes make me feel sexy and my new pony-skin stilettos, from Dune, (which are kindly assisting me in the height or lack-of-height department) and skinny ripped jeans-blazer combo work perfectly. The naughty no top under the blazer has added a great feminine touch to a relatively safe, boyish outfit and my cleavage is doing what it does best, peeking out, all bronzed and pert.

	I feel confident and confidence stands for sexiness, right? All is good and I’m glad I’ve come out at Abby’s insistence. She was right we needed to shake it all off and have some fun. As I reach the bar and ask Abby what tipple she fancies, I glance over my right shoulder. That’s when I see him. 

	Shit!

	He is hidden by the central pillar, so he is not entirely visible but it is him and God he looks hot, dressed in a dark fitted t-shirt, jeans, and black thin skin leather jacket. He is with Nathan, and Gino. 

	Oh crap! He sees me too. 

	Our eyes meet for a long second and I immediately feel flustered and turn to put all of my energy, into the guy behind the bar.

	What was he doing here? Tonight was supposed to be Seb free? 

	My heart is pounding as the music throbs around me. There’s no denying my disloyal emotions; I’m bloody excited! He’s home again.

	What did Abby say she wanted? My mouth is totally dry.

	“Hi. I’ll have 2 large penis’ please… oh and soda”. I add cheekily smiling at the good-looking young man. He knows I mean Pinot Grigio and I’m sure he’s fed up the in-house joke, we all use regularly, but like a good sport he chuckles anyway. I flirt outrageously with him, as I feel Sebastian’s eyes burning down on me. 

	Has he noticed? Why would he be bothered anyway, who I chat up? That wasn’t against the rules.

	Feeling more in control of my emotions we move over to the farthest corner of the room, so I don’t appear desperate but that I still have a good enough view of his nibs.

	“Are you alright Lu? I didn’t know they’d be here honest.” Abby looks really worried and I immediately give her a quick hug. “So much for having a girly night to wash away the Silver stress.” 

	“I’ll be fine. It was just a shock that’s all. Just a shame he looks so hot.” I bite my lip, considering him again. It was obscene to look that good.

	“Well so do you; let him see what he can’t have on tap – it’s time to flaunt what you’ve got and flirt with the lot of them. You deserve some fun,” she offers generously. “Remember what we spoke about the other day.”

	I laugh at my best friend’s cockiness. But I agree with what she has said and as if they have heard my thoughts, someone softly taps me on the shoulder. I spin around into an unexpected face.

	“Hey Leo.”

	His friend Simon is with him and smiles approvingly at Abs, who seems to open up like a flower under his ascertaining gaze.

	God Abby, could you look any more desperate?

	“Now then Ladies. How are we tonight?” He smiles slowly at us. “Can I get you a drink?”

	Holding up my full glass I smile warmly. “We’re fine thanks Leo, we’ve just got served, although good luck getting yours, it’s a busy one.”

	“Lucia, I need to talk to you at some point tonight. Can I get you alone for a while?”

	Really? Talking. Again!

	He smiles at me with his straight and definitely cosmetically enhanced, very white teeth. I do like a man with nice teeth but why am I always reminded of the scene from friends, when Ross’ teeth glow in the dark, whenever I look at Leo’s?

	Trying to refocus I quickly reply, “Yeah sure. What’s up?”

	“Nothing’s up. Just wanted to make my intentions clear to you again. I’m not sure that I did that properly, when I missed drinks last weekend.”

	I inwardly groan. I wish Leo was… well a bit less obvious about his interest. Maybe then I’d find him more attractive? Knowing that Seb could be watching us, I ignore the nagging feeling in the pit of my stomach and give Leo my full attention leaning in to talk closer.

	“It was fine you missed our date. I understood, I said that on the night.” To be honest I was glad that he hadn’t turned-up, as I would never have had the chance to experience my flustered fumbles with Sebastian.

	“I know you did, and its great we’re going to your sister’s on Saturday night - I just wondered…you are still interested aren’t you?” He takes a long drink of his pint of lager, giving me a moment to quickly find an answer that won’t offend but before I can respond he continues. “You just need to say; I really like you Lucia but I can take a hint and my fragile male ego is becoming more and more delicate by the day.” He laughs a little nervously but it breaks the ice, none-the-less.

	I laugh too. He is funny, in a kind of cheery boyish way, totally different to my moody ex and the overly confident and super sexy Sebastian. He was respectful, had a great job, (cheap mortgages as Abby always reminded me) and seemed to be really into me but something was stopping me from carrying on with our early days’ friendship. I definitely hadn’t yet felt the initial buzz that you get with a new interest. Maybe that was it?

	Who am I kidding?  I know deep down what it is or rather who it is… and he really needed to just do one!

	God why are men like buses? They come all at once, or not at all. Three weeks ago, I would have jumped at this opportunity to date a fairly good-looking, stable man who didn’t seem deterred by the fact that I was a single mum and came with lots of baggage; the majority of which came from Toysrus.

	I look across to where the object of my thoughts is chatting animatedly and notice that he doesn’t seem the slightest bit interested in my own activities. Chris has joined them and is laughing at something Seb is saying. Sebastian is so different to Leo, he commands attention and gets it, easily. I watch as a girl I’d known years ago from the pub I’d used to waitress in, whilst at University, muscles her way closer to the group of attractive men; her eyes transfixed on her prize… Sebastian. My stomach juts with that unfamiliar sensation jealousy. Thoroughly annoyed at my reaction, I place my hand teasingly onto Leo’s arm and look at him as intently as I can muster.

	“I like you too Leo; I haven’t been ignoring you. I’ve just been really busy with work the last week or so and Finn of course.”

	I can see Abby mentally encouraging me as she works her own female magic with Simon – I now realise that she too is probably using him to make Nathan jealous. She really does want me to try dating Leo, even if it’s whilst experimenting with Seb. 

	I take her very obvious head-nodding in Leo’s direction hint and remember that I should be using this fabulous opportunity that has landed in my lap, even if just to see if Sebastian is actually bothered. I glance up at Leo, through my eyelashes, giving him my undivided attention and thank the heavens for Eyelure falsies and whilst drawing my spritzer, slowly through my straw I smile at him encouragingly. He smiles back and seems to be transfixed with what my mouth is doing to my straw.

	“Oh OK. Good. I think you and I could be a good fit.”

	“Yeah? I mean I’m new to this dating game and I’m not promising anything but let’s see… OK?” I place my hand comfortingly on his arm and smile up into his grayish blue eyes, hidden behind dark Bakelite trendy spectacles.

	His hand covers mine and squeezes. Its warm and comforting but there are no electric currents, no instant fizz along my skin. 

	“I’ve watched you from afar for a while and now I’m helping you with Elysium, I’m hoping to see much more of you Lucia.” His eyes are hooded as he watches me for a response and I’m about to respond when I’m roughly knocked to my left and then grabbed in a big bear hug. The remnants of my drink, held in my free hand, are launched all over Leo in the commotion.

	“Alright Sis. Lookin gorgeous as ever,” a handsome Italian face grins genuinely at me.

	“Well maybe before I was all messed up by you G. What are you like?” I reprimand him and lean in to give my sister’s hubby a kiss on his designer stubbled cheek.

	I notice that Leo seems to have been shuffled out of my near vicinity with the chaos and looks none too best pleased and not as dry as he had only moments earlier. I wince for him. I’m also sharply aware of a protective shield, which seems to have wrapped itself around me. 

	I know it’s him. I can sense him. The immediate tension cloaking us is thick and claustrophobic and entirely evocative.

	“Look’s like he’s a bit of a drip, your Theo,” he drawls, leaning in towards me, his voice smooth and vaguely sly.

	“Don’t be awful and it’s Leo not Theo!” I frown at him but find it hard not to smirk, looking past Sebastian at Leo’s current appearance. “Leo is great when you get to know him.” My voice sounds overly bright and enthusiastic.

	“And have you?” His face is deadpan.

	“Have I what?” I know exactly what he’s asking but I’m not going to make it easy for him.

	“Got to know him…properly yet?” 

	“It’s none of your business Mr. Silver, if I have but actually no, not in that way.” I say begrudgingly.

	Why did I just play my trump card so soon?  

	“Good, because I’d be seriously pissed off,” he snarls.

	Recognising my chance to use my last ace, I stare at his deep brown darkening orbs. “I hadn’t finished actually, I was going to say, no not in that way…yet.” Feeling extremely smug I spin to give my full attention back to Leo; the present company was starting to thoroughly piss me off.

	I gasp as I’m grabbed forcefully at the elbow and twisted almost painfully to face my supposed friend. “Lu, don’t play games with me.” He looks furious his face is stern and tense.

	“Excuse me? You are the one who made the first move, taking us from friends to whatever… this is.” I lift my hands in frustration and continue now on a roll. “Then when I’d considered all the pros and cons and offered myself on a bloody silver platter to you, with my text, you agree, before rejecting me… again!”

	I take a breath and go to take sip of my drink, immediately screwing my nose up at the empty slurp as my straw hits ice. I need another one and fast. Looking up at him, we lock eyes and watch each other intensely. To give him his due he looks chastised and I can tell he is thinking about his next move, running his tongue languidly along his bottom lip.

	“You’re right. Everything has changed between us and I’ve made a total mess of it until now - its just every time I see you all I want to do is...”

	His voice sounds sexier, more husky, and I watch his beautiful mouth as he slowly forms the words unhurriedly.

	“… take you.”

	Oh. My. God!

	Desire curls around my body, heating my very core. Arousal is evident in his own eyes but I’m tired of the games. I kick myself for getting sucked in again.

	What I would do for ten minutes with my old friend Seb; hormone free. The need, the pure ache I have for him is not enough to risk our friendship. Is it?

	“Look maybe this isn’t such a good idea Seb. I’m your mate.” I look up at him with heavy eyelashes, protecting my true feelings, before adding, “Just leave me alone. Please.” I bite my lip; aware that I’m asking him to do something I do not truly believe is the best option for us.

	“I can’t. You’re right, I started this but we’ve entered into an agreement now and I most certainly am not backing out. I can’t leave you alone.”

	He shrugs nonchalantly and leans into the doorpost, managing to look annoying sexy and cool all at once. His handsome face makes me want to cup the side of his jaw and lean into him to smell his Sebastian Scent. 

	His voice halts my thoughts. “Believe me I’ve tried. You’re frighteningly hard to shake off.”

	Nice - like some stray annoying dog! 

	I try to compose myself and aware of my lack of drink, grab his pint from his clasped hand, take a huge unladylike gulp and smart as it burns my raw throat on its travels down to my belly. I ignore his deep frown at my rather rude behaviour.

	“Don’t worry, let me make this very simple for you. Maybe I wasn’t clear the other night.”

	I can feel the emotion in my voice, my throat fills and my eyes begin to burn with expectant tears. I can sense that during our discussion, our friends seem to have moved away. Annoyed, I try to switch it down a notch, so my voice becomes much colder and more detached.

	“We are supposed friends and that’s all we are, all we’ve ever been, I get it. Recent kind of fuck buddies I suppose you could say!”

	Raising his brows, his head furrows and lips purse in obvious anger. “Fuck buddies obtain pleasure from their mutually beneficial arrangements. We haven’t…yet.”

	I bite my lip at his crudeness but choose to ignore him. It would annoy him more than any quick retaliation.

	“Look Lulu …” Seb moves forward, as if to try and pull me towards him but I deliberately step backwards and placing my arm out I take a deep breath. It’s now or never. I need to get a grip on this situation and take back some control over my life.

	“Right Ok. Well now that that’s all cleared up. I also need to say, don’t ever, ever tell me whom I can and can’t see again.” On a roll I take a deep breath. “If I want to sleep with Leo, or make my way through the entire Lords Rugby Team, all at once, I bloody well will. It’s my body and I’ll bloody well fuck who I want to!” 

	Taking a deep breath I throw in my parting blow, hoping it might make a small, well maybe minute dent in his humongous ego. “Maybe tonight should be the night!”

	I glance over temptingly in Leo’s direction, with no intention of ever following through with my statement.

	Ha, that should do it.

	With that I pivot on my beautiful but already crippling new stilettos and flounce, and I mean flounce, it isn’t delicate, probably more like Miss Piggy than Miss World, but I think I get my point across, as I head towards the Ladies toilets. God that man makes me soo angry-my blood is literally boiling. How didn’t I see this before and why am I seriously hoping that he’s still there when I return to Abby? Talk about self-harming - a bloody self-harming schizophrenic.

	It’s only as I’m nearly at the turning for the ladies corridor that I give into the temptation and turn to see if he’s still watching me. 

	He is.

	He’s staring right back at me, his eyes now black, his mouth grim and he looks completely confused. There’s definitely a storm brewing of turbulent anger and perhaps, could that be possessiveness? I don’t fucking know anymore. 

	

	The night pretty much goes downhill from there. I should have left after our altercation. I can’t focus on anything but Sebastian and Leo is far too keen. An unimpressed Abs calls in the big guns and lines up a row of Jager- bombs, figuring that the Red Bull and Jagermeister shots will boost my abysmal mood! It kind of works and after several dribbly attempts, I’m relaxed into having a good giggle. Even with Sebastian and Nathan hanging around in the background, looking hot as, it isn’t enough to stop me finally beginning to loosen up. Niall has Finn tonight and again tomorrow night but as he is working tomorrow, I have him in the day. I can’t be too hung-over. My responsibilities as a mum are so important to me but surely there’s no harm in me letting go a little, guilt free?

	“Stop thinking about men and chill out,” Abby reads my mind, squishing me to her comfortingly.

	“I know. Ignore me Babe I’m just not in the mood. I’m shagged,” I sigh dramatically.

	“Or not… being the problem!” Abs chuckles to herself and raises her wineglass to mine in celebration of her wittiness.

	“What about Nathan? Have you and he spoken tonight?” I pipe up, hoping to change the subject.

	“Kind of. Lots of sexual heat and chemistry - that man is so going to get it,” she winks at me, her pretty brown eyes full of promise and I smile at her confident body clad in skinny jeans and blingy vest top. 

	“I’m going to make a move Hun. Don’t be mad. Are you ready to come with? We’ll go to Aldo’s and get a disgustingly fattening veggie combo Pizza.” 

	I’m pretty sure that this will sell it to her, when she is grabbed from behind by the tall and handsome, Mr. Silver.

	“Sorry Lulu - Abs is indisposed tonight - she’s going to be dining a la Silver service,” Nathan winks saucily at me and I grin back at him.

	Abby beams, before turning to face Nathan; her face now poker straight. “I’m not particularly hungry.” 

	Nathan laughs at her bored approach; another man who loved the chase. “Neither am I… not for food anyhow.”

	Oh my! Sizzle. Lucky bastards. I literally shove Abby in her destiny’s direction. “Go! I’ll walk out with you and you can drop me at the taxi rank.”

	Abby raises her brows and shrugs her shoulders in an excited what’s a girl to do way and we grab our coats. I look back to see if Sebastian and Gino are leaving too but its way too busy to see them in the fast filling crowd and as Abs clamps a hand on my wrist I’m dragged through the crowds at break neck speed. Nothing like playing it cool Abigail!




	As I clamber into the taxi, my phone bleeps. I click my seatbelt on and check the screen.




Make sure you lock your door and bolt your drawers

from unwanted wanderers!

Only one person allowed entry Ms Myers

& I have the Silver key.

I’ll be there in 10 minutes.

X




	My heart begins to race and skin flushes in expectation, as I will the driver to put his foot down and get me home ASAP. Jesus, I’m all over the place. After how he’s just made me feel, how can I be excited that he’s coming back to mine? 

	Within minutes I’m inside, and am about to lock the door when I hear his sexy drawl, through the glass pane. He pushes his way through, eyes on me at all times.

	“Keys.” I nod in the direction of the console, stand mute as he locks up, and places them back down where they’d been and moisten my lips. Even in the dark he looked gorgeous. I realise I’m panting.

	“Are we alone?”

	“Yes.”

	“No Leo or Lords bloody Rugby Team?” His sarcasm is obvious.

	“No.” It’s a whisper of a reply.

	 I watch as he steps towards me, predatory in his stance, until he stops, cups both palms on my face and draws me in to meet his lips. “Rule Number 5: Whilst you and I have sex, you are mine and mine alone.”

	Our mouths crash over one another, warm and wet and searching, desperate to unite and with each flicker of his tongue my sex clenches and my nipples buzz. God the man had moves. I press my body into his heat, molding our bodies together and wrap my arms around his waist, drawing his pelvis to mine. I feel the evidence of his arousal digging into my stomach and groan in pleasure; his desire for me was clear now. I feel him move from my mouth to my cheek, the tip of my nose, and trailing to my ear sending shivers and electric currents throughout my skin and into my veins. I literally buzz allover. 

	Then he suckles my earlobe, around my drop earrings, licking gently, making my mind completely blank and filled with nothing but ecstasy, as his hand travels to the single button on my jacket, popping it open, deftly. I push my nipples out to be released but he teases me, running a finger lightly from my breastbone, down my cleavage, over my front fastening bra, down my abdomen, circling my belly button and resting at my jeans waistband. I hear the swallow, as I clear my drying mouth and try to regain some control, shivering in the dusk of the lounge and melt as I feel his mouth lick a path from collarbone to collarbone. I moan and move under his caress, desperate to appease the throb between my legs and heat burning all over my body. As I throw my head back, his lips on my neck, I feel his fingers at my buttons and the bite of cool air hits my skin. His teeth lightly nipping at the soft skin there.

	“What are you doing Seb?”

	“Giving you a taster of what’s to come in the post Baby.”

	His fingers graze my now soaked panties, and push the lace aside, before I sigh as his finger plunges within me, lifting me with its force. I arch my back and moan as he mixes circles of pressure with his thumb over my clit and dips inside my scorching heat to fuck me with his fingers. I rotate my hips in rhythm, desperate to come, desperate to continue down this winding road of aching desire; desire that has needed to be fulfilled, by him since last weekend. Perhaps always.

	I’m nearly there. Nearly peaking when I hear him growl. “No other man will be here. Not Leo. Not Niall. No other man but me.” 

	Then he forcefully fucks me with two fingers, pumping in and out of me with such speed and expertise, each sensitive nerve ending accommodated and zinged into life before rubbing my wetness upwards, slowly with splayed fingertips and onto my clit, returning those delicious fingers inside me and with his thumb in tandem, applying full pressure on my nub, in circular motions. I come with spasming technicolor, immediately, clenching around him, trapping him within me. The moment is carnal and violent and fucking amazing. 

	As our breathing slows to normal I feel him draw me into his warmth and I allow him to hold me there - my jeans undone, pussy throbbing, and the scent of my sex in the air. His cock is hard against me. I want him now. 

	“You have to be the most frustrating woman I have ever met Lu. We are in this together now. The next time we are together will be FBR no.1”.

	He kisses my nose. “Such a sexy nose. Soon we’ll come together Baby. The when and the where to be decided.”

	“See you tomorrow.”

	I bite my lip as I watch him unlock the door, close it behind him and post the keys. Its only after he’s gone I realise I didn’t thank him. I can’t believe that Sebastian, my best friend of over a decade has just had his hands all over me and in me and given me the best orgasm of my entire life. He was right. One night would not be enough. I’m all in for one month of pleasure, if this just a taster of what I’ve to expect.
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	Just as I’m about to drift off to sleep my phone flashes next to me. 




	FBR No.5: Its just sex. No strings. No emotional relationship. I’m not boyfriend material Lu & afterwards we go back to being best friends.

		

FBR No.6:  Finn cannot be around when we connect - a given I wld have thought but just checking. You’ll want to be able to scream out loud without restrictions! Sleep tight. Don’t let anything but me bite x
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			Niall drops Finn off at 9am and I flinch as the sun filters through the lounge window, blinding me with its happy rays. My head hurts and tummy rumbles; I never did share that 16inch pizza treat last night - then again the toe-curling orgasm had been enough to send me off to sleep like a baby. My muscles ache slightly in that department in remembrance and I squeeze my thighs together savouring the thought.

	“Lucia - I’ve been meaning to call you.”

	Ugghh I can’t be arsed with this now. “Really? What can I do for you Niall?”

	Encouraging Finn to go sit in front of the TV, I pull the door too; Niall liked the sound of his own voice.

	“Have you thought about what I said the other night?”

	“The other night?”

	That shocks him. You are not my be all and end all anymore you narcissistic prick. 

	“Oh, I remember now - no I’ve not.” I hide my smirk at his odd expression.

	“What’s got into you lately Lu? You used to be so…”

	I interject, filling in for him. 

	“… easily manipulated.”

	“I was going to say forgiving.” I ignore his unimpressed frown. 

	“People change Niall.”

	“Well, better go - I’ll be back for Finn tonight about 5 - I’ll feed him.”

	“Ok. He loves this time with you, you know. I’m glad you’re spending it with him Niall.” He nods brusquely before letting himself out and I release the tension from my shoulders in one big whoosh. 

	

	After closing the door on my ex, I cover my boy with suffocating kisses all over his head and face, to giggles and protests of No-More-Mummy. Then off we go, down to the kitchen to cook up a breakfast feast of pancakes with Nutella, blueberries and whipped cream - his favourite. 

	“Did you have fun at your Dad’s baby?” I ask Finn as he tucks into his first warm fluffy pancake, dollops of chocolate sauce dribbling down his chin.

	Through garbled chewing he nods. “Hmm, we watched a movie and I went to bed but I’m not keen on Karen.” 

	Karen is Niall’s rather athletic, overbearing and extremely non-maternal girlfriend. 

The one he cheated on me with; the one who is entirely welcome to him now.

	“Why Poppet?” I wipe his chin and put my plate down. I sense all is not well. His little shoulders seem over burdened and stooped with worry.

	“She said that you were a stupid beach.”

	Oh she did, did She? Deep breaths; keep calm here Lucia. Consider how you handle this.

	 “Don’t worry Finnster - I’m sure Karen didn’t mean anything by it.” Yeah right. 

She’s probably just pmt’ing and jealous that Niall is onto his next conquest. The man has a massive difficulty with monogamy.

	Finn pouts up at me, his mouth full of blueberries and swallows before professing passionately. “Beaches aren’t stupid; I like beaches and I like you Mummy!”

	I look at his beautiful little face and cuddle him to my chest. God I could eat him up. Why couldn’t Karen care about him - I understand she wouldn’t love him like her own but she could try surely, if she loved Niall enough?

	“Poppet, what matters is you and I and your relationship with Daddy. I’ll chat with Dad and sort things out, OK?” He nods quietly, his huge cornflower blue eyes watching and trusting but still not quite convinced. “I Love you sweetie.”

	“Love you too Mama.” 

	In that instant food becomes the most important thing in the world to him again. My work is done, as I watch him delve into his breakfast with stress-free relish. Bless him defending my honour. That woman needs putting in her place big-time! I wish I’d had the opportunity to discuss it with Niall this morning but I hadn’t known then and I’d found it hard to say Hello, let alone have an in depth conversation. It would have to wait until tonight. I can’t help but get the feeling that this is all down to Niall though. All was not smooth in his new love life.

	“Right. Eat up cherub. We have a date at Auntie Suzie’s to decorate for the party and I’m not going to achieve anything in my PJ’s. Give me twenty minutes and we’ll go and visit the park on the way. Sound good?”

	I laugh at his happy squeals of delight and head up stairs, Finn in tow, to make myself presentable for the day ahead. 
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	“Where do you want me to put these Hun?” I ask my sister Suzie, who is in the process of trying to hose down her black rattan patio furniture, in her back garden. She spins and wiggles the hose, threatening to dowse me and shrieking, I leap out the way. 

	“Ahh. Nearly gotcha,” She cheekily moans and greedily reviewing the dishes I’ve brought and the pack of beers, gestures with her pink, marabou cuffed marigold finger towards the backdoor. “Just put it all in the kitchen Lubedoo – that’ll be fine. Thanks for bringing them. Give me two minutes and I’ll stop for a break,” she smiles happily back at me. 

	Even dressed in denim cut offs, and a plain white vest and flops, she looks gorgeous. Her silky blonde hair is pulled up in a loose bun and her favourite MAC lip-gloss adorns her ever-pouty lips. The effect is effortless but knowing Suzie probably took her some planning. Her life was consistently about fashion; she lived, ate and breathed it and had recently made her dreams come true and opened her own shop in the centre of our hometown, Bodley. It was a bijoux Ladieswear boutique, which had gone down a storm from the day she’d made it her goal. I was really proud of what she’d achieved and now Dolly’s was thriving!

	I decide to check out what is happening inside the kitchen and from the main window, which rests over the sink, the view is interesting to say the least. The garden looks like a hurricane disaster zone, with tables and chairs, strewn everywhere, giant Jenga puzzles and twister mats and in the centre of it all a Bucking Bronco! I laugh to myself. Only Suzie. 

	Tonight was going to be fun, if not a little surreal. 

	Suzie and Gino always threw great parties; they were epic! Last year had been a toga party, and put it this way, the lawn the next morning, looked like a Chinese laundry. How the guests got home with their pride in tact is anyone’s guess but they were predominantly in the buff.

	My eyes are drawn to the garden again. In the middle of the chaos is an enormous black canvas, which appears to be moving across the lawn. Looking closer I realise that it houses two huddled men, struggling and failing miserably to resurrect the huge gazebo, which Suzie has insisted is a must in case of rain. Gazing up at the bright blue sky above, I feel sorry for Gino, but the Yorkshire weather could be as temperamental as a hormonal woman, so it was probably for the best. 

	Upon closer inspection I can see that it is my brother-in-law and Sebastian, who are battling with the pegs and ties now. I instantly find it hard to breathe and my gut instinct is to exit and do it fast. Last night had been amazing but in the cold harsh light of day did I want to see him face-to-face? 

	 With that definitive thought I make the decision to escape and return later before he realises my attendance. That idea immediately goes up in smoke, as my darling son, who has been chattering to his Auntie Suzie runs full pelt at Gino and Sebastian. 

	Oh crap!

	He’s immediately scooped up and plopped on Sebastian’s shoulder in fits of giggles. They run in zigzags around the garden; Finn using Seb’s head like a drum. I smile in spite of my dour thoughts and decide to get a grip and put myself to work, laying the long kitchen buffet table and blowing up balloons and displaying them around the house. I may as well crack-on and put my frustrations to good use. At least Finn would be entertained with the men for a while and he was in his element. A little family male company would do him some good.

	Half an hour later and the effect of my creative input is pretty much immediate, and the cool 80’s neon theme looks fantastic. Suzie would love it. I am so pleased I’d gone the extra mile at the wholesaler’s and got the zillions of glass tea-lights in bright neon colours, to distribute around the garden - they would look amazing when lit later that night. 

	Many, many balloons later and I am slightly light-headed from lack of oxygen. I jump, as a cheeky voice hollers up to me at the back door.

	“Always knew you’d be good at blowing Lulu!” Gino winks. 

	God he could be crass sometimes, but I humour him anyway. It was also his main charm, say it as it is and it was hard not to smile around him, albeit often slightly embarrassing. I regularly cringe on Suzie’s behalf.

	“Oh I am G boy, but the trick is, one little prick and they explode, it doesn’t take much mouth action.” 

	I retaliate smugly. Ha stick that in your pipe and smoke it. 

	Gino practically chokes at my response, laughing uncontrollably.

	“Ah but not all men have small pricks, some are large and inflatable and can stay up all night,” a deep voice comments dryly behind me. 

	I spin around jumping out of my skin. Where the bloody hell did he come from?

	I can’t think of a witty reply. I am too shocked at Sebastian’s crudeness and the realisation that it was meant to be a sexual innuendo and directed entirely at me, in front of witnesses.

	I am gladly saved from any form of comeback, as Finn walks in through the backdoor, swinging his arms, shoulders hunched.

	“Mummy – Auntie Suzie sent me inside. I’m a tired chicken.” His bottom lip is out and he looks weary and very cute. Our time at the park and all the playtime with the guys must have worn him out.

	“Right Finny Finn, let’s get you home for a do-do’s before you go to your Dad’s tonight.”  

	Picking his cherubic body up and snuggling him against my hip I wave over my shoulder to Sebastian and quickly make to exit.

	“See ya Finnster mate,” I hear Sebastian call out behind my retreating back.

	“Bye Sub,” my little one replies with a sleepy murmur, resting his head in the crook of my neck. 

	“Later’s Lulu. See you tonight FB. You’re looking great, definitely got a glow about you - done something different - maybe with your hair, or skin?” 

	His teasing smile makes me blush from head to toe but I compose myself and ensuring Finn is safely half way out the door, I flippantly lower my voice, replying, “Yeah its that new face-cream by L’Oreal; Orgasmic - because I’m soo worth it.”

 	I close the door on his deep sexy chuckles and shiver at the way his voice has managed to send a direct signal to my awakened sex.

	 Would tonight be the night? 

	Well I hadn’t cancelled with Leo, and whilst I wasn’t overly bothered about a date with him, I was adhering to Abby’s advice and not just bending over backwards for Sebastian. I had to maintain some control in this arrangement. He hadn’t said I couldn’t date, just that no man other than him could get in my pants and Leo most certainly would not be going anywhere near them.
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	Later that night as we drive up into the hills, in the direction of the party I fuss with the hem of my dress and question for the umpteenth time that night why I hadn’t just cancelled my date with Leo. 

	I look across at him, flickering over his short brown hair, and down over his profile. He had good skin. Check. High cheekbones. Check. Ears were a little big and he could do with being a inch or two taller. His dress sense was presentable but that could be bettered, with a credit card and several hours of shopping - the shoe department being our first port of call. Men had to have good shoes. Crap shoes meant that they were crap in bed. Glancing down into the footwell, I spot his sex-offender, mat black specials and wince; going by those, Leo would be abysmal.

	Finally I drop my gaze to his hands. Long lean artistic fingers grasp the gear stick, normally hands do it for me but whilst elegant, his have seen nothing but a keyboard in their time. They’d feel soft and smooth on my skin, unlike a certain friend’s roughened touch. I couldn’t picture him pinning me against a wall and ravishing me; would definitely be more of a missionary man, probably with his socks on. Stop Lu - don’t be cruel. But I know I’m right.

	I couldn’t see him sending me Fuck Buddy Rules and talking about sex so candidly.

	I couldn’t see those fingers getting me off the way Sebastian’s had so expertly last night.

	“Do I have something on my face?” his teasing glimpse is warm and I smile back, embarrassed for being caught out at my obvious perusal of him. Thank goodness he couldn’t hear the mental pros and cons list going on in my head.

	“Not at all. I was just thinking about work and a new potential client I may be taking on.” I fluster my way through a blag of an excuse and it gives us something to chatter about the last few miles up to Suzie’s. Leo was great when we spoke about business and actually really interesting but I am fast learning that it seems to stop there. He’s as dull as the dark burgundy metallic Mondeo he’d picked me up in. Bring on the alcohol!
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	“The place looks fabulous Lulu, thanks so much for all your creative grafting. You’re so clever.” Suzie squeezes me to her in a rushed, excited embrace. 

	“You’re welcome. It was fun,” I smile back at her stunningly made up face and to-die-for figure. 

	“You look great Lu. Are you ok? You seem a little nervous?” she suddenly stops arranging glasses and looks at me quizzically. 

	“Thanks love.” I’m touched that she’s noticed I’m a bit off my game. I hadn’t had the opportunity to discuss The Proposition with her yet but now was not the time.

	“I’m fine, just a little tired, that’s all.” Then annoyingly I give in and ask the one thing I wanted to be casual about. The one thing I’d spent the whole afternoon procrastinating over. 

	“Is Seb bringing anyone do you know?” Because I have.

	“I’m not sure. I think Gino said he was coming solo, but you never know with Sebastian, there’s always a lady in tow. Why?” she grins across at me, whilst now placing crudités on a large white dip platter. “Have you finally started to see that Seb is a living breathing, delicious single man, who has been right under your nose all these years? I thought you two were going to eat each other up in the Champagne Bar!” 

	I wrinkle my snub nose, ignoring her later comment and stress unconvincingly, “I’ve always known that Suze, but we are just friends. Sebastian and I, we’d drive each other crazy in a week and ruin what friendship we already have.” I mutter it more to myself than to anyone else. I’m reluctant to divulge our agreement as yet to Suzie - I didn’t want Gino knowing.

	“I think you’d be perfect together. But what do I know? Besides isn’t that the point to drive each other wild with craziness? Better that, than dull and safe – like bloody Niall?” Suzie blurts out with her own unique bluntness. 

	I hold my hand up in a stop sign. “Enough. I’m not even his type. I’m not even sure I’m ready for another relationship yet.” 

	I’m not ready to tell her about our proposition.

	“Rubbish, the sooner you get back in the saddle the better Lu. You’ve been the model single mother, worked your butt off and devoted your life to your little man. It’s high time to introduce a big man into your life again, or at least your knickers. The bigger the better,” she chuckles cheekily. “There’s nothing wrong with raw, lusty, sweaty, dirty, great sex with a hot man sweetie. It won’t make you a bad mother, just a less uptight one.” 

	Kissing me on the cheek, I’m surrounded by a cloud of expensive scents and I smile fondly as I watch her carry the now heaving platters out towards the patio, weaving between the throng of early guests, her amazing legs watched all the way by male admirers. I loved her to bits! 

	I’m left pondering what she has astutely perceived about Sebastian but I’m also very aware that I have arrived with another man and with that reminder I go in search of Leo. I’d left him with Nathan and Abby who’d arrived at the same time as us, whilst I checked some final details for the party. Last night must have gone well for them as Abby was lit up like a Christmas tree.

	Dumping my handbag, under the sink so I can locate it later with ease, I grab a chilled glass of Sancerre and headed out to where the cool dance tune, Little Bad Girl, blasts out, from what seems to be every corner of the garden. The men have worked their magic again with the PA system and Lighting, calling in a favour from a Sound Engineer mate. Suzie had even got a well-known Lords DJ mate of hers from her clubbing days to do a stint for us and he was busy setting up, huge ear defenders at the ready. The vibe was already hot.

	I take a moment to look around and people watch. The beat of the music is summer in a bottle, intense and exciting - the night full of promise. The majority of S and G’s friends I know, as they are mutual - ditzy Jess being one of them, grinning naughtily at me. However I can see several new faces in the mix. Perhaps they are G’s colleagues from work? Either way it is a great turnout and I am pleased for them. 

	I laugh as I see Gino, mouthing the words of the song to Suzie, as she boogies on the spot. They are such exhibitionists but just fab together. Gino steps towards her and begins to throw some shapes, continuing to mime.

	“They tell me I’m a bad boy - all the ladies look at me and act coy. I just like to put my hands up in the uuurr…” He dances around her, his arms waving madly in the air, encouraged by her mirrored dancing and continues, “…I want that girl dancing over thuuurr.” 

	He points at her, undulates his hips and grabs her close to him for a rewarding smooch. They’re an inspiration and from the raucous applause many of the guests agree.

	I look away smiling, and focus my attention on the garden, which has been cleverly segregated, if I say so myself, into zones. The raging bull has pride of place in the centre of the manicured lawn. To the left of it is a chill-out area with huge cream floor cushions, which are joined to create one giant mattress. Low rattan tables, housing hurricane lamps, separate sections every so often to create several intimate compartments. Further along, the immense water feature has been completely made over, into an exotic fairy woodland, with pinks, blue and greens diluting the water, to form a rainbow fountain, which tinkles elegantly, and continues the neon theme.

	Along the large fences, which wrap around the garden, I’d hung bright coloured paper lanterns and every so often staked long sticks with mosquito repellent candles, in the same pinks, yellows, blue and limes. The food area is housed under the offending gazebo, which now stands proud and secure. I want to say erect but it instantly makes me think of Sebastian and his hard-on last night. 

	Get your dirty mind out of the gutter Lulu. My inner voice conflicts with reality; that desire had been for you - you did that to him.

	Blushing I guiltily turn in search of Leo and see him chatting amiably with Nathan, Abby and a few others near the Drinks table.

	“Hey you.” Abby wraps her arms around me, hugging me happily. “All sorted?”

	“Yeah all good Hun.” She is such a good friend and I can tell that she’s totally into Nathan. “You look lovely Babe.” I rub her arm affectionately and wink back.

	“What this old thing?” batting her eyelashes brazenly at me. “Courtesy of the catalogue and will probably cost me three times its value, over the next year but it really is worth it, isn’t it?” She does a little spin with her hands jutting out at the sides, and struts her stuff proudly. Her bright pink dress will definitely get admired tonight, even if it’s only when screwed up in a pile, on Nathan’s bedroom floor.

	“Anyway snap!” she exclaims standing back and looking me up and down, with a nod of approval. 

	I look down at my short white figure hugging bandage dress and have to agree, its one of my favourites and looks great with my olive skin and turquoise suede peep-toes and the large acid torque collar necklace completes the look. It is a perfect choice for the neon theme.

	We are chattering contentedly about Finn, shoes, catching up on EastEnders soap gossip, work and as quietly as we can about men, but with Nathan and Leo in deep conversation about shares, next to us, it is difficult to talk freely. Then I hear Abby, “Ahem” loudly, and with her hand over her mouth she grunts “Sebastian,” mid cough, to camouflage the warning. The hairs on my arms go up and I shiver. I’m itching to disappear back inside and hide.            

	“Stop fiddling,” Abby hisses into my ear as she moves on to top up her drink.

	I drop the strand of hair I’ve unknowingly been toying with and glance sideways. 

	Don’t look to your right. Don’t look to your right. You are not here with Sebastian. 

	I glance up at Leo and recognising my interest in him, he places a palm in the dip of my lower back, drawing me into his body, his attention still entirely focused on solving Nathan’s ISA issues. As I watch him talking animatedly, my shoulders relax and feeling sorry for him, I realise he’s trying really hard to fit in. I need to cut him some slack, forget Mr. Silver and try something new for tonight’s date. I just wish I could manufacture some attraction to him.

	I place my hand teasingly onto Leo’s arm and look at him as intently as I can, whispering, “Sorry I left you to just fend for yourself. Party all sorted.” I smile coyly up at him, flirting openly, to boost my mood and show willing. It works and I take the opportunity to sneak a look over my shoulder. The coast is clear. My shoulders drop and I step away from Leo’s fold. If he notices, he doesn’t flinch but I don’t need to play the doting date at all times.

	I’m about to go mingle when I halt at the sound of my name on his lips. I’d know his voice anywhere but now it’s rippling over every sensitive nerve ending, doing silly things to my skin.

	“Lucia.” 

	The seductive tone enough to make me take a deep breath before turning to face him.

	“You look beautiful.” 

	Black pools appraise me from my long GHD blown wavy hair, sensuously over my breasts, hips, legs and down to my painted coral toenail, peeking through my heels. “Nice shoes.” He knew I had a shoe fetish. 

	God he oozed sex appeal.

	“Thanks Seb. You don’t scrub up bad yourself.” 

	The comment couldn’t be less underplayed … he looked hot! Sizzling in fact! Trademark roughed up jeans, bright pink and pale blue striped Ralph Lauren shirt, sleeves rolled up and worn dealer boots. My eyes are drawn to his hands, his fingers - not that long since they were working their magic on my bits with such immense skill. 

	After a few seconds of silence, I tear my eyes away from his intense gaze. He didn’t look mischievous or playful tonight. He was agitated. I rub my hands over my arms to fend off the goosebumps rising there but I’m not cold. His eyes are focused on my mouth, where I’m chewing hard on my bottom lip. 

	“What are you doing Lu?”

	“What do you mean?” I can’t meet his eyes. I know exactly what he’s inferring.

	All calm demeanours go out the window as Seb grabs me at the elbow tightly, twisting me to face him and look up at him. My skin burns at his touch.

	“Oh come on. You know exactly what I mean,” thrusting his head in the direction of Leo and rolling his eyes. “Mr. Interesting in the corner.” He looks furious; his face is stern and tense, the muscle in his jaw twitching as he tries to maintain control.

	“Excuse me?” I’m suddenly exceedingly irritated. I came here with the full intention of making tonight’s date with Leo a success and he is fucking ruining it. You keep telling yourself that love.

	“I’m on a date Seb. I told you I was dating again; last week. You just didn’t get the chance to meet him in Lords.” I step backwards a little and pull my arm free, taking a large gulp of my wine. 

	He looks shocked at his own behaviour. “I know. I know. I just didn’t know you were bringing him here tonight. I told you last night. Rule no.5!” Raking his hand over his head, I can see that he is anguished but at the same time annoyed with himself for giving a damn.

	“Sebastian I realise that I should deem myself exceedingly fortunate that you have agreed that I should be the latest in a long line of lucky ladies, waiting with baited breath to be tumbled by the almighty Mr. Silver.” My sarcastic tone does not go unnoticed by him and fuelled I continue. “But - it doesn’t mean I should just roll over and spread my legs at the click of your fingers. Although last night was pleasant enough you may remember you manoeuvred me into that position last weekend and then couldn’t even finish the deed.” I practically spit the last word out, vehement in my statement.

	My eyes are bright and glassy; my body so fraught with unspoken feelings, tension and in need of immediate release. I look up slowly at him - everything I feel is reflected there – in his deep pools. The music thrums around us and guests laugh and roar at the latest victim of the bull. It’s as though the world is going on around us and we are invisible from them all. Leo included. I’ve definitely pushed him too far, his chest is heaving and his beautiful mouth is tight with frustration. 

	He looks drop dead gorgeous and all I want to do is reach out and place my palm on his chest - to tell him it wasn’t just pleasant - that was the understatement of the year - it had been earth shatteringly, mind-blowingly good.

	To give him his due, he replies with such steely calm I’m impressed at his control.

	“I’m not even going to justify that with an answer Lucia. You and I both know that you are bull-shitting to stop yourself from truly feeling and getting hurt. With regards to not finishing the deed, we have already discussed this, but believe me I can perform. I can cross the fucking finish line so many times that that line becomes blurred after a while. You’ll be so wet and wanton, you’ll be begging me to fuck you then and there, again and again until I’m buried so deep inside you, we won’t know where you begin and I end.” 

	With a slow, arrogant smile on his lips, he rubs his chin roughly with his hand, smug with his parting comment. Then turning at the last minute he throws over his shoulder. “Close your mouth Lu or I’ll be tempted to put something in it!”

	The gall of the arrogant… sexy, mother fucking bastard!
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		I clamp my gawping mouth shut immediately and nervously disappear inside to freshen up and refill my drink. I cannot get my head around the different side to my friend Sebastian. There was nothing friendly about his suggestions. 

	Rule no.3: We must become strangers to become lovers and I have to say he’s definitely a stranger to me right now. I’m not sure which one I prefer but I do know I miss the funny Sebastian who makes me laugh uncontrollably and is easy to be around. I’d only fleetingly seen that side of him, since the night he’d returned from Dubai. I’m mulling over my thoughts and thinking that I better go and find Leo, when I spin at the sound of my name.

	“Lucia. There you are – I’ve been searching for you.” It’s Chris Booth and his self-assured smile, which makes me feel like I deserve his attention. It’s extremely irritating. God I wish they’d all just piss off and leave me to have some fun.

	I politely nod. “Chris. How’s things?”

	“All good at my end. Great news about that Ashton job! That place is very swish.” 

	“Yeah I’m really happy to be working on it and have Silver Con involved. Sebastian said that you were going to be project managing the lads with the knocking about?” I politely enquire.

	“I begged him to work on this one, to be honest,” he says leaning in close, as though to tell me a secret. “I think you and I could work really well together.” His voice is laced with promise, “Besides its small fish for Sebastian – he likes the travelling – the big projects! His feet are too itchy to stay in one place for too long. That’s why he and thing-ummy-jiggy worked well together.”

	Thing-ummy-jiggy who? 

	I choose to ignore both this and his flirting, although I have to say he looks very smooth tonight. His lightly tanned skin and pale blue shirt show his icy eyes off strikingly and his dimpled cheeks soften what is a relatively harsh face. He was attractive but did nothing for me. I could see why Meg was keen. Shame she’d not been able to come tonight. Something about her eldest having a dance show.

	I grab my glass and refill it with the nearest bottle of white wine and decide to try and make more of an effort with Sebastian’s best mate, for nothing other than the fact that it looked like we were going to be working together a considerable amount. 

	“I’m looking forward to it Chris – but I warn you I’m a hard task master!” 

	“I do like a strong woman, who knows what she wants.” Oh dear he really does like to sex it up. “Plus, Seb is pretty busy with work and the ladies of course,” he adds winking at me cheekily. “So it’d be nice to meet some new people.”

	I’m instantly irritated by his topic of conversation and it isn’t really his fault. It was the truth. But unknowingly Chris continues oblivious. 

	“He’s such a lucky bastard. You know it was only this week just gone, we’d driven to Manchester to quote for some Restaurant Chain remodel and all the way through the pitch, some bird had made her intentions pretty clear to Seb.”

	My ears prick up at this tit-bit of gossip and I feel the unwelcome growl of jealously low in my belly. “Oh yes?”

	Enjoying the sound of his own voice Chris continues on a roll. “Oh yeah, we stayed the night. This blonde was gagging for it and Sebastian took full advantage. Never one to refuse a lady or a piece of the action,” he says seedily and I cringe.

	“We went out that night for drinks to seal the deal and she was all over him like a rash. Stacey, I think it was?” he stops to think. 

	The more I get to know Chris, the more I wonder about the level of his intelligence. He’s definitely a bit of a jack-the-lad.

	“Yeah, Stacey that was her name! Anyway he left us lot early with the hottie and I didn’t see him again until breakfast. Like I say he’s a lucky bastard.” 

	He swigs his beer and shakes his head. “He’ll never settle down that one. Thought he might for a mo with his latest in Dubai, bout as serious as I’ve seen him but nahh!” He raises his bottle again and chuckles openly, “Anyway it gives us thirsty lads some rather amusing tales of his adventures - more than enough to wet our sexual appetites.” 

	Oh my God, I can feel the ball of nausea rising up my oesophagus, burning a track inside me. I’m pretty sure that soon I’m going to disgrace myself. I take a deep breath and exhale. I smile through the conversation not willing to show Chris my true disappointment at Seb’s indiscretion and faking a laugh to encourage Chris’ loose tongue I ask. 

	“When was this then? Last week you say?”

	“Hmm, it was Wednesday. Was a good night,” he nods, smiling to himself, inwardly reliving the memories. Suddenly, as though he’s remembered some snippet he quizzes, “Hey, didn’t you and he recently have a dabble? He’s been on about trying to take it to the next level since you were at University and we never thought he’d have the balls or the opportunity - what with you being with…?” He clicks his fingers continuously, grasping for a name.

	“Niall.” I fill in for him weakly. Oh my, I really do feel sick.

	Chris is still oblivious to my discomfort. “Niall, that’s it. Bit of a dick from what Seb has told me? Anyway obviously now you’re single the chance was there, and Sebastian must have grabbed it. Said you had an amazing pair of…,” he uses his hands to cup imaginary breasts on his chest.

	What the fuck? Did I just hear him correctly? 

	I have no right to be so completely devastated and feel such disloyalty. We are not together. Made no promises to one another. Why do I feel like he’s cheated on me with this bloody Stacey? I really need to go home and cry this one out. 

	“Do excuse me Chris, I need to go find my date.” I smile overly brightly at him, not willing to show him any weakness or suggestion of my turmoil.

	He seems surprised at my quick exit but just shrugs and says smoothly, flickering his eyes over my body appreciatively.

	“No probs Lucia. I’m looking forward to getting to know you better. I think we have a lot in common and Sebastian and I have very similar taste in women.” 

	He rubs his fingers up the outside of my arm, sending a shiver of distaste around my body. I literally want to go and jump into the fountain to wash the feelings I’ve had in his vicinity away; I shake it off, turn and not responding, disappear outside. 
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	“There you are Babe. I was ready to send out a search party.” Abby grabs my arm and leads me towards the food table. “Are you OK? You look like you’ve seen a ghost?” She disappears into her clutch, fumbles around and locating her Clinique compact, shoves it at me. “Blush and lippy - now!”

	I shrug at her bossiness and holding my hands up in resignation I complete her instructions.

	Suzie joins us, nibbling on a cheese and cracker. “You alright Sis?”

	“Oh I’m fine. Chris just took great pleasure in telling me that Sebastian had given him the lo-down on mine and his shenanigans last week,” I declare, blotting my lips on a tissue. “Oh and that’s not the best of it - Chris happily regaled how apparently according to Seb I had a nice pair of boobs!”

	“What?” Suzie and Abby say in unison, their faces horrified.

	“I know. He wouldn’t do that would he?”

	“I don’t know love. Men can be pricks, especially if the booze is flowing,” Abby acknowledges sympathetically. Giving me a cuddle, which Suzie mirrors, leaving me squished, laughing between them. 

	“Lulu Sandwich!” the girls cry out giggling and abs adds. “To be fair you have got fantastic tits Babe - I’d brag about them if I’d ha a go in the ball pool.” 

	We laugh consecutively again - she always cracks me up.

	“It doesn’t sound like Sebastian though,” Suzie ponders, calming herself down and smoothing down her dress.

	“That’s not the worst of it! Apparently Sebastian pulled a client last week, only a few nights, after our night together. I know we didn’t complete the act but still?” 

I look at my two dearest people for support. My desolation marking my, open-book face. 

	“OOHHH!” Abby cringes, pulling a severe Wallace and Gromit mouth and spins around to grab another nibble. Mouth-full she’s mumbles, shaking her head, “That’s not good. I don’t know; you and Seb have always had unfinished business but you’re both too bloody stubborn to see it.”

	Suzie hmmm’s her total agreement. “But maybe you two are just meant to be friends?”

	“To be fair to Seb, you’re not a couple!” Abby rubs my shoulder in affection, wincing a little at her own bluntness. “Besides you’re dating again too. You came tonight with Leo?” she reminds me gently, “Even though he is soo not your type - at least you tried!” she giggles, more than little pissed.

	I glance towards Leo, who’s still deep in conversation with the others, Sebastian included and concur with her last comment. She was right but she’d encouraged me to go for it. She was also right about Seb; I had double standards. 

	I was just annoyed that Sebastian wanted to do anyone else, after we had connected in that way. I suppose I had narcissistically thought that if we ever did get it on, I would be enough to change his philandering ways; that I would be special enough. Not looking likely. 

	God he was turning me into a needy, desperate mess. How had that happened? 

	A night of messed up, strung out emotional disaster and one amazing orgasm and I was talking about a relationship with him. Well he could go and jump. That would never happen!

	I look across to where he laughs happily with Nathan and my eyes are drawn to a pretty blonde at his side, draping her amazing body over him at every opportunity. He must have brought someone with him after all? Talk about double standards? At that moment the blonde locks eyes with me, and smiles smugly like a cat - reaching to whisper something intimately into Sebastian’s ear. I watch him lean in and smile, at her words. 

	What had she said to make that smile reach his eyes? 

	It had been enough for him to return the favour and draw her towards him, before they clinked glasses. In that moment I realise that I don’t see him as just a friend anymore - I’m too disturbed by his contact with another woman. I can practically feel my eyes glow kryptonite green and I realise that he was right, if we were to ever act upon my proposition, properly, we’d have to act as lovers before friends.
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	I spend the next few hours, taking full advantage of the copious amounts of alcohol flowing freely and great company. I am determined to find strong fun Lulu and ignore the irritating blonde permanently glued to Seb’s side.

	Gino is singing to Suzie… again! She looks utterly exasperated with him. Funny! Dr. Alban’s Its my life is playing and I love this retro song but he’s altered the words to ‘She’s my wife’ and is happily regaling it in front of her at very turn of the repetitive lyrics. He’s certainly no shy retiring wallflower.

	I then double over in laughter as we watch Jess attempt the bull, ungainly climbing aboard, dress and all. She lasts less than a minute and flashes a brief menu of what she’d had for tea earlier, before being thrown like a rag doll onto the mattress below and sparking up a fag. She’s such a laugh but such a lad!

	Then Stu, one of Gino’s work mates loses a bet and the good sport that he is, submits to his dare. Riding the bucking bronco, full throttle, sliding around uncontrollably at every jerk and thrust, whilst wearing only a sock on his knob! Classic. Not surprisingly others are reluctant to sit on the bull after his stint there!

	It’s as I’m watching Stu, wander around, swinging his sock at anyone within a 5mile radius, I sense I’m not alone. To my left stands the clingy blonde, sipping her punch daintily, head tilted in my direction, eyes perusing. Her blond, artistically highlighted hair is worn similarly to my own, and falls in waves, around her shoulders, with caramels and honey lowlights woven in and amongst the more platinum shades – I want the name of her hairdresser; he or she, was an artiste. 

	She has large heavily made up deep blue doe eyes and a tall, lithe figure with a small waist and a good bust. Yes, definitely Sebastian’s type – I sulk to myself. I want to be a better person and try to warm to her but it’s unlikely to happen and I can tell she feels the same. 

	You can’t get on with everyone, especially when a certain gorgeous male contractor was the common denominator and the ultimate goal – for her of course; I remind myself! 

	“Lucia isn’t it? At last we meet. Sebastian and I have talked all about you.” 

	How is that someone can make such a simple sentence sound so bitchy? 

	How do I play this?

	“I’m sorry I’m on the back foot I’m afraid?” My nonchalant tone hopefully knocks her down a peg or two but it was true I didn’t have a clue who this woman was, other than the latest in a long line of Sebastian’s scores.

	“Really? I find that hard to believe but I’ll go with your play. I’m Toni. Sebastian’s…well his everything,” she ends her statement with a forced tinkly giggle.

	Ahhh of course– the cogs turn, and heavy the click of realisation kicks in – this must be the illusive Toni with an‘i’! 

	Upon closer inspection, her face isn’t quite as pretty as I’d first thought, in fact was more angular and now spiteful in its glee of her branding of Seb. She’s very attractive though, in a Cameron Diaz kind of way. I consider her carefully, smiling back at her, never taking my eyes off her face, well maybe once to look her up and down condescendingly. 

	Finally I speak. “And?”

	That floors her. I can tell by her narrowed glossy pout and the way she’s shaking her hair about ridiculously that she’s annoyed at my lack of emotion and attention.

	“Sebastian said you had a strange sense of humour. I just thought I’d introduce myself as we’ll be working together on The Ashton project.”

	Ugghh I’d forgotten about that.

	She continues snootily. “We spoke on the phone?”

	You mean when you spoke to me like a piece of crap?

	“Yeah I remember now. Toni with an ‘i’. You and Seb are very close.”

	Her eyes narrow, probably weighing up if I’m being genuine or sarcastic. “Sebastian said that you and I would get on famously but I’m not so sure. I don’t believe that men and women can be friends without sex and Sebastian does like sex.” She nods at her own assessment. “He doesn’t need a friend, when he has me. So maybe keep it professional, hey?”

	What was this chick on? Maybe it was the fact that I’d suddenly seen Sebastian as a sexual object, rather than a mate but Toni with an bloody ‘i’ was seriously pissing me off.

	“Look Toni, Seb and I have history both professionally and as best friends. I don’t like to be told who I can and can’t see, by anyone, let alone someone whom I’ve never met.” I add rather cattily, smug at her apparent irritation at my comeback. 

	Why am I being so off? 

	I can see Abby snapping her fingers in appreciation, rapper style behind Toni’s form and I smirk and return to my opponents steely gaze. 

	“Well there’s no need to get your knickers in a twist about it, I just think that it’s best that you leave this project to me to sort. Sebastian really doesn’t have the time for these menial decorating jobs of yours and there won’t be any mates rates you know!” 

	WTF? Menial decorating jobs? This woman was about to go down. I can’t stick her after only a few minutes in her cloying perfumed company. I’m thankfully saved as Abby rescues me, introducing herself politely and asking the one thing I’d actually wanted to hear fall from the PA’s lips. 

	“So Toni, who did you come with?”

	“Sebastian of course - oh and Chris.”

	“Nice - a kind of works outing?”

	“Well no but we all work together obviously.” Her nervous laugh is enough for me to see that she wasn’t truly with Sebastian tonight.

	“Right Lu it’s time for you and I to strut our stuff and throw some shapes. Nice to meet you Tory.”

	I smirk at the deliberate mistake and it doesn’t go unnoticed by Toni, if her narrowed blue eyes are anything to go by. We escape unscathed this time and I lick my finger and hold it up to Abby, stroking it through the air with a sizzle noise - definitely 1-0 to moi. 
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			It is during those next few hours, as I begin to relax, keeping a close eye on the PA from hell and Seb, and flirting outrageously with my date, that I conclude that lovely though he is, Leo is just not for me and never would be. We just don’t connect in anyway; we have no history, no spark and he’s dull as dishwater. It was time to end things before it went any further.

	If I’m honest I’d always known it but I had wanted to take the chance and test the theory that not all relationships were built on initial fireworks! The problem with Leo was his rocket had never left the soil. Whilst I’m powered with Dutch courage, courtesy of the lethal Pimm's punch Suzie had concocted this afternoon, I take the opportunity to grab Leo for a one-on-one. I feel very guilty. He had come to this party, at my request, mixed with everyone, most of whom he didn’t know and whilst he certainly hadn’t been the life and soul of the party, he’d at least tried. 

	“Lucia. A moment alone at last,” he smiles genuinely at me. 

	Oh bugger this was going to be harder than I thought.

	“Have you had a good time Leo?” I try to ease into my end game, soothingly. He even makes me sound dull.

	“Hell yes. I’ve had a real laugh. My mates are less – shall we say – expressive?” he laughs at me and I join him. I can imagine the banking world full of uptight, stressed out tech-geeks and sympathise with him.

	“I’m glad you had fun. I’m really sorry my head’s just not been in it tonight. I am glad you came though.” I look up at him, wishing that I felt something more for this rather simple undemanding man.

	“Wouldn’t have missed it but I’m enjoying every last part as I know it’ll probably be the last time that we do anything together again, as a couple. Am I right?” his voice softens and lifts in the hope that his assumption is incorrect.

	God I feel awful. I hated letting people down. 

	No be firm Hun. Now’s your chance and he’s making it easy for you.

	I nod, scrunching my shoulders in and my head down, as though I’m about to duck for cover. “I’m so sorry Leo. Its not you…”

	“…it’s me,” he interrupts. “Thought you were more original Ms. Myers.” His comment is heavily laced with sarcasm but I can tell his feelings are hurt.

	“No it’s Ok really. I really like you but I can tell if a girl is into someone else and I’d rather be Numero Uno. Pretty much a deal breaker for me.” He shrugs amiably, “And I don’t mean your son.”

	I look up at that, screwing my nose up. “Someone else?”

	He smiles at me. “Your builder mate, Sebastian. I knew it the first minute I met him tonight. I’ve spent most of my time trying to avoid being visually hung, drawn and quartered.”

	I snigger at his last comment. “Sebastian and I are just friends. We have been for years.”

	“You may have been friends initially but I’m telling you now, from a male perspective, that man is in to you big time!” He says sadly but firmly.

	“Sebastian is a law unto himself, always likes a challenge – don’t let him make you uncomfortable. But I’m glad you understand that you and I are not meant to be. I’d like to remain friends.” I’m not about to tell him I’ve propositioned my best friend for sex. I’ve a feeling Leo would have gladly taken me up on the offer, had I posed it to him.

	“I’d like that too - when I’m around you, you relax me, I’d definitely like to see you more. Besides you and I have some serious hours to spend together, over the next quarter to ready your books and balance your sheets, so we need to get along.”

	Shit. 

	I’d forgotten all about my tie with him and Elysium but business was business and he was taking this really well so I’m sure things would be fine. I’m suddenly grabbed in a cuddle and squeezing me slightly he leans me back and kisses me softly on the mouth, perhaps lingering a little more than I would have preferred. I feel his hot breath against me; he tastes of beer and antiseptic. There is no tingle, no buzz that heads straight for my greedy bits, its just rather… blah. The moment is entirely awkward but I’m reluctant to make him feel any worse than I have already, so just go with the flow and statuesque, wait from him to release me. As we part I look straight into the eyes of Sebastian, who’s watched the whole scene from afar. He doesn’t look impressed - his liquorice blacks narrowing in discontent.

	“Thanks Lu for your honesty. You’ve definitely got me back into the game. After my divorce I’ve found it hard to trust again but you’ve helped me. You’re special. Anyway, I’m going to make a move before the bull’s-eye on my back is hit by an angry jealous mate’s dart.” 

	So even Leo had felt Seb’s disdain. We laugh together, at his correct assumption and he quickly hugs me to him again. This time I immediately withdraw. I didn’t want to hug him; didn’t want to give him false hope.

	“You’re OK to get home?” he checks, ever the gent.

	“Don’t be daft, I’ll get a taxi, later on but thanks for asking. You’re a true gentleman Leo Peterson. You’ll make someone a very happy lady one of these days.”

	He smiles, waves off my comment and weaves his way to the gate at the bottom of the garden, car keys jangling, thanking G and Suzie en route. I’d forgotten he was driving. No wonder he’d found us all a little overbearing. Poor thing!
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	After Leo has left I throw myself into having the fun I’d promised myself I’d have that night. Abby and I dance away, to the cool music beating around us. She is flushed and happy and I can tell that Nathan’s interest is having a good effect on her. They are really good together. It seems like they’d been a couple for some time, - all very natural. 

	My friend’s brown eyes glint mischievously, her dark bob sleek, as she holds her nose and with her arms, wiggling in wavy lines, she dips in a sixties dance pose, similar to Mia Wallace in Pulp fiction. I copy her rhythm and before long Suzie, Jess and others have joined us, jiving like Travolta. We must look ridiculous but we don’t care, we just enjoy our carefree abandon. I feel relaxed and happy and at that moment I sense someone is watching me. 

	I look over towards the fountain, where guests congregate around the seating area. Several are enjoying the games, twister in particular, some the music and many each other. My eyes are drawn to one couple in particular and I recognise the female, as one of Suzie’s friends. She and her husband are devouring one another with mouths, hands, everything, and taking full advantage of the huge bed of floor cushions. I am incredibly envious of them at their desperation to be together, never mind the voyeurs. Out of the corner of my eye, I see a movement and turn to focus more clearly. 

	It is then that I see him. 

	The object of my own confused state of mind and my need to be close to him overwhelms me. I have never felt such a driven desire to be with another man. 

	He’s the one watching me. 

	Smiling and enjoying my dance, as though it is just for him. I sheepishly shrug, slightly embarrassed but fuelled by wanton confidence. I seem to be providing him with a non-stop parade of exotic dancing recently, all free of monetary charge – the cost is to be determined later and I am concerned that it will be great but I don’t care. The courage of my lack of inhibitions, gently pushing me towards this infuriating but mesmerising man.

	I’m not sure whether it was the feisty argument we’d had earlier, the build-up since last Friday night, the fact that Leo was a definite no-no and on his way, or the sexy couple giving a live porn-show in the garden – whichever, I am consumed with such immense sexual need and drawn to Sebastian with a pull which is too irresistible to resist. All I want him to do is kiss me and we could figure out the rest. 

	The small fizz of excitement forming low in my belly is enough to boost me but my mind is saying he should be pursuing you, not vice versa so I stay rooted to the spot. The music switches up, to something more current and as it starts Abby points to her ears and yells. 

	“OMG listen!” 

	As I hear first words begin, I recognise the latest track by Neon Trees, blasting throughout the garden and I laugh at the huge coincidence. What were the chances? Actually slim to none, as the wand of reality sprinkles over me and I clock my cheeky mates wink. She shrugs hers shoulders in time to the beat, while mouthing dramatically, ‘Cos this is trouble, yeah this is trouble… sleeping with a friend,” and in that moment I know she’d requested the song.

	I smile coyly at her to assure her I’m fine with it and let go, getting lost in the throng of fellow movers, smiling every so often at Abby, as we energetically throw ourselves into enjoying the DJ’s expert mixing. The beat of the dance music is loud in my ears and hums under my feet and for a short while I forget everything and just move, swaying rhythmically. It feels good. I feel sexy and know from the many admiring glances I’d received from other men, I looked good. I could feel my confidence growing, with the added boost of alcohol infused buoyancy.

	I suddenly jump when a firm hand grips my hip and I know instantly it’s Seb. I hadn’t seen him make his way over to us but I’d been oblivious to anything but the music ebbing around me. I continue to move, my arms in the air, as I looked at Abby and she winks at me, moving off in Nathan’s direction. Her work here was done.

	“It seems they’re playing our song Babe,” he grins at me, moving sexily to the beat. 

He’d picked up on the words then, recognised their relevance to our situation. 

	“I’ve been watching you wiggle your sexy curvaceous butt for the past five minutes. In fact, I was accompanied, by several other, admiring voyeurs. Was that your intention?” he drawls, grabbing both hips in his hands. “Either way, I am here to save you from one of them. Lean back into me.” 

	It was a demand, a compliment and an insult all in one; I couldn’t decipher which annoyed me more or what his intention was. However, I do as I’m told and lean back into him and we continue to dance together. He moved like he kissed. He had a modern sway to him, which was both sexy and forceful and the position we were in, cried out erotic. It was so nice when a man could actually dance. No silly moves, just great timing and pure confidence, mouthing the words of the track, directly to me… ‘Ooh Ooh, you got me in the mood… Oooh we’re in danger, sleeping with a friend.’

	I’m totally turned on, my belly tightening in excitement. Something about the music, the beat, the words, our bodies grinding, just makes me feel naughty.

	I twist my neck to look up at him and he leans in towards me and moans into my neck. “You have no idea what you do to me.”

	I tremble. God I’m already damp with expectation. If I’m honest I had been all night. 

	Why is he constantly giving me such mixed signals? 

	He moves to twist a strand of my hair around his finger and I back away, reluctant to lose myself in a moment, which is so unexpected and probably would not end well. 

	I decide instead to tease him and move away further into the makeshift dance area to escape, as my mood is not one that wants to submit too soon. Suddenly another guy leaps at the chance to join me and moves in close, trying to gyrate against me. I do my best to disentangle myself from him but he is incredibly persistent and very pushy. Abby’s gone and I can’t see Seb. I think I recognize the gyrator as one of Suzie & Gino’s neighbours. Working my way backwards towards the edge of the floor, the guy is leaning in and trying to lunge at me, whilst suggestively forming the hourglass shape with his hands. Yuk! He really needs to get new material. Abruptly the man is shoved aside, as Seb places himself between us, with a triumphant but annoyed expression. 

	“I think you should dance elsewhere mate.” 

	At the word mate, the thruster looks a little surprised but doesn’t give up, obviously infused with beer courage. “What the fuck Pal? Who are you?”

	I laugh to myself, at the irony of the question. 

	Yes who is Seb? Who is he to me? What am I to him?

	“I’m the guy she’s with. She’s mine. Ok…mate?” he laces that last word with serious contempt.

	The guy gives a light shrug and skulks off in answer, with a nod of understanding that only men would appreciate. I’m not sure what to say or if I can speak. I’m both relieved that Seb has pushed away a potential problem and yet annoyed that he feels he has the right to do so on my behalf. I can also feel the tell-tale thrum of excitement weaving its way around my body, as I recognise this to be a monumental turning point in my life. 

	The music thumps around us forming a kind of invisible bubble, away from everyone else, as I turn to stare at Seb. His eyes bore right back into mine, with particular focus on my mouth and I lean in to speak to him, to be heard over the music.

	“Thank you.” That’s all I can think of to say.

	He looks angry and slightly annoyed and seems to be struggling for control himself. 

	“Told you that arse would get you into trouble Lucia. Let’s go get a drink. We need to talk.” 

	Feeling completely reprimanded I dutifully take the hand he offers me and follow him to a quieter part of the garden. He is looking at me in such a territorial way – there is definite passion there, even if I question what is happening to us, I don’t question my eyesight.  

	“I think about you all the time. Not as a friend.” 

	He looks pained and nervously rubs his hand over his head. “I think about your mouth, the way I know other men do and imagine what you could do with it. What you could do with it on me.” He sighs exasperated, “Now I can’t get it out of my head.” 

	He steps back onto his foot, allowing us both some breathing space but immediately thinks better of it and shifting balance he clasps the fence post that stands behind me. It was odd seeing him so unnerved but I didn’t want to interrupt. This had to come from him. I continue to chew my lip, intent on his face. Amazingly calm and quiet for me. His eyes seemed to bore holes into my face, as he searches every part of it, seemingly looking for answers to his own confusion. 

	“Since you sent me that request all I’ve wanted to do is take you home and fuck you until you can’t walk. I want to make love to you slowly, passionately, until you shatter around me. I want you - no, I need you Lu.” He brushes his thumb over my lip and rests his forehead against mine. “I didn’t see this coming but to be completely honest I’ve wanted it forever.”

	Nervous bubbles of excitement began to build up inside my tummy, sending an electric fizz along every part of my skin. He slips both hands underneath my hair to cup the back of my neck, easing me closer to him. 

	“I’m coming home with you tonight Lu. Tonight is the when & where.” he demands assertively.

	The cocky arrogant bastard; he never asks he just demands. Rule number 1, I suppose.

	“What about your date?” I raise a brow in question.

	“Who?”

	“Toni.”

	“Toni isn’t my date tonight. We came together in a cab, with Chris but that’s all.”

	I nod my understanding and glance across to where Chris and Toni are currently attempting twister, then look up into deep black pools, willing him to kiss me.

	“What about Mr. Interesting?” 

	“Leo left ages ago - it was never going to work between us.”

	With the gentlest of touches he plays his mouth over mine, increasing the pressure and connection between us, as he feels me relax. This quickly turns into a devastating slide of lips, which whispers untold promises and I weaken. As he deepens the kiss, a hot sensation pools low down in my belly, and washes over my entire body; exploring every part of my mouth thoroughly and slowly. I can feel the passion building to a craving so desperate, that I become weak and yet completely addicted. I don’t want it to end. I wrap my arms around his neck, drawing him into me and sigh as his chest grazes mine, where my nipples scream to be touched and swollen breasts ache to be enclosed in his large palms. Wanting more, I grab his shoulders and feel his hand lightly graze the side of one breast, before continuing on to cup my bottom possessively, his finger pushing gently at the inner part of my perineum, through the fabric. Shivers rock over me indecently as his tongue flicks over mine playfully and I melt as the spark ignites and fizzes. If he lifted my skirt right here and now I’d go with it.

	I’m not given the chance, as he pushes me away from him and moistens his mouth.

	“Stop chewing your lip Lu - you’ve no idea what it does to me. Time to go.”

	Duly reprimanded I immediately do that and gazing into his blackened eyes, I tremble and take a breath. The severe throb between my legs is controlling every thought, beating in time to the music ebbing around us. Frustratingly at that moment, we are interrupted and Sebastian turns at the sound of his name.

	“Oi Seb; Beer?” Chris hollers in his pissed-up state, waggling his own empty bottle in reference.

	I cringe and am gutted at his timing - just as it is getting good and I’m thinking with my body rather than my brain for once. 

	“Not for me Chris – Ta – I’m good.” He salutes him across the garden.

	This unfortunately doesn’t deter Chris and he hurdles over one of the rattan chairs, nearly breaking a leg in the process and launches himself at Seb.

	“Ah come on mate – have a nuvva, the night is young!” he whines in a put-on southern accent. “We haven’t let loose in a while, besides that girl Mel is it? - Suzie knows her anyway? - She is really into you – Fink you’re on a promise with that un and Toni. Take your pick!” 

	I know he’s drunk but I’m finding it harder and harder to like this guy. He always seems to be…well… there - in the way. And appears determined to stop us becoming, an us!

	“Lucia, tell him!” he wraps an arm around my waist, far too close for comfort for my liking and looking at Seb’s face - his too.

	I untangle myself from Chris’ hold. “Sebastian’s his own man Chris. He knows what he wants and knows how to get it.” I say the words directly to Seb, as though Chris isn’t even present and turn to head back up to the house. I’m suddenly very weary of the games and decide that it’s now or never. 

	“Yeah, Yeah. Anyway Seb, come on! I’ve got her lined up. Come show us how it’s done.” 

	I hear Chris brag and look back to see him arching his brow and nodding in the direction of two blonde women. I follow his path. Both ladies, if you can call them that are in the process of trying to dip their now bare feet into the fountain, whilst showing everyone who cares to look, what they had for tea; the neon lights glowing through and up their now transparent minuscule dresses. Time to make a move, with or without him.

	I couldn’t be arsed with this anymore and couldn’t compete with a wet t-shirt competition, been there, done that, a long-time ago and it hadn’t got me into his bed then!
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			Fifteen minutes later, I’m mulling over how much had changed in one week. We’re now in practically the exact same predicament we had been last Saturday and are sharing a taxi, after Seb has surprised Jess & I, as we clambered into the cab and hijacked our ride home. In my mind, I’m clear about being dropped off at Rose Avenue, first; he could do whatever he likes. The man frustrates me too much to share anything other than a lift - I’m too annoyed at his constant player tendencies. 

	The air is fraught, as I nervously fiddle with my bag, desperate to have something to do with my hands. He had to be the one sitting next to me in the back – Jess is in the front, chattering away to the poor overworked driver and is clueless to the tension exuding from us.

	“Have you been busy?” she rabbits away mouthing the usual Groundhog Day patter that I’m sure every cab owner hates. 

	I am wound so tight that my back aches from holding myself so rigid. How come he’d left Chris I wonder and The Promise in the minuscule dress? At the same time, I’m honest with myself and I don’t really care about the why’s and why not’s – I’m just grateful he’s going home… alone.

	We pull up outside my house and I scrabble out, frantic to get away, so that he can’t see how much I want him and how weak I am at that moment. One look at my face and Sebastian will know how devastated I am, that he isn’t standing by his earlier decision to stay at mine.

	Jess isn’t letting me escape in a hurry though and flinging her arms around Seb and I, she pulls us all into an uncomfortable threesome; a clumsy huddle of banged heads and squished bodies. 

	“Night Bitches!’ she shouts at the top of her voice, walking backwards barefoot towards her street, which adjoins mine at the junction, her wedges swinging from her waving hand. She salutes us à la Simon Cowell, and disappears around the corner, giggling tipsily, evidently amused at herself. 

	It’s only as I cheerfully wave her off in amusement and turn, I realise that Seb is now perched on my top step, his arms resting lightly on his knees and his black brooding eyes focused completely and directly on me. The Taxi is dust.

	“Give me your keys you silly woman,” he commands obviously irritated and staring blankly back at him, I just hand them over, without argument; clearly the lack of comeback, is due to the extreme shock I’m experiencing. The audacity of this man is un…fucking…believable

	He opens the door, waits for me to enter ahead of him and then does the same, locking it behind him. I glance up, admiring his ability to look so fucking hot at 2am in the morning. God only knows what I look like. He walks towards me, forcing me to move backwards until I meet the lounge wall, which backs onto the hallway stairs, hitting it with a clap. I’ve a serious moment of déjà vu, with flickers of last night’s knee trembling orgasm running over me.

	“You and I have unfinished business lady. I agreed to a night of sex…that will make you melt.” 

	He stands in front of me, his arm propping him up against the wall. He smells divine, all fresh and musky and male. My instinct is to buckle under the extreme glare of his now sparkling black orbs but my legs are too wobbly to move. 

	“You’ve paraded yourself in front of me all night, in that tight little number.” He looks me up and down and his eyes stop at my mouth, which I unknowingly moisten, rubbing my lips together.

	I stutter dryly. “But Chris…?” 

	“Chris can be a dick… and his timing is shite. I told you tonight was FBR No.1!”

	I’m racking my brain to form words into a sentence. I’m fresh and antsy and so bloody horny I’m on fire. My inner voice is berating me and reminds me that this is exactly what I want, have wanted since last Friday night, perhaps since we met? Our body language has altered hugely and we’ve been dancing around the tension all night, literally. What a hussy I am! I went to the bloody party with another man and am now here, home with Sebastian. 

	I look up at him, aching to feel his lips on mine, at last. 

	“I’m going to fuck you Lucia; long and slow and hard,” his deep voice emphasises the last words, drawing them out, exquisitely unhurried, to enhance my reaction. I swallow and take a deep breath inwards. It worked as I feel my panties soak and core clench, in expectation.

	Oh. My. Word.

	“We are going to do what we should have done years ago. It’s time now; our time.” 

	His mouth twitches at the corner, smug and sexy in its pose and reaching down to clasp my hand, he draws it up to rest on his teeth, grazing my knuckles lightly with them. Sharp tingles of desire shoot through my body and I shiver at the simplicity of the gesture.

	“The only question is, am I going to carry you up the stairs or do you think your legs are steady enough to walk?” 

	I’m open-mouthed at his pompousness and annoyed that his interpretation of my inability to move is correct. God this man loved himself but boy did I want him and unfortunately I know that he is totally aware of the effect he is having on me.

	I retract myself from his grip, slowly and calmly and smooth down my dress. Just a few steps and I’m in the hallway, where I casually kick my bright turquoise suede heels off, at the bottom of the stairs. Looking over my shoulder back at his handsome face, where he’s focused on my every move - eyes intent on my legs, I tremble. He is expectant but still so sure of himself. For a second I want to tell him where to go - just a second.   

	“Give me a couple of minutes then come show me what you’re made of!” 
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	I thank God that my bedroom has not been left as it usually is after getting ready for a night out, as though I’ve been burgled, with clothes and make-up strewn all over. Nodding at my quick perusal of the tidy bedding and scene setting, I quickly nip to the loo to freshen up. I clean my teeth and jush my hair in the mirror and double-check that…yes, I have my amazing bra & knickers set on, the one with the black and lime satin lace combo.  

	It is then that I see him leaning against the doorway.  He has removed his shirt, and his well-developed arms, from years of construction work are perfectly showcased against a more than perfectly ripped torso and chest. My eyes continue to enjoy the scenery, leisurely traveling over his battered blue-wash ripped jeans and stopping as long as I dare at the large evidence of his arousal at his crotch. A glance at the floor tells me he’s also removed his shoes and socks and is now dominantly barefoot; he really is a walking-talking Athena poster. 

	My mouth is watering as I allow myself this moment to unapologetically absorb his male perfection. He smiles confidently at my obvious approval and stares right back at me, branding me with a look so hot, I sizzle. I’m undone already and he hasn’t even touched me physically. 

	My mind is battling big time. Part of me wants to just grab him and connect. The other side of me is screaming out, “This is Sebastian, your friend. What are you doing?” 

	Do I really want to destroy our friendship just to appease the throbbing ache I have in between my legs?

	I think Sebastian senses that I’m wavering and he decides to make the first move. With his eyes fixed on me at all times he lowers his fingers to unbutton his jeans. 

	Oh my fucking word.

	I bite my lip in anticipation and watch as he begins to slide the denims over his lean hips, looping his fingers inside the elastic of his boxers and dragging those down in unison. I can feel myself panting too quickly and draw a steady breath just as he has finished his strip, the remnants of his clothing kicked to one side. I hear myself gasp. Or eyes remain locked – jet-black v brilliant emerald. 

	He determinedly stands there in all his glory, allowing me the time to take it ALL in. His beautiful body, on show just for me and my very own, pleasure. I can feel the heat coming off him, smell his masculine scent and I’ve never been more turned on.

	There was no going back now. 

	His confidence is apparent and why shouldn’t he be with a body that could probably get you off without touching you? My greedy eyes are again drawn directly to his groin, where his immense cock, which bounces as he walks over to me, stands upright, straining, veins engorged, the head slightly moist already with his arousal. When erect it nearly meets his navel and his heavy sac swings tight and full, ready to be emptied …into me. I cannot seem to tear my eyes away from it and guiltily blush as his husky voice interrupts my thorough inspection.

	“Like what you see?”

	 I nod and lick my lips in appreciation and anticipation. I know he is assessing me too. I can feel my nipples harden and my other set of lips dampen at the very thought of connecting so intimately with this male perfection. 

	“Come here. Don’t think!” he again orders me to comply and on wobbly legs I move to meet him midway. 

	He is the only man who has ever looked at me the way he does now, with such need. His hunger and raw passion for me is evident in his brooding chocolate eyes and clenched clearly defined jaw. This softens slightly allowing two hollows to emerge bellow his cheekbones, as he sucks in his breath sharply, at my increasing proximity to him. I smile realising that he is not as unaffected by the moment or as calm, as he would like me to think. It makes me feel powerful and more in control.

	We meet somewhere in the centre of the room, our lips crashing together in their desperation to join. His eyes go hooded, smouldering in the darkness as he leans in to kiss me gently - placing a hand lightly on my jaw to cup it and bring me to meet his mouth. He smells of his signature scent Dolce & Gabbana The One - my favourite and I savour it for a second, allowing myself the time to catch my breath, whilst he kisses me softly once, twice. His piercing stare is intense and intimate - the moment so profound, that when he speaks, his deep sexy murmur, rolling over me, I melt into him further.

	“You and me. Finally.”

	

	We unintentionally bang into the bed as we satisfy our frantic need to be skin on skin; tongues swooping in and out of one another, exploring, sucking, circling, in and out, in and out, our mouths fucking. The sensation is so erotic that I am out of breath within minutes.

	Becoming impatient at the barrier that is my dress, between us, I turn around for him to unzip me. The lightest touch of his index finger, grazing the back of my neck, nearly undoes me and I wiggle to assist him in pushing the fabric down my body - desperate to be free and open for him. It lands in a pool at my feet and he spins me around into his arms, allowing me the leverage to step out of the offending article.

	“You’re perfect Lu. Absolutely stunning.”

	I sigh and preen under the sound of his words, and wish I’d left my high-heels on now as I stand in front of him, the chartreuse green underwear glowing in the duskily lit room, whilst the black lace sexily clings to my smooth tanned body. His eyes never leave me and travel leisurely up and down in waves, assessing every curve before pressing me into his body.

	The last time, we’d been in this position, it had been in bed, we’d both been horizontal and I’d definitely been less self-assured. I’m not sure why but even though everything is screaming that this is probably not a good idea, my body has not quite caught up with my mind and it is crying out that this is sooo right.

	He envelopes my waist with warm, muscled arms, the hairs on them tickling me, as he lifts me off my feet slightly to move me towards the bed. Sliding his palm down my bare arm, he expertly slips it out of one strap then repeats the performance on the other arm. I lift my arms to wrap them around his neck, pressing my breasts to his warm, lightly haired chest and sigh in the overwhelming sensation that our bodies create together. I still can’t believe we are doing this, Seb and I. 

	I lean into him for support, and sensing this he places both hands loosely onto either side of my neck to steady me, sliding them up to cradle my face. Our assault on our mouths deepens, as this strong yet sensitive man shows me that he knows exactly how experienced he is. But as his tongue skims my bottom lip, he growls deeply. 

	“Let’s slow this down. I want to savour you.” 

	Gently stroking a roughly callused thumb against my right earlobe, sending shockwaves of lust straight to my already aching breasts, his sexual whispers continue. 

	“God Lucia, you turn me on.” His breath only adds to the shivers of excitement, making waves all over my goose-bumped speckled skin, causing a slickness to form between my thighs. 

	He continues a wet trail of licks down my neck, along my collarbone and reaching behind my back, as I arch my breasts upwards, he skillfully unhooks my bra; it drops to the carpet soundlessly, glowing brightly in the dark. The freeing sensation is so erotic and sensual and he immediately takes advantage of the situation, taking both breasts in his palms and lovingly kneading them. His hands are roughened as he slides them up the outside curve of each of them, lightly grazing the delicate skin there and I am pleased - his manly touch is delicious and I am reminded that although I never thought I’d looked at Sebastian in a sexual light, I had spent many a minute regarding his hands at University. Now I knew what they felt like on my body and the reality is even better than I’d hoped.

	Sebastian groans in appreciation, as he bends and takes my already hardened nipple into his mouth. He must feel me watching him at work, as he lifts his lids sexily to show black pools full of desire. He stares right back at me, holding my gaze, willing me not to look away, whilst he suckles, then blows gently; the moment is so intense, I find it hard to breathe and after only a few seconds let my head hang backwards and I close my eyes in defeat. 

	“I haven’t been able to get your luscious tits out of my mind since last weekend.” 

	The pressure increases with his rhythmic motions and I thrust them into his palms, mouth; the cool air - anything that will graze the sensitive nerve endings there and cause contact.

	I sigh as I relax and allow myself the luxury of concentrating on the immense jolts of pleasure rippling through my taut peaks; my hands now clasped around his waist. I hear him grunt his satisfied content. He knows he has the power; he obviously likes to be in control but suddenly that annoys me and I pull at his head, to draw him back up towards my mouth. 

	Clashing our lips together, I put one arm around his back, pushing him against me forcefully as his cock juts against my stomach and in that instant I realise he is not in as much control as he’d like to think. 

	With this powerful insight I am energised and use my other hand to slide my fingers down his smooth rib cage, feeling him jerk sensitively with the contact. Continuing across the hard slab of muscle that is his stomach I smile in appreciation - holy crap he’s ripped! Using the tip of my index finger, I gently trace one side of the sexy v-shaped dent that runs from his abdomen to his groin, in bliss. I do love a man with a moneymaker. He really is a magnificent specimen. 

	 I had seriously not focused enough time on ogling his body over the years.

	I can feel the anticipation growing between my thighs, my bits are swollen and ready and I try to close my thighs to ease the building pressure and can feel the damp heat desperate to escape. This exploration was supposed to be affecting him more than me. I begin to stroke my finger lower and lower desperate to reach my desired end goal. His breath hitches but I continue on my path, drawing tantalisingly down the side of his shaft, amazed at the steely rock hard strength there, encased in luxurious hot velvet. 

	I’m enjoying my exploration when somewhere to the right of me, the room lights up and I flinch, as we are lit in an ultraviolet glow and my phone vibrates and bursts full blast into House of Pain’s, Jump Around. I instinctively diminish my sexual immersion of Sebastian and turn to switch it off but my hand is firmly grabbed and clasped tightly behind my back, forcing both aching breasts outwards, demanding attention. 

	He leans in and against my lips demands me to, “Leave it!”  

	I happily do just that and weaken under his grasp. Sensing my loss of concentration Sebastian takes his opportunity to seize charge again, cupping both hands over my behind and tracing a finger naughtily down the lace strip that creates the thong, before pulling hard. My panties slide down and with his hands he pushes them further to drop to my ankles before tapping my bottom, encouraging me to step out of them.

	We are standing entirely naked, in the dusk of the room, my scars on show and imperfections for him to witness and I don’t care. I feel free.

	Drawing me into his divine physique, cradling me like a porcelain doll, I hear his growl of approval.

	“You and I are always going to struggle with control, but we’ll be fine as long you know that I like things my way,” he groans into my mouth and kisses me softly.

	“Oh and that I’m always right.” 

	Arrogant…Sexy…Bastard!

	He guides me back towards the bed, placing a strong arm, beneath my back to support me, as I flop down onto the mattress. With his weight on his knee, he climbs onto the cover and carefully lays down on top of me; I immediately feel the difference between our skin as we connect - his all hard and full of muscle, against mine, soft and velveteen. 

	The coarse hair on his legs and chest tickle the heightened sensitive parts of my body, which at the moment seem to be everywhere. I am on fire and alive as he cradles me to his body with a definite need so great that I am happy to go with it, as I feel it too. I sense his cock, positioned at my inflamed entrance and lift my hips to angle myself so that he will easily slide into me. I’ve never wanted a man so much, so soon - never needed to be filled so badly.

	“Soon baby. Soon - I’m not finished with you yet,” he commands and breaks free from my grasp, lowering his head to devour my chest. “All in good time.”

	He licks a long wet trail, in swirls around each quivering mound, each areola and suckles on both crests, one after the other. Before blowing over each damp path, caressing my body with an icy breeze. The effect is so sensual I shiver in delight. 

	“You like that Lu? I knew you would be this receptive.” 

	Watching his crooked smug smile, his tongue flicking out to lick my nipple again, I moan in answer as I’m just too turned on to speak. No words could convey the pleasure I am experiencing. 

	He reaches a finger and holding me in his vice-like grip, slips it inside my open mouth and instinctively I suck it; swirling my tongue around the tip, drawing it deeply within my warmth and teasing him as though it were his cock. He watches me, his eyes sparkling like black diamonds, and withdraws his finger, before rubbing the wetness over a nipple, between my cleavage and over the curve of my stomach. It feels so damned sexy.

	I cry out in pleasure, and roll my head back in abandonment, giving in to the immense luxury of a man worshipping my body and then I sense what is about to happen and instinctively try to close my thighs in panic. 

	“Easy baby. Let me taste you. Let me be here.”

	I’d never had a man ask me before in such a way that felt both gentlemanly and utterly filthy. Relaxing my hips, I ease myself open to his eyes, mouth and tongue; spread open for him to feast on me - the latter of which now flicks teasingly at the top of my folds. Licking upwards with one long wet trail, he reaches my clit, circling, then washing over it, sending shockwaves all over, pushing side to side and back and forth, applying firmer pressure with each lave. This man knew his way around a pussy.

	“Oh God Seb…astian…” 

	I hear my ecstatic reaction ease out of my mouth as I push my hips upwards. I’m still holding a part of me back, as it’s the first time we’ve had sex, let alone oral sex, but as his tongue plunges deep inside me, curling against my inner wall and replicating what his cock would be doing soon, I hoped, I relax and go with it. The amazing sensations were blurring my mind and vision.

	It’s as though Sebastian recognises he’s won and rewards me by thrusting a finger inside me, once, twice, in a pumping motion. Fuck. My bottom makes small rocking swivels back and forth to meet his thrusts. He continues this pumping invasion, and with his tongue rocks round and round, across my most sensitive nub. I’m so close.

	“Tell me what you need?”

	My mind is blank “You.”

	“Tell me exactly what you want me to do to get you off Lu?” 

	God I’m turned on and his words are bringing me even closer. “Say it Lu or I’ll stop.”

	“Lick my clit.”

	“More!”

	“Then suck me…fuck me with your fingers.”

	Where had these word come from - I’d never been so vocal but it felt good to be in control and I hear his triumphant groan as he starts to replicate my words.

	“Play with your nipples baby - let me watch you.”

	I raise both hands and cup them, fondling them before rolling my nipples leisurely. It felt amazing, knowing he was turned on viewing my enjoyment of my own touch. 

	The hollow bubbles of pleasure begin throbbing and aching deep down in my body, and start to loosen and float upwards, ready to pop in their travels to my release. 

	I lick my lips in anticipation; one hand reaching down to cup his stubbled head in an almost primal act, whilst his free hand moves from stroking my inner thigh to lie flat along my lower abdomen. I feel it trace over my scar, flinch automatically and take a breath, the nights alcohol, numbing the pain of previous memories - and as I lift my throbbing pussy to his mouth to finish me off, he growls in victory at my acceptance.

	The waves begin to wash over me, slowly, deep from within, but building with quick succession. Sebastian continues to reward my pulsing core by lapping and suckling me. The wetness of me as he flicks, creates a repetitive slapping sound and I am set alight as the embers begin to leap and burn. The primitive sound only urges me on, until at last the waves of fire become one fireball and I explode, with exquisite juddering peaks of pleasure shattering and popping around me, my heart pumping so fast I can almost hear it, my skin glowing, body on fire. I thrash about, and moan aloud.

	“Oh baby.”

	As my orgasm slows a sensation of complete relaxation engulfs me in the dark and I collapse. Seb allows me a moment to revel in the ecstasy of my climax before I hear him shuffle.

	“I need to be inside you Lu. Now.” 

	It is said in almost desperation and I comply by opening for him and hooking my legs around his waist. I am weakened with desire but the twitching ache at the apex of my thighs is still there and I feel desire like nothing I’ve experienced before, to feel his cock inside me.

	I raise my hips to meet him and am so wet his tip enters me immediately. The sensation is delicious. Rocking backwards slightly he enters me fully with such a force, my inner muscles contract instantaneously and he cries out rasping,

	“Fuck Lu, you’re so tight.” 

	Our mouths meet passionately, lips bruising each other in their intense invasion. I can taste myself on him and it turns me on. Something I’ve never experienced with another man. The need to experience everything with this man and lay myself bare is a desire I’m not familiar with. He grabs my hands and raises them high above us, entwining our fingers into a tight clamp that he uses to brace himself. Thrusting hard into me with such a force my head bangs against the headboard behind us. I don’t care. 

	He slows the moment down and I shout out breathlessly “Please Seb…as…ti…an - don’t stop!” 

	I am lost to the powerful strokes of pleasure created by our mating and the pressure building between my legs yet again. I have never come with penetrative sex. In and out, in and out, slow and deep, then faster and faster. The immense connection between us is all consuming.

 	“Oh God Baby,” I hear Seb cry out, his broken, husky voice completely undoing me. “I’m going to come.” 

  	Turned on by my own ability to wrench this climatic release from him, I grab his sexy tight behind and push him deeper into me. Feeling his muscles there, start to clench for longer and his thrusting become even deeper, I arch my back in acceptance. I can sense the moment he caves; then elated at the moment I’m filled by hot gushes of the evidence of his orgasm. He continues to grind against me, as his orgasm comes to an end and I know that at any moment I will shatter around him. With one more thrust, I do exactly that and he crushes me to him, our chests heaving and our bodies ebbing in satisfying sync with one another.

	He smoothes my hair from my face and leans into me, delivering a long and deeply moving kiss. I revel in the weight of him, the warmth of him. He’d certainly delivered me one night of pure pleasure. I’d never experienced anything like it before. It had been life changing. Romantic sexy, dirty, horny, filthy, desperate, wanton, and one of the most momentous nights of her life.

	“You undo me Baby,” he states, looking deep into my eyes. He appears as surprised as I am at his declaration. 

	“Me too,” I agree, whispering the words whilst staring intently into his blackened pools.

	“I told you once wouldn’t be enough though. You’re truly addictive.” Sebastian tells me, grinning into my neck and kissing me there.  

	Oh my God this is Seb, my friend and he has just completely rocked my world. We hold each other tightly and slip into a cocooned bliss. My best friend had now become my lover and we were strangers, starting out again.
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			I awake to a feeling of uncertainty; I’d fallen asleep the most relaxed and contented I’d felt in a long-time but now reality has dawned on what an incredible and monumental night we had shared. I stretch in delight but immediately am burdened with painful aches appearing – I’ve pulled muscles in places I didn’t even know I had!

	With a sneaky glance over to where Sebastian is hogging the duvet, I see he is still deep in a state of slumber. His face is softened in sleep and appears almost beautiful in its perfection. He looks young and stress free and vulnerable; a side that many didn’t often see, underneath the hard, controlled man. I feel very privileged to glimpse this moment and itch to stroke my hand down his face, his straight fuck off nose, but I don’t, as I need to freshen up in peace, without his presence. I need to think…alone…and in private!

	My mind is completely clogged with the possibility of us after what was undoubtedly the best sex I have ever had, but at the same time, it is managing to cloud my happiness with a big dose of reality. Maybe we should keep this as the one-nighter I’d originally requested? After all he is predominantly more of a one-night stand kind of guy. 

	I’m amazed at how bereft I feel at the possibility I would never experience a night like last night again. Maybe never have Sebastian inside me again, although protection needed to be discussed - we’d definitely been careless last night.

	We’d also never got around to talking about Stacey from Manchester or Boobgate, or really discussed Toni I remind myself; I suppose we’d been otherwise occupied. I smile secretly to myself. Perhaps the arrangement that we have, means that discussions like that are out of bounds?

	Who had called in the middle of sex? 

	I check my phone and see the missed call, from 1.18am. Chris? Why would have been calling me?

	It’s already 9am now - I really need to get a wriggle on, if I’m to pick Finn up in a few hours. I decide to ignore all my negative thoughts and stop over-thinking things before slipping to the bathroom before he stirs. I flick the shower on to warm up and scrub my teeth, wincing as the jiggling movement alerts me to the gentle thump in my head - definitely a combo of booze and lack of sleep. 

	Sooo worth it though - the lack of sleep bit anyway!

	Stepping into the shower, I gently pull the double doors to a close and stand statuesque under the watering can head, letting the hot comforting water cascade over every part of my rather well worshipped body. Smiling at the warm glow building, as memories of how worshipped I’d been by Sebastian begin to fill my fuzzy head; I ponder on how amazing we were together. Not that I’d had oodles of sexual partners to compare it to, actually, only four, including Sebastian, but I am positive that what we shared together last night was incredibly unique. I’d certainly never connected so powerfully with Niall. Sebastian and I had been better together than I could ever have hoped for in my wildest imaginings! It had been instinctive. 

	Isn’t it strange how two people who have never had any physical connection, other than friendly pecks and the odd hug here and there, could unite sexually and it be so mind-blowingly raw, passionate and… well, desperate? It could very easily have gone the other way and that could have ruined our past, present and future friendship. 

	It is whilst I wash my body, wiping away any scent of sex, that I open my dreamy eyes to the clatter of the shower door being yanked open behind me, and before I have had the chance to turn, I am immediately enveloped in a warm, exceedingly male and attentive embrace and pulled backwards against his solid form. The doors shut behind us, enclosing us in total privacy. The temperature of the cubicle goes up several degrees and I hurriedly switch the tap to a cooler level.

	“Morning Beautiful!” his voice is gravelly with sleep and he wraps his arms around my waist loosely, whilst he bends in to plant a barrage of soft, wet kisses on my shoulder. I melt again and lean back into his firm body. I’m immediately met by his straining morning glory, as it rests its jutting, searching head against my lower back. The reaction I have to this is almost primal. This is much better than the last morning he stayed, I remember to myself. The walk of shame had been cataclysmic.

	“You didn’t think you could escape a repeat of last night did you?” I feel his satisfied grin, as his new-growth bristles prickle against my sensitive jaw and cheek. 

	The humidity rises further, steam cloaking our bodies, secluding us from the outside world. There is no longer a need for words. Sebastian continues kissing my neck, sending shivers and a heightened sexual buzz along my lightly goose-bumped skin. My nipples pebble instantly at his touch – I’m so responsive to him, it scares the hell out of me. I groan aloud and quickly close my mouth in annoyance. I didn’t expect this so soon, if ever, but I need him, like it’s the first time all over again. 

	Once is definitely not enough! 

	The water streams over and trickles down our joined bodies, soaking them, and creating a suction effect between us. The silky, satiny smooth feeling of the water filtering over our skin is so sensual I shudder with the sensation. Taking the shower foam I’m holding in my hand, Sebastian squirts some onto his palms, instantly creating a foaming lather, which he transfers to my breasts, delicately smoothing it over them in repetitive circles, kneading them, in unison. The foam expands and pretty soon my breasts are being lovingly massaged with masses of bubbling soap. They feel slightly tender, with an almost bruised sensation, from last night’s exploits but this only adds to their heightened receptiveness and I am surprised at his tenderness. I lean in to him further to allow him better access. His balls are sitting against my bottom; they feel huge and tight. How is that possible after what we did last night?

	He is hard and lean everywhere and craving to touch him I lift my palms and place them over his keeping the pressure there where I need it. His big hands fit my more than ample cups perfectly and I run my hands up his arms, the water and soap softening the hair on them. He is solid in every way!

	He whispers words of encouragement into my ear, pulling simultaneously on both nipples, teasing the sensitive tips and continuing the process over and over again. It’s as if there is a direct link to my core. If he doesn’t do something soon, I’d disgrace myself and come with just my breasts being caressed. 

	My cervix aches and I clench to alleviate the throb now beginning between my legs. He acknowledges my need and slides one arm down my waist, across my stomach, trailing along my scar gently and towards the apex of my thighs. I do not flinch this time and open myself to him freely.

	As he parts my folds and leans forward into me, to slide one finger inside, he sucks on an earlobe, licking down my neck, his finger slowly sliding in and out, his thumb circling my jewel, whilst his tongue travels my skin; the combined actions are so erotic I can feel my womb contract in delight. I feel myself growing wetter by the second as his finger, delves in and upwards towards my g-spot; flicking back and forth, pressing the now swollen fleshy mound there. He washes me intimately, with more shower gel, using his free hand, to part my lips further, so he can continue his thorough exploration with the other. The result pushes my clit out further, and provides much better access underneath the small strip of soft hair there. I blush at the carnal act. 

	I move my arm to hook around his butt, grabbing his taut buttocks in ecstasy. He removes his finger and flicks it upwards towards my now pulsing clit, working around it rhythmically in small dipping circles. The whole time we haven’t kissed and I crave his lips, his tongue - to be more connected to him. I lick my own lips in desperation, as I near my desired end goal.

	“Come on baby let yourself go!” he encouragingly coaxes me, breathing in my ear. “Now!”

	That last order undoes me and I try to respond, gulping as I find my mouth dry and voice broken. I can’t speak or focus on anything but the spiralling waves, building within me.

	“I need your mout… ahhh,” I groan out the words but can’t finish, as the crest of pleasure begin to build and ache. Moving my hips to assist him in getting me off; his magic fingers plunge into me again and again and with one excruciatingly slow move he moves a slippery finger, presses hard back and forth over my screaming for attention clit and the fourth orgasm in 24hrs, tears into me. 

	I explode into a zillion splintering pieces. My release is so violent that I jerk uncontrollably, spasming and twitching as I fall down the tunnel of glitter. I throw my head back and cry out with pure emotion and the complete abandonment of all my inhibitions.

	“That’s it baby, come hard for me,” his voice is guttural and demanding. 

	I am struggling to stand as my knees begin to buckle, my body boneless and the blissful ebbs surround me, as he decreases the pressure there and then stops, just before it becomes too much.

	The man was a master of sex. 

	In the next second, he spins me around to meet him and his beautiful, rock-hard and ready cock. Sebastian gently places a finger beneath my chin, lifting my face up to his penetrating piercing gaze. With the other hand he delicately moves a wet strand of hair from my eyes, behind my ear; his gaze connecting with mine at all times. 

	God this is intense! 

	This gentler, lazier side to Sebastian is as sexy as his raw and rampant one and I watch in awe, as droplets of water bounce off his head, chin and then down onto my eagerly awaiting breasts. The simple movement is undeniably erotic.

	I reach out to catch a glittering drop with my tongue and in one fell-swoop; his tongue is inside me, duelling with mine. He crushes his palms either side of my now soaking head and the kiss amplifies. It is beautiful, intense and all consuming. We are demanding, and infinitely hungry for one another; it is as though we can’t get enough from mere touch and taste alone. I feel him reach around me, and his firm touch, as he grabs both cheeks of my bottom and instinctively I know he wants me to lift me, wants my legs wrapped around his waist. I want that too. 

	Letting go, I allow him to support me and as I bounce back down I’m pushed hard against the travertine tiles on the wall of the shower. The shock of the coolness of them, makes my nipples stand proud and more erect. He lifts me higher and bends to suckle on one of them his eyes are fascinated with their bobbing movement as he fits my areola into his sexy mouth perfectly. I watch him in flicking his tongue back and forth over my ruched peaks and at that exact moment he looks up at me, and smiles, like he has a dirty little secret. 

	“You like to watch me lavish your body!” I nod shyly and close my eyes in retaliation to his control over me. I hear him laugh huskily. 

	Oh Sebastian, what are you doing to me?

	I can feel his eager cock is patiently waiting at my entrance, the feeling is so right. 

He is meant to be there. I need to have him inside me. This overwhelming drive to have him buried deep within me at that moment is urgent. I need him now! 

	His hands lightly massage my rear cheeks, still cradling me and with one slight pullback, he thrusts into me. I’m impaled on the full length of Silver charm and flinch at the depth and the soft tissues of my oversensitive pussy wince slightly as it stretches in pain. This quickly subsides to a pleasure-pain as I take a moment to adapt to the fullness. 

	At my pause, he questions, “Are you Ok Baby? I’m going to fuck you hard. NOW!” His voice slides over me like thick velvet but I can hear the control that he has to maintain, from pushing into me, to the root.

	“Just fuck me!” I don’t recognise my voice but I stare right back and wriggle alluringly in circles of encouragement. 

	Taking his cue he does just that, pumping so deep I wonder if I can take anymore. The crudeness and raw passion there is such a turn on as I bob up and down on his glorious cock, I do not want it to end. I watch his straining face, as he throws back his head, his neck taut and yells out 

	“Fuck! That’s it, Baby!” 

	He climaxes hard and powerfully, pouring himself into me as we come together, my inner muscles clenching around him, his scorching semen a welcome warmth on my now cooling body. I feel him twitch with the last remnants of his orgasm, our breaths ragged and lips parted, gasping, as his buttocks clench one last time.

	He eases me backwards towards the wall and he carefully lowers me to the floor. I know tomorrow, will be an interesting day in the aching department, as I flinch at the stiffness of my hips and thigh muscles. They really aren’t used to this type of exercise. 

	Hell… if a gym workout was like this I’d be there everyday. Sign me up now!

	He protectively holds me to him, assisting my balance, and we lean against one another, under the water, now warm again, at his sweep of the switch. The quiet is our haven, the only sounds are our heavily panting breaths, and he whispers into my wet hair

	“Thank you Baby, you were incredible. Good Morning!” I shiver at his breath on my neck.

	It is only at that moment as I surround myself with his maleness, which dominates my thoughts, my body and my shower that it abruptly dawns on me, that we didn’t use any protection… again! 

	Oh Shit!

[image: Image]
















 










[image: Image]                        

   [image: Image]

			What a way to begin the morning I smile to myself happily. There is nothing like a huge amount of toe-curling sex to enhance the glow of your skin – better than any expensive face serum in my opinion. It’s knocked years off my complexion. 

	Must be that new L’Oreal Orgasmic Face Cream? I smile inwardly to myself at our in-house joke.

	Sebastian has already left to go back home and change, whilst I ready myself in private. I am glad for the hour of clarity. I’m meeting him soon for breakfast with Abby and Nathan, who have both already text us consecutively with an invite and I’m looking forward to it. I’m also pleased to be arriving separately to our chosen meeting place The Brew-Up. A trendy modern take on the greasy-spoon Café, which had taken to opening on Sundays, due to customer demand a few months earlier. 

	I remind myself that we haven’t really focused on anything other than our own sexual appetites and fulfilling them, for the past 24hours! I am not expecting that our escapades now guarantee a ring on my left finger; I’m just relieved to have moved forward sexually and feel very fortunate to have been taken to bed by a man who knows women. 

	Jesus does Sebastian Silver know how to please a women. He had moves. I’ll give him that.

	 The thought disturbs me; already I fear the time when it will not be me underneath him. When his sexy hands will be playing over another woman’s breast, his magnificent cock buried deep inside another. My body had never reacted to a man, the way it had last night and then again this morning. It still felt electrified and hummed pleasantly in all the right places - entirely awakened from the deepest sleep. It had probably never fully reached its potential, since losing my virginity. He’d managed to give me a orgasm bar superior to anything I could ever have given myself and that was the true test, for who knew a woman’s body better than herself?

	My mind is drawn to the one thing I didn’t want to focus on, but know that I must. 

	What had I been thinking? 

	Stupid question Myers. You know what you were thinking with and it wasn’t your head! 

	He definitely didn’t use a condom. I’d have known and we were in the shower, for God’s sake. How could I be so careless? I know it was Sebastian and I suppose that there is an element of casualness over protection, because he is my best friend but he’s got a very sexual past and after having Finn, I know that I’m fertile at least. 

	I’m a single Mum and should have been more responsible. Hell he should have been more responsible! I just can’t seem to think straight where he is concerned.

	I’m going to have to pay a visit to the chemist on Monday, and collect the morning after pill. Walk the walk of shame. Great, I’ve got the week from hell work wise and now I’d be spending the first few days of it throwing up!

	I finish my hair and make-up, on that upsetting thought, and tuck it away to consider later. Selecting a jersey maxi dress in a muted khaki shade from the wardrobe, I pair it with a tan plaited belt, dull gold flops and a faded denim jacket, collar up. I grab my bag and lock-up. Finn isn’t due back from Niall’s until 3pm, so the day is mine to do as I please. It’s nice feel so free. If I hadn’t been preoccupied so long in the shower, I might have had time for a run on the treadmill. Maybe later, I really do need to get back into my exercise routine but am reminded that the thorough workout I’d experienced this morning was probably better for burning off the calories of last night’s alcohol, than any 5mile run could ever achieve - blissfully more appealing. 

	I literally spring down the steps, towards my car; sunglasses propped upon my head. I really need to calm the re-energised Lulu down, or everyone will know what has caused my new radiance. Just as I reach my door, I see something out of the corner of my eye. 

	Sitting on my bonnet in the dip where the wipers are situated, is a black velvet box, like the one I’d had delivered to work last Monday and Wednesday. I grab it excitedly and jump into the car to open it more comfortably. This time the box is sealed with a purple satin ribbon and untying it, I find a third black velvet rose with the now familiar sparkly diamante crystal in its centre. I look underneath for the expected note card and see the baroque-style, scripted font. 

	It reads…
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	My core clenches in agreement. I feel exactly the same. 

	With my good mood only increasing I turn the key, starting the engine. Moloko’s The Time is Now, immediately fires up through the radio, full blast - the only volume option when I drive. As I swing out our road I consider how very apt the song is for the morning after I have stepped over into the unknown in relation to Sebastian and I.

His words replay in my mind. “We are going to do what we should have done years ago. It’s time now; our time.” 

 	Where we go from here is anyone’s guess but in the bedroom, we weren’t strangers anymore but lovers. As friends, I’m not sure what we are.
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	Entering The Brew Up I immediately spot Abby waving manically at me from a table, towards the back of the café. It is not our usual corner so they must be busy. I can see Nathan in talks with Sebastian, who has his back to me. My mouth dries and I take a deep breath, smile and exchange niceties with the owner, Rory and make my way over to them; bubbles of nervous excitement, carrying me along for courage.

	“Quick the waitress has just taken our order Babe,” Abby shrugs apologetically, “I’m bloody starving; couldn’t wait another second.”

	“Sorry everyone. Parking was shocking.” I take a seat at the already extracted chair – Sebastian’s tanned muscular arm rests lightly along the back of it.

	“Lubeedoo - looking good!” Nathan whistles and I flick his gesture away with my hand, secretly delighted; I could kiss him for showing that I appeal to other men, on this morning of all occasions.

	“What?” he puts his hands in the air in mock-surprise “You do. How is that - after the amount we supped at Suzie & the Gstar’s?” He pats his flattened midriff. “That’s two weekends on the trot now! At our age we need to start pacing ourselves.” 

	Abby swats him playfully in response. “Speak for yourself!”

	I relax and smile at my friends but am aware that the man himself is unusually quiet.

	“What do you want Lu?” Sebastian’s deep sexy voice interrupts our general banter, caressing every nerve ending. Seriously can that man read my mind? 

	Fuck woman, he’s only asking for your breakfast order not your life plan – answer him! Hmm you served up on a plate please! 

	Annoying myself at my neediness I blush; it doesn’t go unnoticed by his blackened orbs and it dawns on me that he’d posed the question in that way to get this exact reaction from me. The bastard!

	I’m tempted to call his bluff and retaliate with “I’ll have the Full English with a side order of Cumberland sausage,” but instead I refrain.

	“Scrambled eggs on toast please and a mug of tea.” I thank him calmly and place my bag on the floor next to my chair. When I’ve straightened up I see he’s already left to place my order at the countertop. I remind myself that this is something he would have naturally done, prior to last night, before we’d ravished our bodies and had seen each other naked – but I am touched all the same!

	“So, good night last night Babe wasn’t it?” Abby props her lovely smiley face on beautifully and brightly coloured manicured hands; resting her elbows on the table.

	I recognise the same satisfied sensual demeanour in her that I saw this morning reflected in my dressing table mirror and I’m so happy for her. Nathan is a lovely bloke and mouth-wateringly hot! Bob and Bitzi Silver have created sons that could compete with Greek-Gods in the hunk department - they must both be so proud of them.

	“Awesome night. Shame about the heeadd though,” Nathan dramatically strokes his brow. “Felt like a bugger this morning didn’t I Abs?” 

	Abby raises her shoulder to her ear (a gesture I know she does when she’s been found out) and acts evasive. “I wouldn’t know Nay.” They snigger together privately.

	Bloody hell. This was really moving fast. Abs and Nay; nicknames already, stolen looks. 

	I really hope that it continues smoothly, for both their sakes. Long-term they’d make a cool couple - Abnay or Nayabs - very Brangelina! 

	I change the subject, to take the onus off them. “Great idea to come here. I could eat a horse!”

	“Must have worked up an appetite?” Sebastian rejoins us and winks at me, sliding his lean 6ft frame back into the leather chair. I can feel his presence pulsating around me, via our legs, which are millimetres away from connecting, thigh to thigh underneath the table. The heat emitting from our combined proximity is enough to boil me another pot of tea and I wish I could rest my leg into his, just a bit more; then we would touch. The need to have some form of physical contact is all consuming.

	I’m aware that the three of them are chattering away and discussing the events of last night but it is all a blur as I take in the male body radiating cool, unadulterated sexual prowess next to me. He’s changed into a fitted white t-shirt and Diesel Jeans and looks fresh and clean and.... my mind is taken to the gutter again, as I recollect the way in which he got clean. I lick my lips and blinking to jerk me out of my idolising, I try to return to the conversation. Luckily Abby has picked up on my discomfort and discreetly asks if I want to nip to the toilet before the food arrives. 

	We pop upstairs in silence but as soon as the door secludes us in the Ladies, she pounces on me. “You did it didn’t you? You did the dirty with Sebastian?” Spinning round in squealing shock, exceedingly pleased with her private investigator talents. “Well thank fuck for that!”

	In that split-second I want to lie and say no, to savour the secret to myself for a little longer but looking at her expectant eyes I realise she is too good a friend, not to see what is pretty much tattooed on my forehead and I can’t do it to her. I cave. 

	“Yep. Seb and I had sex after the party. FBR No.1 when & where turned out to be last night; at my house.” My shoulders slump almost defeated and I sigh. Sensing this Abby grabs me in a big bear hug to her Chanel perfumed chest. 

	“Oh Honey, that’s great news isn’t it? Especially after the mess up the week before?” she pushes me back to thoroughly view my reaction, rubbing my arm gently.

	“It is… yeah. I’m pissed though as we never spoke about that hook-up from Manchester, Stacey? You know that girl Chris said Sebastian conquered only a few nights after he took me to bed? Not that he really has to explain himself - we’re fuck buddies that’s all.” I look up at her confused, scrunched up face and finish. “We didn’t do much talking anyway.” 

	“Oh yeah. I remember now. Well she obviously isn’t that important to him, is she?” she suggests comfortingly but even I can see her argument is flawed.

	“Was it worth it? The ten year wait I mean?”

	I nod again quietly and crumple. “It was fucking amazing Abs!” I admit quietly and resolutely.

	“Oh you poor baby. He’s gone and bloody ruined it for other men hasn’t he, the bastard. I knew he was hot but I didn’t think he’d be that good!”

	I nod mutely pouting pathetically and we giggle together. “Well…it must run in the family,” she continues in a know-it-all voice, “… cos Nathan blew me away last night too! Well actually I blew him away first and then he did me but who cares, the long and the not at all short of it is…,” she breaks with a contented look of pure cat that got the cream, on her face and purrs, throwing her arms in the air excitedly, “… it was fucking amazing!” 

	We both take a second to mull over our respective experiences and at the exact same time pull a fake silent scream at each other; thinking what the crap have we begun?

	“I like Nath, Abby. He’s one of the good ones.” Rubbing her shoulder I open the door for us to head back. “We need to talk in depth about this, you and I, very soon. But I’m not telling anyone else yet, apart from you and probably Suzie. OK?”

	“My lips are closed,” she pretend zips her own and with a naughty voice mock drawls. “I promise! Well… these ones anyway!” 

	Dirty mare!




	Back at the table the lads are buttering toast and dunking teabags. The smell of coffee and bacon fills my nose and my stomach greedily gurgles in expectation.

	“Come on girlies - the food’s getting cold!” Nathan states and hands me a steaming mug of perfectly brewed tea. “Ooh just how I like it Nath. Cheers!” 

	He smiles back, his brown eyes, the same shape but slighter lighter than Seb’s crinkling in the corners. “Only the best for you Lulu.”

	Sebastian has almost finished his full fry up, as I begin to enjoy my scrambled eggs. At first I’m not that into them, too high on pleasure for food but pretty soon I’m scraping my plate clean and feel so much better for it as my seriously shrunk stomach adapts to a full meal. My body soaks up the sustenance and practically sighs in thanks. I sense that I’m being watched again but choose to remain fixated upon Abby – it is the safest available option. If I cave and look at Sebastian I’m done for… again.

	“What you up to today Abs?” I prompt her, encouraging her assistance with my exaggerated wide eyes.

	“Not much to be honest,” she grins at Nathan and I presume that whatever they are doing… will be with each other; either that or they’ll be doing each other!

	Rolling my eyes and smirking at her vagueness I take a gulp of hot sweet tea. “I’ve got washing and ironing coming out of the woodwork; it’s got to be tackled soon, so nothing particularly sexy at my end either.”

	I swear I hear Seb say, “I beg to differ,” but it’s almost a whisper and he continues to watch Nathan, so I continue; I must just be hearing things.

	“Maybe a visit to the supermarket if I can be arsed? Very boring but it’ll be nice to chill out. I can’t take the hangovers anymore.” 

	“I hear ya girl!” Abby agrees and I giggle at her girlfriend swagger.

	 “Finn is back at 3pm but I wondered about maybe taking him to see a late afternoon movie?”

	Abby nods in all the right places, her mouth still full of her bacon & egg sandwich.

Normally she would have offered to come with me at that point; she loved watching kids films and used Finn as a reason to not appear sad at nearly thirty, going to catch anything Pixar and Disney related. This time however she doesn’t bite anything other than her butty.

	I study her face. She really does look glowing and I wonder if people can tell just by looking at me, that I was seriously fucked the night before? Surely not?

	I do hope that isn’t the case considering Niall was dropping Finn off this afternoon. The last thing I needed was his accusing mind prying into my love life. Although he still appeared to think it was his God-given right.

	We comfortably chatter about Nathan joining Sebastian at Silver Construction and I’m pleased they confirm he’ll definitely be working with me at The Ashton on and off in between other jobs. His joinery skills were second-to-none and he was creating the most amazing bed frame and headboard plus window seats for the immense floor to ceiling bedroom sashes in the suite. I couldn’t wait to see them finished.

	Before long, we are all happily replete and as we start to rise from the table, Nathan bluntly points out. “Bloody true what they say about the best cure for a hangover. Morning nookie followed by a large fry-up! I feel almost human again. Wouldn’t you agree Seb?” 

	He is immediately dug in the ribs with a flying elbow from a slightly flushed Abby. I feel for her but when Nathan throws his arm around her, drawing her close to him, I realise that they are in the very early stages of a serious romance and not just a fling, even if they were still unsure of it themselves. 

	I am so happy for them. Who cares if everyone knows?

	The only problem is that the divide between Sebastian and I has grown in the short time we’d been there and their closeness is only showcasing our own stilted atmosphere. Maybe that isn’t the case to all and sundry but it is to me and I hate it. I can feel my mood going south rapidly. Sebastian only adds to the chilliness when he answers Nathan’s question gruffly.

	“I wouldn’t know mate!” I am pleased that he hasn’t bragged about what went on between us but I am also crestfallen that he is acting as if nothing ever happened, especially after sending me that beautiful rose!

	We head to the counter, to settle our bills and Sebastian waves our money away, insistent, instead handing over his card and treating us. It is a nice gesture, but after the coldness that is apparent between us, I am irritated by his controlling ways…again. I recognise that this would not have upset me before last night and that now everything had altered. Our friendship had tilted already.

	In the car park, to the rear of the café, I hug Abby and promise to call her next week for a girlie catch-up; we are long overdue. I make a mental note to talk in depth with her about my contraception debacle. Nathan kisses me on the cheek and does some convoluted handshake with Seb that they fail miserably to complete and chuckle over and then the two new lovers wander over towards his truck. They’d shared one car to come meet us I begrudgingly acknowledge. Why had I thought arriving separately would be a good idea again?

	“Right well thanks for the breakie Sebastian.” 

	I can hear the frost slicing through my voice. I think that Nathan and Abby’s familiarity has made our own lack of it, too clear and I’m gutted. This wasn’t how I thought today would go, not after the shower episode.

	“Woah Woah Woah! Where do you think you’re going Lady?” He grabs my wrist as I spin away from him; hurt welling inside and getting more confused by the second. I feel emotionally hung-over.

	“Are you OK?” he seems genuinely concerned 

	“I’m fine!” I put on my best happy voice, “Just a little tired that’s all.” 

	Act like nothing is wrong Lucia, don’t be a drama queen.

	He rubs his hand over his head, drawing me to focus on his handsome face. “Me too. I need some serious shut-eye. Didn’t get much last night.”

	I think that’s his attempt to lighten the mood but he fails miserably and the moment is still awkward and clunky. We don’t know whether to hug, peck or kiss. 

	We both choose to do neither. It’s all a complete disaster.

	“Anyway thanks again. I’ll see you soon,” I offer smiling tightly whilst I begin to walk backwards, my insides crumpling at the emptiness I feel. 

	Why do I feel as though I’m about to cry? Bloody turn around and go before you do!

	“No probs Lu – I’ll call you,” he nods, staring at my face as if he wants to say more; do more. He doesn’t act upon it but to be honest I don’t give him the chance; I just want to get out of there. 

	We turn and head to our respective vehicles. Everything is up in the air; too much is unsaid but both of us are too wary to push it. It’s as though we have finally figured out how to be together physically but now we couldn’t be friends. He’d gone from hero to Zero in the space of eating breakfast. 

	WTF?
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		What the hell just happened? How did things go to shit between her screaming my name for the neighbours to hear and buying her breakfast?

	We’ve just had the most amazing sex I’ve ever experienced - connecting in a way I’ve never achieved or thought possible. It had been hot, dirty; sexual, uniting and gut wrenchingly toe curling, all in one. Our bodies fitting together like they were made for each other; her touch making me come so easily; I’d feared I’d not be able to give her the momentous night I’d promised. 

	And this morning - God! I’d never needed to be buried inside a woman again so badly, so fast, that I couldn’t think straight. I’d been so caught up in the moment I’d forgotten all about protection - I’m pretty sure she’s on the pill? Isn’t she? She’d have said if that weren’t the case surely? 

	How could I be so irresponsible? 

	My mind if brimming with questions, as I pull up outside the office. A few hours sorting through my mounting emails would help me focus. I should have stayed with her this morning. We should have driven down to The Brew-UP together, like Na and Abby. Why didn’t I think of that? My brother was playing it well - he seemed to be falling hard for Lu’s friend. I hadn’t seen him quite so enamoured before. Good on him, but he was making me look like a fucking amateur. 

	I shake my head; laughing to myself as I unlock the main doors, hit the alarm and head through the empty office space. I loved coming in to Silver Con on a weekend - it was quiet with no phones ringing to interrupt my progression. Heading straight over to the cappuccino maker, I set up a frothy coffee with full fat milk and add two sugars.  Sweet coffee yeah, but not in tea - don’t know how Lu does that! 

	Settling at my desk, I buzz the imac into life and set up my stall for business. She’d said she was going to take Finn to the movies this aft hadn’t she? Maybe I should join them? I quite fancy a bit more of that domesticity lark. I can’t leave things the way we just had. 

	Sipping my coffee I click on a few emails, adding one immediately to the trash. 

	Be honest with yourself - you need to be near her again. 

	It’s true - only an hour apart and I’m itching to have full skin-on-skin contact; place my palm in the dip of her back and smell her luscious hair; stroke the back of my hand down her soft cheek. I might just be following my baby bro’s footsteps here and it scares the be Jesus out of me.

	I need to taste her again! 

	She was like a drug and now I’ve had my first hit, I crave more.

	So much for playing it cool! 

	Odd how in the past if I’d had an issue with a woman, I would have rung Lu for her amazing therapist advise. That wasn’t a option now. Let’s face it I’d never really cared enough to spend the next morning driving myself insane with the thought of a woman. I’d certainly never put a woman before work. 

	Stretching back into my chair I look up, as something catches my eye, on the CCTV monitor to my right. I squint, looking closer, and see a car. The camera image is black and white and the cars windows are tinted, so I can’t see the driver. Maybe it was a delivery? I watch and wait, as the car waits a while. It’s a dark saloon, VW or maybe a Vauxhall, I can’t really tell from this angle. Then as quickly as it arrived, the vehicle is exiting the driveway to our office, careful to manoeuvre wide, around my own Range Rover, cleverly avoiding the camera. 

	Now until that moment, I’d just thought if you weren’t here with a delivery mate, you’d made a wrong turn - now I’m not so sure.

	I’d parked in a shitty place. Crap! 

	If I hadn’t been lazy Sunday driving, I’d have been able to see his plate. Don’t want people casing the place for a burglary; we had a lot of technical equipment in here, plus some serious tools and vehicles, in the workshops. I run off a message to Toni, asking her to keep an eye out for any other suspicious ongoings, then finish the last dregs of my coffee. After firing off a couple more emails, one to Paul, a major shareholder, about the Jannah Hotel project in Dubai and another to the architect firm involved. Within an hour I’m done. It’s futile to deny things any longer. I was no good to anyone here. 

	Grabbing my black leather jacket, I slip it on, check for my phone and keys and switch off. I’m already decided, that my next stop is Lucia’s. I’m going to swing by hers and see if I can manipulate a little boy into letting me take him and his yummy mummy out for popcorn. Anything to be in her company a little longer.
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		After a chilled few hours on Sunday afternoon, catching up on my soaps and impressing myself at my skilful ironing achievements (I hate ironing!), I am feeling a little more me. I’ve even tackled the ironing in The Basket, which I save for angry days - full of impossible to press duvet covers and linen clothing, I wish I’d never purchased and would never get wrinkle-free.  I smile secretly satisfied at my efficient laundry duties. Now all I needed was Finn back in my arms and I would be able to forget Sebastian for a while. I should have been tackling some of the mountains of work I need to address for the ensuing week but I can’t focus properly.

	I am fortunate that I do not have to see my ex, as Finn is delivered back by Niall’s Dad, Pete, a tall lean man, who adores Finn and has great family values. He asks after me and appears to want to linger but I don’t ask him in, and instead chatter briefly on the steps up to the terrace. He really is a pleasant man, if a little blinded of his son’s inadequacies and I am touched that Pete has often mentioned that I’m doing a great job but never seems to forget to slip in the remark, ‘How nice it would be if you and Niall gave it another go - Maybe make it legal this time?’ and I cringe. He means well but doesn’t know the full story of our split, or what a shit his son had been and fully aware that he’s Finn’s Grandpa, I’m reluctant to shout, ‘When hell freezes over!’ in front of little ears. Instead I politely choose to ignore his rather insidious comment and encourage Finn to make a fuss over him with a goodbye cuddle. 

	Waving Pete off, I close the door and we settle down to reflect on Finn’s time with that side of the family before I tell him my surprise. It’s not long before I can hear him Brumming and zooming with his favourite toys in his room and I smile at the comforting sounds, I hadn’t realised I’d missed them until now.

	“Finnster – would you pop into mummy’s room for a minute?” I call up to his bedroom on the top floor of our home. 

	I begin to put the freshly pressed clothes away as I wait for him to join me. He lands on my bed and at least half of the hanger-free items tumble into a pile on the rug. He screws his face up and winces in apology. Smiling at his worry I shake my head to say its fine as I collect the fallen items and place them back onto the bed. 

	“Poppet - how do you feel about mummy taking you to the cinema to see Despicable me 2?” 

	I ask him already knowing what his reaction will be. I’m excited for him, as his giddiness is contagious. His little face lights up automatically in wonder.

	“Yaaay!” he bounces up and down all over the now rather crumpled laundry.

	“Whoa! Calm down tiger.” I enfold him in a huge cuddle and lift him off the bed to save what is left of my hard work. 

	“Can we have popcorn?” his cute helium filled voice begs.

	“Of course - it wouldn’t be movie night without a bucket of popcorn my darling boy!

	Just give me a minute and we’ll go and then maybe grab something to eat on the way home? Sound good to you?”

	He nods his lovely cropped & quiffed head gleefully and grabbing his latest favourite hot wheel car, starts to make ‘brumm brumm’ car noises, driving the garishly coloured lime and purple flamed toy up and down my bedroom door. I wince at the grooves left in the wood. Oh well…this isn’t a show home; I remind myself!

	I’m so happy to have this time with him, the one true man in my life who never judges me. We are just about to leave when there’s a knock at the door. Finn, sneaks a peek out of the lounge window and shouts, “It’s Sub, its Sub,” thrilled at the sight of his Godfather.

He practically dangles from the door handle, tugging it open and eventually Sebastian does indeed step inside. I’m rooted to the spot, unsure how to react with the combination of both Finn and Sebastian. 

	“Hey little man.” Sebastian does the same complicated handshake as he’d done that morning with his brother – the amazing thing is that Finn achieves it. I laugh out loud as when they finish, Finn brushes away invisible dust, off one shoulder and then repeats the action on the other shoulder – how funny is my boy?

	Sebastian and I laugh together and at that moment he raises his eyes to mine and I get that goose bump feeling that he seems to create whenever I’m now near him.

	“A little bird told me that you were going to the movies Finnster?” Seb winks at me. Cheeky bastard!

	Finn nods smiling. “We’re going to see Depict..abull ME,’” he struggles over the words but pleased with himself rocks back on his feet, hands behind his back and points a finger at his chest, when he pronounces me.

	Seb ruffles his head in affection. “Do you think I could come with?”

	“Oh please, Mummy, please can Sub come - Pullleeese?” he yanks on my dress, leaving me in an impossible position – staring between the two pairs of pleading expectant eyes, Seb pouts like a child and I give in and chuckle. 

	“OK sure – but we must go now, as it starts in 40 minutes.”

	“I’ll drive,” Seb drawls control stepping in again and then I realize he’d have to anyway, as I only have a two-seater.

	Its only as we climb into his new gunmetal Range Rover Sport that I notice that he’s already got a car seat in the back and he’s taken charge and plugged Finn in safely. That was so thoughtful. He just keeps continuing to surprise me.

	“Nice car!” I appraise, as the sharp scent of new leather fills my nostrils. It’s deep red interior is pure luxury. Trust Sebastian to always have the best. 

	“She is isn’t she!” he is unapologetic for the 3litre drain on the environment “She’s my new company car – and belongs to Silver Construction but I had to have her!” His words are animalistic. “She called to me, to drive her home.” The statement is wicked and I catch a glimpse of his knowing smirk and decide to ignore it. 

	Do all females call to him, to drive them home? It appears I am certainly in the majority, I summarise miserably, but now I understood why.
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	The film lives up to the hype. It’s the perfect mix of children’s entertainment and adult humour. I can see it becoming a family treasure and mentally note to get it for Finn’s Christmas stocking when it’s released on DVD. 

	Once I’d begun to relax, I could enjoy the time with Finn, listening to him giggling in all the right places and watching him open-mouthed in concentration when Gru tries to rescue his minions. However, the fact that I am sitting in the dark, with Sebastian so close is killing me. I have to keep reminding myself to breathe - there are children around for God’s sake! 

	The fact that we have Finn firmly wedged between us, assists greatly and the only real contact we have is the occasional and accidental finger touch, when grabbing popcorn, from the huge tub in the middle of Finn’s lap. This causes delicious zaps of electric currents to travel up my arm, staying with me for most of the film. 

	I was just pleased that as far as Finn was concerned it was just his Mum and Godfather taking him out - in his eyes, the norm. He didn’t pick up on the tension around us once, in fact seems to revel in our outing-of-three.

	My phone vibrates on my lap and I lift it to see who it is. It’s a text from him.



I can’t stop thinking about you




	I am a complete basket case at this about–turn, after this morning’s cold; send off, it was screwing with my head. He wasn’t playing fair, showcasing nice Sebastian, the family man and sexy Sebastian the lover – it made me wonder if maybe this could be how it would be if we were in a romantic relationship? 

	I choose to ignore his games; now I’m supposed to switch it back on? 

	Another text quickly follows.



	    OK, ignore my text but you can’t ignore me forever.

     God that mouth turns me on; so fucking kissable.






	I can feel his eyes boring into me. Willing me to respond but I continue to watch the film with my profile to him at all times and when he’s relaxed and appears focused on the screen again, I reply at my own pace, without duress. There was no point denying it anymore - he was right on all counts. I had to be honest with myself, and him.





I want you but… I’m scared - it was amazing but we are now

so different together?





	I’m so bloody nervous my eyes burrow deep into the film but something wills me to look in his direction and when I do our eyes lock, over Finn’s head. The connection is so erotic and so full of pent up frustration, my entire body reacts, radiating shivers of lust, my core clenching. I know just looking at him he feels the same. I force myself to look away, swallowing to lubricate my now dehydrated mouth and gratefully before long the movie comes to an end. 







I agree - but you can’t deny the heat between us. I ache for you.




Ohhh Jesus. Seriously dry-mouth tasty.
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	In the cinema complex we decide to grab a couple of take away pizzas from Frankie & Benny’s, as Finn is starving and take them back to the Range Rover. I cringe as I visualize Finn dropping tomato sauce on the plush new interior but Sebastian, reads my mind… again, and gets a blanket from the boot to place it around my messy piggy’s car seat.

	I’m not hungry at all – in fact I honestly think that if I ate, it would taste like cardboard so I pass on Sebastian’s offered piece. Once the boys have worked their way through several slices each - the car filled with happy chewing noises - Sebastian dumps the boxes in the bin and casually climbs back into his new toy. I can tell that he is thrilled with it, the big kid, and I watch his hands grip the steering wheel. They are the epitome of manly. Big, strong and slightly roughened, with that developed muscle to the right of the top of the thumb joint, that I have always found so attractive on men. His hands ooze sex appeal and I’m immediately thinking about them on my breasts, working their magic on my waist, travelling over my tummy, dropping to cup my… Right enough of that Ms. Myers, enough! 

	I fold my own hands in my lap, almost primly in defiance but inside I am burning with sexual awareness. I vaguely hear the roar of the engine, as Seb puts it into drive mode and I peer into the backseat, to see that Finn has given in to his tiredness and his sweet face is deep in sleep already, his pouty cherubic mouth trembling with each breath; little poppet. Sebastian immediately redirects the speakers ensuring that the music only sounds in the front, so as not to wake him. 

	Oh he is killing me with these kind and simple gestures! 

	Keane’s Someone to rely on surrounds us and we make our way home. I love this song but it’s as intense as we are right now and only adds to the pent-up frustration around us.

	I watch the world whizz by outside, as the light is fading and dusk begins to roll in. The sky is a beautiful purple blue and the scenery should be calming and tranquil, yet inside me, inside this beautiful car, next to this beautiful sexy man, the music playing, my internal workings are in absolute turmoil. 

	We are silent for much of the journey. I can’t bring myself to look at him but out of the corner of my eye I see he rests one hand on the wheel, the other on his knee. God he is fit! My heart leaps into my throat. I am still so on edge. 

	I almost jump when his deep voice cuts through my thoughts.

	“Thanks for this weekend Lu. It’s been really great. Just what I needed after being away for so long.” He looks over to me briefly and smiles, his gorgeous face, even more sexy now that he is in charge of this powerful machine. He returns his gaze to the road, adjusting to check his rear view mirror.

	“The boy is fast-on!” he comments shaking his head with the information. “Not a care in the world- lucky monkey!”

	“I’ve enjoyed this weekend too Sebastian.” I’m way too formal but am trying to mirror his own views without sounding like I’m too into him. It’s still all too fresh and uncertain.

	“Me too Lulu.” 

	Looking across again at me, his eyes intense he grabs one of my hands and takes it to his lips, planting a soft kiss on my curled fingers. He puts our still lightly clasped hands back down onto the middle console and holds them there tightly.

	I can feel both our pulses beating in the pressure of our palms. It feels so natural to be connected like this, but at the same time that connection is sending those now familiar, tiny electric currents up my arm and all over my body. 

	You are seriously losing it, Lucia Myers; he hardly has to have any contact with you for you to melt into a wanton puddle!




	As we pull into Rose Avenue, I am torn with the feeling of desperate relief to get away from him and the overwhelming disappointment that we won’t be together tonight… in my bed. At the same time, Mum-mode has clocked-in and at 7.30pm I am fully aware that Finn needs his own bed; as do I – I am suddenly hit by a wall of exhaustion and I ache everywhere, especially in my most secret places.

	Masterfully parking the monstrous penis extension in a very tight spot, outside our house with ease, I marvel at the irony again of my analogy. I have to admit that now that I’ve seen the evidence first hand there was no need for any extension in Sebastian Silver’s trouser department. Stop with the dirty mind Myers – you’re really not helping yourself here!

	Oh God, he’s opened the door for me – really? 

	Er yes, he did that before you slept together Lu, remember he’s always been a gentleman – Now you know he’s a good guy AND great in bed. Oh Bugger, I’m done for! He isn’t relationship material, remember FBR no. 5 - just go back to being friends afterwards. Guard your heart girl or you’re seriously going to get burned.

	He assists me out of the 4x4, which is much higher than I had remembered, with my petite height, I am grateful for the helping outstretched hand. 

	“Come on Little One, I’ll have to purchase a step specially for your entrance and exits. Or I could just carry you in?” My horrified glare says it all and I hear him chuckle.

	“You get the door Lu and I’ll grab Finn.” 

	The control is back but I just go with the flow at this stage. I don’t think I can take another perfect family man moment but I torture myself one last time and turn to watch him out the window. I’m undone as he folds my precious son into his body, protecting the back of his head with one of those big sexy hands, as he bends to miss the roof of the 4x4. Seriously the image should be used as a black and white poster.

	It’s in that moment it hits me. Fuck! I’m a goner. One night together and I am a goner! 

	Placing him down on the sofa gently and covering him with a nearby throw, Seb offers to take Finn upstairs for me but I decline straight away. I need him to go – it’s all just too much. I’m in a spin. I can smell him, almost taste him and I’m a complete mess.

	“Right cheers Seb.” 

	Frosty chick is back and I can tell he is unsure as to why.  I am all over the place - poor guy. Making his way to the door he stops and looks back, first at Finn, then back to me, directly at me, boring his beautiful dark chocolate eyes into mine and with an arching an eyebrow he questions,

	“I’ll go then?” 

	“Yeah, I think that’s best - I need to get him to bed.” 

	“You and I need to talk Lu. You know and I know it.” 

	He looks pained and I get a sick feeling in my gut, this doesn’t sound good.

	“I’ll be in touch Lady Lu,” and he’s gone. 

	The sharp click of the door hitting the frame makes me jump slightly, and staring at my son, I lift his warm, sleepy body into my arms, loving his special Finn scent and switch off the lights. I am shattered and the sooner I sleep the sooner I can reason with myself and decipher what the bloody hell has happened in the last 48hrs!
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		With Finn settled, I pad barefoot downstairs for a cool drink, and every intention of checking a few e-mails and my diary for the ensuing week before turning in. I’m just filling a glass from the filtered water-jug when I jump out of my skin, dropping the cup on the floor in the process. An angry male voice dominates the chaos.

	“For fucks sake Lu you really need to start locking the door! I could have been anyone!”

	“Bloody hell Sebastian – knock much?”

	He promptly moves towards me taking quick strides which force me to head backwards in response until I hit the fridge and its open door, the only light in the darkened kitchen and taking the water jug from my hand he places it on the island and turns to face me again.

	“I got home and realised I’d forgotten to do something,” his handsome face watches me keenly, his eyes never leaving mine. My eyes are soaking up his mouth and the carnal look in his black eyes.

	“What’s that?”

	I have an understanding, a hope, of what he is about to do as he lowers his head and I hold my breath in anticipation and excitement but when it happens it still takes me unawares as he moves that last step, so that we meet chest to chest, cocooned within the fridge; I grab the door for balance and placing a firm palm at the back of my neck, he draws me into him and swoops in connecting our mouths in a demanding, passionate kiss.

	The chemistry is unmistakable, fireworks, flashing lights, dizziness. I forget everything and anything but what his lips, are doing to mine, in that moment. Warm, wet, inviting and connected. Abruptly, Sebastian ends the kiss, leaving me off balance and looks intently at me, whilst I struggle back to reality. 

	“That - I needed to do that. I’ve thought about your mouth all afternoon and couldn’t leave without tasting you again.” His voice cracks with emotion and heavily emphasises tasting. I lick my lips unknowingly and his eyes flicker to them as I melt. We connect once again, continuing to explore each other’s mouths, and tongues and lips, leisurely the pace increasing and our breath getting hotter by the second.

	“I can’t get enough of you!” he pants through broken breathes, reaching down to slide my maxi dress slowly up my smooth legs, creating electric shockwaves all over my body, instantly making my nipples point to attention. 

	I instinctively try to move to try and stop the process, but using his free hand to restrain mine I’m trapped and I cave. Our tongues lock and tease madly as I pull him further into my body. I can feel his finger stroking small, figure eight movements on my now bare thigh and my skin burns hot at his touch, where my dress is still bunched in his grip. The chill from the open fridge is a welcome coolant as the temperature around us escalates to boiling point. 

	I feel his finger dip further towards my inner thigh, its direction obvious and I jerk as he hits that ticklish dip in my groin and with a hook of his finger my panties are pulled to one side and his fingertip traces my already moist opening. The act is purely hedonistic and possessive and I’m surprised how needy I am for the contact.

	He deepens the kiss and I moan my pleasure into his mouth, as his fingers plunge inside me and begin to work their magic over my needy clit. 

	“You’re so wet for me Lu - and incredibly hot.”

	I feel my sex throb against his fingers, at the sound of his words and hook a leg around his hips, allowing him better access.

	“Think about my cock fucking your beautiful tight pussy.” 

	His velvety tongue dips inside my mouth capturing mine, and thrusts in and out, mimicking what his cock would do. I feel the pressure of my impending orgasm building, my hips pushing back against his hand, desperate to grab what is just out of reach. 

	As my knees begin to buckle, I gasp, then moan aloud in utter ebullition, as he rams his fingers inside, pushing against my front wall and then swoops them back up,

applying full palpable pressure onto my erect clit. I explode around and over him, hot white lights flicker around me, and warm throbbing waves cascade all over my body, delightfully wrapping me in a delicious aura. I sense his warm breath at my ear and his deep growl of satisfaction as he kisses me gently there, calm as I catch my breath.

	“That was the other thing on my to do list Baby. Make you come.” 

	His voice is taut with sexual innuendo and I lean into him, too exhausted to talk but immediately in need of more. I feel his hand move away from me, and the release of the material of my dress - it immediately drops, to my ankles to cover my modesty. He kisses the tip of my nose and we gaze at each other longingly. I can feel the heat in my cheeks and glow of sex all over my body and press myself into him, keen to connect further.

	His erection is fired up and positioned rock hard against my stomach, which makes me smile smugly - I did this to him. His hand cradles my cheek and I lean into it and kiss his palm. He is so passionate - I never expected him to be so passionate and it releases an overwhelming wave of emotion from deep within me. 

	I’m really falling for this man, my friend, my mate in both terms.

	Sebastian smiles and releases me. “Go to bed and think of me.”

	I want to shout “No! Come back here and fuck me. Let me do to you what you’ve done for me.”  My pussy throbs with a void that needs to be filled and the desperation to feel him inside me, the joining of our bodies is all consuming. But I won’t beg.

	He moves away from me and I immediately crave the contact; I feel so empty. He then leans in kissing my forehead gently, our hands remaining linked until we are too far apart to maintain it and our arms drop, swinging by our sides. I smile, a little embarrassed at our carnal act, which was probably viewed avidly by the pervy neighbour in the terrace, which overlooks my kitchen. 

	“Night Lu.”

	I stare up at him longingly and will him to take me, right there on the island. Fuck the hygiene issues, there’s always Dettol. Chewing hard on my lip to alleviate some of the pent-up frustration, I can see the same desire reflected in his now black glossy orbs. His body is taut and I can see his cock pushing against his jeans in its demand to be released. His eyes are fixated upon my mouth and I run my tongue temptingly along the bottom lip, and sensing I have his full attention, continue to rub both lips together, slowly moistening them.

	“Fuck Lu I’m trying to be a gentleman here but if you keep looking at me like that…doing that with your mouth… ”

	I don’t let him finish and immediately launch myself at him and in that second he is lifting me onto the kitchen counter, again reading my mind and pushing me down onto the cold hard granite, whilst at same time pushing my dress up around my waist and exposing me to his greedy eyes. 

	I feel his hands at my panties and a ripping sound as he tears them at the side-seam, peeling them off deliciously and tossing them in the direction of the bin.

	“You don’t need these. Next time your orders are to wear nothing.”

	I moan into his mouth and revel at the delicious freeing sensation that blows over my now naked and vulnerable pussy. We kiss deeply again and I feel him slip a finger, then another inside me, readying me but I’m already dripping from my recent orgasm and I hear him grunt in possessive approval at his achievement.

	“You’re like a drug.”

	I arch my back, turned on by his words and push my breasts up into his still fully clothed chest at the ripples of ecstasy he is creating inside me. Then groan as he leaves me feeling empty for a second. 

	“Put me inside you Lu.”

	I open my eyes and look down to see his huge erection throbbing between my thighs. Sitting up slightly, my hands tremble, as I grasp him, the girth alone, making me shiver as I guide his tip towards my entrance. He rocks backwards and deliberately slips his cock gently up against my clit, capturing the juice there to lubricate his length and exciting me further.

	I lift my hips and in one forceful thrust, he is inside me.

	“Just… fuck… me.” 

	The words come from me and I stand by every one of them.

	Our tongues duel with each other, collecting pace as I feel him plunge inside of both orifices in time. I wince slightly at the immense fullness and wait for my body to adapt to his invasion. I can feel him breathing heavily and know that he senses my body’s hesitation, as he slows his pace.

	“Baby?”

	“Please…,” my anguished moan is all he needs. 

	His growl of acceptance is so primitive it turns me on even more. He pumps into me, withdrawing only to drag me towards him to delve deeper and unite us even closer if that is possible. We kiss and suck our tongues, practically biting in our animalistic rush to connect. I raise my pelvis to allow more access and feel his hand gripping my hip, to still me, and the slow rotation of his own hips, as he feeds himself in further. With each thrust I feel the build of the thing I need most, my release. My arms grab his shoulders for support, feeling the steely strength underneath his rigid muscles and as I run my nails down his back he groans in encouragement and his thrusting quickens. I can see from his face that he is nearly there; his look of almost pain is enough to drive me over the edge of my own orgasmic cliff top.

	“Come on Baby; together!” his command is harsh and insistent but I can hear the slight crack in it showing his lack of control, at last.

	Wrapping my legs even tighter around his waist, it pushes him deeper inside me and with a few long, strong strokes he delves so far within me, we are connected in both body and mind. As we stare into one another’s eyes, he watches me as I shatter around his throbbing cock. My spasms are his undoing and I hear his cry, feeling him pouring himself into me and its my turn to watch his face as an expression of shock, bliss and ecstasy cross over his features and he closes his eyes on a last sigh. 

	Sebastian carefully draws me up towards him, my hair tumbling down my back and onto his linked hands at my spine. He is still inside me as we slowly kiss. It feels raw and sexy and right. He gently moves a stray hair from my damp forehead and kisses my nose before removing himself and straightening his clothes. Reacting instinctively to his withdrawal, I wriggle my dress down modestly. That needle on the record moment is on the cards I’m sure.

	The one where a sound sharply jolts us back into reality.

	“I’m going to leave now…,” he kisses one cheek then moves on to the other, “ … so you can rest. I fear I’ve worn you out…” He reaches my mouth and looks into my eyes with a devilish smile. 

	God he was so cocky and sure of himself but I’m beginning to love that side of him. 

	“… I knew it would be like this between us Lu - raw and desperate and entirely addictive - you just had to be open to it.” He rolls his lips in thought. “I’ll let myself out Little One.”

	The term of endearment warms me and with one last lingering peck he’s gone before I can comment. In the empty kitchen, the fridge door still wide open, the evidence of his release desperate to escape from within me, as I perch on the kitchen counter, I whisper, “Thank you!” and taking a huge breath head upstairs to shower.
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	Crawling into bed, I put my phone on charge and snuggle down, grateful for the cocoon of my meringue duvet. Replete, tender, fearful, annoyed at my own weakness and concerned at our lack of control in the contraception department for a second time this weekend. I turn as my phone’s screen lights the darkened room and with just a glimpse of the words glowing brightly, I am filled with intense longing.



It never seems to be enough with you Baby.  I always need more.







	Amazing how he reads my mind like that. I’d just thinking the exact same thing. 

The need is so great; it’s never enough. It scares the crap out of me and rather than give any more of myself, than I’d already done, I revert to protective mode and type my reply.




I’m confused. Is it really possible to have great sex with a friend and go back to how it was before?




	I bite my fingernail as I await his response. Why am I testing him here?  - Because you are confused. Yes but surely now’s the time to shout It was bloody amazing? 

I look at the phone and sigh - serves me right. His response is nothing if not honest.




Me too. Honestly? I don’t know.




	Don’t ever expect anything but the truth from a true friend. Now I’ve got total head-fuck. 
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		The reality of my feelings for Lu sting sharply, wounding so deeply, my chest aches with the force. Bitterness rises, like bile in my throat. Of course I’d fall for a woman more stubborn than myself. Bloody fate - that’s what we are. What we’ve always been. But where do we take it from here? 

	I’ve one month of this blasted proposition to work through. One month to convince her that she could trust me. One month to convince myself that I can actually stick at a relationship. Why did you send her FBR 5 then?

	I’m not sure why I haven’t wanted to settle down before now. Business is great. I’ve achieved more than most in my 32 years. Women came easy to me but they also bored me quickly. One thing Lu had never done is bore me; one of the reasons we’d become fast friends. Maybe we should just have some fun and get it out of our systems but returning to what we do best? Mates!

	I need to send her flowers, again - from that Fresh flower place, she loves in Lords. I make a mental note to ring through an order en-route to work. Women always love flowers and she deserved the best. This weekend I’d had the most incredible sex of my life - and I had sampled several delectable women over the years, from all over the world. The sheer need to possess her had crippled me, scared the hell out of me and consumed me all at once. I run a thumb along my bottom lip, envisaging her face as she shattered around my cock - my stomach somersaults. 

	I take a deep breath and try to focus on something other than the flickers of images running freely around my mind. Lucia naked and spread over the sheets, her gorgeous tits in my hands. Lucia begging me to fuck her. Lucia placing my cock at the entrance of her wet pussy. Lucia in the shower. Lucia handing me every blasted orange sweet from the fruit gum packet in the cinema - my mouth had been as dry as Ghandi’s flip-flop. Lucia making dinner. Hang-on these last two things weren’t sexy!

	Fuck me. I need to get a grip. I readjust myself, already hard again at just the thought of her.

	It had been worth the wait. 

	Ten years had been too long but God it had been worth it. Her scent still fills my nose, clothing, is imprinted on my body. I’m not normally so bloody sentimental and I never procrastinate over sex.

	“Seb - you still here?” I hear Chris’ holler from the back suite of the house and watch as his nearing footsteps bring him to join me in the kitchen.

	“Ahh coffee.” 

	“Help yourself mate - new pot just on.”

	He pours himself a cup and ignores the milk I grab from the fridge.

	“Black. Gotta be black today.” 

	“Thick head?”

	“Any noise is torture.”

	I chuckle at his pained look, reach into a cupboard and pop out two pink pills from my hangover saviour box. “Take these, lots more coffee and we’ll grab a bacon sarnie at work. We’ve got to be in bright and early, heavy emphasis on the bright. I have a shareholders meeting in London lunchtime and I’m probably going to have to stick around a few days.

	Chris looks up in surprise. “So the sale is really happening then?”

	“Looks like.” 

	He refers to the Jannah Dubai Marina Hotel. It had been on and off for a few months now and finally, the paperwork was nearly ready to be signed. This was the project that I’d worked towards and would put me in the big league. I’d become a millionaire at 27 and at 32 I’d be in double-figures. It was too true what they said. Money talked. You needed it to make it and pretty soon I’d have enough to feel established. Enough to feel like I’m worthy of a family of Lucia?

	“I need you to head on over to The Ashton today and keep on-top of the guys for me. Nathan will be there too.” I drain the last remnants of my mug and place it in the sink. “Right, Ralph is waiting. I’ll see you in the office briefly before I head of to LBA airport.”

	“No probs Boss. Lucia will be fine with me. You and her seemed pretty cosy Saturday night? Anything serious going on there or is it just a drunk hook up now you’ve broken the seal with a mate?” 

	His sly wink should have softened the blow and normally would have but I’m on him in a flash. My blood boiling and teeth gritted, so tight I wince at the chalkboard crunch. I wish to God I’d never let it slip that we’d got in on, after the Champagne Bar.  

	“Don’t talk about her like that Chris.”

	“Soz Bro. No harm no foul. Just messing.”

	“I mean it. Lu and I, we have history and its complicated.”

	Chris holds his hands up in defeat and with a nervous laugh adds, “So no chance for me then?” before looking at my stoney face.

	“Alrighty then! Leave things with me today at the office, I’ll sort don’t worry.”

	“I’ll call you for regular updates.”

	“No probs. Good luck with the meeting. You sure you don’t want me there as back-up?”

	“No. I’m all good, thanks Chris.” Last thing I needed was Chris with his big gob, disrupting the applecart. He was great on site and a good manager but he was starting to have ideas above his station and had a mouth that ran away with him more often than not. He’d be more likely to do more damage than good. 

	“OK. See you in half-an-hour.” 

	I head out to the hallway, before I say anything I’ll regret. I can see he’d keen to progress but I’ll need to keep him on a leash here and I’m not sure that the whole ‘Chris living here’ proposal was the best idea, even it was only short-term. We’d been mates for several years and worked well together in the construction industry but lately he’d been acting like a royal dick and if I’m completely honest his work had been more than a little sub-par. I’m starting to get the impression that he would like a piece of the Silver Con pie and that isn’t going to happen, not before Nathan. Nathan would always come first. 

	Grabbing my suit carrier, case and briefcase I head for the door, nodding to Ralph as he enters the main door and takes the items from me. He leaves to place them in the car. I take a last look at the house before sliding into the comforts of the Limo. Hopefully by the time Chris gets into work, he’ll have sobered up and stopped pissing me off. I’m not sure what grates me most, the fact that he’d talked about Lu so demeaningly, or that he’d made it clear he had intentions on bedding her himself. She’s mine and no other fucker is getting his hands on her this time.
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		After a restless night of tossing and turning in sheets that smell of Sebastian I decide to crawl out of bed and glancing at my phone I see its only 6am. Oh well at least I’d be organised this Monday. It give me more time to pack the mountainous necessities required for my boys trip; toys and clothes for all seasons - it was the UK after all. Then rustle up a breakfast of porridge with cranberries and cherries for Finn and I to share together. I’m glad to have the time with him and we chatter away - Finn keen to reenact scenes from last night’s movie. His laughter is a breath of fresh air and in that moment I know how blessed I am already - we were fine on our own. This weekend had been out of this world but Finn was my priority.

	Packing up the car, I do a quick drop at my parents, leaving his small suitcase, toys, footballs, his noo-noo teddy, which had a silky label that he had to stroke against his face at bedtime, and a goody bag I’d done for him as a surprise; then nail it back, past ours and into Bodley to drop Finn at crèche. Kissing him goodbye I squeeze a little too hard as I won't see him until Friday. 

	"You be good for Ninni and Gramps poppet and have a fabulous time in Wales at the seaside. I'll miss you like crazy!" I plant umpteen kisses all over his soft face and head.

	"Enough Mummy!" His giggles make me laugh too. 

	"Mummy's got a busy week with work but I'll call you and Ninni will face-time me, so we can say good night most nights, OK my darling."

	He nods in answer and I wobble slightly. Five days is too long, but my parents had planned this short holiday with great gusto; got a little holiday cottage in Abersoch, North Wales and Finn needed some adventure time. Plus it had worked out well with my workload. Feeling emotional I hand his backpack to the nursery nurse and with a last hug remind him, that Ninni was collecting him, before watching him run full pelt at his friends.

	He was fine. It was me that was the problem.

	It takes everything in me not to march in there and pick him up, but I know I'd make it worse. So I wave to a fellow Mum, and wince for her, as she struggles to release her daughters monkey-like grip, from around her leg - we’d all been there - then I make a dash for it and head off to work. My phone rings and I smile as I see Suzie’s name light up the screen – I wondered how long it would take her – she’d showed remarkable restraint, leaving it until Monday morning to pump me for info about my love life!

	“Hiya Love!”

	“Oh goodie I got you before you were in work. I knew if I rang at this time there was a good chance!” she stresses warmly knowing I’m a creature of habit.

	“I’m all yours for another 10mins. Just dropped Finn off.”

	“Oh. You OK?”

	“I’m fine - hate leaving him but he’d rather go on holiday with Mum and Dad. I’ll be good, once I’m busy busy. What’s up?” I reply vacantly as I try to reverse out onto a main road, whilst a woman in a people carrier rolls in, oblivious to my difficulties. I look at the amount of kids in her car and just think, let it go she has much bigger, more immediate issues. 

	Suzie is chattering away, as I return to concentrate on her spiel again. “I’ve just about recovered from Saturday night. It was wicked wasn’t it? I think I really put my back out on the bronco.” She chuckles and I feel for her, as I know her back gives her gip, after a nasty car crash a few years back.

	“Fantastic night,” I agree. “Another memorable party hosted by the D’Alisa’s”

	My attention is drawn back to the road ahead. Bollocks – huge amounts of traffic. I decide to risk it and take the back route.

	“Am I making it up or do I remember someone riding the Bucking Bronco…naked?” I continue to chatter.

	Suzie bursts out laughing. “Ha ha, I’d forgotten about that. Yes – he had a sock on the end of his willy. What a tosser! Anyway enough delaying tactics. Come on; don’t hold out. Did you have a good night…after you went home?” I can hear the unasked question in her voice.

	I decide to ignore it. “Hey? I don’t know what you mean?”

	“Stop being coy Sis. Er durr! A certain male friend who seemed to stick to you throughout the night like glue and couldn’t take his eyes off you and no I don’t mean Theo the wanker!” she sputters obviously irritated by my unwillingness to spill the beans. 

	I smirk, I’d got the vibe that Suzie wasn’t that impressed by Leo but she was normally more forgiving. “You weren’t keen then?”

	“Oh he was alright, I suppose. A bit boring! I don’t know, I can’t quite put my finger on it but I’m just not sure about him? Bit too nice? Him and Chris to be honest! I don’t know, anyway again with the stalling tactics – spill!” My delightful sister holds no bars and commands. “I know it must have been pretty darned good; I could feel the heat between you, from miles away!”

	She was right, on both counts so I comply, knowing that if I don’t she’ll turn up at work and demand a tell-all then and there and I didn’t want Colin and Jackie knowing the intimate details.

	“Nothing to say, really, Babe. We went home, he stayed and we had all-consuming, mind-blowing sex all… night… long; oh and the next morning too…in the shower!” I giggle like a schoolgirl and actually blush at the thought of how wonderful the night and replay had been. I swear my bits do a loop de loop in agreement; their awakening is evident with every naughty thought. I keep Sunday night to myself though, no need to divulge too much.

	“Get the fuck out of here?” Her language is appalling today. “Why didn’t you call me the minute he left? That’s if he left? When did he leave?” she quickly takes a breath in excitement.

	“Calm down Miss Red Bull, less of the questions,” I snigger. “He left on Sunday morning. We later met for breakfast with Nathan and Abs and then Finn came home from his Dad’s. I feel awful as that’s two Saturday’s on the trot I’ve not been with him but he seems OK; especially as Sebastian and I took him to see Despicable me 2 yesterday afternoon.” 

	“Seriously? I wanted to see that movie!” 

	I can practically hear her sulking. News of Sebastian and I have taken a backseat to Despicable Me – How did that work?

	She corrects herself recognising her mistake. “Wow! You spent the whole weekend together? That’s something Lu. It’s about bloody time! As I’ve told you before, even Single Mums need sex. You’re desperate, not dead!”

	“Cheers Sis, that sounds like a slogan from a t-shirt!” 

	Smiling I slow down for someone to pull out in front of me and blare my horn in frustration and anger when they do so and continue at a pace of 10mph. Oh come on!

	“Sorry. Car crash waiting to happen, just pulled out.”

	“Oh I hate that. Is it an old boy? Hey kudos to you Babe; check you out changing the subject. Nicely done,” she graciously offers.

	I laugh loudly but something within me decides its time to ‘fess-up’. 

	"I propositioned him Suze."

	"Scuse me? You did what?" Her screech makes me regret opening my big mouth.

 	"I asked him for one night of pleasure. You know - to be my fuck buddy. He said yes but on the proviso it was more than one night. I'm good with that."

	"I bet you are you naughty girl."

	“I’m not going to get down to the nitty-gritty yet… I’m still trying to process it all myself. I’m not sure how I feel. Anyway Hun, I’ve got to go; I’m pulling into work. I need to crack on with The Ashton project.”

	“OK OK, I get it. I'm glad that one of you idiots made the first move at last but hurry up and process it all soon…,” she mimics my own words with a patronising tone to them. “…and then you can blabber the juicy details soon. Just answer me this, how big was his co… ?” 

	I cut her off cheekily just at the right moment and end the call.




	What I had said was the truth. It is all too fresh to be discussing anything I haven’t come to terms with yet myself. I’d much rather keep the juicy details, as she’d saucily called them, private for now, perhaps forever and enjoy reminiscing in my daydreams but I must admit I’d enjoyed relaying that we’d done the deed, at last. It felt cathartic somehow. 

	I lean over to change the track on my Ipod to my play list of the month and the track of the weekend, and feel a fizz of excitement as Sub Focus Endorphins blares out into the car, reminding me of the monumental sex cocktail I’d supped from all weekend and the irony of the title of the song; the endorphin rush I’d experienced had been exhilarating and dangerous, creating a delicious high. I’d definitely been holding on for some kind of miracle and this weekend it had been delivered to me. Now I had problems. I’m completely consumed by a certain sexy contractor and can't see how I could ever return to just friends. 

	You can - you just need to suck it up and enjoy the ride in the present. Remember this is about opening yourself up to new possibilities. 
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		As I sit at my desk, harshly biting down on my lip and chewing in concentration, I consider my sexual antics for the billionth time this morning. Lost in my thoughts I gasp in shock at the sound of a loud reverberating click in front of my eyes. 

	Bloody hell!

	Shaking his fingers around in my personal space Colin is manically trying to get my attention.

	“Sorry Babe to make you jump but I’ve been calling you loads – you were miles away! Anywhere nice?” 

	He rests his bum on the edge of my desk, slides long chino-clad legs out in front of him and rests his hand flat out underneath his baby smooth chin, in a cute little girl style. I shake my head at his pretty pose. 

	“Sorry poser. I was just thinking about the curtains for the master suite at The Ashton,” I lie apologetically up at him, leaning back into my chair.

	His eyes shrewd he considers me, watching my face for hints, then hits my shoulder playfully, “Bollocks. You were thinking about a certain silver-tongued devil. Don’t lie to me Lulu; you’re a terrible liar.” 

	Sucking in his mouth, his cheeks hollow and he dramatically places a palm on his pink designer polo shirt covered chest. “Unlike me, who can lie through the eye of a needle. Or... is that piss through the eye of a needle?” 

	I giggle at his confusion, bless him he always got his clichés mixed up. 

	“Well… either way I can do both.” His eyes shine prettily, his long eyelashes fluttering precociously.

	“You’re in a particularly good mood today Col, I take it you and James are going good?” 

	“Oh Darling, you know me. We made it to date number three on Sunday and I’m not bored to death… yet, and I was dragged around a decidedly dull art show but I went and showed my line-free face, for his sake. It was one of his friend’s exhibitions, and oh... my... God... it was bad. Finn could have put her crappy work to shame!” He claps his hand over his mouth dramatically and just as quickly throws it away. “But – the pièce de résistance was me covered in Nutella - later that night. James was overcome Darling I tell you. Well he came… all…  over!” his tongue caresses his top lip saucily and I cringe at his blatant coarseness.

	“Lady Boss, Damien Hirst is not a patch on all of… this!” his finger forms an invisible wiggly-line in the air, which travels down his body. 

	I laugh to myself at the gall of this over-confident man and wish I had half of his surety. “So yes… we’ll see. It’s very early days.” His coy smile shows me that he likes his new beau more than he’d care to admit to anyone, including himself. He really is a poppet; a complete drama-queen but a star all the same. It appeared that the love and lust fairy had sprinkled her magic over everyone the past few weeks; Abby & Nathan, I tick off mentally - Colin and James, get added to the list - Sebastian and I? I screw up my nose in annoyance at the uncertainty of it all. Lust 100% but love? I shouldn't even torture myself this way.

	“Come help me choose between sumptuous charcoal grey velvet or deep scarlet silk.” I lead him over towards the large workstation we have in the midst of the studio. “I need to order some lunch. Do you fancy salad or sandwich?”

	“I need carbs today doll, but don’t tell anyone.” His pats his lean washboard tummy, “I’m feeling hormonal and am after some stodge but I’m supposed to be juicing.”

	I laugh and agree. “Me too - in need of stodge that is. I’ll ask Jackie to pick something up for us from The Slug & Lettuce.”

	I’m also sharply reminded that I need to pop out to the chemist asap and purchase the blasted morning after pill – shame I didn’t have a raincoat, trilby and dark glasses to hand. The disguise would really help with the nosey buggers in my near vicinity. The whole drama was probably overkill; we’d only had unprotected sex once - no twice - make that three times, I correct myself, remembering the kitchen incident with crystal clarity. 

	No better to be safe, the way my luck has been of late I can’t risk the additional problem of pregnancy.



	Colin is stroking the samples of both fabrics along either side of his sun-bed enhanced face. “The silk, says luxury, sex, and is naughty but nice. The velvet is lush, thick and will look a… maz… ing in 9foot drop curtains - heavy though?” he looks up at me, arching his brow.

	“I agree but I’m leaning towards the velvet as it will be so opulent.” I pout my mouth. "Hmmm. What about if we combine the two and line the velvet with the red silk? That way when they are drawn back around those huge pewter finials we’ve chosen, you can see both fabrics. Hard and soft; perfect for the sensual theme of the suite?”

	“Perfect Darling! Very erotic.” Colin nods his head, licking his lips “Perhaps I can convince James to let us christen the room together, for its maiden voyage. Ahhh, now that’s a thought.” 

	I can literally see the cogs turning in his perfectly groomed head and knowing that I’ve lost his interest for the immediate time being I roll my eyes and head over to my assistant to order some much needed sustenance. My stomach is growling. As if she can hear my tummy rumbles, Jackie pops over, smiling fondly at us with her notepad and a huge round vase of white roses, studded with pearls in varying degrees of size.

	“Here you go Lu. You really are popular at the moment!” Her face is genuinely gleeful and she delicately places the thick glass bowl in front of me and I melt at the beauty of the arrangement. It was so unusual and utterly me. I look in between the roses, dazzled at their quantity - there must have been two-dozen large roses tightly packed together, at least. There wasn’t a card, but a silver foiled heart dangles from the grey velvet ribbon around the bowl and turning it over, I see the message I’m keen to locate.
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	The message is perfect and warms me to my toes. Even his bold confident scrawl was sexy. 

	“Right enough about me.” I shake myself out of my bubble.

	“About bloody time!” Colin moans next me. “A man could die of starvation here - for food and love.”

	I ignore his petulance and thank Jackie, who is still oohing and ahhing over the flowers. Both Colin and I give her our lunch orders and within minutes she’s disappeared to the shops.

	A few hours and soup and a sandwich later and I’m proud of my creative achievements today. I’ve caught up on some paperwork, and checked the calendars for the next few weeks, chased a few overdue accounts and am much further ahead with The Ashton business. I was annoyed with myself this morning, for not finalising some of my designs this weekend but I’d been otherwise occupied, by a certain delicious contractor and his tools, especially now I knew he was thinking of me too. We may be confused but he was showing he had no regrets.

	There it is. Shit! 

 	I’d done so well and he’s back, fully imposed on my delicate mind, full frontal images of him and his magnificent physique, leaning against my bedroom door, climbing over my naked body, bending me over, soaping me up; the pictures are running carelessly around my head, taunting me, testing me and stressing me out entirely. 

	 Enough!  



	Taking a deep breath I decide to take a ride up to The Ashton and check up on the works there. Anything to get me out and en route I’d pop into the small independent chemist I’d noticed on the corner of the quaint village square, which sat just prior to the left turn up to the hotel. Hopefully I won’t be recognised there. I feel so ashamed but I’d put it off long enough.

	I force a fixed smile back onto my furrowed face. 

	“I’ll be back in tomorrow guys – I’m off to check on the Silver Construction lads and then going to get Finn. See you in the morning,” I inform the team as I leave and thinking quickly on my feet add. “I’m actually not feeling that great, so I’m going to put my calls straight to voicemail until tomorrow and try get an early night - got awful tummy ache.” 

	Jackie nods her acknowledgement, whilst ending another call and as I near the exit, shouts, “Night Lucia. Take care.”
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	Driving, I check in with Abby; I needed her advice big-time. Her bubbly voice answers on the third ring.

	“Hola Honey!”

	I smile despite my gloom and laugh. “Hey Abs. You OK?”

	“All good my end Chickadee but I can sense all is not the same with you. What’s the crack?” 

	That’s what I love about Abby; she could read me like a book. I decide to get straight to the point.

	“I need to get the bloody morning after pill? Which was the one you took when you were with Dave?” I can almost see her eye roll down the phone and I inwardly cringe at my stupidity. Dave had been her on off boyfriend for over 4years and she’d finally kicked him to the curb when she’d caught him balls deep in her cousin.

	“Urggghh Dave the Dickless, don’t remind me. Urmmm, let me think… it began with an ‘L’ - Simon Lebon something or other.” She laughs to herself at her own joke. “Wait, did it split? You never said anything yesterday - unless it happened after? What did Sebastian say?”

	I rub my temple in stress, the other hand still on the wheel. “He didn’t say anything. He doesn’t know and I don’t want him too!” My horrified reply is clearly apparent.

	“He must have known at the time though?” I can hear the disbelief in her voice. “Was he that big?”

	I ignore her last comment but so does she, as she has realised how stupid I have been. 

	“Oh you didn’t - Lulu what were you thinking?” 

	“Er I wasn’t and neither was Sebastian. We just got carried away in the moment. Abs it was primitive.” My voice cracks with emotion and I sense her empathy returning

	“I know I know. We nearly messed up too. These Silver brothers are magnetic, I’ll give them that but I still think Sebastian should know and go through it with you Babe. He’s a good guy and I know it’s a bit of an odd arrangement you two have going at the mo and you don’t want the drama but I’d definitely be telling Nathan if it were happening to us.”

	I ponder her words, knowing deep down she was right but she was also right about the drama. I didn’t want to be that girl. I’m strong enough to handle this alone; fuck I’ve managed to set up my own business, run a home, bring up my son, as a single parent and get through a nasty break-up. If I can do all that I can take a God damned pill to show some responsibility - albeit delayed responsibility.

	“Really? Even when this is just sex?” I consider my own question and change my mind immediately. “No! I mean it Abby, Sebastian doesn’t need to know. He tries to control everything and I need to feel like I’m the one in control here. Besides I want to just enjoy our time right now - not get too heavy you know?”

	“Perhaps if he’d been in control at the time of unprotected sex he’d have a leg to stand on but who am I to say?” Her dry judgmental hum is heartfelt but she is on a mission now and gaining momentum. “I mean I love Sebastian but why is it that men get to be all spontaneous, with their big cocks, amazingly buff guns and tight bums; turn-us-on to the point of losing all power over our minds and our sensibilities, and reduce us to melting pots of passion in seconds. We get amazing unforgettable sex and then we're the ones who have to cramp and puke in retribution.” 

	I can tell that she is combining her own previous experience with Dave the Dickless, and her present situation with the delicious Nathan Silver. She has it sooo bad! 

	“Actually in my case, the sex was rubbish with Dave so I had shit sex, no orgasm and had to pop the pill anyway and thank God I did. Now Nathan on the other hand - I’m going to have to be careful with him. He wants to do it everywhere and on everything and fuck Lu he’s hung like a freaking donk…”

	“Abs Abs, I get it.” I laugh, happy for her and realising I’ve lost her full attention I try to change the subject. “I’ll take it today but I mean it, don’t tell Sebastian, Nathan… anyone!”

	“Ok Lu. Pinky promise. I’ll call you tonight to see how you’ve got on. If you need me I’m there with bells on and maybe some anti-sickness medication.”

	I smile and ring off just as I pull into the centre of Holdgate. It was time to pay for my sins!
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		Cringle’s Chemist is open. That's a good start! 

	I breathe a sigh of relief as I park the Audi directly outside its doors. Perfect for a grab and dash. The Chemist itself is tucked away in a small courtyard, to the right of the Holdgate Village Square. Its Tudor styled exterior and chocolate box window merchandising is cosily inviting and away from the madding crowds and I am instantly put at ease. This Chemist is so unlike the local one in Bodley, where a neon red sign flashes DUREX, placed strategically next to the huge Pampers display in the window! No this place was the perfect foil for my faux pas.

	A woman with rosy cheeks and Dame Edna red glasses welcomes me as I enter. The shop is empty. At least there wouldn’t be the added embarrassment of others overhearing my intimate information. Gazing around, I’m in awe of the items of produce available. On the same shelf you could purchase a bottle of Head & Shoulders, hair clips, Tena Lady pads, nail polish remover, Vaseline, bum gloves (perfect for fake tanning) and a pair of socks? I try to focus on the reason that I am there. This was obviously what came with an independent village pharmacy. I’ve come to the right place if I need something to treat dandruff, incontinence issues, fix my manicure, moisten my dry lips, need lubrication for other areas, (oo err!) and need to cover my cold feet. Furrowing my brow in disbelief of the freakiness of the place I head to the counter. Vintage was too modern for this place!

	With all this paraphernalia for sale, surely they could provide me with the I fucked up and got fucked without fucking protection pill!

	“Good afternoon. How can I help?” her smile is comforting and I feel my shoulders relax their tightly arched position. I muster the courage, feeling like a naughty teenager and just go for it.

	“Yes. I’d like to purchase the morning after pill?” My voice sounds calm but inside I feel sick and I haven’t even taken the bloody thing yet. I wince in apology.

	“Oh OK.” The bubbly lady is perhaps a tad more judgmental? Or that could be my own insecurities. Sally, as her name badge advises me, disappears to the back of the shop and returns in seconds with two boxes. 

	“Right – we have two types of pill, Levonelle and Ella One.” She holds each box up respectively, flashing one forward and giving it a quick shake, before switching it up and thrusting the second option in my face, so close the text blurs. I nod in all the right places; the first brand name, Levonelle, must have been the one Abby took; it definitely sounded like the guy from Duran Duran.

	“Which one you take is dependant upon how long it has been since you had unprotected sex?” Her gaze is serious and questioning over her red comical readers but her matching pillar-box red lips relax in a close-mouthed smile, encouraging me to open-up to her. I mentally calculate the length of time since our kitchen sex session and outwardly feel myself blush. 

	“I’d say just over twelve hours? Give or take. (Boy did I give and take!) It was Sunday night,” I add and want to kick myself at my honesty. Why not just tell her you were both too overcome buy passion to consider slipping a condom on his enormous orgasm delivering cock?

	Her face appears sympathetic however and she goes into great detail about the best option. “I think you’ll be fine with the Levonelle tablet. This is to be taken within 72hours of the accident…,” she whispers this in the same way that the famous Manchester born comedian Les Dawson used to day Lesbian, like it is a dirty word and gives me another whoops eyebrow raise. “… and you are well within that timeframe. The other pill can be taken up to 5 days after the event but the sooner the better is my advice – Ella One is relatively new to the market so the decision is entirely yours but if it were me I’d go with the first choice.” 

	I spend the next few minutes listening to the many horrendous sounding side effects and issues I could expect to come with this type of emergency contraception medication and inwardly die at the thought of my stupidity. One soapy wet embrace and a few neck nuzzles and I’m spread eagled around a certain God’s hips and bouncing allover his cock.

	“Scuse me Miss are you OK?” Sally interrupts my daydream gently.

	I shake my head in annoyance at my own ditzy attitude. “Sorry yes I‘m fine. Take it tonight, with food. If I’m sick within 3hours I need a second dose from the Accident & Emergency department at the local hospital. Got it.”

	I hand over my debit card to pay £25.99 – the exorbitant price for unrestricted passion.

	“Much cheaper than weekly nappies.” Sally quips, reading my mind whilst punching in the necessary information on the PDQ machine. I nod weakly and enter my pin.

	She discreetly wraps my item, in a Cringles branded paper bag and passes it to me. “Don’t worry love. We all make mistakes. In a few days this will be a distant reminder.”

	I flinch at her words. The reality is whilst I need to take this pill - an unexpected pregnancy is not the way forward at present - I can’t help but hope that it won’t put a stop to all new beginnings. I don’t want Sunday's amazing sex to be seen as a mistake or become a distant reminder. 

	I jump as the sound of a bell chimes over the door and turn to see who’s entered but there isn’t anyone there. How odd? 

	Perplexed I return to focus upon red glasses lady and frown as she says, “Young people today you are all in too much of a hurry. No patience anymore.”

	My confused face is evident and she hurriedly corrects herself. “Oh not you Honey, sorry. No I meant the blonde girl with the black fur coat that was waiting in line behind you. More interested in her phone than anyone else.”

	Oh God I hadn’t even noticed that someone had entered the shop. I had been so involved in my Scoobydoo strategy of obtaining the dreaded pill; I’d not turned around once. 

	“Thanks for all your help,” I nod again. 

	I wish I’d gone to Lloyds now; they served you, hardly spoke and kept their personal opinions to themselves. Trust me to visit a Pharmacy with Yorkshire’s equivalent of Claire Raynor & Ruby Wax rolled into one! Her comment about distant reminders has definitely touched a nerve. I remind myself as I leave that she was only trying to help, even if it wasn’t really received.
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		At The Ashton I pull up next to a black Ford Ranger pick-up truck, emblazoned with the Silver Construction logo. That’s a good start at least. I smile to myself; Sebastian and I had designed the corporate identity together for a degree typography project; that was so long ago. I am suddenly immensely proud of everything that he has achieved in such a short space of time. After Uni we’d both graduated and gone our separate ways in business but remained a constant in one another’s lives through friendship and work.

	I much preferred to contract any building works I may require out to Silver Construction, and in the early days, when I was making my way up the corporate chain, grabbing every grain of experience I could, I’d put in a good word for him with my bosses and Sebastian would more than prove his worth. This reputation of quality and innovation, combined with his good head for marketing, had meant that the company had expanded fast and fiercely, and the smaller jobs tended to take a backseat. Now he was wheeling and dealing with the alphas, all over the world, with fingers in many of the high-end construction project pies, he was involved with. His Dad had out into the business initially, helping him start out, which had been a real help but the rest was all Seb. Financially he was set for life. 

	He’d fast become a real entrepreneur and I realise how fortunate I am that Sebastian has rearranged projects to ensure there was a slot in the diary for me on this brief. Everything had to be perfect at The Ashton, to ensure we get more business from James Marcell, and his many cultured contacts.

	I head up to the honeymoon suite and am pleased to see that the construction-team have not wasted anytime in prepping for the ensuing weeks. All manner of protective materials shroud the room; from plastic sheeting to dust sheets and the customary site radio, flecked with paint and plaster, sits pride of place on an up-turned bucket. Work is already beginning on the bathroom and to the front of the room a hole is being created to house the new fireplace.

	I count two workmen; one cheeky apprentice who introduces himself to me, with a tip of his baseball cap as Danny, whilst he sips his coffee and another quiet soul, who is at present screeding the en-suite floor to level it, ready for the new surface covering. I feel for his knees, which are encased in pads for protection.

	I need to re-measure the window spaces for the curtain fabric, to supply the window dresser, one last time. As Sebastian always says, “measure twice, cut once.” It appears that at every turn, I am reminded of him.

	Jumping slightly, I feel a hand in the small of my back, my brain sends a signal of hope as to the owner of the hand but I instinctively sense that it is not him. 

	It is not his touch, there’s no electric buzz shooting up my spine.

	“Lucia, I didn’t know you were popping in!” I hear Chris Booth’s confident voice behind me, and slump. Today of all days I could do without his prying eyes and overzealous comments.

	“Hi Chris - yes I thought I’d come see that all is as it should be.” 

	I side step an abandoned toolbox and walk out of Chris’ close proximity – the man really does give me the creeps.

	“All is indeed in order! Sebastian asked me to come oversee things today onsite as he’s away again.”

	My mind and body freeze at the words. He hadn’t mentioned working away had he - he’d only just got back Friday night? I am filled with a huge sense of loss and disappointment and even though I had no intention of discussing the fact that I’d procured the morning after pill to wash away the risk of any mistake from our passionate encounters, I realise that I am now truly alone. 

	“Oh – where’s he gone?” I ask, hoping to appear casual.

	“London for some big suits meeting – bout the Jannah?” he supplies me, almost cocky with his knowledge. 

	“I fancied tagging along; we grafted on that job together you know, but he needed someone to manage shop whilst away and who else could he trust with his favourite female friend?” I’m niggled by the way he seems to be placing himself in Seb’s shoes, in his absence.

	“I wonder if he’ll be meeting that Manchester lass Stacey whilst there – he doesn’t like to travel empty-handed, if you know what I mean – or single for that matter and I know Toni isn’t with him this time!” he winks, elbowing me a little roughly in the side. I swallow in distaste, nausea bubbling at the ready.

	Chris ignores my now pale complexion and continues rambling. 

	“Yeah, think he’s back in a week? Not sure really. Hey but you’ve got me and we’ll be able to get down to it,” he grins mischievously. In that second I decide to snap out of things and take Chris for what I think deep down he probably is, a misunderstood guy who is probably lonely and likely harmless enough. I seriously hope that is the case anyhow. I actually think he is a little thick or maybe just thick-skinned?

	Why would he mention Stacey though? She was the woman they apparently met in Manchester about the chain of restaurants Silver Con were tendering for. She wasn't anything to do with the Dubai hotel - was she?

	I retract my black Prada frames from my briefcase and slide them on, pushing the glasses back with one finger to sit over my nose and cheeks comfortably. They were unfortunately a necessity since the birth of Finn, when my eyesight had altered from long to shortsightedness but the fact that they looked the part and made me feel business-like, was an added bonus. 

	“Right, so then let’s get to it - 1) The bathroom floor; the tiles should be with you by Wednesday - 2) The tiles for the walls on Friday - 3) The plastering is to be done Wednesday also so that the decorator can begin next week…” I tick each item off with my fingers as I read through my detailed plan of action.

	“Whoa, Whoa, slow down! Seb said you were organised to a fault but give a bloke a chance to keep up!” he blusters, raking a hand through his fashionably styled barber’s quiff.

	I laugh, relaxing a little. “Sorry. When I‘m in the zone God help us. I’ve sent all the proposal times for work and deliveries to Toni via email, but I can 'cc' you in for future reference - if you’d prefer?” 

	He nods, his icy blue eyes concentrating in thought. “Yeah that works - or you and I could mull over some suggestions over drinks sometime?”

	Oh no, I knew it. It’s true what they say, an unhappy woman is not appealing but a woman with an aura of 'just been fucked' and the men crawl out of the woodwork.

	“Oh I’m not sure that’s such a good idea Chris – mixing work and pleasure.” 

	That’s it. Well done, stop there. 

	“But you could always have a cuppa at mine sometime,” I add feeling sorry for him.

	Why oh why did I offer that? I’m too bloody soft. I really do hate to be rude.

	He repeatedly taps his pen against his palm, but breaks off to click his ringing phone to silent, as he watches me. “That sounds like a plan.” 

	Change the subject now.

	“OK, well I’m happy with the progress for the first day. If Danny can ensure that the fireplace is readied and the chimney swept and flue all in form for the fire to be fitted next week, that’d be great.” Well done chick, you’ve pulled it back to work.

	“Then the cornice in the corner, where it’s worn away – who’s sorting that?”

	“What… hmm sorry, I was focused on your umm… glasses. Very sexy secretary.” 

	Thank God he said glasses, but still this guy needed to get some new material.

	I prompt him. “Cornice?”

	“Oh yeah, the cornice! We’ve tracked down a company that has taken a molding of the existing decoration and they are recreating it from scratch. You’ll never know there was a glitch. All due to be completed by the end of the week.”

	“That’s great news.” I’m really satisfied with the remodelling so far. If things were moving along quickly at the beginning it left us more time to deal with the problems, which always arose at some point, close to the end of the project.

	“Right, well I’ll make a move. I’ve got to go collect my son.” I sidestep a loose floorboard. “See you lads!” I shout to the workers. Danny tips his head in a gentlemanly manner, and the loner can’t hear me, due to his huge yellow ear defenders and continues head down in concentration.

	“Come on - I’ll walk you out.” 

	I’m not given the chance to refuse as Chris returns his hand into the small of my back possessively and pushes me towards the corridor. I really am going to need to set some boundaries of personal space with him.

	Once outside he sparks up a cigarette and appraises me in the same clothes stripping way he’d done at Suzie and Gino’s party but I’m saved from feeling seedy when his phone rings again. I remove my glasses in retaliation of his preference for them and halt abruptly, as I hear Chris speak the one name, permanently imprinted on my mind.

	“Sebastian – yeah yeah mate I’m here now. Sorry I was busy with Lucia. Yeah, she’s here with me now - we’ve been in the honeymoon suite, having fun!” 

	Looking up he smiles at me suggestively. 

	“Sorry mate - just kidding. How’s things? Is all going swell?” he laughs at his own poor joke, continuing, “Really? You lucky devil you. Didn’t expect anything less.” 

	I watch him hold his hand out for me to wait. 

	“No worries mate. It’s all under control. Lucia’s going to make sure I’m not lonely whilst you’re away. OK I’ll let her know. I will. I promise. I said I will! Right. Bye now.” 

	What the fuck?

	He ends his call, smarmy smile back on and the knob is back. Yuk!

	“Somebody’s a little testy today me thinks,” he offers but not particularly to me.

	I’m probably giving the guy a harder time than he deserves, due to the wild thoughts now parading around inside my head. He really is away then. I feel a jolt of immense loss and instantly irritate myself.

	 And? Why does that affect you Lucia - no ties, remember?

	“I need to get back to the office now Chris, so I’ll see you this week no doubt.”

	It isn’t really a question but he answers. “Oh you most certainly will Lulu. See you soon.” 

	How is it that Sebastian and Chris were such good friends? They were such polar opposites - Sebastian the chalk, and Christopher the cheese, literally? I smirk to myself, and turn to walk to my Audi, as fast as my 4inch heels will allow on loose chip pebbles. I’m annoyed for feeling so petty that Chris has used my nickname and we’re not that friendly. Sebastian is one of the few that I allow to call me Lulu - and he’d used it several times during sex, which made it even more personal to me.



	It’s only as I head down the expansive driveway that I begin to recollect in detail, the telephone conversation I’d overheard. My body is tightly strung at the thought that he is hundreds of miles away in another part of the Country and I didn’t even know! At the same time, I conclude that just because we spent a wonderful weekend together, it doesn’t give me the right to know his schedule and where he is at all hours. You knew this was a bad idea from the start Lu - you don't do casual!

	My chest expands on a deep breath and I switch the radio on and instantly regret it as Adele’s Chasing Pavements fills the Audi. I flinch annoyed at my silly reaction to a song. How is it that all of a sudden every song and its words relate to Sebastian and I? I switch stations and am given a choice of Coldplay’s Green Eyes and You Got the love by The Source and shake my head in utter disbelief – I suppose its just like when you’re on a diet and every advert on the television is about calorie laden puddings. Annoying though as I love all three of those songs and can’t enjoy any of them right now. In disgust I stab the off button and drive home in silence, the only sound my ticking time bomb of thoughts, festering away uncontrollably. 

	Chris had suggested that Sebastian was not in London alone but I just hope that he was guessing or exaggerating the situation. I sense that he thinks that there may be something between Seb and I, and that he is not best pleased but I may be wrong. I’m not sure that he is that intelligent; although there’s some serious jealousy there. Chris is most definitely inferior to his friend and knows it. 

	The thought of Sebastian with another woman now, doing to her what he’d done with me, I couldn’t bear it. I have to resign myself to the fact that this was my fault and I was the one who instigated the arrangement. He may have added the rules but we never made any promises to each other and just because it was us, and we had a history of friendship - that did not guarantee a happy ending.

	Besides, I’d never wanted that, had I? To be with Sebastian Silver in a long-term committed relationship? Why does that suddenly not sound so strange?

	God, it was much easier when you didn’t already know the guy – certainly less heavy so early on – I’d never had feelings for someone so fast before – never felt so utterly bereft at their unexpected disappearance. The emotion does not sit well with me – I don’t do needy. I’m a strong independent Single Mother, who earns my own crust and is comfortable with my own company – this is a totally new experience for me. 

	I shake my head to myself, knowingly – no – this is the way it must be when it’s real, unequivocally, and undeniably right. This conclusion only makes our situation more unbearable. 

	Do I want this to be a long-term thing? Surely I don’t want to be with someone so controlling and with a sexual history that would make Dirk Diggler proud?

	Following the winding roads home from Holdgate to Bodley, I glance across at my phone in its hands-free holder and notice a text message on the screen. It’s from Jackie.




Leo called to talk to you about accounts. 

I said you’d gone home ill with stomachache. See you tomorrow

hopefully Boss :)




	Urgghh I hadn’t spoken to him since Saturday night and I still feel pretty bad how I’d arrived with him and then dumped him. How bad was that? I’ll ring him tomorrow and smooth things over. I’m sure he’d be fine. I had bigger problems than Leo to worry about. 
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		6pm I crawl into bed for an early night and snuggle under the king-size meringue duvet in a tired heap. Soup and a crusty roll followed by a pudding of Levonelle, was not something I’d recommend off the menu. Half an hour in and there it is; the lovely nausea has popped in for a visit. Curling up with my cream, fluffy Princess hot water bottle I sigh in disgust. 

	You’ve no one to blame but yourself! 

	If I can just get through the next few hours, I’ll be fine - grin and bear it, as deep down you know it was worth it; entirely irresponsible but worth it…

	My thoughts are rudely interrupted by the bark of my phone and wearily turning to grab it from my bedside table I groan in discomfort. The text is boldly screaming at me in all its ultraviolet brightness and a quick glance tells me its from Sebastian. My heart starts to pound.



I’ve been thinking about you.

The smell of you, the feel of you, the taste of you. Sorry I had to leave on short notice - be in touch soon. x



	I cradle the phone to my chest, the huge smile on my face threatening to crack open. Yay! He’s thinking about me – he didn’t forget… me. I re-read the text again, and a warm sensation blankets me. I settle down to fall into a deep slumber, happy that he is as restless as I am where we are concerned. Our texts have definitely gone to the next level, even if we haven’t. Closing my eyes I succumb and feel myself relax for the first time all day.
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		The trouble with medication is it disturbs your sleep and I awake as a wave of nausea hits me again. Looking at my phone I can see its 10pm – I’ve slept for nearly 3hours solid, at least that means the pill is well and truly in my system now and its job will be complete. 

	I look down again and notice I’ve had 5 missed calls from my sister and 2 from Abby. I rub my hands wearily across my face in an attempt to focus properly, and enter the code for my phone, ringing Suzie immediately.

	“Babe, is everything ok?” 

	I’m groggy but also acutely aware that I’ve not made enough time for my sister of late and we are well overdue a catch-up. I’m probably not on her nice list at the mo.

	“How did it go?” she sounds a little snooty but concerned.

	I wrack my brain for what she could mean. Surely she didn’t mean…

	“The Pill?” her voice goes up at the end of the sentence.

	“Shit - did Abby tell you?” 

	“Yes she bloody did but only cos I dragged it out of her. I rang work first and they said you’d gone home with tummy ache. Then I rang Abs for some juicy goss about you and Seb and conned her into spilling.”

	Crap. Poor Abby, it wasn’t her fault. I decide to go with the flow.

	“It was OK, spent a few hours feeling pretty horrid and went to bed early until my phone woke me.”

	“Sorry to wake you but it sounds like you got off lightly - in every way, Madam!” she says in her best Teacher voice.

	I groan. “I know, I know, but it’s done now. I just hope that this nausea goes away soon. I know Abs said it can last a few days.”

	“Well I’m warning you, Gino overheard me leaving a message for you earlier tonight – seeing as you weren’t answering your phone!”

	I freeze. “Does Gino know? Oh Suze, please ask him not to tell Sebastian?”

	“Why the bloody hell not – he should have put something on the end of his dick! Why should you be the only one feeling like crap?”

	I cringe; Abby and Suzie were cut from the same cloth. I‘d hoped to deal with this on my own, to feel like I am in control still. The second Sebastian was involved it would become a huge drama and undo all the amazing part of our undeniable sexual chemistry. 

	“Well, all I’m saying is expect a call soon. Every cloud has a Silver lining, eh?”

	“Right, Ok Suze thanks for the heads up. Better be off. I’ll see you tomorrow at the shop, I need to get a dress for the party on Saturday.”

	“No worries my lovely – I’ll put a few to one side. I need to talk to you anyway, as I have some juicy news but it can wait!” She always has juicy news but for some reason I sense that this news is important; she’s being far too coy for it not to be.

	We both hang up and I frown considering her last comment. Just like Suzie to feed me a little crumb and not the whole morsel; I’d be wondering what her news was all night. Well, anything to take the focus away from me for a while. 
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	I’m dreaming that I can hear a tap tapping noise, which is persistently annoying. It’s not long before I come to the realisation that it’s not a dream, but in fact a reality. I pause, holding my breath in the darkness and wait. There it is again. A pebble hits the window; this time the sound is unmistakable. Making my way to the window I notice that the clock on the chest of drawers next to it, glares a luminous green 11.43pm. Nervously, I peer out and see a familiar gunmetal Silver Range Rover Sport parked opposite my house. My heart leaps into my throat. Oh no! I don’t want him to see me like this!

	I’m a total mess, no make-up, and flannelette PJ’s are so not a sexy look. He is the last person I want to see now and how I’m going to hide this from him I don’t know. 

	What the hell is he doing here?

	I make my way to the door, wishing I’d had the time to clean my teeth and release the bolt, then the lock before holding it slightly ajar; just enough to see him leaning irate against the frame. His sexy body encased in jeans and a quilted Barber jacket. He looks delicious and seriously pissed.

	“Christ - you’re a heavy sleeper. I thought I was going to have to replace that window, the amount of stones I’ve thrown at it.”

	“What are you doing here Seb? I thought you were in London?”

	“I was, three and a half hours ago. Let me in Lu!” His face is tight and his brows furrowed. 

	“It’s late, Sebastian. I was asleep and I’m not feeling great.” I wrinkle my nose at my weakness but I’m hoping he’ll be like most men and assume that means I’m on my period and run a mile. A wave of nausea hits me again and I recoil.

	“That’s why I’m here. Now let me in.” 

	I’m tired and emotional and rather than fight him tonight, I cave and move aside for him to enter, moving to curl up on my favourite chair, as the dizziness overwhelms me.

	“Whoa Baby. Steady there.” 

	He grabs me before I collapse and ignores the chair, picking me up and holding me against his chest, he carries me up the stairs to my bedroom. I close my eyes, inhaling his clean male scent and link my hands around his neck, allowing myself to be supported for once. It felt so nice to relax against him and just be cared for.

	“Right, Little One, let’s get you settled.” 

	I watch as he pulls back the cover and places me gently, into the bed, covering me completely. Why was he here?

	Once he’s refilled my water glass he kicks off his shoes and joins me on the bed, drawing me into his warm strength again.

	“Why didn’t you tell me Lu?”

	I can feel his breath on my hair and his soft touch as he lightly caresses my wrist. Even feeling ill, his magnetism is so powerful I’m immensely turned on.

	“Lu?” his gentle reminder brings me back to focus on the inevitable. I shouldn’t hide this from him any longer.

	“I didn’t want to put pressure on you. We’re just having fun and it’s all a bit heavy.” I’m embarrassed, upset and annoyed at my weakness all at once.

	“For God’s sake, Lu! Did you not think I’d want to know about this? Have a say?” I feel his body flinch and tense and the cold hits me as I feel him slide out from beside me and off the bed. His hand rubs his head in frustration, as he comes to terms with things.

	“What is there to say? We didn’t use protection and I wanted to be safe.” I sound blunt and bow my head, feeling severely ticked off and vaguely ashamed. 

	Maybe I should have told him? But seriously - what did he want me to do, risk it and get pregnant?

	“Who told you Seb?”

	“It doesn’t matter.”

	“It bloody does to me. Was it Gino?”

	At the shake of his head I continue “Abby”

	“No.”

	“ Nathan then?”

	“No, none of them. Someone saw you buying it.”

	His eyes are so dark and intense, almost hypnotic as he stands at the foot of the bed, clearly agitated. “Look I don’t like to ask - you didn’t keep this from me because you’ve been with Leo did you?”

	WTF?

	My immediate reaction is to throw something at his head, anger tearing through my entire being. Who the fuck did he think he was? 

	Instead I snort in disgust. I can feel the tears threatening to spill over and I lift a hand to my brow to hide my stress, shaking my head - don’t let him see how much he just hurt you Lu. Be brave.	

	The silence between us is deafening and I’m aware that my lack of answer is adding weigh to his ridiculous notion but if I look up I’ll break. 

	I hear his hiss before he fills the quiet. “Ah shit Lu - forget I said that - I’m sorry - bloody other people putting thoughts in my head - I know it’s just been me. Just you and me Baby.”

	Don’t be nice now… please. I can deal with bastards - I’m not used to nice.

	“It has. You shouldn’t even have to ask.” 

	My voice sounds cold and withdrawn and I watch as his strides towards me, his eyes searching mine. 

	“I thought you were on the pill. I’m clean and I bloody know you are. But this is my fuck-up not yours. I should have been there for you!” his voice is lighter, more caring and I sigh in exasperation.

	“I’m fine, honestly. I just feel a bit sick that’s all. Seriously you have no obligation here. I was just as caught up the moment…”

	“Moments,” he interrupts.

	“Moments,” I repeat with a blush, remembering the shower and kitchen moments in equal clarity. “I was caught up in the moments and should have been more careful. We should have been more careful but I’ve taken care of it.”

	He ponders me for a while and I watch as his tongue flicks out to wash his sexy lips. “I should have bloody taken care of it at the time.” 

	His jaw is stern.” I’m not sure what I was thinking? When you and I connect everything else goes out the window. I’ve never not used protection with a woman. You are the first; another first shared between us.” I watch his struggle, can see that he is uncomfortable with his statement. “You are not alone anymore Lu. Stop pushing me away!”

	“I didn’t realise I was? What did you expect me to do, make a drama of it and turn what this was into a total regret for you? It may surprise you but I’m not that type of woman. Besides, I know you are definitely not the follow-up type of guy!”

	His look is lethal and the anger is his eyes so black. I wince. 

	“What happened between us was NOT a mistake, Lucia! Don’t ever call it that! You need to let me in and stop fighting Me… This… Us!”

	He’s pumped and ready to go but I can see the tightrope of control he’s walking, forcing him to keep his head and allow me to answer as he heads towards the door. I can’t help myself; I feel bullied, confused, awful. How could he think I’d been with someone else? 

	I don’t ask him, instead I petulantly reply. “Stop trying to control me then! You can’t control everything Sebastian!”

	The icing on the proverbial overflowing cup-cake is enough to blow his steely demeanour and I watch as he struggles to wrestle with his inner strength, his teeth gritted and lips rolling tightly over them, near white in their tightness. My own chest rises and falls at breakneck speed with mounting anger, mirroring his body language. 

	God! When we disagree it’s not pretty. 

	We’d not been in this position before and I am starting to see why Sebastian Silver was so ruthless in business. He always won. 

	Well not this bloody time!

	“Look you don’t need to feel obliged here. I was the one who propositioned you. This was only ever going to be a one night thing and then it became more and now I’m not sure what we are but seriously you’re off the hook - we just got carried away. 

	“You may have offered yourself to me but I was the one who took you up on it and I was the one who fucked you.”

	God he was sexy - even experiencing roller-coaster waves of nausea, I wanted to jump him.

	“We fucked Seb and it was good - more than good but you don’t owe me anything but our friendship afterwards, like we promised.”

	How had I managed to make what we had experienced this weekend, sound so inconsequential? In reality it had been all-consuming, defining, bloody monumental; a God damned epiphany!

	I continue ignore my annoying inner voice. “FBR No.5, remember? What was it? Er… it went something like… no strings, no ties, no emotions, your not boyfriend material, never will commit, you’re happy to shag me but don’t get heavy and we must always kiss and make up as mates afterwards. Sound familiar?”	

	I watch him flinch at my words - I may have exaggerated them hugely but said like that, the rule sounded pretty cold; at the time I hadn’t cared. Now FBR Rule no.5 suddenly doesn’t work for me.

	How could I have agreed to this or been stupid enough to come up with the idea in the first place - we could never have sex and remain friends. Well I couldn’t.

	We stare at one another for a few seconds, both defiant and resounding in our view points before he turns and opens the door, his jaw twitching.

	 “Rest and we’ll talk again in the morning. I want regular updates as to your condition.” 

	Arrogant bastard - obviously didn’t take the hint not to control me then?

	With that severely patronising attempt at medical care and concern, I hear him head downstairs and a little while later the thud of the door slamming into the frame and the keys, as they are dropped through the letterbox. 

	I wish he’d never found out. Now for some reason it all felt so much worse and exactly how I’d feared things would play out. It had dirtied what had been such a monumental weekend. I felt like it had all become a big mistake.

	I still can’t believe he’s driven 200miles to be with me and we argued like this.

	Punching the pillow next to me in frustration, I fold it around my face and scream into it. Arghh -That man! I struggle as I feel the hot sensation of tears at my eyes and my throat tightening again, bloody hormones. Who the Hell had told him and who had seen me buying it? 

	Sighing deeply and settling down, I give in to the sleep I’d been fighting since he’d rudely awoken me. Hopefully tomorrow things would feel better but at this rate I sense its unlikely.
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	How could I be so irresponsible? 

	I berate myself for the second time since yesterday and indicate to make my way onto the motorway, bouncing across two lanes, foot hammered to the floor. 

	I’m not going to get much sleep tonight. My next meeting is in 6hours, back in Knightsbridge. Another 4hours and I’d be at the hotel, traffic dependant. I need coffee!

	I should have fucking stayed; regardless of her anger and my stupidity.

	I knew the minute Toni had rung to inform me of Lu’s little visit to the chemist, it was my fault. I should never have allowed her to puts doubts of another guy in my mind. She’d seen her in Holdgate being the morning after pill, purely coincidental and after seeing Lu with Leo at the party on Saturday, put two and two together. I was more pissed that I was apparently the last to find out. What I did bloody expect though? I hadn’t put a raincoat over my cock, twice! Should I just have waited for her to inform me she was pregnant?

	Now thats a question. Suddenly my mind is racing with all kinds of strange and unfamiliar thoughts I’d never considered. I shake my head. Focus! You’ve got some serious work to do here to make this up to her - to convince her that you’re more than just a player. That this was more than just a fucking amazing fuck!

	God she’d looked washed out. Her beautiful face, pale; huge lime eyes dulled. What a way to put a dampener on a fabulous night. Now I had immense bucket-loads of  guilt. Now I had doubts about whether I was good enough for her. 

	She’d been so bloody angry. That stubborn streak flaring, its fiery head the second I brought my own to the fore. I’d been rock solid just watching her, all rumpled from sleep and firmly independent. I loved that about her that she wasn’t a drip. I just wished she’d have told me - our friendship was wavering and I’m at a loss as to what I can do to reign it back in and maintain the pace of our blossoming sex life.

	So I’m off the hook now am I? 

	We’ll se about that - not a fucking chance - I’m all in, and this is far from over between us Ms. Myers.
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		I was wrong.  A new day and a better nights sleep hadn’t altered anything really; I still felt pretty shit about it all. Rushing around in the usual tizz that has become my habit on a morning, I grab a bite of my toast, and cringe as my delicate stomach flips in disgust; not quite there yet I agree with my body, as nausea waves engulf me again. 

	Thank goodness I’d not had to cater for Finn this morning, at least I’d been allowed the luxury of a lie in until 7.30am! I spy the designs collated yesterday, shrug into my suit jacket and locate my heels from the lego dump truck. The faint buzz of my phone alerts me but it is buried deep within my bag, amidst the escaped make-up, pens, spare change and MacDonald’s toys; I just don’t have the time to locate it right now.

	Today was going to be just as manic as Monday, and I’d be firing on half cylinders, as I feel rather beaten up after last night’s pill taking and impromptu visit from Seb. I really am going to need Colin’s support over the next few days. With a last frantic look around the lounge, I mentally tick off what I have, whether I’ve forgotten anything and nodding to myself, shut the door – if its not with me now, it was tough.




	In the car I connect my phone to bluetooth and locate Suzie’s work number. After a few rings she picks up. 

	“Good Morning. Dolly’s Boutique,” her happy voice filters through my handsfree system and I relax. 

	“It’s me.”

	“About bloody time Missy. I’ve been worried sick! I was busting to call you first thing but Gino persuaded me to wait - well?” 

	“Thanks for the heads up, last night. Turns out I needed it, as Mr. Silver turned up all guns blazing at nearly midnight.”

	“Oh shit!”

	“Yes. Oh shit exactly. He was lovely though. Really caring; carried me upstairs, and tucked me in.”

	“See, I told you he’d be nice about it.”

	“Stop interrupting me,” she laughs at my bossiness. “It changed in seconds. I think I messed up - he was being all controlly Sebastian again. You know how independent I am.” I can practically see the eye roll at the other end of the phone, and smile to myself. “Anyway we argued big-time; about whether the risk could be with Leo too? About why I didn’t tell him, then got side tracked onto us and then he stormed out. I fell asleep. Pills stayed down. Feel a bit crap today but I’ll be fine.”

	“Shut the front door - why would he think you’d slept with Leo?”

	“Apparently someone put the thought in his mind. The same person who saw me buying the pill and kindly informed him.”

	“Sly fucker!”

	“My sentiments exactly. I’d love to know who it was; I’d tear them a new arsehole.”

	“The anger hormone is raising its ugly head then Sis?”

	I laugh at this. “Totally - my hormones are all over the place.”

	“Well, remember how you feel now, - the next time you’re sliding down his Silver pole Madam.”

	“I know, I know! Lesson learned but I’m not sure there’ll be a reoccurrence of that unfortunately - self-preservation me thinks. Anyway enough about me; one of the reasons I couldn’t sleep secret lady, is I’ve been too busy wondering about your drama? Come on, spill.”

	The phone is silent at the other end. 

	“Suze - you’re starting to worry me.” 

	“Wel….lllll! Maybe now’s not the right time to say anything after you taking the morning after pill… but… oh sod it! I’m pregnant!” her excited voice is full of joy, and I’m immediately over the moon for her.

	“Oh. My. God. That’s amazing news sweetie! You daft thing. When did you find out?”

	“Yesterday but you were indisposed. Normally you’d have been in the loo with me, whilst I pee’d on that stick and you know it!”

	 We laugh together as she’s totally on the money.

	“I’m already 14 weeks gone!”

	“What?”

	“I Know! I thought I was just getting fat and you know how dicey the Myers females cycles are!” 

	She’s right my mum, Suzie and I all had dodgy periods but she’d never seen fat! But I suppose on a tiny size 8, a fourteen-week pregnancy belly would show. 

	“So you’d be due in what… January sometime?”

	“Ahem - a few weeks after New Year. I’ll be the turkey this year, Auntie Lulu.”

	A baby. I’m suddenly surprised at how emotional I feel.

	I’m so, so happy for her and Gino - it was definitely the right time for them and they were both fabulous with Finn.

	“Finn, will be made up to have a cousin. Can I tell him?”

	“Of course. I’m over three months now, so the scary time is over. I’m telling Mum and Dad tonight.”

	“Great. They’ll be so excited too. Ah, you’ve really cheered me up, Hun. I can enjoy today now, as nothing is going get me down after this news. I’m going to be an Auntie!”

	“Go. Bugger off and let me do some work… and ring Sebastian - you two need to sort things before they go on too long. You’re good together - he’s put the glow back into you.”

	He’s put much more in me I think naughtily, aching for his touch. I miss him badly.

	“I’m not calling him. Anyway he’s away now on business until his party. I’ll catch up with you this week. My congrats to G.”

	“Oh don’t! He’s strutting around like he’s God’s gift to women! Obviously, I had nothing to do with it.” 

	I know she’s joking, but I also know the Italian in him can make him rather less, modest, shall we say than us British, so I empathise.

	“Seriously, I’m not sure I can take another 6months of Gino the baby maker. Its been one day and he’s feeding me pre-natal vitamins, checking the temperature of my bath, so it’s not too hot, won’t let me lift anything! The man’s gone mad - gorgeous - yes - heart in right place - yes, but utterly bonkers! We are not calling the baby Sonny, Tommy, Frankie, Fat Larry, Vinnie, or anything remotely related to The Godfather or Goodfellas, if it’s a boy. He’s just going to have get over it.”

	I burst into laughter. She was on a rant. Funny! Good luck Gino trying to convince Suze of any of those names. Although surely she’s exaggerating with Fat Larry?

	“Bye my Lovely. Best news ever. Speak soon.”

	We hang up and I continue on my way to work, in complete awe of my recent findings. It’s true what they say; behind every cloud is most definitely a silver lining.
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	Cracking on, with the positive news, I achieve plenty. As a team we work tirelessly - I thank heavens for Colin and Jackie - the only thing that reminds me of Sebastian, enough to send me off track is the hand delivered Rose from FWC, which I sign for as I’m about to lock-up at the end of the day. I’d already sent J & C home. They’d worked through lunch and been great so what was 30 minutes, if it meant they’d do it all again for me, willingly, tomorrow?

	Happily, this meant I could open my delivery in private and the monogrammed cream card that accompanied it. 

	Lifting the lid with a warm feeling, I note that the rose is as usual, stunning and mentally I clock in my head, it’s the fourth I’d received. He really is very romantic and I hope that this is an olive branch of sorts. I pick up the bud from its tissue-bolstered bed and smile at the now familiar jewelled middle. Each time I’d receive one of these special roses, I’ve added it to the large lustre vase in my lounge. It’s a nice feeling to watch it filling up, as our sexual relationship progresses.




[image: Image]

	The note is a caring but more friendly than romantic. 

	With no regrets? Regrets about what? 

	Taking the morning after pill or making the decision to sleep with him? At least he’d sent me said olive branch; last night had not ended well between us, mainly due to my own stubbornness and I hate the bad feeling between us, I wasn’t used to it at all. This meant he was still in the game.

	Locking up with my goodies, I head for the lift. As I exit on the ground floor, I throw my bright coral handbag over my shoulder, nod to the security porter and head towards the huge revolving glass doors. Its only as I’m about to enter, I glance over my shoulder, with the prickle of someone walking over your grave, running over me, and I sense that I am being watched. I look both ways and back towards the lift, but no one is there and, shaking it off, I head out. 

	I’m seriously getting paranoid here. 

	I need some sleep and pasta carbs tonight; the early onslaught of hyperglycemia, was making me feel overly anxious. 
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	Later as I curl up on the sofa, with an indulgent hot chocolate with marshmallows, back-to-back The Good Wife and my trusty laptop, my Facebook page bleeps at me. Glancing briefly at it, mid deliberation between bedspread or bed throw, for The Ashton, I scrunch up my nose in annoyance. I had a private message from Seb. 

	See Chris, I think spitefully, maybe Nathan was right?




Lu,

The other night did not go well. Probably our first proper argument - not so pretty eh?

Either way, I know you are independent but I wish you had spoken to me about the MAP, so I could have helped. Maybe driving 200miles was not the best thing to do without calling you first. Hope you’re not feeling too rubbish now. I’ll sort out protection from here on out. I’m here if you need me. Always.

Like I said I’m all in for this proposition. We’ve only just begun having some fun. I know your mind, let me get to know your body better. You really are more than I could have ever hoped for Lu. We have a sexual connection, a heat, which I’ve not experienced before and you’ve so much more to give.

Rules still apply. No.3: to be explored further.

Yours,

Seb x

P.S When I get home, you won’t sleep for a week. 

P.P.S Look out for a delivery tomorrow & keep the night free - no excuses, as I know Finn is away.




	I feel my smile reach my ears and I flush with overwhelming happiness. I couldn’t wait for the lack of sleep either. How wanton was I? I wonder what flowers he’d send this time? 

	Crossing my foot underneath my knee, and settling back onto the cushions, I sigh in contentment - this message and the rose I’d received earlier today were all working wonders at appeasing my ongoing doubts - he certainly knew how to romance a girl. Not sure that was a good or bag thing? I’d placed the rose inside the vase on the mirrored console, alongside its predecessors and it shone, full of life against the three others, now losing their vibrancy, the diamante crystal pin, twinkling for attention within their centre’s.

	My eyes flick over his message again and revert continuously back to the end, ‘Yours, Seb x’. I’m beginning to wish he were truly mine, in mind, body and soul.
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		By Wednesday, after a much better night’s sleep, and feeling more organised, I’m much more Lulu-like. Its as I’m about to leave to meet Chris at The Ashton, I receive the promised delivery or rather deliveries to the office. I know they’re from him, the minute Jackie hands them over to me, her excitement hardly contained. In truth I’d been watching and waiting since his message last night. Opening the first discreet brown parcel, I’m surprised when I ease out the palest iconic pink box emblazoned with the Agent Provocateur logo. Sensing that this is the type of gift to review in private I grab the other two boxes and remove myself from the office, disappearing to the ladies. I’m just glad that my co-workers appear to be deeply in talks about Colin’s love life.

	Taking a second to indulge, I run my hand over the beautiful packaging, then anxious to see the goodies, slip off the black satin ribbon. It drops from the corner as I lift the lid, surrounding me with the scent of luxury, sensuality and naughtiness. Inside wrapped in tissue, sits a black satin and lace bra. At least I think it is. There’s not much too it! I hold it up to my chest, admiring the under-wired demi cups, sheer mesh, pretty lace, matt satin and bows - but they only go about a quarter of the way up? Each cup has a strip of satin, which reaches around the top of the breast and joined the strap with a bow - giving the look, a bondage feel. While the open top cups are barely there, just a whisper of French lace, scattered with the odd black sequin, which sparkles in the light. Finally my eyes are drawn to a huge drop cameo pearl, dangling from the plunged neckline - absolutely stunning.

	Wow - my nipples would be completely on show! 

	Oh My.

	My belly flip-flops in excitement. 	

	I select the next item; panties made from the same matching scraps of glittering and matt black satin - the back a thong made from a strand of creamy white pearls. I’d seen these before but never purchased any and as I turn the fabric around I realise that the front is missing too. 

	They’re crotchless! 

	I feel my cheeks flame and lick my lips. He’d chosen these for me. He’d thought about me in them.

	A suspender belt with the same bondage strap detailing and lace topped stockings complete the evocative look. Beneath the erotic lingerie, winks a black satin mask, trimmed with lace and pearls and attached wide sashes; I presume, these tie behind the head. 

	Ok this was really getting kinky.

	He did say I had to be open to anything. Hell, I’d said I’d be open to anything.

 	Sebastian had also said that the next time we were together I was to wear no panties. I suppose crotchless comes close.

	I open the smallest of the three parcels next - a white jiffy-bag, which houses a plastic business card, and a hand-scrawled note. Eh?

	Looking inside I discover a beautifully designed red keycard holder, with a monogram design to the front; the letters SH entwined in Gold. I can practically hear my heart pounding as I turn it in my fingers. I moisten my lips again and scan the letter.
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	He must be home? 

	Again my heart beats erratically, my palms clam up and my sex clenches in anticipation. Fuck me, this man is good. I reread his message, my eyes drawn back continuously to the last three lines. 

	Forget your fears. Give in to your desires. Untold pleasures await.

	I open the last box tentatively, almost afraid of what would be next but all nerves go out the window when I see the red soles, glossy and brazenly winking at me. 		Oh. My. God! He’s bought me a pair of Christian Louboutins. He’s bloody bought me some Luby Lu’s!

	I’ve wanted a pair of these shoes forever to add to my collection of do-me-shoes. Like an excited little girl I shriek in silence, careful not to alert my design team to my glee, and delicately remove each shoe from their tissued bed, marvelling at their remarkable design. They were black suede pointed toe stilettos, with at least a four-inch narrow heel and at the part where the heel met the shoe, three large chunky pearls were embedded and encrusted with diamonds. They are bloody gorgeous and totally me! 

	Even if Niall had been drunk enough to relax his hold on his credit card, he’d never have chosen the right style to suit me or the right size. Sebastian had managed both. 

	Pondering on that consideration I carefully place all the extravagance back into their respective packages and carry them with me to the office, before locating a huge carrier from my drawer. 

	Was I actually going to go through with this?

 	I hadn’t seen him since the other night and did feel fine after Monday night pill episode. But was continuing this proposition such a good idea. I loved being the object of desire but at what cost and for how long? 

	His controlling ways were increasing and I was falling deeper. I fear my heart won’t take the hit from a Silver break-up.

	On a worried sigh I mutter something about The Ashton to J & C and head off with my new gifts - the drive to Holdgate would give me chance to clear my fuzzy mind. The little voice inside there, reminds me that I should be thinking with my bits and not my brain right now and for the first time ever, I tend to agree.

	

	Half an hour later I’ve managed to reduce Chris from an Octopus to a crab for the time being. I’m not sure which is worse but we get through the fireplace plans and the suite is beginning to look busy as more helpers have arrived, one of them being Nathan. The plaster is being refreshed and under floor heating added to the bathroom. The result is a big dusty chaotic mess and I smile as that means something shiny and new will emerge in time. It was exciting!

	“Hey Lulu – looking far too lovely for this grubby worksite,” a genuine smile lights up his already college boy handsome face and he blows me a kiss, pointing apologetically to his dust covered body and protective goggles, now sitting on his forehead.

	“Don’t think that under this suit and heels, there isn’t a hard headed business woman Nathan Silver – I’m a feisty little thing when I want things done!”

	“Bloody not wrong there.” Chris agrees sulkily. “I’ve never worked so hard – although I do like em feisty!” He winks and laces the last word with extra zest running his appreciative eyes up and down my body. “Didn’t think you’d be in today Lady Boss  - got the painters in I hear?”

	My questioning frown encourages him to continue, as I grapple with what he’s talking about? ‘Painters’ and ‘Having them in’ - The decorating team I use aren’t due in for a week at least, I think to myself dimly, looking around the room, that still resembles a building site. As I focus on Chris again and hear the words fall from his lips, the penny suddenly drops and I wish I’d just ignored him. What a complete prat!

	“Ya know, time of the month - your assistant and Seb said you were off with tummy ache.”

	Bless Jackie meant well but maybe Chris wasn’t the best guy to offload my health issues onto. As for Seb what had he told him?

	 “No no, I’m fine thanks Chris. All good now; that was a few days ago. There’s these amazing products now called Tampax and Codeine, so we can still get the job done and not reply so heavily on you macho men,” my voice drips with sarcasm.

	I don’t wait around for another crude retaliation and instead head over to Nathan, who is looking perplexed. “You OK Lu?” 

	I shrug off the comment, probably with too much gusto. “What me? Tough old thing - you know that,” I laugh his concern away.

	“Seriously though, does Seb know you’ve been ill?”

	“I’ve not been ill - just a bit of tummy ache and yes, your punctilious and totally over-the-top protective brother knows all about it.” I add pointedly.

	His nod of approval both annoys and warms me. “Right lets’s see what you’ve been up to.”

	Back to business Na proceeds to show me his work on the window seats; the beautiful rococo style woodwork is exactly what I’d envisaged, in my original designs and I pat his shoulder in thanks. For the next few minutes we buzz of each-others creativity, sketching concepts for the bed, panelling and ornate frame that will house the 50inch LED TV.

	“Looks like you’ve got an admirer there!” he thrusts his head in the direction of Chris, who is chatting to the plumber.

	I screw my face up in disagreement. “Nah, he’s harmless really – I hope. Just a bit of a cheese ball.”

	 “Better not let Sebastian see him pawing you like that. I’ve a feeling that wouldn’t go down so well,” Nathan smiles. 

	I assess Nathan’s face and let the words sink in, pleased with the knowledge that Seb’s own brother can see that he would possibly be jealous – but conscious that Seb and Chris are friends and I don’t want to come between that – it was a recipe for disaster, in any relationship. 

	Changing the subject we return to peruse his highly skilled joinery.

	“Good eh? If I say so myself,” he adds modestly.

	“Not just good – bloody gorgeous. I’m so pleased Nath.”

	We spend a minute or two going over the plans for the huge queen size bed and somehow the topic leads to Abby and Seb.

	“Seen much of Abs lately?”

	“I saw her at the weekend with you but not since. We’ve been in touch though.”

	He nods, pondering something, which is obviously bothering him, and I remain quiet, aware that he might clam up and I’d not get the knowledge I know I need to obtain for Abby.

	“I think I like her Lu.” His face is pained and I can tell it’s not something he really wants to admit to anyone, let alone himself.

	I empathise. Hell I’m in exactly the same predicament. 

	“I think the feeling is mutual Nathan. Just take it easy and let it happen. You two are perfect for one another.”

	He smiles, white teeth flashing at me brightly, amongst the dust. “Yeah - she’s a keeper. I knew it that Saturday night when I saw her dancing in the Champ bar.” He shakes his head to remove some of the remnants of wood in his hair. “What about you and my bro?”

	I sigh and roll my eyes to the ceiling. “It’s always a game with Seb - you know how he is – the chase - going in for the kill. Once he has it and it’s maimed for life, there’s nothing left to pursue.” We both laugh in unison at my dramatic analogy.

	“Woah, heavy stuff – just wondered if you two were seriously hooking up?” We continue to giggle like kids. 

	“Bit much?”

	“Just a bit,” he agrees. “He’s a goner Lu. I’ve not seen him like this before but to be honest he’s always adored you. What changed?”

	My lips curl in a cheeky grin. “I propositioned him.”

	Nathan practically chokes in response. “You what?”

	“I asked him to take me to bed. Get me back into things, you know sex-wise.” My casualness does not go unnoticed by Nathan but I smile at his shocked frown.

	“Niall treated me badly Na and I’m good now but Abs was right…she said to me a few months back I’d lost my zest and I needed to start dating again. Sex was an issue. So in Seb I saw a solution. He’s my best friend, a major player and apparently fabulous in the sack and I trust him.” 

	Bloody amazing - I can attest to that now)

	“Jeez. No wonder he looks like the cat that’s got the cream but like it went sour too! I haven’t been able to figure him out. Talk about happy one minute and crazy the next. Are you sure you two aren’t making a mistake here - I mean fucking up your friendship?” 

	I assess his expression and worried eyes and if it weren’t for the work clothes I’d have grabbed him in a hug then and there. 

	“I’m fine. Honestly. Seb isn’t a commitment kind of guy, so it’s a win,win.”

	I can tell from Nathan’s face he’s not convinced. “Really?”  Maybe Seb is ready to try something real?”

	I wrinkle my nose. “I don’t think so but we’re having fun. Plenty of fun. Just keep it shtum - I don’t think he want everyone knowing.”

	“Good luck with that - we’re all aware that something is going on!”

	I’m about to answer, when The Crab interrupts, slinging a loose arm around my shoulders. I instantly tense. 

	 “Right, better get back to it Boss!” Nathan raises his eyebrows at me and winks.

	I grin affectionately at our shared in-house joke. “See you soon. If not this week, Saturday at Sebastian’s house party.” 

	Already in full work-mode again, sandpaper going ten to the dozen, he nods and mumbles through the protective mask, “See you there.”

	Chris still hovers around me like a bad smell. “I’ll most definitely see you there Honey, after all, I live there now.”

	Lucky me! I placate him with a wave over my shoulder as I make a hasty exit. I’ve too much to do to put up with Creepy Chris another second. 

	Like dress for a sexy illicit tete a tete.
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		I fidget nervously with the pearls at my wrist, as my eyes scan the impressive interior of the Limousine that has collected me for the evening - its leather seats filling my nostrils. The knock at the door had been a shocking but welcome surprise; I’d been about to call a cab but upon seeing the sleek glossy black vehicle parked outside, just sitting there at my beck and call, courtesy of Mr. Silver, I’d happily informed the fair-haired, thick set driver I’d be out promptly. 

	Let’s hope Meg hadn’t seen the flashy arrival - she’d be itching to check it out.

	Now happily ensconced within, I’m wondering whether it had been such a good idea. The smart young driver, with a Polish accent had presented me with a glass of chilled bubbling champagne, before setting off in the direction of Scarlet House and with a quick buzz through the intercom, he had now informed me we were only two minutes from my destination.  

	My heart is beating ridiculously fast and mouth so dry I’m glad of the champagne and guzzle it down greedily. I’d spent two hours preparing for tonight and changed my mind a zillion times in that 120minutes. The one thing that had spurred me on, was the thought of his mouth on mine, his fingers splayed across my body, parting me, delving inside me, opening me and taking me over the edge. I’d had a taste of him; and now I craved so much more.

	I certainly looked the part; Sophie, my amazing hairdresser had worked wonders with my hair, curling and pinning it loosely high up on my crown, the odd tendril escaping. The result elongated my neck and showed off my smokey eyes and full red mouth. I knew he liked me in bold mat red lipstick.

	I’d bathed in oils, buffed, trimmed, shaved and moisturised. My skin felt delicious and the whole process of getting ready for him had me turned on, before I’d even slipped the lingerie in place. My skin felt alive and expectant. 

	The bra fit me perfectly, perhaps a little snug but only assisted in pushing my breasts up and in - allowing them to be shown to their best advantage; my areolas, rosy and flushed from my bath, balanced perkily upon the cups, winking delicately behind the carefully placed lace. My nipples however were entirely free and erect. The panties came next and I slid them over my hips, adjusting the pearl stringed thong to rest neatly between my cheeks - the little balls running from the top of my bottom, underneath my perineum and stopping at the tip of my opening. I’d squirmed initially at the odd cool sensation they created before sliding each lace topped stocking up one leg, then the other, careful not to ladder them. A hook and eye fastened the suspender belt in place and a quick snap shut on the sexy bondage straps connected everything together safely, finished with a pearl adorned black satin bow. The entire outfit was pure sex - designed by a man for a man’s pleasure. Old style Dita Von Teese with that erotic edge. Adding the to-die-for Louboutins, I’d stood for an age, assessing my body in the full-length rococo mirror. 

	Holy Shit! My laugh had been immediate, holding a hand up to my mouth to touch my lips in awe. I was amazed how sexy I looked. Could I dare to part my thighs  - see how open I looked?

	The sexy lace and satin glittered in the light temptingly, giving the look a magical aura but the bondage strapping, around my breasts, waist, and thighs kept things dirty. 10 denier stockings, showed my shapely legs off nicely and the shoes were pure genius, elongating and curving my legs in all the right places. Holding the mask up to my amethyst smoked eyes, I’d appraised myself from every angle; the lace panel, lying across my eyes, creating a veil; not completely blind but cloaking me in mystique. 

	I hadn’t wanted to ruin the beautiful outfit Sebastian had selected for me, besides, what clothing would work over it? So I chose to be bold, my motto for the night and wear a black high collared satin coat, nipped in at the waist, which span out into a full skirt, ending at the knee; tied with a black Swarovski studded satin sash. At the last second I grabbed a long rope of creamy white pearls and wound them around my wrist. Perfect.

	I now played with the end of that sash, panicked at my decision. There were no buttons to fasten my coat; just this makeshift belt and we were going to a hotel. I’m practically naked under here - what had I been thinking?

	You’d been imagining him taking it off you and revealing yourself to his beautiful black eyes.

	“We’re here Ms. Myers.”

	I jump at the interruption to my lascivious thoughts and hear gravel crunching under the car tyres and the handbrake activated. I’m here.

	Polish-guy assists me out of the car and I at the last second, I remember my bag, and reach back for the large red clutch. It houses the mask, the card key, my phone, my purse, make-up essentials and that’s it - I’d not come with an overnight bag. The door opens and I swing both feet neatly together and place them on the ground, and smile coyly as I follow the driver’s focus, transfixed on my lace stocking topped thigh. Rather than feel embarrassed I feel empowered as I elegantly pull the coat to cover my modesty, but not all the way, leaving the slightest hint of lace peeking through. I take his outstretched hand and stand.

	“Thank you for driving me?” I assess his pale grey eyes, and realise I don’t know his name.

	“Ralph.”

	I nod. “Ralph. Well good night then.”

	It is time to go inside Scarlet House and be one hell of a Scarlet Lady.
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	Looking up at the impressive townhouse, I make for the entrance, situated between two large bay trees, covered in white fairy lights. I throw one last look over my shoulder at the limousine waiting behind me, that feeling of being watched is compelling - now or never - then turn and twist the door knob.

	The moment I enter Scarlet House I know I’m about to experience a night like no other - the interior is dark, gothic almost in its design; like a luxurious gentleman’s club, with dimmed wall lights and the intoxicating scent of the large display of black orchids on the main desk. Black velvet damask wallpaper drapes the walls, with glossy black and gold Louis XI replica chairs and a thick black carpet that my Louboutin’s sink into. Deep blues and gold’s, add warmth to the predominantly noir facade but the ultimate vibe is sensuality, opulence and sex - not unlike what I am trying to create at The Ashton. 

	An older, smartly attired grey haired gentleman takes my name at reception before escorting me through large indigo velvet upholstered double doors, into the drawing room and subsequent guest bar. Music fills this space - seductive and intoxicating.

	“Table or the Bar Ms. Myers?” His expression is friendly but I’m too on edge to engage.

	I choose the bar, easing myself onto a high stool and placing my clutch in front of me. I take a moment to check for Sebastian. He isn’t here…yet.

	Surveying my surroundings, the boudoir decor continues, with the general ambience, rich and glamorous. The watered silk wallpaper to my right subtly depicts erotic illustrations of Marie Antoinette’s era, in Karma Sutra positions, some of which I have to crook my head to fathom. The exotic music fills my ears, intense and throbbing and sensual. Behind me, there are several couples at tables, transfixed with each other - tactile is the name of the game here. 

	The whole place was decadent and purely indulgent, with just enough rakishness to be a fabulously louche atmosphere. I absolutely loved it!

	How had I never heard of it before? Because Mrs. you’ve never had a sexy man send you a saucy invitation to meet him here - you’ve never been with a man who’d asked you to be bold!

	Fiddling with the pearl drop at my lobe, I moisten my lips and cross my leg over the other, feeling the satin fabric of my coat slide open - I choose to leave it and watch as a young, immaculately dressed barman, heads my way with a tumbler, its rim encrusted with sugar. He places it front of me before smiling appreciatively, “From the gentleman in Room 22.”

	My heart begins to pounds again. He was here already - upstairs perhaps? 

	“What is it?”

	“Dark and Stormy.” 

	How appropriate. I take a tentative sip, my mouth immediately filled with flavours of warm rum, ginger and zesty lime - the sugar on the edge a welcome sweetener and chunks of ice, soothing the burn of the alcohol. 

	I look up into expectant eyes, “It’s good - really good.”

	His nod of approval is quick before I’m left to my thoughts. A quick look at my watch tells me I have ten minutes before I need to be in the bedroom - as per his bloody instructions. I have to admit though, I’m enjoying being told what to do for once. Abs was right, there were some parts to submission, which I think I’d be open to.

	I wiggle on the seat, the pearl thong was playing havoc in my nether regions - not because it was uncomfortable, entirely the opposite, it was creating delicious pressure around my bottom and vulva and made me want to grind down on that stool to get myself off.

	The drink goes down smoothly, in large, quickening gulps, the burn travelling down my throat and warming my chest, where just under my coat, my nipples beg to be touched. It relaxes me, numbing my mind and setting my skin on fire - I’m sure that had been Sebastian’s goal. The 15minutes gives me time to think about what is waiting for me upstairs and makes me wet in anticipation, every minute passing by empowers and steadies me. 

	Time to nip to the ladies, before making to him at last. Slipping off my perch, I notice the couple behind me. The man’s hand rests high on her thigh; her hand openly caresses his face. They look enraptured with one another, teasing and kissing audaciously. My core clenches just thinking of Sebastian upstairs, waiting at my disposal. 

	What was this place? 

	Sex was the main thing on everyone’s mind here- sex and sensuality - mine included.

	

	 The door to Room 22 is an imposing glossy black panelled creation, with huge crystal handle. It looks like all the others on the corridor but it was unique in that it housed Sebastian, on the other side. Card key in hand, trembling visibly, my stomach in knots I pause - could I really do this? Be this bold?

	My eyes drop to my hand before scrunching it tightly around the card, flexing and tightening once again. I take a deep calming breath and sliding that key in and out, sharply - no going back now, I think for the fiftieth time since I’d arrived. The light flashes green on the lock and composing myself, I enter.

	Inside the room is dimly lit, candles flaring sporadically scattered at corners, casting an alluring glow amongst the shadows and my eyes take a second to adjust to the light. The room is huge and as opulent as the rest of the town house and at its centre, an ornate four-poster bed takes pride of place.

	“Sebastian?”

	Was that my voice, all sultry? God I’m shaking - where is he?

	“Put your mask on.” 

	His voice reverberates right through me, hitting every nerve ending. I shudder, before retracting the satin and lace accessory and tying it behind my up-do, obediently. 

	His distinctive scent engulfs me - musk and caramel and masculine, before strong arms fasten loosely at my waist and I lean back into him, letting him take my weight. I feel his hands working the knot free and the sash as it falls to the ground, air hitting my chest and stomach, as the coat gapes. I hear his breath hitch and he lets out a low groan at the revelation of my lack of clothing and smiling, pleased at the reaction, I arch and assist him, shrugging out of my coat, desperate to feel his sexy hands on my body. 

	“Let me awaken you.”

	My chest expands, nipples ruching in the cold, my whole body screaming out in answer to his words - yes please! Then I feel the wet of his lips on my neck, tickling the soft tendrils there, the swirls of his tongue delicately laving my shoulder and it’s my undoing. 

	I spin and force myself into his solid male frame, cocooned in the heat emanating from his rock-solid, muscled body. He is dressed in a black shirt; sleeves rolled back and suit pants and looks mouth-wateringly sexy.

	“You look so fuckable,” he breathes, stepping from the shadows.

	“I was thinking exactly the same thing.” The words fall from my lips without a thought.

	He’s practically on me, in me, my senses are on high alert and finally I’m given the chance to see his gorgeous face in all its glory. In that moment I do not see Sebastian my friend, but the stunning and suggestive man who’s lured me to this hotel; a man who makes me feel things I’ve never felt before. Someone I trust to show me pleasure I’ve only ever achieved with him.

	I feel my clit throb in reaction to our words and the impact of this delicious man. 

	Through the lace I can make out his liquorice eyes, glittering with fire in the dark. They travel up and down my body, assessing the seductive lingerie he’d purchase for me.

	“I knew these would be perfect for your shape - show how sexy you are.”

	His hands cover both breasts in unison, his moan of passion released as he cups them, before elongating my nipples and rolling them leisurely; I cry out, shaking at the sensations flowing through me, triggering shockwaves to all my feel-good zones.

	“Beautiful.” Placing a kiss softly onto my nose he whispers. “Tonight is the next step towards showing you how sexy you are. Now no more talking.”

	Dropping to his knees I feel his hot mouth at my stomach and my breath quickens and I wrap my hand onto his head, “You smell so good.”

	I inhale as his tongue trails along the top of the suspender belt, his hand reaching to brush softly against my inner thigh, following the line of the bondage strap there, tickling the edge of the lace stocking, and stretching my legs further apart. His palm flattens over my v, cupping me, before slipping his fingers down, in search of access. The purposely-designed hole between my legs is gaping, now I’m pushed wide, open to his eyes. Touch me please.

His fingers dip, deliberately avoiding my pussy and knuckles graze against the pearls. He traces one tip across the rope, in a sweeping motion, causing small vibrations to ricochet up towards my clit and I moan at the contact - at last.

	“Did this feel good Lucia - rubbing between your legs?”

	I bite my lip, at the exquisite sensations he was creating with the friction over the pearls. 	“Yes.”

	“I can’t hear you.”

	“Yes.” It comes out on a sigh.

	“You’re so wet for me already Baby.”

I squirm under his touch and throw my head back - his words are dirty and forbidden; they turn me on. I plead for him to bring me off, I’m nearly there and sense the coolness of a pearl being rubbed into my clit, the strand now pulled to one side, more malleable.

	“Ahh, Seb!” My hands run over his head, his own cupping my behind, forcing me into his face. His mouth is inches away from my clit, whilst his fingers work their magic - reach out with your tongue and lick me, I beg silently.

	His finger dips from my cheek further around, underneath, temptingly tracing my anus, placing pressure there, circling gently and I flinch just before his wet moist tongue swoops in and suckles over my erect nub, washing over it- my knees buckle, I’m soaring, his finger presses further and I reach my climax - the pearls rubbing every sensitive nerve  - my pussy aches to be filled - I’m out of breath. 

	“Oh God!”

	I reach back, running my hands over my hair, the mask still in place - I’m trembling. Sebastian slips the panties down and over my shoes, leaving the fabulous footwear in place, and leads me towards the huge four-poster, laying me gently within its centre. I hear his clothes, being discarded, and the weight of him as he joins me on the bed. Immediately I’m lifted to a sitting position, where I can see he is entirely naked and extremely hard, his cock jutting engorged and huge in its erection. I raise my hand to touch him and am immediately ceased by his. 

	“Not yet Baby.” Control is there at the forefront again but this time I like it.

	Reaching to the silver table beside the bed, he alerts me to a tray, complete with ice bucket, champagne, cherries, strawberries, cream and red coulee. My mouth waters at the thought of such pleasure - I love all of these delicious things but to consume them with Sebastian, in this setting, naked - serious food-play.

	I can see through the lace but not as much as I’d like and before I can remove it, Seb dips a dark ruby red cherry into the cream, feeding it to me, caressing my lips with the yumminess, and plopping it in my mouth. I moan in ecstasy, which is immediately stifled by his kiss, his tongue swooping inside to collect some of the sweet and tart combination and the pip, which he places back onto the plate.

	“Delicious.”

	I roll my lips together, savouring the sweetened juices on the edges of my mouth and lie back onto my arm, watching as he repeats the process, this time swirling the cherry, from the stalk, around my areole, and dragging the cream upwards onto my erect nipple - then lapping it like a ice-cream - the sensation is bliss - I squeeze my eyes shut, as my clit springs to life again - its only been a few minutes but I’m needy already.

	I delight in Seb leisurely licking fruit and the fluffy whipped cream mixture off my body, my mouth and the hot and cold thrills created send my nerves into overdrive again. Each time I reach for him, he grabs my wrists and places them above my head, forcing them to refrain from touching him. I watch as he bites gently into a succulent strawberry, his beautiful mouth seductive, teeth white and teasing whilst he holds my gaze throughout. God he’s hot as hell!

	Reaching for my wrists, he unravels the pearl necklace, twisted there, until it loosens. Leaving it looped in two strands around my left wrist, he rubs a thumb over the soft flesh at my pulse, placing the lightest of kisses there. My heart hammers in my chest, the moment so simple but so erotic, as I watch his eyes darken. 

	“As you can’t seem to do as you are told, I need your other wrist.”

	At my shocked look, his expression softens. “Please.”

	I lift my right wrist and present it to him, without further question, my trust in him, fathomless. Shivering faintly as he slips my hand through the middle of the rope of pearls, winds it around my wrist again, and pulls. Tight. Finally wrapping the excess around his finger and pulling through the loophole, creating a loose knot. He’d definitely done this before. 

	I test the strength of the bonds. Instinct really and am surprised how strong the pearl rope hold is and how sexy it makes me feel to be trapped by him.

 	Sebastian assesses my reaction, smiles seductively, placing my bound hands above my head and moves his attention to my chest, tracing the strawberry delicately over my breast, down onto the curve of my quivering belly and along the edge of each suspender strap. As the bed dips, I feel him at my pussy, blowing gently there, encouraging me to open for him - instinctively I do, I feel his fingertip flex over me, slide up my slit, I’m so wet after my orgasm. He settles between my thighs and my toes curl involuntarily - Jesus - again? 

	I’m not ready - I can’t take anymore. Can I? 

	His tongue tentatively licks across my lips, and I buck. Yes I want more. Again, I feel something wet on me, cooling but foreign, and then I realise it’s the strawberry. He gently strokes it back and forth, across my needy clit and I jump at the sensations, rotating my hips in encouragement - it feels amazing.

	“You always smell like cherries to me; now you’ll taste of strawberries, Baby.”

	I arch my back, pushing myself into his face and he collects the ripened fruit with his tongue, forcefully pressing down on my clit at every point - then swirls around it, before taking it in his mouth and licking his lips. I’m so turned on I could explode but I need to reciprocate.

	“Gives a whole new meaning to the fruit of your loins.” I chuckle at his corny joke and love that we can still make each other laugh, whilst experiencing such raw energy.

	Sensing my need for physical contact, one hand hot and firm, clasps my straining breasts, before he kisses me, and then reaches for the champagne. I close my eyes in anticipation of what is to come, his lips on my throat and something cold grazing my nipple. It burns, and tingles. My eyes fly open in shock.

	“Easy Baby - its just ice, frosting over your amazing tits.”

	I quiver as he drops his mouth to suckle the ice-cold tip, his hot wet mouth a welcome sensation, before repeating the process on the other breast. I kiss the top of his head; lick the side of his face, needing contact at all times -desperate to touch him. 

	His trail continues, ice cold and wet, down, around my belly button and over my thigh, up and inwards and I tense, before he swirls the now dripping chip of ice all over my pussy, cupping me, the wet dribbling down, and over my thighs onto the sheet. His mouth teases mine. Duelling our tongues, he deepens the intensity, of the kiss, as I feel his cock straining against my stomach and open my legs instinctively to entice him.

	“You’ve no idea what you do to me. I need to be inside you now - got to be buried to the hilt.”

	I shudder at his words, their meaning so much more than sex - this was so much more than just sex. It was trust, passion, pushing the boundaries of everything I’d ever known sexually. Fuck - was it love?

	I’m lost in my thoughts as I feel his fingers untie the knot, at my wrists and with finesse unwind the pearls, until my hands are free. Gently he rubs them both, bringing life back into them, and I flex all digits simultaneously; a little numb but worth it.

	“OK?”

	“All good.” My sultry voice is still unrecognisable.

	“Good because something else needs those hands on them.”

	With a wicked grin, he clasps my hand and draws it downwards, placing it around his thick cock. He is on fire. His body twists and I move to retain my grip, when he reaches over and locates a condom. He was as good as his word but the feeling of despair that I won’t have him inside bareback, is all consuming. 

	“You put this on me Baby - let me watch you.”

	My startled expression, must be obvious through the mask, as he searches my eyes, smiling,

	“Have you not done this before?”

	Shaking my head he nods. 	

	“A first? It’ll be a gift to me then. Something we can share together.” 

	 Easing off the side of the bed and drawing me to him, to nestle between his legs, my breasts heavy and aching over his balls, I take the condom, tear the wrapper, and place the rubber over the head of his protruding cock. I’d seen condoms put on before, so knew to pinch the end and after a slight fumble, do so, leisurely rolling it down his shaft. Firm strokes in a downward direction seem to do the trick, as I feel him grow bigger and more rigid by the second; the heat emanating from him there a complete turn-on. When I’m done I look up for approval, into blackened eyes, so filled with lust I feel myself grow wet.

	“Knew these things could be sexy if placed in the right hands!”

	He lowers his head to mine, takes my hands encouraging me to stand, before turning me 180 degrees. We are back where we started.

	His hand reaches around to play with my breasts, gentle in this fondling, whilst his cock juts at the entrance to my behind. I feel his hand at my suspender strap and a push as he bends me over the bed, dragging a languid wet lick up my spine, from waist to neck. I shiver.

	“What a pretty sight.”

	Blushing in the dark as I think about the view he has, my bare behind, and wet pussy, glistening, decorated with bondage straps and lace topped stockings - all wrapped up for him, ready to open and delve into.

	“Look up Baby.” 

	His voice is deep and husky and I do as he asks and I’m rewarded with a huge 7foot gold gilt mirror, glimmering directly opposite us. I hardly recognise the wanton woman staring back at me, flushed and brazen. Normally I’d have looked away but I’m immediately seduced by the fact that I can watch him fuck me; in all my agent provocateur finery - lace mask in place, curls tousled, some tumbling down onto my neck and shoulders. My tits, protruding like perfect globes on my demi cups and nipples erect and proud. Even I could see that I looked sexy. We looked sexy together - his hot muscled body, against my silky olive skin - our goals the same.

	“Keep watching.” 

	He orders me on a growl and I do. 

	I stare transfixed as he places his cock at my entrance. My eyes grow hooded as he slides easily within me, his hands dropping to my hips and his deep breath of pleasure as he is clouded in tight silk. I watch as my mouth forms an ‘o’ shape when he plunges fully into me to the root  - and I stop to catch my breath, before moaning again, when he removes himself to the tip, then delves in and rotates, gaining momentum as my tits swing with the vibration. I watch his face grow tense, the veins in his neck proud, as he nears his climax. He reaches a hand around my body, and with the pad of his index and middle finger, I watch him pinch my clit, opening me, and lifting me slightly so I can see his wide cock swallowed by my pussy, my folds surrounding him and shiny with desire. My nub is swollen and throbbing and I push back onto him, desperate to create some form of friction. He answers my plea and leaves his palm there to add pressure where I want it most, as he thrusts into me.

	“Darling, tonight you are mine.” His voice is thick with emotion.

	Darling? His love words soften the coarseness of the position we are in and I position my arm behind me, on his taut behind, forcing him into me further. I needed him to fill me completely, and tip me over the edge.

	My low moan is all the encouragement he needs to finish the deed. He withdraws then, almost fully and I moan again at the loss of his scorching heat and in answer he thrusts into me so hard, his balls bang against my behind. Our passionate mating is animalistic in the mirror - both driven by the hot demands of our bodies and as his cock, continually hits my g-spot, I shatter around him, his fingertips rotating in lazy swivels across my clit, deepening my orgasm. He looks wild and beautiful as he pounds into me. Everything an Alpha male should be. A predator.

	My hands grip the sheets, my body dips lower as I sink, nipples scraping pleasurably along the bed, every nerve ending frayed and at the second I look up into his blackened pools knowing he is about to come. I can feel his cock spasming and watch as he throws his head back on a roar of ecstasy, my name on his lips, as he wraps his arms around me. Entwined. 

	

	We lie like that for several minutes, our breathing laboured and bodies slick, until I feel his cock slip from me. The sensation of loss is worrying but I’m quickly preoccupied, by the scorching warmth of his mouth; the contact of his body against mine, once again. Skin on skin. 

	I sigh. Raining kisses all over my back and neck, he slides us both up onto the bed, spooning his muscled body around mine. 

	“That was incredible Lulu.” 

	“I agree. You were right, strangers make better lovers - there had to be no friendship here.”

	“Initially yes, but this is you and me Baby. We’ll always be friends.”

	His lips caress my shoulder and I moan, curling into his warmth. Will we always be friends? I’m not sure I can go back to friendship, without the sex, after what we’ve just shared? Maybe I like the fact that I can submit for once; let him take control. Finally, someone else can take of me.

	Let’s face it Sebastian is your soul mate and you know it. You want love, sex, friendship; the whole fucking works!

	Exhausted but entirely replete I shift positions and turn to stand. Seb pecks me on the mouth gently and excuses himself, heading for the bathroom to dispose of the protection. I hear water running and listen to the soothing sounds as I relax on the resplendent four-poster bed. Staring up at the black painted ceiling, I stretch my thoroughly worshipped body - talk about the girl that got the strawberries and cream. That had been nothing short of exquisite. My naughty smile is wistful in the memory of the night. 

	Hmmm. Where has Seb got to?

	I glance at the door to the en-suite, slightly ajar and allowing the drum of heavy water to filter through, and swing my legs over the edge of the bed, before stepping towards the bathroom. As I open the door fully, I’m hit by a wall of steam, which rises sensually from a huge black circular bath, nestled majestically in the centre of the room. Looking at the decor, I see that the black and gold theme continues in here, and rather than appear ostentatious is perfect for the atmosphere Scarlet House is trying to offer its guests.

	Black glittering marbled tiles, wash the floors and scale the high walls; the noir façade is then broken up by a gold panel, more bronze in its tone, that fills one wall, behind the sink, where the lighting, cleverly creates a warm metallic glow. I can still hear water and entering deeper into the room, I notice that the right-hand corner is entirely blackened and L-shaped; it’s a wet room.

	I follow the sound of the water and find Seb, eyes closed, legs spread, and palms flat against the wall in front of him. The water lashing down from the immense watering can showerhead in the ceiling, all over his body, brutal in its force. Oh to have had this shower when we had our morning nookie at mine.

	I can’t help but stare at his body with awe as water cascades over his muscles, dampening the hair on his body and tightening his skin with goosebumps. He was cold?

	“Seb?” My question is tentative.

	His head flicks up, water covering me, from his lightening reaction, his eyes bore into mine. Intense and sexy but troubled. What was up with him?

	“You OK?”

	“I’m fine Lu. Sorry, I fancied a shower.” 

	He looks apologetic but switches the tap off, steps out of the enclosure and walks towards me. Dripping wet and cock swinging. He was semi-hard, his balls tight as a drum. His eight-pack clearly defined with the glistening drops. I can’t help but stare at his magnificent physique and suddenly feel conscious in my underwear attire, where my boobs are still clearly on show, with no knickers to cover my modesty.

	“I ran you a bath. Here let me help you undress.”

	I’m touched at his thoughtfulness and turn my back to him, as he unhooks my bra, suspender belt and unpins my hair, leaving me in just my stockings. 

	“Sit.”	

	Directing me to a nearby Louis chair, like the replica one in the reception foyer, I sit. He kneels in front of me, slipping one hold-up off slowly, before rolling down the second and placing them both with my other items. As I’m sitting, naked, watching him at my feet his eyes grow hooded and I feel my nipples ruche. I’d never sat before a man naked. I feel so exposed, yet as he kneels in front of me, his own body on show for me. I relax in the moment. It feels right. We are strangers remember Lu. Not friends. Lovers.

	“Come. Let’s get you the bath before it gets cold.”

	He holds a hand out for me to rest my weight on, whilst I manoeuvre myself into the bath, before stepping in behind me and sinking down into the foamy bubbles. Bliss! I lay back against his chest, feeling his heartbeat thudding against my back and my own gallops to mimic it. The heat from the bath, warming all my secret places and tired, never-used muscles is cocooning and I close my eyes, inhaling the scent of the bath creams, magnolia and vanilla and musk - all wonderfully fragrant and soothing.

	How lovely to have a bath big enough for two. I bet Sebastian’s is just as abundant at home. 

	“Feel good?” His whisper at my ear sends shivers across my flushed skin.

	“Ahh yes. Its heaven.”

	“How you feeling after taking the morning after pill - we haven’t spoken properly since I tore up the M25 and nearly put your window through.” 

	I watch his hands move in front of me, collecting the soap before lathering his hands and gently brushing the tips of both nipples, as they protrude through the bubbles. I arch against him, instinctively and automatically am met with his erection at my bottom. Already? This man was insatiable.

	I push my breasts upwards, desperate to feel more, have him touch every part of them and he subconsciously answers my demands. His hands work my tits, stroking up and down my arms, massaging my shoulders and neck and generally relaxing me, until I’m almost sleepy with desire and comfort. I only open my eyes as I feel his fingers delicately washing between my legs. Such an intimate invasion of privacy and he is my first. I part my bent knees for him to gain further access and roll my hips as he circles my folds.

 	I revel in the feel of his firm long legs, alongside my smooth petite ones. Everything about him was large. Hands, muscles, cock - mmmm. He turns me on to the point of insanity. I quite literally ache for his touch and after he’s removed it; I’m craving it again. 

	I hear the squirt of a bottle and then I’m ordered to dip my head back into the water. As I do so I look up into his eyes, crinkled at the corners and glinting with mirth.

	“I’ve never washed a woman’s hair before.” He says matter-of-factly.

	“Another first for us. Condoms and hair-washing - we really know how to live dangerously.” 

	I’m rewarded with a playful tap before groaning in pleasure, as his magic fingertips massage shampoo into my scalp and through my hair, creating a foaming lather. Tension leaves every part of me, sending shockwaves all over my body. I’m floating as he rinses and repeats, with conditioner and moan at the loss when he whispers in my ear.

	“All done Baby. Let’s get you out and dry. The Chinese will be here by now.”

	My tummy growls in happiness. I’d not eaten since this morning and that had been a light breakfast of toast and banana - oh apart from the strawberries and cream but you could hardly call that sustenance. Since the pill-popping episode, I’d not managed to get back to normal eating habits; actually, since Sebastian and I had started fooling around, really but the past couple of days more so and I’m suddenly ravenous.

	I allow Seb to pat me down, with fluffy white towels and fashion a turban for my hair. It was nice to be pampered and after all the sexy paraphernalia, lovely to be naked and back to basics. I grab my bag from the bedroom and comb through my wet hair, scrunching it as I go - its times like these I’m glad of naturally wavy hair. I’ll be leaving it to dry au naturale - the tousled look would have to do in the morning. I take it we must be staying over then?

	We head off to the lounge area of the suite, where a bevy of Chinese dishes await, all under silver domes, which I lift consecutively - all my favourites, I squeal in delight, much to Seb’s pleasure.

	“Thank you for organising all of this - so thoughtful.”

	“All part of my cunning plan Lady…”

	My questioning look makes him smile. “… I need to keep you hydrated and well fed so I can enjoy you body for longer. There’s method in my madness!”

	I laugh with him before snuggling down on the sofa in front of the coffee table to indulge. Seb and I had a history of having a ‘grab out’ together and our usual choice was Chinese or pizza; it stemmed from our Uni days and we’d trawled pretty much every take away joint in our quest to savour the best on offer - we’d finally found it in our third year - Peking Palace; nothing beat it, until now.

	“Ahh - this is amazing.” I moan happily, as I feast on chicken in black bean sauce with stir-fried noodles and prawn toast.

	“Mmmm - good isn’t it.” 

	“I hate to say it, but I think its as good as Pek Pal.” My face is shocked; it was a bold statement.

	“Really? Well it should be.” His wide smile, reaches his eyes as he feeds me a part of his won ton.”

	My mouth full, I realise what he’s suggesting and chewing, make lots of facial expression as it dawns on me entirely. “You didn’t? Did you order it in specially? How did you get it here? We’re no where near them.”

	He taps the side of his nose cheekily and winks. “What my Lady Lu wants, she gets. Plus it helps to have money and a Limo driver named Ralph.”

	I make a mental note to thank him at some point - my stomach was in love.

	I’m really touched - he’d gone to so much trouble but also really thought about tonight. I reach out and stroke the side of his face and he places his own hand over mine, holding it there, before allowing it to drop. For a while we just munch in silence, enjoying the food, atmosphere, champagne and good company. My stomach has unfortunately shrunk over the past few days and I sit back replete after only a small amount.

	Seb takes my plate from me and places it on the table. “Don’t worry - we can have more later. Time to get back to business Lady Lu. You and I have a date in that Princess and the pea monstrosity in there.”

	I’m not given the chance to answer as he lifts me over his shoulder, fireman style and strides into the bedroom. I’m given the delectable view of his arse, clenching, cheek by cheek as he walks and itch to smack him but I’m not allowed the chance; as we reach the bed, he lifts me by the waist, sliding me down his naked body, untying my towel, at my breasts and dropping it to puddle at our feet. His hand finds my nape, pulling me towards his mouth, the other palm cradling my face, drawing me into him and I melt into his warmth, reaching my arms up around his shoulders, sighing at the pleasurable sensation when my nipples graze his chest hair. Beads of water still linger lovingly on his body, and I reach out and lick one, signing with pleasure at his clean masculine scent.

	I feel emboldened by his approval of my body and lick his chest, in upwards strokes, tickling along his collarbone. His hands grab my bottom, squeezing it softly, as our mouths meet once again, more leisurely this time. The kiss is soul-wrenchingly good; wet and deep and full of meaning. This means so much more than sex. I know it does. 

	Does he feel this?

	His arms reach up to feed through my hair, caressing my temples, scalp, and back down my spine. I can feel the molten lava bubbling between my thighs again. 

	“Seb - I want you in me.” 

	“I know baby.”

	Feeling brave I part my lips and moan. “I want you to fuck me.”

	“I think that could be arranged Lady. In fact I insist upon it.”

	I’m encouraged to climb onto the bed and try to do in an elegant fashion before lying back onto the thick cotton bed sheets. His sexy body looms above me, arms stretched taut on either side of my waist. 

	“Spread your legs wide.”

	My eyes flicker to his - his command is firm and I bit my lip in hesitation. My clit throbs, core tightening deep within and I just go with it; slowly opening my legs like scissors, under his watchful gaze. His growl of success is muffled when his lips drop to press hot wet kisses along my inner thigh, left then right, teasingly ignoring the pulsing erect nub at their apex.

	“You’re so fucking beautiful Lu.”

	I reach out to touch him, running my fingers across his head, cradling in my hands, as his lascivious mouth rains little drops of heaven across my hip bones, stomach and licks a trail down my bikini line. “So smooth.”

	His mouth searches for mine and I kiss him with every ounce of passion in me, savouring the now recognisable electric current which never fails to flare between us. The kiss is deep and breath-taking and within minutes we’re both panting with lust. 

	“I can’t get enough of your tits. They’re fucking incredible.”

	I smile in the dark. I’ve been told this before but I’m pleased he thinks so. I only want Sebastian’s approval and his touch. His mouth answers my plea, and I wonder if I asked him out loud, as his tongue flicks over a nipple, then the other and then I arch as he feasts upon me, sucking and rimming and blowing until my pussy ache to be finished off. I apply a little pressure to his head and push him down past my breasts and stomach until his mouth meets another set of warm wet and accepting lips. His tongue darts and flicks firmly and directly across my clit, the pleasure is almost painful in its intensity. I moan and thrust my head back, close my eyes and looking up towards the ceiling I enjoy the ride to heaven!

	My hands clutch at the bed sheets, gripping so tightly as I push my self into his face. “You taste amazing baby.”

	Ripples begin to form, as my sex clenches in reaction to his words. I swear he must be able to see my clit jumping for attention, beating ten to the dozen. “I’m nearly there, don’t stop. Please don’t stop.”

	His fingertips quicken their swirling pattern, swooping in to collect more juice and sliding it across my nub, increasing the pressure each time. I ache to have him inside me.

	“Tell me when you’re going to come Baby.” His finger plunges inside me, and I gasp at the delicious invasion and again when his mouth laves my clit, working in tandem with is fingers, plunging and licking. “ God I can feel you tightening for me.”

	“I’m going to come Baby.”	

	“That’s it - let go.”

	My scream echoes throughout the room, as I judder beneath his expert touch, jerking uncontrollably at the force of the orgasm ripping through me.

	I lie back, listening to my breathing returning to a more sedate pace, as I hear him rustle and don a condom. He has something else in his hand, shaped like a squished letter ‘U’, with a thicker and thinner end. It looks a bit like a purple vibrator. Sex toys now?

	Leaning forward with his forearms taking his weight, his settles between my quivering legs. I feel his hand reach between us and gasp as he slips the wider arm of the smooth silicone inside me.

	“Relax. It’s a toy that’s going to hit your g-spot, just right; will heighten the intensity - trust me.”

	“But I want you.”

	“Don’t worry baby I’ll be inside you at the same time- enjoying the buzz.” His hand clasps the controls in his palm. Always the one in control but right now I don’t care.

	Not sure about how he’ll fit in as well as the wider end of the vibrator I’d just seen, but I decide to go with it. His cock nudges into my opening, lying alongside the machine. 

	“Christ you’re tight.”

	I wriggle to accommodate him further and then I feel it, the low buzz of the vibrations, from the narrow end, delicately zapping at my clit. Wow! I didn’t think I was ready for more pleasure across my most sensitive part but I begin to rock to meet the intensity, pushing the wider end, inside me, onto my g-spot. Seb was right. This was amazing.

	He begins to rotate his hips, delving deeper with each movement and rocks us upwards, creating further friction across my clit. His mouth finds mine, as I wrap my arms around him, holding him close to me. I hear a click and the mode swaps to flutters, lightly bouncing off my swollen nub - hmmm, nice but not persistent enough, Finally he answers my silent plea for more, with a second click and a deeper intense version of the first vibration. That’s it. The shockwaves must be filtering over his cock at the same time as the muscles in his back grow taut and I feel his balls banging rhythmically against me. One last thrust into me, and he grows even harder.

	“I’m going to come Lu - hard.”

	At his words, I shatter around him; my climax, ricocheting deep within me and across my nub simultaneously. I’d never experienced anything like it.

	Sebastian lowers his head to my chest and lies there, listening to my heartbeat and I kiss his head, with such fierce emotion, I know I need to breath deeply before those feelings overflow. 

	“You were so worth the wait Darling.”

	He kisses me languidly and I revel under his husky tone. I created that sex voice. 

	“Hold me.”

	“Gladly Baby - I’m not letting go.”
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	We must have fallen asleep. When I open my eyes, its still dark in the room but twisting as much I can, the clock tells me its 6am. Sebastian is curled around my body, fast asleep, his arm across my waist. I need a wee, desperately.

	I prise his forearm away from me, careful not to wake him and slip out of the luxurious black bed, grabbing a white fluffy robe from the hook on the back of the bathroom door. After the longest pee ever, I sigh in relief at the disappearance of bladder strain and go to the sink. The mirrors there, reflect a woman I hardly recognise. A woman whose been well and truly catered to. My eyes are big and luminous in their emerald tone, my cheeks flushed and lips swollen from his kisses.

	What a night. Magical. Live-changing.

	I flick the shower to hot and discarding my robe, slip underneath the water. Ahh bliss! I wash quickly - careful to avoid wetting my hair, as there wouldn’t be time to dry it later- and after a few minutes step out to swaddle myself in the fluffy towels we’d enjoyed last night. 

	Two minutes later and I’m in my robe once again and cleansing my face at the sink.

	There were all kinds of products lined up to assist me. Cleansers, toners, moisturisers, hair products, perfumes, make-ups - it was like a Harvey Nichols beauty department and I take full advantage of them all.  I’m about to clean my teeth, after finally locating the toothpaste, when I am rewarded with a very sexy sleepy Sebastian, wandering in, butt naked in all his morning glory.

	“Morning gorgeous.”

	He disappears around the corner, to have his own waking wee and I run the tap to drown out any sounds. I’m not ready to hear him peeing yet, although I have to say I do like the intimacy of us getting ready for our day together.

	Returning to shower he dives in, spends a couple of minutes thoroughly blitzing his body. I tease myself with hooded glances in his direction, licking my lips as his physique. He really is magnificent and even sexier when dusted with that sexy morning twinkle.

	 Seb wanders out, wrapping a towel around his lean hips. His amazing eight pack on show and my mouth-waters - literally. I ogle him in ornate mirror, above the dual black sinks, as we begin to clean our teeth; the intimate everyday moment, another new thing to share between us. We are both intent on freshening up but both reluctant to leave our sex-filled cocoon.

	“Right now that we’re all clean and fresh again - give me a kiss Lady.”

	I place the toothbrush down, cheekily lick a stray bit of mint from my lips and his are on mine, his tongue squeaking along my teeth.

	“You are my best friend and now my lover; I’m not sure which side of you I ensure more - probably both at once.” 

	Oh God - my stomach is doing somersaults at his words; my skin covered in goosebumps. Please don’t say things like this. Change the subject.

	“I’m starving!

	His chocolate eyes, watch mine, his brow furrowing in question but he decides against pushing me further. ”Me too. It should be here any minute. I’ve already ordered. Hope that’s alright?”

	I nod happy that he’s distanced himself a little. The protective blanket needs to be wrapped around me here - I’m in way too deep.

	The knock at the bedroom door is the saviour I need and slipping his own robe on he heads out to answer it. I continue with my make-up, adding foundation, mascara, blush and a light eyeshadow from the gorgeous products available to me; lippy would come later.

	“Lu food’s up.”

	We eat in congenial silence, with lots of munching and yummy noises and the daily news playing in the background. I wish we could stay another night. I didn’t need to get back for Finn but I did need to work today. No rest for the wicked!

	I tuck into my Scrambled eggs and smoked salmon with nutty brown toast and sigh in ecstasy when it melts in my mouth. This is seriously good. It’s not long before I’ve eaten the lot sit back to watch my lover. Sebastian finished ages ago, after inhaling his breakfast in one mouthful and is glancing at the morning paper, sipping his coffee and I reach out to touch his hand and retract mine instantly - still surprised at the electric current I feel sizzling between us when we touch. He feels it too. Our eyes lock and I fill the silence.

	“Thank you Seb for last night - it was…”

	“Meant to be,” he finishes for me and I look up in question. His eyes have taken on an intense look…

	He places a hand out for me to clasp, tentatively I do as I’m asked, then squeal as he makes a grab for me tumbling me to the mattress, behind us and we kiss, all sign of friendliness and laughter quickly dissipating. 

	“Seriously Lu. This is just the start.”

	“I know but now I must get dressed Mr. Silver.”

	“I’d rather you didn’t.”

	“I have too - I have to be at work in a couple of hours and I need to get a taxi home to get changed.”

	“Ralph will take you home.”

	“In the limo?”

	“Yes.”

	“Oh.” 

	“Now where were we Lady - let me start your day of with a bang.”
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		Last nights illicit encounter is like a dream to me. 

	Did it really happen? Had I really let myself go like that? Been so uninhibited?

	Oh to be able to go back in time and relive each delicious morsel over and over again. My lips curve in a knowing smile - it had been out of this world and utterly filthy. Sebastian had shown me a different world of pleasure and awakened a part of me I hadn’t known existed. 

	After a hot shower and a quick change of clothes I head into the office. I had a meeting with the upholsterer at 11am and then at some point Colin and I would need to head over to Silver Construction. I’d taken him with me on the last few occasions, when dropping in deliveries for the re-fit. Not the best use of his time I’ll admit but I wasn’t prepared to risk bumping into Chris again - alone. Today I am alive and sexually charged and not in the right frame of mind for him - I was giving off way to many pheromones that would attract his tentacles from miles away.
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	Its several hours later, and I’m rather less chilled out than I had been earlier morning, when Colin and I roll into the Silver Construction headquarters, for the third time that week. Jumping out, Col goes to collect the samples and decorative to-die-for glittery pewter tiles for the border of the bathroom, from the boot of my car. No Sooner, are we in the reception area to SC, when I’m met with a frosty stare from an extremely and now unfortunately familiar, well-put together female. Her pouty over glossed lips, showing her immediate disdain for me. I take a minute to peruse her as discreetly as possible, whilst Colin informs her of our deliveries. 

	She was still very attractive. Shit. 

	Today her hair shines in an artistic bun and wasp like waist is cleverly accentuated with a wide elastic belt, over her bright pink dress. She doesn’t shake my hand but reluctantly asks us to sit, showcasing the plush sitting area, to our right, with a graceful arm. Animosity coils in the pit of my stomach like barbed wire but I rise above it and return my focus to the reception area she is guiding us towards. It has a cool vibe, plenty of silver, gunmetal, black and white. The result is professional but masculine. It suited the construction industry perfectly and I could see Sebastian’s design stamp in every direction; it represented him to a tee. I take a seat.

	“Toni.”

	“Lu..chee..ahh,” she whines, her voice slicing right through me.

	“This is Colin Duttine – he is part of my design team and working with me on The Ashton project.”

	“Hmmmm. What seems to be the problem?” 

	God this lady is annoying and sooo condescending. Isn’t she supposed to welcome clients and customers with a warm reception – First rule of PA duty?

	“We’ve brought a portion of the required tiles and the fireplace brochure, that Chris required?” I supply smiling through my gritted teeth. “I’ve narrowed it down to three options, but Chris is going to analyse them and advise which one will suit the existing chimney and flue. He knows my preferred option.”

	“Good. Good – yes I do believe that he mentioned that you had not provided him with information required yet.” She looks down her rather pointy nose at me. “We do need these tiles now, as the bathroom is taking shape very nicely but will not be finished if we are not supplied the fixtures and fittings on time.” She clasps her binder closely to her chest, with her mouth pursed and her eyes shrewd in their concentration on belittling me.

	Bitch! This woman was a total be…atch! Definitely someone you wouldn’t want to get on the wrong side of; someone who spoke over you to vent her power, and did not allow you the same privilege. She treated others like they were the hired help - well missy you’re in for a shock.

	“Well – that’s it for now. If you could let Chris have them today, and ask that he gives me a bell if there are any probs. I do need to know with regard to the fireplace by the end of today, however - you know - to ensure we meet deliveries on time,” I add mirroring her own patronizing tone.

	Colin chooses that in opportune moment to excuse himself to spend a penny – I could kill him for leaving me with her. The atmosphere is strangled – or maybe I just wanted to strangle her there and then!

	“Sebastian has been keeping me involved at every level Lucia and all is good at our end. If The Ashton is not ready on time, it will not be down to Silver Construction,” she smiles matter-of-factly. Urrgghhhh! 

	I nod placating her. It really isn’t worth adding fuel to her fire - she’d probably relish the burn. 

	“I’m sure things will be just fine Toni.” 

	“Are you feeling better now Lucia? You look a little peaky.”

	I pause and watch her shrewd navy blue eyes crinkle in pleasure. How did she know I’d been ill?

	“Yes I’m fine thank you.” My tone wary.

	“Sebastian mentioned your little dash to the backstreet pharmacy.”

	My nostrils flare in anger. This woman was such a bitch! Why would he tell her that information? 

	But then it hits me. He wouldn’t. Sebastian was the ultimate professional. He’d never gossip about personal things like this with his PA. The only reason she would be aware of my morning-after-pill debacle was if she’d seen it for herself. She had been the blonde in the black fur coat behind me that day. The one who’d left in a hurry and the one who’d took great pleasure in informing Sebastian. Total bitch! The term backstreet made it sound dirty and a mistake!

	“No he didn’t but thank you for your concern.”

	I move to stand and place my hand out to shake her own but she chooses to ignore it, looking me up and down with feigned boredom, instead focusing her attention on Colin’s return.

	“Sebastian and I go way back you know?” Her gold hoop earrings swing as she shakes her head, glossy hair swishing down her back. 

	Don’t rise to it girl. Like you have already realized, it is not worth it! 

	“Oh?” Colin places a loose arm at my back and dives right in - both he and I already know that Seb’s only known her a few months.

	“Yes. We met a few years back, when he was working on a new-build for my brother and we’ve been together since,” she supplies smugly. All of six months. God this woman was obsessed.

	Colin looks sheepishly in my direction. “At work you mean?”

	Trust Col to jump right in there.

	She screws her face up as if she has a bad smell under her nose. “Well yes but Sebastian and I are a good fit and are so much more than just colleagues.”

	Colin rolls his eyes, indiscreetly at me and pats Toni’s arm. “I think you’ll have to get in line Love – think Sebastian may have realised that the one is staring him right in the face.” 

	He cricks his neck and hitchhikes his thumb in my direction. I could kill him for his indiscretion but at the same time appreciate his show of support. We are not even a couple. Fuck buddies, yes but not an item and I didn’t want to appear too desperate in front of this cow!

	She puckers up her face, so full of air I fear she’ll pop and blow across the room. 

	“Well my Sebastian does like to play, and he just loves the chase but he always goes back to his roots,” her voice drips with spite. 

	“Speaking about roots,” Colin mutters under his breath, discreetly air patting a fake hairdo and I giggle rudely. God, get me out of here – it’s unheard of for me to be so bitchy!

	“Nice to see you again Toni – I’m sure we’ll be in touch soon.” 

	That’s as nice as I can muster. It’s not often I dislike a woman so abundantly but this one is a frigging nightmare. This is my friend’s business, not hers!

	“Hmmm. Well let’s hope that this little job is done and dusted soon and we can get back to working on the high-fee paying projects - I keep telling Sebastian that he’s out grown your little business!” 

	I can see what she just tried to do and I’m annoyed at my own instinctive pathetic reaction to it. I hate the thought of the two of them discussing me, hate that he has anything to do with this silly blonde. My teeth are so tightly ground, I wince as my jaw crunches. I want to scream at her that this little job was the beginning of 40+ further little jobs on a similar level, at The Ashton and that meant great business and great profit, but I don’t give her the satisfaction. She is not important enough to know company information and just not worth it. Rise above - it’ll annoy her much more than if you’d retaliated and you know it - kill her with kindness. 

	“I’ll be sure to tell Sebastian you’ve been, when I see him at home tonight – you should pop round - he’s been away all week and we’ve lots to catch up on but I’m sure he’d love to see you - maybe surprise him!” She plays her trump card well and smiling, disappears back towards the office at the rear, her petite figure wiggling, with an exaggeration that would make Marilyn Monroe proud. 	

	“That girl is a bloody psy…chohhh!” Colin twirls his finger next to his head in a spiral movement, spelling the last word out in slow, dragged-out syllables. I have to agree he’s not far off the mark on this occasion. Serious single-white-female tendencies here; Sebastian will need to watch out with this one.

	“She’s obviously got it into her head that she is going to be THE Mrs. Silver and they will run their construction empire in unison.” I laugh at his dramatic analogy.

	“Poor girl – I think she’s just another of Sebastian’s conquests and believe me I can see why she is so hooked. That man makes all men look like students in the bedroom,” I begrudgingly allow her. 

	“What’s all that about talking to him back at home tonight? Are they living together?”

	“Not that I’m aware of, but who am I to know. Seb and I don’t keep tabs on one another. I am starting to wonder if he and Toni ever had a thing or if it’s all in her extremely deluded head?” 

	My stomach coils again with waves of nausea, a habitual process, recently developed.

	“Well he’s back home tonight apparently, so get every scrap of that lovely body of yours ready and be sure to have make-up and mints at hand.” 

	“I suppose I could go around as Finn isn’t back from Wales until tomorrow.”

	 And I really want to see him.

	I smile at his exceedingly expert advice. Bless him he really was very sweet and I didn’t have the heart to tell him I already knew he was home - had received my welcome home fuck last night in fact, and again this morning in Room 22. I can feel myself blush at the memory and it crosses my mind that that could be the reason for the chosen name of Scarlet House - how very appropriate.




	With that thought we head out to the car park and I half-listen to Colin waffle about how he and James are trying out sex toys, tonight for the first time together and shake my head in mock-surprise. With Colin there were no boundaries – it was full throttle, full disclosure or nothing at all; there was no middle ground with him. I just hoped that he wasn’t running before he could walk, where James was concerned. The little bunny was certainly more rampant than usual.

	I use the drive home to tame the mounting nervous bubbles threatening to pop in my stomach – it’s been less than 8hours since I saw Sebastian. I cannot begin to describe the sheer craving I have to catch the slightest glimpse of him. To think that only two weeks ago, I hadn’t seen him for months and I’d missed him but not this way, now it was a deep-rooted need that ripped through me 24hours a day. Now I was in way over my head. I am bordering on desperate, I think disgusted with myself. I really need to get a grip. 

	He fills my every waking moment - so much for treating this like a mutually beneficial fuck buddy arrangement. I had to start being honest with myself. After only a brief affair, I wanted more. More than friends? We weren’t even that right now - something we’d always managed. Tonight I’d resolve that. Tonight we’d finally talk about a possible future. If he couldn’t offer me any, I’d walk away now, before he smashed my heart into silver pieces.

	Like it would be that easy.
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	My phones vibrates noisily on my laptop, and glancing across at its position on the passenger seat I cringe. Niall. The last person I want to speak to - but it could be about Finn. I hit accept and his voice streams through the handsfree.

	“Lucia. Are you free tonight for a drink?”

	 Of all the things, I never thought it would be that.

	“Not tonight I’m afraid. Why what’s wrong - do you want to discuss Finn?” Where the F was Karen?

	“No everything’s fine. I know he’s away at the moment with your parents so I figured you’d be lonely - thought we might go have a carvery at The Ring O Bells, for old times sake.”

	WTF? Oh fuck it - I’m fed up of this guy. We have history and Finn but this isn’t about Finn and I’m tired of him making me feel beholden to him. Besides I do have a life!

	“Sorry Niall I’m at Sebastian’s tonight.” 

	The Silence lasts so long, I figure he’s hung up and glance back at the screen - nope still there.

	“So you and him…?”

	“What Niall?”

	“… are you… fucking now?”

	“Don’t be so crude. We are friends - as you well know. I am dating though - not that’s its any of your business. Look - I’m going to hang up now Niall. Let’s keep it civil for Finn’s sake but not get personal.”

	“Well I’m sure Karen will join me. She’s one, who likes to please me.”

	I bite my tongue, can practically see his cheesy wink down the phone. Oh yeah she’s bloody perfect. 

	“Yes whilst we are on the subject of Karen  - would you ask her not to talk about me to my son. Calling me a stupid bitch, around him, isn’t something I want him to hear happening and if it continues, he will not be staying over with you, when Karen is around.”

	I’m proud of the finality and calmness of my voice.

	“Sorry Lu - I didn’t know.” I can hear the sarcastic tone lacing through his voice and breathe deeply through my nose to refrain from losing it. “…I’ll have a word with her. She shouldn’t be saying things like that I agree, after all, one thing you’ve never been is stupid, after all you chose me. The other word…well?”

	Dick!

	I end the call before I get any more wound up. This was my huge concern about falling any deeper under the spell of Sebastian Silver. If things didn’t work out I’d lose everything; his friendship, his sexual prowess our connection and we just end up like Niall and I - two people who weren’t meant to be. 
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		Quickly checking my appearance in the rear view mirror I remove a smudge of stray red lipstick, flick my tongue over my teeth and take a deep calming breath. Both knees are literally knocking together due to such frayed nerves. Shaking myself to get a grip I smooth down the chosen fitted Cream peplum dress and head towards the door of Silver Birches, deluxe home to the most delicious and devilish man – Sebastian Silver himself.

	After hearing that Seb was to be in tonight, courtesy of the queen bitch herself, I knew that it was now or never - a chance to hash out the whole situation, move forward as more or end things as friends; both put the fear of God into me.

	 Maybe it was the hormonal cocktail I’d downed at the beginning of the week but I’ve been a wreck - all over the place really and I needed to know if we are potentially going to continue as friends (and if so fix our friendship) or become… well… more! The lovely way he’d supported me on Monday night at first, was a distant reminder after the atmosphere had quickly burned with stubborn arrogance. Then he’d given me the night of my life, as promised at Scarlet House - my mind if filled with images of sexy Sebastian naked; strawberries, champagne and that sizzling hot mirror sex. I still can’t control my breathing at just the thought. We’d become distant to achieve great sexual peaks but now I’m not sure where we sit - we’re totally unbalanced. Great together - awful apart.

	The problem is that if this had happened with any other man, we’d be taking it slow; I’d be going with the flow, certainly not being so overwhelmed by thoughts of the man in question at every bloody waking moment. I feel totally and utterly consumed by Sebastian. 

	I haven’t yet decided if this is down to our history, our friendship and that is why my feelings have escalated so fast or if its just because the chemistry is so powerful with this one individual man. The latter scares me the most. 

	Could he be The One? I think bloody so and it frightens the hell out of me!




	At the front door I pause for a moment and taking the plunge ring the doorbell. 

My heart is beating so fast as butterflies dance around my tummy. The light above the porch comes on, and I can hear someone scrabbling around inside when a voice hollers.

	“Just a minute!”

	Wait… didn’t that voice sound female and rather familiar?

	 Toni? 

	She’s here after all. 

	My fears are confirmed as the door is yanked open and the shell shock on my face, must have been a picture, as I am now face to face with the navy blue doe eyes of Toni, the bitchy PA – but the biggest issue by far is that she is wrapped in nothing but a large fluffy graphite coloured towel.

	Appearing blasé, she drinks in my discomfort and smiling slyly blurts. “Yes?”

	“Oh hello Toni. Is Sebastian in?” I try to look past her scantily clad body, as she leans her wet head, against the frame, holding the door ajar just enough to let the light from the hallway protrude.

	Noticing my attempts to see inside, she opens the door further and sweeping her arm out in a gracious welcome, she steps aside. 

	“Do come in Lucia.”

	God this woman was hardwork. She was acting like it was her bloody home and why was she just showered? 

	I already know the answer to my question but I’m desperately trying to find another reasonable reason for this scenario - something, anything!

	Walking into the foyer I follow her semi-covered form, until we reach the luxury hall; I can hear Adele’s Set fire to the rain, playing on the Bose surround system and my fears deepens. Very romantic!

	“You wish to see Sebastian? I saw you earlier today I could have passed on any message on your behalf?” Her arms are crossed over her towel-clad body. 

	Hang on didn’t she gaily tell me to pop in?

	Through gritted teeth I maintain my resolve to kill her with kindness but ignore her nosey questions. 

	“Is he in?” I say a little more forcefully this time, making it more than apparent that she is not the reason that I’m here. 

	Why hadn’t I just text him? Saved myself this hassle. I should never have listened to her.

	She watches me, carefully dragging out the uncomfortable atmosphere, over several seconds and grinning with her invisible raised knife she delivers the first blow.

	“He’s in the shower – I left him, to get the door. We thought you were the delivery guy with our pizza.” 

	I can tell from her evil glare, she is proud of her archery skills. Her words have pierced my heart and splintered it into a million pieces. 

	“Sebastian does get hungry after sex.”

	Seriously? What a cow – like the first blow wasn’t enough!

	I clench my jaw, lift my head and force a weak smile and through gritted teeth manage the words. 

	“Sorry to have disturbed you. Would you tell Sebastian that I’ll speak to him later.” I can hear my voice tremble slightly.

	“I’ve told him no more work today Lucia, just pleasure. We’ve got a lot of catching up to do, as he’s been away a few days.” She raises her brows. “If you know what I mean. But I’ll pass the message on.” 

	I take in her stance, a look of deep satisfaction embedded upon her face.

	My feet are rooted to the spot, as though stuck in concrete and I look around briefly and take in the Jo Malone candles burning on all surfaces, the two glasses of red wine on the table and the scattered clothing on the floor. Bringing my eyes, which threaten to spill over at any second with hot tears that would be likened to Niagara falls, back to smug bitch Toni with an ‘i’, I watch as she attempts to re-fasten her towel, letting it purposely slip and in the process almost completely drop to the floor. I am allowed an entirely deliberate and carefully planned exposure of her extremely fake breasts and completely shaven haven. I’m annoyed that I even give her the reward of briskly assessing her naked body but I begrudgingly admit to myself that she is very toned. 

	Her look is one of pure feline confidence in her own physique and her eyes literally glitter with the burn of success.

	“Whoopsies!” she pretends to appear bashful. “Sebastian likes me stripped bare -everywhere!” 

	Copious amounts of false eyelash fluttering, add drama to her outlandish statement and pouting, she provides me with a bored sigh. 

	“Well, if that’s all Lucia?” 

	I can’t even look at her, let alone respond. It’s taking all my resolve not to grab her by the hair and throw her naked arse out on the doorstep. However, I breathe in through my nose, and exhale, mentally poised. Then woodenly manage to move my leaden feet, making my way back towards the doorway and on a heavy heart open the door – I honestly don’t know what to say or think. I just need to get out of there, fast before I see Sebastian.

	She pushes the final nail in the coffin gleefully. “Thanks Lucia – have a good night. I most certainly will.” 

	The door slams behind me, it’s finality echoing and bouncing against my bruised and battered emotions. I think I stand on the porch for a few minutes in shock, mouth open, before I force my legs to put one step in front of the other and cocoon myself inside my car. 

	Oh. My. Word. Colin and I were completely off the mark with this one. Toni and Sebastian know each other exceedingly well, I conclude miserably. How could I have been so stupid? 

	How many fuck buddies did this guy have?
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	I take a second to compose myself and jumping, do a quick about turn in the direction of the large conifer tree at the bottom of the drive. I could have sworn that I saw something there; someone maybe, watching – there was definitely a noise? But upon thoroughly perusing the surrounding area, in the dusk lighting there is no one, nothing. I shiver with that someone’s just walked over your grave, sensation that always gives me the creeps and turn the key. I’ve had this feeling often of late. I’m seriously acting ridiculously paranoid – for all I know it was Toni getting her kicks from the window, at my misery! 

	The minute the engine starts and music filters through the speakers I break. Clubbed to death by Rob D, blasts through me, every beat hitting me over and over again, only adding to my crushing anxiety. I turn the volume up full whack and let the emotion of the song, wash over me and drive away from Hugh Hefner’s mansion in a rage of hurt, tears, and utter devastation.

	The one thing at the centre of all my thoughts of the moment  - the shower – the fact that he’d been getting down and not so dirty, with his playboy bunny, after our own monumental soapy sexual encounter, less than a week before. That was our thing. How could he?

	I drive so fast I’m in danger of losing control and take a moment to wipe away the uncontrollable flurry of wet tears from my face, with my forearm. I need to clear the fog away and focus on the road. 

	“I can’t fucking believe it!” I scream into an empty car, hitting the steering wheel with the heel of my palm and wince as pain instantly reverberates throughout my arm.

	Oh why not there too - everywhere else hurts right this minute! 

	Why would he do this to me? I know we weren’t a couple but surely I deserve better than this? 

	At the same time, my inner voice reminds me that this is what Sebastian is - what he does and has always been - a player.

	I knew this when I propositioned him. 

	I knew this when I had sex with him the first time and I know this now, whilst we dance around this sexual affair. My own ego allowed me to expect that I’d be special enough to him, to be unique enough to be treated differently than his plethora of sexual partners. I hang my head in shame at my own stupidity. 

	You want more Lu - that’s the problem - he’s only given what you agreed.

 	Fuck, he’s given a hundred percent more than that - yet still you want more - you want his heart, his soul; his everything. You want him to love you.

	Well not anymore! Not after he’d been with that skank Toni; they were welcome to one another. 

	If only it were that simple.
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			“I’m telling you Suzie this bitch was so in love with herself she didn’t have room left in her to put another person before her own needs – I bet she’s shit in bed!” I add cattily and instantly regret it, filling up with hot expectant droplets… again.

	Suzie shakes her head in sympathy. “Oh my lovely, I’m so sorry. I can’t believe that Sebastian would do this to you. It’s so out of character for him?”

	“Do what?” Gino shouts from the corner of the lounge, whilst keeping one eye firmly fixed on his play station thrashing.

	“Bloody Seb has gone and cheated on Lucia – caught red-handed the bugger!” I can see Suzie is fuming for me, her protective sisterhood loyalty kicking in big-time.

	It’s only when he speaks I realise that Gino has come to join us on their cream L-shaped sofa. Hmmm, he must care, giving up the games console for me. I’m touched!

	He rakes a hand through his jet-black slightly wavy hair. “Seb and you? When did that happen?”

	I smile up at him, with big liquid green eyes. “Its OK G. I know Suze told you. Right Suze?”

	Looking in her direction she shrugs, innocently in a ‘Sorry I had to’ way and I shake my head. “It’s fine, really - you’re man and wife.”

	“Thank F for that - I’m no actor.” The relief on Gino’s face is heartwarming.

	“Anyway - no way Seb cheated - he’s a player but even he’s not that stupid to get caught!”

	Suzie belts her husband across the arm in anger. “G! What the fuck? Did you know anything about this?”

	Bless he looks a little torn. I’m his sister-in-law and Seb is his best friend - tough call. Lifting his hands and shoulders towards the sky, in an, ‘I know nothing’ pose, he frowns apologetically. 

	“I honestly don’t know Lu – I know he is really into you, even though he won’t admit it to the lads – but men never do. We’re dicks really. He’s never mentioned putting it to the PA though. He always said never to mix business with pleasure.” 

	I can see he is mentally working this one out. But it immediately reminds me that that is precisely what he has done with me, so he obviously doesn’t abide by his own rules, and therefore may bend the rules for other soapy enhanced females.

	Gino continues. “Look if it makes you feel any better, he never told us boys about the proposition. Nathan and I knew something was going on between you - I mean, who didn’t? Shit - sparks fly around you two these days, but if you want my opinion, you may have started this, but Seb has wanted to finish it for a long time - it was the perfect chance for him. Si?”

	“Thanks G I don’t know what to think. It’s all pretty screwed up. When we are together, its…” I stop and blush, composing myself before continuing, “… animalistic but when we’re apart we just… don’t work! What was I was thinking? How could we ever dabble with our friendship like this?” I feel a sharp pain stab through my chest, a reminder of his recent escapades.

 	“If you could have seen her – she dropped her towel in front of me – showed me everything God and the cosmetic surgeon gave her!” My face crumples.

	“Slut!” Suzie shouts bluntly and at the exact same time Gino says, “Cool!” Thus rewarding him with another whack from his wife.

	Justly reprimanded he continues unconvincingly. “Sorry Lu – definitely a very slutty thing to do. Sounds like she has made her stake for him though. She’s playing the game like a dude.”

	I nod agreeing wholly. Toni had most certainly gone at this full-throttle- thought things out, planned to the nth degree. 

	“She’s completely waxed down below,” I add petulantly. “Nothing there. Nada. Zip.”

	Gino’s ears prick up again; he’s such a perv. “Really? I prefer a bit of a runway strip myself - to you know, land the jumbo!” he winks cheekily at Suzie, who just gives him a withering glare and shakes her head. I can tell he’s trying to lighten the mood.

	“Not so keen on a jungle bush though, just somewhere in between – Suze gets it just right - don’t ya baby?”

	“Did you see Sebastian then?” Suzie ignores her sexually frustrated husband and sips her tea, gently encouraging me to continue and bring the conversation back to me.

	“No I never saw him - he was in the shower apparently?”

	“Whoa! Whoa, hang on a minute – you didn’t see him?” Gino suggests keenly, folding his arms like he has just solved the crime of the century. “Well there you go – maybe it wasn’t him? Or maybe she was just bullshitting?” 	

	“Hold on there Miss Marple, just because he’s your mate doesn’t mean he isn’t capable of doing this!” Suzie spits out to Gino before chewing on her lip. “Although you do raise a valid point. It doesn’t account for her being in Sebastian’s house at night though, naked - I might add?”

	I rub my now raw eyes, as they sting with the humiliation of it all. 

	“Lets not beat about the bush - no pun intended…” his eyes glint with mischief, trying to lighten the mood but his words lay on deaf ears and result in a third smack from his obviously rather hormonally aggressive wife. “Easy Babe… I was going to say, before you rudely interrupted me, ‘lets not beat about the bush… unless you saw it with your own eyes, you can’t be 100% certain it happened.”

	I understand his reasoning but he hadn’t been there. Seen the floozy in question and the house all lit up in seductive ambience. 

	“Thanks guys for your support, I guess I need to just put all this down to a lucky escape but it doesn’t hurt any less. He showed me a good time, we had some fun and but I guess he missed sipping from several cups. We were only ever meant to have some fun - that’s what he provided. I just fancied more…”

	Those words hit me hard. He was going to sleep with other women again - already was!

	“I know we’ve been mates for years but I think I was falling in love with him, which doesn’t follow the FBR rule no.5.” 	

	The words are out before I can stop myself and at them I feel myself collapse from within, even further. It’s true, I am more than halfway in love with him, probably always have been. Why today of all days, has my brain finally caught up with my heart?

	“Oh Sis - come here!” 

	She uncrosses her baby blue velour designer tracksuit covered legs and draws me to her in a loving cuddle shooing Gino away at the same time. Taking his due he leaves us to it. I snuggle against her, comforted by the scent of Topaz Lenor fabric conditioner.

	“I think you and I need to focus on having some much needed fun this bank holiday weekend, don’t you?” I nod mutely, drained and overcome by numbness. She was going to make a great mum, I consider, my mind drifting, as I sink into her cocoon-like grip.

	She ignores my unwillingness to talk and chatters away despite it. “I know that Saturday night its the party and its at Mr. Sex-addict’s house, but you are going to go, whether you like it or not and at least show him what he is missing. Do not give that C U Next Tuesday Toni the upper hand!”

	I cringe inwardly for both her vulgar language. I hate the ‘C’ word but right now, she can use it to her hearts content, where that cow is concerned - she deserved far worse. Crap - I’d forgotten about his housewarming, he’d planned it ages ago – there is no way in hell I’m going and humiliating myself, no bloody way!

	Let’s just hope that this has put an end to it now - better safe than sorry was my motto, now matter how much I missed out, in life with it. Sebastian Silver had finally tupped the Yorkshire lass he’d been mates with for years; probably the only girl within a 100-mile radius he hadn’t already slept with. Now he could tick it off his bucket list and scratch another notch on his already battered bedpost and move on - leaving me the hell alone!
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	Whilst I feel like I’m wearing my heart on my sleeve at work the next day, I must be better at acting than I realise, as no-one seems to notice my despair, not even Colin, and he picked up on every mood swing usually. I’m glad for the gruelling gym, workout I’d pummelled out first thing this morning. My fitness routine had changed since all this commotion with Seb, and it was time I got back in the swing of things. The incessant treadmill run and cross trainer workout had been brutal and both drained and pumped me - my music blasting from my earphones; Tinie Tempah’ ‘Hero’ on repeat, sweat dripping from my body. I’d pushed myself beyond my usual limits - desperate to punish my body for its weakness and drown my thoughts out with angry dance music. It wasn’t often I could get into my gym so early, as I usually had Finn.

	Speaking of my superstar - the one little ray of sunshine, keeping me going, was due to be dropped off this afternoon. I’d missed Finn so much and my mum had text me earlier to say that they were making good headway in the traffic, despite hitting roadworks. Apparently they’d had a ball in Wales and I’m so pleased he’d not only had fun but been well behaved for them.

	My phone interrupts my thoughts. It’s him again. He seriously needs to get the message now. Do one! I decline the call and slip the ringer to silent. That must be the tenth call since last night. Soon he’d get the message. I don’t want to talk to him!

	I get my head down and choose to ignore the empty ache I have clawing at my insides, a constant reminder of Sebastian’s unfaithfulness. The Ashton was beginning to take shape but also getting to that stage, where little mistakes could easily be made, if I wasn’t on the ball and let’s face my head is all over the place! 

	Jackie interrupts my thoughts. “It’s Seb, again Lu - I told him you’re out. Shouldn’t you just talk to him though? Save all the calls. He sounds pissed.”

	I shake my head, reluctant to discuss the situation; I’m not ready to do that yet. 

	She smiles knowingly. “No probs. I’ve told him that you are out for a meeting now, so that should give you some breathing space; although why you’d want it with that man. He sounds delish!”

	He is delish! Toni thinks so too.

 	My phone buzzes with texts from Suzie and Abby, both questioning how I am and wanting updates. I don’t have the strength to respond in detail so just post each of them a quick ‘x’ and go back to my designs.

	Twenty minutes later, doing a little vibrating dance on the desk, a text comes through from him. My heart pounds, mouth dry – I can’t look; can’t believe I even want to see what he has to say for himself.




	Incredible. Worth the wait. Ache for u.

Not sure why you’ve gone AWOL but I’m thinking of u Lady Lu. 

xxx

	

	I can’t take any more of this. I reel off a quick text to my mum to say I’ll meet them back at theirs and gather up my paraphernalia. Laptop, bag, and swatches Right I have everything. I say my goodbyes to Jackie and Colin and head out to meet my favourite man. One of the perks of being your own boss was making your own hours and today I was leaving early. 
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		Why wasn’t she answering her phone?

	I’d called her sixteen times since Thursday night. Now I looked like a fucking stalker!

	I’d had Ralph drive me home in rush hour traffic on a Friday to get back in time to meet her at work only to find she’d left early for Finn. I hadn’t heard from her, spoken to her, since we kissed one another goodbye yesterday morning. 

	Was that only yesterday? God it felt like weeks ago.

	 For fucks sake, she occupies my thoughts all day, every day. This was bordering on obsessive. 

	You’re losing it mate. 

	Sleep with them, treat them well and move them on, no ties - it had always worked for me in the past. I’d not really wanted to go back for more. Well maybe a few times and with my first love, who I’d dated for two turbulent teenage years. At 17 I had ended things, when I caught her getting off with one of my best mates at the time. Needless to say, trust didn’t come easy to me with women. I loved women I just didn’t love any one woman, apart from Bitzi; my Mum was a tough act to follow. 

	My parents had the epitome of a great everlasting marriage; it sometimes made it harder, as a relationship would have to be bloody good to compete on a similar level to theirs. Lu had the same with her own Mum and Dad. Walking into Nina and Mac Myers house was like being in the twilight zone.  Everywhere I looked, I saw my parents. From the Laura Ashley cushions in the lounge, to the Marks and Spencer’s food in the fridge, the similarities were uncanny. Our parents had the same taste and the same likes and dislikes. Even the Julio Iglesias crooning loudly that welcomed me the last time I arrived for a party at the Myers Senior, was the same god awful CD, my Dad used to play on a loop in his car when Nathan and I were young. 

	I smile with fond memories. Our families had made no bones of informing us they thought we were perfect for each other; this had done nothing more, than force both our stubborn arses in opposite directions. Then Lu had become pregnant with Finn. I lick my bottom lip in thought.

	In Dubai I’d realised how much I missed Lu - missed being home and near her. I’ve always travelled with my work but never been away for a period of time so long, without visits home. I’d entertained myself out there with the odd tall blonde beauty, my usual type but that’s all it had been, entertainment. I’d craved meaningful, witty conversation with a petite, feisty, green eyed, brunette beauty. I’d craved intimacy and family.

	God I miss her. 

	My cock springs to life at just the memory of what we shared in Room 22. She was magnificent. Open and uninhibited and bold. I couldn’t have asked for more. My hands twitch, desperate to knead her perfect tits and stroke her velvety skin, so soft against my own. Her confidence was definitely growing sexually and wasn’t that what this had all been about - this blasted proposition? Getting her back in the saddle with someone she trusted. I’d just encouraged her to delve deeper and bring out the wanton horny little devil that had lain dormant within her beautiful curvaceous body for some time - perhaps ever. The thought of her with Niall, giving herself openly, the way she had at Scarlet House made my blood boil. She is mine now. 

	Fuck - the minute I feel like we’re connecting and it’s moving past the proposition part of our agreement - I sense her withdrawal and mine. We only work when we are together - once we part everything just gets murky. Isn’t that down to me though? Are you playing the game like always?

	I need to kiss the tip of her stubborn nose, watch her eyes deepen from lime, to forest to teal green and flicker with fire, whilst inhaling her perfume scent; Gucci - she’d worn it since Uni and I could still smell it on my shirt from the other night. I’d been reluctant to wash it. That’s how sad I’ve become!

	I swallow hard. Something wasn’t right. I felt it. But what? When we’d parted yesterday morning everything had been great - more than great - we couldn’t keep our hands off each other. I hadn’t wanted to leave her. I shouldn’t have left her.

	I’d sort things this weekend. This was her first night back with the Finnster and I wasn’t about to come between the lioness and her cub. Why had I decided to have a bloody housewarming, now of all times? I wanted her all to myself - the house free to fuck her in every room, in every position possible. You’ll have to get rid of Chris first. Yeah, think Mr. Booth might need to find somewhere else to live and sharpish!

	I grab my phone and text her. Then get on to my jeweller mate - time to try a different tactic; time to get creative and buy her something special.
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				“Hey Mum where are you?” I shout up the open staircase in the direction of her bedroom.

	“Hi Darling – I didn’t hear you arrive. Where’s my favourite little bundle of joy?”

	“He’s out with Dad, feeding the swans on the pond – think they’ll have sunk by the morning. He just gave Ken, the male one, a full heel of bread!” I laugh alongside my lovely mum, who looks fresh and happy in a long floaty, Per Una M&S skirt, matching camisole and flowery cardigan, with chunky pearls adorning her neck. I give her a big hug and hold onto her Chanel no.5 scented frame, a little longer than normal.

	“What’s up my lovely girl? I sense a sadness about you.” Her face is enquiring, perfectly threaded brows raised but she shows genuine concern.

	“I’m good Mum, just having a few issues with men – that’s all!”

	“Honey if I knew how to handle the opposite sex I’d have whipped your father into shape years ago – never did figure out how the male mind worked so I just took to whipping him! He rather liked it!” She lifts her dainty shoulder in a saucy shrug and I roll my eyes.

	 “Mum! Too much information!” 

	The thought of my mum and dad deep in the act of S&M is a confusing one to say the least but I suppose I am happy that after 35years of marriage they actually still want to give it to one another and keep it interesting.

	“I better go I really need to go get ready for Sebastian’s housewarming.” I take a quick check through Finn’s overnight bag, to check I’ve packed everything he’ll need.

	“You go – have fun Darling. Anything you haven’t packed, I’ll no doubt have it upstairs. Just try and relax - you look tired.”

	Crap, always the truth with parents but she was right, I looked worn out and felt totally drained but it was nothing that some serious foundation and bronzer sculpting wouldn’t fix. My phone buzzes in my pocket for the umpteenth time and flicking a quick glimpse at the screen my frown deepens. 

	I’ve missed seven calls from him! 

	Angrily I shove the phone back into hiding and return to my Mum’s concerned gaze.

	“What are you wearing? Do you want to borrow anything of mine? Maybe some shoes – I have plenty of do-me-shoes!” 

	The saucy look is back in her eyes and I smile, as my mum’s wardrobe would put Carrie Bradshaw’s shoe addiction to shame - she had it worse than me - I’d definitely inherited my fetish from her. Everything from Louboutins, to Kurt Geiger, filled the racks in a small extension off the main en-suite. It was a room that made me Ahhh upon entering and was pure indulgence. 

	“No, I’m good”

	I’m going to wear the sexy new shoes Seb bought me; the ones I wore the other night when he took me from behind, as a fuck you to him.

	“But thanks Mum – you know me, once I’m in there, I’m done for and I need to go. Are you sure you’re OK with Finn…again? I’ve only had him back a night and now I’m shipping him off again.” I truly do feel like a terrible mother.

	“Darling – don’t be silly. He’s had a lovely little holiday in windy Wales with your Dad & I and Madam Tina of course and that useless biological father of his, seems to be making an effort at least. There was always going to come a time when you were ready to get out in the dating world again. It’s important that Finn isn’t the only male constant in your life. It’s a busy time for you with work but that’s what Grandparents are for.”

	She hugs me again and practically shoves me out into the drive. “Now get in that car, straight home, tittify and go wow them – Sebastian I presume?” she adds dryly and I wave her answer away, not ready to answer questions about him.

	“Thanks Mum. Love you.” 

	I dash over to Finn who is aiming more bread at the Swan’s heads than mouths, and giggling madly as they contort their long necks to duck and catch. I wince at my Dad and he shrugs his shoulders, unconcerned.

	 “Boys will be boys.” 

	I kiss his salt and pepper hair and he squishes me to him, and awkwardly orders me to go have fun. Finn puckers up for a sloppy plant on my cheek and squishing his adorable bottom I leave, and guiltily slide into the car. Finn’s not bothered I know, but I do feel bad. Maybe this is the bone of contention with all parents, the constant guilt that you’re not doing enough - being there enough, for your child. My Mum is right though, I’ve spent the past year trying to be the model mother and it probably is time to enjoy some much needed me time, even if it’s just to tell Sebastian Silver where to stick it!

	I do the customary six-beep salute and head off to beautify. The deeply embedded nerves instinctively awaken and fly around like butterflies inside my tummy again. 

	Why am I putting myself through this? 

	Because, Lucia, you are not a pushover and you will go and make him see what he is missing! Remind him that you are the best he’ll ever know and he’ll never have you again. I can’t help but think that this is going to backfire on me and I’ll be the one seeing what I’m missing, in return. For fuck’s sake, just the thought of him is turning me on; the sight of him will no doubt reduce me to a wet puddle of lust and drool - I haven’t seen him since Scarlet House! 

	My phone bleeps, interrupting my nervous thoughts and alerts me to a text. Looking down, my face flushes in annoyance. He’d been calling and texting me since Thursday night and I’d not answered any of them. Even the one last night sent To Finn, from Sub - I just couldn’t. I’d been tempted - believe me I’d been desperate to pick up last night - just to hear his voice. But I knew that the second I did I’d be done for. The constant harassment must be because he knew he’d been caught. I’m presuming that by now Toni has informed him of my visit in glorified detail. I thought I’d deserved at least a face-to-facer, to explain his two timing crappy behaviour.




Why won’t you answer your phone Lu? 

Call me… NOW!!! 




		I immediately delete the text in anger. 

	Who the hell does he think he is ordering me around like that? Fucking control freak. He can bloody do one! I’m not here to do as he wishes, - to be there at his beck and call and bend over backwards – well maybe once, thinking back to the lusty mirror sex… that once had been worth it but never again. The guy was seriously pissing me off - get the picture I. Don’t. Want. To. Talk. To. YOU.  I shout into the empty car.

	I’ve too much shit going on to deal with a moody gorgeously handsome contractor, on a rampage - he’s worse than Finn, when he doesn’t get his own way! He couldn’t even last one week with the same woman, let alone one month!

	As I pull-up outside home, I zap the doors, and head up the path; blocking the top step is a now familiar looking, luxurious black box. 

	That Shit! 

	He actually thought after what had occurred last night, he could just send me flowers - beautiful flowers, but flowers none-the-less and I’d be fine with it all. Forget the Ho in the towel and her childlike lady-garden - or rather lady-beach.

	I’m tempted to kick the box to the curb and head inside and for a second can’t believe my own weakness at questioning such a decision. Annoyed at myself, I push the box aside with my foot, shove the door open and escape from all temptation, leaning back against the door for added measure. I last a couple of minutes - give or take, before I crumble.

	Yanking the handle inwards I sneak a glance each way up and down the street - no one there - and grab the black box to my chest. Just because I was pissed doesn’t mean to say I wasn’t keen to see what he could possibly think would be enough of a message… this time.

	Wading through oodles of tissue paper, I sigh at the scent of roses. I’m actually more of a fan of the tulips, lilies and peonies bouquet I’d received the week before, but I have to admit that the smell of these black roses is intoxicating. This would be the fifth single bud that I’d had in two weeks and like the others, it held a large diamante crystal, in its centre to mark this. I lift the flower and inhale deeply, stroking the velvety petal against my cheek. What I really want to do is smash it hard on the coffee table to my left, causing every petal to fall. I wanted to break it, the beauty of it - the way we were now broken.

	Taking a deep breath, I screw my eyes shut and wrestle with my inward voice as I pick up the thick cream envelope. Shaking my head I bite down hard on my lip and hurriedly slip a finger underneath the seal. My eyes scan the bold script font…
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… and then I launch the card in the direction of the bin, missing by a country mile. What planet was this guy on that he thought I’d be staying over at his tonight? 		

	Seriously? 
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		“You look divine! Stop fussing.” I hear Suzie command under her breath.

	I nod my head at her and take a small sip of my Kir Royale. If I didn’t feel so apprehensive I’d agree wholeheartedly. Even I had to admit that the full-length black Body-con dress I’d selected earlier did my curves justice. The front was simply designed, with thicker satin straps that house shoulder pads, a round necked corset, which nipped in at the waist, allowing the dress to curve softly at the hips and fall slim line to the ankle; not forgetting the discreet split, baring a flash of thigh when walking. 

	I loved the look but knew that the back would be what grabbed Seb’s attention. It dipped in an extremely low scoop, from the straps to the top of the crack of my arse - it was deliciously obscene really! But what was the pièce de résistance were the eight ropes of pearls that hung, stitched from each strap, and following the curve of my sides and waist, in the shape of a cello. They rested, descending in size, as a strings of necklaces, creating a kind of pearl cowl, at the top of my bottom, where the fabric hugged lovingly to enhance my hourglass figure. 

		I’d accessorised with an emerald green cocktail ring and my shoes were the black suede Luby Lou’s from Sebastian. I’d drawn my hair back into a messy chignon and fastened small diamond earrings at my lobes. The effect was simple yet seductive. I felt dangerously naughty. 

	I was not wearing any underwear, due to the constraints of the dress - thank God it had a built in corset bra, a good job as nothing would have worked with this get-up. The thought of my nakedness sent fizzles of excitement all over my body - with one slide, Sebastian could be inside me. Not that that would happen – I was dressed this way purely to get a rise out of him and make him regret his actions with Toni.

	That’s right you keep telling yourself that love if it helps protect your heart; shame you’ve forgotten to mention it to your overly-sensitized body.



	We’d entered the party a few minutes ago and selected a drink from the large, crisp white linen covered table to the right of the door. The house looked stunning; Sebastian’s Mum, Bitzi Silver had worked her green-fingered magic, sprinkling flower creations, more likened to pure works of art, across every surface. Candles glimmered from secluded nooks, only reminding me of the other night and I swallow my distaste - the remembrance of his indiscretion shrouds me. You can do this.

	The style of the house was very much like Sebastian himself, both traditional and modern, with a cool edge to it, a money can’t buy polish. The immense hallway, opened out into another large living area, perfect for the overflow of partygoers. It wrapped around towards the kitchen and had doors leading to three further reception rooms. There was a study to the left as you entered and a huge guest-suite to the back of the house on the lower level with bathroom. The house was light, airy, vast and exuded luxury at every level. 

	The stairs however were the objet d’art in my opinion. I remember years ago Sebastian saying that he’d found the staircase he wanted to replicate in his house one day, on a Harry Potter movie and he’d redesigned it, with an additional modern twist to a tee. The steps were nestled towards the back of the hall and curled up majestically, before opening up and arriving on the opposite side of the room, directly above the entrance below. The effect was breathtaking. The balustrade was a deep pewter tone, with black spindles and the steps, they made from white marble, topped with a luxury thick soft grey runner, hemmed with black. Chunky silver stair rods nestled in the crook of each step, tipped with a glass ball, which gleamed brightly underneath the immense bubble chandelier above. The result was luxurious, modern and homely; a difficult feat in interior design. 

	I’m pleased he’d taken some of my advice though; I could see little creative touches of Lucia here and there. I smile sadly, as I recognise a huge abstract canvas I’d painted and given to Sebastian as a birthday gift some years ago, it was sitting pride of place above the open fireplace in the hallway, its colours working fantastically with the decor, like it had been commissioned for the space - blacks, pewters, grays and white, washed determinedly across the painting. I remember creating this and the exhaustion I’d felt upon completion. My eyes are drawn to where the light from the Chandelier is catching the metallic silver and Latin words inscribed across the oils.
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	This was a phrase that we had lived by throughout our studying days and continued to this day. 

	Knowledge itself is power! 

	For a split second I am touched by the sentimentality, that he has chosen to adorn his walls with my work and not another expensive, more recognised artist but the fleeting memory of Toni in her towel, and the meaning of the words, which relate unquestionably to the sham of our current situation, sharply diminish any nostalgia I may have.

	Shaking myself out of it I plaster a fake smile upon my face and try to appear interested in what Suzie is chattering about with Gino and a few others. However that smile becomes genuine as I spot Abby making her way to join us, alongside a very dapper looking Nathan. 

	“I’ve had my feelers out and no sign of the queen of all bitches… yet!” she whispers into my ear loyally.

	“Thanks Hun – what about Seb?”

	“He’s chatting with some friends in the lounge, said he’ll join us in a bit. Don’t think he’s realised you were here yet,” she adds protectively. 

	I’d caught up with her last night about the Toni nightmare and I know she has my rather bare back tonight. I blow my mouth out in a huge calming yoga breath and shake my shoulders, like a boxer getting ready for a fight

	“All I need to do is show my face, let them both see it doesn’t bother me and then I’m off.”

	“Aren’t you going to talk to him? Get his side to the story?” Abby sips her drink but nods her approval of the question. “I really think you should.”

	“Why? I’m not sure what he could say that would make this any better Abs – I was just in a different place to him about monogamy whilst we dallied – obviously!” 

	My tone is entirely sarcastic and I’m aware that I’m being a little too harsh on her and shrug apologetically and smile lightly at Nathan, who appears to have lost his tongue.

	“Sorry Na. Ignore me.”

	“Not sure I can in that dress Lu - you look hot. Oh we are in for one interesting night - wait till my bro sees you. I almost feel sorry for him.”

	“Na’s right Babe - you look fabby - lurve that dress.” I grin at Abby over the rim of my glass, raising my brows at her.

	“Likewise Abs - we owe Dolly’s boutique big time!”

	She preens under Nathan’s and my obvious approval, smoothing her hands over her scarlet gown and I wink and add.

	“Very Julia Roberts in Pretty Woman.” 

	“So long as it’s the Opera dress you’re referring to, and not the pick Richard Gere up on Rodeo drive dress.”

	My deep laugh is instinctive and much-needed and I squeeze her arm in silent thanks before chuckling again, as we clink glasses and Nathan toasts us with,” I’m happy with either Abs - I’m all for a working girl - thigh boots and peaked cap - bring it on.” 

	She wrinkles her nose at him feigning displeasure, which earns her a seductive whisper in her ear, causing her to beam instantly. At her sympathetic wince at their playfulness, I assure her it’s fine, with a wave of my hand and excuse myself from Suzie, Gino, Abby and Nathan, feeling rather the gooseberry and make my way towards the lounge. My heart is beating so fast, I’m certain that its going to combust, as I manoeuvre my way through the guests, stopping and chatting amiably with them, here and there. I recognise a couple of them as family, and a few work colleagues. It’s as I enter the high ceilinged lounge that I hear the shrill-pitch of my nemesis. 

	Don’t worry girl you look hot! Nathan’s recent words ring clearly in my head. 

	

	“Sebastian Darling there you are! We must go and mingle with our guests!” 

	Toni hasn’t seen me yet, so I am allowed the opportunity to weigh up the competition. Her spectacular body is poured into an electric blue strapless dress, so short I fear for her modesty, if she curved her body anymore there’d be a flash of the hairless bits. Then again who am I to talk, the breeze is most definitely liberating!

	She towers in silver Gina Sandals and plays subconsciously with a diamond tennis bracelet on her wrist. Toni instinctively sends a glance in my direction and her eyes automatically narrow at the sight of me. Openly appraising me from head to foot, she continues to rest her arm on Sebastian’s forearm and leans in deliberately showing me the slight crease of her arse! Bitch! 

	“Get your bloody arm off him!” I want to scream.

	She’s obviously decided to play hostess-with-the-mostess, at the party and she and Sebastian definitely appear to be together. I ignore her and head towards a waiter to take a second Kir Royale, the sweet liquid was hitting the right spot and going down way too easily. I was going to have to be careful to keep a clear head.

	I sense him before he speaks - the air fizzles around me, lifting all the hairs on my arms and sending shivers down my spine. How did he have this effect on me after only a few nights of passion? The man was irritating beyond words!

	I watch the hunger reflected and burning hotly within his eyes and I revel in it. The dress had been worth every penny. Wait until he sees the rest of it. I’m glad that I still have the ability to stir his interest - who didn’t want to be wanted.

	“Lu I didn’t know you were here?” 

	His voice loosens every part of my conflicted body in longing, and I feel my disloyal nipples tighten in response. My body is frighteningly in tune with him. Turning to face him I put on my heavily practiced fake smile and soak him up.

	Oh crap! 

	He looks devastating wearing a sharp Navy Suit and expensive black shirt and tie - his two-day stubble, giving his polished look, a lethal edge. I could seriously jump him right this second and subconsciously rub my legs together to ease the throbbing between my legs. Annoyed with my desperate wantonness, by my body’s disloyalty, I revert to safe and frosty Lu. 

	Treat him as a friend. Its what works for you both. It’s what you know. This is Sebastian the playmate, not the soul mate. 

	God I wish I could look at him as a friend still. It’s as though the minute we slept together, the seal was broken and we can’t go back; the sexual tension between us has been released and needed attention. Now all I could think about was his handsome face when he was positioned between my legs, his dark liquorice eyes assessing my reaction as his tongue dips in and out and flicks my swollen, needy clit. His manly hands gripping my thighs keeping me wide open to his mouth and seductive gaze. I can feel the heated flush begin across my skin. 

	For goodness sake woman, get a grip - he’s probably done the exact same thing to his bloody brazen PA- it’s what he was doing to her the other night! 

	“Sebastian.” I raise my glass to him, snapping out of it. “The house looks super.”

I can tell that he is weighing me up, assessing my mood and haughty manner. He looks a little surprised. 

	How is that possible? Arrogant bastard!

	“You look beautiful, Lu.” He licks his lips in an obvious response to me and I jump deeper into my confusion. Inside I’m doing a victory dance; look what you could have won Mr. Silver.

	“Did you not get my calls?”

	“Yeah I did.” I reply bluntly, making him work for it.

	“Texts?”

	“Yep. Got those too.”

	His brow furrows in anger and through gritted teeth he lower his voice. “Why didn’t you answer then?”

	“It may surprise you Sebastian but you are not my be all and end all. I’ve been busy!”

	I think I see a sweep of hurt cross his features but I may be wrong. However, I dial it down a notch. I’m hurt but not a total bitch - it’s not in my nature to be unkind.

	“I’d hoped to see you last night. I went to the Elysium office but you’d left for the night.”

	“Oh.” I am aware I couldn’t be less involved but I’m having a tough time not launching myself at him and taking my anger out on his sexy mouth and that fact pisses me off even more. He didn’t deserve to look so hot. 

	He’d come to the office looking for me? Why to put his side of the story across?

	He leans in towards me; one hand casually in his pocket the other lightly resting on my arm. I focus on his Omega watch and try not to stare at his hands - such sexy, manly hands. What he could do with those hands.

	“You could have left a message about The Ashton with Jackie Seb. I’d have got right on it first thing Monday - no need to deliver it in person. In fact I’d rather you didn’t.”

	“It wasn’t about the fucking Ashton - what’s got into you Lu?”

	“Nice party.” I change the subject and raise my glass to clink. “Anyway you need to go and mingle with Toni. It’s your party. I’ll do my thing and you go do yours.”

	The harsh line of his jaw shows me he’s struggling to maintain his anger. His dark brown eyes have a turbulent storm brewing within them and his frown is quickly replaced with that lethal Sebastian smile. 

	I turn my back on him, with one graceful movement, every intention of heading back to my friends, when I hear his breath hitch and then complete silence behind me. My cocky smirk cannot be seen by him, but it warms me, as I realise he’s been hit with the full effect of my daring pearl gown - it had been worth every penny!

	Forcing myself to take another step and continue on my path away from his divine body, I straighten my back and wiggle my arse, especially for him. The pearls rub silkily against my skin, their weight causing the ropes to swing. I’m nearly in the hallway before I feel his hand at my back, steadfast and determined to still me. 

	Through his teeth he spits. “There is no way you are being left alone in that bloody dress.” 

	My belly flip flops and I repeat the victory dance in my head and make a mental note to buy Suzie some flowers for her fab advice.

	“I need to fuck you so hard.” 

	I turn to face him, wide-eyed and innocent, I hope. 

	His face appears almost pained and so outside of his comfort zone, that like Nathan has mentioned earlier, I almost feel sorry for him. 

	Almost. 

	In reality I need to focus on myself, and my own weaknesses here. His words are reducing me to that puddle of weakness again. Hot and sexy and dirty and willing to do anything for a quick tumble with Mr. Silver - but no longer. I want more and he couldn’t give me that - had already proven it.  

	“You’re a tease Lady.”

	My nipples are alert and I feel them pushing through the soft fabric of my dress, Seb’s eyes are immediately drawn to them and his own breathing quickens. My skin is on fire and every fibre of my being is itching to reach out and touch him, hold him and kiss him for the last time. For a few seconds we ravish each other with our eyes alone; deep emerald zest, meeting dark chocolate pools; watching, caressing, approving. 

	Even though I hate this man for his disloyalty, my God damned best friend - I am not blind. He oozes sex appeal and I haven’t seen him in three days. My body has gone into starvation overdrive, desperate to feast on such delicious meat. 

	I can see Toni over Seb’s shoulder watching us; her shrewd eyes gauging the situation and I see her begin to make her way towards him, snake like in her path. 

	“Sebastian Darling I need you?” 

	I hear her snooty voice and the anger returns low in the pit of my stomach. Sebastian ignores her whiney demands and instead roughly grabs my hand and drags me in the direction of the stairs, ignoring the stares from guests happily chattering and alerted to the minor commotion. He halts as we reach the top of them, rapidly decision making as to where we go from here and I look down from the mezzanine landing, to the crowd below and catch Abby mouthing, 

	“WTF?” 

	I meet the narrowed eyes of Toni, at the bottom of the steps where we left her, hands claw like in annoyance and a face likened to a person spitting glass. Her silver sandal smashes into the floor in annoyance and a petulant huff reverberates up the hall stairs. It had been worth it just for that although now I’m here, alone with the devil, I am not sure if she got off lightly. He is sorely pissed!



	I’m pulled through a nearby door and slamming it behind us, we are surrounded by inky darkness – the only light that filters in, is from the huge arched window in the centre of what now appears to be the master-suite. 

	His room. His domain. His terms. 

	I immediately feel on the back foot and freeze - all the facade of my confidence is stripped away here.  

	Placing both palms on the door, behind me, they rest on either side of my head and with his foot wedged between my legs; I am trapped there for his perusal. He looks deep into my eyes and his own glint in their challenge for me to look away and without another word he angrily takes my mouth, and I am a goner. I don’t for one second think about pulling away. I should but I can’t. There would be no point.

	Our tongues instinctively wrestle and we pant heavily as we devour one another, not able to get enough from mere kissing. The term eating each other would be underplaying our assault on our lips. He sucks and licks, imprinting his scent and taste inside me until I’m quivering, stroke after stroke, melting my icy veneer. Stony faced he moves towards my corset, tugging until my nipple pops free and I hear his guttural groan as he takes it firmly in his fingers, tweaking and rolling, happy in the knowledge that I’m unrestricted and available to him. I sigh in sheer bliss at the sensation of our skin on skin.

	“God I’ve missed these.”

	His erection is hard and pressing against my stomach; my aching breasts straining against the beautiful dress. It was becoming too tight. I needed to be naked, to feel him against me.

	Just one more time and then I’d end this.

	“You choose this dress for me after our night at Scarlet House Baby?”

	His eyes search mine, as he fondles my left breast and suckles the free nipple, watching me for my answer. I lock eyes with him and nod.

	“Every time I see a rope of pearls now I’ll think of you; them rubbing between your pussy, tied around your wrists - makes my cock twitch at the thought and when you turned your back on me, little minx - that indecent glimpse of your crack, I could have fucked you then and there!” 

	His breath is ragged, as he works his way back to my mouth, my loins on fire at his words. I can see the desire in his eyes, and kiss him back with every ounce of my being. My hands on his hips, encouraging him to bury himself into me.

	I feel his hand lift my gown, and a finger tracing a path up the split of the dress, sensually but firmly grasping my stocking-clad hold ups, and massaging my thigh. Quivering I lift my leg around his body, encouraging him to explore further and stroke a hand down my calf. I wrap it fully around him, opening me up to him, and shiver with pleasure as his hand travels down to clasp my shoe.

	“Ah Lu you’re killing me here. Worth every penny.” I smile to myself - my sentiments exactly.

	I’m enfolded into his warmth, desperate to feel him inside me, whilst he licks back and forth over my erect nipple, when all of a sudden I freeze.

	“You’re bare here for me Baby! Are you bare here?” 

	His other hand drops to the high split, inching inwards, and in that second I’m brought back to reality with a huge bang. I push at his hard chest in panic, desperate to get away from him and retain composure. I cannot bear to be near him, I feel dizzy, sick and am close to the embarrassment of tears. Clasping at his vice like grip, in a last ditch attempt to free myself from his close vicinity, the pent up anger and desolation threaten to explode from within me. 

	Are you bare here? What was I thinking? What am I doing? 

	He likes me stripped bare! Toni’s words play over and over in my head.

	“You fucking bastard - you have balls I’ll give you that – balls of stainless silver.” 

	I spit the words out, fighting again against his strong grip to remove myself. His look of total shock and confusion is disconcerting. I can tell from his eyes that he fears I’ve completely lost it but his firm hold on my arm doesn’t waver.

	I hate this nasty version of myself, it isn’t me and I’m pissed that he has turned me into this weak willed bitch. I maliciously clamp my teeth around his arm and bite down, hard. His yelp of pain stills me but it slackens his reign and he releases me.

	“What the fuck Lu? What’s got into you?” He instinctively rubs his arm with the discomfort.

	I give him a filthy look. It serves him right. As if he didn’t know. 

	“I came to see you on Thursday night, so we could have that talk that you so desperately wanted?” I prod him harshly in the chest.

	He rubs his head in the way he always does when he is stressed about something and shouts an angry groan of frustration into the room. I can tell he still doesn’t get it!

	Taking a deep breath I exhale slowly and smooth down my dress. Every particle of me wants to grab his face in my hands and kiss him again until we pass out from our obsession, but sensible Suzie’s voice echoes in my head. 

	Tell him Lu. There are two sides to every story!

	“Toni told me you weren’t available Sebastian – that you were otherwise engaged.” 

	The adrenalin is flowing and encouraging me along my path- sexy sultry Lulu has been replaced with stony-faced prudish Lucia. He looks completely perplexed and somehow this only endears him to me more. How does that work? 

	What is this hold he has over me?

	“Toni? – What the bloody hell’s she got to do with anything?” he demands flippantly.

	Rage embodies every part of my anatomy. 

	“Toni with an ‘i’ – you know your PA? She answered your door in a towel - all wet from your soapy sexual escapades.” 

	Hopefully that would trigger something in his ridiculous loss of short-term memory – were there that many women that he couldn’t remember this one occasion? I can imagine my eyes are glowing green with jealousy and passion. I can feel my body come alive with the emotions and don’t remember ever feeling so angry. I’m on fire and his words cut into my reverie with a cold heartless rush.

	“It wasn’t me Lucia,” his voice is firm and crystal clear.

	“But…” 

	He places a hand up to silence me and shakes his head and I close my mouth instantly, ticked off like a naughty child. “No. No more! You will listen to me now!” His voice is threatening and I know I’ve tipped him over the edge. “Is this why you haven’t been answering my calls?”

	I nod mutely.

	“Jesus Lu. I don’t know why Toni was here Thursday night, or why she said she was with me but I’m telling you, she wasn’t.” I study his face, his blackened pools for any glitch of distrust, there is none. His eyes burrow into my own with a force so great I find it hard to blink and impossible to look away.

	“I didn’t get back until Friday night - last night. I came back from London on Wednesday - as you well know.”

	I blush under his reprimanding glare. “Then spent Thursday until Friday night, back in Manchester. It wasn’t fucking me - nor would I do that to you. I told Chris to tell you where I was - didn’t he?” He moves and raises a hand to his brow, strutting in small steps to control his increasing fury.

	“No.” 

	“Well I did. Do you really think after what we shared in Room 22 I’d just come home and tumble the company PA?”

	“Honestly? I don’t know Seb.” I’m embarrassed by how bad it sounds now, when aired aloud.

	“Well I wouldn’t. This is you and me. You and I started something a few weeks ago - an agreement, a proposition, whatever the hell it was - it’s become… more. We’ve become more - more than just fuck buddies.”

		We stare at one another, both chests heaving, both passionate about our viewpoint. I take a good long hard look at his beautiful face, the face I know so well as a friend and now as my lover and in that moment, I am certain that he speaks the truth. 

	“That is the last time I’ll say it and you will believe me Lucia. I didn’t fuck Toni - I never have and I never will. She is not for me.”

	I take a few quick steps and throw myself at his mercy. Our mouths bang together, teeth clashing, in our urgency to unite. I feel his hand work its way around the small of my back, roughness hitting smooth, where my back is naked and his sigh at the contact with silky smooth skin. His other hand reaches into my hair almost roughly and draws me closer to the heat of his body - his grip is intent and commanding. 

	Possessive. 

	I’d tried to resist him, tried to keep away but my self-control has packed up and left for the night. My mind is still bombarded with the vision of him fucking Toni, plunging his cock into her; the rage is unquenchable. But as he moves in, pressing his heat into my body, stroking my back, whispering words of encouragement and making me quiver – I feel myself relax. He didn’t do it. His satisfied groan is beyond irritating but I don’t care. All I want is him. 

	“You are not of the hook here.”

	“Look at me Lu. Look what you do to me. You’re driving me crazy but it makes me rock hard!” His hand draws mine over the bulge in his trousers - solid.

	I can see the emotion in his gorgeous face, even if he doesn’t realise it himself and it warms me. My heart pumps madly, as I feel the tension in his arms.

	“You don’t get it do you?”

	My confused frown is enough for him to continue.

	“I’ve never been like before – with anyone. I’ve never needed another woman to surrender to me so badly. I never wanted to bed only one woman and go back for seconds, thirds - fuck; until I can’t get it up anymore!”

	My sex clenches in victory and I moan as he works his lips along my neck, sucks my earlobe and I sigh in thanks when I hear the zipper of my dress. I break free and slip out of it, one strap dropped at a time, slinking and sashaying seductively until it drops to the floor, where I step free sexily, in my hold-ups and suede heels. I smile brazenly at him, as I delicately place the fashion masterpiece on the chair, near the door and walk towards him - offering myself, naked on a silver platter. I revel as the air hit my throbbing pussy; the breeze flickers across my clit, as light as a feather but I’m so wet already I shiver at the chill.

	“God Lucia you can’t believe that I would want another woman? Not when I have you. When we have this…” 

	His tongue delves deep inside my mouth again, dancing with my own. I feel his fingers part my lips and ready me for his pleasure.

	“You’re so wet for me– always wet for me Baby!” 

	He pushes me towards the bed and I’m flipped so that I bend over the edge, my face on the mattress. I am entirely bare to him now; am open to his hungry eyes and eager cock and my pussy glistens with arousal and expectation. I realise that he is choosing this primitive position as a reminder of our amazing night - to ensure he is entirely in control. 

	Licking my lips, I turn to watch him unzip his suit trousers and release his fabulous weapon; its size never ceases to amaze me but he is so hard, so rigid for me, it just turns me on more. This man is solid everywhere.

	Hearing him fumble with a condom, I feel a sense of loss that I won’t be able to feel him completely within me but this quickly passes and I gasp, as he positions the head at my moist entrance. With one hand on my hip he reaches around to pull harshly on my nipple, the erotic gesture sending shockwaves directly to my nub.  I groan in angst. I need him to touch me now! I hear myself scream out in frustration and his laugh at my torture. This is my punishment for not believing in him and I deserve it. He is entirely in control again - I am weak and desperate. 

	Rubbing my eager nipple repeatedly as he moves leisurely into me, in delicious rotating movements I arch my back in bliss, stretching like a cat and try to grab him to push deeper within me. Instinctively he complies and I hear him suck in his breath.

	“I’m going to fuck the truth into you Lu.” He slams deeper into me. “There can be no distrust between us from now on. Ok?”

	I listen to him, biting my hand as delicious sensations begin to quicken around my g-spot. His cock is hitting it, bang… on… each… time. I know that this is his plan but I am still in awe at his expertise.

	“Lucia – OK?” 

	I feel him stop and twist to see why. He looks seriously hot, fully dressed, just his pubic hair and base of his wide cock showing but his face is deadly serious.

	“Ok. I trust you.” Just fuck me you gorgeous control freak.

	I groan desperate for him to continue with the ripples of pleasure overwhelming me. I know that he is trying to fuck some sense into me, to prove that he wants me and only me. To show that he was right and I was wrong. What all this means, will have to be dealt with later. 

	I sigh in relief, as he begins to move, rhythmically, this time for seconds before he thrusts so hard inside me, I fear he’ll hit my womb. 

	“I’ve wanted to do this to you all day, everyday since the last time – you feel so fucking good.”

	I nod my head in encouragement and pant as he withdraws and thrusts, getting quicker with each push; withdrawing and thrusting, thrusting and withdrawing, torturous in his strokes.  I push back onto his length to assist him, allowing him even deeper into my body and I feel my pelvic floor tighten around his girth as I begin the spiralling helter-skelter ride to my release. He crashes into me and I feel him lean forward and brush the pad of his finger firmly across my swollen and needy clit. I cry out in ecstasy, as that final pressure is my undoing; whilst he fucks me harder and harder I shatter around his cock, my dripping entrance making it easier for him to manoeuvre in and out. My climax is so great that I hear his name on my lips and don’t recognise the deep, sexy and broken voice as my own. 

	“Sebastian - Please!”

	“Ssh - I know baby – I’ll meet you there.”

	His own release is seconds later, and even through the rubber, I feel him empty himself into me, his twitching body, delivering every last scrap of himself inside, proving 100% that I am his and he is mine. 

	“Fuck! Only you and me now,” he whispers hoarsely into my neck. 

	I am hit by a huge rush of feeling for him and know that it is futile to deny it any longer my feeling for Sebastian Silver go way beyond any one month proposition - I wanted him for keeps. I brush it to one side, in need of private time to process this realisation and hug it to myself a little longer. After some adjusting of clothes and dispensing with the protection, I am drawn back to his body and we hug like that for some time, standing in silence - many words unspoken. I turn to face him; our mouths meet lovingly and slowly, the intensity satisfied for a short while.

	“I suppose we should go rejoin the party?” 

	I murmur into his chest, inhaling his fresh vanilla and musk scent and blush as I wonder if any guests had heard our passion.

 	I hear his deep scoff. “I’d rather get you completely naked and into my bed.”

	“Give me a few minutes to freshen up and I’ll meet you back downstairs.”

	“Ok Lady Lu. I’ll give you your few minutes but after that you are not leaving my side. Like I said that dress is lethal - ever wear it again, without me and I’ll arrange for Ralph to accompany you.”

	“Ralph? Your driver?” I refer to the handsome Polish chauffeur who’d escorted me to and from Scarlet House.

	“Ralph is not just a driver Darling. He’s security.”

	“Oh.” Not sure I’m so pleased about having some guy following me around on Seb’s orders but I’ll deal with that later.

	“Let me give you my gift now Lady, before I forget - I wanted to, on Friday night but you weren’t answering my calls.” His brows furrow in fleeing annoyance but the expression is gone in a second.

	Looking down I watch as he extracts a silver bracelet from his pocket, with a thick chain - a large silver heart, swings from the clasp. It’s from Tiffany’s - I know because I’d told him I wanted one, years ago, when we were at Uni.

	“Oh Sebastian it’s beautiful. Will you put it on me?”

	“Its no way near as beautiful a you, Lulu but I saw it in London and it made me think of you; of us.” 

	I’m deeply touched by the present - proof that he’s been thinking about me on his business trips. The thought sends pools of liquid heat to my core. I clasp the heart in my fingers, feeling the weight of the Silver. 

	“I’ll buy you charms for the rest of it Baby. The heart is to remind you of us and our proposition. I liked the message, so I added my own…”

	I scan the script clearly. “Please return to Tiffany’s New York…” He knows I lurve New York and was the reason I’d wanted the item of jewellery all those years ago.

	“Now turn it over.” 

	I look up at his expectant face and smile. The other side of the heart has a similar style of engraved writing and reads, “Please return Lucia Myers to Sebastian Silver - she’s mine!”

	“What are you like! You controlling bugger - I love it!”

	“I’m glad you do.” His eyes shine with pleasure and he bends to kiss my nose, slipping the bracelet onto my outstretched wrist and fastening it with a soft click. The weight of it sits, as a reminder of him and his feelings for me, securely around my arm and I shake my hand happily. 

	He watches me fixedly, with that gold-flecked twinkle in his eyes, before dropping a slow peck on my lips. The moment is so unlike anything we’ve shared together to date… another first - I’m almost at a loss for words. The gift was nothing flashy but so much more than I could have ever asked for. The sentimentality of it spoke volumes.

	 Reaching up on tiptoes, I kiss Sebastian one last time and push him jokily towards the door. “Right go! We can’t go back down together – it’ll be obvious what we’ve been doing!” I smile back at him.

	He nods at me in understanding although seems reluctant to leave. “I think everyone will know what we we’ve been doing anyway - and be jealous as hell.”

	His naughty bedroom eyes are enough for me to figure who he means by everyone; Toni. I’m glad he realises how important it is that she is dealt with.

	I smile contentedly. Who could have foreseen that this would be the outcome, after the events of Thursday night? I truly believed him though and now that I wasn’t clouded by sexual emotions I could see that Toni was even more evil and manipulative than I’d first thought. This girl meant business and really needed to be taught a lesson - I’d certainly made an enemy of this bitch!

	I look up as he’s about to slip through the door. “Don’t be long! Oh and Lu one of these days you and I really are going to talk about us.”

	“We do need to talk.” I bite my lip worried that yet again our passions have overcome our sensibilities. More importantly I need to know that he is feeling the same way as me. I need to know that he agrees that this is much more than we could have ever imagined. I know he wants more than fucking but a relationship; maybe love? I’m not sure.

	“Lucia be sure in the knowledge that whilst you and I are having sex, I won’t sleep with anyone else. Just you. You have my word, I promise. I would have thought that a given, with our proposition but after this, you obviously needed to hear it.” 

	His face is gentle whilst he delivers this unintentional blow - full on nail-driven-into-coffin-moment. My own blissful split-second shattered, my shoulders slump in sadness. I have some serious decisions to make. Enjoy the time we have left together and prepare for the inevitable devastation or get out now before I lose everything, including our friendship and my self-respect.

	I clenched my fists at my sides, trying desperately to restrain myself and remain calm but invisible steam is erupting from every orifice. Ooh he makes me so mad. My Grandma had always said to me that the best relationship was one built like a seesaw, where love and hate rocked back and forth over the years, toying with one another’s weaknesses. Love reigned the majority of the time, as the heaviest and most grounded party, whilst hate tipped the balance every once in a while, to mix things up, managing to add weight in order to bring passion and communication to the forefront of a long-term relationship. Hate was the reminder needed in every relationship that you loved this person in the first place. One did not work without the other. A relationship without hate was a relationship without depth. They were both necessary to ensure both parties still felt deeply enough about one another. I’d never truly understood her analogy until this very moment, with this man. At this very moment, I both hated him, and loved him, at the exact same time. 

	Oh crap! I knew it would happen - was helpless to stop it.

	I’m desperately in love with Sebastian Silver. The one man who doesn’t do commitment!
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		“Where have you been Lulu?” I hear Abby’s questioning tone, as soon as my foot hits the bottom step into the hallway. The throng is so busy I am pleased that my arrival goes unnoticed to all but my caring friend.

	“Don’t ask. I kinda got waylaid.” I blush annoyed at my body’s ultimate betrayal of my mind.

	“Seems to me you just got laid. Full stop! You dirty bitch! Speaking of bitches - Did you talk about that cow-bag Toni?”

	I take a gulp of the much –needed drink she places in my hand and pat my hair to check its still holding up. 

	“You won’t believe it Abs - she bloody made it up! Totally bullshitted about being in the shower with Seb; he wasn’t even here until the day after!”

	“No. Fucking. Way! Do you believe that? Him?” She bites her lip, and concentrates wholly on my answer, encouraging me to take my time - I don’t need to.

	“He didn’t sleep with her Abs. I know it here!” I place my palm across my heart, completely sure of my instinct and in my trust of Sebastian.

	“Well that’s enough for me - problem is that means that this girl is a whole shed-load worse than we thought – crazy MF!”

	“I know. Then one thing led to another and before you knew it we were having make-up sex.”

	“Dirty bitch!” Abs repeats and grinning clinks her wine glass with mine. “Might just take your lead and ask Nathan to show me the spare room myself! May as well put these gorgeous undies to use,” she cheekily pushes her breasts together and pouts prettily. 

	“You do that girl. I need to go find Suzie and tell her the news before I speak to the blonde assassin in person. That woman is going down!” I snap my fingers in a Z shape and we giggle together at my reinvigorated attitude.

	Abby waves me off wishing me luck and I head in the direction of the lounge once again. It is there that I see Chris and Toni head to head, deep in what appears to be a fairly nasty confrontation. He is trying to engage her in some form of physical display but she is definitely having none of it and pushes his tentacles away angrily. Looking around Chris checks to see if anyone has seen them, obviously embarrassed at her dismissal and laughs it off but she continues to give him a severe ticking off, in an albeit lowered voice. 

	To the right of them, standing near the grey velvet sofas and the roaring open fire are Suzie, Gino and Sebastian. One look at his face and I melt.

	“Lucia. Come! Come join us!” his voice drawls with heavy emphasis put on the word, come. He is impossible.

	Suzie looks from me to Seb and back again, her eyes nearly popping out in desperation to know what is going on. We chatter about work and Gino’s new dick of a boss and I feel Sebastian’s warm hand at the base of my spine, tracing delicate circles over and over again across the sensitive skin there, his fingers playing with the ropes of pearls. His hand shows ownership and I go with it but for how long would this be the case?

	The second that Seb and Gino leave us, to get more drinks Suzie pounces on me. “Well?”

	I sip my drink and ponder on how to play this one. Suzie could hold a grudge and I needed her to see that whilst Sebastian and I are yet to be a couple, he did not cheat on me.

	Her beautiful face scrunches in annoyance. “Lulu did you have it out with him or what?” 

	“Yes Sis – its sorted. It wasn’t him! Toni delivered bucket loads of shit from the bull!”

	I can tell that she is not entirely sure what to believe but gives me the benefit of the doubt. Her eyes fluttering as she mulls the information over.

	“If it wasn’t Sebastian then who was it?”

	“I think its more along the lines of Miss Toni with an ‘i’, set me up!”

	“What a cow!”

	“Complete and nutter!” I agree and we clink our glasses affirmably, laughing at my play on words.

	“I did say to you that it wasn’t like Seb didn’t I?” she enfolds me in a sisterly hug

“Oh I’m so pleased, Gino and I were so happy you two were finally getting it on and after Thursday night – we panicked that we’d have to choose between the two of you!”

	I flinch at her words, surely there wouldn’t be a choice, seeing as we were siblings but I choose to ignore the comment and blame it on her pregnancy hormones.

	“Yeah now all I need to do is make sure it’s long-term.”

	“Honey in that dress you’ll have him eating out of your hand – anything else you wish – the man hasn’t taken his eyes off you all evening.”

	I glance over to Seb’s direction and we connect, sharing a knowing sexual smile that’s full of promise and satiated satisfaction.

	“I remember when Gino used to look at me like that.”

	“He still does Darling – God he’s proud as punch about your news.”

	She looks across at him adoringly, lightly placing her hand on her still flat abdomen.

 “I know bless him – you’d think no one had ever got a woman up the duff! He’s strutting about like a peacock!”

	“I still can’t believe I’m going to be Auntie Lulu – I’m so excited.”

	We laugh together but again I am drawn to Sebastian. 

	“Just go you hussy! The way the two of you are looking at each other, its practically live porn. I’m getting turned on and that’s just sooo not right!”

	“No Sis. I’m taking your earlier advice and I’m going to let him chase me. Play hard to get; or harder to get at least.”

	“Ooh play him at his own previous game.”

	“Maybe? – maybe just make him come to the notion that he can’t live without me.”

	“He already knows that Hunny – one look at the way he has an eye on you at all times and everyone can see it but men take longer to come to terms with it. They fight it! You want him to need you as well as want you. He knows it, he just doesn’t know it!” 

	We laugh at her cryptic quote. “At least you know what you’re talking about Suze!” I grin and contemplate her happy glow.

	“God help us when the hormones go on their rampage!” Rolling her eyes she sips her fresh orange juice in distaste. I feel for her, the champagne is plentiful tonight and delicious as ever. I kiss her soft cheek and shove her in the direction of her Hubbie and looking about, head off to circulate. 




	After chatting comfortably with a couple of freelance builders I’d met when Seb was building the house I move on to catch Abby and Nathan, both looking suitably flustered, with that just fucked aura. They’d definitely had some fun time and Abby and I share our mutual secret with a synced eyebrow raise. Dirty mares that we are! The Silver brothers are too irresistible and annoying that it is, my body thanks my mind for just going with it for once. I’m about to find Sebastian and make my excuses when I hear someone call my name.

	I see Meg before I notice the person who’s accompanied her. We air kiss and dish out compliments on our respective apparel. She looks lovely in a black evening jumpsuit and gold sandals, very chic. 

	“Sorry Meg I didn’t know you were coming, I’d have shared a lift with you.” I feel bad I’ve not really seen much of her the past few weeks.

	It’s only as I wait for her response that I divert my gaze to the silent male figure at her side, nervously fiddling with his glasses and shiftily looking everywhere but me. 

I raise my brows as I see that she has arrived with Leo of all people.

	“We’ve just been out for a meal at that little Italian in Bodley – gorgeous scallops with garlic and parsley – anyway Sebastian asked me when we were out in Lords, if I wanted to come along tonight and I thought we’d pop in for a nosey. It’s not a problem is it?”

	She rambles on and appears embarrassed by the fact that she is with Leo; immediately I put her mind at rest and smile graciously – she’s my friend after all, although I would have preferred not to have an ex, albeit minor one encompassed with my friends. Besides Leo and I still worked together, kind of, so we would be mixing in some future circles.

	“That’s great Meg – I’m so glad you came and you too Leo.” 

	With hands in his pockets he nods mutely. I cannot help but notice the Napolitana house sauce on his tie and inwardly cringe at my poor original judgment; he had seemed a nice man though and I’m genuinely pleased for Meg, if he treats her well. He did say that he liked kids.

	“How’s things Leo? Work good? I’m so sorry I’ve not returned your call - think you called the office when I was ill didn’t you?” His eyes light up at the mention of the banking world and my own immediately glaze over and he nods at the mention of his call.

	“Yes Lucia. Feeling better now?”

	“Much thanks.”

	“And work for you - how’s that going? Weren’t you decorating some big Hotel in Holdgate?” he enquires politely.

	“Yes, The Ashton. It’s really coming along nicely, thanks. Hopefully will be the boost we need for the business.”

	“That’s great Lucia. I’ll have to meet you for lunch to go over the last quarter for your accounts soon.”

	“Oh we don’t need to do that Leo - we can just meet in the office.” With Jackie and Colin around for back up.

	“No no. I insist. I’ll call next week.” 

	Meg slings her arm around Leo, in an attempt to return the focus to her – she appears to have over-indulged and is relaxed enough for the both of them; I presume with a helping hand from Mr. Chablis.

	“Leo has been telling me that he has a new hobby bird watching, he’s been buying all sorts of new equip…..” Meg waffles on brightly and is rudely interrupted by Leo’s brush off.

	“Meg we don’t need to bore Lucia with my life.” 

	Why stop now Leo I wonder to myself? I can’t believe that it was only a week ago that I was at another party with this guy. Things have happened so fast between Sebastian and I; I’ve hardly had time to catch my breath.

	I am saved from further discomfort as Sebastian joins us placing a possessive palm on my bare back, enclosing the pearls draped at the base of my spine. He kisses Meg’s cheek and welcomes them both warmly. A firm handshake between the men seals the situation nicely and Seb, ever the gentleman saves the day. 

	“Nice to see you both.” 

	I can hear the surprise in his voice but to anyone else he is natural. Leo appears aloof, thoroughly absorbed in weighing up our relationship, trying to ascertain if we are now a couple. I feel his eyes watching our physical contact, the way our bodies link unknowingly linked by the invisible thread that joins us and shows all spectators that we belong to each other. It must be undeniable and I have the good grace to feel sorry for him but at the same time, I remind myself we had only ever had few dates, never slept together and were never going to work. It was best we just kept things work related.

	And he isn’t Sebastian, my inner voice screams out.

	The men chat about the latest Rugby game as Meg turns her back slightly, flicking her chic hair over one exposed shoulder sexily. I feel for her as the obvious flirtation goes unnoticed by her beau. She tries so hard that it can come across as desperate and I remind myself to talk to her one of these days, as a friend; tough call though - how do you start that conversation?

	“You don’t mind do you Lu Bu?” Her face is sincere.

	“Mind what? You and Leo? Don’t be silly Meg I’m pleased for you.” Although I’m not sure that they are the best fit but they do say opposites attract.

 	“I wanted to tell you this week but you’ve been so busy with work and Leo only asked me out on Monday night, when we bumped into each other near my house. I know you two didn’t work out. Then he’s pretty much holed up there on and off ever since.” Her shy shoulder lift has me smiling.

	“It’s fine honestly. Leo and I were not best suited and I said as much at Suzie and Gino’s party last weekend.” 

	“Oh good. I just felt a bit bad that Leo had ended things and now he’s seeing your neighbour.” She has the good grace to wince in apology.

	Leo ended things did he? Well maybe that will make him feel more of a man. Just leave it Lu.

	“I’m pleased for you Meg. Seriously.”

	Not so happy about the idea that Leo is potentially so nearby to my home though.

	I’m awash with physical attraction as I watch Sebastian’s interaction with Leo, politely listening to the lesser man droning on about facts and figures. Leo wasn’t a patch on him, poor guy – Sebastian’s raw masculinity was so addictive, that all men aspired to replicate him and all women desired to fornicate with him. I could see that Leo continued to watch our close contact and I genuinely feel bad, after all he had been very civil when I had ended things between us. 

	“How did it go - the date that is?” I ask Meg politely, making conversation. What I really want to say is that the guy needs to get new material, as he took me to ‘Damario’s’ on our first date but I’ll speak to her later about it. He was new to the dating malarkey again after all.

	“Yeah - I’m not sure if he’s too straight for me but you never know – underneath that financial suit and glasses there could be an animal in bed?” she shrugs hopefully.

	I think it highly unlikely; the only kiss we had ever shared had been exceedingly chaste but then again with the right person and all that. He was very kind looking and Meg needed a kind man in her life – certainly a calmer person, to tone down her dizziness. 

	“I suppose straight is better than him turning out to be gay!” Meg tosses out and then blurts, with a scrunched up expression, “I’ve been there too!”

	I laugh at her candidness and give her a quick hug saying we’ll meet up at mine for a cuppa next week and then make a grab for Sebastian. 

	They move on in search of more alcohol and I’m reprimanded jokily. “Thank fuck for that Lu! Take your time much?”

	I belly laugh at his genuinely pained face. 

	“Poor Leo – He’s a good bloke really. Harmless enough. Must admit I didn’t think I’d be seeing him anytime soon, however but we do live in a small world.”

	“Enough about Theo,” he grins and winks his mistake entirely on purpose and I giggle.

	“You and I have to get rid of all these merry drunks so we can carry on our own party upstairs.” 

	He whispers into my ear, his breath softly caressing my lobe, sending shivers down my spine. “Seriously - I ache for you. Now I’ve had a taste, I need to feast some more, which appears to always be the case with you and me, Ms. Myers. Terrible apart - fireworks together.” 

	He purposely runs his tongue along his bottom lip and I’m undone and feel the excited buzz of pure sexuality begin to take hold of me again, just at the sound of his need. I don’t know where I find the strength but I do and stand firm.

	“Seb I’m going home tonight. I don’t want to but I need to.”

	His look of anger could slice through a victim with a clean cut – ooh this man wasn’t used to not getting his own way – full on teddy out of the cot moment!

	“No.” 

	His word is final; a command that irritates the shit out of me.

	He leans in kissing me tenderly on the tip of my nose, ignoring my frown. “I love your cute little snub nose.”

	“Sebastian I’m going home tonight. Stop changing the subject - flattery will get you nowhere.”

	Who am I trying to kid? Flattery will get him everywhere, especially in between my legs and then deep inside me. 

	I inhale to regain some form of control and can see that he wants to drag me upstairs again and fuck some sense into me and the reality is it would probably work; I’m so weak where he is concerned. 

	“I’ve had a great night but I’m shattered and I’ve got the boy back tomorrow lunchtime.”

	At the mention of Finn he relaxes and his face lights up. “How is he?” 

	“He’s great but it’s been a tough week and I’ve hardly seen him. He went to Wales with my parents for a few days, as you know...” 

	I feel his fingers gently stroking the inside of my wrist, our hands linked. The connection is palpable.

	“I only got him back yesterday and then he’s back at Mum and Dad’s - I feel like a shitty Mum.”

	“You’re an amazing Mother Lulu. Just trying to give him the best life you can, that’s all.”

	I look up into his inky liquid eyes and smirk. “Well done Silver – good diversion tactics.”

	He grins “What me? Besides The Finnster is a great diversion; I’ve missed the little lad.”

	I watch this gorgeous man’s animated face, as he talks about my son and I’m happy that he can see how amazing Finn is. It’s hard for people without kids to relate but being part of his life since birth, has meant that Sebastian has had the luxury of watching this lovely little man, develop into the funny bundle of joy and energy he now exerts at every opportunity. Still I am fully aware of how unique our situation is and I intend to take full advantage of it. You didn’t often get chances like this in a lifetime and I am being given a do-over!

	“Seriously I’ve had a lovely night – your house is amazing! I much prefer it to the old one. Although we have many fond memories in that one.” My voice is wistful.

 	I just wish I’d seen more of Silver Birches and we’d been alone.

	As is reading my mind he responds. “We’ll make many more in this home - especially naked.”

	I smile up at his arrogant expectant face. God he is delicious.

	“It’s not a home to me yet – it’s missing something – someone,” his voice lowers and is full of promise.

	Oh. My. You Silver tongued devil.

	“Will you call me a cab?”

	“I’ve no landline.”

	“Really? Could you call from your mobile?”

	“Flat battery.”

	“Could you charge it? Wait… let me answer this - broken?” I smile wickedly at him.

	“Nope. Lost it.” His big grin makes me melt. There he is, Sebastian my friend of old. Where’ve you been hiding? 

	“I’ll just grab my phone from my bag then…” I make to leave.

	“I’m not going to convince you to stay and sleep with me, share my bed, let me watch you whilst I take you over the edge over and over again - am I Baby?”

	I shiver at his words. “You don’t play fair Monsieur Silver. I have to retain some control. You dominate every situation.” 

	His look of pure arrogance exasperates me yet also makes me want to jump his bones right then and there. Saved at that opportune moment we are interrupted by guests and as he shakes hands and air kisses a group of work colleagues who are leaving. His hold on my hand at all times is strong and I take a moment to study his handsome face and the way his body moves, his broad back muscular and defined through his tailored suit jacket. I lick my lips in arousal. He really is all man and I could enjoy him tonight. 

	Why am I refusing a night of passion with this beautiful man?

	I shiver as I feel someone watching me and turning to look across to the base of the stairs, where I see Meg and Leo, chatting with some of our friends. Leo appears to be deeply involved in a discussion and I feel for Meg who seems to be wearing her hoochy on her sleeve, her eyelashes fluttering like she has an uncontrollable twitch. Leo is oblivious to all the flirtatious cries for attention. Jumping, I sense warm breath against my earlobe before a deep sensual voice follows.

	“Just give me ten minutes and I’ll have everyone rounded up quicker than a cattle herder. Please don’t leave.” 

	I study his face with big moss green eyes full of lust, already resigned to the knowledge that he has won. I am not going anywhere. 

	Bringing both hands up on either side of my face he cups me gently and leans in to plant a long smooth kiss on my mouth. The moment is so simple, yet incredibly poignant and stepping back to look into my eyes, he repeats his words. 

	“Ten minutes I promise, and then I’m all yours.”



	I watch him disappear into the lounge, stopping to chat to his catty PA en route. Amazingly I remain calm, after that kiss and the way Sebastian has not left my side tonight, Toni should be fuming and I smile at the warm feeling that gives me. Revenge is sweet; although it certainly wasn’t enough payback for the way she’d deceived me and lead me to believe that she and Sebastian were together. What a complete madam! I am well aware that this girl has a screw loose, and the sooner Sebastian removed her from his business and his life the better for all concerned.

	After a quick visit to the loo and a freshen-up I open the door and crash straight into the queen of evil herself, in full electric blue glory. She appears as stunned as I, but promptly composes herself and flicks disapproving eyes deliberately up and down my physique. I can tell she is nervous, underneath the war mask of Urban Decay and realise that my revenge has not only been the fact that Sebastian and I, have been stuck to each other like glue all night but that she didn’t know when I would call her out. It was now time.

	“Lucia.” Her precocious sneer is evident and the nerves a distant memory. “You are obviously more forgiving than most. Didn’t think you were the type to play second fiddle?” Her laugh is light but brittle. What an unhappy woman she was. 

	Then again if Sebastian didn’t reciprocate my attraction for him, I’d probably be just as bitter. 

	Her eyebrows raise and smirking lips purse. “Either that or happy to share. Sloppy seconds can be fun with the right man.”

	I consider her heavily made up face and almost feel sorry for her. She had it bad, maybe as bad as I did. The only reason a woman would stoop so low would be for some mixed up profession of love.

	“I had nothing to forgive Toni, as well you know.” She controls her surprise at my realisation of her manipulation but I see the brief startle in her eyes. “You staged the whole thing and Sebastian wasn’t even home.”

	“Is that what he told you?” Her voice is less calm and lilts in desperation.

	“Yes it is. He told me the truth then spent the rest of our time in his bedroom showing me the truth, no words were needed for that - just good old-fashioned body-language.” I state definitely. “Unlike you, I know when Sebastian is lying and he isn’t lying now. I believe him unequivocally.” 

	I am pleased from the look of her rather red face that she fully understands how he showed me that it was all lies. 

	To give her some credit, she maintains her smile and continues laughing fakely. 	“Sebastian gets bored very easily. I know that about him. You’ll not be around for long, so don’t become too comfortable. In fact don’t think you’re the only one he’s got on the go - he was in Dubai for a long time - times flies when you’re having fun.” Her nasty little mouth purses in pleasure at her dig before adding, “You’re not Mrs. Silver… yet.”

	I choose to ignore her desperate attempts at knocking me off guard, and instead sigh politely, showing my disdain for her. 

	“Toni. You opened the door in a towel, showed me everything God and money gave you, and faked a sex fest with your boss. I think you need to take your own advice and not get too comfortable. You are an employee nothing more and I’ll give you a little tip - most real men, like their women to look like real women down below. Not little pubescent girls; Sebastian being one of them. Landing strip - yes; plucked chicken - not such a good look.”

	Her eyes screw up in anger and I know that I’ve finally hit a nerve. She continues to rant at me in her highly pitched catty voice. 

	“For your information Lucia – I didn’t fake a sex fest. I was having sex, very dirty shower sex, with...” 

	I interrupt her with a voice so laden with contempt I hardly recognise myself. “Enough Toni; stop! You’re making a fool of yourself. Regardless of what Sebastian and I are to one another, above all he is my friend and I won’t have you spread vicious lies about him to anyone.” 

	I take a breath to compose my now boiling temper. She ignores me and continues her babbling. “As I was saying… I had amazing, dirty shower sex with the resident of this house - whether you want to believe it or not.”

	I take one last look at her. Her eyes are glistening with hatred, her mouth smug, large breasts heaving. I’m annoyed that the last of her cuts, actually stings and hits me where she intended. 

	No – It wasn’t Sebastian, Lu. You know that, don’t let her spiteful fabrications work her way in again - she really isn’t worth it.

	But if it hadn’t been Sebastian who was it? 

	Suddenly my brain seems to catch up and the clink, clink of cogs can practically be heard, rotating back and forth within my head. Oh my word how could I be so stupid? 

	The resident of the house… it must have been Chris; smooth smarmy Christopher Booth. He is the other resident in the house and the other resident man-whore. I just hope that he had not been aware of her plan that would be too cruel to Sebastian, his supposed mate.

	I glance up in her direction and move to pass her and make my way down the staircase, where I can now see a concerned Sebastian, riled and ready to pounce. 

	“It was Chris wasn’t it? You and Chris hooked up and you made out it was Sebastian?” 

	She bows her head, and has the decency to appear caught out but only for a second. 

	“Well you’ll never know will you - you’ll always wonder because Sebastian and always will be a player!” 

	Her petulant pout is fleeting as she storms past me, strops down the steps, stopping to annoyingly reach out to Sebastian and run her fingertip enticingly along his forearm, as she reaches the bottom, whilst bitchily assessing me, for my response. 

	His hand flies up with lightening reaction to catch hers, mid movement and stems the gesture, with a look that shows nothing but contempt. I’m too far away to catch what he whispers to her, but from the look of her childlike strop, it can’t have been good. Thank God he has finally seen her for what she truly is.

	Heading tentatively downstairs, towards Sebastian’s outstretched hand, I gratefully slip my own into it and am enveloped by his warm radiating strength. I watch as Toni heads full-steam in the direction of the door, black fur coat in hand, only stopping to talk Leo, which I find odd but everything about this woman is strange. Then I glance over at Chris, who looks in our direction and shrugs at Sebastian, with a ‘What can you do?’ face and whilst grabbing his mobile to presumably call a cab he guides his lover outside. 

	I slump against Seb’s warmth. 

	Two weeks in and we are already experiencing some serious drama. Maybe this is how fast things happened when the person you are sleeping with is the one? Or perhaps this kind of thing was the norm when you are seeing Sebastian Silver?

	“Wow – tonight’s been more exciting than an episode of Coronation Street.” Meg slurs and hiccups, against my shoulder. I wince at her bluntness and Abby saves me from retaliating; she’s just pissed. 

	“Come on Meg, I think its time you and Leo made a move, we’re all on our way out now.” 

	Nodding at Leo, she snuggles into Nathan, and Leo reluctantly leaves us to attend to his date, throwing out. “Good to see you again Lucia. Sebastian.” I wave at them both and have pity for Meg’s head in the morning. 

	Leo leans in close to me on his way out, still holding an exceedingly drunk Meg at his side. “Remember Lucia, the tale of the tortoise and the hare; slowly, slowly wins the race.”

	He doesn’t stop to see my open mouthed shock. For a moment I stand there, completely freaked out by his very odd behaviour and strange comments. But I’m not allowed the luxury to dwell, before Sebastian returns to my side and draws me into his warmth. The slowly, slowly catchy monkey freaky moment is forgotten and I smile into his darkened sexy eyes and rest my head onto his chest.
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	Over the next half an hour, the guests trickle out and before long the Silver Birches house is finally empty apart from a select few; ready to stay and have a lock-in. Sebastian disappears to chat to a family member who is in need of a taxi and the extraction of his keys; he’s not too happy but reluctantly agrees, amidst a lot of slurring and wobbling. It gives me a moment to take in my surroundings and calm my thoughts, before I join my friends in the lounge but I jump as I feel a hand on my shoulder.

	“Oh I’m so sorry Lucia. It’s only me.” I turn to be faced with Bitzi Silver’s pretty face.

	“I’ve been meaning to grab you tonight but my son has monopolised your time,” her eyes roll in a knowing way. “He’s so like his father.” 

	Her tinkly laugh is infectious and I follow her glance in Bob Silver’s direction, whilst he is collecting their coats. He is very like Sebastian in height, looks and has that same magnetic air about him. 

	“Handsome isn’t he?” she raises her brows playfully with a twinkle in her chocolate brown eyes, so similar to Sebastian’s. “One look and I was a goner.”

	“They are very dynamic.” I smile back at her warmly and watch Sebastian from afar.

	“Darling I’ve known you for years and prayed that you and Sebastian would pull the wool from your eyes one of these days. I’m telling you now, the cashmere is down and you need to just sit back and enjoy the bumpy ride. Once a Silver man finds his woman there’s no stopping him. Honey - it’s tough but it’s also delicious. Hang in there. Fast. Furious. Scary. Exhilarating - every emotion all at once.” she rubs my arm again in sympathy.

	“I never knew it could be like this. Why didn’t I ever see Seb in this light?” 

	It must be obvious to Bitzi how confused I am, as she sighs. “Lucia. Sebastian has always adored you but the Silver men, like to do things on their terms, it all about the control.”

	“Boy you’re right there,” I interrupt in agreement.

	“I’m proud of you, for how you handled that blonde hussy earlier - never did like her myself.” 

	It clicks as I realise that Bitzi must have been upstairs when it all kicked off. 

	Oh Crap, she’ll know about the sex.

	“I’m afraid I was eavesdropping but you gave it some welly girl!” She rummages in her bag for her YSL lippy and reapplies it in two well-practiced sweeps. “Always knew she had designs on Sebastian and I hate the way she swans around acting like she owns my son’s business.” 

	I smile. Her look of distaste speaks volumes and mirrors my own views on the matter.

	“You and Sebastian are made for each other Darling. I’m the only Mrs. Silver at the mo but hopefully not for long.” With a sparkly wink and happy smile she kisses my cheek and adds. ‘Enjoy this time – oh to go back forty years, it was divine and so very, very naughty.” 

	We hug briefly and I shake my head and hope that I’m as cheeky at her age – the love of a good man does that to a woman; I’ve been fortunate to see that with my own parents. 

	I watch as Bob and Bitzi make their way out. Bob nods at me over his wife’s head, his blue silver hair, eye-catching against tanned skin and blackened eyes - Sebastian in 30 years time. I wave back; the seal of approval from the in-laws, that’s something I suppose. 

	Does everyone know about us though? Is it that obvious that we are being intimate? Who am I trying to kid, it’s written all over my face and my heart and from what people are saying, Seb’s too. 

	I just wish I could hear it from him. I’m still not convinced. My heart wants to believe and my head is saying get out now before he crushes your trusting heart in a million tiny pieces and starts on the next victim, leaving our friendship in tatters. 
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		We are lolling around on luxurious plumfy sofa’s, picking at leftovers, around the real fire and listening to the hisses and crackles of the logs, whilst we chat amiably with one another when I take the opportunity to peruse the scene. Sebastian is sitting to my right, lazily stroking my ankle and leg, kneading in all the right places, through my stockinged feet. Nathan massages Abby’s sore and severely reddened toes from her new do me shoes (they had done the trick though so I’m sure the pain was worth it!); her beaming smile lights the room. 

	Suzie, from her perch on the floor, is ensconced between Gino’s legs; her own curled beneath her, whilst he works the knots at her shoulders. All three women, have a knowing look on our faces - talk about hitting the jackpot with these guys - very attentive, very sexy, very male.

	The moment is so natural and unforced. The men are discussing the latest super-bikes, and Suzie smacks Gino jokily across his knee in mock horror at the thought of yet another bike in their overcrowded garage. 

	The atmosphere is perfect. The people, the perfect mix, the man next to me - perfect. 

	All in all, I’m really content, apart from that nagging itch, which reminds me that he said ‘whilst you and I are having sex, I won’t sleep with anyone else’. What did that really mean?

	My fearful thoughts are interrupted when I realise that the conversation has altered and Toni has become the hot subject matter.

 	“Crazy bee…atch! I can’t believe she would pretend Chris was you!” Abby pronounces to Seb, whilst moaning in ecstasy at the taste of the beef and horseradish morsel she’s just popped in her mouth. “Mmm, these are goood! Why didn’t I get more of these tonight?”

	“I know right on both counts,” Suzie agrees, helping herself to a canapé and holding it up to Cheers it with Abby, she continues. “That’s one serious stalker Seb – you’d better watch out. And you too, Lulu – you are definitely on her hit list; more than ever now.”

	Looking in his direction I can tell he is as shocked as we all are, at the turn of events and he squeezes my leg in comfort. “Shame, as she was pretty good at her job. Guess I’m going to have to find another P.A…”

	I experience a bittersweet moment low in my belly, knowing that he cares enough to eradicate any distrust between us but the good person in me, still feels bad for her. I didn’t want her to lose her job. Sensing my doubt Sebastian clasps my hand and rubs his thumb gently over the knuckle of my index finger. I smile distractedly at him in confirmation.

	“Where is Chris anyway? What’s he got to say about all this crap?” Nathan enquires casually, topping up his drink whilst his arm curls Abby inwards to his body.

	“I told him to make sure Toni got home OK and stay out tonight. We’ll talk later.” 

Seb responds offhandedly but nonetheless ever the gentleman – annoyingly so. His tone is clipped and I can understand he is pissed. 

	I better not tell him that Chris has been trying it on with me at every turn then, that wouldn’t be wise.

	“Seems like our Christopher likes to dip it in every wick, never mind the consequences.” Gino drawls and adds quickly. “Don’t think he was in on the deception though.”

 	“Me neither – he’s just a walking hard-on that guy. Likes you too much Lulu, me thinks. I’ve seen it on site.” Nathan nods raising his brows and flinching at his last comment. He shrugs his shoulder in Sebastian’s direction, “Sorry Bro, but to be fair, you haven’t said you’re exclusive, so he wasn’t breaking any rules. Don’t think he even knows about your proposition.”

	My eyes flick across to Seb, trying to gauge his reaction to Nathan’s words. We’d never openly talked about our arrangement, together, in front of others. They all knew but still, it felt a little off kilter. 

	“Lu is off limits and Chris should know that - he does know that. I’ve fucking warned him.”

	“Sorry Bro. Don’t shoot the messenger. Weren’t you the one who always said any game is a fair game?”

	Bloody men – Now women are game? 

	I’m tempted to launch a cushion at Nathan’s handsome head but I can see he’s goading his brother intentionally and I silently thank him for it. Watching Seb’s profile, his jaw clenching and cheekbones jutting, the tension in his face is clear to all; he really doesn’t like the thought of me with another man. That’s a good sign isn’t it? Or maybe he’s simply pissed off at his slip on the leash.

	On a scowl he replies. “Hmmm. Well we’ve always had a tendency to be attracted the same women.” 

	I’m reminded of the comment Chris made in The Champagne Bar, two weeks earlier and instantly am annoyed by the fact. If that were the case, then Sebastian would also be attracted to Toni wouldn’t he? Stop woman! You’re here now, you’re the one he is with and has made it clear he wants to be with, for tonight at least anyway. The fact that he has chosen to ignore his brother’s comment about exclusivity, I can’t dwell on it. No for tonight I just need to treat this fresh relationship like any other brand new two-week, dalliance, as though our history doesn’t equate and its far too early to be feeling so-needy so-soon. The gut voice screaming to be heard inside my head reminds me that it is nigh impossible to treat this like any normal relationship; it was Sebastian.

	My jealousy has always been my weakness in relationships but with him it appears to know no bounds and I fear it’ll destroy me, and any chance I have with this man, if I allow myself to fall too deeply for him.

	

	The crackle of the fire is so soothing I feel my body succumb and relax, enjoying the soothing noises of my mates cheering and laughing and turn to lock eyes with a pair of dark, stormy pools. The passion is evident and prickles of sensuality fizz up my arms; his fingers stroke gently at my nape and I roll my head into the electric currents flickering there, addicted to his touch and the sensations he creates with the lightest of brushes. 

	I close my eyes and sigh. 

	After several minutes of such sweet and tender torment, whilst his fingers expertly knead my shoulder, neck and the base of my skull, I’m drowsy with desire. I fear my whimpers of need will be heard by all and shiver excitedly, as I feel his lips on the back of my nape, his teeth lightly nipping at the skin there. I control my breathing but it goes out the window as he growls against the tendrils of hair that have escaped and now frame my neck.

	“I need you naked. Now!”

	Deep breaths. I can’t respond to that verbally, my mind and body are not working in sync. I’m aware that we have company but my nipples don’t care as they ping to attention, tightly pushing against the material of my dress, desperate to be freed.

	All I can do is raise my wanting eyes to his commanding gaze, which softens as I smile coyly at him, and nod my acceptance. His seductive spell is too strong over me and I am desperate to fulfill the promise of what is yet to come.

	With my submissive gesture, Sebastian clears his throat, stands up, and holding out his hand encourages me to join him. 

	“Right Guys. Help yourselves to whatever you want, find a room - crash here if you like - but Lucia and I have some important and unfinished business to take care of.” 

	He slowly draws me to my feet and places a possessive hand on my bottom, sending me sideway glances of pure sexual heat. My heart does flip-flops in expectation.

	“Sounds good to me!” 

	Gino laughs from his spot opposite us, and bending forward scoops Suzie up, his arms cradling her, under her knees and back, and rushes in front of us to find a bed. Her squeals make everyone giggle and can be heard as they retire to one of the luxury upstairs guest suites at the back of the house. 

	I extract myself from Seb’s hold for a second and bend to kiss Abby on the cheek, as Nathan squeezes her hand. “Enjoy each other.” 

	She smiles knowingly back at me, and mouths, “Ditto!”

	We leave them to their own possibilities and Sebastian and I, with clasped hands, make our way to his bedroom in silence. A very different walk up that fabulous staircase to earlier that night - the promise of what is to come, lying heavy in the air.

                                              [image: Image]

	The second the door shuts behind us the friendly relaxed mood changes to one of pure unadulterated hunger and I feel myself melt into his arms. I’m tangled in his glittering web, aware of the potential danger, as I struggle to control my pounding heart; drawn to his body with such a shocking longing that it scares me but doesn’t stop me. I can’t stop this.

	We fall in to each other and kiss desperately, the lines between need and desire becoming blurred. I’m vaguely aware of my dress being unzipped, and its soft swish as it hits the floor at my feet. I step out of the puddle of fabric and it is dispensed with, with a deft flick of Seb’s wrist.

	A soft bite nips at me, as the air hits my skin and I’m naked but rather than hiding from it, I take full advantage of his obvious approval. I reach behind me to remove the hairpins from my chignon and shake my hair loose; it falls in waves over my shoulders and onto my breasts. Seb parts my locks, slowly, one side at a time, allowing my hair to caress each breast on its path, whispering over my nipples with the lightness of a feather. They automatically stand proud, needy for attention, achey and heavy and now with my hair framing them, they protrude; framed and completely on show - I’m open and naked to him.

	Strange, how I feel both vulnerable and empowered, all at once.

	“You were made, to be devoured… slowly.”

	His seductive groan flows over me as he brushes the pad of his thumb across one erect tip, sending shockwaves directly to my vulva.

	“You were made for me!”

	Our eyes lock in combined sexual tension and I move to unbutton his shirt and slip it slowly off his shoulders. My hands lightly caress his skin and I hear his breath hitch as I lean in to soak up his familiar spicy vanilla male scent, planting a soft feathery kiss on his shoulder, collar bone and onto his chest but it’s not enough. I need so much more. I need it all now, again and again. He’s right. It’s never enough with us. I’m completely consumed.

	I feel him twist slightly and realise why, as the first beats of Portishead’s Glory Box, surround us in the dark; he must have discreetly activated the in-house Bose system. I’ve never had sex to music and the beat throbs in time with my own pulsating demands. It’s pure erotica. His hands clasp my face, drawing me towards his mouth, his breath hot against me.

	“I can’t breathe when you’re near. You drive me crazy.” 

	We lose ourselves in a kiss with such intensity I fear I’ll fall. Reading my mind his hands move to support my back and move me further into his body. The moment is extreme, intense, loving, tender, raw all rolled into one and I’ve never experienced anything like it, in my life. I don’t know what it means but this kiss means more.

	I change tactics and pushing Sebastian backwards harshly, he lands on the bed and I straddle his still covered legs. His arms instinctively encircle me at my waist, their heat warming me and they settle for a second before dropping to cup my bare bottom. The need to connect undoes me and I’m in utter shock at the driving force to have him inside me, on me, around me. The heat flowing through my veins flushes my body, from each nipple and along my lightly curved stomach to the throbbing apex at my thighs. I feel empowered and glancing down at his beautiful face I move to kiss him again and teasingly stop just short of his lips, trailing soft languid licks along his jaw line, his neck and down towards his lightly feathered muscular chest. I can feel his cock nestled urgently at my most sensitive area and I wriggle to enhance the pressure there but forgetting my own pleasure continue my trail along his chest, ribs and down to his waistband. I deftly unzip his pants, move whilst he shuffles out of them and sigh when I see that he too has chosen not to wear underwear, since our earlier dalliance.

	“Do you approve Baby?” 

	His confident smirk beckons me, as his magnificent cock springs free and I choose to answer with actions and immediately close my mouth down on to its head, licking the pre-cum droplets away and grinning at the pleasure it brings me to know that I can draw this from him. His gasp and sharp intake of breath is enough to know he is mine; at this moment I am in control.

	I use my other hand to position him better, slowly squeezing the head and stroking up and down lazily with particular pressure just underneath the ridge. With my other hand I cup his straining balls and hear him curse. 

	“Fuck Lu, that feels good. Oh yeah.”

	I feel his hands in my hair, twisting it almost painfully, before throwing his head back on a moan. I continue to lave him with my tongue, licking lower until I suckle gently on each of his balls, ensuring dutiful and equal attention is given to each. His hiss is such a turn on; I love to be in such control and like the feeling that although I can feel his hips rocking forward desperate to embed his swollen cock inside my mouth, with my hand I can secure him, leisurely stroking and wanking up and down his length and feel his legs twitch. His hands fist in my hair again.

	“That it Lu, let me fuck your beautiful mouth.” I can feel myself wet, and throbbing, at his reactions and the groans coming from within him and stop a moment to place his engorged cock between my breasts. Looking directly at him, I leisurely push them together and stroke him up and down with my cleavage.

	“Fuck you look amazing.”

	I drop to continue my exploration of his velvety head. The slightly salty taste of his arousal is not unpleasant and encourages me to take him deeper, as deep as I can before he hits my gag reflex. Lifting his legs with a groan he buries his hands on my neck, carnally encouraging me to go further, to take him completely within me. I wish that he could be both in my mouth and inside me from behind as my rocking motion creates a breeze at my aching vulva. I relax my mouth, increase the pressure on his cock and with two fingers drop my other hand to press firmly at the base of his sac, almost near his arse. His gasp of pleasure tells me that he likes that.

	“Oh fuck I’m going to come.”

	I continue to pump him passionately, not willing to break the rhythm, even though my wrist aches with the repetition. His semen explodes within me, the hot liquid fills my mouth until I cannot breathe I’m so full and I swallow deeply and remove my hand from his balls. I can feel him twitching the last remnants of his lust into me and I move up over his body and roll to lie beside him.

	After a few minutes his arms enclose me and pull me towards him. “Your mouth was made for my cock.”

	I glance up at him foxily, and pout, licking my lip, but I pause at the seriously intense look plastered across his face. The fire in his eyes burns right through me, rushing through my veins on a direct path to my pulsing clit; the lighter moment passes to intensity once again. 

	Would there ever be a time again when we could just look at each other without the burn? I hope not.

	Cupping my breast and lowering his head to suckle on a nipple, pulling and licking at the same time he continues. “And these were made for my mouth and my cock!”

	I throw my head back and smile in the dimly lit master-suite and close my eyes in happiness, as I feel his hand travel downwards towards my eager and needy sex.

	“Do you want me to touch you Lu?” 

	I groan and arch my hips in answer to meet his touch.

	“Tell me you want me to finger you and swirl my finger around your clit until you pass out with pleasure!”

	I sigh, blushing in the dark at the way his words send me further over the edge, his fingers slowly replicating his intentions. My voice breaks as I ask him to do want I want most.

	“Touch me. Make me come Sebastian.”

	He groans in agreement and I thrash about as his magic fingers press down and over, my clit, stopping only to swoop inside me collecting my arousal to lubricate me further. My orgasm begins for the second time that night and I rotate my hips to assist him when I cry out in pleasure pain as the delicious ebbs stop abruptly. I open my eyes to see why and catch him looking down sexily at me, his gorgeous eyes watching me intensely. He shifts position and lying backwards on the bed pulls me with him.

	“I want to watch you whilst you come and see you let go.”

	Instinctively I raise a leg and straddle him, settling both legs on either side of his hips. He reaches over to the bedside table and after a quick fumble I watch in awe and extreme lust as he slides a condom over his straining arousal. The simple task excites me and reminds of my own naive attempts in Room 22.

	His hands support my bottom and I feel his fingers kneading my cheeks gently, softly caressing the soft sensitive skin around my private place, then trailing leisurely up my back and I’m pushed forward to meet his mouth. That moment when I see his hot gaze; his dark eyes showcasing his abandon - is the moment I sense that this means so much more than just getting down and dirty with it.

	“I need you to make-love to me.” My voice sounds tentative and husky. “Show me how you really feel about me.”

	My hair falls over my shoulder and I place a hand on his chest to balance myself. Our lips meet and we unhurriedly savour the moment. I pour every part of myself into that kiss as I’m engulfed by emotion and yes… total adoration. His big sexy hands fondle my aching breasts and I sigh at the contact and reaching between us I grip his completely revitalised and awakened erection and place its tip at my entrance.

	With a slight wriggle I sit backwards and am impaled upon him. The now familiar need to adjust to his size passes quickly as I’m so wet and ready. His roughened hands cradle, me as I begin to move, undulating my hips and rocking back and forth. I reach behind me, thrusting my nipples out for his attention and cup his straining balls, massaging them lightly in rhythm to our movement.

	“Oh Baby … you and me - it was always you!” 

	Seb groans and pushes upwards, bucking underneath me to speed up the process but I’m enjoying the power too much and continue at my own pace, sitting back down and strengthening my grip with my knees and feet on the covers. His words embolden me, and my hand fly around to grasp his shoulders, pulling him closer.

	I can feel his length hitting my g-spot, as before and my now erect clit is rubbing against him with each friction movement; screaming to be allowed the chance to erupt once more. I throw back my head again and push my breasts out to be captured by his awaiting hands. My nipples are immediately pulled and elongated, rolled between his fingers, almost painfully and I moan with the exquisite sensation; the triangle of pleasure being activated - my nipples and my clit being attended to at the same time. I can feel him tightening, nearing orgasm as we speed up to meet our end goal, both trembling with the ferocity of our emotions.

	“I’m going to come.”

	“That’s it Baby -let go. I’m nearly there.” Seb’s voice is in the distance. 

	Our bodies glisten with sweat and his hands are now gripping my bottom and hips and forcing me to rock faster back and forth; that is my undoing, as I shatter from within, vibrating in wracking spirals around his cock and whilst the condom creates a barrier, I’m warmed by his spurt, as he spills himself inside me.

	“Kiss me!”

	Biting hard on my bottom lip, and ravishing my mouth we crash into one another. This time it feels different somehow, we are more united, more invested - even more than at Scarlet House. He has invaded my body, mind and soul - I adore him.

	I kiss him back, letting everything go and just focusing on the now. We look into one another’s eyes, as Seb rocks me faster over him and I hope that he feels the same bond that I do between us. We groan in unison as our releases slow to hollow twitches.

	Everything I had to give I’d given. That moment so emotional and unlike any other I’ve known. I am filled with a breathtaking unfamiliar affection for this man and feel the hot burn of emotion in the back of my throat.

	 I love him so much it hurts. I’m completely undeniably head over Christian Louboutin heels for this wicked, magnificent, controlling, beautiful specimen of a man. But I can’t tell him… it’s too soon.

	We hold each other as we still and the darkness enfolds us; the music fills my ears again - odd how I hadn’t noticed it much during our mating. U2’s One ebbs around us -how perfect. My skin is covered by a light sheen of goose bumps and I shiver. 

	“Here let me warm you up Baby.”

	We move to reposition ourselves underneath the covers and he draws me close to his body. I’m so mixed up. Surely after what we just shared together he must feel as heavily invested in us as I am?

	“Hey you? You OK?” His throaty question makes me jump and I nod against his gorgeous ripped arm.

	My throat burns with welling emotion. “Yeah.” Just desperate to spill my heart out, for you to trample on it, that’s all. I’m fucking madly in love with you; that’s all.

	I feel his finger at my chin forcing me to look up at him. “You’re very quiet Baby. I didn’t hurt you did I?” his beautiful black and flecked gold eyes full of concern and I sigh.

	Please don’t be nice to me; it’s only going to make this harder. You didn’t hurt me but I’ve a feeling you will.

	“No. No just the opposite. It was…”

	“I know Baby. I know.”

	Don’t cry Lu.

	I feel his lips brush against my forehead and snuggle into his warmth. His musky vanilla lemony scent, all fresh and sexy. As he drifts off to sleep, his body relaxes, within minutes; sex has the opposite effect on me. I can feel my heart pulsating; I’m desperate to tell him how I feel; bursting to shout it from the rooftops.

	I now know unequivocally that he is my soul mate.

	I itch to caress his chest, just run a finger from the top of his breastbone, all the way down the eight-pack, snake down one side of that sexy v, kiss his neck and press my lips to his skin until I can’t hold my breath any longer. Just linger there, inhaling him.

	My eyes grow hot with expectant tears and I snuggle in the crook of his arm. We’ve missed out on so many years of possibilities. I could have been in his arms, received a decade of worshipping - but then I wouldn’t have had Finn. We had found each other now and I have to be content with the notion that for now, this is right.

	Our time is now.

	“I love you,” I sigh into the darkness.
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		I wake to the delicious sounds of a well-spent woman, lightly breathing next to me. Her glorious glossy ebony hair tumbling over my pillows, long lashes fanning her cheeks. She really is stunning. Thank fuck I’d been able to sort things last night. When I think what Toni had tried to do to us - my blood boils? The girl had worked with me for about a year now, on and off and I’d never expected this degree of manipulation. 

	No wonder Lu had ignored all my calls - she must have been devastated. 

	I sneak from the bed and check my phone. It’s early still, for a Sunday morning but I’ve already had a missed call from the psycho PA and I don’t want Lu worrying unnecessarily. I lean over to give the sexy piece of ass, sprawled across my sheets, a soft kiss on her snub nose and my heart tightens. I liked the sight of her here in my bed and not just for sex and it surprises me.

	Last night we’d made love. No doubt about it. The feelings I have for her - I can’t put into words but I don’t want to address them… yet. 

	She’d said she loved me. I’d nearly been asleep but I’d heard the words, whispered from her sexy mouth. No more sleep for me after that. I’d lain awake most of the night, wandering what to do with those three monumental words.

	How did I feel about it? She was mine and I loved her back, always had but was I in love with her?  The thought of  ‘forever’ with another human being was so foreign to me; I’d not considered it before but I do know I don’t want to lose her.

	My phone blings again. 

	Ignoring it, I jump in the shower, - quick freshen up, throw on some jeans and t-shirt and slide in my flops, then head downstairs to grab some much needed coffee and see was Miss Toni with an ‘i’ was calling about.

	

	Half an hour later and I’m wearing holes in the garden as I discuss the reasons behind her mock-sex-feast. 

	“I’m sorry Seb.” 

	“Why did you do it Toni?” Her voice irritates me beyond belief - had she always been so whiney?

	“You must have known how I felt about you…?”

	I hadn’t. Shit. Now I felt like a prize dick.

	“I’m sorry Toni. No, I didn’t. It was always professional between you and I - that was the reason I employed you. Its no excuse for what you did to Lu though.”

	“I know. I feel sooo bad. Honest. I don’t know what came over me.”

	I’m not sure her statement is that heartfelt but I go with it. I’m wracking my brain for any possibilities that I ever encouraged her? I’m a bit of a flirt but I’m pretty sure I’ve never gone beyond work friends with Toni. She wasn’t my type. 

	“Sebastian? You still there?”

	“Yep? I’m here. Look Toni - you’ve put me in an awkward position. What you did was a sackable offence.”

	“Oh please Sebastian. Come on - it was only a bit of fun.”

	“At whose expense Toni - my girlfriend’s and mine - your boss.”

	So she’s your girlfriend now? Hmmm OK - well at least you’re recognising its more than fuck buddies.

	“Look I can’t have you working at Silver Con anymore but I can give you a great reference, in light of your brother and my history and the fact that you were actually bloody good at your job. I’ve made a few calls and I’ve a mate who has an Architect firm in Lords - he’s looking for a PA pronto.” Let her be his issue. “You’ll have to interview for it but the jobs pretty much yours if you want it.”

	“Thank you Sebastian.”

	“Ok Toni. Good luck but I don’t want you near me or Lucia again, understood.”

	“Understood. I know I don’t deserve it… the help with a new job, that is.” She has the decency to sound genuine and remorseful. “In fact as a way of an apology I’ve arrange a present to be delivered for you and Lucia today to the house. Chris will bring it over for me when he comes home. I really am sorry.”

	“There’s no need Toni.” 

	WTF? The last thing Lu will want is a gift from Toni; no matter how heartfelt.

	“I insist. Really.”

	“Ok. Well thanks.”

	“Goodbye Sebastian Silver - enjoy the gift - shame I won’t be there the look on both your faces when it arrives. It came from the heart.”

	The line clicks dead before I can respond. For the second time that morning I consider, why I hadn’t realised before how unstable a character Toni was.

	I need to call Chris asap, and find out if he knows anything more about this mystery parcel - for some reason I have a bad feeling about it.
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	The morning sun filters through the small split at the corner of the black out blind, casting a spray of twinkly rays across my face, enough to raise me from a deep and luxurious slumber. Testing my aversion to the light my eyes go from blurred to focused with rapid amounts of blinking and rubbing, I remember my surroundings and smile and stretch contentedly. 

	My body feels nothing short of worshipped and as I move to check the time, I’m pleased that I’m actually not that sore. I’ve adapted to his big body and the regular sexual workouts of late have enabled me to go the distance without the immense muscular aches afterwards. Last night had been a whirlwind of emotions and drama, but most importantly I had concluded that I am irrefutably and undoubtedly in love. 

	Boy, am I in love! 

	Part of me wishes I wasn’t, which is ridiculous, as I feel like for the first time in my relationship history, I can be utterly honest, open and free. The other part of me is happy to just enjoy the luxury of knowing that I am the one that makes Sebastian Silver laugh like a naughty schoolboy and groan like a naughty Silver tongued devil. I have never loved a man like I do Sebastian. If I’m honest, I knew it the first time we had sex; fuck - probably the first time that we met, all those years ago in The Cave Bar.

	Padding downstairs in one of Sebastian’s shirts and nothing else but a pair of thick cashmere socks, I’d located in his bottom drawer; I head for the kitchen in search of serious sustenance. All is pretty quiet and I figure that most of our friends are enjoying a lazy Sunday lie in - shame Sebastian hadn’t wanted to do the same. The bed had been empty when I’d awoken and I’m ashamed to say I’d been disappointed not to enjoy some relaxed morning nookie with my lover. 

	My lover. My love…er!

	I like the way that sounds. The way it rolls off my tongue. It feels right and sexy and forbidden and I feel very fortunate. It feels like we’ve moved into a new part of our relationship, one I’d not ever expected the day I’d propositioned him with that text.

	As I make my way into the kitchen I can hear his voice and my steps quicken. But reaching the door I slow; he sounds angry. Unsure whether to tiptoe back out the way I’d come or act like I couldn’t hear him I decide to do what I always do when I need distracting, start cooking and with a quick glance around the room I nod and head for the immense triple mirrored fridge for ingredients, my catering plan taking action in my hungry mind. 

	From my position at the stove I can see Sebastian pacing outside on the patio, in faded grey jeans, a worn All Saints v-neck T-shirt, and leather flops. The man oozes sex appeal in whatever he chose to wear - yet always managed to look effortless. 

	He redefines fine!

	Unfortunately, his shades cover his eyes, so I can’t read his expression clearly but from the distinct amount of arm gesturing and head stroking, he is passionately pissed off about something or someone. I wonder what or whom?

	

	The house is still hushed, as I locate two plates and matching mugs and set about serving up my futile attempts at Nigella style cooking - well the sexy man’s shirt helped a little.

	“Something smells good.” 

	I smile at the sound of his voice, noticing that all traces of annoyance appear to have disappeared and jump as he playfully taps me on the bottom.

	“Oi! Hands off the Chef and get tucked into this!” I laugh, placing the mushrooms, scrambled eggs, tomato and grilled bacon in front of his greedy eyes. “I’m not just good for one thing you know.” Winking saucily, I pour freshly brewed coffee from the cafetière into his mug and tea into mine.

	The absence of any clever comeback makes me stop pouring milk and look up, at the serious expression on his very handsome sexy face. 

	Oh my! Who needs food in the morning when you’re with Sebastian Silver? 

He was more than enough to feast upon.

	“You look beautiful.”

	I swallow and lick my drying lips. Don’t ruin this moment Lu with a silly joke - enjoy the compliment; enjoy the moment.

	He instead comes to my rescue and speaks for me, recognising my surprise at the sudden change in mood.

	“Let’s eat before it gets cold or the scavengers arrive to feast.” 

	I study his face as we sit opposite one another at the sparkling granite island and ignore the steaming plate of delicious food in front of me, instead reaching for my tea. I’m suddenly not hungry, well not for food. My pleasure is taken from seeing and hearing his obvious approval at my thrown-together fry-up. He truly was a pleasure to cook for - very easy to please.

	For the next few minutes the meal is given his full attention, lavished and fixated upon and entirely gobbled-up. As he wipes his mouth with a nearby napkin, I realise that I share a kinship with his Breakfast. I feel much the same as his food every time he decides that I’m on the menu.

	“Aren’t you hungry Lu?” His face shows concern nodding at my still laden plate. I push it towards him with a gracious hand offering him, what’s there.

	“I was but now I’m…” I stutter over my words and shake my head smiling up at him through tilted coy eyes. God he is sexy.

	I press my thighs together to quash the heat building there.

	“What? What are you now Lu?” 

	He’s now at my side, and I’m spun on the stool to face him, his warm rough hands on my bare thighs, the shirt rising higher; my legs part. 

	His eyes drop to spot on the stool where my thighs join and shadow begins. I can feel the breeze on my naked pussy, peeking out beneath the hem of the shirt.

	From the look of pure need on Seb’s face it hadn’t gone unnoticed.

	“I’m horny,” I whisper. 

	Oh shit did I actually say that out loud?

	I must have, as I immediately feel the whip of air as I’m lifted, fireman style and thrown over his shoulder, his hand cheekily patting my behind, as he heads into the utility. 

	“I think, Baby, that you and I need to attend to some much overdue laundry.”

	Eh? Are we not on the same wavelength here?




	Sebastian’s utility is probably the size of a family kitchen and could be accessed from both inside and outside the house. As we enter he turns and locks the door behind him, continuing to the outer door to check it too is securely ensconced.

	Ahh! Now I get it. Privacy.

	I feel myself lowered to the oak floor beneath us, my feet instantly soothed by warmth from the heated flooring. Several washers fill the left corner of the room, followed by two tumble dryers, one already spinning and then all sorts of ironing and steaming equipment. The man was seriously indulgent. I bet he didn’t do any of it himself; probably didn’t even know how to use the technology.

	My mind goes blank again as I feel him move behind me and push me in the direction of the working dryer. As we reach it Sebastian turns me and bends to kiss me lightly; the first kiss of the morning. He tastes salty and of bacon and fresh coffee and Sebastian. He tastes delicious.

	His wandering hands grasp the collar of the shirt and yank tightly, forcing me into him further. I melt as his nose brushes my neck, nuzzling there, inhaling my scent.  His voice breaks the spell, deep and seductive. 

	“You look good in my clothes. You’ll look better out of them.”

	I shiver as he undoes three top buttons, allowing him to release a shoulder and push the shirt aside, planting a soft wet kiss there. I shiver and thrust my breasts out begging him to free them too.

	Working his way in a trail of tormenting licks he travels teasingly up my neck and finally back to my mouth, where the mood changes in that moment. Jolts of electricity feed along every nerve in my body as our kiss intensifies.

	He locks his eyes on mine. I lean back onto the machine behind me and supporting me with one hand, he uses his other to expertly flick each remaining button open. I hold my breath as I feel his huge warm hand, at my neck, and using firm pressure with his palm, graze a path down my body, between my breasts, over my stomach, dipping lightly over my navel and curved tummy and smoothing over my pussy. I move to instinctively squeeze my legs together but his foot wedges them apart. His shirt now drapes either side of my body, open wide to allow his visible access to my main assets and his socks, which ruche like leg warmers at my ankles. 

	As if he can read my mind he orders. “The shirt …and socks stay!”

	Fisting his hands in my hair, which tumbles over my shoulders, I melt into his body and tug roughly at the hem of his t-shirt. He is wearing way too much clothing. It lands in a heap on the floor and turning back to me, his face intense and sexy I lick my lips in expectation. The bulge in his jeans was enough promise to excite me.

	“Jump!” 

	The command is a growl and without a word I trust him and using his arms for leverage do just that, sliding carefully backwards onto the juddering dryer at my back. The heat is an unexpected shock and I gasp as my bare behind adapts to the slight scald. I instinctively open my legs to support myself better, and his eyes are immediately drawn to the dark apex at their peak. I watch as his dark brown eyes, deepen to black and gold-flecked pools of fire and fill with desire and need and something else?

	“Just you and me now.”

	He softly scrapes his nails down each thigh and pulls me roughly towards him. The dryer is thankfully designed to be waist height and is perfect for us and as he pulls me nearer the edge, he hits the spin button and I feel the delicious vibrations expand and filter through my already pulsing core. Sebastian clamps onto my hips in a vice like grip, keeping me immobile against the movement of the machine beneath and then with one rotational grind, he encourages me to continue circling my pelvis to appease the building pressure and reach my goal. I lose myself in the moment but know that his focus is on me at all times and it turns me on.

	“That’s it Baby - come for me.” 

	As I collapse onto him and rotate on the dryer my body racked with tiny pulses of ebbing need, his hand cups my breast and tweaks a nipple, flicking it hard, almost painfully; his mouth finds the other, circling it and lavishing it with attention. I arch my back, throwing my head back. 

	My body is on fire. I want to touch him, kiss him. I want him inside me. I want all of him. In that instant I feel his hand cup the back of my neck and his hand fiddling in his pocket, before slipping between my legs. The rustling of packaging, causes me to look down and I sigh in pleasure at the sight on show, as he slides protection over his arousal. 

	“Now!” 

	Could this man read minds?

	I’m thrust towards him, and impaled on his cock. The fullness of him, makes me groan aloud in both pleasure and pain but the uncomfortable sensation doesn’t last and I throw my arms around him, whilst his hands move to hold my ass, sexily massaging it in time to the bounce of the dryer.

	His tongue delves deep and searches for mine. We suck and lick and plunge into one another’s mouths and bodies until we are one. Climbing the ladder of desire to meet our mounting climax. I hear my moan, our pants become quicker and his grip on my behind as he pounds into me, tightens. The spin on the dryer buzzes, uncontrollably, and just like getting off with a vibrator I feel myself exploding but with Sebastian inside me the sensation is amplified - my emotions are amplified. 

	As he kisses me over and over I moan into his mouth. “I love… how you know my body so well.” I’m rewarded with his final plunge and as I sense him lose himself, in me and brush my hand over his inky hair - cradling him to me to inhale his masculine scent.

	We stay like that for a while, holding one another, with my legs wrapped around his waist and his cock still deep within me. I can’t help it. I have to say it again. The words are building within me, desperate to burst out and I know that now that I’ve spoken them aloud, the seal was broken and there was no going back. I’m putting myself out there and entirely vulnerable. I don’t care. I kiss the top of his head and give in to the temptation, desperate to burst free.

	“I love you Seb.”

	The spin cycle ends and all is still. I lift my head from his chest and we lock eyes and moving a strand of hair from my forehead, he kisses me passionately. In that moment I know he feels the same, I can sense it in his touch, even if he’s not come to that realisation himself yet.

	 I ache, to hear the words fall from his sexy mouth. It’s almost painful. Sometimes unspoken words are more sincere - I remind myself in hope.
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		After a quick shower and freshen up, I throw-on the dress, worn to tempt last night - bloody hell that had been an understatement! Thank goodness I carry around all my make-up essentials, including foundation, and in five minutes, I’ve added compact, blush, mascara and nude lips to my tired but happy face. I’m about to spray some of Seb’s D&G on my wrist, when there’s a knock at the door.

	“Come in!” I holler, whilst throwing my hair back and scrunching it, in an attempt to smooth the sexy bed hair frizz.

	“Well don’t you look all refreshed? Foundation please?” Abby dives for my make-up and shoves me off the seat.

	“I look like a dog and brought nothing with me - men have it soo easy!” She moans attacking her face with baby wipes.

	“You look gorgeous - very radiant.” I smile, taking a seat on the edge of the bed. “I take it all went well last night between you and Nathan.”

	“Didn’t you hear us?” She gigged uncontrollably. “I thought we were going to wake the neighbours.” 

	“There isn’t any Hun. Well not for 200 yards or so. 

	“Exactly!”

	We laugh together and I rummage under the bed for my shoes.

	“Fucking awesome - gorgeous man; gorgeous room - and that bed! It’s honestly better than any hotel bed I’ve ever stayed in - I had a hard time getting out of it this morning. The only reason we did was because Na and his hunter gatherer nose, could smell bacon.”

	“That was me I’m afraid. I awoke to an empty bed, found the man of the house downstairs having an irate phone call and decided to cook.”

	“Hmmm Nigella always works.” She turns and smiles at me. “Well providing there’s no baking soda in the recipe.” She laughs twitching her nose like an addict.

	“Are you two OK now, after last night? Did you sort everything out?”

	“Kind of; sort of. I told him I loved him.”

	“Shut the fuck up – OMG! What did he say?”

	“Nothing?”

	“You’re kidding me.”

	“Stop frowning Abs he couldn’t say anything - He was sound asleep!”

	“Oh Lu.”

	“I know. I wanted to say it so badly. It was the right time, you know, it felt perfect; like he felt what I was feeling and then I just bottled it. By the time I’d plucked up the courage to just get it out, he was snoring.

	“I’m not far off myself Lu - Nathan is the real deal, so I know how you feel. The way he reacted last night, there is no way that that man doesn’t love you back.”

	“Well I’m not sure about that yet but he’s never tried to fuck me in the behind, so as far as I’m concerned, he’s a keeper!”

	We burst into uncontrollable giggles, before Abby calms down and adds. “Well… he hasn’t yet anyway!”

	“Seriously though, I think you’re right - if Seb could love anyone I’d like to think it could be me, but I also know how he is. Controlling, arrogant and he doesn’t do the long haul Abby - not in relationships anyway. I really hope I’ve not jumped out of the fire and into the bloody incinerator!”

	She stops mid lip-liner. “Look don’t worry - you two are at least dating now. Toni is out the way. You’re monogamous. There’s nothing standing in your way. Go downstairs, let’s have a cuppa and catch up with G & Suze before you have to leave to meet Finn. Sound good?”

	I smile at her through worried eyes. “That sounds like a great idea, Hun. Tea always makes us feel better.”

	Making our way downstairs, we bump into Gino, who informs us that poor Suzie will join us shortly, once the morning sickness has passed. I offer to go see to her but he shakes his head vehemently, adding that she had booted him out with strict orders not to allow anyone else in.

	Bless her. I’d give it a short while and check on her no matter what he said.

	I’m still not hungry, possibly due to the permanent dancing butterflies in my tummy, but someone has placed trays of hot croissants, pecan danish, muffins and a huge glass bowl consisting of all types of fresh fruit topped with muesli and greek yoghurt, and it all looked delicious. Coffees and teas are brewed as we land and handed to us, by Nathan as we curl up on the grey velvet sofas and I share a knowing look with Abby, whilst she theatrically sends up a prayer of thanks to the man or woman in the clouds, for sending her Nathan Silver; promptly dropping her closed palms as he turns to face her. 

	“Tea for the ladies walking the walk of shame.” He grins at us saucily and pecks me on my check, then leans into Abby for a lingering soft morning kiss. 

	“Wow. This all looks scrummy, and just what I fancied. Did you sort it all Mr. Silver?” she thanks him playfully. 

	“I did.” Nodding like a proud child. “With the help of Seb. I’ve already downed a bacon butty and Seb said he’d eaten earlier and done laundry - find the latter bloody hard to believe?”

	I practically choke on my tea and smile inwardly. Boy did we do laundry.

	“If I’d known you were so domesticated Na, I’d have had you serving me grapes by the fire, wearing nothing but a loin cloth, ages ago.” Abby tempts him twisting a wavy lock of hair around her finger, not dissimilar to what she’s doing to him.

	“All in good time, my cheeky Abigail,” he plays back. “Get tucked in Chicks. Seb is on the phone… again. It hasn’t stopped since I’ve come down and I’m just going to get Gino a butty.” 

	With that and a kiss to Abby’s forehead he’s off in the direction of the kitchen, leaving us to snuggle up and indulge. 

	“Dreamy!” Abby throws her head back and sighs happily

	“What the man or the house?” I smirk taking a bit of my croissant, laden with apricot jam.

	“Both - but seriously this house is fabulous Lu isn’t it? Last night was a great party. I can definitely see you here, hosting more of the same. Lady Lu of Silver Birches.”

	I flick her opinions away with my free hand, and fidget in my ridiculously over-the-top dress, for a Sunday morning. I’m about to reply when I see Sebastian walking towards me. His face is serious, but it relaxes slightly as it drops to mine. 

	“Feel better?”

	“Much. The shower was goood.” 

	He watches me. His eyes entirely focused on mine, and leaning in, whispers his reply. 

	“Next time I’ll join you Baby.” Taking a seat next to me, he crosses his foot up to rest upon his knee and rubs his head anxiously. He seemed very preoccupied.

	“Morning Abs. You look very pleased with yourself this morning. Have something to do with my little bro me thinks?” he winks at her slyly.

	Abby blushes. “That bloody charm oozes out of you two. Do you have it on tap? We had fun. Yes. Thanks for letting us stay over Seb. I had a great time.”

	“You are always welcome here Abs - always.”

	I hear the patter of feet; weakly tapping along the oak floor in the hall and looking up see Suzie enter. “Hey Sis. How are you feeling?” She looked rather washed out but still lovely.

	“Urgghh. Don’t ask! Roll on 16weeks.” She settles next to me in a large high backed black velvet chair.

	My questioning look and raised eyebrows alert her and she shakes her head. “Sorry. That’s when sickness is supposed to get better.” We all nod our heads in succession.

	Seb hands her a tray with a tall glass of sparkling water, 4 crackers, and 4 ginger biscuits. She looks shell-shocked at his thoughtfulness. 

	“Gino said this is your menu of choice at the moment in the morning. I hope I got it right?”

	“Yes, absolutely. Oh you’re a star Sebastian. The sparkling water has been a Godsend - it really does help. The cracker/ginger biscuit combo, is odd but doing the trick to get me up and running and at least some food in me.” 

	She looks like she could get emotional so I pat her knee and she shrugs in a cute Suzie-way, and lifting a cracker bites into it delicately, holding a flat palm up at Gino as a no-no, to come near her, after his piggy-bacon sarnie. Poor G, the hormones were rife and he was just going to have put up with the moods for the sake of their offspring. Pregnancy must give you serious sensory overload, as he had been practically in the kitchen.

	Seb’s slips an arm along the back of the cushion, behind my back, just as Nathan comes to join us and he and Gino chatter away about the Rugby game that’s on that afternoon; Gino safely at the other side of the room. I look up at his sexy-stubbled face and pout. 

	“Well, much as I’ve had a great time I really need to go. I must pick Finn up from my Mum and Dad’s before lunch and I need to change first.” I say looking at my phone. It was already 11am and that didn’t leave me much time.

	His own phone bleats at the same time. I can see a blurred text come through. But he ignores it. Who has he been on the phone with all morning and why don’t I feel comfortable asking him that simple question?

	Making a move to stand up I place my mug on the large glass coffee table and straighten my evening gown, when I turn at the sound of footsteps.

	“Morning All!” Chris Booth’s booming voice carries as he enters the lounge, all smiles and cheeky-chappiness about him.

	I feel Sebastian plant a hasty kiss on my cheek, slide from behind me and head his way, in a hurry.  

	“Chris. You’re back. How’d you get on last night - I’ve been ringing you?”

	“All good. All good. Toni escorted home. Party end well? Look’s like nothing was ruined?” He looks directly at me.

	Seb answers for me. “Party went great. Thanks mate. Anyway, help yourselves to food, there’s plenty but I’m about to get Lucia home now.”

	“Ah mate, think you might want to think twice about that. Maybe someone else could give her a lift?” He looks around at the rest of our friends wincing.

	Seb looks pissed. “Why would that be then Chris?” Seb didn’t like to be told what to do by anyone, friend or foe.

	“Because I bumped into another lady friend of yours, delivered outside in the drive and was kind enough to let her in. She’s come all the way from Dubai, Seb.”

	Seb looks behind Chris in horror, shocked to see what he’s taking about but there’s no one there. “Chris, what are you talking about?”

	“She’s just nipped to the toilet, said she’s been calling you all morning?” He holds his hands up relinquishing all responsibility as per. “Anyway I’m beat so I’m going to crash. Didn’t get much sleep last night.” Winking at Seb. “Thanks for that set up mate - girls are always up for it when they’re on a downer with another guy.”

	God, could this guy get any viler? He really didn’t get it, did he? Talk about thick-skinned. I didn’t like Toni but she didn’t deserve to be used; no one did. 

	Abby’s eyes meet my own over the table and we roll them consecutively to the ceiling. I don’t know why, but I had a bad feeling low down in my belly and suddenly everything that was good about this morning was beginning to feel like it was about to take a huge nose-dive.

	It gets worse as I hear a seductive, honeyed female voice cooing from the hallway.

	“Hello Sebastian. Did you miss me?”

	The lady friend’s slim sleek body is spilled into a navy and pale blue stewardess uniform, her glossy hair in an elegant low bun. She looked like an Estee Lauder counter girl. Make-up perfect, legs endless and lip-gloss in bucket loads. I shrink, feeling uncomfortable, in last nights dress, messy hair and bare feet.

	“Ray. What are you doing here?” 

	To give Sebastian his due he looks as perplexed as the rest of us but I’m not hanging around to find out the answer to his question. Its pretty obvious that she is more than a friend, and here to stay, going by the Louis Vuitton vanity case on her arm and three large suitcases at her feet.

	Suzie warily looks at me, her eyes nearly popping out in their desperation to silently communicate. “We are going now, so we can give you a lift, as I drove. Remember?”

	“Get me out of here now!” I gulp, muttering it low to her and Abby, who now has her arm around me and is looking as worried as I am. The general vibe has gone sour. My initial feeling is to panic and go but something makes me halt.

	Ray makes her way over to Sebastian and places a long well manicured hand on his chest, leaning into his body. “Darling, what do you mean, what am I doing here? You invited me. I missed you.” 

	She kisses him on his cheek, just at the corner of his mouth and I hear my own gasp and release the breath that I’d unknowingly been holding. I run my eyes around the room and can see that every other person is watching her actions with the same look of horror and then their eyes travel to me to see my reaction.

	What and who the fuck was this? How could he do this to me?

	My eyes fill with hot expectant tears, my lungs are tight - I feel so stupid and to do it in front of all our friends. The total bastard!

	“Right.” I hear my voice thankfully clear and calm, and air stewardess Ray, turns to focus upon me, for the first time, as if to say and who are you?

	“I’ll make a move then. Thanks for a great night Sebastian. It’s been… informative.”

	His face is taut, angry, annoyed, and despondent. I almost feel for him. He’d been caught out big time; this time it appeared for real. I was here to see him with my own eyes.

	“Lu, don’t go. Let me deal with this and then we’ll talk…” Rachel continues on, reaching behind Sebastian and helping herself to a pecan danish, daintily taking a bite.

	“Darling? Which one is our room? I’m totally shattered after the night flight.” Her overly bubbly voice flows throughout the now extremely quiet house. You could seriously hear a pin drop.

	“Rachel. Just. A. Moment!” Seb rubs his hand over his hair, in angst. I can tell he’s trying to weigh up the situation and figure out how to deal with things. Unfortunately, Ray has other ideas and she whines at him in a babyish voice.

	“But S - your friends can see to one another now. You haven’t seen your girlfriend in three weeks. We’ve some serious making up to do.” I feel nauseous, bile rising.

	Ray or Rachel or whatever her bloody name is, is oblivious to the total carnage she has just caused but she is not willing to relinquish any of Sebastian's time and I don’t want to spend another minute in his vicinity. The man has just proven what I’d always feared he was, an utter player. He’d never change.

	His girlfriend? He had a bloody girlfriend! How could I be so stupid?

	My mouth is dry, I can’t get my breath; I feel sick. Deep breaths, deep breaths.

	Nathan and Abby are great. One look at my ghostly pallor and they sidebar Sebastian, and Suzie and I head straight for the door - Gino quickly tagging along behind. Nathan would be in big trouble later with Seb but I don’t care and remind myself to thank Na later. I just had to get out.

	I turn as I remember I’d left my bag on the lounge sofa and dart back into grab it. 

	“Start the engine Suze. I’ll grab my bag and be out in a tic.

	“You sure?” Suzie queries warily, but heads out at my nod, and scuttles outside, and Gino quickly follows her lead. 

	Taking a deep breath, I pelt back inside. Sebastian is hand gesturing and gesticulating with Rachel whilst she is coyly looking all-innocent. All I hear as I run past them is…

	“Rachel why now? You said no when I asked you to come visit last month.”

	“Sebastian Darling, Dubai or Dull Yorkshire? Seriously. How was I expected to keep up this tan? But pretty soon I realised I should have come home with you - The Middle-East was no fun without the Silver Con team.”

	I’m definitely going to be sick. Get out without him seeing you now!

	Oh Crap. He’s seen me. Sebastian continues pumping her for information

	“Why didn’t you call? Some notice would have been good?”

	“I did!” Her voice squeaks. “I spoke to your PA and she said she’d let you know. Then late last night she confirmed my flight and sent me your address info. She’s awfully efficient.”

	More head rubbing. 

	I take back everything I’d said earlier about Toni, she deserved everything she got!

	“I’ve been on the phone most of the morning with Toni and she never mentioned you.

In fact she is no longer an employee of mine.”

	I locate my bag on the couch and jump, as I hear Abby hiss from her hidden stance at the corner of the wall, behind the area where Seb & Ray are talking. Bless her, she is majorly eavesdropping and I know it’s for my benefit. 

	“Pssst.” 

	She waves me over with the crook of her arm and I see Nathan, to our left, frantically tidying up in the kitchen. Obviously trying to occupy himself, with something. Seeing me he makes his way over. My shoulder slump; I don’t want pity. I just want to go.

	“Are you OK Lu? I thought you’d gone. All was a bit manic.”

	Abby sshhh’s him with her finger and using the hitchhiker sign points to the wall behind her. “They’ll hear you and I’m ear wigging!”

	“I’m leaving now Na. Thanks for earlier. I can’t deal with this now. 

	“Stay and speak to Seb, let him explain. Rachel and he, well… she’s not you.”

	I look up at that. “You knew about her?” To give him his due he bows his head like a naughty schoolboy.

	I don’t wait to hear his answer, feeling betrayed by him too.

	I walk out into the hall, visible to both parties but keep my head focused on my exit. Unfortunately the sound of my heels on the wooden flooring alerts him to company and looking over his shoulder he sees me, frowns when he acknowledges it’s me, and then rushes forward arms outstretched. 

	“Lu? Wait. Thank God you’re still here. Please hear me out.” His voice is pleading.

	Great he hadn’t even noticed I’d left.

	“No Sebastian.” My voice could, cut glass. It’s lethal and threatening and off enough to raise the neatly arched brows, of Ray.

	“But you’re not allowing me to explain.”

	“For once in your playboy life, you are not going to get what you want. I’m leaving.

	“Who is she Seb?”

	“Yes Sebastian who am I?” I mimic her cutesy tone and look at him directly, willing him to use this chance to put this right but he isn’t given the opportunity.

	“Lu. Lu?” Rachel is racking her brain for where she knows my name. “You’re not Lucia are you his mate from Uni - Ah I’ve heard about you from Seb and Chris?”

	I bite my lip and nod my head through gritted teeth.

	“Yep. That’s me - Sebastian's mate, from University. That’s all, just a friend. We’ve never been more than friends.” I look right at Seb at this point, willing him to fight for us. 

	Why is he just letting this happen? 

	“Oh Hi - I’m Ray - his girlfriend.”

	I purse my lips tightly together and nod, giving a sarcastic you don’t say expression.

	“Lu - this isn’t what you thin…” He finally grows a pair and intervenes but I don’t allow him the courtesy of finishing.

	“Pretty much got that one too.” I ignore him and direct my reply solely at her.

	Shame I didn’t know that a few weeks ago before I bared my fucking soul.

	Sebastian actually buries his head in his hands. What the fuck?

	“Well, that’s nice for you, Rachel but you’ll excuse me if I don’t stick around for the niceties and introductions as I said I’m late to collect my son.”

	“No problem. I’m sure we’ll meet up soon.”

	I wouldn’t say she was nice, but she wasn’t a bitch either. Just straight to the point. 

	“I don’t think that likely.” 

	If she is surprised at my distinct lack of warmth, she doesn’t show it. Instead, she shrugs her shoulder, in a whatever kind of way and wanders off around the hallway, commenting to no one in particular about the decor and how lovely everything is. My shoulders raise a degree if that is even possible. Any higher they’d hit the ceiling. 

	Seriously love - She’s like the female version of Chris.

	Sebastian and I lock eyes. 

	The pain in mine is reflected in his. But he does nothing. Nothing! Doesn’t move. Says nothing! 

	I will him to speak - rush forward and claim me as his; to thrust Ray to one side and drag me back to his bed. Please let me go back to sleep and have this all be a horrific nightmare. 

	Breathing through my nostrils, my jaw tense and cheeks hollowed; I break into a million pieces for the second time in a week but find the ounce of resolve I need to make it out of the doors in one piece. This man has taken my heart, ripped it to shreds and handed it back on a silver platter and I had no one to blame but myself. He had only ever been what I had feared. 

	He’d never promised me anything but monogamy whilst we were together. 

	More fool me.

	The pain is physical, slashing through me, knifing through my heart for both my loss of him as a lover and my best friend. We couldn’t ever be friends like we were, after this. He was no better than Niall.

	My chest is burning; it feels like I have a tight band of steel wrapped around it, making it hard to breathe. I look at his beautiful face once more; his own chest is rising and falling in desperate waves. 

	Why had I told him I loved him? Why had I given myself to him so freely; so completely? Why had I risked fucking everything? 

	Fuelled with all types of emotions I angrily yank open the door and pause, I needed to give him this last chance to explain. I owe it to him as my friend; deep down I should but I can’t be here anymore. The pain is sheer agony. I feel broken.

	I watch his face, a montage of the past two weeks sexy moments, flickering in front of mine, and grit my teeth, as a hot tear, makes its descent down my cheek, plopping onto my shoulder. I knew all this was too good to be true.

	“You knew the type of woman I was Seb – I’m not a one-night kind of girl. That’s your thing. You’re the bloody whore. Sorry, man-whore!” I correct myself, the contempt in my voice evident. “It took everything I had to ask you to spend these past few weeks with me. It was amazing - everything I’d hoped it would be. But there are too many secrets and I simply don’t trust you. First Toni, now… her!” I lift my arm out in Ray’s direction. 

	“I never thought that you of all people would make me feel so used, so worthless... so cheap! You don’t seem to have taken my feelings into consideration nor had any kind of respect for our friendship. I can’t see how we can ever be friends after this.

	I stare long and hard at him, trembling with anger, despair and loss - the pearls at my back, swinging and holding me prisoner to memories of that monumental night at Scarlet House. Biting my lip I take a deep breath. 

	“ I love you Sebastian but this is goodbye.”

	

	I rush out, desperate to escape him, the silver heart at my wrist jangling alerting me to its presence. I yank hard on the chain, wincing as the links catch the fine skin there. The break reverberates close to my ears with a forceful snap and I feel the heavy heart drop and raise my palm to catch it. The warmth and smoothness comforts me for a split-second, and I allow myself to remember when he gave it to me; allow myself that one memory. With a last glance I throw the treasured heart backwards, over my shoulder and don’t look back to see where it lands - then climb into the waiting getaway car. 	
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		I’d jumped into this far too quickly. Messed up the one true friendship I’d ever had with a member of the opposite sex. Seb had never pretended to be anything other than a lover of woman. He was the ultimate player. 

	Bugger - isn’t that why I’d gone to him in the first place?

	This had to have ended at some point and whilst I’m utterly distraught, it was better now than in another couple of weeks, when I’d fallen deeper.

	I love him. I need him. I ache for him. I fucking hate him.

	This beautiful sexy man, had done what it said on the tin - showed me a great time, got me back in the saddle, with no ties and no commitments. The only rule we hadn’t managed was to retain our friendship. My heart clenches painfully; that wasn’t possible, not when I feel like this. 

	He was it. He is the one. 

	The one who I’d been waiting my entire life for but I hadn’t been enough for him - not enough for him to commit to one person. Not enough to fight for. 

	I flick on the TV, in the hope that it will drown out my tears - last thing I need is Finn hearing me, then pick up my work pad and pen. I’ve so much to sort for tomorrow’s big week at The Ashton and I half-heartedly, draft out a to-do list. I feel raw - vulnerable - used but at the same time back in my comfort zone - here I was safe and in control.

	A bright light glints outside the window, interrupting my tears and I glance up, rubbing my eyes spontaneously. Its hard to see out into the blackness and I presume its a neighbour and settle down under martyr duvet. Just another hour and I’d head of to bed. Tomorrow I’d start my week without Sebastian - just that thought rips at my heart.




[image: Image]



	He’d been watching her for 30minutes now, more or less and he was hard, his cock straining against his jeans, palms sweaty. Moving to alleviate his numb behind, in the driver’s seat he puts down the handheld scanner and slips out his earpiece. She must have put the boy to bed, he thought as he licked his lips watching her, nestled on the sofa – her long dark hair curling over her shoulders and fuckable mouth nibbling on a pen. I know what those lips should be wrapped around and it doesn’t spill ink. 

	She looked like she’d been crying! Don’t cry my Lucia - not unless I make you.

	He takes a bite of his chocolate bar and settles in for the next few hours. She’d probably be sitting there on her laptop for a while… working on some project or another. 

	Hmmm. She is a busy little bee, full of creative ideas - wish she’d turn that bloody TV off, can’t hear anything though.

	From here he had a great few of her fantastic tits in a tight vest top, nipples peeking through just enough to darken the fabric. He licks his lips in concentration, and breathes deeply. He continues to appraise her body as she wriggles tanned toned legs underneath her, encased in shorties PJ bottoms. I wonder if she’s wearing anything underneath them - why bother, they were barely there now? Slut. 

	Whether she liked it or not he was going to show her that he was the one. Sebastian Silver could come and go for all he pleased but he was going to be there for the long haul. The little lad was OK and would be with the grandparents mainly anyway. He clasped his phone in his hand, the glass front warm to touch, from being inside his jean pocket.

	Should he call her? 

	Was it time… finally? He’d been more than patient.

	He was itching to connect with her properly. Touch her. Smell her. Be inside her. Let her know how he felt and how right they were for each other. 

	He shook his head vehemently, as though fighting against his own viewpoint. No… not yet, but soon. 

	Soon the games would start. Soon the fun would begin. Soon he’d be in there with her, surprising her in the dark, slipping into her bed, whilst she slept and fucking her hard from behind. He’d be the one showing her whose boss; wiping that ‘sorry I’m not interested’ smile off her face. She’d thank him eventually. 

	His jaw twitches, teeth grinding down hard in his focus but his wildest dreams are interrupted and narrowing his eyes, he grunts in anger, as he spots the bright lights of an oncoming car, in his rearview mirror. 

	Fuck. It was that bitch of a sister of hers. She wasn’t keen on him and he sensed it.

	Ducking down, to ensure he isn’t seen from his prime viewing position, he puts the car into gear and takes a last lingering look at Lucia’s front window, thoroughly annoyed his time with her, had been cut-short.

	Until next time then my love.
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Coming soon
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Watch out for Book 2 in the The One Trilogy 
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Contact Alexandra North at the following social media sites




www.facebook.com/alexandranorthauthor




Twitter: @alexnorthbooks







I hope you enjoyed the start to Sebastian and Lucia’s love story. I really appreciate that you ‘one clicked’ and took a chance on a self-published author.

 Please take a short while to leave a review on Amazon for the me. These reviews make a huge difference to getting the books, moved up onto the bestsellers list and therefore getting them populated. So if you enjoyed this, look out for the next in the series, The One Addicted and leave a review - the more reviews, the more time the Author will have to write and continue Sebastian and Lucia’s journey with you. 

Thanks so much for all your support.




xxx
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As always, for my very own Sebastian - you know who you are.

My friend, my lover & my soulmate - I love you desperately. 

You & me, always, and forever baby!




*****    

 

My wonderful Mum for all her hard work and support. She’s my biggest supporter 

and also my biggest critic so she makes a fabulous Writer’s Assistant. 

Love you. X




*****  

           

For my Grandma Kitty, who rests with the stars as I put this book to sleep.

RIP with love x




*****  

            

To all the Bloggers out there who work for FREE -

thank you so much for all your support in generating awareness 

for The One Awakened. You are amazing people who work exceedingly hard 

for us authors and deserve mucho recognition.

Quick mentions; Francessca’s Romance Reads, Dawn Vickers, my amazing 

Alexandra North Street Team - Love ya girls…

and anyone else who promoted me - a huge thank you x




*****  

        

And finally to my readers - I’m so happy that I can say that in this book. 

In my first Book I had just hoped that I could touch one person, 

maybe two but you have taken me under your wing and supported me immensely, 

especially during the odd delay with this book’s release due to my health. 

I really appreciate your support and without you - Sebastian Silver would not 

be in ladies bedroom’s - keep spreading the word and he can keep 

spreading…his huge charm in abundance.

Thank you x




*****  




       

























“When two people love each other

 no problem is insurmountable.” 




Anonymous
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	In no particular order for…

	THE ONE ADDICTED
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  	Mr. Probz – Waves

  	Calvin Harris - Summer

  	Massive Attack - Unfinished Sympathy

  	James Morrison - I Won’t Let You Go

  	Ellie Goulding – Love Me Like You Do

  	Phillip George - Wish You Were Mine

  	Nina Simone - Don’t Let me be Misunderstood

  	Oasis - Wonderwall

  	Police - Every Breath You Take

  	The Fray  - How To Save A Life

  	Beyonce – Drunk In Love

  	Coldplay – Greeneyes

  	Lionel Ritchie - Hello

  	James Blunt – Goodbye My Lover

  	Paloma Faith – Only 

  	Sean Paul – She Doesn’t Mind

  	Birdy – Shelter

  	Blestennation – Cruel Summer (Blestenation Mix)

  	Zero 7 - Destiny

  	Skylar Grey – I Know You

  	U2 – One

  	Nikka Costa  - Everybody Got Their Something

  	Timberland /One Republic – Apologise

  	Snow Patrol – Chasing Cars

  	Snow Patrol – Run

  	Keane – Somewhere Only We Know

  	Portishead – Roads

  	Stone Roses - Fool’s Gold (Grooverider’s Mix)

  	Lana Del Rey – Young & Beautiful

  	John Legend – All Of Me

  	Adele - Hometown Glory

  	Sam Smith - Life Support

  	Neon Trees – Sleeping With A Friend

  	M83 – Outro

  	Gotye – Somebody That I Used To Know

  	Naughty Boy - La La La (Feat. Sam Smith)

  	Undiscovered – Laura Welsh

  	Adele – Set Fire To The Rain

  	The Calling - Wherever You Will Go

  	Hozier - Take Me To Church

  	Funkstar De Luxe - Sun Is Shining

  	Sinnerman - Felix Da Housecat’s 

  	    …Heavenly House Mix Nina Simone

  	Coldplay - A Sky Full Of Stars

  	The Weekend – Where You Belong

  	Lucy Pearl – Don’t Mess With My Man

  	Sebastien Tellier – La Ritournelle (Mr Dan’s Mix)
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		  	Almost four years earlier…
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   			“Something isn’t right. Something bad is happening; I can feel it.” 

	“It’s fine, darling - the doctor has scanned you and the baby is in the right position, all observations look good - everything is going to plan.” 

	I look up into my mum’s big green eyes, identical to mine and roll my lips tightly as the next contraction blasts into me. Jesus fucking Christ - no one told me it was this painful. WTF?

	“Are you having another?”

	I nod, through gritted teeth. Did the eyes popping out of my head, give it away? Then instantly berate myself, she was only trying help and I moan in thanks, as I feel her knuckles begin to knead my lower back, pushing in firm repetitive circles, in time to my laboured breathing. 

	Where the fuck is Niall?

	As though she’s read my mind, Nina Myers asks the same question. “Niall should be here now - how long does it take to grab your hospital bag?”

	“I’m sure he’ll be here soon, Mum.” He’s only had 9 months to plan for it!

	“Well he better be or he’ll have me to answer to.”

	God help him - I smile weakly at her furrowed brow. “I’m OK but I think I might just take the midwife up on that offer of an epidural now.” 

	Mum’s perfectly threaded arches show me she realises how much pain I’m in. That had not been part of my birthing plan - I abhor needles with a passion but right now, at this very moment I’d happily have one inserted into my spine - fuck I’d do it myself, if it meant the excruciating pain clawing at my lower back and hips and stabbing into my stomach, lessened.

	“I’ll go grab the nurse - things really should be progressing a little quicker than this. Let’s get you numbed up and then you’ll feel like a new woman in a bit darling - you'll be sitting up, reading OK magazine and we can have a natter about baby names.” 

	I feel her comforting hand sweep across my clammy forehead; her palm is cool to the touch but I’m still on fire. I draw my legs up, as another agonising pain rips through my abdomen, and I hear a loud scream reverberate in the distance - was that my voice? I’m light-headed, dizzy - I feel like I could pass out and the pain is unbearable. I’d been like this for eight hours now and each time the midwife examines me, I’m informed that I’ve only dilated a few centimetres. The last time I’d been tempted to shove a gloved-finger up her flue, and try tickle her cervix- see how she liked it!

	Why am I not dilating? Where the fuck is Niall? 

	Those fucking sharp claws are back again, clutching at my back and then reaching into my stomach to knife through it in sickening waves - my stomach feels like warm water has burst inside me, and is swimming around on my left side. The heat is scorching - like being in a scolding hot bath. 

	Wait! I don’t think the baby is moving anymore? Come on sweetie, wake-up for Mummy.

	I can hear voices and machines bleeping and the blur of figures - lots of people; far too many people around me, touching me, pawing at me. I can’t breathe. My eyes are so heavy. I can’t keep them open anymore - I could just give in to the blackness that beckons - the one place where the pain will not exist - just for a second. Then I’ll fight, again. 

	 I’m just so tired; so very very tired, and so very very dizzy.




*****




					Almost four years earlier…
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	Holdgate Hospital was twenty minutes from my address; tonight I made the journey in ten. It’s a wonder I hadn’t been pulled by the Police. I’d seriously broken every speed limit going. I anxiously feed the meter, drop the ticket in the window and zap the car before running hell for leather in the direction of the maternity unit - a place I’d never entered, nor ever expected to anytime soon.

	From the moment that Nina Myers had called me with the news, I’d gone into panic mode. 

	Fuck, she'd better be Ok!!!

	Nina had informed me that Niall had finally turned up, the contempt in her voice had been hard to miss. Where the fuck had he been? Just the thought of Lucia on her own, going through all this made my teeth itch and fists clench. Niall, he had been my mate at University but lately I was beginning to question his integrity and if I’m honest I had serious fears about his loyalty to Lucia. 

	I make it to the reception desk and try patiently to wait my turn, whilst the nurse on duty discusses a case with another member of staff. When they begin to start talking about what they’re doing at the weekend, I completely lose it!

	“Lucia Myers!” My bellow ripples down the corridor and I take a breath and tone it down a notch, upon seeing their shocked pale faces. “… Please!”

	“And you are?”

	“Needing to see her right now!”

	“That isn’t possible - I need to know who you are first?”

	“And I need to know where she is - she’s my best friend!” I can hear the angst in my voice.

	“I’m afraid Ms. Myers is in theatre at present.”

	My grieved expression must have weakened her resolve and the nurse offers up a more soothing approach. “Look - she’s in good hands. I’ll take you to the family, they are waiting in the room on the left. I’m afraid that’s all I can do.”

	I cover my face with both hands and blow heavily into them, composing myself before following her. 

	Nina envelopes me in a warm perfumed embrace the second I enter. “Oh, Seb, you came. Thank God.”

	“How is she? They haven’t told me anything.” 

	“We don’t know much either, love. She’s under general anaesthetic, as we speak - so we are all just waiting to hear now.”

	“What happened? Last I heard she’d texted me, saying her water broke at lunchtime? She’s not due for another few weeks is she? I should have been here. I was in bloody Newcastle on a job.”

	“She began labour pains yesterday apparently - never told a soul, little love - couldn’t get hold of Niall as he worked late - they say she’d been in the early stages for at least 24 hours before we even got here! Then she rang me as Niall…” Nina flicks her head with a condescending look in the of the corner of the room, where Niall sits in a crumpled heap, “… hadn’t arrived to pick her up and bring her on to the birthing suite. I brought her straight here and we’ve spent the best part of the day not progressing at all. They finally managed to break her waters at 12 pm’ish, which helped somewhat but she just never dilated.” 

	I nod in encouragement - jeez this was barbaric - all those hours in agony!

	“She was in an awful amount of pain, and nothing was happening - then the baby's heart rate dropped and Lu passed out - it was awful. All systems go and time for an emergency C-section.”

	“Shit!” I look up at her worried face and cringe at my language. “Sorry.”

	“Don’t be sorry, Sebastian - shit is fine. I’m tougher than I look and I’ve said a whole lot worse than shit today.” Her lime green eyes, so similar to Lu’s, drift back in the direction of Niall.

	“Are Suzie & Gino here?” I glance behind her to assess the room for myself.

	“No, but they are on their way back up from the airport. They’ve only just come back from Majorca today. Suzie was devastated she wasn’t here for it all - no one thought the baby would come nearly four weeks early.”

	“Of course. And Abby - should I call her?”

	“Abby has been and gone - she’s been a superstar but I sent her home for some rest, the minute Lu was taken into theatre - she was dead on her feet and to be honest I was just glad to separate her and Niall.” I understand that completely. I’m not sure that Nina would be much happier with my arrival, however.

	“I’ll call her in a bit with an update - don’t worry, Mrs. M. - we’ll get through this.”

	“You’re a good boy - right - I’m going to help Mac get some warm drinks for everyone, see if he’s got some good stuff in his hip flask to splash into the men’s and I’ll be back soon.” With a gentle shoulder rub she leaves the room.

	I head over to the only person left in the depressing cream box of a waiting room - Niall - and take a seat on the plastic wipeable sofa bed next to him; it creaks under our combined weight. God he looks like crap!

	“You Ok, mate?”

	“Thanks for coming, Seb. I fucked up big time.” I sigh, feeling almost sorry for the guy. He didn’t help himself at all. 

	“You’re here now - she’ll be fine, I promise.” I’m not sure who I’m trying to convince more - me, or the sad sack of a father-to-be next to me.

	“I’d turned my phone off - didn’t want to be disturbed - too busy fu…”

	“Look - don’t beat yourself up about it…”

	“…No, you’re missing the point - I was shacked up at The Queen's Hotel with some lass from work - balls deep in blonde pussy - having too much fun and I thought Lucia was just being melodramatic - thought I’d have time to  - you know… finish up, shower and work a few more hours.”

	I feel and hear the crunch as my teeth bite down and through my lip  - then taste the warm metallic blood oozing there. Fucking arsehole - what had he been bloody thinking! All my earlier fears had been confirmed - he was cheating on my friend - and for how long? 

	“Melodramatic! She is having a baby you prick - your baby!” 

	You’ve no idea how lucky you are.

	“I know. I know. I’m so fucking sorry. I just don’t do pregnant women and Lu ’s bump was bloody huge - she just didn’t do it for me anymore and nine months is a long-time mate - you wait till you have to go through it - swollen ankles and veiny tits!”

	I can’t bear to listen to his whiney, self-absorbed voice any longer. How dare he bad-mouth her now, whilst she fights to deliver their child and save her own life? Lucia’s my priority now, not this deadbeat. I stand and glance back towards Niall, his head buried in his hands, wallowing in self-pity. The guy needed his head knocking off and when the time was right, I’d be first in line to do it. 

	How could he do this to Lucia?

	In that second, I lost all respect for him. I am no angel - fuck, I’m a total player - but I’m no cheat!  I abhor cheats! I’m about to turn the handle of the door when Nina blasts through, a bag of nerves and out of breath - with the news we’ve all been waiting for, on baited breath. 

	“It’s a boy! He’s doing well - it had been tough but he’s here. He’s finally here.” Her eyes are glistening with unshed tears and Mac Myers is beaming at her side. “He’s finally here!”

	“What about, Lu?” I’m aware that Niall and I have asked the question in unison.

	Mac responds. “She’s not doing so great lads. She’s lost a lot of blood and they need to give her a blood transfusion and she needs blood fast - we are hugely depleted in A Rhd negative ”

	A nurse interrupts us, popping her head around the door. “Niall, you can come meet your son now.”

	I watch as he twitches nervously. Filled with guilt. He didn’t deserve this - to be a father. I’m surprised at the amount of resentment I feel towards him - that he should be the one to see Lu’s child before me. 

	“Go see to your son, Niall - I’ll sort things here.” I hear my encouraging voice but don’t remember saying the words. I feel helpless and scared and completely out of my comfort zone - I’m not in control and I hate not being in control.

	“She can have my blood, I’m the same blood type - I know from when we donated at Uni.”

	The nurse smiles and advises me that she can set that up - they just need to check a few things first. 

	I kiss Nina’s cheek and shake Mac’s hand firmly before heading off with Becky the nurse and Mac, who is also going to donate to Lu. After checking my medical notes to confirm my blood type is in fact the same as Lucia’s I’m relieved of a pint of my own blood and watch as it is taken in its bag to be attached to Lu. Anything to help my best friend - anything to get her well - anything to bring her back to me, to us, safely.

 	The baby is fine - thank God - but she is my priority.

	I’ve never been so scared in my life. 

	“She’ll be Ok, son.”

	I look up into Mac Myers' friendly brown eyes, grateful of his support and respond unconvincingly. “Yeah, she will.” 

	She has to be.




*****




		It is a further three hours before we are given another update. This time the Consultant Gynaecologist enters the family room with a tired serious face, still dressed head-to-toe in surgical scrubs.

	“Lucia is stable now - you can go in and see her in a few minutes, once her last obs have been taken. She’s been very lucky. Getting that blood so fast helped.”

	I hear Nina’s calm voice speak, asking the one thing I wanted to hear. “Will she make a full recovery?”

	“We managed to save the remaining ovary and clear the pelvis of all fluid - it was a rather large cyst that had twisted and become attached to the bowel.”

	“So she’ll be able to have more children?’

	“Yes, Dr. Chada our in-house registrar did her best, before I arrived to limit adhesions to the bowel and a second C-section surgery would not be without risk. Unfortunately, the labour did not establish the way we would have liked, putting pressure on her and the baby and the large ovarian cyst she had  - it burst and the baby’s heart dipped - the infection of the burst cyst hit Lucia’s blood stream, sending her blood pressure haywire. The baby was very large for her small frame and her section cut had to accommodate this. We were even considering a second cut up the centre of the abdomen, but we managed to get the little fella out in the end. Unfortunately we had to crack the bottom rib on her left, to remove the baby - he was just too wedged but that will heal with rest.”

	I watch as Mac consoles his wife, who is visibly shaken - this was all a lot to take in. “Can I see her now?”

	The surgeon nods his approval. “But keep it short. She’ll need her rest. You have a very tough lady in there - a real fighter. She is a very lucky woman - I don’t mind saying that it was touch and go for a while. The combination of blood loss and her heart murmur kept us on our toes but she’s through the worst of it now.”

	Both Niall and I take a seat and bury our heads in our hands. The relief is overwhelming that she is OK. Niall’s guilt is eased somewhat and I grit my teeth in anger.

	“Oh thank you so much, Mr. Porter - you saved my baby and I’ll never forget that  - and our grandson.” Tears clog Nina Myers’ voice and I watch as Mac and her embrace, holding each other as huge waves of relief and happiness wash over them.

	I clear my throat, and nudge Niall with my elbow, as he seems to have forgotten to retract his balls from the blonde pussy he’d banged earlier. “Yeah cheers, Mr. Porter - thank you so much for everything you have done.”

	His calm and rather blasé acknowledgement is my undoing - it’s times like these I wish I still smoked. I can’t spend another minute in his presence - or God help me, the new baby would have both his parents lying in a hospital bed at death’s door.




*****




	I enter the side-room, apprehensive of what I will find on the other side. Nina and Mac are now in the nursery visiting with Niall and the baby and finally I am left alone to see for myself that my friend is stable.

	I rub a hand over my head, and slide it down the side of my face, drawing it harshly up over my mouth as I’m hit with the shocking appearance of Lucia, lying small and pale and vulnerable in her maudlin hospital bed. The only light is a metal bed lamp, which glows dimly over the numerous machines monitoring her stats. It’s now 3am and the sky outside is beginning to lighten and rain taps incessantly at the windows. God, she looks weak. Nothing like the Lulu I’m used to. 

     All kinds of tubes, filter a cocktail of drugs into her arms, her pallor is deathly white. I bend over, careful so as not to mess with the medical paraphernalia and plant a gentle kiss on her cool cheek. She doesn’t flinch.

	“She won’t wake don’t worry.” I spin at the sound of a bubbly voice behind me, as a nurse comes to monitor Lu’s observations. “She’s heavily sedated.” 

	“Will she be Ok?”

	“Ahh don’t worry, love - she’s through the worst part now - just got to watch out for infection now. She’s one tough cookie your wife!”	

	I interrupt her, but it falls upon deaf ears. “Oh she’s not my wi…”

	“And that little man - he’s a corker - so handsome, just like his daddy - you must be very proud.” 

	The nurse busily continues on with her tasks and I decide to stay mute. Her words have stung deep for some reason and for just those few seconds I’m happy with the knowledge that this woman thinks I am the man taking care of Lu and her son - rather me than that useless article next door. 

	Watching her beautiful face, her long dark lashes, fanned across her cheeks, and cute snub nose I consider that although I’m not sure I’ll ever marry, deep down I like the sound of Lucia being my wife. She’d certainly never bore me!

	“Yes - your wife was very lucky in there to have the right people at the right time - could have been very different for her and the baby. Not often we see such drama on these wards.”

	I run a hand over her brow. Poor Lu - drama followed her around, whether she wanted it to or not. I still can’t wrap my head around the image of Niall fucking his work colleague, whilst his pregnant girlfriend was doubled over in labour - in agony and vulnerable - just waiting. And no one came. She should have called me!

	She wouldn’t have called you first though would she? You’re not the father.

 	No. That wanker of an ex-friend of mine was and I’m now going to have to act like I didn’t know about his indiscretions. I couldn’t tell her - well not yet anyway. She’d be hormonal and irrational and needed to focus on getting well - for herself and the baby now. No, the time would come but deep down I fear Lu needed to figure this one out for herself - rightly or wrongly, this was something to be sorted between themselves. 

	I stroke her hand, which is now free of her customary nail polish - it looked small and childlike in my large palm and clasping it loosely in my own, I give her a quick supportive squeeze. As I draw her fingers to my lips, I take a deep grateful breath, calm my thoughts and lay a kiss at the tips. I need to get out of here, I feel suffocated and beyond wound up - my fists still itch to plant one on my supposed mates' pathetic jaw.

	Satisfied that the patient is not in any pain, appears settled and is through the worst, I head off in the direction of the nursery to see the ‘little man’. What a fucking night! I’m not sure fatherhood will ever be for me! 

	I feel physically and emotionally drained and need time to reflect upon things after a good night’s sleep. The sheer panic I’d felt and lack of control over the whole emergency situation had gripped me with a force greater than I’d ever experienced before! Something I never wanted to repeat in this lifetime. The full force of my feelings for Lucia had hit me like a freight train and now was not the time to be dealing with them - much better to bury them and return to them at a later date, if ever. 

	One thing I know for definite; if I were ever fortunate enough to be in a relationship with Lu, I would never put her in a position like this again. I’d never risk her life for my own needs. One baby would have to be enough for us. No more kids.




*****
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						Present Day
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		God. Would the hollow, emptiness that ransacked the inside of my body and ravished my mind, never end? I am in sheer physical and mental ruin – pain even, and a shell of my former self. Nearly a week has passed since Sebastian’s housewarming and the arrival of his trolly-dolly girlfriend from Dubai - since I’d walked away from his lying face and cheating eyes. Nearly a week has passed since I had left the love of my life - my best friend. I quite simply ache for him. His voice. His smell. His touch. Our banter. 

    To have him inside of me. 

     For fuck’s sake, Lu – he’s like all the rest of them – a damned phony!

     I can’t seem to help myself– as each day passes, I want him more, not less. The memory can be such a cruel tool, especially when filled with flickers of images of the two of us that are nothing short of hot sizzling porn. I can’t bear the loss anymore.

	James Blunt’s ‘Goodbye my lover, Goodbye my friend’, plays incessantly on my ipod as I wallow, a martyr to the cause – ‘you have been the one, you have been the one for me’ over and over again, almost revelling in my pain; bloody drama Queen. Thank goodness Finn was at Crèche in the daytime, so I could breakdown freely, without hiding my tears. By night, I’m Mum again, happy to gain strength from my loving little man and pretend that all is well. Anyone with a trained eye can see that my act is a total façade but it has appeased a 3year old - for now. I couldn’t carry on like this though– it wasn’t healthy for anyone involved and it was seriously time to pull myself together and get back to work - get angry and fuelled and focused on a future without him in it.

     How the fuck am I going to do that? 

     He’s been an integral part of my life for years. Finn adores him. 

     Crap!

     I hadn’t heard from him, but then again, I had ignored each and every one of his calls that Sunday morning, after I’d left his love-nest. I’d ignored the texts and messages late into Sunday night - instead, choosing to turn my phone off and bury my head in disgust at my weakness. I’d just presumed he’d given up chasing after that night. What could he say that would make this any better anyway? I wasn’t prepared to listen to his pack of lies and couldn’t trust myself not to cave at the sound of his voice. 

	Mr. Blunts' words are raw and full of emotion - they reverberate through my ears, spelling out exactly how I feel - ‘I’m so hollow, baby, I’m so hollow, I’m so, I’m so, I’m so hollow.’

     I’m empty. 

     I’ve lost my best mate and the chance at something real. 

     I should never have propositioned him in the first place and offered myself on a platter. I knew all along that I was setting myself up for heartbreak. I wasn’t a one-night stand, let alone one-month-proposition kind of girl and with Sebastian, one anything would never be enough; that had already been proven. The man was a master in the bedroom - seriously gifted. No other man would compare after him. No one.

     Abby & Suzie had been rocks, rallying round, taking it in turn to ensure that I eat… something - anything! Tomato soup or martyr soup is pretty much the only thing I can stomach apart from chocolate - amazing how that always goes down ok though isn’t it? Yep chocolate and I are like long lost friends - better not fuck this friendship up then.

     I know that if I hadn’t had the responsibility of Finn, each night, I’d have hit the serious hard stuff - vodka, gin - alcohol in an abundant overflowing cup that would numb my thoughts and help me forget for a while.

    Abby has given up asking if Nathan can pop round to chat to me. “He wants to apologise about you-know-who. He knew of her in Dubai, hunny, but promises that there is more to this story. Please, Lu - let him talk.” She’d winced slightly over the word who. She’d meant Ray of course, or rather Rachel, Sebastian’s dirty little secret. I don’t want to hear it from Nathan; it shouldn’t be him that explains - fuck I don’t want anyone to explain - it’s obvious. He lied to me.

     “I can’t talk to Na… yet, Abs – it’s just too soon.” I reply pathetically, before curling up into the foetal position, under a duvet.

     “Ok, babe. I’m worried about you though. You’re not eating or sleeping much and you look like shite!”

     “Cheers, mate. That’s what best-friends are for - to make you feel better.” I pull the duvet further over my head in a strop.

     “I didn’t mean it like that. You know I’m crap with words. I’m telling you, Lulu, Nathan and I have talked for hours about this and I’m convinced that this has all been a terrible mix-up.”

     I remain silent, processing her words. Deep within me I want to hear them.

     “I don’t know why Seb let it happen the way it did but to be fair, she turned up, unexpected and you had only just sorted things after the Toni incident. I’m not siding with him but the guy is mad about you - anyone can see that. He was just being a bloke, put on the spot. Just my two-penneth that’s all but he definitely needs to work at it, to win you back, I’m with you there.”

     Silence. 

     I process her words but I’m irritated at her defence of him.

     “If you won’t talk to Seb yet, consider Na - he’s on your side babe and he might give you an insight into it all - he is his brother?”

     I pull the covers back and peek out, big eyes haunted with nasty memories. Abby was like a dog with a bone. “OK. I’ll see Na when I meet with him for work. But I’m not promising anything!”

     “That’s all I can ask, my lovely. Now how about a shower - I love you but it’s time to wash the Winceyette pj’s, take them off here and they’ll walk themselves to the machine.”

      I listen to her motherly mutterings, from my cocooned blanket, as she cleans up and opens the curtains, and tuts in exasperation as I hiss like a vampire as the light hits my face. I don’t want to hear an explanation from Nathan. It isn’t his fault, I’m just upset that he hadn’t mentioned that Seb was seeing someone else at the time we were messing around.

     I had wanted to hear it from Sebastian on the morning trolly-dolly Ray flew in and wrecked everything. I had wanted to hear him introduce me as his girlfriend to the imposter – to fight for us, and not just stand there like a bloody lemon! I’d needed him to man-up - take control - wasn’t that supposed to be his bloody thing? The only time I’m happy for him to control a situation and he stands back and lets it play out on its own accord.

     I think that was what hurt the most, he’d just stood there; that - and the dawning realisation that I’d been right all along – he was not programmed for a serious, monogamous relationship with anyone - even with his best friend  - and if he wanted something he always got it, no matter what the cost or who got damaged in the process. He was willing to risk our friendship, to dip his cock in the one pot of honey that proved more of a challenge to him than any other, regardless of the consequences.

     I should feel complimented by that part at least, I suppose. But once he’d had me, it was all too sickly and sweet and normal for him, too vanilla – he’d never consider being honest with me, with himself, that it just wasn’t for him, that he wasn’t capable of being tied to just one woman.

     God, I sound so bitter and angry and I am utterly devastated by it all – this was totally different to the time when I’d split with my ex, Niall. That had been a rough-ride because of Finn, but I’d felt relief in some respects. I hadn’t ached for the loss of Niall, the way my soul aches for Sebastian. 

     This time I am… completely… irrefutably… broken.

     I’d fallen way too deep, too fast. 

	I’m broken but deep-down all I want, despite what has happened, is for him to come and put me back together and I hate myself for my weakness.




*****




    Finally, after much pressure from Abby and my sister Suzie to snap out of it before Finn figured out anything was seriously adrift, I frame myself and on the morning of day 8 of Armageddon. It was Monday, and an extremely bright and sunny one at that, as I shower, dress for work, drop Finn off at crèche en route and head to work. Those simple daily tasks, usually done in a whirlwind of repetition, drain me to the brink of exhaustion. I’d remembered to leave Finn’s overnight bag with Daisy, his crèche nurse as my Mum and Dad were having him until Wednesday so I could play catch-up. I remind myself to thank Suze for arranging it all, as I couldn’t face talking to Mum yet; she’d know something was wrong immediately - mother’s instinct maybe?

     As I struggle through my emotional fog filled with shadowy thoughts of Sebastian, I shake my head in exasperation, each time determined to frame myself and vanquish him from my existence. The longest I’ve managed is 2 minutes. Wow! Sooner or later I’ll have to throw myself back into working on The Ashton project and I’d need to call Nathan to iron a few things out before progressing. I’m hoping that he’ll then agree to project manage the job on Chris' and Seb’s behalf, as there was no fucking way I’d be dealing with either of those arrogant knob-heads!



     Arriving at work, I throw my bag on the desk; click my Mac into life and head to the kitchen for a cuppa. I see Jackie on the phone as I pass, and tap her lightly on the shoulder in hello, causing her to spin energetically on her chair and send me a shocked eyebrow raise, quickly followed by a sympathetic frown. I feel bad eavesdropping but her conversation sounds pretty juicy so I flick the kettle on, and wait by the door for it to boil. I can still hear her gossiping at this range, without it being too obvious; I needed someone else’s nonsense to cloud my own crap, to get me through today. 

      Baby steps, Lu - you can do this.

     “I can’t talk… no… I just can’t! Yes. I’ll sort it. Gotta go.” 

      Someone had riled Jackie – she didn’t usually raise her voice. I hear the phone rock back into its cradle and busy myself adding a Yorkshire teabag to Jackie’s ‘Screw you’ cup - its makes me smile, the first in a while. I’m stirring the brew, as she enters the kitchen, with a reflective beam on her welcoming face.

     “Hey! You’re back.”

  I hand her a steaming mug of heavily brewed tea that would make a builder proud and clink my own against it, careful not to spill the hot liquid.   

     “I’m back,” I nod with a light smirk; and I honestly felt like I was back - in the land of the living. 

I am back in the secure confines of business, where I am ultimately in control and could put my frustrations to good use and take my mind off The Bastard. 

     Broken, but still standing. 

     Hollow, but still breathing.	

*****



	I spend the next two hours catching up with Jackie about our clients - going through messages, e-mails and arranging appointments. Colin was on a site visit with an existing client to decorate their new extension and Jackie has been busy working her magic with a marketing e-shot, designed for us by Abby, earlier in the month. My superstar assistant had really done her work, trawling through our database and cherry picking our target audience, for both *B2B and *B2C clients. You could cleverly analyse how successful the mailer had been and from the figures she’d flashed in front of me, it had been worth the time and effort – we had several hot new leads to follow and a further three new potential clients.

     “Well done, Jack. You’ve done Elysium and me proud, hun.” I watch as she proudly preens under my compliments. “Seriously, I don’t know what I’d have done without you, the past few days.”

     “Happy to keep things ticking over, Lucia - honestly. Are you OK?”

      I look up at her sharp blue inquisitive eyes and quickly remind myself that whilst lovely, she’s still a member of staff. “Yeah, I’m fine - just had a crappy tummy bug that’s all – couldn’t seem to shift it.” I flounder over the words, hating the fact that it was so easy to lie.

     She doesn’t look convinced but thankfully changes the subject. “Well, I’m always here to talk if you need to. Nathan just called by the way. He wanted to tell you he’d meet you at The Ashton in an hour. Hope that’s OK? He’s over-seeing things from here-on out.”

     My shoulders relax in relief and I check my watch and chew my lip, nothing like cutting it fine. “Mmm, think I can make it. Are we done here for now?” 

     “Yep. All done.” 

      Her cheery infectious smile is warming and I nod, grateful for her efficiency and calming demeanor.

“Fine. If you could confirm with him that I’ll meet him there at 2pm, that would be great.”

	“No probs. Oh and these came for you yesterday. I was going to drop them round but thought it best to leave you to recover.”

     I watch her retrieve a luxury black velvet box from her desk. The FWC logo, emblazoned across its top and take a deep breath. 

     WTF? 

     “Are you OK, Lu?”

      I look up into Jackie's concerned eyes. “Yep, I’m fine - thanks for this.

    “This is the fifth or is it the sixth one you’ve received now? It’s all very romantic.” Her sigh and ladylike princess spin on her chair would be adorable if I wasn’t so pissed.

     “Sixth.”

     Why was he sending me more roses? Cock!

    “And also these…” she grabs the huge black glass vase on reception console, filled with dozens of white and black calla lilies, the darker version, more deep purple in colour and harsh against the masses of white trumpets. I hadn’t even noticed them as I’d entered. They were bloody gorgeous and very elegant! “They came with this card.”

     I slip the card out of the envelope and close my eyes, take a second and open them again to focus on his scrawl; he was nothing if not grand with his gestures.



The Black Calla Lily signifies 

Grace, Decadence & Lust,

It’s also known to be given, as a last gift to lovers when they end a relationship;

Let these symbolise your beauty. Don’t let this be the end of everything, Lu. S x




   I can’t deal with this now - its all too much - and grabbing the rose box, I lift the lid and prepare myself for the strong, now familiar heady perfume of the deep, almost ruby black rose that rests within silver tissue. The diamanté pin in its head, glints as the sun hits it but all I see is a beautiful coffin; a grave of our relationship. The thick cream card nestles just underneath and looking up at the ceiling I consider whether to read it - can I put myself through more of this torment? 

     What more can he say? 

     With a hard lip bite, before diving in, I retrieve it and scan the scripted words.
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   I should have binned the bloody thing the second I saw it. I can’t be arsed. I grab my bag and say my goodbyes to Jackie before making my way out to meet Nathan for our meeting.

     Time to face things head on. 

*****
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	The drive to The Ashton is filled with non-stop calls from the office and clients and I conveniently end the last call confirming my appointment tomorrow at The Gilded Fox, with Carolyn Walters, just as I enter Holdgate Village. Turning into the sweeping driveway, the gravel popping under my tyres like firecrackers, I sigh as I see my phone ringing again. It’s Nathan. I undo my seatbelt and click the hold button promptly. I’d be seeing him in a few minutes, so there was no point answering. I’m still not happy with him, but I know one minute in his amiable company and he’d be forgiven – providing he didn’t speak about his shite of a brother.

     Debbie, James Marcell’s efficient PA, meets me in the foyer – she is a great tonic on a grey day; all efficient and perky and ten minutes later, I’ve caught up with her on few key points about progress on the design and building works within the hotel. James is away hunting at present, so I’m unlikely to see him around, which was a shame, as I wanted to thank him for my recent referral. 

      Who the hell went ‘hunting’ these days anyhow? I could definitely envisage him and Colin, in full dressage, astride a horse. Colin would ride anything, given half a chance.

     Heading up to the Honeymoon Suite, the noise from power tools, growing more deafening as I near, I smooth my hands down my tailored crop suit pants. I’d made an effort today – to make myself feel better, I tell myself, but it was hardly site-wear. My Reiss black suit with fitted blazer was always a staple in my wardrobe and I’d paired it with a blush, barely there, silk blouse, huge vintage statement necklace and nude stilettos. My hair was pulled back into a high ponytail and make-up kept simple, with smoky eyes and nude lips; my glasses perched schoolteacher-like on my nose – hopefully they’d help me appear more in control that I am at the moment.

     At the imposing and elaborate double doors, I pause, take a breath and enter. The site that hits me is chaotic. Workmen littered the room, calling out orders, moving materials and generally getting busy – that’s what I liked to see. I take a moment to get a feeling for the general state of affairs. Things were certainly starting to come together. I could see past the mess, grime and dust – I’d done it a million times. All I could envisage was the end product; the big picture. It wouldn’t be long before the carpets were going down. 

     I smile at one of the workers I’d met at the start of the job as he shyly nods at me, his mask in place. Danny was it? I can see two guys struggling with a chunk of heavy and intricate moulding, presumably produced and ready to be slotted into the corner of the immense suite’s ceiling, to fix the gap that currently exists. The fireplace is in and looks beautiful and bloody huge - all matt black and brushed pewter – just what I’d hoped for but the Italian marble fire surround is not there; I make a mental note to clarify its whereabouts. Nathan’s joinery is now in place, along the wall that houses the large Georgian windows and a wall-to-wall seating box rests there, like it had been for decades. But the bed is the piece de résistance. It was everything I’d dreamed of and more and once the fabric and curtains adorned it, the result would be majestic. I look up at the ceiling and can see that the cracks and water damage from earlier years had been repaired and re-plastered and the decorative ornate cornicing all touched up. They really had cracked on the past few days. I loved this part when you could see your baby start to take its first steps. The Silver Construction team, were nothing if not reliable and trustworthy – obviously not traits picked-up from their Boss.

     “You came.”

    I startle at the sound of a deep resonating voice behind me. I know that voice, would know it anywhere, it cloaks me in a thousand different emotions all at once - making me tremble deliciously and putting the fear of God in me for my sanity. 

     Shit! 

     Oh. My. God. What is he doing here? 

     I purposely made this appointment with Nathan, so I could avoid him.

     My feet are like lead and I can’t turn around. I’m totally unprepared for this - it’s too soon - I can’t see him now. Maybe if I just ignore him he’ll go away? Yeah right. I mentally compose myself, inhale through my nose and out through my mouth, Pilates style, whilst silently counting to three and put both hands in my trouser pockets, to appear hopefully blasé but mainly so that he can’t see them shaking uncontrollably. I then turn to face the man I haven’t seen in eight long drawn-out days. 

     The man I’m not sure I can ever look at the same again.  

     “Where’s Nathan?” 

     The words fall from my lips before I’ve met his eyes. I can’t bring myself to look at him - if I do I’ll break. Deep breaths; deep breaths. Instead I focus on his black Jeffrey West shoes - he always did have good taste.

     “He’s on another job. I said I’d cover for him.” 

     Ahh that voice…

    “He only booked this meeting with me an hour ago - what other job?” I add unconvinced, my voice rising in volume by the second and noticing Sebastian’s brows rise in surprise, I tone it down a notch. “Well if he’s not available… suddenly - although I find that hard to swallow - I’ll come back then - to go through the plans, another time.”

     I can’t be here anymore. This was just way too difficult.

     “Don’t leave.”

     Those two simple pleading words anchor me and I close my eyes in angst. I can’t do this, won’t do this. I’m not prepared, not ready - my skin is crying out for his touch, every disloyal body part reacting to his voice, his scent; his heat.

     “Please don’t go, Lu,” he sighs. 

      I look up at this. His voice has changed – seems softer and his gorgeous face implores me to do as he asks. His brown eyes hooded, their colour deepening to dark chocolate, his strong jaw tense and sensual mouth full of promise.

     Finally I see him - actually look at him.

      I allow myself one quick glimpse. It’s pure torture. 

     Fuck he looks hot. Dressed in a navy three-piece pinstripe suit, with pale pink shirt and tie. All clean and sexy with such pure masculinity - he looks expensive. I unknowingly lick my lips in appreciation and instantly berate my weakness, straightening my back and presenting, what I hoped was a business-like manner. The fact that his dark assessing bedroom eyes have swirled to liquorice and are watching my every move, perusing every part of my body - is unnerving and beyond irritating. He doesn’t have that right anymore. Shaking my head to frame myself, I mutter.

     “I can’t do this. Not now.” I’m not sure ever.  

     I make a move towards the doorway. Getting over the threshold to safety is my only goal now but his hand grabs my elbow and I spin at the spark emanating from that small physical contact - my arm literally burns at his touch, every nerve ending on fire.

    “We need to talk.”

     I hear the sarcastic sneer in my voice brewing before it erupts. 

Really? That was the card he was going to play? Change the fucking record mate.

    With all the strength I have left, I tug forcefully on his grip to break free but his grasp only tightens and looking around I can see workmen beginning to stop and focus upon our odd behaviour. I stop yanking immediately and through gritted teeth I spit out, “Not here!”

     He drops his hand immediately and I draw my arm protectively to my chest. All the pent up hurt and betrayal has given way to pure anger and I’m ready to blow.

     “Come with me.” 

     Sebastian is past me and at the doors in a few long strides and holds one open for me, twisting his body to beckon me. I am rooted to the spot and do not move. I just watch him. The utter arrogance of this man, to turn up announced, demanding and unwanted. I watch his mouth, determined but soft, his teeth lightly grazing his bottom lip, as he waits, pondering my every move. His eyes implore me. “Please.” 

     The polite request is unexpected and as he beckons again with his outstretched hand I nod my acceptance, and take one tentative step after the other towards him, feeling his palm mould to the small of my back, as I pass through. The flinch is a knee-jerk reaction to being touched by someone who hurt me and I sense it has the same painful effect on him, as he drops his hand immediately. Good! He’d got me out of the Suite but after this I couldn’t promise anything.

     I follow his retreating form in silence, annoyed as my eyes are transfixed on his broad shoulders and sexy walk, not sure where we are going or why I didn’t just head downstairs, out the entrance and into the safety of my car. Deep down I knew I needed some answers and if now had to be the time, then so be it. I couldn’t take any more flowers, or messages and maybe this would wipe the slate clean for work? 

	He slows at the end of the corridor, turns a sharp left and removes a card from his inner jacket pocket. It’s only as he inserts it quickly into the control pad, on the door in front of us that I realize we are entering another bedroom. I have a brief flashback to another time, at Scarlet House, as I entered Room 22 with Sebastian waiting on the other side for me. That night was the most incredible night of my life. I can’t go into another hotel room with him.

     I all but, laugh. “I’m not going in there with you. No bloody way!” 

      I can feel panic begin to rise within me. Who did this guy think he was?

     “Just for a moment Lu. I need to explain.”

     “In a room! With a bed! Only the great Sebastian Silver would need a bed at the ready to explain himself out of a hole.” God I sound bitter.

     His face remains impassive and calmly he responds. “I need to explain and I can’t do that in a room full of my employees and I’m not discussing our private life in a corridor or hotel bar.”

     Fair point, I rapidly concede to myself, and looking up into his serious black eyes I nod. “You have ten minutes.”

     “Thank you.”

      God, I’m tense as we enter what is presumably one of the larger Ashton Suites. It was luxurious, if a little dated and I could see this being one of the next on my list of design makeovers. I cross over towards the window and seating area, putting the Queen-sized bed between us for safety and cross my arms in defiance. Memories of that forbidden night, in Room 22, come flooding back to tease me mercilessly - him between my thighs, rubbing strawberries into my pussy, fucking me from behind, whilst we watched ourselves in the huge gilt mirror. Get a grip!

     “Well? You’ve manipulated the situation once again, to get me here. I’m here?” I raise a brow in question, determined to stand my ground.

     He drops his head and taking a deep breath, rolls his lips. “There was no other way. You wouldn’t answer my calls.”

      We stand in silence and I try not to fidget to ease the uncomfortable moment. His eyes are sad as he finally speaks. Upon closer inspection he looks tired and little gaunt. Hopefully that meant he’d slept as little as I had since Sunday morning. Serves him right.

     “I never meant to hurt you Lu.” 

     Fucking Arsehole. Seriously – what does that even mean? 

     I can’t reply, I’m too angry. The man has a bloody girlfriend, he neglected to inform me of and he’s saying he never meant to hurt me – his best friend.

     “Say something? Anything?”

     “What do you want me to say, Sebastian? Hmmm? That you broke my heart – that you didn’t fight for us – that I feel stupid – that you played me – that I always knew it would end like this - that I hate you?”

     His gaze is hypnotic as he watches me fall apart. My grief, spilling out, I bare myself to him again, emotionally. The last four words make him flinch and I take pleasure in the fact that I’ve finally pierced his cold-cheating heart. Narcissistic prick - Sebastian loved to be loved.

     “The list is endless and for you to say we need to talk, for fuck’s sake, that’s all you’ve ever said and we obviously never did enough of it, or I’d have know you had a secret girlfriend - Ray. Where is the lovely Ray by the way?”

     He turns and frustrated runs his hands over his head, taking a deep breath. Facing me again he clearly reprimands, “Don’t be bitchy, Lu it doesn’t suit you. Ray is gone. Ray is not my girlfriend and Ray was never worth mentioning.”

     Bastard!

     I bite my lip so hard I flinch in pain to stop myself from saying something I’ll regret and cover my face in my hands. It’s whilst I hide behind them, I sense his body next to mine – his scent surrounds me, all lemony, vanilla and musk.

    “Please, baby. Let me explain properly. I know I’ve made a complete cock-up of things so far but I’m telling you now, I’m not with anyone.”

     My throat tightens at his familiar use of the B word and I can feel my eyes begin to well. Don’t be nice. I’ll cave if you play the Gentleman card. 

I want to believe him so badly. This is Sebastian, my best friend. I don’t speak but step backwards until I hit the wall, and slide down it to sit upon the thickly carpeted floor. Then I wait, hoping my deafening silence will encourage him to spill.  

     Sebastian chooses to take a seat on the edge of the bed in front of me, braces both arms on the mattress, either side of him and regards me closely. With furrowed brows he begins. 

     “I met Rachel in Dubai a few weeks after we’d landed there, to begin the Jannah Hotel project. She and her cabin crew were staying in the same hotel as us, when they had layovers. We met in the bar one night, got chatting and one thing lead to another.”

     My eyes narrow; of course they did Seb. Don’t they always with you.

    He continues, despite my obvious contempt. “That’s all it was and as they stayed over in the same hotel, each time they were in Dubai, we kind of became…

     “Fuck buddies!” I throw out, finishing his sentence for him, instantly wishing I’d kept silent.

     “Actually I was going to say mates who have sex once in a while.”  His eyes bore into mine.

    “Rather like you and me then?” 

     He watches me carefully and moistens his lips, his jaw tense. “Don’t compare what you and I have, to this, Lu.” 

     “Why not? We were monogamous whilst we were together, wasn’t that what you said? – mates who shag.” 

     The bitterness in my voice is not attractive and I’m fast falling into the black ugly hole of no return. I need to get out of there before I become the jealous bitch that only seems to raise her head where he is concerned. Seb stands to pace, removing his jacket in the process, and laying it on a nearby chair, stopping to face the door.

     Oh no, don’t get comfy - Just open it and go. Leave... Please. 

     But he looks at me, considering my face and adds. “Over the months, we kind of became more mates than anything else. Her crew would mix with my crew and we’d have a laugh and parties – it was something to do after working hard in a foreign country, with fellow Brits. Then her flight schedule changed slightly and I was busy with the finishing touches of the project. We kinda drifted. We really were never a couple, Lu. We just hooked up when we were in the same place.” 

	He rubs his head again. “She stayed over in Dubai, a week before I came home to the UK and we had a drunken night together – the first in a long-time. It was never my intention to let it get that far, as I didn’t want to lead her on - if I’m honest I’d grown bored of her…”

    	I raise my eyebrows at this. He grows bored of every woman after a few minutes - me included.

     “… but the next morning, she’d gone to the airport early and I awoke to a note, saying, ‘One of these days I’ll have to take you up on your offer’ I didn’t have a clue what she meant, so I just ignored it. We never called each other; I mean she texted me a few times but that was it, so I never heard from her again, until...” 

     “Sunday.” I conclude for him quietly.

	“Sunday,” he repeats with a light smile.

	He slides down the bed until his outstretched legs rest daringly close to mine and moves to take my hand in his but I withdraw and watch as his face crumples. “I promise, Lu – when I came home and you and I started things, I was single. I am single.”

	I continue to bite my lip. His story is definitely compelling and he could win an Oscar for the way he’d enacted it. God I so want to believe him but why had he let me leave? 

	“Why didn’t you fight for us that morning?” My voice is a whisper and I swallow hard, desperate to hear his answer but pained that it will devastate me.

	“Honestly? I didn’t know what to say. The woman was there, with suitcases, kissing me and calling herself, my girlfriend and all I could see, was you crumbling at my supposed indiscretion and I couldn’t fucking blame you. I deserved to be walked out on.”

	“But if you didn’t do it?” I’m aware I don’t sound convinced.

	“After the shit with Toni, only the night before - now Ray - I just thought you deserved better. It all happened so fast and your history with Niall, that cheating ex-bastard, I felt lousy - you deserved better than me - you still deserve better than me.”

	Now that got my goat. The anger bubbles and threatens to boil over again. 

    “What the fuck? I do deserve better, but surely it’s up to me to decide that, not you for once? You should have defended me, introduced me, given us a chance. Now it’s too late. Now we’re done!”

	He bows his head, with no forthcoming answer, so I brave myself and continue desperate to say the words I’ve felt within me the past few days. 

     “I thought I had something with you. You were my best-friend, Sebastian – I… loved you.” The emotion is thick and clouding the room, my judgment and hot cloudy liquid fills my vision. Oh God don’t cry girl. “I can’t do this, Sebastian. I thought I could…. it’s over. Well it never really began did it? But thank fuck we never got serious eh?” I make to stand, a single tear trickles down my cheek and in that instant he’s at my side.

	“I was your best-friend?” He moves and catches the tear before it reaches my chin and I shiver at his touch. “You loved me?”

	“Please don’t…” I moan as I feel his lips at the place where my tear had fallen.

	“Let me, Lu… I need to make this right. I can’t be away from you anymore. It’s not right. I can’t function without you near. I’m broken without you… without your touch, your body, our friendship.”

	These words still me, they sound foreign on his lips but I understand them completely. It’s exactly how I feel. Looking up into his eyes, I ask the question I’ve pondered on since Sunday. “Where is Ray now?”

	“She’s on a plane somewhere - I don’t know and I don’t bloody care!”

	 “When did she leave?”

	“Nathan took her to the airport on Sunday - 15 minutes after you left.”

	“She’s gone?”

	“She’s gone.” He smiles softly at me - I can see the worry in his eyes.

	“Toni did this to us, you know. She’s a total bitch - she played a corker and you did naff all to rectify it!” My bottom lip trembles again, the tears increase and slither over my cheeks. 

	“I know, baby. CRAP!” he yells into the room in anger scraping his hand crudely across his head in exasperation. “Revenge is sweet – but let ours be so much sweeter – don’t let her break us. What this has made me realise is that this is YOU AND ME. We’re not some fling, some proposition or brief affair – we’re serious, for keeps Little One. The proposition may have got us to open our eyes at last but now we can have it all! I ache for you – need you, want you, like no other before you and I can’t live without you. Don’t shut me out. I’ve been a total dick for not standing up for us. Please give me a second chance? I miss you, I miss what we had.”

	“We had nothing, just friendship and a recent proposition for you to service me.”

	“You don’t mean that - it was amazing - monumental.”

	“We had good sex.” God I sound cold

	“Don’t say that. You don’t mean that. It was special.”

	“Bullshit! You don’t know what special is – now there’s something you can’t have and of course YOU want it - poor Sebastian is not getting his own way.” My voice is bitter and nasty and I dislike myself more with every word - I thought they would make me feel better, more empowered but I’m fast feeling worse, and cheaper by the second.

	“Don’t say that, Lu.” He repeats, his liquorice blacks willing me to retain eye contact with him. My mind is full of his words, but I can’t bring myself to concede. What he’s telling me just isn’t enough. I need more. I need to know he feels the same way I do. I’ve bared my soul, told him I loved him but he’d never repeated the words back to me. But like the mind reader he is, he rectifies that and changes everything with five words - five momentous words. His face crumples, the sheer devastation clear on his beautiful face as he watches me for my reaction. 

	“I fucking adore you, Lucia.”

	I hear my breath hitch, emotion welling in my throat. He’d nearly said it - Surely that means enough? 

	“I adore you so much. You’re the only woman I’ve ever wanted to make love to and then laugh with. Let me show you, baby.”

	What do I do now for fucks sake? This is what I’d wanted wasn’t it? I’d needed to hear him explain things clearly and tell me he’d been going crazy without me? You love him, Lu? Is it really worth putting yourself through all this pain when you know deep-down that your destiny is with this man? 	

*****
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		I’m not sure who moves first but in a split-second, my lips are crushed against his. I have to have contact with him; some form of contact, even if it goes against every fibre of my being. The torture of not being able to touch him, when he is so near, is agony. I can taste the salt of my tears on his mouth and feel the desperation between us, and the urgency to connect. He draws me to a standing position and crushes me to his body, wrapping his arms around me so tightly I can barely breathe. I understand his need to be close though, so close that we are nearly joined; so close that his heart beats against mine and I’m not sure whose pulse it is throbbing manically.

     “God I’ve missed you, lady.”

     I feel his palms on either side of my head and I raise my own hands to his, cupping them as we passionately kiss, tonguing each-other, bashing our lips against one another, lust-filled and desperate, full of bottled-up frustration and eagerness. I rub my core into his erection and groan at the constricting layers between us. Seb understands my annoyance and slides my jacket down over my arms, letting it drop to the floor, then splays his large palms possessively across my back, lightly tracing my spine, through the transparent fabric there.

     “See-through silk. Fuck me.”

     I wantonly tilt my head back so he can kiss my neck, and view my breasts through the material better and gasp as he licks a wet trail from my collarbone, around the huge statement necklace and up to my chin, before claiming my swollen mouth in his once again. I feel his hands slowly unbuttoning my blouse and assist him by shrugging out of it; the clasp of my bra clicks as it’s released and that follows and his roughened hands skim the side of each breast, before lightly brushing over my razor sharp nipples.

     “And I’ve missed these. Mine. Only for me.” He moans, before dipping his head to claim one needy nipple, then other, with his tongue then his mouth, suckling, whilst looking up at me, willing me to hold his gaze and watch him adore my body. The moment is so carnal and incredibly sexy, but I’m too keen to feel him on me, and in me and move to assist him in the removal of his waistcoat, shirt and tie, the sensation of the fabric rubbing against my nipples, is bliss. I sigh, as at last we are both naked from the waist up. His breathing is laboured.

     “I’m so fucking sorry, Lu.”

     Resting his head against my belly, his arms around my waist and I look down at his familiar handsome face. The passion within his eyes bores through me, begging me to believe him - filled with adoration and just seeing my own feelings reflected there makes my heart constrict with emotion. I melt. I want to believe him so badly but I’m not ready to do that yet. The internal conflict is torture - I want him, desperately. No, I need him. This is Sebastian the friend and man I’ve known for ten years, after all. I have to remind myself of that fact.

     My body is disloyal to my mind; delicious fizzles cover my skin, winning out to my over analytical mind and with a split-second decision I choose to encourage his path, watching his pink tongue travel a wet lapping journey along my waistband. As his fingers free my buttons and zip, drawing the trousers over my hips, his tongue continues dipping towards my cream lace thong. His hands grab my backside, pushing me into his face and I arch on a moan, then react, as I feel him push me backwards to sit upon the deep windowsill, one leg hooked over his shoulder for better access and the lace panties as they roll down one leg, stretch to slip over my foot and slip down the other shin - I kick them off with a flick of my turquoise shellac toenails - where they land I don’t care anymore - my desperation to be bare for him is frenzied.

     The curtains are still open and as I glance over my shoulder, I can see guests milling below, in the tea garden, whilst two stories up, I’m naked and being feasted upon by the most delicious of men. The moment is indulgent and damn right saucy. I’d like to flip over and have him do me from behind whilst I people watched, my tits bobbing, palms pressed to the window panes, whilst he banged into me hard from behind. 

     I arch again as I feel his tongue lave over my folds, suckling my lips, labia and delicate surrounding skin before returning full throttle to my most needy part. His mouth sucks upon my pulsating clit before he inserts a finger inside me and lifting my second thigh to wrap around his neck, like the figure eight, I lie backwards, rocking myself into his wet fuckable mouth to meet his firm fuckable finger thrusts and clench automatically as one of those fingers slips down towards my behind, gently massaging my perineum. One swoop up and over my clit, with firmer circular rhythm is my undoing and I shatter around him. My body starved of orgasm for only a week but desperate to be reunited with Mr. Silver’s magic fingers, tongue, cock. 

     Ahh his cock! I lick my lips in expectation as I feel the cool air hit my pussy, his mouth leaving me. He carefully slides one leg, then the other back to the floor, steadying me there until my legs stop shaking. I’m drawn up into his body and pull back, as he deftly removes the remainder of his clothing - enfolding me into his strength again. His ripped abdomen is hard against my soft curved one, the hairs on his chest creating ripples of pleasures across my nipples, as they lightly scrape across them.

      “You’re so beautiful and there’s only you.”

      His hands grasp my head, imprisoning me and forcing me to stare into his blackened orbs. God he is sexy - his cock jutting and searching against my stomach. We watch one another, the world passing around our naked forms, the quiet all consuming, the moment magnetic, before losing ourselves in a kiss so full of passion, I feel tears in my eyes and my core clenches, desperate to have him inside me. My lips are bruised, my skin aches to be touched, everywhere - the nagging voice in my head, panics me slightly as I consider fleetingly, ‘should I be doing this?’ but it’s forgotten as I he spins me to face the window.

     His arms draw me into his body, lips leaving a wet trail along my shoulder, making me shiver in anticipation as his cock searches at my back. Instinctively, I brace both palms on either side of the floor-length Georgian window in front of us and arch my behind. Seb’s hand anchors my hips and I hear his fumbles with contraception behind me, before the tip of his cock, searches at my moist entrance. His other hand reaches around to cup my breast and elongate my nipple, pinching it hard. I look down into the courtyard below; people are still mingling there, oblivious to what’s occurring a few floors above. They would only need to glance up and they’d have a full frontal of me naked being fucked by Sebastian, tits banging and pussy, in full view – basically my original fantasy. It only turns me on more. I’m angry, at myself, Toni, him, the situation but the more Sebastian claims me, the lighter I begin to feel, and the more forgiving I become.

     I need him in me, filling me – fucking me- branding me and he doesn’t disappoint as he thrusts inside me, allowing me to adjust to his size before withdrawing almost entirely, and then forcefully pounding into me again. My body sheathing him tightly in with my juices and his hot breath in my ear, his tongue licks gingerly at my lobe before huskily whispering into it. 

     “I’m back where I belong and I’m not leaving again in a hurry.”

     I push back onto him as he crudely takes me from behind. This isn’t gentle, its angry, passionate and torturous all in one and we both demand it. I feel his body begin to tense and his fingers curl around my pelvis to lock onto my clit, pushing back my folds and forcing my nub out to the air, before flicking a pad back and forth in time to his banging demands. The friction created is fucking amazing and I cry out as I come within seconds, feeling his cock twitch as his semen spurts inside me, in strong spasms, as he strokes my breasts together, kissing my neck at the same time as he groans.

     “Fuck …baby… only…you!”

     I unhook the tieback and let the curtain swish closed before turning in his arms to face him, then I kiss the side of his jaw, his two-day stubble scratching against my soft cheek, and sigh, inhaling his intoxicating scent. He rapidly swoops in, sliding his tongue inside and draws me into his body further. The heat is there, intensifying with each stroke of his tongue and each suck of our lips; building already. I was right; the burn never seems to dissipate between us – it’s never enough – sweet sexual satisfaction that I don’t ever want to end. 

     As if he’s read my mind we part and he leads me towards the bathroom. “Let’s freshen up and you and I are back in that bed. That was desperate sex, now I’m going to make love to you… and take my sweet fucking time!”

     The control is back in his husky voice but on a level that is sexy and exciting – dominating yet I know that his black bedroom eyes, question my approval. Finally he gets it. Demand everything from me - yes - just ask my approval first. I love this side to him; have only seen it a few times and crave more of it. I feel privy to a secret club with virtually no members. 

     Why couldn’t he always show his emotions like this? 

Because he wouldn’t be Sebastian Silver – the man you love like no other. Alpha, authoritative and yes sometimes a frigging arsehole! Because if he was asking you nicely, you’d still be just friends and you’re not sure how you went a decade without jumping him!

     We head to the bathroom, unclothed but I’m not aware of my nakedness as I hold his hand, until we hit the en-suite, where I grab a towel and wrap it around me, cocooning me from his virility. 

     “I’ll just be a minute I need to wee.”

     I nip to the loo, whilst he disposes of the condom, tying a knot in it and heading back into the room, to bin it. I can hear him, striding outside.

     “You done yet?”

     “Mmm hmmm. You can come in now.”

     He doesn’t care about my presence as he arrogantly pees into the toilet, and I’m surprised by my reaction to it. Viewing his body in all its finery at this angle, it’s both intimate and manly. Like we’ve stepped forward into the next part of whatever we are? I can’t think about that now - I’m still questioning my decision to be here.

     A quick flush and I watch him wash those sexy hands and fill the sink, dousing a small towel in warm water - his muscles ripple across his back, the strength there fluid and graceful, whilst he squeezes out the excess, before kneeling at my feet and placing the towel between my thighs.  The warmth is welcome as his eyes hold mine throughout, pouring his emotions into me, so gentle in his touch I can see and sense his feelings for me. He cleanses me before planting a kiss on my belly, rinses the cloth, before washing himself quickly. We catch one another’s eyes in the mirror over the sink, and I lick my lips. He is the most beautiful specimen; all hard ripped and all-man and that behind! I feel the flush creep over my face, embarrassed at my open approval of his body.

     “Don’t be ashamed of perusing me, lady - I like that I make your nipples swell and darken, and your lips pout and those eyes - the way they change from green, to lime, to amber - it makes me rock hard.” He leans both forearms onto the marble sink, all the while his liquorice blacks boring into mine through the reflection daring me to look down. I manage a couple of seconds before caving. My eyes drop to his groin, where his cock is solid and ready…again! Jesus! Was this soldier never at ease?

     “Come let me show you how I’ve missed you, baby - how I feel about you. How you make me want to stay buried inside of you and never leave; how sorry I am.”

     I allow myself to be led back to the bed, enfolded within his arms and kissed until my breath is not my own. I understand that for Sebastian sex is our last step back to one another - no matter how many obstacles we meet, we can always find one another in bed. No matter how much my brain is fighting my emotions right now, I can’t deny that this man has to be part of my future in some form.

     I believe him.

     My hands are clasped in his, his long masculine fingers, linking tightly with mine, as we continue our onslaught of punishing kisses. His smell is intoxicating as I push my breasts into his chest, desperate to create friction from the light coating of hair there, against my taut nipples.

     “Stop fighting it, baby. Just lie back and let me worship you.” 

     Not a fucking chance. I am no 1950’s housewife and I twist in annoyance to try and release one of my hands. His chuckle is irritatingly sexy.

     “Never one to take orders. Seriously, darling, there’s a time for rough…” His fingers rake up my thigh. “… And there’s a time for play. Now its all about the agonisingly slow…”

     I throw my head back on that last word, my neck stretched out as he runs his palm softly along it. My body quivers at his delicate touch. I can feel his breath on my lips. Kiss me.

     “Does this feel good?” Oh God yes!

     My moan satisfies his questions as he dips his head to my breast, adoring and caressing it until every nerve ending in my nipple has come alive and is sending electric currents to my core. I feel myself grow wet. That is all it takes with him.

     Our combined deep breaths are desperate and our eyes fly to meet one another. I cup his face drawing him into me. We brush our lips, dipping inside, teasing.

     “I’ve missed you so much - you have no idea how much I’ve been going out of my mind these past few days.”

     We hold each other, staring; liquorice black into lime, the moment so deep I feel like I can see inside his soul. I believe him.

     “I missed you too.”

 	He brushes a tendril away from my cheek, his knuckle rough against my soft skin. I can feel his rock-hard cock pressing against my abdomen and wiggle delicately to adjust him; to force him lower to fit within my open V.

     “You and I need some time together, baby.” 

      He plants pecks across my cheek, down onto my shoulder and back to my needy breasts and on a sigh I whisper, “I know.” I want to be with him all day, every day.

     Gazing up at me he smiles seductively. “Give me some time and I’ll arrange it.” Then thrusts his tongue deep within my mouth, wrapping his fingers in my hair and curling me into his body. I open myself, and my body, to this difficult, complicated, wonderful man and moan in rapture as I feel him slip inside me. Then the moment changes as he plunges into me, slow slow, hard, slow slow hard, then faster and faster, as I match his rhythm, desperate to meet his demands and reach my own end goal. I can’t think of anything but him and the connection we are sharing together. The feeling of him inside me is more than intimate, I feel like he is touching my very essence and can’t control the single tear that escapes and trickles down the side of my face.

     “I love you.” I love you. Always.

      “You and me - together again at last.”

*****




	“You’re very quiet, lady - everything ok?” 

	I’m snuggled into Sebastian’s chest, tracing patterns across the light dusting of hair there, whilst staring into space, my mind clogged with total head-fuck. I’ve been quiet as a mouse since we’d settled down after our third sex session. “I’m fine.” I lie openly.

	“Ah, the old I’m fine line. I really am up shit creek without a paddle then.” 

	My heart squeezes tighter and I know if I don’t get out of this room soon, I’ll cry. Today had been amazing and I truly believed everything he’d explained to me about the party but I still couldn’t relax. I’d fallen too deep, too fast and he hadn’t - either that or he hadn’t caught up to my pace. I’m left with the decision to go with my gut and appease my sexual cravings or walk away, fences mended and bodies satisfied.

	“Hey? Lulu?” He lifts my chin and holds it there, imprisoning me to his locked eyes. “Talk to me.”

	I sigh, releasing the breath I’ve been holding and pull away from him, pushing myself up to lean against the headboard, drawing the sheets to cover my modesty.

	“Leave the sheet! I love your body - I’ve missed your tits.”

	I pull the sheet tighter in defiance and his teeth flash at my stubbornness, which drags a smirk from me and causes my nipples to pucker, hardening through the white sheet. His eyes immediately drop to them. “Hello you two?”

	“I’d better get dressed. I’ve tons to do to ready this place for Saturday’s soiree. I’m supposed to be decorating the rooms not stripping in them.” I turn away and locate my panties on the carpet next to me, slip them on and leave the warmth of the bed. I can feel his gaze all over my body as I dress with my back to him, and I feel myself dampen at the though of him lying naked, waiting and watching me. I can’t turn round - if I did I’d never get dressed again.

	“Lu, baby talk to me.”

	Ok here goes. “So what about the rules - how do we play this from hereon out?”




*****
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	“What rules?”

	“The FBR’s - where do we go from here?”

	I can feel her beginning to retract, back into her shell, now that she’s slipped from the bed and nearly fully clothed. Back to normality I suppose, whatever that is? Normal is not a word I would ever use in conjunction with our fucking. There is no bastard way that she is going to erect those barriers between us again, not if I want to prove to her that she can trust me. Not if I want to continue whatever good thing we have going. I can tell she is scared and so am I. 

	If I’m honest I’m scared shitless!

	I  don’t really know how I feel other than I can’t spend another week like the last one; it had been torture. We need the full month together, as we agreed to get whatever itch we have out of our systems and then we can see where we are. 

	Even though you know she loves you? Even though you know it will never be enough - you dick. 

	I’m not sure she does love me yet - not fully? I think she loves what I’ve drawn from her body, what we’ve shared together; that I’ve made her feel like a woman and allowed her to be herself. That prick she’d been sleeping with for the past ten years had not given a toss about her pleasure and I have shown her how it can really be with a real man. That luscious body of hers had been wasted for a decade - it was fucking travesty.

	Do you really believe that she’s not in love with you? Really? If so, you’re a complete and utter knob and you don’t deserve her, my inner voice screams at me. I don’t want to hear it. Love is not something I’ve ever been in and it scares the hell out of me. When I do something, I do it right, or not at all and there was a child to think about here, Finn.

	“You agreed to one month when you propositioned me.” I’m determined that she’ll give me that without argument.

	“That was over two weeks ago?”

	“The way I see it is we need to finish what we started and yes, you’re right that was two weeks ago, but one of them I was locked out of your life, your bed and your pretty little panties, love.”

	“You know why - there was no way I’d have had you near me after what happened with Ray.” 

	“I understand the why’s but now I’m changing the agreement.”

	“Just like that?” her green eyes flash with annoyance.

	“Just like that. You owe it to me, Lu; to us. We’ve only had a week to experience sex and friendship. You asked me to release your desires and to awaken you. How the fuck am I supposed to do that in one week? I’m not a magician. Although some have said that…” 

	Lu snorts inelegantly before launching a pillow at me.

	There she is… that drew a small smirk from her full lips. I still have her attention. “ Look, have I broken that deal to date?”

	”No.”

	“Have I not given you pleasure like you’ve never experienced before - made you scream my name out loud as you come over my face?”

	“Yes.” Her voice is a whisper and I register her endearing blush. 

	“Fuck, Lu. You’ve changed me! This may have started out like a proposition that suited your needs but believe me its pleasuring mine too. I’ve never amalgamated friendship and sex before in a relationship and believe me, its an unfamiliar practice but a refreshing one. You’re awakening me in the art of dating - you know me, long-term dating’s never been my style.”

	“So its a win win.” She hides her face and I see a glimpse of hurt. 

	My heart is pounding in panic, I’m fucking things up here, again - I know Lucia and if I push her too hard she’ll back into a corner and we’ll be back to square one and right now all I want to do is bury myself inside her sweet pussy again. “No, we have no choice in the matter. But you will give me the week you took from me. We therefore have three weeks before we decide what to do.”

	‘No other rules in addition to this?”

	“No.”

	She nods in acceptance of my terms. Thank fuck for that. The thought of another week, like the one I’d just spent, without her was unthinkable. 

	“Lu?”

	“Yes?” She turns to grab her jacket as I make my way over to her, naked, cock hard and searching and I see her eyes cloud with desire.

	“You can’t leave until we’ve sealed the deal beautiful.” I bite gently on the soft flesh at her shoulder, inhaling her Lulu scent and hear her moan. It makes my balls tighten and I reach around to grab both her breasts as she leans back into me, teasing each nipple until they’re as hard as granite.

	“Seb? I can’t…”

	“Ssh.”

	“Seriously, I can’t, I have to go.”

	I push my cock into her behind so she can feel what she does to me. “This is what you do? I’m a walking hard-on - like a fifteen year old boy. I just can’t get enough of you and the thought of you leaving without me getting you off one last time is sacrilege but ok, if you need to get back to work I’ll understand. I won’t lick a trail up your inner thigh, then delve inside you and up and over your clit, whilst you suck my cock and we milk each other dry.”

	I feel her legs tremble but rather than continue, I plant a kiss across her cheek and walk away, grabbing my boxers en route. I’m sitting on the edge of the bed with my back to her, when I hear her husky voice speak for the first time in minutes. “Wait! Leave them.”

	Turning around, my breath leaves my body as I find her gloriously naked, vulnerable and waiting and once again open for me - her hand tapping her neat little pussy. 

	“Come, Mr Silver, if you’d just like to put your signature, right here.”




*****
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			As I head into work, my phone vibrates in my bag and finally locating it in the ashtray that it was, I see Abby’s face lighting up my screen.

     “Morning you, bit early for FaceTiming isn’t it?” We hardly ever FaceTime each other?	

     “Oh - I pressed it by accident.”	

     Hmmpph – yeah right, she was checking up on my appearance since seeing Sebastian, for sure.

     “No red swollen eyes. Glow is back. You look good, I take it everything went Ok yesterday?”	

     “I take it you knew all about Nathan and Sebastian setting me up yesterday?” I put my best schoolteacher voice on; in complete disapproval of the way they went about it.	

     “I’m sorry, Lu, but you wouldn’t see reason. You needed to let him explain. He’d spoken to Na & I, and once I heard his side of things, I knew you needed to give him a chance. It’s only cos I love ya!”

     I smirk at the last line. “I know but I was seriously pissed at the time. But you’re right - it pushed us to sort through things though, I suppose.”

     “It’s me, babe, I can see for myself that he gave you a good sorting.”

      Her words put doubts into my mind. Maybe I relented too quickly? Crap! I won’t be keeping it to myself for as long as I’d like then. She could read me like a kindle. “I don’t know what you mean.”

	“Hmmm. OK - have it your way but a glass of wine or three tonight will get it out of you. I take you have made up though, properly?”

	“Yes.”

	“Good.” Hey? I thought she’d be fuming that I’d caved so quickly.

	“Yes it’s about time. Seb fucked up there’s no doubt about it, but anyone can see that you and he are meant to be together.”

 	“Look, Abs, everything Ok your end? I’ve just landed at work, so need to ring off and unlock and oh shit! I can see Leo making his way over.” 

     My heart sinks. “Ooh lucky you – fine I’ll let you go – all good my end but I want plenty of details about last night; fancy a night in with Pizza and a movie?”

	 “Sounds great, Abs. You are a good egg aren’t you?”

	 “What?”

	 “Looking out for me.”

	 “I’m doing nothing of the sort. Its purely for selfish reasons as I want to ask your advice about a few things.”

	 “Oh?” I can sense something in her usually cheer tone.

	 “We’ll talk later. I have news.

	 “Alright, Little Miss Meddler. Better go - see you at mine, say 7pm?”

	 “Fab. I’ll bring the wine and we’ll order from Aldo’s.”




*****




	I end the call on a smirk and make my way as fast as possible in heels through the foyer of my work building. If I can just get into the lift pronto, I think I’ll miss Leo Peterson my accountant and bank manager. Pressing the button, I wait and am about to head for the stairwell, when I hear his shoes clipping on the polished tiled floor behind me.

     “Lucia, good morning. I’m so glad I caught you.”

	My shoulders stoop instantaneously and I fix a smile across my lips. “Leo, good morning to you too. What can I do for you?”

	“Well, I’ve been trying to get in touch with you for the past week or so now, about completing your books for the last quarter. I do hope you are well again?”	

     Jackie must have informed him I was ill in my absence, bless her. I make a mental note to thank her for her quick thinking. “I’m fine thanks, Leo just extremely busy but I have done the majority of the paperwork required on the accounts in question and I can have those ready for you some time in the next few weeks.” The lift pings and I step in, and watch as he joins me. Crap, he would want to go through things now. “I’m afraid I don’t have the time this morning to go through much with you.”

	“Not at all, I thought I’d come up for a coffee whilst I was in the building and we could just check you are on track to meet your loan commitments.”

	There we go the shutters have gone down but his lasso hold has wrapped itself around me tightly. Whenever he wanted to push to go through things, he played the ‘loan card’. I smile politely back at his friendly but plain face, and wonder what I was thinking to ever consider dating a man such as this – he was so wrong for me. He was pleasant and hard working but exceedingly boring.	

     “I’m afraid I can’t go through anything accounts related today, Leo, really, I have a meeting in a few hours with a client that I have to prepare for, but you are welcome to join me for a cuppa.”	

     Making our way into the office reception, I smile at my receptionist, Jackie, wave at Colin, who is spinning manically on his new orthopaedic leather desk chair and drop my bag and files on my desk in a pile. I decide in that instant that the quickest way to remove Leo was to give him what he wanted.

     “Coffee was it, Leo? Take a seat at my desk.” I catch Colin’s eyebrows hitting his hairline at the sight of Leo’s embarrassed attendance.

	“Er, yes that would be lovely. Black, please.”	

     After flicking the kettle on, I head over to the computer, hear it zap into life and wait to open up my latest accounts file. Leo is patiently standing next to my desk as I return.

	“Take a seat, Leo. I’ll show you what I have to date but like I say, we’ll have to reschedule to go through everything properly.”	

	“Oh goody. I’m happy to meet whenever, wherever for however long it takes. I could come to the house if you prefer. I stay at Meg’s a few nights a week now, so I can always pop round.”	

     That was my worst fear – having him just pop round. It was bad enough that the guy I’d dated for all but two dates was now dating my friend and next-door neighbour, a few doors down but the fact that he was staying there, so close was a little too close for comfort. But it wasn’t up to me and if he was making Meg happy, then I was happy.

     “So you and Meg are going good?”	

   	“Yep. Early days of course but we get on well. She is a character - if a little out-there occasionally.”

     She definitely is that but not so early days that you stay there, a few nights a week. I hope he didn’t hurt her – I really couldn’t see what they had in common at all. 

	“Right. Here we go. These are my accounts for the last completed three months. Obviously there are a few jobs that began in these months but are not completed and hence haven’t been settled in their entirety but we did receive pro-forma’s and in the case of The Ashton, a considerable sum upfront to secure works began immediately. This is our main commission this Summer.”

	“Ah yes, The Ashton. That’s the posh hotel in Holdgate that you’ve been working on with your builder friend – the one I met at your Sister’s party?”	

   I’m not sure why, but the way he repeatedly refers to Sebastian as my ‘builder friend’ is beginning to grate on my nerves. “Yes, that’s the one. Sebastian’s company, Silver Construction has kindly loaned us some men to work on this fabulous project. His construction and craftsmanship is second-to-none, so it was a no brainer and we are very lucky to have him and his team at our disposal.” There stick that in your pipe and smoke it. So you’re back to defending Sebastian’s honour then?	

  	“Hmmm. And costly too – looking at these figures! I thought you’d be getting mates rates?”	

	“I do receive mates rates but I’m not a charity, Leo. There are materials and labour included in these prices and I know my costings, and these are fair - I’m not being duped don’t be concerned.” I can feel my hands clenching under the table. He has my best interests at heart, financially I know, but I sense its more than that and this is my business. He is not a shareholder or a partner in any way shape or form.

     “Hmmm.”

	Arrrgghh! I take a sip of my tea and take a minute to make some notes as he peruses the rest of my excel spreadsheet.	

     “Ok, Lu, things are looking good here apart from this potential non-profit.” His hand skirts over the Ashton figures. “But, I think the bank will be happy that the loan is being managed well and can be satisfied comfortably, looking at these figures. Just be careful when working with friends – sometimes they are not all they seem to be and it’s not always best for business or pleasure. Sometimes better to play it safe – do you catch my drift?”	

     What a strange comment to make? 

	“Not really, Leo, but thanks for your time. However, I really must get on now.”	

     “Oh, alright then. Shall we reconvene during lunch?”	

     “What today?”

	“Yes - I could come back to Elysium for say 1pm and grab us a sandwich from that nice little deli en-route. Chicken salad on brown, no butter - right?”	

     WTF? “I’m afraid I can’t – like I said I have a meeting with a new client, The Gilded Fox? Have you heard of it?”	

     He shakes his head, whilst holding eye contact at all times with me, cool blue appraising eyes before collecting his briefcase and clicking it shut. “Nope. Never mind then about lunch. Another time. I will bid you adieu.”	

     “Ok then?” My voice lifts in question at his strange ‘goodbye’. “See you later, Leo.”

	He really is so odd at times. I watch him stop and say something to Jackie that makes her blush lightly before heading down the glass corridor to the lifts. Good luck to Meg!	

     I am just about to begin the arduous task of wading through my list of suppliers to call, when Colin interrupts me. “What did ‘stick up his arse’ want?”	

     “Oh God. He collared me at the lift and there was no way I could escape but thanks for rescuing me, you two!” I point a straightened finger at Colin and Jackie with dramatic evil eyes.

	“Soz, doll you looked like you were involved in money talk and you know I hate that, unless I’m spending it by the hundreds.”

	“I know. He’s just a bit odd. I mean I like him and he’s done wonders with the business’ loan and finances but I can’t believe I ever agreed to a date with him, let alone two and since Seb and I got together and I told Leo that we were a no go – I just had hoped he’d …”

     “…stop following you around like a lapdog?”	

     “Stop it! He doesn’t. Besides he seems happy with Meg – I just feel a bit weird around him. It’s me, not him. I need to get past it, poor guy.”	

     Oh and don’t forget the creepy part about him knowing what Deli sandwich you preferred to the last detail!

	“Anyway enough about Dreary Leary Leo - I’m truly hurt and can’t believe I’ve been prancing around in front of you for the past five minutes and you haven’t noticed!”	

     “Noticed what?”

	“Sweet baby Jesus – this!” His hand pats his tiny pert behind. “Check out my arse in these bad boys!”

	“God’s sake, Colin, you scared the shit out of me.” I try to frown at his disruptive behaviour but find it hard not to break into a grin at his wiggling behind.

	“Soz, boss but I couldn’t deprive you of seeing such a firm derriere!”

I hear Jackie’s snort of laughter behind Colin and can’t contain mine any longer. “Colin you are a fine figure of a man I agree, but do you really need to wear pink tartan peddle-pushers to prove it?”

	“James bought me them - I think they make me look more Lord of the manor - don’t you?”

	More like lady of the manor, bless him. “Hmmm. Maybe the mustard tweed jacket combo is a bit much?”

	“You think?”

	“Definitely.” I catch Jackie’s eyes and we roll our eyes consecutively.

	“Maybe it is a bit much together. Jamesy and I are hosting the launch / come house party at The Ashton, at the weekend you know, and I need to look the part.”	

     “Oh we know, darling, you’ve talked about nothing else since James set a date.” 

	“Sorry if I’m boring you.” His bottom lip practically hits his knee high boots.

 	“Not at all Col, I’m just grateful that at least a few of the rooms will be completed by Elysium by then. I’d have been much happier James had waited until the end of the year though, to launch them as a job lot.”

	“I understand doll but once the word is out, people will come in their flocks to fuck!” He curtsied at his clever play on words and I scrunch my nose at Jackie’s raised brows.

	“Ok but perhaps focus more on the food you’re to serve than the clothes you’ll be wearing - that’s your thing. You’re such a good party planner - less toad of toad hall and more toad in the hole Hun.

     “Bitchy bitchy, but you’re probably right. I suppose I could lose the lime green cravat.”

	Jackie and I share a synced ‘really, just the lime cravat’ eyebrow raise but then burst into laughter when he throws out another camp quip. “I can definitely put the toad in any hole though, baby - it has laser beam direction this thing!”

	I give up - he was a dirty camp bastard and we loved him all the same - yeah the loss of the cravat would make the pink and mustard tweed and tartan combination gel perfectly but instead I choose to smile at him with only affection. Colin was nothing if not batty but that’s why we loved him. He got it right every time with interiors, was an utter master of fabrics and colours but for some reason that didn’t follow through into fashion. And, as I watch him reenacting a scene from Star Wars by gyrating his peddle-pusher encased ‘weapon’, complete with intergalactic sound effects, I remind myself that working with Colin Duttine would never be dull.

	“So my darling what is happening with the delicious knight in shining Silver armour? You two Ok now, or are you still moping”

	 I don’t usually like to bring my personal life to work but the overspill of the past week had been immense and looking up into Colin’s foundation enhanced face, I cave. “We’re fine, Col. We hit a rocky patch or five, but we’re back on track… for the moment.”

	 “Oh goody - the man is fucking dreamy and is obviously a master in the sac, going by the glow of your skin the past few weeks. After his house party you looked like you’d become a homeless person and I don’t mind saying Jacks and I, well we were becoming a little concerned. I honestly thought it was time to bring in the big guns.”

	 My obvious confused expression makes him expand further. “Well first I convinced Jamesy to expand The Ashton Soiree into a weekend shindig Babe, figuring that you two needed to be forced together  - you’re both workaholics so would never decline. If that hadn’t worked I felt it was time to call Grannie Annie.”

	 “Shit, Col - don’t do that. I know I had a bit of a wobbly but I’m fine really. I’ve never felt like this before and a romantic life with Sebastian is entirely different to the friendship we used to have. He’s so…”

	 “…Alpha male. Grrrr.”

	 “Exactly.” I giggle at his attempt at a manly beast impression, which comes off more ‘camp Tony from the Frostie’s cereal box’, than ‘Mufasa in The Lion King’. “You silly sod.”

	 “Well as long as he isn’t treating you like shit or I’ll cut his dick off and you know how I love dick. It’d be a shame and such a waste of prime meat, but totally necessary - I’d do it for you boss.”

	 We laugh together. “Thanks, hun for the sacrifice. I just hope that that bitch Toni is out of our lives for good.”

	 “What happened to her? Is she still working for Seb?”

 I shake my head with a passion. I forget how little I’ve caught up with Colin of late. That week under my duvet now felt like a lifetime. “Uh uh. Seb got her another position with an architect firm he works with from time to time - just wanted to move her on fast.”	

     “That was bloody decent of him. I’d have slung her fake lying arse out on the street.” He rests the back of his hand on his hip, teapot style to add drama to his statement.	

     “I have to agree, but Seb has history with her brother and I think he thought, if he played this one quietly and calmly she was less likely to retaliate…again!”	

     “I get his thought process but that woman is sooo Maleficent - rotten to the core. You need to watch your back Lu - in case she’s still out for Seb.”	

     “I don’t think even she would be that desperate.”	

     “When Sebastian is the prize, what wouldn’t you do to win him?”

	He had a fair point and I wince at the thought of me ever having to lower myself to such a level, just for a glimmer of his affection. “Col?”

     “Yep, beautiful boss lady.”

	I smile at his quirky little face and complete suck-up. “You weren’t really going to call Grannie Annie were you?”

	“I bloody was - I was ready to call your Mum and sort it all out. You were AWOL and apparently were becoming too attached to your duvet and a decidedly faded pair of Minnie Mouse Winceyettes, according to Miss Abigail. Grannie Annie was the last port of call - besides she lurves me. She’d have lurved all this tartan.”

	I ignore his pout and obvious attempt to get the topic back to him. “But my Grannie of all people! I mean I love her to pieces but she’d have moved in, started cooking up stews for the entire street, baking shortbread that would make me so fat I wouldn’t be able to leave the house, even if I’d wanted to and she’d get too involved in mine and Seb’s business. She is the last person I need right now.”

	I refer to my paternal grandmother Anne Myers, nickname Grannie Annie to all and sundry, also known as Beyoncé to some who knew her exceedingly well for her marital beliefs and motto – if you liked it then you should have put a ring on it! A wonderful Scottish baking buns type Grandma, who was a force to reckoned with and was determined to see me married - like yesterday. I loved her to bits but certainly didn’t need her meddling right now - it was all too fresh and I have to come to terms with my own feelings on the subject before having it forced on me.

	Colin has the decency to look duly reprimanded and decides to swiftly change the subject. “So, The Guilty Rabbit - you’re there tomorrow, yes?”

	Always one to cheer me up, I waver my earlier fear about a prospective visitor and belly laugh at his complete cock-up of our newest interior design brief. “The Gilded Fox you numpty - you’re worse then Seb.”

	“Shame. The Guilty Rabbit, sounds so much more buzzing - just like the type of saucy Inn I’d want to stay in.” His lips form an ‘O’ shape for full on drama and I snigger.

	“Well anyway, this is not a sex club.”

	“Pity.”

	“If that’s your thing, Col, you must go to Scarlett House. That is sex club personified. Decadent and glamorous - it was out of this world.”

	“Ooh - check you out you dirty bitch - I like this side of Lulu. I’ve heard of this place, me thinks James and I need a night away.”

	“Oh you must. Anyway I digress, I’m meeting with the client tomorrow at The Gilded Fox, so you’ll have to meet with Chris at The Ashton to oversee the bathroom tiling in the honeymoon suite, and the six other executive suites.”

	“Ooh lucky me. Mr. Christopher Booth is rather easy on Mr Willy’s eye.” 

    His swivel of his tiny hips is my undoing and I practically choke on my exploding giggle before pondering his words, I suppose Chris is nice looking, if you like that kind thing - letchy, self-absorbed and armed with slippery tentacles.

	“Your eye is wandering already? I thought James had your heart… for now?” I smile, as Colin’s relationships didn’t last longer than a few months usually. 

	“Not at all, James and I are kindred spirits - we both have a love of Rum ha ha but I’m not blind, love - Chris is rather fit - totally straight, but I can have fun trying to corrupt him.”

	“You’re bad but I’d love to be a fly on the wall.” I’ve a feeling Chris’ feelings towards gay men borders on homophobic and seeing Colin torment him during our weekend at The Ashton would be a thrill.

	“I’ll sort The Ashton don’t worry, madam - it’s in good hands. It’s really taking shape. Elysium Interiors has fast become the worst kept secret on everyone’s lips.” He purses his lips and blows me a camp kiss.

	“Yes, all our hard work is finally paying off.”

	A feminine voice hollers across the room. “And on that note we deserve a cuppa to celebrate but will you flick the kettle on Col, as I’ve a delivery here for Ms. Myers.” Her voice takes on a mock snooty tone and I watch as Jackie heads over to my desk her hand gripped around a silver envelope.

	“You can open this	after you’ve read your email from Sebastian.”

	“I haven’t got an email from Sebastian?”

	“You will have soon.”

    My mac dings seconds after her words.

    “Told you.”

	I click open the Mail programme. The second my eyes fall upon his name, my heart begins to hammer within my chest. That’s all it takes. His bloody alliterative name in bold and I’m as weak as a kitten. Clicking the message open I read his words, then confused and needing a better understanding, I re-read them, growing warmer by the second.




To: Lucia Myers

Subject: Invitation

From: Sebastian Silver




Morning, lady Lu,




I have to go away on business to Dubai in about 10 days but I can’t seem to tear myself away from you. I want you at my side for the hotel launch party and we’ll mix business with pleasure when I introduce the best Interior Designer in the UK to all the rich Middle East.

I’ll forward you the info. 




Check your calendar and get back to me, I understand it may be hard sorting out work and Finn but I’m not taking no for an answer and when we return we’ll make it up to the little guy.




Always,

S x

P.s We fly Saturday - away for one whole week! Jackie will hand you the tickets.




Sebastian Silver

CEO Silver Construction




	I open the envelope and as promised, first class tickets to Dubai fall out on to my desk. A week! I can’t leave Finn and Elysium for a week - it is out of the question. It was impossible - wasn’t it? How could I up and leave my son at the drop of a hat - brilliant parenting, and besides, I had several irons in the fire work-wise which needed twiddling persistently to ensure we were on target for their completion dates. No, it was out of the question. No matter how much the thought of Sebastian in swim shorts, dripping with water as he exits the sea, was making me drool…

	“What’s out of the question?” Colin mimics, dropping a cup of tea on my desk and perching a cheek on it.	

     Did I say that out loud?	

     “Sebastian has emailed me requesting my presence in Dubai for the launch of his new hotel - apparently he thinks I can work the room and do some serious networking but it’s for a week and we leave in ten days time!”

	“And?”

	I sigh at his screwed up expression, “… and… what about Finn?”

	“I’m sure your mum and dad will help you out, boss - you won’t know if you don’t ask and your sis too. I can always pick up from Crèche and drop at theirs - might be nice to play gay daddy for a day or two?”

	I ponder his suggestions, all the while chewing on my bottom lip - everything apart from his last comment makes sense (he would not be playing gay daddy anytime soon - he found it hard enough to care for himself let alone a child - my child). 

	“And work? Who’s going to sort The Ashton in my absence?”

	“What, pray tell, am I - chopped liver? Jacks and I will work through your totally virgin-tight schedule and I’m sure we’ll be fine - besides you’ll be reachable by phone and email, Facebook, skype, FaceTime, internet, text….”

	“I get it, I get it - you’ll manage and I appreciate it but is it really the right time to be jetting off to Dubai when I’m just beginning to feel in control of things here?” 

	“Aha! We get to the root it – control, or lack of it. Babe, you need a break and to let loose. You work your curvaceous butt off as a mum and designer and have done for the past few years - maybe its time to have some fun in the sun?” his soothing voice is extremely cathartic and I nod my agreement of his comments.

	“Well - I’ll leave you to mull this over but just think of massaging sun-cream into Seb’s sexy body and that should be enough to sway you. Yum yum. I wonder if James and I should go away - I’ve some new D&G yellow speedo’s reminiscent of Ray Winstone’s in Sexy beast to parade around it - My Jamesy would be like a houndess on heat.”

     Recognising I’ve lost his focus from me to his lascivious mind I wink at him and return to my computer - a holiday was sounding more and more favourable by the minute.

	“Right back to work, boss - I bid you adieu. Oh and for God’s sake, throw the Minnie Mouse numbers in the bloody bin, you’re over 10 years of age now!” I watch as he wiggles his way back to his own work area. The man was as refreshing as his bright lime cravat.




*****
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			“I’m down here!” I holler to the person who’s just entered my front door. 

	“Only me - I need a pee but here, shove that in the fridge and I’ll be back in min.” The bottle of Chardonnay hits my chest with an oomph and I smirk at my mate’s candidness - only Abs would make an entrance like that.

	“Do you want me to order the veggie combo now?”

	“Yeah - with chips. Ooh and that garlic mayo they make in-house that would kill vampires within a ten mile radius - I’m not seeing Nathan until Sunday so I can go all out - unfortunately R Pat won’t be flying through our windows tonight.”

	Shaking my head on a grin, at her unique humour I dial Aldo’s and order our usual, throw in a chocolate fudge cake to share for after’s and set about getting our trays, plates and cutlery for teas on knees. I still find it hard to eat pizza without a knife and fork and enjoy it and amongst our friends I’m definitely in the minority.

	I can hear Abby’s arrival as she heads back downstairs chattering with each step. “That’s better - I’d been busting since I set off. Did you ring the order in?”

	“All done and will be with us in 20 minutes. Come – let’s go veg out on the sofa and I want to hear all about Nathan and you.” 

	“Do you want me to carry anything, love? Trays, glasses, pillow to assist with the weight of your humongous nosey nose?”

	My giggles are instinctive and we both chuckle at her silliness. “No, no and no! I haven’t got a humongous nose! I’ve everything upstairs already… including nosiness in abundance.” I add with a grin over my shoulder and head off up the short flight of stairs to the cosy entry-level lounge, throw out with a dramatic toss of my hair, “I’ve also got news.”

	“Ooh sounds juicy. Me too.” She heads immediately over the mirrored console table that houses the vase with the roses I’ve received to date. I can see her mentally counting. “You got another one - when?”

	I nod. “The sixth. Came yesterday with some message about us ‘needing to communicate and meet up’.”

	“Well, I’ll agree with that. They’re beautiful though aren’t they - even when dried?”

	“I know, I can’t bring myself to throw them away. Too bloody sentimental for my own good.”

	“Something vintage about dried roses isn’t there and I love the diamante - bit of bling; very stylish! No matter what we say about these Silver men, they have taste in bucket-loads - spose we have Bitzi to thanks for that?”

	Abs refers to Nathan and Sebastian’s twinkly-eyed mother, Elizabeth Silver, known to her friends as Bitzi. She was a force to be reckoned with when crossed and a blessing when you were in her favour - the latter was something I had truly received firsthand experience at Seb’s house-warming party when Toni had showed her talons. “Bitzi is one of a kind and her sons adore her.”

	“She scares me shitless!”

	“Don’t be daft, once you get to know her she’s wonderful. I promise.”

	“I’m meeting them properly next weekend for Sunday lunch - Nathan insists her gravy is better than the gravy at The Babes in Arms.”

	“No! Really? Wow, you must go then.”

	“Are you teasing me, you mare?”

	“Of course not, I’m deadly serious. The Babes in Arms pub gravy is to-die-for.” I wink back at her sulky face, still pretty despite the downturn to her mouth. “Honestly, Abs, this is brilliant news. You and Nathan are taking the next step forward and meeting the parents.”

	“Well, we’ll see. Let’s hope there’s no surprises in store.”

	“What like they’re Fred and Rose West in disguise, desperate to bury you in the back garden? I can assure you they are lovely and not serial killers.”

	Her laugh fills the room, and she takes a gulp of her drink before continuing. “No, I was thinking more along the lines of praying that he doesn’t turn out to be called Gaylord Focker!”

	I grin at the character from one of our favourite films. “Well, I bloody hope not or that would mean Sebastian would be a Focker too - actually he’s been a Royal Focker for the past week, so that’s pretty apt. What could his first name be though?”

	“Hmmm - what about Mutha?”

Our belly laughs continue and after several minutes I need to stop and take a breath. “I can’t breath. You are so daft. Honestly, you’ll love them and they will adore you - who couldn’t?” 

“Dave’s parents.”

“Hunny, Dave’s parents were Fred and Rose West so you never stood a chance and Dave was seriously screwed up. You weren’t the problem - they were.”

“Thanks, babe. You always have my back.”

“I do but it works both ways.”

We settle cosily into the cushions, wine glasses in our hands and gossip at the ready. “I’ve missed this - I feel like I haven’t had a proper Abby fix in forever.”

	“I’ve been here, babe - you were just in a fog for most of it - you’d checked into The Lovesick Hotel.”

	“I’m sorry I’ve been so pathetic, Abs.”

	“Not at all - that’s what friends are for. To tell you to your face how pathetic you are and help you do something about it!”

	We laugh in unison and I take a large gulp of my wine, the cool crisp flavour coating my throat and warming my belly nicely. “Well things are better. I mean he’s definitely not off the hook yet but he’s explained who Ray was and why she was there.”

	“I should fucking hope so, I mean you need to sort it but he’s got some major grovelling to do.”

	“Easy, lioness, I didn’t want him at The Ashton at first either but once I saw him, saw how unsettled he was and so un-Seb-like I had to hear him out. I just wish we could keep things simple between us, like we used to - it appears that that is something we’ll never be able to achieve again. All I have to do, is look into those beautiful, soulful bedroom eyes of his and I’m weak, desperate to climb on board and jump his bones!”

	“Hmm, definitely an in the genes, Silver kind of superhero skill - Na has it too. I melt like warmed chocolate at his touch, his voice, his…”

	“Exactly - you see where I’m coming from now.”

	“Yes…Yes…Yes!!!!” She delivers a brilliant Meg Ryan impersonation from the movie when Harry met Sally and her giggles earn her a whack with the silk pillow on my lap.

	“Dirty bitch.”

	We are interrupted, by the clanging of the doorbell and I jump up to answer it, pay the pizza delivery boy and settle down to plate up our slices.

	“Ahh, bliss. I’m bloody ravenous.” Abs digs in, speaking with a mouth full of crust. She is the only person I know to eat pizza, crust first.

	“Me too. I need carbs tonight.”

	“You do - you’ve lost weight.”

	“I know I have, but I’ve not been hungry at all. Tonight I could eat a scabby donkey!”

	“What were you going to tell me?”

	“Oh yes…” I smile about my little secret and launch into the tale of Seb’s email invitation to accompany him to Dubai and the hotel launch. Hearing the words, make it seem real and I feel butterflies buzz around in my belly. “Of course I can’t go.”

	“Why the bloody hell not?”

	“Well Finn, for starters.”

	I wait for her to finish her mouthful, before she continues. “Can your mum and dad not have him for then - I know she would want you to do this? It was only the other day she’d said to me how much you need a break. We’ve all been really worried about you, Lu.” 

	“I know, hun and I appreciate it - my mum said the same thing to me but I just thought if I were to go away, it would be with my son.” 

	“Lu - you can’t miss out on this opportunity to spend some full-on, uninterrupted, loved-up time with Seb; as a couple. If you are going to give him another chance, that is? It appears that he’s trying to make up for things and you need to meet him halfway - its only fair if you want to try make it work. Plus, it sounds like it could be a great work opportunity for Elysium.”

	I mull over her words; they make crystal-clear sense. “I do want to go…you don’t think Finn would figure I’d deserted him?” Like Niall!

	“Hun, if it makes you feel better, say to yourself it’s ALL business. You have to earn a living for you and your son. Besides, I have a feeling my news will sway you…” 

	I look up with a questioning frown, “Oh?”

	“Yep - because, guess what?”

	“Abby, just tell me - I hate surprises, you know that.”

	“Ok spoilsport. I think you should go on this trip of a lifetime with Seb and then attend the launch party of The Jannah Hotel in Dubai… because… Nay and I are coming too!”

	“What?” My screech is mixed with laughter and excitement as we giddily jump up and down on the sofa.

	“Yep. I promise we are. Nathan worked on The Jannah too for a while so he’s invited and I’m his plus one.” She smirks with a sassy shoulder shrug. “We are going to have a total ball!”

	“A Black & Gold Masquerade Ball from what I’ve heard.”

	“Ooh really? How utterly, divine. Oh my God what are we going to wear?”

	“I know - I’ll have to buy or hire something. It all sounds very glam doesn’t it? I only found out as I googled the hotel and then did my research from there. It’s only on the Friday night though and Sebastian wants me to fly out with him on the Saturday prior to that? That’s a full six days before?”

	“Nathan and I fly out Wednesday and we’ll meet you there. Then we will all travel home together on the Saturday / Sunday.”

	My frown is met with a know-it-all look and she ignores my silent questions. “Don’t pump me for more information. You’ll see. Just go with it.”

	I chew on my lip, watching her lovely face, bursting with excitement. There was definitely more to this than she was letting on but I decide not to push and instead button it and continue eating my pizza in silence, all kinds of things buzzing around in my head. I’m so happy that Nathan and Abby are coming with us. It will be so much fun. 

	 I think it’s high time I had a chat with my lovely parents…again. I know Finn would be fine, providing I bring him home some goodies but I’d miss him dreadfully.

	“Earth to Lulu! Where’d you go?”

	“Sorry - I was just juggling some things around in my head. It all sounds very exciting doesn’t it? But before we go away we have The Ashton Launch weekend and I for one can now really look forward to it.”

	“Ooh yes, Nathan and I are booked in to share a room - together; eek!”

	I smile at her exuberant facial expressions but understand how important it is to her, as it’s the first time they’ve stayed in a hotel, together. “I know you daft thing - I arranged it. I know James Marcell has spent a small fortune on this do, and invited only the elite of the elite for the evening soiree but the rest of the weekend, we’ll be able to spend time together, just the gang.”

	“That sounds fab and just what we need. Are you ready for that with Sebastian so soon after reconciling?”

	“Honestly, I don’t know but I want this, Abs. I need this. I’m just scared, you know?”

	“I understand, Lu but you can’t shy away from love forever just because your ex cheated on you. Sebastian is NOT Niall, he’s just a hell of a lot more irresistible to women, especially psycho bitches.”

	I smile fondly at her. “Well, Friday night we arrive and have Dinner. Saturday is a day of enjoying the facilities on offer and chilling as a group. Colin said there’s Clay Pigeon Shooting, off-roading and Falconry planned, before the party on the evening. Two night stay with plenty of play.”

	“Sebs and Na and no Toni or Ray!”

	We clink glasses and settle back to begin our movie for the night. I flick through the Sky box office movies and hover over one, then a second consecutively. “So, what we going for? Thriller or Rom Com?”

	“Thriller - no brainer.”  

	“Denzel it is.”	




*****
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      “Fuck! Fuck! Fuuuck!” His blasphemy reverberates around his office. That fucking friend of hers needs to go – she’s always meddling and in the way! Every time he wants to be close to Lu for a “meeting or even just a drink” of late, she seems to be… well, there - hanging around like a bad smell! Maybe she bats for the other team?	

       She had given him some nice little tidbits of gossip though - so wasn’t totally useless. So, they were going to Dubai? How the hell was he supposed to compete with that - flash bastard! He knew about the hotel launch but didn’t think Lucia would be going - she had a kid! Silver went away on business without her all the time. And how was he going to stand being away from her for a week? Maybe he was due a holiday - maybe he could get himself invited on the trip, encourage them that his talents would be required to drum up business for them? He could speak to Lucia or Seb? He’d probably be left at home to pick up the pieces like always.

 	It was time to step it up – the listening devices had been fun, helpful even but he craved more, needed more information and he couldn’t seem to get close to Lucia, not in the way he wanted to. He was tired of watching her from afar. Oh to be next to her; to taste her – to experience every part of her that that bastard Silver seemed to be enjoying. Just the thought of the two of them together made his teeth grind together and fists clench. The fucking flashy prick had it all – swanning around in his expensive cars, partying in the big showy house and now he was supposedly about to make gafucking-zillions on the latest Silver Construction project in Dubai. Of course he was – it always came easy to the most undeserved and sanctimonious of men. He was the one who did all the work around here – he should be the one coining it in. 	

    He clicked onto a file on his desktop, and Lucia’s face opened up to him with a smile. Her sexy green eyes were sending him that secret knowing message – he knew it – full of desire, only for him. It was a photograph from the night of Suzie and Gino’s 80’s themed party – he’d taken it without her knowledge and spent some serious hours photoshopping himself in beside her so that they looked like a happy couple. He’d been there that night, spent some time with her but no one had taken a picture of him, with her by his side - with anyone for that matter. No it looked like they’d been there as a couple - were a couple.

    “She looked damned hot in that dress, it was so short you could almost see her pretty little cunt winking out the bottom – she’d done that for me - it was her way of showing me that whilst she fucked someone else, she was thinking of me!” he murmurs slyly to the empty room, his voice escalating as he becomes more sure of his opinions.

    No, Lucia was obviously seeing Sebastian to make him jealous and it would never last – rumour had it that this was all just a proposition anyway. Why would she degrade herself like that though, when he could offer her so much more and had made it clear to her that he was interested?	

    Taking a sip of his black coffee he took a deep breath, as an excited flush began to run over his body. I need to see more of her and the only way I can do that is to watch, as well as listen. I need to get inside. 

*****
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		By ten o’clock I’ve answered my emails, ordered some supplies and resolved a major wallpaper catastrophe for Colin at The Ashton. I’ve also spoken to my Mum. Regardless of trying to talk myself out of a romantic trip with Sebastian, Nina Myers was having none of it. “You are going. That… is…final… and I won’t hear another word on the matter.”

	“But, Mu…”

	“Sshh, listen to your mother. I’m serious, Lucia Amelia Myers.” Her authoritative tone makes me smile. She always gets bossy when she’s irritated and my middle name is reserved for special occasions such as these, when she reverts to parent mode.

	“Opportunities like this come once in a lifetime and you need to grab onto it with both hands.”

	I wonder whether she means Business or Sebastian - I’ve a feeling it’s the latter and I’m happy to do just that.  “Finn will be fine with us, as you well know and soon you’ll be home, all rested and relaxed and in better spirits to be the best mum you can be to him. You’re shattered, hunny and you need this break.”

     She’s not wrong there.

	“You’re just happy that Seb & I are finally giving it a go.” I snort inelegantly.

     “Of course I am – it’s about time you two saw what everyone else did. But I just want you to be happy and not beat yourself up for wanting love and a career - it is possible, my lovely girl and you’re an amazing mother.”

     “Well, I learned from the best, Mum. Love you lots. I just feel guilty as I’m away this weekend too at the launch of the new rooms I’ve been working on at that hotel in Holdgate.”

	“Well we’ll have Finn then too.” Bless her.

     “You don’t need to but I appreciate it. Niall, as you know has been finally stepping up to the mark, and is having him on Saturday night. Friday Finn’s coming with us and we’re having some fun on Saturday with the gang and then he’ll go off with Niall to sleep at his and I can schmooze at the soiree.”

     “See! He’ll love that.” Yes he will.	

	“Thanks, Mum, I always feel better talking to you. Look I better go, I’m off to see a new client in a bit but we’ll chat more over the next few days about next weekend’s plans.”

     “Not a problem, that’s what Mum’s are for, as you well know. I just want to see you happy, poppet.”

     “I know, Mum, love you.”

 	I think I am finally happy in every part of my life, but it scares the hell out of me.

     We say our goodbyes and on a fond grin I end the call, just in time to grab my portfolio, iPad and bag. Time to bring it and meet my new client Mrs. Walters.




*****




		My first impressions of The Gilded Fox are childishly sentimental. The whole place reminded me of larger Hansel and Gretel’s cottage; it is extremely quaint and the setting is perfect for this off the beaten-track, luxury Inn. At the reception I’m advised that Ms. Walters will be with me promptly and I take the opportunity to have a wander around the bar, foyer and lounge areas – just to get a feel for the existing interior. I’d already done my research via their website but you can’t absorb ambience via a screen and I drink it in, in abundance.

     “Lucia – I’m so sorry to keep you.”

	I look up and smile warmly, as a woman in her mid fifties makes her way, towards me, elegant and chic in her navy & white ensemble. Shaking her hand politely, she continues in her bubbly voice.

	“…blasted deliveries. I’m all yours now – have you been offered some tea?”

	“I’m fine for the moment, thank you, Carolyn – shall we head straight to the rooms you are in need of a redress?”

      “A girl after my own heart – all about the business. Of course dear but you must sample one of our fruit teas before you go – or something stronger if you’d prefer?”

	I suspect Carolyn’s sunny disposition is down to the ‘something stronger’ at elevensie’s more often than not. Must be something about hotel owners I consider, thinking of my other current client James Marcell and his ruddy complexion. I choose to ignore my wandering thoughts and instead I smile back her and agree to chat over a pot of tea once we’ve reviewed the space in question. I like the feel of the place as I wander through, a rabbit warren of rooms and nooks and crannies and up and down uneven staircases towards the bedrooms. It’s cosy, yet designer and that’s a tough atmosphere to create with design alone. I’d have to get the gang here for a meal – they’d love it.

     We stop at an arched doorway, with a hand-painted number 1 on the door, and I wait as Carolyn, fiddles with the keys, then swings the door open to what could only be described as ‘a room without a soul’.

     “I know – sad isn’t it?” Her voice is tentative but she winces as she delivers the words.

     Never one to mince my words I reply, directly. “Definitely in need of some love, but the possibilities are endless.”

     “I knew you’d be able to pull something out of the bag. Shall I leave you to ‘get a feel’?”

     “That would be great, Carolyn – which other rooms are you wanting to revamp at the same time?”

     “Well Rooms 1- 5, really for now. They are all pretty much the same as here but this room’s probably the biggest of the five. I also want a bit of titivating in the hall, foyer, bar area downstairs but I’ll leave you the keys and go order us some tea and cakes. Just head on down when you’re done.”

     “Any ideas what you are after? Anything in particular you don’t want or do want to incorporate?

     “Not really – I loved what you did with The Queen’s Head up in The Lake District, that’s where my daughter first heard of you, I think, and providing it suits the Inn theme and isn’t too modern I’m open to almost anything – I’ve reached a dead end, hence why you are here!” her tinkly laugh is infectious and I smile encouragingly.

     “No probs. Let me get a vibe for the rooms and I’ll be along soon. We can have a chat about it all then.”

     I sense her retreat and set about making some notes. To be honest I already knew just how I was going to decorate this place – the theme I’d had in mind was perfect, now I’d seen it in person and I am excited about this new project. Looking throughout the rooms, there doesn’t appear to be a huge amount of building work to do, apart from renovating the bathrooms – they had to go!

     I wonder who her daughter is? Maybe a previous client? Well thank you Miss Walters, whoever you are!

    I make some detailed sketches and notes and weave my way between the corridors and different levels – this place would be fabulous to stay over with Sebastian. My body tingles at the thought of him. Keep it about the business. Something about hotels and just being around a bed makes me sizzle in desire for his touch. Then again, we seemed to always be around them and in them, these days. I still can’t stop thinking about our make-up yesterday at The Ashton. He’d hardly left me alone since and admittedly I’m glad.

     Together we work, apart we … well, it’s a landslide.

     I shake my head with a smile at my raging hormonal teenager antics and duck to miss clocking my head on a blackened beam as I head back towards the main bar and locate Carolyn, discussing that nights menus with her head chef. At my arrival she acknowledges me, and gestures for me to take a seat in the corner by the large open fire. It was lit, as the September weather was turning Autumnal but still slightly muggy; I could imagine in the winter it would be extremely romantic.

     “So then – what do you think of our little Inn?” she takes a seat opposite me and clasps her hands.

     “I think I’ve died and gone to heaven, Carolyn; seriously this place is…”

     “…magical? Like a fairytale? Wind in the willows meets Goldilocks?”

     We laugh in unison. “Yes! All of the above – I love it!”

     “I’m so glad you get it. That way the rooms will be designed to fit the building but without being too themed? It’s a tough ask though – you think its your thing?”

     “Of course. I already think I know what is required for this makeover.” I wrinkle my nose in certainty. I had this in the bag.

     “Really?” her smile is back again “You’ve been bitten by The Fox?”

     We are interrupted as a young waitress delivers pots of tea and beautiful mis-matched vintage china cups, followed by a cheese and chutney tray on a black slate slab and a cake stand with an array of prettily iced sweet bakes on doilies. Yum!

     “Thank you, Sarah. Please tuck in, Lucia – you are our guinea pig today for the lemon curd frosted muffin – its Chef Rupert’s work of art.”

    “Well bring it on! I’m more than happy to be a taster – this all looks delicious Carolyn but you didn’t need to go to so much trouble; honestly!”

     “Nonsense – you look like you usually eat on the run, so tuck in whilst we talk. I insist.”

		Helping myself to the lemoncella muffin that probably oozed calories but looked mouth-wateringly good, I pour my tea and continue. “The rooms and downstairs need a theme but nothing gimmicky. We need… Tartan. Lots and lots of tartan.”

     I look up for her reaction and encouraged by her placid façade, I run through my ideas in further detail, showing her some of my sketches, the swatches of fabric I’d brought along and mood board I’d already created on Pinterest, via the iPad. The sparkle of excitement glinting within her fading blue eyes is a total giveaway – I’m on the money with this one.

     “The Gilded Fox needs to feel like an exclusive tavern, with luxury fabrics, in tartans and corduroys for hardwearing purposes and lots of textures. Downstairs, I’d add some modern stags heads and lots more cream to balance the colour we will introduce, greys, greens, burnt oranges, heathers and the upstairs in the rooms we will have a new name for each room, something cute like ‘the fox and the hound’ etc. and continue the masculine hunting lodge theme, with luxury textures and fabrics to feminize it. Lighting should be subtle.”

     “What about the Bathrooms?”

     “I visualize copper bathtubs… but if the budget can’t take one in every bedroom we can adapt and continue the theme but with a white suite and save the copper baths for the larger rooms.”

     “I love it all. I can’t wait to see it all take shape.”

     Before we know it we’ve chattered away for over an hour and confirmed, design ideas, deadlines, budgets and a second meeting to measure up with the first site visit.

     “Right, I better head back to the office. Thanks so much for the tea and treats.”

     “No, thank you, Lucia – I can’t wait. My daughter is going to be very impressed we’re moving into the next century upstairs… you’ll meet her next time. We bought the Inn together when she left her lousy ex, to you-know, give her something-to-do, and never looked back.”

     I look up as the tone in her voice alters - I sense there’s more to this tale but choose to remain quiet. It wasn’t my place to delve. “No probs – well if she has any questions, just get her to give me a bell and I’ll go through things with her too.”

     “That would be great. She’s had a very difficult time the past few years and this project is just what she needed to focus on the future and rebuild her confidence.”

     We say our goodbyes and I head out to my car. I do love it when you have a successful meeting and get a buzz from the brief at the outset - what an interesting, and eccentric lady Carolyn Walters is. 



*****




     Switching the engine on, Lana Del Ray fills the Audi and only adds to my good mood. After this morning’s good start, things were on the up. I need to sort so many things before I leave. 

     So that’s it you’re going then?

     Of course you are - was there ever any real doubt?

     	My phone bleeps and a quick glance, makes me smile further at Abby’s silliness.




Do buy or not Dubai? 

That is the question?

We need to shop babe and we have to strategise.

Hurry up and make your mind up - don’t leave a girl hangin,

not when she’d rather be bangin! ;) Xx




     She’s right I do need to go shopping; I need new swimwear, summer gear and all the paraphernalia that comes with a beach holiday. A trip to Boots was in order. I also need to sort work and it’s imperative I make an appointment with Sophie my hair stylist for a colour treatment, I needed to for The Ashton party anyway; oh and Amy at the salon for a wax, spray tan and mani and pedi. I need all my girl parts bringing their A game to the party and most certainly to any Beach, not that I think it’s that type of break but surely we’d be swimming at some stage - Dubai is supposed to be boiling hot? I’m sure there would be a great beauty expert in Dubai but I prefer to stick with what I know. 	

     Woah - slow down girl, enthusiastic much! 	

     I raise my shoulders with an excited thrill and decide to be proactive, spending the next few minutes booking those necessary appointments in before I forget; then head off to Finn’s Crèche to collect him early. It’s time to treat my little boy and talk to him about things - he has final say. Then and only then I’d text Abby and Seb with my answer.




*****
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			“Look at me, Mummy - I’m like Tarzan!” 

	I watch as my son swings from his death rope, one hay bale to another with squeals of delight. He’s having a whale of a time; I on the other hand have never been more on edge!

	“Don’t worry he’s safe enough - those mattresses underneath will cushion any fall!” 

	WTF?

	I can’t turn around. Every hair on the nape of my neck is alerted, my skin skimmed with goosebumps from the shivers running down my spine. What was he doing at Jungle Jim’s Ice-cream parlour?

     “Don’t worry I’m not stalking you - although I quite fancy that as a career change. You’re a lovely study.” I jerk as he brushes back a loose tendril from my face. “I wanted to see you.”

     My eyes fly back up to his, warmed by his honesty. I hadn’t seen him since yesterday morning. It felt like an age. God, he looks good enough to eat.	

     “I missed you too.”	

     “How much?” His arms encircle my waist loosely, and tug, encouraging me to lean back into his warmth.

	“Now don’t get cocky Silver.” I tilt my head to meet his gaze, now smiling down at me with mirth.

	“I love to watch your mouth when you say the word cock.”

     I playfully tap his hands at my waist. “Not with children around you naughty boy. Anyway how’d you know we were here?” I wait a second before answering my own question. “Jackie.”	

     “Jillie - yes.” 

	This rewards him with another whack. He always gets peoples names wrong but I know he’s purposely teasing me now and I like it - like the familiarity that is creeping back in. The way he’s holding me close to him, yet we are still maintaining banter, it’s the perfect balance of friends and lovers. I love it. I love him.	

     “Sub!”

	A squealing little blonde man runs full pelt at Sebastian, interrupting our bubble and Seb breaks the link instantly to pick Finn up and place him on his shoulders.

	“Now then, Finnster - what say we go and get some pancakes in the diner?”

	“Yayyyyyy! Can we Mum - can we?”

	I giggle at his exuberant manner. “Of course we can. We were going to anyway. Are you joining us Seb?”

	“Only if we can sit in one of those American Diner booths that looks like a car!” His mouth is a stubborn line of determination. I don’t think he’s kidding.

	“Oh really? You big kid! Well come on and let’s see what the queue is like. It’s always heaving in here.”

	We head into the entrance, the smell of crispy bacon, burgers and hot chocolate hitting us immediately. The waitress on the door, fitted with a headset and iPad registers our booking and says she’ll call when a table is free. It should be 10 minutes or so. That’s not too bad. I’ve been before and it’s been over an hour.

	“Lets grab a drink at the bar and we’ll check out the menu.” Seb picks Finn up and carefully places him on a high backed leather stool then grins back at me. “I love this place - how’d you find it?”

	“It’s one of my jobs.” I reply proud of the fact.

	“Really? It’s fabulous Lu. I love the 1950’s style and all the gadgets. When did you design it?”

	“A couple of years back. It was a new concept then, the whole farm opening a restaurant / cafe and playbarn but its taken off and now they’ve opened two further cafes in neighbouring Counties.”

	“We’ll have to come here more often. Finn obviously adores it!”

	That would be so nice. Are we starting to make plans now as a family?

	“He does and we will. The food is to die for. You must have a chilli burger.”

	“My mouth is watering at the thought.”

	Seb nods to the waitress behind the counter at the bar and makes short work of ordering two coke floats and a diet coke for me. Within minutes Finn and Seb are happily poking at their sludgy ice-cream with straws and belly laughing as they make a disgusting dribbly mess down the side of the tall knickerbockerglory glasses.

	“Dude you win. You are definitely the best mixer-upper!”

	“I know. I am aren’t I! Mummy, Sub says I’m the best mixer-upper!”

	“Of course he did - you are fantastic but lets try and get some of it in your mouth- hey?”

	I smile at the two of them. They get on so well and adore one another. Finn is always so calm when Seb is around it makes me sad at the same time that he’s been missing out on that father-figure. Niall is starting to step-up more, seeing him on weekends and even taking him for tea on the odd weeknight so I’m hopeful that it will continue. As long as my lovely little boy is happy and knows he’s loved.

	We look up as the earlier waitress shouts out “Silver family? Table for Silver?”

	I could get used to this.

	It’s a race between Seb and Finn as to who sits where and in the end Seb submits and allows Finn to sit at the side with the driving wheel attached to his right. Perfect to entertain him whilst we await the food. We place our orders promptly and settle back into the booth to enjoy the ambience. The duke box plays The Beach Boys in the background, old Coca-Cola memorabilia crowds the walls and shelves and illustrations of the perfect 2.4 1950’s family hang in huge poster frames. The mint green, walls black and white floor, combined with dark red leather and mustard touches might seem clashing but combined it felt like we were in a Grease movie and I have to say I’d really knocked it out of the park with this one - the client had been pleased but so was I - it had a great vibe.

	I feel Seb’s hand slowly cover mine, gently rubbing back and forth with his thumb. “Earth to Lu?”

	“Sorry I was just admiring my handiwork.”

	“And so you should. It’s cool isn’t it Finny?”

	“It’s so cool Mum. Brmmm Brmmm.” His little hands grip the steering wheel in sheer purposefulness, as he looks to me and gives me a cheesy grin. I decide to strike while he is transfixed.

	“Finn I need to talk to you about something.” I notice Seb’s brows rise.

	“Mummy’s been offered the chance to get some more great jobs - maybe like this one or even cooler?”

	“Hmmmm.”

	He’s not really listening but I try to continue and give a knowing look of thanks to Seb as he whispers something in Finn’s ear, which has him dropping the wheel like a hot potato and placing both elbows on the table, inquisitive face balanced eagerly.

	“I’m all-ears, Mummy.”

	My laugh is open and freeing and I take a minute to calm myself - little monkey. My Dad says that a lot, so I know where he gets it from.

     I wonder what Seb said to him to make him focus? I need to find out as it had worked a treat.

	“As I was saying, I need to go meet some people that might let me decorate their homes and work places.” He nods in all the right places. “But it will mean me going away for a week.”

	“Can I come?”

	My heart falls and I catch eyes with Sebastian, who strokes my hand encouragingly. “No, darling, not this time, but I’ve arranged for you to stay with Ninni and Gramps and you’ll see Niall too.”

	“OK.”

	What? Surely he’s going to be more upset than that?

	“Really? Are you sure because if you are not happy, Mummy won’t go.” I can’t look at Seb.

	“I’ll be fine. I’ll have Ninni and Gramps but I’m worried about you Mummy? Who will look after you?”

	I feel Seb’s foot under the table, his leg, now knocking gently against mine, sending currents of pleasure up and over my skin. “Mummy will be fine Finn as I’ll be going and I’ll take great care of her.”

	“Ok.” 

	“That’s settled then.” His knowing look is overly confident and far too sexy.

	“I’ll bring you something special home, poppet. I promise.”

	His eyes fly up in excitement. “A puppy?”

	My look of horror has Seb rescuing me once again. “I’m not sure it’ll be a puppy this time mate but we’ll think of something extra special just for you and we’ll FaceTime you and ring you and be home before you know it.”

	“Sub?”

	“Yes, mate.”

	“I love it when you’re here.”

	I look at the two gorgeous men in my life and have to smile to stop myself from crying. I’m struck by how fortunate I am and how easily things are slipping into place. 

	“Me too. I love being with you and your mum too.” We share a look so intimate it sends shivers down my spine and feeling like I could embarrass myself by welling-up, I break the silence.

	“Anyway, we’re not going for a week or so yet and I have some exciting news for you, Finnster in the meantime.”

	“Cool - what’s up?”

	My grin widens at what a little dude he is. “Well, you know how Mum’s been working on a hotel with Seb recently?” At his nod I continue. “Well, we’ve finished some of the jobs we were doing there and this weekend the owner is having a bit of a party to show off some of Mummy’s work she’s done on the bedrooms and guess what?”

	“I don’t know, Mummy - will there be balloons?”

	“No I don’t think so, sweetie, it’s something much more exciting than that, we get to stay at the hotel and you are coming with us.”

	“Really?”

	“I promise.”

	“We go Friday night and on Saturday they’ve got some fun outdoor activities planned - sound good?”

	“Awesome – we get to stay in a hotel!” He excitedly slurps from his now nearly empty Coke-float, fidgeting in his seat. “Are you coming too, Sub?”	

     “I am, dude and if you’re really good, I’ll take you fishing by the lake.”

     “With maggots and everything?”	

	“Yep – with maggots and everything!”	

	“Cool!”

	Finn cannot contain his excitement and I watch fondly as Sebastian ruffles his hair and they do their complicated bro handshake. They are chattering away, Seb providing full details about what adventures they’ll be having when the food arrives in perfect time and I focus my time cutting up Finn’s food, ever aware of Seb’s watchful and heated gaze upon me. Finn heartily tucks into his pancake tower of maple syrup and crispy bacon, whilst Seb makes fast work devouring his chilli burger and fries. I stare down at my Chicken Caesar Salad and suddenly feel a wave of nausea hit me. The thought of eating anything at that moment is insurmountable. Instead I pick and push the ingredients around the plate, in the hope that neither of my two dates notices. It’ll pass; I’m just tired and haven’t really caught up with eating since Seb and I sorted through our shit.

	So, I am going to Dubai with a delicious man. Time to text Abby and go into packing-mode. I’ve only got a week left to ensure that work is perfectly organised so that I can actually enjoy my time away. Now that Finn is settled and appears all right, with me going away and we have our Ashton time together to look forward to, I can move into project Dubai with exhilaration.




*****
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	After leaving Jungle Jim’s, Finn is keen to travel home with me. The whole journey home, I balance my time between watching the sexy brunette in the two-seater sports following us, and listening to her son arguing why Ironman would beat Thor, in a fight.

	I have to agree - Ironman all the way with me. The ‘Suit’ trumps the ‘Hammer’ any day.

	“You are a bit like Thor though aren’t you, Sub?”

	“Was it the long flowing blond hair and cape that gave it away mate?”

	His giggles are contagious. “No silly, you have short hair. You have a big hammer though. I’ve seen it in your tools.”

	God this lad is bright and it makes me proud. “That’s right Finny.” I wink at him in the mirror, and reach back to squeeze his foot. “That would make you Ironman, Dude.”

	I watch him push out his chest in pride, before flicking my eyes back to the road to prepare for the oncoming bend. “Cool! I can fly!”

	“Me too!”

	“Well I have a costume.”

	“So does Thor.”

	I can see the cogs turning in his little sponge of a brain. “Well… well… I’m red.”

	What can I do with that? I love the way kids brains work; so random.

	“You win. Ironman is the bomb!” I reach back and we fist bump to seal the deal. Then I revert my attention back to his luscious mother, who now appears to be talking to herself, ether that or she’s on the phone. Yeah, she’s on the phone. She even looks lovely when she’s chatting.

	I have it bad and I honestly think I’ve never been more happy or settled.

	I love this little man and I’m besotted with her. She’s given me a second chance and now we’re getting the opportunity to spend some uninterrupted, quality time together in very little clothes. I wiggle in the seat to readjust my cock. Just the thought of her naked makes me hard and now was not the place.

     A few minutes later we pull into Rose Avenue and I wave at Meg, Lu’s neighbour as I see her getting out of her own car. Two seconds later Leo’s head emerges from the passenger side of the car. They were still dating then? Not that I care as long as Theo isn’t sniffing around Lucia.

	I grab Finn from the back and holding his hand tightly in mine head towards the front door at the same time that Lu swings into her parking space. 

	“Hi Sebastian, Finn.” Meg’s cheery voice hollers to me from her position on the garden bench in their minuscule front yard – right next to another familiar face. It’s to be expected that you bump into your neighbours, but I’m starting to see what Lu means about having your life on show.

	“Meg. Leo. You good?”

	“Yep we’ve just polished off a fabulous bottle of red, whilst Leo helps me sort out my Pension.

	“You?”

	I’m not giving away our business. “We’ve been out.”

	“Hi Meg, Leo.” Lu hollers happily from over her shoulder, whilst unlocking the door. “Finn, you go in sweetie and we’ll be in in a minute.”

	I pat him on the bum and release his chubby little hand, watching as he runs into the terrace, Lu doing the same from her position near the doorstep. 

	“Speaking of wine, when are you and I going to sink a bottle Lubedoo – you could join us now if you fancy?” Meg winks.

	“Not now but thanks anyway. Soon, I promise. Work is crazy and I’m away on business next week.”

	“Ooh sounds very fortune 500 - where you off to?”

	I glance across at Lu, who is struck like a deer in the headlights. I can tell she doesn’t want to publicise our trip so I attempt to rescue her, however bullshit just isn’t my strong point. I like to be quick and succinct and tell it like it is. I like to be clear. “We’re going to Dubai for the launch of a hotel I worked on and to network Lu’s skills.”

	Meg’s blue eyes are huge and sparkling. “Oh, I’m sooo jealous; room for another two? We pack light.”

	Did she really just invite herself on our getaway? 	

     She’s got balls this one, which I usually respect in a woman but not today – this holiday was for Lucia and I, and a few select individuals only. I do like Meg but I can see that if you give her an inch, she’ll take a mile and I’m a bloke - I can’t be worked that way. Lu is way too soft.

	“No, sorry, Meg.”

	Lu and I hold a knowing gaze. I am resolute in this. Not a chance is Theo the Wanker coming away with us. Lu thinks we’re just going to Dubai but I’ve got a surprise in store and it’s going to be all about us - no room for hangers on.

	Meg’s pouty lips are reminiscent of Finn on the rare occasion I’ve seen him strop but I turn on the Silver charm and it’s not long before she’s smiling again. “Don’t worry Meg we’ll catch up with you when we get back and maybe we can go out for a meal one night – Da Mario’s or Pizza Express, something fun, just like you.”

	I’ve no intention of this, of course.

	“Ooh that would be lovely.”

	“Lu, when will you be back from Dubai?” Leo finds his voice and his balls.

	“We are away a week Leo.”

	“Oh OK?”

	“Why Leo what’s up?” I can hear the exasperation in her voice.

	“No nothing, its just we do need to spend some time on ….”

	“If you need anything work -related just give Jackie a call in the office - she has access to all the accounts.” Good Girl don’t encourage.

	“Mummy - I need you!” Finn’s call from the lounge couldn’t have been better timed.

	“We better go guys.” I end all chance of further conversation by placing my hand in the small of Lu’s back and pushing gently. “Catch up soon.”

	“Oh Lu - Do you want to leave a key with me when you’re away - in case of emergencies?”

	Lu nods and we head inside, shutting the door as fast as possible.

	“Seriously - does that happen every time you arrive at, or leave your house?”

	“Pretty much. But Meg and I have been there for each other over the past year - so I don’t mind. I feel sorry for her - I just wish she could meet someone that was right for her.”

	“You don’t think Leo is the one?”

	“Sarcasm doesn’t suit you, baby. But no Leo is too…”

	“Dull.”

	“No, too…”

	“Boring…”

	“Stop it… he’s not dynamic enough for Meg and she has the girls to think about. They’re lovely girls.”

	“You’re too soft. I like Meg too, she’s a little kooky but I don’t fancy becoming the Fantastic Four.”

	Her giggles make me smile, her nose scrunching and cheeks flushing. I could take her right now. A few deft moves and I’d have those buttons undone on her blouse, my hand cupping her breast, my mouth on the other...

	“Mum! I need toilet roll!”

	Well, maybe when a little man is tucked into his bed and reality isn’t shouting in on us. 

	“Talk about keeping it real - I better go see to Finn.” 

	She does a little wiggle that makes me want to bury myself inside her and never let go. I love her sense of humour. “I love all that comes with The Lucia Myers Show - even the not so sexy mundane bits and there aren’t many of those.

	Her green eyes smoulder under the compliment. “Thanks for this afternoon. It was unexpected but fabulous.”

	Rather like you, baby.

	“It was wasn’t it? I’ll call you. Go see to Ironman - say bye for me, from Thor.” I add and smirk at her confused frown but head over to the door but stop and turn just as I reach the handle and in quick long strides make my way back towards her watchful gaze. “I forgot something.”

	Then place my lips firmly on her succulent lips and draw her into my body; the heat between us igniting immediately. I lick her bottom lip, tentatively before swooping in to duel tongues for an agonising second then reluctantly pull away. She wobbles slightly as I do and opens her eyes, dreamily, their irises now a bright lime, lined with teal.

	“I’ve wanted to do that since yesterday. I’ll call you, baby.”

	I hear her sexy voice behind me with a glimmer of humour. “Bye Thor.”




*****
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		Closing the door behind Seb, I rush up to Finn and refresh the loo roll, before bathing him and getting him ready for bed. Two stories and a recap about our afternoon later, I can kiss his sleepy head and know that he will sleep through. All the excitement at Jungle Jim’s and fun with his Godfather had worn him out. God I loved this little guy. So precious and so loving in return, no questions asked. He’d just supported me going away without whinging, like many children would. 

	It’s only when I’ve flicked the kettle on, back down in the basement kitchen that I inhale deeply. Oh. My. God. That had been so nice. The three of us doing family things together; something we’d done often but never with Sebastian playing footsie with me under the table or openly sucking the tomato ketchup from his fingers seductively, whilst watching me intensely, licking every last drop. Ahh, just memorising it makes my nipples stand to attention. 	

     Unexpected but fabulous - rather like him. 

	The knock at the back door interrupts my daydream, as the kettle jiggles, reaching boiling point.; steam filling the room. All I want to do is have a hot shower and fall into bed. Reluctantly I open the door - who’d be here now? 

	“Chris! What are you doing here?”

	He cocks his head to one side, leaning against the doorframe, messy hair and slightly over thought out. “Is that cuppa still on offer?”

	I watch his sky blue eyes, assessing, skimming over me and step back with a welcoming arm gesture. What could I do here - he’d asked to come for a cuppa weeks ago?

	“Of course. Come in. You must have heard the kettle boiling.” Just please don’t be long.

	“How’s things, Lu?”

	“Great thanks.” I grab two red and white striped mugs and hold one up. “Tea or Coffee?”

	“Coffee Ta - black.” He takes a seat on one of the high backed stools at the island. “Listen, I just wanted to have a chat.”

	I hand him his coffee before leaning back against the sink area - distance between us is more comforting. Taking a sip of my own brew I answer nonchalantly “Oh?”

	“Yeah - I feel like we haven’t ironed things out since Seb’s house party, you know with Toni and then Hey Hey Ray.”

	WTF? 

	Hey Hey Ray?

	“We don’t need to talk about things Chris - Seb and I are fine. But thanks.” 

     Maybe he’s not so bad after all. He’s just a bloke who thinks with his dick.

	“No, seriously I felt pretty bad. I knew nothing about Ray coming over - she was always a bit of a hanger on; nothing compared to you Lucia.” His brow jumps in agreement. 

	And there he is… the creep is back.

	“Toni, I admit we’ve had an on off thing for months but I had nothing to do with her lies and fantasies - well maybe some of the latter. To be honest I was getting pretty fed up of her always asking about Sebastian.” 	

     Me too.

	“Chris, Chris, seriously its OK. But I appreciate your apology.”

	“So you and I - we’re good? I’d hate to fall out and I know you and Seb are on, for now, but one of these days I’d still like to take you out. We have so much in common!”

	Oh Crap. What is this guy on?

	“I mean its not like Seb will settle down - its not his thing but I’ll be there for you when you need a shoulder to cry on.”

	Ignore him. Don’t rise to it. 

	“All is going great at The Ashton - with my project management know-how and your design eye, you and I could go far. I can feel a beautiful business relationship forming here Lu and maybe…” 

	I know what’s coming and it’s certainly not going to be ‘more’. Quick - change the subject back to business again. But it’s too late as he continues, “Maybe you and I could set up together in business and pleasure?”

	I choose to ignore the comment. To be honest I wouldn’t know how to broach it anyway. “The Ashton is going to plan, yes. I’m so pleased with how it’s all working out Chris. You’ll be dealing with my assistant Colin whilst I’m away in Dubai but you’ll be in very safe hands.” I smile into my cup and try to wipe away the image of Colin mauling Chris in the honeymoon suite. Revenge is a sweet gay man making a straight, neanderthal man uncomfortable.

	“Oh, are you going to Dubai with Seb - didn’t think he’d be taking a bird with him?”

	“Hmm mmm.” I smile back at him genuinely. I can’t wait and I’m not going to let Chris spoil it.

	“Well… I’m not sure if I might be…hmmm… going too. It’s not nailed on yet but I know Sebastian will want me there.” 

	“Oh great. Nathan and Abby are going too.” Last thing we need is Chris goose-berrying.

	His expression grows more serious, his pale icy- blue orbs, narrowing and I watch as he drains his coffee in a last gulp. “Right - well I better be off. I’ll see you this week at The Ashton?” 

	“Yep.” Not if I can help it.

	“Ok, Lu. Well… I’ll see you then. Call me- anytime.”

	“See you later, Chris.” I follow him over to the door, encouraging him to exit and manage to duck as he moves to drop a kiss on my face, narrowly missing my lips and grazing my cheek with rather painful stubble. That was uncomfortable and I know that if Sebastian had seen it he’d have been pissed! 

	“You’re very easy to talk to, Lucia. Thanks for the coffee.”

	“No probs. Night, Chris.” I’m about to push the door closed on his retreating form before he can change his mind, when he does just that and lunges forward “If I don’t go to Dubai I’d be happy to keep an eye on your place for you whilst you’re not here - just give me a spare key.” 

	“Ah that’s very sweet, Chris but I’ve already got that covered and Seb has my other set but cheers anyway.”

	“No worries. If you change your mind, you know where I am. I mean that, Lu, in every way. So long.”

	As the door finally closes I deliberately shudder vocally into the empty kitchen, eager to shake off the unease I feel and switch the lights off. Time to take this weary body to bed - shame it wasn’t to be adored by the delicious Mr. Silver. Being around other men made Sebastian even more delectable. He just showed up all their weaknesses.




*****
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		It was nearly midday and I’d been on site at The Ashton since 8.30 that morning. Things were crazy busy, as the majority of the workmen and electricians had cleaned up and cleaned out, leaving a small handful to assist with my long list of handymen demands. Sebastian had sent his best in Dave, one of his most trusted and loyal site foremen; he was completely over-qualified for my requirements but what Sebastian wanted, Sebastian got and now I was receiving the brunt of Dave’s disgruntled mood. I wrinkle my nose as I located him, near the fire, as I weigh-up whether to ask him to assist me with the last few pictures. He reads my mind before I have the chance to make a decision.

	“The boss wants me to hang around in case you need anything - I’m going to go have my butties now in the van but feel free to call if you need me to fluff some pillows for Ya.” His voice is heavily laced with sarcasm and I roll my eyes. 

	“I’m fine thanks, Mike. I know this is rather tedious for you but we’re nearly done and the lads have done a brilliant job.”

	If he’s surprised at my compliment, despite his rudeness he doesn’t dwell on it, instead tipping his hard-hat in my direction, before heading out the door. He usually worked with Chris on site and I could see now that they were well-suited - both grumpy bastards.

	“What did Site-Foreskin want?”

	I glance over my shoulder as my assistant walks through the room, and snigger at Jack’s new nickname for Dave, it suited him perfectly. “I don’t think he’s impressed that Seb has him doing such menial tasks.”

	“We…ll, I wouldn’t want to be in his shoes if Mr. Silver finds out he’s being an arse about it.”

	“Well, let’s not tell him then - agreed?”

	“Ok. Your call. But if he continues being a prick I’m going to have to bring out the big guns.”

	I raise my brows in question.

	“Milky tea’s are on me!”

	I nod with a wide grin. “The curse of all builders.”

	“Of course. Speaking of tea - milk two sugars?”

	“Ahh, you’re my saviour, Jacks.”

	“Not a problem. Be back in a tick. I am designated Tea-body today but I don’t mind, its firming up my gluts climbing all these stairs.”

	“Seriously, you’re a star but remember, I need your talents in the cushion arranging department - you have the knack.”

	She preens under my compliment. “Really? Well, I’ll be back soon. The rooms are looking fab…u…lous, Lucia. I mean it.”

	I step back and allow my eyes to wander around the mini-suite we are currently in. She was right, it looked great. The grey, red and black colour scheme had worked perfectly and all the sumptuous fabrics when combined were rich and opulent, yet maintained an airy feel to the room, that I hadn’t expected but worked famously. They were rooms to make love in and dream within. 

	“Just the honeymoon suite to finish up tomorrow now.”

	Jacks smiles at me. “Nearly there - although after these, I have a feeling we are going to be here on and off for some time re-vamping all the other rooms. James will die when he sees the finished articles. Can’t believe he’s had the willpower to steer clear all this time. Right - be back soon and I’ll help you with the throws.”

	I wave without looking back and lift the steamer from its holder, firing out a blast of warm air to the charcoal velvet quilted bed throw. Everything had to be perfect for tomorrow’s event. James Marcell was inviting many local businesses and new potential clients, plus there would the Press here and that was always good for Elysium. That reminds me, I need to make sure we take plenty of photos and upload them to our website and Facebook page.

	I consider Jackie’s words about James and have to agree, the man certainly had willpower. I just hope he’ll be bowled over with the end results - maybe I do need to get Col in here naked to soften the blow if the job’s not to his liking. I shake my head at my dirty mind - Colin was definitely rubbing off on me. See I can’t get away from the dirty talk now!

	My phone rings loudly in my pocket, making me jump and I smile as I see Seb’s name. “Hello, Lucia Myers’. How can I help you?”

	“Now… that’s a question; one with so many loaded answers to it…”

	“Well I’m rather busy at the moment but if you would like to call my office and schedule an appointment…” I smirk coyly, knowing I’m goading him.

	“What are you doing right this minute?”

	“I’m about to fuss with the curtains at The Ashton. It’s starting to look a fait accompli.”

	“Why, Madam Myers you sound awfully sexy when you speak French.”

	I chuckle at his silly comment. “Do I now? Well… let me hear you speak the language of lurve to moi?”

	“Regarde mon pantalon nouveau.” 

	I burst out laughing at his heavily put on Yorkshire accent laced with Peter Sellers French. “You daft thing - what the heck did you say?”

	“You are regarded as my new most favourite thing.”

	“No, you didn’t!” Did he? I’d never been very good at French at school.

	“Alright - perhaps it wasn’t that per se but that’s what I was thinking. What I really said in appallingly broken French was ‘check out my new trousers’ - it’s all I know; well, other than the usual… voulez vous coucher avec moi…..”

	“Of course you’d know that one, every man does - that phrase I get but why would you know how to say ‘look at my new trousers’ in French?”

	His deep laugh, encourages my own from me. I like hearing him laugh, that softer freer side. “It’s a long story, lady…”

	“Ok. Nuff said.” I don’t think I want to know more, I figure it involves women and that makes my skin itch. “Right, Mr. Silver, you are delaying me from work and I need to crack on. What can I do you for?”

	“Nothing. I just wanted to hear your voice.”

	I melt inside and sigh happily as I take a step up the first rung of the ladder, located at the windows. “So, you’ve heard it now - is it enough?”

	“Not nearly. Now all I want to do is drive over and test out one of those new beds. I’m becoming rather partial to that place. I could be there in 15, I’m on my way to a meeting.”

	I’m four rungs up when I begin to feel dizzy and I stumble clattering on the metal ladder. 

	“Lu? Baby? You OK?”

	Whoah… “I’m fine I just feel a bit dizzy.”

	“What’s with all the banging - where are you?” 

	“Up a ladder.”

	“Bloody hell, Lu - whilst you’re on the phone? Get your tight little arse down now and take a breather. You’re doing too much. I know you, and you’ll work until you’re a zombie to get the job done.”

	“Like minds hey?” I joke but shake my head to focus properly - my vision is fuzzy. “I’ll be… fine… just feel a bit light-headed… that’s…all.” My words are slowing and slurred and I begin to wobble, stepping down two rungs, instead of one, causing me to fall backwards into thin air. 

	“”Lu? Lu?”

	I can hear his voice, yelling at me angrily in the distance but it’s no good, I can’t respond as my hand loses it’s grip on the phone and it falls to the floor below with a crash. 

	“I’m here, sorry I dropped the phone. I’m ok. Seb? Seb?” 

	I check the screen to see if we’re still connected. We’re not, and he’s gone. “Oh well. I needed to work anyway.” I speak into the now empty room. God I really need that sweet tea now, I feel very wobbly. I take a seat on the window box and close my eyes… just need a moment of stillness… to ease the spinning top that is my head. I’ll be fine in a minute. I haven’t got time for any delays.




*****




	This is where Jackie finds me a short while later, a look of concern across her face. “Lu, are you alright? You look drip white?”

	“I’m absolutely fine. Just had a bit of a dizzy spell on the ladder, that’s all - I’ve never been good with heights.” Yeah, it was definitely the heights, I convince myself.

	“Here have a sip of this - I’ll be back in a jiffy. Leave the curtains, I’ll get one of the workmen to sort it.” She places a china teacup, in a saucer on the window ledge next to me and smiles comfortingly before rubbing my shoulder. “This will calm you, or rather be the calm before the storm in a teacup.”

	“Eh?”

	“You’ll see.” She raises her penciled brows and holds up the tray of mugs adding, “I’ll give these to the lads; they’re working in Room 40 now and then I’ll be back.”

	I smile my thanks to her and take a sip of the Earl grey, laced with sugar - it hits the spot instantly and makes me feel less drippy within seconds. I hate weakness. Maybe Seb was right? I’d just been overdoing it lately? 

	I take the time to review the room and from my perch, notice a few areas that needed attending to - I probably wouldn’t have seen them had I not stopped and I make a mental note to crack on with them later. 

	Checking my watch I can see that I’ve dallied for too long, its been twenty minutes and I haven’t five, let alone twenty to spare in my ridiculous schedule, so on a sigh I’m about to get back to it when the door to the suite is thrown open with a bang and Sebastian blasts into the space like a whirlwind.

	“Where is she? Fuck! Lu?” His dark chocolate eyes scan the room before resting on me with open relief. “Lu! Ah, Lu… baby… Are you OK?”

	My head snaps up at his noisy entrance and I put my hands up in defence. “Whoa, I’m fine. What are you doing here?”

	He’s on me in seconds, his hands on my body, my neck, at my face, inspecting every part of me, his face pained and jaw tense until finally his examination complete, he enfolds me against his body so tight I struggle to breathe.

	I push against his chest in defiance. “Seb?”

	“What the fuck, Lu? I thought you’d fallen off the bloody ladder that’s what I’m doing here. Why are you climbing ladders? That’s why I sent Dave and the lads to help you finalise things, so you wouldn’t be in this position?” His face is tense, as he rubs his hand across his head anxiously and my eyes drop to his mouth which is a firm line of disapproval.

	“Seb I’m fine. I’m just not good with heights. You didn’t need to come rescue me.”

	“I’ll be the bloody judge of that.”

	Ever the control freak. 

	“I’m OK.” I mumble, annoyed at his dramatics. “I can look after myself.”

	“I know that. But now I’m here, so you don’t have to. Do you still feel dizzy?”

	“I don’t think so - I’ve just got a bit of a headache. I’ll take some paracetamol in bit.”

	“Where are they?”

	“In my bag, why?”

	He scans the room and locates it in the corner of the room, then brings it to me and flicks his hand in the direction of the fastening. 

	“What?”

	“Well, take the pills then.”

	“Oh for goodness sake. I’m fine, really.”

	“Well, you’ll be even better after you’ve got rid of your headache.”

	On a frustrated sigh I unzip my bag, rummage around and lift out the strip of pills I’d grabbed this morning off the counter, then pop two out and throw them in my mouth angrily. He hands me my tea and I take a gulp, cringing as some of the coating from the tablet grates against my inner throat. “Happy?”

	“Very.” 

	He steps forward and I automatically step back. “Sebastian…” My voice trails off as I watch him remove his suit jacket and tie and place them over the chair arm, before first rolling up one sleeve, then the other of his pale blue shirt. “What are doing?”

	“Mucking in! Now where’s your list?”

	“What list?”

	His eyes full of mirth he raise his brows. “Don’t play games, Lu - well not now, maybe later.” I try not to give-in to my smile at his sexy wink. “The inordinately detailed and ridiculously anal list that you carry round with you, that you tick off as you complete each task. You know the one and so do I, you always have a list. Now cough up?”

	I chew my inside lip in annoyance at his excellent detective skills, before reaching across to my file and extracting the most up-to-date, snagging to-do-list for the The Ashton and pass it over to his outstretched hand. 

	He exhales loudly. “Thank you. Now you sit. I will go see what the men are up to and we’ll see about getting these rooms ship-shape.”

	“They are nearly completed, I’m honestly fine.” I add quietly. Part of me is over the moon that he is being so alpha and caring, the other is frustrated that all of a sudden I can’t seem to manage in all areas of my life without him. I swore I’d never rely on a man so heavily again. 

	“Well, if that’s the case then we’ll get sorted sooner. This benefits me too you know? I won’t have you draining yourself to the point of exhaustion at work - there’ll be nothing left of you for me to enjoy. No, the draining part is my job - exhaustion should come from sexual pleasure not work, baby. Work can cause tiredness, yes and gratification but I will be the one to make you dizzy - make your head spin and knees buckle. Do you hear me. No. More. Ladders! Ok?”

	“Ok.” 

	“Good. I’m here now, baby. Let me in, please and let me fucking help. God this holiday couldn’t have come at a better time! You are going to relax, even if it means tying you to the bed for the whole week.”

	I feel a blush begin across my chest and make its way up to my cheeks and we lock eyes. His fingers stroke my neck and I find myself leaning into his strength. 

	“Oh, you like the sound of that do you, beautiful?”

	I nod, unable to speak, my throat dry at just the thought of what his words could entail.

	“Don’t you worry I’m going to take care of you and it all starts this weekend. This weekend we’ll have fun. You just need to let your guard down. I know you find it tough but I’m not going anywhere.”

	 I already feel better, his words comforting, like a security blanket yet at the same time all I want to do is pull back the freshly made bedlinen, climb underneath and have him fuck me senseless.

	It feels so good to feel supported and protected - maybe I could just enjoy it for a little while and stop worrying about my independence? He said he’s not going anywhere - at least not until our negotiated month is up. After that, who knows?
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		I listen to Finn’s happy chatter next to me in the passenger seat as we make our way to The Ashton through the lush Yorkshire Dales. Ariana Grande blares from the radio and we sing in unison, giggling at my attempts to reach the high notes; I fail miserably but it humours Finn so it’s worth it. I’d grabbed him from Kiddi-Crèche, nipped back home and thrown our bags in the boot before heading off early in the hope we could get settled and do any last minute finishing touches before the gang arrived.

     “Are we nearly there yet, Mummy?”	    

     Ah, the eternal question on a child’s lips in a car journey. “Nearly, baby. Here, look we just need to go up this long drive and right at the end, you’ll see the hotel - it’s massive!”

     We weave our way up the sweeping drive and I continually take quick glances at Finn’s face to capture his expression when he claps eyes on the place he’ll be staying the night in. He doesn’t disappoint and his little jaw drops dramatically when he see The Ashton for the first time. 

     “Wowsers!”

     “Impressive huh?”

     “Its like Sub’s house.”

     I chuckle at his exaggeration. “Well not quite - Seb’s is big, yes but nothing compared to this Sweetheart - then again this isn’t a home anymore, it’s a business. It has over sixty bedrooms!”

      Parking up, we take a minute to enjoy the view of the lake, resplendent and spilled out like a welcome carpet. I’d never get bored of this place. Definitely the best job I’d ever had the privilege of working on. “Right you, let’s go get booked in and we’ll go see about getting you some snacks - I don’t know about you, but I’m ready for some cake?”

      “Yay - cake. Can I have the hot scones you told me about when you came last time with jam Mummy?”

      “I think that can be arranged for such a cute little man. We’ll make sure we ask for extra slugs and worms in yours, yes?”

     “Eew - yuk!”

     I laugh at his screwed up face. “Come on, out you get.”

     We head up the impressive entrance, through the huge doors, which are open for us, and go past the sparkling bay trees, with fairy lights that twinkle at all hours of the day and I listen to Finn’s ooh’s and ahh’s - he’s not bothered about the details I’m interested in, he’s already seen the curved staircase and bannister, and is trying to work out the logistics of how and when he can slide his little butt down it, without being caught.

     “Bout time you two got here!” Colin’s hysterical whine hits us the second we reach the foyer and I wink at Finn to make sure he knows that the crazy man in a buttercup yellow Pringle jumper, red skinny jeans and white leather shoes is not crazy (honest!).

     “Darling, are you stressing? That’s not like you.” The sarcastic lilt to my voice is extremely apparent.

     “Sarcasm doesn’t DD-breasted suit you, Lucia - I’m not stressing per se, just feeling a tad overrun - Jamesy has me running my tight little butt all over this mausoleum, making it look pretty.” His pout makes my grin widen. “I don’t know who I work for anymore you or the client, my boyfriend or my boss - it’s all just too much!”

     “Oh the drama! Right. Let me book in, get Finn settled and I’ll come assist, I need to do my final checks anyway - give me half an hour; sound good?”

     “That would be great, doll - I’ll go check on the flowers for the rooms. They should be here now?”

     “Who did you place the order with?”

     “Fresh Water Couture like you told me - well Jacks did.”

     “Oh well then, nothing to worry about; they’ll be here. Off you go and take a chill pill. You’re not usually so on edge.”

     He nods in agreement but shuffles away muttering to himself like a crazy person. Finn has an incredulous look on his face, which promptly reminds me that he’s not used to Colin’s full-on emotional tantrums. I forget how accustomed I’ve become to the force that is Monsieur Duttine and I grab his hand and explain in detail how Mummy’s friend was upset because he’d not had his quota of M&M’s today. He’d just decided to dress like one instead. This seems to explain everything to Finn and he shrugs it all off with a ‘whatever - grown-ups can be weird’.

     We head over to the reception desk where Debbie, James’ PA who is deep in conversation, with one of the managers, breaks off to give us a warm welcome and make a fuss of Finn. She then takes time out of her busy schedule to book us in personally and arranges for our bags to be taken to the room. The woman endears herself to me every time I meet her - and if she didn’t work for James, I’d poach her for my own business  - she was organised to a tee. Debbie assures us that apart from Colin, who practically lives here now anyway, we are the first of our party to arrive and that tonight we will have an intimate dinner for 12 in The Hudson Suite.  She provides Finn with a small carrier bag filled with all manner of colouring materials and stickers and orders afternoon tea for us to eat in the library in 15 minutes.

     Exactly 15 minutes later we arrive downstairs and head for our refreshments. I can see red and yellow flashes, fluttering around like a butterfly in each room but until Finn is settled I am not getting involved; besides I need this time with him. We are just about to take a seat in front of the large Georgian window on a bright fuchsia velvet sofa, when an immaculately dressed waiter presents our afternoon tea and cakes, served on a tea trolley, complete with doilies and crisp white linen napkins and then I smile when I see that Debbie has ordered Finn a large chocolate milkshake with a chocolate hollow straw and topped with marshmallows. Perfect, and it makes my little boy exceedingly happy and quiet for the next few minutes.

     I can’t believe that it’s only been a little over a month since I was sitting in this same room, giving the pitch of my life to James Marcell and now we were here to celebrate the results. How much had changed in that time - what a whirlpool of emotions I’d been through and yet next to me, this content young man, oblivious to it all was unaffected and that made my heart ache with pride. My one fear about dallying with sex and romance again was that it would affect Finn and to-date I’d managed to keep him separate.

     It helps that you are boning his Godfather my inner voice reminds me. It also helps that your colleague is boning your client - whilst he was kept happy in bed, you could have creative license in all other areas and I know that James’ fondness for Colin has encouraged his zest with this refit. This had been one time that Colin’s flirtations had paid off.

     I return my attention to the window and can see that several other cars have now arrived and are parked uniformly next to mine. One in particular is like a beacon on the map; it’s silver tone winking in the sunlight. No Ralph today then. This immediately makes me remember our time upstairs only days before, seriously making up for lost time, before Ralph drove us home. Sebastian was here.

I can feel my pulse quicken just at the mere thought that he is close by and begin to fuss nervously with my hair and check my appearance in my compact. I wonder if he’ll go straight up to the room or have a wander around first? Should I call him?

     “Sub!” Finn’s squeal of delight is enough of an answer and I turn in my seat to face the doorway, where Finn is now running full-pelt towards an incredibly sexy Seb, dressed in smart dark jeans, pale blue shirt and wax jacket. Utterly irresistible - how does he manage that - to look perfect in every setting? Country gent with a sexy edge - I’m fleetingly reminded of Colin’s tweed monstrosity and I smile to myself.

	Capturing the missile in his arms Sebastian picks him up and tickles him incessantly until he screams, “I give in, I give in Sub.” and I smile. There are no other residents in the lounge or library area at present so it can’t offend anyone to hear children’s laughter. I’m happy to let him have some fun.

	“So then, what have my two favourite people been up to? Business lunch?” his brow lifts jauntily.

     “No silly, I’m too young for a business meeting. We’ve just had scones with jam and cream and tons of melted butter and then I had a chocolate milkshake and I met Colin again and he wants M&M’s!”

     “Wow! No more sugar for you jabberwocky.”	

     I giggle at that, we’d always called him that when he chattered without a pause and then snigger further when I watch Seb mouth, “Random?” at me with crinkles at the corner of his twinkly black eyes, before saying to Finn, with a cheeky wink in my direction. “Mate, did you know the human head weighs 8lbs?”

	God I could eat him up. Never mind M&M’s I’d be very happy with a big serving of Sebastian with a Silver spoon. He already screamed hot but quoting Tom Cruise from Jerry McGuire is my undoing. This weekend was going to be fun, if a little sexually frustrating until Finn leaves for his time with his father.

     “What you up to now, guys? Can I tempt you to a walk around the grounds?” 

     “Yay! Can we, Mum? This place is mahoosive!”

     “Unfortunately, I can’t as I need to check the bedrooms to see that all is in order for tomorrow’s open house, buuut… I can take you in about an hour?”

	Finn’s bottom lip juts in disappointment. “But we just got here, Mummy and you have to work already.”

     “I tell you what, how’s about you and I go look around the hotel and leave your Mum in peace, that way she’ll get it all done quicker, then we can meet up to get ready for tonight’s meal.”

     I silently thank Seb over Finn’s head and squeeze my boy before reaching up on tiptoes and kissing my man’s cheek, lingering a little longer than necessary, then I whisper seductively in his ear, “You are so on a promise tomorrow night, Silver.”

	I find Colin flapping in the Honeymoon Suite, one arm cradling fluffy white snowball

chrysanthemums the other flinging gestures at two hotel employees now nervously cowering in the corner of the room, beetroot from the weight of the chest of drawers they are precariously balancing.

     “No Finn?”

     I shake my head. “He’s with Sebastian taking a tour of the grounds – I’m all yours for the next half an hour. There can’t be too much to do as I completed the other rooms, bar the flowers, the other day. Speaking of flowers - I take it they have arrived?” I nod in the direction of his hands.

     “Yeah - talk about cutting it fine. There’s a delivery for you too. It’s over there on the chair.”

     “Oh, thanks.” He’s always thinking about me.

      “Don’t dally though, poppet, we’ve loads to do.”	

     “No we haven’t. Stop stressing. There’s just some tweaks in here to do and the accessories - this room is the pièce de résistance after all.” I nod affirming my words. “…and I’m here now, so let’s crack on.”

     “Thank fuck for that. Work your magic beaatch!”

     Right – all stations go. “Boy’s, place the drawers on this wall please.” I direct them to the back wall, and am offered looks of such relief I realize that I’ve probably just met two great new helpers, that are now my bitches, they’re so grateful to be free from Col’s grasp. Smiling to myself I walk over and adjust the piece of furniture’s position slightly before adding a lamp, a bowl and a Country Living magazine.

     Next came the flowers – I selected a large black & silver vase from the unlimited supply of accessories we’d purchased for these rooms and placed it on the huge black circular table – Colin looks shell-shocked and with a deft flick of my head, he adds the white bunch and begins to faff.  Taking a step back I allow myself this time to absorb the ambience of the suite - every nook and cranny, every detail, texture, fabric, accessory. The place looks wonderful and screwing my eyes up slightly I could visualise the detailed sketch and mood-board I’d originally designed and apart from the odd amend it was practically identical.

     “Col, this room is done, apart from flowers for the bedroom console table, oh and did you get the L’Artisan candles for the bathroom? They hadn’t arrived on Wednesday.”

     He walked over to the bedroom, filled the mirrored vase there with more crysanths and hands on hips, replies, “Done and done. The candles landed this morning. We can light them tomorrow for mood!”

     “Sounds great. We also need to inform reception to make sure the fire is lit – no coal, real logs only, and add some apple & cinnamon twigs to the pile for that extra seduction – we want people to visualize themselves here, making love before the fire, sharing the double bath at candlelight, sleeping in the queen-size cavernous back sleigh bed with 1000 thread count bed linen. Every surface, will shine with luxury and reflect Elysium Interiors.”

     “God you’re good. I forget occasionally.”

     Colin dishes out a rare compliment and my tummy warms. This room is beautiful and welcoming and exactly where I would want to spend a night of decadence with my handsome groom. How wonderful that would be.

     “Earth to Lubedoo? You Ok, chick?”

     “Perfect, just taking it all in.”

     “Well I just bet you are; there you go again, always bragging - is he that big? You lucky bitch!” he ducks before I can launch something at him.

     “Colin Duttine you are a very naughty boy but I love you. Well done, love, this job was a joint effort and yours has been much appreciated.”

     “Nice change of subject, but thanks, boss lady. This was all your vision but I am the master of fabrics and organization and we did good!”

     We laugh together at his self-deprecating manner and I put my arm around his waist and lean my head into his neck, “Now stop stressing and try and enjoy the weekend Col and I’ll go check on the other rooms for display – you go have a siesta.”

     “Do you know what - I think I will? Get me a nice glass of bubbly, and maybe tempt James to rub my back. He’s got no idea how much it means to me that he wants me to host this party with him – its huge. I feel totally emosh!”

“Ah, sweetie, that’s because I think for the first time ever Colin Duttine’s heart is bursting with love for a man who loves him equally and is proud of him.”

     “Ya think?”

     “I do but don’t fuck this one up, Col – you have a tendency to look for the negative in things and not just go with the flow.”

     “Er, pot & frigging whistling kettle! I could say the same about you and a certain delicious Silver suitor.”

     I consider his comeback and snigger out loud – he was totally right. “Let’s just have some fun, we both truly deserve it. Elysium rocks!”

     “We do indeedy. Ahh, I’d love to have stayed in here tomorrow night. I begged Jamesy to let us christen it, but apparently it’s already booked!”

     “Really? They’ve taken bookings already?”

      “Yep - pre-bookings went live as of two weeks ago so it’s a good job we kept on track. This bad-boy’s been bought and paid for since last week.”

     I wander through the room, smoothing out the bed cover and straightening cushions, as I head towards the bathroom to check each area, part of me so envious others would be enjoying all my hard efforts. “Some lucky couple is going to get a lovely surprise when they see all this.”

     It’s only as I do my last checks and am about to leave, I remember the black velvet box, waiting patiently on the slipper chair, to be unveiled. It looked complete perfection within the surroundings of the honeymoon suite and I smile at his thoughtfulness. Picking up the monogramed FWC envelope, I hastily tear it open and slide the heavy cream card out. The scripted font is bold and elegant but sexier than his usual messages and heat fills my cheeks at the connotations it brings.

[image: Image]

	Give and take?

	I unwrap the box and hold the bud to my nose, inhaling its powerful perfume, the colour almost black this time. Then quickly replace it within the box. I’d have to ask reception for a vase so I could use it in my bedroom during our stay. Seven Roses. He was certainly living up to his word to make our time together special.

	I spend the next fifteen minutes or so, taking photographs of the rooms, for our portfolio. Before texting Seb to advise him it was time for Finn’s bath. Then I nip for a quick shower myself, start a bubble bath running for my boy and wait for them to return. 




	*****
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		I take a gulp from my mug of tea, before helping Finn butter and cut his toast into triangles. We’d come down to breakfast early this morning, as my boy couldn’t contain his excitement any longer. Today he was going fishing.

     You’d also not been able to sleep, knowing that only a few doors away Sebastian lay naked and sexy and just within reach but unattainable due, to your motherly duties.

     My mind flickers back to last night - it had been lovely. We’d had an entertaining and civilised dinner amongst great friends and one boisterous little boy, well two if you include Colin, with a sumptuous five-course meal and flowing drinks, in surroundings that were fit for an episode of Downton Abbey. Seb and I had shared plenty of knowing looks across the table and fingers brushing as we reached for glasses, all under the shadowy glow of candlelight and by 9.30pm Finn was exhausted and asleep with his head in my lap. Sebastian, recognising this had just gently picked him up and carried him back up to our room, like it was an everyday occurrence. We’d left the others too it, Abby winking at me as we closed the door behind us, promising to meet up early for our activities the next morning.

	Once Finn had been settled I’d immediately said my goodnights to Seb. If I’d allowed him to stay any longer, we’d have been making love on the floor, whilst my son slept soundly in the bed next to us and it just didn’t feel right. Sebastian was a total gentleman and although left with glazed sexy eyes and an evident erection, he promised to adhere to my wishes. We’d sent several texts over the ensuing hours, which made me blush now, just thinking of their content and with hindsight, I wish I had just bobbed on, right then and there with him in the bathroom - maybe that would have meant I’d have slept for more than a few broken minutes – would have appeased the constant ache I have between my thighs for him.

     I snap out of my thoughts and glance briefly around the hotel restaurant, where the array of food on offer is immense and we are spoilt for choice, with a selection of hot croissants, figs with yoghurt, smoked salmon and scrambled egg, muesli, the choice was endless. Finn is in his element, but I am experiencing a wave of nausea … again. It seems to happen every time I am about to eat; come to think about it, mornings weren’t too good or tea times. I wonder if I need to pay a visit the doctor, the last time I felt like this I had anaemia, maybe I need to start re-taking iron supplements?

     “A breakfast of champions!”

     A voice behind me brings me back to the present and I catch Finn’s nose wrinkle, a tell so similar to mine I’m alerted to the fact that the voice belongs to someone Finn is not all that impressed with; the boy has great gut instincts. I’m continuing to try but this person is just a Dufus.

     “Morning, Chris - sleep well?”

     “Could have slept better, Lulu, much better for reasons you and I both know but there’s always tonight.” 

     With a cheesy wink he heads over to the breakfast buffet and I shudder. Dufus! Kids, and little ears - not that Finn would understand his meaning - but is the man totally unaware of his douchebagness, if that’s even a word? 

	I raise my brows saucily at Finn who is frowning in Chris’ direction, whilst shovelling pancakes into his mouth and whisper across the table, “Ignore him, poppet - he’s ok really.”

     “Nah ahh. He wants to go on a date with you, Mummy and I’m not happy with that at all - I like Sub.”

     What the hell? 

 	God this kid is switched on - although I don’t think Chris wants to date me at all; maybe have a one-nighter to get one-up on Sebastian, but in a three year old’s world that means ‘date’.

      “Don’t be silly, Finn and of course you like Sub he’s your God-father and he adores you.” I watch as Finn’s tightly folded arms relax slightly and his pout lessens enough for me to pop a blueberry inside, which makes him beam. “There he is - my handsome boy. You looking forward to going fishing, baby?”

     “Yeah! It’s going to be awesome. Sub says he has a pole for me and everything and Nathan’s coming with us too.”

     “Did I hear my name being mentioned? Morning, Lu, dude - ready to be the Fisher King?”

     Nathan’s mouth is full so I answer for him “He’s been ready since 6am this morning, Uncle Na.”

     “Ok then. So, Mummy could do with a Nana nap could she?”

     “Hey! I’m not that old but I must admit I’m tired this morning - I didn’t sleep well last night at all.”

     “You should have called my room and I’d have been happy to supply you with something to help you sleep.” Chris returns to our large round table and pulls a chair out, taking a seat with a devil-may care attitude about him. 

     I share a look of horror with Nathan who is about to rescue me when the man that was the real reason I was awake half the night makes his entrance; cool and sexy in battered jeans, black t-shirt and white converse trainers - suddenly I’m ravenous.

     “Lucia knows which room to call Chris, in the event she needs tiring out.” I can see the twinkle in his eyes however, he obviously thinks he’s walked in on Chris teasing me - I wish it was just teasing and didn’t carry that permanent stench of cheese.

     “So, Fisherman Finn are you ready to catch what we are having for tea?”

     “I can’t wait.”

     “He can’t - it’s true - I’ve just been telling Na, he’s been awake for a while, he’s so excited.”

     “You should have knocked on my door. I’ve not slept well and been awake since 4am.”

     “Seems to be a common story…” Nathan mutters.

     “I had breakfast earlier so if you want to grab some warm clothes, your wellies and meet me in the foyer in ten minutes, Finn, Nathan and I will show you how its done - you’ll be a man in no time.”

     Finn squishes Seb’s leg as he excuses himself and I stand to follow. The one thing I want to do is walk into Sebastian’s arms openly and raise my lips to his. To say good morning and feel his morning glory against my tummy, but I hold back. “I’ll go get him organised and see you guys in a bit.”

     I don’t turn to see if I’m being watched but I know I am, I can feel his eyes lingering on my behind and I add an extra wiggle. We’ve just reached our bedroom door when I sense we’re not alone. I can smell him; feel him. I need him. I run the card key swiftly through the mechanism and click the handle open. “Finnster, you head inside and grab your things and I’ll be in in a minute.”

 	I hang back and two seconds later, the door closes and he comes from the shadows, his mouth on me; tongue slipping inside and leisurely twisting with mine. Ah bliss. “Jeez, Lu, I’ve needed to do this since we left one another last night. I haven’t slept a wink!” His hand reaches to grasp my butt and the other feeds through my hair, binding my head in place and pressing my body against his firmly. 

     I can feel his morning glory now, hard and searching and God I want him. “I want you!”

     “I want you too, baby!” he growls into my mouth, leaving my swollen lips to plant a trail of soft wet licks along my neck and behind my ear and reality booms with clanging bells.

     “No - I push against him. “We can’t do this here - God, I want to but Finn’s only next door. Seb… Seb… seriously.”

     His chuckles are contagious as we catch our breath like rampant hormonal teenagers in the hallway. We head into the room, where Finn is zipping up his coat with a grin. “Sub was kissing my Mum!”

     Oh crap!

     I look at Seb and he winks back at me, entirely in control as usual. “I was, dude. Are you Ok with that?”

     Finn puts his hat on, and shrugs complacently before replying. “Ninni said it’s about time anyway. It’s fine with me but are we still going fishing?”

     “Of course, dude. Say bye to your Ma and let’s go find Nathan. We need to go be hunters and gatherers.”

     “Bye guys - be good.”

     “What you going to do in the meantime?”

     “Abs, Suzie and I have a hot date with the Spa - then we’ll meet you for our surprise activity Finny?”

     “Cool! I love surprises what is it?”

     I chuckle. “It wouldn’t be a surprise if I told you. Now off you go boys and have some fun.”

     What I really wanted to say to both of them in unison was love you both but I couldn’t - this new relationship trial thing and amalgamating it with Finn was tougher than I’d imagined.

*****




	I text Abby, grab my swimsuit, and bag and then head downstairs and to the rear of the hotel, where the new relaxation suite had recently been re-modelled. It housed a swimming pool, sauna, Jacuzzi and beauty rooms, which included massage, reflexology, hot stones treatments and seaweed body wraps. It all sounded fabulous but I’m not really in the mood for anyone’s touch but Sebastian’s.

    “Hey you - sorry I’m late I ordered room service and had breakfast in bed, seeing as Nathan was up early. These Silver boys are certainly early risers.”

    “I know, but at least you had yours in your bed with you and could enjoy the early morning rise.”

    “I did thank you very much - sorry, lovely did you find it tough having him so near yet so far?” her giggles are contagious.

    “Stop it - I did! Its ridiculous - I had my beautiful little boy sleeping next to me all cherubic and precious and all that I’ve needed for well…forever and all I could think was how nice would it be if Seb was in the bed with us? Not even to be shagging in it? Just to be a family.”

    “So why didn’t you?”

    “Er - because its far too soon, that’s why, Abigail.”

    “For who? You or Finn?”

    “Finn of course.” I think.

    “Look I’m not a Mum so I can’t really be the best advisor here but when it feels right you’ll just go with the flow. You and Seb seem to be easing back into things nicely though Hun. You still doing the whole one month proposition thingiemebobby?”

    “Kind of! It’s not really a proposition and we’ve both told each other we love one another but yes, we’ve agreed to try things for a month - I’m giving him the month to prove to me that he really wants this, and I’m giving myself the month to trust in us. One thing I do know Abs is we are stronger together than apart and that should count for something shouldn’t it?”

    “Definitely, babe - that is everything.  Wow - deep for Saturday morning, come on let’s get our treatments booked in so we can meet the guys.”

    “Sounds like a plan. All I want is a bit of a swim and maybe a manicure I don’t think Suzie’s joining us? Doesn’t look like it anyhow?”

    “She’s already in there - she’s gone for the full pregnancy package and Gino too apparently!”

    We both laugh in unison; he’s so metro-sexual.

*****




	I take a deep breath of the outdoors filling my lungs with fresh air and smile. This was just what we had needed this weekend, well this and the de-stress I’d just experienced, even without all the massaging and pampering the Spa has relaxed me entirely. 

 	And now watching Finn hi-five Seb, Na, Gino and even Chris, I know that he is in his element and that is the best stress-reliever anyone could provide. The male influence is something he needs desperately in his life and he’s thriving with their friendship. My Dad is such a brilliant influence but I could tell that Finn was enjoying having someone more my age on hand - Niall was beginning to get his act together finally too so things were definitely on the up.	

	I watch Seb, throw Finn up onto his shoulders and the men all walk ahead of us, in the direction of our surprise activity. He is entirely enigmatic, always the head of the pack. Strong and controlling and safe, yet I am fortunate to be privy to his quiet side, the side of him which many rarely gain a glimpse of.

	“We’re here, Lu - are you going to tell Finn the surprise?” Seb shouts to me with a big grin.

	My eyes focus on my boy happily clapping his hands together, perched high on top of Seb, and I run to catch them up. “We…lll, Finny Finn Finn, you know how you always wanted to drive a car?”

	His eyes go as wide as saucers and I can’t contain my excitement. Abby and Suzie have caught us up by this point and Suzie is doing a drum roll noise for extra drama. “You’re going to go off-roading in a mini land rover!”

	“No way - like Sub’s?”

	“Not quite like Seb’s no, but similar.”

	“On my own?”

	“Well, no there will be an instructor and Seb and I will be with you too but you’ll be behind the wheel.”

	“Cool!” Seb places him down on the ground and he runs full pelt at me, wrapping his arms around my waist in a tight bear hug. “You’re the best Mummy ever!”

	My heart melts as I plant a kiss on his head and we head off at a run to the driving centre. The others tagging behind. God I hope these instructors knew what they were doing! I couldn't back out and say no now.




*****




	The afternoon’s craziness goes down extremely well with Finn but after two hours of off-roading, in both mini and full-sized Land Rovers we have to call it a day. I felt exhilarated and had without a doubt been bitten by the rallying bug. I check my watch and with a wince remind Sebastian that we have to meet Niall back at Reception soon. I’m starting to regret agreeing to my ex having our son this weekend now, especially as we were enjoying ourselves so much but I know that he’s had an amazing time and although I’ll miss him, Seb and I can have some adult time and tonight we’ll be able to sleep in the same room together. Not that we’ll get much sleep I hope.

	 Under much duress Finn is convinced to leave his driving days behind, well at least until he’s 17 and the three of us, wave goodbye to the rest of the gang, who are heading off to attempt Falconry and Archery in the nearby field. As we head inside, I see Niall has already arrived and is enjoying afternoon tea in the library with his girlfriend Karen. I feel Seb’s hand in the small of my back, it gives me strength and we make our way towards them. 

	“Hello, son. Come, give your Dad a hug.”

	Niall smiles openly at Finn and it pleases me. He looks genuinely happy to see him and going by Finn’s run-and-barge cuddle, the feeling is mutual. It’s all I want for them; consistency for my son and a healthy relationship with his Dad. So he was a shit boyfriend, he can be a better father can’t he?

	Karen’s large brown eyes are assessing my every move, from her cocooned position in the corner, near the window. She audaciously looks me up and down, addressing my clothing, hairstyle, the way Sebastian and I interact with one another; I feel practically stripped bare but at the same time I understand why and I feel sorry for her. She is madly in love with a man who cheats and she knows she’ll never have him completely. I have breasts and a vagina and on top of that I have history with him, and a child, so I was quadruple-trouble competition. If only she realised that she was truly welcome to him. I would never be with Niall again, not now that I’ve had a taste of how a real man fucks.

	I remember her nasty words, mentioned in front of my son a few weeks ago at their house and I narrow my eyes. Stupid Beach - Finn had relayed it back to me, not understanding the meaning. Stupid bitch was more like it. “Karen, how nice to see you.”

	Her shocked expression at my pleasant greeting quickly disappears as she recovers well. “Lucia. Grand place.”

	“It is isn’t it? I’ve been fortunate enough to work on this for the past few weeks.”

	She sips her coffee slowly, considering her words. “Can’t be bad - can it, Niall? You must be doing all right.”

	“It’s been fabulous but not without its issues, as every job has - matching up the original woodwork, which was a lovely old beech, has been a real bitch but we’ve not been talking about it in front of the client’s tender ears or there’d be hell to pay! It would be a stupid error.”

	I watch her eyebrows disappear into her rather high hairline. There you go love - has it sunk in? Yes? Now you get what I’m trying to say don’t you? You’re brighter than I thought. Let’s get this all out in the open and start afresh so you can get on with your relationship and my son can enjoy his time with his father and you, if you want that. I’m not competition.

	“So, Sebastian did you get Lucia this gig?” her snooty gaze is soaking up my man now, lingering a little too long on his mouth. 

	“Not at all. In fact just the opposite - Lu got me involved. It’s been great to work together so closely on this project. I can’t seem to keep away from her.”

	Sebastian reaches for my hand and brings it up to his lips, kissing my knuckles gently. I catch Niall shuffling uncomfortably in his chair and Karen’s surprise at our public display of affection and have to refrain from punching the air in victory. She seems to visibly relax, like a deflated balloon in front of us. Poor woman; See, I don’t want Niall back.

	“So you two are together now?” her lips form the words excitedly.

	For now we are, whilst we fuck each other silly and enjoy one month of naughtiness. Yes.

	Seb answers for me. “Yes.”

	“How nice? I’m happy for you. Isn’t that nice, Niall?”

	“Nice.” Niall mutters and I smile at Sebastian under my lashes. It might take Niall a little longer to come to terms with us being together - it was a pride thing I think for men and I can tell he’s still annoyed that Seb has stepped into his shoes. The daft thing is I honestly don’t believe that Niall seems to have grasped that he was never even in really the race.

	“Oh, Lucia that is such good news. Now we can all begin to move on.” She clasps her hands together with pure pleasure.

	Alright love, easy now. I’m not desperate and I don’t want Niall back - get it into your thick head.

	“Come on Finn we really need to make a move now.” Niall interrupts the conversation, calling to our boy who has his nose pressed against the glass, watching the fluffy rabbits jumping about on the manicured lawn. He stands to head out, asking Karen to settle the bill and meet them at the car. I watch as she reacts to his request and does as she’s asked - no questions. That used to be me. 

	But before she leaves she kisses both Sebastian and I on our cheeks and smiles, a huge Julia Roberts smile. The stress had literally fallen away the second she’d seen I was dating someone else and I could see a glimmer of the pleasant woman she potentially was. I hope Niall doesn’t fuck this one up. 

	Seb kisses my head and gives Finn a loving hug. “See you tomorrow Dude. Enjoy and be good.”

	“I will, Sub. Thanks for taking me fishing. It was gooey.”

	“Gooey?”

	“Yeah - the worms and things.”

	He ruffles his hair and laughs. “Worms and things are brill.”

	“Lion, you won’t believe what we just did. Seb took me fishing and then we drove a car! It was so cool!”

	“So I understand.” He looks up in our direction.“Cheers, Lu, talk about giving him the world and leaving me with the crumbs.” Niall’s grumpy mumble is pathetic but I ignore it.

	“He’s had a brilliant time but now he’s ready for some quality time with his Dad and that means, chilling in front of a movie with pizza and cuddles, followed by a bedtime story. The simplest things are always best for kids; And I promise he’ll sleep as he’s had a lot of fresh air.”

	“Ok.” His childish sulk is waning at least. “Look, I’m glad we’re managing this.”

	“I know. Me too.”

	“It’s just …”

	“… hard.”

	“Yes.” 

	“I understand, Niall. I’m not finding it easy either but we are working at it and most importantly Finn is happy. Karen seems better too.”

	“She is. I’m trying to make this one work, Lu.”

	“Good. I’m glad. The grass isn’t always greener, Ni.”

	“No, it certainly wasn’t when I fucked up with you.” 

	“Well that’s old news now. Let’s concentrate on Finn.”

	“He make you happy?” He rubs he hand across his chin and stares at me intently, nodding in Seb’s direction.

	I glance to where Seb is attempting a new handshake with Finn and I nod. “He does. I am - happy that is.”

	“More than I did?”

	Yes. Much more. In every way. In bed, as my friend and in my heart. “In a different way, Niall.”

	He nods. “You should have left with him all those years ago in The cave bar.”

	I look into his cool blue eyes, and smile. “No. If I had we wouldn’t have Finn.”

	Niall leans over and kisses my cheek, rubs my arm and hovers at my ear, as though he wants to say something and move backwards. “I’ll see you tomorrow when I drop Finn off. Good luck tonight.”




	*****
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	“He’s still in love with you - still wants you.”

	“Who?”

	“Your ex.” He was drooling all over her like a lovesick puppy!

	I can’t even bring myself to say his name. I just spent the past twenty minutes in the Dick’s vicinity and it had taken everything in me not to take him outside and use his head as the archery target board.

	How the fuck does Lu remain so calm? She does it for Finn and that’s why you put on the act today. I did alright didn’t I? Not bad at all. He still has his teeth. My mind is sending me all over the place as I consider every angle and the sensible head inside of me, the one that isn’t permanently pointing at the bloody sky and rock hard, sees reason. If you are going to continue down this path with Lucia, you’re always going to have to deal with Niall. He will always be a part of Finn’s life. Can I deal with that? Can I?

	Lu reaches out to stroke my jaw, her soothing voice breaking my train of thought. “No he isn’t. Niall never loved me, so it’s impossible he’s still in love with me. But he is making a huge effort with Finn which is good isn’t it?”

	“Yes.” Let’s hope he’s also had an awakening or I’d have to give him a bloody rude one.

	We head up the curved staircase in the direction of Lu’s bedroom. It’s the nearest to reception and without discussing our actions we both make that judgement call instinctively. I am desperate to be inside of her, to prove she is still mine. It’s been way too long.

	“Keycard?”

	She removes it from her jean pocket and hands it to me without a word and I whip it through the lock, then grab her, pushing the handle down with my elbow, and holding her to me tightly, pressing my lips to her at last. “Fuck, I need you… naked… now!”

	We kick our shoes off and remove clothes, items being discarded like breadcrumbs in our path to the bed. We can’t stop this volatile need we have for each other, it’s urgency is frightening. 

	I unbutton my jeans, aware that Lu is watching my every move, her swollen pout approving and hooded gaze oozes sex as she admires me openly but when she bites her lip it’s my undoing. My fingers clasp her face, crushing her mouth to mine, our tongues hot and wet and demanding. Her teeth nip my bottom lip and I hear my groan, our breaths ragged. It’s been too fucking long! 

	I can’t get my breath but I can’t stop. I need my fill, I need to be inside her! My fingers skim her waist, her hips, pulling her closer to my cock, which grinds against her and she parts her legs instinctively for me. I lean my forehead into hers and we stop just for a second, as I turn her, the bed now at the back of her calves. 

	“You’re so beautiful, baby. Lie back and let me in.” 

	I watch her shuffle back onto the mattress, her pretty tits bobbing and sexy green eyes twinkling with desire and then she undoes me as she bends her knees, her striking eyes locked onto mine, and with exquisite slowness, opens them. “Jesus, you’ve no idea how hot you look right now.”

	I grasp my cock, hard as granite and slip on a condom, sliding it down my length languidly. Then I begin to pump it, fixated on her and her deliciously juicy naked body in front of me, her hands find her breasts and she begins to touch herself. 

	“Ahh, baby. That’s it - imagine that they’re my hands.”

	Seconds pass, I grow harder and her fingers drop to her stomach, her finger trailing down towards her mound. Perhaps another time, I’d enjoy the show, if I’d been inside her recently, but right now I had to have her! 

	“I cant wait to be buried in you. I’m going to fuck you, whilst sucking on your nipples and grinding against that perfect clit of yours.”

	“Yes!”

	“You’re going to come so hard you’ll see stars.”

	“Ohhh…”

	“You’re mine, aren’t you, Lu?”

	 I bury my face in her stomach, planting kisses across the soft skin at her navel. She smelled divine, her skin like silk. My cock is painful it’s so hard, as I feel it nudging at her entrance; the heat is scorching. I reach for her breast, kneading it, always amazed how it fits my hand to perfection and pinch her nipple, rolling it between my fingers. She whimpers and begins to thrash, rotating her pussy around the tip of my cock - I can feel her excitement, what my touch is doing to her as liquid heat spills from her and onto me.

	Her hands reach for me, graze my chest, my abs, my V and as she makes a play for my cock, I drive into her, my hands on both her thighs for extra support. I hear her sharp inhale at my entry and slow. Fuck have I hurt her?

	“Don’t stop, baby… harder!”

	Sweet Jesus, whatever I did to deserve this woman, I’ll keep doing it, I promise.




		*****
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		I’m nervous. 

	I’m not normally so nervous, but tonight’s success or lack-of would change things for Elysium Interiors. It would bring in some necessary new business and force our competitors to sit up and start seeing us as real opponents. No pressure then.

	The long mirror on the back of the hotel room door tells me I look professional yet stylish. I’m pleased with my appearance - I’d only had an hour to get ready after practically throwing a naked Sebastian out into the corridor that joined our rooms. We’d fallen asleep in each other’s arms and I’d slept like the dead awakening to Seb’s movements in the bathroom. Thank goodness he’d got up or I’d have been late for the launch.

	I smooth down my pencil skirt, hands skimming the heavily beaded fabric. It was a striking soft pewter-beige toned, two-piece from Dolly’s Boutique, and gifted to me by Suzie, with a cap-sleeved top that ended mid-section and a slim fitted skirt to the knee. At the edge of each cuff and hem, was a 3inch trim of transparent metallic gauze in a champagne shade; this worked particularly well at my midriff, where you were given a cheeky glimpse of skin. 

	Encrusted with hundreds of pearls and small metallic jewels, the end result was likened to chain-mail armour - it really was unusual and I silently thank my sister for her excellent taste. The skirt, however was so tight, I’d be better without undies and I feel a thrill pass through me at the thought that I’d be accessible to Sebastian - but not until later, I duly reprimand myself, as I fasten diamond pear-drops in my ears, and shake out my freshly-wanded hair. The lose waves looked great, and I’d kept my make-up simple with smoked charcoal eyes and nude glossy lips. I’d do. You don’t scrub up bad chick. I spritz myself in perfume, grab my silver clutch and key then slip out the door. Time to bring it on! 

	I’m just about to leave when I remember the gift, delivered to my room by reception earlier. I’d just got out the bath and had accepted the black gift bag with striped bow with inquisition, but in the race to get ready, hadn’t had time to open it. 

	I sit on the edge of the bed, untie the ribbon and pull out a long slim Tiffany’s box in the famous robin’s egg blue tone. The small enclosed card, says simply,




	Wear this and always think of me and what it represents.

The good and the exceedingly dirty x




 	My hands shake as I open it, and see the Paloma Picasso logo within. I’m overwhelmed when I touch the long single strand of freshwater cultured pearls curled up and expectant, on their bed. I lift them gingerly and am surprised at their weight - that’s what you get with real pearls - something I’d never owned before. 

	There is a beautiful filagree heart shaped clasp but due to their length, I can slip them over my head and I adjust them, in the mirror; they nestle perfectly over my breasts and hang just below them and looked fabulous with this outfit. 

	Like a kid in a sweet shop I retract a second Tiffany’s box - this time I open it first. Inside is my bracelet and I hear my sigh of relief. I’d regretted my actions on the morning that Ray had returned; breaking such a beautiful piece of jewellery had been sacrilege and as I turn the heart over I see our message it still there.

	His card reads;

			

To second chances. This belongs on you. x




	I fasten the bracelet at my wrist and dipping my hand to the bottom of the bag remove the final gift; a grey suede box, with no logo or branding. Hmmm. What is in here - surely not more trinkets? Like a jewellery box, it opens with a pop as do my eyes when I see its contents. Nestled within purple silk are two shiny silver metal balls,  probably around ping pong sized. I lift one and roll it in my hands, it’s weighted and I can feel it rolling inside with movement but feels smooth to the touch. 

	Wait a minute - are these? I think these are Love eggs?

	I feel a thrill in my belly at the thought of Sebastian purchasing another sex-toy for me; for us and quickly move to review the instructions. Underneath both of the balls is a black silicone casing, which upon closer inspection and with some clarification from the accompanying paperwork, I realise is for the balls to clip into, to assist with easy entry and exit and a tube of lube.

	I read his hand scrawled message and my brows shoot up into my scalp. I can’t - not  tonight.




Place these inside you before you leave the room and think about

it being my fingers rolling around deep within, with each step you take.  

Trust me Lu, they’ll help you relax. 

I’d do it for you but we’d never get downstairs.

S x




	He’s right there, we wouldn’t.

	Shall I do this? 

	In a split second decision, I check my watch, see I have ten minutes and grab the balls, lube and disappear into the bathroom. Sebastian Silver certainly kept things interesting - I just hope he was right and they relaxed me because right now, the thought of his note, “…think about it being my fingers rolling around deep within you…” I could come right now.




	As I enter the bar, I note that Nathan, Chris and Sebastian are already head to head in discussions with Gino and Suzie. Abby must still be getting ready. Sebastian is dressed in a navy suit, and pale blue shirt, no tie and looks good enough to eat. He commands attention even when relaxed with his friends and I’m instinctively drawn to him. Perhaps the silver balls within me are magnetised to his Silver charm? I know I am. At that second he looks up, locating me in the doorway and it’s as though time stands still. The way he looks at me is obscene but sends a buzz all over my skin, awakening my erogenous zones without any contact. Chris is talking to him but Seb’s attention is purely fixated on me and I’m pleased I went the extra mile tonight. I’d done it for me, for work but I know deep-down, I’d dressed for him - so that he could undress me later. 

	He lifts his pint glass to his mouth and sips, before licking his lips, suggestively, never losing eye contact. My feet are leaden, I can’t move, like I’m frozen to the spot. The moment is so erotic I wonder if I’ll ever be able to just look at Sebastian Silver again, without feeling heat and dampness between my legs. I certainly hope not.

	I know he’s thinking about the pleasure balls - wondering if I’d been daring enough but he’d just have to wait. The guessing game could be all part of the foreplay.

	Get a grip Lulu, focus now. I smile at their table and force myself to look away, time to begin to do my last minute checks - not because I have to but to give me something to think about other than when I can next sit on Sebastian’s gigantic cock. The staff were milling around, pouring cocktails and setting them up on trays for the guests to sample upon entry. They were lined up uniformly in greys, red and blacks and worked perfectly with our colour scheme tonight and were showcased to perfection on striped, black mirrored trays. I pick one of the red concoctions up, down half of it in one and begin to shuffle a few glasses around in a obsessive compulsive fashion.

	“Emergency, fucking emergency! Lu, nobody lit the candles in the bathrooms. For fuck’s sake and that bloody mutt has got gob all down my.” Colin runs past me in a haze of pink, his face nearly the same colour as his salmon coloured linen jacket. 

	“Calm down. It’s fine. Why don’t you go deal with this.” I air circle his rosy glowing cheeks, “… and I’ll go light the candles, it’ll take me a second and I’ll meet you back down here for the toast.”

	“Good. Great. Brilliant. This bloody party is going to be the death of me. I’d much rather put on my onesie and spend the night smooching with Jamesy to Lionel Richie.”

	Bollocks, he loves all this grandeur and drama.

	“It’s fine. I’ll see you in a mo.”

	The lounge and library area is beginning to become chaotic, so I escape through one of the open patio doors in the bar area and head outside. The night air is still balmy and the staff at The Ashton had gone to town decorating the entrance and pathways with hurricane lamps that glow in the dark. I step back and take a minute to enjoy the beauty of the old building. It really does look amazing.

	Checking my watch I make the decision to head back inside and sneak up the back route to the honeymoon suite and rooms but something makes me turn and look over my shoulder, out into the circular car park. The hairs on the back of my neck alert me to an uncomfortable sensation. Like I’m not alone and I shiver, to discard the blanket of unease. I scan the multitude of vehicles ahead of me, but most bounce the ambience of The Ashton off their windows, making it impossible to see within; the others nearby, are visibly empty. 

	How strange! 

	Don’t over think things, just get back inside.

	I rub my hands up either arm, hugging myself against the sudden chill of negativity that hits me. Then taking a last look into the darkness, I walk through the entrance doors and make my way up the stairs. Kick-off wasn’t for another thirty minutes but the gang would be congregating downstairs soon and I wanted to be part of the cocktail hour.




*****
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	“Hel…lo, Lucia, where did you come from?” He watches her standing on the patio, taking in the view. “Nice fucking view isn’t it? Very nice.”

	She looks back towards the hotel and the outdoor lighting shines down upon her glossy hair. She looked hot and moves to head towards the railings. “This way, come to, Papa.”

	Narrowed eyes, appraise her, as she suddenly freezes in her spot near the bay trees. “Yes, you’re a clever one aren’t you? Your instincts are spot on.”

	He ducks a little in the car, adrenalin pumping, as the object of his affection’s gaze lingers over his car, moves to the next vehicle and then drifts back to him again. This was edge of the seat stuff. Yeah! He can feel the excitement building, his arousal increased at her dismay. She really did look classy. Much better than last time he’d seen her out - less skin on show for that Silver prick to maul.

	“Wakey wakey, over here.” His hand lifted in a wave before he thought better of it and he drops it to his thigh. “Second thoughts, nah - not such a good idea, that would spoil all the fun.” She obviously can’t see him but she can feel him, sense him around her and that makes his lady-pleaser twitch in answer. 

	“No, not there, here I am - maybe not so bright eh?”

	He’d sent her the rose yesterday, with strict instructions to FWC to ensure it arrived with the Elysium delivery; that way she was guaranteed to receive it. That way he was guaranteed to hear her in her room, whilst she stayed over - even if it meant sleeping in his fucking car. She had no idea what he did for her, how much he’d risked for her. She was becoming rather ungrateful and he wasn’t sure if it was time for a bit of punishing? Unfortunately the reception in this mausoleum was shite and all he’d heard from last night was the odd muffled voice and crackle, so that had been a waste of his precious time and money. She was worth it though. Yeah, he’d invested too much in her to date - he wasn’t ready to move on until he’d had his fill and until she was thoroughly terrified of him. 

	If he was honest with himself, he knew he was punching above his own weight with Lucia Myers and that only made his thirst for her far greater - he wanted this one for keeps. At least the lad was here this weekend, so that meant that Silver would have to leave her alone and wank himself off.

	“Welcome to my world.”

	Stupid bitch still hasn’t seen me - well, she’s had enough chances. Whatever happens now she deserves, he mumbles as he watches her retreating curvaceous form slip through the black double doors. 

	“See you again soon, sweet Lucia.”




	*****
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	The launch is a complete success. James Marcell welcomes his exclusive mix of guests into the fold of The Ashton with the canapes and cocktails, both of which are great hit. I take a sip of my drink, aptly named by Colin, Elysium Cocktail and work my way around the room. There was plenty of potential business here to scoop and now was the one time to take advantage- yet all I want to do is  walk over to Sebastian, who appears to be in deep conversation with a couple of guests, whisper ‘fuck me’ in his ear and head off to bed. Is that so bad?

	I’m not sure I can take another minute without touching him - my cervix aches is so tight, my muscles spasming around the weighted balls. It was becoming harder and harder to keep them securely inside of me, as I feel myself grow more turned on.

	As if he’s telepathically tuned into my rather erotic thoughts, Seb’s eyes lift and dart to mine, dark chocolate deepening to black, and my nipples harden under the weight of my top. God, he is a magnificent specimen. In a room full of over a hundred people, he oozes sex, charm, power. The women are crowding around him, desperate for a moment of his precious time and I can’t fault their attempts but it doesn’t stop the streak of jealousy that runs through me as I see a well-dressed woman, run her hand up his arm and lean in to say something in his ear. Back off bitch.

	You need to get your head in the game - for the next few hours it’s about work. 

	“You Ok, babe you look…pissed?” I smile tightly back at my sister’s lovely face, my eyes never leaving Sebastian. 	

	“Mmm hmm. All good.” 

	She follows my direction and grins annoyingly. “Ah, now I get it. Rearing its ugly head? He does look super dishy tonight though.”

	I narrow my eyes at her. “You’re not helping.”

	“Sorry, Lu, just nice to see you caring enough about his whereabouts again. A week ago, you didn’t give a damn.”

	“How are you - tired?”

	“Alright, alright, I’ll change the subject. I’m OK sis, but I’m not sure I’ll last long tonight after all that pampering and fresh air today. This weekend’s been so great though. Just what we all needed. Jess sends her apologies though, she couldn’t get out of a work thing tonight unfortunately.”

	I smile the second she mentions her best-friend Jess - she was completely mental, in a good way, and fab at a party so we’d miss her. “I know she text me bless her - its a shame as she’s such a laugh but I understand and I’m so glad you came. I can’t believe G had the pregnancy massage as well?”

	“You know Gino, he wants to be as involved with this baby’s passage, as much as he can - amazing how that won’t involve the actual passage isn’t it - suddenly they’re not so keen to be so in sync with the female then - massage, yes, pushing a melon out of your arsehole, maybe not.”

	I nearly choke on my drink and she laughs with me “Sorry, hun, too much information.”

	“No, been there - look you don’t know you’re born with Gino. Niall wasn’t even there for my birth, well not when it mattered.”

	“I know, babe. Anyway, when are we going to see these rooms you’ve been working your butt off on? I wanted to take a peak yesterday but Colin wouldn’t let me.”

	“I think they are all open now, ever since the toasts were finished. Why don’t we wander up and I’ll talk you through them.”

	“Fab. I’m really proud of you you know sis - Mum and Dad would be too?”

	“Thanks, Suze - I know they are, they’ve apparently booked to stay the night in one of the rooms next month, how great is that? Just give me a sec and let me grab Abby and we’ll all go up together.”




*****




	“You look like an Angel.” He murmurs, his sexy lips curling up at the corner. “Absolutely glowing. Must be all this fresh air and afternoon napping.”

	“Thank you, Mr. Silver.”

	He takes a step backwards and fully appraises me, inhaling deeply. “Killer outfit. Pearls - you look so good in pearls.”

	I smile, glad he has noticed. “I wore them for you.”

	“Every time you wear them you’ll think of me.” Like his note.

	“I will. I do.” I glance across to where Abby is chatting to a guest and gaining her attention, nod in the direction of the door. She holds two fingers up behind her back in answer.

	“Thank you, Seb - you really don’t have to keep buying me things but I adore the necklace.”

	“I want to spoil you, baby - it makes me happy to shower you with gifts. I see you are wearing your bracelet.”

	“I love it. I promise I won’t discard it again. It was a silly thing to do. Stupid.”

	“Understandable under the circumstances, but I’m glad you want to wear it again.”

	“It’s staying put.”

	“Good. Anything else staying put?” he raises his brows on a smirk.

	Oh God. The sound of his voice, all husky and vibrating is making me twitch and my pelvic floor tighten around the silver balls, sending waves of pleasure up inside me. “Lu? You Ok - you look a little flushed.”

	Through gritted teeth I sigh. “I’m fine, as well you know, you sex God.”

	“I can’t wait to be buried balls deep inside you, next to those little silver balls baby.”

	Oh Jeez. “Seb, seriously.”

	“Are you in a hurry, Lu? I feel like I haven’t had a minute with you since you kicked me out your bedroom earlier.” He pouts playfully and I grin despite my earlier frustration with him. It wasn’t his fault he was so utterly divine. “I’m sorry, I’m just going to showcase the rooms to Suzie and Abby, then stay up there for a while in case any potential clients want to brainstorm with me.”

	“Sounds like a plan. I’ve already handed out several of your business cards, oh and two of them were exceedingly keen.”

	I’m touched by his support but he could sell ice to the Eskimos, especially if those Eskimos were of the fairer sex. “I appreciate it.”

	“Don’t worry, you’ll make it up to me tonight. Besides, the building works will be completed by Silver Con, so it’s in my best interests too as we’ll be working side by side, on top of things, keeping abreast of …”

	“Seb….”

	“Am I making you hot, baby?” He takes my hand in his and holding it there, encapsulated, he locks eyes with me and with one finger trails a path from the inside of my elbow to my wrist, where my pulse now beats erratically. 

	“Very. You don’t play fair. I have to work.” I pull it away like I’ve been burned. He has such an effect on my body, it worries the hell out of me. 

	“You see - that just makes me want you more.”

	“Please don’t…” 

	God I’m weak, where he is concerned, the heavy ache within me a constant reminder that I need to be filled by him. It’s taking everything I have in me to not walk into his lean hard body, unzip his pants and suck his cock right there, in front of all these people, whilst he finger fucks me, like his message promised, embedding the balls against my g-spot.

	I feel like I’m on fire, and he’s still looking all casual and charismatic in his suit.

	“Don’t what, baby?”

	“Don’t get me all hot and bothered when there’s naff all I can do about it for the next few hours.” I mutter under my breath as an older lady nears our position.

	“I don’t know what you mean Lu.”

	“You drive me to distraction, you know that?”

	“It works both ways, sexy lady.”

	“Well, two can play at that game…”

	“Oh really? You’ve seen my gifts - what do you have in your little box of tricks?”

	“My little box is open, uncovered, on show…”

	“Wtf, Lu? Are you not wearing underwear?”

	“A bra, yes. Panties, oopsies - must have forgotten those when I was fingering myself in the bathroom. Those silver balls are awfully big, I had to push really hard and ever so deep.” I feel a surge of power as his chocolate irises vanishes, as the pupils bleed out, dilating fully and his jaw clenches. “See you upstairs, lover.” I wave over my shoulder, hearing him chuckle lightly at my departure.




*****




	I give Abby & Suzie the guided tour of Room 40, 41, 53 and 55 before saving the Honeymoon Suite for last. When we enter, it already has several occupants, all taking in the fabrics, decor and new design. Butterflies dance in my stomach - God, I hope they like it.

	Suzie interjects immediately. “Of course everyone will, what’s not to love. It’s out of this world!”

	Crap! Did I say that aloud?

	“I would die for a bedroom like this, Lu - if I ever get out of that hole I live in you are decorating my new place. Beg beg!” Abby squeezes my arm. 

	“You need to do the baby’s room first, Sis - I’ve loads of ideas so when you’re ready, but does next weekend work for you?”

	“Not next weekend - she’ll be jetting off to Dubai then.” 

	“Ooh, I forgot about that, Abs. You lucky thing, Lu - I wish G & I could make the hotel launch, it sounds so luxurious.”

	“I wish you could come too but we’ll send you loads of selfie’s and update Facebook regularly and ba-ba comes first.” I pat her rounded belly excitedly. “When I get back, we’ll sit down and sort through some ideas and I’ll get it all done for you in time for the birth, I promise.”

	“I know you will - Auntie Lulu is a miracle worker isn’t she?”

	Abby & I raise our brows at one another and smile— it’s started already - I remembered it well.

	“Don’t take the piss - talking to my belly soothes me and the baby.”

	“Lu you Ok, you seem to raising your eyebrows for longer than normal? Please don’t tell me you’ve gone and got Botox?” Abs smiles in my direction.

	“I’m fine and if and when I want Botox I’ll get it! Actually, I’m just toning up my pelvic floor.”

	The chorus of oh’s is enough to end that conversation - every woman understood the eyebrow raise and it was a bloody good job, as keeping these pleasure balls in was beginning to become a serious challenge.

	“Right guys, bedroom, open fire, as you can see.” 

	“Ooh, I do like a bit of sex before the fire - good thinking, Lu.” Abby encourages me.

	“Nathan did all this Abs, window seats, he made the bed, all the joinery is his practically - he’s a master.”

	“I know - a master in the bedroom.” She winks at us both.

	“Through here is the bathroom.”I hear their ooh’s and ahh’s as we enter and I’m pleased as it is the reaction I was going for. “Self explanatory really, but ultra glamorous.”

	“Lulu, this is amazing!”

	I locate a familiar face entering the bedroom and kiss both girls. “I’m going to go smooze - you ok now?”

	“Perfect. Seriously, Lu, fabulous work.” Abby imitates Suzie’s words and I grin. 

	“You just keep saying that, really loudly to all and sundry and I’ll pay you later.” On a wink I head in to catch my next client, Carolyn Walters.




*****




	“Lucia - oh I’m so glad you are here. I saw James Marcell downstairs but it’s you I wanted to see.” Her arm sweeps the lounge part of the suite, “This is a fine job you’ve completed here. No wonder James wants to keep you all to himself!”

	I smile at her warmth. I haven’t seen her since our last meeting but we’d been in touch via e-mails and the more I had contact with her, the more I liked. She was a savvy business woman who didn’t take any shit - someone I could relate to. “Carolyn - so glad you came. You are already my client so you have no fear that I belong to James Marcell.”

	“Ooh, goody.” Her eyes twinkle and I glance to the nearly empty cocktail.

	“Can I get you a refill?” 

	“Do you know I think I will - these Elysium cocktails are delicious - clever marketing strategy that. Might need to get the recipe for the Gilded Fox, we have cocktail hour on a Thursday night. What’s in it?”

	“Haven’t a clue I’m afraid - but I know its fundamentally a red velvet martini - to go with the red velvet interior theme. There are Black Cherry Velvet’s and also Grey Goose Vodkas over dry ice. All my assistant’s doing, so I can’t take the credit, I’m afraid.” I grab another red velvet for Carolyn from a nearby waiter and guide her in the direction of the bedroom. “Shall I give you the guided tour?”

	For the next ten minutes we review my work and whilst I already have a signed purchase order for her Inn, I am confident she’ll spread the word of my creativity; she is full of positive praise. She has also given me plenty of ideas to consider for rooms at her own pub. I break off to meet and greet other interested parties during our tour and advise them to take a company brochure from the ones near the door. The Suite, in particular has gone down a storm, which was always going to be the case and I finally can begin to breathe again.

	“Lucia, this is my daughter, Dawn.”

	As I escape an overzealous gentleman, who’s had far too many Grey Goose vodkas, his hand determined to test all textured surfaces of the Suite, my pearl beaded butt included, I see that a woman of a similar age to myself, perhaps a year or two older, has joined Carolyn Walters; the similarity between them is striking. “Well, I can see that - you are like two peas in a pod. Pleased to meet you, Dawn.”  

	I hold out my hand and she shakes it rather formally. Carolyn’s tinkly laugh is contagious but whilst Dawn smiles she is far more reserved and it certainly doesn’t reach her eyes. She has long dark hair, worn in a similar style to mine, hazel irises that would be striking if she wore a little make-up to enhance them and quite possibly, a good figure underneath her baggy top and trousers. She didn’t draw attention to herself, in fact did quite the opposite. 

	“Nice to meet you, Lucia. My Mum has talked a lot about you.”

	“Ooh, all good I hope.” For some reason I feel a little off - like I’m having to put in more effort here. You already have the job and she’s a silent partner, so don’t beg.

	“Of course.” 

	“I’m glad we’ve met - I did say to your Mum if there were any parts of the design plans you were not happy with, we could discuss them…”

	“No no, I’m much more of a silent partner right now, as I’m sure Carolyn has already mentioned.” I nod encouraging her to continue; the woman interested me, she was definitely an enigma. “She did.”

	“Well, I like your plans and my Mum likes you, oh and red velvet cocktails it appears.”

	We laugh together and Carolyn tuts. “Leave an old lady be - I’m allowed to indulge at my age.”

	“You’re only 68 mum! Well, anyway I saw your work when I stayed over at a hotel in The Lake District…”

	“The Queen’s Head!”

	“That’s the one. I loved it and did my research and the owner gave me your name. The rest is history.”

	“Well thank you, that’s a real compliment. I worked on The Queen’s Head a couple of years back.”

	“I only went the once.” I watch Carolyn put her arm around her daughter and consider their behaviour. 

	“If you liked that, I also did Rooks Hill, B & B in the Dales. You must stay  - it’s lovely and if you mention my name, they’ll give you 10% off. Maybe try and have a romantic getaway.”

	“Not for me. Never again.”

	I lower my head, slightly embarrassed at her dramatic statement - it all seemed a bit much for a first meeting but each to their own. Jim Carey’s words ring prominently in my mind - All … righty then! Just as she seems to become more normal - she turns all psycho again.

	Carolyn attempts to make up for Dawn’s bluntness and in a bubbly voice natters about romance and her dearly departed husband and as if on cue, I look up at the doorway to see my own love leaning, watching, drop-dead-gorgeous. His timing could not have been better. He’s always there to rescue me, even when I don’t need it.

	“Any chance of a tour?” his drawl could melt butter.

	“Will you excuse me, Carolyn, Dawn?”

	“Of course dear. We’ll be in touch.” 

	“No probs. Nice to meet you, Dawn.”

	“And you, Lucia.”

	I make my quick exit and head over to Seb but Dawn’s voice halts me in my tracks. “Lucia? Just be careful ok?”

	I turn to face her. What a strange thing to say? “About what, Dawn?”

	“Who you spend time with.”

	“I’m not sure what you mean?”

	“It doesn’t matter - I’ve said too much already.”

	I glance across to Carolyn but she has already moved towards the door and is out of earshot. “Ok, then, Dawn. Night.”

	Cuckoo!

	I walk straight into Sebastian’s outstretched arm, feeling it wrap round my waist and release the breath I’d been unknowingly holding. My safe haven. The woman had given me the heeby-jeebies, something I’d experienced a lot of late. I feel sorry for her; she’s obviously unhappy but definitely got a screw loose. What the hell had that all been about?

	“All good?”

	“Yes. Can we head downstairs for a bit.”

	“Of course. You can give me my tour later - I’d like to check out your plumbing…”

	I grin up at him. “Are you sure you’re Ok with it?”

	“Fine. Is everything alright, Lu - you seem off kilter?”

	“Just something a client said to me, or rather didn’t say, oh whatever… I’m good. Let’s go.” I reach up to plant my lips on his wide sexy mouth. Who cares if this is work - all I want to do now is play.

	“Well, I have a surprise for you that will cheer you up - even though they’re not usually your thing.”

	He knows me too well. “You do, do you?”

	“I do. Not nearly as good as your little declaration downstairs.” His eyes drop to my groin and I squeeze my thighs together at his words. “But, I think you’ll like it.”

	“Well, don’t leave me hanging.”

	We make our way down the stairs, his hand in the small of my back at all times and through to the bar, where Nathan holds up a beer for Seb. I practically run alongside his long steps, trying to keep up.

	“I think I’ll hold off a little longer, baby. One more hour and you’ll know.”




*****




	“So, I think that all went rather well, Lucia don’t you?”

	I glance over my shoulder as the owner of the establishment settles in next to me in the library. “It’s been wonderful, James. Truly. Thank you for such an amazing launch and including Elysium in it.”

	“Hard to believe that you’ve achieved so much in such a short time.” He sips his whiskey and settles back into the purple velvet settee. “I seem to be having a severe case of déjà vu, darling.” He raises a bushy brow, “You, me and garishly dressed male here, discussing the brief - was that really only a month ago?”

	“Yes. We seem to have all changed in that month.” 

	“That day brought a fabulous interior designer into my life, who I like to think of as a friend.” 

	“Of course we’re friends, James. This weekend has been such a treat; you’ve ruined us all.”

	“It was my pleasure, darling. Tell your friends that they do not have room bills, I’ve already got Debbie to sort things.” He holds his hand up to stop me arguing with him. “Colin wanted to have a house party, and play Lord of the Manor and this was his chance - I wanted to indulge him.”

	“That’s very generous of you - thank you, James. How are you and Colin?”

	“Dreamy, darling. A month ago, I got you and a new man. He is a bloody whirlwind, but he’s good for me. He keeps me young and less stuffy - and keeps an eye on my cholesterol.” He pauses to chuckle. “What about you? Sebastian Silver is certainly a catch.” He raises his glass to me in cheers and I bite my lip. He certainly is that.

	“A lot has changed in the last month. I am open to what the future holds.”

	“That’s the attitude. Gorgeous girl like you can pick and choose but just remember to grab those opportunities when you see them, feel them, or another month will have gone by just as fast as this one did.”

	 “It’s flown hasn’t it? Are you happy with the completed works James - I mean you’ve signed them off but its always nice to hear?”

	“Bloody marvellous job you’ve done, Lucia. Marvellous! I just wanted to grab a quiet moment with you before you’re too busy for my little Hotel.”

	I chuckle at his words - he was my most affluent client to date, owning an estate and lands worth millions  - pah! little hotel - I would not be discarding him for new blood. “I take it you would like me to address some of the other rooms in the same design manner?”

	“This party has been wonderful for feedback from both locals and our regulars and the rooms have gone down a storm - why break what is a winning strategy? Put some figures together and we’ll talk but yes, to answer your question, I have another 20 − 30 rooms at least to work over and our private dining room needs a makeover before Christmas, if that’s something you’d be interested in?”

	My head is spinning with ideas. “Yes, of course. I’ll have my assistant set up a meeting and we’ll talk next week.”

	“Super. You are a rare gem.”

	“Exquisite, isn’t she?” I sense Sebastian at my back, his fingertips, softly kneading my vertebrae and I roll my head into his touch.

	James’ clears his throat and stands. “Exquisite is a perfect word for her. Right, I think I’ll retire to bed now that all the guests have gone. Enjoy each other.”

	We watch him leave, all the while Sebastian at my back, his fingers doing wicked things to my skin and then his lips brush against my ear. “Are you ready for your surprise, baby?” 

	And with my nod of encouragement he pulls my chair back, never losing contact with me, skin on skin at all times. 

	“Time to go upstairs where untold pleasures await.”




*****




	We’d said our goodnights to Colin and Gino, Suzie had gone to bed earlier and Nathan and Abby were about to head up themselves. It was time to call it a night. We take the staircase together, head down the Alice in Wonderland corridor and I’m about to stop at my room, when Sebastian slips his arms under my knees and around my back. Then he lifts me, cradling me to his strong muscular body and I loop my arms around his neck intuitively.

	“What are you doing?” my giggles are nervous but reactive.

	“Doing what I wanted to do the first time we walked down this corridor together…”

	I look up at his face, intent on his path and fixated on his goal,. I’m allowed those few minutes to enjoy his features at my leisure and inhale his intoxicating scent. I place my palm against his chest, only to feel the heat burning there, the tanned skin visible at his neck, makes me gulp - he is fucking gorgeous and all mine for the night!

	We reach the end of the corridor, the two huge doors to the honeymoon suite in front of us, now closed. “Do you want your tour now?”

	He ignores my question and shuffles to whip the keycard though the lock, then with a deft flick of his hand the door opens and he carries me through it, closing it behind us with his foot. “The only thing I want a tour of is your delectable body.”

	“We can’t be in here, Seb.”

	“We can and we will. It’s our’s for the night. We’re going to finish what we should have done in here last month and you’re going to scream so loud, they’ll think this place is bloody haunted.”

	 He sets me down onto my feet and disappears into the bathroom. I can’t believe he’s booked this room? He was the person who’d booked it weeks ago - I wonder if Colin was in on it?

	The curtains are now closed, creating a luxury floor to ceiling draping that is both dramatic and sensual. Colin had been right about the fabrics, they worked well together. Fresh logs spit and hiss in the fire grate, while candles, glow around the room - many more than I had arranged for the launch. I remove one stiletto, then the other and pad barefoot towards the bed, passing the champagne that chills in the ice bucket on the coffee table. I lift the bottle seeking the label; ah, Laurent Perrier Rose, my favourite. He’d thought of everything. Or had he?

	At the wardrobe I open it and find all our clothing, hanging uniformly. Yep, everything; he was such a control freak but I am beginning to love that about him.

	His arms wrap around my waist, pressing me passionately to him and I reach up on tiptoe to rub noses with him affectionately. “When did you do all this?”

	“It’s been planned for some time but your sister helped me pack your things when you were working the room, and then the night porter distributed it in here, whilst we were with James downstairs.”

	“I so wanted to be the first to stay in this room.” I step back from him, suddenly highly emotional.

	“I know, baby. It’s another first for us. We should have christened this room weeks ago but at least now, we can enjoy it in style. It’s our room.”

	“Thank you.”

	“You’re welcome. Now come here and let me undress you by the fire.”

	Sebastian had removed his jacket and tie and slipped it onto the nearby chair, then he moved to unzip my top and skirt and I’m discarded of both seamlessly, leaving me standing in front of him in nothing but my bra and jewellery. I instinctively unhook it and slide it down my shoulders aware of his eyes on me, at all times. A few weeks ago I’d have wrapped my arms around myself, conscious of my naked status but now I’m happy to see his liquorice blacks fill with lust at the sight of my body; I’m empowered by the evident rise I can achieve as my eyes drop to his groin, where his erection is thick and hard, the fabric pulled tautly across his trousers.	

	My nipples ruche and their peaks point aching to be touched; licked. I am not cold however, as a shiver of desire sprays across my skin. The heat from the fire, combined with the heat pooling between my thighs, is causing a rosy flush across my body.

	Stop staring at me. Please just take me.

	I watch him unbutton his shirt, before sliding it from those broad shoulders and revealing his sexy torso. I’ll never get tired of looking at his body. His muscles bunch as he twists to discard the offending item and I lick my lips, at the corrugated leanness of his flat tanned abdomen.

	“Enjoying the show?” He questions, eyes lock on me, whilst his fingers unzip his trousers. I nod but can’t speak, as I stare transfixed in silence, as he slides them down his legs and I see for the first time that he too has gone commando tonight. I hear my inward gasp; and I flex my fingers at my sides, desperate to claim his cock which now springs free, solid and searching up to his navel, his balls tight- ever aroused. The whole time I’m standing naked, on show and waiting. 

	I can’t wait any longer and I make the first move. Be bold Lu. I take a few small steps towards him and his arms encircle me, the sensation of skin against skin makes me groan aloud and I lift my lips to his. The pearl necklace is cool and smooth as it rests between us, his hands grip my jaw, imprisoning me, swooping in to capture my lips. He is both demanding and gentle and I adore both sides to him, this controlling, frustratingly gorgeous man who I spend every waking minute longing for. I am addicted to his smell, his touch his kiss. His voice.

	“You’ve no idea how much I’ve wanted to have you to myself all night long.”

	“Oh believe me I have, but enlighten me…”

	His lips kiss my cheekbones, his thumb tracing a swirl of patterns across my neck and onto my collarbone, where he strokes rhythmically. “I look at you Lu and in that one glimpse, I’m hard.” His finger continues in a tantalising trail downwards to my breast and I push it out, desperate for the peaks to receive some attention. Ahh, yes, that’s it! His hand closes around my breast, capturing a section of the pearl rope in his fingers - the combination of his palm and the pearls kneading me, makes me breathless. “I see these and I want to slip my cock between them and pump until I come all over them… and give you a manmade one of these.” He tugs on the pearl necklace and I hear my sharp intake of breath. How did he manage to make dirty sound so right?

	Jesus! 

	I feel myself growing wetter by the second at his words, the pleasure balls are heavy and my pussy aches to have him reach inside and remove them and replace them with his cock. I arch my back as he shapes both my assets, kneading them, before dipping his head on a groan to take one nipple between his teeth. Yesss! My knees buckle and his arm steadies me at my waist. 

	Moving us backwards, I’m encouraged to lie down, on the rug before the fire, the glow from the flames flickering over our skin, the heat warming us from the slight chill. My body adjusts the balls inside me as they move deeper, tilted into my channel and I gasp. I reach for him, and he is on me, his strong body, on top of me, every hair tickling my erogenous zones, every muscle supporting his weight over my form. His eyes, now black with the reflection of amber flames from the fireplace, lock onto mine, as he takes both wrists and anchors them above my head, holding them with one hand and scattering my hair around me with the other. “You’ve no idea, how stunning you are - like this, laid bare for me - you’re… all… mine!”

	His lips brush against my cheek, hot from the fire, before kissing me deeply, and I squirm, desperate to clasp his searching tip, to wriggle to fit his erection which rubs deliciously against my mound. I want him inside me so badly. I widen my hips to accommodate him, spreading myself and feel him rotate teasingly against my clit. “Not yet, beautiful. I going to make you see stars with my tongue before my cock takes you over the edge.”

	I stretch in pleasure at his words and his lips find my nipple, swirling his tongue around it, before sucking, hard until I can feel my cervix ache with the early stages of impending orgasm. He then switches it up and possesses my other breast, nibbling it and tugging gently with his straight, white teeth, whilst watching me for my reaction. God, I’m so turned on I think I could come from oral stimulation to my boobs alone. 

	“Not yet, baby - hold off - I want to taste you.”

	He releases my hands and I stretch my arms out immediately to admit blood flow back into them, but I admit I miss the loss of dominance; miss his grip. He doesn’t allow me time to dwell, stroking a flat palm down my stomach, which quivers automatically at his touch. Then I nearly hit the roof, when the tip of his tongue scorches my bikini line, licking a path delicately and directly before he moves to cover my clit with his lips. And I see stars! I come hard with that one powerful suckle, as he slips one, then two fingers inside me and I buck under the force of my climax.

	My mounting fever has nothing to do with the roaring embers to my right and everything to do with my cool, sexy Silver man and his magic touch and I push myself to meet his demands. “That’s it, baby, take everything I have to give.”

	Spent, I focus my eyes, the scales of lust filtering away from my eyes in a warm cloud of fuzziness but its never enough and I’m aware that my gorgeous man has been a complete gentleman in putting my needs first but now I want to pleasure him. Now, I want to feel him explode inside me. 

	I feel myself being slowly lifted to a sitting position, and a whimper leaves my throat. The sight of him naked before me is my undoing, as the fire casts shadows across his skin and muscles, and I openly enjoy him. Our eyes lock; a slight smile on his lips as my eyes drop to his thick engorged cock already covered in protection and I gasp, caught out, and they ping back to his in shock. I’m hit with a look of pure hunger in his eyes, his straining erection, between us - so virile, so unashamed of his sexuality and so ready to fuck. 

	“You want me?”

	“I do. So much.”

	“I’m all yours.”

	I stand, holding his gaze, with every slow purposefully sensual movement, tucking my hair over one shoulder and moving first one then the other leg outside of his, aware that my pussy is at his eye level and I’m opening myself up to him, a little bit further with each stretch; entirely vulnerable. I feel empowered as my heart pounds and leaning forward, place both palms onto his shoulders, feeling the corded muscles beneath them bunch with my touch. 

	Then I lower myself, my pelvic floor screaming in resistance at the pressure put on it to keep the weighted balls from escaping, as I drop, knees bending, until they line up completely with his hips on the rug, his legs grazing the inside of my thighs. If I squat a little lower, I’d feel the tip of him, brush my heat. 

	“Wait.”

	His command halts me and I still as he reaches forward, his hand cupping my behind to support me, the other sliding up my slickness, his finger dipping deliciously within and I throw my head back and roll my hips, welcoming his invasion. I feel a slight tug and then his finger is inside me once again, pushing and massaging one of the balls around my swollen highly-sensitised tissues. 

	“Sebastian. I need you inside me.” I feel lighter somehow and have this incredible desire to be filled.

	“Take a seat, baby. I’ve removed one of the balls - it’s much better for you with just one when I’m inside you, rubbing against it.”

	My excitement builds at his words but I have concerns. “I’m not sure I can take you both - you’re so big?”

	“You’re ready I promise. A few hours with these inside of you and your walls are ready to be stretched…” He encourages me to drop onto his pelvis and I do so, pulling back, feeling between us to position him properly. His guttural groan is my undoing as my fingers grip his girth, even through the condom he felt on fire and his whisper at my neck, sends me reeling. “You’re ready to be stretched… and fucked into oblivion.”

	I can’t wait a moment longer and with his head at my entrance I lift, rotate my hips teasingly and feel his hands grab my cheeks, that is my cue, I drive down onto him in one smooth transition, his cock hitting every nerve ending on the way up, and I still, to adjust to his size. God he’s big, no matter how many times we made love it never ceased to amaze me but my body was adapting quicker and I begin to rock back and forth slowly, his hands at my arse, pushing me in tandem. 

	I can feel the ball begin to wobble within me, its weight creating repeated delicious sensations along my g-spot, his cock’s guidance ensuring the sphere remains wedged in just right the area.

	My breasts are crushed to his chest, the hair there grazing my nipples exquisitely and I arch my back pressing them and tilting my pelvis into his body. His sexy eyes are watching me, a look of raw longing there, his mouth open on a never-ending gasp. My nails rake across his back and he moans and I begin to quicken my pace, mixing my rocking with rotations, his cock pumping within me, hitting that sweet spot over and over again. “Oh, Sebastian - fill me.”

	I cup his face and lower my lips to his and we kiss; a passionate mating of tongues and my tears. This man is everything to me and I cannot believe the  emotions he can draw from me.

	I pull back to see him begin to unravel, the only time I see his control slipping away; I create this. 

	“Fuck, Lu - so deep.”

	He tips his head back, the veins on his neck straining and I feel myself begin to rush towards the cliff edge as my own orgasm builds, boomeranging around every part of my body, making the soles of my feet arch. I know he’s near and I slam harder onto his cock, determined that my body will be the one to pleasure him, like no one before; to provide him with a climax worthy of Sebastian Silver.

	His roar tips me over the edge and I sense his fierce release within me, ripped from him and savage in it’s intensity - his mouth quivers and his look of shock is a mirror of my own, I’m sure. I collapse into his arms, and we hold one another, our bodies united, our hearts connected and souls as one. Utterly spent. Utterly as one.




*****




	“I wonder if other people have such amazing sex?”

	His laugh is sexy and makes me want to repeat what we’ve just performed, all over again. “I don’t know, baby - I’ve never experienced it like this.”

	I snuggle back against him, my spine to his chest, the bed throw around our naked bodies, as we sit before the fire, watching the flames, sipping champagne. His arms wrap tighter around me, and I lie my head into the nook of his shoulder. “Really?”

	“Really. Don’t question what we have, Lu.”

	I hear annoyance in his tone but choose to ignore it. “I’m not - you’re right…”

	“Of course.”

	I whack him playfully. “Sshh - don’t interrupt me. I was going to say, you’re right…when we connect sexually, we draw pleasure from one another in a way I didn’t think possible.”

	“I know, baby. I feel it too.”

	“It worries me, the depth of my feelings…” I turn my head from him. This was getting too heavy.

	“Lu, don’t hide from me. I love that only I can drive you wild with passion but believe me when I say that you are the only woman to have ever been able to make me hard 24/7.”

	“You’re ready to go again, now?”

	He takes my hand and moves it behind to his extremely evident erection. “It appears, lady I’m always raring to go around you, at the thought of you - the sound of your voice, you’re a vixen.” 

	I twist to meet his mouth and lift my hand to cup his jawline, our tongues duelling. “You are insatiable, Silver.”

	“I am, Ms. Myers but only with you, baby. Now let’s go christen that amazing bed and let me put this to good use.” He stands, taking me with him and the throw drops to the floor, allowing his cock to spring free ready and searching. 

	Oh my. What are you doing to me, Sebastian Silver? 

	

*****
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		One week later and I’m on a flight to Dubai and staring fixated upon the spot in front of me, where my brandy awaits, the ice melting within a heavy glass tumbler. I’m tempted to down it in one and follow it with a tequila chaser. The sound of the plane is a deafening mix of engines, technology and air conditioning. I loathe flying with a passion.

	Sebastian is at my side, all soothing and supportive and I lean into his strength and grip his hand tightly in mine as we descend to Dubai International Airport, my tummy doing somersaults as we drop in altitude. Only a few more minutes and you’ll be living it up with Mr. Gorgeous  - it’ll be worth it.

	“Not long now, baby - we’ll be landing soon.”

	“Ok.” I smile weakly at him. 

	“I never knew you disliked flying so much?” 

	“We’ve never flown together before. I’ll be fine honestly - its just take offs and landings.”

	“Another first for us to celebrate.” He leans in and kisses my forehead. 

	The first bump as we hit tarmac sends my heart pounding and up into my throat, the second jolt is less worrying and the sheer relief as I sense that we are completely at ground level comes out in a huge whoosh. 

	I hear Seb’s murmur at my side. “All over. I’ll have to get you slaughtered on the journey home or take your mind of it with other things.” 

 	The glint in his liquorice eyes and crooked smile is full of sexual promise and my bits loop the loop in expectation. I can’t wait for this break to begin. One whole week with Sebastian Silver! One whole week,  just him and I, acting like a real couple. I’m still pinching myself. How’d I get this lucky? Now that I’m here I can switch off from home and work to a certain extent and go with the flow and this man deserved my full, undivided attention.	

    Its only as we enter the private VIP lounge at Dubai International Airport at 3am, that I consider Sebastian’s body language. He’s spent the past ten minutes on the phone, all secretive and away from my vicinity and we’ve not headed out to collect our baggage - we are just… well, waiting.

	“What are we doing Seb? Are we waiting for someone to collect us?”

	“All in good time, baby.”

	Oh no. I sense a surprise coming and I hate surprises - definitely the control freak in me.

	Luckily I don’t have to wait for long as a well-dressed gentleman arrives to take us to wherever the hell we’re going now. After following him for a few gates we reach one that makes him stop, however its not clearly advertised and had I not known it was there, I’d have walked straight past. 

	“Here we are, Mr. Silver. If you head through here, the desk will check your passports and show you onto your private jet.”

	Private jet? 

	This might not be such a bad surprise after all. Confused I bite my lip and frown at Seb’s secretive wink. What has he got up his sleeve? 

	“Why are we going on a private jet?”

	“Trust me.”

	I’m not given the opportunity to continue my path of questions as he heads on expecting me to follow. Of course I do. This was all too good to miss out on. I’m quickly finding that life is never dull with you, with Sebastian Silver.

	We head through passport control, the stewardess checks Sebastian out, in both his picture and person and smiles a bright come hither look with eyes as black as his. I’m annoyed when he jovially throws her a winning flash of his straight white teeth and dimpled cheek. 

	God you have it bad - he’s only being polite.

	The heat hits me like a thick cloak as we leave the building and walk out onto the tarmac. It’s boiling and I long for the coolness of the airport. Where are we going now? Seb’s hand is firmly planted in the small of my back, his thumb brushing up and down in a soothing motion as he gently guides me towards the medium sized jet directly in front of us. 

	My eyes fly up to his, and I halt immediately. I can’t go back on another plane yet. “Seb, what is going on?”

	“I need you to relax and trust me, baby and all will be revealed in about 5hours give or take.”

	What another 5hours? We’ve just flown seven to Dubai? I’m not sure I can get on another aeroplane so soon.

	“It’s a private jet, fully kitted out to encompass all that we could ever want on our journey to paradise - nothing but the best for my baby.”

	“But…” Paradise?

	“Do you trust me?”

	“Yes.” I nod. I trust him implicitly. Despite everything we’ve been through the past few weeks. I trust him.

	“Well I promise you that this flight will be like nothing you’ve ever experienced before. The mile high club is something all couples should experience together - don’t you think?”

	My only memory of the mile high club is when Chevy Chase got his foot stuck down the aeroplane toilet in National Lampoon’s Vegas Vacation and ended up with one ombre dip-dyed blue trouser leg. It’s not something I’ve ever dabbled in - aeroplane toilets are hard enough to pee in let alone fuck! However, looking around I consider that my issue would not be how would we fit in the bathroom together but how would we decide where to do the deed. It appeared we were the only passengers.

	We head up the short stack of steps and into the plush interior of the aircraft and are welcomed by another steward, who is just as enamoured with Sebastian, openly showing his approval as he minces his way through the initial introductions to what has to be the most beautiful plane I’ve ever stepped foot on. Male and females worship at his feet but this time instead of making me jealous, I understand completely. Standing in faded fitted jeans a navy linen shirt with sleeves rolled back on his muscled, tanned forearms and white converse; he is Godlike, seriously dreamy and all mine. 

	My own jaw drops as I take in our ride to god knows where; all grey and white, with huge leather chairs, a curved seating area and cosy lounge. If I couldn’t feel safe and chilled in this environment 30,000 feet in the air, then I’m screwed.

	“You like?” His seductive drawl in my neck sends currents running directly to my nether regions.

	“I love.”

	Andrew, our steward, coughs politely and encourages us to get seated so that we can take off for our destination to paradise. “All of your bags are already on board. Can I get you something to drink?”

	“Yes - Ms. Myers will require something stiff.” I glance across at him and see the charm oozing out of him, his enigmatic smile firmly engaged. He knows how to play it. Poor Andrew doesn’t know where to look and is now blushing from head to toe.

	“I’d like a brandy thank you, Andrew.”

	We settle into the comfiest armchairs I’ve ever known; Seb nearest the portal window and I accept the Brandy with thanks. Not a plastic cup here; cut glass all the way. Andrew checks our belts, and does the usual talk through, which I’m grateful for - this is still a flight, even if it looks like a flying penthouse.

	The takeoff is a relatively smooth transition, much easier than I’ve ever known. I know that is partly down to my surroundings and my down-in-one brandy, which now warms my belly comfortingly but is mainly down to Sebastian. He is extremely attentive and puts me at ease, talking to me in soft undertones about work and his expectations about the launch party.

	“Hi.” His lips touch my inner wrist, igniting a fire along the sensitive nerves there, as he draws my hand to his warm mouth, pressing gently just over my increasing pulse.

	“Hi.” I look up at him through heavy lashes. The man is devastating.

	“You hungry?”

	“Not yet.” I smile at him as we unclip our belts, twenty minutes into the air. 

	“I am. But not for food.”

	Oh my. He holds a hand out to me, and I take it, no questions asked, as we head deeper into the aircraft. This place is truly amazing and I can’t believe we have it all to ourselves. The clean lines continue, with suede and fur and textures and then we hit a dead end, the only way forward, through a pair of high gloss arched black doors.

	“Are you going to show me the cock pit?”

	His loud laugh, turns me on and showcases his sexy dimple. “In a manner of sorts. I’ll finally get you to myself.”

	“You’ve had me at your side for over ten hours.” I laugh at his comment.

	“NOT in bed, I haven’t…” He pushes the doors open on the word bed, showcasing a small bedroom with a dominating circular mattress and I gasp. “ … And NOT naked.”

	The next few minutes go by in a blur of teeth clashing and bodies frantically undressing to our underwear. All thoughts of my whereabouts have completely dissipated. I’m so desperate to have him. Sitting so close to him for hours on end has been wonderfully cosy but also agonisingly constricting. Seb clicks a button and the blinds come down, as we slip onto the bed, cocooned from the outside world and the regularities of a usual in-house flight. I’m in a luxury travel bubble and I don’t want it to pop - its entirely surreal.

	We devour one another’s mouths, his hands sinking into my body, touching every part of me and I do the same. My palms stoke the fine hair on his chest feeling his heart beneath them and I drop to replace them with my mouth. Cascading light kisses all over his taut physique. He is so ripped my mouth waters at the sheer sight of him. “I’ve missed you.”

	“I know, baby - me too.”

	My trail of kisses continue, along his ribs, across his abdomen, my tongue licking a path down one indented and perfected V. His fingers swoop underneath my chin, willing me to look up at him.

    “Let me go down on you?”

    His eyes darken from chocolate to black. “No. I want to touch you.”

    “Soon.”

    I cup his balls and stroke leisurely up over his cock through his Calvin’s, ignoring his words. I want to feel him, touch him, put him in my mouth - be in control. He is everything to me and his pleasure is my pleasure.

    “Baby, I won’t last if you continue doing that…it’s your turn now.”

    In the dark, the tiniest light creeping in and slicing across the bed, I can see his black sexy eyes as he slowly begins to work his way from my mouth, down my chest, sucking on each nipple, licking a trail around the soft curve of each mound, all the while holding my gaze. God he’s so damn gorgeous, and he’s all mine. 

    The breath hisses from my lips; a guttural groan deep from within. The sensations he is awakening flicker like shockwaves, rippling across my body, working their way downstream to pool at the top of my thighs. His touch is like magic bringing something out of me that has lain dormant for years - perhaps forever.

    “I promise I’ll make this worth your while.” 

    Oh I believe you, you sexy mother fucker - my fear isn’t that you won’t show me the time of my life, make it utterly unforgettable - but that one day, you’ll stop, stop giving me pleasure. Stop rocking my world and grow bored of me.

	“I’ve lost you, lady - where’d you go?”

	“I’m here, don’t worry - I’m all yours but you need to be down there…” I smile seductively at him, nestled between my thighs and choose to ignore the annoying uncertainty rearing its ugly head - my fear of my scar, my fear of how many times he’s done this with other women. Live in the here and now, be strong and confident.

	“With pleasure.”

	I am devoured by his black orbs filled with flickers of fire; one blink and he is peeling my underwear from my body, smiling between kisses at each point, my strap, the edge of my lace panties and back to my swollen pouting mouth. One lick and he sets my skin alight, and my pussy moistens. One kiss and I am his - every time.

	“You are so fucking beautiful - just being around you makes me feel like I’m home.” 

	I was thinking exactly the same thing. 

	“You are home, baby - now stop talking and come inside.” 

    I part my legs, wide, the air brushes against my clit. I’m bare to his eyes, completely open to him and I don’t care; I am not embarrassed - just spread my feet wider, all the while holding his eyes, willing him to take what I’m offering. “Come inside - it’s warm and tight and where you belong.”

	I sigh as his tongue fills me, rolling around my throbbing clit, sliding, along my slit and plunging inside, before tracing delicate swirl patterns on both inner thighs, and I tremble uncontrollably. His technique should be patented, it’s that fucking good.

	Holy fuck. 

	His suckling increases in frequency, and I thrash around desperate to come. “Ah, baby, that’s it just there - don’t stop.” I explode in glorious wave after wave of rippling satisfaction; the tight coil within my belly unravelling until I’m boneless.

	The tear of a condom packet is a welcome sound and I look down to watch Seb expertly roll it over the searching head of his impressive and rock hard arousal. Such a smooth bastard and I love it. The first moment when I feel him inch inside me is predatory, both our bodies straining to connect. His hands grab my behind, kneading both globes firmly, allowing his delve inside me to deepen, even with my slickness I flinch to accommodate his girth. I gasp as hot embers of pleasure spark along my wet slippery channel.	

	“Baby, this is just the start. Oh, fuck you are so tight!” 

	“Sebastian!”

	His name on my lips is a husky sob of delight and Seb’s grunt of approval surges him on. Pounding into me hard and fast withdrawing to the tip, rotating his hips before slamming into me again. Intense and sweaty and downright dirty. The control is there but he is teetering on the edge, as I clutch at the bed sheets, and his mouth seeks my breast, I groan as his tongue laps at my erect nipple, warmth flooding through me and pooling between my legs; the sparks igniting around my clit as his pelvis rubs against me - I’m nearly there. 

	My heart is beating so fast, my bottom swivelling to meet his punishing pumps, tight pussy sucking on him. God he’s big, he is practically touching my womb. Fuck me!

	“You want it harder, baby? With my pleasure.”

	I must have spoken aloud. He clasps an ankle and lifts my leg to his shoulder, maintaining his grip. My pelvis tilts, giving him better access and scissoring my trembling body onto his cock. My tits begin to bounce as he surges into me, the only sound our panting and the slapping noise of his balls hitting my body. 

	“Look at me. Let us watch one another when we come.”

	My eyes lock onto his, glittering black and sexy as hell, the message clear; don’t look away. I shiver as I’m stretched further and feel the first twitches of his undoing. The moment is so profound that the stirrings of my own climax takes me unawares. I cry out in surprise, closing my eyes to capture the pleasure, just for a second.

	“Look at me, Lucia.” 

	They fly open on his command and heat burns over my clitoris, just seeing my wanton reflection in his honest eyes, full of fire and lust. His balls tighten, his grip on my breast too and I watch as his lips roll white; I know he is about to come.

	“Come inside me.” I repeat my earlier invitation.

	“Fuck!”

	He explodes as I tighten around his cock, waves of delight so extreme I jerk with the violence of them. I can feel his semen gush inside me, the condom not enough of a barrier to stop the sensation of hot arousal.

	He bucks into me, twitching the last remnants of his love inside before collapsing and cradling me to his body. I smile into his beautiful face, cupping it with both palms as I kiss him with every part of my being. This man is everything to me and I will my feelings to pour from my eyes to his.

	“I’m addicted to you.” He nuzzles against my nose, with his to soften the ferocity of our lovemaking as our heartbeats slow, to a normal rhythm.

	I know how he feels and a sliver of fear shoots through me at the fierceness of my feelings for this man.

	“Me too.” 

	“I seriously can’t get enough of you.”

	Moving from me, the cold hits my body immediately but not because I’m chilled; I crave his skin, his touch, his lips at all times. The bed dips as he disappears for a few seconds before returning to the bed to envelope me within his arms and once again I feel complete. His gentle kiss at my temple encourages me to curl into his embrace, my bottom pushing against his cock, which is solid once again. I turn to question with raised brows.

	“It rarely goes down in your company, my darling. Damned nuisance if you’re not around.” His deep throated chuckle is full of sex and play. “Not going to be a problem this trip though - you’re going to be fucked in so many ways and so many places you won’t be able to walk straight when I’m finished with you.”

	The words are whispered into my ear, his fingers stroking my hair back from my neck in unison, alighting the erogenous zones there. “Your throat will be red raw from calling my name as I eat your juicy pussy and send you spiralling over the edge.” A kiss lands on my shoulder and my nipple puckers in response. “And your body will be aching for my touch…” His fingers pinch my nipple, elongating it and brushing delicately back and forth. “…only my touch, at all times. Every time you think about me, you’ll have a memory of me licking that plump clit of yours, burying myself between your thighs, pinning you against a wall, my tongue in every orifice. There will be nothing between us, baby.”

	I consider his words, my pussy becoming slicker by the second, so turned on by the dirty talk before I respond. “Do you promise?”

	“Always.”

	We kiss deeply, unspoken feelings uncoiling and pouring from us passionately. “ I think I could get used to flying like this - this hasn’t stressed me at all.”

	“You could, could you?” his chuckle is a lovely sound, echoing within the cabin bedroom.

	“Oh yes - but I’m not sure what we just participated in should be called the Mile High club…”

	“Really? And what would you call it, Ms. Myers?”

	“Oh definitely The Smile in the Sky Club!” Seb’s deep laugh is contagious as we cuddle in Egyptian cotton sheets, and sip champagne - the height of luxury. “I have to agree a much better name for it. Welcome to your first taste of The Smile in the sky Club, lady - now lie back and lets put another smile on your gorgeous face whilst I fuck you to heaven and back.”




*****
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          A light rest and a shower and change later, we are being shown to the Presidential Villa at The Four Seasons resort in the Maldives on a sunny Sunday afternoon. I still can’t believe we are here. Sebastian had finally relented and informed me of our destination as we were about to land at Male airport. He’d had no choice, when he’d seen my stricken face, after a quick glimpse out of the window. It had appeared that we were to land in the sea - talk about dealing with my phobia at gunpoint!  

	Now with my feet firmly on terra firma, the glittering white sands and blue ombre waters surrounding us are more than enough to make the extensive journey all worthwhile. It is the most beautiful place I have ever seen; tranquil and mystical; each island bobbing in the water like stepping-stones on a path to the Promised Land. Sebastian’s eyes glint with mischief and excitement as we walk hand in hand from the small golf buggy style car which has driven us to our door. En route, I have seen the calibre of the small villas on offer to the hotel guests and they are seriously high-end luxury but nothing prepares me for The Presidential Villa.

	“Welcome, Mr. and Mrs. Silver, to the Presidential Suite. I will be your Butler - your wish is my command.” A well-dressed Maldivian male introduces himself to us. Rather like a Genie and I shrug my shoulders in happiness - this is all too much but I love it. I also notice that Sebastian does not correct him as to our marital status. Mrs. Silver sounds worryingly good and I bite my lip, forcing myself not to travel down that path, it was not in our cards. Enjoy the here and now babe - remember your motto.

	The accommodation lives up to its title, exuding unsurpassed luxury at every turn and as our Butler, whom we now know as Mohammed, gives us a tour around the palatial Villa, I make a mental note to take pictures of everything for Suzie and Abby; they’d be so envious. Dark wood floors gleam beneath our feet, with every care taken to set the scene for romance. A huge, open lounge and bar area flow out to the back of the Villa, where I can see the infinity pool and private access to the beach. Then we reach the bedroom, which is enormous. Flowers, champagne on ice and chocolates fill the majestic suite, where a huge statement battered copper headboard supports a pure white bed, covered in rose petals and white voile blowing in the air-conditioned breeze. A circular glass bath is sunken into the floor in the corner of the room and only upon nearing, I realise that you can see the sea beneath, clear as day. The bathroom is more of the same, high-spec, in coppers and greys, with plenty of white and letting the outside in. It really felt like we were part of the island.

	“Royalty have stayed here and now this will be your abode for the duration of your stay.” Mohammed adds proudly.

	Seb’s pat on my bottom is combined with a whispered, “Only the best for my princess.”

	I think I can manage four days of this. 

	“Your things will be unpacked if you require?”

	“No, thank you Mohammed. Mrs. Silver and I will see to that. We are keen to absorb what’s on offer.” 

	My raised brows are rewarded with a wink and a blown kiss before Seb all but throws our Butler out on his coat tails “Please buzz when you need my assistance.”

	Bridging the gap between us, Sebastian crosses the space in long easy strides, his sexy body oozing a powerful edge; the look of unadulterated raw passion in his eyes flows and is reciprocated in my own,  as our eyes lock. His palm clasps my back, pulling me towards his body and jerking my head upwards to look directly into his face and immediately I tremble at the need I see mirrored there.

	“I thought he’d never fuck off - I can’t think when I’m around you.” His growl is full of emotion as he reaches out to graze my lips with his knuckles and then his mouth presses hard down onto mine; his tongue warm and wet, dipping inside to tease. I am weak at the knees by the time we stop to take a breath. 

	“Stop. Stop!” I laugh as he grinds his cock against me in defiance. 	“Seb! Stop. We’ve just arrived. Let’s go explore!”

	“I’m trying to!” His petulant voice makes me smile. 

	“I mean outside, not in my panties!”

	“You’re banned from wearing them this holiday from here on out.”

	“What? Even the beautiful lingerie you bought me?”

	“Even those.”

“Even the crotchless ones?” The twinkle in my eye earns me a growl - I’m treading dangerously close to being tumbled right there on the cool wood floorboards in the open lounge. 	

“Even those.”

	“Even bikini bottoms?” I love that this fries his brain; he’s definitely not thought his ridiculous demand through and his exasperated reply is entertaining.

	“Jesus, Lu - Ok, you can wear those, but only ones with easy access.”

	“Ever the controller.” I kiss him lightly on the cheek and head towards the bedroom, quick to put a little space between us. We’d been together for nearly 24 hours and I need a moment to breathe. “Give me a moment to unpack and adjust to my surroundings and I’ll meet you out by the pool.”

	I can see the torment he goes through, to just give in and allow me to do as I please and adjusting his obvious hard-on, agrees with a disgruntled nod. “I’ll check my emails in the office and get us some drinks. Don’t be long, baby - I want to enjoy every second of the next few days with you - by my side and available to me at all times.”

	At all times. It sounds like bliss to me, I muse as I pad into the luxurious suite but I need to retain some normality so as not to crash too hard when we come back down to reality.




	Twenty minutes later and everything is unpacked, Seb’s included and I head to the bathroom to change. This will be the first time we’ve resided together for more than a day and it feels exciting but I’m still nervous - I haven’t lived with a man for over a year and I’m suddenly shy at the openness of this palace. Not a bloody door in sight - there’d better be one for the bathroom! 

	I slip into a brand new turquoise and gold bikini, tie a black sarong at my hips and decide against footwear. I’m feeling on high alert, every nerve ending awakened, my sex buzzing and slick from our earlier kiss and I rub my thighs together to appease the ache. The lack of clothing over the next few days would make it difficult to hide my obvious reactions to his presence. One last look in the mirror and on a whim, I grab one of the fuchsia hibiscus flowers from the many around the room and pop it behind one ear, tucking my hair back and over one shoulder. I feel like a native now and worthy enough for the touch of Mr. Silver. My confidence grows as I hear his sensual drawl beckoning me to join him. His hiss of approval boosts me as I confidently accept the offered Mojito; the crushed sugar, tart against my lips. 

	“This place is out of this world, Seb.”

	Our eyes connect and I smile at his loss for words. “Hmm mmm - knock out.” His eyes remain on me, and not the idyllic lagoon at our fingertips. I beam, pleased I’ve turned him on and going by the tent in the swim shorts he’s changed into, his reaction is virile.

	I take a moment to run a hand across his tanned skin, and snuggle into his warmth before once again admiring the view before us, in all its glory. “Thank you for bringing me here.”

	“You’re welcome, baby. Now let’s swim!”




*****
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	Fuck me!

	My eyes rake over Lucia as she glides from the front room of the villa to meet me on the deck. I’m instantly hard. Her body curves in all the right places, on show and barely covered; just how I want her to be for the next few perfect days. 

	At my disposal - at all times. 

	Hardly a scrap of make-up and a bright pink flower tucked behind her ear, she looks like a Hawaiian Princess. My Princess! Toned legs flash through the thin fabric tied at her hips, her magnificent tits bursting out of her plunging bikini bra-top. Both nipples pebbled and demanding to be toyed with. She even has pretty feet and I shake my head to snap myself out of it. What has happened to me?

	I’ve nearly recovered when she lifts those luscious full lips and smiles at me, dazzling me with white teeth and sparkling eyes, now almost light blue in tone, due to the hue of her attire. She is fucking beautiful and I’m just bloody grateful that I could convince her to take this time out and that her parents were so great with Finn. She was going to miss him terribly, but I had plans to keep her mind and body occupied from here-on out.

	I watch as her lips move, forming words I’m not hearing; her pink tongue flicking out to moisten them. I need it around my cock and soon, before I disgrace myself. It’s only been a few hours since I’d buried myself inside her sweet pussy but an hour is too long right now. It really is never enough with this woman - how had we waited a decade? 

	I hear my name as she’s speaking to me - haven’t a clue what she’s said, but I respond with my gut instinct and exact thoughts, Mmm hmmm. Knock out!”

	The skin on skin contact is all I need and I hold her to me possessively. My nostrils flare as my control begins to slip away. Fuck! Get a grip man! That cleavage – Jeez! I’m a grown man and I’ve never reacted to a woman this way in a bikini. Her nipple brushes against my arm as she wraps her arm around my waist and we stare at the sun-drenched paradise ahead of us. It’s unique and paradise on earth, yet all I can think about is the view to my left - in my opinion a whole lot more stunning and a place I’d much rather dive into and get lost in.

	I watch Lu’s face, almost childlike in awe at the serenity of the setting and remind myself that it was her first experience of The Maldives. It was my 6th. I’d been many times with work and found play often on those visits but never arrived with a woman for the entirety of the vacation. This was special.

	“Are we alone here, Seb?”

	“Completely.”

	“No one can see us?”

	“Not a chance, baby.” 

	Her nod of approval gives me hope that she’ll overcome any inhibitions she may still have during this break together. I kiss the top of her head before we head into the pool for a swim. Time to cool off in every way.

	As I surface the water, post dive, I shake the water from my eyes, blinking to get a visual of Lu, she’s not in the pool, nor where I left her, but then I gasp and swallow, mouth-watering and body awakened. The granite shower tucked into the corner of the outdoor space can only be seen once you are swimming and I now have a full-frontal view of Lucia, head thrown back in abandonment as water cascades lovingly over her entirely naked body. Lifting her head she opens those piercing green eyes of hers and locks them on mine and I swallow again. Hot! 

	“Sebastian?” Her husky voice is a catalyst for the fire that burns within me, and her crooked finger is all the invitation I need.

	I’m out the pool, shorts discarded and walking towards her, heavy straining cock on show within seconds and the lick of her lips as she watches my arousal is my undoing. I grab her and lift, pushing her against the wall of the shower, her legs wrapped around my waist. We kiss as the water pours down over us, dripping and sexy as hell and all I can do is kiss her into oblivion and think about sliding into her hot wet haven that sucks me dry and leaves me begging for more - I can’t take her though, not without protection, we really should have thought about that before taking this trip. “You brazen little hussy, stripping bare for me.”

	“You make me brave.”

	We kiss like we’re searching for something, my cock nudging at her entrance, desperate to slip in and say hello and I’m struck by the intensity of my emotions for this woman, my best friend as she slowly lowers her feet to the ground, spins me so that my back is against the wall and drops to her knees. Fuck yes - she looks so hot on her knees, her mouth at the same level as my cock!

	Her brightly coloured nails graze a path down my torso, as I admire her tits in awe, the water bouncing off them in strings of diamond rivulets. Her finger brushes along my length and I jerk at the sensation tracing the velvety skin there and reach to cup her face. 

	“You’re so hard.”

	“I’m solid always around you, baby.”

	“Let’s see what we can do about that.” Lu cups my balls and they react to her touch immediately, tightening before her pouting mouth closes over the tip of my cock, with exquisite precision. I close my eyes and inhale deeply, as the water cascades around me. 

	“Oh, that feels so good.”

	Her tongue rubs around my most sensitive ridge, gingerly at first and then more intently, pressing rhythmically, whilst her hand continues to massage my balls. My love is a master at sucking me off. Christ!

	I surge forward, frantic to ram into her beautiful mouth but she answers my unspoken request, working me over with her hand, pumping me faster and faster, then submerging me within her hot wet mouth, so deep I fear I’ve gone to heaven. A distinct possibility as I look up from Lu, and review the open seas ahead of me; the thrill of the open surroundings, Lu’s intoxicating scent and ripe body are a powerful combination as I watch her tits bobbing in time to her milking of me. Life didn’t get better than this.

	My hands cradle her head, holding her a prisoner to my cock as she works her magic and I swivel my hips to fasten the pace. The first gush of cum that shoots from me pushes me backwards with its force and I cry out at the best feeling in the world. My legs trembling to maintain balance as I shudder at the force of my climax. Looking down I watch as the beautiful woman on her knees, the pink flower still behind her ear, swallows every last drop, her hand now on my arse, pushing me into her. 

	“God, Lu - you are incredible.”

	With her mouth still round my cock she moans, creating vibrations across all the sensitive nerve endings and I groan aloud into the empty Villa as I empty myself into her greedy plump lips. “Fuck!”

I withdraw from her and encourage her to stand with an outstretched hand, before enfolding her in my arms and suffocating her with kisses; her perfume heady and intoxicating. I can taste myself on her lips, salt and sex and I feel myself harden at the memory. This woman is everything to me, and it’s time I return the favour.

	“The most decadent experience I’ve ever encountered.” I mutter into her wet hair and cradling her face with both palms. “I’ve just poured my soul into you. Time to go drain you of yours, lady.”




*****
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	I wake to find the space next to me in the kingsize bed, empty and flop onto my back, eyes firmly fixed on the tented ceiling above. Last night had been wonderful. We’d dined around the pool, had the most amazing melt-in-your-mouth lobster and talked for hours, whilst the the surf whooshed in the background. The best part had been walking hand in hand along the beach at sunset. Talk about romantic and everything I’d hoped for.

    Sebastian had made good on his promise, to date; he’d not left my side since we arrived and I’m certainly feeling every stretched muscle and ache this morning. I blush, as flickers of yesterday’s saucy escapades reel through my mind. Ahh, that man - he’s certainly firmly wedged under my skin. Any worries I have, I nervously push them to the back of my mind to store until later. Just enjoy the time you have Lu.

	“Good morning, beautiful.”

	I smile openly back at him, and sigh at his bare torso, the rest of his body covered in low slung shorts. “What happened to my alarm call?”

	“Ahh the obligatory wake-fuck call - I thought you needed your rest my beauty. I’ve plans for us today.”

	“Ooh what?” I lie back and allow the sheet to drop past my breasts, one peeks out, begging to be captured in his mouth. His eyes locate it instantly and I smile, stretching like a cat, allowing the other breast to be revealed. “Seb? You were saying?”

	“Er, yeah sorry, I got boob-tracked.” His sexy grin hits his eyes as the bed dips under his weight, his mouth closing over one hardened nipple. “You taste of coconut.”

	I look up at the ceiling fan, sighing as his tongue swirls around my areola and his hand locates my other nipple, pinching it in unison with the movements of his mouth. I can feel myself growing wetter by the second. What a way to wake up; the best god damned alarm call I’ve ever had.

	“Baby? You were saying?”

	“Later. Right now I’ve got my mouth full and I’m fucking starving for you.”

	He’s permanently starving for me and I understand his appetite completely and am happy to concede. I pull back the sheets and run giggling into the shower, with Sebastian quick on my heels. I flick the switch and water plummets down over my body. I don’t think I’d ever get used to the luxury of this place and I revel in it, the warm liquid running over my body. I can see glimpses of blue sky through gaps around the corners of the room, bringing the outside in - it felt exotic and illicit and as Sebastian lifts me and slides me onto his magnificent cock, I smile into his kisses. What a way to wake up.

	“Look at me.” his panting increases as he thrusts into me. “Let me see your face - I want to see every crease, frown, expression as you come and know that I put it there.”

	I look directly into his eyes, boldly and uninhibited, my breasts bouncing as we’re drenched and gasping for air.

	“Only I get to see what you look like when you shatter around my cock.”

	I raise my hand to his chest, my palm firmly placed over his heart. I can feel it pounding under the light smattering of hair and the overwhelming gush of emotions which hit me is acute. God, I love this man. He burns me to my very core and as he pumps inside of me, water cascading over us, my hand gripping the top of the circular wall surrounding the shower area and I explode, holding him to me like my life depended upon it.




*****




	That afternoon, Sebastian coerced me into taking a dip in the sea, for the first time in 15years. I’m not a fan, in fact it is another extreme phobia of mine - not knowing what’s beneath my feet, but somehow with him, in these magnificent surroundings and with azure water that was so clear you could see the white sands cushioning your toes, I conceded. 

	We frolicked and swam out as far as around 100 yards, where the water still reached my breasts and I could see my feet at all times. I refused to go any further, as the sea became a rich midnight blue and was a sign of the reef ahead. He held my hand, encouraging me, and was so supportive and gentle and when I was submerged to my shoulders, gave me the most rewarding and sexy sea kiss, clapping his hands and cheering - it made it all worth it. To feel his hands play across my salty skin, and the way he continuously stole kisses from me, whilst diving for shells and playing the fool in the water. It was delightful and lovely to see our intimacy and friendship working in tandem. His excitement at being so free and without technology for a while was obvious - it made him appear so much younger and I’m glad he’s had this opportunity to forget work, albeit for a few hours.

	We spend a lazy afternoon, napping on the sun loungers, reading and swimming in the infinity pool. Sebastian takes a few work calls but I don’t mind, as I’m happy to read and I’m given the opportunity to FaceTime Finn for a few minutes, which settles me, knowing he is more than happy and having fun with my parents. 

	It is nearly 4pm when I feel Seb’s hands on me hear his cheeky mutters of advice that my bottom needs a refresher of suncream. I hear the cap flip off on the lotion and jump as the first cool blob hits my hot sun-kissed skin. His large hands capture it and begin to rub ever so gently, massaging my shoulders, my arms and unclipping my bikini top. More cream is soothed into my back, in long stretched out movements and I moan in pleasure. “God, that feels good.”

	His fingers knead my lower back before slipping lower to squeeze my bum, smoothing over each cheek before stroking a finger along each crease. Then he stops. And I immediately crave his touch once again - the sexual current between is electric.

	“That’s you done, baby. Fancy returning the favour?” 

	I sit up and pat the sun-lounger. “Sit, sexy man. These fingers are magic.”

	“I know that - shit, now all I can think about is them on my cock.”

	I laugh and he sits and nudges back into my open legs. I take the suncream and lather him, worshipping his skin, with the same due care and attention that he’d shown me, as we watch the waves together, the sea glittering like blue tourmaline. I wrap my arms around him, drawing him back to my chest and kiss his skin - he smelled of coconut, salt and Seb - my love. 

	“Thank you for bringing me here. I wouldn’t want to be here with anyone else.”

	“Me either, baby. The days are going by too fast already but you really need to stop thanking me, well with words, anyway.”

	I kiss the hand he’s reached over his shoulder and press my breasts into his back, holding on to his waist. I love this man so much.

	“I love your smell.”

	“I love having your body against mine. I wish we could stay like this forever.”

	“Me too.” Just hearing his breath against my ear, sends shivers down my spine - we really are in a sun-drenched paradise.

	Seb stands and holds his hand out to me. “Come, let’s go for a stroll along the beach. It’s almost time to go in and get ready before dinner - we could go to one of the resort bars if you fancy afterwards?”

	We could, but all I want to do is keep him for myself. Maybe tomorrow night. 

	“Would you mind if we just ordered in and chilled?”

	“Not at all - what are you thinking - a movie, cards, strip poker?” I glimpse a flash of his white teeth and reach up to stroke his lightly-stubbled face.	

	“Nah-ah, I was thinking more along the lines of eating  chinese, naked in bed.”

	“Sounds perfect - throw in a beer with that and you’re the perfect woman.”

	We pad down to the beach, hand in hand, plonking ourselves down on the wet sand, as we near the tide, the surf, swirling around us and on a whim, I straddle my gorgeous man, clasping my hands around his head and pressing my lips to his. 

	I kiss him with every ounce of passion I have in me, the love I have for him spilling out and into the waves gently rippling over our legs. I seek his tongue and moan when we meet, duelling and sliding in and out of each other’s mouths sensuously. We are alone on our desert beach and I want him, but for me, the moment is more about the kiss. It is desperate, soul-wrenching, honest and so reciprocated - I know he feels the same - he’s just taking a little longer to come to that conclusion himself. 




	As we head in for the night, I’m warmed by the everyday touches that continue to surprise me within the Villa. Our Master-suite now has a beautiful sprinkling of petals across the  huge bed in the shape of a heart - they’d not been there before we’d left to sunbathe for the afternoon - Mohammed must have worked his magic once again. The place was seriously set for romance - it would be a wonderful setting for a honeymoon. 

	Sebastian disappears to organise our food and get drinks and I take a minute to look around, noticing candles in abundance, and a deep bath running, with more petals floating on top of the expanding bubbles. With the lights dimmed, I can see the water beneath the glass bath and the fish swimming, brightly coloured and exotic. This place was made for lovers and had been designed by a master.

	I flick a playlist on and Lana Del Rey’s sexy voice filters through the speakers, as she blast out the beginnings to Young and Beautiful - I lurve this song. I strip and climb into the sunken bath, stopping the taps and allow my body to sink into the fragranced water, washing myself and my hair before luxuriating in the weightless sensation. I close my eyes for a second, enjoying the music, the setting, my happiness - it all felt so relaxing.




	I awake to Seb’s voice calling me…. As though I’m in a dream. “Lu, baby the water’s getting cold. Let’s get you out.”

	I sit up, the water sliding around and baring my breasts to him. His eyes drop to my nipples immediately and I smile. “How long was I out?”

	“Not long, I kept an eye on you to make sure you didn’t drown.”

	“Cheers - I think!” I laugh. “Sorry it’s this sea air.”

	I stand, rivulets of water pouring from my body and brazenly step out of the bath, with Seb, watching from his position on the bed, a hooded expression giving away his lust for me and I take full advantage. “Will you pass me a towel?”

	“Of course, my lady.” 

	He’s at my side in seconds, wrapping one around me, and another round my hair, patting me dry and rubbing me down my legs, my arms, my back and then at my behind, slowly and intimately, his eyes locked permanently on mine. Finally, he brushes the soft cotton towel, between my thighs, back and forth and rubs me across my pussy; I open wider, as the friction he creates becomes almost celestial.

	I’d hoped to be the one to tantalise him.

	“You always know how to turn me on - where to touch me…I don’t know what I’d do without you, baby?”

	He winks at me, kissing the end of my nose. “Don’t worry, I’d buy you a nice big vibrator.”

	“You cheeky bugger - I’m dry now, thank you.”

	I allow the towel to drop, along with his jaw, as I walk directly to our joint dresser where my underwear is housed and select a pretty white lacy thong. Then bending down to touch my toes, with my bottom in perfect eye-line to him, I stretch deliciously, ensuring he gets a good view of my wet, aroused slit, before I slip the thong over one foot… but I don’t make it to the next foot as my sharp intake of breath interrupts me; I’m suddenly weightless again, and in his arms and being placed on the bed before I can catch my breath - his lips on the hollow of my neck and my hand on his pecs.

	“You can’t walk around naked unless you’re prepared for the consequences.”

	I moan, as his tongue finds my nipple, the air conditioning blowing a seductive breeze across me. “Which are what, Mr. Silver?”

	“I’m going to have to make love to you - all night long.”

	“Oh well, I’d better go get some clothes on then..” I try to sit up  laughing as he grabs me and straddles me. 

	“Not a bloody chance - you are mine and I want you… badly…now!”

	I melt and we kiss; his hands are in my wet hair, I can’t get enough of him as we nibble and bite at one another’s shoulders, necks and chest. 

	My insides tighten and my bits awaken, as I look at this beautiful man, astride me, his powerful body ready to invade mine and join us - connect us in that way that I only ever want to share with him. 

	He holds my head, still forcing me to look into his eyes, as we pant, our breaths coming hard and fast, so turned on. “This, what we have together is special, Lu.”

	I reach up to caress his jaw. “I know, baby - I can’t breathe sometimes - it worries me how good it is.”

	He kisses me again. A slow burner that makes my cervix ache and thighs part. “This is home to me, baby.”

	He is my home. I know that too.

	“Come inside, but don’t forget to wipe your feet on the mat.”

	His deep booming laugh, is almost as intimate as the words we’d just shared and I smile up at him, scrunching my nose in the ‘Elizabeth’ twitch he loved so much. 

	“That’s what I love about you, Lu, about us - we are hot together, but you always make me laugh and, baby that’s priceless in my book. Now come here and let me make love to you, before our Chinese arrives and you abandon me for your real love, leaving me rejected and horny, whilst you suck on noodles instead of my cock.

	

*****
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		Mr. Probz musical hit, Waves, surrounds me as I sunbathe happily, the next day, on the plush lounger, overlooking the azure sea. God this place was heaven - truly magnificent. I’m the most relaxed I’ve been in well… forever and enjoying the expert storytelling of a new author I’d found on the kindle shop on the flight out. The book was fast paced and extremely saucy, just how I liked it - with an arrogant, controlling and gorgeous alpha male that I could totally relate to. 

	The sound of the surf slapping against the decking, is wonderful and the view, out of this world. I raise a hand to cover my eyes and survey the turquoise blue water, twinkling invitingly, like its body is scattered with diamonds - whilst the sun beats down, sizzling my skin and bronzing it in all the right places - thank goodness I had an olive complexion. Only two days in and I wouldn’t need a spray tan for the Jannah Hotel party.

	My mind flips to that - I have’t got a clue what I’m going to wear. Abby and Nathan are arriving in Dubai the day before we land, and I’m hoping that we will be able to do some much needed catching up, whilst girly shopping. I fancy something gold - I think Dubai calls for gold. Sparkly. Short?

	I wonder who else would be at the party? I wish my sister and brother-in-law could have joined us but he has a major IT deal coming together this week and Suzie is still feeling incredibly nauseous with her pregnancy. 

	Finn would have loved it here too - but it wasn’t the place for children - it was a place for couples. Couples with nothing but sex, sleep, sunbathing and more sex on their mind. My mum and dad had him… again but at least Niall was stepping up and assisting for the weekend. I felt so guilty lying around sunbathing whilst my parents cared for my son but then I remind myself that he is at crèche in the day and they were more than happy for me to go away on ‘business’ especially as Sebastian had asked them first and they actually knew that we really stopped off here first. No wonder my mum had come and fussed over my suitcase and what I was taking. They’d been so pleased with the knowledge that we were taking it to the next level; I think they’d have agreed to anything Seb asked of them.	

	When I return, Finn and I would spend some much-needed time together and I’m hoping Seb too. Finn would love that. Our weekend at The Ashton had been amazing, we’d been like a little family and Finn and Seb had been inseparable. Maybe we could all go away for the weekend together - get one of those cottages in the Lakes and take him fishing again. I shake my head vehemently - I need to stop thinking about my little boy. I’m missing him terribly, the second I stop and think about him back at home and make a mental note to FaceTime him later that night.

	Lying back onto the navy striped cushions I adjust my bikini, bend one knee and close my eyes to the rays. There was something about the sun that made me feel horny. Maybe it was the distinct lack of clothing or the kiss of the hot rays caressing my body - either way I am on fire. I feel decadent, sexy and completely pampered.

	I need a scrummy Mr. Silver to come factor 8 me up.

	He’d gone scuba diving earlier and I’d declined the offer of accompanying him. I knew I’d be missing out on an amazing opportunity and would have loved to view the ocean depths and its brightly coloured creatures close-up but there was no way I would ever have dipped my head under the water, let alone encased it in a claustrophobic diving mask and I didn’t want to ruin the opportunity for him - he lurved diving! My ex, Niall would never have been as understanding - hadn’t been in fact, during one of the few times we’d travelled abroad together. Sebastian had just kissed my nose, patted my bum and told me to rest, before whispering in my ear, all the dirty reasons why I need to preserve my energy.

	Those words are playing on my mind now and causing shivers of anticipation over my skin. We’d done nothing but appreciate one another’s bodies since arriving and still it was never enough. I still can’t look at the outdoor shower without blushing. The burn was not dissipating- it’s ferocity was throbbing harder and faster at every turn.

	 It was no good; I can’t relax any longer. 

	I place my kindle down under the sun lounger, and stretch like a cat, before sitting up and taking a sip of the cool glass of lemonade, recently delivered by our butler - how spoilt am I? Who had butlers these days? When you are travelling with Sebastian Silver they came as part of the package and I’m fast beginning to become accustomed to it. Me likey a lot! (I smile at our in-house Dumb & Dumber joke - that film seriously provided endless witty anecdotes). 

    I sip more of my mocktail through the purple glass straw and nibble on the lime wedge, nestling on the edge of the tumbler and check my phone’s not too hot in its hidey-hole under the sun-bed, before noticing that I’ve received a email. It’s from Jackie at the office…




All good here - hope you’re having fun in the sun. I’m forwarding you all your pertinent emails.  

Colin says to call him when you get to Dubai - he has man trouble :)




	Smiling, I reel off a quick reply and a text to Colin, then auto-lock the phone, replacing it under my sarong for safety, before I turn up the music on the sound system. I beam as Calvin Harris’ Summer, belts out into our tranquil private villa and then drop to sit at the edge of the cobalt blue infinity pool. It ran alongside the edge of the decking, built into the sea, from the villa and was perfect for someone who loved the smell of the sea but preferred the feel of the pool water - seeing what was beneath my feet was definitely a must in my book, especially without my hero here to encourage me.  

	I kick lazy swirls in the water, and rest back onto my arms, throwing my head back with closed eyes. Bliss! Here I didn’t have to think about work (although I must admit I’ve already completed some designs for The Gilded Fox). Toni & Ray were a distant sour memory and Sebastian and I were actually becoming a real couple. Things were going really smoothly and I wouldn’t have wanted to experience such an amazing place with anyone else.

	I continue to circle my legs in the water, the temperature cooling me down and wiggle the top of my body in time to the beat. “When I met you in the Summer….”

	Then jump in shock as I feel the water beneath me ripple and my legs grabbed. My eyes fling open and I’m met with the delicious sight of Sebastian, wet and slick between my thighs. What a vision. I have to pinch myself sometimes; I really am a lucky lady.

	“When did you get home?”

	“Just now - enjoyed listening to you singing and watching you dance.” His wink and deep chuckle is engaging, as I’m flashed lovely white teeth in his freshly bronzed face. He really is a spectacular specimen.

	I splash water across him and am rewarded with another deep resonating laugh. It was lovely to see him so relaxed and drawing him into me with the strength of my calves, I plant a kiss on his wet head.

	“How was the dive?”

	“Ah, Lu, it was out of this world. The colours, the detail - just incredible - I wish you could have been there, baby.”

	“I’m sorry.”

	“It’s fine - I just know with your love of colour and design it would have been just up your alley.”

	I lean back and using my forearms push off from the edge and slide apprehensively in to the water. “God its cold.” His arms are around my waist in a flash - the hard sinewy muscles, coated in hair, tickling against my smooth skin and sending crackling sensations all over me.

	“Let me warm you up. I know something else that wants to be up your alley…”

	My grin is quick but short-lasting as his lips press against mine, his warm, wet tongue slipping inside to deepen our connection. I wrap my arms around his shoulders pulling him closer to me, and run my palms across his head, then withdraw to kiss his jawline and suckle an adorable earlobe. The ferocity of my feelings for this man is all-consuming and I can’t stop the words tumbling out.

	“I missed you today.”

	We both pull back and lock eyes. Cradling each other, in the luxurious pool, on the edge of the sea in the middle of the Indian Ocean, time stands still. His blackened bedroom eyes, glittering in the sun, lashes dripping, face full of droplets, beautiful full mouth just waiting to ravish me. I feel blessed. I am blessed. The moment is surreal and one that would be imprinted on my mind for eternity.

	“Me too. Nearly didn’t make it to the dive - the thought of your hot little body available, on tap. Let’s make up for lost time and go have ourselves a siesta, put my diving training to the test - I can now hold my breath under water for a considerable amount of time, imagine the possibilities….”

	I push away from his sexy grin, as the intense moment turns to playful, splashing water at him in my attempts to escape and I manage to climb the few corner steps out of the pool, before running like a giggling teenager in the direction of the villa’s open doors. I make it about halfway before the air whips underneath my feet and I’m slung like a rag-doll into his arms.

	“I told you not to overdo it, lady - you need to preserve your energy - I’m going to be enjoying you for hours.”

	I look up into his eyes - playtime now over and reach up to cup his face tenderly. We reach the bedroom, the air conditioning cocooning my body in welcome refrigeration and I’m lowered to meet him. As my feet touch the ground he kisses me with such a passion I’m lost and with each delicious kiss I wonder if it’s even possible to lose ourselves further?

	Reaching around my back, I feel his fingers untie the sash tie fastening and hear my moan as the white bikini bra-top drops to the floor, releasing my aching breasts in a flash. I feel my nipples pebble, and whimper as a light breeze dusts over them, sheathing them in a layer of goosebumps. Touch me. Please.

 	“I’ve needed to see these all day.”

	“I’d have been happy to go topless - wanted to in fact.” 

	His guffaw at my suggestion depicts his disgust. “Over my dead body. No one but me, sees these.” 

	“Sebastian, there is no one around - we’re staying in the Presidential Villa for goodness sake and you didn’t stop me all the times we’ve sexed it up out here.”

	“That was different - I was here with you and I booked this place, so that I can have you all to myself and so that you remain safe. You deserve only the best.”

	His thumb pads over a nipple back and forth and I close my eyes at the exquisite ricochet of sensations it sets off all over my body and down between my legs. His touch usually gets me to bite my tongue and allow him to have his own way.

	“They are mine.” He lowers his head to drop a gentle kiss where his thumb had been. “For my eyes only and no other man is perving over you - we still have a butler, lady.”

	A small part of me is irritated that he’s telling me what to do, but as his mouth swallows my nipple and inwardly traces the tip with his tongue, I go with it. I should be pleased that he’s so territorial about my body - Hell - I am about his. 

	“I’m not keen on white bits.”

	“Well then we’ll have to do something about that.” 

  The ties at my hips are deftly loosened and I wiggle in encouragement as the matching bikini bottoms fall to accompany the top, leaving me exposed to his greedy eyes.

	“Perfection. What a neat little pussy you have - all juicy and ready to be sucked.”

	I don’t think I’ll ever get used to his crude words but they awaken all of my erogenous zones, zapping them to life, with a husky voice that is deep and so full of promise, it turns me on in a way I’ve never experienced before him. Both filthy and gentlemanly - that’s my Sebastian; a master of dirty talk with a polished edge.

	“Lie on the bed and spread your legs, baby…wide.”

	Our eyes lock and I can see the heat there, willing me to obey. I don’t feel the rebellious glimmer raising its fiery head. I want this. Instead I ease myself back onto the bed, holding his gaze every second, whilst I rest back onto my forearms, raise my knees, feet flat to the mattress, before slowly and seductively opening myself to him. Rather than embarrassed I feel freed.

	“I wish you could see how hot you look now. This is the evidence right here, Lu.” His hand cups his rock hard cock, tenting in his swim shorts and I will the ties to magically undo themselves and free him to me. 

	I gasp as his fingers plunge inside me, sliding in and out, stretching me. “You’re so wet. God, baby the things I want to do to you.”

	“Do them… please!” I beg.

	“Not before I’ve taken you to heaven. Now lie back and watch me.”

	He drops to his knees, grabbing my hips and possessively scooting me down the bed to meet his mouth. The sight of his tongue deliberately giving a deft wiggle is my undoing. I can feel desire pooling from inside me, my clit growing plumper by the second and I swear I can see it pulsing, beckoning him to lick me. I don’t think I’ve ever seen anything sexier than Sebastian between my legs, his strong hands gripping my thighs, spreading me so he can feast upon me. The look in his eyes pure fire; I’ll never tire of it.

	“Does that feel good, baby?” He smiles up at me, following it with a swirl around my nub with exquisite slowness.

	Oh fuck yes! “Yes… don’t stop. Please don’t stop.”

	Pleasure begins to build as he laves upon me, first slowly then more firmly as he plunges his tongue inside, then replicates the thrusting motion with two fingers. I arch my back in acceptance and rotate my hips. 

	“You’re so wet, lady - so ready for my cock.”

	His attention increases until the roller-coaster tummy flops begin to circulate. Warmth emanating between my legs as I climb towards my end goal as his finger plunges inside followed by a second and then slips out. I wriggle to meet his thrust, desperate to feel some part of him inside me but tense as his fingers trace lower, towards my secret place. WTF? His mouth fastens over my clit, suckling hard and I jerk upwards in reaction, torn between wanting to push against his mouth and pull away from his prying hand and at that moment his finger slips inside my bottom. Every muscle within me retracts and coils in protest, a virgin to this invasion.

	“You are so tight, baby - just relax. I promise you, you’ll like this. Trust me.”

	My heart is pounding but the persistent lapping at my pussy and wonderful sensation beginning to build there, helps me relax and I ease back down the bed, his finger slipping a little further inside, each time I push to meet his mouth; my clitoris pounding, frantic to be finished off. 

	“Baby, if you could see how hot you look right now.”

	His words are in the distance as I rock my hips in encouragement, his fingers at my bottom, gently testing less than an inch inside and as I begin to relax, a pleasure kick that I’ve never known shunts through me. It feels so erotic, yet entirely intimate and I’m staggered by my body’s reaction to this new aspect of lovemaking. 

	As his tongue flicks back and forth over my quivering nub I explode, lost on that rainbow of glitter. The force of my orgasm rips through me. As I cry out in pleasure pain, my muscles contracting around his mouth and fingers, as he continues to suck on me until I protest profusely.

	“I can’t! No more… Seb!”

	I’m spent and all I want is for him to crawl over my body and fill me until I can’t breathe because he’s buried so deep inside me, inside my soul and he doesn’t disappoint.







*****

	

	That night, we dine al fresco. 

I’m careful with my attire and select a red slim fitting maxi dress and add turquoise drops and matching chunky ring, before sliding my feet into flops. The colours show my accelerating tan off nicely and I decide to slick my hair back into a low ponytail and use nothing but mascara, gloss and blush. The beauty of holiday skin, meant I could keep things simple.

	I join Sebastian out on the beach, a short while later, after being informed by our butler that dinner was served. 

	I could definitely get used to this.

	He has his back to me, whilst he watches the waves roll in, and is dressed casually in white pinstriped tailored shorts and a black linen shirt, sleeves rolled back. He looks devastating in this setting and seriously sexy. I pinch myself quickly on my arm as I make my way down the short stack of steps to the sand below, wincing at the slight pain created, but pleased at the reminder that it gives me; this is all real. It’s not a dream. I am here with a fucking God, in this setting and I am the luckiest woman alive.

	To Seb’s right is a gazebo, draped in white muslin and decorated with flowers and tea-lights. Inside is a table set for two, with crisp white linen, silverware, crystal glasses and our starters. How utterly perfect. I am about to sit down to a luxury meal on our private beach in The Maldives with my best-friend and incredible lover. I wonder what I ever did to get this lucky.

	“This looks amazing!” I make way over to my man and he spins at my voice.

	“Yes. Yes it does. Come here, beautiful.”

	“The starters are on the table already…”

	“The food can bloody wait. I’ve a hunger for something far more juicy…” He leans in to kiss me and we hold one another.

	“I’m sorry, Silver but I can’t - I need sustenance.”

	“I losing out to food huh?”

	“Yes but think of all the energy it will give me.” To be honest I’m ravenous. I’d hardly eaten a proper meal since I’d arrived - I’d felt nauseous every day on and off and put it down to the heat and the jet lag. Tonight, I could eat a horse!

	We enjoy our starters with gusto, chattering happily, whilst overlooking the sparkling sea, his hand constantly straying to mine for contact, in between, taking a drink, or using his napkin. My foot finding his ankle beneath the table and stroking gently up and down. Our laughter is shared and the ambience romantic and relaxed, as the sun sets majestically in the distance and the candles create an intimate glow around us. 

	“Are you cold, Lu?”

	I nod and rub my arms. “A bit.”

	He stands, grabs my pashmina from inside and rejoins me, placing it around my shoulders, extracting my hair, his fingers toying lightly at my nape. That one small gesture, one of many over the past few weeks, turned my insides to mush and my pussy to boiling point. I’d distinctly lacked that thoughtfulness in my last relationship.

	We’re then served Mas Riha, a Maldavian speciality consisting of, fish curry made from fresh swordfish, ginger, coconut and peppers - which was out of this world, and came with lemon rice and a huge, freshly baked Naan bread to share.

	“This is better than any curry from Yorkshire and we’re supposed to deliver the best of the best.” I mumble through a mouthful. 

	“It’s one of my favourites. I’m glad you like. It’s nice to see you finally eat; I was beginning to worry.”

	I smile up at his perfect features and feel the need to pinch myself once more. I feel well and truly pampered. “I’m fine - I’ve just not felt 100% but sometimes that happens when you go to a hot country.”

	“It does, but maybe I need to be less demanding of your hot little body and step up in the boyfriend department.”

	Boyfriend? I like the sound of it but I don’t want him to stop our sex marathon, so answer quickly, “I’m fine.”

	He takes a sip of his water and grins, showcasing his perfect teeth, “That may be, but tonight you and I can enjoy each other in different ways. As long as I’m with you - I’m happy.”

	Deep breaths. He was making such an effort. To be honest I’d be happy to finish our meal, and go for a stroll on the beach, then cosy up in the cinema room with a pay-per-view movie and say as much when Mohammed comes to clear our plates, he discusses our plans with him, requesting things to be readied for us in an hour.

	“Cheesecake?”

	I shake my head and pat my slightly swollen tummy. “I’m replete.”

	His eyes twinkle in the dark. “You always were good with words. Come.”

	I accept the hand he holds out to me, and rise from the table, before, he pulls me into his arms. One hand dropping to my waist, the other holding my arm out, our fingers entwined. Are we about to dance?

	Then the light strains of Nina Simone’s ‘Don’t let me be misunderstood’, echoes into the night and I feel his feet begin to move, encouraging me to move with him. “Dance with me, baby.”

	His hand tightens around my waist, drawing me to him and we sway to the beat, Nina singing ‘I’m just a fool who’s intentions are good… please don’t let me be misunderstood’, her deep raspy voice, like liquid chocolate and words so appropriate I wonder if he planned that specific track on the playlist. It was one of my favourites and entirely appropriate. This gorgeous, frustrating stubborn man was trying to tell me something with this song, the swaying of our bodies, his touch, his hot breath at my nape, his thumb stroking my inner wrist. 

	“Can you feel me, Lu?” His cock nudges against my tummy and I smile into his shoulder. “It’s always alert. You do this to me. I can’t get enough of you but it’s not just about the sex.”

	We continue moving around in a circle, and I allow myself to be led by him, the moment so surreal, the stars above us and candles at our feet, the waves whispering along the shoreline. “Look at me, Lu.”

	And I do - do as I’m told because I want to, I want to see the adoration for me flickering in his liquorice blacks, I want him to see my eyes change colour as my lust for him increases. “I’m like this because I want to be connected to you always. In mind and body.”

	“I feel it too, Seb. I crave you.”

	“You have me, Lu.” His hands release mine and cup my face and we stand staring, our eyes searching deep into our souls and my stomach lurches. I love him so much. 

	 I reach up on tip toes and press my lips to his, feeling his arms enfold me, drawing me closer to his body. A finger trails down my spine and I shiver as our tongues mate and I lose myself in the most romantic kiss. 

	“Come, let’s go for a walk on the beach. Mohammed has set up a fire pit and blankets where we can get you warm and take in this magnificent night.




	We spend the next hour cosied up on the beach, chatting and laughing and generally enjoying being connected. I was in heaven. I listen to him talking about work, love hearing his enthusiasm, which has never faltered in ten years of graft. His vision is clear - work hard, take risks, always appreciate your client, but your own point of view too. Your honour is your ticket and a man’s reputation is built upon his work and his word. Never ask a man to complete a menial task you have not done yourself and importantly, remember that it can all be taken away with one mistake and in one minute. I’ve always respected his work ethic but listening to him now, my belly tightens and I feel immense pride in his morality codes.

	I can tell that The Jannah project has been the challenge of his career; both exciting and draining, simultaneously. He’d given it his all, taken a huge risk but it had paid off. He was now a multimillionaire and a big name in his industry. Silver meant quality. I could attest for that.

	“So is this it for Silver Con and Dubai - is your relationship at an end?”

	I look up at his gorgeous face, deep in thought as he studies the waves hitting the beach not far from our position on the white sands. The tide would be in soon and as the fire pit crackles next to us, and I snuggle further into Seb’s warmth, I’m saddened that we only have one more night in The Maldives. Thursday we fly to Dubai. Thursday we’d be with people again - our exotic bubble popped and invaded.

	 It’s got windy in the past half an hour and dark so quickly and I wrap my throw around me for protection against the light chill. Seb is quiet, considering my words.

	“I bought a Dubai based construction company.”

	“When?”

	“It’s been in negotiations for some time but the deal went through last week.”

	“Well, that’s good news isn’t it?” I push myself away from him to assess his body language and his hand clasps mine tightly, not letting me move too far from him.

	“It is… it will be. There’s a lot of money to be made out in the Middle East and Silver Con should be part of it, I feel it but…”

	“But what?”

	“I don’t want to leave you again. Be away for such long periods.”

	I smile happily in the darkness, as the bright midnight blues, and tangerines bleed through the sky and the stars shine brightly, winking at me. He didn’t want to let me go.

	“I don’t want that either.”

	“I’m serious, Lu, I can’t stand the thought that I could be based thousands of miles away from you for months on end. It would kill me; it would kill us. It wouldn’t work. We don’t work apart.”

	Shit! Is he trying to tell me something here? My heart squeezes tightly in my chest and goosebumps raise all over my skin. I feel sick. “Are you trying to tell me something, Seb?”

	“Not at all. I’ve just got some thinking to do. The quiet of this place has helped me put things into perspective. You and I are what matter now, baby, and Finn.”

	I can feel that cold water sensation trickling all over me, in abundance. Fuck he is so sexy and intense and all mine and he wants me and he wants my son. He pulls me up and kisses me, my hair blowing wildly around us, the water soothing in the background and we walk towards it, our feet padding silently in the soft cool sand. It’s then I realise just how dark it’s become in the last twenty minutes. How long had we been sitting here? I look up at the sea, and notice that the tide and all its froth is lit up like a neon blue pool; like a bright blue disney firework display underwater.

	“Oh, Seb, look - it’s beautiful.”

	“Not as beautiful as you are, Lucia.”

	“Did you know? What is it? I’ve never seen anything like it.”

	“Why do you think we’ve been sitting here in the wind for so long?” His chuckle is warming in the cool night. “They are marine microbes that emanate a blue glow when they are stressed, usually due to the windy weather. I was informed that tonight we were pretty much guaranteed the chance of catching this view.”

	“It’s out of this world!”

	“One of a kind - like something else I know of.”

	His arms envelope me and we hold one another, mesmerised by the water which appears like a mirror that reflects the sky, showcasing hundreds of neon blue glittering stars that glow all along the coast line like fireflies. It looked magical and the most romantic thing I’d ever encountered.

	“Just look up to the Villa for a minute of two so I can arrange something, I won’t be long. No peeking?”

	“What? I hate surprises - you know that.” I laugh, but do as I’m told and turn away from the sea, covering my eyes for good measure.

	“Good girl.”

	“Can I look yet?”

	“Nearly!”

	I hear him pad back to me but remain statuesque not wanting to spoil his playful mood. His arms are wrapped around my waist a second later and I lean into him, inhaling his lemony vanilla masculine scent. “Can I turn around now?”

	“In a minute. Just let me hold you like this.” His lips find my neck, delicately pressing against my pulse which begins to throb faster at his touch, his tongue trails to my lobe, licking seductively before sucking it in unison with the kneading on my breast. My moan to the stars echoes in the sky. I am in sheer bliss.

	“I can’t get enough of you Lucia. I can’t fight my feelings anymore. I’ve done it for too long.”

	“I know, baby, just relax and take…me. I’m… yours!” I don’t recognise my voice, all sexy and sultry.

	“I adore you, Lu.” 

	I moan as he hugs me to him, squeezing me so tight I find it hard to breathe.

	“I lust you, lady.”

	Please say it to me. If you were ever to say it, now would be the moment.

	“Keep your eyes covered and turn towards the sea, I’ll help you, but go by the sounds of the waves.”

	I’m spinning but his big hands at my waist are guiding me until I’m steadied and I lean against him again, enfolded within his arms, his heart beating against my back. “Can I peek now?”

	“Yes.”

	The first thing I notice is the day-glow edging of the sea, again so beautiful and like something out of the film Avatar, before my eyes adjust again to the darkness and drift back up towards us, focusing on the letters written in the sand that are boldly luminescent and glaring at me like a neon blue bar sign. They very clearly spelled, “I love you, Lucia Myers!” 

	Tears well up in my eyes and I cover my mouth with fingers, biting my lip to stop the floodgates. 

	He’d said it. He loved me. He fucking loves me.

	“I do. I love you, baby.”

	“You do?”

	“I love you so much. You are my past, present and future. You are my life!”

	“Oh God, Seb.” I launch myself into his arms and feel the breeze hit my feet as I’m lifted off the sand. “I love you too. This is so romantic. I love it. I love you.”

	“You deserve only the best and this is as unique as you are.”

	“How did you do it?”

	“You stand on the phytoplankton, tiny little microbes and it embeds them in the sand with a glow.”	

	“It’s magnificent.Take a picture, please. I want to remember this moment forever.”

	He clicks several with his iPhone before storing it safely back inside his shorts pocket. “Now, let’s go inside and let me warm you up, baby and finish what we started. I want to make sweet love to the woman I’m madly in love with. Prepare to be exhausted tomorrow - we’ve a long night ahead, do you think you’re up for it? I’d be happy to forgo a night of passion if you’re too tired, for a movie night.”

	I shake my head. There was no way I wanted to watch a movie now. Right now I wanted to show my gorgeous God how much I loved him in every way. “Let’s go to bed.”

	“I love you, you know that.” He rolls the words of his tongue so easily, he smiles at his comment. “I like saying it.”

	I like hearing it. “Seb?”

	“What does this mean? About us?”

	“I don’t know, baby. But I love you and we always knew that one night would never be enough, let alone one month, so let’s see how things go, ok?”

	“OK.”

	Sebastian Silver is my future and now that I know he loves me too, I can begin to trust in that; like I trust in him.




*****
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		I am the most blessed woman on the planet. I have a man who loves me, is the most magnificent lover in the universe and makes me laugh everyday. I’ve never felt more beautiful - nor more at ease.

	Warmth fills me as my memory filters pictures of last night in flashes of eroticism. God, the man was insatiable! I’d had to sneak out of bed at 7am this morning so I could have a shower and get dressed; alone. I’d needed to gain some clarity. We also needed to explore. I hadn’t left the villa since arriving on Sunday and I know its not that type of holiday, but I’m keen to go to what normal couples do. 

	I sip my tea by the pool, and take a nibble from the exotic fruit platter Mohammed had delivered only minutes earlier, enjoying the sounds of the sea. Something catches my eye and I turn in the direction of the glass patio doors, where my tanned God is now leaning casually, against them, in nothing but a pair of faded khaki shorts,which ride low on his hips; I’m drawn to the dark line of hair that travels down his ripped stomach and disappears under his waistband. My insides buzz at his gorgeousness. My hand itches to follow the path to the treasure at his groin. I lick my lips.

	“What are you thinking about, Princess?”

	“Nothing.” You. Always you.

	“Bullshit. Don’t lie to me, Lu.”

	I watch him swagger towards me, lift my lips for a long lingering kiss and smile, as he collapses in the seat in front of me. His eyes are sherry coloured this morning with light crinkles at the corners - amazing what a bit of sun can do to an already perfect face and body. He looked like a movie-star, smiling sexily across the table at me, now tucking into a slice of melon, his tongue licking a stray bit of juice. Ahh, God. Liquid pools between my thighs. That is all it takes, a flash of his tongue, the thought of it on my own juices. 

	“So, I’m waiting…What are you thinking about?”

	“You.”

	We stare at one another, intensity building, as the sea whooshes in the background, the sun beginning to make it’s real entrance for the day, dropping a layer of heat across my skin. 

	“Why did you escape me this morning?” he pops a grape into his mouth provocatively and I squeeze my thighs together.

	“I needed to think.”

	“That’s the last thing you need to do Lu. You need to just relax and go with the flow.”

	A piece of pineapple follows and I bite my lip hard as my nipples harden.

	“You tend to over-think things.” He breaks our eye contact and enjoys the view. “I woke and you were gone. I didn’t like it.”

	“You were fast asleep. I wanted to let you rest.”

	“And I wanted to wake up with my cock buried deep inside your hot little pussy, but instead, I got an empty bed.”

	“Don’t be mad; now you know how I felt the other morning. Let’s do something today - we’ve not done anything together other than you know what and eat since we arrived!”

	“And your point is?”

	God he’s sexy and now I’m all tongue-tied and I’ve forgotten what I was trying to say. Ah yes. “My point is that I want to experience something together on this beautiful island - away from the villa - with you today. It’s our last day together in The Maldives. Any ideas?”

	One corner of his mouth lifts in a sulky smile. “As a matter of fact I do and it involves getting you very very wet.”

	I throw a piece of  kiwi at him which he catches in his kissable mouth -  of course he does. He was bloody perfect. 

		

*****

	

	I could hear the thundering clap of the rapids as we neared the clearing, that our guide swore to us housed the most beautiful waterfall in the Maldives. It had taken us a 15minute speedboat ride to another island, but already I sensed it was worth the journey. Sebastian had paid the little man to ensure that we would have the place to ourselves for the afternoon and we are left to explore - alone. Excited, I run on ahead. 

	I feel a little like Dorothy in the Wizard of Oz when she came out of the black and white world and into full glorified Technicolor. It was absolutely beautiful, magical.

	I spin, walking backwards to see what is keeping him and I can see he is battling with the large picnic basket. “Come on slow coach!” I bellow cheekily.

	“You’re so going to pay for that, lady - there’s nothing slow about all this…” His free hand showcases his body, a huge grin on his sun-kissed face. “Why do you think they call me Quicksilver at school?”

	I roll my eyes, hands on hips. “Come on you’re dying to tell me - why?”

	‘For my lightening quick speed of course in the running team, footie team, cross country, rugby…”

	“Ok, Ok I get it you, were amazing.” 

	“No, baby, no past tense about it - I am amazing.” He winks as he passes me, and puts the picnic box under the shaded area near a tree. Problem was, he was right - he was bloody fantastic!

	“That was the reason for my nickname in first school. Once I hit secondary school, name held a totally different meaning.”

	I raise my brows in question. 

	“No one was faster than Quicksilver at getting into a girl’s pants.” He shrugs his shoulders without apology. “I passed the name down to Nathan and we will for generation of Silver’s to come.”

	I throw my baseball cap at him, which he catches deftly. “See lightning quicksilver reaction.” His big laugh echoes through the privacy of our haven and I smile. I was too busy considering the words that came before his last… ‘for generations of Silver’s to come’, I liked the sound of that. 

	“So you see yourself having a big family then? Two, three, maybe four - football team?” I squint, smiling openly, as the sun shines down through the trees and I step towards him, my arms encircle his waist. Sensing his sudden coldness, I look up into those sexy brown eyes, usually so full of mirth when we tease one another, but right now they’ve gone vacant.

	“I’m not sure about kids, to be honest, Lu?”

	I get the same feeling, I had yesterday on the beach wash over me, a feeling of bad news imminent and I step back to compose myself. Where does that leave Finn? Where does that leave us? We’d never really talked about kids together, even as friends. I’d just expected he’d want them. 

	“How so?”

	“Finn is a superstar - I love that little dude - you know that and what you and I have is special - seriously good, Lu and I respect that you and he come as a package but more children?…” He shakes his head, rubbing a hand over it, his tell when his is majorly stressed. 

	Crap! I take a deep breath to calm myself, this doesn’t mean anything, I mean we’re just early days anyway - why are you rushing things? 

	Please don’t say what I think you’re going to. Please….

	 “…I honestly don’t think that’s in the cards for me. I mean, I can’t see myself having a child, not with anyone, not just with you. Finn is enough, I just hope he is for you?”

	“But why?”

	“Do you want more?” 

	It comes out as a throwaway comment and immediately irks me. “I don’t know - I suppose I never really thought about it until now, but…” Yes, with you I would. A girl with your eyes and your smile. “…I’d like to have the option.”

	“I’m sorry, I should never have brought it up. It was a turn of phrase and just slipped out. I’d just rather leave kids to Nathan - he can provide extra grand-babies for my parents. Finn will always be number 1 if we take this to the next level?”

	If? I thought we were? I’ve got complete headfuck.

	We’d had an amazing night last night and today had been wonderful but this revelation had floored me. Who’d have thought? Seb had always been so amazing with children. We’d been friends for over a decade and how had this conversation never come up? Because the outcome wouldn’t have really affected you would it? You were never romantically inclined until recently. 

	There was always a catch in any relationship - always something that wasn’t quite perfect and if this was it, I had to just deal with it. I love him and in every other way he is the best thing that has ever happened to me, apart from my son. I can’t let my disappointment at potentially not having more children, or a child with him create a dampener on our last day in paradise. I wasn’t like we were going to consider getting pregnant anytime soon - it was far too early and Jeez until this afternoon I’d never considered having his baby - now all I can think about is that famous 1980’s black and white Athena poster, l’enfant, with Sebastian as the male model, stripped naked to the waist, in battered jeans, looking down in adoration on a beautiful baby with his eyes - our baby. Perhaps he’d change his mind in time as our relationship developed? 

	I need to get a grip!




	I set up the picnic blanket and then proceed to strip down to my bikini, a simple cupped number with a belt to the hipster bottoms, which reminded of the one Ursula had worn in Dr NO - My mum had convinced me to buy it and now that I had a tan, I was glad I had. 

	Seb’s low whistle is enough of a boost. I watch him pull his vest top over his head and hand in hand we walk down towards the water. It really was absolutely beautiful - untouched even. I felt like Adam and Eve in the garden of Eden and as we near the edge of the rocks, Seb hops in, crying out as the temperature hits him.

	“Is it cold?”

	“What gave that away?” His white teeth flash, as he beams at me, holding out a hand for me to drop down the bank, a little slower than his own hasty entrance.

	I test it with my big toe first, then kick a spray in his direction. “Liar! It’s bloody freezing!”

	The next few seconds go by in a blur, as I feel the air whip under my feet, his hands around my thighs, gripping me to his chest, and then he dips me. Cool water explodes all around my body in one unified moment and I scream at his audacity. “Oh, you are so going to get it!”

	He laughs at me and wades deeper in towards the waterfall, which cascades over the huge 40 foot rocks that shroud us from the outside world and over into our pool. “Seb, don’t go!” 

	I feel a moment of panic - I’m not a huge fan of water and now that he is moving away from me, I can feel my heart begin to pound, ten to the dozen. 

	“Oi, what happened to your so going to get it?” He turns and sees me, my tense face and concentration evident. I’m frozen, my feet firmly embedded in the wet sand beneath my toes - deep breaths. 

	“Hey, hey, baby - I’m here. I’m sorry - I forgot. It’s the same depth the whole of this rock pool - that’s why we came - I promise. I’m right here. You’re safe now.”	

	I allow myself to be drawn into his arms and feel his fingers begin to massage my back, my shoulders, stroke my arms and I begin to relax. “I’m sorry. I just don’t like the sea.”

	“I know, I should have remembered but here, we’ll take it slow and look…” he points down to our feet, which can be seen as though we’re viewing them through a crystal clear glass of water. He does a little dance for added measure and it brings a smile to my face. “There you go. There’s my Angel.”

	He shows me his back and taps his shoulder. “Come on - jump on board, Princess and I’ll carry you across to the waterfall - you won’t get that offer everyday.”

	I don’t wait for him to ask again and piggyback onto him, sliding my legs around his waist, and my arms over his shoulders, flattening my palms across his chest. He cups his arms underneath my bottom to support me and I wiggle as his finger brushes my perineum through my bikini bottoms. 

	Tapping his chest he laughs. “Sorry, couldn’t resist - bet you’re a fabulous sight from behind.”

	We head further towards the crashing sounds of the water, white sheets of ribbons sprinkling over a huge misshapen rock. As we get closer, the water around us begins to ripple but surprisingly, it has become shallower and I slip off Seb’s back to touch my feet to the bottom. We both swim leisurely around the froth being created by the downpour and I look up into the hidden rock pool we are lucky enough to have found. The rock is a mustard brown but clean and the water a strong azure but underwater the combination of the two colours is electric, creating emeralds and dark blues in a tie die blend. “It’s beautiful.”

	“I’ve been here once.”

	I’m surprised how disappointed I am to hear that. “This time it feels like I’m seeing it for the first time, this time I get to share it with the woman I love.” 

	I’m weightless in the water and he pulls me to him, his hands settling at my waist and I wrap my arms around his neck and kiss him. His fingers move the wet strands of my hair off my face and he deepens the kiss, our mouths desperate, tongues teasing. The slickness of our bodies pressed against one another is sexy as hell - that and the combination of his hands gripping me to him so tightly, his nails grazing my sides, makes me bold. 

	I step forward, forcing him backwards towards the gushing water and he looks at me in surprise. “Are you sure?”

	“I’m fine, as long as I can see the sea bed, besides, I’m partial to sharing a shower or two with you, Mr. Silver.”

	His mouth is on me, stopping further words, and I’m lifted and spun so my back is against the rapids, the water bouncing off my head and onto my breasts, where his greedy eyes spot my white bikini top turning transparent. My nipples pebble, erect and ruched under the cool assault on my skin and dipping my head back to embrace the water, my hair is drenched in seconds. 

	“You’ve no idea how hot you look right now.” His hand tilts my jaw to his eye level, and I wrap my legs tighter around his waist, feeling his cock rubbing against me and our lips meet. One peck and our eyes lock, mirth in them, as I dip and nip his bottom lip with my teeth. Another kiss, this one longer, the feeling of weightlessness is so freeing and he cradles me and then I offer him my tongue. He captures it with his own like his life depends upon it, one hand fisting my hair, the other pressing my bottom in towards his groin. I lose myself in a kiss that takes my breath away with its intensity and my desire for him is too much. I can’t breathe, yet I can’t draw away. I’m addicted to his mouth, his lips; that talented tongue.

	I can feel us moving and I open my eyes and pull away as we disappear under the curtain of water and under a gap in the waterfall rock. He looks predatory as he releases me and I instinctively back away and lift myself up onto the flat rock behind me; my bottom balancing on the edge. 

	His eyes are darker and more intense and I sigh. He is a remarkable specimen - his tan now shows off all those sculpted muscles and abs to perfection and his tattoos ahh!!! I lick my lips in longing and as he reaches my body, his hands wasting no time untying my briefs, whilst I just cradle his head in my hands in awe. 	

	My bikini top is next and both pieces are placed on the rocks, along with Sebastian’s swim-shorts. Even in the inky seclusion, rays of light filter in through the falls and I’m allowed a clear clear view of his glorious naked body in the glassy water.

	“Lean back, baby.”

	And I do. His hands are on me, opening me for him and I hear my own cry into the cave as he slips a finger inside of my heat. My legs wrapped around his waist as I kiss his face, his neck and all the while he works me with his fingers, one, two, ahh, three, Jesus! I rub myself against his hand, eager to create friction across my needy clit and just at the moment when I want to scream in frustration, the pad of his thumb finds my swollen nub and presses hard, “Oh, yeah. Oh God, yeah, Seb. Oh, baby.”

	At the same time, his hot mouth seeks my nipple and sucks, whilst he continues to circle my clit, his fingers pumping inside of me, it is completely animalistic and fucking amazing and I scream his name into the waterfall, exploding with an orgasm that makes me dizzy with its magnitude. 

	His wet kisses on my wet hair and body, are comforting as I allow myself a moment to catch my breath, but I want to see to my man and I slip off the rock and into the water again, immediately cupping his balls. His eyes never leave me as I leisurely stroke his generous girth and length, watching as it twitches in reaction to my touch - I love this part - having this power.

	“Your turn, baby - move back onto the rock.”

	He does as I ask, taking a seat that makes his cock, level with my breasts. All the while, his eyes are transfixed and all the while he grows harder. Using his legs to draw me closer, I pull myself towards him and my tits bob against his thighs, his cock nestles intuitively between my cleavage and I smile up at him with my eyes. Not yet.

	Savouring this moment of power, I dip to lick a trail from his balls right to his thick crown, then I purposefully look up directly at him and lick anti-clockwise around his tip. His deep groan pulls at the nerves low down in my pelvic floor and I smile in satisfaction. 

	“Fuck, Lu. Yes that’s it, baby.”

	I slide him inside my mouth, the other hand gripping him and continue to look up at his eyes, always watching, growing more and more hooded by the second. Rolling my tongue around the flat part of the head that always made him moan when I touched him there, I deep-throat him as much as I can and begin to pump; his cock becoming slippery with my manipulations.

	His hands are on my head and as I feel his cock tensing near his climax and I quickly remove him from my mouth, and place his engorged, throbbing length firmly between my breasts. I lift both globes up and push them inwards, wedging him along the channel of my now wet and glistening chest. “Ah, baby - you are a man’s wet dream here.”

	I smile, happy to give him just that. He takes me to such heights on a regular basis, awakening me daily and addicting me in the process - the least I can do is return the favour. 

	“I want you to come all over my tits, baby,” I begin to move slowly before pushing them together tighter, slipping my hand at the base of his cock, to really create friction as he pushes into me. One last stroke and he empties himself onto me, spurting hot gushes of pearly semen with each shuddering thrust and I watch his expression change from awe to bliss in seconds, his jaw tensing, head thrown back so his neck is taut. I look down at my chest, and smile, wondering if it’s too soon to mention the obvious in-house joke we often comment upon, to him.

	“Almost as good as the Tiffany pearl necklace you gave me.”

	“You saucy thing - what did I ever do to deserve you, baby?”

	He lifts me under my arms and dips me under the water, washing my chest, and drawing me to him for a deep post-orgasmic kiss.

	“Nothing. We are meant to be.”

	“I love you, baby.”

	“I love you too.”			

	We swim out into the sunlight, having donned our swimsuits once again and I look back towards the waterfall, our waterfall; the secretive cave hidden behind the curtain of white - no one would ever have known what we were doing in there and I loved that. It was so illicit and so intimate. Another first for us.

	“Check you out. All brave and swimming - no piggy back this time?”

	“Nope. You make me brave.”

	“Works both ways, baby. Come, let’s grab something to eat.. And then we’ll have a siesta.” His wink tells me that his idea of a siesta has nothing to do with sleep and everything to do with sex and I roll my eyes.

	“Insatiable.”

	We make our way up the bank, and up the path to our picnic area and he points to his groin with a shrug, where his swim shorts were tenting - again!

	“I forgot to mention, QuickSilver had another meaning - quick to reload but I’ve not been like this since I was in my twenties and never because of a woman, purely down to hormones.” His laugh is brief as he goes to pour us a drink.

	Oh. My. God! If I wasn’t careful I’d be going home with honeymoonistis and I make a mental note to ask Mohammed the Butler for a gallon of cranberry juice when we get back to the villa. 

	I repeat to myself inwardly - Sebastian Silver is insatiable - not that I’m complaining. I’m just thrilled that he’s admitted that this is purely down to me. I know that QuickSilver has another meaning; it can mean, cool and willful one moment and utterly fragile the next, basically contradictory, controlling, sensitive and this warms me. This is so Sebastian; the nickname is perfect for him. I’m both nervous and excited but definitely privileged to be allowed in, to glimpse all these sides to him and I want to be sexual with him during these rare moments, when I’m part of his daily life, as they bring us closer with each connection. 	




*****
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	The man in the black hoodie, stealth-like in his body language, lets himself into the mid-terrace on Rose Avenue with a key, via the back yard. No need to break in when you’ve been invited is there? He drops his toolbox and necessities and breathes a huge sigh of relief as he sags up against the wall, before laughing out loud into the basement kitchen.

    Woo! What a buzz!	 

    That had been much easier than he could have ever imagined. He was finally here - in his woman’s abode - alone! He was ready to put his plan into action.	

    “An hour of DIY and she will be one step closer to becoming mine.”	

    Wiping a hand across his brow, where beads of sweat clung to his hair, he smiles openly in excitement as he dusts a finger along the central island top, grabs an apple from the fruit bowl, and takes a large bite, then heads towards the fridge. Not much in it though - Lucia had obviously been slacking in her house-keeping duties since that prick Silver has been on the scene, taking up her precious time - then again he supposed he should cut her some slack as she was now abroad in Dubai - no point filling the fridge on the chance some opportunist would break-in and need some grub. His laugh is snide and laced with venom at his own joke. But when he was living here and man of this house, she would know her place and his every wish would be adhered to.	

    He snags a diet coke and snaps the ring pull back harshly, no small feat with gloves on, but he couldn’t chance anything this time - he already had a record of trespassing from the last bitch who had been worthy of his care and attention. She had so not been worth the trouble - stupid cow! 	

    Slamming the door to the SMEG with his foot he leans back against the counter and takes a long swig of the carbonated drink whilst perusing the array of photos, letters and artwork on the front of the fridge. A couple of photograph’s immediately irritate him beyond belief and he swipes them and through gritted teeth tears Lucia angrily out of each, before throwing the unwanted pieces in the bin. However one photo of Lucia really stood out to him, her blow-job mouth wide and smiling and sexy green eyes full of fun as she grinned back at the camera - she has her arms around that bitch of a sister Suzie and Abby on the other side of her. They’d probably been out slutting-it around Lords when it was taken - or maybe it was in that Rehab Bar in Bodley? 

      Sneering he removes the magnet holding it in place, before creasing the photograph in two places and then ripping it severely to remove the two hangers on from either end. There was no room for anyone but him in her life - he would be the only one. She’d see that soon enough - see that that was how it had to be – the only way it could ever be!  	

    He slips the image into his back pocket - he’d enjoy studying her later when he had more time - and then finishes his coke hauling the can in the direction of the bin and missing - he’d pick it up later. Time to get to business.	

    Dragging the tools and bits he required to put his plan in place he practically ran up the first flight of stairs and with a quick glance in the hallway at that level, he continued on, up the next set until he reached the master bedroom; his excitement building with every step. This was the one place he dreamed of being in - with her. 	

    Her scent filled his nostrils the second he entered the airy space; so entirely feminine - so entirely his Lucia. The room is immaculate, which pleases him - he can’t abide dirty bitches. He allows himself a few minutes to sit at her silver dressing table, sniff her creams, potions and assess each drawer’s contents. A quick spray of her perfume around his body is practically his undoing as he inhales and grips the table until his knuckles are white. 	

    “I can practically taste her - its like she’s here beside me, there’s hair in her hairbrush and her slippers by the bed. Lucia, you really are teasing me princess.”	

    Unable to contain his utter glee at being in her domain, he jumps up from the stool, stroking a random crease from the duvet and plumping a velvet cream cushion, as he passes to the wardrobe, careful to stay far enough away from the window at all times. “We can’t have anyone seeing me here and ruining this for me, for us, Lu, can we? Nosy fucking bastards!”	

    Locating the small concealed door in the wall, he opens it with apprehension and is surprised to find a cleverly designed small walk-in wardrobe, which houses Lucia’s clothes, Lucia’s shoes, and Lucia’s accessories. Here, her scent hits him even stronger and he drops to the floor and envelopes himself in the rail of clothing, their textures soft and caressing against his skin. He was in Lulu heaven.	

    “Fuck! I wish I could take these bloody gloves off,” he grunts into the space and his breathing quickens as he blows through his nose and rolls his lips tightly. He couldn’t risk it - could he? No! Keep them on, no matter what. His eyes flicker to the many boxes piled high on top of each other and they calm him momentarily. He knew she loved shoes and that brought him closer to his girl - but this was far too indulgent.

    “Enjoy it now, Lu because once you are mine, you will have no need to dress like a whore for all and sundry to drool over. In fact…” is eyes fall on a pair he’d seen her wear for work and he licks his lips, “you won’t be needing these. I’ll take them for safe keeping and so you can’t wear them to tease me!”

    His emotions switch in that instant from happiness to anger, and standing up within the bijoux closet space he clicks off the pull switch light with more deep breathing and clicks the door shut. 

   Her tall dresser interested him most of all in the luxury boudoir - it housed all manner of lingerie and nightwear, in silks, satins, lace and cotton. She would look fucking hot in each and every one of them but he preferred things plain… and white - virginal if you must. 

    “Not much white in here - slut!”	

    That would have to change. He ran several items along his skin, his face, and through his covered hands, inhaling deeply before slipping a camisole, a couple of pairs of panties and a white lace plunge bra, into his bag. Once he was home, he would be able to relish them and slip them through his unsheathed fingers, as though he were stroking them on Lucia’s hot little body. He licks his lips at the thought and closes his eyes to enjoy the vision just a tad longer before shaking his head in anger at his weakness.	

     “That bitch is off sunning herself with Silver, being fucked into next week and screaming out his name, whilst you are left with nothing but crumbs. Whore!”	

    On her dressing table he’d noticed a small candle in the same scent as her vanilla body spray, and he quickly grabs that and drops it alongside the lingerie and shoes before throwing himself down on the king-size bed. Lying back onto the pillows he imagined himself in that bed with her - her luscious body so accommodating and bent over while he fucked her hard from behind - better yet, while he gagged her and fucked her hard from behind. She would be so worth the wait. He burrows his face in both pillows; unsure which is her side and then licks a tantalising trail up both. Yes, this bed would do him nicely; not to soft, not too firm and if he was lucky he’d get porridge in the morning. “I’d be like fucking Goldibollocks!” His laugh is crude and snarling at his witty joke.

   Snapping out of his daydream, he rubs a hand across his light stubble and considers how much more he can take of Sebastian Silver openly pawing at his woman. His patience was practically transparent. Then remembering why he is there, he sets about locating the best places to plant a camera. He only had two, so he had to use them wisely - they cost a bloody fortune but she would be worth it. It wasn’t made of money like that flash wanker! One was secured in the top of the light-shade, which hung from the ceiling at the bottom of the bed. Unless you looked right up into the bulb, no one would know it was there it was so minute - he’d just have to remember to pop back and change the bulbs to stop anyone locating them.	

    The second was placed in the smoke detector within the lounge ceiling. He liked the fact that he could listen to her when she was on her own at night; once the kid was in bed and she was working downstairs - now he’d be able to see her too. It’d be like Googlebox, but hopefully more Goggle-at-her-box, if he was lucky. He laughs to himself at his childish joke but the thought of Lucia naked and on show for him is too much and he can feel himself growing harder by the second. She’d be the death of me that bitch - I’m permanently rock hard - I shouldn’t have to be suffering in silence like this!	

    Not for much longer now though, he smiles as he locates the roses in the vase on the console table - many now dead or dying but the crystal pins are firmly embedded within and a quick test on his scanner and iPad to see that they are in full working order, pleases him no end. Only a couple, have been water damaged but the rest combined are enough to give him continued audio in that room. My work is done… for now…well, almost.	

    A quick glance at his watch tells him he has another ten minutes before he should make his exit; any longer and it would be a definite risk that a neighbour may hear him - at present they were all out at work. That meant he had time to visit her bedroom one last time and pleasure himself, whilst visualising her mouth around his throbbing cock. It would make for good viewing at a later date and test the equipment he’d installed there, thoroughly. He heads for the stairs taking them two at a time and enters the master bedroom once again, his pants unbuttoned en-route. As he lies back onto the covers and rests his head against the full pillows at his back, he allows his cock to spring free, into his palm, ready to be worshipped. This was the closet he had ever been to Lucia whilst coming and he wasn’t sure he’d ever felt more fucking horny.	

    “God, Lucia, after this, I’m going to want more and this will not be enough. You are so going to get it and trust me, you’re going to love it.”




*****
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		We land in Dubai as the sky is taking on an electric purple hue; its beautiful shade the perfect backdrop against the glittering bright yellow and orange lights of this cosmopolitan metropolis. I can literally feel the energy buzzing around me, under my feet, eager and full of high spirits - the magic of the Middle East and an entrepreneur’s dream. I can see why Sebastian had been bitten by the bug, albeit initially. The heat is oppressive however, but we journey in style to The Jannah, in a white stretch limousine, courtesy of the hotel. Sebastian is as attentive as ever, our hands clasped, even as he peruses some paperwork, pointing out the odd building here and there as I watch out of the window like an excited child.

	As we pull up to the entrance I’m reluctant, to leave the delicate bubble we’ve formed around us, the past few days. The moment I step from the car, our selfish-time is over. I’d have to share him with all and sundry. I have to store my thoughts for later, as we exit and make our way towards the most recently completed Silver Construction project. I stop dead in my tracks and as though in slow-motion, my eyes are drawn to the roots of the masterpiece, following the sleek lines and metallic glow of the building standing proud and majestic. Working my way up it’s feminine form, which is so tall I have to crick my neck to view its top, I close my open mouth and smile. It is truly magnificent - like something from a Sci-Fi film.

	“Beautiful isn’t she?”

	I hear the pride in his voice and smile happily at his excitement. “Wow - this is incredible.”

	“I know, right - she takes my breath away, each time I see her. I feel the same when I look at you, lady.”

	I hold his gaze, black staring into strong lime - a silent message passes between us that we are leaving the bubble behind and passing into everyday life again but that we can do this - together.

	Making our way through the foyer - my focus is taken up entirely with the beauty of its design. It was everything that Sebastian had promised; Glamorous, elite and out of this world. I’d heard that Dubai hotels were some of the best in the world and they weren’t wrong. I feel like a celebrity!

    	Seb checks us in with the Manager and I take a minute to absorb my surroundings. The coolness of the white glittered marble floor and walls, combined with high-spec air conditioning was a welcome luxury - even at 7pm the air was a thick wall of humidity.

  	This place was seriously stylish and it made me proud of Sebastian to think he and his team had been part of it’s creation and now he would be reaping the benefits of it’s sale to the highest bidder. I glance across to him, cool as a cucumber, in a pale blue shirt and linen pants. He commands attention and was already receiving it from several female admirers milling throughout the reception. Then he turns, and looks right at me. His gaze full of heat, a look that tells me exactly what he wants to do to me when we reach our bedroom and I relax. 

	He is all mine.

	Something bright flashes to my right and I move to see the psychedelic commotion, before beaming at the familiar face, dressed in a rainbow kaftan and denim hot pants. 

	Abby. 

	“Oh. My. God! Yay! You’re here - about bloody time!”

	“Hi my lovely. We made it!”

	“Where’s Seb?”

	I throw a hitchhiker thumb in his direction and see that his brother Na has joined him at the desk. 

	We embrace and I squeeze my best friend tightly. “All good?” she draws back and peers inquisitively at my face.

	“Fabulous - just what we needed. It was amazing, Abs.”

	“I’m so glad Hun. We’ll talk tomorrow - in privacy. I want full details whilst we shop till we drop!”

	“Oh yeah, I need to find something to wear for this party - oh to have Suzie and Dolly’s Boutique in the Middle East now.”

	“Yep - but do not fear - the malls here are to die for and the shops in the hotels alone would put the one in the movie Indecent Proposal to shame. We’ll find a little something to make Seb’s jaw drop - I promise.”

	I hug her again - I’ve missed her loads. “Have you and Nathan seen much of Dubai?”

	Her eyebrows reach her hairline in utter disdain. “We did take afternoon tea at the Burj Al Arab hotel - that was divine and sooo elegant and I visited some fabulous Art Galleries but to be honest, babe, we’ve hardly left the hotel bedroom - wait until you see it - fuck me it’s gorgeous. The men have organised the best of the best for us. I could live in the bathroom alone - seriously.”

	Our giggles can be heard as we head over to the lifts, like a couple of schoolgirls. “I need a shower and change - it’s so hot here - it was hot in the Maldives but there was a breeze there at least - here it’s just….”

	“Sweaty bollocks!”

	I laugh openly. “Yes - sweaty! God, I’ve missed you, babe.”

	“Tell me about it. You’ll love it here, chick honestly, but it is a total pain as we have to cover up a bit outside the hotel, well more than I normally would but that’s not saying much!”

	“I know Seb mentioned. I’ll just be glad to shower, change and we can meet for dinner tonight - sound good?”

	“Sounds like a plan.” Sebastian’s husky voice interrupts us, placing a palm at my back. “Abby - looking lovely as ever.”

	She preens under his compliment and I focus upon Nathan, who’s narrowed eyes and furrowed brow, are a surprise. He looks pissed and something tells me it’s at Seb and his casual flirting. Me-thinks Mr. Nathan Silver likes Abs more than he realises.

	I laugh as he gets his revenge, leaning into me and leisurely placing a kiss on each cheek, before whispering in my ear, “Just play along.”

	“Lu, darling - how was The Maldives?”

	I glance across at Seb and see the exact same furrowed worry line, indented across his forehead - ha ha, men are so funny. It gives me a little buzz to think he’s not keen on any man touching me, even his brother.

	“Na - great to see you. Maldives was magical - I’ll never forget it. You must go.”

	He hits the button for the top floor and winks. “Good good. Glad you two recuperated, now it’s time to party. Meet back in a hour for drinks and then we’ll go grab a bite to eat?”

	We all agree, as the door dings open and jovially head off in the direction of our suites, which are located just a few doors away from one another. 







*****




	Holy crap! “This place is unbelievable.”

	“Good huh!”

	“Oh, what I’d have given to work on a place like this.”

	I wander around the luxury suite with my mouth open in awe, checking out each nook and cranny, cupboard, lounge, his and hers bathrooms with twin sinks and walk-in wardrobe. Blinking back at him over my shoulder I repeat, this time out loud, “Holy Crap!” before launching myself on the monstrous silver bed. My beautiful man joins me, straddling me, tickling and pulling uncontrollable laughter from me until I can’t take anymore and then with one locked gaze, he stops. Swooping in, the mood changes entirely to one of pure dominance. His kisses are hard and crushing and so fucking good I can’t breathe, think or concentrate on anything but the sensations rippling through me and pooling between my thighs. 

	“Only the best for you, baby.”

	“Release me, Mr. Silver, I need to get ready if you want to go out in an hour.”

	“How about we shower together? That would speed things up.”

	“Not. A. Chance! Every time you and I go anywhere near a shower or water for that matter we get very very dirty.”

	“Sounds great to me.”

	“Not tonight. I’ll have a quick shower, as I take longer, if that’s Ok and then you can jump in after me?”

	“I’d rather just skip all that and jump you but I won’t be seen to be getting in the way of a girl and her pampering routine.”

	I peck him on the lips and head into the bathroom on a smile, then make a huge kerfuffle of locking the door. Not that that would hold him if he changed his mind and decided to be less accommodating.




	Ten minutes later and I return to the bedroom, feeling refreshed and revived. Sebastian takes one look at my turban’d hair and towel-clad body, grits his teeth and heads straight into the bathroom. I hear the lock click loudly in place and laugh out loud at his petulance. I suppose two could play at that game.

	I quickly dry my hair and wind my velcro rollers in, hoping they’d be able to do something with the frizz that has become my hair in the humidity then settle down to put the finishing touches to my make-up, grey silk dressing gown covering my modesty. It’s whilst I apply my Urban Decay eyeshadow in smoky navy and greys, I consider my outfit options, now hanging in the wardrobe. I return to the bed with a simple, slightly sheer navy camisole and silver mini and drop them, before heading back and grabbing a silver pashmina that would cover my bare arms, décolletage and thighs. Throwing it on the bed I halt in my tracks as I pass the low black rococo coffee table in the sitting area. I’d not seen it on our entry. Now all I can focus on are the huge array of beautiful fresh flowers filling the silver domed vase, a mixture of lilies and palest pink peonies; they are gorgeous. I head over to see if there is a note and notice that in their centre is a single deep red rose with a diamante in its depth. In the midst of them a small card sits with a typed message.
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	God, he’s so romantic. He thinks of everything. 

	I smile to myself before settling down to FaceTime Finn. He answers almost immediately and excitedly tells me all about his day and how he and Grampa went swimming and for Maccy D’s afterwards. I cover my iPad screen with kisses, and only stop after his giggling protests stop and he tells me that he has to go now Mummy, he has to go beat Gramps at Snakes and Ladders. 

	“Who were you talking to?”

	I look up into Seb’s inquisitive face - tanned and wet from his shower, his hand towelling his hair and a second towel tied low on his hips. Yum! “I was on with Finn.”

	His face softens. “How is he?”

	“Bonkers!”

	“Gets that from his mother.” He ducks the cushion I wang at his head with the grace of a boxer.

	“You OK, baby?”

	“Mmm hmmmm.” He knows me well enough to leave it alone, for now. I’m missing my son and more so tonight. I’ve loved our time away but I’ll be more than ready to see him in a couple of days - to inhale his Finn scent and enjoy being Mum again.

	“Only two more days and we’ll see him.”

	We’ll see him. I like the sound of that, even if it was a slip of his words. 




*****




	A couple of hours later we’ve eaten at a new tapas restaurant offering a selection of Greek, Lebanese, Italian, Spanish and Moroccan to name but a few of the choices of different cuisines and yet again I had found it more than difficult to eat. Perhaps I was just tired?

	I feel Sebastian sling his arm loosely around my waist and draw me too him as we walk away from the restaurant, with Abs and Nathan close on our tails.

	“So guys, it’s still early - are we going to call it a night or go for a slice of the Dubai nightlife?” Nathan calls from behind.

	Seb’s fingertips locate my bare skin where my camisole has come free from my skirt and my large pashmina is open, and strokes sensuously at my waist sending my body into overdrive. I craved him. We’d just spent three days in The Maldives, with on tap, non-stop, 24hour sex, no restrictions, no interruptions, no company and since arriving in Dubai that had all changed and my bits were not impressed.

	“I have an idea.” Sebastian’s deep resonating voice pours over me making my nipples hard at the vibrations he causing between our bodies. “Let’s do a club.”

	“Which one bro?”

	“Barracuda.”

	“Ooh I’m up for a bit of a dance Lu, you up for it?”

	Abby is always up for a dance but tonight all I wanted was to go back to the hotel and take my gorgeous man to bed. Seb senses my reluctance and reading my mind whispers, “Don’t worry, baby, we’ll go have a dance together, where at least we can touch one another without feeling like we’re going to be arrested. Then, I’ll take you back to our hotel; to bed - to heaven.” 	

    His sexy smile is my undoing and I feel my reluctance slipping away as we head in the direction of the nightclub. I nod and hear Nathan explaining the place to Abby. Apparently Fridays, as well as Thursdays are the hottest nights out in Dubai, so we were at least up for a good night. 	

     “Can we… you know… there?”

    Nathan chuckles. “Baby, we can ‘you know’ whenever you want but in a club, you dirty little minx.”

     “No… I meant, can we kiss?”

    “It’s in a hotel, baby – most tourist clubs are in Dubai. So we can kiss, we’re just not supposed to on the streets - publicly.”

     “It only makes me want you more.”

     “I know exactly what you mean A, but in the United Arab Emirates you can get arrested for sleeping with a man you’re not married to.”

    “You’re joking me - right? How do people have sex?”

     “In secret and certainly not in public places.”

	“Well, I wasn’t going to jump you on the dance floor - you should be so lucky.”

    I listen to all this with awe and Abby’s annoyance at Nathan’s expectation that she would just desire him at all times of the day. The problem was I understood completely and she did, as did I with Seb. The Silver charm and Dubai cocktail was a lethal combination.

	I step in to defend her. “God - I knew the laws were strict about these things but I hadn’t realised so much so. I’ve seen plenty of single girl and guy groups, since we’ve arrived with nothing on their minds but drinking, clubbing and sexing it up.” I rub Ab’s shoulder in support and instinctively my eyes are drawn to mine and Seb’s clasped hands, as we walk behind our friends and I pull away from his grip in panic. Maybe we shouldn’t be touching at all in the open?

     “What’s wrong, baby?”

  	“Should we be flirting with danger?” I wiggle my fingers to show him my meaning.

	“I haven’t touched you properly for over two hours. I’ll be damned if I’m not holding your bloody hand.” 

   I relax as his strong tanned hand firmly clasps mine and draws it to his mouth for a light peck before letting our arms swing between us.

     “Even if we get arrested?”

   “Don’t worry, Lu, I’ll always be on hand to get you off!”

     And don’t I know it you cocky arrogant, sexy bastard!

     The thought of finally being able to touch him again openly, sounded good to me. I crave his touch, his fingers and tongue bringing me to orgasm. I shuffle uncomfortably to appease the flutters of awakening beginning to throb between my thighs. There’s no way I could live in a country where PDA was frowned upon not with such a delicious man on tap. I’d be sectioned.







*****
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		The Barracuda club is another beautifully manufactured glass building, designed in dark purples, magentas and greens, with thumping dance beats and neon cocktails; Abby is in her element the second we step through the door. We head straight to the bar, where I see two doormen barricading tall white double leather doors. “What’s through there? The restaurant?”

	I catch Nathan’s smile and his hand gestures point to Seb to answer, whilst he pays the tab for the drinks. “Through those doors you will find temptation.”

	Seriously, what’s with all the cryptic bullshit? I raise my brows to Seb in question.

	“Baby, if you liked the ambience of Scarlet House   - you’ll love this. It’s all about the build.”

	It suddenly dawns on me what he means and my brain frazzles with images of what is secreted behind those two doors. Scarlet House had been one hell of an experience I was looking forward to repeat in the near future. However, at the same time I’m surprised, after all we are in Dubai, where not only is alcohol a no-no amongst its patriots, sex and the female form are hidden and taboo.  

	“How did you find a place like this in Dubai? Surely it’s completely illegal?”

	“Not really. There are several of these kind of clubs in the area. All are run out of a hotel, and designed for single men to come and meet single working women for the night. It’s discreet and only for select members at an exclusive membership fee. This is not something to talk about and you will not see a local here – it’s purely for the hedonistic tourists in the Marina.”

	“Working women – like a dating agency?” Abs registers.

	Nathan hands us our drinks. “Not really… but I suppose you could say you stay for a while and use its facilities in a similar way. It’s certainly run as a hotel to get around the strict legalities but the working women are…”

	“Pro’s, Abs. You know prostitutes.” I whisper the latter under my breath.	

	Abby spins to look at me in shock. “Really? How saucy?” Well how will we be allowed in there then if we aren’t?”

	“We’ll just have to play along, won’t we? We’ll be seen as one of their kind.”

	Abby and I both look at each other and back to our sexy men, so in control of the situation, before nodding our heads. We head towards the first dour looking doorman, who approves Seb’s then Nathan’s plastic Club business card, which is black with a crested logo on the front. He speaks into his mike, then receives a transmission back before the door clicks open, allowing us to pass through. We go from a darkened nightclub with bright spots of neon lighting, to utter blackness and a long imposing passageway. It was like walking into a sexy cinema and instinctively I feel for Seb - I need not, as he is by my side, his hand in the small of my back at all times. 

	I can feel my throat grow dry, and I draw in the breath I’d been holding since that door opened. The anxiety is palpable but the excitement is so intense. I don’t know what to expect. All I know is I’m with my man and I want him. It’s dark and I’d be happy to find a corner of the room and make-out like teenagers for a while before heading back to the hotel. Nothing could have prepared me for the sight that hits me, as we reached the end of the black corridor and turn into the secret Members Only Club’.

	It was like walking in on a colony, where men were desperate to copulate. Attractive women of all ages, sizes, skin tones and from all countries, conferred, mixed, danced and laughed with eager men, all desperate to select their prize for the night. All the women were clothed, but only just. I watched as one woman in a booth, sits opposite a man, her bare foot brazenly massaging his cock through his trousers, whilst she sucked hard on a red lollipop. Another two stunning girls, who appeared of Eastern European decent, were sitting on either side of a guy who seemed happy to sit back and enjoy their beauty, whilst playing cards with his mates. Perhaps living the dream?	

     We head further into the oval room, where steps lead to several other doors and I wonder what novelties lie behind them. Sebastian directs us to a velvet booth, which is sunken into the floor and I sit down, happy to continue people watching. 

	Sebastian slides in beside me, his hand immediately finding my thigh beneath the table, whilst Abs joins me to my right. She leans in and whispers, “Nathan makes me bold. Am I bad to be enjoying all this filthiness?”

	I grin at her. “Not at all. It’s just a bit of fun and look at them Abs? I don’t know about you, but Sebastian makes me …..

	Nathan stretches his arms around Abby and draws her into his chest. “What are you two beauties whispering about?”

	“Why us, of course.” Seb winks at me, arrogance oozing from his pores. He was right, of course, unfortunately. 

	“We were talking about naughtiness,” Abby pouts and I roll my eyes, she was terrible at secrets. “I for one am enjoying being introduced to new challenges.” I watch, as she plays Nathan beautifully, biting her lip just at the right time. His eyes are drawn to her mouth and his jaw suddenly tenses. He was definitely a goner where she was concerned. 

	“Ok, ladies, question for you. Men love porn, why don’t women?”

	I snap my head in Seb’s direction, surprised at his random and rather outspoken question and he shrugs, giving me that irresistible look, that combined sex - God with puppy dog eyes so well. “Porn? Really? Do all men like porn - it can be so degrading?”

	I flick to Na, who nods with a grin and back to Seb. “Told you. Not all porn - granted, but some. I bet you that in the right setting, watching the right type of porn, with me by your side, you would be like putty in my hands.” He leans in and whispers to me, “… and I won’t make you feel degraded at all - but I will make you beg.”

	I know he’s probably right and his words are doing silly things to my nether regions, but I’m not about to let him win. That would be no fun. “You’re an arrogant bastard, Silver and carry on like that and you’ll be watching adult movies tonight on your own with nothing but Madam palm and her five daughters for pleasure.” 

	Na chuckles loudly at my retaliation and pleased with myself, I cross my arms in defiance and Abs does the same. “Yeah, just like she said. No to porn, No to porn!” Before muttering behind her hand. “…but actually I’m up for it, if you fancy trying it later, baby?” She bites her tongue cheekily at Nathan and I swat her playfully. “Hey you, I heard that - who’s side are you on?”

	“Oh, definitely the one that makes me scream Lulu and me-thinks that is over here. Soz, babe.” She slides over to kiss Nathan, who happily reciprocates her attentions.

	“We’re going to go dance, are you joining us?” Abby waves at me and I shake my head. Her and Nathan can go have some one-on-one time, as I’m sure they are craving it just as much as I am. I look across at Seb, whose just collared a waiter for more drinks and my heart starts to beat faster – just a glimpse and I’m sent spiralling into jitters. All this talk of making me beg for it and porn is already having an effect on me and I instinctively lick my lips and feel my nipples harden at the thought of his hands on my body and his scent as I kiss his neck. 

   	“Your eyes give away everything, baby – I’ve told you before and right now I feel like I’m about to be eaten alive.”	

     I lower my eyes in shame. Is it that obvious? 	

  	“Hey, hey? I’m only joking – don’t ever hide your emotions from me. I want to be able to read you; need to for us to work. If it makes you feel any better I feel the same. We should never have come here.”	 

	“Why?” I look about us and my question is answered immediately. Everyone is horny. Everyone is here with the purpose of getting laid and everyone is pushed to their limits. 	

     “Because all I want to do is slip under this table and tongue that sexy little clit of yours until you beg me to slip my finger inside of you; until you beg me to fill you with my come.”

	I gulp at his words, dirty and erotic and my cervix aches in response. “I wish you could.”

	In the dark I think I see his brow rise in surprise and it pleases me that he knows how much I want him and that I’m willing to try new things, but instead he just leans in to plant a slow kiss on my lips, sending hot fires to my belly and creating a pool of dampness in my panties. “Baby, there are so many clubs I could take you to back home, where legalities don’t exist, and we could do just what I’ve described  – openly and without my brother and your best-friend nearby. Where people walk around naked, their breasts and pussies on display, cocks being pumped, threesomes, four-ways, you name it but with you, I won’t share. It’ll never happen. I won’t allow anyone but me to see you naked. You are not for another man’s eyes.”	

     God, if he kept talking to me this way I was going to come without him touching me, I am so turned on. I love the fact that he is so protective and alpha about my body. I am his and that is fine by me.

	I reach across under the table and place my hand on his cock, its hardness solid and searching, desperate to be released and so hot, but I’m only there an instant before he plants a hand over mine and removes it slowly and deliberately; his face composed, but I can tell he is finding it difficult to maintain equilibrium.

	The dark purple room, is perfect for seduction and all around us, transactions are being made, bodies being sold and sex the main agenda. Several men have looked my way but I don’t want to encourage them. “You have caught the eye of many men Lucia. All of them wanting to take you home and fuck you and I am the lucky one. The one who will see you explode around my cock tonight and get to sheath myself in that tight pussy of yours.”

	“Oh Seb, I’m not sure I can last much longer. Can we just go… please!”

	It’s a whisper and I push my breasts towards him, desperate to feel him cup them but his teasing continues. “This place is all about the build-up, baby.  So you’ll be dripping by the time I take you. Like at Scarlet House - it makes you think about sex, not BDSM, or kink, just erotica, the tension is built by being near someone, talking about what we’re going to do to each other and not being able to touch - it makes for a far better end result.  It’s all about the anticipation - what’s to come or who…”

	Me I hope and it better be soon. Who’d have thought in a matter of weeks I’d have become so demanding?	

    Out of the corner of my eye I catch a glimpse of a tall vibrant red-head weaving her way towards our booth, her eyes transfixed on her goal - Sebastian. From the moment we’d entered I’d seen female heads turn like hungry she-wolves and their shrewd eyes assess Seb as prey; the jealousy I feel is primal. I had thought that with my permanent fixture at his side that would be enough for them to back off, figuring I’d bagged him first - obviously not? Then again, I have to remind myself that these women were here to work and they’d fight to the death to get a prize such a Sebastian or Nathan - it would make the job far easier to bear - would make it less work and more play I’m sure. 

  	The brassy redhead reaches our table and places a hand on her slim hip, all the while ignoring me and focused entirely on my man. In a heavily laced Russian accent she asks directly and confidently, “I ‘ave not seen you in ‘ere before. You like to go back to ‘otel and I show you why zhey call me the best huesos in Dubai?”

     WTF? And what was a huesos when it was at home?

   To give Seb his due he appears as surprised as I am at this woman’s directness and with a smile responds. “No thanks.”	

  	I am griping the stem of my champagne flute so tightly I fear it will snap clean off and tight-lipped I place it calmly onto the tabletop, so as not to do damage to myself. The bitch continues to hover like a bad smell and appraise Sebastian at her leisure. 

	“I can offer great deal, handsome? I like Engleesh – zhey are biigg!”	

	Really? Sebastian’s grip on my knee is pinching to stop me reacting but I can’t bite my tongue any longer. This bird is taking the utter piss! “He said… no thanks - are you deaf?”	

     Her striking grey eyes fly towards me with a mixture of disdain and surprise before she sneers and mutters under her breath. “Ostyn’ suka”. The words fly from her mouth in her native tongue, and are full of spite. I’m not entirely sure what she had said to me but from her tone it was entirely derogatory, however I know a little Russian from my Uni days and I’m pretty sure Suka means bitch. Her fixed look hovers over me, for a second longer, challenging me further before returning to ran charm once again over Seb. “I meet you after you ‘ave done with thize new girl on ze block. Dah?”

  	Ok, time to get rid of the Suka.

	“He’ll be far too busy fucking me every which way you can imagine, darling, so go find yourself another trick, this one is mine for the night. Dah?” My totally faked and manly interpretation of her accent is not met with approval but fills me with great satisfaction.

     Again she watches me with that hooded, complacent gaze, but this time a flicker of newfound respect twinkles there and with a jut of her chin and a pout to her glossy lips she nods slowly looking me up and down “Dah,” before moving on to her next unwitting male.

     I down the rest of my fizz and can feel Sebastian’s heated stare to my right. “Baby, that was hot! So I’m your trick tonight am I?”	

     “You most certainly are and I charge by the hour, so let’s get Abs and Nathan and do one. I’m going to show you the best night of your life.”

	“Well you better as you may have just cost me a night with the best huesos in Dubai.” 

	“Do you know what that is?”

	“It’s a cock sucker, baby.” His grin is annoying, of course he’d understand Russian and that word in particular.

	“Oh, that’s alright then as you are going home with the best huesos around… I’d be more than happy to demonstrate here and now if you’ll let me.” That wipes the smile from his face.

	I chuckle as Seb, gives me a look of pure lust and turns to manically wave in Nathan’s direction and we head over to meet them halfway. “Guys are you ready to leave? Lu & are are up for an early night.”

	I assess Abby’s body language and smile, their intentions are identical to ours, I can tell by the lingering looks and the way she is glued to his side; the Barracuda club had worked its charms. 

	“Sounds good to us.”

		

*****




     By the time we get back to our suite, after saying goodnight to Abby and Nathan, Seb and I are desperate for privacy! As soon as the lift door opens, he scoops me up in his arms and has the suite door open in seconds, thrusting me immediately up against the wall as his magic mouth devours mine, tongues dancing, his large hands holding my face as if I am the most precious thing. I feel the familiar whoosh throughout my body as we connect in the way only we can. His hands move from my face as he kisses and nips with his teeth down to the side of my neck, desperately lowering my camisole straps down my arms, effectively trapping them down by my sides as his lips move to my nipples as they cry out for his attention, wetting me through the silk.   

    “Oh, Lu, what you do to me, baby.  I can never get enough of you - your smell, your taste!”  

     My camisole is lowered and my La Perla lacy bra removed before I can blink. His hands cup my breasts together as he buries his face between them, inhaling deeply, his mouth seeking each nipple to worship each in turn. I am on fire! “Seb, baby pleeease......"

     “Again!”

     “Please!”

     He falls to his knees, dragging my camisole and skirt down with him, before returning to my hips to pull my matching black lacy panties over my thighs and stiletto’s to follow suit. Lifting each ankle in turn he removes them, then kneels between my legs, smoothing his hands up my thighs and round to my bottom, cupping it, all the while stroking the creases at the top of my legs. My feet press down deeper into the soles of my stilettos and I spread my legs wider. 

     “So smooth, so perfect, Lu - you undo me every time!” 

     I arch my back and lift my eyes to the ceiling on a moan, tilting my pelvis as he lifts one of my legs and places it on his shoulder; he continues to gaze at me, mesmerised, my pale pink pussy completely on show to his greedy eyes,  glistening with want.

     “Seb, please!!”

     Suddenly, his mouth is on me. Fuck - yeeeessssss! At last! I’ve craved this since his naughty words in the Club, ached for his hot wet tongue to swirl around my clit. Ahh!

     This man is a master and I close my eyes and savour every minute of his magic tongue and lips as he strokes forcefully inside me, closing his lips round my aching bud. Replacing his tongue with one, then two fingers, he pumps quickly, hooking his fingers deeper within me as he touches my sweet spot, continuing to swirl his tongue round and around my jewel. Oh my fucking God! I scream his name as I come, shuddering, my knees buckling, my legs shaking as I pull him even closer to me.   

     Shit! 

    My heel has been digging into his shoulder as I’d come undone but he doesn't seem to mind or care as he growls and swoops me up, carrying me to our beautiful silver bed. 

     He sits and I kneel between his legs, my breasts grazing his legs and remove his socks and shoes, lower his jeans and underwear, and slip them over his feet seamlessly. I return my attention to his length which stands proud and regal, and jerks automatically at my touch. I hold him at the base, and dip to collect the small drop of pre-cum from his tip, swirling my tongue around his bulbous head and travelling down the muscled length, the skin like velvet as I stroke; velvet wrapped around solid Silver.

    I work his cock with my mouth, lips and tongue and fingers, massaging and delivering a hueuos, worthy of such an impressive weapon. Empowered by his groans and the undulating encouraging rotations of his lean hips, I lavish him with a litany of kisses, each one more pressured than the last. Rolling my bottom lip up the side of him I use my face to stroke him, before slipping my hot wet mouth all the way down his column, until he hits my gag reflex. “Ah, Lu, baby.”

     His words only make me suck harder, as I feel myself growing wetter. He is completely at my disposal now and I look up at his perfect body, reaching a hand up to caress his flat lean stomach, the indents of his abs - he was pure muscle and all mine.

    I begin to pump with my fist and continue to bob up and down over his cock, my cheeks hollowing and mouth working until my jaw aches and then I feel him grow thicker and harder - he was so close. Cupping his balls, I use my middle finger to touch a little further back towards his butt, just past his perineum and as I suck one last time I press in that magic place firmly, my palm supporting his balls. 

    “LUCIA!”

     He climaxes violently, shooting his hot salty liquid, filling my mouth in endless streams and I pause, swallow and continue to milk him, draining him of every last drop. And when he can’t take anymore, his legs twitching in defiance, his breathing returning to normal, I kiss his tip lovingly and lick a long leisurely trail up his length before crawling up over his body and into his open arms. 

    I snuggle into his embrace, feeling his lips on my hair and light caress of my spine and I kiss his chest. I’d never get enough of this addictive man.

   “You OK, baby?” I smile into the dark, listening to his faster than normal heartbeat.

   “All good - just need a minute to come down off the ceiling.”

   “That good?”

   “Amazing. You were right…”

   “Oh?” 

   “Best huesos around.”

    “You said it  - always remember that, you sexy bastard.”

    

*****

     I lay there, slightly dazed as I gradually come down from my sensual cloud, aware he is stripping out of his clothes. I love sucking him off and what I’d just done for him had reminded me of our hideaway waterfall, all sexy and forbidden and hot - had that really been only yesterday? The days are rolling into one another and I’m all off kilter.

     The bed dips as Sebastian climbs onto the bed, whilst rolling protection onto his immense erection, then kneels, gazing down at me with so much love in his noir eyes, I’m mesmerised and cannot look away. It's as though our souls are touching each other and we cannot stop staring at each other. Tonight had been all about the build -up and the dirty talk and then the immediate release and it had worked, but now, I wanted it to be all about our union - a combination of sex and love, forbidden and vanilla. 

     He moves over me, encouraging me to lie back and he clasps my hands  on either side of my head, stretching them upwards and using them for leverage. I can feel him at my slit, which is wet and ready and as he moves upwards, he rubs against my overly-sensitised clit, making me buck to meet the contact. He answers my silent plea by pulling back and sliding deep within, and as I wrap my legs round him, he withdraws almost completely before surging powerfully back in to me again but this time I cry out loudly, suddenly wracked with a sharp agonising pain.

     “Baby, are you OK?”

     I can’t speak as the dull knife-like stab begins to subside. “I’m fine - I think you went too deep.”

     “Shit - Lu. I’m sorry.” He rains kisses across my face, his cock still inside me and I see the look of love in his eyes. “I’m so so sorry.” 

     Our mouths meet and our delicate kiss becomes more passionate and I begin to rotate my hips to test the sensation it brings, reaching down to grab his behind and push him into me. “Fuck me, Seb… just do it slowly.”

    He slides further in, our fingers linking tighter, as his thick cock strokes at my g-spot. “Is this OK?”

    “Keep going - don’t stop.” 

     I grow slicker, the smoother and less painful it is at my core. I hear his groan as he fills me completely. “You are mine!”

     He is there - right where I need him, crave him, his long strokes creating a fireball of bliss as I start to move with him in our sensual dance. We are made for each other - I never want to be without this man!   

    He is the love of my life!   

    His hands leave mine as he lifts my bottom to bring me even closer to him, stroking me even deeper, our eyes never leaving each other as we both feel the enormity of our connection. Sweat glistening on our skin as we ride our bodies to our end goals. 

     “Come for me, Lu, baby - now!!”  

     I scream as my body explodes, tightening around his cock and I close my eyes as stars burst behind my eyelids, my feeling of well-being and happiness wholly due to this wonderful man who makes me feel cherished and loved. I hear his roar of satisfaction as he pumps into me one last time, finding my mouth with his again for a deep kiss before he tucks me into his side, my head on his chest as we slip underneath the silken sheets.  

     “I adore you, my lady Lu”.

     And I you, my sexy Silver man.




*****
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		“So, last night hmmm?”	

	I glance across at Abby in the back of the taxi and grin knowingly. “Hmmm, last night. I take it you got as little sleep as I did?”	

	“What me?” her chocolate brown eyes twinkle at me. “Oh no, Nathan and I got back from the club and went straight to sleep, in separate twin beds of course.”	

	I laugh out loud at her audacious comment. “Not a chance, Abigail Thompson. Barracuda and Dubai certainly gets you all het up doesn’t it?”	

	“Yep. I quite liked playing a ho for the night though, especially in the bedroom.”

     “Whoa – too much information.”	

     “What? Like you and Seb weren’t getting all down and dirty. I saw that redhead getting you all riled up.”

     “Abs, anyone would have thought I was the redhead, I got that fiery and the anger…”

	“Jealously, babe. It’s a killer.”

	“Must have been - the rage came from the soles of my feet - I swear I could have scratched her eyes out - I don’t know what’s got into me?”

	“Er - really? We know exactly what’s got into you, Lucia Myers.” She attempts a serious expression but fails miserably. “That and you were probably just hormonal.”

	It could have been my hormones I suppose? Maybe that was why I was in pain when we made love?

	“Well, it certainly made for a passionate night.” Memories of last night’s escapades flash before me and I feel myself blush. 	

	“That good?”	

    I nod silently and she pats my knee in understanding. “Me too, babe; me too. We’re both goners! What do they say an angel in the daytime and a dirty devil in the evening - well something like - I’m more dirty devil day and night since we’ve been away. It must be all this heat. I’m so bloody horny! Let’s make sure we look drop dead gorgeous tonight for these Greek gods and give them a taste of their own medicine.”

	I completely agreed - tonight was the one night we had to pull out all the stops and our first one was at an exclusive little boutique that came highly recommended by the Manager at The Jannah Hotel. It was based about 9miles from the Dubai marina and was apparently a hidden gem which was fast becoming the it place for those in the know - the place to find vintage and upcoming designer-wear at trade prices. 

	We pay the taxi driver and head towards the warehouse building. It didn’t look like much from the outside and you had to press a button, before someone perused you via camera at the other end, then approved your access and buzzed you in - it was all very top secret and very exciting. Abby and I pull unsure faces at one another before biting the bullet and heading inside the warehouse. Inside, it was an entirely different story. Talk about not judging a book by its cover!

	“Wow, this place is divine- you can smell the couture the second you walk in - I’m literally salivating!” Ab’s jaw is dragging on the floor and I nod in agreement.

     “I know but have you taken a look at some of the price tags? I thought Dubai was supposed to be bargain central?”

	“It is - you’re getting a £10000 dress for £5K instead - still more than five times my mortgage payment every month.” I add wistfully.

	“You and me both, babe - but it doesn’t hurt to look and then maybe we can head off to the markets and see what we can rustle up. This place is vintage though so you may grab a designer bargain? Aren’t we lucky being privy to all this…”

	I look up as she strokes a sheer black Marchesa dress like it’s a magical lamp. “Ooh, this is delicious.”

	I agree it’s stunning and would suit her perfectly - very J-Lo. I leave her browsing and wander deeper into the boutique, it appears that price becomes no object the further into the mouth of luxury you delve; some of these prices make my breath hitch. I reach a row of dresses in the several shades of gold’s all hanging, waiting their turn to be touched and am instantly taken with one design in particular which hangs from it’s satin padded hanger to the floor with such elegance, but the second I hold it up to me I know there is no point in even trying it - it is designed for someone at least 6ft tall and I know that this place is sold as seen, there would not be any alteration facilities on offer.

     “Abs, are you going to try the black dress?”

     “I’m tempted.” She admits, chewing her bottom lip in thought.

     “You should. Come on. Let’s get you in that fitting room now, no arguments.”

      I shove her in the direction of the small curtained area to the rear of the store and carry the dress in question like it is precious cargo. Placing myself on the stool outside, I hear her muttering to herself and smile, if it fits and she likes it, there is no way she is not buying this dress. Nathan had already given me his Visa and carte blanche to spend whatever she wanted - no budget. So, if it was the one, I’d be buying it for her or Nathan would be, albeit incognito. 

     “I’ve totally got the wrong bra and panties on.”

	I pull the curtain back slightly to speak to her and offer to zip the dress up before sliding the curtain back fully so she can see herself in the large full-length mirror to the seated corner of the dressing area. Her eyes shine with joy as she tries and fails miserably to contain her excitement. “Oh. My. God, Lu, it fits!”

	“Like it was made for you babe. You look absolutely beautiful.” The black glittering lace, complimented her skin tone and brown eyes perfectly and the one-shouldered template with nipped in waist and full skirt was perfection on her athletic body. The addition of the thigh high split was pure genius and brought the

Hollywood glamour dress into the 21st Century. I watch, as Abby turns and twists to assess her appearance from every angle and smile. She is so in love and I can tell that this means everything to her. 

     “How much is it?” Her bottom lip trembles as she poses the question in the mirror to me, her big liquid eyes threatening to spill if the news is as she expects. “I daren’t look but it’s bad isn’t it? Is it bad?”

	“Hang on and stay still, the tag is still inside the back of the dress. Right here it is… it’s…” Bloody extortionate but she’s having it and I think quickly on my feet, mentally converting the dirhams to English pounds. “I think it works out around £275, when you convert it?” More like £2750!

     “Oh that’s not too bad for such a special occasion and its a staple that will be in my wardrobe for ever. Who’d have thought I’d ever own a Marchesa dress? I usually only see them worn on the stars in Hello and Ok magazine.”

	Women are so funny - we are all the same, trying to justify our spending but she was right and the dress was perfect for her. “Take the dress off and I’ll re-hang it and take it to the till, then get dressed and we’ll continue on - we’re on a roll.”

     “OK.”

   	“You sure this is the one. It’s the first shop we’ve been in. We can look at some other shops and come back?”

   “No this is the one, babe - sometimes you just know don’t you. I suppose a bit like with men. You can shop around, keep going back to the same one, keep trying it on, unzipping it, it never really being right and then all of a sudden you walk into a place, see one and know that they will fit you perfectly, without even getting naked.”

     I smile at her fairytale analogy. “And that they’ll be a staple in your wardrobe for ever and a day- like some Misery serial killer.”

     “Oh bugger off - you know what I mean.”

   I know exactly what she means. I take the dress and pay for it using Nathan’s Visa, then explain to Abby as she exits the changing room that the tab has been settled by a secret admirer. I practically have to drag her out of the store before she manages to stop me and demands to know who?

	“Lucia Amelia, tell me who bought me this dress - right this second!” her foot hits the ground with a childlike stromp, which makes me grin and give in immediately.

     “Nathan.”

     “Nathan’s here?”

	“Nope - just his plastic. He gave me his card this morning and asked me to buy you your dress - so I did.”

	“Really? OMG. That’s so amazing of him and sooo romantic! Oh, Lu, Na bought me a dress!”

	“I know, I just bought it for him, well for you, you div.” I beam back at her, so pleased to have been part of the happiness that has her lit up like a Christmas tree. “You deserve it."

     “Eek. I’m so happy. Thanks for sorting this Lu.”

	“You’re welcome but now that you’re happy I need to come clean about something... So just remember those happy thoughts, OK?”

     “Lulu, what have you done?” Her smile wavers.

     “We…lll, you know how I converted the dress price to pounds and it came out as £275?”

     “Yy…es?” Her answer is more of a squeak. “Do I want to hear this?”

     “Well maybe add a zero!”

     “WTF! Lu - I’d never have bought it if I’d known it was so expensive!”

	“I know! Which was why I didn’t tell you. Na wanted me to spend on you and spend big and you adored that dress - it was made for you. Besides with the shares he now has in Silver Con he can afford it.”

	“Oh. My. God - I’ve never spent that much money on one item of clothing in my life! I feel like Cinderella or Demi Moore from Indecent Proposal or Julia Roberts….! No I’ll stick with Cinderella, less streetwalker… I should take it back though, shouldn’t I? Its way too much.”

     I snort at her waffling. “Take a breath, hun. Yes, it is way too expensive, no, you shouldn’t take it back and now you need to revel in the fact that your man cares enough about you to want to see you happy - it won’t be on you for long anyway knowing Nathan!” I silence her with my last comment, as she smiles secretly to herself, deep in her own thoughts. “Come on. We still need to go buy undies, masks, shoes and my dress - no time to go all dreamy again.”

     “Like you’ve got any room to talk, Mrs - your head is permanently in the clouds but yes come on, let’s shop for your dress first, then we’ll grab a bite to eat and do the rest.”

     “Sounds like a plan - where to?”

     “Go big or go home, baby.”

     “Where you thinking?”

     “Here!”

	She grabs my hand and pulls me to a stop, and then steps back, showcasing the beautiful store that beckons us, with a well-manicured hand. We’d walked up to and entered the exclusive Dubai mall and I’d not even seen where we were headed. God she was good; she’d manipulated the situation whilst allowing me to relish in my own skilful manoeuvring, lulling me into a false sense of smugness. 

     “Ellie Saab!”

   	“What?” My screech causes a passerby to look our way in shock and we giggle in unison at my dramatic reaction. “I can’t afford to go in there - would love to and adore his dresses but no way, José.”

	“Very well, I may as well come clean now or I’ll never get your arse in the shop - your fairy godmother or rather Finn’s extremely wealthy alpha Godfather, Seb, gave me his credit card last night and asked me to pay for your dress today and all the trimmings that go with turning you into Cinderella for the ball.”

     “Are you serious?”

     “As the Silver brothers’ next credit card statements.”

     I laugh openly at her quick comeback. Touché

	“I know - we have seriously doting men here, Lu and I’m not about to disappoint Silver brother No.1. We are spending and spending big. They obviously want us to look and feel amazing to represent the Silver brand at tonight’s Ball and who am I to say no to being pampered and spoiled in such an extravagant manner?”

     Her lovely face is animated and full of passion and I take a second to mull over her words, feeling my grip on control and feministic views slipping away - she was right. We are here to represent them and I want Sebastian to stop breathing when I walk in the room tonight and be proud to have me on his arm. I want him to know I’d gone the extra mile for him, the way he had indulged me and pampered me during our amazing trip in The Maldives. Besides, I really do have nothing with me that I could wear to a black and gold Masquerade Ball.

	“Come on.”  I link arms with my best-friend and squeeze my shoulders upwards in excitement, as we turn to enter the Aladdin’s cave of jewelled gowns. “Ellie Saab it is - I feel sick just thinking about the money we’re about to spend but by God, we’re going have some fun. You only live once.”




*****




     Half an hour later and I’m slipping into what could be the ninth, maybe tenth Ellie saab creation, each one more stunning than the first but none of them were the one and all of them were black.

	“I’m so sorry, Abs. I knew I’d be a pain -  you’ve got such a perfect body for couture, tall, athletic small busted. I’ve got these and these…” My hands grab my voluptuous breasts in frustration and hips in annoyance.

	“You have an amazing body, Lu and Sebastian can’t get enough of it. Your waist is tiny, we just haven’t found the right dress yet, but we will.”

	The pretty shop assistant assesses my form, in the mirror her lips pursed in thought. “I have several items in the back, that are from the new season; they’ve come directly from the new Spring Line for 2015, which has plenty of gold.”

     Abs interrupts. “Ooh yes, can we see?”

	 “We…lll, I’d have to check but I’ll see what I can do.”

	She disappears and returns promptly with a rail showcasing a further five dresses, all in varying shades of gold and instinctively I head over to them, to tentatively view. “Wow, these are stunning.”

	Abby jumps up and joins me, pulling one of the dresses out and fingering the delicate filagree straps. “Can you do alterations by tonight?”

     The shop assistant who is patiently waiting whilst we ooh an ahh, hands behind her back, nods obediently. “Of course. The seamstress can pin the dress here and then we will deliver to your hotel before the ball tonight.”

     “Wonderful. Did you hear that, Lu?”

     Huh? “Sorry what?”

	“They’ll do alterations - so you can wear the dress you want and it’ll fit you.”

	“That would be amazing because I think I’ve found it.” I select the last dress on the rail and lift it carefully, before holding it up for Abs to inspect through its clear protective wrapper. “This one. This is The One,” I breathe reverently.

     The exquisite glittering gold fabric was barely there in all the right places, creating a sexy, yet elegant look and would caress my curves perfectly and the back plunged, just the way Seb liked them to.

     “Ah, Lu, its fabulous! Right, come on, get the thing on - I’m bloody starving!” Abby claps her hands together in glee. 

     The next few minutes I’m fussed over with pins and tape measures, I can’t make any sense of the language the seamstress and shop assistant speak amongst themselves but its fast and businesslike. Eventually, I am advised that I can get dressed and the gold froth is taken to be practically re-made in time for tonight’s Ball.

    As I head out of the changing rooms I notice that Abby is chattering away on her iPhone, coyly playing with a lock of hair, she waves to me mid sentence and mouths “all sorted and paid.” Before nodding in the direction of the door. I say thanks to the Sales Assistant who, elegant as ever, is now returning the rail of ‘special dresses’ to the back room. I’ve got my dress for the night yay! Time to go get some do-me-shoes to really send Sebastian over the edge.




    After a lovely lunch of feta salad and sparkling water, we browse several shoe shops before both settling on Gina sandals, it was just too hot for stockings and shoes in Dubai. Next stop was lingerie and after a visit to Bloomingdales, we found a bra that worked with both our dresses, without showing any form of straps, before purchasing new lipstick, eyeshadows and make-up essentials. 

   Swinging our bags we make a last stop to purchase our clutches and then head into our final destination, where we buy our masquerade masks, before grabbing a taxi back to the spa. 

   “I can’t wait for this bit… I’ve been dreaming about the Ayurveda Treatments since we saw the brochures in the hotel foyer on arrival. My poor feet are in need of massage.”

  “Me too, I’m not sure about all the mind body and spirit gobbledegoop but I’m definitely up for some de-stressing.”

   “I booked us both in for the Super Detox Treatment Ultimate Ionithermie, its sounds like bliss and will blast my cellulite and make us feel all shrunken for our dresses.”

   “Is that the one with the clay wrap?”

  “I think so. I also booked some scalp massage, followed by a back massage and reflexology.”

    “Oh my word. I’ll want to go to sleep after all that.”

  “By the time we’re done we’ll have three hours to get ready, plenty of time for a quick Nana nap and an afternoon quickie if you fancy?” she winks saucily at me.

   “Not a chance. I’m banning Seb from the room. You can come get ready in mine if you want - that way the men can share yours? I want our reveal to be a big surprise.”

	“Sounds like a plan. Right, we are here. Time to go balance our well-being.”

	“I’ll just be happy to lie down for a bit - my well-being has been well-tended to for the past few days. I’m shattered.” 

	We link arms and head inside, my excited nerves bubbling at the surface, threatening to explode and send me haywire - I can’t remember the last time I was so concerned about my appearance. Tonight I wanted to be everything for him; to him.




*****




	The spa is an uber sophisticated delight. Firstly our mani-pedi’s are attended to, whilst we complete medical and general health questionnaires and we then both receive a sitting facial which promises to rejuvenate and plump.

	“As long as it makes me look 10years younger I’ll be happy.” Abs chatters away to the attractive therapist from Saudi, who doesn’t speak a word to us the whole hour.

	Then we are taken into separate rooms for our individual treatments. I undress ready and climb onto the bed, where the senior therapist, who’d seen us earlier, places a warm towel across my body. She then sets about, darkening the room and beginning my reflexology. Cocooned in my chrysalis, I begin to relax under her expert massaging, the soles of my feet practically crying out in pleasure, as she works through the crystals clustered in certain parts of my body. This was heaven. 

	I almost jump out of my skin as the reflexologist speaks. “This is your hip…” she presses on the outside of my anklebone, before moving across to my inner anklebone. “…And this is your pelvis. You have pelvic issues yes?”

	WTF? How did she know that? “Hmmm - yes.”

	She goes quiet again and I feel her pressing just below my inner ankle bone area, nearer my sole, it feels a little more tender; actually that’s a bit sore.

	“No more reflexology for you today. You didn’t mention your pelvic issues.”

	I sit up resting on my elbows surprised at the sudden abruptness of her decision. All I can say is “Oh.”

	“You have puffy tissue around the inside of your ankle bone, near the sole. This means NO reflexology.”

	She’s very strange but also quite scary so I don’t argue with her and instead lie back, expecting to receive the detox cellulite bollocks that would make me look all slinky for tonight instead.

	“You get dressed now.”

	“Am I not having the Detox treatment either?” Maybe Abby only booked it for herself by accident?

	“NO.”

	“What about my back and scalp massage? I think my friend booked me those as well?”

	“You can’t have those - we use aromatherapy oils and they are not good for you with pelvic issues.”

	Great. I hop off the bed and begin to dress. Well at least I’d had my nails done and a facial - which had made my skin feel like a baby’s bottom -  oh, and a partial foot rub. 

	Abby would be ages. Crap!

	I head into the Reception area and find a lemon water waiting for me and some magazines. The therapist makes her way over to me and asks if I’m alright, and tells me to wait 30minutes before leaving, as the reflexology can make one feel nauseous. Double great.

	An hour later Abby arrives, all fresh and relaxed, swearing that she’s a full dress-size smaller and we head back to the hotel. I explain briefly what had happened but don’t go make a meal of it, in case it makes her feel bad. She’s very sympathetic, especially when I truly do begin to experience waves of nausea, like the therapist had suggested was a possible side-effect. Back at the hotel, we arrange to text once the men have left and meet in my room, to assist one another with our dresses.

	When I let myself into our room, I call out Sebastian’s name but he’s not there. They must still be entertaining the Sheik? I drop my bags, kick off my shoes and collapse on the bed, glad to close my eyes for while. A quick nap and I’d start getting ready for the Ball.




*****




	I awake to a note from Seb, and a Black leather jewellery box, nestled on my pillow. Stretching I sit up on the bed and cross legged, reach for both, then notice the dress carrier hanging from the large mirror - ooh my dress must have been delivered, I hope he didn’t nosey. I return my attentions to his note, which is handwritten and his hasty scrawl warms me; capital letters as per usual;

[image: Image]




	I hold the letter to my mouth, wanting to cherish the words a moment longer. Seeing them there, handwritten in black and white was so defining. I bite my lip and squeal into the empty room. Then remember the box. It opens seamlessly and I sigh as the light catches the stunning Pave diamond drop earrings encased within. They were fit for a Princess and far too excessive. I take one slim pendulum jewel from its velvet cushioned base and hold it up at my ear in the mirror, turning my head this way and that to catch every angle. God they are stunning. Soft tones of white, yellow and rose gold mix together tastefully with diamonds to create a hammered effect that sparkled with each movement. They would look perfect with my dress and I wipe the tear that had formed at my eye at his thoughtfulness; it is nice to sit back and let him spoil me without considering equality for once - sometimes a girl just wanted to be pampered - no questions and without guilt and Sebastian Silver did that to perfection. 

    He knows me so well - my taste. He gets it right every time. I love that he’d bought them for me, to wear tonight and I’d happily wear them and nothing else later to show my appreciation.




*****
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		As I enter the grand ballroom with Abby by my side, butterflies of anticipation flutter low in my belly. Seb & I had only spent a short while apart and I’m already itching to feel his touch; stroke my palm down the side of his face, feel his heart under my fingers, kiss his lips and feel us become one, when he slides inside of me. I instinctively rub my thighs together to appease the throb building at my clit. It really is ridiculous that the mere thought of him, makes me wet and willing. He is like a drug.

	Sebastian and Nathan are already here, in the crowd somewhere, after leaving us earlier to meet with several clients and colleagues and the new owner of the hotel, Sheikh Mohammed Al something or other, for a celebration business dinner. I had been thankful for the extra alone time to ready myself in private, and had enjoyed every moment of my pampered few hours, dressing for the launch party without any interruptions from my lover but now I needed to see him. Now I ache for him and am excited to watch his face as he takes in all my hard work on my appearance - all for him.  

	We are hit with luxury from the moment we arrive and it reminds me of the exact moment I stepped inside Scarlet House - ready for the unexpected but nervous as hell! The room was full of seduction, drama and promise, with candelabras and sparkle in abundance. Dramatic figures, in glittering evening wear, and elaborate masks in all shapes and sizes hide the guests from one another; pure hedonism at its best - it was all very exciting and I’m so pleased I’d gone the extra mile with my attire - I’d dressed for Sebastian and I felt like a Princess.

	A masked footman greets us at the entrance with a glass of bubbly filled with I presume, edible gold leaf stars, floating within the champagne fizzing liquid, and taking a sip we head inside. 

	“Wow, this place is unbelievable!” Abby seconds my thoughts.

	“I know, it’s absolutely beautiful.”

	“I can’t wait for Na to see me in this dress. Fuck I can’t wait for Na to get me out of this dress!”

	“He’ll be reduced to a puddle of drool in a instant, don’t you worry.”

	“He bloody better the amount of time I’ve spent squeezing myself into it! Moisturising, buffing, hours of make-up, hair - I don’t do this for just anyone!” 

	Her customary three snaps in a Z shape make me smile and looking at her lovely figure encased in the black glittering lace I beam encouragement at her. She looked fabulous and infinitely sexy with her handheld gold metal eye mask. “Nathan won’t know what’s hit him, hun.”

	“Really?” Her nerves are apparent, showing how much this means to her.

	“Definitely.”

	“Well that goes for Seb too - you look like a brunette version of Charleze Theron in that Dior advert. Like a golden DD globe goddess - he won’t be able to control himself.”

	“Control is never an issue with Sebastian. It’s me that can’t seem to keep my hands off him.”

	“Silver lightening has most certainly struck us both, hasn’t it?” 

	“I’m head over my Gina heels, Abs. The man is sex personified and this trip has been wonderful but reality needs to step in soon and bring me back down to earth.” My concerned expression makes her clasp my hand tightly.

	“Why? Continue to live the dream with your Prince at the Ball - that’s what I intend to do, babe. Life is what we make it - not what we think it should be!”

	I chuckle at her philosophic quotation. “Ooh look at you going all therapist on me. You’re right though. I know that. I’m just finding it hard to trust that a man will be good enough to love me and Finn - forever. Sebastian is certainly making good on his promise to convince me though - I’ll give him that. The Maldives was…heaven.”

	“I can’t promise you forever, Lu, neither can Seb, but I can promise you that Sebastian is one of the good guys. Yes he’s been a player; yes, you started out as friends and there are definitely some grey areas that need addressing, but the foundations are there for you two to make this work - to commit properly - jeez you are bloody made for one another.”

	“I hope so.”

	“He’s certainly giving it a bloody good go - those earrings are to-die-for!”

	My fingers fly to my lobe, feeling them swing delicately at my movement and I touch the ornate diamond drops, whilst chewing on my lip. “I nearly died when I opened the box, Abs - they are diamond pave earrings - aren’t they gorgeous?”

	“Well he doesn’t do things by halves our Sebastian does he and at least now everyone knows that you are his.”

	I shake my head and frown at her quizzically. “What?”

	“Please tell me you’ve realised what they are?”

	“No.” 

	“You are funny, Lu - so naive - the shape? No? Still don’t get it?”

	My frown deepens and I smile at her frustration.

	“They look like an italic letter ’S’! And with the pair, they spell ‘SS’, as in… you know, Sebastian Silver… as in property of…” her grin is resplendent, as she solves the crime of the century. “It’s really rather fabulous. I want an NS pair - Nathan needs to step it up.”

	I shake my head incredulous at her realisation, touching one of the S’ at my earlobe - I’d never even noticed.  I loved them even more now that they were personalised and am proud to be branded as his. “Nope you couldn’t ever accuse Seb of doing anything by halves. I adore them.” And him.

	“What’s not to love, babe? They are divine and at least a couple of carats in each ear - how are you feeling anyway?” she adds scanning the room.

	I furrow my brow in question and she interjects, reminding me of my earlier ailment. “Nausea?”

	“Oh that.” I flicker it away with a wave of my black manicured hand. “I’m Ok now, thanks. Think it must have just been jet lag or lack of food at the right times. I was fine after a lie down.”

	“Well Ok, if you’re sure. You looked dreadful earlier - I was worried.”

	“Worried you’d not have your partner in lager and lime tonight?” I smile openly.

	“No you silly mare. I. Was. Worried. Maybe you’re due on?”

	Oh shit it could be that. Why didn’t I think of that? “Yeah, it could be that actually. I also get a bit wobbly when I’m due on - you know how bad my Endometriosis is.” Maybe that’s why I felt dizzy at The Ashton?

	“I know, love - you manage it really well, it must be awful. I couldn’t cope not knowing when I was going to come on and how long it would last for, every month. It must be a bloody nightmare! Besides, I like wearing white too much.”

	“It’s a challenge but you get on with it - just my body and the cross I bear.” I roll my eyes dramatically and we giggle to lighten the mood.

	“When life gives you lemons …”

	“…you crack open the tequila!”

	“That’s right, my girl - that’s the attitude I know and love.”

	“I love ya, Abigail Thompson, you know that don’t you.”

	She looks over at me with a sudden frown. “Er, durr - of course I know. I love ya too, Ms. Lucia Myers. Now come on, let’s go be mysterious, gorgeous women and mingle before the Silver brothers spot us and keep us to themselves for the rest of the night.”

	I glance across at her comment, surprised at the underlying annoyance hedging there. “Are you complaining at Nathan’s possessiveness?” 

	“Not at all, just succumbing to the bloody inevitable. I’m just not used to being so needy and well… not single, that’s all. I always thought I liked being single - we don’t need men do we? We are not those kind of women but since I met Na, I’m pathetic.”

	I nod in complete understanding - once you are dating a Silver male all you want and need is that Silver male, to the point of desperation - well in my experience anyhow. No other man would ever compare to the likes of Sebastian Silver or make such demands on my time, my mind and my body in such a manner either. 

	Be honest with yourself Myers, you’re beginning to love the attention and you can’t keep your dirty mind out of the gutter. 

	It’s true on both accounts but my one true fear is not that I’m claustrophobic, far from it, I love being with him, desire his touch like a drug at all hours of the day and night but panic that soon it will end. Soon the month will be up and we’ll be back to being friends - this time without benefits. Our trip in The Maldives had cemented so much between us but also raised some worrying issues that could affect our future - I just have to focus on the fact that right now, right here I trust in his love for me and fucking hell I love him.

	The other niggling concern, making me want to turn and run right out of the elaborate door I had just entered, is that my conversation with Abby about Gynae stuff, has made me rather uncomfortable and is now filling my mind with all manner of possibilities. The most worrying one running erratically through my brain, as Abby ooh’s and ahh’s over the sumptuous table decors and chatters about other women’s gowns and men eyeing us up, is that I had most definitely not experienced any sort of period since I’d been having sex with Sebastian!!

	Maybe that morning-after pill had messed up my cycle even more than usual? 

	I can often be a few days late with my Endometriosis and my cycle can regularly last several days longer than the norm, but I’ve never missed a month… apart from when I was pregnant… with Finn.

	As we weave our way through the crowd of well-dressed strangers, I hear my own sharp intake of breath at this realisation before quickly recognising where I am and plastering an overly bright smile across my lips. Tomorrow I’d pay a visit to a chemist.




*****
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	“What I wouldn’t do to tap that!”

	I snap my head up at the laddish comment and noisy wolf whistle uttered by my Architect mate Andy and that’s when I see her. My heart literally stops.

	Fuck me. 

	It’s as though the whole room goes into freeze mode and all I can see is her; her vitality, her beauty and her eyes. Even behind the mask, I know its her, would know her delectable body anywhere.

	“If you like chewing your food I suggest you shut the fuck up.”

	“What? What’s your problem - do you know her? Who is she?”

	“She’s not anyone you need to be looking at like that. Put your tongue back in, Andy.”

	“Seriously, Silver, wind your neck in, I saw her first.”

	Nathan interjects. “Trust me, mate I’d leave it. That’s Lucia and she’s…”

	“Mine.” I growl, rudely interrupting Nathan’s attempts to soften the blow.

	“His.”

	“Nuff said. So this is the elusive Lucia. Toni never said she was so… captivating.”

	“I’m sure Toni had nothing but wonderful things to say about Lu.” Nathan chuckled, slapping me on the back. “Don’t you reckon, Seb?”

	“Yeah, how is that working out for you, Andy?”

	“You were right - she is an excellent PA and a looker at that.”

	“Good I’m glad she’s settled in. I think she’ll be much better suited to your firm than mine.” 

	“Oh - why’s that?”

	I nod in the direction of Lucia and Andy smiles. “Best to keep all conquests apart - I get it, mate.”

	“Something like that.” It was easier to leave it at that than risk alerting him to Toni’s psycho tendencies.

	“Well hopefully they’ll be ok around each other tonight.”

	“How’d you mean?” This doesn’t bode well and Nathan and I lock eyes in concern.

	“I brought Toni on the trip, she’ll be down soon. Left her getting ready - you know how women are.”

	Bloody hell - that didn’t take her long to sleep with the boss. What are the chances of travelling thousands of miles across the world and bumping into the nightmare that is Toni Jacobs. Lu was not going to be impressed. I’m surprised at Andy as he had always had such good taste but then again, until recently I hadn’t recognised Toni’s vicious streak either.

	“I’m sure all will be fine - just keep a her on a short leash, Andy.”

	If he is shocked at my request then he doesn’t show it. I’d known him for years in business and we worked well together so I was reluctant to let a sour little minx like Toni mess things up for our continued working relationship. Why hadn’t I just thrown her out on her ear at the time? Because you didn’t know what revenge she had in store for you with introducing Ray to Lu as your bloody girlfriend - that’s why? You hadn’t realised what a nutter she was. This was not good.

	I look up, searching for Lucia once again but find that she is no longer in sight. “Na, I’ll be back. I’m off to find the girls.”

	It’s not long before I do. They are surrounded by a group of masked lusty men, with nothing on their minds but how quickly they could get them up to their suites. I watch Lucia throw her head back and laugh out loud at something a guy in a white dinner jacket had said. Prick - who’d he think he is - Crockett from Miami Vice? Cheesy bastard! What the hell had he said to her to make her laugh so freely?

	Her skin glows, crying out to be touched, her body poured into her dress, every curve lovingly caressed and accentuated in the most beautiful gold gown. She has her back to me and her bare shoulders beg to be kissed. My hands flex at my sides, desperate to unfasten the zip hiding her body from me, with exquisite slowness. Her hair is slicked back in a low bun and my eyes travel down over her curvaceous behind, lingering longingly on the transparent lace panels at her hips before wandering down her legs, their shape lightly visible through the chiffon fabric which falls out into a train behind her. She looks like a vision in liquid gold metal covered with thousands of sparkling beads. I think we should blow off this party and just head straight for the bedroom. My cock twitches in agreement - fuck I don’t think we’ll make it to the bedroom. The lift sounds like a great option right now - or some dark little corner in the foyer.

	I linger a little longer watching her interaction with the score of men fighting for her attention. She really has no idea how stunning she is. I bite down hard on my lip as one guy has the fucking audacity to touch her arm, leaning in to say something to her. Another is hitting on Abby big-time; Nathan would not be best pleased. Why the fuck didn’t we just stay in The Maldives? We’d had not a care in the world - our only thought when we’d next make love, eat or sleep. There I hadn’t had to share her with anyone. 

	I will her to turn and locate me. Look at me, baby. Like she can read my mind, she suddenly moves her head in my direction, like she’s searching for me over her shoulder, locking those sexy green eyes, with mine, knowingly, through her ornate black and gold mask and I hear my sharp intake of breath.

	 God she is beautiful. Come to me baby.

	I watch in awe as she glides towards me. A vision in gold and glitter and lace. She looks effortlessly elegant yet oozes such sensuality I swallow to moisten my suddenly dry mouth. 

	“I’d know you anywhere.”

	“Really? What gave it away?” her red lips form a half smile as she reaches me.

	“Your eyes. They change colour with what you wear and are now glowing amber from the depths of your mask. You’re, my lady.”

	“Why thank you, Mr. Silver. You’re full of compliments tonight.” 

	I’m practically tongue-tied but trying to look less like a dick and more like your knight in shining armour. “There are no words for what I am feeling right now, Lu, but believe me my body is reacting to you.”

	Her eyes flicker to my groin and I grow harder, especially watching her pink tongue dart out to lick those full lips that feel so good when they’re pressed around my cock. Memories of them around me in the outdoor shower at the Presidential Villa fill my mind- memories of last night in the club, watching that pink tongue flick out and lick her lips in ecstasy as she played with herself in front of me. “Stop looking at me like that or I promise that dress and all your pampering will be wasted. I’ll carry you out of here if I have to - I’ve done it before.”

	“Yes, thank you for my dress - you’ve ruined me.”

	“You chose well.”

	She smiles up at me, little minx knows the effect she’s having on me and she’s enjoying it too. “I want you too, Seb.”

	“Ah fuck, baby, you’re not helping me here. We’ll stay an hour and then we’re out of here!” I’m adamant that I won’t hold out longer than 60 minutes and that would be uncomfortable enough - I’m rock solid.

	“I want your hard cock inside me, your hot breath and tongue at my nipples, sucking me whilst you ride me - whilst you fuck me… fast and …”

	“Ah jeez, Lu…”

	“I’m already wet!”

	I watch her plump lips form the words, so erotic and whispered so huskily, with such casualness, I bite down hard to stop myself from dragging her out of there and taking her up against the wall. “Stop. Now. Before I put you over my knee and spank that curvaceous behind of yours until you’re truly so wet you’ll be begging me to fuck you. I mean it, Lu.”

	She twitches her nose saucily and with a half smile cocks her head to one side, slowly taking a sip from her flute. “You’d have easy access, as I’m wearing nothing under this dress Mr. Silver.”

	WTF! Ah come on! I surreptitiously adjust myself.

	She rests her palm over my chest, and I swear my heart beats significantly faster in recognition of her touch and leaning into me, she whispers into my ear. “Put your tongue away, darling, or I’ll be tempted to sit on your face and make better use of it.”

	Touché!

	I laugh out loud, at her audacious statement. That’s what I love about her. Sassy, strong, bright and sexy as hell. I really need to occupy my mind with something other than the thought of burying myself balls deep inside her before I embarrass myself in my tux trousers. 

	“Let’s go mingle and you’re not leaving my side again. There are far too many eager pups willing to mount you.”

	“Why would I need Chihuahua’s when I have my very own Rottweiler to scare everyone away?”

	“…and don’t you forget it.” 

	I love our dirty talk and I love our banter. I love that we have moved forward in our relationship to combine sex and friendship. 

	I love you! 

	I choose to keep the knowledge of Toni’s attendance to myself in the hope that I’d have Lu upstairs and naked within the hour. I’m not going to let anything or anyone ruin what we have this time. This time I’d go to hell and back to protect what’s mine. I’ve a feeling I might just need to.







*****
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		“Lu, I’m off to the ladies, fancy joining me?”

	“Sounds good.” I lean into Seb, who is chatting with some of the guys who’d worked with him on the construction of the West wing of The Jannah. “I’ll be back in a mo, baby. Abs and I are going to touch up our make-up.” 

	His squeeze of my behind is enough of an ‘OK’ for me and Abby and I weave our way between the dancers and guests out of the grand ballroom. 

	Abs heads into one of the cubicles, whilst I place my clutch on the marble washstand and rummage for my lippy. I’m reapplying it when something catches my eye in the mirror, as a flash of gold and black enters the room. Surely not. If I’d ever been in doubt, the whining shrill tone clarifies that my eyes are not deceiving me.

	Toni!

	“Lucheea.” She heads over to the sink to my left, unclicks her bag and begins to apply lip liner, all the while watching me in the mirror ahead. “Well, isn’t it a small world?”

	Deep breaths. 

	“Isn’t it.” 

	Keep calm.

	“Bet you’re surprised to see me tonight - aren’t you?”

	“Not really.” 

	Hell yes!

	“Hmmm. That surprises me but you always were a bit slow on the uptake.”

	WTF? I chew my inner lip to stop retaliating. Let her have her minute and then kill her with kindness babe, its the best way and will drive her potty. 

	“Are you enjoying the party, Toni?”

	“Oh yes. Talk about living the high life. It’s everything I ever dreamed of. What I deserve. And you? You are here with Sebastian right?”

	“I am.”

	“Oh. Still hanging on then? I wasn’t sure if he’d be with his girlfriend but if you’re happy to be his bit on the side, good on you. He really is delicious, so I don’t blame you clinging to his ankles.”

	Don’t bite. Don’t let her win. She’s sooo NOT worth it!

	“No comeback? Ooh, it really is still a sensitive subject but I did warn you that Seb bores easily, didn’t I? That’s why rather than just fire me, he secured me a position with one of his most affluent business colleagues Architecturual firms - you know, to keep me nearby for when you and he have finished your little ‘proposition’. Surely the month is nearly up by now? He’ll come sniffing soon and I’ll be waiting with open… legs.” She blows me a heavily glossed kiss, having completed refreshing her lipstick, followed by a seedy smile that I’m itching to wipe of her smug face with my fist!

	Before I can answer, the door behind us unlocks and out clatters  Abby, who now joins us at the basins. I watch Toni’s face and she has the decency to blush at the realisation of a witness to her cattiness but it is fleeting and is promptly replaced by a shrewd narrowing of her ice blue eyes. They practically shrivel up when she hears Abby’s greeting. 

	“Gosh, didn’t think they allowed pro’s in the hotel, Lu, unless they’re snuck up through the back entrance. Maybe she got in from that club Barracuda?” 

	I love you, Abby. 

	“How rude! I’ll have you know this dress is Dolce and Gabanna!”

	We both review her zebra black and gold skintight hologram halter-neck dress and with raised brows Abby nods. “Is that what the guy in the souk market told you? More like Dulce & Gabanana, love.”

	Toni, recognising she can’t win two against one, washes her hands and dries them dramatically, one at a time, all the while pouting at me in the mirror, watching and assessing me in a manner I can only remember my headmistress ever doing.

	“It’s good to have such a great friend, Lucia - you’ll need it when you’re crying yourself to sleep because Sebastian has gone onto his next conquest. Andy is great for … well… all this…” her red manicured nails claw at the air “…but he’s not a patch on Seb and I know that Seb misses me. He’ll realise it soon enough. You’re far too… mumsy… for him and the amount he travels, you can’t know what he’s doing every second - or who for that matter.”

	“Right, that’s enough bitch - let’s move it along before I give you two black eyes to match that black heart of yours. What is your problem?” Abby’s voice is laced with menace.

	“My problem is, her. She took what was mine - what I’d worked six months for. What I deserve!”

	“You’ve a screw loose love - Seb is in love with Lu and you just need to deal with it or you’ll have me to answer to.”

	“I can fight my own battles, Abs. Thank you but she really is not worth it.”

	“I know that, Lu but she’s bloody mental?”

	“I’m mental? At least I’ve got class - what Nathan Silver sees in you is beyond me. Maybe I should have a go at polishing his Silverware too - bet it’s well tarnished after being around you!”

	She shoots, and scores causing Abby to lunge for Toni, ready to do God knows what to silence her but I manage to restrict my friend, holding her back, both our chests heaving and I glare back at Toni, who’s eyes are full of excitement. God, what was with this woman? She seriously got off tormenting people. 

	“You better leave, Toni … now!”

	“Oh, I’m going don’t you worry. I’m far too important to be fraternising with scum in the toilets. Andy will wonder where his lady is.”

	Lady? “Bye, Toni - next time let us just ignore one another Ok? I think that would be for the best.”

	She harshly rubs a smudge of dark maroon coloured lipstick off her teeth, with her finger and pats at her up do before waving childishly with her hand and slyly whining, “Tatty bye.” 

	I feel my shoulders begin to relax a few degrees, as she reaches the door, her fingers on the handle when she changes her mind and swings back and smugly says, “Oh, Lucheea? I forgot to ask - did you like the present I arranged for you and Sebastian after his party? Ray was so excited when I mentioned that Seb wanted her on a plane straight away. That he missed her awfully. I do hope that it didn’t mess things up for you? If you liked that gift, I’ve loads more where that came from - watch your back bitch.”

	And then she is gone. The only noise the running tap and the echo of her slammed door.

	“That fucking witch!”

	“I know, Abs. I know. But honestly she’s not worth it.” 

	“How can you be so calm? She’s horrible!”

	“I honestly don’t know. Maybe its because I really do trust Sebastian? Trust in us, and what we are to one another. Maybe its because I feel sorry for her?”

	“Oh, Lu, you are too soft. I could scratch her eyes out, with a blunt butter knife  - especially when she said she’d make a move on Nathan. No-one touches my man!”

	“My Man? Ooh so Nathan is your man is he - this all sounds like its getting very serious.”

	“It is, babes and I’ve decided to just go with it. He’s… amazing.”

	“There you go - think happy thoughts, touch up your lippy and let’s go make that cow salivate with jealousy by walking out of here, looking hot and straight into the arms of our, Mr. Silvers’, with their sexy mouths and humongous cocks.

	“You always know what to say to calm me down. Are you sure you don’t want me to deck her for you though - please - just a little one?” She reapplies her gloss and slips it back into her bag before clipping the popper in place.

	I laugh at her begging. “Abs believe me, that girl will get her come-uppance one of these days but just remember, Nathan and Sebastian will be in our beds tonight, not hers.. That’s revenge enough for me. Besides my mum always said bitterness gives you wrinkles and she’s soo not worth ageing over.”

	“She’s a wise bird Nina Myers.”

	“That she is, babe.”




 	*****




	“Everything OK?” Seb’s knowing eyes don’t miss a trick and I plaster a fake smile across my worried face and kiss his cheek, as we rejoin the group of men.

	“All good.”

	“Really?”

	“I’m fine, Seb - why?”

	“Nothing. I watched you enter the ballroom, beautiful as ever but your glow has gone.”

	“I’ve been away from you for too long - that’s all.”

	“Good comeback, Myers, but that’s not it.”

	“Change the subject, Seb, please.” I lower my voice and look around at the others in our near vicinity.

	“Ok. But you will tell me. You and I don’t keep secrets from each other.”

	Now was not the time to inform him that Toni was here; hopefully we’d miss her in the throng and soon we’d be upstairs making good on our promises to fulfil our persistent craving for each other. 

	God, he looked hot and so sexy in his black metal mask - his liquorice orbs glittering in its depths. His tuxedo fitted his lean, muscled body like a glove, the jacket lovingly hugging his broad shoulders and the satin lapels draw my eyes down to the black & dull gold satin striped waistcoat, fitted tightly like a vest against his torso. He was a serious clothes horse but the suit was certainly tailored personally for him. He stares at me for a short while before returning to answer a posed question from one of his construction team mates. I itch to curl my hand around his nape and draw his lips back to mine; the thought, makes me run my tongue over my bottom lip and my nipples pebble. At that moment there is no one else in the room. I can’t seem to tear my eyes away from him.

	“Do’s like this can be excellent fun when fooling around.”

I spin at the voice behind me and my eyes flare in recognition. Even with his mask I would know those clear blue eyes, his wink full of unbridled confidence; his hands already taking their usual tactile path, in the direction of my body. Perhaps to anyone else it just appears that he is being friendly as one of Sebastian’s mates and colleagues but I know different. He makes me feel uncomfortable.

	“Chris - you decided to come to Dubai? I thought you had been left in charge of Silver Con.” God knows you brag about it regularly.

	“And miss out on all of ….this.” I watch his dramatic arm gestures and struggle not to roll my eyes. Occasionally I can begin to warm to Chris but the majority of the time I just think he’s a major prick with a major chip on his shoulder. “Besides, Seb needs me here to make him look good.”

	“Sebastian can manage fine on his own, Chris.”

	“Hmm maybe but I played an instrumental part in this job and he wanted me to be here to reap the rewards.” He takes a step forward leaning into my personal space, a hand on my forearm. “Lu, look I’m really sorry about what happened with Toni - I know you and I haven’t really been right since then.”

	“All in the past, Chris - besides, it wasn’t your fault.” You didn’t help matters though.

	“I must admit I was surprised when you and Sebastian made up after Ray rolled up a few weeks ago - you’re more forgiving than me but I know you two have history.” That saying sounded familiar.

	“Seb and I are fine.”

	“You know Toni is here tonight, right?”

	“I do.” Where are you going with this? Enjoying it far too much for my liking. Cock!

	“Have you seen her?”

	“Unfortunately. Look, Chris, I know you mean well, but this is nothing to do with you - I don’t mean to be rude but well - that’s the truth.”

	“Seb and I are mates and we talk, Lu.”

	“What’s that supposed to mean?”

	“Just that - I’ve tried with you, Lu, have tried to be friendly, but you keep pushing me away. I thought you and I had an understanding?” My body shrinks back at his fingers on my bare skin, sending chills down my spine, as he strokes slow circles on my upper-arm. “I’ll always be here for you, Lucia, after all we’re all practically living together now.”

	“Chris! You made it.” Seb’s deep voice interrupts our uncomfortable conversation. Thank fuck for that!

	“Yeah mate. Cheers for sorting out the flights.”

	“Not a problem - you deserved to be part of the launch.” Seb’s hand splays across my lower back and I feel the scorch of his branding and looking up into his eyes I see the hunger there, strong and on show for all to see. I can hear Chris waffling in the background, attempting to regain Seb’s attention but I don’t care any longer. Honestly, if I wasn’t 100% sure that Chris was heterosexual I’d think he had a thing for Sebastian the way he craved his approval.

	“Boys, I’m going to leave you to talk shop and go join Abby for some girly patter. Excuse me.”

	If Sebastian is surprised at my quick exit and frosty overly-polite manner, he doesn’t make it obvious to Chris and reluctantly releases me to head over to Nathan and Abby but glancing back over my shoulder I can see his furrowed brow and ensure he gets a slinky wiggle to assure him that its not him I’m being off with.

		

*****




	“Lubedoo - you have no idea how tightly you have my brother wrapped around your little finger. He is a goner.”

	“Thanks, Na, but I fear it is I that is the one in too deep. You Silver men are devastatingly handsome and far too hot for your own good!”

	“Back off, Myers.” Abby buts in and glares at me through narrowed eyes, before breaking into a huge smile.

	“I needed to escape from an unexpected arrival and some unexpected questions and you two are my saviours.”

	“I saw that Mr. Tentacles had arrived. Did you know he was coming, Nathan?” Abby interjected.

	“Seb may have mentioned it a few days ago  - I know Chris has been nagging him to join us out here.”

	“I bet he has. No matter what that guy does I just can’t take to him - he has horrific taste in women.” 

	I watch Abby shrug her head in the direction of a Zebra printed figure and raise my eyebrows in agreement.

	“Toni!”Nathan mouths as he spots the snake in the grass.

	“We’ve unfortunately already felt the lash of her nasty little tongue - or Lu has.”

	At Nathan’s questioning expression, I hold a hand up to silence him. “I’m fine, honestly - I am. I didn’t prepare myself for her attendance, here, tonight, in Dubai but I shouldn’t have expected anything less from a woman who would do anything to get her nails into Sebastian.”

	“We found out minutes before you two arrived tonight and there just wasn’t the right time to forewarn you. I think Seb and I both hoped that in the hundreds of guests mingling at the Ball our paths wouldn’t cross?”

	“Really? You were going to go with that plan? How did you two get so successful?” Abs swats Nathan playfully across his chest.

	“Must be all this hotness!” his devilish wink, makes me smile openly at Abby but she’s still not impressed.

	“Well it didn’t work this time, Mr. Sizzle - your plan sucked.”

	“Point taken, lovely lady. You do look so sexy when you’re cross.” He draws my best-friend into his body and plants a kiss on her already upturned lips before remembering my presence. “Does Seb know, Lu?”

	“Not yet and neither should he. Toni will not ruin another party. Besides Abs & I spent hours getting ready for this do.” I shrug my shoulder nonchalantly and smile to lighten the mood. “Honestly, Nathan, I’m fine. Let’s enjoy the night and forget Toni with a bloody ‘third eye’.

	Abs giggles relax us further as we head further into the mix of dancers and drinkers. “Come on let me introduce you to some people who may have need of your fabulous design services. They are ten a penny here.”

	“That would be great, Na - not sure I’d be able to work on a job in Dubai with my commitments to Finn, but it would be fantastic to make some new contacts.”




	Twenty minutes later I’m all talked out. My cheeks ache from smiling brightly and talking in all the right places. But Nathan had been right - this was the venue to make connections. I’d discussed possible design opportunities with at least three new clients for work back home in the UK and their budgets were open-ended - these could be lucrative for Elysium. Maybe enough to get rid of that bank loan?

I smooth down my dress and excuse myself, taking a quick glimpse around the immense ballroom; it was heaving and Sebastian was no longer in sight. 

	“Abs, I’m just going to nip to the Ladies again, won’t be long.”

	“OK, hun - you want me to come with - fight off any potential bitchy attacks?” her brown eyes crinkle but I can see concern in them.

	“No don’t be daft - I’m fine. If you see Seb, just let him know I’ll be back soon for a dance.”

	I blow her a kiss and head off weaving my way between the crowds; through the huge elaborate doors, across the marble floor of the foyer, my heels clicking noisily, and straight past the sign for the ladies. In the main foyer, there is an array of small shops that include three clothing boutiques, a newsagents, a jewellers, and a cosmetics drugstore. I head for the latter. Maybe they’d have what I needed. 




	Back in the Ladies, I tear open the packaging and extract the first of two boxes. The back of which is laced with foreign gobbledegoop. But inside I find English instructions and after a quick scan, I decide to just go with gut instinct. I’d done this before right? It’d been a while now - over four years ago to be exact and I remember the day vividly. It had been snowing outside and I’d been just as nervous and the timing had been just as bad. My timing had never been great. That was then and I might be worrying about something that wasn’t even an issue. 

	“Come on, girl, let’s do this.” 

	I hoist my long gold dress up and out the way. Would have been much easier if I weren’t wearing a ball gown and 5 inch heels; then perch, whilst holding the stick. You’d think in this day and age they would have invented an easier way of home testing by now. I complete the task, seamlessly, clip the lid back on firmly and place it on the toilet roll dispenser whilst I adjust my clothing. A quick flush and I head out to wash my hands to ascertain the results. As I place my clutch down carefully on the counter top, and pump the soap jet, a door shuts at my back and my eyes grow wide in alarm as realisation kicks in, and frozen I stare back at myself into the large oval ornate mirror, my hand now gripping the edge of the sink tightly. 

	Someone has just entered the toilet I’d just used and that someone was about to see the test I’d just left inside. 

	Shit! Shit! Shit! 

	I want to scream out loud into the room in annoyance at my own stupidity and forgetfulness but instead can do nothing but wait it out and not alert any further attention to myself. I lick my lips and swallow deeply, my mouth drying up in anxiety, then wash my hands as calmly as possible before heading to the dryer to blast them. All I have to do is wait it out, then pray that they hadn’t seen it, and if they had, they’d ignore it and be out of here in the next few minutes. There’s no reason for them to think its mine…

	“So, that’s how you’re going to play it?”

	No. No please God no! Of all the people to have walked into that cubicle, my cubicle, at this time, on this night,  you had to send your nemesis, the devil incarnate? WTF? Twice in one night?

	I pivot on my heel with exquisite slowness, and plaster that fake smile across my face once again. “Sorry, did you say something, Toni?”

	“You heard. You know that you can’t keep Sebastian, so you’re trying to trick him by getting pregnant or pretending to be, which one is it?” Her badly fake-tanned palm hides the test window from me but she’s happy to wave it in the air to emphasis her point.

	“I don’t know what you’re talking about?”

	“Of course you do, Luchheea- its what women have done since the middle ages. In fact I’m rather annoyed I didn’t think of it first. God knows, I’ve done it before with other men.”

	You’d have to sleep with him first you silly woman.

	I retract my lipstick from my purse and apply an unnecessary coat of moisture rich red, watching her in the mirror. “What are you blabbering about, Toni?” 

	If she could just move her pinky finger a smidgen I’d be able to read the result and put my mind at rest - it’s been over three minutes now - surely that would be enough time to have a true reading?

	“We’ll if this isn't yours, you won’t be needing it will you?“ She glances at the test with narrowed eyes and then throws it in the direction of the small swing bin, scoring perfectly - just my luck it appears tonight. “It’s negative anyway, so you’ll have to come up with a better way to snare him.”

	It’s negative. It’s negative - that’s all I can hear and I can’t tell whether I’m thrilled or devastated. I’m not carrying Sebastian’s baby. It’s much easier this way but somehow now I feel so much emptier.

	I can hear her chelping away in the background, nastily buzzing around like a wasp, ready to sting at at any moment and I decide enough is enough. “Have you made it your mission tonight to follow my every move Toni? It appears that every time I enter the Ladies, you are two steps behind - then again that seems to be your mantra. I suggest that you find a new muse as this one is just not interested.”

	She finished washing her hands and primping herself in the mirror before smugly looking back at me directly. “Lucia, I feel sorry for you. You are becoming quite desperate. Enjoy your fun whilst you can, as before long, you’ll be back to boring old Bodley and being mumsy again. Sebastian will get tired of  you soon - he’ll be onto the next challenge. You’re only a challenge as long as he’s chasing you. Once you’ve been fucked in every which way, he’ll be ready to dip that monstrous wick of his in a new pot of honey and mine is exceptionally runny.”

	Ugggjhh! She really is disgusting and with such a high opinion of herself. I’m wasting my breath even defending my honour and to be honest, I know that she gets off on my attempts, so I remain quiet. 

	“No sharp retaliation, now you haven’t any friends to fight your corner?”

	“I’m just not interested, Toni.” I return to the mirror where I begin to reapply my eyeliner.

	“No, you just know I’m right bitch. You watch your back, I’m on to you.”

	Her clatter of heels on the tiles is a warm relief and I sink against the console unit and exhale the breath I’d unknowingly been holding. Thank fuck for that. God, I hope she doesn’t tell Sebastian. I most certainly wasn’t about to mention this, not now it was negative.

	I run to the swing bin and rummage amongst the paper towels, before locating the small white plastic test. I then shove it inside my purse, without a second thought. Grabbing the drugstore carrier bag, that thankfully Toni’s shrewd eyes hadn’t located, I head out towards the lift, to place the offending articles in my room. The sooner they were in my day bag and away from prying eyes, the better.




*****




	“Where have you been, hun? Seb’s been looking all over for you?” Abby meets me halfway back into the ballroom.

	“I bumped into Toni in the loo’s… again.”

	“Are you OK - I knew I should have come with you - has that cow-bag got eyes on you or something?”

	I smile at her immediate defensive mechanism going into overdrive “I’m good - honestly. She’s just a nutter. Where’s Sebastian now?”

	“Right here, baby.”

	I spin and feel his arms enfold me, warm and strong and just what I need at that moment and I relax into his body. “Hi.”

	“Hi.” 

	His sexy smile makes me want to kiss him into oblivion and I feel my body reacting to his touch immediately; the tell-tale thrum begins to heat between my thighs and shivers run down my back and I ache to have him lift my dress and bury himself inside me, right here and now. Last night had felt so illicit at the Barracuda club I am finding it hard to switch back to being on my best behaviour.

	“Baby, you keep kissing me like that, I swear I going to drag you from here like we’re back in The Cave Bar.”

	“Sounds like a plan - you have my permission to ‘drag-away’.” We look at each other and then burst out laughing in unison. “That sounded far sexier in my head. Please don’t go all draggy on me.”

	“Baby…” his eyes darken with promise and the tone is once again serious as I feel him press the evidence of his arousal into my tummy. “…one thing I can promise you is that I will always be 100% male.”

	No doubt about that.

	“I’ve not spent enough time with you I’m sorry, darling, a complete travesty when you look the way you do, but I’m going to correct that now. Give me a few minutes to say my goodbyes to some of the contacts I need to say my goodbyes to, for business purposes only and I’ll meet you by the lift in fifteen. I’ll be thinking of you wet and naked beneath me for every  one of those fifteen minutes.” He presses a kiss against my neck and whispers into my ear “Are you wet, Lu?”

	Fuck, he turns me on. “Very.” I chew on my bottom lip for added definition and smile inwardly as I see his sharp intake of breath and watch his sexy hand reach up to rub his stubble. I love that I can make him lose all control. 

	I turn, ready to head off to grab a nightcap from the bar, and hear his deep voice and shiver as tingles shoot up my arm as his hand clasps my wrist. My eyes are searching, as he brazenly assesses me, for just a second too long before speaking. “Don’t remove the mask.” I just nod, mutely and leave, feeling him all around me,  as he watches my exit. I’ve only taken a few steps when my suspicions are confirmed. 

  	“I’ll see you soon, Lu. It’s a good job I adore that juicy arse of yours, you’ve spent half the night walking away from me. Almost as though you’re tempting me to bury myself within it.”




*****







	I down my second Disarono on the rocks, in quick succession and wave at Nathan and Abby who by all accounts will not be partying for much longer - well not in the ballroom. They had practically been eating each other up for the past ten minutes and I’m ashamed to say I’d watched them with excitement, knowing that in a few moments I’d be with my own Prince Charming. Grabbing my purse from the bar top, I assess the crowd, I can’t see anyone else I need to say goodnight to, Chris is nowhere to be seen, not that I want to encourage him but it’s polite I suppose and Sebastian must have already escaped to meet me. Blowing a kiss at Abs I slightly unsteadily, head to meet Sebastian. 







*****
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	I watch her sexy butt wiggle its way off into the crowd for what seemed the fiftieth time that night and stroke a hand over my head in frustration. I’m here in Dubai, at this glittering Masquerade Ball with the most beautiful and intoxicating woman I’d ever known, yet, I’d spent barely ten solid minutes in her company all night. I’ve truly let her down - promised her I’d not leave her side and done exactly that, over and over again. 

	My cock had been rock hard, painfully so for pretty much most of it too. She looked fucking stunning with an air of magical seduction about her - must be that mask, which only highlighted her green eyes and that work-of-art dress - fuck me, I’m sure it had been spun by Rumplestiltskin - nobody could look that good and offer themselves without a catch; without obtaining something in return.

	She is receiving something in return though mate isn’t she? Your heart! 

	I know its true, and it scares the hell out of me. I mean I love her, I know that now, I’ve confessed, admitted it to myself and spoken it aloud many times - I like the sound of it on my tongue but can I offer everything I have, really let go and completely give her my heart; my soul?

	I’m not sure I have a choice.

	I crave her scent, touch and smile at all hours and just the thought that she is in a room, close by and I am not at her side, connecting with her, my hand on the curve of her tiny waist, the curve of her hip, my fingers gripping her juicy behind or leaning in to kiss her succulent mouth is my undoing - I am lost without her and need her 24hours a day. I’m God damned bloody addicted to the woman. Who’d have seen that one coming? Certainly not me. 

	My only saving grace is that I see the continual need glowing within her lime orbs too, feel it in her touch and her filthy forbidden words - that’s what has made it so difficult to concentrate and work the room this evening, rather than just escaping and taking her up against the nearest wall. 

	Tonight had been important to the Company and I’d played the game, intent on marketing my business at this opportune moment - I’d met several new potential clients and one connection had been truly worth it; a billionaire investor who wanted to build or possibly renovate a castle / hotel in Scotland and after tonight, he was keen to have Silver Construction on board. I am also keen to invest. I can see this one being a potential goldmine, or Silvermine, as Nathan calls these type of rare opportunities. Go with your gut, my inner voice suggests and I have to agree.

	I head over to chat with the investor in question, Michael Warrington and say my farewells to the Sheik, some business colleagues, and finally, Andy the Architect, who informed me that Toni had already gone to bed.

	Thank God for that. 

	I can’t see Nathan and Abby in the crowds, they’ve probably decided to do what he intended to right now and go upstairs together and have their own party of two. I fire off a quick text, explaining that Lu and I are off to bed, and head off to the foyer. A quick glance at my watch tells me I’m pretty much on time. I’m just about to head past the Reception to the lifts, when I hear a female drawl that is unexpected and disappointing.

	“Well if it isn’t, Sebastian Silver - Boss of the Year - I’d hoped I’d run into you.”

	Taking in the female’s dishevelled state, I can see she is more than worse for wear, her eye make-up smudged and eyes glassy. She’d removed her mask and her hair lay limp around her forehead. Crap!

	“Toni - how nice to see you. I’m about to go meet someone but hope you have a good night.”

	Well done. Succinct and to the point - now keep moving.

	“Now, is that any way to speak to someone you haven’t seen for a month?”

	“Has it been that long? How are you settling in with Andy?”

	“Andy is just fine but he’s not you, Seb.” Her fingertips run small circles over my pecks and I take a step back. I’m still wearing my mask, not that it had been any kind of deterrent against Toni, but it might hide my persona from any onlookers.

	“Andy’s a good guy, Toni - you just get your head down and get on with your job and you’ll do fine, now I really mu…”

	I watch as the cheaply dressed woman in front of me drops to her knees with a smile on her face and lipstick on her teeth and I panic, a nasty feeling of her intention irritating me low in my belly. As she moves towards my crotch, wrapping her arms tightly around my thighs and anchoring me there she nuzzles against me, “Don’t you worry, Seb, I’ll get my head down and give you the best job of your life - I thought you’d never ask, you naughty boy!”

	“Toni, no!” I grab at her arms, to lift her up, away from my body. The petite woman was surprisingly strong. Jesus Christ! Get her off me!!! I’d never been a violent man, nor ever hit a woman, but the panic of Lu walking to meet me and seeing this was making me question my values.

	“Oh, darling - that bitch Lucia can’t give you what you’re looking for, she’s far too old and dried up - I am ripe and fertile and will be whatever you want me to be.”

	“Gone!”

	“Excuse me?” Her eyes refocus, as the alcoholic fog parts and she looks right up at me, with a lop-sided slur.

	“You said you’d be whatever I want you to be - I want you to be gone.”

	“Well that’s not very nice. Stop pretending, Sebby - you know you’ve always wanted me - Lucia came along and spoiled everything.”

	“Did I hear my name being mentioned?”

	Holy shit! Lucia - here! Looking classy and beautiful but extremely angry and fucking hell, talk about being caught red-handed, except I am genuinely innocent of all charges.

	“Toni, would you kindly remove yourself and your manipulative hands from my man.”

	“What?”

	“You heard.” 

	Toni looks up at me in question, and I hold my hands up to the sky without protest. “Whoa, don’t look at me love. You better do what the lady said…”

	When Toni continues to look dumb but does not remove her arms from my waist, I hear Lu’s deep breath - God she’s stunning and like a wild cat, elegant and strong but will take no prisoners. Toni is dust.

	She leans into Toni and gently grasps the back of the offending woman’s dress, pulling her upwards in the process. “Stand now, and hold on to what remains of your dignity. You’ve had a little too much to drink and I’m going to place you in this chair and ask Reception to help you up to your room. Ok?”

	“Why are you being so nice to me? Your boyfriend was about to cheat on you with me?”

	I hear my own growl and am about to intersect when Lu holds her hand up to stop me. 

	“Seb -  I know exactly what…” Lu pauses to point at the situation with her finger in irritation ‘…this was!…” Before continuing to rain fire and hell almighty, on the woman who’d just had her head buried in my crotch “…and whilst I’m not against three-ways, tonight Toni, this man is all mine and I trust him implicitly - OK? Now bloody sober up.”

	I watch my woman with pride - she’d just proved to me that we’d moved past the hurdle that was Toni and Ray. She trusted me. She’d walked in on a woman with her face buried in my crotch, albeit clothed but it can’t have looked good and she had not once questioned my loyalty to her. 

	God, I love her.

	I push Toni away from me, like a dirty dish cloth, and take Lucia’s outstretched hand. My previous employee had had more than she deserved of civility from both of us under the circumstances. Crushing Lucia to me, we head to towards the lift, my heart is beating so fast I can practically see it pounding in my chest. We stop at the Reception Desk and advise the Night Manager of the situation and he agrees to assist Toni to her room, which is more than she deserves under the circumstances. Standing in wait for the light to ping on the lift, seems like an age but we do so silently, linked at all times. At last the doors open and we enter; the second that they close I am on her.

	

*****
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		We enter the suite, heat building between us and I kick the door closed and grab her - she instantly wraps one leg around mine bringing me closer, her passion as wild as mine. Possessing. Worshipping. Whispering, words of love and sex and want as I try to absorb every part of her in one gut-wrenching kiss. My heart aches, my whole body is tight. I need to devour her in one sitting but I’m reminded that tonight is special - it was our last night away and after what she’d just proved to me - her total and complete trust in me - I wanted to worship and adore her.

 	I walk towards the bed throwing the keycard down on the desk, manage to remove my jacket whilst we kiss and my hand returns to splay across her back, into her familiar curves.

	“God, Lu, you are so beautiful.”

	She moans at my words but they are not enough. I can’t seem to find the words to express how I feel anymore. My emotions are all over the place and I’ve never felt like this before. All I’ve wanted to do all night is bury myself deep inside her and now I wanted to treasure each second like it was the last. I suppose this was what love did to you?  

	I clasp her face between my hands, forcing her to look into my eyes; my soul. That’s when I see it - the exact same burning tortured need in her lime green pools and I draw her lips to mine and kiss her with exquisite slowness. Her groans encourage me and I skim her curves with one hand, the other firmly at the back of her head, pulling at the pins holding her hair in place, careful to keep the mask over her eyes. Her scent is intoxicating, as lock after lock of lush dark hair cascades in perfumed cloud down her back, and I revel in the silky, provocative touch of it.

	“There, that’s better - now you look like, my Lulu. All sexy and wanton.”

	“Shut up and kiss me.”

	“There she is…”

	Her lips clash with mine, her breasts hitting my chest and I’m caught unawares. No more time for slow. We are both far too into this; each other. I grab her behind, pushing her into my cock, cupping her perfect arse, which moulds to my hands like they were made to fit together and feel her tongue searching for mine. I locate the high split at her thigh and slip my thumb inside, dragging the fabric higher, opening her to me and meet no resistance and no underwear. For fucks sake she’d been telling the truth - she’d had no panties on the whole night and I’d waited until now to get close. My fingers tease at her groin, tickling the delicate skin there, feeling her fresh wax and soft sun-kissed skin, before dipping further and across her barely there pubic hair. I cup her for a moment, enjoying her sharp intake of breath, enjoying the power I feel at this second and the heat that surrounds my hands, before I move one finger inside. She tilts her pelvis ever so slightly to accommodate my touch and I push deeper. 

	“You are so wet for me.” My cock strains, desperate to be encapsulated in that hot wet place.

	“I want you inside of me, Seb… PLEASE!”

	I rotate a finger within her, then add a second and watch her eye colour deepen to emerald and then teal before me, the colour magnified against the glittering gold of her mask. With her lids now semi-closed in ecstasy, her hands grip my shoulders and full lips and beg to be kissed. I do just that, our tongues duelling whilst I pump my fingers inside her, deeper and deeper, then retract, before plunging again and then when she is panting in my arms, I swoop up and massage her neat little clit, all swollen and protruding.

	“Ah, baby!”

	Her bottom tenses and pushes forward in encouragement and I continue to rub, all the while passionately kissing her, her hands gripping my face, her breathing escalating, my other hand dropping to her waist to support her weight.

	“Let’s go to the bed…let me touch you… get you naked!” her husky voice is desperate and I grimace - I want just that but I want to make her come first. I’m that turned on, that if she touched me, I fear it would be game over tonight and that’s something I’d never had to deal with. This woman did not know the control she has over me and that was something I’d like to keep that way, at least for a little while longer - it is the only grasp on control I have left where Lucia Myers is concerned.

	“Relax, darling… soon - first I’m going to feel you explode. Now come! Come for me.”

	I feel her begin to contract around my fingers, her moans becoming louder, pants shallower and I growl with satisfaction as she throws her head back as her climax rips through her. I continue to plunge her pussy and circle her nub, slowing in time to her laboured breathing. As she collapses bonelessly in my arms, I lift her and carry her to the bed, unzipping her dress, removing her bra and discarding my own clothes, before joining her on the covers. Both of us are now naked at last, bar our masks, which create a heightened sexual tension between us. Our lips connect instantly, and her hands clasp my head as she rains kisses across my cheeks, eyes, neck and back to my mouth. “That was incredible.” Her voice oozes sex.

	“You are incredible.”

	I nip her bottom lip with my teeth, as she wraps her delectable body around mine, so soft against mine, perfect to delve into. Home! Her nails scrape a path down my back in her urgency to connect with me; I completely understand her impatience - feel it too and encourage her to move upwards onto the bed, allowing me better access. I grab my cock and ready myself, rubbing against her plump, swollen folds and moistening my head in her juices, her hips automatically begin to rotate in encouragement and I watch her eyes grow hooded with lust once again. 

	“Fuck, Lu, I need to be inside you… now!” I can’t wait any longer and drawing back I ease inside her slickness, her moans and feet pushing me in deeper. “You were made for my cock.”

	“Fill me.”

	At her words I slow and look down at the beauty that I’m buried within, her hair spilled out around her, eyes now glowing lime and half closed in pleasure, within the striking gold mask - she is magnificent; her amazing breasts abundant and bobbing in tandem with my pumping and I reach out and squeeze one, then the other nipple, before trailing a path along her breastbone, down her abs and across her stomach. My eyes are drawn to where we are joined, her clit glistening in the light and I feel my balls tighten and cock swell inside her. “Fuck, you are so beautiful. So… God… damned… beau…ti…ful.”

	I begin to find my rhythm, pumping inside and withdrawing, just enough to ensure all those nerve endings of hers are attended to and then I push into her again. “Don’t look away, baby - keep your eyes on mine.”

	Jesus, that feels good. I’m getting close and I can feel her walls gripping me, sucking me into her delectable body. She was definitely made for my cock and my heart. I never thought I’d find that combination.

	I watch as Lu’s orgasm begins to build and I maintain my pace, determined to meet her there. “Together, baby.”

	“I’m nearly there, don’t stop.” I reach out to grab her hands, holding them above her head and pushing me over her, and her legs automatically wrap around me, holding me prisoner to her body. Leaning in, I kiss her lips lightly, before deepening the kiss with my tongue, her groans reverberating in both our mouths, as we race towards our releases. The release that only Lu is able to give me. I push back on my elbow to thrust deeper and it is as though time freezes - my body feels like it’s covered in goosebumps with the fierce enormity of the emotions I have for this woman.

	My heart contracts as I watch her eyes cloud over at the point she meets heaven and I will her to retain eye contact, my own orgasm tearing through me within seconds of hers. In that moment, I know I will never have sex with anyone but Lucia Myers again. I didn’t just love her. I wanted to buy the fucking t-shirt with her.

	What the fuck had happened to my self-control? FBR number fucking 69; don’t fall in love with your fuck buddy!

	It was way too late for that!




*****




	I tap the mattress as Lu returns from the bathroom and she slides in beside me, snuggling down next to my body. I slip my arm around her and lean in to kiss the top of her head. “Everything OK, baby?”

	“Everything is wonderful.”

	We lie in the darkness of the hotel room in congenial silence, our hands linked, as our bodies soak up the generated pheromones and bask in the afterglow of our lovemaking. 

	Lovemaking? Never thought I’d have been saying that but it was true, being in love and lust with the right person made for monumental sex!

	This holiday had been just what we needed and I knew that Lucia has begun to trust me again. She did trust me. Our month long proposition is pretty much done with. I’d given her my heart, told her I loved her. When we get home, I’ll broach the subject of where we go from here, I don’t want to ruin this trip, but I know that I cannot go back to the type of relationship we’d had before we had come away - I wanted so much more now.

	I listen to her breathing next to me and push up to rest on my elbow, reaching over to plant a feather light kiss on her lips; she reads my mind, automatically leaning in to meet me and we share a long leisurely kiss, filled with promise that instantly makes my cock twitch. Thats all it takes. The woman is a temptress.

	“I love you.” My words are clear and full of meaning in the quiet room and I mean every one of them.

	“I love you too. Like I’ve never loved before.”

	“You and me.”

	I can feel her tremble in my arms, she’s still unsure but we’re getting there. Her lips seek mine again and we continue our desperate exploration - the constant need for connection not dissipating in the slightest. The only time we falter is when we part and I have no intention of that happening upon our return. It might take some organising and a few weeks, but what I planned will mean that we can seriously make our relationship work.  

	We are relaxing on top of the covers, with her half sitting up against the headboard and unable to ignore her soft skin, I trail a finger down her chest, across her belly and along her scar, looking up to her eyes to try and read her thoughts. “What are you doing?”

	“Does it hurt still?”

	“Only internally sometimes- from the adhesions. She brushes my hand away with her own and I clasp it, forcing her to stay, her hand covering her scar and the top of her mound. “Are you wet, baby?”

	“I’m not sure- why don’t you find out?” her brows rise.

	“I’d rather you did.” I lean back onto my elbow to gain a better view and peruse her sexy body, “Move your hand lower, baby, Touch yourself.”

	“You want me to..”

	“I want you to.”

	With her eyes locked on mine, she leisurely opens her legs, planting both feet flat onto the bed, knees bent and slips her fingers downwards, along her V and inside. As she enjoys the sensations of her touch, bringing her now glistening wet finger out of her pussy to rub her clit, her eyes semi-close in pleasure and I feel myself becoming hard. God, she is gorgeous!. The act of watching her masturbate was so intimate and personal there was no better way to show me her trust of me and that makes me even harder. 

	I can see her pink pussy, bold and on show as she fingers herself, swooping in to collect her juices before rubbing them continuously around her nub, which is visibly becoming more swollen. I watch her tongue flick out and lick around her full lips and just when I don’t think I can stand another second of voyeurism, she sucks long and hard on her index finger, holding my gaze the whole time, before removing it with exquisite slowness and swirling the wetness around her areola and razor sharp nipple. 

	I’d honestly thought I could manage but I’m obviously much more of a get stuck in type. My hands are restless at my sides, desperate to touch her. 

	Jesus Christ - hot didn’t cut it!

	Frustrated, I grab my cock and she smiles, throwing her head back on a seductive moan. I begin to pump in unison with her rubbing motions, both of us watching as we head towards our releases. “Oh Seb… Baby… I’m coming…I’m …ahhhh.”

	I grip my cock and pump like a demon, stroking my length in front of her, whilst she writhes around on the bed - it was one of the most erotic experiences of my life and as she screams my name, over and over again, I judder, as my climax rips into me and I come across my stomach. 

	“We’re bloody keeping the masks, if that is what happens when we wear them.”

	 I lie back onto the bed, our panting beginning to lessen, and I take a moment to enjoy the sound of her deep sexy laugh - she was the whole package this woman. Fuck me, I’m a lucky man.




*****
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	 Every time we have sex I can’t imagine it could ever get more amazing than right there in that moment; that I could possibly feel more, love him more - yet he continues to surprise me. He continues to challenge me and push me to try new things and experiment. Each time can never be the last - I will always want more from this man.

	That had been so daring for me - I’d never masturbated in front of a man, other than with Sebastian using a sex toy on me. It had been such an intimate moment, I’d definitely felt a shift between us - a unification which was ironic as he’d not been inside me this last time.

     I reach down to cup his chin and he dips his mouth to mine and slips his tongue inside; my knees go weak at the contact and I pull away with a light peck. “I love you but I need the loo and water.”

	“Have I worn you out?”

	“Completely - I’m exhausted.”

	“Hurry up and come back to bed and we’ll cosy up and go to sleep. We can have a long lie-in in the morning, as we don’t need to leave for the airport until around 5pm’ish.”

	That sounded like bliss. I finish up in the bathroom and climb back into our Silver bed, clicking the light out. “I’m going to miss this bed.”

	“I’ll buy us one.”

	Of course he would - how wonderful to have a man who not only wanted to spoil me, but could afford to. His arms draw me into his body, his feet locating my feet under the covers, and fingers linking with mine - connected, skin on skin at all times and I smile into the darkness, as I feel the three strong squeezes, from his palm. I… love… you.

	“I love you too, Sebastian.”

	As I drift off to sleep I consider tonights events, the Ball - Toni- Christ and the pregnancy test and it’s negative result, I’m awash with emotions and drained by the drama. We’d gotten through an event, that included a woman who desperately wanted to split us up for her own wants and desires and stuck together, irrefutably. I knew in that moment that my trust in him was unbreakable where other women were concerned. I am sure of his love for me.







*****
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		We rested most of the morning like Sebastian had promised and in the afternoon, the four of us meet with Chris and do lunch in The Jannah - enjoying a meal in the private dining room. Sebastian and Nathan had certainly made a good impression on the Hotel Manager and despite Sebastian selling his shares in the hotel to invest elsewhere, he is treated like a celebrity. 

	By the time we leave for the airport, riding in a limousine as a group, I’m ready to go home; the buzz beginning in my tummy as I’ll soon see my little boy. I watch the glittering multi-coloured buildings flashing by, now so familiar and remember Sebastian’s new construction business. Whilst he wasn’t going to manage it officially, there would be times he’d be back here and I hoped I’d be able to accompany him.




*****




	 At the airport I sigh in relief when Seb surprises us with a private jet home. However, it’s nothing like the intimate party of two we’d experienced on our way out to The Maldives. There was no disappearing to the bedroom or screaming Sebastian’s name into an empty cabin  - just plenty of knowing looks between us that made me want to jump his bones right then and there and our favourite hanger-on Chris.

	We’d been flying for around 3 hours when I disappear to the generous bathroom in one of the bedrooms. Abby is asleep with Nathan and Chris is playing on the playstation with Sebastian. It really was another world - like a flying living room. I needed to freshen up and as I grab my bag to delve in for my make-up bag, my butter fingers drop the handles and it falls, scattering its contents across the bathroom floor. I drop to my knees, picking up lipsticks, chewing gum, my passports, an earring I thought I’d lost, some Dirhams, and a pregnancy test - the pregnancy test. As though in slow motion, I tilt my head to get a better angle on it and lift it up, standing at the same time. WTF?

	There were now two pink lines - the second was a paler pink in shade, yes, but was still clearly visible.

	I take a deep breath and for a second just stare at myself in the mirror. “OK, don’t panic there’s a reason for this, like…. it’s been a few days and its redundant now so not a true positive? Or like that bitch Toni was lying to me when she said it was negative.

	My chest tightens as I fear the latter is the more probable conclusion.

	“Well there’s only one thing for it.” I bend to rummage in the discarded handbag and unzip the middle compartment. Inside I pull out the second identical test, unused and ready to go. I remove my blazer and hook it on the door and unzip my skinnies, grabbing a glass from the sink - much easier to pee in that and then dip the bloody stick.

	Five minutes later, I’m clock watching as the test is being wafted gently through the air, lid on tight. “Come on, come on….3, 2, 1… shit! Shit - oh God - BUGGER!”

	Wincing I squint my eyes, and strain to view the results - for God’s sake woman just be bold, stop being so bloody wet! I finally, inhale and allow myself to look down at the test. There was no question about it this time - two straight, neat pink lines, smile up at me and seal my fate. I expell the breath I’d been holding and panicking, quickly grab my last testing box, a Clearblue one with two further tests. This is my last chance. Scanning the instructions, I see that these are totally different - you still had to pee on them but there was worries of pink lines or seeing double, it was simple -  just a bold sign that flashed up your future.

	Ten stressful minutes later and I’ve got two sticks that say ‘fuck off now and deal with it - you’re pregnant - there’s no getting away from this Love!’ A knock at the door, makes me jump and I quickly zip all tests back into my bag, complete with packaging before calling out in answer, “Yes?”

	“Everything alright in there, Lu?”

	It was Seb. I make fast work of grabbing my belongings and plaster a fake smile across my face in the mirror. No, but its’ going to have to be. 

	Opening the door, I find him leaning against the frame, all sexy and casual. “I’m fine - just freshening up.”

	“Oh really? I was thinking about getting you all dirty again.”

	He pins me up against the wall, his hand cupping my face, thumbs at my jawline, one delicately brushing over my bottom lip and I tremble with desire, despite my recent findings. His lips touch mine, searching, connecting and we lose ourselves for a while, happy to touch and be touched.

	Then I pull away. “If it’s Ok with you, baby, I’m going to go sit down for a while. I’ve got a bit of a headache.”

	His brows lift in concern. “Of course. Are you OK? Can I get you anything?”

	“I’m alright, but thanks. I just need to chill for a bit.”

	“Last night was a late one hey?” The pad of his thumb brushes against my lip and I nod.

	“Mmm hmmm.”

	“Let’s go get you settled and I’ll settle down and catch up on some e-mails. Lu?”

	I turn, looking back at him up the narrow corridor and he grabs my hand drawing it to his lips. “We’re good aren’t we?”

	“We’re good, baby. This holiday has been wonderful. Thank you for bringing me - spoiling me.”

	“You’re welcome, darling. That’s my prerogative and I’ve loved it too. I’ll never forget it.”

	“No - me neither.”

	“It’s not the end though - don’t look so sad.” His lips cover mine and I lose myself for a moment in his lemony musk scent, and the sensation that only his body on mine creates.

	“I know.” Well I hope not anyway.

	“It’s only the start of things to come.”

	Never a truer word said.

	

*****




     Curled up on the sofa, in my old PJ’s, with a freshly bathed boy and watching Toy Story 3 Was utter bliss. I’d missed him unbelievably and am happy to just blob tonight the two of us. Sebastian had asked Ralph to drop me off at home first, and I’d promptly undressed and climbed into bed for four hours. I was buggered. When I’d awoken at midday, and heard noises coming from downstairs, I’d found my mum baking with Finn, and busying herself with my a pile of ironing  - she deserved a medal that woman. 

     After a long lingering kiss with my tall dark and handsome man, I’d headed up the stairs to my terrace, and waved goodbye to a week of living in ‘fantasyland’ then stepped over into the land of reality again.

     Upon reflection, my reality was a pretty good one I think to myself, kissing the top of Finn’s head, as he chatters away about what he and Ninni and Gramps had been up to that week. “We’ve been bowling and I got to feed Madam Tina everyday, and walk her with Gramps and he said I was very wisponswible.”

     “I’m sure you were, Poppet. But we are still not getting a dog, nice try though with

the cute little voice. What else did you do?”

     “We went to Pizza Express one night and met Suzie and Uncle G and Suzie ate her pizza and nearly everyone else's too - she’s getting really big now!”

     “The baby wants food to grow and it makes the Mummy really hungry.”

     “Did you get like that with me?”

     “Totally - I couldn’t walk past a cafe without having a hot chocolate loaded with whipped cream, sprinkles and marshmallows. Annnd I was obsessed with mashed potato oh and Lucozade and don’t get me started on the smell of petrol”

     “Yuk! I hate mashed potato!”

     I laugh at his screwed up nose. “I know - I think I overdosed on it.”

     “But I lurve the smell of petrol!”

     “I know you do you cheeky monkey. Anyway tell me, did you see Daddy at all?”

     “No, but I spoke to him. Ninni called him for me and we spoke for a while. Karen too - she was much nicer.”

     Now that she knows I’m not after Niall - who cares if it means she treats my son well. I’m utterly relieved that when he visits them, especially overnight, I can relax. “That’s great, Poppet. I missed you so much though. You’d have loved Dubai, baby; it was really sunny and Seb’s hotel was huge! He said he’d take all three of us back sometime so you could see for yourself - would you like that?”

     His manic head nodding earns him a tummy tickle and another hug. “But for now, we are going to stay right here and enjoy some much needed time together.” As a family. God that sounded good. Mummy also needs to attend to a few things in the morning, namely an appointment with the doctor.

      “I’ve even decided to go into work later tomorrow morning, so we can have a lazy breakfast together and then I’ll drop you at Auntie Suzie's and she can take you to Creche.”

     “Cool - can we have pancakes Mummy?”

     “We can have anything you want gorgeous, but right now I need you to start thinking about your birthday list little guy - a little birdie told me that someone is turning three next month.”

     “I’m not going to be three Mummy.” He giggles 

     “Oh sorry I meant thirteen.” I smile as he shakes his head at my silliness. “Not thirteen huh? Sorry, ten - yes that’s right, or was it seven?”

     “Mummy, you know I’ll be four.”

     “You most certainly will my angel and a pretty fantastic four you’ll be.” God he’d be starting school next year. My baby boy.

     I chew my lip as my mind reverts back to the memory of the many completed pregnancy tests now safely tucked away in the inside zip of my bag. 

     Oh. My. God. I could be having another baby. Seb’s baby.

     It’s all too much and far too soon. For me, for us. Isn’t it? Could we do this?

     He’d made it very clear in The Maldives that he loved me - God, that had been the most romantic gesture anyone had ever done for me but he also made it just as clear that we wanted different things. He’d talked about long-term commitment as though it were something to be avoided at all cost - children at the forefront of that list. 

     I believe that he loved me; could feel it in his touch and kiss but what did that mean for us, for our future? Before I’d pee’d on a stick (or four) I could have reviewed this on a day-by-day basis, and just seen where this love of ours took us, but now everything had changed with that one pink line. Now, I had to evaluate things much sooner than I’d ever envisioned. I was going to come across as total honey-trapper.

     I knew Seb had noticed I’d retracted into my shell again for most of the journey home; no matter how hard I attempted to put a brave face on I could feel myself withdrawing from him. His odd expression as I waved him away had been evidence of his hurt. That hadn’t been my intention but until I’ve sorted some kind of sketchy strategy in my head I can’t even begin to discuss the subject with him. He is such a dominator of all things, one sniff of my news and any thread of control I maintain at present will be snipped in an instant. No, tomorrow I’d talk about my options with my GP and make any necessary plans; find out where I stand. Right now I need to focus on the child I already have.

     “Right monkey, any ideas about what birthday pressie you want this year?”




*****




	I’m about to head off to bed for the night, when I remember to grab the blueberries for Finn’s pancakes from the freezer - I’d have to do a big food shop tomorrow, on line if I couldn’t manage to get to the supermarket - I had nothing in. Downstairs in the basement kitchen, I flick the kettle on and grab the fruit from the top door of the SMEG, and place it on the island to defrost. Taking a pew on a stool and minute to just sit and stare into space, I listen to the comforting sounds of the boiling water and enjoy my safe haven. I loved this house but for the first time since I’d split with Niall and found my renewed independence I missed having a man around. 

	Who are you trying to kid? Not just any man - you miss Sebastian. It feels odd without him here with you after spending so much time together.

	Chewing on my lip, something catches my eyes over near the bin and I frown - a scrunched empty coke can lay on the floor, just short of the swing bin, some of its liquid, spattered up the cream wall. What had happened there? My Mum must have had it but then missed when she put it in the bin. I grab a cloth from the sink and wipe the walls down, discarding the can in the bin - it’s only as it closes I see the pictures, torn and crumpled lying underneath the leftovers of tonight’s meal and an empty milk carton. 

	What the hell?

	Abby’s smiling face, one eye missing where the photo had been ripped badly, looked up at me, the second piece was of Suzie, also a mess and totally irreparable. They were from the same picture. How strange. I rummage deeper, but I can’t find the third piece. I know it will be of me, as it was one of my favourite pics of the three of us, taken during a night out to celebrate Abby’s new job a few year’s back. What had happened?

	I lift the milk carton out and find two further photographs, both torn and soggy, and stuck to the bottom of the plastic. They were also sabotaged and in disrepair. The first was of Sebastian and I during our graduation years ago, and now only Sebastian smiled up at me in his black mortarboard hat and the second was a group-shot of  the night of Suzie’s birthday party a few weeks back - I’m not on this one either - torn from the edge. I wonder if Finn had been messing with them but he’d never done anything like this before. 

	I flick the lights off and make my way up stairs, conscious of the late hour but I as I brush my teeth and ready for bed, I find it hard to shake the ominous feeling that is beginning to feel like a second skin of late and press my hand to my stomach instinctively.

	 	

*****
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	Unfortunately the camera in the bedroom is not in the best position for seeing Lucia undress and now that she is finally parted from Silver, he would like to settle down and catch up on the latest episode of The Lucia Myers Show.

	He laughs to himself in the car at his stupid joke. That was pretty witty for late on a Sunday night.

	“Come on, Lucia - move a little to the right so I can see you… shit.”

	It wasn’t going to work. “For fuck’s sake what are you doing in there?” 

	She was back and forth, from the room, to the bathroom, and then finally she comes into focus again, unclipping her hair and removing her make-up at her dressing - table. 

	“Nice tan, love - shame I can’t see your white bits - come on - give a guy a chance - take your top off at least.”

	He grunts in annoyance as the light goes out, in answer to his plea and he watches her climb into her large bed. That same bed he had pleasured himself in, only a few days earlier.. It makes him hard just thinking about being that close to her. “I hope you haven’t changed the sheets Lucia - then you wouldn’t have me so close to you.”

	Having infra-red on the camera was an ingenious invention and he grins as her eyes glow neon in the dark. “Can’t sleep eh? What could be keeping you awake, my Lucia - don’t fear, I am here to watch over you.”

	She curls up and closes her eyes. The clock in his car shines midnight - time for him to make a move as he had a busy few days and nights ahead of him. No, she wasn’t going to give him anything else to get excited about tonight.

	He looks down at the ripped picture he’d stolen from her fridge, wishing her mouth was on his cock right now. “Good to have you home where you belong, Lucia. Sweet dreams.”




*****
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          “Lucia Myers?”

     “That’s me.” Standing, I place the crumpled Bodley News down on the chair next to me, grab my bag and smile nervously at the female doctor holding open her office door to me. Ok, here goes. Deep breaths.

     We enter the room and the click of the door in its casing echoes in the new practice surroundings and I take a second to assess the decor - Elysium had put in a bid to tender when the new medical surgery was being built but were unsuccessful as we were too ‘fledging’. TNC Design had won the coup and hadn’t done a bad job but I could definitely have done a better job - it was still too 80’s and not in a good new wave-way. 

     Dr. Graham gently coughs to alert me back to the present and I sit up straight, as though I’m in front of my old school headmistress. “So, what can I do for you today?”

     I rummage in my handbag and locate the items that once seen, no words need explain, then place them gingerly in a neat line across her desk.

     “Ok, what have we here? One, two, three… four pregnancy tests. All positive.” 

    I nod.

    “Is this something expected - have you been trying to get pregnant?”

    I shake my head.

    “Ok. Well let’s start by doing a few tests and a repeat pregnancy test here. Then we’ll have a talk about things.”

     Finally I speak. “Ok thanks, Dr. Graham.” 

     She puts her pen down and gives me a comforting smile. “Was one test not enough?”

     “No.” I look at her sympathetic face and am suddenly defensive of my actions. “No, honestly it wasn’t. I did the first test and it came up with one line. The instructions told me one line for no, two lines for yes, I just thought I wasn’t pregnant. I was interrupted when I was testing and put the sticks in my bag and then at a later date, when rummaging, the same stick fell out and it now had two pink lines, although as you can see, the second line is paler in tone than the first.” I’m aware I’m rabbiting and from the sympathetic frown deepening by the second on her brow, my nerves are apparent.

     “Sometimes it can take a little longer for the second line to show up but it will only show up if the HCG pregnancy hormone is present  - maybe you didn’t wait long enough the first time?”

     “Hmm. Well, I did the second test in the kit - this one…” I wave the identical stick in the air as proof and then select the two Clearblue digital pens. “And it came back with two lines pretty much immediately. Then I dip-tested these two tests consecutively for added measure. These, as you can see, actually said ‘pregnant’ so no need to panic about lines and delays.” The waffling has increased big-time.

     “I take it you aren’t happy about the circumstances?”

     How I can I not be happy about the thought of carry the baby of the man I love. A mini Sebastian. “Honestly. I’m not sure.”

     “Have you had any other symptoms?”

     “I’ve gone off my food and a little nausea - oh and I’ve felt a bit dizzy. I didn’t have that with my son.”

     She nods again and takes my blood pressure, and confirms my endometriosis and previous pregnancy and then hands me a urine sample bottle and asks me to nip to the ladies and pee in the bottle, then bring it back and she’ll test it in her office, before sending it off to the lab for further testing. I excuse myself and head off in search of the loos. 

     After fifteen minutes and much tap running I’m back with the GP. 

     “Why is that you can always pee when you don’t want to but when you’re asked to pee on demand its virtually impossible?”

     Dr. Graham ignores my nervous banter and dips a stick into my sample bottle, extracting it and holding it up to read the results. “Right, well that confirms it Lucia, you are definitely pregnant we just need to decipher how far along you are and with your cycles that may be rather difficult. Congratulations.”

     I hear the rush of breath come from my mouth as she confirms what I already knew in my heart. I am 100% pregnant.  As she pats my hand I chew my lip in thought. “Bit of a shock is it?”

     “Something like that. I took the morning after pill but it must not have worked. Will the baby be ok?”

     “Look, let’s try work out some dates for you and then I’ll send you for some blood tests. I think you may be a little anaemic from what you’ve told me about the dizzy spells. When was your last period?”

     “Early July.”

     “Ok, so based on that I make you about 7 weeks pregnant.” She points to the calendar on the wall and with her pen points between a five day window, “We’ll need to get a more scientific test done with a scan, but I think you’d have been ovulating around about these dates.”

     “Yes.”

     “Thereabouts anyhow. Do you remember the occasion - was it an anniversary or special occasion?”

     “A special occasion.” 

     The best night of my life - the first time I slept with my best-friend. 

     The first time Sebastian made love to me. 

     The first time I’d ever been so irresponsible.

     “Like I said, I used the morning after pill, Levonelle within the directed 72 hour window and I wasn’t sick; I felt dreadful but I managed to keep it down.”

     “You were probably already pregnant and by the time you took the pill it was too late. How long was it after unprotected sex that you took the Levonelle?

     “About 48 hours? But I thought I had 72 hours?”

     “Really - the sooner you can take it after you’ve had unprotected sex the better - its only 58% proof if taken after 49 hours and 85% if taken within 25-48 hours.”

     Crap!

     “So should I go have some blood tests now?”

     She hands me a completed blood form and directs me to the practice nurse who runs a drop in centre that closes in 20 mins. “Get these done and then I’ll text you if I need to see you again. You need to go away and have a think how you feel about things in the mean time and I’ll book you in for a dating scan. It could be a little early but we’ll try anyway, especially with your history. The hospital will ring you with an appointment over the next few days.”

     Wow that’s quick. It’s all way too fast.

     “Lucia, are you sure you’re OK?”

     “Not really no - sorry I just need some time to process things. I’ve been away in The Maldives and Dubai recently and whilst the trip was fabulous, I’m shattered.”

     “You will be, it’s the first trimester after all. You didn’t have injections to go to The Maldives did you?”

     I shake my head. “No. I was fortunate. I’d already had them the year before for South Africa and the nurse said that they lasted 3 years.”

     “Good.”

     “I have been drinking alcohol though, not excessive amounts admittedly, but enough. Will the baby be OK?”

     “Lucia - there are young ladies who come in to see me regularly who have been drinking for months before they find out that they are unknowingly pregnant and they go on to have perfectly healthy babies - providing you stop any form of alcohol from now on, I’m sure things will be fine but the Ultrasound will tell us more and then we’ll talk further, if you need to. OK?”

     “Ok. Thank you.”

     “You’re very welcome, Lucia. You know where I am.”

     I stand on wobbly legs and head towards the door, my fingers on the handle for what seems an age - the minute I open this door that’s it, I’ll be walking through it as a pregnant woman. Everything has changed. 

     What the hell am I going to do?




*****




     An hour later, I’m about to pull off into the left hand lane, and head up the slip road that will take me off the dual carriageway and in the direction of home, when my phone rings. At least ‘me so horny’ has been replaced with Lionel Richie’s ‘Hello’ - Colin was definitely playing it safe - very tame for him, I’m impressed. The no caller ID flashes and I’m tempted to ignore it, my arm hurts after the blood tests and I need to get some lunch, but it could be a new client so on a whim, I decide to give in to my inquisitive nature. “Hello, Elysium Interiors?”

     “Hello, may I speak to Lucia Myers?”

     The voice on the other end of the phone sounds friendly and efficient and I relax. “That’s me - how can I help?”

     “Your GP has called our office this morning with a referral for an ultrasound scan and we have had a cancellation today at 2pm - would you be able to make it?” Whoa! This is all going far too fast. I knew they’d be calling soon but I thought the scan would be in a few weeks?

     “Err… I thought it would be a while until I had to have the scan…”

     “Dr Graham has marked your request as urgent and we like to get our urgent referrals seen within 14 days, but once our radiographer saw your medical notes, we felt it best to see you sooner anyway - then this cancellation came up.”

     “Oh - well I suppose I can come… yes…”

     “Super. If you can ensure you drink at least two pints of still water 30 minutes prior to the scan.”

     “I remember. Yes, I will and thanks again.”

     “Not a problem. If you come to the main x-ray department at Lords General Hospital and then head for Maternity clinic, it’s the only one on today.”

     So that’s that then. This was becoming way too real!




*****




     The ultrasound department was an ‘L’ shaped corridor with treatment room doors which led off from it, numbered 1- 6. As I take my first few tentative steps down the vaguely familiar hallway, I glance at some of the women waiting for their appointments; many in varying stages on impending motherhood. 

     I can do this - you can do this girl. 

     A rather dour nurse asks my name and directs me to a seat, informing me that I’ll be going into room 4. 

     “Have you drunk enough water?”

     I nod and wiggle uncomfortably in the orange plastic hard-backed chair - any more and I’d disgrace myself.

     “Well there’s a water tank at the corner and paper cups if you need to top up- try not to spend a penny before the first part of the scan.”

     I know the drill. 

     I instinctively place my hand across my tummy, now slightly bloated from my fit to bursting bladder. I should have discussed this with Sebastian before I came to the hospital. It’s all been such a rush I feel in a complete fog. But how could I just ring him at work and drop it on him now, even though part of me wants to do exactly that. “Morning, Seb? All good? Yeah I’m great - work busy? Good good - by the way, you’re going to be a Daddy - yeah, I know its quick, but it’s great news isn’t it? Let’s go pram shopping.”

     No, that wasn’t the way I wanted to tell him. It had to be done properly - it was already too soon, and placing far too much pressure on our fledgling relationship. I have to get all the facts first then I can think things through and figure out the best way to tell him. I’ve not even come to terms with it myself yet. I glance across at the posters crowding the wall in front of me, showcasing breastfeeding, anti-smoking in pregnancy campaigns and then my eyes fix on a 40 week gestation calendar. If I was 7 weeks pregnant the baby would be about the size of a blueberry.

	I’m lost in my own little world and nearly miss my name being called by the radiographer that has appeared at the doorway of room 4, her blonde curls and bright lipsticked smile, a comforting boost as my knees nearly buckle upon standing. I head in and place my bag and coat on the chair and take a deep breath to calm my nerves.; right girl this is it - do or die.

     “Lucia Myers?”

     “Yes.”

     “Good, at least we’ve got that part right.” She chuckles and I smile weakly at her attempts to settle my anxiety. “Have you had a scan before?”

     I nod. “With my first baby and also with gynae problems.”

     “Ok good, so you know what to expect. If you can lie back onto the bed, pull your top up and undo your trousers, then pull those and your pants down to your pubic bone. I’ll rub some cold gel on your tum and we’ll see what’s going on inside of there.”

     I go into robot mode and lie back onto the exam table, the fresh paper covering it, tearing slightly with my movements. Do they never fix the ceiling tiles in this place - there’s always one that’s cracked or stained from a leak? My mind wanders off as I hear the Radiologist gathering her equipment and speaking to her assistant. 

     “So, it says here you think it may be around 8 weeks since your last period?”

     “Maybe 9?” I wince at my uncertainty and quickly justify my flakiness. “I have Endometriosis so they can be a little all over the place and last forever.” 

     She bobs her curls in understanding, smiling patiently. “There’s mention here of the morning after pill - when was that?”

     “5 weeks, give or take.”

     “Hmmm.”

     She squirts some of the icy jelly onto my stomach and I flinch as its hits my skin, then watch as she grabs the scan tool, pressing it gently across me, smoothing the substance in as she goes in different directions. God, I need to pee. 

     “Well, you’ve certainly got a full bladder, well done you.” No shit sherlock! 

     My eyes are focused on her face, concentration prominent as she analyses the grey and black blobs, on the small screen to my right. I can hardly see it without twisting my neck uncomfortably but I know all scan images always remind me of moving pencil drawings; smudged and grainy - how they manage to figure out what is what, I don’t know. 

     After what seems an age of silence, she stops, places the wand back in its holder and passes me a paper towel to wipe my belly. Sheer panic grips me. This can’t be good. 

     “Right - I can’t see anything at the moment but that’s not to say there’s nothing there to see. You have a rather steep retroverted uterus and we may find it easier at this early stage to do a Transvaginal Ultrasound. So, if you can nip out and empty your bladder then come back in - Ok?”

     I nod mutely at her. It’s always the case with me and my blasted body. I had the same issue with Finn and the delays were always concerning. The fear that had gripped me when I saw her face though; the thought that there perhaps wasn’t a baby, surprised me. I think I really want this, even though the timing is so off? I think I really want Seb’s baby.

     I head out the door, past the waiting patients and around the corner, where I remember the toilets being last time. Thank God, they’re still here - any further and I’d need a clean up on aisle 4! I have the most rewarding wee, the pressure dissipating immediately and pain relinquishing from my bladder and then wash my hands. As I open the door, ready to face things head on, no matter the outcome, I hear my name called by a cheeky-chappy and in an exceedingly familiar accent.

     “Lulu - what you doing here?”

     “G?” Oh bollocks!

     “Suzie’s just having some extra blood tests but you’ve missed the scan love - was over half an hour ago.”

     Think, think woman. “Oh no, I was going to leave you two to enjoy that special moment together as man and wife G. No I’m here for a scan too - you know how I have women’s problems? Well it’s just my regular check up.” 

     There that should floor him.

     As expected it has the desired effect and he looks uncomfortable. “Ahh, well good luck, Lu. I’ll tell Suze you were here. Shall we wait for you? Will you be long?”

     “No don’t be daft I’ll be fine. Look I better go - they’re waiting for me back in the room - I had to pee halfway through - the joys of being a woman.” I lean over and kiss his stubbled cheek. “Is everything ok with the baby?”

     “All good, Auntie Lulu.” He gives me the thumbs up and I grin back at him.

     “Brilliant, such exciting times for you both. Give Suze my love and tell her I’ll call her tonight - and please thank her for dropping Finn at Crèche this morn.” 

     I don’t wait for an answer before dashing back to the safety of room 4, disappearing into darkness once again. That was far too close for comfort, but hopefully, he’d not realise that today was Maternity clinic on the Ultrasound Ward and that they were not doing gynaecological scans in this part of the hospital that day. 




     The Radiographer scans me, using the gigantic dildo shaped wand, complete with condom and yet more jelly and after telling me to relax, which is never going to happen, I do my best to do just that, so that she can get the best assessment.  The minutes feel like hours, and I have to remind her that I only have one ovary when I see her puzzled expression, when reviewing that area for the notes - it was always the same, since I lost it during the birth of Finn. Finally, with a smile she pulls the screen towards me so I can see more clearly.

     “Right, this is the gestational sac…”

     I peruse the small teacup shaped blob bobbing about in the black hole inside my uterus and feel my chest grow tight and tears begin to well. She’d found him or her - they existed; had been hiding. 

     Our baby.

     “I would say that you are 7 weeks and 3 days and from this scan we can calculate a due date for you. I take it you are pleased with the news.”

     I roll my lips to control my breathing and stop the overwhelming gush of emotions filling me at that second. “Very.”

     “Well congratulations. I’ll send a report to your GP and you can clean up now. Would you like a picture?”

     “Yes please.” 

     I dress hastily but in a daze. It was already real but after the first scan had shown nothing, I’d convinced myself it was all in my head. Nope - you’re pregnant. Preggers. Up the duff. In the pudding Club. Knocked up. Up the spout. With child. Expecting… 

    My head reels until I consider the one idiom that makes me calm and warm inside - I’m ‘going to be a mum again’ - yeah, I like that one. Another little Finn or Finnetta - either would do. I didn’t think I’d have another child - I suppose I never really considered it, after splitting with Niall. Holy shit - everything is going to change.

    Walking down the corridor, I’d wandered up less than hour before, nervous and expectant, now just as nervous, yet at least I’m informed. I hold the scan picture in my hands; there was no point putting it off any longer, I had to tell Seb.




*****







     I grab my phone and first text Seb.




Are you free tonight? We need to talk. 

I’ll get a sitter. Let’s make a date of it. Xx




     His reply is almost instant. 




TFFT. I thought you’d gone AWOL. I was worried.

     

	Crap, he wasn’t happy, there was no kiss. I check the side of my phone and remember that it is still on silent from the hospital and see it is, and then notice the many many messages from him. Call me! Evytg OK? See you 2nite? I also see an email from Jackie alerting me to several missed calls in the office from Sebastian, Suzie, Carolyn Walters and a supplier I used for soft furnishings. Sebastian is my priority right now.




I’m fine just knocked phone to silent. U up for a date?




*

S’all good. I’ve got just the place. 

Will pick u up at 6.30. Wear a dress. Missed u x




     I smile at his response, of course he would arrange where we were going, ever the controller, then again everything was about to change between us tonight and after the snippets of conversations we’d ever had about our future and kids, namely in the Maldives, I’m not sure how he would take the news. To be blunt - I am shitting myself. Control is fast slipping away so I’m happy to allow him this last piece of the power pie.

     I text Suzie next, to return her call and see if she’ll babysit for Finn. She agrees to come to mine for 6pm. Right, all I have to do now is get ready - what does one wear when they’re informing their very early-days boyfriend that they are about to become a father?




*****
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		“Hey you.”

	“Hey you, yourself.” Sebastian enters and regardless of Suzie standing behind us, he steps into my body, and frames my face with both hands, gently forcing me to face him, look at him, before lowering his head in a sweet hello kiss that makes me forget my surroundings and stand on my tiptoes. “I missed these lips. I missed this nose, these eyes.”

	“I missed you too.” 

	“Is Finn in bed?”

	“He is - just gone.”

	I see the look of disappointment cross his eyes and am filled with a sense of happiness that he wants to see him so much. Surely if he feels like this about Finn, he could love another - his own biological child? 

	“I missed you too, Seb.” Suzie interrupts my thoughts giggling from the steps, her impressive 5month bump unmistakable.

	“Hey, Suze. Wow, look at you, Mama - how you doing?”

	“Everything’s fine. We had our baby scan yesterday, in fact G saw Lu there - anyway it was the big halfway scan and it went well. Gino cried of course.”

	Seb looks across at me for a second and then laughs at Suzie. “Big G is so excited about the baby!”

	“He is that. He’s driving me potty Seb. He definitely needs a boy’s night out soon - some male bonding time. I think he’s more hormonal than I am!”

	“No probs - tell him I’ll ring him this week and we’ll go for a beer. I’ll rope Nathan in too.”

	“Fabby. You look very well. Was the holiday out of this world?”

	“It was perfect - rather like your sister here.”

	My eyes flick back to his and the heat I see there makes my body tingle. How am I going to get through tonight when all I want to do is jump him?

	“Alright, you two sizzlers. Off you go and be… alone.” She pats her belly and pouts. “It’s official I’ve become a big fat gooseberry.”	

	I kiss her cheek. “I won’t be late. Thanks for sitting.”

	“Not a problem - you kids go have some fun. “ Her wink makes me smile and we leave. 

	Right, it was now or never. 




*****




	The drive to our location, which Sebastian will not divulge as it was a surprise, was difficult and eerily quiet - it was my fault completely and I was aware for the entire journey that Sebastian was uncertain of my behaviour. Sort yourself out Lu, before you fuck this up! 

	I spend most of it on a knife’s edge, waiting for him to ask me why I’d been at the hospital yesterday, and when he doesn’t I figure he’d probably not picked up on that little snippet of information from Suzie’s lips. That is really not like Seb though - nothing usually gets by him. 

	I gaze at myself in the wing mirror, my inner voice drilling it into me to just come out with it but how? How do I ruin the wonderful relationship we were building? Instead the butterflies continue to dance around in my belly, as the nerves build. The weight of the small grey baby scan picture, in the inside zip pocket of my bag, becoming heavier by the second. Oh to be able to have a stiff drink right now to calm them. By the time we reach our destination I’m a bag of anxiety.

	“We’re here, Lu? You Ok?”

	Am I OK? I drop the mirror and re-touch my lipstick, surprised how calm the woman in the reflection appears. I can do this. Let’s enjoy the date and just being with my man and then I’ll tell him. It doesn’t have to be now. Let me have tonight.

     The old-school cinema is housed in what appears to be an abandoned warehouse, yet as I enter I realise I couldn’t have been more wrong. My creative eye is piqued the moment my feet squish into the plush black carpet. Predominantly decorated in a 1950’s black and white theme, hundreds of old movie imagery are pasted like wallpaper newspaper cuttings to the ridiculously high loft ceilings and large industrial staircases spiral in the corner to the upper levels. It is fabulous and completely unique!

	“You like?” Sebastian’s inquisitive but happy expression is as childlike as my own.

	“I like! This place is out of this world. The ambience, the decor; how did you find it?”

	“I knew you’d love it. I found it when I was working in Manchester. It reminds me of that old cinema we used to haunt during our Uni days - you know the one on Drury Lane?”

	“Totally, but this one is so much more plush.”

	We head up the steps to the first floor, where a huge bar and waiting area awaits, complete with  an old-fashioned popcorn maker, old sweet shop, hotdog stand and a pizzeria restaurant to the right. The place is deserted though. 

	Where is everyone?

	“Are you sure its open, Seb? There’s no one here!”

	His cheeky wink is so sexy I gasp inwardly. “I had a word with the owner and we have the place to ourselves. Come, let’s choose some treats and drinks and they’ll bring some extra canapes into us, when we get hungry.”

	I’m hungry already, but not for food. The man is just gorgeous and he’s all mine. The thought of sitting next to him, for the next few hours, in the dark makes my tummy flip-flop in anticipation. I just love being around him and now that I’ve decided to forget all things pregnancy related for a few hours I can just indulge my cravings. 

	We choose drinks and I refuse the champagne Seb initially suggests, choosing  soft drink instead. We then grab a selection of sweets from the array of brightly coloured penny sweet jars; strawberry laces, cola bottles and gummy bears and Sebastian grabs a large salted n sweet popcorn. A well dressed young man, shows us the way, through arched doors, labelled Screen 1, into a dark velvet lined room and to our seat, which are also not the norm, but instead cosy velveteen sofas, complete with plumfy cushions. 

	“Ooh sofas!”

	“I know - we can cuddle up and I’ll have you right next to me the whole time.”

	Just my thoughts.

	“I’ve hardly left your side these past few weeks.”

	“That was my cunning plan.”

	We snuggle down, get comfy and I feel Seb’s arm slide along the back of the sofa, his warm hand clasping my shoulder. This was bliss. I’d loved the holiday but coming home to Finn and rainy England had been wonderful, with Seb at my side although it had been manic the past few days, easing myself back into work and reality. This chance to kick back and spend some quality time with my lover in the middle of the day, felt somewhat illicit, naughty, but oh, so nice! 

	His lips press against my hair and I scoot down into the comfy settee and his body further. The scent of him filling my nostrils, all clean with that sexy edge - I haven’t a clue what we are here to watch. I’d just done as I was asked and followed him, like a lapdog.

	“What’s the movie?”

	“You’ll see.

	I swat him playfully. “Don’t hold back. What are we watching? I don’t do horrors you know that.”

	“I know. Don’t worry. Trust me.” He lifts my chin with a finger and leans in to kiss me, gently, before the expected sparks flicker around us and the need to deepen the kiss is a must.

	“Not yet, lady. Wait till the lights go out.”

	“Spoil sport.” But I’m rewarded with a thigh squeeze and happily settle in as the lights go down and the movie begins.

	Its not long before I realise that this is an older film and a saucy one at that. I had never seen Nine 1/2 weeks before and had mentioned it a few times to Seb over the years. I can’t believe he’s remembered but more importantly, I can’t believe we are going to watch this in here - together. 

	I feel his eyes flicker over me but I continue to watch the screen, as Kim Basinger makes her first appearance. The cheesy 80’s music filtering through the cinema surround sound is fabulously kitsch and I squish Seb’s hand in thanks. This is just what I wanted. Something really unusual and me and him - alone.

	“You happy?”

	“Very. I can’t believe you’ve arranged this. We were only talking about it the other night with Abby & Nathan.”

	“Mmm hmmm, and I’m going to prove you wrong.” My confused frown is enough for him to continue his explanation. “…that porn, albeit soft porn has its place. It’s suggestive and provocative and will wet your appetite.”

	Just watching his mouth say the word wet is enough to turn me on but I’m not about to give him the upper-hand and instead revert to pretend prudish Lulu. “Sshhh - you’re spoiling the movie.” I smirk at him, and brush a lock of hair back off my face. “There is no way that this type of film can turn me on. I’ve already told you that, Mr. Silver. I prefer the real thing.”

	“We’ll see.” Then he leans in and whispers in my ear, his rough unshaven stubble, tickling my lobe and I shiver at the subtle touch. “I love a challenge Ms. Myers and you are most certainly that.”

	We let our hands drop to link between us, his thumb stroking rhythmically up and down and I take one last look at his devastating profile before returning my focus to Kim’s journey through the streets of New York. It’s not long before she is in a China Town Deli, with Mickey Rourke making his presence known. His intensive smile is enough to catch Kim’s eye. We watch for a while, and I inch closer to the delicious man next to me, casually sipping his beer. I’m desperate to feel his leg against mine. 

	I love the seductive reggae music as they wander through the flea market, John catching sight of Lizzie, whilst she admires a scarf, and the fact that she is so happy to openly dance - be free. “She reminds me of you. Adorable, unaware of your sexiness and hot! And with a fuckable mouth!” Seb whispers suggestively in my ear.

	I lick my lips to moisten my dry mouth, in the dark. The man was good with words. Rather like Mickey - intelligent and witty with a dark edge to him. The way he buys her the scarf is something Seb would do. In fact reminds me of the time he bought me Louboutin’s and then made me wear them for him. Twenty plus minutes into the script and their unmistakeable attraction is drawing me in, zinging every part of my body to life and making me restless next to my own tall dark lover. I can totally relate to Kim’s panic at just letting herself let go and allowing herself to get swallowed up in the maddening draw of such a seductive man. 

	Sebastian’s hand skims my neck, as his arm slides around me, once again. My spine tingles at the lightest of contact, just as I watch Kim blindfolded. Again I remember the tremble of fear as the mask was tied behind my head but at least I was able to see something. I’m not sure I’d like complete dependence upon a man in such a way. The clink of the ice in its glass is like I’m back in Room 22. I feel like I’m watching myself up there on the big screen with Seb toying with me. His fingers knead my shoulder, warm and firm. My nipples are erect at just the thought, pushing through my dress, aching and heavy. I wish he’d reach down and grab my breast.

	I take a sip of my diet coke in it’s glass bottle, through the straw, catching the condensation running down the bottle with my tongue. I can feel Seb’s eyes upon me, his other hand on my knee. The heat emanating from him is comforting in the air-conditioned theatre, even though I’m already becoming hot and bothered. The sound of my own breath rings in my ears. Every slight movement is not enough, not nearly enough. Kim’s character is erotically charged, obsessed and can’t concentrate on her work. Her body needing to be touched continuously. She is me.

	I hate that yet again the controlling alpha male that fills my waking thoughts and turbulent dreams, is right. This kind of movie is a turn-on when you’re with the person that turns you on; the only person who can turn you on and with whom you can be yourself.

	Jumping, my eyes fasten on a figure making his way towards us, interrupting our private party for two. How dare he? He’s carrying a tray but after placing it on a side table at the edge of the sofa, he gives a quick polite nod to Sebastian, before scurrying away, as fast as his legs will carry him. The sense of relief is immense. 	

	I feel Sebastian move away from me but not for long as I watch Lizzie and John act out their food fetish’s in front of the fridge. I’d heard about this scene in magazine articles about making sex more fun, over the years. Then jump as I feel something against my mouth. Sweet and cool and melting. Strawberries dipped in chocolate. We hold eyes the whole time he feeds it to me, pushing his thumb pad into my mouth and I suck. The moment is so damned sexy, my heart is pounding and reminiscent of our special night. I slowly lick my lips, touching a fingertip to them to collect any juice. He feeds me another, the frozen chocolate cracking loudly as my teeth bite into it. We kiss and his tongue licks my lips clean of any residue. God, please don’t stop. My core clenches and I place my leg over his knee, leaving it swinging gently, his hand returns to my knee to hold it there. My whole body is tingling, buzzing. Addicted.

	As ‘Say Goodbye’ plays over a montage of their intimate time together. Him buying her underwear, their laughter and banter, their desperation to have one another at every turn. Primal. I move my left leg out a little further, opening myself and raising my dress above my knees. It’s instinctive. I can sense Seb’s awareness next to me, his body language is open, firm thigh more taut, fingers kneading my leg, moving inwards - higher. I hold my breath as they slide upwards and he leans in and presses his head to mine. His other hand flicking my strap down, causing my breast to ping free in its lacy encasement. I groan out loud as his palm feathers over my nipple and cups me. His other hand, nearly at the apex between my thighs. My surprise nearly upon him. I can feel the heat down there, and the damp, ready to welcome him home.

	I look up at the screen as Kim and Mickey are fucking in the alley, water cascading all over them, him ripping her vest top to free her breasts and watch in awe, as I feel my own breast being kneaded, his roughened fingertips sliding inside my cups to perch me, making me more accessible and extra pert. As his finger nears my opening I lick my lips and sigh in pleasure as he slides one then two fingers inside me.

	“Ah fuck me - if I’d known you were commando, baby, we’d never have gotten this far into the film.”

	I smile and wriggle further onto his fingers. Our faces are touching and nudging one another without actually kissing making the waiting game unbearable. I can’t believe I’m naked to the waist, my breast out on show, in a public place. I’m completely wanton and desperate to have him fuck me and fill me. His fingers work their magic, flicking over my clit and swooping back inside, over and over, around and around until finally my mouth puckered and ready, he tongues me.

	And it is heaven. I can’t get enough as we devour each other’s lips, sucking and tasting and merging until we are one and I moan at the loss, as he drops to the floor, moving my legs one by one to hook over his shoulders, my stilettos resting on the back of row in front of us. His sexy, hooded, liquorice blacks holding my gaze in the dark, hooded and full of sex, the image of Kim undressing behind him, leaning back on the bed, waiting for John. I watch as he slowly, with exquisite steadiness, pushes my dress higher, baring me to him. His mouth is so close to my pussy, spread open wide to his face, I can feel his breath upon my clit, brushing over it as ripples of pleasure  pour over me. My heels grate on the hard metal backs of the seat in front, as I push down into his face and throw my head back towards the high domed ceiling of the theatre. Finally his tongue reaches out and licks me. My moan echos around us as I look up at the screen, where Mickey has just asked Kim to ‘Spread your legs for Daddy’. 

	“I’ll never get enough of your taste. I’ll never get enough of you. Let yourself go, Lu.” 

	All I want is Seb - nothing could have stopped me having him at this moment, here, in a public place. I clasp my hand over his, now kneading my breast and free my other nipple, roughly dragging the material trapping it to one side, before tweaking it in unison with his own movements on the other. His tongue continues to work its magic, thrusting inside of me, rimming the side of my labia and washing back and forth across my needy nub, then repeating the process over and over, before slipping a finger inside of me. The spirals of pleasure begin to speed up, flying around at breakneck speed to reach their end goal. My whole body is on fire; burning for him, full of need and addicted to this beautiful man and what he can bring out of me. In that moment I shatter around him, crying out into the dark so loud, I’m sure that the young attendant heard me. I don’t care. I’m melting.

	“That’s it, baby - scream as loud as you want.”

	“I want you to fuck me. Seb, I need you in me now!”

	His mouth falls on mine and I can taste myself on him, as he invades me, duelling our tongues. I drop my legs as he returns to sit beside me on the sofa and pats his lap. His cock, jutting out of his jeans, ready and engorged and rock hard. Settling over him, my knees either side, he draws my dress upwards, baring me to him again. My behind is out for anyone to see, my back to the screen, my pussy on view, as I grab him and slowly impale myself onto his cock. He watches as I painstakingly take him all, swallowing him with my needy pussy. His hiss is all I need to take the last few inches of him inside of me. The sheer size of him makes me gasp and I feel his warm hand grab my hips to encourage me to move, then drop to cup my behind, massaging it as we begin to form a rhythm. Back and forth, back and forth with a little rotation thrown in every once in a while and his mouth is on my tits as I cradle his head to my chest. His groans become quicker, more invested as I feel him grow harder within in me and my recently serviced and swollen clit rubs against him in tandem, the grinding of our bodies, wild and determined. We shatter together as we reach euphoria, breaths ragged and frantic.

	“I fucking love you.”

	“Like no other.” My words come out in broken breaths.

	“Me and you, baby.”

	I can hear the strains of the credits and end track behind us but right now I don’t care that I missed the ending - we’d made our own ending to nine and half weeks. Our own ending to nearly four weeks.

	Sebastian assists me in settling comfortably back onto the sofa and I use a tissue from my purse to have a quick clean up, before we meet again for a love-filled kiss. This had been the most fabulous and naughty date-night. I am so lucky but already twinges of reality are beginning to flicker through my mind as my body comes to terms with the immense climax I’ve just experienced.

	“So, I was right.”

	“Sorry?”

	“Porn does have an effect on you.”

	“No. Not porn.”

	“Really, Ms. Myers - after what we just shared you cannot admit to yourself that watching two people having sex made you wet?”

	I chew my lip, unsure how to answer this one. He was right it had turned me on - hugely. But I still hated porn and the way it objectified women to total perverts.

	“Don’t chew your lip, baby or I’ll lie you down right here, amongst the stray popcorn buckets and used sweet wrappers and show you how you make me feel, when you do that.”

	With a coy smile I look up at him, purposely seductive. I love that I can make him want me with such a simple expression. “This film … maybe.”

	“What? This film maybe - what? You have to say it, Lu. I want to hear you say it.”

	“This film made me feel decadent.”

	“It made you horny!”

	God could he not just drop it - don’t sugarcoat it Lu. “Yes. You got your way. It made me ridiculously horny.”

	“I knew it would.”

	“I know. That’s why we came.”

	“We certainly did that, baby and it was seriously hot. You were amazing! You never cease to surprise me. Loved the no panties.”

	I laugh at his crude play on words and continue to freshen up my make-up, with my compact whilst he watches me, casually sitting back into the sofa, looking unrumpled, like he hasn’t just been fucking like a virile animal in the cinema. “That was soft porn, baby and the story of a couple, so transfixed by one another, sexually; playful together yet so intense are their feelings - I can totally relate.”

	“Can you now?” I feel his eyes boring into mine.

	“Yes - it makes me wet just thinking about it.”

	“Ah jeez, Lu - I think you and I better get out of here before I ravish you again.”

	“No I think I need to stay a while, maybe watch another?”

	“Not a chance, I want to take you home - to bed.”

	“Are you admitting I’m right and you’re wrong then?” I smile at him, loving that I have the ability to challenge him like this.

	“Ok you win. I got off more watching you becoming aroused and I’ve never experienced that before.”

	That surprises me and warms me all at once. “Really?”

	“Really.”

	We stand and I grab my bag, his arm at my waist ready to guide me and I turn to look up at him. “Seb?”

	“Yes, Gorgeous?”

	“I was turned on by the film but only because you were here with me - only because of our experiences, together; what you’ve done to me and for me, the past month - weeks.”

	“Me too, baby. Me too. I think we should make date night a regular thing on a Tuesday for us.” His kiss on my lips connects our words. “Now let’s go grab a bite to eat - I’m starving. A guy can’t live on strawberries alone, no matter how well they’re put to use or how good they taste on your lips.” His cheeky wink, earns him a playful whack but my hand is caught in his just before I do real damage and drawing me into him for another kiss I melt; I’m only hungry for him it seems but the second we leave the cinema house and are in the car, those slight twinges of reality build to one enormous wake-up call, hitting me with a catastrophic bang. 

	What am I doing? I’m just putting a plaster on the problem and continuing like nothing is wrong here. I can’t believe I’d succumbed in such a manner - it must be the pregnancy hormones but I’m even more horny than ever; it’s not taking much to flick me from luke-warm to boiling point with Sebastian. How am I going to tell him now? When I’ve just fucked him in a public place; I am hardly showcasing my perfect mothering instincts. I’m suddenly appalled at my behaviour. I need breathing space. I can’t be around him for when I am, I can’t think - he consumes me.

	My eyes begin to well, the burn of scalding hot expectant tears make me panic and I turn away from him and nudge my bottom lashes with a finger. Oh God no, not here  - bloody hormones.

	“Seb - I need to go home.”

	He’s just clipped his seatbelt into place and indicated to set off and reacts to my words with an angry frown. “Is it Finn? Is everything OK?”

	He’s so thoughtful. How do I tell him it’s him. I need to escape him. The one person I’m addicted to - the one person I can’t live without - the one person I need to share my news with but that it will change everything for.

	“I just don’t feel great.”

	“Really? You were fine just now?”

	“I’m sorry. Will you just take me home.”

	“Lu - tell me what’s the matter?”

	I sigh. “Nothing.”

	“Is that a nothing, which actually means something - you know one of those nothing’s that comes out in a argument months later and was monumental?”

	God, for someone who didn’t do relationships he was good - then again he’d always been good with women.

	“I’m just tired. You wore me out.” I fake a smile at him and try to relax. 

	I’m so ashamed at myself. I can’t tell him now.

	He doesn’t answer but turns left onto the Motorway that will take us to Bodley.
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		I look at this beautiful man, knowing he is confused and waiting for my next move; his control slipping away by the second, along with his thinning patience. I love him so much but my head is in bits. 

	“Lu, is everything alright?”

	“I just need to clear my head - can you allow me that? Give me tonight and then we’ll talk.” I’m suddenly drained; a combination of our earlier sexual exploits, the recent long-haul flight, straight back into work, the hospital drama and oh yes, being pregnant. My brain is swimming and all I want to do is climb into bed and sleep for an eternity.

	He sighs in his seat next to me, his focus on the windscreen, then stares at me. “ Is that such a good idea - I mean you tend to complicate things when you have the time to dwell.”

	WTF? Arrghhh!

	He softens the blow, placing his sexy hand on my thigh and squeezes continuing, “I know you, baby, you forget. I know your quirky little ways.”

	I place my hand over his and look right at him. “I need tonight.”

	He nods. “Ok. I just worry that I’m losing you again. I can feel it. We’ve had this amazing break away together and now we’re home we’re back to square one.”

	I frown; maybe he was right. I don’t want him to think I’m not invested in this; God nothing could be further from the truth - just the opposite in fact. I’m just terrified I’m going to move us forward at 100mph and we’re going to crash. “We’re fine, Seb. We do need to talk. Can we tomorrow? I’m just exhausted.”

	“I’ll be here.”

	His body language says pissed off and I’m saddened especially after what we’d shared at the cinema. Leaning over I kiss his generous mouth, and sit back looking into his eyes. “Surely what we shared tonight shows how in sync we are?”

	“That’s sex, Lu - you and I have no fucking problem in the fucking department.”

	Oh shit - he really is pissed.

	“Ok. Night then. Love you.”

	“Night.”

	As I head to the house and let myself in, I feel his eyes on my back, then the second I close the door, the screech of his tyres as he pulls away is deafening - someone needed to cool off.

	BOLLOCKS! That could have gone better. I hang my coat and head into the lounge to find Suzie watching the beginnings of the late stream of EastEnders. “You’re back early? Good night?”

	“Yeah. Finn Ok?”

	“Absolute diamond. Out for the count, little love.”

	“Ah, thanks so much, babe. Do you want a cuppa?” Please say no. I just want to crawl under my duvet.

	“Oh go on then. G said he’d come get me when you came home so I’ll text him now and you and I can have a quick catch up.” 	

	We head down to the kitchen and I flick the kettle on and lean against the cooker, as she takes a seat, battling to balance on the stool.

	“Bloody hell.” I rush to assist her and she puts her hands up in annoyance. I’m fine. I can do it. Please don’t turn into your brother-in-law.”

	Smirking at her exasperated expression I look at her lovely face, similar to my own in so many ways yet so markedly different - bless if I’m tired at only 7 weeks, she must be shattered. We natter about The Maldives and Dubai and the nursery plans and I prepare the tea and assist her down again from her perch and then we take the brews back up to the sofas, where she can settle in more comfortably. 

 	Her big brown eyes grow bigger with her next words. “So, tell me where, Mr. Gorgeous took you?”

	“The Cinema.”

	“Really - hmmph I thought it would be more exciting than that? I’m surprised you two made it out of the car the way he was eating you up with his eyes.”

	I smile fondly. “He booked it out for us. There was no one there, Suze. Just him and I, oh and … Mickey Rourke.”

	Her confused brow raise makes me laugh. “He wasn’t there in real form, he was on the big screen getting down and very dirty with Kim Basinger.”

	Her mouth forms a big O’ and she nods in respect. “That guy has moves I’ll give him that. You can’t beat a bit of soft porn on the big screen to get a girl excited.”

	He certainly does. “I fucked things up though..”

	She looks up concerned. How so?”

	“He wanted to go eat - I really needed to talk to him about something, something important and I chickened out. His sexy smile and charm taking my mind off my end goal and then I just felt… well it wasn’t the right time.”

	“What… to tell him that you’re pregnant?” she casually takes a sip of her tea, appraising me coolly over the rim.

	Jesus! “Suzie? What the hell are you talking about?” Oh Shit!

	“Oh, come on! I’ve been waiting for you to ring and tell me since Gino saw you at the clinic yesterday, but when you didn’t I figured you were going to tell Seb first - tonight.”

	Was it that obvious? “How did you know?”

	“Well I didn’t need to be Einstein to figure it out that the clinic yesterday was only for maternity but to be honest Lu, you had that accident a month or so back and Abby said you’d been nauseous in Dubai…”

	Did everyone know?

	“Please don’t say anything to ANYONE, Suze — I mean it - I need to tell Seb first. He has to hear it from me. OK?”

	“Of course. What are you going to do, hun? Are you happy? Shocked? Devastated? All of the above?”

	I let out a huge gush of breath and suddenly feel like a weight has been lifted, maybe talking about it with my sister is the best thing to do? 

	“I’m not sure. I mean I’m happy of course I am. I love him - and I’d love to have his baby but…”

	“It’s all very soon.”

	“So soon.”

	She uncrosses her legs and stands to come join me on my sofa, slipping an arm across my shoulders and drawing me to her. “Look, what will be will be. You’re right you need to talk to Seb and see where you two stand but I know how that man looks at you and he loves you, so I know he’ll support you. You will get through this.”

	I lean my head into her strength, grateful for her words, even if I’m not sure of them. “I’m not unsure of his love for me, Suze. He just doesn’t want kids.”

	“Has he told you that? He loves Finn, I find that hard to believe, he’s so good with them.”

	“No - he told me in The Maldives, even before I realised I was expecting, that kids weren’t an option for us in our future. He seemed adamant but never gave me a reason why. We have Finn and that is enough for him, he said - for us.”

	I glance to Suzie’s face, where I can see clear understanding now of my reluctance to jump in to announce to Sebastian my condition. “Either way you just need to rip it off, babe - get some sleep tonight, then see him tomorrow and tell him, before someone else does.”

	I push back from her in annoyance. 

	“It won’t be me, I promise, but these things have a way of coming out when you least expect them to and are least prepared.”

	I know she’s right.

	She kisses my head and we smile at each other. “It’s too soon but wouldn’t it be nice to think we’d be pregnant together, babe.”

	I can’t think that far ahead but I nod weakly. My head is fuzzy, like it’s full of cotton wool.

	“How many weeks are you?”

	“7!”

	“And all looks good.”

	“Yes.”

	“Well that’s a positive in this mess. After you took that morning after pill, I was little worried.”

	“Does Gino know, Suze?”

	“Does he heck? Hasn’t got a clue and it’ll stay that way until you’re ready. Ok?” She winks and I mouth ‘thank you’ as we hear the knock at the door. Her husband’s timing was perfect.

	I say my goodbye’s and lock-up, turning the lights off as I go and as I leave the lounge I double back. I could have sworn I saw someone sitting in a dark saloon opposite the house… watching. For added measure I close the curtains, something I rarely do downstairs and hold them tightly together. I’m sure it’s because I’m over tired and exhaustion is setting in but this feeling of being observed is becoming a regular occurrence. 

	I feel like I’m going mad. 
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	“No No No No No No No!!!!!!!! All my plans, all my fucking plans and she does this to me - this? How fucking dare she?”

	He knew she was ungrateful but this was the last straw. No - this wasn’t going to work at all. Not at all. It didn’t fit in with his plans. He was trying to get rid of her friends and family not bring on more baggage!!! He would have to make her understand that she only needed him - she had to realise the error of her ways. 

	It was bad enough she had one kid but at least he could be palmed off on her bloody parents or his real-dad. Now she was expecting him to bring up another bastard? A shiny bastard wrapped in Silver coating - bollocks to that!

	No fucking way!

	She was taking the utter piss out him. “She’s got no respect for you and what you’ve done for her, risked for her - she doesn’t even care!”

	“Fuucckk!”

	He launches the scanner into the backseat of his car, bellowing in to its confines. Thumping his hand down hard on the steering wheel he winces as pain shoots up through his arm - she caused him nothing but pain. Well she would feel his pain - she wouldn’t get away with this, not this time, she’d gone too far.

	Fucking bitch sister of hers had finally had a use - it’d been worth listening to her moaning on about her own issues long enough and her pathetic husband for all this time just to get this crucial bit of information that would change lives forever. His life. 

	Hadn’t his love heard of protection? WHORE!

	She was a grown-woman for fuck’s sake and as for that Silver bastard - well he must be loving this. He probably fucking planned it - yes that’s what’s happened here - she wouldn’t have wanted another child would she? She already has one and struggles with work commitments as it is. No this was his doing - it wasn’t my precious Lucia’s fault. 

	There is no fucking way he’s going to get everything he wants - not this time. He’d already flashed it around in front of him for long enough and now he would pay - now he would get his comeuppance. He couldn’t have it go his way all the time. No, no amount of wealth or connections or handsome action hero looks was going to save him from this devastation.

	Lucia was his and only his and nothing, nothing would come between them!

	As he looks down at his iPad and watches the sister console Lucia, the more and more he sees his love’s reaction to the news, he understands what he needs to do.

 	Lucia didn’t want this - perhaps if she was carrying my child she’d feel differently, be euphoric even. Don’t worry sweetheart there’ll be time for that, if you still can afterwards. He watches her face, zooms in to her expression of uncertainty. She wasn’t happy and he needed to fix that. Touching the screen, he strokes her cheek  gently before trailing it down his teeth gritting as his reaches her mid-section. Unable to see her stomach as she is seated he just stabs the screen in the general area of her abdomen violently, before smoothing his hair away from his face and taking a breath. 

	Using fake drumsticks he taps the steering wheel as Snow Patrol’s Run, hits it’s crescendo, the song increasing in its intensity and matching the ferociousness of his emotions in that moment. The timing couldn’t have been better - he loved this song. His face beamed at his well executed plan; the more and more he thought about it, the harder his cock became. He’d get two for one. Silver would pay and Lucia would be cleansed; his.

	“I’ve been so patient, but no longer…………”	




*****
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		I awake to a moment of bliss where the memory of what I have to do that day hasn’t yet hit that part of my brain and then sigh as it punches me full force. I’ll be glad when today is over.

	I shower, make-up and dress quickly, and make sure Finn is washed and dressed by 7.30am and happily eating his shreddies in front of the TV as a special treat. We’d have been earlier setting off if I hadn’t spent ten minutes looking for my favourite black work stiletto’s - they seem to have vanished off the face of the earth, along with the bra I needed to wear under my white crepe blouse and a couple of other bits and bobs I was noticing. I hoped I hadn’t left them abroad? I was sure that I hadn’t packed any of them?

	Dropping Finn at Crèche I make my way to work and without hesitation decline two calls from Sebastian en route. I’m not ready to speak to him yet. I need a hot drink and a good few hours ploughing myself head first into plans for The Ashton’s additional bedroom makeovers. It will anger him further but right now, it was worth it to enable me these next few additional hours.

	Once at work, I check in with Jackie and spend an hour catching up on general office communication. She smiles as she supplies me with my 9th single rose from FWC and I take it from her, instantly guilty. He’d also sent a huge vase of lilies, which Jacks had placed on show on the Reception desk.

	“You can grab them on your way out, but they look lush here and I can admire them for the day, if that’s OK with you?”

	“Of course. Thanks, Jack. Was there a card for the lilies?”

	“No. Just the black box.”

	I nod and make my way to my desk - I have to tell him soon.

	Finally at 12pm I’m left alone with my thoughts. My unopened e-mails twinkle annoyingly at me but before I open any of them, I slip the note from the cream envelope and promptly frown. 
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	He seemed excessively pissed - I mean, I know I’ve been distant, and it’s not fair to him but at the same time as I hold the rose to my nose, I wish he could just give me a minute to figure things out. We don’t work apart though and Sebastian Silver didn’t do distance, not where I was concerned. But isn’t that what you love about him? I remind myself. 

	No, he was confused and he had every right to be. Not long now, Seb, I promise. 

	Sighing, I make a head-start with my inbox through each one, cataloguing, deleting and replying where necessary. As I’m responding to a lengthy message with regard to The Gilded Fox, another email pings into my inbox and I instinctively click on it. 




To: Lucia Myers

Subject: Obviously only way to get in touch with you 

From: Sebastian Silver




Don’t know what I’ve done but call me. I don’t take kindly to being ignored…

or declined. What are you hiding from me?

We need to talk. 

I won’t disturb you at work but text me with a time for me to come to yours tonight.  

I mean it, Lu - I’m a mess here and it doesn’t sit well with me.

Seb




Sebastian Silver

CEO Silver Construction




	I chew my lip in concentration. Shit. Shit! I really had played this badly. Of course he was a mess, I would be too if he’d suddenly pulled away from me after the week we’d shared together. I grab my phone and text him immediately, then delete his email. I don’t receive an immediate reply but to be honest I don’t deserve a response. Tonight I would make this right, no matter the outcome - at least we would both know where we stood.




I’m sorry, baby. 8pm at mine. Love you. x







	“Now then, my pretty - boy have I missed you.” 

	I look up at the sound of my darling camp Design Assistant and lean back into my chair. “Colin Duttine, the man of the hour.”

	“Moi? What have I been doing this time?”

	I chuckle. “Nothing bad I promise. I’ve just been reading some emails and Mrs Jeffrey's is overjoyed with her new granny-flat extension. So much so, she’s added a bonus for you. I’ll make sure you get it in this month’s pay packet.”

	“Oooh - it makes it all worth while.”

	“It does doesn’t it.” I grin at his dramatic expression.

	“No seriously, doll, I had to listen to her drone on about her gout for weeks but we got there in the end and the place is great now. Who’d have thought that apple green could be the next big thing.”

	“Well, it’s what the client wanted and you made it work - a proper English country garden and she loves it. In fact, she’s entered us into the Homes and garden’s competition.”

	“Shut the front door!” 

	“I kid you not. I’m really proud of you. Thanks for running this place in my absence, Col - you’ve done an amazing job  - and you, Jackie.  I holler in her direction and she waves, whilst talking into her headset.

	“So was it dreamy?”

	“The holiday?”

	“No stupid - the bloody visit to Crèche this morning - yes, the holiday.”

	“It was one of a kind, Col. Seriously special. You and James would love it! Are you two alright now?”

	He flicks my comment away with is hand. “Ah, we’re fine, it was just me overreacting as usual - he’s asked me to move in with him!”

	“Oh. My. God! That’s brilliant news! You’ll be living at The Ashton? How’d you feel?”

	“Whoa, steady, giddy lady - I’m good with it all now - wasn’t at first - definitely threw a bit of a peach cobbler but in the end, James calmed me and gave me a beautiful pink silk smoking gown, and matching slippers and said he needed me. I mean what more can a man want?”

	I get up and kiss him on his cheek. “Absolutely nothing, hun. You’re perfect together. If it feels right, go with the flow and just be you.”

	“That usually works - after all I am perfect.”

	I laugh at his lack of modesty. “That you are, my love. Do I have to call you, Lord now?”

	“Nah, I didn’t think, Lord Colin rolls off the tongue very well.”

	“Hmmm I know what you mean. So just, Colin then…”

	“Oh God no - Count Colin, darling - much more me.” He rests his top teeth over his bottom, Dracula style, providing me with a cheesy smile and I shake my head. The man was mental but I loved him. 

	“Go on fuck off so I can get some work done.”

	“Well you will choose to go sun yourself with a, Silver God, rather than work your butt off like some people.” He blows me a kiss and heads off to the kitchenette and I watch his retreating form deep in thought. Oh to be back on that private beach in The Maldives now. The more and more I think about it, last night’s chat with Suzie had helped massively and blown the cobwebs from my eyes but I’d been wary as to what I could say to her - I mean she was my sister, but she was also pregnant herself. I needed to talk to an impartial party before I spoke to Sebastian. 

	Grabbing my phone, I dial Abby and we arrange to meet in The Velvet Cupcake in half an hour. She never lets me down. 




*****

        

	“Right, so what’s the emergency, babe?” 

	I settle down in front of my pretty best friend and park my bag with hunch of my shoulders. I’m buggered. Well here goes.

	“Hi, Abs  - I’m sorry for the short notice, were you Ok to getaway?”

	“I’m fine, I’m putting an Ad for a nightmare client to bed and the deadline is like, yesterday - so I haven’t long but I could tell this was important, could hear it in your voice. Is everything OK?”

	“Let me order us something and I’ll start.” I make a grab for the menu and avoid eye contact. 

	“Lu, you’re scaring me.”

	I reach up and cover her hand with mine, smiling at her grey glittery shellac nails, she always maintained her nails. “I’m OK please don’t panic, but I just need you, babe - this is big - mahoosive as Finn would say.”

	Her eyes are like saucers as they scan my face for answers and she gulps, nodding in acknowledgement. “Well, I’ve already ordered us hot drink’s and a cupcake each. I figured you’d need a sugar fix - was I right?”

	I rub her arm in thanks, she knew me so well. “Thanks, love, you’re a star - the hot drinks great… the bun I already have…”

	Her screwed up expression is evidence of her complete confusion. “I don’t get you - am I being thick?”

	“I’ve already got a bun…” and I point to my stomach “you know…in my oven.”

	Her hand flies up to her mouth and eyes pop open wide and we stare at each other for what feels like hours, but in reality is seconds. “OMFG!”

	I bite my lip and wince, nodding at her statement. “OMFG it is.”

	“Oh, Lu, are you OK?”

	I nod, then shake my head.

	“No then. Well you won’t be, you’ll be all over the place. Oh you poor thing. These bloody Silver men with their big cocks - no scrap that, big virile cocks!”

	“Will you stop saying the word ‘cock’ in the cafe, love… please - everyone is starting to stare.”

	Abs scrunches her nose and looks around apologetically, muttering “Oops, sorry!” before pointing at my tum and enthusiastically saying, “Anyway on another note, that… must be why that Indian therapist wouldn’t do reflexology on you in Dubai!” 

	I look up at her. “Do you think she could tell? She did keep commenting on me having soft fat tissue on my foot or something or other- maybe that means pregnancy? I’m not sure I believe in all that to be honest.”

	“No, I get you but she wouldn’t use aromatherapy oils either and you can’t use those in pregnancy I know that much from when you had Finn and now with Suzie. Nope - she definitely knew - how clever.”

	I chuckle at her excitement and we stop as our order arrives. As I add sugar to my tea I sigh and lean both elbows onto the table, my face collapsing into my hands. “I have to tell Seb tonight, Abs.”

	“He doesn’t know yet?”

	“No.”

	“Oh shit. How come?”

	“There hasn’t been the right time. I did a test in Dubai, after you and I talked about my dodgy periods the night of the Ball.”

	“You’ve been dealing with this since then… on your own?”

	“Well… no, I did a test, didn’t think I was, then I did another and I was, then I came home and went to the Doc immediately.” I decide to leave out Toni’s part in the pregnancy testing - there was just no point  - Abby would find her, kill her and leave her for the wolves and that wouldn’t help anyone.

	“Why didn’t you say, I’d have come with you?”

	“I know you would but if I wasn’t taking Seb to join me, I had to do it alone, babe - you understand?”

	“Of course I do - Na would have been exactly the same. He would be. Oh christ. So is everything alright?”

	“They think so at the moment. I had a scan and I’m only early - 7 weeks’ish.”

	She nods, listening to me, her face a mish mash of scrunching and frowning in all the right places. 

	“We went out last night and I was all set to tell Seb, just get it all there in the open and he took me to a cinema, booked out solely for us and one thing led to another and before long…”

	“You were doing what got you into this position in the first place.”

	“Hmmm. After that I felt too slutty to say Ta Da I’m preggers!”

	“Don’t be silly - Sebastian would have been fine. God, these alpha men thrive on sex, they can’t expect you to suddenly become celibate just because you’re with child - this is 2015 for fuck’s sake. You must tell him tonight! Do you want me to have Finn - Nathan is coming to mine, but we are staying in?”

	“No, thanks though - I’ll get him to bed and I’ve arranged for Seb to come round about 8.00ish.”

	“I’ll watch from my window for the firework display.”

	“You live 3 miles away.”

	“Exactly.”

	“You don’t think it will go well?” 

	“I know the longer you leave it, the harder it will be. I also know how controlling the Silver men are and it is going to be a constant fight for you to maintain your independence once he does know.”

	“I know!” She gets me so well. “That’s what I’m worried about.”

	“Oh, Lu, it would be my worst fear too - Nathan would have me wrapped in cotton wool.”

	“I just feel bad that I’m pressurising him like this.”

	“Really, Lu? It was his cock that created this baby too and Sebastian loves you - adores you to bits. I know it’s early days for you as a couple, but it’s not early days for you as friends - you’ve known one another forever. I think he’ll surprise you.”

	“I’m not so sure.”

	“Give this a chance. If it’s what you want. I’m here for you, if you need me.”

	I tuck into my cupcake with gusto and finish off the rest of Abby’s as well and smile as I’m reminded of my craving for sweet things during my pregnancy with Finn. And so it starts and so the pounds creep on.

	“One last thing before we go. I’ve been meaning to ask your advice on something.”

	“Please tell me you’re not really a man!” she laughs in mock drawl.

	“No silly!”

	“Oh good I’m not sure I can take any more serious news. Fire away.”

	“Do you remember I mentioned I feel like I’m being watched?” I watch her face carefully for any flicker of recognition and see none. 

	“WTF, Lu? Seriously? Your life’s like a bloody soap opera at the moment!”

	“I know, but I’m serious Abs. I’ve had this sense that someone is watching me for weeks now, but I never see anyone. Everywhere I go, I get that awful feeling like I’m not alone, in a disturbing way - you know? But when I turn around or look out of the window, there’s nothing - no one.”

	“Are you sure you’re not just overworked and now with the pregnancy, the hormones, you’ll be exhausted…?”

	“I thought that too, Abs, I did, but it’s getting worse. I had it outside at The Ashton, I had it outside my house, the lounge, the kitchen and my bedroom windows - at work. It’s giving me the real creeps. Something feels very wrong.”

	She winks at me to lighten the mood and chuckles. “Look, I know that Seb is running with the big players now and hey, I’ve googled the Silver brothers several times since Na and I started dating - I know, I know, sad but you know me - anyway, Sebastian is beginning to make the Society headlines, inevitable really now he’s become wealthier but he’s not a celeb and neither are you? Not yet anyway. I thought only famous people got stalkers?”

	“Yeah, I suppose. I mean I’m not saying it’s a stalker. I never really thought of it, or them or whatever this fucking is, like that but it’s starting to stress me out. I think they, it, he, she, may have been in the house.”

	“Oh Jesus, Lu. What makes you think that?”

	“When we got back from Dubai, there was coke can in the kitchen I’d not had, like someone had been there and a plate in the sink with crumbs and I’m beginning to notice some of my things are missing. 

	“Like what?”

	“Some panties from a set Seb bought me, one of my favourite bras, a pair of shoes I use for work all the time… just little bits that could have a very good reason for their disappearance but I have a nagging niggle…”

	“Why haven’t you said anything sooner? Does Seb know? Your parents? Suzie?”

	“Oh God no - I don’t want to worry my family and once Sebastian is aware, can you imagine the life I’ll lead? Er - haven’t we just talked about this - Operation suffocateLutothepointofmaddness!”

	“Well, I understand that, but you have to discuss this with him and you have to do something.” She shudders openly. “I’ve got the hebbie jeebies now!”

	“Welcome to my world, Abs - I’m on the brink of insanity, I swear.”

	“No you’re not. I know you and this doesn’t sound right. You need to go with your gut and talk to Sebastian - just tell him you’re pregnant first. Unfortunately, you’re going to have to double bag this one. Something maybe you should have thought about a few weeks ago?”

	I ignore her hint at contraception again and sink deeper into my chair. “Lucky me.”

	“My advice would be to soften the blow, with a blow-job in between - that way he’ll at least be calm and relaxed?”

	I giggle at her silly suggestion. “I’ll see how it goes but I might just need to take your advice on this one, babe.”




*****

	

	Four hours later and I’m thankfully ensconced inside my house, Finn has been bathed and fed and is now snuggled up in bed.

	What the bloody hell?” Meg shouts standing in the open front doorway trying to light her now soaked and floppy cigarette. “Did you hear that boom?” her voice is drowned out by the ground-shaking rumble of imminent rain.

    I slide into my favourite coral toe-post slippers, hook a leg underneath my bum and flop back onto my Lemsip-advert plumfy chair. I’d been downstairs since settling Finn for about five minutes when I’d heard the knock at door and Meg had come round from hers. She only lived a few doors down and I felt bad as I hadn’t spent much time with her since my sexual escapades with Sebastian. She and I had been good for each-other when we’d suddenly both become single mums and I’ve definitely not been there for her of late.

    “Wow, that storm sounds close. Yes, there’s the lightening. That was, what -  two seconds?” I ask, as a flicker of ultraviolet light floods the lounge. My mind is definitely on other things. 

    “Yeah I reckon. Although we should all be used to it on Rose Avenue now; the thunder bolts and lightening is very very frightening and a regular occurrence since Mr. Sexy Silver turned up.” She laughs, amused at her childish tune.

    I raise my brows to her in question “Are you annoyed that Sebastian and I got together Meg – I know you fancied him?” I sense that the comment came over as a little bitchy and I’m surprised at my own territorial instincts. Where had that come from? Blame it on the hormones.

    “No don’t be daft, chick,” she corrects me, fumbling to light another Menthol. “He is a gorgeous catch but I knew from our first night in Lords that he had unfinished business with you – even if you didn’t you daft brush.”

    I scrunch my face up and shake my head, reluctant to go into too much detail with regard to the fuck up that Seb and I are at present, she doesn’t know about the pregnancy, nor do I intend to tell her for some time. After all, Meg was going home to Leo and the last thing I want is an ex, no matter how brief, feeling smug at my poor decision making. Speaking about going home - she really needed to soon - he’d be here in an hour.

    “I’m not sure what our business is, other than risky at the moment. We were basically fuck buddies, getting together for mutually beneficial sex – sorry… make that great sex then we became more, but he is a player through and through and comes with a lot of female baggage!” I correct myself smiling secretively, in despite of my anger towards him. It really was fantastic. Who’d have thought such good friends could have such hot energy in bed?

    Who’d have thought you’d be pregnant the first time you slept together?

    Meg snorts “All right, don’t brag. You know that you’re both perfect for one another but equally too god damned stubborn to realize it yet - right? I’m just glad to see you getting back into the sexual saddle, shall we say.” Giggling she draws heavily on the last part of her fag and stubs it out in the little terracotta ashtray, I’d brought back from Portugal a few years ago. “Besides, I have to say I’m rather taken with Leo, but he’s a bit of a slow burner and that Chris ain’t half bad either. It’s great to finally have some fit men in Bodley. What do you think? Surely they can’t resist all of … this?” she wiggles her arms silkily up and down her body, in the style of a generation game hostess.

    Another huge clap of thunder rolls overhead and I jump, making us both giggle even more.

     “Chris and Leo?” I decide against forcing my own views on these men on her - she is happy and that’s what matters - who am I to comment on the fact that she’s up for testing the waters with several at once?Instead, I just grin back at her. “I think we need to get your lucky knickers out and strategise.”

    Meg shrugs her shoulders saucily in response. “Or I could just get my lucky knockers out? That should do the trick!”

    “Sounds like a plan.”

    I’m full-on belly laughing at this point, glad of the distraction from my thoughts about all things Sebastian and baby for all of two minutes but notice something flash past the window. I look up to see Meg step aside, allowing someone to come in out of the heavy rain. Speak of the devil. 

    “Evening, ladies,” Sebastian drawls in his deep sexy voice, his eyes immediately on mine. “I wonder if I could have a word with you, Lucia.” He smiles in the direction of Meg and adds, “In private, if you don’t mind, love.”

    Arrogant bastard. He’s early and now my nerves are going haywire.

    As my stomach does somersaults I try to hold his gaze steadily. It takes everything I have to appear nonchalant, as if I don’t want to throw his cocky arse back on the street and say I’m not ready for you, come back in an hour but it needed to be done and now. 

    “Oh don’t mind me, guys, I’ve tea to sort for the kids anyway.” Meg flusters, open mouthed in her awe of Sebastian’s presence. I sense that she is not ready to escape from the difficult atmosphere but would actually prefer to be a voyeur. This is probably the most excitement she’s had in forever, now that she’s dating dreary Leo the accountant. Sebastian turns his head back to her, obviously questioning why she is still there and with a quick eye-roll directed at me, over Sebastian’s head, she mouths Good Luck and closes the door behind her. Thanks, I’ve a feeling I’m going to need it.




                                  

           *****
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		It’s only then, that I allow myself to really look at Sebastian and my mouth dries, as I take-in the image of his black leather attire. Oh my word he’s come in his motorbike gear; I’m already on the back foot – which he probably realised would happen when he decided to come. He’s so not playing fair!

    Putting his helmet down on the console table, he walks straight through to the lounge, down the stairs and into the kitchen, (sorry my kitchen, I think petulantly) and barks up in my direction, “Are you coming down then?”

    He’s in a great mood. 

    Dumb-founded at his arrogance, I duly follow, hastily checking my appearance in the frameless hall mirror en route. I flick my hair over and smooth it out a little and apprehensively pad down into the basement floor. Taking a deep breath, I hold it a while and then expel it with an exaggerated pursing of my lips; this was going to be tough but I had that excitable flippy-floppy tummy thing going on that happened before you went on a death-trap ride; all eagerness and fear rolled-up into one ball of butterflies.

    Sebastian has already opened the back door when I enter the kitchen, the fresh breeze that fills it is a welcome addition. The rain is pouring into the small yard to the exterior of the house and the sound is deafening as it runs off the roof, through the gutter and escapes via the many cracks, running in heavy trickles onto the path below.

    “Well?” he practically spits the word out, his eyes burning into me in pure contempt. 

    What the fuck? Who the hell does he think he is? What have I done?

    I purposely delay answering him and wander over to the door leaning against it. I stare right back at him, taking in his dark brown eyes and tight jaw. God, he is angry. 

    “I don’t jump at your every command, Sebastian.”

    His eyes assess my every move but he doesn’t speak so I continue. “Get rid of the attitude. Now!” My own voice trembles. I am so annoyed. He was pissed, I understood that but he wasn’t helping and the more he acted so foul the more I retracted from him and it would get us nowhere fast.   

    He rubs his hand over his smooth head in exasperation, obviously uncomfortable.

    “We need to talk.” Nothing but silence…again.

    “We do. I agree.”

    “You’ve ignored me since last night - do I have something to be worried about?”

    “No. Of course not.” Leaning out into the night air, my face and hair are instantly soaked from the overhanging drip above. Great. Not such a good look. Fuck it. The air is so humid in the kitchen, due to the weather and the tempestuous tension in there, that the cool water now running off my hair onto my skin is actually very liberating and enjoying the sensation I step out onto the patio. I don’t wait for Sebastian as I hold my arms up to the dark grey turbulent sky and embrace the cool shower. Seb is leaning against the doorframe, just watching me. I cannot tell what he is thinking, but his eyes are hooded and his mouth set in a grim line.

    “I should never have let you go inside last night.” He sounds emotional. “We started the night off fine. It was amazing and then I don’t know where it went wrong? You went all insular on me - you were so cold.”

    I wince. “I’m sorry that wasn’t my intention. I was just so tired.”

    “And today - my calls, emails? Nada, Lu - you sent me to Coventry.”

    “I sent you a text!” 

    “Well I didn’t get anything.”

    “I promise - I asked you to meet me here at 8pm.” I can’t believe he’s being so obtuse and to prove a point I retract my phone from my pocket, scroll down to his name in my messages folder and go to the one I sent him earlier… where it sits unsent and unread with an exclamation mark next to it. Oh crap! “Bloody signal at work - see I typed it and thought I’d sent it. See!” I shove the phone in his face but his unimpressed look is statuesque. I’d probably be the same in his shoes.

    I look at my feet, my voice breaks a little. “I’m sorry, I should have realised when you never replied.”

    “This isn’t about some text, Lu. It’s about me giving a piece of myself to you in a way I’ve never done for anyone before; my heart - and you throwing it back in my face.”

    I’m getting more and more irritated by the second. “Please don’t think that Seb - this isn’t about the fact that I don’t love you, just the opposite I promise.” I’m controlled as I spell it out to him, surprisingly calm in fact.

    “Really? So what’s this about - is this about me not wanting kids?” He orders, his voice like a whiplash

    Lightening splits the moment and the yard is floodlit with a lilac white flash. I can see the anger in him clearly and it must be mirrored in me, as he come towards me, instantly joining me for the cool shower and is soaked immediately. I watch a drop of water run its way from his shoulder to the hem of his black and red biker jacket. My hands itches to reach out and catch it. I snap out of the daydream, annoyed with myself at the direction of my thoughts. “Because I’ve wracked my brain and the only thing I can think that has happened between us in the past week that could possibly be a cause for your withdrawal from me is our discussion about children.”

    Holy shit - what do I do - what do I do - what do I do?

    “It’s not that - although I’d like to reopen that discussion at some point in the future?”

    “That’s non-negotiable.”

    “What? Never?”

    “Never, Lu. I’ve already said Finn is enough for us. I don’t want children.”

     With that last admission, I break, my bottom lip trembles, I’m suddenly very cold and shivering uncontrollably. I’m soaked through to the skin. I’ve pushed too far, too soon, I know it but I can’t seem to stop and I nod. “Come, let’s go inside.”

    “I’m sorry.” A deep voice rasps nearby. He must have moved towards me again and I feel his hands on my shoulders, pulling me into his embrace. He lifts my chin with one finger and repeats, “I’m so sorry, Lu if you feel suffocated - fuck - I don’t know how to do this. I don’t do relationships. I just know that I can’t be without you. I fucking love you.”

    Turning my back from him to try and compose myself, I rack my brain for how to finish things here. It is already apparent that now is not the time to tell him about the baby - if there ever will be a good time. Now he truly has the upper hand.

    I move towards him, framing his face - my chest feels like it could explode with emotions I have for this sexy man, standing in the rain, expressing his love for me. Why is it that the three words I craved to hear are now not enough?

    “I love you, baby - so much. I’m so sorry you feel I’ve withdrawn from you…” I kiss the corner of his lips. “…that’s an impossibility when I’m thoroughly addicted to you.” 

    I can feel my heart pummelling against my ribs, and he draws me firmly to his chest. “What do I need  to do to convince you that I’m all in, lady?”

    Take back your words about not wanting babies with me. My thoughts make my soul ache and I bite my lip to stop the tears. “I believe you, Seb.”

    “I love you, and I love your body and I’ve not been inside you for getting on for ooh 24 hours. Let me show you, baby what you mean to me.”

    My heart skips a beat at the sentimentality in his voice. I know he truly means it. It’s not all about sex with us - it’s his way of showing me how he feels and I nod.

    “I need to be with you tonight, Lu - to stay with you.”

    I have Finn but I need him too and I nod, taking his hand. I lead him back into the kitchen, switch off and we make our way upstairs. 




*****
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     I have so many questions for the beautiful woman tucked in beside me, her soft body snuggled against mine. Why won’t you tell me what is really bothering you? What is stopping you from truly embracing us? Why won’t you let me in? What happened between Dubai International Airport and dropping you off at your house on Sunday night? Why did you fuck me into oblivion in the cinema, let go of all your inhibitions so beautifully and twenty minutes later withdraw from me as though my touch repelled you? 

    I’m driving myself mad with all the conflicting thoughts parading around my head, all with no obvious answers, just more murkiness and no way of getting myself out of the fog. It was impossible and I was irritating myself further with every second - I’d officially become a member of the opposite sex and grown a vagina, the amount of procrastinating I was doing over my feelings and emotions - I check under the sheet, nope, still got a dick. I need to get a grip, seriously!

    She’d allowed me upstairs, and back into her bed. We’d dried off and I’d made love to her like it was the first and last time - pouring my heart and soul into it and when we came together and she shouted my name, I knew she was mine. I feel it but I also know her and there is something missing - something she’s not sharing with me.

     It was a first for me to be staying with Finn asleep on the top floor of the terrace; a few weeks ago I wouldn’t have felt comfortable with it; now it felt right and as I watch Lu sleeping beside me and I look around the room, so feminine and so her, I consider the demons she’d had to tackle to let me do just that; to allow me be to here, as man of the house with her and Finn and it warms me.  

    We can do this. I’ve fucked it up big time in the past but we can make this work and I’d move heaven and earth for this woman, to become a family to achieve that. She is my life; my everything. I don’t care how much of a wuss I sound - it was true. 

    I kiss her head and wrap my arms around her, spooning her, my chest to her back and we settle in for the night; her fresh scent fills my nostrils and I inhale deeply. 

    This was what I need. Contact. Skin on Skin. Lu. Only Lu.

    I’d had major withdrawal since we had spent so much time in our secret hideaway heaven. For all intent and purposes we’d been living together and now that we were home, I realised I didn’t want that to end. She loved me I knew that. I don’t want her in one house, whilst I ache for her in my own abode. I wanted her in my bed at my disposal every night and every morning. I wanted to go to bed with her kiss on my lips and wake with her face, the first thing that I saw.

    She is it. She’s the one and this weekend I’m going to ask her and Finn to move in with me.

    

*****
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		“Night, Lu!” 

	“See you in the morning, Col, have a good night - love to James.” I smile and wave in his direction and catch Jackie’s head nudge in the direction of the glass doors and my insides plummet as I glimpse Leo Peterson, about to walk through them. He’d already seen me so there was no getting out of this one. I’m not surprised really - I’d managed to avoid him since I’d returned from Dubai so a visit was bound to happen sometime soon.

	“I’m off too, Lu.” Jackie winces, her back to Leo and mouth’s, “Sorry.”

	I smile professionally as I stand to meet and greet our guest. “Leo. Lovely to see you.” I put my hand out to shake his and he smiles broadly clasping mine in both of his.

	“Lucia. No need for handshakes amongst friends - a friendly kiss will suffice.” Leaning in he plants a cool wet kiss on my cheek and I tense in surprise. I hadn’t seen that one coming, but before I can speak he continues, “How’s business? Good little break?”

	“All good, Leo, thank you. What can I do for you?”

	He is in his usual black pinstripe suit, which rather than make him appear more businesslike, makes him come across as a member of the mafia. I feel sorry for him as he really did need a woman to take him shopping, as I take in his rose printed tie and red and white striped shirt - it was all a little overkill. 

	“I was just on my way out and I wondered if you had time for a quick drink? We could nip to the The White Horse for one?”

	Why? “Oh that’s so kind of you, Leo but I’ve got plans for tonight.”

	“Oh?”

	“Yes. I’m out to Sebastian’s for dinner.”

	His eyes narrow ever so slightly but he quickly recovers and plasters a smile across his thinnish lips. “Does he cook? I would never had had him down for a cook?”

	Really why is that Leo? I wish he would rise above this pettiness, which seems to be showing more and more as I get to know him better. “Oh yes, Sebastian is an excellent chef - he trained in France, during one of his long sabbaticals out there.” Did he fuck but it was worth the white lie to see Leo’s blood pressure rise dramatically and taint his cheeks uncomfortably.

	“Did he? Hmmm interesting. I suppose builders need bacon butties don’t they?” He laughs nervously and straightens the tie at his neck. “Well I’m not a huge fan of French food - far too rich on the stomach - all pomp and no substance but each to their own I suppose. I’m much happier with simpler delicacies.”

	 “Well I’m about to leave now, Leo, shall we walk out together?”

	“Oh yes, of course I’ll see you out, Lucia. We wouldn’t want you out in the dark alone.”

	His words actually give me comfort after my meeting with Abby yesterday and I’m suddenly pleased to have him there to accompany me to the car park at the back of the building. Not so pleased to have his hand in the small of my back the entire walk to our cars.

	During our 5minute exit our conversation exists of mundane chatter about work, his banking world and Finn. I try to encourage his thought pattern to Meg and remind him of his girlfriend. 

	“I saw her the other night briefly at mine.”

	“I know.” 

	My eyes fly up to his in surprise. I wouldn’t have thought Meg would have mentioned it but then again she was there when Sebastian arrived and probably thought the tale juicy enough to repeat. Instead of questioning him I just nod. 

	“Yes, she was smoking, which I detest.”

	Yes, she was. “I wouldn’t know, Leo.”

	“You girls gotta stick together have you? No bother - I could smell the stench on her clothes.”

	Right then.

	“That’s what I like about you, Lucia you don’t do dirty things like that.”

	Get me out of here quick. “Ah, we’re here now, Leo. Thanks so much for being a gentleman. Sorry about the drink.”

	“No worries we can do it another time. That’s what friends do don’t they?”

	“Of course.” Not a chance, but of course I can’t say that now. I zap the car and open the door.

	“Well enjoy your night of French cuisine, Lucia. Send my regards to Sebastian.”

	“And mine to Meg.”

	I slip inside and throw my bag across onto the passenger seat then close the door but something makes me look up. He’s still there. 

	Pressing the electric window button I lean outwards. “Anything else, Leo?”

	“We’re going the same way, as I’m at Meg’s tonight - I could grab a lift with you if you like and I’ll leave my car here?”

	Think and fast. “Er - normally that would be a plan but I’m staying over at Sebastian’s tonight Leo. Finn is with his dad and I might be working from home in the morning, so I won’t be in until later.”

	He juts his bottom lip out and his closed mouth points downwards in an unhappy expression. “Oh right - well just an idea. See you around, Lucia, I think I’ll go for that pint in that case, before heading home. Take care.”

	I smile and wave, pressing the button for the window immediately before I sit back in my seat and exhale. I’ve got a big night ahead of me; I need to get my head in the game and the last thing I’d needed was Leo Peterson hovering around me. He meant well I’m sure but maybe it was time I started looking for another Accountant and now that I had all this additional pro-forma work from The Ashton, perhaps I could pay back the rest of the bank loan with the Osten Bank and move my funds to another one. That sounded like a plan and I mentally make a note to get Jackie to look into a few different options in the morning.




*****




	 I really need to blitz the exterior and interior of  my car one of these days - it is filthy! Frustrated, I attempt to rub at the fog, misting across my inner windscreen, with an old baby vest of Finn’s I use for such purposes, before reversing my car out of the office car park. As the nights are drawing in earlier, now the Summer has been put to bed and Autumn is tumbling in, it makes it very difficult to drive with grimy windows - if my Dad saw the state of it, he’d go spare. I will definitely sort it this weekend, along with decorating Finn’s bedroom, putting up those pictures I still have framed but leaning hopeful, behind the sofa and re-sealing the bath. 

	Yeah right! Like I was going to get any of that done this weekend! 

	This weekend, once Sebastian was fully informed, I’m sure my days of independence and freedom would be long gone - he was such a control freak, loveable but  frustratingly stubborn. I must admit the thought of him being all protective and caring brings a smile to my face - I never had that with Niall, both before, during or after my pregnancy with Finn.

	As I head off following the daily-grind journey home that is imprinted upon my memory like a second skin, I slump further into my bucket seat. It’s been a long day and I’ll be glad to get back to Sebastian. I’m not even going to stop at home, especially now that I knew Leo was visiting my neighbour. I didn’t need to anyway, as Niall had collected Finn from Creche and was dropping him at my parents after tea. Now that I’ve decided that tonight is the night to tell Seb our news, I’m dry-mouthed with a mixture of excitement and fear. 

	What if he still doesn’t want the baby? This is going to be such a shock to him - I mean  who could blame him, we’ve only been together 6 weeks, talk about pressure. 

	What if he wants me to have an abortion? Surely once he hears that I’m actually having our child - pregnant - now - he’ll change his viewpoint on a future without further children?

	This was no good. I’m tearing myself up in knots here - my stomach is like an olympic gymnast, somersaulting its way along a path with no end in sight.

	I decide to call him to advise him I’m on my way. He promised to feed me, and actually cook himself and since losing my breakfast and missing lunch, I’m ravenous. His sexy voice fills the car as the line connects and warms me to the core.

	“Now then, beautiful. Are you on your way? Where about’s are you?”

	“I’m about 20 minutes away, I’ve taken the back route, over the tops as the traffic is terrible. You know - I’ll be going past the Rugby Club and over the bridge?”

	“Yep I know. You be careful.”

	“I will…”

	I can hear another male voice in the background and Seb interrupts me, but I can’t hear the other voice clearly enough to understand their patter. “Hang on a min, baby - What, Chris? Yeah I’m on with Lu now, she’s 20 minutes from us, coming over the tops, and will come home past the Club. No, No, she’s coming for a meal here. Ok you off now? Right well I’ll catch up with you later. Cheers, mate….” I hear a bit of a commotion before my man’s sexy drawl is back “Right, I’m here again. That was Chris just wondering if you were passing the chippy on your way but I told him you weren’t going that way.”

	“Oh, I’d have happily picked something up for him - which chippy?”

	“The one on Main Street - totally out of your way, Lu - it’s fine. He’s left now.”

	“Ok, if you’re sure. I’m sorry I’m so late, I had to finalise some bits and got collared by Leo but pretty soon I’ll be all yours.”

	“I like the sound of that.” The promise in his words is hard to miss and I shiver in anticipation.

	“I have news too.”

	“Have you now?” 

	“Don’t tease, Mr. Silver - I’m being serious. Something I should have told you last night, well the night before actually but well… you’ll know soon enough.”

	“I’m all ears.”

	“Not now - but soon. What have you cooked?”

	“Chicken Asparagus with parmentier potatoes and broccoli.” Soo much better than fish and chips and a lardy roof of your mouth. Ah, he cooked and really lovely food - my white lie to Leo had’t been so far-fetched.

	“Ooh sounds delish - I’m bloody starving.”

	“I aim to please - although maybe we could eat after…”

	“After what?” I love playing with him, that we’ve reached this point in our relationship where we can openly show how much we want one another and have fun with it. 

	“After I’ve had my dessert - I’d like something sweet and lickable first.”

	“And what would that be?”

	“You. I want to make sweet love to you.” 

	God I want that too. 

	My body reacts to his words and I feel a flush glide across my skin. “I love you.”

	“I love you too, baby.”

	I hope you still love me after my news. Our news.

	“See you soon.”

	“Can’t wait.”

	I click the end button on a smug grin. We were crazy into one another and have seriously turned the next corner, without a doubt. Not quite at the ‘no you hang up…no you hang up’ stage, thank God - but not far off. 

	For the next ten minutes, I make great time, the traffic is clear and I mentally tap myself on the back for my quick thinking in taking this route home. I sing along enthusiastically to Jessie J’s Laserlight on my playlist, blaring from the speakers and as the chorus begins I churn out the words with a beam - they remind me of Sebastian so much. You make me good, you make me feel safe, you make me feel like I good live another day… 

	I’m just about to turn right into the last third of my journey home, when I glance in my rearview mirror as a bright light blinds me, causing me to squint at its intensity. Blinking to clear my vision I check both wing mirrors. The car behind me is right up my behind, tailgating me. 

	Where did they come from? 

	I can’t stand that. Any closer and they’d be firmly implanted in my tailpipe. I’m a confident driver, but I’d be screwed if I have to slam all on; the person behind would just end up wrapped around my rear bumper.

	“Give a girl some room mate!” I amplify my thoughts into the cars interior. They can’t hear me but it makes me feel better.

	As I slow for the impending traffic lights, watching them turn from Amber to Red, I notice the plonker behind me is still heading my way. Crap! I study my mirrors as intently as I can to see the driver but with their lights on the rear windscreen, it’s a physical impossibility. Tit! 

	I choose to ignore the idiot behind me and take a chill pill, they’d probably be turning off soon and I’m nearly home. Soon, I’ll be with my gorgeous man. Unfortunately the other driver has alternative ideas. I’m presuming it’s a male. The way they are driving is certainly boy racer in its style and most women didn’t tend to drive up other driver’s arses, but I suppose it was a sweeping comment. As we pick up pace and drop down the hill, the nose of the dark saloon behind me nips angrily at my bumper. What was this guy on? Obviously got a small penis I joke to myself, but actually I’m beginning to worry.

	I press my foot firmly on the accelerator and ease into fifth gear. I’ve two options, nail it and hopefully my speed will shake him off or pull over. But why should I give him the satisfaction - we all want to get home after a hard day at work and I just want to get home to my man.

	I’m practically nudged over the roundabout, along Main Street and as I hang a sharp right past the Grammar School and towards the bridge, a wave of unease begins to settle over me, causing me to straighten my back and grip the steering wheel tighter. This guy wasn’t going anywhere. The one question that I feel I need to ask myself is at forefront of my mind - there’s no escaping it as I press the button on the stereo to mute the sound.

	Am I being followed?

	The mirror reflects the same car, speeding up in my direction, as I’m about to head over the bridge, which is one way. Usually you have to stop and wait for oncoming traffic but not a chance tonight; the coast is clear and I’m gunning it. I don’t give a shit. I just wish I’d never come this way now.

	I’m halfway over the bridge and to my relief, it looks like I was overreacting, and my shoulders droop a tad. The driver behind me has gone. Vanished. How odd? My nerves are frazzled - must be the pregnancy hormones on high anxiety alert. As I head up the last hill, I begin to relax again and crick my neck, to ease the tension there. I’m just nearing the top when the mirror reflects my worst fears and I swallow deeply. It’s him - he’s back. Oh shit. Shit! The blinding lights, flying up the hill at breakneck speed are on a rocket-launch mission to catch up to me, I know it. WTF?

	A quick glance in my rearview mirror has me guessing again? This guy was like a ghost but something flickers in my right peripheral vision and a feeling of dread washes over me. What was this idiot doing? He’s trying to overtake me as we come up to the bend and is now parallel to my car, matching my speed,. We are in pure alignment. I look to my right to try and see who is behind the wheel but the windows are tinted making it impossible; invisible but as I flick my eyes back towards the road ahead, I see the oncoming car, heading straight for me. If I don’t move, we meet head-on. Oh fuck. My mouth is dry and I can’t think, we’re going so fast, I can’t seem to stop. The idiot continues to shove me into the path of the third party who is now braking, and careening sideways towards me. If this imbecile doesn’t shift over soon, or move, I’ll hit a wall….

	I hear the crunch reverberate around me first, the horrific crack of glass and scrape of metal. The force of the impact is nothing like I could have imagined, occurring as though I am in slow motion; things sliding through the air within my car, me being flung around within my seat, my belt tugging hard across my belly, before I’m shoved hard into the steering wheel as the airbag is activated, its the force knocking the wind from me - the lack of control is horrifying, the enormity of what is about to happen, as the car hits the wall, the fear of the potential damage. I never got to speak to Sebastian, to tell him about the baby. That is my last thought before everything goes black.




*****
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		Where is she?

	It’s been well over half an hour since we spoke. I would have thought she’d have been here by now. I turn the oven off and spin as I hear the front door slam, heading into the hallway. “Ah I wondered if you’d changed your mind?”

	It isn’t Lu though. 

	“Nope - still got fish and chips.” Chris looks back at me with an odd expression, placing his car keys on the table. “You Ok, mate?”

	“Yeah, yeah I just thought you were Lucia.”

	“She still not here - traffic was pretty bad though. Maybe she stopped off at home first?”

	That’s a good point. “Maybe. I’ll give her a ring now.”

	“I’m going to plate these up. Sure you don’t fancy a chip butty, they gave me tons?”

	“Nah - not for me thanks Chris - Lu & I have a meal to devour as soon as she lands.” Amongst other things. “You’re out tonight, right?”

	Chris laughs at my comment. “Don’t worry, you’ll have the place to yourselves in an hour. I’ve got a hot date.”

	I wave him off with a frown as I dial Lu’s mobile, but it goes straight to answer phone, offering up the sound of her lovely voice telling me ‘to leave a message after the annoying beep’. Oh well, she’d be here soon, no doubt. Women were always late. I’m about to head back to the kitchen when my mobile rings and I answer it without glancing at the caller ID. 

	“You know how to keep a guy on his toes…”

	“Hello? To whom am I speaking?”

	“Er, who is this?” I look at my phone and see that it is definitely Lu’s number dialling me. 

	“This is PC Hirst from West Yorkshire Police calling…” 

	WTF? Chills works their way up my spine, over my arms and I swallow deeply before I ask the question I really don’t want to hear answered.

	“What’s happened? Where is Lucia?”

	“Is this Sebastian Silver?”

	I’m filled with dread as the wash of something terrible pours over me, drenching me with goosebumps.

	“Yeah - I’m Sebastian Silver.” 

	“I’m afraid there’s been an accident.”

	This isn’t happening. “Just tell me where Lu is - what the hell happened?”

	“Mr. Silver, I know that this is hard to hear. Your number was the last one she dialled and we found your business card in her purse at the scene.”

	“Scene? What fucking scene?”

	“Mr. Silver please calm down. Miss Myers has been taken to Lords hospital. I’m afraid she’s been involved in a car accident.”

	“Is she alright?” My voice is weak - almost a whisper and full of fear. I’ve asked the one question I don’t want to hear the answer to, yet at the same time I need to know so I can breathe.

	“She was unconscious when we found her. It’s pretty serious. She hit a wall.”

	“So there’s no one else involved?”

	“It doesn’t appear so.”

	“Right, I’ve got to go. I need to be with her.”

	“I understand. I’ll ring you later to discuss things in further detail and hopefully once Miss Myers regains consciousness, we can get her statement at the hospital.”

	I don’t even say goodbye to the copper on the other end of the phone. I hit end and for a second am entirely frozen to the spot. 

	Then I go into survival mode.

	“Chris! I’m going out. Lu’s been in an accident.”

	“What?” His screech is enough to break my blinkered behaviour.

	“She’s been in a car accident. I’m off to Lords hospital.”

	“Is she ok? Do you want me to come with you?”

	“I don’t know and no.” It comes out harsher than I wanted but at this moment I don’t care.

	I grab my keys and ignore Chris’ shocked expression, shrug into my coat and head to the front door. Then stop and pat him on the shoulder. It wasn’t his fault. “I’ll keep you posted mate. Thanks. Oh shit is your car parked behind mine?”

	“Er no, no it’s not - I grabbed a taxi from the chippy. My car broke down - had to have the pile of junk towed. Look you go and I’ll grab a taxi and meet you down at the hospital in a bit - can I call anyone for you?”

	“No, I don’t know - look I’ll see you later, Chris.”

	“It’ll be Ok, Seb - Lu’s a fighter and it’ll all work out in the end I’m sure.”

	I nod at his answer and don’t give it a second thought, before yanking the door open and running hell for leather to whatever carnage awaits.




*****




	The drive to the hospital is a blur of lights. Amazing how you can climb into a car in one place and land in another with no real recollection of how you got there. My mind is filled with images of my girl; all of them gruesome and devastating - her beautiful face covered in blood and glass; her body bruised and battered. Man, I’m killing myself here. I attempt on many occasions to allow my inner voice to reason with me and for short snippets I allow myself the luxury of reminiscing about our most recent stolen moments; the trip to The Maldives, god that had been life-changing, a time that I had realised that I really couldn’t live without her. 

	One month would never be enough with Lucia Myers, I’d always known that. 

	An image of a vision in gold flickers into my present, resplendent at the black and gold ball in Dubai. She had stopped my breath and I’d been so proud to call her mine. Every man in that room that night had envied me and she’d not even realised it. I can see her now, when I made love to her, my name on her lips and luscious breasts in my hands. I shake my head to change the memory. 

	“How can you be so fucking selfish to be thinking about sex at a time like this? Your girlfriend is in God knows what state and all you can think about is your bloody permanent hard-on!” Because with  you and Lu, love sex, friendship, companionship are all the same - you are one. She is The One.

	In frustration at both myself and the unbelievable situation I take a breath, and try to remain calm, flattening the accelerator to the floor and skipping lanes on the dual carriageway like a demon. The unknown is what’s killing me right now.

	I turn off at the next exit - right, nearly there now. 

	“Please God, let her be OK.” I offer my prayer into the dark empty Ranger Rover, looking across at the passenger seat where I first realised that she was more than a conquest. 

	I’m not a church goer and I’ve rarely prayed in my lifetime but I’m fucking praying to whoever is up there now - holding the cards. If you are real, if you do exist, please let Lu be OK. I’ll do anything you ask of me. I can’t lose this woman and when I see her, I’m going to make sure she knows how I feel. I fucked up - big-time. The last time we saw each other we were arguing and tonight was supposed to be the night that I resolved that. Tonight I was going to make it all right. 

	Please give me that chance to correct my mistakes. I’m begging you.

	I won’t lose her. I can’t.

		

*****
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		There’s never a fucking parking place when you need one! Come on mate - move! I angrily beep my horn and grimace at the idiot reversing their lime green Nissan Micra out of a spot, inch by inch.

	About bloody time! Squeezing myself out of the car, with barely any breathing space on either side of the space I’d wedged myself in to, I head straight for the Accident & Emergency department entrance, which is currently blocked by an ambulance unloading some poor ailing individual.

	Except, as I near the doors, I feel the colour drain from my face; chills blasting over me as I watch that poor ailing individual lifted from the vehicle, covered in blood, an oxygen mask and air bag covering their face and hiding them from me - but not quite enough… Oh. My. God - Lu.

	In a state of shock, I listen to the paramedics talk to the doctor who meets and greets them, reeling off all manner of statistics; her vitals, what’s happened etc etc. I don’t catch most of it, don’t understand any of it but I can tell from their grave faces and her unmoving body that she’s in bad shape.

	“RTA, white female, late twenties. Name: Lucia Myer’s…..”

	I rush forward as they head through the automatic doors. All I want to do is take her in my arms. I know that these people are just trying to do their jobs but I hate that these complete strangers have their hands all over her.

	Her beautiful face is peaceful and serene, despite the horror picture going on around her. She appeared like sleeping beauty before true love’s kiss, but my kiss wouldn’t wake her and it won’t supply her with the much-needed adrenalin boost she needs to come-to. It won’t heal the nasty looking wound on her temple, or fix the odd looking angle of her wrist. Christ, she looks so vulnerable. I can’t bear it. I can’t believe that someone would do this to her and not stop to help - do this to us? 

	Was it really only an hour ago we were talking about going to bed and forgetting about food?

	Christ - I should have been with her. The last thing I said to her was about bloody chicken… oh and fish and chips for fucks sake! Please let me have told her I love her - I think I did - didn’t I?

	One of the paramedics stops at the main Reception to book her in, but the team continue to wheel her straight through to an examination room and I follow without question - there was no way I was leaving her side. A nurse questions who I am, I give her my name without looking at her face, my arms folded and eyes on Lu at all times. As an afterthought, I inform her of our relationship and she walks away. Good - I can’t be doing with anyone stopping me being with her right now. There’d be hell to pay!

	I watch from a distance as they wheel her into a bay and she’s lifted from the gurney on to a narrow bed. Her clothes are cut from her body and I raise my hand to my mouth as I see the damage already beginning to show across her skin - she was battered and bruised and looked so God damned defenceless, I could break down. Be strong man - you can do this.

	A doctor lifts her lids, one at a time and flashes a light into her eyes and nurses clip apparatus to her arms and legs. Then I see that blood is being taken - finally - here I am helpful at last. 

	“Her blood type is A Rhd negative - I know, as I’ve had to give her my blood before. I am the same. If you need it, I’ll donate. Her dad is the same type too.”

	The doctor appraises me with interest - I don’t think he’d even seen me prior to my words and he nods calmly. “Good. That’s good - its one of the rarest blood types - I’ll let you know if we need that. She’s taken a real hit. Do you know if she has any allergies?”

	“Penicillin. She’s allergic to Penicillin.”

	“Ok. I’m going to keep assessing her now and I’ll let you know the outcome, once I’ve completed it.”

	“Great - that would be great. Thank you Dr.” I feel immense relief that this young doctor seems to know what the fuck he is doing.

	Shit. I needed to ring her parents and with a last check on her condition, I slip out the doors to make the one call no one wants to make. Mac Myers answers to my relief and informs me they’d be at the hospital in a hour.

	I take a minute to compose myself before I push through the doors and walk into an empty bay - no hustle and bustle, no bed, no staff and more importantly no Lu. I begin to run around the department like a lunatic and finally locate the nurse who’d questioned my relationship to Lu earlier.

	“Where is she?” I bellow and watch as she visibly shrinks before my eyes. “I’m sorry. Look - I can’t find my girlfriend Lucia Myers? RTA? Do you know where she is?”

	She relaxes with my apology. “Let me see… ah yes she’s been taken to theatre.”

	Theatre? WTF? “Which way?”

	“Through the doors, turn left, down the….”

	I’m gone before she can finish the rest of her speel, running at breakneck speed and then I see her and the team, wheeling her towards the doors, with the huge Theatre sign above them.

	“WAIT! - I have to see her..”

	“We can’t wait - we need to act quickly.”

	“Come on, baby - look at me, just for a second, let me see those beautiful green of yours.”

	Her voice is slurred as she struggles to speak, but it’s the best sound in the world. “Feel like… need…to be somewhere else. Need… to sleep…now.”

	“No, baby, look at me. Look at me right now. For once in your life, do as you’re bloody told!”

	“Mr. Silver. Please, I understand this is hard for you but let us do our jobs now.”

	“I’m not leaving her side. I’m not going anywhere.”

	“I’m afraid you can’t go into theatre. We need to work on her now. We need to try save your friend’s life.”

	They disappear, up the white sterile corridor, five members of staff, working on her and pushing her gurney worryingly fast and its only as they fly through the doors at the end into a sea of green masks and headwear, I speak. 

	“She’s not just my friend - she’s my fucking life!”

	She means everything to me. Please save her.

	

*****




		I feel myself slide down the white walls of that same tunnel, suddenly feeling no control over my legs and needing to steady myself. How long I sit outside those holy Theatre doors in a crumpled pile, focused on the spot of chipped paint on the opposite wall, I’m not sure, but one thing that is clear, is that I still hate hospitals.  

	Fuck -  this is like déjà vu- never did like that saying. My mind flickers back to that God awful time; it’d be four years ago now. I was so conflicted with my emotions; it had been so amazing as it brought Finn into the world and I love that little guy so much, but it had also been absolutely horrific, as it had nearly taken my best friend from me in the process. Now I’m here, again, at the same bloody hospital! I’m desperate and out of control and rendered fucking useless!

     “Sebastian Silver?”

	My eyes meet black boots and travel upwards. The boots belong to a PC in his mid-late forties who is accompanied by a female policewoman. I stand to greet them and nod. “Yes.”

	“I wonder if we could speak to you about the accident your girlfriend was involved in tonight on Wagon Lane? We’ve taken statements from several witness that have come forward…”

	“Witnesses?”

	“Yes - they came forward when we were doing our reports. It appears Miss Myers was in a high speed chase, which resulted in her crashing into a wall. From the looks of her car, she is very lucky to have walked away.”

	“She’s in surgery right now.”

	“I know, I’m sorry - turn of phrase. We’ve opened an investigation and when I can, I would like to get Miss Myer’s statement. We are taking this very seriously.”

	I should fucking think so.

	“But they fled the scene? Bloody cowards.”

	“Unfortunately yes, but we have a couple of good leads with reference to the car and the plates so I will keep you in the loop.”

	The female police officer makes notes during our conversation and I wonder what she’s writing. Wish I could get a copy of those witness statements or at least their names - I might need to do some of my own digging around. I knew a guy who was a private detective - might be worth a call.

	I say nothing of this to the coppers of course and instead, shake both their hands. “Thanks. I appreciate your time and being there for Lu when she was… well when she was alone.” I run a hand over my head and he pats my shoulder. Alone, scared and in pain.

	“I hope Miss Myers is OK. We’ll be in touch.”

	With my face burrowed in my palms, I spend the next twenty minutes thinking of every worst case scenario, dealing with that, then moving on to the next - I was going out of my mind and am about to completely lose it when a soft and calming, yet authoritative voice brings me out of my gloomy fog of memories and I snap my head up in answer. An attractive female surgeon, dressed in scrubs offers me a rather tired but comforting smile.

	“Mr. Silver?”

     “That’s me.” My hands are clammy and I wipe them nervously on my jeans as I stand, before folding my arms tightly in front of me to stop them shaking.

     “Dr. Haines; I operated upon your friend.”

     “Girlfriend.” I correct her.

     “I apologise, your girlfriend. Why don’t we take a seat?” She points to the rack of half seats along the back wall. “Is her next of kin here?”

     “Her parents are on their way, they should be here by now, but if you don’t tell me soon I’m going explode Dr. What the hell is happening to Lucia?”

     “It’s not protocol to discuss a patient’s condition with anyone but their next of kin…”

     “If someone doesn’t start talking soon I swear I won’t be culpable for my actions.”

     “As I was saying, it’s not protocol to discuss a patients condition with anyone but their next of kin I’m afraid, but I can tell you that you’ve got a very gutsy lady there. We managed to find the bleed eventually - she kept us guessing for a while, but if we’d known all the facts before she went in, then maybe we may have reacted quicker…” she looks intently at me, as though questioning something but seeing my blank look continues. “But… we got there in the end. She will make a full recovery.”

     “What the hell was it?”

     “I can’t discuss the full details with you, Mr. Silver.”

     “This is unbelievable! That is my woman in there! She means everything to me!”

     “I understand that; believe me I do. Look - when her parents arrive, if it’s ok with them, you can be included in the discussions.”

     That’s just fucking great!

     I’m seconds away from tearing someone a new arsehole and take a minute to inhale deeply and exhale with a whoosh of emotions as I watch her retreating form and hang my head in my hands. Deep breaths - she’s made it through surgery. She’s OK and that’s all that matters.

     “Seb - what’s going on?  Abs will be here in a bit she’s just parking the car.”

     My brother’s voice is like a flame to a moth - I completely lose it. “They won’t fucking let me see her! They won’t tell me what’s wrong with her! I’m not her next of fucking kin!”

     “Hey, hey, easy bro - easy - take a seat and take deep breath. Is she out of Theatre?”

     I nod, my teeth biting hard on my lip. “Just. I’ve just seen the Doc. She won’t tell me bloody anything, but she made it.”

     Nathan rubs my shoulder and I allow myself to be drawn into a hug, something men didn’t tend to do much of but just what I need. It lasts seconds before I nod and push away. “Cheers, Na. Thanks for being here.”

     “Of course. Thank fuck she’s out of Theatre. Look, Seb - I can’t begin to imagine what you are going through, but it’s not the Dr.’s fault. I get that you’re angry. Be fucking angry with the bastard that did this to her. But not the person who tried to save her life.”

     “You’re right.” I span my hand across my face to try and hide my frustrations from him but instead he just ignores my attempts and embraces me in another hug. “We’ll get through this mate and at least she’s through the worst of it now. Lu’s a trooper.”

     She is that. She is strong and kind and deserves so much more than this.

     I lift my head as I hear voices heading in our direction, and watch as Abby, Nina and Mac Myers jog down the corridor towards us. One look at all their faces and I can see my own pain reflected there.

     “Seb? What’s the news? Is she Ok? What’s happened?” Nina’s anguished flutter of words, are filled with a pleading I recognise from my earlier time with the surgeon. I enfold her in a quick welcome hug, do the same to Abby and shake Mac’s hand before explaining the situation in full detail to them.

     “Right, well I’ll go get this Doctor then shall I - to come and say her piece - to all of us? As far as we’re concerned Seb you are family.” I sigh in relief, watching Mac disappear in the direction of the doors, and feel Nathan pat my shoulder in comfort again.

     “Where was she?”

     I look at Nina’s anguished face and understand her worry. “She was on her way home from work and apparently some idiot ran her off the road, or so the coppers are saying. When they arrived at the scene – hers was the only vehicle there.”

     “So how do the police know she was run off the road?” Abby interjects.

     “Because, Abs, there were witnesses – apparently a dog walker described a car tailing her before the bridge on Wagon Lane and then a couple of other witnesses described a dark car driving alongside of her, racing, until they met oncoming traffic. She was shunted into a wall so the idiot could save himself.”

    “Oh my poor girl. Are the Police here?”

    “Don’t worry, Nina. I’ve spoken to them and there will be an investigation, but I just wanted to be here for Lu.”

     “Of course, hunny – we can sort all that out later. Broken cars can be fixed but bones are more tricky.”

     “Seb can I have a word?” I look up as Abby waves me over and we excuse ourselves, moving a little further down the hall. “I need to tell you something.”

	“What’s up Abby?”

     “Ok. Lu and I met a few days ago and she was worried – she’d been feeling a bit freaked out about being watched, you know?”

	“No, Abs I don’t – what are saying?”

	“I don’t know whether I should tell you – maybe we should wait until Lu wakes up and then she can discuss it with you. It might be nothing… this was a bad idea. I think I’ll wait…”

	“Abby! - For fucks sake - your killing me here. What is the problem? If you have information that could shed light on what’s happened tonight, spill it now - we’ll deal with any repercussions later.” I soften my voice as I assess her pale face. “Please, Abs.”

	“For weeks she’s felt like she’s being watched – at first she thought it was all in her head, then she started noticing a car, a dark car, parked outside her house. She’s felt she was watched at your house on a few occasions, and at the party at the Ashton – it was all starting to stress her out and she mentioned it to me yesterday for the first time. She said she thought things had gone missing and that maybe someone had been in the house? You don’t think this is something to do with it, do you? Oh God. I’m so sorry I didn’t say anything yesterday.”

	My skin blisters with goosebumps as her words wash over me. What the hell had Lu been hiding from me? Is this what she’d been trying to tell me? I shake off my own concerns and out on my best brave face,  slipping an arm around Lu’s best friend in thanks for her breaking the girl-code and give her cheek a kiss as we walk back to the others. “Thanks for telling me Abs – I’ll look into this. It’s probably nothing to worry about but I’m glad you told me.”

	“Do you think?”

	“I don’t know but I’ll get to the bottom of it. I promise.”

	With a weak smile she nods. “Oh and there’s something else…”

	More, really? “Right?”

	“That same day Lu told me she was pre…” 

	Suddenly, the commotion to our right, drowns out any words Abby is trying to communicate, as Mac returns with the surgeon, interrupting any further discussions.  All current conversations are forgotten.

     “Right, are we all here? I have a surgery that can’t wait, so I’ll get right to it if that’s OK.” We all nod in rapt silence. “Ok. Ms Myers suffered a dislocated wrist and a difficult fractured scaphoid, which we have re-set in surgery - it will heal nicely - now it has been put back into place. She has minor cuts and bruises, which have been stitched where necessary, in particular to her temple, where we had one of our plastic surgeon team sort her wound - it should heal with minimal scarring. When she was admitted, she was initially unconscious, due to a nasty bang to the skull, we will monitor her for the after effects of that and she has a nasty concussion, but I am not concerned about swelling to the brain… now.”

     “Thank God for that.” Nina’s interruption says what everyone else is thinking.

     “However, on admittance her blood pressure was dangerously low and all her observations in A&E led us to a possible internal bleed. We reacted quickly and in Theatre we finally localised the bleeding and its culprit. We resolved things and her blood pressure returned to a more manageable level.”

     “What caused the internal bleeding?” Mac Myers asks Dr. Haines, concern etched across his face.

     “Mr. Myers, perhaps we can discuss this is private.” The doctor’s eyes dart back and forth between the intimate group of family and friends gathered around her, desperate for information.

     “No, no, you can say what you have to say in front of everyone here. We are all Lucia’s family.”

     “In that case, this will be hard to hear for all involved, but I am sorry for your loss.”

     Abby’s sharp in take of breath is enough to set panic amongst us all, but the Doctor continues. In fact I hear my own curse under my breath. 

     “Ms. Myers was around 7.5 weeks pregnant and I’m afraid she suffered a miscarriage during the crash.”

     It’s as though everything has gone into slow motion as I hear the last parts of her spiel. “…I’m afraid she suffered a miscarriage. Ms. Myers was around 7.5 weeks pregnant… I’m afraid she suffered a miscarriage.”

     She was pregnant? She was pregnant. Pregnant. Carrying our baby. 

     NO! Why hadn’t she told me? Seven weeks? 

     She must have conceived the first time we slept together; the morning after pill must have never worked. But that was only five weeks ago, she must have been ovulating - talk about destiny! Oh, Jesus. I’m not sure how I feel right now - in shock? Empty. Angry and utterly devastated for a loss I didn’t really have or know anything about!

	“Will she be able to have more children, Doctor?” Mac asks quietly and I hold my breath.

	“Like I say, she’ll make a full recovery – just give her time. I’ve arranged for a bereavement counsellor to visit her whilst she’s in the hospital and she’ll have regular check-ups with her gynaecologist.”

	That was something at least. The thought of having to tell her, that her choice had been taken away, when she came to - as well as the fact that she’d lost our baby was unthinkable. 

	 I can hear the Surgeon saying her goodbyes in the background and her hand on my arm and mutter of, “I’m sorry for your loss.” I’m too floored to speak.

	“Oh, Seb lad - come here.” Nina’s perfumed embrace is supportive and unexpected. “She’ll be OK now. We’ll get her through this. I’ve a serious case of déjà vu here - just so sad about the circumstances.”

	“She lost our baby.” 

	“I know, son, but you can’t think about that now. She’s alive - and that is the most important thing. Did you know she was pregnant? I certainly didn’t. I wonder if she even did with her periods?” 

	I look up everything hazy and suddenly remember Finn – in all the rush I’d never given one thought to him. I’m appalled at myself. I think I remember Lu saying he was with Niall?

	“Where’s Finn?”

     “He’s fine, son, don’t worry he came back from Niall’s and I asked Suzie & Gino to come over to ours and look after him. Suzie wanted to come to the hospital with us and leave Gino with Finn but with what’s happened I’m so glad she didn’t – she would have been so upset and it wouldn’t be good for the bab...”

	She stops herself just in time and looks up at me sadly, her green Lucia eyes so warm and comforting and I nod in understanding. Suzie was five months’ pregnant herself  - this would have been hard on her to deal with.

	“Look, I’m going to take a minute to process all this if that’s ok - you and Mac go and see her first and then I’ll go sit with her.”

	“You sure - Nathan, you’ll look after him?”

	“No probs, Mrs. M. Abby and I will be here. I promise.”

	“I know you will.”

	I pull myself together as Abs and Na hug me in quick succession before I excuse myself for some much-needed fresh air. I’m claustrophobic from the web of emotions wrapped tightly around my mind and clawing at my heart. 

	Lucia was pregnant, no had been pregnant with my baby, and some bastard had taken it all away from us in the blink of an eye. When I found out who’d done this, they would fucking pay.




*****
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		Counting to three, I look down at my feet and try to maintain my breathing. My nerves are shot to pieces. I knew she was OK - over the worst of it - Nina had told me as much and Abby and Nathan. They’d all been providing me with regular updates, along with the medical team as I handled the Police and obtained as much information in relation to the accident as I could. I told myself it was for Lu - for her insurance purposes but the reality is, now that I’ve got that evidence I wanted the facts just as much if not more for my own needs - there was no fucking way I was going to let this one go.

	The Police had informed me that witnesses had reported a dark saloon driving carelessly alongside Lucia at the time of the accident, causing the car coming down the hill in the opposite direction to swerve to avoid the saloon, and head straight for Lu’s car - she was forced into a wall to avoid the third party.

	My jaw hurt, from clenching down on my teeth in anger. What the fuck had this person been on and why her? Something I’d immediately asked the officers and been scared shitless by their answers. In their opinion this had been sabotage. It had been a deliberate attack - nothing random and most certainly planned. Which meant our unborn child had been murdered. 

	Take a breath mate and put your hatred for this arsehole to one side - this has to be about your woman now - she needs you and you’re no good to her if you can’t give her everything. She deserves everything.

	With a tentative push, I enter the hospital room and feel myself going back in time to that day four years ago; like I’ve walked through a portal into 2011 - it even smelled the same. God, I feel sick. Just like last time, she lies unmoving within the bed, her frame petite within the setting - apparatus recording her readings and tubes running from her arms. She’s fine though - I convince myself. Broken, but still alive. My rusty prayers had been answered.  

	Her head wrapped in a bandage, a cast covers her wrist and her eyes are both blackened like a panda - Oh, baby. What have they done to you? As if I’d spoken the words aloud, she opens them and smiles weakly. “Seb, you’re here. I’ve been asking for you.”

	“I’m here, darling. Gave us all a bit of a shock didn’t you?” I’m aware that my attempts to lighten the mood fail miserably when my voice breaks. “Don’t ever leave me like that again, Lu - I almost didn’t survive!”

	We kiss passionately and she winces, causing me to jump back apologetic. “What did I do?”

	“Just pulled the cover too tight - I’m fine, honestly. The drugs are goood - I feel so out of it.”

	“That’s probably for the best. You’ve only just had surgery. When did you wake up?”

	“Not long - when my mum was in? I don’t know - no one’s really telling me anything and I keep drifting in and out - dreaming…” Her eyes close once again and I smile. Bless she always fights sleep, whether she’s been drugged or not.

	Stroking her arm gently,  I take a seat next to her, noticing the flowers around the room - she’d only been there hours and the room was full of roses, lilies and peonies - her favourite. My popular girl.

	Her next words floor me and my mouth dries.

	“The baby?”

	Her hands immediately fly to her abdomen and the look that crosses her face rips my insides apart. God, I wish I could take the pain away for her.

	“Seb?”

	She looks at me, dazed and confused. We’d never talked about the pregnancy. Why didn’t you tell me, baby? Now this made everything so much harder - we had this huge divide between us and I can’t seem to get close to her. I look up at her eyes, filled with unshed tears - she already knew the answer - my words weren’t going to make this any better, but at least it was coming from me and not some stranger in a white coat.

	I shake my head, finding it hard to meet her beautiful green eyes and her sharp intake of breath and racking moan is my undoing. “I’m so sorry, baby.”

	I grasp her hand and take it to my mouth, pressing my lips in a never-ending kiss, my eyes closed with the intensity of my emotions. How long we stay like that I don’t know; me hunched over the bed, holding her hand, united in our grief. Stay with me, baby - don’t climb back inside yourself, I'm here for you - you don’t need to go through this alone.

	I’m about to leave, sure that for now, she needs the time to be alone with her thoughts when I feel her hand touch my head and hold it there; the gesture is enough for me. The relief that she wants to connect with me is overwhelming and l look up, tears in my own eyes to see her beautiful face, focused entirely on me. Her next words undo me. “I’m so sorry.”

	I kiss her then - her cheeks, her forehead, her lips - my love for her spilling out - my heart breaking at her selflessness. “You have nothing - nothing - to be sorry for, darling. You matter - you come first.”

	“I so wanted your baby - our baby.”

	“So did I, Lu - I didn’t realise how much until I’d lost it but so did I.”

	“You did?”

	“Yes.”

	“But you don’t want children?”

	What? 

	My head’s pretty murky but things are beginning to dawn and make sense here. Oh fucking hell, I’ve seriously messed up. What a prize prick. I knew she’d taken issue with our talk in The Maldives, but when I’d asked her she’d said it wasn’t that.

	“Yes, I did say that didn’t I.” My teeth grind down at my stupidity.

	She nods weakly in her hospital bed and I’m reminded that she’s just had major surgery. 

	“Baby, let’s talk about this later - you need to rest…”

	“I want to talk about this now.”

	I bite my lip and nod, I owed her this. “Ok, but not long.” I take a seat again, her hand in mine. “This place gives me the creeps, Lu. Its nearly 4 years to the day that Finn was born and I nearly lost you then too!”

	Green eyes search mine, questioning, surprised by my admission. “We weren’t together then.”

	“I know, but you nearly dying in childbirth made me do some hard thinking. I swore to myself that if you and Niall ever broke up and you and I ever had a chance at making a go of things I’d never put you in that position again. I’d never be that selfish. I meant what I said - I didn’t want kids - what I didn’t tell you was that if I couldn’t have them with you, I didn’t want them and I’m not prepared to sacrifice you to become a father.” I lean into her and her hand rests along my jawline. 

	“You can’t control everything, Sebastian. Sometimes you have to let life just… happen.”

	“I know. I just couldn’t risk losing you, after finally finding the best thing that has ever happened to me. When I told you I didn’t want children it was to protect you, not because I didn’t want them with you!”

	“You were willing to forgo trying for a child to avoid the risk of me going through the birth I experienced with Finn?”

	I sigh, now she spoke the words it all sounded rather OTT. “Yes, but you weren’t there, Lu, last time  - well you were, but you were under anaesthetic - it was frightening - we all were.”

	“I love that you want to protect me and a future pregnancy would be a risk I agree, but we’d need to talk about it together, when the time is right- find out all our options - not just rule it out because you have a fear of what may be - we can’t live like that - I can’t live like that.”

	“I agree.”  

	“You do?”

	“Yes.” I whisper. 

	“Right now - I need to grieve the loss of this baby but I don’t want to do that without you.”

	Thank fuck for that. My shoulders drop a good few inches at her words, the immense relief is gratifying and I know in that moment that we’ll get through this together. 

	“I was pregnant in The Maldives but even I didn’t know then.” 

	“I figured as much. I’m presuming that the morning after pill wasn’t much cop?”

	“No.” A glimmer of a smile plays at her lips and I jump on it.

	“Baby, you’re strong and we’ll get through this. I’m devastated for you, for us, but I’m here for you.”

	“I’m so sorry - I was on my way to tell you when I crashed.”

	“That was your news…”

	She nods. 

	“When did you find out?”

	“In Dubai.”

	I rake my hand over my head in annoyance - not at my beautiful woman - at myself and my boorish behaviour - I’d pushed her away, with my stupid controlling ways, so that she didn’t feel she could confide in me when she needed to most - that wasn’t what I wanted for us in our future. “You don’t need to apologise - I’m the one that needs to apologise. I’m so sorry for putting you in an impossible situation, for leaving you to deal with this on your own. God, Lu…” my voice breaks and throat burns.

	She holds her arms out to me and I squeeze myself onto the small bed, placing my arms around her and folding her body back against me, the wires and leads wrapped across us. This was good - as long as she was in my arms we could face anything; together.

	“I love you, Lu - my beautiful, lady.”

	“I love you too, Sebastian - you were my last thought before I crashed.”

	“You are my only thought from the minute I wake. No one else is worth my time.” I lean to kiss her lips - careful not to crush the blood pressure monitor attached to her arm.

	“Who did this to me?”

	“They don’t know yet, you were the only car at the scene. Although there are a couple of witnesses that corroborate your story.”

	Holding her hand in mine, so small and vulnerable, I rub my thumb gently across the back of it. She was so cold. Her eyes are filled with tears and I reach out to catch one, cupping her cheek, my heart is gripped tightly, and she leans into me. “Oh, baby - it’s Ok. We’ll find out who did this, I swear to you - I’ll make it my fucking mission and they’ll pay.”

	I slip off the bed carefully, to stretch my legs and wander over to the window. Lu’s room looks out on to a small garden to the rear of the hospital, there’s a bench and a few potted plants but it was too dark to see anything clearly other than the reflection of myself and my girl lying broken in her hospital bed. I glance back in her direction and am suddenly struck by her strength as she rests, so petite within the sterile surroundings. My, lady Lu - I never want to be without her again. This whole nightmare had made me realise the force of my feelings for her. I knew I was in love with her but the thought of potentially losing her after we’d come so far and had a chance at something real - a future with her and Finn - had crucified me and in that instant, I know I can’t live without her.

	“Lu?”

	“Hmmm”

	“Look at me.”

	Her emerald eyes fix onto mine, huge and so striking against her pale complexion and she leans her head to focus upon me, at the obviously serious expression on my face. “What, Seb? You’re freaking me out here…”

	“I’m devastated at the loss of our baby - I’ll be here to support you everyday I promise you that, and when and if, in the future, you can ever consider trying again, I’ll support you in that too - your choice. I know you probably can’t think about that right now, but, Lu these few months with you; us as a couple, lovers and friends has been… well words can’t express how amazing.” I stop and consider my next words carefully, taking a deep breath. “You’re the one, baby - you’re it! I knew it when I saw you ten years ago, when I threw a drink over you in the cave bar and let you walk out that door with another man like a complete dick - I knew it when I came home from Dubai before you propositioned me, but that proposition was my way in at last. I knew it when I saw you in that pearl dress, wiggling your sexy arse and walking away from me with more sass than any woman I’ve ever met and when we danced to Nina Simone in The Maldives, under the stars. I know it every day I look at your gorgeous face and hear your dirty laugh and I know it now as I watch you fight to get through this horrendous trauma, my respect for your strength is immense. I know that you are the one I want to spend the rest of my life with.”

	Tears begin to fill her eyes, turning them to liquid and one slithers down her cheek and I pause. “I love you so much it breaks me, Lu. I’m ridiculously addicted to you. My lover. My best friend… my wife?”

	Lu’s eyes well. Her brows rise as she computes the meaning of my words. “Your wife?

	“Marry me. Make me the happiest man alive and marry me. It’s been ten years in the post - marry me.”

	She nods immediately, scrunching that gorgeous snub nose of hers. “Yes! I’ll marry you, baby.”

	I expel the breath I’ve been unknowingly holding. She is mine. She loved me and we had a future, despite some bastard’s attempts to put an end to it all - we were impenetrable. 

	My beautiful, lady. My life. 

	I slide onto the narrow bed, drawing her body against me, planting kisses on her face and head. “I love you, Lu and we’ll get through this and we’ll have our revenge. I promise you that. It’s you and me, always and forever, baby.”




*****
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		As he watches Sebastian Silver curl up with his Lucia, his lip snarls in contempt for the man who could not seem to take the fucking hint. Was he that dense?

	He must be - he’d just looked out of the bloody window and not seen him hiding behind the pillar next to the bench! They obviously couldn’t see out into the darkness but with the bedside lamp creating a halo of light around his love and all the flashing buttons from her medical equipment he had a great view of them.

	Yet again he was watching from afar - on the fucking outside looking in. When oh when would he be the one by her bedside, mopping her brow and bending her to his will? Hey? Wasn’t it his time now? Silver had had his chance and look what a fuck up he’d made of things. He couldn’t even protect her from a little car accident. She would be much safer with him. Yes - Silver had served his time and needed to piss off and let him step in now.

	His eyes are drawn to the rose that takes pride of place on her bedside table. That fat bitch of a nurse that wouldn’t let him hand deliver it had at least put it in a narrow vase and placed the card on show for all to see. These roses were pricey but he wanted people to see eventually that he was as good as Sebastian Silver, he could do classy. 

[image: Image]

	Shame he couldn’t put a microphone in this one - it wouldn’t have worked anyway with all the hospital equipment so would have been a waste of money. Not that she wasn’t worth every penny. His car had been towed away tonight, and was in the shop now waiting to be fixed - that would cost a bomb but would have been worth it to ensure she was de-silvered by the time he had his way with her.

	This message had been short but ever so sweet. She needed time to get her head around things - he wasn’t totally without feeling. She would soon see that it had all been for the best. 

	He’d waited hidden in the hospital, to hear snippets of her updates during her admittance and subsequent surgery, and had managed to avoid contact with all of her friends and family - no small feat as several of them would have recognised him and his cover would have been blown. 

	He hadn’t wanted to cause her so much damage - just enough of a crash to induce a miscarriage and get rid of Silver’s little bastard. Perhaps he should have resorted to pushing her down the stairs as he’d originally planned? Maybe that wouldn’t have caused the damage to her head? He didn’t want her to be scarred - well not on the outside anyhow.

	He sips his black coffee, bought from the hospital cafe and considers the situation carefully. It had never been his intention for her to be in so much pain, but true love meant making sacrifices - didn’t it? She’d heal in time and he’d be waiting on standby to make his move and be her rebound guy. 

	 His hand squeezes the paper cup tighter as he sees Lucia kiss Silver. “How can you kiss the man that didn’t protect your baby? Surely this proves to you that you are not right together, Lucia? Someone is trying to tell you something - for fuck’s sake, it’s staring you in the face. YOU’RE NOT MEANT TO BE TOGETHER….” The cup cracks under the pressure of his strength and the lid pops off, slopping the remnants of hot coffee on to his wrist. “Ahh, now look what you’ve made me do, you bitch!”

	Calm, keep calm!

	He fumbles in his pocket for a tissue and locates one, mopping at his hand and cuff before throwing it in the nearby wastepaper bin. Putting his hand back inside his pocket he feels a key - warm, smooth, metal so familiar and exciting his adrenaline kicks in at the mere touch of it - Lucia’s house key. He really needed to return it to his friend, but perhaps whilst Lucia was in the hospital it wouldn’t harm anyone to pay her bedroom another visit and check those cameras. Taking one last look in her direction, he smiles into the darkness. 

	“Now, I’m going to have to go get another coffee, but don’t you worry, I’ll be back soon - don’t miss me too much. I will always be with you, Lucia. Always watching, from afar. Soon we’ll be together as we should - as it is only right. You won’t get away from me like the last one did - you and I are meant for one another.”




*****









Coming soon…

Watch out for Book 3 in the 

The One Trilogy 
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Twitter: @alexnorthbooks




www.goodreads.com/alexnorthbooks




I hope you enjoyed the continuation of Sebastian and Lucia’s love story. 

I really appreciate that you ‘one clicked’ and took a chance on a 

self-published author. Please take a short while to leave a review on 

Amazon for me; these reviews make a huge difference to getting the books moved 

up and onto the bestseller’s list and therefore getting them populated. 

So, if you enjoyed this, look out for the conclusion to the series, 

THE ONE ADORED and leave a review - the more reviews, 

the more time the Author - me :) 

(I’ll never get bored of saying that!) 

will have to write and continue Sebastian and Lucia’s journey with you. 
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For the 130 people and their families, who lost their lives in the Paris attacks 13th November 2015.
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“If you are not too long I will

 wait here for you all my life.” 




Oscar Wilde
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	In no particular order for…

	THE ONE ADORED
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  	Kygo Feat. Conrad Sewell - Firestone (Bassanova Remix)

  	Markus Feehily - Love Is A Drug 

  	Ed Sheeran - I See Fire (Kygo Mix)

  	Ed Sheeran - I’m In Love With The Coco (Hitimpluse Remix)

  	Zac Samuel - I’ll Pushing On

  	Sia – Elastic Heart

  	Martin Solveig & GTA - Intoxicated

  	Chase & Status - Wish You Were Mine

  	Nina Simone - Don’t Let me be Misunderstood

  	Wiz Khalifa - See You Again

  	Police - Every Breath You Take

  	The Fray  - How To Save A Life

  	Beyonce – Drunk In Love

  	Gotan Project – Santa Maria

  	Lionel Ritchie - Hello

  	Chris Brown – Five more Hours

  	Paloma Faith – Only 

  	Walk The Moon – Shut Up & Dance With Me

  	U2 – One

  	Snow Patrol – Chasing Cars

  	Snow Patrol – Run

  	Lana Del Rey – Young & Beautiful

  	John Legend – All Of Me

  	Sam Smith - Life Support

  	Neon Trees – Sleeping With A Friend

  	Etta James – At Last

  	Elvis - Can’t Help Falling In Love

  	The Wannadies – You & Me Song

  	Barry White – The First, The Last, My Everything

  	Israel Kamakawiwo’ole’s - Somewhere Over The Rainbow

  	Coldplay - Sky Full Of Stars

  	The Calling - Wherever You Will Go

  	Coldplay - A Sky Full Of Stars

  	The Weekend – Where You Belong
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			Almost five years earlier…
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   			“Where do you want this box, Lulu?”

	“Each box is marked with the room it needs to be placed in and a corresponding number. Let me see… this one needs to go into the… kitchen.” She cross checks it with the printed list, firmly held in place by her clipboard. “Number 33… utensils… just put it on the counter, thanks, Seb.”

	I smile at my friend, shaking my head at her uber organisational skills; no one did planning better than Lucia. She was the epitome of efficient and had kicked my arse into touch often enough at Uni and in business; if she wasn’t so career driven I’d ask her to come work for me. I honestly didn’t know how she did it or could be bothered half the time - what was wrong with winging it? What was I saying, Lu would never ‘wing it’. 

	Since we’d left University she was always so calm and collected, perfectly made up, without a hair out of place  - these were just some of reasons for my occasional kinky thoughts about her; occasions such as this. Five minutes under my touch and I’d have her feathers ruffled, hair down her back - make her feel less in control and there’d be little to no time for composing lists - she be flat on her back with my cock buried deep within her, too busy screaming my name from those juicy lips. She needed to abandon her tight grip on order, and become the Lu I used to know - she used to be much more carefree. Niall definitely wasn’t paying her enough attention.

	I snap back to reality and plaster the ‘friend smile’ back across my face. “You’re really good at this, Lu. Remind me to get you in if I ever need to move house.”

	She grins back at me, preening under my compliment. “I know you think I’m uptight but I just like things done a certain way. We all have our talents or crosses to bear dependant upon how you view them. You have many - why’d you think I asked you to help out?”

	“Because I’ve got plenty of experience with handling a box?” Whoa… thought you were trying to keep it away from the sexy play-talk?

	Her full-on belly laugh is infectious and I can’t help my own deep chuckle. She looks good when she smiles, it opens up her whole face. We’d always been able to make one another laugh, something I rarely see her do with Niall of late. She always got my sense of humour and I got hers. 

	“Well, yes, you have that of course, you total and utter player - but I was actually going to say you are always positive - you’re great to be around - really motivating and I knew you’d keep me on track today… and you have.”

	“Why thank you kind, lady.”

	“You’re very welcome. Now enough compliments Mr. Silver, and put your experience with boxes to good use and be gentle with this one, it’s special…” She looks at the label and cross checks it with her list. “Yep, just as I thought, my Grannie Annie’s tea set. She’d absolutely kill me if this gets smashed.”

	“I’ll tend to this box, like it’s virginal, stroke it, protect it with my life, lady Lu.”

	Her small pink tongue pokes out at me teasingly and for one long second I’m tempted to drop the sodding tea-set and tend to her tongue with my own. My cock twitches in agreement and I bite my lip and inhale deeply to control my actions. 

	Fucking plaits she’s wearing don’t help, cheers for that, Lu - makes you look all cute and sexy, great to have something to pull hard on whilst I… Whoa… down boy! Nope, we are friends and she is with Niall, besides you’re meeting Natalie tonight and she’ll see to that stonking hard-on for you. Yep - Natalie, think about her, blonde, small breasts, tall, long legs…the total opposite to your best friend… brunette, voluptuous breasts, petite… God I’m not helping myself here - think Natalie… yes, Natalie… mmm, we’re back on track - now she has a nice box…

	“I’ll go sort this.” I lift the package and shrug in the direction of the door, the moment between us has passed, as Lucia is lost deep in her removal schedule.

	“Great, thanks, lovely. Tell Niall to get the kettle on, will you? I’m parched.”

	“Will do.” 




*****

	

	I weave my way between the cardboard boxes piled high in the hallway, and head down the short flight of stairs into the basement kitchen. This place needed a serious sprinkling of Lu’s interior design magic touch, it was like walking onto the set of The Brady Bunch - olive greens, yellows, oranges and browns adorned the walls in floral and paisley patterns. God, where are my Ray-bans?

	The kitchen was at least white, but hadn’t been touched in decades and as I slide the tea-set box, onto the chipped Formica top and feel an unsteady wobble I make the snap decision to leave it on the floor, tucked away safely in a corner. I’d seen the wrath of Grannie Annie and was not keen to have it directed at me.

	“Good plan, mate. I just made the same mistake and the top nearly collapsed in half.”

	I turn at Niall’s voice, watching him close the fridge and nod in acceptance, as he wiggle’s a beer at me. 

	“Removals is a mug’s game - I’m fucked.” Niall pops the tops off both bottles, hands me one and wipes his brow with the back of his hand. “Cheers. Here’s to making enough money so next time I move house I can have someone else do all this for me. ”

	“Cheers. Lu, said to put the kettle on.”

	“I’ll have to find it first. Any ideas?”

	I shake my head. “I’ve not seen that box yet but Lu has the list - I’m sure she’ll know which number it is in.”

	“Humph, that bloody list - bane of my life!” Niall snarls.

	“I thought it was pure genius!” I smile back taking another swig.

	“You did? I mean you do? Well you did always have more patience for Lucia’s eccentricities.”

	Those eccentricities make her who she is, you prick. Why are you irritating me so much?

	“Couldn’t have done this without you and Nathan though - really appreciate it, Seb.”

	“S’cool. I’m happy to help my friends. I’ll let you carry Lu’s shoes up though.” 

	Niall frowns. “Not a chance. She chose to have that many pairs, she can lug them up two flights to the spare room.”

	I should laugh at his joke - it’s what it was supposed to be, surely, but I can’t manage a smile. He was kidding right? “I’ll sort it Niall. You crack on with the sofas with Na. Imelda can’t live without her shoes.”

	“Bloody shoes - I only get their worth when she’s wearing heels and nothing else - do-me-shoes - know what I mean?” His cheesy wink is grating beyond belief. Something that has become more and more apparent of late. 

	I take a long drag on my beer and scan the room. “Nice place Niall. You and Lu got a bargain here.”

	“Fucking dive, mate but Lu promises me she’ll wave her designer’s wand over it for little to fuck-all money - just hope she doesn’t expect me to start shopping at IKEA. I won’t become one of those guys.”

	“She’ll do a great job; she’s bloody good you know.”

	“Well, she needs practice, so its a win win. To be honest, Seb I’m not sure she gets that her chosen career is not a real job.”

	WTF? I take a deep breath before replying. “Lu will do just fine, Niall. She beat you to a First in her degree didn’t she?” Now that hit him where it hurt.

	“Well, my career is on the up and I need to make sure that she realises that she needs to be 100% on board to support me, so I can make a name for myself. Men get paid more anyway.”

	When did he turn into such a chauvinistic prick? Had he always been like this? 

	“Wait… so you want the little lady barefoot and pregnant and cooking at the stove?” I frown. Lu needed more than that, she wanted it all, would never settle for just that - surely he understood that by now?

	“Fuck no! Cooking yes… pregnant not a chance. Well one day of course,  I need to keep the grandparents happy after all for the inheritance, but not for some time. No, I want to play the field, work on my career - have late nights out and long lie ins. No room for crying babies and dirty nappies - God forbid.” His shudder is something I understand right now, I’m only 25. 

	I’m not sure Lu is aware about this plan of his but it really is none of my business. What does he mean by play the field though? They were moving in together - taking that next step - surely he was committed to her? 

	I had my own plans for my business and I needed to concentrate on that now - I could see Silver Construction was going to be huge if this next contract took off and it had to have my complete concentration. Odd though, how looking around that 70’s mess of a kitchen I could see myself bashing it about into something fabulous, with Lu at my side. Now where had that thought come from? If I’m honest with myself, if I was in Niall’s shoes and had Lu in my bed each night, making babies didn’t sound so unappealing either. Jeez, vagina alert!

	“You still with me mate?”

	“Sorry, miles away.” Searching for my manhood. “You were saying?”

	“I can’t wait to christen each and every room in this dive, with bulletproof protection of course - make Lucia know who’s boss.”

	“Well… if you want to start now - that’ll be my cue to leave.” My stomach turns to concrete and throat feels suddenly raw. You need to get out of here, now.

	“Don’t leave on account of his crude talk, Seb.” Lu’s soft fingers brush over my arm and I tense, looking down into her lime green eyes, twinkling happily. Her face is marked with dust and I itch to brush it away with my thumb. 

	Shit, you really need to leave - what the fuck has got into you? 

	She deserves so much more than Niall, that’s what. This shit just got real - they bought a house together - you’re about to lose her for a second time - do you want this? “Right, guys, I’ll see you in the morning at the wedding.”

	“That you will, mate. Going to be a good do, me thinks. Big day for you though?”

	“Hmmm mmmm. Got my speech all sorted.” I wink at Lu and she leans up on tiptoes to kiss my cheek and we both feel the static that leaps between us, electricity sparking causing me to step backwards suddenly on a sharp breath. Yep, I need to leave and fast before I knock Niall out cold and take my best friend hard and fast on the kitchen tiles. 

	Do it then you wet bastard. What’s stopping you? Hmmm?

	I escape out the back door, with a salute thrown over my shoulder and don’t look back, not once - even though I’m desperate to see if she’s watching me. I don’t need to though. I know she is. I feel Lu’s eyes on my retreating form, and I’m positive their gaze will be uncertain, questioning and as thoroughly confused, as my own. Déjà vu strikes again - sly little bastard. Always there, always stirring things up but this time I’m worried I’ve left things too late. This time I need to let her go completely. 

	

*******
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		“I now pronounce you man… and wife… you may kiss the bride.”

	Misty eyed and feeling immensely emotional but with a huge grin, splitting my face from ear to ear I beam at my sister and her handsome new husband, as they promise themselves to one another and indulge in a romantic kiss to seal the deal. I’m a sucker for the kiss. It has to be done just right and obvious to all that are watching that when your lips meet for the first time as a married couple, you are 100% soul-mates. 

	At the exact moment Suzie and Gino’s lips connect my eyes lock with the person directly opposite me and I feel goosebumps coat my arms. I wipe a stray tear away with the back of my finger and look back, uncertainly into the eyes of the best man, staring arrogantly and openly back at me, a strange look in his eyes. Licking my lips I swallow. I have the same feelings flooding over me I’d experienced yesterday when he’d helped us move house. Confusing feelings.

	God Sebastian looks good today. My gaze travels from his glistening black eyes, down over his strong straight nose, full lips, across his broad shoulders encased in a black wool jacket with tails, which covered the cream silk waistcoat and pale pink cravat. I daren’t let my eyes drop lower, I’d already seen his lips twitch at my open appraisal of him and could feel my cheeks beginning to heat. All the groomsmen wore the same suit, including my boyfriend, who was an usher but somehow Sebastian managed to wear it rather than the suit wear him - like Saville Row had tailored it personally for his perfectly sculpted body.

	The bride and groom finally part, recognising that they are not the only two people in the room and the guests cheer and applaud raucously and I’m filled with a strong sense of belonging. I truly hope that I can find THE ONE; the one that kisses me into oblivion and makes me forget my surroundings. 

	So you haven’t already then - what about Niall? And if it’s not him what the fuck are you doing buying a house with him?

	FUCK! FUCK! FUCK!

	Like the clanging bells from the tower above, that had rung for ten minutes before the church ceremony, loud and crystal clear, right here and now, as I stare deeply into my best-friend’s eyes, I know in that moment that I’d just moved in with the wrong man. Niall wasn’t the one and he wouldn’t be the one to make me forget my surroundings. Niall wasn’t the one I would be promising to love and honour, in sickness and health, as long as we both shall live. Suddenly that seemed like a life sentence, my pale pink bridesmaid’s dress a straight jacket, constricting my breathing.	

	I slip my arm through the dashing best man’s outstretched one, maintaining a fake brilliant white smile, his masculine scent enveloping me, as we’re swept forward on a wedding party wave and we follow Suzie and Gino up the aisle in tandem to the cool sounds of Barry White’s The First, The Last, My Everything. I watch as my sister’s beautiful frothy gown of ice white, bobs back and forth behind her, dragging on the dirty stone church floor as she wiggles her butt to the beat and I hastily grab the 10 foot long train, trying not to bare too much of her legs and sexy wedding undies. At the end of the aisle, we all stop and duly pose for the photographer and Seb and I are clicked in that one moment, forever. Just like the time at our graduation and the day he opened his first offices. There’d been many such special moments.

	As we exit the huge archway with fragrant white lilies strewn all around it, more cameras erupt, flashes, clicks and ‘say cheeses’ follow and I let go of his arm and move away from his proximity. I’m claustrophobic and need air and fast and don’t look back as I make my way towards Jess, who is already drinking from her diamante hip-flask; good-girl, I could always rely on her to supply me with the hard stuff but I’d need more to get through today - a lot more. This wedding was going to be a long do but once it was over, Niall and I needed to talk. He was not my future. 

		

	*******

	

     One of the perks of being Matron of Honour was that I got to sit on the top table; it also meant that Niall and I were separated for a good part of the festivities. The speeches had gone smoothly. Gino had thanked the bridesmaids, managed not to insult his new wife and my Dad had held back the tears before he’d agreed that Gino was the best man to take his youngest daughter on. Sebastian had done a brilliant job of embarrassing G enough without being too filthy and had had guests crying with laughter at his tales of their stag do in Amsterdam. I’d taken great pride in his ability to fit right in to any situation until my Mum, Grannie Annie, and many other members of the family had continually gone on about how wonderful he was and if I didn’t snap him up right now, he’d find someone else - I was getting on a bit now and the oldest Myers’ girl, after all. 

     The result was copious amounts of alcohol and on an empty stomach and after an hour of this, I was too far gone for the 5 star wedding breakfast the staff placed in front of me. Scanning the room, I located Niall in the crowds ahead of me, chatting animatedly with a female guest at one of the round tables to my right. Normally his overly flirtatious nature would be bothering me but now I shrugged it off and downed the remainder of my champagne, with every intention of following it with buck fizz chaser. 

     “You Ok, Lu? You need to take it easy, you didn’t eat much earlier.”

     Leaning forward onto my french manicured cradled fingers I look up, smirking into Sebastian’s concerned eyes. “S’all good. Don’t be so boring, Mr. Perfect Pants.”

     His eyes follow mine to where Niall was whispering into the blonde’s ear, her giggles echoing in the ballroom. “They must know each other already - probably why he was put on that table, Lu, you know to mingle.” 

     No my mum was trying to keep him away from me. The table plan and his carefully planned seating, had her stamp all over it but today I didn’t care and he’d never met the blonde with the flat chest before, I was sure of that - God knows who she was.

     “Always trying to make me feel better aren’t you, Seb? Sticking up for your pal. Well it won’t work tonight. I don’t give a shit about that dick-head. Men are all the same. I need to get out of here and get me some more booze.” My chair legs scraped crudely across the parquet flooring and I grab my bag, swaying slightly before heading off in the direction of the gardens.

    “Hey, hey slow down, let me at least look after you and then I’ll join you, we can do some damage at the bar together but let’s get you steady first. You’re no good to me horizontal.”

    “That’s not what all the girls tell me - thought you liked ze ladies horizonpull?”

    “I like women sober if I’m bedding them. Now come on - let’s find a table before you fall over.” His face is brotherly in its concerns and not in anyway flirtatious.

    “Suit yourself. Speaking of suits, yours looks zery nice- ex..extrweem..ly sexy,” I giggle at my stumble over the words.

    “Alright Ms. Myers, no more booze for you, for a bit anyway. Let’s take a seat out here and get some fresh air.”

    “My feet hurt.” I pout and slip my shoes off and begin to rub one of them feeling pathetic. I love shoes but I’d not chosen these ones and the fit was dire.

    Seb pats his lap. “Pop them up here - I’ll work my magic.” He nods to a passing waiter and I vaguely hear him mutter tea and sugar before returning his gaze to me and setting his thumbs to work on the soles of my feet. 

Ahh, bliss. 

“Now what the fuck is up with you today?”

“Nothing. I just want to get pissed! Is that alright with you, Daddy oh?” I sound like a spoilt child.

	He chuckles at my petulance and I watch him, massage my toes. He really was so annoyingly sexy. 

	“Yeah, but it’s not like you to be so ‘fuck off’ about it. You’re usually much more… chirpy.”

	“I’m not a bloody bird!”

	“I can see that, touchy - although your talons are out… but you’re not normally so, on-a-mission.”

	“I just had a major wake-up call in the church that’s all. Like God spoke to me … or something like that.” I shrug my shoulders feeling a little silly at my statement.

	“Oh really?” his grin infuriates me and I drop my feet from his lap and straighten myself, crossing my arms in front of me, attempting to appear aloof and uninterested.

	“Don’t laugh at me - I’m being serious.”

	“OK - what was this awakening?”

	“That would be telling. You’ll find out soon enough.”

	The crease in his brow lifts further and I watch as he rubs a hand across his head in thought. God he looked so very sexy. Yes, Lu, you’ve already thought that. You’re pissed you silly woman and your boyfriend is inside, well for now anyway. “You don’t seem very drunk?”

	“All day drinking is a killer and I’ve done my fair share, Lu but remember I can handle it better than you. You don’t drink the same as you used to.”

	Fair point. I don’t get taken out to drink anymore. Well not for much longer. Things were going to change after this weekend. I decide to lighten the mood and change the subject. 	“Suze and G are so happy. The wedding has been fab; your speech was great Seb, truly inspirational.” 

	“Big G is a star and I love your sis you know that. It was an honour to be asked. I’d be happy to find half of what they have.”

	“What, the almighty Mr. Silver might give in and get shackled one day? Nah - never happen.” I smile back at him, openly teasing him but confident of my viewpoint. He was the ultimate player, no matter how much I wished it weren’t the case.

	“Don’t think you have me all figured out…yet, Lucia Myers. There’s another side to me you’ve yet to experience. In time, my sweet lady, all in good time.”

	Fuck me! 

	That made me close my mouth and swallow my words in an instant. The waiter Seb had collared before, arrives at that opportune moment and offloads, a glass of tap water, tea for one, a pint of beer and two tequila slammers and I raise my brows at the odd combination of refreshments.

	“The beers for me. The teas for you, oh and the water. Get them down you, now.”

	“And the shots?”

	“For us - for after”

	“Eh?”

	“I want to rehydrate you and keep you standing but you’re under 25 not a fucking grandma, Lu. We can still have some fun.”

	That draws a smile from my lips and I’m reminded why he is my best-male-friend. 

	“Seb?”

	“Yup.”

	“Thanks.”

	“What for?” 

	“Putting up with me being a dick.”

	“You’re not being a dick, babe.”

	“Really?”

	“Really. You were being a total arse but once every so often is allowed - after all its not everyday your younger sis gets married. You’re obviously going to be a spinster now and you were feeling a bit put out that all the attention wasn’t on you! I get it - really I do. I was bound to happen. The thought of being left on the shelf must be messing with your head!”

	“You total shit.” 

	The beer mat hits his chest, just as he ducks and his hands grab my fingers before I can retract them, pulling me towards his body and onto his lap. “There that’s better. Now shut up, drink your tea and then we’ll get smashed, Ok?”

	“Sounds good.”

	“It does doesn’t it.”

	I wriggle across his legs, adjusting my dress, bare feet dangling and I feel him tense beneath me. “Sit still, you’ll do me an injury.”

	I don’t remember ever being this close to him. I could smell his skin, see his pulse at his throat where his cravat had loosened. His dimple flashed, as he smiled up at me and I felt his arm hug me to him. Oh boy! It’s the booze, definitely the booze.

	“You look beautiful today by the way - absolutely stunning.” 

	I lean my head into the crook of his neck to inhale more of that intoxicating scent I’d smelled yesterday. He was so familiar yet so unknown. “I do try.”

	“Pink to make the boys play with their pink oboes…”

	I laugh at his play on words. “I thought it was pink to make the boys wink?”

	“Not in my world. Right come on te…qui…la time!” 

	I grab the salt, and about to pour a dollop onto my hand when his fingers lift my hand to his mouth and locking eyes with me, dark chocolate oozing from each orb intensely, his tongue flicks out and licks a path up the side of my thumb onto my wrist. 

	Oh.My.God. Hold on to my panties - they’ve just melted.

	“Saliva holds the salt better.”

	I can hardly speak but manage to mutter a pathetic “Oh” before sprinkling salt onto the wet patch on my skin, nerve endings going haywire. He licks his own hand, smiling saucily up at me (thank fuck he didn’t want me to do it) and I wrinkle my nose in preparation.

	“Ready?”  his words are full of double entendres I’m sure of it but I nod, taking his offered glass. 

	“Ok, on three. One, Two, Three.”

	  Our eyes locked, we watch each other, lick the salt, grasp our glasses and slam the shot glasses down on the wooden tables before sloshing the liquid down in one. The burn slides down my throat as I continue to focus on Seb, grinning at our combined wincing and shuddering at the violent attack on our senses. Warmth spreads immediately in my belly and I shake my head at the sharpness and judder. “Ugghhh!”

	“Here. Take a bite.” Seb thrusts the lime at me and I gratefully squeeze my teeth into it, the tartness of it both complimenting and cooling at the same time.

	I’d rather take a bite out of him. “Never done a cup of tea followed by a shot of tequila - all new to me.”

	“Stick with me kid - I’lll show you a good time.”

	Hmmmm I bet you could. Just his hands on my feet had been enough to convince me. 

	“So you think you’ll be next, you and Niall up the aisle? Hey look I’m a poet and I bloody well know it.”

	We giggle at his silliness but I shake my head emphatically. “Not a chance. It won’t be me Seb and not with Niall.”

	“Really - why?”

	“Niall isn’t…well he doesn’t …. I don’t think he is…. look I’m not sure but I don’t think I’ll get married. Ok?”

	“OK - keep your knickers on - or thong, or whatever you’re wearing, or don’t whichever you fancy?”

	What did that mean? He was being very flirty. “What about you? Any plans to bed one lady more than once?”

	“No need for that, Lulu. Nah, I missed my chance at love when my future wife, got together with one of my friends. I was too young and too dumb to seize the opportunity at the time - to realise that she was probably it, the one, my soul mate - what ever you want to call it.”

	I wonder what he meant? Hang on a minute, WTF? Surely he didn’t mean me? Did he? 

	The tequila flush begins to form across my body, warmth reaching every sensitive part.

	“Who was she?”

	“Just a girl - you wouldn’t know her.”

	“Oh come on, Sebastian - you can’t tell me something that life changing and not tell me who she was?”

	“All I’ll say is she was pretty special but we missed our moment and now we want different things.”

	“But how do you know if you’ve not asked her?”

	“Because, Lu, now is not the time. Now come on my pissed up friend, lets get back inside and do some damage on that dance floor. I hear the music calling to us. I don’t want to miss Big G and Suzie’s first dance, they’re going for it bigstyleee - It takes two by Rob Base and DJ EZ Rock,” he laughs. “So cool.” Then looks up when I don’t answer. “You ready?”

	I watch him pick up my shoes, swinging them in his hands and suddenly know that if I don’t do this now, I never would, call it dutch courage, whatever but for me it was the right time. I throw my arms around his neck, pressing my body into his chest and hold him to me, squeezing so tight I fear he’ll pop. Then step back, my arms still cradling his neck and look deep into his eyes. “You know I love you right, Seb?”

	His inquisitive frown is serious. “Y…yes? Of course I do.”

	“I do - so much. You’re everything to me. Just wanted you to know. So if I never tell you again, you’ll always know. I love ya. You are it, you’re my one.” I plant a kiss on his cheek, lightly grazing the corner of his lips and shudder at the way my body reacts to that small connection of our mouths. Even inebriated I’m aware of the power of our attraction and I panic pushing him away, on a giggle. “You are it! I’m so fucking stupid.”

	“Lu…”

	“Thanks for looking after me. Right, come on, partner, let’s go boogie.”

	“Lu… don’t go! Lu! WTF?!”

	I don’t look back to see his reaction, I can hear the frustration in his voice and I know he’ll follow me in time - the moment we’d just shared would be over - I’d made sure of that when I’d walked away and made light of things. 

	What the fuck had I just done? 

	My alcoholic mushed up brain had just played a corker, but now I was going to dance the night away and drink some more - that was about as much as I could plan ahead. Tomorrow we’d no doubt forget I’d said a thing.	

	*******
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						Present Day
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		My body has healed but my mind is a never ending sea of angry waves that whips around inside me, continually reminding me of what I’ve lost, with cold, crashing clarity. Things could have been so different right now, with so much to look forward to. New life and promises of an extension of our family.

	Instead I feel so utterly empty.

	I’ve gone through so many stages I’m in a whirlwind right now, not knowing how I feel and where I am. They say denial comes first and boy was that true for me. Anger, was certainly next, mixed with fluctuating moods and frustration. I’d totally bypassed the bargaining stage, but slumped heavily within the depression stage for a week or so, before framing myself to focus on what I did have so I could move forward to accept what had happened to me. Those five stages of grief have been like mountains to climb and continue to challenge me daily. I need to be strong for everyone but inside I am weak.

	I have to reiterate to myself that I am lucky to be alive - or so I’ve been told on many occasions by well-meaning friends, family and medical experts. I should be embracing my mortality and grabbing it with both hands and yet over the past weeks I’ve found it hard to even drag my arse out of bed and into fresh pyjamas. 

	One thing that has fuelled my recovery has been Finn, my beautiful 4-year-old son, so full of life and fun, he draws a smile from my lips, no matter my fog; he has been my joy but also a painful reminder of what could have been.

	Sebastian, who had worked tirelessly and sometimes bombastically behind the scenes to ensure that I did nothing but rest and recuperate has taken his lead from my body language, and I am fully aware that I’ve pushed him away both mentally and physically. I couldn’t help it, I felt and still do feel responsible for what had occurred.

	Seb had moved in with Finn and I for four weeks, upon my release from Lords Hospital. The first week I don’t remember much as I’d spent most of it bed-ridden but by the second week, I was able to join Finn and Seb downstairs on the sofa for ‘teas-on-knees’ and movie marathons and we gradually fell into a semi-pattern of medication, mealtimes, afternoon naps, physiotherapy and hospital appointments. Sebastian was wonderful with Finn and they bonded even more than ever, his support unwavering but the ensuing weeks became stifled and the air thick with unsaid emotions. I felt like we’d taken a huge step backwards after becoming so tight, before the crash; now we felt further apart than ever. 

	Sebastian operated his business from my house - working in my office, with Nathan his brother popping in each day for a update meeting. He went from being CEO of a multi-million Construction Company to cooking, cleaning, and liaising with the family about all of Finn’s Crèche and club commitments, whilst I vegetated like some useless article - it was all exceedingly frustrating. I’d never felt to useless and less in control of my life. 

	My mum had been majorly impressed with his potential husbandly duties - not that any of the family knew about the proposal. I’d asked Sebastian not to mention it to anyone until I felt completely healed. He had appeared surprised at the time but seemed to understand that I needed to wait and had respected my wishes. 

	To be honest I needed to think - still do. Now that my head is clearer, I’m not sure if Seb proposed out of a sense of duty or not? Does he want to marry me because he feels guilty for what I went through - it did come out of nowhere and we’d only just got together? 

	But inwardly I know Sebastian and he doesn’t do anything unless he wants to and I know that has to mean something. I just can’t seem to see things clearly whilst I come to terms with our loss.

	I said YES though. You WANT to marry him. You’ve known each other FOREVER and he IS, THE ONE, stop fucking about and over thinking things and enjoy the fact that this gorgeous man has declared his undying love for you and wants to be tied to you for frigging ETERNITY.

	I do love him, more than ever, so much my heart aches, when I’m not with him, which is why when the Consultant told me that I may not have more children after the accident, I had to consider all options and one of those is still flitting around like a frantic butterfly in my skull - if I love him, should I set him free?

	He wants kids and I may not have any more. I’ve just lost our baby - we’ve still not dealt with those emotions and I know its devastated him. He’s dealt with it like many men do in these situations, by throwing himself into me, my needs and work. And of course finding the bastard that did this to us. 

	I’ve handled it by talking to Abby, Suze, my mum, basically anyone but the one person I need to - I don’t want him seeing me weak. He’s already seen me weak and I hate it. I’ve basically pushed the one person away that I want at my side.

	I know he’s heard my tears, despite my attempts to subdue them but when he’s entered the bedroom, I’ve managed to brave a smile or feign sleep. It has meant that our physical contact has lessened and I hate it. Hate that I’m doing it to us and I can’t seem to stop it; can’t stop pushing him away.

	Our relationship was built on friendship, it became about hot sex, seriously hot sex, love and friendship but then that hot sex resulted in something wonderful being taken from me. 

	Do I blame him? 

	No - no I don’t. I blame the freak that ran me off the road. But I blame myself for the huge divide between us now. 

	God, I miss his touch and the sound of his deep sexy laugh. 

	I also miss the sound of my own laugh. 

	I’ve just had my six week check-up after the surgery and my surgeon has given me the all clear to return to work and driving. I can also resume all other physical duties, this included sex. The latter makes me both nervous and excited. He’d also discussed contraception with me, despite the chance of potential infertility - it would cover me for the small chance of pregnancy and after much consideration I’d had a Mirena coil inserted. My consultant advised that it would also assist me with my endometriosis pain, and I liked the idea of no more condoms. 

	 Until that moment I don’t think I’d realised how much I’d missed sex. Mentally the miscarriage has ravished me but physically I ached for him and Seb and I need that connection - we are no good without it - that contact. But how do I broach the subject when he hasn’t come near me in weeks? We haven’t even shared a bed in case he rolled into me and caused me pain.

	Enough is enough. 

	I’ve wallowed, healed physically and it will take time to heal emotionally and mentally but I can’t do this without him anymore, without his body, touch, hands, cock, mouth and surely he feels the same? 

	If he still wants me after all this, then I need to buck-up and move forward or the bastard who did this to us is going to win and I can’t ever let that happen. If he loves me enough to risk the fact that we may not have another child together then I’ll marry him; we have Finn and I know he adores him - I can’t martyr myself like this and I have to allow Sebastian to make his own decisions, I can’t make them for him. 

	

*******
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	I head into Lu’s room to kiss her goodnight before I make my way up to the guest-room - alone. Sliding gingerly onto the bed, I spend a moment watching her sleeping, curled and innocent and I’m reminded for the zillionth time how close I came to losing her, how close I came to losing any chance of a future. Without her I'm nothing. 

     She is my everything. 

     Since I collected her from Lords’ Hospital two weeks after the accident, and immediately moved into Rose Avenue with her and Finn, she’d withdrawn from me and I could feel her slipping further and further away from my grasp - not enough to make others aware of a problem but I knew. I knew her inside and out - she was building barriers.

     The loss of the baby had hit her hard and she was dealing with it by disappearing inside her armoured shell and putting on a brave face, complete with lipgloss and mascara and a bright smile that didn’t reach her dulled green eyes. I knew better. Her sparkle had dimmed and I am determined to re-light it again. Determined to regain her spirit and fight for us; determined to find the bastard that did this and put him in hell. 

     The police had visited Lu and I in the hospital on several occasions in the days after her surgery to take more detailed statements from her regarding the accident. Lu had discussed with a detective about her concerns about being watched. She’d filled out a report with them but with no evidence to go on, no witnesses, emails, phone messages, CCTV, or gifts of any kind, the police were limited as to what they could do. With no definitive suspect, they couldn’t make an arrest. I believed Lu completely - supported her entirely, but all we had were her instincts at that time and some possible personal missing items. We were advised to keep a diary for future episodes, detailing times, to show that this was not an isolated incident and the police would continue to search for the driver and his car. In the detective’s experience, cases like these either fizzled out or escalated but they would investigate all potential lines of enquiry. It didn’t appease my concerns one iota. I wasn’t prepared to take any risks and something in my gut told me that this was odd. Lu was not an overly anxious woman, nor did she over dramatise situations, and now with this car chase I wasn’t prepared to take any chances. 

     Ralph was enlisted, the day Lu left Lords general, to be my eyes and ears and watch over her for me. I’d also called a mate of mine Enzo Marchetti, who ran a private investigator firm, to look into things further - with not much to go on, it made his job tough but he was the best and I trusted him like a brother.

     Unfortunately my latest meeting with Nathan meant I was going to have to go handle my latest project in person, in France. I had worked from Lu’s house for the past six weeks and managed to fend off projects and stay in the country to ensure I was a constant, for the woman I love and my godson, who I now consider my own boy - couldn’t leave him if I’d wanted to - he had burrowed deep down in my heart and under my skin. I loved him like my own blood. Now, I have to leave our domestic bubble and get back to reality but I’m hoping that the distance may give us both some clarity and the knowledge that they would be watched over by Ralph kept me calm.

     Lu had seen her consultant and been given the all clear, which was another bonus. She had a second check-up in a month but they were happy with her and the relief I felt was immense. I just wish they could wave a magic wand and take her pain away. I too was grieving for our loss - each day was tough but I’d been able to throw myself into busying myself with caring for Lu, Finn and work. Lu, had had hours of recovery time, in bed to contemplate. I knew that she had found it tremendously difficult to relinquish her tight rein on control and felt like her being so dependent on me and everyone else who’d supported us, was a sign of weakness. 

     I’m worried that the crack that has developed between us, during the past few weeks is going to become an fully fledged earthquake if I’m abroad and not able to save us, but I’d put off work for too long, already turned down commitments in Dubai and Scotland over the past fortnight in favour of my boyfriend duties. Tomorrow, I’ll tell her that I’m leaving for a week and maybe the space will do us both good. 

     Boyfriend. Such as simple word. A word I’d never wanted to really own or ever needed to hear from previous women’s lips but when Lu had branded me with it, my insides had warmed. It had cemented us in a way I hadn’t realised I wanted - taken us from friends to lovers, to a couple, combining the two. Now, the word just fucking irritated the hell out of me. I was no longer her bloody boyfriend; I was her fiancée, and I wanted to scream it to the world, tell everyone she was mine, at last. 

      No one knew of my proposal. There was no ring, no engagement party, and most importantly no plans for our future.

      I pray she still wants me after everything she has been through. Our nights in The Maldives feel like a lifetime ago.

     I stroke her hair, which tumbles across the pillow in shining dark brown locks and instantly a cloud of her scent fills the air. God, I miss her. I feel disgusted with myself as my cock springs to life. Always alert. If I could bury myself inside her now, without hurting her - ahh! I need to feel her legs around me, lips on my neck, mouth, dick. I need to be close to her again, intimately. Feel like she wants me as much as I need her. It’s been so long since we’ve lost ourselves in one another but I’m not sure she’ll welcome me back into her bed and then her body. I feel so responsible for the pregnancy and subsequent miscarriage. I’d taken advantage of her lush body on two many occasions without protection. 

     The two of us are carrying around a lot of guilt. I just pray that we can overcome it, together.

     When I get back from Paris we can start again and hopefully she’ll re-evaluate informing people of our engagement. I want to shout it from the fucking roof-tops but I’m trying to understand her reluctance to focus on the wedding right now, no matter how frustrating and hurtful - I just have to take it one step at a time  - the here and now, was all about Lu. 




     *****
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		Six fucking weeks! 

	Six f’in weeks he’d been waiting to get inside her abode - to see his love properly. Silver had been all over the scene like some dirty diseased rash, waltzing around like he owned the place, owned her, leaving little to no chance for him to enter the property, be it invited or secretly. Meddling fucker!

	Since the accident, his plans had slowed somewhat, which was to be expected, but it meant that his hopes to take his relationship with Lucia to the next level had had to be halted for the time being. His teeth grind down hard at the thought of the time lost.

	That bitch of a witness hadn’t helped matters.

	The original plan had been to ingratiate himself further into Lucia’s life, whilst she recuperated from her devastating loss and subsequent injuries, showcasing his gentler side and encouraging a deeper side to their existing friendship. He was tired of holding her at arms length and Lu seemed to like the whole ‘friends to lovers’ story, so why not be the understanding mate - a shoulder to cry on, who isn’t Sebastian, maybe someone who isn’t so close to the situation?

	Unfortunately the witness had put the kibosh to all this - sending Silver into stealth-mode, fucking showy prick. He takes a bite of his sweet pecan danish and reviews his emails, annoyed that he can’t listen in on private conversations at No.41 Rose Avenue. Perhaps it was time to send another rose? Surely he had left it long enough to raise suspicion? He hated not having contact with her - needed to be close to her, even it was by way of sending a gift. It was his God damned right!

	If he was honest with himself he was a little disappointed that it had taken Lucia so long to figure out that she was being watched by someone. He’d figured that she was brighter than that, but maybe not? Maybe after all his hard work and efforts, and financial investment he’d realise that she wasn’t THE ONE? He shakes his head vehemently, “No! She is the one - she fucking has to be! I’ve come too far this time - there’s no going back!”

	He would like to know when he’d fucked up though? 

	What had made her question things and get suspicious? 

	Now with this witness statement, the police were on high alert and Silver was watching her every move. Jeez she needed to look closer to home for obsessed men.

	The cameras in her bedroom and lounge had been no good once their batteries had died, a week after the accident and with Lucia in the hospital at this stage, he had tried to access her home to replace them with new ones. He’d waited for Sebastian to leave first and headed to the back, as he’d done on many occasions, it was the best way to enter without being spotted, having high walls to either side of the back yard. He hadn’t accounted for Silver’s well-built driver casually reading the paper, at the kitchen island, all dressed in black, like a bloody Russian Mobster. There was no way he was getting past him anytime soon, not without a gun and that was too messy. He’d returned each day consecutively for the next week to find the same thing, sometimes Sebastian was also there - his car hidden further down the street. 

	“Trying to trick me? You bastard! You think I’m stupid? You’ll see…” He laughs indulgently into the empty office “Ah but that’s just the point, isn’t it? You won’t see, you won’t see me coming - coming inside your beautiful Lucia but only after I’ve done what I am here to do. Then and only then we’ll have play time.” 

	No, cameras were now out of the equation…for the time being. This blip had altered things slightly but he was still on track, his end goal in sight. Nothing was going to stop him from making Lucia Myers his own - his desire for her grew every day. The chase, the thought of taking her from a man such as Sebastian Silver, and now that she was truly recovered physically she would be ready to return to work and daily activities again making it nigh impossible for her over-possessive boyfriend to be with her at every waking moment. 

	Bring it on!

	

	*****
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		The drive to work is surreal, for many reasons; I’ve done the same God damned journey every working day for a year before the accident and now it feels like I’ve not been away - like the last six weeks had never happened. The fact that I have a Silver Range Rover Sport tailing me is more than a little disconcerting but I salute Sebastian’s ever faithful Limo / bodyguard, as I zap my car. I’m also driving a sporty little gunmetal Audi R8 from Sebastian’s collection - my own faithful Audi having been a complete right-off in the accident.

	“Morning, Ralph, traffic wasn’t too bad, was it?”

	He nods but maintains a straight face, his angular cheekbones that any woman would die for on show with his profile to me. I’d really warmed to this strong, rough and ready Polish man, who would do anything for Sebastian and now myself and Finn. He’d been under SilCon’s employment for 3 years and in that time proved himself to be loyal and adept at many roles outside of his job description. Driver was just the tip of the iceberg and I sensed that there were many many layers to peel back on this handsome and insular man. 

	“You’re not going to wait here all day are you? Surely not? I’ll be absolutely fine. We spoke about this.” 

	“Mr. Silver. has asked me to keep an eye on things whilst he is out of the country, and that means you. Until he says different I will be doing exactly that, at certain times throughout the day. I would have preferred to drive you but…”

	“Not a bloody chance. I’m back driving again, Seb insisted I ‘get back in the saddle’ and he was right. I need to maintain some independence here.”

	He watches my gesticulating, calm and collected, then completely ignores my behaviour and comments. “Call me if you have need of my assistance, Ms. Myers.”

	“I won’t. And its Lucia - please.” I’ve cooked you dinner for goodness sake - chill the fuck out! I was starting to like you.

	“Have a good day back at work, Lucia.” He turns and nods at me, a hint of a smile of his lips. 

	God, the man had charm in there - buried, but it was there. “Thank you. I will.”

	I wave at him, irritatingly over my shoulder and head into the building. Seb had become ridiculously protective since the accident, and I get that entirely but I didn’t and would never require a freaking bodyguard. I am not Whitney Houston and I’m not a celeb. I wish I’d never said anything about feeling like I was being watched, or rather Abby hadn’t - I was now being stalked by a bodyguard supplied by my own boyfriend, and that was far far worse and utterly claustrophobic. 

	I honestly believe that with hindsight my previous concerns about someone watching me, had been sent into overdrive by my pregnancy hormones running rife at the time. In fact I’m certain of it now. I’d not had a thing happen since the accident - since I’d spoken of my fears, aloud. In fact if it wasn’t for the eye-witness who’d reported to the police that they had seen the other driver of the car, deliberately pushing me into the path of oncoming traffic, and causing me to veer off into a wall, I’d have figured I had imagined it all or at least exaggerated it a little - it had all happened so fast. There was definitely a car, I had definitely been scared out of my wits but maybe the driver of the car had just been in a hurry, or a just bloody terrible driver? Maybe they hadn’t intended to cause me harm? I was seriously beginning to question my sanity.

	My mind is eternally filled with unanswered questions but as the days go by with no further information, I begin to question everything. Especially when my missing favourite black stilettos are found in the utility and the other odd little goings on become coincidental or random rather than concerning. I’m sure that I had just overreacted at the time, now I just had to convince Sebastian, that everything had just been a terrible and unfortunate accident, so we could move forward with our future. Good luck with that one, love.

	Within an hour of walking through the office all those feelings of familiarity from the drive to work and general daily grind have gone. With the exception of my amazing staff, Jackie and Colin there are so many new projects on the go and new clients on our rota, my head is spinning; I feel completely out of the loop.

     “So, how you settling back in, babe? You look a little ‘deer in the headlights’!” Colin settles in next to me, dropping a much needed cup of tea on my Idris Elba coaster. “Don’t be overdoing it!”

     “I’m good, Col - a bit all over the place but I’m catching up. You and Jackie have been your usual reliable and trustworthy employees and friends. We’ve a load of new clients though? I’m impressed.”

     “Er yeah - what did you expect? You scared the shit out of us, boss. Least we could do was run this place on your behalf. You know I’ve always got your back, and as for the clients, they’ve been totting up, each week ever since The Ashton launch - that was THE best advertising we could have asked for. Word of mouth has travelled - you did good, girl.”

     “I’m so pleased people love that place much as we do - it’s special but it really is a fabulous framework for our portfolio.”

     “It bloody is - just a lil place I like to call home.” His coy flick of pretend locks is smug.

     “You are incredibly lucky - don’t forget it. Still lording it up, Count Colin?” I snigger.

     “Of course, although I’m playing around with the title, Duke Duttine at the mo, I think it has more a regal ring to it, don’t ya think?  I’m considering getting a crest made-up for Jamesy and I, that we can have adapted onto matching pinky rings. Anyway, James has allowed me to have free rein re-designing our suites and I’m having fun spending his money. I do need your advice though, now your not being such a, drama queen - I mean anyone would think you’d been in a major car accident the way you’ve been milking things lately.”

     I roll my lips on a lop-sided grin. He was just the tonic I needed today. His droll sense of humour was perfect - no pussy footing around me and always straight to the point - the focus always on him - brilliant as long as it isn’t on me. 

	“You know, Col, truly you’ve been my life saver - you always keep it real. Of course I’ll help, once I’m back on track with work and I have a..lot of people to thank for their help during this past month or so.”

     Colin moves to hug me and I squeeze him harder than both of us anticipate. “Easy tigress, don’t wrinkle the Armani. Gosh you feel thin, love - every cloud has a silver lining hey?”

     “I hardly think what I went through was worth it to lose a few pounds, Colin.” I admonish, knowing that he is only joking.

     “Nooo, of course not, my lovely girl but it was maybe a teensy-weeny bit worth the Sebastian Silver lining, yes? That man is fucking dreamy and he cooks, cleans and is the perfect father to Finn.”

     My smile immediately falters at his last words and he realises his mistake. “Oh I’m sorry, Lu. Bloody blabbermouth. I was doing so well, too”

     “It’s fine, seriously. You are right, he is a great father-figure and what happened with the baby, makes me sad but I am at the acceptance stage and I’m a great believer in ‘things are meant to be’ and this time it just… well…wasn’t.”

     “You are one strong lady. I’m so proud of you. Jamesy sends his love too.”

     “I know, I received his amazing flowers.”

     “I chose them of course - the man hasn’t got a fucking clue about floral arrangements. What gay man doesn’t know about about flowers?”

     I assess his navy and white striped boating trousers and magenta shirt combo and attempt to stop my snort. “Not all men have your superb fashionista skills.”

     “That is true of course.”

     His words tug a smile from my lips and we’re immediately back on comedy Colin track. “I’ve missed you Col, you are a refreshing voice in the fog I’ve been wandering around in of late.”

     “Always here to wave my magic wand, babe, in a purely non-sexual way. Now you’ve had the all clear from your doc, I agree, you need to be back at work and focusing on design and not the pattern of your duvet cover - besides I’m tired of you slacking!”

     I catch his cheeky wink and playfully whack him on the arm, with my most recent copy of Homes and Gardens magazine. “Right, well lunch is on me today, so get Jacks to order up from The Slug and Lettuce and then you can get me up-to-date on all these new clients.”

     “Sounds like a plan. I knew there was a reason we still kept you around.” His skinny legs run as fast as he can to avoid being hit with the full blunt force of the glossy mag, its weight landing with an oomph just past him and I laugh as his, “Darling, you nearly chipped my brand new shellac manicure.”

	It was good to be back.

*****

     I focus upon my emails, catching up with clients and checking in with suppliers for The Gilded Fox to see where we were at with deliveries for work to begin in a the next few days. The bathrooms had already been completed, designed using my drawings, and briefed by Colin and a freelancer we used in times of need. I’d seen the videos via FaceTime and Ipad imagery and they were looking superb, now all we needed to do was finish the decor of the rooms, which could be completed in a week or so, providing we made sure we had enough men on the job. 

     By 3pm I’m completely exhausted but thoroughly exhilarated – I feel such a sense of achievement, like I’ve made a real difference and for the first time in several hours I haven’t thought about the accident - best decision EVER to come back to work. I’m beginning to feel like me again, slowly but surely. 

     But I miss Seb. He’d left for Paris Saturday morning and whilst the space has been good for us, healthy for some evaluation time, after one night I want him back, back in my home, which no longer feels home without him there. He’d been in touch everyday and Facetime’d Finn but the wall that I’d unintentionally built between us was so high I fear I’ll not be able to climb over it and back to where we’d been before I’d found out about the unexpected pregnancy.

     I need him. I want him. I literally ache for him and I’m ready to be intimate again, in fact crave that, yet Sebastian has not displayed the same desire for me the past week or so, since we’d seen Mr. Porter my gynaecologist and that has made me question where we are at. I’m determined that this accident won’t take anything else from me. It took my baby but it won’t take my relationship. It’s time for me to pull out a grand gesture and show him I’m all in, that this is everything to me, he is everything to me. He’s been the model boyfriend and given me space, perhaps too much and now I need to prove to him that I’m invested and that Lucia is still a sexy, wanton and virile woman. Can I do this?

	I send him a text in that moment, keen to keep some connection going between us that has a sexual vibe. I’m blushing as I type, delete, pause, re-type, delete, then settle on my final words. God I’m rusty and its only been a few weeks since we’ve made love, but somehow I find it so much easier to send him a text rather than deal with things face to face and I’m glad of his distance. 

	Hitting send my stomach flutters as I swallow wondering when he’ll respond. 




	I miss u. Ur sexy face, ur hands over my body. 

Ur mouth x

	I try not to look at my phone, instead focusing on my emails, the words black and white and clear yet my mind is filled with memories of his tongue parting me, swirling my clit, his hands on my thighs, his dirty words ands bedroom eyes. For fucks-sake I can’t think clearly, I’m a wanton mess. My phone buzzes next to me and I jump and hesitate on opening the message, I can see the first few words and my heart beats fast. This is what I needed - we needed. I feel all warm in my lady bits, as his words compute.

	

	Ms. Myers I’ve been hard for weeks - painfully so. 

I 2 miss ur mouth, as does my cock.

Good 2 have u back. 

If u feel ur ready - I can give u the full Silver service. 

But only if ur ready x




Only Silver - what happened to platinum?x




Baby, I’m platinum thru and thru, hard, durable, rare, will last 4ever & worth so much more. Didn’t u know platinum was once known as ‘Bastards Silver’.

Says is all. xx 




	“You alright, Lucia?” Jackie calls across to me from her reception position. “You look awfully flushed.”

	“I’m fine, thanks. Couldn’t be better.”

	“Oh, Ok. I’ll go get our lunch orders now, yeah?”

	“That sounds great, thanks Jacks.” I nod absentmindedly, although I’m suddenly not hungry for anything but hot dirty sex with the man that I love. Why was he is in another bloody country? This called for drastic action.




      *****

	I’m finalising a rushed mood board for the site manager at The Gilded Fox, with cool slate greys, chalky whites and metallic coppers, reminiscent of the fabulous bathroom at The Presidential Villa in The Maldives, something I’m really happy with, and already approved by Carolyn Walters when Jackie nervously informs me that a Detective Murray is in reception to see me, her pretty face hesitant.

	“Thank you Jacks. Will you get him a drink and I’ll be with him in a moment.”

	We didn’t have a meeting? Did this mean he had news regarding the crash? I chew my lip, as I stand, straightening my olive green pencil dress. I wish Sebastian was here for support.

	“Detective Murray - what can I do for you?” I head over and hold out my hand, willing it to stop shaking.

	“Ms. Myers. Shall we sit?”

	“Of course.”

	“You are looking well. I am pleased to see you have recovered.”

	“Physically, I have.”

	“I understand. Well, I have come to advise you that since we last saw you, there have been no further leads. No further witnesses have come forward and as we have no more evidence, we have no alternative but to close this case.”

	Bile rises in my oesophagus and I swallow to stop it reaching my mouth, I hear his words, but I need a moment to take them in. The psycho that deliberately ran me off the road, resulting in my miscarriage is going to get away scott free?

	“Obviously, I know that this will not be the result you or Mr. Silver will be wishing for but legally, we have nothing else to go on.”

	“Hmmm.” I stare into space, focusing on the cushion to Murray’s right, a little longer until he coughs politely, causing me to glance up, directly into his friendly grey eyes. “Sorry, it’s all a bit too much.” I take a sip of the glass of water, Jackie has thoughtfully placed in front of me. “So, that’s it?”

	“I’m very sorry. We will obviously keep all of your details on file and if anything else occurs, do not hesitate to contact us - me directly. You have my bleeper now.”

	I nod.

	“Has there been anything else? You mentioned a feeling of someone being inside the house, things missing?” He flicks through a small pocket notebook, and continues. “A sense of being watched? Has this happened again? Do you still feel like you are being watched, Ms. Myers?”

	I shake my head, hopelessly. “I’ve not noticed anything else.”

	“You’ve not been out of the house for the past six weeks, love, you won’t have done.” Colin’s voice, is warm and supportive as he adds a valuable point, sitting down next to me, leaving his work space to join us. “Sorry to interrupt Detective, but its true - she only came back to work today.”

	“We know, we have been tracking Ms. Myers whereabouts.”

	Colin raises his GDH blackened brows at me and it makes me smile, in a rather dark moment. “Does Sebastian know that the case has been closed?” he asks both of us.

	“We have not been able to discuss this as yet with Mr. Silver as he is out of the country but we have left him a message.”

	“Hmmm - well I don’t think he’ll take kindly to this - just warning you.” Colin crosses his leg, Gucci loafer swinging. “Good job he has his own people watching out.”

	If Murray questions this information he does not ask, just watches us for a few seconds thoughtfully before jotting the information in his notebook.

	“Ms. Myers, I am very sorry for what you went through, honestly and like I say, if we get any further leads we’ll be in touch. Unfortunately cases like these are extremely difficult to solve.”

	“Doesn’t seem to be the case on Rizzoli and Isles and that medical examiner does it in 5 inch heels! Just saying…” Col mutters sarcastically under his breath.

	At that I burst out laughing - literally belly laughing. The detective looks a little taken a back but Colin is just the tonic I need, after hearing that this fucker could get away with murder, literally. Rizzoli and Isles was one of our favourite Tv shows to watch together, with copious amounts of wine and indulgent bars of Galaxy chocolate, of the family-size variety.

	“Sorry, detective, excuse my assistant - he has a warped sense of humour.”

	“Not at all, seems to me, you have some great people around you, Ms. Myers. Support is a great friend at times like these. Right, I better be off - thanks for the drink. Tell Mr. Silver I’ll call him in a few weeks, even if it’s just to update him that there’s nothing to update. He appears to be the kind of man who likes to be informed.”

	He has certainly has Sebastian figured out. He needed to be in control at all times and this was going to piss him off no end.

	“Seriously though, call me if you feel concerned, followed, of under threat again. We want to get this person, and bring them to justice just as much as you do.”

	I smile politely. “I don’t think that is entirely true, but thank you, I appreciate it and your time.”

	I watch Detective Murray’s retreating back and mull over his words for a few seconds longer than necessary before taking a deep breath and putting it to the back of my mind. It wasn’t going to ruin my plans, my positive thoughts; my progress. I couldn’t vouch for Seb but what he didn’t know right now wouldn’t hurt him.

	“You Ok, boss?” Col rubs my back and gives me a peck on the head. “You probably thought it was coming, yeah?”

	I shrug but then nod honestly.

	“Still, its not nice to hear - although we did get our tax-payer’s-moneys-worth, the department definitely sent the fittest policeman to tell you the news - he was phwoaarrr!”

	I grin and roll my eyes as Jacks joins in. “Ah yes, he was sex on legs - shame he wasn’t in full dressage. I love a man in a suit but a police uniform, ahhhhh.”

	“Or a fireman - now that I would leave the batteries out of my smoke alarm for, on the off chance something might catch alight - a whole truckload of firefighters, trawling through smoke filled rooms, calling my name, lifting me in my tight designer undies, and then throwing me over their shoulder, one hosing me down…one….”

	I’ve lost him completely. “Colin! You’re speaking aloud still.”

	“Sorry, I was lost in the moment.”

	“Oh, don’t stop - it was just getting gooood!” Jacks pouts, winking at us. “You should write saucy books.”

	“Guys - I’m going to call it a day, think I’ll finish this mood board at home and leave you two to your fantasies. I’ll drop it off on site in the morning, as they need it for visuals. Work begins seriously on the bathrooms tomorrow and needs to be finished by next Thursday?”

	“We know.” They both sing in unison.

	“You up for the challenge, the launch is three weeks on Friday.”

	“I’m all over it, like a gay-man at London Fashion Week, hunny don’t you worry your pretty little head.” Colin poo-poos me.

	“Ok - I trust you both. Thanks for making bad news so much easier, today. You are both such great assets… and friends.”

	“Off you skedaddle,” Colin waves me away. “You’ve done seven hours today - it’s too much too soon. See you in the morning.”

	“I agree. Great to have you back, Lucia.” Jackie smiles.

	I head to my desk, shove my phone, some paperwork, and a few select bits inside my bag hurriedly, closing all apps on my computer, and shutting it down for the night - anything else would have to wait until the morning. I needed to get home, to Finn.

	I salute Colin and Jackie and head off downstairs, glad of the exercise, the lift would give me too much time to think.

	

*******
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		“Down here!” I holler up the stairs at Abby’s entrance.

	“Phew - what a day - I’m glad that one is over. How was your first day back in the rat race?”

	“Wine?” I shake the bottle at Abby and laugh at her of course, need you ask face and grab a glass from the cupboard. “My day was great - bloody brilliant actually.”

	“No need to be so smug - mine was shite. I’m getting tired of wiping my boss’s arse!”

	I choose not to correct her - she’d obviously missed my sarcasm - her need seemed greater than mine right now. “Ah, babe I’m sorry - is it still a nightmare?”

	“Total - but only I can do something about it and I have a few things up my sleeve, so we’ll see. Anyway enough about crappy work bollocks, have you heard from Mr. Silver senior?”

	I laugh at her nickname for Seb before carrying our glasses upstairs. “I have but something’s off.”

	“Oh - like what?”

	“We’re just not the same - together we work, apart we’re… broken. I’ve always said it and the past few weeks I’ve been so…”

	“Quiet?”

	“Well yes, I suppose I have been but…”

	“It’s to be expected after what you’ve been through, lovely. You experienced something no-one wants to ever go through and I can’t begin to imagine how you feel about getting in a car again. Have you yet?”

	“Yes. Seb made me. I didn’t want to at first but he was right and the day after getting the all clear from the specialist I went out in the car, alone. Just to the corner shop and back and it was terrifying but I had to do it. I can’t let this accident strip me of everything - change me and remove my independence - I won’t let that happen.”

	“That’s what I like, fighting talk - I knew my pal was still in there and you’d be out to play soon enough. I agree with Seb completely, but it must have been extremely difficult and I’m proud of you, Lulu. God, you’ve been through so much, and Seb too. How is he in all this? Nathan has talked to him but he hasn’t really discussed their conversations with me, which I understand but it’s bloody annoying.”

	“Honestly, I don’t know. I know he was devastated when it happened and we did talk the first weeks after I came home from the hospital, which helped and brought us closer…and we have on and off since…”

	“I know you mentioned but I’m sensing a but?”

	“I don’t know, Abs - I think I’ve been so self-absorbed in my own emotions and recovery I’ve left little space or time for his. I feel awful about it all. We’ve kind of fallen into a ‘routine’ that caters to my health and Finn’s needs.” I sip my wine thoughtfully and eye my friend’s body language carefully, she was straight talking and would tell me as it is - and I really needed that right now.

	“Look Seb has been your rock, no doubt about it. He had to be and he threw himself into caring for you and Finn, being there for you at every waking minute because deep down he felt so weak and helpless. He couldn’t find out who had done this to you, which was probably a good job or he’d have ended up behind bars for their murder, so the next best thing was to be the model Stepford husband and believe me it’s been scary to watch.” 

	We giggle a little and it lightens the mood before she continues. “How are you two in the bedroom? Is everything back on track? Or is it too soon to ask?”

	If anyone else had asked I’d have told them to mind their own fucking business but not Abby, she had hit the nail on the head within five minutes of conversation. It was non-existent. “Not good.”

	“Ok - well it will take time to get back to swinging from the chandeliers again but a little missionary for a while never hurt anyone.” Her cheeky wink is met with my tightly rolled lips. “Oh! Not even missionary?”

	I shake my head. 

	“And how’s Seb with that? I mean sex isn’t everything at all, it’s important that mentally you are ready as well as physically, hun - both of you - but you two are all about the passion.”

	“I know and I miss him so much. I can’t seem to get us back to where we were. He hasn’t even been sleeping in my bed.”

	“No fucking wonder - love! You’re never going to get any action if you are in separate beds.”

	“I agree.” I shake my head on a smile and refill my wine glass, topping up Abs at the same time. “I am ready. I want him badly.”

	“Well then, you need to do something about it. You’ve basically been a ‘poorly person’ for the past weeks, and he will have been wandering around with a monstrous stonk-on, scared to come near you in case you thought he was pressuring you to have sex. The fact that you haven’t talked hasn’t helped much - its not like you two though is it.”

	“We have talked - we’ve talked about the psycho who did this to us. We talked about the baby and what could have been and how its loss was fate - we both believe in fate and the fact that it was neither his, nor my fault and that we didn’t blame one other.”

	“Well that’s something, cause its nobody’s fault but that bastard, Lu. Not yours or Seb’s.”

	“Thanks, hun. But since those conversations all we’ve spoken about are hospital appointments, medications, side-effects, Finn, family, work schedules and what to have for tea, completely skirting around the massive elephant in the room, that is ‘sex’ - seeing as my foo-foo has had an ‘closed for business’ sign hanging over it!”

	“So you think the issues between you are all about sex.”

	“Yes.”

	"“Are you honestly ready to have sex again? Hot dirty, lose yourself sex in the moment and be ravished sex?”

	“Oh. My. God, yes please! I’ve had one of those hormone coils inserted too so it could be spontaneous. Ah just the thought of Sebastian naked is turning me on.” 

	“Oh, hunny you’ve got it bad. You are ready and I’m so happy for you. I was worried that you’d have that washed out empty look for a while.”

	“I know, Abs, I’ve found it hard but I’m getting there and Finn has helped. Kids keep you going, you know? But seriously, it’s embarrassing I’m such a bloody horny bitch.”

	“Not at all - I’ve said it before, these Silver brothers, are irresistible - magnetic.”

	“They are. I sent him a saucy text today, to you know ‘break the seal’ - get back to how we were before the miscarriage.”

	“And?”

	“He sent one back.” I smile coyly.

	“Oh - it was that good yeah?” she raises she raises her brows cheekily and I nod, tightlipped. 

	I stare into space, considering my next words carefully - its time. “Abs? I’ve wanted to tell you something, been desperate to tell you in fact since it happened but well, life kind of got in the way the past few weeks. Please don’t be mad with me that I didn’t tell you this past month.”

	“What? For goodness sake, Lulu what’s the problem? Are you Ok?”

	“I’m fine. The night of the accident Sebastian came to see me, and told me about the miscarriage…” I feel Abs grab my hand tightly in support and I squeeze it back. “…Anyway that night he proposed!”

	“WTF? And you didn’t tell me - OMG, Lu, this is fantastic news! What did you say? You said yes of course, yes? Durr, silly me, course you did! How did he do it? Was it romantic?” her beaming face is contagious and I grin back at her verbal diarrhoea.

	“Yes, I accepted and it was all very romantic, considering I was wearing a head bandage, hospital gown, cast on my arm and looked like a I’d done ten rounds with Mike Tyson. He was amazing really!”

	“So?”

	“Now I’m having second thoughts.”

	“What! Seriously that head injury has given you worryingly bad judgement - what is there to be confused about? He is drop-dead gorgeous, rich, successful, your best-friend and an amazing role-model to Finn and lets not forget he fucking loves you!”

	“You’re totally right. They are not the reason for my concerns - I’m worried that he proposed because he felt he ought to? Like it was expected?

	“Since when has Seb done anything he didn’t want to. He is the ultimate control freak - no one could force him to do something he wasn’t 100% into. I get that you might think he’s stepping up and being responsible but that would only work if you were actually still pregnant - sorry to be blunt, babe but it would - not when you’re not.”

	She’s right, I’d never considered that point of view and it made a lot of sense. “But what if I can’t have kids anymore - its a definite possibility now and I love him - I only want the best for him and I want him to have kids.”

	“You are the best for him, Lu and you have a kid. He’s already decided that with his proposal, you daft thing - Sebastian Silver would never propose to a woman lightly. It’s soon for talks of marriage I get it, but you’ve been friends for a decade - you know one another, take that leap, together. That’s just my advice, but you’d be a fool not to march him down to City Hall asap and make it legal.” She drains the remnants of her glass and wiggles it in my face. “Whoa, this counselling lark is thirsty work!”

	“Nah ah, only coffee for you now. You’ve got work tomorrow and you’ll kill me in the morning if I let you drink anymore. It’s a school night.”

	“Party-pooper, but you’re right.”

	“Thanks, Abs. We haven’t spoken about the proposal, other than for me to ask him not to tell anyone about it, so you’re the first to know - don’t mention it to anyone yet will you?”

	“Of course I won’t but seriously, babe you really need to step it up with Seb - if you want this. I know you’ve been grieving and will continue to forever and a day, it will take time for the rawness to subside but if you love this man and you want to marry him, you have to show him - show you’re fully committed and that means, stop hiding and trust in his feelings and yours. You have to make him feel like he is your everything.”

	I nod, relieved that finally the weight had lifted from my shoulders. Telling Abby was the best decision and all she had done was mirror my own feelings on the situation. “It’s hard with him away in Paris right now.”

	“Ditto. I miss Nathan so bad, but I need to get a rein on my desire to be with him 24/7 - its doing us good to have some breathing space.”

	“I’ve not seen you this hooked, Abs? Do you think this is it for you too?”

	“I think it could be on my part but he can be very hard to read sometimes. I’m not even sure if he’s here to stay? Whether he’ll go back to Oz or settle here? We don’t have the ten years of foundations you and Seb have.”

	“That can work against you too - sometimes it works better to be coming into this without history, no second guessing, relying on friendship and getting comfortable...”

	“Hmmm. Well… I don’t know what’s going to happen between us but that’s for another night, getting back to you two, I know what you’re doing this weekend; grab that laptop and I’ll make us a cuppa.”

	“What do you have up that Zara sleeve of yours?”

	“‘Paris’ and there will be nothing gay about it, lovely, it’ll be an explosive and intoxicating heterosexual ride that neither of you will forget, full of sex, sex and more sex and movie-style romance that will blow the cobwebs from your nunny, once and for all. Then and I mean then…  you’re going to propose to him!”

	I watch her animated face, brown eyes glittering with mirth and hands gesticulating, as her mind works in overdrive. “Great minds think alike. I think you’ve hit the nail on the head. Tell me more about your plans for how I make up for lost time with my man.”	




*******

    

    


[image: Image]

[image: Image]		




 	I awake Tuesday morning rejuvenated and ready to put all my plans into action. First things first - I need a visit to the gym. I need to burn off some off last night’s calories, blast away my anger, stress and reinvigorate my body. I’ve missed exercising, not just for the benefits of maintaining my weight - it balanced my mind. I needed to stimulate the serotonin in my brain and flick my iPod to maximum volume. It takes ten minutes to make the journey from Finn’s Creche to my gym and en route I mentally make notes about who and what I’m going to organise when I reach the office. Once parked, I quickly text my mum and ask her to have Finn for the weekend, briefly explaining my plans to ensure that she has plenty of notice; her response flies through instantaneously with a barrage of thumbs up emoticons. She was definitely on board then, bless her. I’m already feeling better by the time I step inside the doors of Canons. This was going to be brutal but it had to be done. 

	A quick change and I head straight for the treadmill, music on, and with Redlight’s ‘Lost in your Love’, blasting in my ears, I’m off and within ten minutes I feel better and have moved from a steady pace to a fast walk. I’m mindful that I need to take it steady and not push my body too fast - I’ve had the all clear but I can’t go all out… yet. I’ll have to build my fitness levels over the next month, or so but the adrenaline rushing through my veins is exhilarating and despite the odd tug in my abdomen and stiffness in my joints and muscles I feel empowered.

	I watch the TV screen in front of me, focusing on the news as my body aches in all the right places and I smile inwardly, pleased that it’s reacting to the work-out - that my body and not just my mind, is beginning to feel again. In a few days I’d be with Sebastian, as a couple, away from the stress and worries of home-life and enjoying a spur of the moment long dirty-weekend for two, where my body will be feeling things I hadn’t felt for weeks; I couldn’t wait. It was good to be sensing those tell-tale curls of sexual flutterings again and not just reviewing sex as a reminder of a pregnancy that was no more. I needed to do this for us but more importantly for me and the longer I left it, the harder it would be, pardon the pun. 

	Sweat trickles over my body as I blast the stress away, sipping regularly from my water bottle and resisting the urge to overdue it now that I’m buzzing with energy - I know tomorrow I’ll feel the burn. I’m about to think about heading off for a shower when I notice someone waving in my peripheral vision and slipping out an earphone I turn and try not to show my disappointment at the figure standing casually to the right of my treadmill. 

	“You were miles away… how’s things, Lucia?”

	“Not bad thanks, Leo. First time back at the gym in a while so I’m having to concentrate a little more than the norm.” 

	“Cool! Good for you. You, fully recovered then? I have tried to come round but Sebastian is a force to be reckoned with.” He laughs nervously, his blue eyes flickering over my body.

	He is that and thank heavens. “I’m getting there, thanks. I’ve seen Meg a few times and I received your flowers, they were lovely.”

	“Oh, they were nothing. You’ve had an awful time, Lucia. I honestly felt so bad for you.”

	I flick the button that stops the treadmill and allow my body a moment to maintain equilibrium. It’s times like these that I berate myself for being so hard on Leo in the past, he meant well. Stepping off the machine I wobble slightly and immediately Leo’s arms fly out to balance me, enveloping me and crushing me to his side. 

	“Whoa, steady there.” His laugh is contagious and I smile, feeling slightly more comfortable in his company.

	“I never judge the dismount, cheers. Right, well, I better be off, got to shower and get ready for work.” I grab my hand towel and pat at my face gently. “You just starting?”

	“No. I’m done. I’m on my way to the showers now.”

	I frown, taking in his immaculate appearance, not a hair out of place. Maybe he’d not given it his all today? “Well, I’ll catch up with you later, then.”

	“Of course. I may see you later, I have some paperwork for you to sign for Elysium but I don’t want to pressure you and it can wait. I can be as much help as you need, Lu, seriously - whatever you require.” I feel his friendly shoulder rub and again castigate myself for my continued negative thoughts towards this gentle, if occasionally intense man. He meant well and seemed really happy with my neighbour Meg.

	“Thanks, Leo, I really appreciate it.”

	“I’ll get Meg to cook one night this week and you and Finn must come round.”

	“That would be lovely, thanks.

	“Would be our pleasure. Meg does a mean Lasagne.”

	I smile openly and turn to head in the direction of the changing rooms.“Great, tell her I’ll give her a call. See you soon.”

	“You will.”

	

*****




	My first stop is The Gilded Fox to meet with one of Seb’s newly appointed Site Foremen, Andre. He had already proven himself with his ultra organisational skills, working to my diva demands, from home the past few weeks. He’d been accommodating and understanding of our tight deadlines and unfortunate circumstances and we’d formed a mutual respect for one another at our first meeting. Mine in my dressing gown, plaster cast in place, bruised and battered but he was one of the few people who hadn’t pandered to that. He’d simply ignored it and treated me like a client. It probably helped that I was a stranger to him but I liked him immediately - loved the fact that he hadn’t come with a cloak of pity wrapped about him for my circumstances. He was probably empathetic but didn’t know me well enough to feel it deeply. 

	Our collaborations had taken place by email and phone, or Facetime link on the iPad on site from then on, often with Colin in tow and surprisingly we were still on track for the bathrooms tiling to begin today. 

	“Andre - great to see you. How’s it all looking?”

	“Looking good, Lucia. We’ve started in Room 1 as it’s the biggest bathroom and Room 3, as it’s the second largest.”

	“Great thinking Batman.”

	He smiles shyly and I grin. I like him. I could see him for one of our friends - maybe Jess?

	“Well, here’s the board you asked for - it’ll just give you and the guys a better idea of how things will look. I know you’ve seen the plans and have the materials now but sometimes it’s hard for some to visualise the end result.”

	“This is just what we needed, thank you. The lads are great with their hands and their workmanship is second to none but they’d be the first to admit that design isn’t their forte. Stick a picture in front of them and we’ll get this job the way you want it.”	

	I nod, understanding completely. “So where are we at?”

	“Well, the plumbing is in for all the rooms, all the suites, and lighting, that was completed last week, based upon our previous meetings and Seb helped coordinate. The walls were re-plastered, because when we removed the old tiles, as you know, they did some real damage. So the rooms are all ready to for tiling and the we’ll lay the wood floors last.”

	“Superb.”

	“Room 1 has already begun - do you want to see?”

	“Oh. My. God. Does it look amazing? Lead the way.” I follow his carefully trodden path, across planks of placed wood and stretched pieces of cloth, up the stairs to the bedrooms above. The Inn would be closed for business for the next fortnight, so that we could complete these works and I am determined to finish on time - we had no choice, Carolyn Walters was losing business being closed for that amount of time. We really needed to make this design makeover bloody amazing and worth all this loss of potential revenue. No pressure then.

	I step over a trestle table where tools and pots, precariously balance, and head into the guest-room I’d originally viewed on my first visit to The Gilded Fox. Everything had gone, leaving a huge airy blank space, with a tremendous potential. I could see the finished image in front of me now, not physically of course but in my mind’s eye. The bed, wall coverings and following the fashion trend of the moment, the tub in the bedroom. That focal point is actually now in place, as promised and as stunning as I’d envisaged, its copper outer glistening like bronzed water, a huge oval egg in front of the hole in the wall where the recessed fire will be. Be…u…ti…ful.

	“So, what do you think?” Andre enquires from behind me.

	“Perfection. Seriously. Has it been a bastard?”

	He laughs. “We’ve had a few glitches - namely with the weight of the thing - it weighs a ton, but nah, we got there in the end. Chris, has been pretty good, he likes you - has been all over this job like a rash. Kept asking when you would be on site.”

	I’m not sure how I feel about this. I hadn’t seen Chris much since the accident and he’d moved out of Seb’s place now and into his own. No matter how much more serious Seb & I became as a couple, Chris seemed to linger. Instead I choose to refrain from voicing my negative thoughts. “Chris is a good wingman to Sebastian. I appreciate his assistance on this job. He did some great work on The Ashton Hotel.”

	“Well, I better get back to it? Do you need to see anything else?”

	I consider the room. “Nope. The bathroom’s need to be completed by next week, that includes paintwork. All of them, so if you don’t have enough people on the job, get them. Decorating starts a week tomorrow in the rooms. Flooring goes down a week on Friday, leaving three days for furniture and accessories and 60 minute makeover etc. The launch is a week on Friday.”

	“Quick turnaround.”

	“Yep. Then we finish titivating downstairs. They’ve already painted the hall, foyer lounge, and bar area so I’m happy with that. We just need to finish the downstairs loos. Right, call me if you need me. I’ll be around for the next 24 hours but I’m away to see Seb in Paris on Thursday so if you need answers email me or contact Colin at the office.”

	“Not a problem. Enjoy your trip. Say hi to the boss for me - have a croissant for me.”

	I smile happily, excited that I’d be seeing my man so soon. “Will do. Im back Monday so will be around to sort out any concerns.” 

	All I can think of right now is those damned pastries in bed, with nothing but our naked bodies writhing against one another, hmmm just the thought of it makes me tingly in places that have lain formant for weeks. Hardly Professional.




	




*******

	

	 The car journey back to the office is spent mentally itemising my wardrobe for the trip. My phone rings and interrupts Sia belting out something about her elastic heart whilst I’m mid-planning my outfit for the second night. “Good Morning, Elysium Interiors, Lucia Myers speaking.”

	“Well, good morning to you too stranger. I thought you’d become a recluse.” 

	“Hi, Suze.” I chuckle at my sister’s blunt welcome - she was right though I’d been crap of late - I hadn’t rung her in days. “How’s the bump?”

	“You mean the freaking mountain - bump my ‘growing-fatter-by-the-day’- arse? Hu…freaking…mongous, that’s how!”

	“That big hey - enough about G’s cock - I meant my future niece, actually.”

	“Uggghh don’t talk to me about Gino’s cock - the man can keep it in his pants for…ever, as far as I’m concerned - that’s what got me in this state in the first place - I mean I’m like a freaking whale and I’m making him horny as hell - how is that possible?”

	“So, the word of the day, is freaking?”

	“Yeah..and?” she snaps, daring me to argue with her and I silently purse my lips together and blow out calmly, glad I’m not in her near vicinity. 

	“Nothing, darling and to answer your question, it’s totally possible that your sexy hubby is horny as hell over his heavily pregnant wife - you are beautiful and carrying his first child. To him you’re gorgeous no matter what.” I hear her sigh of exasperation into the phone and feel for her. I remember feeling the same with Finn. “How many weeks today?”

	“25’ish - they are not sure whether I might be a week or so further on. So I might be 26?”

	Bless she thought she was big now, wait until full-term…

	“I’m sorry, Lulu…” I hear tears begin to clog her throat and sniffles follow.

	“Hey, hey, Suze, what’s wrong - you Ok?”

	“I’m fine - I just feel so hormonal and I feel rotten because I just realised I’m moaning about being big and fat and pregnant to you! You! Of all people. How fucking selfish am I?”

	“Hunny, it’s Ok, really it is. To be honest I’m glad you are - you’re treating me normally and not with kid gloves and you know what? I love that you are having a baby, especially after what Seb and I just went through as it will help me get over it. This little girl will be our family miracle, or light at the end of a pitch-black tunnel.” The words spill out of me and as I say them without pause and I feel their worth, knowing that they have true value and I mean every one of them - they are completely cathartic.

	Another sniffle deafens me down the phone. “Really?”

	“Yes. I’m getting there, Sis.” And I really am. I have lots to look forward to.

	“Seb and you Ok?”

	“We will be.”

	“He’s been so good, Lulu, such a trooper. You need to marry this one.”

	That’s the plan. “I’m going to Paris on Thursday to see him.”

	“Oh, how romantic - I forgot he was away - does he know yet?”

	“No, so don’t tell anyone. I’ll let him know later today, I think.”

	“Well, we can have Finn if you need us too - we’d love to, I’m not working this week. I got cover in the shop for the next few weeks, as I’ve felt so rubbish.”

	“Thanks for the offer, hun but I’ve asked mum and dad - he has his room there and you have enough on at the mo.”

	“Not a problem, well the offers there if you change your mind. Now enough about domesticity. What about all the hot sex you’re going to have?”

	I laugh loudly into the car. “I thought you just said you’re off sex and cocks for life?”

	“Not for life, just for now - there’s things going on down below I don’t even want to think about, let alone look at in the mirror, my vulva is seriously bulging, yuk! You on the other hand can be thinking about beautiful lingerie, sexy dresses, perfume, high heels, sex with your hot guy in the most romantic city in the world. Oh, Lu - you need this, it’s just what you need to get you and Seb back in the swing of things.”

	“I agree.”

	“Right, well I’ll speak to you later, if you need to borrow anything or want anything new from the Dolly’s, let me know and I’ll bring it round tomorrow - just check the website - I’ve just got an amazing new knitwear range from Italy and there’s a dress you will lurve - I’ll put it too one side. I’m too fat of course for them all.” She sighs dramatically. “ Right, I’m offski’s - love ya.”

	I laugh. “Love you too, Sis.”

	“Lulu?”

	“Yep?”

	“Sorry for the moan?”

	“It’s fine, hun - what are sister’s for?”

	“To be total beatches?”

	“Go! Love to G.”

	“It’s the only love he’s getting so he’ll be chuffed to bits.”

	“Poor Gino.”

	“Don’t feel sorry for him, feel sorry for my swollen body. If I show him the tiniest bit of love he thinks he’s getting action and I just can’t, I’m so uncomfortable. Give him an inch and he’ll take the whole fucking vagina.”

	I giggle at her play on words but I do remember it well. “Have you not tried doggy? That usually works?”

	“Not now my arse if the size of the Nutty Professor’s I’m too busy looking over my shoulder at it, rather than enjoying the moment, I got a crick in my neck last time.”

	“I have to go - you’re creasing me up - I’m literally crying here, with laughter. You’re mental. Go put your feet up, enjoy the time off from work and remember its not for much longer.”

	“Bye, lovely.”

	I hang up smiling. Whilst I understand that pregnancy has huge changes on a woman’s body and some of those were effecting Suzie dramatically, she’d hammed up her annoyance with them and played down her excitement at becoming a mother to protect my feelings. I’m sure of it, bless her. Suzie has wanted this baby forever and been trying for a few years, without success, so it meant everything to her and Gino. 

	I’m surprised how Ok I am with all the connotations that go with the subject of her impending motherhood and how happy I am for them. I don’t have any resentment, something I’m ashamed to admit that a month ago I couldn’t admit.

	What will be will be, Lu, always remember that. Believe in fate, its got you this far.

	

*******




	Once I’m back work and I have inhaled my first cup of tea, I settle into our cosy reception area with my first appointment of the day, a stunning Wag, named Crystal Matthews, who is married to a local footballer celebrity. They have recently moved to the area, with their young family and want to completely gut their newly purchased home, in Presley, a secluded and exclusive village just on the outskirts of Holdgate. The coup would be fabulous for Elysium and her husband’s open-wallet-no-budget was even more appealing. Better yet, we click immediately and she adores Colin. We arrange a meeting for the next week to assess the rooms that need re-decorating and Crystal signs a purchase order then and there, with the agreement that money/budget will be discussed once specs are made. Colin disappears like a crazed fan to google Zane Matthews - he definitely has a new idol to obsess over.

	After making some notes on the Matthew’s job whilst they were fresh in my mind, I grab a sparkling water and settle down to find a flight from Lords Airport on Thursday to Paris. With less than 48 hours until departure, it was going to go one of two ways - cheap due to last minute availability or extortionate due to lack of availability. Unfortunately it was the latter, but I didn’t give a shit. It was worth every penny, on my already bowing credit card, to get to my gorgeous man and I book it without question. One step closer to intimacy again with Seb - that’s all that matters.	 

	Next, I book my hair and beauty appointment for Wednesday and do some last minute on-line shopping. New clothes and goodies always make a girl feel good about themselves on a sexy break away and this one was important to me. I needed to feel my best. I just hoped they’d arrive in time.

	Finally I organise cover for Finn, something I should have probably considered before booking my flight but Abby had offered to help out if I was struggling. My parents step up to the mark, as per, with my mum encouraging me to take as much time as I need, when I explain to her exactly what my intentions are. I honestly don’t know what I’d have done without their support the past few months, but I know that they adore Seb and I know that they want us to be together and any together-time that means that we are moving towards making a more serious commitment, they are both on board 100%. That hat 'aint going to waste!

	I just hope that Finn will be as easily convinced later tonight. I’ve a feeling he may want to come with but not on this trip - this trip was going to be all about the ooh la la or ooh Lulu. We’d definitely have to organise a weekend away with him when we got back, maybe a visit to the seaside with Suzie & Gino.

	Now all that was left to do was send my message to Seb, to let him know I was coming to him. I had wanted to surprise him but Abs had said that when she mentioned the plans to Nathan, he felt Seb would rather know. Na, had organised that he was free but they were extremely busy with a client and finalising their latest negotiations with the American Devereux hotel chain in Paris. SilCon would be managing the build from start to business, knocking about and re-fitting an existing chateau they owned which was in a prime location, central to all the tourist spots but in its own grounds and all this had come off the back of The Jannah Hotel Project. I’m so proud of him and all he has achieved and excited to see this hotel - it sounded like a real diamond in the rough.

	Right, how do I inform Seb? Text? Flowers? I decide upon an email - it’s a little more official somehow, but this is important to me so I want it to be taken seriously. I’m actually nervous as I type the words, deleting, re-typing and beginning again, over and over, until I am happy. For fucks sake, - its an email woman - you’re not asking permission, you’re already going, you’ve booked your ticket - just send the darned thing and grow a pair!




To: Sebastian Silver

Subject: Surprise!

From: Lucia Myers




I can’t stand to be apart from you a moment longer. 

I’ll be on flight LS315 arriving Thursday at Paris CDG airport, 11.00amish until Monday morning. I can make my own way to your place or get a hotel, just let me know, what suits. I’ll fit in with you as I know how busy you are but please keep your evenings free, if possible. 3 whole nights of you and me time. 

#cityoflove




All yours,

Lu x




Lucia Myers

Managing Director Elysium Interiors




	I hit send and immediately step away from my desk, too apprehensive to wait around for any response. 

	Why am I so bloody nervous? 

	Because this means so much to you - you need him to want you as much as you do him.  

	“You’ve had a delivery, Lucia.” Jackie throws over her shoulder, en route to the kitchenette. “Another of those black boxes - you know the ones you’ve been receiving from Fresh Water Couture?” She disappears inside and I hear the click of the kettle, before she pops her head back out the door. “It’s been so dull, since you’ve been off work - we’ve missed our weekly floral deliveries.”

	“Hardly weekly.” I grin, excited that Seb had sent me flowers. He was thinking about me.

	“More like daily, Lu Bu. You’re obviously doing something right in the bedroom department - other than decorating.” Colin chips in dryly from his desk. “Me too, Jacks, I thought I was stranded in the dessert here - I’m parched.”

	“Which cup?” Jackie shouts, her head buried in the cupboard.

	“China, darling, with a saucer. I’m not one of Sebastian’s site lackey’s - love to oggle them with all their rippling muscles and manliness but my delicate pallet requires china.” His pursed lips makes me shake my head on a smile, he was such a princess.

	“Would you like a silver tray of cucumber sandwiches and scones with clotted cream and jam too, Count Colin? Perhaps some High Tea?” Jackie’s voice is peppered with sarcasm but Col is oblivious to it.

	“Ooh, sounds delish, doll - fabby.”

	I roll my eyes in unison with our brilliant and patient receptionist and nod as she holds up a mug for me, then make my way towards the black box, which sits temptingly perched on corner of her desk. The last rose I had received had been weeks ago, when I was recovering I think - yes, at the hospital. Its beauty had given me something to focus on in those first hallucinogenic days of recovery after surgery. A single bud, that each day opened up, its petals rich with red hues, velvet and vital - alive. A reminder of our love and a constant talking-point amongst the nursing staff, who all found it so romantic.

	I slip off the purple ribbon, and am instantly hit with the heady perfumed scent of a black baccara single rose - deep plum, almost noir in its colour. This would be my 11th rose now in total.

	Inhaling deeply, I stroke the luscious petals against my cheek, it could be Sebastian’s touch in his absence and I hold on to that thought as I spy the accompanying envelope and retract the message quickly, keen to see his words. I’ve kept all ten scripted messages to date, plus all his notecards from the larger floral displays and my other gifts. I want to keep them all, as a reminder of our courtship.
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	This message couldn’t have come at a better time. Now I’m confident that my visit to Paris will be perfect and is the right thing for us. We both crave contact as much as the other. Taking the rose, I select a slim black vase from the store cupboard and fill it with water, then place it on my desk, to enjoy at work. I won’t be at home after Thursday so I may as well leave it for the guys to appreciate. 

	My Mail window is open and a new email is hi-lighted with his name is bold letters, with the subject ‘not a moment too soon’. Without even clicking on message, any worries are put to rest - all is well and I’m going to see my man. Yay! 

	I’m going to Paris!




*******







	“Why can’t I come, Mummy?” Wow, he’s really pulling out the big guns, bottom lip’s out, big blues blinking innocently.

	“Because this trip is important for Mummy and Sub but I promise that when we get back, which is only after a few days, we’ll have a lovely surprise for you and we’ll all have a holiday together soon, I promise.”

	“What’s the surpwise?”

	“Surprise, sweetie. It wouldn’t be a surprise if I told you.” I laugh, ruffling his hair. It’s a game we always play and a sure sign he’s coming around. “We won’t be away as long as last time.”

	“Good. You were away, forever!”

	“No we weren’t, I was away a week for work but Ninni and Gramps did so much with you and from what I’ve heard you are going to go fishing with Gramps this weekend.” If that didn’t seal it, I didn’t know what would.

	“Really? Cool! Will Nathan and Sub be there?”

	Shit! “No, Sweetie, they will both be in Paris with me but Gramps is a very good fisherman you can show him what you learned with Sub and Uncle Na.”

	“Will Ninni bake Cookies?”

	OMG. “Well why don’t we ask her - I’m sure she would love to do some baking with you.” Whilst mummy is getting a real good shag from Sub’s humongous cock - God am I a crap mother? I feel terrible now. No, I need this, Seb and I need this. “Poppet - you’ll have a great time and we’ll bring you back something lovely from France.” Like a step-Daddy.

	“Will you bring me some frog legs?”

	Uggh boys. “I don’t think so but I’m sure I can find something you’ll love. Right, time for your bed Mr.”

	“Mummy?”

	“Yes, Finnster?” I try to keep the impatience out of my voice after a long and tiring day.

	“You can go away with Sub and I’ll be good.”

	I melt, a puddle of love and mothering emotions like the wicked witch from the Wizard of Oz, left on the carpet. “Thank you, darling I will take lots of pictures of Paris and we’ll take you back with us next time as Sub is working there a lot at the mo.”

	He nods, laying back onto his pillow, his eyes growing heavy, lashes thick and I squeeze him so tightly, he giggles to be set free. “Mummy, set me free. I’ve decided what I want you to bring me back.”

	“Oh and what is that.” I smile at his cute little nose, wrinkling impishly at me.

	“The Awful Tower!”

	I burst out laughing both of us giggling together like a pair of kids, he has every excuse, me not so much. “Who told you about the Awful Tower?”

	“Gramps. He said it was very tall and looked like an alien from Monsters Inc, with long legs, like a spiders.”

	“It is and I suppose it does a bit, and at the very top you can see right out over all of Paris.”

	“Cool.”

	“I love you so much you know that don’t you, Finn.” I rub noses with him and kiss his forehead.

	“Yes, Mummy - you tell me ALL the time.”

	“Well I do - now go to sleep you, little monkey. Thank you for being such a big grown-up boy about mummy going away.”

	I look down at my precious bundle and find that he’s already closed his eyes and is halfway to his dreams.  I wish it was that easy for me to find the land of nod, at the moment. My nights are spent tossing and turning in my king-size bed, wishing I was tossing off and being turned on by my magnificent man. Soon, we’d be naked, wrapped in hotel sheets and making each other groan in ecstasy. I cannot wait.

	

	*******
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		The flight to Paris from Lords’ Airport takes an hour and 20 minutes, thanks to the strong tail wind that brings us in earlier than expected. The immaculately dressed flight attendant informs us that the weather is clear and a cool 5 degrees. I’m glad I brought my long camel wool coat and packed several pairs of boots. Bubbles of excitement pop around in my belly, as I check my appearance in my compact mirror and reapply a thin coat of lipgloss. Not long until I see him, until I’m in his arms and in his bed. 

	My Mum and Abby were right; we needed this weekend, on our own to reconnect. He deserved my full, undivided attention and I needed to make him feel like he is my, everything. It was time and he’d been more than patient. 	

	Charles de Gaulle airport is cavernous and I excitedly make my way towards the allocated luggage bay carousel, then spend the next 20 minutes collecting my small suitcase, (unfortunately not quite small enough for carry-on, due to winter clothing) and head off in the direction of the exit. As I’m processed through customs, and the arrivals door waits, I take a deep breath and roll my lips together. My man awaits me on the other side - Sebastian Silver, my future.
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	I check my watch again and bite my lip. I don’t do ‘waiting’. I’ve never been a very patient man, especially when it meant extending the time I’ve spent without the love of my life, another second. I’ve spent enough time without her; naked in my arms. These six weeks have felt like a fucking lifetime and caused a huge divide between us - today I will resolve things.	

	I should have been in a meeting right now - one that would mean the difference between potentially sealing this Paris deal with the Devereux chain or losing out to my nemesis but I had to see her; hold her in my arms and assure myself that she was Lu again. Her email had given me hope, but I needed to see it for myself. It had been nearly a week since I clapped eyes on her and I wasn’t prepared to wait a bloody moment longer.	

	I’d planned a leisurely lunch at Fouquet’s on the Champs-Elysées, which was quintessentially Parisian and I knew Lu would love it, followed by a visit to The Louvre - our mutual love of art and design was a common interest I liked to indulge. Nathan had flown out last night and was sitting in for me with our clients, and I knew the project was safe in his hands; fuck, we’d sweated blood and tears over this re-model. So if it didn’t go to plan, it wasn’t down to our workmanship - it was still tight as to whether they’d go with our main competitor Argon. I’d recently begun to let go of the tight leash I had on the reins of Sil-Con, recognising that if I was ever going to enjoy any form of long-term happiness with Lucia I’d need to invest in her and Finn as much as I had in my business. She was my future. Nathan had this, I just need to let him do his thing and run with it - he was as good, if not better than me at sales, not that I’d ever admit that to him; his boyish charm was always a winner and I felt proud to encourage his step-up from hands-on to management.

	My eyes flicker towards the doors, as I watch the two members of staff open them to accommodate the new arrivals from Gate 7 and I watch eagerly as one after the other, feed through the pathway to their destinations, family and onlookers. Passenger after passenger trails past but no Lu. 	

	Where is she? Maybe she didn’t make the flight?	

	Panicked I scan the oncoming bodies, I should have sent someone to travel with her, the second she suggested coming for the weekend, why didn’t I think of that? It’s still so risky with this nutter following her?  Then I see her and I exhale the breath I’ve been holding with a whoosh. Regal and poised as ever, dressed head to toe in black - stilettos, skinny ripped jeans, cashmere jumper - the only splash of colour a long wool camel coat. Her long dark hair wavy and flowing over her shoulders and those bright green eyes sparkling at me, almost amber against the hue of her jacket; challenging, always challenging. 

	God I’m a lucky man.	

	Fuck the lunch and the stuffy museum - we were going straight to the hotel.

She sees me, finally, through the crowds and a small tentative smile tugs at those luscious lips, as she slinks towards me with a walk that could turn men to jelly. I can feel myself grow hard just watching her walk. God man, get it together.	

	I don’t take my eyes off her, as she makes her way towards me, each step never fast enough. Finally she is close enough for me to take her in my arms. I lift her with my embrace, gently holding her tightly to my chest, my hands at her waist, oblivious to our audience and the applause behind us, as our lips meet. Her scent surrounds me as we hold each other, at last. We lose ourselves completely in that moment lips exploring, mouths devouring - contact.	

	I reluctantly withdraw before I tempted to get down and dirty in the arrival lounge. “Hi!”

	“Hi, yourself.”	

	She slides down my body, making me wince at the contact with my cock; contact I’ve ached for every night for weeks. “God, I’ve missed you, lady.”	

	“I missed you too, baby.”	

	I bend to kiss her once again, taking her face in my hands and touching her nose with mine. “I think we’d better go, before the crowds start expecting an encore.”	

	“I know, it’s all very Love Actually!”	

	I grab her case, and slip my arm around her waist, drawing her to my body. She leans into me and I inhale her unique and intoxicating scent. I don’t want to let her out of my sight. “Come, the car is waiting outside for us.”	

	“I’m disappointed, Mr. Silver?”	

	“Really? How, so?”	

	“No Chauffeur’s hat and sign; I was expecting at least a sign, with my name on it.”	

	“Baby, we don’t need a sign, I’d find you in a sea of people. My dick twitched the second you touched down on Paris soil.”

	“You, dirty bugger.”	

	“Well it’s been some time.”	

	“It has. Too long!”	

	We head out of the automatic doors to the drop off zone, where our driver awaits with our limousine, my hands on her at all times, electric sparks flying between us as I assist her inside. Once that door is closed and directions are given she is mine. She’s right; it’s been ‘some time’ - more like too fucking long. I’ve had to wait, for medical reasons, I then considered waiting for emotional reasons, now I just think fuck it. We need intimacy in our relationship far too much for us to work or we may as well go back to being Seb and Lu, best mates and I for one, am not prepared to ever let that happen.	

	“Monsieur. Silver, where to?” The young dapper driver has a thick french accent and has been with the week of my stay, as I’d left Ralph at the disposal and protection of Lu.	

	“Straight to the hotel, Marc. Thank you.”	

	I wait for the tinted privacy window to be raised between us and sense her locked gaze.	

	“We are going to the hotel?”	

	“Yes. Is that ok with you?”	

	“Hmmm mmmm.”	

	“If you would rather go for lunch first, I have made reservations at a beautiful restaurant on the Champs ely…” I feel her hand reach across and rest on my thigh, it tenses and my muscles clench under her touch. “…see.” I manage to drop in the last part of my sentence before she interrupts, assuring me.	

	“The hotel is fine. I’m not hungry…well not for food anyhow.”	

	Her fingers begin to massage my outer thigh; slipping inwards, higher and higher and I glance across, our eyes locking. Mine drop to her lips, where her pink tongue reaches out to flick across her gloss.  Fuck me. I’m not hungry for food either.	

	“I’m starving for you, however, Seb. I want you so badly.”

	As she leans forward I’m awarded a quick glimpse of her breast, encased in dark navy lace and I gulp. I’m supposed to be the one in control at all times and here she is the little temptress, dominating me.

	“I want you too, Lu.”	

	“How much?”	

	“So much - I’m in seriously pain.” The twitch at the corner of her lips is my undoing. “Yes, laugh you naughty girl, but tomorrow when you can’t walk because I’ve fucked you six ways into next week, don’t complain about pain. I want you so bad, I’m going to have to be careful I don’t hurt you, or wear you out.”	

	“Haven’t you, you know, relieved yourself?”	

	“No.”

	“Not even once?”	

	“No!”

	“Oh, baby.”	

	“It doesn’t work for me anymore. I prefer it with you. I do wank. Fuck I’m a man, but I’ve not since we’ve not…”	

	“Made love…?”	

	“Yes…well, its not felt right.”	

	“I’m sorry, Seb.”	

	“Me too.”	

	“God, I’ve missed you.”	

	I slip a hand under her hair, drawing her towards me, her lips touch mine; fitting over them perfectly and finally our tongues touch, sinking into one another’s heat with such ferocity, our teeth clash. We both sigh at the intensity and her body relaxes into mine. Our kisses become more heated; tongues duelling, hands groping, we need to be naked. I need her coat off, her legs wrapped around my waist. Fumbling I locate and press the interconnecting button, and on a growl demand, “Marc, when will we be there?”	

	“We are pulling up at the Hotel Louis now Monsieur. Silver.”	

	Thank fuck for that! These trousers can’t take the strain any longer.

*******
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		I know I need to take my sweet time with Lu, she’s all smart mouth and no lacy knickers - full of promising dirty words and scraping her fingernails across my jacketed spine but I know she’ll be nervous and I’ve never needed more will-power. 

	I need to be gentle with her, the first time.

	Next time, and the many times thereafter I’ll take her hard against the wall, in the shower, fuck - bloody everywhere and anyway I can, but this first time that we connect again I want to make love to her, the way I’ve dreamed about for so long. Gentle kisses, slow and steady, whispered words.

	“Monsieur, ere is your suite. It is our very best and I ‘ope you will enjoy your stay. If I can get you anyzing, just call for me personally.”

	I nod at the impeccably attired hotel manager and wish inwardly he’d just fuck off. Good service was a necessity but to be alone with my love was my priority right now. The sooner this gooseberry left us, our party of two could begin but I’m almost scared for us to be alone. 

	Nerves Silver, surely not! Grow a pair of bollocks, man!	

	Lu flutters through the rooms, investigating, as she always does and I take a second to enjoy watching her graceful body. Her job never leaves her and I know she is absorbing each and every French interior designer detail. I also knew she would love this hotel, it’s the perfect mix of vintage and modern with a palette that screamed romance, with soft pinks, gold’s ands creams, a regal canopied half-tester bed and balcony that overlooks the Eiffel Tower. I watch her remove her coat and lay it over the sofa arm, pausing to take in the view at our disposal before kicking off both shoes. She moves her hair over her shoulder, her back to me and I inhale as I glimpse the olive creamy skin that is revealed. My teeth itch to bite into her, graze that velvety texture but I remain still, enjoying my own view. Then she turns, crooking her index finger suggestively at me, her sexy green eyes full of the promise of what is to come. Jesus she is beautiful. 

	My heart literally stops. Time to make friends in the only way that seemed to work for us now. This was good, being in new surroundings, out of  our comfort zones and away from the memories of the last weeks. Who’d have thought that sex would be such a huge part of our relationship all those years ago – and thank fuck it was. 	
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	I can’t believe how nervous I am as I lie across the silk coverlet of the bed, my now naked body delicately awash with a light dusting of goose bumps. I’d removed my underwear as seductively as I could without giving away my worries. I wanted him so badly. Needed him but it had been so long.

	As I turn my head to face him, and see the longing in his dark chocolate eyes I realise that I needed have worried. This is me and him - we were meant to be and with that thought I pat the bed and bite my lip in apprehension.

	“God, those lips. That body.” He removes his jeans and comes to lie down next to me and I smile modestly up at him. “I’ve missed you so badly, I’m worried I’ll hurt you.”

	“I’m fine. I won’t break. Just kiss me.”

	No further words are needed. With one last lingering look, he dips his head and kisses me; slow and sweet but the second our tongues touch, fireworks explode and my fingers delve into his hair, he grips my bottom, pressing me into him. Passion rising within seconds, our skin flushing and pants increasing. I can’t get enough of him.

	“Please, touch me.” I moan into his mouth, my body starved of contact for so long and in need of his touch. I sigh in bliss as his hand cups my sex, instantly soaked, my thighs spreading to allow him better access. “Oh, baby, yes.”

	“Tell me what you need, Lu.”

	“Rub my clit, and fuck me with your fingers.” I groan towards the ceiling, his lips on my nipple and I feel all my earlier nerves slip away - this was ‘us’ and God it felt good.

	“Like this?”

	“Oh God yes!” I arch my back as he works wonders, licking his way from one erect bud to the other, whilst rhythmically finger fucking me, hitting my Gspot, then retracting to circle my most sensitive nub. My body is alive again! 

	My core clenches around his fingers, body sighing at the sensation - the embodiment of coming home, my eyes fixated upon his, watching the fire within his blackened orbs flickering from the ashes, and I reach out and grasp his face in my hands, forcing our eyes to lock position on one another as his hand slips in and out of me, rubbing my slickness over my clit and sending delicious electric currents all over my body. My back arches to allow him better access and I spread my legs wider, brazen and fully aware of the picture I must make. I can’t control my body around him, it reacts to the mere sound of his voice the slightest touch of his lips, fingertips.

	“Ahhh… yes. Just like that - don’t stop.”

	“That’s it baby, let me in - feel me inside you. I’ve wanted to be here for so long. You have no idea how much control it’s taken to leave you alone; to let you heal.”	

	“Deeper.” I throw my head back, unable to hold eye contact a second longer, my cheeks flushed and tongue wantonly washing over my lips as I feel the telltale signs of climax building low in my pelvis. Fucking amazing!	

	“Beautiful, just go, let it go.”

	I feel my body melt around his masterful fingers and am vaguely aware of my lusty screams into the hotel room, my clit throbbing at the intensity of the waves. God, he was good; so good. God, I’d missed him.

	“I need you inside me.” I move to kiss him mouth desperate to maintain contact and trail soft wet kisses down his neck, to the racing pulse in his vein. Continuing down his pecks, I flatten my tongue over his nipple, before swirling the tip teasingly. I sigh inhaling his familiar vanilla musk scent, the man is divine, all smooth skin, ripped muscles and just the right amount of body hair to make him rugged. 

	How had we’d kept our hands off each other for six weeks, I don’t know? 

	We’d distanced ourselves and retracted into our own worlds and that hadn’t helped for anyone. 

	I lavish kisses across his abdomen, drawing his body, his heat towards me, loving the sound of his heart beating under my ear as I trace his ribs and plant individual kisses on each, as though I am remembering each and every part of his body.

	“Come here.”

	I’m lifted to straddle him, face to face, as he penetrates me, easing inside me, with measured precision. His hands cradle me to him like I’ll break, and as my body becomes accustomed to his girth, and the I’m filled with the blistering sensations that only he can create, we begin to move, in small gentle rocks and then we kiss - kiss like our lives depend upon it, joined in every way - fitting together perfectly, as we both strive to meet our end goal. 

	My hands feeding through his scalp, nipples grazing the light dusting of hair on his chest and I moan as I feel the curls of an orgasm swirling low down deep within my belly. I feel Seb’s pumping increase but his lips never leave mine, his grip tightens on hips and I swivel to assist him. We reach our releases together, lights blinding, colours exploding around me. 

	Only then do I realise we’re no longer kissing and are both groaning in ecstasy. I lick my lips and taste salt, then notice the tears on my cheeks. The moment had been so special, so bonding I’d felt my heart literally ache with happiness. We’d finally connected again - the way our bodies were meant to, have craved to all these weeks.

	“Lu? Are you alright - did I hurt you - I knew we shouldn’t have rushed this…”

	“Hey?” I grab his gorgeous face, between my hand, staring into those chocolate orbs and tracing a finger dimple. “I’m good. These are not tears of pain. They’re good tears.”

	He rests his forehead onto mine and inhales deeply, nodding. “I feel the same.”

	“What we have, all of it, the making love, the hot sex, the friendship, it overwhelms me.” I kiss his head.

	“I know, baby. Me too. You are…mine woman!” He growls into my neck and I squeal, breaking the intense moment.

	“I am.” No point arguing, I am right where I want to be.

*******

	I apply a last coat of red lipstick, before slipping into my dress, a heavy metallic black and gold fitted sequin dress with a low ‘V’ to the front and a thick zip detail to the side which ran the length of the hem, creating a split as deep as you wanted. It made it look more contemporary and I’d grabbed it from Dolly’s Boutique before I left. My shoes were the black suede Louboutin’s Sebastian had sent me for our night at Scarlet house. Assessing my appearance in the mirror, I fluffed my hair one last time before grabbing my bag. I’m ready.

	Leaving our suite I head down to the main reception where I’m informed my limo will be with me promptly. Within minutes I’m escorted by Marc, the same driver we’d had from the airport to our car and whizzed to the club. As we make our way through the Parisian traffic, I watch the bright lights of the sparkling city flutter by. Amazing how Sebastian had only been gone a couple of hours and already I felt like I was missing a part of me.

	I allow myself to relax in the luxury surroundings; I’m in another country, away from all the stress I had been recently through. It was time to let my hair down and be ‘Lulu’ again. Arriving at Club Rouge, I’m escorted once again inside by Marc, obviously under the insistence of Sebastian. However, once I enter the doors and my cape is taken, I am adamant that I am more than capable to look after myself. 

	Feeling a little bad as I watch Marc skuttle off, I make my way in the direction of the bar. Club Rouge is dark, exotic and full of men. In fact I’m beginning to wonder if I’m in a gentleman’s club when I notice the odd woman to counter that opinion - all of them exceedingly beautiful. 

	Where was Seb?

	“White wine, please.” I ask the bar man, checking my phone. My mum had text to say night from Finn, with a gorgeous picture of him in some new PJ’s and I melt, smiling openly.

	“Good news?”

	I glance up at the interruption and smile politely at a dark haired male currently positioned a little too close for comfort on my right, with sharp blue eyes and a debonair ease about him. A second glance at him, made me consider he was extremely easy on the eye. 

	“Just my son.” 

	That usually was enough to get rid of unwanted attention.

	“Kids are great aren’t they?” he sips his drinks, swilling the ice in the heavy glass tumbler.

	“Mine certainly is.”

	“How old?” His deep blue eyes assess me over the rim of his glass.

	“4.”

	“Can I get you a drink, Miss?” Those piercing blues eyes appraise me inquisitively.

	The barman saves me just in time, placing my wine down in front of me and the stranger laughs. “I’m good but not that good.”

	I join in automatically. “I’m…”

	“Lucia, Devereux. This is my Lucia.” Sebastian leans into kiss my cheek, and planting a warm hand flat over the small of my back. His musky vanilla scent fills my nostrils and I take in his open shirt, fitted waistcoat and jacket over slim jeans. He looked edible. 

	I watch the strangers blue eyes twinkle in awakening, his gaze flickering between myself and Seb and back again with interest.

	“So, this is the woman who has tamed the beast! I totally understand now.”

	“I’ll bet you do.”

	“Easy, Silver. Lucia pleased to meet you. Gray Devereux, but please call me Gray. Seb and I are friends from many years back but we are currently colleagues.” He leans in and takes my hand in his own, before kissing both my cheeks not once but twice.

	I sense Sebastian stiffen at my side and hear his very clear cough. Happy to move things along I nod understanding at the link. “Yes, the Devereux hotels. Great portfolio - lovely to meet you, Gray.”

	“And you. Nathan had said you were flying in for the weekend.”

	“Seb and I needed some time away from the hustle and bustle of life.” I wasn’t prepared to discuss our issues with a total stranger and I feel Sebastian’s fingers stroke encouraging circles on my back.

	“Well Paris is the place for it. If you can’t find romance here you are with the wrong man.” His smile is teasing but I feel Seb tense.

	“She’ll find romance aplenty, don’t you worry Devereux.” 

	I hear Gray’s husky chuckle and smirk - these two were more like one another than they realised. Taking a sip of my wine I excuse myself, and disappear to the ladies. Once there I reply quickly to my mum’s text, sending a kiss to Finn and then head back out. I can see Sebastian chatting with Gray and now Nathan and a couple of other men who have joined their group - they’d moved to a huge velvet seating area which looks over the dance area. There are no women, which leaves me two options, join the boys for work banter or go throw some shapes on the floor. I choose the latter, dropping my bag on the table with Seb as I pass and pointing in the direction of the other dancers. Brief concern flashes over his chiselled face before he nods and I grin in excitement. 

	Ten minutes later, I’m still dancing on the intimate mezzanine floor, bodies jostling around me, oblivious to anything and everything around me, arms in the air, as Martin Solveig’s ‘Intoxicated’ beats out, loud. I roll my head back and forth, loving the cool tunes, and enjoying the freedom of the music. I don’t care that I’m dancing alone; I know that Seb is above me, in the crowd, he’s watching, whilst talking to Nathan and his colleague and to be honest it’s a bit of a turn on. I just want to lose myself in the fast rhythm, its liberating and good for my soul to have a minute to completely absorb myself in the flashing lights and throbbing floor and feel happy. I love dancing and he loves to watch me.

	Shrugging my shoulders to the beat sexily I spin as the music picks up its pace and I notice a fellow male clubber, further in the crowd, with a pair of seriously sexy grey eyes appraising me with interest. I break contact and look down at my feet, ignoring his attentions, and continue to dance, then turn to look in Sebastian’s direction. We lock eyes immediately, his zeroing in on me with precision. God he is mouth-wateringly sexy, the grey-eyed guy didn’t compare. His look speaks volumes as I continue to move and enjoy feeling so free, enjoying my performance for him. I know he is watching the actions of the other guy, his eyes full of pure sex and mouth firm, not quite angry… yet but predatory.

	When I feel my hips grasped by a pair of hands from behind, whilst I’m still focused entirely on Seb, my arms in the air, I watch my loves eyes blacken and his mouth snarl and I immediately remove the strangers fingers from my body. 

	“Thank you but I’m not interested.

	“Vous êtês la plus belle femme ici?”

	I haven’t a clue what the guy just said but I continue to push away from him.

	“Oui et elle est a moi. Enlever vos mains de son.” Seb’s deep voice threatens in a French accent that could be native.

	What the hell is going on here? I’m struggling to make sense of their conversation.

	The sexy Frenchman lifts his hands with a shrug, backing off pretty much immediately and disappears on a cheeky grin but not before throwing out wink in my direction - he obviously wasn’t keen on his perfectly white teeth. Thankfully Seb doesn’t see it and takes his place, slipping in behind me. Leaning in to his body, his breath against my neck, hot and smelling of mouthwash, I wish he’d reach out and lick me. We’ve been in this position many a time and it never fails to turn me on.

	“Like that did you, you little tease?”

	I lean back into his hard chest, so familiar and wanted. “I didn’t ask for it. I was enjoying dancing on my own.”

	“You have no idea how stunning you are. Men watch you everywhere you go. I’ve studied it tonight, as you’ve been lost in your own world. He was just the only one bold enough to make the first move, other than Devereux earlier. I’m the one charmed enough to make the last move, and to take you home. But, you must be careful, Lu – with everything going on at home, please.”

	I suddenly feel guilty. He was right, after the accident and my worries but I wasn’t even sure there had been a nutter and I was in a different country, this was the first time I’d felt free in weeks. I just wanted to have some fun. 

	“What did you say to him? I bite my lip.

	“That you are mine and that’s all you need to know, Ok?”

	“Oui d’accord,” I smile coyly up at him and we continue to bump and grind to the DJ’s expertise, mixing new and old European house tunes. I can feel his groin at my back and pulse of the beat, his scent around me, knowing he wants me; the combination is intoxicating. I just want to go back to the hotel. I’m ready for him again, only a few hours after spending the afternoon making love - my lust is again endless.

	It was time for us to get down and dirty again.

	We’d played it soft, taken it slow, to a point, been gentle and loving and resisted our basic instincts. Now it was time to show each other how much we needed one another - how much I needed him inside me, how much I ached for him, wanted him, craved him, loved him. The desire I felt was uncurling in my belly and raising its head like a snake ready to bite and if we didn’t leave soon, I’d happily find a secluded spot within the club and take him inside me.

	“I want you.”

	“Insatiable.” His sexy eyes assess every part of my face, heat pouring from them, before shaking his head. “Come with me.”

	I feel his hand clasp mine, and the music ebbing around us as I grab my clutch from behind Nathan at the bar; its a blur as I’m planted firmly between the DJ and the fire exit door, the only thing separating them, a huge floor length mirror, which I step back from and use to fluff up my hair, whilst Seb disappears to ‘arrange something’. He returns, slipping his palm into the small of my back and guides me towards the fire exit door. Feeling a little tipsy I giggle. 

	“Ooh Mr. Secretive, where we going, did someone call the fire brigade?”	

	I hear his chuckle. “No, but I think I saw smoke coming from under your dress so I think I better check it out up here.” 

	My snort of laughter is swept up away as I’m thrown over his shoulder, a la fireman’s lift. “Ooh, Mr. Silver, shame you’re not wearing the uniform! I love a man in uniform.”

	We disappear through the double doors and into the hallway beyond. My upside down view doesn’t allow me much clarity but I see that we immediately turn left and Seb unlocks a second door and enters.

	“Baby - if you want me to wear a uniform - all you had to do was say the words.”	

	“The less you wear the better - I prefer you with just your hard hat on.”

	“You saucy thing.” His slap on my bottom stings ever so slightly, and I feel myself lifted, his warm hands on my hips and I slither seductively down his body, the blood rushing back to my head. We are in a small office, with nothing but a chair in the corner and a huge window that looks out into the club.

	“Where are we?”

	“In a VIP booth. Now turn to face the window.”

	“But they’ll see us?”

	“No they won’t, it’s not real.”It suddenly dawns on me that the mirror I’d used upon entry is the window we are now looking our of. “Sexy!”

	“Necessary. I can’t wait until we get home. Face the window, lady.”

	I do as I’m told, without question then hear the telltale scrap of chair legs on the marble floor, as he drags the chair into place behind me. His hands find my hips and at the slightest tug, I allow myself to be drawn back against his body, positioning myself onto his lap - my legs stretched open. God he smells good.

	“Comfy?”

	I lean back over my shoulder. “Yes.”

	My lips are captured in his, our tongues meet, wet and invading, demanding. His hand locates my breast, squeezing it, rubbing my nipple through the fabric of my dress and shockwaves of pleasure buzz through me, zapping every nerve ending awake. I break free from his kiss and on a sigh roll my head against his chest, my eyes narrowed with lust but now focused on the club scene in front of me; dancers gyrate to the beat, which can be heard in our small VIP booth. I lick my lips, feeling daring, Seb’s hand are on my breast, his cock underneath my hard and ready to go, I grind my bottom onto him in circles, arching my back, as I consider the people in the crowds, wouldn’t they like to know who was beyond these doors. 

	I separate my legs further, opening my self up to him, the zip on my dress raised to my hip. I am naked beneath, completely on show to the man dancing on the other side of the mirror - I feel empowered and it thoroughly turns me on.	

	“You like that do you, baby.” His fingers grasp my inner thighs, sliding inwards with exquisite slowness until finally he plunders me, with one then two fingers and I arch, moaning at the invasion, welcoming it, opening my legs wider. “That’s it baby; open yourself for me. Only me. Every man out there wants you but I’m the only one that will make you come - the only man that will have you. You’re safe in here.”

	His finger swoops up and makes contact with my clit, on those words, and I moan into the darkened room.  “Oh yes, Seb.”

	My dress is open to the waist, leaving me entirely vulnerable, his fingers fucking me, collecting my juices, rubbing my erect nub and then plunging into me, and my rocking increases to create friction. His hand holds my jaw and I twist in his arms, desperate for more contact, his mouth, skin.

	“Stay still!” he voice is hoarse.

	I choose to nibble his thumb, at my jaw, taking it into my mouth, sucking hard. His swirls around my clit increase and I feel the thrum begin low down inside me.

	“Oh, baby, yes.”

	Just as the explosion is ready to pop, the window in front of me transforms and I blink, clearing my eyes, as I try to focus on the image of two people getting down and dirty - very down and dirty. The mans fingers, thrusting inside of the woman’s pussy, everything on show, her breasts freed and erect, her eyes knowing and full of wanton confidence; full lips sucking desperately upon the man long fingers in tandem to his invasions - Seb’s fingers. 

	That woman is me!

	My own gasp is the tip that breaks the seal of my impending orgasm, allowing it to spill out freely from my body and lips. 

	“Oh, my fucking God!”

	“Keep watching - every flush, twitch, change in your body as you come down off that cliff. I’m here. I do this to you. Only me.”

	We say our goodbyes in seconds. Na’s knowing grin understanding and I have the good grace to shrug and smile back at our desperation. We leave him drinking with jean-Claude and some friends and with Seb’s hand tightly in mine, pulling me hastily; we head in the direction of the exit, his other hand on the phone, as he speaks into it purposefully. We head down two flights of steps, down a small corridor and I struggle to maintain his pace as we push out through the double fire exit doors, where a limo waits. He was always prepared.

	I slide into the spacious leather surroundings and immediately kick off my shoes and draw the zip of my dress from the hem to waist, as Sebastian joins me; I knew there was a good reason for buying this dress. The second that the privacy screen which divides us from our driver is frosted, I pounce, unable to keep my hands off him for a moment longer. My hand are on his chest, as I straddle him, resting a leg on either side of his lean hips, consumed by my need to absorb every inch of this delicious man. His hands cup my arse, as trace his lightly stubbled jawline with my finger, looking directly into his eyes, before lowering my mouth to his - hot and hungry and desperate. I slip my tongue inside and hear my own sigh of pleasure as his own reaches out to meet it and his guttural groan as his shuffles back in his seat. I can feel his cock hardening under my pussy, and I rock in small swivelling motions to increase our connection.

	“Lu, baby, we’ll be home in ten minutes.” 

	“I don’t give a fuck - I need you in me…now!”

	I reach between us and make fast work unfastening his belt, button fly and pull at his jeans and boxers in unison, drawing them down his hips, his cock springing loose immediately and I lick my lips at the mere sight of him - I’d never get used to his size - that wide engorged velvety length that took me to heaven every time. I look up into his eyes, full of desire, and mirth, his arms now relaxed on either side of us, allowing me full access to his body. “I’m all yours, lady but you won’t need these.”

	My panties are ripped from me in one smooth motion, torn from the hip then dragged and thrown to one side and I groan at the liberating sensation of having my wetness rubbing against his hot hard length. I lean in and smash my mouth against his, our teeth clashing and his arms are at my waist lifting me, I feel his cock being positioned before I’m being slammed back down onto him, clenching tightly around him and the invasion is bliss. The movement of the car is such a rush as I grind myself to take him fully inside me, whilst we kiss, lost in our need. I rock harder and faster, in circles, his hands dropping to my thighs to steady me as we suck tongues and I bite his bottom lip. 

	Frantic. Brutal. Animalistic. 

	“I need… you… so… badly!” I throw my head back on a cry as I feel my orgasm begin to climb her way up through my body and I can tell from his breathless pants his own is nearing. 

	“Lu, you have no idea, how amazing you look right now. I fucking love you!”

	We’ve come so far, been through so much together in the short time we’ve been dating, have been united in our passion for one another and I throw myself to abandon, crazy with sexual desire for this man that is my everything. I can’t get enough of him; he’s inside me, beneath me, at my touch but it’s still not enough, it’s never enough. I dip my teeth to graze his neck, spreads my palm and push against his chest, unbuttoning his shirt to gain better access, panting and unrelenting with our fucking, his heart beating erratically under my fingers.

	“Jesus, Lu - fuck!” He hisses through clenched teeth as I feel the hot spurts of his semen begin to fill me, and his hand gripping my bottom, joining us tightly. 

	I arch my back, tilting myself further, my clit rubbing against his pelvis and I’m immediately sent spinning, off over my cliff as the second orgasm in 15 minutes rips through my limps, and lays me limp across his body. His lips find mine, searching always for a connection and I palm either side of his cheeks, gazing deeply into his eyes, as I remain across his hips, with him firmly inside me. 

	“I adore you Sebastian Silver.”

	*******

	




[image: Image]

[image: Image]

		I awake to a warm male arm slung across my waist and legs, trapping mine within the 500 count Egyptian cotton sheets. The autumnal sun is making its appearance through a crack in the heavy gold velvet curtains and I wince as I gingerly lift Sebastian’s arm off my bulging bladder and ease it carefully back down onto the mattress, careful not to wake him. Untangling my feet from his is slightly more time-consuming but eventually I’m free and I pad to the bathroom, with a backward glance at his handsome face I see he is still deep in slumber.

	I shower quickly and apply make-up, then select dark blue boyfriend skinny jeans, a red cashmere jumper with a gorgeous chiffon back that showed bared skin and was one of my new purchases, and brown suede biker boots. The wind could be chilly at this time of year and what I had in mind, meant we’d be outside for most of the day. Butterflies flutter in the pit of my belly and I flick my eyes over towards the bed, as I step into my jeans and stop in my tracks, as I’m met with a 6 foot inch naked body, unashamed and openly appraising me. My nipples ruche under his gaze and I continue to button my jeans, in need of distance between us.

	“Don’t get that look in your eye, Mr! Shower and change; we have a date with Paris.”

	“Well don’t you look all sprightly and fresh and clean; ready to be all mussed up?”

	I’m lifted before I can swat him away and instinctively I wrap my legs around his waist, leaning back to see him better. “I mean it Seb, we are on the clock.”

	“So that’s why you put this sexy bra on for me did you, to just get dressed?” his voice is laced with sarcasm.

	“I always wear lovely undies and it can’t hurt for you to know what’s under the clothes - to get a teaser of what’s to come… later.” I wink saucily at him.

	He bends to suckle my nipple through my blush lacy balconette and I gasp at the ripples of pleasure that flood my body. I can feel his cock beneath my groin rise to the challenge and I squirm, pushing against his chest.

	“Put me down, Seb. I mean it. We have plans and whilst you are doing a fabulous job of convincing me to get back into that bed with you. I stand firm this morning.”

	“So do I, baby - rock hard!” he growls against my throat, kissing along the most sensitive part of my skin which sends me mental and makes me wet instantly. Oh come on!

	I giggle in frustration, as I look down at his arousal, and all laughter leaves my lips, as I’m instantly, turned on by the sight of him, so unselfconscious of his obvious erection and brazenly modelling his fine physique. He didn’t give a shit about his nakedness, or the fact that he looked so vulnerable, and I loved that about him.

	My face flushes, as I bite my lip to stop myself from dropping to my knees and taking him to the back of my throat. We had to be downstairs soon to keep to schedule; a schedule he knew nothing about and I had no intention of sharing with him… yet. 

	“Fine, on this occasion I’ll go with it, Lulu but only because I promised that you could plan today. Tonight, you are mine and I will be back in control.”

	“Thank you.” I lean up to kiss him on the lips but he pulls away, his hands held up in front of him.

	“Seriously, Lu, no contact. Let me go have a freezing cold shower, then I’ll kiss you and for God’s sake put a top on, baby if you want to leave the room today.”

	I watch his sexy butt swagger to the bathroom and can’t resist stepping forward and swatting it playfully as he steps through the doorway. What was I doing turning down a man as hot as Sebastian? Here I had a man who could compete with David Gandy in the modelling world, Channing Tatum on the dance floor & naked, Ryan Gosling for the sex appeal and Henry Cavill, for looks. Paris and all our plans could wait and despite my earlier shower, I suddenly felt like getting seriously down and dirty. 

	An hour later and we are finally making our way by metro and foot for brunch or bruncher, as it was known in France, to one of Paris’ best kept secrets. Jean Claude had advised Nathan when I’d asked him to do some digging for me earlier in the week and apparently there was no better place than La Maison Mille-feuille in the 15th Arrondissment.

	One thing you had to be in Paris was fit. There was a…lot of walking but as my aim this weekend was to make the most of every second of each hour with my gorgeous man I am happy to wander through the streets hand in hand and enjoy the ambience of one of the most romantic cities in the world. 

	I feel my bag buzz and locate my phone. It’s a text from Abby.

Well? Any news yet?

	I quickly fire off a response and ignore the many many emails glaring at me, willing me to open them. I’m on a romantic break for two and work could wait. 

Not yet but u’ll be the first 2 know. Promise. Xx

*

Get a wriggle on girl - I’m chomping at the bit here. Shame its not between my teeth 

could do with a Naaaaaa!

*

I’m in France babe - horse jokes freak me out!

*

Horse meat is always on the menu, 

when you’re with Seb! 

He’s seriously hung!

*

Only jealous x

*

Yep! Now go get on with it. 

Love ya!




	“Everything Ok?” Seb focuses on me for the first time since we began our stroll down Rue Pasteur.

	“Hmmm mmm. Just Abs. She’s bonkers.”

	“She is that - loveable though.” I snuggle into his arm, loving that he cares about my best friend as much as I do. “She is isn’t she? Do you think her and Nathan will work out?”

	“I don’t know, baby. I hope so.” His voice falters over the last words, causing me to glance up at him.

	“What does that mean?”

	“It means I honestly don’t know. I know Nathan adores her and I haven’t seen him this happy in years, if ever but it’s happened so fast for them…”	

	“It’s happened fast for us.”	

	“Not bloody fast enough.”

	“Seriously.”

	“I am being serious.” 

	I swat his arm and he jogs to step in front of me, turning to face me, walking backwards into the crowds. “It took far too long but even if we’d only had 24 hours together, it wouldn’t have mattered - I’ve known you for years - Na and Abs have known each other for a few months.”

	“Sometimes that’s all it takes.”

	“True. I knew the second you walked out the Cave Bar with Niall all those years ago; the second you turned and looked right back at me, I just knew that you were ‘THE ONE’.”	

	I frown at his suddenly serious expression and we stop walking, my body pressing into his heat. His arms wrap instinctively around me and we hold tight, both quiet with our thoughts, his lips in my hair, mine at the hollow of his neck. Passersby continue on around us, as we stand stationary gazing at each other, caught in our special moment.

	“Why didn’t you stop me, Seb, that night?”

	“Fuck, I’ve asked myself that question a million times and I never get the same answer. The honest answer is I wasn’t ready for this; for what I knew we would be together. I was young dumb and full of…”

	“…common sense…not!” I butt in, sarcastically.	

	“Something, like that.” His deep laugh reverberates through our bodies and I pull away to smile wistfully up at him.

	“We’ve said it before but sometimes I feel like we missed out on so much time together.”

	“I know, baby but we were meant to be apart so Finn could be born, that kid is going places.”

	I grin at the thought of my precious boy and nod in agreement. Fate. Four little letters that made such a huge word with such momentous connotations. I firmly believed that Sebastian and I were fate. “He is, you’re right there. I hope he’s Ok?”

	Slinging an arm lazily around my waist we continue on our path, side by side and Seb rubs my arm reassuringly. “He’ll be fine, your mum and dad will be spoiling him and G was taking him to footie - he’ll be in his element.”

	“He will; I’m sure and this weekend is about us. Sorry.”

	“Don’t ever apologise for being a good mother, Lu. It’s one of the things I love about you. Besides, I worry about him too.”

	My innards melt and go all gooey, as his paternal instincts kick in and I find it hard not to be reminded what a wonderful father he would have made to our unborn child. 	

	Deep breaths. Try not to go there, today babe, today is about you and him.

	“I know you do, you’re so good with him. He loves you and his uncle Na, the male influence you have brought into his life has been so stabilising.”

	“Nathan is obsessed with him. He’ll make a great dad when the time comes.”

	“Abs will make a great mum too!”

	Seb sniggers at my pushy comment. “I think she will too. I also think that they are perfect together but they need to come to that conclusion themselves and not with our meddling. Oui?”

	“Just promise me you’ll give me a heads up if you hear of any changes from Na’s camp. He and I are close but I don’t want him to feel like he can’t trust me.”

	“Lulu, I’ll always give you a heads up.” His eyes are filled with unadulterated sexual innuendo, as he waggles his eyebrows.

	“You manage to make everything sound dirty.”

	“And you love it.”

	“I do.”

	Those two words ring in my head and I’m reminded of why I wanted to make today special and it began with food, I am starving. We cross over the street, heading straight into a cute bakery, with blue and white striped canopies, wooden chairs and navy parasols outdoors and large picture windows filled with all manner of sweets, treats and icings. I advise Sebastian to wait outside and whilst it goes against every fibre of his controlling being he nods and leans casually against the exterior wall. A few minutes later I return and we are seated at a table, apparently the best in the house and our orders taken. The little cafe, is delightfully unpretentious and the perfect spot to people watch from our more secluded position, where we can enjoy the ambience of Paris in peace, holding hands and maintaining contact at all times. This was just what we needed. For the first time in weeks I felt relaxed - like I wasn’t being watched.

	Our brunch arrives, croissants, pecan pastries, delicious coffee and hot chocolate and we make fast work of devouring the warm buttery patisseries, with lashings of apricot jam and Sebastian's favourite Nutella. The French carbs are going down singing hymns on ooh’s and ahh’s, as we mop up stray crumbs with gingham napkins and feed one another samples of our own yummy treats.

	“You’ll have to choose where we eat more often, this place is a gem of a find - who tipped you off?” Seb replaces his empty coffee cup and relaxes back into his chair.	

	“James Marcell. Apparently it is his favourite cafe in Paris and he’s been coming here for twenty years.”

	“The man has taste - does he have a place here?”

	“He did - he sold it to buy The Ashton but he’s looking into buying a holiday home in the Loire valley.”

	“I like his style - if he wasn’t gay I’d be worried he had eyes on you.”

	My own fly up, concern etched across my brow. “Sebastian, really?”

	“Ah, baby I’m sorry.” His big hand closes over mine; thumb rubbing sensuously back and forth across my inner wrist. “That was stupid. I didn’t mean he was watching you… I just think he’s got a bit of a crush on you.”

	“Rubbish! James is nothing but professional and only has eyes for Colin.” I lower my voice and bite my lip to refrain from saying more.

	“I stand corrected. Where to after this, my love?”

	I appraise the sexy man opposite me, from behind my sunglasses, his face so relaxed and full mouth pouting, how could I stay even the slightest bit cross at him - I was just as jealous at any possible female interest in him. “We’ll head over to the Eiffel Tower of course.”

	“Of course, silly me.” His grin is infectious.

	“What? We have to visit the Eiffel Tower together, it’s a must.” If we don’t, all my plans will go to pot.

	“For you, baby, anything.”	

	“Today is all about us. Being here, with you is enough for me, Seb.”

	We make our way over to The Seine River, enjoying a romantic stroll along the Ponts De Arts Bridge. It had been my plan to place a padlock on the well-known ‘bridge of lurve’ with our initials on, joining over a million others that had been placed by couples like us, but they had all been removed only a few months before by Paris city hall due to their weight and the damage they were inflicting on the structure. A shame but I understood why they’d had to be withdrawn and the view from the bridge was stunning, with the view of the Eiffel Tower behind us. Instead, we stopped and posed for an indulgent Selfie and a helpful passerby took our pic whilst we kissed, with the Seine as our backdrop. 

	“If it matters to you, that we padlock our initials in Paris - I’ll find a way.” My controlling sexy man whispers into my ear and I snuggle into him in acknowledgement. And he would - he’d find a way.



	Ten minutes later in a taxi ride via the Quai d’Orsay we are dropped at our final destination. “Oh. My. God. I can’t believe I’m really here.”

	“At the Eiffel Tower? Have you seriously never been?” Seb’s face is incredulous as he brushes a stray hair from my cheek.

	“Uh uh - never. I’ve been to Paris but never here. I always wanted to come with my lover. It’s supposed to be the place to bring the person you want to spend the rest of your life with.”

	“Is that so… so you never brought Niall?” His grin is smug, as he nods his head with rolled lips. “Interesting…”

	“Come on, EGO, time to go a’walking.”

	“We’re doing the steps then? You realise there are 704, baby?”

	“God no - lifts of course.”

	“Good job I booked us a guided tour then.”

	But…how did you know? I mean, I never said we were coming here?” I frown up into his chocolate eyes.

	“Just a wild guess. We are in Paris and you said you wanted to spend the day sight seeing? I booked in with all the landmarks to ensure my lady gets only the best today.”	

	I relax instantly. That’s so typical of him and part of his controlling habits that I enjoy. “I tried to get us a tour but you have to book at least month in advance - of course you would be able to sort it in a breath.”

	“Who you know, I guess.” With a raise of his sexy brows he gives me a cheeky pat on the behind before clasping hands and dragging me to the entrance. “We doing this - or what?	

	I shake my head at his flippancy. I knew he’d never be able to just let me be in charge for one day. I’m surprised we’d managed to get this far. I just hope he’ll go with the flow a little bit longer, just enough to allow me to be brave and put myself out there.	

	As we make our way to the foot of this gigantic industrial icon, both elegant and alien all at once, with the October sun bright and low on the horizon, our arms around each other’s waists, I take a second to enjoy this special moment. I’m here visiting one of the most famous landmarks in the world, with the sexiest man on the planet, he’s all mine and openly showing his feelings for me any chance he can; a pat on the bum here, a trailing finger down my face there and plenty of knowing looks - those knowing looks that melt my panties and make me want to return to our hotel, forgetting the outside world and this whole sightseeing plan. 	

We meet our tour guide and Sebastian arranges everything, chatting for a short while in hushed tones. A few moments later we are shown to the lift, where queues of people wait patiently. We bypass each one of them and step inside the silver escalator, alone, our only companion the lift operator. 

	“Um, where is our guide?” I ask him in surprise.

	“You’re looking at him, baby.”

	“Sod off, you? No. Seriously?”

	“Seriously. I can tell you everything you need to know, facts, figures, history, the romance of it all, just ask and then we’ll start on you getting an ‘eyeful of what’s towering in my jeans’ - fancy a tour down below?”

	I burst out laughing at that, I can’t help it. The lift operator does well to maintain a straight face as I lean into Sebastian’s body and we retract to the back of the lift to watch Paris blossom beneath us as we escalate. My lips find his on a smile and I’m reminded of why I’m here. I love this man so much, his humour, sex appeal, controlling ways and thoughtfulness. Never mind that he’s involved himself in my plans, if it meant that we are now alone and can enjoy this special time without feeling entirely claustrophobic.	

	We move on past the first floor, where people mill around at the shops and restaurants and continue upwards, my stomach flip-flopping all the way, a strong combination of the fear of heights and nerves from what I’m about to do. Seb’s arm around me is a great comfort but I know he senses my discomfort.

	“You Ok, Lu? You’re very quiet.”	

	“Hmmm mmm, you know me and heights. I’m better than I thought I’d be.”

	“The wide-open spacious feel of this place helps. My mum is petrified of heights but was fine when we visited years ago as a family. If it gets too much just tell me and we’ll go back down. I’ll take care of you, I promise.” 

	Oh yes, I know you will - so well.

	My jaw is clasped gently and I look up into his eyes, the air leaving my lungs, as I’m hit with the beauty of him, and instantly calmed. “Thank you, I’m good. I’ll be good.”  	

	I’ll be fine when I’ve asked you my question.

	At the second floor we have to change lifts and again are ushered into a lift for a party of two. Finally we reach the top, taking the last few steps to the rooftop of the Eiffel Tower. Bubbles of nerves begin to pop with each descent towards the sky but Seb holds my hand tightly within his the whole journey and when we step onto the roof, I’m full of confidence, ready to get this party started.

	“Wow, are high up!”

	“324 metres, lady.”	

	“Thank you Mr. Geeky Tour guide.” I release myself from his grasp and tentatively take a step closer to the observatory edge.

	“You’re right though I feel surprising better now I’m at the top, now I can see the whole of Paris around me. It’s so beautiful.”

	“Yes, it is.”

	I feel his arms slide around my waist, encouraging me to lean back into him and I do, twisting my neck to smile up at him and then I see it, he’s not looking at the amazing view ahead of us at all but looking down at me and my skin warms. I feel completely adored by him at all times, how could I have ever questioned his commitment to me?	

	The nearby telescope beckons to me to peer through its shiny silver form and we pop in a coin and suddenly the blurs below are so much clearer. Seb happily showcases his knowledge of the city, pointing out areas of interest.

	“There is the Arc de Triomphe, and there is The Louvre…”

	“It’s too big for me to see in a long weekend - we need more time…” I sigh, turning to face him.

	“I love seeing you this relaxed and looking so happy, Lu.”

	“I am happy. I’m with you. I’m sorry I’ve not been myself the past few weeks.”

	“You don’t need to apologise, baby.” He kisses my head and I lean into him, inhaling his scent. “You needed time - we needed time - we have forever to work through things, figure out our shit but these first few weeks were important for you to heal inside and out. I was Ok to wait and give you the breathing space you needed, and just hoped you’d come back to me.”

	I grab his hand and we walk forward a few paces, and I feel my mouth grow dry. I’ve never been one to run out of words, always been able to talk for England but all of a sudden I’m shy and struggling to string a sentence together. Maybe it’s the power of the tower, so many movies had been set here before, romantic interludes had taken place between lovers just like us. I lick my lips and straighten my tartan wrap nervously, placing my handbag down on the floor beside me.

	Seb is now looking out over Paris, one palm firmly placed on the rail in front of him, as he takes in the sights. Without releasing his hand I take advantage of the fact that his head is turned away from me and lower myself to the floor, on bended knee with my heart beating erratically within my chest I at last find the words I’d been mulling over in my head for the past 72 hours.

	“Baby…”

	At the sound of my voice Seb turns to look at me and his dark chocolate eyes drop to find me staring up at him.

	“What? Lu?”

	“Just go with it - no questions… please? Or I won’t get through this.”

	With his slow nod I proceed, exhaling a whoosh of jittery emotions. “Wow - this seems much easier in the films. Right. Here goes. Seb… the day you proposed to me was the very best and worst day of our lives. I couldn’t compute what you were offering me in the manner it deserved nor take it as seriously as I truly wanted to. It didn’t feel real somehow, you know? You have been amazing these past weeks, you are everything to me, you’re my best friend, my lover and my life and I want to spend the rest of my years with you, without irrefutable doubt. I knew that a decade ago if I’m honest but was too stubborn to see it and life got in the way on far too many occasions to count. This monument is supposed to be the place you bring the person you want to spend the rest of your life with, well… I have… I waited 29 years for you.”

	I stop to take a breath and roll my lips to appease the brewing tidal waves of emotion, and he strokes my hand soothingly in encouragement. I nod and with a shrug, maintaining direct eye contact, I continue.

	“I can’t see a future without you in it - you’re my waking thought and in my dreams at night. I love you with all of my heart and you will make an incredible father to Finn and any other children we may be fortunate enough to have.” 

	The tears that threatened earlier begin to roll down my cheeks with these last ten words, my voice breaking, and I notice Seb’s eyes begin to well; as we remember what could have been only weeks ago. I take another deep breath and inhale to calm myself; I can do this, it’s all I’ve ever wanted.

	“So, Mr. Silver, it’s not traditional and doesn’t fit in with your controlling alpha ways but before my knee gives out, what do you say to your lady proposing to you on the top of the Eiffel Tower - will you marry me? Make me the happiest woman alive?”	

	I watch my beautiful man wipe a tear from his eye and nod silently; his eyes full of love and pride and I smile back at him, biting my lip in expectation. 

	“Yes, baby, of course I will – you are mine, forever. Great minds bloody well think alike!”

	The next few moments go by in a blur as I’m lifted from my position and into his arms and then we are spinning as he rains kisses over my face, salty kisses, as we entwine our bodies tightly and I wrap my legs around him, his hands cupping my bottom to balance me. We literally hug each other for what seems an age and leaning back I take a long hard look at his handsome face, those sexy chocolate orbs crinkling at the corners and full lips smirking.

	“You’re amazing - how’d I get so lucky?”

	“We both did.”

	“I love you, baby.” He kisses the tip of my nose lovingly and I smile at this familiar gesture.

	“I love you too, Seb - words can’t express how much.”

	“You did pretty well, baby. I’m impressed.”

	“Thank you, me too.” I laugh. “Like you said great minds…

	“Well. Speaking of that, do you fancy a glass of champagne to celebrate and toast our engagement?”	

	“I was just about to suggest that. I’ve wanted to come to this Champagne Bar forever - another thing to tick off my bucket list.”

	We walk the few steps around the corner, past a few onlookers, who’d witnessed my proposal and wanted to congratulate us and wish us well. Then hand over my iPhone for one of them to take some pics of us, at the top of the Eiffel Tower, so we have a memory of the event. The stranger very kindly follows us to the minky brown coloured shop, with the fabulously retro ‘Bar A Champagne’ sign lit up in shocking red and waits with his girlfriend enjoying the view until we are ready, whilst we grab our champagne, so he can take another picture for us. What awaits us, however completely floors me; a bottle of Laurent Perrier Cuvèe Rosé, my absolute favourite, rests in an ice bucket, accompanied by two glasses, both poured and a printed notice from the staff at the Eiffel Tower, presented in a clear plastic stand that reads,
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	WTF? “I don’t understand? How did they know? I didn’t tell them? I didn’t arrange this? I’d planned to have a glass of champers but the sign? Eh?” I look back at Seb in complete shock and then it clicks, dawning realisation striking me like a ton weight and I shake my head on a smile. “You?”

	He shrugs his shoulders and winks sexily. “Me. Like I said, great minds.”

	“You were going to propose?”

	“I was. I wanted to do it again… properly. I’d fucked up royally last time. Fancy proposing to the love of your life on her hospital bed, after she’d just had surgery and you had your mind on other things…”

	I reach out and cup his face, the stubble tickling my palm. “I adored your proposal, baby, it meant everything to me. I was just worried you felt you had to do it, that it was the right thing to do.”

	“I know, I knew you felt that way and you retracted from me as you healed and the more I wanted to pull you back to me, the more you pushed away and all I wanted to say was I want you and only you and I meant every single fucking word of that proposal. You’re it, Lu. THE ONE.”

	I lean in and kiss his lips, slowly pressing my body into his, and whisper into his mouth. “You are my one, always were and always will be.”

	“We’ve both proposed so can we now tell the whole world?”

	“Not without toasting it first? That will seal the deal. Well that and when I take you back to the hotel and make you mine.”

	“Sounds like a plan.”

	“Here,” he passes me a chilled flute of semi-filled fizzing sweet champagne and I accept greedily, as he lifts his own and we clink glasses. “To us, it took a decade of dancing around the issue of amalgamating sex and friendship, now we’ve mastered them both we can move forward as man and wife.” 

	“I can’t wait to be your wife, Seb.”

	“Good, because I’m not waiting long - you have three weeks to sort it and that’s it! I won’t wait a minute longer.”

	“Three weeks, baby - I can’t plan a wedding in three weeks!!!”

	“Ok, four but not another day.”

	“Six and I’m not budging on that - no negotiations and believe me that’s fair, six weeks is ridiculous - our mothers will go spare!”

	“Done. Now drink up.” His hand lifts the bottom of my glass forcing me to take a huge gulp of champagne and I flinch as I’m hit in the mouth with a foreign object. “I don’t remember there being ice in the glass.”	

	“It’s not ice, well not the kind that melts anyway.”

	I frown and immediately look down, to see something twinkling in the bottom of my drink. I quickly pour the remnants of the liquid into a spare glass and retract the sparkling jewel, which refracts prisms of light around us, completely hypnotizing me. I find it hard to breathe as I take in the beauty of an engagement ring, turning it every which way. It was enormous!

	“Do you like it?” His voice breaks a little and I can tell it means everything to him, that I approve. “I had it designed specially for you at Harry Winston’s here in Paris, however if it is not you, we can replace it or have it re-sized, without question. I decided against the biggest, flashiest they did, it just wasn’t you and went for the three carat.”

	“Oh, baby - Oh. My. God. I absolutely love it. It’s stunning.”

	Taking the ring, he dries it delicately with a paper towel and then asks for my left hand, before slipping this token of our declaration to one another gracefully onto my wedding finger, and I know before its securely in place, that it will fit perfectly; which it does. The huge brilliant diamond is framed by smaller micropavé ones that sparkle with each movement and are all set on a slim band of the same pave diamonds with platinum. It is simple, elegant and timeless, yet contemporary all at once.	

	“Seb, its perfect, darling and very me.” I hold my hand out, fluttering my fingers in glee. “You know me so well.”

	“Yes, I do and my ring is just where it’s meant to be. God, I love you.”

	“I love you too.”

	Behind us, we hear applause, people laughing and cheering and celebrating for us, and it makes me tear up again. A crowd has grown, the couple that had waited to take our photo at the centre of it all and we hand them our phones and pose proudly, earning more applause. The whole moment is magical.

	We finish our champagne and holding hands head off in the direction of the stairwell, ready to make our descent officially, as an engaged-couple. It felt different somehow. 	

	Hopeful.

	We had a future together.

	On the first floor we visit one of the shops and buy Finn an Eiffel Tower t-shirt and pencil case I know he’ll love and Seb insists on purchasing me a snow-globe with the tower in its glittery depths to add to my growing collection.

	“Any more shopping baby, or are you going to feed me on this adventure of yours?”	

	“We only ate a couple of hours ago, you greedy boy!” I smile at him, shivering as the cool wind whips up through the lattice tower. “Do you fancy eating here in the 58 tower restaurant, or should we wander along the Pont d’lena and see what takes our fancy?”	

	“I already know what takes my fancy. Why don’t we cut this short and head back to the hotel - grab room service and let me eat it off your delectable body. You’re wearing far too many clothes and you know how I feel about that. I want to make love to you, and take my sweet slow time, with you wearing nothing but my ring.” He winks at me and we step into the lift to reach the bottom quicker. 

	“You’re so impatient! Part of the experience is walking down the tower after we’ve seen the top.”

	“We’ve already walked half way down and now I just want to get you naked, happy to crack on with that here though if you’re Ok with that?” My look of horror is enough of an answer and he grins wickedly. “No? Right then, lift it is then!”

	At the bottom, we cannot help but notice La Carousel and I immediately turn into ten year old little girl, excited and desperate to clamber onto a garishly coloured horse, with the assistance of Seb. Despite his hunger he placates me, lifting me onto it, his fingers lingering a little longer than necessary, caressing the skin that’s bared as my jumper rises, and my body tingles immediately. Climbing onto his own animal, to my right, I grin as we both realise that he will be riding a tiger, how very apt. We talk and laugh like kids, as we ride that beautifully decorated carousel three times, the lights twinkling brightly and French music playing reminding me of one of my favourite movies Gigi, with the gorgeous Louis Jourdan - I was in my element - it was so romantic and the perfect end to our proposal, but finally, we cave and give in to the noisy rumbles of our bellies.	

	I manage to convince Seb to go for lunch on our way home, popping into a quaint little French bistro, Le Casse Noix for steaming hot bowls of French onion soup, filled with crispy toasted croutons and served with freshly baked warm baguettes, and a warmed red bordeaux by the fire. We make a quick call to my parents and in between the squeals from my mum I manage to divulge our news. My Dad already knows he informs me and I lift inquisitive brows to Seb?

	His sheepish shrug makes him appear younger than his 31 years and I breathe deeply, loving his boyish charm. “I asked for your hand in marriage a few weeks ago.”

	I mouth ‘Oh’ before rounding up my excitable mum and ending our conversation. We then contact Seb’s parents, who are just as thrilled but also don’t seem so surprised at our news. I’m beginning to wonder whether Seb may have kept schtum since the first proposal after all?

	“We need to call Suzie & Gino, and your brother. Oh and Abby - then I can just post the images from the Eiffel Tower on social media.”

	His husky chuckle makes me glance up.

	“What?”

	“Take a breath.”

	“I just want to tell the world.”

	“I know and so do I. Let’s make these last three calls and that is it. Then send it viral so everyone can see that you are going to be my wife.”

	An hour later I’m being bundled into a taxi and hurtling through traffic to our hotel, my lover’s illicit words in my ear and excitement building in my tummy and in between my thighs, it was now entirely official - everybody would know that we were engaged to be married. 

*******
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		They were fucking ENGAGED! 

	Seriously? Did she not appreciate anything he had done for her?

	Everything had gone to shit! 

	If he didn’t stop biting the skin around his nail soon, he’d hit bone - literally. His thumb was raw and bleeding from the incessant gnawing whilst angrily grinding his teeth, a unattractive habit he’d had under control for years but had recently fallen back into, thanks to this bitch and her constant drama.

	He uses that same thumb pad to swipe across his iPhone, enjoying the pain that slices through his body with the additional agonising pressure, manically scouring his Facebook newsfeed for further information from the happy couple. His phone had alerted him to a new image on Instagram only minutes earlier, then only a few minutes later, the same sweet sickly photograph appeared on Lucia’s twitter and Facebook accounts. His day was ruined.

	Bitch!

	He squints looking closer at the image. Fucking cheesy or what? Where are they? It didn’t look local. His eyes narrow at the sign behind Sebastian and Lucia, its red neon lights blurring in the image. It would be champagne with this guy, of course it would. Give him an hour and he’d have their location. He smiles smugly to himself before reverting back to anger.

	“What the hell do I have to do to convince her that Sebastian Silver is not the man for her? Eh?” 

	Surely losing their foetus would push them apart, or at least put pressure on their pathetic relationship - if you could call it that - they’d only been together a few fucking weeks! 

	No, Silver wasn’t half as invested in this woman as he was - he’d made it his mission to make Lucia his and now his last attempts had backfired entirely. All they had done was ensure that she wasn’t mauled and manhandled by that gigolo for more than two minutes of every hour. All it had done was bring them closer together and taken her further away from my grasp. Now they were fucking engaged!

	He assesses the photo for the umpteenth time since receiving the notification and grinds his teeth down hard on his tongue. Pain helped him concentrate and kept him calm. 

	ENGAGED!

	His roar of frustration echoes into the night. “This isn’t happening! It isn’t possible. What is it going to take to convince this bitch that the player is not the stayer.” 

	Think, man, think  - what is your next move? 

	He smashes a palm into the side of his head once, twice, three times before stopping to take a deep breath, inhaling intensely. His blue eyes squinting with precise concentration.

	“Stick with the plan. So he’s given her a fucking ring, it doesn’t change the fact that she is yours, she is meant to be with you. YOU! Don’t forget that and she’ll see that soon. You just need to step it up - the time has come that you need to move things along…maybe sooner than you envisaged but you gotta make your move. It’s time. She can’t marry that supercilious bastard!”

	His words calm him, and his anxiety begins to dissipate. He was growing tired of watching anyway; it had been fun and made for many a satisfying wank, but the thought of Silver getting the starter, main course and all the trimmings was leaving a bitter taste in his mouth, even after stroking his cock to Lucia’s collage of imagery at his house - or her voice - or the many videos of her sleeping.

	He licks his lips and stroking his chin, considers his options. Silver had always been a problem. He hated him with a passion and wanted to take anything that was his. At the time that had included Lucia, just to spite Silver, but as time went on, he realised that she meant more to him, she could actually be The One . 

	He couldn’t get close to her with that prick constantly around - especially now that they were practically living together, but he’d find a way and maybe this whole engagement nightmare could work to his advantage? Weddings took planning and there was always the hen do?

	“Hmmm - every cloud has a fucking Silver lining.” His sinister laugh rocks his whole body, his hand gripping his stomach to support his muscles at his amusing joke. “Not this time, love; sorry. But, don’t you worry your pretty little head; once you’ve had a taste of me, you’ll never go back - you just need to let me show you. Soon, my love. Soon!”




*******
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		“That was perfection!” I sigh dramatically, throwing myself down onto the enormous bed, as we enter our hotel suite after leaving Angelica’s. Seb reaches for my boots and unzips them with finesse, his thumbs swooping up to trace the soft skin of my inside ankle, where the zip has left a slight mark. Hmmm perfection. 

	“Almost.”

	WTF? 

	“Almost?” I sit up straight on a frown.

	“Yes. Almost.”

	“But we just got engaged.”

	“We did - officially.” Seb replies with a smirk and removes his jacket.

	“And we just saw the Eiffel Tower,” I sulk, looking up at him with big eyes.

	“We did - and drank champagne at the top.” His eyes twinkle as he kicks his own boots off and pulls his v-neck over his head.

	“We rode on the carousel?” I pout. How could he not think this was the most wonderful day of his life?

	“Yep, and it was all fabulous but now it’s time to get you naked. When I’ve ridden you, not some damned tiger - fucked you into oblivion - then it will be my day of perfection; then I will be satiated. I need to possess my woman. It’s been way too long.”

	“You possessed me this morning.” I grin wryly.

	“Precisely; a ridiculously long time has passed since we had skin-on-skin time, baby.”

	How did I get so lucky? 

	This man is going to become my husband. Mine. I flick my tongue out and lick my lips as I watch him remove his shirt, one tantalising button at a time. 

	“Come to the edge of the bed, lady - arms up.”

	I do as I’m told without any further argument and raise both arms, feeling the breeze hit my skin as my jumper is removed and thrown aside. I immediately unfasten my jeans and giggle as I’m pushed back onto the mattress, whilst they are deliciously slid over my hips, thighs and pulled over each foot with sensual ease, the combination of the starched denim and the scrape of his fingertips, sending shivers shooting to every erogenous zone.

	 Leaning back on both elbows, I bite my lip in awe at his pure sex appeal, and place one bare soled foot into his chest, determined, needy and desperate for further contact. Standing in front of me in sexy grey worn jeans with expensively tailored rips in all the right places, I dip my big toe into one of those holes and search for skin, his heat warming me instantly, our connection electric and I know he feels it too as our eyes lock, a sexy smile playing at his lips. 

	I lift my foot and continue to trail a path up his washboard stomach, revelling in the hard lines of his defined torso. God he his fine! Before I can move further on my journey, his hand clasps my ankle, more heat enveloping me, as his manly fingers begin to work in rhythmic, massaging circles. 

	“Your eyes give you away every time, Lady.”

	“What do you mean?”

	“You’re horny as hell and they’re glowing like Kryptonite.”

	“Ahh, that feels so good.” I lie back further onto the bed before frowning. “Kryptonite? Isn’t that like a poison?”

	“Hmmm mmm, pretty apt really, if you think about it. You intoxicate me - drain all the strength from me.” I gasp as his lips close over my toe and he sucks hard, maintaing continual eye contact, his chocolate orbs melting to blackest black holes that I could lose myself in, as the sexual tension between us intensifies.

	I usually hate having my feet touched, and the thought of them being licked or sucked would normally be abhorrent, but right here and now, with this delicious man, my man, I’ve found it is my new pleasure - I could get used to this. Yum.

	“You approve?” 

	I must have spoken aloud. “I do. I never have, but I do now.”

	“Another first for us, baby. You have such sexy little feet, it’s a travesty not to rain kisses all over them.”

	“Come here.” I growl

	“With pleasure.”

	I watch him crawl up over my body with such purpose my breath catches. Parting my thighs to allow access I ease backwards onto the bed, until I hit the pillows. 

	“Nowhere else for you to go, Lady.” The glint in his eyes sends a thrill straight to my pussy and I breathe out. This man never ceases to make me melt, literally.

	“There’s nowhere else I’d rather be. Now - shut up and kiss me!”

	He does’t answer, instead he slides an arm underneath my back and one under my head, through my hair, holding me there, whilst our eyes are locked, I can hear our heartbeats beating in-sync, our breath on each others faces and then he swoops in, nothing slow, or tantalising, just hot and heavy, tongues lashing and sucking and perfect. My legs wrap around his hips, holding him prisoner as his hands cup my jaw, and mine grab his arse, which is firm under my touch and with every push, he grinds his pelvis into mine, his evident erection pressing against my pubic bone, the hedand rubbing seductively against my clit. We have far too many clothes on!

	His mouth leaves me for a moment to trail kisses along my jawline, down my neck and over my pulse, laving me there, every sensitive nerve ending on fire, awakened and alive - I’m writhing underneath him, my body desperate to feel more, every delicious sensation - just more of what he is giving me - to take me to that cliff that he always takes me to - so we can visit it together, before we fall together!

	“You want more? Oh, baby you are going to get so much more.”

	His tongue abandons my neck, visits my collarbone and I immediately miss the contact but sigh as he reaches behind me to unclip my bra and calmly and sensuously removes it, stroking my heightened skin with the lace and silk fabric before throwing it to the floor. He returns to pay attention to my breasts, my nipples like bullets, seeking his lips and eager for his demands. I feed my fingers through his silky hair, arching my back, thrusting my chest into his face. “God, baby, I love you.”

	“And I you.”

	His mouth trails lower to my belly where his hand falters and he hesitates. I wait as he breathes deeply, his movements slow, before he flattens that hand over my stomach delicately. I stroke his head, and look down at him, his eyes are focused upon that area, intense and thoughtful and then, as if he realises he’s being watched, he lifts those beautiful blacks, so full of pain and stares right back at me. He says nothing but I know what he is thinking, I know what we are both sharing in that moment and it is so special and monumental and both sentimental and sexual. It means we’ve moved forward. It means we will survive this.

	“I love you.”  I repeat.

	His mouth finds my belly and his lips remain there, pressed to my skin for an age as he strokes circles over my skin. Then I feel a lick, which continues downwards. I don’t struggle as my panties slide over my hips and are discarded - the position I am in, will give him a view of my obvious pleasure. I am wet and wanting and desire him so much in this moment, I can’t take it a second longer.

	“Baby?”

	“I wan’t to go down on you.” His voice is hoarse with sexual promise. “I won’t budge on this.”

	I feel a pillow placed beneath my bottom and I’m lifted even further to his eyes. In another life, another time I’d have been mortified by the fact that I’m so open to him but not now - now I feel free, now I feel like he can see into my very soul and I want that. I need to have nothing between us. 

	“You’re so beautiful. Such a sexy pussy, so ripe and ready for my mouth.”

	I swear the man can read minds. And he has the dirtiest mouth. And I fucking love it.

	His thumb enters me first, and I arch on a groan. “Jesus, baby.”

	“Does that feel good, Lu? Tell me - I want you tell me. I need to hear you say it.”

	“Yes, that feels so good. I want you.”

	He slips another fingers inside and I moan deeper.

	“Better?”

	“Ahh, yes, fuck yes.”

	“More?”

	“Yes.”

	His chuckle is my undoing, sexy and naughty and so controlling and I buck, desperate for my release. I feel him enter me again, rotating his fingers in all the right places, finding that spongy place that most men haven’t a fucking clue exists and pressing hard and then he blows, across my clit. “Holy shit!”

	More laughter. 

	Then the real magic starts - the tip of his tongue collides with the tip of my clit and I see stars, I’m at that cliff top, his fingers working in tandem, taking me to it, getting me to where I want to be, coaxing me, his words dirty and erotic, and he breathes on my pussy. That famous Silver tongue is put to use laving over both sides of my opening, delicately playing with my frazzled nerves, teasing me but doing everything I need to spiral me to heaven.

	“Seb!”

	Another deep husky chuckle that vibrates against my nub. “I know your body, baby, you’re nearly there.”

	I’m nearly there. His lips are on me, in me, with his fingers tormenting me, rhythmically pumping;in and out and round and round and I’m floating, beginning to feel like jumping and then I’m off. “Fuck!” My scream is wild.

	“That’s it, baby take off, I’ve got you.”

	My head is spinning, my breasts are captured in my own hand and his free one, my nipples tweaked almost painfully, my tongue needs to be in his mouth. I’m falling. This beautiful man between my thighs, his mouth at my apex and bringing me to the most incredible orgasm, which is so much more than just an orgasm - it is letting go of the past and moving forward with our present, stronger, more determined and more in love than ever. 

	I’m boneless. 

	And still he sucks and sucks until finally I can’t take any more, my body drained and twitching and I have to literally stamp a foot on the bed in protest. 

	“I can’t…can’t go again…Seb…”

	“Just one more round.”

	“No, please! Let me come down off the ceiling.”

	Seb laughs and climbs up over me, enfolding my limp body in his arms. It is the only limp thing between us; his own hard body is taught with sexual need, his magnificent cock rigid as it juts its head against my stomach. Amazing how that is all it takes for me to be alert once again, craving him. My body reacting to his virile manhood and I need him inside of me - buried so far within me we are joined both physically and emotionally. This man is my life and my soul mate and will now be my husband. I need to have him inside me… now!

	His smell is intoxicating, all vanilla musk and I rain kisses over his shoulders, across his chest and finally his mouth, where we share a sweet long passionate mating. I can taste myself on his face and it turns me on further. His stubble grazes my sensitive skin but I don’t care - I want to be branded by him. 

	I can’t seem to get enough of him! 

	“I fucking love you.”

	“I know.”

	“Good. Because I do.

	His large sexy hands frame my face, thumb caressing my bottom lip, and I turn my head into the simplest of touches, chills of excitement washing over me. 

	“I fucking adore you. You are it, Lu.”

	My eyes are closed as I revel in his words and I smile. 

	“Look at me.”

	They fly open at his harsh words and the intensity I see there is fierce. We are cradling one another, his cock between us, formidable in its erection. 

	“Seriously, Lu - you are my life.”

	“I know. I feel it too, baby.”

	The moment is so monumental, so full of emotion but so right and I feel my nipples ping to attention, my body reacting to his words. My hand moves to close around his thick girth, our eyes locked at all times, I note the slight decrease in his pupils and his inhale of breath as I grip his length and begin to pump, then ease my other hand over the head, rubbing some of the pre-cum in small circles across his slit before lifting my thumb again purposefully to my mouth and sucking hard, all the while maintaining eye contact. 

	“Ah jeez, Lu. Nothing will ever come between us.”

	I smile, it’s my turn to chuckle. “Nothing but this.” I grip harder and slide my hand up and down his shaft, cupping his balls in tandem. I lick my lips and his eyes flicker to them, down to my tits and back up to my mouth once again. I know in that second that he’s done playing.

	“I need in. Now! Enough foreplay.”

	I’m flipped and smile inwardly. I’ve loved that Sebastian has been caring and considerate of me since my miscarriage but it is time for us to get back to normal and  right now I’m healthy and I need to be fucked… hard. His hands find my breast, pinching my nipple his other hand parting my labia. I didn’t need to be ready - I’m dripping from my earlier orgasm. He guides me back onto all fours and pulls me towards the edge of the bed, and then stands between my bent legs, them his cock pressing at my bottom. The pillow is still beneath my stomach, and tilts me, scraping my nipples on the duvet deliciously. 

	Seb spreads my legs further and I flinch as I feel his fingers delve inside me, coating them in my juices and continue to rub a path upwards and onto my perineum and anus and I push back at the unusual sensation. 

	His cock nudges at my opening and I rock to encourage him; I need him now, I want him to fuck me. His hands cup my bottom, massaging both cheeks as he embeds himself further inside me with each push until he is all the way in. He holds still. Breathing harshly.

	“You’re so tight.”

	I arch my back encouraging his invasion, opening myself to him as he begins to thrust hard into me, his guttural groans echoing mine. His moans a complete turn-on. My nipples grazing against the covers feel as though they are being fondled, their sensitivity at it’s peak.

	“Reach around and touch yourself, baby.”	

	I do just that and with each of his thrusts, I swirl my fingers around my heavily swollen clit, feeling his cock each time he thrust inside me - his girth so big, straining my delicate skin.

	“You can feel every inch of me inside you baby? It’s where I’m meant to be.”

	Oh God, this man. What he says, does - I’m delirious with pleasure. He is fucking me from behind, and dirty as hell but I feel completely loved and wanted at the same time. He cradles my body from behind contiuning to thrust, fucking me but loving and treasuring me at the same time.

	I feel the tell-tale loom of my climax begin and his thrusts begin to increase as his own is upon him, his balls swinging against my bottom and then we are jumping off that cliff top together - his body stretching over mine, our hands clasped together in front of us across the bed, as he fills me. 

	We couldn’t be closer and I wouldn’t want to be anywhere else.

	

*******
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	I awake after our afternoon pleasures to find Lu snuggled in my arms, her hand tightly linked within mine and I lift it to my lips for a kiss, the diamond engagement ring sparkling in the darkness of the bedroom, a reminder of the way she’d offered herself to me. She’d completely put herself out there. Finally, she was mine. Mind. Body. Soul. Soon she’d carry my name. I wanted to brandish her with everything I’d ever worked my butt off for. I want to give her the world.

	It must be after 6pm now? We’d slept like logs and I felt entirely satiated. It was time however, to get up - we had dinner with Nathan and a client in two hours and Lu would kill me if I didn’t give her enough time to get ready. I’d much rather stay in bed and order room service and continue our celebration in a more intimate way but this deal with the Chateau was important and Nathan had already been brilliant stepping in and allowing me some ‘free time’ with my love. It was time for me to show-face.

	I leave her for a few more minutes, innocently slumbering. She looked so sexy, her hair strewn across the pillows, tousled and well-loved. I grab myself a quick shower and check my e-mails and texts. One missed call makes me frown. It was from the UK and I didn’t recognise the number. Hmmm.

	I ring Na, confirm our restaurant booking and then reply to the most important correspondence, the majority of it could wait. One in particular glows at me, catching my eye; it’s titled ‘You’ll always have Paris.’ I bite my lip as I hover over the message, my thumb twitching. Shall I open it? For some reason this mail makes me feel uncomfortable. Why? Every fibre of my being has a bad feeling and I’m always right when that bad feeling embeds itself in my belly. I always listen to my gut. I bite down harder and take a seat on the nearby chair, swiping the screen harshly; the message slides open, showcasing the email in its entirety. My gut was right. This did not bode well.	

	

To: Sebastian Silver <sebastiansilver@silcon.com

Subject: You’ll always have Paris

From: Humphrey Bogart <humphreybogart17@gmail.com




Enjoy her whilst you can Silver.

You can’t watch her every second. 

I know you are searching for me. You won’t find me. 

Not until it’s too late.

Not until I’ve taken everything from you. 




From, 

The man you crossed but will never cross again.




I re-read the message several times like a madman, hand rubbing my head, nose flaring in anger. The fucking bastard. That fucking prick had the audacity to flaunt his intentions - send me an off the cuff email - like it was an everyday occurrence. I’m going to fucking kill him!!! 

	I scan over the words again, focusing intently on one sentence in particular, You can’t watch her every second… I already fucking know that - that’s what has been driving me crazy ever since the car accident, since the miscarriage, since we considered that she was being targeted. Now it was 100% clear. This bastard was playing with us but he was also making his intentions clear. He was after Lucia but going by the second to last sentence he had a vendetta against me. I hadn’t seen that coming. 

	Not until I’ve taken everything from you…. 	

	Who the fuck was he? 

	I rub my head again in angst, and draw it crudely across my mouth pausing to think for a millisecond. A quick glance at the bed shows Lu stirring, her legs stretching in the sheets and I grab my shirt, slip it on and walk to her side of the mattress.

	“Baby? You awake?”

	“Hmmm, what time is it?” Her husky voice is thick with slumber and as she turns to meet my face, the sheet fall to bare her beautiful breasts to me, her beautiful breast on show. I have to refrain from dropping my mouth to suckle. If I did, we’d be in that bed all night and I have business to attend to, before our business dinner. I feel myself grow hard and screw my face up in annoyance at this unknown man who continues to come between Lu and I, in every way.

	“It’s time for you to get in the bath and make yourself even more stunning. You have an hour until we leave.”

	“Oh crap. Why didn’t you wake me?” 

	“You needed to sleep. Now, I have to leave for a short while but I’ll be back soon to leave with you in the limo. Will you be Ok?”

	She pulls the covers back and sits up against the velvet headboard, her body completely open to me and I take a deep breath, my chest tightening at her beauty. 

“You vixen.”

	“What?”

	“You know exactly what you’re doing, lady and unfortunately right now, I don’t have time to take full advantage.”

	“You’re saying no? The mighty Sebastian Silver, turning me down?” Her mock drawl is laced with cheekiness and I lean in and cup her neck, drawing her towards me. 

	“I will never turn you down baby but I know you would rather have an hour to ready yourself than 10 minutes.”

	“You’re correct of course Monsieur.” Her pout is my undoing and I sigh. 

	“I have to go.” I head in the direction of the bathroom. “I’ll start the bath for you. Oils or no oils?”

	“No oils please. They mess with my hair and I don’t have time to wash it - not if I’m going to have to get myself off first.”

	WTF?

	“What did you say?”

	“You heard me.”

	It takes me six strides to reach her, her finger coyly hanging from her mouth, taunting me, hair tousled, breasts tempting and knees raised and now parted. Six strides to take her in my arms and kiss her with a passion I thought I’d already zapped only a few hours earlier. She reciprocates with equal ferocity and my shirt and jeans are removed in desperation. I lift her from the bed and her legs are wrapped around me, our lips smashing against one another, tongues duelling, her hands in my hair, on my face, arms, chest. Whispers of love, licks and sexy banter. This woman is mine. No fucker is ever going to take her from me and she would never need to get herself off, whilst I was in the same room as her. Never!

	We hit the wall, my fingers gripping her bottom and thighs, balancing her and my cock finds her entrance in seconds. This was not about foreplay, or taking our time. Now was about immediate contact, our bodies demanding to be connected and needing immediate release. Sleepy fucking. I look down at her, her eyes full of sexual pleasure, hazy and bright green - my bright green eyed girl. Her tits bounce as I slide inside her slickness and lift her with my eagerness. Her moan at my entrance only makes me power on. Jesus, she’s hot, her  juices coating my throbbing cock me in hot silk.

	“Mine.” My growl leaves my lips without thought.

	“Yes.”

	“Only mine.”

	“Yes. Fuck me.”

	I pound into her, my body relishing the heat of her channel, nothing would ever beat her pussy, no other woman’s had ever fit me the way her does. She was always so…tight!

	I’m nearly there, I watch her eyes cloud over as her own climax takes her, her walls clenching me from within, sucking me dry.

	I thrust into her one last time as her scream of ecstasy fills my eyes and I collapse onto her breasts, my lips finding one nipple and drawing hard, as I spill my soul into her. I’m thoroughly spent and completely in love with this woman.

	“Fucking mine!”

	“Always, baby.” I feel her kisses on the top of my head as I listen to her heartbeat pounding beneath my ear. So precious. In that moment I know that I can’t tell her about the email; for now I would keep it to myself. 




*******
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			I’m not sure which is making me happier right now, shopping in Paris or having the most sexy attentive man, all to myself. I am fortunate enough to be combining both on a sunny Saturday in the fashion capital of the world, wandering through the streets of Paris, looking at antiques, sampling treats from the outdoor markets and enjoying the juxtaposition of rustic and chic that this city did so well. Everything looked brighter and more exciting, when doing them with my fiance. Those last two words warm me instantly and make my cheeks hurt from the incessant smile they create. I don’t think I’ll ever grow tired of hearing them.

	Now, laden down with bags from quaint boutiques, and designer’s brands that would make Carrie Bradshaw proud, I spin happily in the street, making Seb stop and watch me with a grin. He casually swings the package from the crème de la crème of vintage designer-wear, where he had found me a stunning evening dress for tonight’s black tie event; I’d fallen in love with it the second I’d brushed my fingers across its silk fabric. Seb had shushed away my protests and declared that it was his prerogative to spend large amounts of money on dresses that he could peel off my delectable body at the end of the night. The Dior creation was perfection.

	“Next stop, perfume.”

	“Oh I don’t need perfume, Seb. I’m good, thank you.”

	“You are perfect..” His lips find mine and rest there for just a little longer than necessary before pulling away, “… I agree, and you always smell divine but we have an appointment at a parfumer in…” his eyes flick over his watch and I lick my lips; I love his hands. “…5 minutes. Let’s go.”

	“Yes, Mr. Silver.”

	“I love it when you do as your told - without question.”

	“Only because it doesn’t happen often.”

	“True.”

	“So, is this place close by?”

	“Just around the corner, we’ll spend some time here then I’m going to take you for the best hot chocolate you’ll ever taste.”

	“Hmmm, sounds fabby. Do I get to know where in advance?”

	“Non.”

	I grin at his wink. Of course not, this was his day. He was in control now and doing all the things he wanted to do in Paris with me. He had allowed me the same privilege yesterday and I was happy to abide by his rules, especially when it meant that I was being pampered like a princess!

	Two minutes later we are entering a sweet little perfume shop, named ‘Parfum Unique’, stylishly decorated in cool greys and whites, with plush furniture and glass shelving, showcasing row upon row of stunning glass bottles of perfume. A chic parisian woman in a pristine white lab coat meets us, as we arrive and promptly unlocks the door. “Come, come. Welcome to Parfume Unique, Monsieur. Silver. It is good to have you back.”

	I instantly freeze, cool icy water filtering along every vein. Good to have him back, did he bring other women here?

	As if to pacify my rigid state, Seb’s chocolatey warm voice drifts over me in soothing waves. “It is good to be back, Madam Viola, my mother adored her Parfum last Noel.”

	I chew my lip in reaction to his words, relief flooding through me. Of course, it would be his mother; Bitzy would love a place like this.

	“So what can I do for you?” Madam Viola continues.

	“We would like to create a signature scent for my fiancée, for her to wear on our wedding day.”

	My eyes fly up to his, questioning and I smile, screwing my nose in happy disbelief. What an amazing thought. Tears begin to fill my eyes and I consider my unkind thoughts a mere second before, feeling ashamed.

	Viola, nods in agreement and flits her gaze across to me, viewing me up and down at her leisure. It is extremely disconcerting but I allow her to do what I presume is a necessary part of her job. 

	“Hmmm. She is passionate, strong, loyal. A heady combination - you will have your hands full.” 

	I glance across at Seb and he smiles back at me. This is weird, a bit like going to a clairvoyant. I feel very vulnerable and this woman is beginning to rub me the wrong way.

	“Right on all counts. She is intoxicating.”

	His hand finds mine and lifts it to his lips, planting a firm kiss there, before flicking his tongue out to lick in the crease between my fingers. I shudder. The air literally sizzles between us.

	The woman disappears behind the counter to select two vials and then lays them out in front of her, along with a deck of flash cards. Now what was she going to do? She opens both vials and passes them individually to us, allowing us to savour their smell. 

	“Breathe in and allow the scent to nibble at your senses. These two I feel will be definite components your parfume.”

	I glance across to Seb who nods at his vial before swapping with me and nodding again. We both place them down onto the counter in front of us. 

	“You must always go with your gut when it comes to scent. Our scent is one of our most powerful tools but it stems from ‘ere, small direct fingers tap against her temple repeatedly. “Your mind works in conjunction with your nose. Scents evoke memories and emotions. It is important to create a scent for a woman that enhances her own smell and personality - then she will be the most powerful creature in the room. A perfume must be both sensual and elegant for a woman like you, Mademoiselle - you are not a girl. Right, Mademoiselle, if you could lift the first card from the deck and tell me what you feel when you see the image.” 

	I hesitate a moment but feel Seb’s hand encouragingly in the small of my back and lift the card. The image on the side is of a bottle of wine. 

	“Do you prefer rouge or blanc wine?”

	“White.” 

	“Bon - next card, S’il vous plait.”

	The next card is of a vanilla pod. “Do you like the scent of vanilla?”

	I nod and we continue. I turn over cards showcasing a flower, for which I answer my favourite to be lily, a piece of chocolate, which I nod, I love chocolate, the colours purple, red and black in succession, a picture of a cinnamon stick, musk, and finally an image of a sexy man. I look up at the technician in surprise but Seb speaks before me. 

	“Who the hell is this guy and what has he got to do with this whole process?”

	Ahh, so now he thought this process odd? I smile inwardly - I loved that he was jealous but he had no need to be. 

	“The image is of an attractive male Monsieur. Silver but it is purely for me to see if your fiance likes the masculine scent, I can assure you.”

	“Oh I do. I love the masculine scent.” I tease mercilessly, wrapping both my arms around Seb’s waist and pulling him towards me. “I love everything that is masculine about him.” A slight cough interrupts our intimate banter and we return to the matter at hand. 

	“You have now selected your options - we can now mix the ingredients you have chosen, from instinct. Would you like to assist Mademoiselle?”

	I smile warmly at this frosty on the outside, soft on the inside businesswoman, the thought of actually creating my own perfume sent a buzz up my spine. “I would love to, thank you, Madame.”

	The next few minutes are spent, carefully measuring pipettes of each component, spice, rum, vanilla extract, dark chocolate, sandalwood, and several others. “Mr. Silver if you would like to take this stopper and rub a little of the alcohol onto your fiance’s inner wrist. We recommend the pulse points, wrists, back of the knees, neck, as these emit the most heat…” 

	Her voice drones on in the background but all I can focus on is Sebastian, gliding the glass stopper back and forth, gently across my wrist, heat rising, my cheeks flushing at his touch, my skin instantly on fire. I lick my lips and hear his whispered words. “On our wedding day you’ll wear this, between your thighs and when it mixes with the heat emitting from your pussy, the scent will be divine.”

	God, he was filthy! 

	He lifts my arm to his nose and inhales deeply, locking eyes with me before flitting back to the shop owner. “Almost perfect, its missing one thing.”

	“I agree,” she nods. “You have a keen nose.”

	I wrinkle my own nose, wafting my wrist in the air, I loved the scent, it was beautiful and very me, sweet, yet musky. I wasn’t sure it was missing anything. I think once it warmed up, my cheeks grow hot at the thought of his naughty words.Yes, once it warmed up, it would be fine, let’s just go back to the hotel. Yum!

	“I love it.”

	“Why not try this version. I’ve just added a little something extra.” Viola passes Seb a fresh bottle. 

	“I’ve added Oud - it’s a little expensive but the spicy exotic scent is just what your parfum needs I feel.”

	Seb repeats the erotic process of rubbing the frosted glass stopper across my other wrist and my breath catches. Jeez who’d have thought making perfume would be so seductive? We both inhale and I watch his chocolate orbs, bleed out to black. His nostrils flare ever so slightly, eyes narrow. His bedroom eyes are glowing and I know that I’m not the only one affected by this moment. 

	“We’ll take it. Actually we’ll take a truckload.”

	I giggle. It was heavenly and very me.

	“Leave it with us, and we’ll have it finalised and bottled, then shipped to you before your wedding.”

	“We marry in five weeks.”

	“Six! Six weeks.” I interject.

	“I apologise. We marry in six weeks.” Seb corrects himself all the while staring me out.

	“Don’t worry Monsieur. Silver, it will be with you within the next 7-10 days. Here, take this small spray for now, it is a slightly cruder version of what you will receive but will appease your er… needs.”

	I chuckle again, behind my hand. This rather straight-laced middle-aged frenchwoman had Seb figured out entirely and after an hour in her company I changed my initial opinion of her. She was bloody good at her job.

	We exchange details and then leave, glad to escape to fresh air, the heady fragrances in Parfum Unique were as overpowering after a while as the never-ending ache between my thighs. 




*******

	

	We savour creamy hot chocolates in bowls a la Francais in Angelica’s, enjoying stollen kisses and whispers of dirty promises, before Seb informs me we have another appointment, this time at Agent Provocateur to purchase my wedding underwear and honeymoon pieces. Despite my many protests that I do not need more underwear, he will not listen, changing the subject masterfully with talk of Finn and work and within half an hour, we are ensconced inside the most beautifully decorated retailer I have ever entered. 

	I’ve been into Agent Provocateur before in Lords but the Paris boutique was majestic, and now I am in a changing room, with my own assistant and oodles of silk, lace and exquisite undergarments whilst Seb waits patiently behind the curtain. 

	“I’m not coming out, you know!”

	“I know. I wouldn’t want anyone seeing you, that’s why we have our very own dressing area.”

	I glance up at the assistant, who just nods with a glimmer of a smile. I add a silent “Oh”, before stepping into a pair of ivory satin panties with lace and pearl bottom, a matching garter belt and a bra is added, which barely covers me, pushing my breasts up indecently. The lace that curves along the top, sits just low enough to show my areola. The whole effect is very whimsical and sexy but demure at the same time. It needed red lipstick. I felt instantly alive in all the right places.

	The assistant steps outside, leaving me to admire my reflection alone and as I’m checking out my rear in the mirror, she returns. Except it isn’t her. It’s Sebastian - his head hooked around the curtain, his eyes, drawn directly to my chest are now black with lust.

	“We’ll take it.”

	“But… Seb…”

	“Baby, you look, hot!”

	I feel the flush start all over my body, beginning at my toes, across my calves, up and over my belly and I smile up at him, wanting him to hold me. “Off you go! Let me try these others. I don’t need an assistant, I’m happy to try them myself.”

	“I can be your assistant?” His sensual pout is not missed.

	“We’d never get anything on. You’d be permanently removing garments and never replacing them.”

	“True.”

	“Go!” I repeat, shooshing him out but giving him a quick peck and enjoying the electric current that buzzes through me at our connection.

	“Next one, I need to see. We are definitely getting that set. Do they do other colours?”

	“I’m not sure?”

	“I’ll ask. Go on, before I strip you naked and take you on the floor of the changing room woman!”

	I slide the curtain closed completely, and unclip the bra fastening, before slipping my hands to the sides of the panties. It was a good job we were going to be buying these items, with Sebastian around I would be spoiling any silk underwear, making it non returnable.

	I spend the next ten minutes trying on several more items and am left in peace to do so. Not knowing what my wedding dress will be is a huge issue, however it doesn’t stop me choosing several key pieces for our honeymoon, wherever and whenever that may be. They border on the more risque, from the ‘soirée selection’ and their ‘naughty range’ to a selection of different styled ivory and white bras that would suit several wedding dresses, in strapless, low back and basque design from their lace and romantic ranges. They were all so gorgeous and fit me like they’d been made for my body. It was true what they say, you get what you pay for.

	One particular dark charcoal sheer lace long Helmut Newton inspired gown, was designed to wear over a nightgown but I tried it on with matching thong with silver chains that draped across each hip. Attached to the hanger was a delicate silver chained framework, which I was trying to figure out when the assistant returned.

	“Knock knock. Are you decent Mademoiselle?”

	“Come in?”

	“Ah? The Cathie - this is one of our best sellers. We do it in Navy and red too, but I think the grey is stunning on you, Madamoiselle.”

	I lift the deep grey lace and finger its scalloped edges, muttering to myself. “Yes, the grey is perfect and for my Silver man.”

	“The silver chain, slips over your body, underneath your breasts and fastens at your waist like a necklace.”

	“Ah, like a body-chain?”

	“Oui. Your man will be silenced when you walk into the bedroom wearing this.”

	I smile knowingly. I was buying this for Sebastian, for our honeymoon. “Could you take this set and wrap this separately? I would like to purchase this for my man and keep it from his wandering eyes.”

	“I understand. Can I assist with anything else?”

	“I’d like to try on some of these beautiful silk negligees but I daren’t even look at the price tags.”

	“Well, why don’t we try them on anyway - you are here, after all, Mademoiselle - why not indulge?”

	I nod, she was right and very good at her job - with her beautiful accent and elegant ways and all the pieces were stunning. My favourite was a dark emerald green that brought my eyes out the second I put in on, and clung in all the right places, my body sighing as I moved in it and a black short lace sheer negligee that was practically indecent. In the end I thank the young woman before allowing her to take all the items away - I couldn’t purchase them but it had been nice to dream.

	Dressing again, I find Sebastian on his phone, discussing business I presume, in a low purposeful tone. He sounds angry. His eyes narrowing in thought. He was up to something and catching my eye, he holds up one finger and winks at me pacifying my inquisitive nature but I know him and he looks concerned. 

	“Sorry about that, just some issues with work. Are we sorted?”

	I study his overly jubilous expression a moment too long, before deciding not to push further, he would talk to me when the time came to offload. “All good, although I think we’ve gone a little mad with the cream set.”

	“Nonsense. You wait until you see the goodies I’ve treated us too.” His playful sexy banter is back and I reach up to stroke his chiselled jawline, the two-day stubble lightly grazing me. 

	“I’m presuming they are goodies we’ll be indulging in together?”

	The shop was full of sequin nipple tassels, diamante whips and all manner of light BDSM sex-toys, a slight thrill runs down my spine. 

	“Remember the pleasure balls, baby? Untold pleasures like those.”

	My sigh doesn’t go unnoticed by the blushing young woman on the till, who hasn’t removed her brown eyes from my fiance since we’d entered the shop. I can’t blame her, he is delicious and all mine. 

	I pay for my own items as Sebastian is settling for his and we take our bags. 

	“Time to go home and play, darling.” I lean in and kiss him lightly, his tongue dipping in quickly to meet mine.

	“Lead the way, lady - I’m not sure I can control myself for a second longer.”

	

	*******

	

	Getting ready for the black tie event is an indulgence I thoroughly take advantage of. Sebastian had left me to my own devices as had become our way, and I could have kissed him. He’d done the same when we’d stayed together in Dubai, for the masked ball and it had added that air of mystery that every girl needed when they showcased their big reveal. 

	This had also been due to the fact he was entertaining his client the Sheikh in Dubai and had a duty to be at his beck and call. Now, he had just unselfishly changed earlier and met Nathan for drinks in the bar, leaving me an extra hour of alone time. 

	I can’t help feeling that he had ulterior motives however. 

	He had been checking his watch religiously, received several text messages in the past few hours and seemed overly tense. It all stemmed from his earlier call this afternoon. Whilst I was glad of the space to get ready, I couldn’t quite pinpoint it but there was something awry and I wished he would talk to me about it.

	I take one last look in the tall dress mirror, checking from all angles, before placing my pashmina loosely around my arms. 

	You don’t scrub up bad, girl. 

	My vintage Dior strapless dress, which had been altered that afternoon, clung in all the right places, nipping in at the waist so it looked minuscule and made my bust appear even curvier than usual. The lush navy fabric curved over my hips, like deep sea water, running in a tight sheath to the floor, before flowing out behind me in a small train. Scattered across the bust, the waist, down the hips and at the hem, black bugle beads and sequins flooded the inlay black lace fabric, catching the light and lifting the navy from elegant to evening wear. Elbow length, black mat satin gloves, black lace sheer hold-ups, which you caught a of faint glimpse of in the thigh high split when I moved and black suede Sergio Rossi stilettos completed the look.

	I’d worn my hair down but swept and pinned to one side, in loose curls, baring my neck and placed huge black filagree drops at my ears, which Sebastian had purchased for me from Butler and Wilson. Smokey navy eyes stared back at me through the reflection, and grabbing my clutch, I topped up my MAC pinky red lipstick. I felt like a princess and incredibly sexy. I had most certainly dressed with my man in mind, his earlier words a reminder… “it was his prerogative to spend large amounts of money on dresses that he could peel off my delectable body at the end of the night.” 

	I couldn’t wait…..

			

*******

	

	The Black tie event was being held at Château Dumont. The Devereux hotel chain had recently added the chateau to their collection and re-vamped it over the past six months, bringing it in line with the quality that they were world- renowned for and I had to say it was exquisite.

	It was an event that both Sebastian and I had rather not attended tonight, I’d much rather have ordered room-service and cuddled up in bed, but as I had decided to spring myself on him this weekend, he couldn’t give back-word. Apparently we would show our faces, eat and leave early; all purely to appease the investors.	

	Gray Devereux is one of the first to meet and greet us and I smile warmly at him. He cuts a fine figure in his Gucci Tuxedo, those intelligent but sensual eyes friendly rather than interested tonight. Nathan had given me the low-down on Gray earlier that day, briefly telling me about his business dealings. He was a force to be reckoned with, CEO to the Château Devereux division of The Devereux chain in addition to his large property portfolio. He seemed to have it all, but not much in the way of family. Just a bevy of interchanging beauties at his beck and call. Nathan said he was Sebastian before he got serious with me. 

	“Champagne, Lucia?” Gray interrupts my thoughts.

	“Please.” I nod graciously, accepting the chilled flute from him. “Thank you.” He was a project for me - which friend could I set him up with?

	“You are very welcome and exceedingly beautiful.”

	“She is that.” Seb agrees and I smile up at him. He looked so handsome in his tux - the most delicious man here.

	“A rare jewel, Silver. You need to keep her happy or I will be tempted to corrupt her.”

	I watch Gray Devereux’s sharp midnight blue eyes, mischievous and full of humour. He knew how to push Seb’s buttons and every one of them was engaged right now.

	“My fiancée is more than happy, Devereux. Do not concern yourself. ”

	“Fiancée eh? Hmmm? Has there been a development since Thursday night?” Blue eyes full of mirth question Seb.

	“There has as a matter of fact. We got engaged yesterday - officially.” 

	Seb eyes lock on mine, only we knew that we’d been engaged for weeks. He lifts my hand to his and kisses it gently and I melt. He can be so alpha male and irritatingly controlling, but how can I resist his proud intentions?

	“Well, congratulations, Silver. Well done you for snapping her up, before I did.” His wink is my undoing.

	Am I not here? “Gentlemen, I can speak for myself.” I shake my head on a dramatic smirk.

	Gray chuckles, charm oozing from every pore. “Of course, Lucia, how rude of us. Congrats to you too. I can see why you tamed Silver - beauty, brains and sass - an unbeatable combination. Do you have a sister? We never got a chance to chat more the other night.”

	Seb mouth is set in a firm line of disapproval, as he takes a sip from his pint and I decide to change the subject. Despite Gray’s obvious torment of my love, I liked his energy. He seemed like a cool guy and once I got him of the topic of me, I think we could all be good friends.

	“Yes but she is happily married unfortunately.”

	“What a pity.”

	“So, Gray, tell me more about the new chateau you and Sebastian are colluding on?”

	“It is coming along nicely. Your man is a tough negotiator and the best contractor I’ve ever worked with. His team are just what we need. This place took a year longer than scheduled and ended up two million over budget - Silver has assured me that he is the man to make sure that does not happen at Château Devereux.”

	I raise a brow at Seb who looks chilled at my side.

	“You must come and see it before you return home.”

	“We are already visiting tomorrow.” Seb interjects.

	“Good, we’ll have lunch.”

	“We are already sorted thanks, but you are welcome to join us. Surely you are busy though? A big important man like you?”

	Wow, Seb could have met his match here. I can see why they would be good in business together; they would challenge one another and they were spookily alike; it made for interesting viewing.

	Gray laughs, a deep husky boom that is full of honesty. “I can take the hint. I will leave you and your lovely lady to some privacy, so you can enjoy the magic of the Château but do pop in to see me at the office. I also leave Monday to return to the UK.”

	“Do you live there, Gray?”

	“I do, although I have homes all over the world - perks of the trade.” He smiles unapologetically.

	Can’t be bad.

	“Penthouses, Lu, he has penthouses, in the hotels he owns. Don’t get above your station Devereux.”

	“Seb is correct, Lucia the majority of my homes are penthouses in the hotels we own as it is simpler to be on site to handle my business, however I do have a few rare jewels, in my possession.”

	I laugh out loud at his open teasing and looking to my right see that finally Sebastian has cracked, although not in the way I had presumed; he too is out and out belly laughing, soft wrinkles forming at his eyes and that devilish dimple twinkling in his cheek. 

	“Touché Gray, Touché. Well played.”

	“I thought so.”

	I’ll never understand men, especially when they have a bromance going on.

	“When are you going to settle down - any takers?

	“Moi? Nah, the right woman is out there I’m sure, but no one in particular has made me want to give up the thrill of the next pretty face.” His eyes travel over mine and over my body. He really was very sexy.

	“It’ll happen and when she does I want to be around to see her take you down.” I hear Seb’s husky chuckle.

	“Join the queue.”

	“Down boys; darling shall we go into dinner?” I slip my arm into Seb’s as I catch Nathan’s eye, further ahead at the bar. 

	“Do you have one of those for me?” Gray Devereux enquires at my left, his large blue eyes, sparkling with mirth as he holds his elbow open.

	I smile up at Seb for approval before slipping my hand through Devereux’s arm, and the three of us head in-synch towards Nathan. I just hope that Seb doesn’t hear Gray’s cheeky mutter of, “Your walk is illegal.”

	If I wasn’t so in love with my fiancée, Gray Devereux would have interested me. He was in the same league.

			

	*******	
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	I watch as Lu sashays between the crowds towards us, on her return from the ladies. A quick glance across the table, tells me I’m not the only one enjoying the view. Devereux and two other colleagues from the Château Deveureux project are transfixed by my fiances audacious beauty. 

	God, she is beautiful. 

	We’d spent two hours talking shop, eating average food and all the while I had Lucia sitting beside me in that gown. 

	Halfway through the five-course meal she’d informed me that she was wearing some of the new underwear we’d purchased earlier that day, I’d since spent the past hour rock-hard, my cock straining in my tuxedo pants and not eaten a thing. 

	We needed to leave. Now!

	It hadn’t escaped me that Devereux had been captivated by Lu upon meeting her for the first time the other night and again this evening and I didn’t really blame him. We’d always had similar taste in women over the years. But despite his obvious attraction to her, he knew she was off limits. I couldn’t stop him looking though, or any other guy for that matter and just had to warm myself with the contentment that I was going to be taking her heaven in the next hour. This jealousy-lark was whole new ball-game that I was just going to have to come to terms with.

	I was completely sure of her love for me, her trust in me and our bond. We were a team; she was mine and I was hers, forever. I still didn’t like feeling out of control.

	“You Ok, mate?” 

	My eyes fly up to meet Nathan’s enquiring ones. “Yeah, good. Just wondering how I got so lucky.”

	“You bloody did, you jammy bastard.” His eyes revert back to Lu’s oncoming arrival. “Another drink?”

	“Not for me. Baby? You want nightcap?”

	Her eyes bore deep into mine, as she silently shakes her head, her loose curls tumbling over her shoulders, and hand finding mine, stroking a thumb softly across my knuckles. Fuck. 

	“No thanks, Na. Seb and I are going to bed.”

	Nathan juts his lips in a ‘no arguments’ approval before leaning to kiss Lucia on the cheek. 

	I stand, uncomfortably to meet her, surruptiously adjusting myself and we say our goodnights to the guests at the table. Devereux stands and comes to kiss Lu goodnight, on both cheeks. Not the once but twice, seriously?

	“It’s been lovely to meet you, once again, Lucia. I do hope to meet again in the UK.”

	“That’s enough of the charm, Devereux.”

	“Lovely to meet you too, Gray. Ignore, Mr. Moody here.” Lu laughs, her teeth gleaming.

	“Like I said - he’s a lucky man.”

	“Thank you, but I’m the lucky one. Sebastian is one of a kind and he’s the only one for me.”

	I watch as my sexy as hell woman, turns to leave, and I raise my brows at Devereux, who is shaking his head in awe at this fantastic woman I can call my own. 

	“I know, man - she is a rare gem. I’m going to hold on to her with everything I have, now that I have her.”

	“You bloody well do that… and, Silver?”

	“Yeah?”

	“I never thought I’d say it, but it appears you’re a better man with her - in business and pleasure. It gives all of us players hope.”

	“I am, Devereux. She makes me want to be better.” I slap him casually on the shoulders. “It’ll come to you soon enough, man and believe me you won’t know what’s hit you… and I for one will make sure I get front row tickets for the show!” I wink at him knowingly at my colleague and friend, before heading on after Lu. 

	I am a fortunate man. This rare gem makes makes me feel alive. 

	She makes me want to give her the world.

		

			*******
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		The driveway up to Château Devereux the next afternoon, has me catching my breath at it’s immense beauty. I’m literally open-mouthed gawping.

	Seb laughs as he glances across at me in the passenger seat, “Impressive isn’t it?”

	“Er, just a bit. I thought The Ashton was amazing, but this…well… WOW!”

	The winding road was about a half mile long, with the château in its centre the entire journey. The original architects had cleverly designed it with that visual as key and it made for an impressive arrival. Hundreds of year old trees littered the path down either side of road, their tops curving inwards to form an arch; autumnal leaves creating a spectrum of rusts, oranges and yellows and browns. There was a slight dusting of mist about and in the distance I watched as a stag darted from one side of the woods, frantically to the other, its antlers huge in their outline against the entrance to the chateau. The whole place had an air of magical mystery about it. 

	“I’m smitten already and I haven’t even got inside yet.”

	“I knew you’d love it, Lu.” Seb grabs my hand and holds it the rest of the journey as we take in the ambience. 

	Arriving at the main entrance I can see the ongoing works that are beginning. Scaffolding is erected practically all around the building, work vans are scattered everywhere and the place is a work site but it was a diamond-in-the-rough.

	We spend the next hour wandering around the beautiful old building, which is full of rubble, broken glass and a shell of its former self. It just needed some love and attention to bring it back to life and Seb was the man for the job - and a shed load of money. 

	Enjoying our mutual love of architecture and design interiors, we bounce ideas off one another and I can feel Sebastian’s passion for his business as he explains SilCon’s and Devereux’s collaborative plans for the hotel. We head down into their make-shift offices and find Gray chatting with his site-foreman and spend a further half an hour chatting about interiors with him. Happily I find that they are still in need of an Interior designer for their lounge, hall, restaurant, reception rooms and ballroom and glimpsing in Seb’s direction I realise that this had been his intention - to allow me to offer up Elysium’s services and sell myself to Gray Devereux and it warms me. He was a control freak but he believed in me and my abilities and recognised that my work spoke for itself.

	Leaving Gray with the promise that I will send quotations for said work over the next few weeks, we then head on out back to enjoy the gardens, where Seb has apparently planned a surprise. I pull up the faux fur collar on my coat, shivering slightly - it was cold. 

	“Don’t worry, baby, soon you’ll be lovely and warm. Just one little deviation and we’ll go have lunch.” 

	Following Seb’s, our hands linked, we head deeper into the gardens, the path becoming more maze like by the second.

	“This place was built in 1887 and stood the test of time in WW11 I thought it might be the perfect place in Paris to leave our padlock.”

	I lock eyes with him as we come to a clearing, where a small bridge rests over a stream. It was beautiful and perfect for sealing our engagement. I watch as Seb crouches and takes something from his pocket. “Here, I had this engraved, with our initials and the dates of our engagement.”

	I reach out to feel the indented text and notice the two dates. His first proposal and my second. I bite my lip at his thoughtfulness.

	“The bridge has already been restored, we had to fix this first, along with some of the foundations at the Château so we can rest assured it will be safe.” 

	The heavy click of metal secures the lock in places over the metal grid-work on the outer edge of the bridge and I slip into Sebastian’s arms as he stands. “You never cease to amaze me, Mr. Silver.”

	“I’m glad. I wouldn’t want to become boring.”

	“You’ll never be that.” I chuckle.

	“I nestle my head into his chest as we stand on that bridge for a few minutes, the sounds of the trickling water in our ears, nature around us and Sebastian lips at my head. I’ve never felt happier, the weight of the past weeks has finally lifted. It’s as though we have it all at last! 

	“We can come here when the hotel is finished, for anniversaries and revisit this.”

	“I love that idea.” Loved that we were making future plans.

	A dollop of rain hits my cheek as I look up at him, then another, and another and soon the light drizzle is coming down hard, covering us in a glittering rainfall.

	“Oh. My. God! Where did that come from?”

	“Everything gets wet around me - bane of my life!” his cheeky laugh is contagious and I laugh out loud as he pulls me towards the pathway and better shelter. We head towards an enormous oak tree, both arriving out of breath and thoroughly drenched, the weather darkening the skies and mood around us. A clap of thunder blasts in the distance.

	I shudder, as a wet lock of my hair drips down onto my face.

	“Come here. Let’s get you warm.” His arms encircle me, and I look up into his chocolate orbs, feeling his body heat against me immediately. My eyes drop to his lips, which open instinctively. My pulse throbs in my ears, the intensity of the moment, what we’ve just shared, saying goodbye to what we’ve lost, its all too much and all I want right now is contact - to be here, safely tucked in his arms.

	Our mouths smash together, his tongue caressing mine, scalding hot and instantly warming my belly as I feel the familiar flutterings of desire. His hand grabs the back of my head, holding it in place and stops me from escaping; there was no need - I was in the only place I wanted to be. 

	Our groans are lost in the deafening sounds of the rain as water drips from our bodies, as I feel his hand drop to slip inside my coat, finding my nipple through my jumper. He pinches sharply and I melt, pressing my body into his, wetness pooling between my thighs. Our passion is fierce and desperate and I needed him now!

	“Seb?" I moan.

	He stops, liquorice eyes clouded with lust and nods firmly. Here was not the place. 

	“If we follow the path just a little longer, I can get you naked.”

	We count to three, giggling like teenagers, before running out into the downpour once again. After only a few minutes, I honestly feel like we should go back the way we came, but at last we see lights in the dark and then plumes of smoke spouting from a chimney.  Before us is a cosy cabin in the corner of the woods, Hansel and Gretel-esque and glowing like a homing beacon in the gloomy night- I could have leapt for joy - my numb fingers and toes sighing with relief.

	The hunter’s lodge is one room full of everything we will require for an afternoon to sit out the rain, a log burner, small kitchenette, and cosy lounge area. Seb immediately sets to, stripping me of my outerwear, peeling the soaking clothes from my body, planting kisses on my lips between removing each layer and then removes his own. We get down to our jeans and jumpers and I head on over the fire, holding my hands out to warm them. I’m handed a glass of something alcoholic and encouraged to drink it by Seb. The burn warms me rapidly but I shudder at the strength.

	“Bourbon. It’ll put hairs on your chest.” His eyes sparkle.

	“Eewm no, thanks.” I screw my nose up on a smile.

	He taps my arms to lift them and I do as I’m asked, my jumper is discarded and his hands find my bra clasp and remove it before placing both over my breasts. I inhale as his touch.

	“Sorry, are they too cold.”

	“No, they feel…good.”

	I close my eyes as his fingers begin to work their magic across the underside of my cups, stroking, squeezing and moving towards my nipples. His thumb pads brush over one, then the other bullet, as they harden to meet his touch and I inhale, suddenly no longer cold, despite standing here with wet hair, and only in my jeans. I feel his hair tickle my chest and then his tongue laves at my erect nipples and I groan aloud, grasping his head and drawing him to me. “Baby!”

	His fingers fumble at my waist, unbuttoning my jeans and I wiggle as they slide down with difficulty, along with my panties over my damp legs. I lock eyes with him, green against black and watch as he does the same, finally we are naked in front of the flames, the breeze dusting goosebumps across my skin. We sink to the floor, which is now covered by a fur rug, and Seb pulls another over us, as we lay down by the fire, maintaining eye contact all the while. 

		I reach out to trace a finger down his abs, marvelling at his body - it never ceased to amaze me, his pure masculinity - hard against my soft. I loved the contours of his muscles and this moment reminded me of our night at The Ashton, in the honeymoon suite. With the reflection of the fire blazing in his eyes, enhancing his desire, his lips seek mine, hands raking over my body and I submit to him.

	I bend my head, desperate to taste him and plant soft kisses over his chest, ribs, and down to his groin, then take his head into my mouth with slow seduction as I begin to suck, licking around his most sensitive part until I hear his moans of pleasure. His hips buck off the floor, pushing him deeper until he hits the back of my throat and I push back, adding pressure, cupping his balls, stroking them continually, before withdrawing, pinching the tip and massaging with my fingers. I then repeat the process again…and again, each time taking him deeper, each time relishing the control I have over my powerful man as he grips the fur throw.

	I release  him from my mouth with a pop, as his hands reach out to grab my shoulders and our eyes lock. Tilting my head backwards, my hair tumbling in waves down my spine, I watch him, his liquorice blacks blazing and hooded, lips swollen and pursed as he watches me just as intensely. I reach a hand out to stroke his chest, tracing an erect nipple before following a path down the strip of dark hair leading to my prize, as I take him in my mouth again; the whole time I begin to build up a rhythm.

	My body reacts and I feel myself growing wetter, my breasts grazing against his thighs as I work him, his growls encouraging me to continue. 

“Ah, baby that’s it. Just there. Don’t stop!”

I smile at his words, curling my tongue and taking him deeper, swallowing the pre-cum that has begun to leak from his tip. He looked magnificent, his muscles corded, neck stretched out, with the fire flickering over his body, like Michael Angelo carved him especially for me and I enjoy the view, watching him let go and near his release. 

“I’m close baby. I want in!”

I look up at his sensual face, “You don’t want me to finish?”

“Not this time. I need to be buried inside you. Want your legs wrapped around me and your mouth on mine.”

I climb over him and settle down into his arms which instantly enfold me, drawing me to him delicious masculine scent, his cock jutting hard against my stomach. Our lips crash together, tongues duelling frantically, his hands feed through my hair, pulling gently at my locks and I’m twisted to lie on my back. Bracing his weight on his arms he pulls away and stares down at me for moment, his eyes soft, thumb rubbing over my lips for a long drawn out moment, before dropping to do the same to my nipple. I close my eyes, as I’m filled with electric pulses that feed a direct current from my breasts to my clit. 

“You’re so beautiful, so responsive to my touch.”

“Kiss me.”

His head drops to lick a trail from one nipple to the other, watching me the same way I had watched him, whilst I sucked his cock greedily, milking him and I arch my back, and open my thighs. I can feel his cock nudging at my entrance, rubbing at my slickness, and I swivel to accommodate him, desperate to feel him plunge inside me.

“Wrap your legs around me, baby and hold on tight - it’s going to be bumpy.” His voice is thick with arousal. 

The second he enters me I sigh and claw at his back. His growl as I mark him makes me wetter as he slides in and out of me, making love to me one second, before lifting my leg over his hip and fucking me like his life depended upon it the next. Fuck! This sexy man was all mine. My heart overflows with love for him, as he fills me, our bodies coming together, creating such blazing pleasure and I whimper as the friction of his pelvis against my engorged clit begins the unravel of my impending orgasm.

“That’s it, lady, I can feel you tightening. Come for me, baby.” 

“FUCK!” I scream into the hunting lodge, as I succumb to the blinding rush of my orgasm as it encompasses me like a tidal wave. 

His breathing quickens and I hold his face between my hands, wanting to see him come - feeling him spurting inside me, his thrusts begin to slow, his loud husky exhale the sexiest sound to a woman - the sound of a satisfied man. His final thrust is combined with a groan of my name into the silent room. The only sounds our hurried breathes. I revel in the weight of his body on mine, his cock still inside me and I wrap my arms tightly around him as I cradle his head to my chest. I love him - I want us to stay like this, joined forever.

I feel his lips move upon my breast and a soft kiss planted there. “Love you, Lulu.”

“Me too, baby. I adore you. That was…”

“Special.”

“Yeah, it was.” I move as he rolls off me to get me some wipes.

“It’s always special between us baby, but I have to say, the rain makes me horny.”

“I have made a note of it and will remember - rain is grotty but with you, everything is fun, darling. I want to experience everything with you. All whole lifetime of ‘firsts’.”

We share another slow kiss so meaningful that my heart is full to bursting with the powerful emotion and I take a breath, wanting to lighten the mood before giving in to tears. “Gives a whole new meaning to the saying, Rain Rain, go away, come again another day!” 

I grin at his sexy wink. “You’re a saucy wench. You’ll be coming over and over again as many days as you want with me as your husband, Lu - come rain or shine!” He winks again.

I giggle and then lay back to admire his body as he stands to visit the bathroom, his cock swinging against his thigh as he turns, giving me a perfect view of his taut buttocks. 

“Quick visit and I’ll sort food - I don’t know about you but I’be worked up an appetite.” He winks.

“I’m starving!”

“Good, we’ve got bagels, champagne, cheesecake.”

It all sounded scrummy and I was ravenous. “When do we have to leave?” 

“Marc is collecting us in the Limo in a couple of hours, and we leave straight for the airport.”

I sit up at this, he’d just said we. “Wait - are you coming home with me?”

“I am.” He grins.

I jump up squealing, regardless of my nakedness and fling myself into his arms, smattering his face with kisses. “I love you.”

“I love you too.” His hands cup my bare bottom as I shiver in the cold. 

“How come? I thought you had all this work to do here?”

“I have, but most of it I can do from the UK and Gray is returning there now so we can meet there easily enough. The build doesn’t start until the New year officially so I can focus on you and me… and Finn!

I roll my lips at the mention of my son, he always included him, in our unit. “I’m so glad you’re coming home. You were only gone a few days and it felt like weeks!”

“I know, for me too.” he plants a kiss on the end of my nose, which I wrinkle instinctively. “Now let’s get you some clothes on or you won’t get fed, my darling fiancée.”




*******




Charles de Gualle airport looks a whole lot less busy when flying by private jet back to the UK. We’d been collected as promised by Marc a few hours after making love and then dropped in the private VIP lounge, where Gray Devereux and Nathan awaited. Nice to have friends in high places, I ponder as I realise that we will be hitching a ride home on the Devereux jet to Lords’ Airport. Whilst I’m incredibly grateful, I’m also reluctant to release my hold on the intimate time we’ve shared together, alone. Once we stepped on to that plane, with others, there’d be no time for Seb and I to enjoy private time. Not like our ’smile in the sky’ flight to the Maldives - now that had been special.

“Ready, Lady Lu?” Seb smiles, carrying my case for me.

“All good. Let’s go - goodbye Madame Paris - you’ve been good to us.” I wave as I walk up the small flight of stairs. I’d remember our time here forever.




An hour and some serious turbulence later, and Ralph is ferrying us back to Finn, and back to normality - only this time as an engaged couple. 

Time for everything to change.

Time to tell people our good news.




*******
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		Two weeks later and Paris is a distant blur in my completely frazzled mind. My schedule was chaotic. I’d thrown myself back into work immediately, with The Gilded Fox deadlines to cater to and renovations of the additional rooms at The Ashton still ongoing, I was keen to tick-off some of the major interior projects before I could allow myself to concentrate fully on the wedding plans. 

	 After returning home to a surprise welcome celebration party of our close friends and family at Seb’s home, complete with my darling boy at the centre of it all, we’d spent a quiet few minutes with Finn in the kitchen asking his approval. His happiness was more important than my own but the excitement that shone in his cheeky eyes spoke volumes - he was over the moon that we were getting married but was more impressed that he’d be wearing a suit like Seb on the day.

	   Bitzi and my mother had gone ballistic, at the deadlines we were going to be up against, both arguing that Seb was being completely unreasonable. After several minutes of attempted negotiation for a Spring or Summer wedding, Sebastian became backed further into his corner of determination and informed them both on separate occasions, “There would be ‘no further negotiations, he had waited over a decade to marry me and he would wait no longer. Be happy with six weeks or we would elope that weekend!”.

	 Amazing how both mothers were immediately fine with my demanding man’s plans from thereon out. I agreed with them though, it was far too soon to arrange the details - we had so much to plan and I could feel myself beginning to panic at the immensity of it all. If I could squeeze in a few more weeks I will - I’d work on him.

	Arriving at SilCon early Monday morning, after a weekend of packing in preparation for our move to Seb’s house the weekend after next, I feel like I’m having withdrawal from him. I drop Finn at Creche and slip through the reception, heading straight for Seb’s office. I find him discussing business on the phone and happy to peruse him at my leisure, slide into a leather recliner opposite his desk. I’d missed him last night - we’d spent the Sunday night apart so I could catch up with Finn, in the event that all the packing boxes may make him feel insecure, but the house didn’t feel right without Sebastian in it anymore - our family unit now included him. We’d decided that Finn and I would move into his house before the wedding; again with the impossible dates, but I’d rather have Finn settled sooner, so on this we agree and if I was entirely honest with myself I couldn’t wait - I hated being apart from Seb now.

	I consider my handsome fiancée, who is dressed in a pale blue shirt with white cuffs and collar, grey striped tie and grey suit trousers that pull tightly across his firm muscular behind, one hand casually in his pocket the other stroking his head in thought. I could smell him from across the desk, all musk and lemony vanilla. Pure clean Godly male. His eyes find mine, mid conversation and lock on me and I lick my lips. Chocolate orbs with gold flecks, expand to dark black pools as he approves of my appearance, assessing me openly from my cream chiffon blouse and pearl necklace to my black leather pencil skirt, stockings and stilettos. I uncross and cross my legs Sharon Stone style, slowly and deliberately bating him.

	“Er, Jerry, I’ll have to call you back, something has just arisen - something needing urgent attention.” 

	I snigger behind a hand muffling it gently as he makes his excuses to his client. 

	“Yep, be in touch later. Bye.” He replaces the phone in its cradle before taking two steps and lifting me from my chair into his arms, holding my head in both his palms and kissing me, hard.

	“Wow! Morning to you too - I’ll have to come in first thing more often.”

	“I’d love to have come in first thing, baby - God, leather, Lu, seriously?”

	“You like?”

	“I love.”

	“Hmmm, now you know what your bike leathers do to me.”

	“Yeah, but I don’t wear them with push-ups and pearls - I mean for fucks sake, Lu - you’re not playing fair.” His evident erection presses into my stomach and I smile.

	“Now that, I would pay to see.” I wink, earning myself a smack on my leather-clad bottom and the slight sting sends shivers of pleasure over my body. “I’m sorry I have disappointed you, I missed you last night and couldn’t wait eight more hours until I see you.” My fingers run a path down the buttons on his chest, his scent filling my nostrils.

	“Oh, baby you haven’t disappointed me, I’m just trying to refrain from slamming you down on this desk and appeasing my morning glory.”

	I lick my lips again. I loved it when he got all demanding.

	“And stop licking your lips, you naughty girl. You’re not helping matters. That mouth…”

	“Ok, I apologise. Well I do have some news.”

	“Oh?”

	“Yes, I spoke to James Marcell - he said we can get married at The Ashton.”

	“Of course he did. Are there any dates in mind?” His arrogant brow arches.

	I smile at his confidence. “Not yet but we are in negotiations - there is just so much to consider.” My shoulders slump under his large hands in defeat. “We should have begun this the second we returned from Paris, I just wanted to enjoy the bubble for a moment.” 	“Do not stress, baby. We’ll get the best of the best for our special day and do your research, as you always do…” His eyes twinkle, as he refers to my endless lists.

	“I’m bombed out at work, Seb and with the move and Finn…”

	“Hey, hey, sweetheart…why not take on a wedding coordinator? They’ll help you whilst you are busy with work…” his lips find my brow, “And Finn…” then move to my cheek, his fingers rubbing my shoulders rhythmically, “and of course seeing to all my desires.” His lips plant firmly over mine in a kiss that takes my breath away and I forget all my worries in those seconds. His whispers against my skin causing delicious vibrations. “I won’t have the stress of the wedding take you away from me, now that I have you; not now that you are finally mine.”

	“Hmmm. You’re good, Silver.”

	“I just want to make you happy, Lu.”

	“Now that you’ve brought the wedding forward you mean?” I prod him in the chest. “You are the reason I’m going to be stressing, baby - you, and your impossible timescales.”

	“I told you I can’t wait longer than that to call you my wife; won’t wait longer.’

	My belly warms at his words despite my annoyance at his stubbornness.

	“If I had my way we’d have been in Gretna Green by now.”

	“Gretna Green? You fancy yourself a kilt man do you?” I tease him, loving that concept.

	“Nope, but its a couple of hours away by car, 40 mins max by private jet. Basic but necessary. Besides if we’d gone to Vegas you’d have bankrupted me in a day.”

	I wrinkle my nose at his negative but valid point. I was a terrible gambler, didn’t do it often but when I did I found it hard to stop. “I hate it when you’re right.”

	“You must hate… a…lot!” 

	He ducks before I whack him. “You cocky swine. You’ll get your day, but not a day before, Mr. Silver.”

	“Of course, I gave you my word didn’t I? My word is my bondage.” He winks back at me.

	“Impossible, controlling man.”

	“That you adore with all your heart.”

	“I do.”

	“Getting some practice in guys?” Nathan jovially shouts out from across the room, slamming the door behind him and rushing up to pinch the remaining slice of cold toast from Seb’s desk. He kisses me on the cheek and congratulates us both once again. 

	I take a step back from Seb’s arms and smile at my future brother-in-law, he was dressed casually in jeans, converse and a leather jacket, cheeky grin in place but he looked tired as he flops down onto the sofa behind us.

	 “We don’t need practice, Na. What can we do for you? And don’t you knock?” Seb doesn’t take his eyes from my face. I can tell he is irritated by his brother’s interruption of our discussion.

	“It’s what I can do for you, mate. And, yeah sorry about not knocking, didn’t know you were here Lu, forgot you were driving the R8 at the mo.” He winces and I shake my head. 

	“It’s fine, Nathan, honestly, I was just on my way out.”

	“Ok? Don’t let me chase you off - I seem to be doing that a lot with you women these days. Obviously haven’t inherited my brother’s charm with the ladies.”

	I choose to ignore his sulky words, I know he means Abby but now was not the time to discuss matters, so I return my gaze to Seb’s imploring chocolate orbs.	

	“Don’t go yet, Lu, please I have something to show you. What can you do for me, Na, out with it and quick?”

	“Two words - stag and do!” Na winks in my direction rubbing his hands together, a smile back on his cheeky face and I shake my head again at him. Men and their nights out.

	“Right, I’ll take that as my cue to leave. Boy talk.”

	“Na, wait there! Lu, I have something for you, round the back.”

	“Is that code for something else, guys? I’ll leave and come back…” Na grins, holding his hands up in defeat.

	“Nathan, seriously - shut the fuck up.” Seb admonishes.

	Giggling I follow my man, through the back of the building out into the garage area, where he keeps the vehicles for staff, and trucks for jobs. “Before you go ballistic I didn’t do this lightly but I wanted you to be safe. I couldn’t take the risk that you would end up in the same position as last time and not be as protected as possible. I ordered it weeks ago and its only just landed this morning - bloody lead times on these new models is far too long.”

	Confused I take his outstretched hand and then halt. In the centre of the spacious grey warehouse sits the most beautiful shiny new 4x4 all wrapped up with an enormous scarlet red bow. WTF?

	“Seb?”

	“Don’t panic… I chose white - white for my bride to be, but we can swap it for any colour you wish…” 

	I can hear him rambling in the background, something about getting me a private plate in the future but for now he didn’t want to draw attention to me - seriously the car screamed attention, it was majestic! I can’t really compute his words, all I can focus on is the thought that has gone into this, and running a finger over the glossy paintwork, the stunning alloys, I have to close my gawping mouth. Finn would adore it! 

	“Its a G63 Mercedes Benz SUV, with….

	“I know.” 

	“You do?”

	“All the celebs have these. They are amazing but, Seb, I can’t keep this? It’s too much.”

	“It bloody isn’t. Its safe, has all the mod-cons, state of the art video installed so we can trace any perpetrator if you are followed… again.”

	I look at the beautiful shiny new car, click open the door and inhale the one in a million scent of a pristine new leather car seats, my mind wrestling with wanting to jump in the driver’s seat and press every button like a kid in a sweetshop and the flip side, that I’m independent and can buy my own car. Then I glance across to look at Seb, his jawline proud, brow furrowed in worry and I get it, get that he has not done this to control me but to ensure that I am safe. This was his way of trying to make up for the fact that he couldn’t stop the crash. That he couldn’t save our baby but he can try and protect me in the future.

	My hand cups his face, stroking the fine stubble erupting there. “It wasn’t your fault, baby.”

	“I know. But let me keep you safe. Let me do everything I can to protect you from here on out.”

	I hold my hand out for the keys and nod, locking eyes with him and when he places them in my palm with a kiss I thank him wholeheartedly. There were times when you had to allow yourself to be cared for and this was one of them and my tummy bubbled with excitement at the thought of getting behind the wheel.

	“What about all my things from the R8? I just need to get those.”

	“I’ve already had them transferred.”

	“Of course you have.” I smile. He always arranged everything, down to the last detail. 	

	“Ralph will still be following you, Lu. No arguments.”

	“I know.”

	“Just for a while and when I think its necessary.”

	“I know.”

	“You’re Ok, with that?”

	I am. I get it. “Yeah.”

	“Thank you.”

	“What for?” I should be the one thanking him, in more ways than one.

	“For letting me care for you. I love you, baby.”

	“I love you too.” I lean on tiptoes to kiss him again, earning us a wolf whistle from some of the lads in the warehouse.

	Seb waves at them on a grin. “Right, let’s snip this bow off for you and get you to work before I ignore all the staff, my annoying brother and clients and I lay you down in your new car and christen the back seats.”

	

*******




	My journey to the office is tentative as I get to grips with the size and width of the Mercedes but by the time I swing in to park up at work, I have to concede that I feel 100% safer in a car of this magnitude. Everything about it felt robust. I wave out the window to Ralph as I head into the building and decide to forgo the lift for the stairs thinking about the assistance to my fitness levels it will bring each day. 

	Jackie is away from her desk when I enter, and Colin is on the phone but I wave in his direction before heading to flick the kettle on. I’m busy mulling over my morning emails when I see one that catches my eye. It’s from Chris and I frown. 




To: Lucia Myers <luciamyers@elysiuminteriors.co.uk

Subject: Long time no see, Re: Gilded Fox

From: Chris Booth <chirsbooth@silcon.com




Hi Lucia

We need to meet up you to discuss the final snagging list for The Gilded Fox before the launch party this Friday. We could meet on site and have lunch? If you could advise me what time suits you best on Thursday morning preferably.




Look forward to it,

Cheers




Chris 




Chris Booth

Project Manager

Silver Construction




Hmmm that didn’t seem so bad actually, very professional, friendly tone. I’m not sure why he was in charge again on site but friendly I could do and surely he knew about our engagement now? I reel off a quick response, saying I’ll meet him at 11am that day and then message the client to advise as to the progress. 

	Next thing on the never-ending list was operation Silver wedding and priority number one, ‘find-a-wedding-planner’. I do my research and find a few names, one keeps popping up. I’m about to make a call when my phone begins to ring. “What the hell?”  I grit my teeth in Colin’s direction and he smiles at me with an array of white teeth that would make Wallace and Grommet proud. “Don’t be mad.” He ducks awaiting my wraith. “Mendelssohn’s Wedding March is a classic! It’ll get you in the mood.”

	“Leave my phone alone - its just put me in a mood. All I want to do is go away now.” All I want to do is go back to The Maldives and have an intimate ceremony for two on a beach and I haven’t even started with all the nonsense that goes with planning a big wedding.

	I flick my hand at him in annoyance and he looks dutifully reprimanded, blowing me a kiss that can’t help but make me smile. I then pick up my phone and call Suzie, my sister would know who to get on the job, besides our parents. I needed an expert.

	Twenty minutes later and Suzie has confirmed that ‘Divine Intervention’ is the best Wedding Consultation Agency in the area and after a quick call to the owner Ms. Divine, I am confident that I’ve made the right decision. The ‘Silver’ name certainly held prestige which helped when demanding such a quick turnaround and we arrange to meet at the Westbury Manor wedding Fair on Saturday. Finally I feel I can breathe a sigh of relief.




*******
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	A 10.45am a few days later, I pull into the driveway of The Gilded Fox for my arranged meeting with Chris Booth. His car isn’t in the car park but I’m a little early so I head inside to begin the checklist of last minute tweaks before tomorrow’s launch party. Colin and I had spent the best part of yesterday adding the finishing touches to our designs and the end results were exemplary. The client, Carolyn Walters had popped in and out during the day, expressing her excitement with the overall result - she was genuinely overjoyed and that made me happy. It did look gorgeous though - just the way I’d envisaged it all those weeks ago.

	“I do love it when a plan comes together.” I tap my pen against the rim of my black reading glasses. 

	The grey, sage, burnt orange and neutral colour-scheme had worked wonders for the quaint Inn, lifting it from a 3 star to a 5 star Boutique hotel. Tartan, fur, stag’s heads and brown leather adorned surfaces and walls. All bedrooms had been converted to include an en-suite with beautiful wet room or free-standing copper tub baths. Candles lit the deep stoned wall window-sills and Molton brown accessories scattered the glass shelves. The whole place made you want to curl up by their huge roaring fire with a good book and stay for the weekend. 

	I drift in and out of the upstairs level, smoothing down throws, and plumping cushions - adding the odd vase I’d decided to exchange and some artwork in the main suite. I’m in the middle of taking some shots for our website and social media sites, when I pause with my back to the door.

	“This room looks even better, now that you’re in it.” 

	“Chris!” I glance over my shoulder, ignoring his comment. “You’re here.”

	“But of course. Sorry I’m a bit late, got waylaid with Sebastian at the office but I’m all yours now.”

	“Did you tell him you were coming here? He could have joined us to see the end results?” That would have been so much better than having just us here… alone.

	“No I didn’t, Lucia, and Seb is far too busy for a little job like this, don’t you think? That’s what I’m paid to sort. Besides he in the midst of trying to sort the arrangements for the new office in Dubai - up to knackers in it!”

	He had a point I suppose. I’d forgotten all about the new office. I hope it didn’t mean he’d be working away again  for long periods?

	Chris continues, despite my loss of interest. “Besides, where would the fun be in that, three’s a crowd! You and I haven’t caught up in far too long. I’ve sorted us some lunch downstairs with the kitchen -so we can walk through the rooms together and then go through our paperwork whilst grabbing a bite to eat.”

	“Oh, we don’t need to do tha…”

	“Nonsense. It’s all arranged now. Besides you and I work well together and we haven’t got back on track since you were run off the road.”

	I still at his words. Why would he say that? No one knows for sure that I was run off the road. Had Seb discussed his theories with him maybe? That was a possibility I suppose.

	He continues. “I know Seb and I don’t live together anymore, Lucia but we are still very good friends and you matter to me - a great deal. It is important that you and I get along.”

	Maybe I’m just completely paranoid about everyone and everything right now and Chris is truly being genuine?

	“Ok. Let’s get started though as I need to get back to work soon.”

	“Not a problem, but it’s important that we give these last few pointers the time they deserve.




	We spend the next hour signing off on the majority of the works, bar a few minor decorating and plumbing tweaks that can be resolved over the next few days. Lunch goes surprisingly well, and I opt for chicken and bacon wrap, to speed the process up. Chris seems disappointed, complaining that he was hoping to have a starter and a pudding to finish but I explain I have to rush back to the office. I didn’t want to have a lunch-date with Chris, there were other people, I’d much rather be socialising with right now. 

	Chris regals me with stories about his new flat and plans for domination at SilCon and I smile in all the right places, zipping through my sandwich so fast I know I’ll have heartburn this afternoon. He seems to be making an effort and I know he is one of Sebastian’s friends and colleagues but I can’t warm to him 100% - something about him will always make me feel violated. His tales about Sebastian’s conquests and appeal to the opposite sex is a constant topic of conversation but I’ve learned to fend off. 

	“Coffee?” Chris wipes at the corner of his mouth with a napkin.

	“Not for me, thanks. I must get back.” As I’ve already explained.

	“Ah, go on, one won’t kill you.” He winks and rubs my arm.

	“No, seriously Chris, I’m good and I don’t drink coffee.”

	“Course, you’re a tea-head aren’t you. Well, your loss. Maybe next time we can go the whole hog and 

	“Yes sure - I’ll bring Seb and you can bring a date.” There, that’s made that clear.

	It seems to bounce off him, however as he insists on settling the bill and disappears to do so. I check my appearance in my Clinique compact and catch him watching me. Crap! Snapping it closed I snatch up my bag and stand. Time to leave. I grab my phone and make pretend I’ve made a false call, putting it to my ear before waving in Chris’ direction. “Thanks Chris. I’m off.” 

	By the end of the lunch, I’m confident to walk away knowing I can’t work with Chris Booth again. His tentacles were too slippery and intentions weren’t good. The one thing prominent in my mind was that he hadn’t congratulated me on my engagement, which I find strange.




*******




	I return to the office later that day to find Leo waiting for me at my desk. Confusion evident in my face, I glare at both Col and Jackie for allowing anyone to sit in my personal area, before heading over to deal with him. 

	I drop my bag on the floor at his feet and wait, hoping that he will evacuate my chair and move for me to sit. He doesn’t.

	“Leo, what can I do for you?” 

	“You’re here at last. Good! I’ve been waiting 20 minutes you know.”

	And? “I was with a client, Leo.” Not that I owe you any kind of explanation and what happened to nice Leo from the gym?

	“I’m just as busy as you, Lucia.” 

	“Look I’m sorry, Leo but was there something you needed? Did we have a meeting?”

	“Yes we did actually. At 2pm. It’s now 2.20pm.” He taps his watch impatiently, his blue eyes narrowing. “I had wondered if you fancied a late lunch?”

	Crap! His words vaguely ring a bell about a meeting. “I’m so sorry, it must have skipped my mind. Can we reschedule if you are too busy to do now?”

	I watch him inhale leisurely before rolling his lips. “No. I’m here now. Let’s just get on with this shall we.”

	I haven’t a clue what we are supposed to be getting on with but I just smile, sending a panicked eye roll in the direction of Jackie who is hurriedly gathering paperwork and making shapes with her hands and I remember it’s to discuss extending the loan a further 6 months. I have no intention of doing this however, as Sebastian has agreed to buy into Elysium as a shareholder, now that we are engaged, to keep the business in the family. Well, now was probably the best time to tell Leo the news.

	“I’ll just get you a cuppa - coffee isn’t it? I’m sorry I’ve already eaten.”

	“Yes, black.”

	“Colin, get Leo a black coffee, please.”

	“You’ll have one with me though surely? Especially as you won’t take lunch with me.”

	“No I’m good, thanks, Leo - I’d rather just get this done as I’ve a mountain of jobs to sort today.” 

	A practically inaudible grunt comes from the corner of the room and I know that my request has got through to Col, who leaves to do his duty but I look over towards Jackie and see her eye roll at Leo’s demanding terms. What was with these men today? First Chris, now Leo. I’ve a good mind to tell them all to shove it!

	“Let’s go sit down over in the design area. It will be more comfortable.” And away from my desk. My eyes flicker to my screen and I frown as I notice my mail folder is open, along with my iCal -  I always close all my programmes when I’m not in the office. 

	“Maybe then you could allocate me the time I deserve.”

	I take a deep breath. “Of course Leo, again my apologies for forgetting our appointment.”

	“Not a problem, Lucia. Let’s begin.”

	

	*******
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		He hated leaving her.

	He’d been looking forward to seeing Lucia for days, and finally the day had arrived. He’d met with her and found her hard to read. She was becoming more and more distant by the day. It didn’t matter what he did for her, she didn’t appreciate him at all and wasn’t taking his hints. She couldn’t even take the time to sit and relax with a cup of tea and discuss our work. 

	“Why the fuck couldn’t she give me that few extra minutes? Share a cup of tea with me and relax? What was so important that I didn’t deserve the same amount time she’d give one of her other bloody friends?” He flings his phone across onto his passenger seat, snarling in annoyance as it bounces onto the floor. 

	“Anytime I offer her my company, she throws it back in my face. Anytime I try and help her with work, fucking Silver is always on the tip of her sweet pink tongue. Well, don’t worry my darling Lucia, Mr nice guy is out the window.”

	He slams his foot down hard on the accelerator of his new car, enjoying the buzz that rips through his body as he breaks the speed limit. Bitch! Getting her on her own was nigh impossible now that she was living with him - not to mention all her bloody entourage and now she’d made it clear she wasn’t keen to continue working with him in business he was finding it tough to concoct a reason to be alone with her.

	He missed watching her. Missed slipping inside her home, the scent of her bedding and feel of her clothes. Missed not having contact. It only empowered him to move forward with his plan, which was coming along nicely. It only turned him on further. 




*******
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		The opening of The Gilded Fox was a huge success. People had come in their droves to see the unveiling of the quaint little inn in the hub of Holdgate and looking around the main bar area, which housed both familiar and new faces - I feel a huge sense of pride for Elysium Interiors. Everything had come together, at the last minute of course, as these things always do. Andre, Seb’s foreman had been a gem, despite Colin’s obvious harassment of him. The finishing touches I usually spent hours procrastinating over, as I had for The Ashton launch, only took Colin and I half a day to work our magic. Carolyn was insistent that she wished to have some control over some of the accessories and I was happy to include her - she was the client after all. She had a good eye and all the materials were there for her to play with. It also gave me the chance to do last minute checks in the bar and lounge area, and nip home to change. 

	Now, looking around at the eclectic mix of guests in the lounge, from gentry to businessmen, neighbours, to younger trendy clientele, the buzz is positive and I feel happy for Carolyn Walters that her business will be a great success. Their voices carrying with statements of “It looks sooo much better!” and “I love all the tartan!”. Sipping my Prossecco I am quietly confident that my interior business will expand nicely from this contract.

	“We did good, boss lady!”

	“We most certainly did, Col. Thank you for all your hard work.” I clink glasses with Colin’s martini glass.

	“All your vision, once again, babe but I was happy to pick up the slack - like I said before, you’re great at ideas but shite at seeing things through - no staying power!”

	“Hey!” 

	I grin and bump shoulders with him.

	“I do love this place though, Lu - it’s very cosy. Very pipe and slippers.”

	“It’s fab isn’t it. Abs is thinking about here for my hen do.”

	“Really?”

	“What? You don’t think it would be a good idea?”

	“I think its gorgeous but more for romantic meals by the fire, long walks, shacking up with your man and taking long baths in those amazing copper monstrosities you’ve had installed - it’s hardly the place to rave it up!”

	I consider his words. “I know what you mean, but I honestly don’t want that. We get married six weeks today, during the busiest work season of the year for interiors! I’m not bothered about a weekend in Ibiza, or strutting around Lords city centre in a veil and handcuffs and God knows what else. I just want my bezzies, to get pissed and stay over. Maybe go to the spa at The Ashton first? Simple. After the past few months, simple is bliss.”

	I feel his arm drop around my waist and I’m cocooned with a cloud of Jean Paul goatie-beard as he called his fav aftershave. “Darling, it’s your Hen-Do, we’ll do whatever you want and what you’ve just suggested sounds boring but bloody marvellous if you’re happy - I struggle to do simple but we’ll work on that. Abs, Suzie and I will sort it. Do not fear Count Colin is here.”

	“Good. Right, I better go mingle, have you seen Seb anywhere?”

	“I saw him when he came in with you? Who would miss him? That man gets more divine everyday, you lucky bitch, but not since. Maybe he’s upstairs?”

	I nod, waving at Carolyn as she catches my eye. “I’ll go find him. See you in a bit.”

	I weave my way through the room, stopping en route to chat to guests, and the local newspaper. Carolyn Walters introduces me to a potential new client and I spent the next twenty minutes discussing his plans for the renovation of his new Holdgate restaurant. It turns out he has bought seven of them, in a chain from an Italian family and he now required contractors and an interior designer. I take his card and promise to contact him the following week but there is still no sign of Sebastian to promote Silcon’s services.

	I am just about to head upstairs, towards the open guest rooms when I hear his voice, he is leaning against the wall, in the narrow hallway which leads towards the fireplace and he is with a woman. Her back is to me, dark hair falling over her shoulders and as I near, she turns, her eyes connecting with mine, the look in them one of pure guilt.




*******
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		“Bro - I think you have an admirer.” Na nods his head in the direction of the fireplace where a brunette chats with a group of people.

	“I saw her earlier. I know her from somewhere but I can’t put my finger on it… do you know her?”

	“Nope! Besides she’s not interested in me.”

	I slide my eyes in her direction again but she seems focused on her conversation. “Stop exaggerating - she’s not even looking, and cheers for the help.”

	“You better not let Lu catch her eyeing you like that, she’ll have her guts for garters.” Na chuckles to himself.

	“Seriously, Na, where do I know her from?”

	“I don’t know! Is she one of your many conquests?” his frown is one of disbelief, at her rather plain appearance.

	“No! That’s not it but she’s definitely… familiar.”

	“Go and ask her, quick before Lu sees her fluttering those lashes.”

	“Shut the fuck up and grab me another pint from the bar - I’ll be over in in a minute.”

	He laughs at my annoyance. “No probs bro - good luck with the mystery lady.”

	I flick a glance towards Lu, seeing her busy promoting Elysium and smile, she was glowing, and looked stunning in gold stilettos and a nude coloured bandage effect dress that hugged every tantalising curve and showcased her killer legs. She was the most stunning woman in the room and I was finding it hard to concentrate on anything else. She was lit up like a candle, obviously talking about her creative passions.

	I bite my lip in frustration, torn between continuing for another few hours and just striding towards my fiancee and throwing her over my shoulder to leave right now! Instead I recognise her duty to work, and head on over to the group of guests, all busy chatting amiably about the local community and how this year Holdgate’s committee were fundraising for new Christmas lights. The woman in question is listening intently but I choose to move in and introduce to myself anyway, despite the immensely boring topic of conversation. I feel some kind of connection with her and can’t quite figure out why - she confused me but I’m drawn to her in a way that disturbs me. 

	“Excuse me. Hi, Sebastian Silver.” I hold out my hand and she shakes it tentatively, turning to face me.

	Her narrowed hazel eyes fly to mine. “H..Hello. Nice to meet you?”

	“I saw you looking in my direction earlier - I just wondered, have we met before?” 

	Shaking her head she blushes, her straight mousey locks not moving over her shoulders. “I don’t think so.”

	“Are you sure? You seem very familiar to me…”

	“Mr. Silver, I think I would remember you if I had ever met you. You are rather…imposing.” Again she blushes and I sense a wall of defiance.

	I try a different tactic, turning on the charm, hoping that perhaps those blushes that had warmed her complexion and put light into her eyes would maybe soften her steely composure. I need to at least get her name.  “Of course, I apologise for just springing this upon you. I certainly don’t mean to harass you or make you feel uncomfortable, Ms?”	

	“Walters - Dawn Walters.”

	Dawn Walters? Nope still doesn’t ring a bell. Crap. “Like I said I usually don’t forget a face, Dawn, I hope you don’t mind me calling you that?”

	“Not really.”

	Wow she was a tough nut to crack. 

	“Look, Mr. Silver, it’s not a problem - I just don’t think our paths would ever cross - do you? We are not the types to mix.We have nothing in common.”

	I assess her expression, the hint of strength coming through under that blanket of meekness. The dark green wool A-line skirt, cream polo neck and long brown boots were testament to that. No make-up, no jewellery, nothing that made her appear feminine or flamboyant. Everything about her said ‘back off!’.

	I’m about to leave the subject well alone at that when Lu arrives - shit! 
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	“Hello, Dawn, nice to see you again, how’s things?” the words fall from my lips casually and I watch Seb’s confused expression.

	“Lucia, I’m fine. We were just… mmm…well…we…” Wow caught doing something - what’s with all the stuttering?

	“We were talking.” Seb interrupts, looking directly at me, his eyes willing me not to be concerned.

	“I can see that,” I smile at them both calmly. “Is everything Ok?”

	“Yes.” Seb answers for them both.

	How odd?

	“What do you think of the transformation Dawn?”

	“It’s perfect - just what my mum wanted. I knew you’d be the right person for the job.”

	Hmm this woman gets weirder by the second.

	“I’m glad you think so - your mum and I worked well together. I haven’t seen you much since The Ashton launch.” Since you told me to be careful who I spent time with.

	“No.”

	Seb and I lock eyes and I chew my lip, this woman was odd. “Right, well I for one am in need of a stiff drink, all this networking is thirsty business.”

	“That’s my cue.” Seb nods and heads off in the direction of the bar.

	“Everything Ok Dawn? I get the impression somethings awry?”

	“No, everything fine, Lucia. I already warned you last time and you ignored me so I can’t help you anymore.”

	“Sorry? Do you mean your strange message of being careful who I spent time with? I don’t even know who you meant? Did you mean Sebastian?”

	“I’ve said too much.”

	Her words instantly grate on me. I could count on my hand the amount of times I’d met this woman and maybe it was all the eerie goings on at present, the fact that I knew I was being followed, my accident, but all this cloak and dagger nonsense was getting ridiculous and entirely uncalled for. 

	“For fucks sake Dawn - I’d only just met you that night and you were handing out weird advice to me and now you’re repeating it? - if you have something to say, please say it. I’ve been through.” I stop and reach out for Seb’s hand, clasping it tightly. “We’ve, been through rather a lot lately and if its important I’d like to know. Perhaps you’re the nutter that’s causing me all this hassle?”

	“Look ladies, let’s take things down a notch or two” Seb speaks and I glare in his direction, earning myself two held up palms of relinquished responsibility. I return my steely gaze to Dawn who is looking guiltier by the second.

	“I’m sorry. I know you have had a terrible time. My mum told me all about your accident, Lucia and I am truly sorry. But I was not the cause of it.”

	Watching her stricken face, I feel a wash of guilt. I knew she hadn’t been involved and it was unfair of me to call her out like that. “Thank you but if you can help me in anyway, please… ” I repeat. “I know you had nothing to do with my accident, it’s just I have been having some issues with an unwanted admirer and your message that night and again tonight, I guess I’m just getting paranoid."

	I watch her battle with her decision, her bottom lip chewed to holy hell. Finally on a huge sigh, she nods. “I’m not happy with this, but I am prepared to say…look at the messages. All messages become, the one.”

	I screw my face up and releasing Seb’s hand begin to gesticulate in frustration. “Really? That’s what you’re going to go with. So I’m not losing it? You do know something?”

	“It’s all I can say. Now, please let me go.”

	“Thank you Dawn. Of course you can go. It’s been nice to meeting you, thank you for the information and your time.” Seb mutters graciously, as the annoyingly drippy woman makes her way into the crowds behind us. 

	“Seriously Sebastian? That’s it? We finally might have some kind of clue towards who the freak is that’s been terrorising me?”

	“And…she might just be a very strange and kookie lady who’s lost the plot. We’ll look into what she’s told us tonight of course we will but please try not to stress, baby.” His arms enfold me into his chest, lips planting a kiss over my head and I raise my eyes to his. 

	“I was pretty grotty then, wasn’t I?”

	“Not your best moment, no but I understand why?” 

	“I just want to end all this now. I’m constantly on edge, I feel like I’m being watched 24/7, I’m completely paranoid,  I don’t know who it is that’s after me. I know Detective Murray said that it would probably be someone familiar to us but what if it isn’t? It could be anyone in this room?” My eyes dart around the Inn nervously and calm immediately as I feel Seb’s breath tickling my neck, his calming words just what I need to hear, “Look at me. I’m the only one who’s watching at you; I’ve been eyeing up your beautiful body all night and wondering when we can leave - have you finished with your networking?”	

	“Yes - pretty much.”

	“Then, how about we go home and snuggle. We have the wedding planner tomorrow and a busy weekend, how about a nice hot bubble bath, cheesy movie and…”

	“Chinese.”

	“You took the words from my mouth.” 

	I lean in and kiss him on those sexy wide lips. “Seb?”

	“Yep?”

	“Thank you.”

	“For what, baby?”

	“For being you. For being here and for being mine.”

	“Always, Lu. Come on, let’s say our goodbyes. Time to forget work and stress and make it all about the play.”




*******
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		Gigi Divine is quite possibly the most beautiful woman I’ve ever met. Currently sitting across from me, in a tailored grey trouser suit and chiffon blouse, she was effortlessly put together, maintaining a cool calm demeanour about her, whilst manically punching information into her smart phone. Gigi was apparently the best wedding planner in the area, if not the UK - Suzie’s words, not mine; I’d be the judge of that, although I have to say, she seemed just my cup-of-tea and I’d loved the website I’d perused at length the past few days. 

	I take a moment to secretly survey her. Her long blonde hair fell in tumbling waves of honeys and caramels, surrounding a perfect sun-kissed complexion, sapphire blue Disney eyes, with lashes to die for and a wide full mouth that lifted genuinely and often. The sexy Eva Mendes mole on her cheek was the icing on the perfect wedding cake. I instinctively check her wedding finger. Nope… no ring! How was this woman not married? She was utterly gorgeous, with endless legs I’d die for!

	I wonder what her story was? She had an air of mystery.

	“Sorry about that… swans - importation…regulations… well you don’t need to know the ins and outs.” Her white teeth glint at me and manicured nails wave her comments away.

	I don’t but wow! Swans! “It’s fine, honestly, I get it.” I smile warmly at her, taking a sip of my green tea.

	“Thank you for understanding. Will, Mr. Silver be joining us?”

	“He’s running a little late, so we should begin but he’ll be here soon.”

	“Not a problem - most brides want to have some alone time with me at the initial meeting anyway, so it may work out for the best.”

	I nod, agreeing with her, watching as she extracts a larger file, unclips it and begins to remove sample leaflets and colour swatches, before reaching for her iPad. 

	“So, your sister recommended me, you say Lucia?”

	“I found you on the internet but yeah, she also sung your praises from the Priestly wedding and please call me Lu?”

	“Lu it is, Priestly wedding, yes I remember, gorgeous do − three years in the making.”

	I grimace. We didn’t have three months, let alone three years. “Oh.”

	“So… the wedding - when did you say it was?”

	“In three weeks.” I whisper, wincing as I say the words - it was a ridiculous timescale for anyone to work with. 21 days; my impossible man.

	The sharp clearing of her throat is combined with a quick eyebrow raise, followed by a gulp. “Hmmm, that’s soon?”

	“Hmmm. Too soon for me, but Sebastian, my fiance, is insistent. We’ve waited years for this day and he’s not prepared to wait a moment longer.” 

	“And for how many?”

	“About 150?”

	“Right. Well, it’s not out of the question, but it could come with some restrictions on venues, date-wise and it will definitely cause an issue with deadlines for floral arrangement bookings, cake and decor suppliers etc…”

	I hold my breath as she thinks on her feet, it was like glimpsing myself at work. We had a very similar way, making small organised notes in a calm manner. I liked her, immediately; liked her manner and the way that she had made me feel like she was in control within a few short minutes.

	“Do you have a date in mind?”

	“Unfortunately it does need to be over the weekend, a Friday, Saturday or Sunday to suit our guests, but we do have the venue already.” I wince again, this was going to be tough.

	“Well that helps with our main problem - it’s just ensuring that our best photographers, videographers, florists, cake designers, seamstresses etc are also available.” She sweeps her shining blonde hair elegantly over her shoulder in one smooth movement before continuing to scrutinise her diary. “I have a wedding every weekend from now until the second week in December - how about Friday the 11th Dec?”

	I immediately check my iCal and mentally calculate the weeks, knowing it was considerably further away than the 3 weeks Seb was expecting. “That would be seven weeks?”. 

	“Hmmm. I can’t see another date here. You’ll be hard pushed at this short notice to arrange a wedding on such a scale in three weeks. It’s only another few weeks to wait and it could be a christmas wedding!” Her honeyed brows meet in a neat frown and deep blue eyes focus on me. She really was very pretty. “We’d make it very special. Do you think that date would be an issue?”

	It wasn’t a few weeks difference, it was 4 - a  month!

	“Not for me but my fiance might have something to say about it…”

	“What will I have something to say about?” We both look up as a deep male voice interrupts us, pulling out the chair next to me and grinning sexily in Gigi’s direction.

	“We were working out dates for the wedding, baby.”

	“Tomorrow suits me fine. I’m in.” Seb leans in and plants a lingering kiss on my lips, that makes me breathless, his hand cupping my jaw. I quickly pull away as I remember where we are and that we have company. Gigi and I lock eyes and her knowing look makes me relax, she was probably more than used to PDA in her in profession. 

	“We can’t do tomorrow, silly.”

	“That’s a shame. Hi, Sebastian Silver, sorry I’m late.”  Seb shakes hands with our attractive wedding planner and I watch their interaction, extremely pleased when I don’t see her preen all over him. She was most certainly a keeper.

	“Not a problem - Gigi, Gigi Divine, Wedding Co-ordinator - lovely to meet you. Lucia and I have just been talking about the concept of a Christmas wedding?”

	“Absolutely, categorically…NO!”

	If Gigi Divine is shocked at Sebastian’s controlling persona she does not show it - her facial expression not changing from the calm demeanour she has portrayed from the outset. Instead she smiles at us both, takes a small sip of her coffee before replacing it in it’s saucer and focusing her blues on my man. Then she leans in asks him, “Seb, how important is it to you to make your bride happy?”

	I watch Sebastian’s jaw tick, his eyes narrow weighing up Gigi’s motives as his nostrils flare. She was certainly putting him on the spot and I liked it - she has sass! “She is my priority. I want her to be my wife asap but I need to put her first. I will put her first.”

	“Ok, Lucia - how important is it you, to have a wedding that is planned, within reason.”

	“I feel like we’ve waited this long to be together, what’s seven weeks. I would love to get married at Christmas.” I also am happy to breathe, take the time to find my dress, enjoy this a little - relax.

	Seb shifts in his seat and frowns at me, clasping my hand. “Really? It matters that much to you, darling?” 

	“Really. It does.” 

	“You have always adored Christmas…”

	“I have, and Finn would love it, Seb; all the trees and decorations and fake snow.” I had a warm feeling building in my belly that I’d won this round - the first of many.

	“Fake snow?”

	“Yes, fake snow!”

	“Jeez! What am I letting myself in for?”

	Gigi and I both laugh in unison. 

	“But it’s seven weeks away?” he grumbles.

	“Nearly six if you squint at the diary.” I squeak.

	“Lu! Seven days maybe but not seven weeks; don’t do this to me baby.”

	“It’s not so long, Sebastian and we have so much to do in the meantime. We have to move house, we both have work commitments, I need to plan the bloody thing and try and enjoy what is supposed to be the best day of our lives. You and I have a lifetime to look forward to together - don’t rush this. I haven’t even bought my dress, please Seb, do this for me…”

	“It will fly by, trust me.” Gigi interjects, assisting me in my argument.

	I watch my sexy Silver man battle with his lack of control. I know it’s hard for him but I’m not budging with this and I can see him wavering. At last he nods on a whim and squeezing my hand grunts. “Let’s do it. Go for it Gigi, December the 11th it is but I mean it this time Lu, not a second longer.”

	We haven’t even given Gigi the go ahead to plan our wedding but she is hired without a doubt. Anyone who can convince Sebastian Silver to do something he doesn’t want to so easily is worth their weight in gold in my book and glancing across to my delicious husband-to-be, I can tell he feels the same. “Gigi, you are magic.” I compliment her.

	“Yes, well-played Ms, Divine. Exceedingly smooth.” Seb concedes dryly.

	“You two did the hard-work guys, I just got you started in the right direction - now lets see about getting you married.

Budget?”

	“There is no limit.”

	I watch as the beautiful blonde across from nods impressively. “Well that will assist with the lack of time, considerably.”

	“Nothing is too good for my baby.”

	I feel my cheeks heat as Sebastian’s hand finds my knee beneath the table and begins to stroke in leisurely circles.

	“Well we can discuss some general plans and I’ll send you an invoice after today- my rates are fair and set on a monthly basis. We have a Bronze, Silver, Gold and Platinum package that we offer our clients to choose from.”

	“Platinum through and through.” Seb’s words slice through me and I bite my lips, knowing their innuendo was meant for me. He really was.

	“However, as you have a no budget limitations… I can always draw up a tailor-made package to address your particular… needs?”

	“Lucia has always loved it when I use my tailor-made package… to address her particular… needs.” Seb draw out the  words leisurely with mirth in his chocolate eyes.

	“Sebastian, stop it. Poor Gigi will feel uncomfortable! I apologise for my fiancées lack of restraint.” I whack him playfully on his arm.

	On the contrary, Gigi is smiling openly at our banter. “Not at all, it’s rather refreshing to see a couple so in love and such good friends.”

	“Eh? Isn’t that how all your clients are at this point?”

	“You’d be surprised Lucia - if I had a £1 for every couple I could spot heading for divorce before they’d even taken their vows.” Gigi’s lips purse. “Sorry, not that I should be talking about that now, you two just make me feel, well let’s just say that this is why I got into this line of work - for couples like you.”

	Seb grins openly at her. “Thank you Gigi. This woman is my life and I can’t wait to marry her. I don’t care if that makes me sound like a sop, I like the fact that we appear to have found a planner that can see ‘us’.”

	“Anyone would have be blind not to see what you and Lu share, Sebastian. The air is electric around you both.”

	Seb winks at her and I stroke his face before leaning in. “Right, enough about us… what about you?”

	Gigi’s huge eyes grow dull instantly and I know I’ve hit a nerve. “Me? Nothing to tell. I get my fix from couples like you guys. Anyway, you said you have a venue in mind already?”

	There’s much more to her story - a real enigma but we leave it and instead answer in unison. “The Ashton.”

	“At Holdgate? I know it - it’s recently been re-furbed hasn’t it?”

	“All Lucia’s Interior Design handiwork.” Seb proudly informs her.

	“Really? Wow - that’s good to know. It is stunning. Wonderful that we have a venue already, as at this short notice that may have been an issue.”

	“The owner is a close friend of ours so he will be accommodating.”

	“Super. Well, how about we head on through to the wedding fair together and you point out the styles you like and dislike and we can go form there.”

	“Can’t wait!” Seb answers sarcastically.

	“Oh come on, you love weddings.”

	“I love the thought of you in pearls, and ivory lace too, especially if you’re wearing nothing else.” His brows raise wickedly, “But all the trimmings I’m happy to leave to you experts.”

	“Sounds good to me. I have tonnes of ideas - I love the idea of a Silver theme… to play on Seb’s name.”

	“What a great concept! We could have a Winter, frosted, silver look.”

	“Hmmm, nothing too poncy and I’m in.” Seb grins. “Besides it will be a play on our name, and I love the concept too, Mrs soon to be, Silver.”

	I’ll never tire of hearing those words. “I stand corrected.”




	*******
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		From his secluded position in the foyer of the luxury 5 Star Westbury Manor, the man in the black leather jacket, remains focused on his targets. Finally, as his back has begun to ache from his contorted position, they enter .  	

	“About time!” He mutters through gritted teeth as he watches them walk through the conference room doors, hand in hand like a fucking smug married couple. “Not. Fucking. Yet. Mate. Cocky Bastard!”  

	Lucia is dressed in a black and cream blazer, jeans, heels and pearls - she looks fit. Silver is dressed liked frigging David Beckham. “Ponce!” 

	Who the fuck did this guy think he is?

	The couple stop for a moment, accompanied by a slim blonde woman he doesn’t recognise, to review the noticeboard situated outside the open ballroom doors before heading on into the Essex Suite, to join the many visitors, milling around - all here to enjoy the hotel’s Wedding Fair Event showcasing that day. He waits a short while longer, before slipping through those same doors and into the crowds behind them. The woman with them was pretty hot but she had one thing about her appearance he couldn’t abide; she was a dumb blonde. He’d never go there again.

	Ducking in behind one of the stall holder’s, roller banners, he holds his camera close to his chest and focuses the zoom in on Lucia’s face, snarling as he sees her happiness. “Really? You’re really going to tie yourself to this smooth prick for all eternity and you’re smiling about it?” His blue eyes narrows on her mouth, enjoying the opportunity to peruse his love at such close proximity, then dropping to her chest and clicking with each movement. This was so much more reliable than his blasted phone, and the detail would be incredible when he printed them out. 

	Now they are tasting wedding cake? Talk about rubbing it in! The bride and groom to be were currently feeding small pieces of chocolate, fruit and sponge to one another, whilst chuckling openly at the mess they were creating. To onlookers they created the perfect picture of a couple in love, to him they made him feel physically sick - they were taunting him! He watches as they move on to the next business, this time a photographer and he chuckles inwardly. “I know a great photographer… shame he be won’t be able to make your wedding Silver, he’s fully booked that day, as will be the bride.”

	He spends the next hour weaving in and out of the shadows, watching his chances with the woman of his dreams slip through his fingers by the second; desperation, quickly being replaced with anger. These places made him itch, he’d done it with his now ex-wife. Marriage hadn’t been for him. He remembered it, standing at the aisle, her ash blonde hair gleaming like a beacon beneath the translucent veil. She had been a vision and had promised him the world. But the second his brain triggers that one memory, it’s as though the image has been set on fire in his memory as the bride’s face contorts into an ugly, evil, lying bitch!

	He’d buried that time along with all his bitterness, but here in these sweet and sickly surroundings, the stench of hope filling his nostrils combined with the heat of desperate women, keen to shackle themselves to men who will never be true to them is bringing it all flooding back with a ferocity that hits him like a bus. His mouth is watering, filling with metallic tasting saliva and pressing his finger to his lips, he sees the blood where he has bitten right through skin. 

	Yes, his whore of bride had been untrustworthy too. He had not chosen well. 

	They always left, always wanted more than he could give - more than him.

	He shakes his head to rid himself of the past and his sombre thoughts, before heading for the exit - he couldn’t be here a moment longer. “Oh Lucia, can’t you see that this man isn’t going to be there for you, through sickness and health? Are you really going to honour a man that has been a player all his life - who will undoubtably cheat on you?”

	The cool air hits his face in a welcoming gush as he escapes the confines of the hotel and he zaps his saloon, sliding inside hurriedly. “With my body I would worship you. All that I have I would share with you, but it would never be enough with you would it, sweetheart?” The man with the cool blue eyes, wipes the thin film of sweat from his top lip and appraises himself in the rear view mirror, nodding as his words form clarity in his mind. “With my fist, I’ll break you, with my mind games I’ll control you. Women need boundaries, and men need to be in charge. I will always be the one in charge but I’ll have fun destroying your stubbornness Ms. Myers and take extreme pleasure, bending you to my will. Oh boy, that will be a challenge. Time is up, sweetheart - you are mine and it is time I finally get to taste the goods.”




*******
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		A week later and it was moving day at last. Finally, I would have Lucia and Finn living with me, at Silver Birches. It would be a home; our home. 

	We’d be a family.

	Finn was with his father for the day, leaving the adults the time to crack-on and really make a dent in the mountain of boxes to be shifted. I don’t care about the graft ahead of us, I usually hated moving house but not today - today is a great day - I’d been waiting for it for for weeks. Fuck, if I’m honest I’d been waiting for this for years. 

	Today I am moving in with the woman of my dreams.

	Pulling into Rose Avenue, I park up outside number 41 and greet the removal guys ready and waiting outside Lu’s terrace and notice that Nathan’s truck is already here. Good lad - all we needed now was Big G and we’d be sorted. I didn’t want Lu lifting anything too heavy - it was much to early for her recovery to overdo things. She was doing so well, I couldn’t risk setting things back and messing up our wedding plans.

	I head up the few steps to the front door, slip inside and holler into the chaos that echo’s around the house, and within minutes Lu appears at top of the stairs, her arms full of clothing, looking beautiful and stressed in battered denim cut off shorts and a checked flannel shirt tied at the waist; my mouth instantly dries at the sight of her. Fucking effortless. Fucking edible. Fucking mine.

	“Hey you. Good day to move house.”

	“It is isn’t it? Here, let me take those.” 

	I jog up to meet her halfway, grab the pile and we make our way down together, the second we’re both in the hallway, the clothes are forgotten, dropped to the floorboards so I can grab my woman. “Come here, beautiful!”

	“Seb!” Her delicious giggles of protest only make me harder.

	“What? A man can’t take advantage of his soon-to-be hot room-mate?”

	“Not at all - we’ve just got so much to do and only today. I have the professional cleaners coming in tomorrow and then the new tenant moving in on Monday.”

	“Well then you shouldn’t have worn denim shorts that make me want to just peel them down and lick you out, this second!” I raise my brow, challenging her to retaliate and she doesn’t fail me.

	“But where would the fun be if I covered all of this up? You have to get a taste of the goods you’ll be unwrapping tonight…” her fingers trail from my neck down my chest, and stroke across the waistband of my jeans, hitting the slightest bit of skin, as my T lifts. “… speaking of tasting…”

	“Er guys? Save it for later - yeah?” Na’s voice interrupts us and we both chuckle, leaning in to indulge in a long sweet kiss. 

	“Just a few more hours baby and I’ll have you in our bed.” I stroke the fancy plait she’s wound her hair into, that’s dangling over her shoulder and reach out to feel the silky texture of it between my fingers, giving it a sharp tug. She looks adorable and sexy and entirely fuckable. “Seriously, Lu! Are you trying to crucify me? A plait? Come on!”

	Her chuckle is victorious as she leaves me to join Nathan downstairs in the basement kitchen and I shake my head on a grin. I’d join them in a couple of minutes, give my hard-on a chance to subside, its evidence straining at present. I adjust myself and dip into the lounge, where box after box is piled high, ready to be collected and loaded. A quick glance around the room, locates the expected list attached to a clipboard, detailing each box, its number, contents and the room said box should be presented in at Silver Birches. I smile knowingly. She was good, so organised and I’m suddenly taken back in time to a moment years before - the day I helped her move into this place. God, was that 5five years ago? 

	So much had happened since then.	

	That day I’d been moving my two mates in to their new home. I’d happily offered to be removal man for the day, but knew within an hour of being there it had been the wrong play. Niall had irritated the fuck out of me, namely due to his crass and verbal acknowledgement of  how he wanted to christen the house. I’d been jealous as hell. Flirted with Lu and left with a bitter taste in my mouth. I hadn’t thought about that day in years and now I’m standing here, in a very different predicament. I’m about to move the same woman out of this house into my home. She is now my woman - my fiancée and Niall can well and truly fuck-off. He’s had his chance and messed up, royally and now it’s my turn. I’ve waited patiently enough and I’m determined to erase all memory of his mistakes. 

	“We ready to start loading yet, Mr. Silver?” A voice behind breaks through my thoughts.

	“Just give me one sec and I’ll go get the all clear from the lady of the house - be back in a tic.”	

	Four hours and two runs later we are back at Rose Avenue for the final load up. So far, the move has gone to plan. We’ve left the removal guys at the house with Gino, off-loading the furniture and boxes and I’ve instructed them to unpack any boxes marked Finn in his bedroom first - I wanted his room to be ready for my surprise reveal when we returned in a few hours. 

	“So, last few bits?” I place an arm around Lu’s shoulder, aware that this may be tough for her. This place held a lot of memories, good and bad.

	“Yep. Just the ones in the guest room, my office and those last few boxes of shoes in my wardrobes.” Her wrinkled nose makes my smile. Bloody shoes - she was obsessed.

	“I’ll grab those, why don’t you grab me a beer and take a break?”

	“I’m fine, Seb - I can pull my weight.”

	“I know that, baby - just want you to take it easy - for selfish reasons of course.” I wink at her and she caves.

	“Ok. I’ll get us some drinks but only because you’ll be needing me awake tonight.”

Twenty minutes later, both our cars are packed full and we’re ready to leave. The house is empty, bar the curtains and a few extras that Lu has agreed to leave for the new tenant. It looked huge but lonely. 

	“You OK?”

	“I’m fine.” I watch her wander around the kitchen island, checking in the odd drawer and cupboard. “I thought I’d feel sadder but I’m ready. I’m excited,”

	I move to hold her in my arms. “I love you, Lu. This is a big step for you, for you and Finn but please know that I would do anything for you both.”

	“I know, baby. I want this. It’s just…”

	I feel fear slice through my heart, nerves fluttering around my tummy - I’m waiting for her to say the words, I’ve worried she’ll say all day. I’ve changed my mind. Lets wait. I can’t do this.

	“…it’s just I’ll miss my kitchen.”

	WTF? Phew! Is that all?

	“So much has happened in here - it’s the one place I always am - with Finn, cooking, working at the island, chatting with the girls…”

	“Fucking with me!”

	Her face flushes daintily and she takes a deep breath - the sooner we’re home the better. We have a couple of hours before Finn is back. I can do some serious orgasmic damage in that time.

	“Yes, that is one memory I won’t forget.”

	“And we’ll make plenty of new ones baby, I promise.”

	I consider her pose, her head down watching her feet and then she raises those huge lime green eyes to mine and I melt at her words. “Yes, we’ll make plenty of new ones, together, the way we should have done here all those years ago.”

	We lock eyes, in that moment, both understanding her words and their meaning, exactly. It should have been me, moving in with her five years before. I should have been Finn’s father. But we could move forward as us, as one.

	We head upstairs and Lu suddenly squeals. “Ooh, I nearly forgot the roses. I’m leaving the console table for the tenant, that’s why I missed the vase.”

	“Aren’t they a bit ya know…dead?” I wince, assessing the rather drab and dry roses in glass vase.

	“Ah, don’t say that - I’ve kept each one and I’m going keep them until they’re brittle and broken. You know how sentimental I am.”

	“Ok?” 

	“What?”

	“Nothing. Women and their shit that’s all. ”

	“How can you say that after you’ve gone to all the trouble of sending them, each one individually box…”

	I hold my hands up as her words compute. “Wait. What? I sent them?”

	“Yes.”

	“I didn’t send these roses, Lu.” I wish I had but I didn’t.

	Her face drops. “Of course you did silly. One rose, each time, from Flowers Couture with a message. They came in these beautifully packaged black velvet boxes tied with a ribbon, they’ve been the talk of the office for weeks.”

	I suddenly feel a chill run up my spine. I hadn’t sent the roses, I knew that but Lu was convinced that I had. I’d sent her flowers, many in fact whilst we've been dating but never a single red rose. I’d thought it was a little valentines so I’d gone with her favourites, lilies and peonies and I’d used Flowers Couture occasionally, yes, but I certainly hadn’t sent her these. This was not good. I watch as the colour drains from her normally olive complexion. 

	“But if you didn’t send them to me… then who did? Seb?”

	“Let me think.” I begin to pace, mind working ten to the dozen. “Do you have the messages still?”

	“I do, but they’re packed and at yours.”

	I nod, we’d get them and I’d go through them later tonight. “Look, let’s get you home, we’ll take these with us and we’ll call Detective Murray, Ok? This could be a lead, could be what we need as evidence, baby.” I hug her to me, hoping to absorb some of her angst.

	“Wait, do you think this has anything to do with my accident?”

	“I don’t know, baby - but I intend to find out.”
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		“Keep your eyes closed until I tell you you can open them.”

	“Seb, you know I hate surprises.” I wrinkle my nose at him playfully. 

	“You’ll love this one I promise. I want you to see it first. Anyway shut up and let me do something nice for you.” 

	I grin at his bossiness but do as I’m told and hold out my hand for him to assist me. His fingers clasp mine, thumb brushing reassuringly across my own, and whilst its meant to be comforting, it has the opposite effect, sending shockwaves of electricity up my arm. I want nothing more than my surprise to be him - naked.  

	“Right. Now that you’re doing as you’re told for once, let’s go down here. Down these few steps, not far now… nearly there. You still got them shut?”

	“Hmmm mmmm.” I hear a door click open and shuffle forward a few more steps, stumbling slightly. Are we in the East or the West wing of the house? I’m completed disorientated.

	“Just through this door, and… we’re here!” His hand drops from mine and I can hear the excitement bubbling in his voice; it’s contagious. “You can open them… now!”

	I unscrew my eyes and peel them open hesitantly, blinking rapidly to clear the blurry image in front of me. We are in a bedroom - a child’s bedroom, going by the brightly coloured walls and I know in that split-second that it is Finn’s - Finn’s new bedroom. And the theme was Marvel; no doubt about that.

	As I hurriedly scan the room I notice that every detail has been considered. Finn’s name is spelled out in huge 3D letters, in the same famous ‘Marvel’ font, and made from a collection of old comic books, showcasing Spiderman, Hulk, Thor, Captain America, Ironman, pretty much all of the Avengers, then back lit with lights which changed colours on a timer. The main colours were a pale light blue with soft white and bold red, these then worked as a backdrop for all the other brighter more primary and secondary colours which came in as accents in the form of pictures and toys. 

	My eyes drift to the bed area, where a sporty looking red racing car with comic Marvel bedding replaced the usual rectangular mattress and base. Shelves adorn the walls, the most predominant, a huge Captain America Shield, which doubled up as a circular bookcase. All were displayed with Finn’s familiar trinkets and books, plus many news ones, and the full Marvel hero action figures collection. We’d never see Finn leave this room, especially when I locate the pièce de résistance resting in the corner, its screensaver flickering across the screen. A computer! He bought him a computer! The apple mac sits neatly at Finn’s very own work station, where everything a child would need for drawing and writing is neatly packed away in clear plastic boxes and placed beneath the desk, out of sight. Even the mouse was Ironman’s mask and rested on a Captain America’s shield mouse mat. He really had thought of everything. 

	The window dressing, was a real focal piece, where long cream curtains lined with marvel comic imagery hung in puddles to the floor, and were tied back with 3D red metallic ironman hand repulsors. These were then housed by a darker blue pelmet and finally a matching dark blue blackout blind completed the look. It was stylish but perfect for a young growing boy.

	I can hear Seb’s breathing behind me and after allowing me the time to peruse, he speaks. 

	“Do you like?” Arms encircle my waist, his breath at my neck. I can hear his nerves and I spin in his arms, launching myself at his hard, strong body. This wonderful man - so wonderful to me and my boy.

	“Whoa, steady, hey - baby?” He catches me, my legs wrapping around his hips and I bury my head in his chest, the tears erupt - I am unable to stop them. “Baby, did I do something wrong? Please…look at me.”

	I sniff and raise my eyes to his, shaking my head emphatically at his words. How could he think that? I can see torment in his own chocolate brown orbs, devastation at my reaction. “I’m so sorry, I’m fine, honestly. It’s amazing!”

	His lips find my forehead, my cheeks and finally my mouth, and I taste my tears, on him. Slowly, I slide from my position to stand and lean into his embrace. “I adore it. I adore you. It’s the best surprise ever!”

	“Well, thank fuck for that - I’d hate to see your reaction to a surprise you hate.”

	I chuckle at that and slap his shoulder, earning myself another tight hug and I revel in his scent. “I don’t know what came over me - I’m just so happy you love Finn as much as you do. This room, really shows how much. Truly it does - the thought you’ve put in to it- the detail, everywhere.”

	“Baby, I told you, I’m all in this. The Finnster means the world to me and he needed his own room, own space to feel like this was his home, you know? It’s a big change for him right now moving away from Rose Avenue. I wanted it to be a smooth transition.”

	I nod, through newly forming tears. It’s no good I’m done for - emosh and overwhelmed. Decorating Finn’s room is exactly what I’d wanted to discuss with Seb and soon and he’d already read my mind. The man was a master at reading me.

	“When did you do all this and more to the point, how?” I ask incredulous as I move to stroke the Marvel mural on the wall, Thor’s helmet horns sticking out of the wall to use as hooks.

	“Whilst you’ve been recuperating and with a little help from Colin’s magic wand. Actually a hell of a lot of help - that guy is a master at what he does - whatever you’re paying him just isn’t enough!”

	“He is paid very well, but I am considering taking him on as a partner. He’s really proven himself of late.”

	“He certainly has great ideas. I knew what I wanted to create here, but he just took it too a whole new level.”

	“He is brilliant. As a partner he’ll feel more invested and I can feel less fried. I’m only just getting back into a routine at work but I’ve worked my butt off and now Elysium is going places I need to run it sensibly not run myself into the ground and that means delegating.”

	“Hmmm, I like the sound of that - that will free up more time for lazy lie-ins with your fiancée.”

	“I don’t know about that, we are busy busy but I do want to spend more time with you and Finn and planning this wedding in a few weeks will be crazy!” I grin at his handsome face, so sexy and masculine. How did I get so lucky? “Anyway enough about that - come show me everything - I want to know how you came up with all these fabulous ideas. Finn is going to combust when he sees all of this.” 

	I head over to the main wall which is completely covered with a fabulously detailed mural, with all the characters displaying their finery - it is utterly brilliant and so well executed - consideration had been taken to ensure that the images were suitable for a 4-year-old and not too scary. In the centre of Ironman’s chest, it actually glowed, where a light shone.

	“Oh, my God, you’ve thought of everything - it’s like a nightlight.” I wandered over to get a better look. “This is so great.”

	“Ah, its not the best part yet. Check this out…” Like a child himself, I watch Seb turn a dial in the front of the nightlight in question and I hear a small clicking noise to the far right of the wall.

	“Doesn’t it get hot, the light I mean?”

	“Nope. It’s set quite far back and covered completely behind several layers of heat protective glass.” 

	I nod. “Finn is going to be made up when he sees this.”

	“That’s the plan. See, you turn the Ark Reactor to the right, in Tony Stark’s chest and then it unlocks the secret door to Finn’s playroom.”

	“No way!  Really?”

	“Really! But that’s not all.”

	“More?”

	I see the glint of giddiness in his eyes as he moves the the rectangular box that comes out of the floor, located at the end of the wall and painted to look like a rock, with Thor’s hammer embedded in it. No way really. Somehow I think this is more Seb’s bedroom dream come true than Finn’s. “Come, let me show you.” 

	His hand grips the small hammer and pulls it upwards with ease. It looked much harder than it probably was. A door opens to the right of us, and I grin.

	“Seriously?”

	“Seriously. Step this way.”

	I allow myself to be taken through the concealed door, now slightly ajar. Inside, the same decor theme continues but the room is huge and I see now that Seb has had the two large guest-rooms in the West wing, converted to create one spacious suite. This was a full-on renovation.

	“Baby, this is out of this world - I can’t believe you’ve managed all this is such a short time and I never knew a thing.”

	“Believe me its been hard as I was worried you’d feel you were missing out on being part of the interior design aspect of your boy’s room but I wanted to do this for him, let you heal and honestly, I’ve loved every second of it - it made me remember why I went into construction in the first place. I just hope Finn does too.” He bites his lip in thought and I grasp his hand, as I look around at the play areas, filled with all manner of new toys both new and now beginning to fill with Finn’s own familiar playthings. Now I can see why Seb had wanted to focus on getting Finn’s packing boxes brought up first. The delivery team had obviously helped unpack for us.

	“Trust me - he will never come out of here - you were already his hero but now… we need a mural of ‘Sub’ adding to that wall!”

	I feel Sebastian’s lips on mine, his nose nudging softly, as his knuckles brush against my cheek. “You and he are my world, Lu.”

	“I feel the same, baby. Although now that I’ve seen what is in this man den, I’m not so sure…” my lips purse together in mock disapproval.

	The entire back of the room is designed as a cinema / playstation suite, with gaming chairs, 60 inch LED curved Television, PS4 console and controls. 

	“What?” Sebs hands go up in defence. “Ah come on, a boy’s got to have a den. I know he’s a bit young but he’ll grow with this space.”

	“Hmmm, well we’ll have to have definitive, structured times on when he comes in here and you too, Mr. I refuse to be a Playstation widow.” I prod his chest with a smile. 

	“Agreed.”

	“What time did Niall say he was bringing Finn home, was it 6ish?”

	“Yep. Then we’ll order pizza - no one is cooking tonight.”

	“Sounds wonderful.” I begin to make my way back through the secret door to Finn’s bedroom.

	“Lu?”

	“Yeah?”

	“I like the sound of that.”

	“What’s that?” 

	“Home. It’s the first time you’ve called this home.”

	I walk back towards him and slip my arms around his waist, looking up into his eyes, those gorgeous melting pot bedroom eyes that make me wet with sexual anticipation yet at the same time can calm me immediately with one blink. “I’m getting used to it, and where you are, my home is.”

	“Couldn’t have put it better, baby.”

	His lips find mine and I melt into his body, his hand cupping my jaw, my breasts pushing against his chest. We’re hot and heavy in seconds. Ironman, Thor and their Marvel mates watching down on us from every orifice.

	“Finn’s back in around half an hour - that’ll give us time to open one more box. There’s a nice pretty little one down here, right here in these…” His fingers unbutton the top three buttons on my boyfriend jeans, the contact of his skin against mine, makes me gasp.

	I nibble at his lip, sucking his tongue into mine, before stepping back. “There is, is there?”

	“Hmmm. I’ve been waiting to open this  for the past few hours. It’s marked fragile.”

	“Really? I’m sure it’s fine, just rip open the packaging and delve in.”

	“Ooh you saucy thing - a man could blow his load permanently around you. Come on - I’ve a delivery to offload.”

	His chuckle is the last thing I hear before I’m thrown over his shoulder and carried out of Finn’s suite into our own to christen our first love-making in our new home. 
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	“Niall, come in - can I get you a beer?”

	“Nope, I’m fine thanks.” Niall thrusts both hand inside his jeans pocket, nodding at me, words limited. Wow - this was going to be interesting.

	“Mummy!” 

	I watch as Lu captures the missile that is Finn, as he runs full throttle through the front door and into her arms, his cute little body a welcome missing part to our jigsaw. This was home now. 

	“Hey, poppet - have you had a good time?” Lu ask hims softly, planting kisses all over his head and face, earning resounding giggles.

	“We went to my swimming lesson and Lion got my badge.”

	My eyes meet Niall’s and he hands Lu a blue circular embroidered Stage 1. “Cost me £10 that thing.”

	“If you can just wait here, I’ll get my purse. I’ll sort it Niall. I wouldn’t want you having to put your hand back in your pocket again.” No, heaven forbid.

	Lu’s heavy sarcasm isn’t missed on me and I clench my teeth together to refrain from speaking my mind with little ears around. Now was not the time. I watch her curvaceous behind disappear upstairs, and flicking my eyes to her ex, notice his too are transfixed on her derrière. Look but you can’t touch mate. Not anymore! She’s no longer yours.

	I grab Finn’s bag, with a jealous grimace and move the little dude into the lounge to watch TV. “We’ll  go check out your room in a bit. Let me just see your dad.” Then head towards the kitchen, throwing a look in Niall’s direction,  “Sure you won’t have that drink?” Please say no and just fuck off.

	I hear his feet on the floorboards behind me and once away from Finn, the tension escalates. “No, I said I was fine.”

	“Don’t mind if I do then?”

	His shake of his head is arrogant and face deadpan. Prick. He couldn’t be civil even for Finn’s sake. I grab a Peroni from the fridge and flick the top off, leaning back against the counter. “Right, I’m ready - what can I do for you?”

	“You’re loving this aren’t you?”

	“What would that be then Niall?”

	“All this?” He lifts his arms to gesture towards the house and boxes behind us. 

	“I don’t know what you’re on about Niall? Sorry haven’t the foggiest?” I know exactly what he’s talking about.

	“Having Lucia, here with you. Living together in this fuck-off mansion, you smug bastard.”

	I choose to ignore his crass words, even though my fingers are curled in a fist at my side, desperate to connect with his face and part of me is enjoying his discomfort. “Choose your next words with extreme caution Niall. I’m going to give you this final opportunity, to shut it, because of our previous friendship and as you are Finn’s dad.”

	Now we’re getting somewhere.

	Niall screws his mouth up tightly, struggling to control his anger, failing miserably to maintain his cool. “You think you’re all that - big house, big overflowing wallet, the big ‘I am’! You always wanted her and made it your mission to take her from me. I never stood a bloody chance. We never stood a chance. Thanks to you!”

	You forgot big cock, I grin inwardly to myself. Better to please Lu with and make her scream, more than you ever would.

	“You seem to have developed long-term memory loss Niall. You never stood a chance as a couple because you thought it was Ok to cheat on Lu with anything in a skirt.” I step closer to him, anger spilling from every pore of me. “You thought it was Ok to fuck another woman, whilst Lu was giving birth to your firstborn, your son. Finn. You would never have worked because you were too selfish to put Lu above your own needs. You didn’t understand her as a woman, a human being, her career. Not like I do. She’s fucking amazing and you had it all but you were bored.”

	His face is puce, blue eyes filled with fury. “Oh, and you’ve never been a player? You’re the ultimate player - the man who would never be monogamous. You’ll never settle down and I don’t want that around my son!”

	His last words are harsh but I have to take them on the chin, have to hear them, as they’re partially true. I was a player, until Lu. 

	I was a player because of Lu. 

	I was a player because I couldn’t have her and now she was mine I was ready for the whole marriage, kids, to be a family, the whole Griswolds set up. Fuck this half-arsed, self-absorbed father who felt it was his right to dictate what Lucia did with her life, and with whom. 

	He had certain rights to Finn and would always be part of his life but at no point would he decide if I was to be his step-father. I’d been more of father to him in his short life than Niall ever had, all-be-it as his God-father, and I’d worked all over the world for much of it.	

	“I’m sorry you feel that way, Niall, but I am going to be part of Finn’s life. I’m already his God-father, as you know,  and Lu and I are together, whether you like it or not. We’re serious.”

	“You just like the chase.”

	God he’s like a child, worse than Finn. “In the past and with women in general I’d agree, but not with Lucia. Lucia is it for me.”

	I watch him inhale deeply, considering my words. I don’t want to hurt the guy, but he needs to hear the cold hard truth.

	“This whole situation reminds me of when I moved in with Lu, but I was the one offering you a beer at it was my house.”

	And now its my woman.

	Niall moves to open the box marked tea-set on the island top. “The famous Grannie Annie’s china set - should have smashed the ugly effort years ago.” He waves the lid shut in disgust. “Never did get why Lu loved it so much.”

	And that’s why she is with me and not you. “It’s sentimental Niall. Right, well I better get cracking on with taking the rest of these boxes upstairs.”

	“Make sure you only unpack the necessities.”

	“Come again?”

	“Well I noticed Lu hasn’t put Rose Avenue on the market - she’s obviously not 100% about this move and covering all her options.” His grin is back and smug.

	Cock! “We’re renting the terrace actually. The rental market is strong at the moment and Lu wants to keep the house as an investment for our property portfolio.” Suck on that!

	“You believe what makes you sleep easier at night Seb.”

	“I have no worries sleeping, mate - remember I’m the one sleeping next to Lucia every night.” 

	That shuts him up and I watch his inner turmoil, his tightly rolled lips. “Well, I needed to say what I had to say. It’s fucking weird for me, you two being together.”

	“I understand that. We all just have to adapt for Finn’s sake. Keep things civil. I promise you one thing Niall, I will always take care of Finn and you will always be his dad.” It’s up to you if you step up to the mark.

	“Hmmm. Well I better be off, Karen will wonder where I am.”

	A noise alerts us to Lu’s presence in the hallway and she enters the kitchen, smile lighting her beautiful face, her green eyes sparkling. God she is gorgeous. “Hi guys, all good down here?”

	Both Niall and I immediately answer in unison. “Yup, great.”

	“Finn’s watching Finding Nemo for the 50th time. Did you tell Niall our news?”

	“What news?” Niall asks, his eyes never leaving Lu.

	“Sebastian and I are getting married.” Lu’s grin reaches those lime-greens and she wraps her arms around me, drawing me to her side. “I hope you’ll be happy for us, Niall.”

	The silence lasts a little too long, and the look on Niall’s face is one of shock and then he clears his throat. “When?”

	“Soon, a few weeks.” Lu responds.

	“That quick? Wow! You said you’d always have a long engagement, when you were with me.”

	“We said a lot of things.”

	“Does Finn know?”

	I step in at this point, sensing Lucia’s struggle. She is so soft and kind and Niall is taking full advantage of that. We are getting married and that is the end of it. “Finn knows about it and is very happy.”

	Niall nods, in thought. “You said you were serious Seb but you didn’t mention your engagement - I find that odd?”

	FFS! “I was trying to save your feelings but now you know. Lu and I are officially making married. I love her, I love Finn. We don’t need your approval but we felt we owed it to you to tell you at some stage. Lu, just told you a little sooner.”

	She winces up at me and I pat her hip in reassurance. “It’s fine, baby. S’all good.” Her lips press against mine and I smile against her mouth, wishing Niall would just do one. When we part a few moments later  my wish has come true and Niall is no longer in the kitchen. I can hear his voice in the lounge, speaking in hushed tones with Finn. 

	We wander in to join them and I watch as Niall takes a last lingering look around the house, our house, before playfully punching Finn’s arm and swaggering out to the front door. 

	“Enjoy the ride, Silver - it’ll get boring after a few months, trust me.”

	“Laters, Lu. I’ll call you about Finn’s party.”

	The door slams on his cocky behind. God, I’m stuck with this guy for the rest of our lives. As Finn’s dad he’d be part of every important event or at least until he messed up, which is a strong possibility. I take a moment to consider that sour thought and then I glance across to where Finn and Lu, are snuggling on the sofa, their heads together, darkest brown against whitest blonde, happy and laughing - it was worth dealing with annoying ex forever if he had to. She was worth it. 

	Time to forget dickhead and enjoy our first night together here. “Right, who wants to go see their new bedroom?”

	I laugh as Finn bolts off the sofa and jumps up and down on the spot. “Me, me, me!”

	“Alright them, this way sir. Your mum and I have a surprise for you, so come here and I’ll carry you, so you can fly up.”

	“Yay!” 

	Over Finn’s head Lu mouths, “I love you,” to me and I kiss the air to her. “If mummy’s a good girl, I’ve got a surprise for her too in our bedroom later - but only if she’s really good.” I wink back at her, liking the thought of having her in our bedroom at my disposal. 

	“Mummy look at me I’m like Ironman!” Finn yells as I zoom him up the stairs and I flash a grin at Lu. He’s going to be over the moon when he sees his bedroom, and the pleasure I feel at being able to spoil him is better than any self-absorbed ego-trip I’d experienced over the years. I think I was beginning to feel like a parent.




*******
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		Our first breakfast together, as a family in our new home and we were sharing it with Detective Murray - I’d pictured it differently somehow but at least he’d taken Seb’s many calls and messages over the past 12 hours  seriously and arrived promptly at 9am. Finn has spent the last five minutes giving him a taste of his own medicine, his interrogation techniques were giving a seasoned policeman a run for his money - Home Alone movies had a lot to answer for.

	“Finn, stop pestering Detective Murray now - Bagel, Detective?” 

	“No, thank you - the coffee is great and it’s fine, really.” He nods in my son’s direction a smile on his face. “I have nieces and nephews - I’m used to it.”

	“Do you have your handscuffs with you?” Finn’s words spill out ten to the dozen.

	“I do.”

	“Can I see?”

	“Of…”

	“Finn! Come on, finish your scrambled egg please, just two more bites.”

	He pouts but complies gobbling up two huge mouthfuls noisily before squinting and holding his fork in front of his eye, so he can peek through the prongs. “Look, Mummy, Seb - the policeman put me in jail!”

	We all burst into laughter and its just the ice-breaker needed to relax the tension in my shoulders. I could always rely on my son to make us laugh.

	“Ok. Seb, baby will you just watch the eggs - I’m just going to take Finn and get him settled in front of the disney channel, then we can have an adult conversation.”

	With Finn’s little ears out the way, I return to the kitchen to discuss the topic that has been on our lips since yesterday. 

	“So, Mr, Silver…”

	“Sebastian.”

	“Sebastian…you said you’d had new evidence come to light to assist us in your concerns for Lucia’s predator.”

	I shudder at his words. “Predator sounds so creepy.”

	Seb’s arm slips around my shoulders and I lean into him, taking a sip of my tea. “We were moving house yesterday and it came to our attention that Lu had been sent roses for some time by an unknown.”

	Murray’s brows furrow in confusion.

	“I thought they were from Sebastian, over the past weeks, as generally they arrived with other flowers from him.” I clarify. 

	“O..kay. Did they come with a message?”

	Seb nods. “They did. We have them all here.” He spreads them out across the kitchen table, each card with its scripted handwriting. Each one making me cringe with its words. They’d held so much promise when I’d thought they had come from Seb.

	“One, two, three …” Murray begins to count aloud.

	“There are eleven in total.”

	“Hmmm. That’s odd.”

	“Why?” I ask

	“People usually tend to send a dozen red roses. Eleven is an odd number.”

	“My thoughts exactly.” Seb affirms.

	“Really?” I twist in his arms, “You never said anything last night.”

	“I didn’t want to worry you, baby.”

	“It might be nothing but I think we should be watchful. It could mean you’ll be due another.”

	I bite my lip in apprehension. I hadn’t received one since the accident, why would this start up again now? “Surely this is all just overkill?” Deep down I’m beginning to realise that it isn’t and some maniac has been taunting me for months. I had to see sense now and begin to take this more seriously, the way Sebastian was.

	Seb places one of the diamante pins from the centre of the rose, down onto the granite top, the clipped noise severe; Murray immediately picks it up with interest. 

	“We found these in the middle of each rose. I’ve had my Private Investigator mate test them, and as I suspected they have audio.” Seb’s mouth forms a thin line of disapproval.

	“I just thought they were decorative.” I apologise, shrugging my shoulders.

	Murray nods in agreement. “I would have done too - they are good and not cheap by the looks of things, pretty much like all of this stuff. The florist is high-end.”

	Right, I’ll take these for testing. It’s unlikely, but we may get some prints from them.” He retracts 2 clear plastic bag one and a glove for all the notecards and another for the pin, placing both within before sealing their fate.	

	“What happens now?” Seb places both palms down onto the counter.

	“Look, I know that this is very difficult for you both, you’ve been through a lot with the accident and the case being closed but these…” he wiggles the plastic bags in the air “will re-open your case. They won’t tell us who rammed your car off the road… but they may lead us to that person. In the meantime if you are being stalked by an individual and going by the evidence that you have supplied today, I believe we can now say that without a doubt you are,  the police can protect you. We are taking this seriously and you need to as well.” His eyes locate mine before drifting to Seb. “We just need to start being as clever as this individual.”

	“Ipsa scientia potestas est.” Seb mutters under his breath.

	“I haven’t a clue what that means but we have to be vigilant.”

	“Knowledge itself is power - it’s latin.” I explain, smiling weakly at my gorgeous man and clasping his hand. “It’s kind of always been our motto.”

	“And a good one to abide by, but don’t be a hero Mr. Silver.” The sudden return of the use of Seb’s last name does not go unnoticed on me, and serious undertones are firm and sent as a warning. “Please, let us do our job. We will get this person.”




*******




	Several hours later, after a visit from Enzo Sebastian’s private investigator I can begin to relax a little. His opinions had echoed our own and Murray’s and additional advice had been to restrict my movements for the foreseeable future, only going to and from the office and if elsewhere accompanied. My incredulous look at this had been completely ignored by Seb, who agreed without my consent. Ralph was already following me on the majority of my car journeys and if not he drove. Listening to the two men talk however I realise that my protests were futile, I had to be sensible about this, there was Finn to consider and I couldn’t risk another accident with the chance that he may be a passenger this time. Until this stalker was found and addressed I would submit my independence, no matter how frustrating it was.




 *******




	“Feeling better any after that soak?” 

	“Much.” I smile up at Seb as he joins me in front of the fire, as I lounge in my dressing gown.

	“The Finnster’s is out-for-the-count, bless him. He’s seems to be adjusting to his room well.”

 	I nod happily. “He does doesn’t he? But then again, who wouldn’t in that bedroom. I can hardly get him out of there! Or you, for that matter.” I prod him jokily in the chest.

	“You Ok? After today, baby?”

	“Yes, I’m glad we spoke to Murray and Enzo. I just want all this to end, so we can start afresh. I hate the unknown.”

	“I get that. I feel the same.”  His magic fingers set to work on my aching shoulders and I sigh aloud in pleasure.

	“I forgot to ask you, what’s happening with the Dubai office? Any further forward sorting a manager yet?”

	I look up at him, desperate to hear good news - I don’t want him going back and forth between Dubai and the UK, not now we are becoming a family unit but work was work and I’d support him no matter what. 

	“I think I’ve found a solution that will benefit everyone involved.”

	“Oh?”

	“Yeah. I’ve been mulling it over for a while.” He rolls his lips considering his plan.

	“You going to tell me?” I give him my best girly smile.

	“Soon, I promise, when it’s nailed on.”

	I nod. He would and I didn’t want to jinx anything. He didn’t want to go to leave us for long periods either - I knew that. I lean back, changing the subject. “Ah, that’s heaven. What you can do with those fingers, Silver should be illegal.”

	His deep sexy laugh sends vibrations through my body. “I thought you preferred my tongue?

	“I have to choose?”

	“You naughty girl.” He laughs again planting a soft warm kiss on my temple.

	“What you looking at?”

	“Just a bit of wedding research.” I shake off the huge pile of glossy wedding magazines and files of scrap cuttings, some of which I’d collected over the years, some Gigi had loaned me.

	“Just a bit, you say?” I twist in his arms and see the twinkle in his eye.

	“Ok, I might have gone a bit overboard but I’m excited. A girl dreams about this her whole life and now, thanks to Gigi and Suzie I’m getting into it.” 

	I’m suddenly enveloped in a huge bear hug and I’m drawn back into his open legs, his stubble grazing against my face. “So, its all about the wedding, huh? Not the guy?”

	“Of course not. You’re important too.”

	“Wow! You know how to make a guy feel special.” He chuckles.

	“Oh I do, baby. How special do you want me to make you feel?”

	“What did you have in mind? His brow rises.

	“Let’s go have an early night.”

	“In our bed.”

	“In our bed.” I grin, wrinkling my nose at him as I stand and begin to switch the lights off. 

	“That God damned ‘Elizabeth twitch’ will be the death of me - makes me permanently hard.”

	I gaze down at the tent forming in his woven checked PJ bottoms and find it hard not to stare. He was so sexy, standing before me all relaxed and barefoot in and I was about to go to bed with him, in our home and make love. Despite the events of the day I couldn’t be happier.

	I feel his breath on my neck, tickling the fine hairs at my nape, everything stands to attention, including my nipples, which ruche immediately, grazing against the fabric of my camisole top. 

	“Are you wet for me?” His voice is husky and breaks slightly, making me even more turned on.

	“Yes.”  I whimper. Always.

	“Leave the lights! I’ll sort them later.”

	I’m up the stairs in seconds, can feel him on my heels, as we run towards our bedroom, my soft squeals of delight are muffled as he catches up with me and lifts me in his arms, carrying me the last few steps before placing me carefully at the foot of the bed.

	We undress quickly and Seb tells me to lie down on top of the cover. When I question him, he tuts and tells me to close my eyes and trust him. I do so without question. The mattress dips as he returns and I open my eyes, watching as he gestures for me take his hand. I freely give hit to him and he takes it with a knowing grin. 

	“Trust me, baby. The intensity of what I’m about to do to you, if you give yourself up to it - you’ll love it. Remember Scarlet House? The pearls? You got a taste of it of then; or rather a vanilla-coated taste of it.”

	That was vanilla-coated? I’m not sure I fancy anything much kinkier than that. “I loved our night in Scarlet House.” I lick my lips at the memory.

	“You saucy thing. You were magnificent. The memory of fucking you whilst watching you in that mirror has kept me going the past month, the images of licking melted chocolate and strawberries from your juicy tits has driven me wild and made me hard with nothing to relieve me.”	

	I look downwards guilt flooding me.

	“Keep you’re eyes on me!” He slips a black satin cuff around me and gestures for my right wrist. “It’s not your fault, don’t ever think making me rock hard is an issue. The fact that I’ve not been able to fuck you regularly for so long, just means you’ll be exceedingly busy for the foreseeable future.”

	“Only the foreseeable future?” I smirk up at him through heavy lashes.

	“Greedy minx. Fucking forever, lady Lu!”

	He binds both wrists together, the soft silky fabric, sliding across my skin sensuously before being wrapped in a figure eight between both arms and tied in a knot. “Lift your arms.” 

	I do and he eases them backwards towards the corner bed posts, before using the trailing ties to restrain me there. I flex my hands, testing the strength of the of bonds. “They won’t cut off circulation but you’re not getting away.”

	I feel a thrill of excitement build from my toes, up to swirl around my belly, flutter over my breasts and wash across my face, causing me to shudder. I trust him implicitly, I want him recklessly and I’m not going anywhere, bound or freed. This man is sex on legs, would look after me like my life depended upon it and would fuck me into oblivion. Why wouldn’t I want to be tied up and ravished?

	  His fingers stroke my upper arms, lowering to brush against my outer breast, I squirm at the feather-light touch, the exquisite sensation a promise of what is to come, his deep voice, making liquid pool between my thighs. “Hmmm. So responsive.”

	I quiver as my nipple is covered, his lips suckling, tongue flicking back and forth, before he switches to the other, his hand, locating the now wet nipple, and pinching hard, whilst his tongue laps in duel succession. I arch my back, stretching my body and the position pulls on the ties, a reminder of my anchor. My breasts are pushed out further, thrust into his hand and mouth and his guttural groan is my undoing. “Your body is so beautiful. I want to feel you, taste every inch of you. Fill you.”

	Oh my God his words are creating havoc with my nether regions, a film of sweat covering my skin, as I writhe in the bed sheets, his hands moving lower down my body, stoking my stomach, my hips, the valley in my groin but completely bypassing my needy and pulsating clit. He shuffles lower and grips my calf, loosening his hold and stroking a tantalising path to my ankle, my immediate thought is to retract. “Easy, just go with it. I’m going to give you so much pleasure, baby. You’ll be screaming my name, over and over. Begging me to fuck you, but I want to cherish you, take you to such heights you’ll be blown away by what your body can experience.”

	My sigh of acceptance is all he needs to proceed with his mission and I relax as I feel the same soft satin fabric sliding over my ankle, before it is tied and secured - to the bed? WTF? He leaves the mattress, and I test the strength of his work. Nope, I’m not getting away, anytime soon. My ankle is now tied to the bed post and I’ve a feeling it won’t be the only one. 

	I feel the bed dip under his weight again as he joins me once again to take my left leg and repeat the process, as I suspected, leaving me star-fished, completely on show to him. I can only imagine what I look like. I wish I could see now?

	His low grunt of approval is my undoing as I visualise him watching me, my hunger for him escalating in the quiet. “Seb?”

	“I’m here, baby. I’m just enjoying the view. God you look so hot. Your pussy is dripping.”

	I lick my lips at his dirty words but I know he is right, I can feel that I am wet, I’m so turned on by the process. I feel so vulnerable, yet crave him fiercely and would put my life in his hands, I have such faith in him. So whilst everything inside me screams, ‘no not my hands and my feet - please don’t take away all of my control!’ I decide to go with it and give myself up to the elicit assurances of what is to come.

	“You’re so tight.” He repeats.

	I feel his hands on my thighs and his breath, hot and welcome on my clit before he parts my folds. 

	Oh yes, I made the right choice. This is heaven. 

	“Such a neat tight juicy pussy - I need to taste you.”

	He runs his tongue up my opening, and I gasp, jerking against my bound hands and feet. Licking me mercilessly I quiver under his appraisal, thrashing from side to side, desperate to create some movement to rock me into his face. 

	“What’s up you greedy girl?”

	“Please…”

	“What? Tell me!”

	“Lick me.”

	“Oh, baby I’m going to lick you clean.”

	I sigh in relief, as his mouth fastens sideways over my pulsing sex and does as I ask, pulling and drawing my clit into my mouth, whilst tracing the tip with his tongue, just as I’m about to head off into oblivion, he slips a couple of fingers inside and presses down hard on my g-spot and my body combusts, my thighs giving way as ripple after ripple of pleasure wracks every fibre of my frayed being. The pleasure with this gorgeous man was neverending.

	My breathing returns to normal and I open my eyes, seeing his own liquorice blacks staring down at me, filled with fire and love and I pull on the satin ties, desperate to hold him to me. Instead he plants a kiss on my lips and takes my hips, sliding me down the bed towards his engorged cock, my arms above my head, pushing my breast out. I’m scissored onto his body in this position and in one smooth thrust impaled on him. I pull on my restraints, for tension, rocking myself into his movements, my breasts bouncing and watch as his face tenses, veins in his neck visible, as his climax overrides anything and everything at that moment - my name torn from his lips as he collapses onto my stomach.

	Our hearts pound, breaths ragged and for several minutes we revel in the feel of our satiated bodies sticking to one another.

	Eventually my arms go numb and apologising profusely, Seb unties my bounds, rubbing my wrists and ankles which are fine, bar some light pink flushing to the skin, before we freshen up and curl up in each others arms, within seconds he is asleep. 

	My beautiful, sensual, giving man. I’d worn him out.

	I smile as I close my eyes, arms wrapped around him, with his head in the crook of my neck, I could get used to this living together together lark. 

	

*******
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			A few nights later Abby and I have been dropped off by Ralph outside my old address for our girly night out. The air is chilly and I glance up at the darkened windows of the house I’d called home for the past few years. It looked so different now.

	Abs links her arm through mine. “Does he get dishier?”

	“Who, Ralph?” 

	“Yes, Ralph, the sexy Polish security man - who’d you think I meant?” Abs screws her face up at me.

	“He’s handsome in a stern way - doesn’t say much. What’s got into you Abby? What about Nathan?”

	“Pfff.”

	“I’ll say no more.” I sigh. 

	“Sorry, Lu. Touchy subject. You Ok?” She looks across at me, as I take one last lingering look at the house I bought with Niall five years ago.

	“Yeah - the house just looks odd that’s all.”

	“Course it does - it’s not yours anymore - well it is legally, but its not home.”

	She was right - Finn and I had only been living at Silver Birches for five nights and it already felt like ours.

	Two doors to the left of mine, the lively terrace we were about to enter was lit up like a Christmas tree with music spilling out and cars parked on every street corner. Meg’s parties were always fun and throw in some sex-toys and cheap wine and the women came out the woodwork like dogs on heat.

	Linking arms we make our way around to the back of the house. Leo’s car is parked up outside and my heart sinks, he must be staying over tonight. Bollocks! I hadn’t seen him since the meeting at work, nearly two weeks ago now. We ring the bell and wait and I pray it won’t be Leo that opens the door. 

	“Come in, come in, party’s is upstairs, I’m just readying the nibbles. What do you want to drink?” Meg wiggles her bottle of half full Rosé at me and I nod smiling at her flashing fluffy headbangers.

	“Rosé would be great thanks, Meg. Abs?”

	“Mmmm, do you have beer? I fancy a bottle.”

	“Yep! Check the fridge. Leo loaded it up earlier, think we have Becks, Sol, alcohol-free?”

	“Alcohol-free it is then.” Abs states with a nod.

	I raise my brows at her answer. “Seriously?”

	“Fuck no! I need to get numb tonight. Need to forget about an annoying certain Silver male.”

	“All not going to plan in paradise?” Meg pops open a huge bag of crisps and empties them onto a white dipping platter.

	I slide my eyes in Abs direction, not sure what she will say. Meg is great but not so close with Abby and I know the whole ‘Na’ thing is a very sensitive subject right now.

	“I’m fine Meg. Just men that’s’all - I’ll never figure them out.” Abs swigs from her bottle thirstily. 

	“Well you came to right place. Upstairs are an array of goodies that will send you to  heaven without any need for real manly input.”

	“Bloody marvellous! What are we waiting for?”

	Meg grabs the dips from the fridge and hands a tray to me, before grabbing her own. “There are a few more ladies due soon and then we’ll get the show on the road but let’s go upstairs to the lounge where Eileen is arranging everything out on display.” She heads up the stairs and we follow her, Abs carrying our drinks and we laugh as Meg throws over her shoulder, “Wait until you see the inflatable vibrating sex chair - it took Leo ages to blow it up!”

	Abs mutters not-so-quietly under her breath, “That surprises me, he’s full of hot air!”

	I whack her on the arm, causing her to spill some of my wine and we giggle together. “Don’t be nasty.” 

	Luckily Meg has already reached the lounge by that point and as we join her, we see that there are a further eight to ten women, all busily chatting in small groups and laughing at the bright pink neon eyesore with the large 12 inch cock in its middle, sitting centre stage.

	I smile at this traditional English cottage setting and how it now brims head to toe with all manner of BDSM memorabilia - the two clashed like oil and water but that’s what made it more fun. I could tell it was going to be an interesting night. 

	Meg’s house was an exact replica of my own four-storey terrace but the previous owners had knocked through the wall to the hallway to extend the living room area and it made for a great space. The room was decorated in pale mauves and aubergines, with cream sofas and Laura Ashley soft furnishings. It suited Meg and her two girls perfectly and was extremely feminine. I was very envious of her flooring, where original floorboards had been lovingly sanded, polished and waxed in keeping with the age of the property - something I couldn’t replicate in my own home as the boards had been shot to pieces with woodworm. Looking around I couldn’t quite see Leo fitting in in these surroundings but they really seemed to be making it work - opposites obviously did attract.

	“That’s the doorbell, I’ll be back in a Jiffy.” Meg heads out leaving us with Eileen the planner in charge of Honey Pot’s erotica party for the night, her red wine stained lips and teeth a giveaway for her earlier tipple and several other giggling woman currently fixated with a huge black mamba dildo. I’m glad Meg’s daughter’s were out for the night.

	Eileen begins her speel about the business, showcasing her ranges. She keeps it simple at first with her light BDSM range, designed in a similar style to fifty shade’s merchandise that was in all the shops now. Lipstick vibby, Handcuffs, eye masks, whips and lubes. You could immediately tell the women in the pack who’d only ever been fucked missionary and with the lights off - their giggles and ooh’s and ahh’s far too excitable.

	Abs rolls her eyes. “Hyacinth Bouquet in the corner might be buzzing tonight - her hubby won’t know what’s hit him when she gets home.” 

	I giggle at the thought, taking in her rather prim and proper appearance. 

	Next came the underwear collection, which included sexy lingerie for everyday and also more erotic pieces for the bedroom. There were one or two in there I noticed I’d be tempted to grab for Seb and I for our honeymoon. The Vibrators came next, with Eileen setting off a huge white silicone version, perfect for your g-spot, upon the wooden oak floor boards - it buzzed powerfully away like John Travolta in Saturday Night Fever amid gasps and raised eyebrows from the crowd of dry-mouthed onlookers. A myriad of larger and smaller ones joined it, in various girths, textures and colours, silver, rainbow, neon, glass, the list was endless. Abby picks up the more realistic one, wobbling it about and hitting me in the face with it several times annoyingly, the soft realistic veiny rubber scarily like a real cock. 

	“Jesus wept, I’d never leave the house!”

	I burst out laughing, and notice several of the other women have now felt brave enough to pick up the other vibrators and are testing their strength on the back of their hands. As the wine continues to flow, Eileen’s patter is more successful and becomes saucier. 

	“She’s a mucky bitch, Meg isn’t she?” Abby nods in the direction of downstairs with a grin.

	“I don’t know about ‘mucky bitch’ Abs - bit harsh isn’t it? It wasn’t that long ago I remember as certain someone in the Barracuda Club up for pretty much anything with Nathan?” I nudge her with a wink.

	“Well that was then.” Her face drops and she taps her forehead with the rubber cock.

	I grin but shake my head. “Right, that’s it!” I put my drink down, remove the dildo from her hand and carry it over to corner of the room, where we take a seat. “What the bloody hell has gone on between you and Nathan? You won’t talk to me, I’ve tried but you were fine in Dubai, then I had my accident and everything seemed to change.” I soften my voice somewhat and reach out to stroke her arm, watching her defences slowly go up around her. “Tell me - I’m your best-friend, please.”

	“I told him I loved him.”

	So that was it. “But that’s wonderful, Abs. When?”

	“The night of your crash. I felt so helpless after it all, you know? You nearly died for fuck’s sake. You lost the baby, I’d fucked up with Seb in not telling him about the pregnancy and this nutter sooner, and we were all so emotional. I was in no fit state to drive home, so Na drove me.”

	I take another sip of my drink, nodding to encourage her to continue, we were finally getting somewhere at last.

	“Anyway, the second we reached my flat, we were all over each other - like we had to fuck each other’s brains out to feel alive, to appreciate what we’d just experienced together.” She looks up, her face collapsing. “I’m sorry, Lulu - it was inconsiderate I know, you were lying in a hospital bed and I was getting my freak-on!”

	‘Don’t be daft - life’s too short and times like those make you realise it. You were there for one another. I get it completely.”

	She bites her lip and nods in agreement. “We were. It was amazing - the best sex we’ve ever shared and at the end of it I couldn’t hold back any longer…I said the three little words I’ve never told any man, romantically.”

	“You told him you loved him.”

	“I did.”

	“And?”

	“And nada. He thanked me, got dressed and made us a drink, started talking about being starving and needing to leave as he had to get up early.” She downs her drink

	“Excuse me?” The screech in my voice is unmistakable. “That doesn’t sound like Nathan?”

	“What you mean he’s not usually such a cock?”

	“Well, yes, I spose so. I mean, he cares about you - I know he does, he’s told me so, and Seb.”

	“Well obviously not enough. I love him. Caring is not enough for me anymore. I feel like I can’t go backwards.”

	“So how was it left?” I look in the direction of the door as I watch Meg re-enter the room. 

	“He told me that getting close meant getting burned and that he wasn’t sure he was ‘love material’ - whatever that means. He said he thought we were trying to keep things simple. It was all too heavy.”

	“WTF?”

	“Precisely. So, I acted like I was absolutely fine that night. He left and then I’ve pretty much ignored the rest of his calls from then on.”

	“Have you two spoken about this since?”

	“Nope.”

	“Ah come on, Abs, you have to. It’s been weeks! You’re both wandering around like you’ve lost your right arms.”

	“I don’t have to do anything of the kind - he was the one who turned chicken on me. I put myself out there - which as you know is no small feat for me and then he threw it back in my face, so, I made sure he felt as shite as I did.”

	I had an ominous feeling as her last words sunk in. “Abigail Thompson, what did you do?”

	“His mate had asked me out several times, over the past few weeks, so I went - it wasn’t my fault it was Nathan’s. He made it very clear he didn’t want me so I made sure he knew other men did.”

	Oh jeez. Now I understood why Nathan disliked the fairer sex so much at present. He was supremely jealous and burdened with the Silver stubborn streak.

	“Love! What were you thinking? He is a Silver! Silver men are stubborn as hell and need time to come to term with their emotions. The fact that he has been with you for all these weeks tells me how keen he is. I honestly believe that he feels the same way but the combination of you airing your feelings for him and my accident was too much for him - it made him shrink back into his protective shell. You buggering off with another man is never going to win him over!” 

	“Bloody men  I don’t want a man like that - I want a man who’ll fight for me - like you have with Sebastian.”

	“Let’s not forget it took him ten years to step up and make his move.”

	“Fair point.” She downs her drink and refills the glass with the Chardonnay from the table. “Fuck that! I’m not waiting around for him to frame himself. If he can’t see what he has standing in front of his eyes then he’s not worth it.”

	I have to agree with her there, despite my keenness for them to be together. “Look, maybe the time apart will make you two realise what you’re missing.”

	“I don’t know, Lu. I miss him, badly.” She pouts and hiccups.”I need a wee!”

	‘You go to the loo. I’ll wait here.”

	She disappears and I grab my phone making a quick decision that could effect my friendship long-term. I fire off a text to Seb and within seconds I’ve had a response as to Nathan’s GPS. Well that went better than I had hoped - he was at home with Seb as we speak and was crashing for the night; very handy. All I needed to do now was make sure Abby came home too.

	I watch as she wanders back into the room and I stand and hug her slim frame, glad that she’s finally off-loaded. If anything I’m now more determined than anything to resolve things between them but I recognise that now was not the time.

	“Did you do anything with this other guy?” I stroke her bobbed hair gently.

	“No! Of course not. We just had one drink and I left. He was dull as dishwater but the next day the whole crew knew he’d taken me on a date.”

	“Nathan being the top of that list.”

	“Yep.”

	“Well, he made it clear he wanted to keep things more simple, that means he can’t have it all his way. You are free to date whomever you please, you mustn’t feel guilty.”

	“I don’t.”

	“Good.”

	“I just don’t want to date anyone but him.”

	“I know, hunny. These bloody Silver men, you’ve said it before but once you’ve gone Silver, you don’t want tarnishing.”

	“It’s no good.”

	“What?”

	“I’ll have to go for the Silver vibby.” She gets up and grabs the dildo that looks like the building. “It’s the one that will remind me most of him.”

	“We’ll make it two.”

	I chuckle and give her a huge hug, laughing more as our hug switches the vibrator on and it buzzes between us. I bend to turn it off and then freeze as a female voice slices through me with icy awareness. It couldn’t be.

	“Ooh it’s that sort of party is it? Well, if I’d known that, I’d have been here earlier.”

	“What the fuck is she doing here?” Abby crudely whispers to me as we both stare in shock at Toni Jacobs.

	‘I don’t know and I don’t care. We’re leaving.” I grind out, standing.

	“Lucheea? Not leaving on my behalf are you? It looks like you are just getting started. Sebastian not looking after you in the bedroom?” She smile cattily, nodding towards my hand, which is still holding the huge realistic looking cock vibrator. Great!

	I drop it like a hot potato. “Seb and I are fine, thank you Toni.”

	“They are engaged.” Abs inputs.

	“Yes I heard you’d managed to get him to propose. I suppose he had to marry one of these days for children, and let’s face he knew you were, a given in that department.” She tilts her head playing with her hoop earring. “Whoops, sorry, perhaps that’s not the case anymore I hear?”

	Fucking bitch! I grit my teeth and refrain for smashing my fist into her jaw. Abby steps in between us and thankfully remains calm. “As you well know, Sebastian proposed out of love. How did you get in here anyway?”

	“Why Meg darling?”

	“Meg?”

	“Yes, Meg, Lucheea, the host? I’m good friends with Leo.”

	I take a deep breath and locate Meg chatting with Eileen. She’d never mentioned she knew Toni and I’m disappointed that she would have such poor judgement. 

	I’m suddenly reminded of that time at Sebastian’s house warming when Leo and Toni had been in talks together - it had seemed so odd at the time but now it made sense if she said they were friends.

	“Toni - I have no hard feelings you know. I understood that you wanted Sebastian for yourself, why you did, but it didn’t work out. Can’t we just we let bygones be bygones? All this negativity is not good for the soul.” I honestly can’t believe I am hearing the words fly out of my mouth and I don’t think she can either, by the look of disbelief that flashes across her face, her chin ducking backwards into her neck. 

	Abby shakes her head in utter confusion but after what I went through with the accident, and the uncertainty of this stalker situation I can’t take any more bad feeling. I’m marrying Sebastian and I just want to be happy. 

	“Why would you forgive me? After everything I’ve done?”

	“Because I have Sebastian.” Simple. “And because what you did actually brought us closer, so in a weird way, I should thank you.”

	Abby tuts and flings her arms around at my side and try to calm her. I stand by my words and after losing the baby and everything I’d been through of late I couldn’t deal with another nasty comment from a woman that was actually not a threat to me. She was just clearly very unhappy.

	She considers my words. I’d already made it clear to her with my actions in Dubai, when I’d not had her arrested for attempted prostitution - in that country she’d have faced jail-time if found guilty. 

	I continue in her silence, backing up my overly outstretched olive branch.“Look, stop with the bitchy comments every time you see me. There’s no need, we’ll never be friends but we do not need to be enemies. Women should stick together. There are enough enemies in this world.” I sigh again.

	She pouts taking a long gulp of her chablis before licking her lips. “You’re right, we’ll never be friends but it’s stupid to continue to fight like this over a man - even one so delicious as Sebastian Silver. I do miss him.”

	“Easy now.” Abs mutters, taking a large swig of her wine.

	“Sorry, just stating a fact.” 

	I get it. He was unforgettable. 

	“I also meant in work. I was good at my job you know.”

	“You were - Seb always stated you were an excellent PA.” I reiterated. “Hence why he found the position with Architects firm. How is that going?”

	Her blue eyes assess me, pale pink glossy lips pouting considering her words. “Very well thank you - however I am no longer working there.”

	Abs and I glance at each other. “Oh, I’m sorry to hear that.”

	She wafts my condolences away and my eye catches the huge rock on her left finger, of her left hand. “Oh don’t be. You’re not the only one heading up the aisle, Lucheea. Andy proposed to me a few weeks ago. We get married next spring.”

	“That’s great news. I’m genuinely pleased for you.”

	Her eyes narrow. “Really?”

	“Really.”

	“Thank you. I do love him in my own way -  he treats me like a I walk on water. Not like my old boyfriend did.”

	Abs mutters something about bought and paid for brides and I nudge her harshly.

	 “I will say though, it’s not just me that wasn’t so happy about your engagement.”

	Abby moves forward to grab her with a snarl. “Are you kidding me? Seriously? Lu’s making a real effort here, love.”

	“Easy tigress. I’m being friendly, I promise - a friendly warning” Toni holds her hands up and I believe her,  in her own twisted way, her heavily made up blue doe eyes do seem sincere.

	“Go ahead, Toni, why would you say that?”

	“Andy, my fiancée, - advised me that someone who knew Sebastian, was not overly happy with your engagement - that’s all I know.”

	“What you?” Abby huffs a little tipsily.

	“No! I don’t mean me. I’m just passing it on. Do with it what you will. I didn’t have to say anything!” she pouts prettily.

	“No. You didn’t.” I acknowledge. “Thank you, Toni.”

	She pauses and we assess one another for a few seconds and then she nods. “Right, I’m going to get buzzy, do you get it, get buzzy with some dildos!” She chortles to herself and I smile tiredly at her. It was over between Toni and I, we’d resolved things as best as we could and I’d risen above it. Jeez the dildo puns were flowing, albeit unintentionally. Any bitterness I’d had towards this woman had disappeared weeks ago and weren’t worth festering over. I had my prize and I trusted him implicitly. 

	Time to make a move.

	We order our items from the Honey Pot catalogue, and pay by card, with Eileen packaging up the products that she has ready for us to take away with us that evening. She promises she’ll deliver the ones on order to our addresses at a later date. Abby continues to sup her wine, whilst entertaining herself with sexy gadgets, as I locate Meg and give her a big hug, deciding not to discuss what had just happened with Toni earlier. It was best to sort it all out on a clear head. 

	A quick check of my watch, alerts me of the time and I realise I’d not rung Sebastian or Ralph to come and collect us as we’d arranged. Instead I quickly call a cab and load a exceedingly merry Abby into the backseat; within minutes we are heading home, a sense of burden removed from my shoulders for resolving things with Toni.	




	*******
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	The taxi pulls up outside Silver Birches and I pay the driver and slightly unsteadily slide out, punching in the alarm code at the gates. Did we decide on my birthday or his? Or did we go with the date we met? I bite my lip in concentration, struggling to remember. That’s it,  Finn’s Birthday. 1899

	“Come on, Lulu, I need a wee wee - I’ve definitely had too much to drink!” Abby hiccups next to me, leaning against the post, laden down with Honey Pot Goody bags.

	“We’ll get some marmite toast and a pint of water into you and you’ll be fine.” 

	“Cheers, bezzie. What would I do without you?” She slings her arm around me, fresh as a daisy.

	“Come on, you, let’s get inside - it’s bloody cold. British weather is fantastic.”

	I grab her arm, linking us to support one another, as we teetter on our heels, making our way up the driveway to my new abode. I still feel a little odd to be coming home to Seb’s place, after partying only a few doors down from my house - it would have been very easy to fall back into old habits and just crashed there. 

	The path to my new home is still dark, the security lights haven’t kicked in yet and it strikes me as odd - Seb has been like a Navy Seal the past month, in Operation protection President Lucia; he wouldn’t leave the driveway to the house in total darkness, leaving anything to chance. I shudder as my step quickens and I practically drag Abs past the bushes which loom to our right.

 	“What the hell?” Abby’s screech is enough to make me jump out of my skin, my nerves are already frazzled.

	“What? What is it?”

	“Over there. I saw something. Someone. I swear.”

	My heart begins to pound and we pick up pace, running the last few steps to the front door, where I bang on it loudly. “Come on, Seb.”

	“What did you see, Abs?”

	“Someone in a hoodie, just… watching us.” She pulls a confused face.

	The door opens and we spill into the house, Abby immediately heading for the nearest chair and I launch myself straight into Sebastian’s arms. “Hey, hey, what’s up, baby? You Ok?”

	“Abby thought she saw someone hovering at the gates. I couldn’t see them, it was too dark but I sensed something too.” I give an exaggerated but uncontrollable shudder.

	“WTF? NATHAN!” His holler into the lounge behind us is desperate and within seconds Na appears, drink in hand, looking a little bewildered.

	“What’s the crack? What’s happened?”

	“Come with me. We’ll talk outside. Now, Na!”

	We don’t get the opportunity to say anything more, as Seb just ushers Nathan outside and I spend the next minutes seeing to Abby. They find us in the kitchen brewing tea and coffee and making rounds of toast to soak up the booze.

	“Did you find anything?” I enquire, as Seb kisses my brow, taking a seat at the island. 

	“No. We checked the house, surrounding streets and I called it in with the Police, just in case. But nothing seems to be out of sorts.”

	“There was someone out there.” Abs interjects.

	“We believe you. The security light bulb nearest the gates, had been smashed.”

	“Ah, so that’s why the lights never came on.” 

	“I’ll sort it in the morning. Next time I’ll pick you up, Lu, like you were supposed to let me do tonight. We can’t take risks at the moment. I know things have calmed down but I’m not taking chances with you.”

	I sigh deeply, watching the anger flash across my alpha male’s face. My independence is so important to me, but I know he was just being protective and after everything we’d been through he was right, we’d couldn’t take chances. There was still potentially a nutter out there who that wanted to cause me harm.

	“Ok. I’m sorry I didn’t text you. We were fresh and I went on instinct.”

	“Heavy night?” Na chuckles, lightening the mood.

	“What us? Milk and cookies all the way - we’re good girls.” I shake an empty china cup at him for a cuppa and he flicks it away.

	“Not for me thanks, Lu - Abby and I are going straight to bed.”

	Right then, these bloody Silver men are such arrogant bastards.

	“No we’re fucking not!”

	“I’m not arguing about this, Abigail - now do I need to carry you or can you walk?”

	He doesn’t give her the opportunity to answer, taking two swift strides before lifting her in his arms and making his way into the hallway. “See you in the morning, guys.”

	Seb raises his brows at me and I shrug my shoulders not sure what to say. I listen to Abby’s angry frustrated protests for a few minutes before I hear heavy breathing and run out to see her being carried upstairs in his arms, their lips locked in a passionate kiss. Gave up a royal fight there, babe.

	“They’ll be fine.” At least I hoped they would. 

	“Of course they will - they need to work out some of their issues in the bedroom, use some of those goodies you got tonight.”

	“Well done for texting me to say he was here. It took some convincing to get her to crash here.”

	“They just need their heads banging together or bits.” His white teeth flash and I reach out and cup his face, blowing him a kiss. 

	“I think they need to talk more than touch but who are we to say?” I raise my brows at him saucily. “Hey! you’ve been riffling I see.” I smirk, at the bags now on the kitchen top, with scattered scented tissue paper and discarded ribbon in a haze of pink around him. “They might have been a surprise.”

	“They worked - I’m surprised.”

	“Really? I found it tough, most of the usual suspects love toys, we’d tried or had or it was getting into serious BDSM material that really isn’t me.”

	“Nor me.”

	“So, I just went with a few bits whichthe planner suggested and had available to purchase tonight. I’ve ordered some undies too but they won’t come for a few days.”

	“That’s fine you don’t need undies tonight. I want you naked.”

	I feel my body react instantly to his words, my nipples tightening, and lick my lips. “Seb, I’m sorry I didn’t text.”

	“It’s fine. I just worry. You’re home now - in our home - I like the sound of that every time I say it and our bed is beckoning. What do you say I take advantage of my fiancée in her tipsy condition? Put some of these new toys into practice?”

	“Ah, baby I want you.”

	Our lips smash together and I’m lifted, wrapping my legs around his waist, as he grabs my behind supporting me, heading towards the nearest wall, my back flat against it, with that support, I lift my arms and we link hands, tongues duelling, first teasing, then tasting more fiercely as we become more impatient. 

	“Oh God, the burn never ceases with you, Lu. Never dies.”

	His cock presses against my core, creating friction at my most sensitive spot, and I release my hands throwing my arms around his neck to maintain a grip, to enable me to bounce on his waist, dry-humping him. My bare legs are stroked, sending shivers across my skin, as he peels back my skirt, cupping my arse, and drifting upwards, and inwards toward my perineum, which is offered and vulnerable to him in my open position. My chest aches, full and heavy and we kiss deeper, my nipples beg to be sucked, as I feel his fingers pull my panties to one side. He slips one finger inside to stroke a line up my soaking wet slit, dipping inside of me once, before rubbing the moisture over my most private spot. I flinch, trying to stop the invasion, we’d done this once before but never since and in my position it was hard to close my legs.

	I feel him lift me and move to lay me on the sofa in the hallway, stripping me of my clothes. 

	“What about our guests?”

	“They’ll be doing exactly what we are - we are good to go.”

	“What about Finn?”

	“He’s sound asleep, baby.” He kissed my protests away, sucking my tongue and swirling it with his own, holding my face passionately before releasing one hand and moving towards my apex. Slipping his finger inside my secret place, his other finger on my clit, rubbing around in a rotating motion, across my ever increasing pulsing sensitive spot, I being to rock to appease the ache I have building there, my cervix is aching, the need to come, immense. 	“Jeez, Seb - fuck!”

	I start to tremble, as the combination of powerful flutters from both holes is blowing my mind. Then he dips to take my nipple in his mouth and I literally combust - taking me over the edge.

	“Baby you’re so wet.”

	I feel the head of his cock, nudging at my entrance.

	“Push back baby.”

	I usually relish the feel of his big strong body, so powerful over mine but this time, the sofa is not so comfortable.

	“You worry the shit out of me! I can’t keep tabs on you at all times - can’t keep you safe.” “I don’t think you understand how hard it is for me, Lu.” He thrusts into me, unleashing his anger, the turbulence in his black, lust-filled eyes apparent - tormented, and I reach out to cup his jaw and he leans into it, before pulling away and crushing his lips to mine, again his control shattering and we lose ourselves in that kiss, our tongues tangling. This man can kiss, suckling my lips, my tongue, slower, mmmm yes that’s feels so good. He starts to pick up the pace, pumping into me like he is angry and suddenly the mood alters - like he’s distancing himself from me. I twist in his arms, pulling away from him, needing some air. 

	“Seb, easy, baby… hey? Where’ve you gone?”

	He stills and looks right through me, his eyes filled with…fear!
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	I stare down at Lu, her green eyes are huge and filled with concern in the dark, my cock buried deep within her, yet we are still fully clothed and rolling around on the floor like teenagers. I stroke her hair and cuddle her to me. 

	“Seb - are you Ok? I’m sorry.”

	I groan aloud at her apology and shake my head annoyed at my weakness, frustrated with the situation and my lack of control over the matter. The sooner I got her naked upstairs and as close to me as possible, the better. 

	“Let’s just go up to bed and finish this - where you deserve to be made love to - not here, like this on the floor.” I kiss her brow, attempting to break the tension.

	“I kinda liked it until you ‘went to another place’” - where were you, baby? I lost you.”

	I sigh. “I need you out of these clothes. Arms up.”

	She does it without question, lifting them for me to remove her camisole top and bra and slide her skirt and panties down her legs - there’s no time for seduction here. My own top, jeans and boxers follow. The speed of it all is frightening, my cock is painfully hard and desperate for her, and as I return to take her soft, beautifully curved body in my arms, naked and always accepting, I notice her expression.

	“I can’t wait any longer for you, Seb. I’m yours. Only yours.”

	“Only mine.” I affirm.

	Her words are simple, she gets me completely. “I understand. Have me.”

	“Oh, baby. You’ll always be mine and I need to show you how I look after my woman.”

	“Show me.”

	I lift her and slide into her wet slippery heat, in one smooth thrust, pleasure curling around my balls and shooting up my cock. She fits my body like she was moulded for me. I slam into her, thrusting upwards, muttering sexy words of love and adoration, as I tell her that she is mine, over and over again. Every nerve ending in my body is on fire, my muscles tight as she continues to bounce down onto my solid cock. Her head is thrown back and breasts bouncing. I press hot feverish kisses on her mouth between pumps and then with one last thrust I groan into the night, coming so hard and fast my knees tremble, her pussy milking me dry. 

	I lay her back onto the bed, pulling out of her, and reach between her legs, her eyes are wild with lust and as my fingers feel my semen pouring from inside her, I extract some to rub around her clit, her moans and thrashing is delicious to watch and I continue to stroke her labia, either side and back to place heavy pressure over her clit, in seconds she is flying, her hips swivelling to enhance the pleasure and I still rub her clit, leaning over her sexy body to capture a breast between my hand and roll its nipple. Her gasps encourage me before she explodes for a second time, her stomach quivering, body bucking and twisting.

	“Seb enough! I can’t, no more!”

	I get up, leaving her boneless body, to get wipes, before returning to kiss her closed eyelids, and full mouth. No, it was fair to say we didn’t need toys to stimulate our sex life, they were fun granted, we could already attest to that, and knew that they could definitely add lots of layers to a relationship but they were a bonus; when it came down to it, good hard sweet and frantic vanilla was enough for us. For me. 

	Anything else was playtime, Lu was the only thing I needed to get me off, her hot, juicy body and tight pussy - her intelligent mind and sassy ways and her cheeky banter. She was the whole package and I was going to be lucky enough to be doing this for the rest of our lives. Who’d have ever thought that I’d have preferred the restraints of marriage and monogamy in the bedroom to handcuffs and harnesses? 

	




	*******
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			Five days later, I am about to enter Unveiled Bridal, the place Gigi had recommended I come to select my dress. I’m filled with nervous anticipation but ready now to take this big step and tick another box for the list. We’d sorted the wedding cake at the weekend, booked the photographer we had met at the Wedding Fair and he’d then highly recommended a Videographer. Gigi had sent out all the invitations already, which had taken some time to go through our combined lists but we’d done it and been happy with our end result. It had to be done, it was only 4.5 weeks away now!  

	I take a last look at the old fashioned little bridal boutique, nestled in a quaint little courtyard away from the madding crowds in Holdgate. It’s chocolate box exterior presented a petite boutique but as I step through the doors I realise I had been wrong to judge a book by it’s cover, or rather a bride by a bad dress. Much more apt in this case. 

	Where three terraced shops have been knocked through to create one large retail space. The small cream door opened up to a huge reception area, which then opened up into four further rooms, each beautifully decorated in soft taupes and creams - I wince at the thought of Finn in here on this carpet. Large rococo mirrors filled the walls along with row upon row of wedding dresses in all styles and fashions. Gigi had been right, this was the place.

	I see pictures with I presume the owner decorating the walls, some showcasing celebrities from well-known soaps and TV dramas, and names of designers I recognise at award ceremonies; Amanda Wakeley, Carolina Herrara, Suzzane Neville, Maggie Sottero to name but a few. Yes, I was definitely in the right place - these designers were all timeless and their work was exquisite.

	In awe at the beautiful array of gowns on display I hesitantly touch the odd dress, an A-line shape here, a ball-gown fit for royalty there - the detailing on both was angelic. The next is more of a cocktail gown and perhaps a little too simplistic and the next, more 50’s style tea-length - not for me but very trendy right now for all these vintage weddings themes in barns. 

	They really dod have an excellent range of styles for me to select from. As I fliter through the rail, I’m definitely more drawn to the fit and flare and mermaid silhouette as I sense it will flatter my body but I decide to be open to suggestions as I’ve never tried a wedding gown on before.

	“You must be, Lucia?” A welcoming female voice acknowledges my entrance behind me.

	I spin to meet her with a smile. “I am. I’m afraid my other people aren’t here yet but they are on their way.” I hope.

	“Lovely to meet you. I’m Camilla, you’re bridal Godmother.” Her tinkly laugh is contagious. She was too young to be my God-mother but I see where she was going with her joke. “You’re here to get your wedding gown for your marriage in 4 weeks, is that correct?”

	I nod. “I’m nervous.” And I am.

	“Ah, don’t be - we’ll make this special for you. A stunning woman like you makes my job easy. I’ll just go prep the changing room and we’ll get started - everyone else can come in as and when they arrive.”

	“I like this lady immediately and knew we’d have a rapport. I was leaving Unveiled with a dress, if it took all afternoon and well in to the night - #projectfindLu’sweddingdressison

	

	*******




	“Sorry I’m late, my boss decided to land a call on me just as I was leaving the office, as per.” Abby falls through Unveiled’s door and drops her bags in a dramatic fluster, under the picture window. “What did I miss?”

	“Nothing at all. I’ve just got here myself. The owner is just preparing the changing room for us and Suzie and Mum aren’t even here yet.”

	“Did you invite Seb’s mum?”

	“I did but they are away in Spain, so she’s going to come to one of my fittings with me in a couple of weeks.”

	“Sounds like a plan - good to keep her on board.”

	“Bitzi’s brilliant, it’s no biggie - I want her to be involved.”

	“She seems cool.” I watch my friend shrug nonchalantly.

	I can tell that Abs is distancing herself from all things Nathan right now, including his parents; her defence shutters are down big-time. I need to set aside some serious best-friend- time for her, and soon but decide to change the subject in the meantime. 

	 “Work is really putting it on you right now, hey?”

	“Yep. I’m not sure whether its time to jump ship, I’ve been there a while and mentally I think I’m ready for the next step up. Fuck, I deserve it, but I’m also thinking - am I really ready to set up on my own, like you?” she leans against me and gives me a hug. “I honestly don’t know. You’re truly my heroine, Lu!”

	I wrinkle my nose a her over-the-top declaration. “I don’t know about that, but you definitely deserve a promotion and you could definitely set up successfully on your own. Your boss is a smarmy prick. Someone should report his arse.”

	“He is and I wish, maybe one day someone will have the balls and the evidence to do just that. Anyway, we’re not here to talk about me, for God’s sake - we’re in a shop crammed full of  ‘I’m going to commit to you for the rest of my life’ dresses and we need to get busy picking one out that will make Sebastian stop breathing at the altar.”

	“Stop breathing huh?”

	“Well, just for a few seconds. He needs be stopped dead in his tracks.”|	

	“What’s with all the death analogies? Anyone would think you’re not keen on the idea of marriage.”

	“I’m not.” Her brown eyes are wide and mouth a firm line.

	I stand from our position on the sofa at this. “Since bloody when? You and I have watched every romantic comedy going and talked about our wedding days for years? What’s changed?”

	We’re interrupted before she can answer, as Camilla the owner arrives with chilled champagne for us, and guides us into the first wardrobe. Abs words echo my own thoughts.

	“Wow. I’ve got chills down my spine, Lulu. This shit just got real.”	

	We step down into the plushly carpeted room, and I’m immediately drawn to the first rack of dresses - where every manner of style, hands, lace, satin, ruffles, pearls, bling. “There is so much choice!”

	Camilla is standing in the corner, discreetly remaining quiet whilst we peruse but after a few minutes she steps forward. “Do you know what type of dress you after?”

	I shake my head, unhelpfully. “Sorry, they are all so stunning - I did just see the mermaid and fit and flare - they are both lovely.”

	“You have a great eye. Well, why don’t I select a few styles that I feel will suit your frame, colouring and height and then we’ll go from there.”

	“Sounds like a plan.” Abs nods enthusiastically, already draining her champagne flute.

	I’m bundled into the dressing area next door, and the heavy damask drapes fall to close me from prying eyes. Within minutes I’m stripped to my bra and panties. I nervously make banter with Camilla, as she lifts and squishes my breasts up and in. “I’ve only known you ten minutes and you’ve got me down to my underwear - you’re a fast mover.”

	“Oh don’t worry, sweetie, I don’t even notice anymore - although you do have a figure to-die-for. Your future husband is a very lucky man.”

	Smoothing my tummy, the one area I hate, I assess my body in the Snow White-esq mirror, from all angles. I could practically still see the tell-tale signs of Seb’s love-making from last night mapped across my skin and I flush at the memory.

	“Ahhh, I take it you’re just as lucky - from that knowing look that just flashed across your face.” Camilla smiles knowingly at me. “That good, hey?”

	“Hmmm mmmm. Dreamy.” I nod with an expected blush.

	“Well, let’s get you looking good enough to make him want all the guests to disappear sharpish, so he can rip this dress right off you.”

	I’d really warmed to this woman already. She recognised that a wedding dress wasn’t just about demure and traditional, it had to have sex appeal too.

	By the time I have the first option on, and I return to lounge area, my mum and Suzie have arrived and as I walk out, the oohs and ahh’s erupt from all corners. 

	“Lucia, darling you look beautiful.”

	My mum’s face is a picture as she stands, cuddling Suzie and Abs in unison, tightly biting her lip to stop the tears. “How do you feel?”

	“I feel good; excited! But its not the one.” I knew it the second I put it on.

	“I agree. Too meringue for you.” Suzie takes a seat clutching at her protruding belly. “Sorry, my ankles are so fat, they’ve put out a warning on the news that Godzilla is on the loose, when I walk around Bodley. The council are going to have fill in all the cracks I’ve created in the tarmac! Gorgeous detail on the waist but too big. Next!” She hollers to Camilla.

	I chuckle at her words - she was all over the place and pregnancy had seriously opened up her ‘honesty tunnel’. But I didn’t mind, that’s why they were here, to be blunt and say it as it is. I wanted honesty from the people who knew me best.

	Heading back to behind the curtain, I’m undressed and re-dressed in tulle ball-gown skirt with crystal silver beaded bustier - it is stunning and very Disney Princess but if the first dress was too meringue then this was probably not a conten[image: Image]. I’m swooshing the skirt too and fro, when Camilla slaps her notebook to her head, declaring she’d forgotten a card for me that had been delivered to the shop.

	I frown as I await for her return. Who would send me something to shop? Seb? Maybe…

Taking the small white A6 envelope with Lucia Myers written across it in printed ink I slip open the back flap and slide out a card; it has a photograph of a married couple on the front, running through the fields, hand in hand. Flipping it over I see that it has come from one of those card companies you can order online. An ominous feeling begins to flood my body.
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	My face must have gone drip white, and I reach out a hand to steady myself. WTF? This was him. This was real. I need Sebastian. I take a deep breath and compose myself. 

	“Are you Ok, Lucia. You look awfully pale. Is it bad news?”

	“I’m fine.” It’s terrible news. It means he’s back and not giving up. “I’m fine.” I repeat, dropping the card into my bag. “Let’s go show this option to the ladies, shall we.”




	The next few dresses are much of the same, exquisite material, and detailing but not me or too much ruffle. The fifth is very simple, duchess satin, strapless and princess line with a small train and diamante bow at the bust, it is very classic Audrey Hepburn but again a little too simplistic. After a while I begin to wonder whether my dress is here. 

	I slip on the navy silk dressing gown, from the brass peg in the dressing room and join the others in the lounge, where my mum is patiently churning her way through row upon row of white, cream, ivory, and blush dresses. She’s set aside a few for me to try based upon the style that we have decided suits my figure the most. Lace seems to be a common denominator and I love the vintage appearance of it, so it could be a winner.

	“Go try these on and we’ll have some more champers.”

	I’m not sure my mum and Abby need any more alcohol but I concede and return to be redressed for the umpteenth time. The second I put the third dress in this selection on, I have a buzz in my stomach, a feeling of excitement, something I’d not experienced with any of the others.

	Camilla smoothes out the train behind me, before fastening a veil to my hair. “This came in only last week. It is a Jenny Packham and each dress is slightly different. She never makes them the same.”

	I liked the sound of that, that my dress would be unique. I flick my eyes up and down its beauty. Ivory lace, with straps - basically simple lines, and the fit and flare full skirt I love, from the knee, flowing out to a long train - it had everything I had wanted without knowing it. The lace had sprinkles of antique diamantes and pearls over the train and across the top of the ‘v’ neckline and the back - wow!

	 As I walk back to show everyone the latest in a longline of options, I get that feeling, the one where you feel like a million dollars - like you’re body is banging and you want to walk regally to show it off, and it just strengthens my resolve that I’m in the right dress. 

	The One. The dress I would marry my best-friend in.

	Abs and Suzie are talking about babies as I enter and my mum is on her phone chatting to my Dad about the caterers but the second I make my entrance all conversations stop. You could literally hear a pin drop. “Oh. My. God. Lu, that is it!” Suzie struggles to get up, immediately leaning on Abs for support. “That’s bloody it.”

	I watch all three women starring back at me, all the closest women in my life and whose judgements mean the most to me, are nodding their heads like excited children on Christmas morning. 

	Nina Myers steps forward and mops the corners of both eyes with a tissue before moving my hair over my shoulder. “You will make him weep.”

	“You’ll make him hard.” Abs adds cheekily.

	“Well then, the dress is doing its job nicely,” Camilla supplies. “As you are walking towards him, you want him thinking with his brain, about how proud he is to to be marrying someone so elegant and graceful, someone that no one can take their eyes off. Meanwhile, his other head, is aroused and thinking about all the things he’s going to be doing to you the second you are alone, as Mr and Mrs. Hmmm?”

	The room immediately fills with women’s laughter and I smile up at my mum who wipes away a tear. “Sebastian will struggle for the entire day, my darling and it will be so much fun to watch.”

	“Come, look in the mirror.” Camilla lifts my train and we walk towards huge cream antique rococo framed looking glass, as I pass the others, I hear their gasps. “Oh, jeez, Lu.” Suzie grins at me. “This just gets better.”

	“Bloody marvellous, I can’t wait to see his face on the day.”

	I look back at my mum over my shoulder, her hand is covering her mouth. “It’s very daring isn’t it?”

	I return to assess my appearance in the mirror, and smooth down the front of the fabric. The more I wear it, the more I fall in love with it but now my mum’s face is causing me to questions things. “Do you think its too risque, mum?”

	Her green eyes flash with concentration, eyeing up every angle before shaking her head emphatically. “Nope. It’s utterly perfect and these two are right,” She shoves her thumbs in the direction of Abs and Suzie. “Seb deserves a little torment on his wedding day, every man does. We have to kept them on their toes.”

	Decision made, we spend the next 30 minutes, trying on veils and tiaras before my mum asks for the bill. She and my dad have offered to pay, as they did for Suzie for her wedding but when we pose this to Camilla she advises us that the bill has already been settled in full. I have a feeling I know by whom and smile.

	“Your groom has bought you your dress and accessories. He called earlier and gave me his card details, and said to charge everything and anything you wanted to his account. You have a very generous fiance. That doesn’t happen everyday.”

	“Sebastian is a rare breed, for sure.”

	“Well, if he has a brother, send him my way.” Camilla smiles warmly. “I could do with a lovely new man. It’s not good in my profession to be single but always the bridal shop owner, never the bride.”

	 I glance in Abby’s direction and notice her narrowed eyes but she remains quiet. “He has a brother but he is taken unfortunately.”

	“Shame, the best ones always are.”

		




*******




	“I can’t believe I just bought my wedding dress.”

	“For your wedding to Sebastian.” Abs adds with a serious eyebrow raise.

	“I know - its so surreal and amazing and the best thing that has ever happened to me, Abs. I seriously have to pinch myself that I’ve found a man that is sexy, magnetic, has drive, loves me for who I am and adores my son - do I deserve this?”

	“Of course you do, you daft thing! Don’t forget, financially stable, a total hunk, intelligent, great in bed - you’ve landed firmly on your feet here, Lulu and you do deserve it. Niall was a mistake, he gave you Finn but he was never the love your life - Seb is, Seb is the one and I’m just so happy that you two can finally see that for yourselves.”

	“Thanks, babe. You’re such a good friend. Silver men are marriage material.”

	“One of them is.”

	“Ah Abs, have you called him yet? We spoke at Meg’s but we’ve both been so busy - you keep clamming up on me?”

	Abby plays with the stem of her glass, and I can see the question is putting her on the spot. Maybe that’s why she hadn’t offloaded on me - she hadn't’ wanted to put additional pressure on me after the miscarriage? But this was important, it was her relationship and I wanted to be here for her, the way we always were for one another. Her and Na were a brilliant couple and Seb was right, it was probably too soon to be thinking about marriage but for them to suddenly just call it a day, I didn’t get it.

	“I love him, Lu. I can’t stop thinking about him and being here, is making it tough.” Her face is wistful and I instantly scoot closer to her, wrapping my arm around her slim shoulder and drawing her to me. 

	“I know you do.”

	“Do you want me to have a word with him? Or do you think that would be too desperate.”

	“Er, yeah! No thank you. I’d be happy for you to maybe delve a bit, figure out where his feelings are at without giving too much of mine away but please, I beg of you, don’t make it too obvious.” Her pained expression is enough of hint that I need to tread lightly here. 

	“Ok, I’ll do some digging - ninja style. I’ll be in and out and he won’t even know he’s been targeted.”

	“Ok.”

	“So, work, you’re fed up?”

	“Completely. I’ve applied for a few new positions, so we’ll see.”

	“You’re being very cloak and dagger.”

	“I’m not. I just don’t want to jinx them - there’s one in particular I’d be really interested and as soon as I have more concrete info you’ll be the first to know, after me, Lu, I promise.”

	We clink glasses and I relax a little. “Nuff said. Let’s forget all about men, weddings, and work.

	

*******




	My arrival back home that evening, quickly turns from happiness to trepidation. I’d informed Seb by text just before leaving Abby and sent him a snapshot of the card I’d received. He’d called me immediately. Anger in his voice and none of the usual calmness I crave. I’m ordered to wait where I am and in ten minutes he picks me up,, holding me to him checking me over like I’m broken before driving us straight to the police station. We leave the ‘card’ as evidence with one of Detective Murray’s team, as he is out working on another case, much to Sebastian’s annoyance but I stroke his arm soothingly and manage to get him to take me home, where Nathan is babysitting Finn.

“This can’t go on, Lu!” He hits the steering wheel making me jump. “I hate that I can’t protect you, at all times. He thinks he can mess with you like this - he’s playing with me!” 

	His roar into the dark concerns me. I know his lack of control of the situation is the issue here but this message had been the most threatening proof we’d received, other than me being run off the road, that someone actually wanted to keep Sebastian and I apart. I chew my lip thoughtfully, my elbow resting on the ledge of the car window. 

	“Let’s just wait for Murray to call. You can’t do anything tonight. I’m with you now and I’m sure I won’t be going anywhere alone tomorrow!” I sigh into the car, rubbing his thigh.

“You’re damned right you won’t! Or any other day for that matter!”

I take another deep breath. More Polish cooking on the cards then for Ralph. Perhaps I’d try that new recipe I’d found on the internet, the one with cinnamon, honey and poppy seeds in it - Makowiec, I think it was - some kind of sweet pastry dish they served at Christmas and if I bought him some Polish Beer too, it might make him feel like he’s more at home - not that he’d drink it until I was safe. I’m waffling, in my head - I’m bloody losing it - anything to take my mind off the serious nature of this threat to my life.

Yep - the sooner we get this stalker the better, so I, and everyone else can get their lives back on track. So we can move forward with our future. 

The threat had just become frighteningly real.




*******
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		“You do know you have a 20 foot inflatable Spiderman on your roof, yeah?” Abby slugs a handful of popcorn from the party table, casually popping one piece into her mouth at a time.

	I sling the damp tea-towel over my shoulder and nod in her direction. “Great isn’t he? Seb & Nathan spent ages fixing him up there earlier; he’s come to rescue us!”

	“Rescue us from whom?”

	“Why Niall of course.” I wink and remove the birthday cake from the utility, returning to place it centre stage on the Avengers and Superhero inspired spread.

	“We’ll need more than bloody super-strength-cobwebs to fend off that dickhead.”

	I laugh at her frostiness. “Now now, he has to be here for some of the time; Finn asked and that’s a good thing. It means he’s settling in here, with the situation and Seb and I, his dad and Karen - finally.” Even if I wish it were just us this time.

	“Is she coming too?”

	“Hmmm mmmm - play nice and put your sharp claws back in, Wolverina.”

	“They’re firmly embedded within my palms - drawing blood.” She grabs the cheesy puffs and settles onto one of the buffets and I shake my head at her dramatic statement. “I just find it hard to be nice to total bitches who make it their life’s mission to target men with families and then make that man their own - fuck the kids, fuck the consequences. Do you know what I mean?”

	“I know, Abs and I’m grateful for your loyalty but I’m almost thankful to her.” I watch her dubious look of horror. “I know, fucked up right?”

	“WTF? Er, yeah - just a bit.”

	“If she hadn’t decided that shit sex was the way to go with a self-absorbed egotist called Niall one day, I’d never have had the opportunity to finally have my chance with Sebastian.”

	“You’re right - I see your warped logic, well kinda. Once Finn arrived you would never have left Niall - it’s not in your make-up to walk away from hardwork.”

	I place another bowl on the table of crisps before screwing my nose up at her. “Stop eating all the party food!”

	“I can’t help it - I’m in heaven. This is seriously my dream feast, especially today.”

	“PMS’ing?”

	“Totally and I’m thoroughly evil. I should have dressed up and been the super villain for the party. What would my name be? PeriodWoman? Or The Bleeder, yes that’s sounds gory enough. I could have Nerf gun loaded with tampons and my superpower would be that I could reduce you to tears with my rattiness!”

	“You are completely mental… but I like the idea of the Nerf gun - I could do with one of those against the boys.”

	“Nathan doesn’t know how to handle me when I’m on..”

	“Not many men do, babe. I’m a nightmare when I’m hormonal.”

	“I know, it’s just…”

	“What?” I enquire gently.

	“Ah, nothing. PeriodWoman wouldn’t go all soft like this - time to get full on and ready for 30 or so, four year old giddy kids - God help us! Its time to put our capes and warpaint on.”

	“Shit!” I glance up at the large clock on the wall and hesitate for a second, I need to talk to her about her and Na, but it would have to wait. “You grab video camera and I’ll go find the boys. Time to give a little man the party of his dreams - its well overdue.”

	“Don’t you worry, The Finnster will remember his fourth birthday like it was the actual day. I’ll just need to try these iced gems before the kids do, check their safe.” Her cheeky wink is infectious and I grin at her as I pass to find Seb. I’d make time for her later, now it was all about the party.




*******

	

		All but one of the parents had dropped off their children and run for their lives, escaping for a luxury two hours of ‘free-time’ to themselves on a Sunday afternoon. I was glad to have additional help from our family and friends. The one remaining parent, Joss, a single mum who I had grown friendly with through chatting at Creche was at present in her element, an expression of child in a sweetie shop, plastered across her face as she chatted happily between Nathan, Seb and Gino.

	The Magician we had booked kept thirty-two children enraptured for half an hour, whilst the adults chatted in the near vicinity and mingled. He made Finn the centre of his main act it was lovely to watch the boys and girls awe as coloured cloths were pulled from hats, money disappeared and reappeared and even a rabbit arrived from nowhere. Finn loved it most importantly and the last magic act, Mr. Mystic tapped his black hat three times, asked Finn to spin three times and then lift the hat - underneath was a new Marvel PS4 game that Finn had been desperate for. I glance across to Seb, knowing full well he had something to do with it but all I get is raised shoulders and shocked cheeky grin. Amazing man.

	




*******




		“All a bit bloody showy for a 4-year-old isn’t it?” Niall mutters bitterly under his breath as I pass back and forth between the island and the table in the kitchen cleaning away dishes and paper plates. He leans casually against the worktops, sipping a beer and assessing my every move.

	Didn’t stop you taking most of the credit for it with all the children’s parents though did it?  

	“I don’t think so, no - besides Finn has adored it and you didn’t seem to mind when he was thanking you.” I couldn’t help myself.

	“Well, I could hardly tell him I’d not been involved in the planning could I?”

	“I sent you several texts, Niall about this party and the only one I ever received in response was the one that clearly said you couldn’t afford to contribute and that you’d be there on the day. It’s fine, really! Anyway, I’m glad you and Karen came for Finn - we have a lot of these parties to get through over the years.”

	“Hmmm.”

	I turn at his noncommittal response, his eyes flicker over my body appraisingly and I shudder. I honestly wish he would go into the lounge with everyone else or someone would come join us in here. “What does ‘Hmmm’ mean?”

	“Maybe you and I have several years of these parties to get through but Karen, I’m not so sure.”

	“That’s a shame. I like her.” I return to washing the large platter in the sink, my back to him. 

	“That surprises me.” His voice is suddenly much closer.

	“Me too, I suppose, but once she realised that you and I were over she showed her real self and I actually like her and she is great with Finn now that she is secure. I’ve told you this before, Niall.”

	Silence. 

	Frowning I look over my shoulder and am met with the full-force of Niall’s chest, his arms encircling my waist, taking full advantage of my defenceless position, my hands wet and in the sink.  “Just lean back into me, Lucia. God, I’d forgotten how good you smelled.”

	“Wtf? Niall, get off me!” Panic sets in as I worry that Sebastian will walk in on our position and get the wrong impression and with this fear I push back angrily and flick my wet hands over him in an attempt to maintain distance. “What the hell are you doing?”

	“I’m sorry. I don’t know…I thought…”

	“You thought what? This is Seb’s home - our home.”

	“I know, just seeing you like that, just reminded me of, well… better times.”

	“That doesn’t mean you have the right to man-handle me! You lost that right a long time ago.” I feel my nostrils flare, his sulky pout just adding fuel to my rapidly growing fire. 

	“I’m sad that I won’t be with you and Finn to celebrate his birthdays, achievements, occasions, you know all those special moments - he will be the one Finn will be calling dad; he’ll be the one that will be at the pinnacle of all those important times. He is not his father!”

	I sigh inwardly and watch his bowed head, I did understand his sadness and felt a sliver of empathy for him but my inner bitch said, ‘you should have thought about that when you went off and shagged another woman!’. The better part of me shined through, however and consoled him, just like I always had to, for all those years. 

	“You’ll always be his father, Niall. Yes, it will be hard for you, and us at times but we will do our best to ensure you are included when you should be. Nonetheless, Seb will be part of Finn’s life too and he will be bringing Finn up; you’ll just have to deal with that. Suck it up and man up! He’ll be a great father to Finn and you know it - that’s probably what you hate about this whole situation the most, if you’re completely honest yourself.”

	“I know.”

	“You and I are never going to get back together.”

	“Karen is a good girl but she’ll never be you.”

	“No, she won’t but you lost your chance and you’ll never have that opportunity again. Sorry if that sounds narcissistic but its true. Does she make you happy?”

	“Yeah, sure.”

	“Have you cheated on her?”

	“Fuck, Lu.”

	“Tell me, Ni - or I’ll go out there and tell her and Sebastian right now you’ve just had your hands all over me!”

	“No! I’ve not cheated on her.”

	“Well that says something at least. I need to know you are going to make this work with her, or I don’t want you bringing her into Finn’s life any deeper. You have to have learned from your mistakes.”

	“I get it. I do love her and she is the perfect housewife.”

	“Like how?”

	“She puts me first.”

	“And I didn’t?”

	“Not really no. You aways wanted more, were too busy being independent and career driven. You never wanted to just be a… wife.”

	“You’re so wrong. I wanted to be a wife - want to be a wife.” I just didn’t want to be yours.

	“I needed you to be more amenable, you know? Be the with that was waiting for me with a home-cooked meal when I walked through the door, stay in and wait up for me when I went out with the boys…”

	“Basically, have no life.”

	“No! I didn’t mean it like that…”

	“You were selfish Niall and you can’t continue in that pattern or Karen will catch on quick, despite her ‘perfect housewife’ routine, she is still a modern woman and has needs.”

	“You’re right. I didn’t take me long after I left, to realise, that what attracted me to you in the first place was your sass - that returned the second I we split. I’m sorry, Lu. I tried to change you and in the end you did, it was just not for me.”

	“No.” I nod wistfully. “It was for myself.” A lull settles between us as we ponder my words, words that should have been spoken and settled months ago. “I honestly think Karen and you are made for one another, Niall but you need to stop being so bloody selfish and see whats right under your nose. She loves you but she won’t hang around forever.” I can’t believe I’m seriously giving love-life advice to my ex; Suzie and Abby would go mental. “You and I are through though, yeah?” I laugh a little nervously, hopefully saying it for this final time will be enough.

	“I get it, tough but I knew we were over once you and Sebastian moved in together. But hey, a guy can always try,” he slants his head and strokes his imaginary beard and all sympathy leaves my body as its replaced with complacency for his pathetic flirtations - they no longer worked on me. In one ear and out of the other, last time I try to give him advice.

	“What can a guy always try?”

	We both turn to meet Karen’s steely gaze from the doorway and I smile warmly at her; a saviour at last. “Niall was just telling me all about the plans he has for your future.” I lock eyes with my ex, daring him to correct me, knowing I’ve dropped him right in the preverbal shit. Surprisingly he doesn’t.

	“Oh yes?”

	“Yes. He has big plans for you and he. Huge! I’m really happy for you both. Right I’ll leave you two to it. I need to go find Seb so we can light up this cake. See you two in a few minutes for the celebrations.”

	“Actually, I think we will slip out before but I’ll make sure I’ve spoken to Finn before we go.” Niall mumbles at my back. Of course he’d run at the first sign of trouble.

	

*******

	

	I find Seb wrestling with a mountain of little boys, all of them winning hands down. Grinning I catch his eye and wrinkle my nose as I watch his silent mouthed “Help!” from under their wriggling bodies. 

	“Right boys, I think that’s enough play-fighting for now, time for cake.”

	“But, we’re saving Sub from the evil sorcerer,” Finn pouts from behind Seb’s body and I glance in the direction of his finger to where Nathan, is crouched and throwing out all manner of grisly faces and arms gestures at the boys, a metallic green laser gun in hand.

	“Oh, is that what your doing? Sorry, silly me. Well tell the evil sorcerer he can have a piece too.” I wink at Na. “You can release the force-field around Sub now boys you’ve done a super job of protecting him.”

	Oh to be so young again and full of imagination.

	“Can I help, sis?” Suzie enquires from her slump on the sofa and I shake my head emphatically.

	“Not a chance, but thanks. You put your feet up, you’ve been amazing. You all have and I really appreciate the support in making Finn’s delayed birthday so special.”

	Abby salutes me. “Wouldn’t have missed it. I’m his Godmother after all!”

	“Good practice for us when this little one starts having parties.” Suzie rubs her belly. “Although they’ll be more of the pink princess kind I hope and less rowdy.”

	“I wouldn’t be so sure.” Abs mutters under her breath.

	“How so?”

	“My niece Millie is six and has just had a pirate and princess party last month. My sister-in-law was so happy, to dress her a big pink glittery dress. She invited the whole class. 17 boys and 13 girls. The day of the party, Millie refused to go as a Princess, it was too girly; she wanted to go as Captain Jack Sparrow, complete with eye patch and drawn-on designer stubble - the girls were more of a handful than the boys apparently and certainly made more mess.”

	I refrain from giggling, watching Suzie’s look of despair; Abs was naughty to tease - we both knew how girly my sister was and she would be gutted if she had a little girl that was such a tomboy.  

	“Well that won’t be my angel.”

	“No, it won’t darling I’m sure but little girls who wear tutus and climb trees are the best combination - so much more interesting.” I pat her arm, pacifying her in her hormonal pregnant state. “Right, Seb will you get the video camera? Where is everyone else?”

	“They are being given a tour around the house by our mothers.” Seb replies with raised eyebrows.

	Thank God the house was immaculate. “Ok? Would you shout them down Gino. Tell them we are about to light the cake.”

	“No probs, Lu. Only if I can have the corner piece.” His cheeky wink makes me smile. 

	“Of course, I always save the corner for my brother-in-law.”

	“At least someone is being nice to me.” His moan doesn’t go unnoticed by the other women and I catch Susie’s angry face before the pillow is hurled in her husband’s direction. 

	“Just go find the others.”

	He skulks off before Suzie folds her face her hands, muffling a dramatic scream. “Oh. My. God that man is driving me potty!”

	Abs and I share a secret look of concern. It sounded like my sister and Gino needed some quality time as a couple, away from all the pregnancy goings on. I made a mental note to talk to Seb about it when we were alone. 

	“Right, matches, where did I put the matches…”

	“I have them!” Nina replies in her soft tones, stepping into the lounge from the hallway. “We are all here, sorry for the delay.”

	“Thanks, mum.”

	I feel Seb’s hand at my waist and lean into him, his scent filling my nostrils, making me safe. Looking around, I see all our friends and family, our parents happily chatting together, Finn excitedly waiting for the cake reveal. Who’d have thought that only a few months before we’d be living together and a family? I still couldn’t quite believe it.

	Seb disappears to grab the two-tiered marvel master-piece that we’d had made-up for him at Cake Creations and as he brings it into the room, we all begin to sing Happy Birthday, all the children, sitting around the table and joining in, singing “squashed tomatoes and stew”, pointing at the cake in awe. I beam as I see Finn’s big blue eyes wide and excited when he stands up to meet his cake’s arrival. 

	“Happy Birthday dear Fiinnnn, Happy 4th birthday to you.” The crowd erupts to raucous clapping and he shouts, “Cool! Its awesome mum!”

	My work here is done. 

	The next hour is spent, cutting cake, adding it to party bags and packing off children to their respective parents, each leaving with dramatic analogies of how amazing Finn’s party had been and ‘Mum? Can I have a party like this?” I take a moment to feel a sense of pride that Seb and I had not only survived our first party for Finn together but outdone ourselves. More importantly he had loved it and that was what mattered and I felt so much better now that I had given him a memorable event, after not being able to celebrate his day properly whilst I recovered from my operation.

	“Well. We’re off, thanks guys.” Suzie hollers from the hallway.

	“No, thank you! You and G were a great help.”

	“See you next weekend guys for the hen and stag do’s” Seb winks at them as they head out.

	“We are going head home too.” Bitzy and Bob round the corner from the kitchen.

	“And us,” my mum adds.

	“Are you all leaving?” Seb looks surprised.

	“Time to spend some quality time with your lad and open up his pressies, before calling it a night - you’ll both be beat.” My dad chuckles and I instantly love him for it. My feet were killing and all I wanted right now was a hot bath and my pj’s.

	“Nathan and I are going for a drink.” Abs smiles, leaning in to give me a hug and then whispers, ‘we need to talk’ and I nod as discreetly as I can.

	“Right, well, Finn, what do you say to everyone for coming and buying you such lovely pressies.”

	“Erm - let’s do it again soon?”

	An explosion of laughter ripples around the group of people I hold so dear as they stare down at my son, blonde and perfect looking but with a wicked wit and charm in abundance. 

	“Certainly Finn, we’ll do it again soon.” Bob Silver leans forward, ruffling Finn’s hair before they do the complicated handshake that Nathan and Seb always perform with him - must run in the male side of the family and it was lovely to see Bob passing it on. Grandpa Bob; it had a nice ring to it.

	We all laugh again as Finn completes it faultlessly and both he and Bob end the handshake with a spin that is timed to perfection. Finally, the women, ensure the herd make their move out the door, and with Seb at my side, his arms wrapped around me and Finn nestled into my front, as we wave everyone off, I have a warm feeling filtering over my body. This was my family and the promise of a new start in our new home. For the first time in forever I felt safe.

	“I think that went rather well don’t you, my love.”

	“I think it went perfectly.” I sigh happily into his neck.




	*******

		

	

	

	

	




[image: Image]

							Stags…




[image: Image]

	“Can you at least try to look like you want to be here man?” 

	I smile apologetically at Gino’s sarcastic tone. “Soz, mate. I really appreciate everything you and Nathan have done. It’s great really.” 

	“But, a certain someone isn’t here to enjoy it with… I get it.”

	“He’s turned into a total wet!” Na joins us at the bar.

	“Sod off!” 

	He’s right though, I have. I love my boy time but no amount of sexy women gyrating half naked around a pole would sway me from wanting to be buried between Lu’s thighs right now. Thankfully Gino rescues me.

	“Nothing wrong with being in love with your woman - I still would rather spend the night in with Suze, than you hairy beasts.”

	“Both, soppy gets.” Na laughs.

	“When you find the woman of your dreams you’ll know where we’re coming from, bro.” I clink my bottle with Gino’s and enjoy the attention being taken away from me. I notice Nathan’s eyes dull and instantly sense I’ve hit a nerve - crap!

	“Bloody women - they’re more trouble than they are worth. I’ll never understand them.” His mutters are practically inaudible.

	“The right woman is worth all that trouble.” G nods wisely. 

	“You alright, mate?” I ask knowing he won’t answer truthfully.

	“Yep. Bloody hell is this a stag do or a wake - we came here to have fun, not get all in touch with our feelings - I can feel my dick shrinking and man-moobs growing!”

	I chuckle at his obvious cover-up - he’d talk about Miss Abigail in time. “You’re right, come on, let’s go join the others before Colin devours them.”

	“I thought Col was joining the hens?”

	“He did earlier for the pampering, then he came down to join us stags with James Marcell. Not their thing but I appreciate the gesture and it’s not for long as apparently they are turning it into a romantic weekend.”

	We all share a knowing look, gay men in a heterosexual strip club was not the norm but both Colin and James had received more female attention since arriving than any of the men in our stag group. They were obviously not threatening in anyway, that and the fact that Col had been giving some of the dancers make-up tips.

	As we near the rest of the group, which includes Chris, Andy and a few other work mates, I locate Colin in his leopard print shirt, black slim fit trousers and red suede shoes. What was he like! “Thanks for coming Col? You coping with all the females on offer?”

	“What me, darling I’m loving all this. It’s uber classy - Jamesy and I have been trying to get in for months. I wouldn’t have wanted to join for that laser pointing thingy today though - my skin is very sensitive and I’d only just fake-tanned.” He stops to sip his Pina Colada through a neon pink straw and I try to control my grin. Lu was right, he was a tonic this one.

	“You’d have hated it, Col - all those sexy men in army gear - def not for you.” I smirk at his pout before continuing. “The girls get on well this aft?” I enquire.

	“You won’t get a thing out of me, you naughty boy!” he drawls, tapping his cosmetically enhanced nose, “but I will say that your love-to-be was pampered thoroughly and deservedly. They will be living it up now at The Gilded Fox - hardly!”

	“I take it you’re not impressed with Abs & Suzie’s choice of venue?”

	“Not on your nellie but, the bride was and that’s all that matters. It’s not like Lu hasn’t partied with the best of them over the years and after the last few months she’s had I think she just fancied playing it safe and getting trollied in known surroundings.”

	I was satisfied too as it meant I could have them monitored by Ralph, whom I’d wanted to be here tonight as my friend but he’d chosen to support me by stake-out instead - I owed him  a decent bottle of vodka. “So you and James come to Manchester often?”

	“Not really for clubbing - shopping yes. Harvey’s nipples is divine here.”

	I practically choke on my beer. “You mean ‘Nichols’. Harvey Nichols the department store.”

	“That’s what I said - didn’t I?” Colin sips his drink in abundance.

	“No - nipples were on the tip of your tongue.” Gino interrupts, belly laughing at his crude joke as James joins us. 

	“It’s all these bobbing boobies - they’re everywhere!” Col waves dramatically. “Honestly Jamesy, I don’t think I’ve seen this many bare breasts since we last visited the chicken section of Holdgate Farm shop and you know how much I cook, darling…not! I’m all of a fluster.” He drains his drink, slurping noisily. “Ahh, and now my Penis Colinada needs a refill. Darling, will you fill me up?” He points his empty glass at me and I hear everyone laugh at the intended pun.

	Playing along, I gently brush his hand, as I take the empty from his fingers, gazing deeply into his eyes. “Of course I will, your wish is my every desire - what next, a slow comfortable screw, or sex on the beach.” I lick my lips at him.

	Colin holds his hand to his chest and in a mock faint says, “Ooh, Seb, I can see why she fell so hard, you are a fucking master with that Silver tongue of yours - I can’t continue these shenanigans, I’ll be cheating on my Jamesy - sorry boys I’m done.”

	The lads behind are clapping and I slap Col on the arm jokily. 

	“You did good Col.” I wink at him. 

	“I was the one supposed to be making you feel all hot and bothered and uncomfortable - ha ha you dirty boy.” He flutters his lashes. “Talk about being confident in your own sexuality.”

	“Who put you up to it Col?” I smile.

	“Chris.” He raises his brows, fanning himself.

	That didn’t surprise me. I wasn’t bothered, Colin was great and we were having harmless fun but as I locate my ex-roommate standing behind Nathan, a maleficent grin on his face, I feel as though he had hoped that I’d not take the joke as well as expected.

	“Surely all these boobydoos are making you straight men happy?” James continues, his ruddy complexion glowing even in the blackened club lighting.

	“I’m always up for a strip club.” Andy the architect roars, and is slapped on the back by Chris and several of my work colleagues in agreement.

	Gino, Nathan and I just shrug. There was a time and a place in a mans life and mine had been and gone. Now all I wanted was to enjoy a few beers with my mates and stumble back to the hotel. This weekend meant another weekend closer to marrying Lucia.

	“If your pecker doesn’t go up with all these nipples flying around, you can come sit on my lap for the night, Nathan - you’re gay, no doubt about it.” James Marcell winks at him slyly and I watch my brother visibly gulp. Colin we could handle but James Marcell, Lord of the Manor in all that tweed, was a whole other issue. 

	“Only joking, Silver, Abby and Lucia are a cut above the rest and have more class in their little fingers than any of the little minx’s in here - why would you want Cava when you can have Dom Perignon?”

	“Well put James, very true. Right, speaking of drinks, I’m off to the bar, refill anyone else, besides Colin, I will order you a drink but I refuse to order you a Penis Colinada, that is just wrong.”

	I collect their orders, before leaving them to it and heading off in the direction of the bar. I could have had drinks ordered to our booths but I needed a minute to catch my breath and take the night in. Once out of the members only area I find myself in the main part of the club, music thumping around me and order a drink taking a stance at a rail that overlooks the dance-floor. The music was good that night, Lu would have loved it, the Dj was worth his weight and I feel my shoulders begin to move as I relax. I’d go back to them all in bit, I just needed a few minutes away from Chris and Andy and laddish banter. Really, I should have just come out with Gino and Nathan, it would have been so much simpler. 	

	I return my attention to the crowds below abandoning their inhibitions, the way Lu would if she were here, their bodies swaying in time to the beat, all different cultures, races, styles of dress. I flitter back and forth across the busy dance areas, people-watching for several minutes, enjoying the ambience and am about to head back in to rejoin my the other stags when suddenly something catches my eye. 

	A woman. 

	A blonde woman, with long hair, dancing like her life depends upon it. 

	I watch her slim barely- covered body in a bright red dress, moving in time to the rhythm, face lifted up to the audience above, she looked so free and was smiling and attractive and searching the crowds. Instantaneously our eyes lock and I’m hit in the stomach. I know her and I know she’s just recognised me. 

	It’s like parts of a jigsaw have just been pieced together, heavy cogs that haven’t spun for years, now oiled and grating in my ears as they begin to move. How did I not see this? A sudden dawning realisation. I smile wryly.

	But now she was running.

	I set off, pushing people out of the way, not caring if I knock anyone flying. I head down a flight of stairs and in the direction I last saw this woman disappear. I can’t let her get away; she needed to answer some serious questions. I needed to figure out what the fuck was going on.

	As I make my way through the bottom bar area, its floor bouncing from the base of the music I begin to panic. Am I going mad? I did see her right? 

	I look behind me, considering whether to backtrack and head back to my friends, or start to feed my way through this new crowd of people but how could she have embedded herself within them so fast? Shit! She is nowhere to be found. 

	Then I see a flash of red, just outside the glass fronted entrance and within seconds I’m stepping through those doors and facing my past. The woman in red is waiting for me, her dress billowing in the wind, blonde hair flapping around her face. Her face deadpan but accepting of her fate. It was time to resolve this once and for all.

	“Hello, Sebastian.”
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	“Hello - we meet again.”

	“So, you found me. Aren’t you the clever one?”

	“Fate found me. I wasn’t looking, but you just landed in my lap.”

	“Lap dancing hey? - never would have put you down for one of those guys.”

	“Let’s stop. We need to talk and not here and a whole lot less of the pleasantries.” I  make a quick call, keeping my eyes on her at all time. Within seconds my limo comes into view.

	“You always were smooth.”

	 I ignore her snide comment and with a hand gesture for her to step into the car add, “After you.”

	“Where are we going? I have friends in the club - they’ll wonder where I am.”

	“You can text them on the way to my hotel.”

	I watch her chew her lip, internal conflict obviously eating away at her. You’re not getting away this time, so just get in the bloody car. 

	“You have one hour.”

	I nod. That should be enough to figure out why a woman I’d had a one-night stand with years ago, was now disguising herself as someone else.

	We arrive at The Devereux, and I assist the slim woman who’d not spoken a word to me on our short journey, from the Limousine. Guiding her with a hand at her elbow, more to stop her escaping than out of any gentlemanly duty, we enter the impressive foyer, her heels clicking on the black glittered marble floor. I have a quiet word with the night manager before we are promptly shown to a private meeting room. I order us coffee and two whiskeys. I remembered she’d enjoyed scotch on the rocks.

	As the door closes behind us, I walk towards the window, sensing her take a seat at the table. 

	“So, you’ve got me here, what do you want with me Sebastian - I’m not sure how I can help you?” 

	“Oh, I don’t think that that’s the case, do you? Dawn!”

	Her teeth graze her lip, and I watch her shoulders slump, her controlled persona slipping visibly.

	“I wasn’t sure you’d remember me, even with my natural hair colour?”

	“I remember you, Dawn. I knew, the night I saw you at The Gilded Fox I recognised you, despite the drab clothes, dark hair and no make-up. You had me doubting myself and that pisses me off.” I roll my lips in annoyance. “Why? Why not just say that we’d met?”

	“I don’t go out like this in public very often anymore and never in the day.”

	“But why?” My brows knot together.

	“It’s…complicated.”

	“Fuck complicated. Cards on the table now, you tried to give Lucia a warning the other night, and a couple of weeks before some psycho ran her off the road - its all far too coincidental. You know something and I intend to find it out!”

	I watch her pour milk into her coffee and stir before taking a sip. “You always did want your own way - snapped your fingers, turned on the charm and got what you wanted. I was just garbage that got thrown away at the end of the night - used goods - a notch on your silver bed post if you will.”

	I frown. Her cool and collected manner was rather disconcerting. Did she have a screw lose? Perhaps I needed to tread more carefully here?

	“That was never the case. You and I shared a night together of mutually beneficial gains. I was under the impression when you left in a hurry the following morning that you were the one who regretted our dalliance.”

	Her hazel eyes assess mine for truth. False eyelashes fluttering and I know I’ve softened her somewhat with my compliment. It hadn’t been a lie though, she had left, however it had been a relief - another drunken mistake after a night watching Lucia go home to bed with Niall. Another night fucking some random woman instead of my best-friend.

	“You never called me?” Dawn whispered.

	“For that I am sorry.” I sigh. “I honestly believed we had concluded our business together.”

	“I wasn’t some hooker?”

	Crap! “No, of course not. I didn’t mean that - I meant I was under the impression you and I both wanted a one-night stand without complications or further contact.” She’d never made that clear but I had. I didn’t do relationships back then.

	“Problem was, we don’t always get what we want - do we Seb?”

	I feel a chill creep down my spine as her words conjure up major concerns. What did she mean? 

	“You went on with your life, like I’d meant nothing to you, like we hadn’t shared something special together. You were the first man to ever make me feel beautiful, safe and free - you let me be myself during sex, you cherished me. You have no idea what I gave up for you - gained from our night together. What I’ve lost.”

	I run my hand coarsely across my head, raising my eyes to the ceiling - shit, this was getting all a bit much. Did this woman have feelings for me?  I didn’t even really remember our night together, I’d been so drunk at that Dinner Dance. I feel pretty bad.

	“Look I’m sorry, Dawn. I didn’t know you saw our night as more than what it was. You’re right I should have called afterwards but it would only ever have been to see if you got home alright. I wasn’t the relationship type.”

	“All that seems to have changed.” Bitterness oozes from every pore.

	“Yes, it has but Lu and I have always been meant for one another. In fact the way I played around in the past was to protect myself, drown my feelings until she came to that realisation herself.”

	“Hmmm. She’s very lucky.”

	“I am the lucky one.” 

	The Scotch is drained next and she shudders at the harshness. “You’re right you should have called but not to see if I got home Ok.”

	“Oh? Why then?”

	“I wouldn’t have been home then, I was at the hospital getting 12 stitches, here,” she holds back her fringe baring a faint scar over her right eyebrow, “and 2 broken ribs strapped up.”

	“WTF? What happened?” I shout. Jesus this was getting worse by the second - had she been mugged on the way home. No wonder she was bitter?

	“My husband happened - that’s what.”

	I frown. “Your husband?”

	“Yes Sebastian, keep up. My husband. He wasn’t happy about me rolling in the next morning, after the dinner dance, smelling of another man and looking all dreamy. Not happy at all.”

	“You’re married?”

	“Was.”

	“But, why didn’t you tell me?  I never would have…”

	“Slept with me? I know! That’s why I didn’t tell you. I needed a night with a sexy doting man, who knew what a woman wanted in the bedroom. I needed a night of passion. I’d been dead inside for so long and you were my ticket. I was stupid enough to think you and I had a connection and that it could lead somewhere. More fool me!” 

	Fuck! I’d played this so badly. “Dawn, what happened when you returned home?”

	“My husband went ballistic. He beat me black and blue, something he’d done before many a time and I called an ambulance.”

	“Why didn’t you call me?”

	“And play the martyr card? For fuck’s sake Sebastian I do have some pride.”

	“So why the disguise? Why the cloak and dagger routine - you’re obviously now rid of the bastard so you’re free to do as you will, surely?”

	Her sharp intake of breath makes me turn and I see unshed tears in her eyes. “I’m sorry, Dawn - I shouldn’t have said that…”

	“No, you’re right, it may seem odd to change my appearance, my clothes, hair, dull my sexual appeal to men, but I do it so he can’t find me!.”

	“Who?”

	“My husband.”

	“But if you’re divorced, surely you’re over - if he is still hassling you there are things we can do, restraint orders that can be put in place.”

	“Already done. The man is a master at tracking my every move. He doesn’t even really want me anymore, just wants to play with me like some little pawn. He’s evil, pure evil. I’ve worked very hard to ensure he thinks I’ve dropped off the face of the earth. He doesn’t even know my mother - he never met her and wouldn’t allow me to see any of my family  the whole time we were married.”

	“Jeez Dawn, you’ve been through it. How long were you together?”

	“We met through work, he was an accountant at my firm and we had a whirlwind romance. Within four weeks we were married at Gretna Green. Fast you may think but I had butterflies in my tummy and scales over my eyes.”

	I reflect upon my conversation with Lucia, pressuring her to marry quickly and our talks about Gretna Green and instantly feel ashamed, she was worth so much more than that. 

	Dawn continued a smile on her face. “We were so happy, we honeymooned in a quaint little cottage in Scotland, were so in love and then we came home - then everything changed. Then the mental and emotional abuse began, which eventually lead to physical abuse. In total we were only married two years but I only lived with him for 9 months. Any longer I’d be dead - I nearly was.”

	“What was the tipping point? How did you get away?”

	“A month after our indiscretion, I realised something, something that meant I had to leave. I told him and he blamed you.”

	“What?” Why me?

	“He thought I was leaving him for you, Sebastian.”

	“Why?”

	“Because he couldn’t believe that I would leave him for any other reason. He had fixated upon that night, my one-nighter for a month, taunted me, picked at me, made my life a living hell and I couldn’t take it any more. In the end he beat your name out of me.”

	“Oh. My. God! NO!” I rush to her side, to console her. The woman was nothing but a stranger to me, a warm body I’d shared a cold night with a few years back but I felt her pain and couldn’t let her spill her emotions without some form of comfort. “Go on.” I encourage her gently.

	“You mentioned earlier that I’m now rid of the bastard, you see that was always his intention.”

	Confused I shake my head. “I don’t get it.”

	“Sebastian the night you and I had a drunken sex, I got pregnant.We never used protection.”

	The room closes in on me at those last three words and I stand up, feeling backwards for the wall. Whoa? My mouth dries, I can’t compute the words - she’s pregnant? No it was ages ago. I have a kid? Speak man. I open my eyes wide and breathe heavily.

	“What did you just say? You had a kid?”

	Her eyes fill again and a tear slides down her cheek. “I found out I was pregnant and knew that I had to leave him, if not for me for the baby’s sake. I knew you were not the type to want anything serious, you’d have been in touch by then..” 

	I wince as she pauses but I place a hand over hers in support.

	“…anyway, I had every intention of contacting you after I’d got settled on my own - you deserved to know you would be a father and I wanted you be involved in some way. I was going to move in with my mum, who was coming back from Jersey - we were going to buy The Gilded Fox together and raise the baby. I had it all planned. I was packing my bags, when he came home early from work one day. He’d hacked into my email account and found one of my emails to my mum. He knew everything. The rest you know.”

	“And the… baby?” I hesitate. I can’t believe it but I need to know, need to know if I have a child out there I can claim no matter what.

	“He threw me down the stairs. I broke my pelvis in four places, had cerebral bleed on the brain and needed surgery for both. I lost the baby in the fall. I miscarried, haemorrhaging so badly they had to perform a hysterectomy. I can no longer have children.”

	I’m flooded with a huge sense of loss. Not the loss I’d experienced when Lu had miscarried, when we’d lost our baby and I’d grieved but a definite emptiness fills me for a child that I hadn’t even known could exist.

	I take Dawn in my arms and let her weep, her arms cradling my neck, sobs wracking her body for an age. I had a responsibility to this woman no matter how hard she’d tried to keep the details from me.

	“Why didn’t you tell me sooner? I could have supported you, been there? Dealt with this psycho?”

	She nods in understanding at my query. “ I couldn’t take the risk of him finding me. He knew who you were, or rather your name.” She shrugs her shoulders. “Selfish I know but I had to protect myself. I reverted back to my maiden name, reinvented myself as the ultimate plain jane and told everyone I lived in The Lake District.”

	“Why, where do you live?”

	“Here, in Manchester.”

	“Where you can be yourself. I get it.”

	“I had to move here, from Holdgate, when my ex moved into the area.”

	“He lives locally?” My look of horror says it all.

	“Hmmm mmm. I’d just moved in with my mum and we were building the business nicely when I’d popped into town to do some shopping one afternoon. I was collecting dry cleaning, when I saw him entering the bank.”

	“Did he see you? Dawn you must keep safe.”

	“No he didn’t but I moved to Manchester the next night. I’ve done my plain Jane fancy dress routine for events I attend in the area, just in case ever since. I’m really sorry about the other night.”

	“It’s fine I get it, but what was with the cryptic messages to Lu, I still don’t understand that part?”

	She bites her lip. “My ex is determined and he has a particular type of woman. He likes attractive, headstrong women. Women with sass.”

	“Women like Lucia?” That chill creeps over me again. 

	“Yes. She has sass in abundance and its the chase he loves, once he has them he likes to break them.”

	“But why would he be interested in Lu when she wouldn’t return his attentions?”

	“For goodness sake Sebastian, haven’t you got it yet? She’s yours!”

	Holy fuck! The message in Paris, flashes before my eyes.

	Dawn continues but I’m busy thinking ahead. “My ex is on a one man mission to make your life a living hell and if he can’t destroy you, he’ll destroy the one thing you love. He’s already caused the accident. Now you’ve lost two babies.” Her voice falters, eyes drifting to mine in empathy and I nod inhaling deeply. “I had to warn Lucia somehow, without bringing unnecessary attention to myself. The bank I saw him at is right near where Lucia works.” 

	A knock at the door, interrupts us and I rub her shoulder before answering. It was the night manager with a delivery. 

	“Mr. Silver this was to be delivered to your room but as you are in here, I felt it best to leave with you now.”

	I thank him and close the door. In my hands is a black box with a purple ribbon. I slip the lid off and my heart begins to pound as I absorb the bad connotations of the deep black rose cushioned on the silver tissue paper. The hairs on the back of my neck stand to attention, time stands still as I comprehend this message.Throwing it on the desk for Dawn to peer inside I rip open the notecard. The heavily scripted font has four words on it, two of them have larger capitals at the front of them and are the letters ‘L’ and ‘P’
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	“What does it say?” Dawn asks.

	I flick it down on the table in front of her and immediately send Nathan and Gino a group text. I needed them here - now!

	Planting both palms on the desk I begin to talk rapidly. “We figured out the notecards he sent with the roses…”

	“Roses were always his thing. He used to send me red ones.”

	“Your ex?”

	“Yes.”

	“No change there then - hardly original. The first letter of each message spelt a new message. It was pretty creepy. I’M WATCHING YOU.”

	“He’s developed his technique - was never that inventive with me. How many roses did he send in total?

	“11”

	“So this would be the 12th?”

	“Yeah, I suppose so. A dozen.” I rub my jaw and lock eyes with her, weighing up all options. Lu was 40 minutes away by car. I had to take this rose as a warning. Every bone in my body was telling me that this bastard was taunting me with a god damned flower. Thank goodness I’d been here to accept it now and not drinking myself into oblivion in the club or I probably wouldn’t have seen it until the next morning. 

	He was making his move on my woman, tonight. 

	I was away and whilst I was away, he’d made it clear, ‘Let’s Play’. I grit my teeth and flinch as I feel Dawn’s hand on my arm.

	“You need to go to her Sebastian. His downfall was always that he couldn’t help bragging. The rose is a step too far - he wanted to brag to you about him winning, but in actual fact he’s indadvertedly given you a chance to save her. Go!”

	At that moment Na and Gino walk through the door, and I fly into operation navy seal mode. A quick low-down of the situation to flabbergasted faces and we are good to go. A helicopter will be landing on the top of the hotel in the next ten minutes. It would be quicker than us going by car. Both the men will come with me.

	“You Ok, bro - this is one hell of a stag do?” Na slaps his arm on my back.

	“I’ll be fine when I get this bastard behind bars and Lu in my arms.”

	Gino disappears and arranges for Dawn to be delivered back to her home safely in the confines of our limo. “Will you be Ok, Dawn? I feel bad leaving you once again but I need to go.” 	

	“It’s fine Sebastian. Go get the prick and keep Lu safe.”

	“Thank you and I will be in touch, I promise.” I kiss her gently on the cheek.

	“Oh, but Sebastian, won’t you need his name?”

	We all turn at this, the last hour had passed and not once had we ever discussed his name. How could I be so stupid?

	“When I was married to him he was called Leonard Peters but he may have changed it by now? I hope it helps.”

	I glance at the note card held firmly between my finger, the italic capitals bold and black jumping out at me ‘L’ and ‘P. Leonard Peters - rubbing it in my face.

	“Surely that’s not…” Na interjects.

	“I think it is.” Gino agrees.

	“Leo fucking Peterson. I’ll fucking kill him.” I snarl as we head out the door.

	“Seb?”

	“I don’t know if it helps but the last I heard he had a girlfriend. Terri, Tobi, something manly like that?”

	This just got more of a nightmare. “Toni?” I question weakly, already knowing the answer.

	“Yes, that was it. One of my friends kept dibs on Leonard’s whereabouts and told me all about them. It made me happy to know that if he was with someone else he was less likely to look for me but I’m not sure if they are together now? It’s been a while since I last had an update - probably about 5 months?”

	I nod, at her. “Ok, thanks, Dawn. We all know of Toni and what you’ve said is making a lot of other things else click into place.”

	“Good luck.”
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			The rowdiness begins to subside with each step, as I ascend the staircase towards the rear of the inn and on a smile I head for my room. Abs and Suze had done me proud. I had had a fabulous night with fabulous friends - nothing pretentious, nothing too tacky. Everything I could have wanted. We’d enjoyed good food, girly pampering at The Ashton in the day with Colin and James and the girls, before arriving late afternoon at The Gilded Fox. I’d later  received just what I’d asked for - a night of great company, with lovely friends, copious amounts of champagne cocktails and a dishy welder for a stripper, in honour of Sebastian, thrown for good measure at the end of the night - not that he was a patch on my own sexy contractor. I’d even enjoyed wearing the obligatory sash and tiara branded with Mrs. Silver - it had been fun. 

	I inhale deeply at the thought of Sebastian stripped naked and waiting for me in my hotel bed, wearing nothing but his tool belt and lick my lips and pout. Why isn’t he here? 

	Because he’s probably receiving his very own sexy one-on-one private dance from some slutty mare in Manchester, if Chris had anything to do with it.

	The thought makes my stomach flip-flop and teeth clench together. My narrowing and extremely jealous green eyes are beginning to blur. I unlock the bedroom door and push my way through, slightly unsteady upon entry and throw my handbag in the direction of the bed. I need to get into bed and sleep off the booze, forget what my man is doing on his last night of freedom, and take a chill pill – I trust him after all. Never mind that you miss him like crazy and need him right this second.

	I head into the bathroom to spend a penny, before returning to the bedroom and am about to remove my shoes, when I see the dozen red roses and petals scattered across the cover and pillows. Leaning towards them I see the message and my heart literally stops. Gingerly I lift the cream card from Fresh Water Couture and scan the words, boldly scripted in black, before dropping it just as quickly, as if I’ve been scalded!
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	A dozen roses? This was the final message, wasn’t it? The one we’d feared would come.

	I pivot on one heel in the darkness, knowing that with this message I am not alone. In that split second, the reasonable voice in my head makes me pray that I’m over thinking this and that these are from Seb, but I know they are not. He didn’t send me roses.

	It is then that I see him. A secluded figure dressed in the same fancy dress outfit as the stripper had been only moments earlier, with a welder’s mask covering his identity, and casually sitting in the corner of the room, in the dark, just watching me in silence. His elbow rests on the arm of the chair, fingers splayed across his face - the other hand is at his side tapping, one… two… three…

	I feel the chills shoot up my spine and swallow deeply. My mouth dries as I say the words in hope. “Seb?”

	Silence.

	It doesn’t look like Sebastian’s body. He is much taller, broader, and those hands - shit, I know it isn’t Seb.  I frantically assess the situation – how the fuck am I going to get out of here? The sense of dread is thick, cloaking me and I know without a doubt, that this is the man who has been tormenting me, stalking me, and watching me, just as he is doing, right now. My feet are leaden and body is immediately drenched with a fine layer of icy perspiration.  

	“Who are you?” My voice wobbles.

	Finally he speaks, talking slowly through the mask. “Shut up. Take your shoes off and walk towards me, then sit on the edge of the bed. Do as I say and do not scream or I will make this very unpleasant for you and for your friends, downstairs.”

 	Oh shit. My heart begins to thump faster.

	I go into complete survival mode, sobering up in a nanosecond. My phone, where the fuck is my phone? It’s in my handbag on the bed – crap! If I can just reach backwards enough - yes, I’ll try that in a moment. For now, do as you’re told, then no-one will get hurt…

	I slowly remove each shoe, placing them near the television, before being ordered to pick them up and drop them in front of the voice in the darkness. As I near, the light from the gap in the curtains spills through glinting on something clutched tightly within his hand. Jesus, no! The knife is around seven inches long and brutal looking, light reflecting back off it menacingly. I step closer.

	“Pretty isn’t it? Not necessary however, if you do as you are told. But I will use it if I have to, do not doubt me, Lucia.”

	Oh. My. God. 

	I shuffle backwards and my calves hit the mattress, knocking me off balance and encouraging me to take a seat. I fling my hands out behind me to support me and hit something hard and scratchy; my sequined clutch. I immediately drag it underneath my bottom and out of his sight and one-handed flips the magnetic press-stud open and I slip my hand inside, locating my iPhone with a quick fumble. It rests cool under my thigh, nestled in my left hand.

	“That’s a good girl, Lucia. Now let me put some music on and I’m going to spend a while perusing you. As you’ve probably gathered by now, I like to watch.” Fucking pervert. 

	I watch as he moves to locate the radio, messing with the buttons until he locates a station he is happy with. In that time I flick my phone to silent, and wince as it promptly vibrates, but the crackling of the radio drowns out the sound and I continue to enter my code, locate Seb’s number and type with my thumb. It’s impossible and I only manage a few letters, before I see him begin to move.

	“There that’s better - much better to get you in the mood.”

	He takes his seat once again and I look away to my left, not willing to give him the satisfaction of seeing the fear in my eyes. I wait a few seconds before I attempt to press any more letters. I just hope that my memory of their location on the keypad is as good as I remember. My main priority is to tell Seb that I am in danger. The man tortures me with minute after agonising minute of silence as he studies me. All I can hear is his heavy breathing through the large Perspex screen that hides his face from me and distorts his voice. Who the hell is this psychopath? 

	 I’m aware that my every move is being monitored, so I keep my final moves as small as possible as I guess where the ‘send’ button is and just hope to God that my SOS has gone. 

	“Now it’s time, Lucia. Are you ready?”

	“Ready for what?”	

	“For the night of your life of course?”

	Bile rises in my throat and fills my mouth. Oh God no. Think Lu, think.

	“You teased me and tormented me with that hot little body of yours, but never put out for me, yet didn’t think twice about sleeping with Silver the night you went home with him, after our date!”

	After our date…. Oh my god…I know who this is – Jesus Christ, Abby had been right all along. “Leo?”

	“Oh my clever little bitch, finally she gets it. Took you long enough.” His hand reaches to remove the mask from his face and at last I can look him directly in the eyes. Something I immediately regret, the second I do. They are filled with hatred and the lascivious grin that is plastered across his face makes me tremble inwardly. Do not show your fear. Keep him talking. If he is talking he isn’t mauling.

	“It was you? You sending me all the roses, and messages all this time?”

	“Er, durr! Yes of course it was me you stupid woman. I was mightily pissed that Silver got the credit the first time but then I realised I could use the situation to my advantage and when I added the recording devices, that was pure genius.”

	I shudder at his excitement. Please someone come upstairs. Girls, surely you’re ready for bed by now?

	“Why didn’t you just say how you felt, Leo?”

	“Where would the fun be in that? I liked the fact that you didn’t know it was me. Loved it, in fact. You became my muse, my reason for getting up, in every way” His disgusting laugh, makes me shudder. He was repulsive.

	“Once I got inside your home and got cameras in there, my life did a total 180 – you totally turned it around Lu, and I thank you for that!”

	Fuck me! He’s mental!

	“But problem is, it’s time to pay up now. You’ve been flaunting it around and flirting with me for months now, getting me all hot under the collar but enough is enough. There’s only so much a man can take, only so many times I can service myself, watching you - it’s time to test the goods. You will be mine and tonight is the perfect night for it. Time to give two fingers to the tax man.”

	He licks his lips, and gesticulates using his thumb and index finger to form an ‘O before slipping another two fingers, in and out of the ‘O’ crudely whilst laughing disturbingly at his poor in-house joke. I begin to shake. How had I not seen this? He’d always given me the creeps, in fact more so of late but I hadn’t thought he was evil enough for something like this. I just thought he was a bit wet and a lot… strange.

	“Leo, I’m getting married, please don’t do this.”

	This was obviously the wrong thing to say, as his eyes narrow and his calm demeanor disappears. “This is precisely why we are going to do this and tonight. I will fuck you, on your hen night, so that Silver will remember that I had you before your wedding that I was here before you were truly his wife. Then he won’t want you anymore. You and he have taken the piss out of me for long enough and it’s time he realises that I’m in charge. Now stand up!”

	Meekly I stand up, my fingers shaking before making the decision to give him the sexiest striptease of his life, slow and tantalising, anything to drag out the inevitable in the hope that Seb receives my message in time.

	“Now remove your top, slowly.”

	I close my eyes to stop the sting of impending tears. Be brave girl; keep him interested until you can help. 

	I begin to remove my camisole as slowly as possible, to suit both our needs, swallowing the bile that forms in my throat. “It was you wasn’t it that ran me off the road Leo? That caused my injuries?”

	“That was a necessity. It had to be done. I couldn’t have you carrying that bastard’s bastard!”

	“You knew I was pregnant?”

	“Of course I did you stupid bitch? Is it not going in? I heard your conversations – all of them. I knew before Sebastian did, that you were expecting which was the only thing that pleased me in that whole nightmare – that I could control the situation and he had none whatsoever.”

	This just got worse by the second. 

	My eyes fill with tears for mine, and Seb’s loss. My hand drops to my stomach, protection for the child who could have been, the love that is still there for its memory. I can feel my anger begin to boil and my fear for this evil individual begin to dissipate, despite the knife still flashing at his wrist.

	“And Meg? Does she know about all this?”

	“No. She’s far too dim-witted to realise that I’ve been stringing her along to stay close to you. She become useless once you moved in with Silver anyhow. It was never going to work out with her.”

	I continue determined to keep him talking. “Why me?” 

	“You are my type.”

	“There’ve been others?”

	“Many… but, you are by far the best. I have never wanted any of them, as much as I craved you. You will be the one.”

	“The one?”

	“The one who will finally give me what I desire. The one I’ve been searching for.”

	Wtf? “And what… what is that Leo? What is ‘THE ONE’?” I shudder, not really wanting to know the answer from this sick and twisted individual, all kinds of thoughts running through my mind.

	“The one who will never leave me, no matter what and never cheat on me.” 

	His matter of fact voice is annoyingly calm, as he gently brushes the knife across my cheek. The man is insane! I have to get out of here. 

“Now no more delay tactics, although nicely done, love. Continue undressing and remain standing in your underwear, so I can remove those myself. Then we’ll see about maybe getting you pregnant with my child, this time, if you like. You seem to be pretty good at getting pregnant on the first fuck.” The knife drops to my bra strap where he deftly slashes through it and it snaps in half. “I’m not all that keen on kids but if it keeps you happy, I’ll do that for you.”

	I instinctively reach to support the cup of my bra. “UH UH UH! Drop your hand, pretty lady. I want to see you all of you. If you pop out then lucky me. The reveal is the best part.” His tongue rests on his bottom lips as he steps towards me, eyes wide with excitement and my eyes drop to his groin where his arousal is evident. If he was going to get away with raping me he was telling me he was going bareback and no man other than Sebastian was ever going to get that privilege.

	I feel a wave of nausea consume me. I’m statuesque; cold vibes emanating from every pore, as panic threatens to make me pass out at his next words, as he reviews his watch. “Hurry up, I need a little teaser, I think we’ll have to continue this at my planned destination. I hadn’t realised the time.”

	Planned destination? 

	Where the fuck was he taking me to? 

	Shit - Seb wouldn’t know where to find me if we left here? I must take my phone with me - the ‘find-my-phone app will surely help him?

	Leo continues to chatter, like he is not holding me hostage - not about to force himself on me; his calmness is entirely unnerving. “Bloody brilliant idea of mine, to dress like the stripper - not one of you dumb bitches noticed who I was, as I snuck past you all - slutty whores. Shame, I couldn’t stay to finish watching you enjoy the remaining carefree moments of your Hen-Do - your last happy memories, but I had to ensconce myself in your room. You really shouldn’t leave your bag lying around, Lucia the way you do, some undesirable might riffle through it, remove your room key, unlock your door and then replace it without you even knowing.” His blue eyes narrow considering my body appraisingly. “Thanks for making it so easy for me though - in this day and age hotels usually use cards - never thought the old-fashioned way would be best.”

	“Please, don’t do this, Leo…” I try to continue the conversation for the longer he is talking, the less time he will be touching me.

	“Shut up! No one’s going to hear you. You’re in the room furthest away from anyone here. Everyone has either gone to bed earlier, or is now comatose. You can scream if you want? I know you like to scream when you fuck, Lucia. I remember when I had to watch you with that bastard, over and over again. It gave me some pointers on what you like though - you like it a lot rougher than I had envisaged, which pleases me immensely… as I like to make my woman scream in pain!” His hot stale coffee breath brushes over my cheek and I wince as he licks one long trail from my shoulder to my neck, grinding himself into me. 

	God the man repulses me. How could I ever have considered dating him? If it weren’t for the knife firmly at my back, I’d knee him in the bollocks. There’s time yet - perhaps I need to play him at his own game. Get him to relax and act like I’m into this horrific situation.

	“Withdrawing from me already, Lucia? You thought me quite amiable when you were using me to get your bank loan for your fledgling business. Not keen on me now, eh? Not up to the Silver sterling standard? Well it’s no biggy, I prefer it when my women are less, shall we say, relaxed and more on edge - makes it much more fun. Yes… that glimmer of terror in your beautiful green eyes, mixed with defiance is an intoxicating combination - makes me rock hard. Here! Feel how hard I am for you.”

	My hand is grabbed and pressed down with full force across his cock, through the site-wear cargo pants he is wearing low on his hips. I grimace; this is all wrong, so wrong.

	“Yes, that’s it, Lucia. Remember, ONE false move, and I slice that pretty face of yours. Once we learn to trust each other the knife goes.”

	Oh, Seb, where are you, I need you, baby. 

	My telepathic message is sent with such force I fear I’ll burst blood vessel in my temples, as I squeeze my eyes shut in retaliation at the situation. 

	“You know you really should be more amenable by now? I made sure you didn’t get as much Rohypnol as your friends, only a drop but still, I thought you’d be more susceptible to my attentions. Never mind.”

	My mind boggle in horror at this realisation - the girls won’t be coming to my rescue either.

	His hands moves to close over my breast, pinching it painfully, before I see his other hand close over my face, a grey cloth blurring my vision and a sudden wave of dizziness encompassing me, as I inhale some form of anaesthetic. 

	No! I don’t want to pass out! Please God no!

	“That’s it sweetheart - off you go. I bid you adieu.”

	My last thoughts are of Seb’s face… his beautiful blackened orbs and his lips on mine. Memories of all our times together, lime green looking into liquorice blacks full of fire and passion, not these evil icy blues. 

	There I was safe. With Seb and Finn.

	*******
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		We arrive at The Gilded Fox in 22 minutes flat. They are the longest 22 minutes of my life. I spend the whole flight imagining all kinds of worst case scenarios; my only goal to get to Lu and get to her before that maniac does!! Jesus, why the fuck hadn’t we figured this out sooner, then he’d be behind bars, where he belonged.

	Nathan, and Gino have joined me in the ‘copter and the police are en route. I just pray that if we haven’t got there in time, Detective Murray and his team have. Thank fuck fate intervened and gave me Dawn.

	I glance down at my phone for the zillionth time, the text from Lu, now burned into my memory for eternity. The three letters would mean nothing to anyone else - a mistake, but we’d made a plan and ‘ppp’ was our code. P was the closet letter to send on the keyboard and three times meant danger. One word that fills me with dread.

	As we land in the field adjacent to the Inn, the grass blowing in a circle around us, we reiterate our carefully formulated plan. 

	“You head in via the Car park, Na. Try have a recce of the outside of the Inn - if he’s here, I don’t want him seeing anyone and being spooked.”

	Nathan nods. “Gino will come in with you and make sure the girls are OK and you make Lu your priority.” 

	“All the lights are out.” Chris adds.

	“They may have called it a night already - its after 1am.” Gino says, shrugging.

	I shake my head. “Maybe? But something just doesn’t feel right. Lads I’ve got to get in there. If that bastard is in there with Lu, I’ll fucking kill him.”

	“That’s why we are here… to make sure you don’t. The police will deal with him, Seb and then you and Lu can get your revenge through the proper channels without you locked behind bars with that weirdo.” Na’s calming words make sense but are not helping. I’ve got to get in there!!!

	“I’ll see you soon. Wish me luck.”

	“Go get our girl.”

	

	*******




	The front door to The Gilded Fox, is unlocked and wide open, as I make my way silently and stealth-like into the cosy inn. The lights are still on at the bar I notice, glasses and bottles adorn the tables and chaos prevails, but the place is eerily silent, which doesn’t bode well and my mouth dries. I’m about to head off in the direction of the back lounge when I hear a soft moan to my left, followed by a familiar female voice.

	“Abs?”

	“My head… so fuzzy…”

	Abby is groggy as hell and wandering towards me, like Bambi on ice, hair all over the place, and extremely disorientated. “Abby, where is Lu?”

	“Don’t know… I feel so strange. What were we drinking? Seb? Is that you?”

	I look past her, over her head and into the corner of the room, where a few remaining hens are curled up, asleep in the seating booths. I count three. Lu or Suzie aren’t any of them.

	“Abby, darling this is very important. Lu is missing - you need to focus - she sent me an ‘alert’ text’ where the fuck is she?”

	I watch her bottom lip begin to wobble and drop it down a notch, wrapping an arm around her shoulder, before helping her to a seat. “Look, Na, is on his way in and he’ll help you soon, but I need you to just tell me anything you can - anything you can remember? Anything at all.”

	I watch her struggle to focus on my words. She was really was out of it, and that ominous feeling washes over me once again. Booze wouldn’t do this, alone. She was bleary-eyed, like she’d been drugged.

	“I think she went to bed early? I don’t really remember much after that last row of shots we did.”

	“And Suzie? Where is Suze, Abs?” Gino pushes in from behind me a look of sheer panic on his usually amiable face.

	“She went to bed ages ago. She had backache. Is something wrong?” Her look of worry flitting between G and myself makes me stop a second and pat her arm. 

	“It’ll be ok, sit down and Na will see to you. G, I’m going to go look for Lu. You go check on Suzie. Abby can you begin to stir the ladies down here - the police on on their way? I think you all may have had something added to your drinks, at least Suzie most likely missed out on that, with her not drinking, thank fuck!”

	Gino nods, his face ashen with concern.

	“Abs give me your room key - I haven’t got one and I need to get into Lu’s room.”

	“Will it work?”

	“I don’t know but I have to try. Quickly - please.” 

	She fumbles in her bag and hands it over hurriedly. I don’t wait to hear another word, panic begins to spill from every pore of my body and dread filling my mouth. If that bastard has touched one hair on her head, I’ll fucking kill him! I take the steps two at a time, and can hear Nathan’s booming voice, yelling my name behind me but it doesn’t stop me. It’s only at the top of the stairs I suddenly put the brakes on, realising I don’t even know what fucking room she’s in. I should have got here sooner, come straight upstairs. 

	What if she’s not here or worse? 

	Every second I’ve wasted was another second with his hands on her body, his lips on her skin, his scent imprinted in her memory, forever.

	I try the first few doors that I arrive at, but they are locked and listening at their doors, and I’m met with silence, so I continue on my path up the narrow corridor; then I hear the music and without any question I know that she is behind the door to my left, room number 6 and she is in real trouble. My gut screams danger and the message Leo had sent me taunting his intentions had been clear. He wanted to play, bring it on! I don’t lose - ever! 

	Turning the key in the lock, it clicks and I hear my own sigh of relief at the Inn’s slack operational system and then swing the door wide open. My blood pounds in my ears as I’m geared up and raring to go, to fight for my woman and deal with what I may find on the other side. The only thing I’m not prepared for is an empty room. The music blares out from within, the bed is rumpled, her suitcase and personal items are scattered around the room and I lift them to my nose, inhaling her familiar Gucci perfume scent. I bend to lift her iPhone from the carpet and drop my face to my hands. The bastard had her and he’d been clever. I couldn’t track her phone with the find-your-phone App, which had been my next plan. 

	Oh, baby, where the bloody hell has he taken you?




*******




	My first instinct is get into the nearest car and drive, get on the road and chase the fucker as far as I can but I know it would be futile. I haven’t a fucking clue where they are going, it’s pitch black and it would be like trying to find a needle in a haystack! No, I need to take a minute, no matter how hard that is. 

	Nathan meets at the top of the stairs, taking them two at a time. “Where’s, Lu?” His eyes are wide with angst.

	I roll my lips and feed my hands through my hair, shaking my head. “She’s gone, Na. He has her.”

	“No! Shit! Let me go tell Detective Murray and I’ll be right back, he’s downstairs now. We’ll sort this, bro. I promise.” He slaps my shoulder hard and we both look up as we hear voices heading down the corridor. Lu?

	“Did you find her?” Gino asks hurriedly, his arm wrapped around a sleepy but seemingly fine Suzie.

	“She’s gone.”

	Na and Gino share a look and I pretend not to notice, instead standing to kiss Suzie on the cheek and pat her protruding belly. “You Ok Suze?”

	She strokes my face with tears in her eyes. “I’m fine, I slept through all this, went to bed at 10. You need to find her, Seb. Please find my sister.”

	“I will Suze, I promise you that.”

	“Where do you think he has her?” Gino raises his brows at me.

	“He? Who’s he?” Suzie twists in her husbands arms.

	“Leo Peterson.” Na answers. “He’s the one that’s been stalking Lu, caused her accident. He’s been fixated on her for months but apparently he has a vendetta against Sebastian.”

	“What? Why?” She shrieks. “I always disliked him.”

	“I slept with his wife once. I didn’t know she was married, it was a one-night stand. He found out and being the psychopath he is, has fed his hatred of me ever since.”

	“Jesus! Talk about your past coming back to haunt you.”

	“Hmmm. Well, he wanted to get his revenge by hurting me and the only was to do that was through Lu - in the process, he became obsessed with her.”

	“How did you find all this out? Does Lu know?”

	“She may do now. She’ll know its him but I’m not sure she’ll understand the reasons behind his attacks. We only found out tonight.”

	“But who told you? I thought you’d spent weeks looking into all this with your PI friend and turned up nothing? And the police have been next to useless.” She rants and Gino rubs her back to calm her.

	I sigh. “Suze, don’t get in a state, I found the woman today, a freak meeting- the one I slept with, Leo’s wife and she lead me to him. In fact…” My mind suddenly flits back to my conversations with Dawn earlier that evening. She’d talked about when they had met, he’d taken her away to get married up near Scotland, all very whirlwind.

	“What is it, bro?” 

	“Dawn mentioned something about a cottage that Leo and her honeymoone’d in - it’s a long shot.”

	“I’m on it.” Nathan disappears and I watch him take his phone and make the call to Dawn. 

	I lean in and kiss Suzie once again. “We’ll be back soon, with Lu, I promise. Look after her Gino.”

	“I will mate and keep us posted.” 

	I wave over my shoulder and run downstairs, heading straight for Murray who is currently attempting to interview a heavily smudged mascara eyed Meg. 

	“Seb? Any news? Is she Ok? I feel so bad - we were drinking one minute and out the next.” Meg vomits words at me and I bat them away.

	“Lu’s gone. He’s taken her.”

	Her screwed up eyes are struggling to maintain focus but open wide at this information but I don’t have time to explain, I’d aimed my answer at the Detective who nods. 

	“Any leads?” There won’t be.

	“Not at present Mr. Silver, we are just trying to ascertain if any of the ladies saw anyone actually abduct Ms. Myers. It isn’t even clear that we are dealing with a kidnapping as yet. 

	Growing more irritated by the second, I rub my head roughly. “And the drugged girls? Don’t you find THAT odd?”

	“Yes, this is something we are taking into account.”

	“What about the fact that Lu isn’t here.”

	“She may have gone home. Gone for a walk..”

	“At 1am in the morning, leaving her possessions, phone,”

	“Look, I know this is hard for you, but we are looking into every avenue. Just let us do our jobs and I will keep you up to date in the event of any information.”

	“But now that you know it’s Leo Peterson, you are questioning him, right?”

	“What did you say?”

	Murray and I both turn at the high-pitched squeal from Meg, her eyes now filling with tears, body concaving from within. “Did you just say this nutter is known to be Leo? My Leo?”

	I reach out and rub her arm gently, I didn’t have time for this but it wasn’t her fault she’d been played by sick individual. “I’m afraid so, Meg. Look you’ve had a shock, ask one of the police officer’s to get you a blanket and get you settled - you’re in shock. I must sort this so I can find Lu, you understand don’t you, love?”

	She nods weakly. “But he was always so polite. I had him in my home, with my girls. In my bed!”

	I lock eyes with Murray and both glance back at the woman who’d been unknowingly sleeping with a man that had a track record for beating women black and blue.

	“I’m so sorry, Seb. He was always a bit strange, and he talked about you and Lu, all the time, but I thought it was because he wanted to get to know my friends, because we were neighbours.” She suddenly gasps “Ohhh, that’s how he got in her house - he used the spare key I have.” Tears roll over her cheeks and she steps back, collapsing onto the bar stool behind her. “He never wanted to know me - he only ever wanted to get you through me.”

	Sensing she was disappearing into her own self-absorbed misery, I return my attentions the detective who is still busily making notes. 

	“So, Leo Peterson, what’s your next move?”

	“Like I said, without the proper evidence, we can’t go accusing people, however we will  ask Mr. Peterson to come down to the station to answer some questions, yes.”

	“But he won’t be there!” I yell in anger. 

	“I can put a search out on his vehicle but if he is as clever as you insinuate, he will have no doubt hired another by now.”

	“What about the rose message saying ‘Let’s Play’ - surely that’s enough evidence to get a search party out there? We need to find my fiancée!” I begin to pace, biting my lip in frustration. What the fuck was going on here? Was nobody going to start doing their job?

	“I agree, the message is a concern - something we are taking very seriously Mr. Silver. But where do you suggest we begin this search party? We have no clues, no witnesses who saw Ms. Myers leave with Mr. Peterson.”

	“You’re wrong there, Murray - we do. ” Nathan enters the room, flushed in the face from the cold night and nodding at me. “I think they are heading for Penrith.”

	“Dawn?”

	“Yep, finally got through to her. She said ‘Leonard’s’ parents owned an old cottage up in Penrith. It’s got to be worth a shot. They stopped there, the night before they got married at Gretna Green and then spent their honeymoon there.”

	The next few minutes are spent in a blur of police orders and discussions. Ten minutes later, Nathan and I are back in the helicopter and on our way to Penrith. The car would be quieter, but would take at least two hours, journey and the thought of what he could do to her in that amount of time, brings me out in a cold sweat. 

	I’m coming, baby, just hold out a little longer.




*******
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		I open my eyes, tentatively and try to focus as I come to, beneath an itchy blanket on the backseat of a car. My eyelids are doing their damnedest to close, as I drift in and out of consciousness for the next few minutes. Flickers of what had occurred at my Hen-Do coming back to me in waves. Had it been a nightmare? 

	Please God, let that be the case.

	My eyes open wide in horror as it all comes crashing back to me with thundering clarity. It wasn’t a nightmare - Leo Peterson, the man whom I’d trusted with my business accounts, who was the Osten Bank Manager and dating my friend, had been stalking me all this time. Now, he’d drugged me and was taking me God knows where! He was seriously unhinged!

	I feel like I’m coming around from an anaesthetic. My throat is dry and poor head pounds like it’s done ten rounds in the boxing ring. I feel dreadful.

	 I can hear the radio in the background and have the dizzy sensation that we are still moving. Where the hell was he taking me? I wonder if Seb received my text?

	 I move my limbs as cautiously as possible, reluctant to alert Leo to any movement - I didn’t want him knowing I was awake until I could get my bearings and figure out some way as to how I could play this.

	He had been watching me all this time, he had a knife and he wants to rape you. I swallow the bile that has risen at that thought. If he hasn’t already. I reach a hand to my panties, inwardly sighing as I note that they are still in tact - that he’s not been … there, whilst I was out cold. He must have dressed me again, after I passed out. I’m wearing the dress I’d worn that night. 

	All this time it had been Leo Peterson watching me, sending me those roses. I’d always had an ‘off’ feeling about him but I didn’t think he was capable of this! If I’d realised how mentally unstable he was, I’d never have worked with him.

	Oh God! Please Seb, find me! 

	“Hey, sweetheart, welcome back to the land of the living - thought you were never going to come round. You’ve been out for nearly two hours,” a voice filters through to me from the driver’s seat and I still, holding my breath. 

	Two hours - that means wherever we were was maybe two hours by car?

	“Oh, don’t pretend to be asleep, I know you’re awake. One thing we need to be Lucia is honest with one another from hereon out. If you do as you’re told and make me happy, and that means no lies, I won’t hurt you.” His chuckles, continuing to whistle along to the Christmas carol that is playing on the radio. 

	He was a complete psycho! How would I be able to reason with him?

	I breathe deeply and allow my heartbeat to calm and then begin to sit up, my head swarming and I grip the window ledge for balance. “Easy, take it steady. Sit back and enjoy the ride. We are nearly there my soon to be wife.”

	My eyes widen in alarm. Wife! WTF! He was completely mental. I try to look out the windows which are fogged up, but it’s so dark outside, the winding road are off the beaten track. No chance of any Motorway signs here. 

	“Yes, we’ll stop the night at lovely little cottage. We’re almost there - just another left.”

	We swing left and then head down a gravelled drive, towards a gate. As we reach the gate, Leo slows the car and then unclips his seatbelt, twisting to face me in the back. “You wait here. Any crazy shit and I’ll make you pay. Do you understand?” he grabs my chin, breathing stale coffee breath over me. My stomach flip-flops with nausea and I nod clearly, this was my chance, if I got inside the cottage with him, I’d surely be raped, or worse, and God knows what tomorrow!! I’ve got to make a run for it before he noticed.

	The car door slams shut and I watch as he walks the few short steps to the wide wooden gate, jumping back into my seat as he spins and returns my stare pointedly in my direction. The headlights shining on him cast harsh lines across his face - how had I not seen how cruel this alternate side to him was - he was utterly twisted?

	My heart pounds in my rib cage, as I wait for him to continue on, and I reach out to grab the door handle. Finally, he seems satisfied that I will adhere to his rules and gives me his back. I pull down harshly on the handle, expecting the door to clip open and my eyes fly up as it doesn’t budge. I shove against it with all my weight but to no avail - it’s stuck. The lock is down. Shit! He must have put the child-lock on. Glancing up I see he’s now walking back towards the car, breath billowing from his mouth in the cold night. 

	His weight makes the car rock as he slips back inside and icy blue eyes fix on mine in the rear view mirror. “You wouldn’t be trying to leave early would you Lucia?” 

	I shake my head emphatically. Keep him on side, Lu - you need to keep him on side.

	“Good - because that would be very rude of you and I don’t like rude bitches!”

	My shoulders slump as he drives us the through the gateway and towards a small stone cottage, glowing invitingly in the eery countryside. It really was decidedly isolated and my plans to get away were becoming slimmer by the minute.

	I swallow hard, my throat clogging with unshed tears. What would happen to me inside there? Was this it? Would I never see Finn again or Seb?

	My resolve kicks in and I inhale deeply, sucking my bottom lip through my teeth. No fucking way. I needed to find every ounce of strength I have in me and fight this mother fucker - he’d already killed my baby, he wasn’t going to have me. 

	

*******




	Leo unlocks the cottage and with his hand pincering my neck, in vice-like grip, he pushes me forward. Dropping a bag in front of the hall table. I rapidly scour my surroundings taking in the large open-plan lounge and kitchen area with several doors that lead off from it. It appeared to be all on one-level.

	“Take a seat, sweetheart and I’ll get the fire lit.” He walks around turning off all lamps, bar one. “We don’t want it too bright. Don’t want to alert anyone that we’re here.”

	I anxiously sit down on the nearest sofa, shivering in my short dress. His niceties unnerved me.

	I watch him expertly create a small fire in the open grate, continually flicking his eyes to mine with a seedy smile. “Don’t worry, you’ll soon be warm. It’s nearly 3am, probably too late or early, dependant upon how you look at it, for wine but I can make you a hot chocolate?”

	Narrowing my eyes I frown. WTF? “I’m good, thank you.”

	His smiling mouth drops into a firm line, eyes dead. “No, wrong answer.You will have a hot chocolate with me, Lucia, won’t you?”

	“Y…yes?” I whisper.

	“Good girl. With squirty cream and marshmallows.”

	Holy shit! 

	“We can use the squirty cream on our honeymoon.” He winks at me and I close my eyes to  forget the thought. 

	“No? Don’t like food sex, sweetheart? Well, we’ll soon change that - you’ll like it with me. I’ll make you.”

	He removes his jacket and begins to move about the lounge area, flicking the kettle on, the sound of normality both welcoming and surreal. I take the opportunity to assess the windows - all seem to be UPVC, designed to look like wood and locked. “There’s no way out and even if there was, I’d find you.” He chatters stirring our drinks with a jovial tap of the spoon. “I’ll always find you. You’ve no idea what I’ve put into planning this moment. The time, the money that’s gone into ensuring that eventually you and I would be together for one night, alone.”

	He passes me the hot chocolate, the last thing I want is to play house with a man who only a few hours ago threatened me with a knife, drugging and kidnapping me and I consider throwing it in his face, but seeing his relaxed mentality, I decide to use this to my advantage and go with the flow. If I played the game his way, maybe I’d be able to string him along enough for Seb to find me.

	“Can we take it slow, Leo. I’ll do things your way, I promise, but can we take it a little slower.”

	He considers me. A smile playing over his thin lips. “You just relax and drink your hot chocolate and then we see. I did say earlier I quite like it when women are less accommodating, with you, as you are so special to me, maybe we will do things your way.”	The seconds rolls into minutes, and each feel like an eternity as I put on an act, tensing my body and trying to make it appear that I’m doing just as he’s asked. It’s not long before I need to us the toilet. Dare I ask him? 

	“Leo?”

	“Yes, my love.” I shudder inwardly at his term for me.

	“I need the loo - where are they?”

	His mouth reduces to the size of a five-pence piece in annoyance, he’d obviously not countered that into his plan. “I’ll take you.”

	“I can manage on my own…” I hear the panic in my voice and hate myself for it. The last thing I wanted was to be in such a vulnerable position around him.

	“If you think I’m allowing you to run off again - think again. You’ll piss in front of me or you’ll do it here, like a dog! Or rather a bitch!” He laughs at his nasty reference. “Either one will not be pleasant for you - come on, tick tock, tick tock - you choose which appeals more. Floor or toilet?” He’s totally warped and it scares the hell out of me. Flitting from easygoing to mania in a nanosecond. 

	“Toilet, please.” I whisper.

	“Now that wasn’t so hard was it. Soon, you’ll learn how to please me.” He nods, leading me to a small lavatory at the rear of the property. A strong smell of bleach hits me as we near and I have to refrain from retching. 

	“Pull your panties down - I know you’re good at that - just pretend I’m that flash bastard Silver, doing the asking and sit - don’t fucking close the door.” 

	I swallow my distaste - he wanted to watch me take a pee? He was mad!

	I find a spot on the wall where I can zone him out and empty my bladder, before wiping and standing, with a ‘satisfied’ look on my face when I eyes with him. I wasn’t about to give him the satisfaction. My resolve was back in place and I see his sly smile wash over me as he likes that my sass has returned. Fucking weirdo!	

 	I make to head back into the lounge but he pulls painfully on my bicep, his fingers biting into my skin. “Hey? Where the hell do you think you’re off to?” 

	“Just back to…”

	“Ssssshhh….no speaking. I make the rules remember - you will go back when I tell you to.” He drags me into a room just off the corridor, and clicking on a light I see we are in the main bedroom. My heart plummets into my stomach. That sass that has just returned reducing fast. 

	You gotta find it, babe and zone out, if you can get away, do everything you can to escape from him, kick him, fight to the death but if he has weapons - you may have to deal with the fact that you’re about to raped - my inner thoughts help me to focus, dealing with the possible terror rather than ignoring it and having it come out of the blue. I was a glass half full kind of girl and this man was not going to change that, even now!

	 A quick reccy of my surroundings shows me there is a small bedside table, a double bed, dressing table, mirror with a crack - maybe I could get a piece from that? There’s a window recessed into the thick old cottage walls…but it has bars across it. Seriously? He has really been planning this for sometime… 

	 “Finally, you are in my abode.” His audible sigh is sickening. “First things first, hands out.”

	“Why?” 

	“Are you daring to ask questions?”

	I shake my head and put my hands out, wrists together. They are immediately bound in rope, and tied in a knot. I test the them for their strength, and grimace as friction burns shoot through my tender skin. Shit! I was ten times worse off now. This was nothing like when Seb had restrained me for pleasure. I’d felt in control - I’d trusted him implicitly.

	“That’s better - not ideal but reduces the risk of you getting away, easily. You won’t get away, I was a Scouts Leader. Now, tell me how much you want to be here, Lucia.”

	I swallow. “I want to be here, Leo.”

	“Oh come on, I’m hardly getting the vibe that you meant that! NOW TRY AGAIN! This time like you mean it!” he yells, snarling before he grabs me by my hair and throws me in the direction of the bed. I wince in pain. Keep talking, the more you talk, the longer your clothes will be on.

	“The cottage is lovely, Leo, is it yours?”

	His blue eyes study me and he moves to sit beside me. “It is. It could be ours.” He lifts his hand to my jaw and I try not to flinch. “Such a sexy mouth…” His fingers wipe the remainder of my lipstick harshly across my face, drawing it up over my cheek and I pull back at the sensation. It hurt! “You don’t need all this shit, on your face - your beautiful enough - all it does it attract the attention of men - men like Silver! When you’re my wife tomorrow, you won’t need to wear make-up ever again!” He leans in and kisses me hard on my mouth and I breath quickly through my nose, my mouth still, my body rigid. His lips felt so cold, and wrong - they weren’t Sebs! 

	A tear slides down my cheek but I remain still, his hand grounding me, gripped around the back of neck. “It’s like kissing a fucking corpse!” He grinds through his teeth, breaking free. 

	“I’m sorry, Leo.” Keep him calm.

	“You better start putting some effort into it, Lucia - I don’t care really if I’m honest - you and I will be fucking tonight no matter what, but it will go a lot better for you, if you go with it - let yourself go. It will hurt a lot less. You need to be able to walk up that aisle, after all, tomorrow!” His laugh is pure evil.

	My chest hurts, so tight with stress as dizziness washes over me - I feel so nauseous. 

	“I don’t want to use the knife as an incentive, but I will.” He shrugs complacently. “Now, as you and I haven’t done this before, I’ll be respectful tonight, I’m not a monster after all.” He reaches a finger to trail a path from my cheek down my face, and across my collarbone, dropping to my breast. Freezing at his touch, the thought of his hands on my body, where Seb’s should be, only Seb’s,  I begin to shake. Every instinct in me wants to kick him in the balls and run. 

	“Please, don’t do this, Leo. I can’t be with you.” I can’t do this, no matter how hard I want to keep him sweet, he’ll have to force himself upon me, because I detest the man.

	“Stop begging, you silly bitch - still hankering after Silver’s prick? He’s not coming - he doesn;t know where you are you stupid cow!” He moves to climb across me, straddling me on the bed, pinning me down on the mattress and I turn my head away from him, determined not to make this easy for him. 

	Don’t look at him, Lu, don’t give him the satisfaction? He might say he likes to take his women roughly but he says he loves you, has planned this forever - he’ll want you to enjoy this - so don’t look at him!

	“Look at me, Lucia!” he fury in his eyes in menacing, the knife is back, and I remain still, but I turn my head away again, despite him beginning to lift my top, his clammy head stroking up my abdomen. 

	“Bitch! Look at me! God, you’ve got pretty tits! I know you did, after seeing you on camera but I’m going to have some fun with these.”

	My eyes go blank, as I zone myself out; a curled piece of wallpaper in the corner of the room is something for me to focus upon, as this disgusting monster mauls me, his words forgotten. In my mind, all I can see is Sebastian, my love. 

	

                                  

           *******







	I see the cottage in the dark, running towards it at breakneck speed, I get to the door. The copter had dropped Nathan and about half a mile away as I couldn’t risk the chance of alerting him to our arrival. Finding this place, in the middle of nowhere in the pitch black had been interesting but with blind determination on my side and my love for Lucia I’d located it quickly.

	There are lights in inside and I can hear voices but they may be coming from the television. Carefully I lean back into the shadows against the stone wall, and peer into the nearest window. The open plan lounge is empty, but I scanning the room manically I see one of her Louboutin shoes that I’d given her. Relief floods me. 

	She was here. She’s fucking here! 

	I look up to the inky sky, beginning to lighten as dawn makes her appearance and silently hope that I’ve got there soon enough.

	I don’t waste another second, and on two counts, charge the wooden front door with my shoulder, pain slicing through my bone instantaneously but I don’t give a shit, I’m in and one step closer to finding my woman. Looking around, there’s no sign of Lu, or anyone. I’m a quiet as possible but they must have heard the break-in?

	I wander deeper into the cottage, down the corridor, gently opening doors, as I go. Then I hear the muffled noises and they are coming from the door right in front of me. I can hear, Lu and she doesn’t sound good. Then I hear his words and rage consumes me.

	“Get your fucking hands off her or I swear to God you’ll regret it.”

	“Ah, Silver I wondered when or if you’d show up on your bloody white charger. Didn’t think you were bright enough to figure out where I’d cocooned us but hey ho, you’re here now. You’re just in time to watch me shove my cock in your fiancée and hear her scream my name in pleasure… and you can do fuck all about it. I couldn’t have arranged it better.”

	A wave of revulsion filters over me and I bite my lip so hard my mouth fills with metallic blood. “Like fuck you will…”

	“Easy man…” Leo’s wrist deftly flicks the knife that he holds at Lu’s throat. “You wouldn’t want me to scar this pretty face, would you? Then no one would want her.” He grins wide.

	I concentrate on Lu, her wrists were tied with rope, but with him on top of her, I could hardly capture her face. I could see her eyes clearly hough, wild and horrified lime greens, enhanced with tear stained make-up making them even more vibrant in her ashen complexion, and I will her to focus on me and me alone. “Don’t worry, baby. I’m here now.”

	“Shut the fuck up. You’re not in charge here! I am the one in control, the one who is going to be here for Lucia, not you. She is mine now, don’t you get it?” Leo snarls nastily, moving off Lu, but remaining on the bed, his hand at her neck.

	The guy had a screw loose and that meant I had to play this very very carefully. Where were the fucking police?

	“Ok, Leo. I’m just trying to calm, Lu, you’re scaring the fuck out of her.”

	Lu raises her brows at me, recognising my attempts to pacify Leo, and stalling tactics. 	“Can you loosen your hold on my neck Leo? I can’t breathe. Please?” Her voice melts my heart as I’m frozen, unable to grab this maniac and pummel him to a pulp for abusing my woman. I can’t risk him hurting Lu further, no matter how much I want to pounce.

	“Only because you asked me so sweetly, BABY! Sit up, come to the edge of the bed and I’ll sit behind you.” His sly chuckle is aimed at me as he pronounces the last words, pulling Lu into the position he required and I tighten my fights at his man-handling of her. “You’d be no fun to me unconscious, would you. I need you to know exactly what’s happening to you, so you can remember the moment that we made love for the first time, forever.”

	I swallow with repulsion, my hands clenching at my sides in tight fists ready to splatter him all over the room. He would never have my woman!

	“What’s wrong Silver? Don’t like the sound of that?” He laughs again, manically before licking a slow trail from Lu’s chin to her brow, retaining eye contact at all times.

	Fucking hell! 

	“Get your fucking hands off her!” I roar into the room.

	The knife glints, reflecting the malice in this madman’s eyes. “I won’t warn you again Silver - back off! You have no choice but to do as I say. You have to watch. You need to be punished. Now you’ll feel what I felt.”

	“I don’t know what you mean?”

	“Don’t fucking lie to me! You know what you did! You took everything from me!” His roar makes Lu jump and I put my hands out to calm him down, worried the knife will harm her. “OK, OK, just put the knife down, Leo and we can talk about it.” I rack my brain, trying to remember the pieces of information that Enzo and Dawn had informed me of earlier tonight. “Maybe I can get you some help? You seem to have been living a lie for some time now, it must have been hard.”

	“Don’t pretend to know me - you don’t know the first thing about me.”

	“I do know you, Leo. Leo Peterson, manager of Osten Bank, moved into the area a year ago, divorced.”

	“Everyone fucking knows that - you could find that on google!”

	I continue gently. All this talking is stopping him touching Lu and giving the Police a chance to reach us. “True - I also know that you were previously an Accountant, which was why you could help Lu out through work, and…you went by the name Leonard Peters.”

	I watch him carefully, looking for any glimmer of fear in his eyes. I relax as he narrows them slightly. I was getting to him finally, breaking through that twisted exterior.

	 “Clever boy. What do you want a gold medal? Nah, more like Silver” He hisses. “You’re coming second tonight. You know my previous name, so what? People change their names all the time, makes no odds.”

	“I did some research after I spent a night with your ex-wife.” 

	His smile disappears instantly.

	Lucia frowns, flicking her eyes to mine in question. 

	“Yeah, Dawn Walters, or should I say Dawn Peters, had a lot to say about you.” I glance back to Lu who looks dumbfounded as realisation kicks in.

	“How did you find her?” Leo growls. “I’ve searched for a year.”

	“Fate. She told me all about this place.”

	“Fucking slag - always did have a trap on her! You’ll not be like that will you, sweetheart. You’ll never leave me.” He kisses Lu’s cheek and she struggles to pull away.

	“I’m sorry about what happened with Dawn, Leo. Truly.”

	“You’re sorry? Sorry? You fucking flashy bastard - you think you can go around  shagging any woman you want and there’ll be no consequences don’t you? Did you really think you’d get away with it forever? That there’d never be a jealous lover, Silver? Someone from your past wanting their revenge? Well I was more than a jealous lover - I was her husband! I had rights.”

	Lu gasps and I nod at her. “It’s fine, baby. It was a one-night stand a long time ago. I didn’t even know Dawn was married. We’ll talk about it later.”

	“Would it have mattered? She was mine and you took her from me. Once she’d had a taste of you she didn’t want me anymore!” Leo bellows into the room.

	“Perhaps if you hadn’t beaten her black and blue on a regular basis she wouldn’t have looked elsewhere for a night of passion with a stranger.” I mutter cautiously.

	“You sanctimonious arsehole. She needed to be controlled - she knew her boundaries. You came along, gave her ideas of grandeur and all of a sudden she wanted to leave me.” Leo drops his hold on the knife lowering it to below Lu’s breast, but takes a handful of her hair and pulls down hard, causing her to yelp. Jesus! “Stop fidgeting, bitch, or you’ll pay!”

	I keep talking and pray that Nathan is out there guiding the police in the right direction. “Since you were an eighteen year old boy you’ve always had a temper haven’t you? In fact you beat your first love so badly, during one of your sadistic sexual antics, she miscarried your baby, and was pronounced barren.”

	“I didn’t know she was pregnant at the time.”

	“Just like you didn’t know Dawn was pregnant when you threw her down the stairs?”

	“I knew then. There was no way she was going to disappear off into the sunset with you and have your child!”

	Lu twist against his hold and speaks for the first time. “She was pregnant? With your baby?”

	A knife slices through my heart as I die a little, wishing I could take her in my arms and tell her the news myself. It had been before we were ever together and I’d never known but I wanted to soothe her, tell her myself. 

	“Oh, yes, your darling  fiancée got my wife up the duff! He’s good at that isn’t he?” Leo cackles and my shoulders slump.

	“Look at me Lu, it’s not like you and I, don’t listen to him. Poor Dawn, she lost the baby. Yes, my baby but I never knew she was pregnant until tonight.” My heart bleeds as I watch her face crumble at the news.

	“The second I heard you’d spread your seed and impregnated Lucia, I knew what I had to do.”

	“You fucking bastard.” Lucia hisses and I see the fire burning in her eyes. She was still in there.

	“Hey, there she is, the sassy lady I’ve come to love. When you’re tied up and being fucked six way into next week, you can spit and swear at me all you like.” He leans in and moves a lock of her hair over her shoulder. “Bet you like that don’t you?” Then looks at me. “Does she Silver? Like it hard?”

	I’m not sure how much more of this I can take but I plough on, talking through my anger, my shoulders so hunched my muscles burn, every fibre in my body wants to tear him from limb to limb but I know I have to judge this. “The next woman you chose at 22, because she reminded you of your first girlfriend but she wasn’t so keen on your intentions and reported you for sexual harassment. You have 3 cases of GBH against you and one for intent to harm. You married Dawn Walters, previously Dawn Peters, and you used her as a punching bag until she had the courage and determination to get away from you. That was nothing to do with me. She told me she had already made her mind up.”

	“Piss off! It had everything to do with you. You made her leave!”

	“Then you found my woman, my Lucia, my future and decided to target her. That was your last mistake.”

	“Really? You think you’re all that Silver, don’t you? Who has the big knife? Huh?” He waves it around, then slivers it down Lu’s chest in a figure of eight, before pursing his lips. “Lucia was only ever going to be revenge against you! I didn’t give a shit about her…at first. But, as I spent time staking her out, watching her at work, at home, lying in her bed, listening to her conversations and wondering what a day in the life of Sebastian Silver was like, I realised that I cared for her more than just for the thrill of getting back at you.”

	“So, an eye for an eye.”

	“Something like that and in the words of Coldplay, Lucia has such ‘pretty green eyes’.”

	“You know that this has to stop, don’t you Leo - the Police are on their way.”

	For the first time I see a flash of the confidence disappear and fear replace it. “You’re bluffing.”

	“I’m not. They followed me up here.”

	Leo leans into Lucia and breathes deeply against her neck, muttering inaudibly. “She is the one for me, I knew it the second I saw her. She belongs to me.”

	I watch as he raises his arm and presses the knife into Lu’s neck, a small trickle of blood drips down and onto her bra, soaking through the fine lace and I gasp. 

	“No!”

	“Stay back, or it’ll go deeper! I warned you! You thought you had me with all that psychobabble, - well I’m not thick! Fucking stay back!” His voice rattles with anger, hoarse from shouting. 

	Leo licks his lips as he watches the blood dripping from her skin. Now is the time to move, I just hope Lu’s realised that all this talking has been to take him off guard and use it to our advantage.

	“She will never belong to anyone. Lucia is her own woman. She chooses to be with me. You can’t make women be with you, you prick.” I glance at Lu and nod using several small movements and she does the same in understanding, and then I pounce. It was now or never. 

	Leo’s face contorts in pain as the Lu’s heel slams down onto his socked foot , pushing him backwards and unbalancing him. The knife drops from his hand and in anger he back hands Lu with his free hand, causing her to fall off the bed and onto the floor.

	An anguished scream fills the low-lit room. I attack him with the pent up anger of the death of both my unborn babies and the intention to harm what was mine - pummelling his face with my fists. We wrestle to the floor, in the tight confines of the bedroom, where Leo reaches for the knife, waving it threateningly at my shoulder. I duck and attempt to take hold of his wrist. Leo manages to tackle me  rolling so that I am underneath at him. I’m at a distinct disadvantage, with him stabbing the floor, on either side of my head. I move back and forth, wrestling for the knife, our arms in the air, face to face and at the last second he leans in - using every ounce of strength I have left, I rise to meet him, head-butting him hard on the forehead with a terrible crunch. He falls forward onto my chest and I shove him off, noticing he’s out cold and try to get my breath. 

	I can’t hear Lu. 

	Staggering to my feet, I see the blood first, then Lu on the floor, next to Leo, panic grips my body stopping my heart in its tracks. Oh God no, please no!

	“Baby, please. Come on, don’t do this to me now.” Her eyes open, lime greens blinking thankfully back at me.

	“I’m Ok. It’s not my blood.”

	Relief floods through me and I look to the floor where Leo is slumped in a pile, a fresh blood stain rapidly expanding across the side of his shirt.

	I look down at her body, feeling her for wounds and when I’m satisfied that she isn’t bleeding, I wrap her in my arms and hold her. We are silent in our thoughts as we revel in the the contact of our hearts beating against each other, when Leo moans. 

	I race forward, ready to do some serious damage to the repulsive individual in front of me, cowering on the floor, now not so bold without is weapon of choice. “Get up, you pathetic excuse for a man.”

	“I c…can’t. Think… my… luck may… be up.” His words roll out in broken breaths.

	I frown, then look at his wound, his blood loss is rapidly expanding. God, I hope so, I wanted to see him pay.

	“Appears I fell on my sword for you, my sweet Lucia.” He croaks.

	“Seb, don’t… let the Police handle this.” I glance quickly to Lu, where she is still holding her beautiful face, which is already turning an ugly shade of purple. I can hear voices, finally Nathan and the Police were here. 

	“Stay with me, Lucia!” Leo moans and I shoo her towards the door then head over to stand over the body of the man who’d tormented us for so long.

 	Looking down into Leo Peterson’s eyes I see pure evil, despite the slowly depleting life. I shudder at the possibility of what could have just occurred. He’d nearly raped Lu, stalked her for months, nearly killed her in the accident and killed our baby. If he died - I didn’t give a shit - I was just fucked off it wasn’t at my hands.

	“Come on then, do your worst!” Leo’s taunts from his pitiful state and I breathe deeply, gritting my teeth, thoughts of stringing him up, stabbing him, punching him to within an inch of his life, would not be good enough for this imbecile. He was already a goner. His best revenge would be to see me in jail for his murder and I wasn’t about to give him that pleasure.

	I lean in, close to his ear, ensuring he hears every last word. “You deserve so much more pain than this. You deserve to be hunted like an animal and tortured for what you have done to my woman, for killing our baby. For murdering Dawn’s baby. But you will pay, wherever you are going. I’d hoped it would be in prison - they don’t take too kindly to child killers in the joint - someone like you wouldn’t last a month but like the coward you are, it appears you are getting out of this, with a fucking get-out-of- jail-free-card. People like you you always get off easily. But, whilst you go pay a visit to the hottest place on earth, be safe in the knowledge that I’ll be marrying Lucia. Trust me, that’s the best revenge we can have against you - our happiness and a future together. You fucking psycho.”

	“Seb, leave it now bro. I know you want to kill him but leave it to the man upstairs.” Nathan says, glancing towards the ceiling. “The Police are here. They’ll deal with this.”

	“About fucking time. Where were they when he was about to rape her?”

	I look back to Na in assurance, to make sure he has his eyes on Leo, before I turn and reach for Lu. I make it to her in four swift strides, lifting her off her feet and into my arms. I hold her to me for what seems an age, whilst she sobs uncontrollably and I enfold her in my strength. 

	“I’m here, baby and I’m not going anywhere. I’m not leaving you, I promise. I love you, baby. I love you so much. So much. You and me, forever and always.”

	“I didn’t know if you would find me.” 

	“I’ll always find you, lady Lu. You’re mine. No one will ever take you away from me again. It’s over now.”







*******
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			3 weeks later - Thursday 10th December 
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		I flick a glance in my rear-view mirror and see Seb’s Range Rover tailing me, with Seb at the wheel, Ralph in the passenger and Finn chattering away to him in his booster seat in the back. He’d not wanted to come with me - choosing to go with Thor instead! Boys together - so sweet. Ralph was here as our guest this weekend, a thanks for all his support and I wanted him to relax and enjoy himself, if that was possible with his nature.

	My own car was groaning it was rammed so full of luggage, decorations, fresh flowers and all manner of wedding preparations, so it worked to my advantage. Behind him, my mum and Dad follow in their vehicle also full to the brim and in front of me, Nathan is driving Seb’s Silver 911 so we can use it as our wedding getaway vehicle on Saturday.

	I feel a small shudder of excitement shoot over me at the thought of us all coming together to celebrate Seb and I declaring our love, officially, at Christmas. It was going to be so festive and will bring all of the people I love together in one place at one time. We’d been preparing for this for weeks, years if I’m honest.

	We pull into the now familiar, but still breathtaking, long-sweeping drive of The Ashton and journey up to the house in procession. Suzie and Gino’s car is already parked up, alongside Abby’s and Bob and Bitzi Silver’s. We were gathering today to help Gigi Divine and her team prepare for tomorrow’s wedding, before enjoying an intimate pre-wedding dinner tonight for family and close friends, before settling in for the big day.

	Glancing up at The Ashton, which I’d never seen at this time of year before, I smile. James Marcell, with the obvious assistance of Colin, had outdone himself - the external gardens and front facia looked beautiful with fairy lights on huge spruce pine trees located around the building, and twin coned pines either side of the entrance. Outdoor lights sparkled on every surface twinkling like glitter and enormous wreaths, with red bows addressed the focal front doors. It was the perfect setting.

	Stepping out of my car, I’m hit full throttle by Finn. “Mummy, I remember this place! It’s soo cool!”

	“It is cool, isn’t it sweetie.” I laugh, locating Seb, just behind us. 

	“He was major excited as we came up the drive. I think he’s impressed.” He plants a kiss on my brow.

	“I want to go see Ninny and Gramps and show them the lake!”

	“Erm!” I look across to where they’ve parked and nod. “Ok, off you go, they are just there. We are just beginning to unload the cars. Stay with them, Finn.”

	I’ve lost his attention but watch until he makes it to their car, my dad picks him up in a bear hug, before locating me with a smile. “You carry on chucks - we’ll see to monkey boy here.”

	“Thanks, dad, I’ll catch up with you in a bit.”

	“Not a problem, that’s what grandparents are for.” I give him a quick hug and squish my mum who looks as full of excitement as me. 

	“You remembered your dress didn’t you, hunny?” She strokes my arm and I laugh.

	“Yes, mum - I’ve got it.”

	“And your shoes?”

	“Uh huh!” They had only been delivered to me a few days earlier, cutting it extremely fine.

	“How’d they look?”

	“Ah, Mum, they look amazing - your idea of embellishing the soles was pure genius.”

	She pats her hair saucily. “I have been known to have them you know, darling.”

	“You have. I’ll get sorted this afternoon and then show you everything before dinner. I want you to come check my outfit - is that Ok?”

	“Of course, my love. I pop around once I’m dressed. You and I can grab a mum and daughter moment.” She draws me to her and kisses my brow. “I’m so happy for you, darling. You deserve to be happy and Sebastian is such a wonderful man.”

	“You’ve been itching to wear your wedding hat for a decade - come on now be honest.” I tease her, loving her more for her declaration.

	“I won’t deny that the second I met Seb, I knew he was perfect for you, even if you couldn’t see it. The hat, well it was out of date by the time you two got your acts together…”

	“Any excuse to go shopping eh?” I interrupt laughing.

	“Yes!” her lime green eyes sparkle. 

	“Your mother of the bride outfit is so elegant, Mum. Are you looking forward to wearing it?”

	“Ah - I adore it, and it’s so much better now I’ve had it altered. Your father says I remind him of Jackie ‘O’.” She wiggles her hips.

	“You do!”

	“Well Bitzi and I are both going to look fabulous - we’ve conferred over our outfits. I’m wearing the deep ruby red as you know and she is a wearing charcoal mat satin dress with jacket. We will all match the colour scheme beautifully.”

	“It’s all going to look so Christmassy!” I squeak. “You sure, you’re Ok, with Finn, whilst I go dump all this and meet up with the wedding planner? I won’t be long and then we’ll do the  flowers for the top table.”

	“Go! Finn is fine.” We both look at Mac with Finn on his shoulders, as they spin on the grass. “They have their lake and ducks - it’s just like home.”

	I kiss her Chanel No.5 scented cheek before grabbing my dress, case, and vanity and nipping into the reception. Nathan and Seb have already begun to make fast work of emptying my car as I join them, making quick journeys back and forth into the hall, where Gigi is delegating. James has set up a room for flower arranging and Christmas decorations, where we can dump any paraphernalia we may have and I direct anyone with items that may be of that description to those areas. Then it’s just a case of taking our luggage to our Hotel rooms and ensuring my wedding dress and the special items that will turn me into a bride, are not seen by the groom.

	I briefly meet with Gigi to advise that we’ll talk in about an hour to go through some plans before being shown by staff to my suite. I enjoy the walk up the stairs, casting my eyes over the immense crystal chandeliers, sparkling with cleanliness, and up the black and white humbug striped runner, admiring the garland strewn curved staircase - it really was spectacular. We finally head down the hallway on the second floor, our feet squishing into the plush carpet, towards the best room in the house. I was so happy to have been able to secure this room for Seb and I for our wedding night. It held  so many memories for us - I not only decorated it, it had brought us together collaboratively, physically and we’d shared a wonderful night during the hotel’s re-launch, by the fire, our bodyies entwined and reaching new heights of bliss. My body tingles at the thought. Wow, that had been some night!

	Slipping my card key in, I swing open the huge double doors and beam. I’m home! Yay!

	Logs hissed and crackled in the fireplace, and the huge bed that Nathan had carved looked as inviting as I’d remembered, with what appeared to be new deep charcoal grey damask bedding and the only other new addition I could see casting my eyes around, was a large silver antique oval long dress mirror which would be ideal for tomorrow when I was getting ready - I’d have to thank Colin, it had his stamp all over it - that and the 11 foot real Nordman Christmas tree in the corner of the room, filled with red and Silver decorations. There were little touches all around the room, chocolates from Betty’s, a Harrods teddy on the comforter  for Finn and a luxury wrapped hamper in the corner, filled with all manner of beauty products including my Estee Lauder Foundation, MAC eyeshadows, Champney’s body creams and Elemis skincare - this was seriously generous. 

	Eek! I shrug my shoulders giddiness kicking in. This is all too much! I can’t quite believe that this time tomorrow I’ll be Mrs. Silver. The past few months have been hell and now that that psychopath is gone for good, I can move on with our lives - we can move forward. I’d never wanted Leo to die, no matter what he’d done to me. An eye for an eye would never bring the baby back we’d lost but I hadn’t grieved his death. I was saddened that he fallen between the cracks so badly, mentally - to have become so warped and twisted that he would stop at nothing to gain his revenge at Sebastian and have me for himself. Detective Murray had told us he’d seen cases such as these where the culprits had been released from prison, years later only to re-offend, usually causing fatal consequences to the original victims they’d been obsessed with. Seb and I viewed his death as the only thing we could under the circumstances - an accident that had worked to our advantage - his sick mind and violent temper being taken from this world before more damage could be done to others. 

	No more drama, just positivity from here-on out. 

	I’m about to begin to unpack a few bits, when I jump as a knock at the door interrupts my thoughts. “Lu, can I come in?”

	Suzies’ head pops around the door and I grin. “Hey, you? You all settled in?”

	“Any more settled and I’ll never get back up. Seriously I feel like the Christmas turkey” 

	“Your back troubling you, hun?”

	“Yup, but I’m good, don’t you worry about me. Gino has rubbed my feet and booked us into the spa in a few hours for a pregnancy couples’ massage… again.”

	“Course he has. Purely for support for you.”

	“Oh yeah, he hates massages.” Her sarcastic facial expression makes smile. 

	“So. Lubedoo, what’s the crack? Where do you want me?”

	“We…lll …” I consider her huge belly, flushed face and swollen ankles, she was heavily pregnant at 35 weeks, so I wanted her to just sit and chat to us and really not do much at all but didn’t want her getting uppity about it. “Seb and Na are downstairs, having a drink I think.”

	“Priorities then.”

	I nod. “Yeah. Then I said we’d meet Gigi, and you, Abby, Mum, Bitzi and I will set some of the flowers up together in vases. I have a theme I want to follow and we’ve got the florist from Flowers Couture doing most of it throughout the hotel, as well as our bouquets, but I wanted to do a few.”

	“Of course you did, because you’re a control freak…”

	“Hey!”

	“Well, you are… but I’m fine with that. It’ll give us a chance to have some girly time.”

	I walk to her and give her a hug and she strokes my face. “You’re going to have an amazing day my gorgeous sis, I promise.”

	“Thanks, Suze. We will. I’m so happy we’re having it here, with all my favourite people and at this time of year.”

	“Yes, it’s going look stunning.”

	“Right, I’m going to hang my dress on the mirror, two secs.”

	“Did Abs and Na come separately?”

	I grab my dress suiter and shoes and head over the dressing area, then return to unpack a couple of items that need to be seen to immediately.  Glancing over my shoulder I nod, not wanting to say to move where they were concerned. “Na drove Seb’s car up for us.”

	“Hmmm, I think that was a good excuse. Those two are driving me potty, pardon the pun.”

	“I know what you mean, but they’ll sort it. She’s crazy about him.”

	“He’d better not hang around too long?” her thread brows rise.

	“What do you mean?”

	“If he doesn’t give her the right vibe soon, I’m not sure she’ll even be in the UK in a few months.”

	I frown at this news, panic setting in. “Why? Did she say something?” She hadn’t said anything about moving abroad to me and I was her best-friend.

	“Sorry, Lu, I thought you’d have known.”

	“No.” I add quietly.

	“Well, you know Abby, it’s probably just a pipe dream. Changing the subject completely…” She begins to fiddle with my lacy ‘something blue’ wedding garter, “…Jess, is bringing someone to the wedding.”

	“Ooh, good. I gave her an invite which said bring a plus-one. Who?”

	“Haven’t a clue but she likes him - I can always tell and this one is a possible runner.”

	“Oh, super.”

	“Hmmm. Right, what other goss do I have, other than my vagina looks like it’s gone into anaphylactic shock	.”

	I cough, laughing hard. “Excuse me!”

	“It’s so bloody swollen, Lu - I’m not sure my body is made to go another 5 weeks, let alone a possible 7 weeks if I go over by a few!”

	I sympathise, I’d been there with Finn but I’d at least had him early. “Oh, yeah, get used to that, babe - eventually you’ll feel like you’ve got a humongous cauliflower sprouting out from down there.”

	“Ha ha, cheers.”

	“Don’t get a mirror out, whatever you do - you’ll be tempted but don’t. It goes back, I promise you.” I wink.

	“I’ll take your word for it and if not, you’re paying for the designer vagina.”

	“Only you Suze. You’re feeling Ok though, hunny? Not too tired?”

	“I’m alright sis - don’t for God’s sake tell Gino or he’ll make a song and a dance out of it, but I had my show this morning.”

	“WTF? Suzie! Have you called the midwife?”

	“Easy, Lu - people will hear you.” She shushes me with her hands dramatically. “You’re worse than my husband. I called my midwife and she told me it can happen earlier than usual.”

	“Right. Well do you want me to take you to see her now - get you checked? I’d rather you be safe?”

	“No, she said to keep an eye on things, rest, make sure I don’t overdo things.”

	“For fucks sake, Suze, you mean like having a wedding, being a Matron of Honour? Little things like that? Bet you didn’t tell her that was going on tomorrow did you?”

	She looks guilty. “Nooo. But, I am going to relax in this gorgeous place and be pampered.”

	I scrunch my face up in protest and she adds “I promise!”

	“Well, any twinges, headaches - if your back ache gets worse - please let me know or tell Gino and we’ll get you seen. We can bring the midwife here for goodness sake. Don’t be a martyr just because it’s my day. Jeez, Suze it’s me - drama follows me - what’s another one!”

	We laugh together at this and she eases herself out of the chair with me rushing forward to assist. “Come on, slim, we’d better go down.”

	I duck before she whacks me. “I saw Mum and Dad with Finn in the corridor, they are in the room a few doors down from us and they were going to feed the duck with him then meet us in a bit.”

	“I know she mentioned. Bless, they are good aren’t they.”

	“They love Finn - and they’ll love this little girl too.” She pats her growing belly with fondness. “Bitzi and Bob have apparently been here a while and done some shooting with James and Colin. Ha ha - I’d have loved to have been a fly on the wall for that.”

	“As long as everyone is happy, that’s all I can ask for. I just want to sort these last few bits out today, run through a few things and then enjoy an intimate dinner with you guys before trying to get an early night.”

	“With no Seb!” she wags a manicured finger at me.

	“He is staying with Nathan tonight.”

	“So! That won’t stop him - you’ll have to put armed guards outside your door and even then he’d get to you. That man adores you and eats you alive every time he looks at you. Telling him to stay away from you for one night would be like taking a child into the sweet shop on a look only basis - impossible!”

	“Don’t be daft - he can control himself you know!”

	“Hmmm, it’s debatable where you’re concerned but you are going to be rested for tomorrow, even if it means I need to sleep here with you, so he can’t gain access - he won’t want to feel the wrath of a pregnant mama being woken up after trying to get to sleep with sciatica  - he can go share with hairy Gino.”

	We giggle together before I grab my lippy to freshen up and then head towards the door. It was time to get my lists out and start sprinkling some winter wedding magic around The Ashton, we had a wedding to prepare for.




******* 

	 

	

	Downstairs, Gigi has laid out all the tall lustre vases that we will need for our table centrepieces. Christmas carols are playing in the background and Debbie, James Marcell’s assistant, has arranged for mulled wine, mince pies and other treats to be set out for us and the guests on silver platters in the great hall area, whilst we decorate. The mood is filled with excitement and festive cheer.

	“It smells gorgeous down here.” Suzie exclaims, linking her arms through mine.

	“It’s all the Christmas trees and fresh garlands,” Gigi smiles, handing me a mulled wine. “Here, quick sip and you and I will have a quick reccy through the plan. There’s even mistletoe hanging from lots of unknown points, so watch out.” She raises her brows. “À la Cliff Richard, but I think I’ll just take the wine part. There’ll be no kissing for me this Christmas.” 

	I frown at her adamant statement - not if I had anything to do with it. Gray Devereux in my opinion was perfect for Gigi and whilst I hadn’t had the opportunity to introduce them as yet, he was coming to the wedding tomorrow so I’d make sure to get them together then, despite my special day.

	“If its Ok with you Lu, I’m going to take a comfy seat and eat a mince pie.”

	“Of course, darling. You rest up. Can I get you drink?”

	“Not at all, you go do your thang!” She winks shooing us away. “I’m going to take in all this ambience.”

	“Come see your cake - we’ve set it up in the kitchen for now but it will be brought into the ballroom obviously tomorrow.” Gino talks rapidly, her excitement apparent.

	Once in the kitchen I’m floored - the five tier ombre cake in varying tones of greys, from white, light grey, to darkest grey, is a work of art. Created like a ruffle, so that each level was almost peonies-like, and covered in pearls and glitter. Simple, yet blingy. I loved it! I glance to the side and see grey macaroons covered in silver glitter with white filling and swoon. 

	“Oh. My. Word - these look to- die-for!” I had over to them dramatically pouting.

	“They are - but not if you want to wear that dress tomorrow.” She laughs, tapping my hand. “After - you can gorge, after.”

	We wander through hall, our heel clicking on the monochrome checkerboard flooring, past the 30 foot real Christmas tree and into the large conference room, where our reception will be held and I gasp. Staff from Divine Intervention are busy ironing tablecloths, placing bows on the back of 150 seating chairs and generally turning the room into a winter wonderland but boy are they doing a magnificent job. It looked out of this world.

	Gone is the feeling of a grand ballroom and in its place a scene straight out of Narnia, with enormous white frosted twig trees aligning the aisle all the way to the alter area and curving over it to form an archway. Each tree was filled with fairy lights and placed in a huge mirrored pot that was topped with fake snow. In the gapped areas in between the trees all the way down the pathways were filled with glass hurricane lamps of varying heights. 

	‘We’ll light these obviously on the day. I’ve taken heed of your requests - lots of candles.” Gigi grins.

	“I love it, Gigi.” I hold my hand to my face, in utter awe of the beauty of her creation.

	“Well, its not finished yet but we are getting there.” She places an arm around my shoulders. “I don’t mind saying this wedding has been one of my favourites, not just because of the design and the theme but also down to you and Seb - you are a great couple - a real inspiration.”

	“Thank you. You and I have become more than just business acquaintances during the oast few weeks. We seem to just get one another.”

	“We do don’t we?” She nods.

	“Creative people I suppose but definitely kindred spirits.” 

	I return my gaze to the round tables scattered around the left and right hand sides of the wedding aisle. All have crisp white cloths’ which drape on the floor, with a smoky grey glitter runner that falls to mid level and under the chandeliers and fairy lighting the sparkly covers looks fabulous. In their centre tall vases filled with silver lustre baubles and flocked white berries have been placed to secure large glittered silver and white frosted twigs, with pearls which draped and hung from them alongside more silver lustre baubles. Each were placed on a mirrored circle, reflecting every surface and light with silver antique candle sticks and pure white pillar candles. 

	“We’ll put the pine cones out later, for the place card settings - they were a super idea and came out beautifully in the silver glitter.”

	“And the ceiling, oh, Gigi - its looks amazing!” 

	We both look up collectively - where large branches have been hung from thin wires, across the length and breadth of the the ceiling, in the same silver glitter and white flocked appearance and then fairy lights had been fed throughout to create warmth.

	“It must have taken them hours to create this?”

	“It took longer to do the twigs - my creative team have been developing them since the week after we first met but they started putting the installation up a couple of days ago.”

	I feel tears begin to form in my eyes and immediately rush to brush them away.

	“Hey, don’t cry.” Gigi rubs my upper arm. “Save that for tomorrow. I’m just so happy you and I are on the same wavelength. I knew you’d love this - I’d want this for my wedding. Not that I’ll ever do it but I’m doing it vicariously through you.” She smiles her beautiful white teeth showing like a dental advert.

	“Don’t be daft, someone will snap you up - why they haven’t already I don’t know?” 

	“No, weddings are my business but not my future. I haven’t found the man that looks at me like Sebastian does you.”

	I grow warm inside at her words. I know how fortunate I am. He is an amazing man. “You will though. There are some wonderful men out there and you are stunning.”

	She laughs off my compliment, something I get the feeling she does often. I like that she is humble, with model looks like her, it would be easy to be a bitch. “Men bore me easily - I’m very career driven, very stubborn and I’ve been hurt before. Men always let me down.”

	Like the first time I met her, I sense there is so much more to know but I’m pleased she’s invited me in, even if it’s only a tiny bit. “You’ll know. He’ll come out of nowhere and it’ll hit you in the gut with a force you’ve never known.” 

	“You reckon do you?”

	“Oh I do. I’ll help you sort your wedding.”

	“Well, if I ever do get married and I sincerely doubt that that will ever happen - you’re on.”

	“Deal!” I shake her hands, laughing and we move deeper into the room, moving for staff to roll the white heavily ensconced in plastic carpet down the central aisle. “So, this is where I’ll do the deed?”

	“It is. You like? It is long, as you’ll have to walk from the path down in the hallway, at the tree, through the doors, which will be open and then down the aisle but boy will you make a statement.”

	I take a deep breath. “I think by that point Seb will be a gibbering wreck!”

	That white smile glows brightly again. “He’ll be watching his beautiful bride walks towards him and wondering how he got to lucky.”

	I pause and assess the rows of clear Philippe Starck Ghost chairs that have set out down the outside of the aisle and along every row end hangs a Silver bell with a white glitter bow. All the little touches are here and have been so thoughtful. “I can’t believe you’ve achieved this in the time scales.”

	“That’s what you pay us for and I have an outstanding team - in fact I have to say I’m willing to trade you something, anything for Colin. I love him!”

	I shake my head emphatically. “Not on your nellie. Col is mine!”

	“I thought you might say that. He’s got a good eye and great style.”

	“He has. I love that guy and now that him and James are a couple, becoming co-owner of this place has given him the confidence to believe in his abilities.”

	“Well, he’s been a Godsend.”

	“I’ll make sure I thank him. Shall, we go finish doing the glittered calla lilies for the vases and then we can begin to start getting ready for tonight’s meal - you are joining us aren’t you - please Sen and I want you there.”

	“Oh, I’ll be working tonight, Lu. A certain girl won’t get to her decorated ball if I don’t.”

	I pull a childish pout. “Well, maybe pop in for pre-dinner drinks, at least? Just before at least to toast my last night of singledom.”

	She grins at this. “Ok, I will. I’ll be there.”

	On that note we make our way away from the stunning ballroom towards the hall, the scent of Christmas hitting our noses as we enter and hustle and bustle of busy people getting ready for the wedding of the year. I can hear men laughing in the library and I leave Gigi for a moment to nosy and locate Seb, Nathan, Gino, Bob and my Dad lounging in purple velvet sofas by the fire, eating cheese and crackers and mince pies and drinking scotch, and not their first by the looks of my dads ruddy complexion. 

	“So, this is where you men have snuck off to?”

	I slip my arm behind Seb’s back, snuggling into him and he instantly kisses my upturned nose. “No sneaking we are just leaving you ladies to enjoy all the 

	I roll my eyes at them. “Where’s Finn?”

	“He’s with Suzie, they’ve both gone down for a nap.” I nod. 

	“She did look tired.”

	“She’s struggling now.” Gino screws his nose up. “Goose is getting fat, bless her.”

	“Gino! Don’t let Suzie hear you saying that!” I reprimand him with a smile. “Make sure she takes it easy tonight, even if she has room service - I’m worried about her blood pressure - her ankle are really swollen.”

	“I will, Lu - I promise.” He smiles at me affectionately.

	Seb rubs my waist and I shudder at his touch, wishing that we could just have a minute alone to share a long overdue kiss - it seemed like hours since we’d woken in one another’s arms. “Have you seen the reception room yet?”

	“I have - it’s a winter wonderland. Absolutely incredible. Are you happy?”

	“Very!” I snuggle into him. “I better get off though, go help my mum, Gigi and Abby do these extra little bits before we go dress for dinner. I fancy a lovely soak in a hot bubble bath.”

	He leans in and whispers. “If I remember rightly that bath is big enough for two.”

	“It is but you are not coming anywhere near me today, tonight, at all Mr. Silver” I smart a little too loudly.

	“Whoa, you’ve been told, mate. I had the same orders by Suze, the night before our wedding.” Gino affirms.

	“And me - by your mother.” Bob Silver nods. “There’ll be plenty of time for that, after you’re married.”

	“Dad! Seriously!” Seb brows reach his hairline in horror. “If I want to be with my woman tonight I will.”

	“No you won’t Sebastian Gabriel Silver.” Ooh his full name was out, he was in trouble, I smile as Nina walks in. “You’ll do as you’re told and leave the poor girl alone for one night and allow her to get some rest. Honestly, you Silver men.” She wags her finger at Bob.

	“Hey, how did I get dragged into this?” He grins jovially.

	“You know exactly what I mean. Telling him to leave him alone - you were just the same as him - trying to get into my room at midnight, and my bed!”

	I snigger at this and flick my eyes between Seb and his dad, so alike, bar their black and silver hair colouring. It obviously went as deep as their temperament too. 

	“I’m off to go get another drink, anyone joining me? Nathan hollers into the room. “Not sure I can take more of the mum and dad sex-talk.”

	“Seb laughs slapping Na on the back. “Come on bro, let’s head to the bar, before you’re scarred for life.”

	I blow him a kiss as we leave and Nina and I make our way to the other women, who are busily working on the decorations that will be placed within the ladies toilets, the children’s room, when an outside creche company will come in and entertain the kids during the wedding reception and for the top table. I notice Abby is not there so I send her a quick text.

	

You OK Abs? Just decorating rooms - no rush just checking you’re fine x




*




I’m having my nails done in the beauty rooms, ones chipped :/

Hope you don’t mind. Trying to avoid N.

Will come by your room b4 we go downstairs 2nite.

OMG the wedding room looks A…MAZ…ZING!

xxx




*




No Probs hun. Take ur time.

See you in a bit. Today is for chilling. U’ve done your bit. 

Stop worrying about Nathan and f’in sort it out.

X




	I don’t receive another reply and am happy to just get on with things. My mum is a master with flower arranging and it turns out so is Bitzi, and between the three of us, we continue the theme and make fast work of dipping calla lilies and chrysanthemums in silver and white glitter, and placing them in heavy square vases that are then filled with white flocked moss and more twigs. Feathered wreaths are places around the hall and in the bar area and we decorate a Christmas tree that has been left for us to work our magic in the main lounge in the same style. The time together is a lovely bonding experience, spent talking about my parents wedding and Bitzi wedding to Bob, both of which are scarily similar, why I’m surprised I don’t know - and I love that these two women who will be such fixtures in Finn’s life and any future grandchildren, get along so famously. We’ve all known each other as families for years but it is so different when families come together in marriage - and so much simpler for the couple in love if their parents enjoy one another’s company.

	After an hour we are finished and I can say my goodbyes, kissing both of them on their cheeks before heading upstairs to check on Finn. I locate him by the sounds of little boy’s giggles echoing of the marbled pillars in the floyer, as he slides down the curved bannister, with Seb at the bottom, ready to catch him. The photographer, who has been booked for the entire weekend, as now arrived and is ensuring he gets plenty of pictures, already. They would be lovely ones, as I watch Finn’s gleeful face so free of worry beaming at me.

	“Did you have a good sleep Finnster?” He certainly looked full of energy again.

	“Yes, Auntie Suzie is still snoring.”

	I laugh at my little cherub, who currently looked like Macaulay Culkin in Home Alone, sliding down to greet me. “Can anyone have a go at this?”

	He nods excitedly.

	“Hey you.” Seb leans in to kiss me and I do, before planting one on Finn’s blonde head. “How’s things going?” He adds.

	“All done. Well our bit. Poor Gigi, is just starting on the table settings.”

	“She’s a trooper that woman but its her business - she makes it look easy.”

	“She does. I’m shattered - I’m off for that bubble bath. Fancy joining me?”

	“Changed your mind. I’ll be there in a breath.” His eyes turn dark instantly.

	“Not you, naughty. I mean Finn. How’s about it poppet - you, me and a ton of bubbles?”

	“Yay!”

	“Come on then, let’s go get freshened up and we’ll see Sub at dinner.” I begin to step around him and his hands encircle my waist pulling me too him. 

	“Don’t think you’re getting away that easily, Ms. Myers.” His lips touch mine and I close my eyes, inhaling his scent, my worries drifting away, my arms clasping about his neck. I push myself into his body and the kiss develops, as it always does with us, the passion rises instantaneously. When his tongue, searches for mine, I swoop in and suck his and hear his breath hitch, the bulge in his pants grows, pushing against my belly. I feel light headed, my nether regions buzzing.

	“Sub’s kissing mummy. Sub’s kissing mummy.” 

	I suddenly pull apart from him, shock on my face, and see the same on his own. It takes seconds to alight our passion and Finn was at our feet. His screwed up face pretend-kissing the back of his hand. “Mwah, mwah mwah! Look mummy I can do it do!”

	“Yes, you can, darling!” Mummy wishes she could carry on doing it.

	“Sub likes kissing mummy and tomorrow he’ll be kissing her all day long, no matter who is around and no one is going to tell him otherwise.” He looks at me pointedly and I shake my head, knowing he meant every word of it.

	“Come on, I’ll see you in an hour or so. Love you, baby.”

	“I love you too. Never mind a hot bath. I need a bloody cold shower now.” He moans, heading off to rejoin the men in the bar.

	

*******

	

	Dinner is served in the private dining room which Elysium had recently renovated for James. We were its first guests and I smile happily as friends and family compliment me and in turn Colin on the superb job that our company have performed. Silcon had not been involved with this brief as it had been purely decorative and looking around as we sit at the immense mirrored table, studded with leather that seated 30, I felt proud of our achievements. 

	We’d modernised, but kept the traditional touches, as we had in the bedrooms, choosing to stick with the deep ruby red, dark charcoal and black colour palette and also using touches of plaid, as with The Gilded Fox, to create a real dinning room in keeping with a house this grand. A huge chandelier made from antlers hung above the table, walls were lined with leather stitched panel effect wallpaper, and then studded and thick plaid carpets squished beneath your feet. The immense stone fireplace, was lit, and strewn with garlands and wreaths, a red velvet stocking on either side. The ceiling has been painted black and the intricate cornices and detailing all enhanced by white and gold. As we chatted amiably about Seb and I and how we should have gotten together years ago, over candlelight I begin to realise that whilst the past few months have brought terror and evil into our lives, hurt and loss - it’s also brought love, happiness and such rewards. My business is thriving, my son is overjoyed that I’m marrying Seb and I’ve found the man I want to spend the rest of my life with. 

	I couldn’t ask for more.

	“Penny for them?”

	Abs whispers to my right. “ Sorry, babe - miles away. Just taking it all in.”

	“You ready for tomorrow - all your bits catered to?”

	“I’ve had my nails done.” I waggle my newly shellaced fingers in front of her to oohs and ahhs.

	“They are gorgeous.”

	“Thank you - I loved the white with the silver glitter and the one Silver on my wedding finger - the little pearl on the end is perfect.”

	“Waxed?”

	“Yep.”

	“Not going to come on? And if so all your supplies?”

	I suddenly stop and look right through her, frowning. I hadn’t even thought about that. Shit! When was my last period? 

	“Lu? What’s up? You have a funny look on your face?”

	“Er, nothing? It’s fine.”

	“Out with it, Mrs. Soon to be Silver or I’ll scream.” 

	“Bloody hell, Abs” I shove my thumb in Seb’s direction, and put my finger to my lips. He’s in a full-on conversation with his dad and Gino but I don’t want him to overhear. “I can’t remember when I last came on?”

	“Wtf?”

	I bite my lip. “Hmmm. I need to check my iCal and spend a couple of minutes on my own checking dates - I’m sure its fine. Probably all the stress…”

	“Probably all the shagging, more like. Do you think you could be…”

	“I don’t know?” I suddenly stop. What if I am? It would be amazing - totally unplanned…again but amazing and the best wedding present to Sebastian I could ever give him. 

	“Are you ready for it again, so soon after…you know?” her brown eyes are full of support.

	“I think so. I didn’t think I’d be able to. Look. I don’t even know if I am - let’s get tonight out the way I’ll figure it out.”

	“Drama!”

	“You got that right, my love. Always follows me.”

	“Well, I’m here for you, no matter what.”

	“Thanks, hun but I heard from Suzie that you’’re thinking of leaving us.”

	I watch her guilty eyes turn downwards. So there was some truth to it them. I feel nausea wobble around in my tummy. She was my best-friend. 

	“I’m just thinking that’s all, nothing is nailed on.” She sips her champagne.

	“Why didn’t you say anything, Abs?”

	“You had so much on, with the wedding and the Leo nightmare - I didn’t want to worry you. I can’t take things at work much longer Lu, you already know that and Na, well he’s already proved he doesn’t feel the same was as me. A job offer has arisen - they’ve headhunted me.”

	“Where?” I whisper.

	“New York.”

	“Wow!” It was the one place she’d always wanted to go - brilliant for graphic design and illustration - her dream. I could feel her slipping away.

	“They want me to start in January, straight after Christmas.”

	“So soon? So when would you leave?”

	“Well, that’s the tough part. If, I took the position and it is a big if - I’d need to leave next week - so I could get myself an apartment, settled in and do a few days induction before they close for the Christmas break.”

	“Oh, Abs I’d miss you so much.”

	“I know, me too.”

	I suddenly look at her, really look at her and see her for the first time in a long time. Forgetting all of my shit, my life, my needs, I take her in my arms and hug her, whispering into her ear. “You need to do this for yourself. If this is what you want, if you feel it is your future then you need to grab it with both hands and go show them who Abigail Thompson is, Graphic Designer extraodinnaire - don’t let me stop you, or Nathan - do this for you. I’ve got my future, here. I’ll always be here for you, Seb, Finn and I and there’s FaceTime and all the other social media outlets now that will mean we can be in constant contact and I’lll come vsit and we’ll go shopping in New York. I love you, Abby and if this is what you want you need to go for it.”

	Her eyes are streaming, tears sliding down her cheeks and I grab a napkin and begin to pat them away. “Oh, Lulu - I love you, too. I’m sorry I’ve been such a bitch the past few weeks - I found my future here..” Her eyes fix pointedly in Nathan’s direction before sliding back to mine, “…but it was not reciprocated. My second love is design and Carnell Advertising want me! They are willing to fight for me, with a six figure salary and perks and the prestige alone of working for a company like theirs will mean I could certainly set up on my with backing in a few years, maybe less.”

	I nod at her excitement, sad to lose her but happy that she is finding her own way in life. That’s what friends did, they supported each other in every thing, no matter how selfless they had to be.

	“Have you told Nathan about the New York job?”

	She shakes her head and widens her eyes. “No! I have no intention of doing so.”

	“For goodness sake, Abs - he deserves to know.”

	“He doesn’t. I don’t know what we are now - we fuck every once in a while and right now, I hate him!”

	“No you don’t, you’re just frustrated with im.”

	“I want to grab that left over salmon and stuff it where the sun don’t shine.”

	I giggle. “Well, you need to tell him, at least give him to chance to ask you to stay.”

	“I’m not begging him! If he was into me he’d have shown his cards by now. I’m not doing this to go all Hallmark on him and have him running through a crowded airport, looking for me before I get on the plane.”

	“Abby - I know - Oh… Ok, we’ll do it your way…”

	“So you won’t tell Seb then?”

	Shit! Tomorrow he’d be my husband and I can’t keep secrets from him. “No, I won’t tell him tonight. But if it slips out from tomorrow onwards I apologise, I won’t lie to my hubby.”

	She pulls a sour face. “It’s a good job Suzue decided to rest upstairs tonight - I’d throttle her.”

	“I’d be prepared to spend tomorrow, with Nathan, looking gorgeous and enjoying all the perks of being bestman and head bridesmaid - you’ll be slung together a…lot! I remember Seb and I at Suzie and G’s wedding.”

	“Oh, I remember that, we all thought you two were outside getting it on!”

	“No, seriously!”

	“Seriously! Niall included!”

	I laugh at that. “Hardly - if I remember rightly, Niall was to busy with his tongue down some blonde guests throat. I got hammered and Seb attempted to sober me up out back.”

	“Ah yes, with tequila!” She grins nodding

	“You know the story. He did. That was the first time I looked at him differently, I mean really looked at him, you know?”

	“Like you wanted to jump his bones?” she swigs her drink.

	“Yeah?”

	“Other than the night at The Cave Bar, all those years ago.”

	“Other than that - that was the first time, I mean since that first time of meeting. I was with Niall after all and we moved in together that morning, and Seb helped us. Something changed between us that day, it seemed to be him I think?” I narrow my eyes trying to remember. 

	“The more time you spend together the more you realise how much you felt for him, you mean?” Abs, crosses her legs.

	“Yeah, I suppose so. I always thought we’d just been friends but at Suzie and G’s wedding it was different - isn’t it strange how until now I hadn’t remembered that.” I shake my head as though to clear it. 

	“Not really, Lu the mind is powerful tool - Niall was a mental abuser and controlled you more than you realise.”

	“Maybe? I can see Seb and I now, opposite each other across the church aisle and suddenly he looked at me and it was like I was punched in the gut - I knew then that I was moving in with the wrong man. That night at the venue, I think I told Seb I really cared for him? I was pissed though.”

	“Why didn’t you two do anything about then? Why did you stay with Niall?” Abby looks confused. 

	“I realised after a few days after wedding, that I was pregnant with Finn, when the humongous hangover, I thought I had turned out to be morning sickness. It was a deal breaker.”

	“Oh, Lu - you never told me any of this.” She rubs my arms and draw me too her. “You always were a ‘made my bed now lie in it type of girl’, we would have supported you if you had wanted to go it alone.”

	“I know but I’m traditional. Anyway Finn was meant to be. I was meant to have him and I have no regrets as this is Seb and my time - now.”

	“That it is. You are such an inspiration, my lovely friend. I can’t wait until tomorrow. I’ll be the bloody best bridesmaid ever for you.”

	“I know you will. Right, I must make a move now though. I’m tired and I need to escape before you know who tries to .”

	“Do you want me to arrange that reception sorts out the little issue of down below?” She points in the direction of her lady parts and I smile. 

	“Yes that would be great, thank you.”

	“Mum?” I call across the table to her, where she is deep in conversation with Bitzi about how the Marks and Spencer’s shares have gone up, with Finn asleep in her lap.

	“Yes, love?”

	“I’m going to make a move.”

	Seb looks up then too. “You’re making you’re getaway bride routine already, baby?”

	“I am, darling. I need to get Finn to bed and it’s time for me to try get some shut eye too.” Not that I’ll sleep much, I’m too excited.

	“I’ll carry him up for you.” Seb makes his way around to Nina and extracts our boy from her warmth, snuggling him against his chest. He looked tiny next to Seb’s muscular body. 

	“You’re not going in!” Nina quips, over her reading glasses and I smirk at Seb’s pursed mouth.

	“See, son. Nice try but you won’t get through the doors of your bride to be’s room tonight.” Bob and Mac chuckle in unison. 

	I swear I hear Seb mutter ‘We’ll see about that’ but I choose to ignore it and walk around the table, kissing everyone on their cheeks. “Thanks, guys for all your help today. Can’t wait to see you all tomorrow in your wedding gear. Night.”

	We head out to a chorus of nights and sleep well and the three of us head up the stairwell towards the honeymoon suite. Abby is not far behind and calls her byes as she slips down her corridor to her room. As I hear her door close, I see Nathan strut down the corridor behind us in that direction. God, men were predictable. Hmmm, let’s hope they can resolve their issues.

	“Just place him on the bed, baby.” 

	I head to the wardrobe and locate his jammies and then with Seb’s help undress my sleeping bundle, before placing spiderman in the large princess in the pea bed and turning off the side lamp. Seb kisses his temple and strokes his hair gently and I watch in awe - he really had taken to fatherhood fantastically.

	“God, I love this kid.”

	“I know you do.”

	“I love you too.”

	I walk into his arms and stare up at him. “I love you too.”

	“And tomorrow when you become my wife, I’ll be the happiest man alive.”

	“Tomorrow, we will be married, at last - I can’t wait, baby.”

	“Me neither. Do you know what else would make me the happiest man alive? Letting me see you naked, touch you, kneel down and eat you out until your dry.”

	Oh. My. God. “Seb! No! We promised we’d wait. Beside I have Finn here.”

	“We’ll go into the bathroom.” His lips find my neck and I shudder as electricity volts hit me. “You’ve not let me near you for a week. A week!”

	“I know - so we can enjoy our wedding night. I want this to be special, baby. Please!”

	He looks down into my eyes, time strecthing out as he assess my mood and then nods. “Ok, I understand, but you better prepare for a night to remember - don’t be expecting to do much the day after the wedding - you may need to be carried everywhere.”

	I smile wryly at his cockiness. “I understand, my highly sexed gorgeous man. I will be happy be fucked into oblivion by my husband.”

	Our lips meet and he smiles against mine. “I love the sound of that. Husband.”

	“So do I.”

	“Right, I better go then - grab another cold shower - fourth of the day!” His brows lift and I giggle as he adjust himself.

	“I’ll see you at the end of the aisle.”

	“You will, my lady Lu.” 

	I take a deep breathe and we stare at each other a moment longer, with Finn asleep, gently snoring behind us, and passion thick in the air. “I love you, baby.”

	“You’re too irresistible. I need to go.”

	“Go! See you tomorrow at 1pm.”

	His hand is on the door when he flies back. “Won’t I see you before?”

	I laugh. “No! I’ll be getting ready and you can’t see me - it’s bad luck!”

	“Are you fucking kidding me? Us and bad luck? We’ve had more than enough and we still found one another - granted ten years too late but we got him…” he thrusts his hand in Finn’s direction and I smile. “… and that was worth every second of the delay, n matter how testing on you and I.”

	“I know, but we can’t see each other before the wedding.”

	His mouth forms a firm line before he nods. “Oh shit - this is getting tough. I hate being told what to do - and most of all hate being told I can’t see you, but I will abide by it. I see you at 1pm.”

	“Thank you, my love. I’ll try not to be late.”

	“Small mercies.”

	I grin as the door closes and fall back onto the bed. This was it - one more sleep and I’d be Mrs. Sebastian Silver.




*******
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			Friday 11th December - A Wedding
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		It was 9am and I was out walking with Finn, and James Marcell’s dogs - a small dachshund called Sherlock that I had had to pick up after only a few minutes as he’d tired easily and a large red setter named Bess, who pranced back and forth every time Finn threw him a half eaten spongey ball - he was batty but the fresh air was doing us all good.

	I’d been up since 7am and had already been for a run around the estate - anything to stop me from striding across the corridor and taking my bride-to-be in the shower. I needed to be connected to her. Wanted to be with her now - this wedding rigmarole was fast becoming a inconvenience. We’d been around other people since yesterday and whilst it was great and they were all our nearest and dearest, I wasn’t good at sharing. Not when it came to Lu and only if it involved Finn. 

	Chris had sent us a telegram for the wedding to read out with the speeches, which was kind of him, so I’d taken some time this morning to call him. I’m glad we all parted as friends. He’d been invited of course but he’d only been in Dubai a week now, setting up the new SilCon premises there and I was confident that he would be a could Manager for the foreseeable future - it solved many issues - 1) it removed him from Silcon UK and working with Lu, which I knew she felt uncomfortable with, despite her attempts to assure me otherwise and 2) it meant less travelling for me when all I wanted to do now was settle down and be with my family and hopefully get busy making more little Silver’s. If we couldn’t, then we’d adopt but Lu and Finn were my priority now, no living out of a suitcase and jet-setting all over the world. Chris wanted to make the big bucks and live the high-life and he was good at his job, a real asset to the business, so if I could help him obtain his life-goals, so long as he continued to work hard, then I was happy to do so.

	My eyes revert back to Finn and his terrible teasing of Bess, with the throwing of the ball, or lack of throwing and I chuckle. He was so cute this kid - he’d knocked at my door after I’d returned from my jog, very cute and looking sleepy with Mac, who’d winked and left us to it. He came bearing gifts, that he insisted we must open right away. Checking the card, I’d seen a message with Lu’s neat handwriting, so we did just that. 




For my men, whom I adore with all my heart x




	“Well, Finnster, we’d best open this together.” I’d shuffled him in and placed him on the bed, where we’d both struggled to untie the ribbon knots of the bag. Peeking inside, Finn had placed his chubby little hands within and grabbed two black velvet boxes. One was initialled with Finn’s name and the other mine.

	“Here you go, Sub!”

	“Cheers, mate!” My heart had melted and I cuddled him to me. He looked the image of Lu this morning, despite their difference in colouring, another pang straight to my heart and reminder of what I was missing. 

	“Right, let’s see what’s in here…Wow, Finnster! Cufflinks!”

	He’d opened his little box with inquisitive eyes and declared the gift, “Cool! We’ll match!”

	“We will.” 

	We now had silver cufflinks in engraved with our initials, mine an ’S’ and ’S’ and Finn’s  an F’ and a silver star - all had a small diamond in their centre. Lu had done a great job. They’d looked ‘the bomb’ as Finn had repeated over and over, telling me his were actually secret weapons that you pressed and bullets flew out.   

	I smile on that thought, glancing at Finn, as he plays with the dog, and I cast a glance at the skies above, which appeared white. It was a clear morning, slightly frosty, which all the women and wedding planners would love, casting a veil of glitter across all outside surfaces and chill to the air, but for this time of year, it was perfect. A perfect day to marry my best friend and the love of my life.

	In only four hours, I’d see her. They’d be the longest of my life I fear but I had to dress and get Finn ready in his attire and the men were having a round of clay pigeon shooting in a hour, which would take my mind off my bride for all of two seconds. Looking up towards the house, I try to locate the window to our suite for signs of her. I can see plenty of too’ing and fro’ing, but know from Finn that the room is full of ladies having their hair done. He’d moaned that he had been kicked out of bed too early so Mummy could be made into a princess. When I’d explained that Mummy needed some extra time this morning on her own, for our special day, he shrugged his shoulders and said, “Ok. Sub? Why can’t I sleep with you and Mummy tonight?”

	“Because, mate, it’s our wedding night. No children allowed on the wedding night.” I pat his little shoulder, hoping he’ll leave it at that.

	“Uncle Nathan says it’s because you want to make sure mummy is really married.”

	“Did he now?” I roll my eyes to the clouds. Cheers bro. “Well, once Mummy and I are married tomorrow, I will be sleeping with her in her bed and it’s all part of the wedding that the groom…” I point to my chest and wink. “That’s me…”

	He giggles.”I know silly.”

	       “…And the bride, that’s your Mum” God I’m stringing out the inevitable here.

	  “I know that!” Finn laughs again, throwing the ball for Bess.

	  “… To kiss and cuddle to say we are legally married.”

	 “Oh, I see.”

	Thank God for that. 

	“But, why can’t you do that downstairs?”

	“Oh, we will be doing a lot of that downstairs.” Believe me, in any dark corner I can take her in. “But we must do that in the bedroom together as well.” And the shower, the floor, in front of the fire….

	“So, I can’t sleep in your bed with you then?”

	 “Nice try - no, Finnster, not tonight - you’re in with Ninny and Gramps.”

	 “Awesome! Ninny let’s me stay up on my iPad for a…ges!”

	 Crisis diverted, we head on back towards to entrance, Sherlock, panting under my arm, his hot little body a welcome heat in the cold. The lake had a thin layer of ice across it as we pass and I remind Finn not to leave the premises without adult supervision, to which he nods in seriously in agreement.

	“Well, you - shall we go get you settled in the breakfast room with your Ninny?”

	“Yay! Can I have pancakes and scones and scrambled egg too?”

	“All at once?” I grin, teasing him.

	His face drops. “Er no silly - that would be yucky.”

	Kids, they never cease to amaze - get you on their level then once you think you’re all ‘down with them’ and playing it their way, they become all serious and adult-like, making you out to be the child. “Come on, you - let’s go get you fed and watered and then I’ll go off shooting with the boys before you and I get ready with Uncle Gino and Uncle Nathan for the big day. Anything to distract me from going and visiting your mum before the wedding.”

	“You really want to see her, huh?”

	I nod at him, stroking his soft blonde quiff on a sigh. “I really do. I’m missing her like crazy.”

	“Ninny says its bad luck for the broom to see the bride on the morning they get married.” He states, very pleased with his statement and I hide my snigger. So I’m the broom am I?

	“Apparently so, well we best not jinx things hey? Only a few more hours to go until I marry your Mum, mate. Then we’ll be a real family.”

	“Yay! I love you, Sub.” He launches himself at me and I have to stop myself from choking up.

	“I love you too, Finny Finn Finn.”

		

******* 
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	The morning had flown by in a flurry of traffic, from beauticians to hairdressers and photographers to videographers, we’d had them all. My suite was fortunately the largest in the hotel so could accommodate Suzie, Abby, both their individual stylists and the photographer who continually clicked away as we sipped our bubbly.

	We spent the last hour giggling like school girls and enjoying some relaxing girly time which had taken my mind off the fact that all I wanted to do was go see Seb. Just as I’m about to go stir crazy, two boxes are delivered to the suite from him. I’m so pleased now I’d asked Finn to hand deliver him his present personally from me.

	One is a small rectangular box, wrapped in black paper with a large white bow. I make fast work untying it as the girls watch avidly, and find the name of the parfumier we’d visited in Paris, ‘Parfum Unique’ emblazoned across the tissue paper. Inside is a Silver box, which I open to find a heavy crystal decanter style perfume bottle with a silver label and black scripted font. My perfume is called…
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	Behind the tissue paper is a message that I roll out, it reads….




	FOR THE WOMAN THAT IS TRULY UNIQUE AND ALL MINE.  

CAN’T WAIT TO SMELL THIS SCENT BETWEEN YOUR THIGHS. 

S x




	“Wow, that man needs to give Gino some tips.” Suzie lifts the stopper, inhaling deeply, before passing it over to Abs, outstretched fingers. “That is gorgeous and I’m preggers - I usually don’t like scents at the mo.”

	Abby concurs. “Sexy!”

	“We developed it together in Paris. I’d forgotten about it.” I melt inside. Knowing that he’d remembered and named it Mrs. Silver. I love it.

	“He’s good, Lu. A definite keeper.”

	“He is, isn’t he?!” I tip the bottle and press some to my wrists and neck. 

	“What does the message say?” Abs winks.

	Oh, nothing.” I grin.

	“Really? Nothing makes you blush big time! Let me see, she grabs the note card and scans it briefly, before quickly using it to fan her face. “Jeez Lulu - no wonder you’re pregnant! If you weren’t, you would be after tonight. He got game!” She adds in her best Brooklyn accent and I snort. She was right, he did have game.

	“You dirty bitch!” Suzie laughs reading it after Abs.

	“Hey you two - privacy not counting then?” I smile at my naughty loved ones. 

	“I’m not sure I’d find my thighs right now, if Gino asked me to put perfume between them.”

	“Ah hun.” I wince, feeling so sorry for her. She was still slightly puffy in her face, her ankles reduced dramatically from resting last night, but her back pain was troubling her and I was concerned about her endurance throughout what would be a really long day.

	“Sis, you must take it easy today - sit when you can - rest up, keep disappearing to your room if you want. I’m fine, I promise.”

	“Sod that! I can’t drink and that is bad enough but I can dance and tear it up I will.”

	Abs and I roll our eyes collectively over her head. “You should listen to her, Suze. “ Abby begins to remove her sleep rollers. “After all, she’s the only one with firsthand knowledge here.”

	“What else did ‘Oh gorgeous one get you, come on.’ Open up.”

	I grab the larger parcel of the two and open the lid, on a gasp, inside, is a diamond bracelet, set in platinum, which clasps around the wrists in a spiral fashion, two huge fresh water pearls on each end. I immediately secure it on my arm and open-mouthed move my wrist in the light. It was stunning.

	“OMG! The man has outdone himself. How did he know you’d be wearing pearls, Lu?”

	 grin to myself. “Just a lucky guess I suppose.” He’d ordered I wear pearls of course. I still had to put my pearl panties on.

	“Anything else in there? Not like you’ve had much already?” Suzies smirks. 

	“I’m not sure, Ooh yes.” I take out another smaller velvet box and snap pen the lid and my mind goes blank. 

	“Holy shit! Have you seen the size of those?” Abby croons.

	“Oh, Lu they are gorgeous, quick put one in.”

	I do as I’m told and place one of the large diamond teardrop earrings into a lobe, the stud fastening with a 2 carat diamond, before dropping to a small pearl and then finally swinging to a much larger teardrop diamond that glistened in a antique setting. They were about an inch and half long and would be perfect with my dress and my hairstyle. He must have checked with my mum - no man was that good.

	“Eek!” I suddenly shriek to the girls’ happy faces. “I’m getting married!”

	“Oh that’s what all this fuss is about then.” Abby winks.

	“That’s why I’m sitting her in a dressing gown marked Mrs. Silver’s bitches when I need to go and lie down.”

	“Oh hunny - go! Go have a nana nap and I’ll call you when its time to get ready - as long as you don’t dribble, your make-up is done.”

	“I don’t dribble, but I think I will have a nap. I just don’t want today to be about me. I’m already so huge you can’t miss me! Put a red suit on me and a white beard and they’ll have me delivering Christmas presents to the children!”

	We all burst out laughing at this. “Yes, you are a bit of a Ho Ho Ho!” Abs chuckles loudly at her own joke, sipping her bucks fizz.

	“Abigail! Easy on the happy juice, Mrs.” I raise my brows at her on a smile - her eyes were already glassy and I could see her being shit-faced before Seb and I had even said “I do!”.

	“I know! But I need dutch courage to get through today, opposite the other scrumptious Silver brother.” She pouts, looking beautiful with her professionally make-up.

	“Oh for fucks sake, just grab him and hold on to him - then have some fun!” Suzie moans, placing her palm in her back as she winces. “You two need your heads banging together - I wish I could go and just get jiggy with it - I’d be panting and out of breath and not in a good way - poor Gino is gagging for it!”

	“I thought you weren’t up for it?” 

	“I wasn’t - but suddenly I’m really horny!”

	“Well, go for it.”

	“I think I bloody might - at least I can’t worry about getting pregnant!”

	“Speaking of that…” Abs shoves her head in the direction of my stomach and my shoulders slump. I hadn’t even mentioned it to Suzie yet. 

	“What?” She shrieks immediately “Lu - are you…”

	“I don’t know. I might be.”

	“I got her a test last night.”

	“And?” Suzie asks excitedly

	“And I haven’t done it yet. I’ll do it after the wedding, when I’m not stressed and I can take it in.”

	“Oh come on - if you’re pregnant you need to know - so you don’t get hammered!”

	Suzie attests.

	She had a point, annoying as it was. I hadn’t thought of that. “Do it, Do it Do it!” The chants begin and I shake my head. “Alright, give me minute and I’ll go pee on the stick. But what if I’m not…”

	“Hunny, this is exciting for you. If you are, it’s wonderful news. You know that after everything you went through you and Seb beat that horrible evil man who took away your chances before. If you are not pregnant, you sup up, enjoy today, marry the man of your dreams and have the fairytale wedding. Then try again on your wedding night - if that’s what you want.”

	I flicker glances between both of these women who I adore with a passion and smile. I needed to do this, no matter the outcome. I couldn’t be scared of a result I hadn’t already received.

	I leave them getting ready and disappear to repeat what I had done all those weeks before in Dubai. My fingers shake as I open the packaging. I had a Mirena Coil in me so this was all probably just a false alarm. I’d never had a coil before and they apparently messed a little with your cycle as your body adapted to them. I’m sure it’s just that. Yes, definitely, just that - I convince myself as I wait, impatiently wafting the stick around like I’m drying nail polish.

	Ten minutes later I’m back in the room with them, their face expectant, brushes mid-pose and open mouthed. “Well?” they say at exactly the same time - expectant faces poised.

	“It’s positive. I’m about 5-6 weeks.” 

	

*******







	“Oh, Lu…”

	I turn at the sound of Nina Myer’s sharp gasp and smile as I see tears glistening in her shining lime green eyes. Her hand was covering her mouth and I can feel the emotion welling in spades. “Please don’t cry, Mum - you’ll set me off… again!”

	“I’m sorry, darling, you just look so… beautiful. Absolutely perfect. Sebastian is going to combust when he sees you.”

	“They’ll be lucky if they make it through the ceremony.” Abs mutters under her breath from her perch on the end of the bed and we all chuckle.

	I return my focus to the long silver mirror in the bridal suite at The Ashton, brushing the exquisite fabric over my hips, removing creases that don’t exist nervously. I hope so. I hope that he’ll take one look at me and see how much I love him. 

	“You haven’t got long, sweetheart. Ten minutes now, that’s all.”

	“I know. I just want to see Finn.”

	“Your dad, is about to bring him in - don’t worry.”

	We all look up as the door opens to an explosion of declarations from Suzie, now cradling her straining belly and panting out of breath. “Wow, this place has lot of steps for a pregnant lady! OMG you look bloody gorgeous. Oh… Lu. Oh my feet, in these shoes.” 

	I smile through welling tears, as I watch my waddling sister wade through my Mum and Abby to embrace me, her bump kicking against me in agreement. I giggle at her verbal diarrhoea.

	“Your niece agrees - she thinks you look hot too!”

	“You look beautiful too, baby mama.” I smile, holding her hand out to assess the whole picture. “Talk about glowing!” 

	Her soft grey gown falls over her abundant curves elegantly like a Grecian goddess, draping across one silver glittered shoulder and then meeting in a train at the back. Both she and Abby had their hair pinned up to one side, with pearls and diamantes scattered throughout their locks and their skin shimmered with a frosted body cream that only added to the winter theme. Seeing the two of them fully dressed together, I feel myself welling up again.

	“Oh. My. God! No one warned me how much you cry at these things!” I mop at my eyes, praying my eye-makeup that the stylist had worked tirelessly over would not run. She’d assured me everything was waterproof, but at this rate, it would need to be tsunami proof.

	“Here’s the little guy!” Abs looks across to the doorway, where my Dad has entered with my son and I beam at him, his big blue eyes in awe of my dress.

	“Mummy! You look soo pretty!”

	Everyone ahh’s and I rush forward, despite my train and heels to hug him and squeeze him to me. “Thank you, poppet. You look pretty handsome yourself. You liking the suit?”

	“Yeah? S’Ok. I look like Sub so that’s cool and I’m digging the cufflinks.” He wriggles his wrists. So they’d definitely got them, that was good.

	Dressed in a grey morning suit, with pale grey waistcoat and cravat, my dad exactly the same, I smile. They both looked so smart.

	“Well, Gramps is going to stay with mummy now, but you go off with Auntie Suzie, Ninny and Abby and I’ll see you soon - you have an important job carrying the rings - will you be Ok?” I kiss his soft cheek and watch for any signs of worry.

	“Yup. Let’s do this!”

	“I couldn’t have said it better myself.” Mac laughs “See you soon, buddy. Nina - I adore you. You look beautiful, Oh wife of mine.”

	I smile at my parents, who have managed to maintain a happy marriage for over 35 years. Their interaction is evident for all to see, love glowing from my mother’s face. “Go on, you old devil you. Look after our baby.”

	“Will do.”

	The second the door clicks shut my Dad takes a seat and nods. “There are no words, Chucks.”

	“You think I’ll do, Dad?” I take a last glance in the mirror, fussing with my hair, which has been pinned in an up-do to create height, with a side parting and then loose curls left over one shoulder, to ensure my back is still bare - the effect was very old Hollywood glam and looked effortless but in reality had taken hours of planning. Thank goodness my dress now had a built in bra, or I’d have struggled with the backless situation but I felt secure and the pearls swung at my back, a reminder of my gift to my husband. 

	I decided against nude lipstick - it wasn’t me and instead had chosen a matt scarlet red for Christmas, with a sealant so it wouldn’t smudge and smoky eyes with subtle hints of frosted glitter. The make-up artist had worked wonders with the last signs that Leo had ever hit me, the yellowing bruises now perfectly covered beneath flawless contouring that would make Kim Kardashian proud. 

	My dress looked gorgeous, fitting me perfectly, despite my worries the second I saw the results of my test. It was probably too early for weight-gain, yet but you never knew. My shoes were silver glittery Jimmy Choo’s, which had been specially personalised to have ‘Mrs.’ and ‘Silver’ on each sole.

	I fiddled with my new earrings and bracelet, before slipping off my engagement ring and instantly feeling empty. Not for long, just until you have your wedding ring in its place.

	“Would you pass me my fur wrap, dad?”

	“This one?” he holds up the deep silvery grey faux fur shrug, lined with red velvet that I will cover my shoulders with and I nod, before giving my back to him to place it across my back.

	“You get more beautiful by the second. I feel sorry for Seb.” He laughs.

	“Why?” 

	“He’s not to get through the service with you in that dress. Will be fun for us guests though.”

	I slip my pearl clutch in my hand and nod at myself in the mirror. I can do this… I’m ready.

	“Good to go?” my dad enquires gently.

	“Never been more ready.”




*******
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I check my watch for the umpteenth time and roll my lips.

“She’ll be here, bro. Stop stressing.” Nathan assures me.

My feet tap incessantly on the floor in front of me, fingers pull at my collar, it was 1pm. She needed to be here. I couldn’t wait any longer.

I’d refrained from texting her or trying to knock down her door. I knew this was one day I had to do as she’d asked and give her her space. I’d done that and now it was time.

“She’s here, mate.” Gino whispers to me and I take a deep breath, my body beginning to release all its earlier tension. 

I hear the strains of Elvis’ ‘Can’t help falling in love’ begin and we stand. The guests are silent until the bride begins to make her way into the grand Ballroom. I can hear their gasps, comments of her beauty and I can’t take it another second. I know I’m supposed to wait at the alter and not turn around but fuck this, I’ve never been one to follow convention, I want to watch my woman walk towards me, give herself to me freely and see that sexy walk in all its glory. 

I make a half-turn, feeling Nathan and Gino at my side do the same and I see Suzie and Abs coming down the aisle, looking stunning in silver grey gowns, with white fur capes, smiling brightly, their eyes only on my two best-men. I notice the long hanging pearls from their tightly packed bouquets of white roses and chrysanthemums, covered in glitter and they make me smile - she’d remembered the pearls. 

 Finn dances down after them, happily throwing fake snow across the white carpet, his satin cushion balanced precariously in one hand, with the rings tied to it, to the delight of the guests. I pray to God they stay on, as his body wiggles to the music. As he reaches me, he throws himself at my leg and hugs me tightly and I squeeze him back, emotion welling within. 

Wow! This was getting heavy!

Colin obviously thinks so too as I hear him blubbing, in James’ arms, blowing his nose loudly, whilst declaring that she looked ‘bluddy gorgeous!’his heavy Yorkshire accent. I grin in his direction - he was on the money. She bloody did. Like some magical Snow Queen, gliding towards me regally

I can see her now, more clearly. Her Dad on her left, she is a vision in an ivory lace fitted gown, which curves in all the right places, tightly across her ample breasts, down over her neat little waist, over her curvaceous hips and then fanning out from the knees, in more layers of lace. A large train follows her and her beautiful face is smiling at me, through the translucency of a long ivory antiqued veil, scalloped with lace. She holds a bouquet of calla lilies in her hands, bound with silver grey diamantes and feathers and the same long, cascading pearls as the bridesmaids, pouring down her body as she walks like a medieval princess.

I can feel a tear begin to form in my eyes and I bite my lips to prevent them falling. Nathan’s grip of support of my shoulder comforting - he understands the moment. She looks so God damned beautiful and finally, we are here, about to get married.

Lu & Seb, best friends, lovers, a family.

I gulp as I inhale her scent as she nears - ‘Mrs. Silver’ was in the building. I’d have to buy that perfume in by the gallon, she smelled good enough to eat. Just as she reaches me, her Dad about to leave her in my capable hands, her lime-green eyes shining with love and sexy full lips begging to be kissed, I look at the back of her dress and die a little within. Holy fuck!

Just as before, when she strutted around in the black dress with the pearl back, worn to tease me, at my housewarming all those months before - when she had dared to be ‘bold’. This dress was cut in the same style, its back dropping to rest just above her bottom, two large ropes of pearls hanging from each shoulder strap to dangle temptingly and rest within the curve of her spine. 

You’d ordered her to wear pearls you prick! She’d just done as she was asked. All I want to do is tug them and pull her to me.

I glance across at my beautiful bride, wondering how long it would take to finish the service and escape with her, via the way she’d just entered, my cock twitches painfully in agreement.

She places an arm on mine and I still, my heart beating. “Hi.”

“Hi, yourself.”

“You look very delicious.”

“You look breathtaking, literally.”

Mac pats me on the shoulder and smiles. “Look after her Sebastian.”

“I will. With every breath I have in my body. You can be assured of that.”

Lu and I lock eyes, forgetting everyone in the room for a second and instantly my nerves dissipate. Together we worked. She was my yin to her yang and this witty, beautiful woman standing next to me was now about to make me the happiest man alive. If I did not disgrace myself for the next half an hour. 

We both look up at the friendly white haired gentleman in his dapper grey suit at the head of the aisle. At the nod of his head, I see that it is time to proceed and inwardly thank God for that. The words which fall from the stranger’s lips are life-changing and legally binding but become a blur within seconds, if I’m honest. The winter wonderland setting is truly magnificent, with candles glowing around the entire room but I only have eyes for my bride. All I wanted to do was put my ring on her finger and kiss her. Then I’d take her in my arms and never let go.

“Welcome, we are here today to witness and celebrate the joining in matrimony of Sebastian and Lucia on this beautiful winter day, with Christmas on its way and a setting which I have to say is outstanding. Many of you have come from far and wide to support these two people and this is a testament of the love and support that this couple have around them. Seb and Lu want to personally thank you all for being here.

 Their love is a love which has been building for many years, first as friends and later as partners in life. Now they wish to demonstrate their commitment to one another in front of you all. If anyone here knows of any lawful impediment to this marriage, they should declare it now.

I glance around the room, my fears of Leo Peterson, still cloying at my coat tails. I sigh as no one comes forward. Lucia remains transfixed on the registrar.

“Good. Sebastian and Lucia, I have to remind you of the bond of the solemn and binding character of the vows you are about to make. Marriage, in this country means a union of two people, voluntarily entered into for life, to the exclusion of all others. I shall now ask both of you, in turn, to declare that you do not know of any lawful reason as to why you should not be married to each other.” His eyes assess us both individually.

“No.” Lu answers clearly

“Not a chance.” I answer and a ricochet of male laughs boom from the guests.  Lu was the only one for me. Finally, we can turn to face one another, taking our hands in each other’s, our eyes searching as we answer the Registrar and then repeat him in succession.

“Ok. Lucia, If you could repeat after me… 

We go through solemnly declaring that we’re not already married and then the guests are asked to stand. 

“Do we have the rings?”

Nathan steps forward, as does Gino, to collect them from Finn who is standing in the aisle, holding the silk ring cushion up above his head. They both untie them and hurriedly hand them to us respectively. Lu mouthing ‘thank you’ to Finn. He’d done his duty and his little pigeon chest was out and proud.

I take Lu’s hand and slip the diamond pave wedding band onto her third finger. It fits perfectly. “I give you this ring, as a token of my love and affection. I call upon these persons here present to witness that I, Sebastian Gabriel Silver, do take thee, Lucia Amelia Myers to be my lawful wedded wife.” 

Her eyes fill, and I take a breath as she repeats the process, sliding my own thick platinum band with its single diamond across my knuckle and comfortably onto my finger, before speaking her own vows. I smile as she says the words ‘to be my lawful wedded husband.’

“I understand you both have your own vows?”

I nod and Nathan passes me mine and I inhale. I’d never struggled with public speaking but this was different - this was wearing my heart on my sleeve. 

“Lu, you and I met a decade ago, crossing paths as fate intended in a bar that would lead you to later have Finn.” I look up at her and see her tears, knowing she gets me. “The years went by and I struggled to see what was staring me in the face. A beautiful woman, full of love and passion and more guts than anyone I’ve ever known. We’ve had a tough year, but it’s brought us closer, made us stronger and has given us the foundations to begin our marriage. You are quite simply the love of my life. I promise to spend my life supporting you in your dreams and allowing you to have your voice, and speak your mind.” I laugh nervously at this part, as do other guests who know my controlling alpha ways best. “I know! It’ll be hard” I direct to them, before returning to my bride. “I will spend the rest of our lives making sure that you know how loved you are, how loved Finn is - how much of a son he is to me and I can’t wait to raise him with you, as our own.” I squeeze her hand at this, watching as she mops at her eye-makeup with a tissue. 

“Quite simply, I love you, always and forever. You’ve tamed me, are the only one for me and will always be my one. Today I vow to cherish you for all eternity.”

I can’t wait a second longer, as I lean in and grab her. Her body moving to me like a magnet as we kiss, a soul-wrenching kiss that makes me love her more with each second. Slowly, we pull apart, both so full of emotion and she readies herself. I watch her beautiful green eyes flicker back and forth between me and the paper she is holding as she speaks.

“Seb, today I marry my best friend, my lover, my life. Today I’m truly whole. We’ve spent a decade of dancing around the inevitable and today it ceases - instead, we’ve walked purposely towards our fate. These few spoken words will seal us together legally as ‘one’. Taking that last leap of faith, has shown me that you truly love me. You’re my soulmate, Sebastian. I don’t know why we’ve waited but we’ve finally found one another. Like the engravings on our rings say, ‘You and me, always and forever. I love you’.”

The tears well once again, as I squeeze her hand in recognition of her words. The Registrar begins to speak and I’m rushing him along in my head. Hurry up mate, pronounce us, come on!

“Now you have both made the declarations……”

Jeez mate come on!

“…from this moment on, I am delighted to pronounce that you are husband and wife! You may kiss your bride.”

At last! The guests erupt in cheers and applause but I cannot hear a thing as I take Lu in my arms and bend her backwards to the crowd’s delight to kiss her thoroughly. The cameras click and we are oblivious to everyone in that one special moment. 

“Hi, Mrs. Silver.”

“Hello husband.”

“Ooh, I like the sound of that.”




*******
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	We move up the aisle to the sounds of Israel Kamakawiwo’ole’s version of ‘Somewhere over the rainbow’, my face beams, my hand in my new husband’s and the wedding party trailing behind. I’m reminded of Suzie and Gino’s wedding five years earlier  - so much has happened since then. Seb and I are about to walk up the aisle together once again, this time as man and wife.

	The Narnia style wedding aisle is picturesque and we pose for an age for the photographer before being given a glass of champagne which I ditch the second I can and hope that Seb doesn’t notice. I’d decided to wrap the pregnancy test and give it to him for Christmas so I just needed to fool him for another two weeks and meanwhile book in with my gynaecologist,  and get this coil removed. 

	I glance across at my handsome husband, a smile on his face, so that his dimple is on show, his free hand punching the air. This moment would stay etched on my memory forever - the day I took a leap of faith and jumped into his awaiting arms. I look down at my stomach and can’t believe how fortunate we’ve been - the feeling of knowing his child was inside me filled me with such a feeling of overwhelming emotion I have to swallow to coat my thickening throat. 

	We reach the bar area, to cheers and ovations and we kiss to raucous applause. 

	“You wait, Mrs. Silver. Give me 30 minutes of mingling and we’ll get you out of that dress and slip you onto something more comfortable.” His eyes are full of passion and I believe him. He had no intention of pacifying his guests if it meant missing out on time with me. We always came first. 

	“Ok.”

	“No arguments.”

	“None.”

	His liquorice blacks assess me. “Good.”

	“I want you too.” I lean up on tiptoes and kiss his full mouth.

	“Oh fuck, Lu - I’m hard again.”

	I giggle. “Sorry.”

	He leaves to get us a drink, moaning about my ‘blasted dress’ and I grin - it had done the trick, I must remember to thank Camilla at Unveiled.

	For the next few hours we’d be milling around in the receptions areas about the hotel, enjoying drinks and canapes and having our wedding photographs done, both externally and internally before sitting down for the meal. Finn thought it was great fun, running around like a wild cat, I had visions of him looking like a ragamuffin by the time we required him for pictures.

	I wander through the crowds of smiling people, some familiar, others from Seb’s side of the family, not so much and politely show them my rings, accept their gracious compliments of my dress and how wonderful the place was decked out. I notice a few of the wifes eyeing up my sexy husband in his silver grey morning jacket and silk fitted waistcoat, his sharp, duchess satin white cravat with pearl and diamante pin, a stark contrast against his tanned skin and black eyes. He is utterly delicious - I couldn’t blame them as I watched his long, lean legs in the pinstriped charcoal dress pants, muscular thighs, broad shoulders, and those sexy hands, one of which now wore a wedding ring. 

	My ring. My heart.

	He catches my eye across the hallway, the guests chattering around us and my breath hitches. The way he looked at me was obscene, like he was undressing me with his eyes and mentally contemplating his next move. My core clenches in reaction to him, heart beating faster. 

	When can we disappear upstairs without being missed? When was it deemed acceptable?

	I smile knowingly at him and he nods his sexual frustration, interrupted by my Grannie Annie, and finding it hard to tear his eyes from me. I smother a giggle. He had no chance of escape now. She’d cling to him for the next ten minutes. 

	I mouth ‘I love you’ before giving him my back and moving deeper into the mix of guests.

	I grin as I watch men catching females unawares in the ‘Mistletoe kisses’ photo booth corner and remind myself to congratulate Gigi for that idea - it would run, all day and into the night. We’d thrown in plenty of festive props, but the large rectangular white box, with realistic snow scene inside was pure genius, and so Christmassy.

	I move on and see James Marcell is chatting with my parents, happily regaling stories of Seb’s Stag- Do and I kiss him on his ruddy cheek, before locating Nathan and Gino at the bar. He was master of ceremonies later and was doing us a huge favour working whilst enjoying the party.

	“Now then, Mrs. Silver” Na booms. “That sounds a little odd - like my mother!”

	I laugh with him. “Tell me about it!”

	“Where’s Seb? Can I get you a drink, Sis.”

	“He’s been cornered by Grannie Annie. And yes please, a lime cordial.”

	“Seriously? Come on, it’s your wedding day - let me buy you something special, Malibu and pineapple, you always love that.”

	“Nope, I’m good - I want a clear head today, but thanks.”

	“Poor, Seb - he copped for GA? I managed to duck into the Gents before she grabbed me to talk about my responsibilities to the baby. That woman is batty!” Gino, downs his scotch in despair.

	“She’s gorgeous and means well.” I admonish him. “Just a little bombastic at times.”

	“Just a little.”

	Na passes me my drink, “Speaking of gorgeous, you look stunning, Lu - honestly banging dress!” Gino concurs.

	I do a quick twirl for them and lift my shoulder shyly. “Why thank you kind sirs. I feel like the most lucky bride in the world.” 

	“The groom feels the same. God, he was nervous this morning. I’ve never seen him like that.” Na shakes his head grinning.

	“Really? Why?”

	“You know Sebastian - he likes to be in control of EVERYTHING!”

	I nod with a smirk. “Sounds a bit like you.” I sip my drink through the straw and assess his body language. It was time to have the conversation I’d been trying to have for weeks in relation to Abby. Her move to New York had been in the forefront of my mind since last night and he needed to step up, or he was going to lose her. “So, Na, you and Abs?” I had hoped to go in a little subtler than that but never mind.

	His face drops a little and his eyes watch the ice swimming in his glass. “Don’t hold back will you Lulu! Not really sure what’s going on, Lu - she’s changed.”

	Oh for fucks sake of course she has you clod, she told you she loved you and you didn’t respond. Sighing I touch his forearm gently. “How do you feel about her, Nathan - I mean really? Was she just a bit of summer fun or do you see her as more than that?” My eyes meet his, trying to read him, so I could give my best friend something, anything.

	“She was more. So much more.”

	“Then why push her away, when she told you she loved you?”

	“It was moving too fast - we don’t have what you and Seb have - the years to support us.”

	“You sound scared?” I interrupt.

	“I am bloody scared.”

	“Well, all I’ll say, it’s none of my business but I love you both, she’s my best friend and you’re my brother now - a word of warning to you - don’t leave it too long to fight for her.”

	He looks up at this, chewing his lip in thought but is reluctant to let me in any further so I drop a little further bit of a hint.

	“Or, you may just find she’s no longer available.” I watch his face for some flash of fear but see none - perhaps Abby was correct and they just weren’t meant to be together. That thought made me sad. I lean in and kiss my new brother and then peck my brother-in-law

	“Right, you handsome men, I’m going to go find my husband and try sneak away for a moment of ‘us’ time.”

	“Good luck with that!” Gino laughs. “At our wedding, Suze and I got caught making out in the toilets - I ‘ave been there, my sweet Lucia - all you want to do is go bed each other but the wait is worth while - well it wasn’t for us - I fell asleep, but I’m sure Seb has more stamina than me.” He winks. “You’ve got your incredible honeymoon to look forward to after  in the New Year - God I envy that.”

	I grin, thinking about 10 day on a beach with my new husband - it sounded like bliss. “Yes, we’re going back to The Maldives.” Back to where it all began - where we fell madly in love.

	“It’ll do you the world of good, after what you’ve been through.” Na agrees.

	At the moment I’d be happy with an hour with the groom - our night would be amazing at this rate, if my controlling alpha was correct - we’d waited far too long. Sebastian was always going on about ‘the build’, the thought of the inevitable, the wait, but right now I’m as horny as hell and need some alone time before the meal - if we didn’t get an opportunity then he would have to wait until we retired for the night.

	I’m about to head out to rescue him from Grannie Annie when I see Meg. She is sipping Prosecco with her daughters and ‘a friend’, who upon closer inspection I recognise. I’d not seen her since the Hen-Do and the whole nightmare with Leo. We’d been in contact regularly, had had to for the purposes of the Police but I had been worried she would’t come today and seeing her now makes me so happy.

	“Meg - so lovely to see you.” I embrace her immediately, smiling at Lexie and Phoebe.

	“Lu, you look stunning.”

	“Thank you.” 

	“You remember your new tenant don’t you?”

	I smile genuinely. “ Of course I do. I invited him. Hi, Andre. Thanks for coming.”

	“Not at all - thanks for having me. This place is amazing - one of your jobs I hear.” 

	I nod. “Not everything but some, yes.”

	“Lovely wedding, Lu.” Meg affirms. “Honestly, it was beautiful. I’m so happy for you and Sebastian.”

	I reach out and rub her arm. “I know you are, hun. We are so pleased that you are Ok, and getting through this and we’re here for you if you need anything - anything at all.”

	She bites her lip. “Andre would you mind taking the girls to get a refill, so I can just have a little chat with Lucia.”

	If he is shocked he doesn’t show it and does exactly that, leaving us alone. We move to the nearby leather Louis chairs and settle. “I’m so sorry again, Lu.” Meg’s eyes flitter nervously over me.

	“Meg, you didn’t know. You have nothing to be sorry for. Leo is gone - it’s sad to think that someone dying is better for everyone, but in this case it is. He was pure evil and would never have left us alone if he’d served time.”

	“I know.” She plays with the stem of her glass. “I wasn’t in love with him you know.”

	I encourage her to continue.

	“I just liked the attention he gave me. He was horrid to the girls if I’m honest and now that I can see the difference…”

	“With Andre?” I ask gently

	“Uh huh. He moved into your old place and we hit it off immediately - I mean we’re only early days - it’s only been a month but I like him, Lu - really like him.”

	“He’s one of the good guys, Meg.” I agree. They would be a good match. “I’m happy for you, hun.” I hug her to me.

	“I don’t know, who’d have thought all those weeks ago, that he was a psycho? I still can’t get my head around it.” She shakes her head, blonde GHD waves tumbling. 

	“I know what you mean, I feel the same but he didn’t deserve our time or energy in life, don’t give him it to him death.”

	“Bloody hell, girl that’s pretty insightful. I like that.” She juts out her chin and takes a swig of her drink. “Your wedding is the start of good things to come.” She winks.

	“It is, definitely, for all of us. However, if I don’t go and find Seb, he’ll throw me over his shoulder in front everyone and carry me out of here.”

	“Ooh how divine.”

	“Not in this dress. I’ll love you and leave you. See you in a bit.”

	“We’ll catch up on the dance floor, babe.”

	“You’re on.”







*******

	

		An hour later and we seated for the meal, which is out of this world, with spicy parsnip soup, and warm crusty brown rolls, followed by a choice of beef, salmon or lamb with winter vegetables and potatoes dauphinoise, served on silver platter with glass plates layered on top and silver cutlery shining in the candlelight. The table settings were exquisite -  as though they had been dusted with a sprinkling of winter, with the tall elegance of the centrepieces holding the sparkle dusted callas and peonies, with chrysanthemums all reflecting again in the mirrors; the candles flickered continually, created a warmth to the cool frosted colour scheme.

	Each place setting had its own wedding cracker which held an individual gift for each guest, from earrings for the women, to small personalised whiskey bottles for the men. The pudding was christmas chocolate log or cheesecake followed by home-made mince pies, dusted with sugar which arrived on silver cake trays and were served with tea, coffee and home-made chocolates for during the speeches.

	Seb and I still had not managed any ‘alone-time’ much to his diagust. 

	After the meal, the children, including Finn were taken by the Crèche company to the allocated room to enjoy games and entertainment befitting their ages and meant which the adults could relax and enjoy the rest of the afternoon without being concerned that the children might hear ‘naughty words’ or grow bored and acting out. I would later collect Finn and put him to bed myself in my parent’s room, but for now it worked well and looking at the relaxed faces on other parents of young children in the room, I knew I’d made the right decision.

	Gino and Nathan excel at these, creating belly laughs in all the right places, with their childhood pictures of Seb and his dodgy haircuts and rapping song about Quicksilver and his shenanigans at school. Seb cries with laughter in parts and spends some serious time complimenting Abby and Suzie. Calling the latter his sister now, to her wagging finger. 

	Laurent Perrier Cuvèe Rosé flowed in abundance and I couldn’t touch a drop. My darling husband had arranged for it to be on tap for me and I had to abstain. I had a few small sips to celebrate our toasts but after that went back onto sparkling water. 

	Colin was the first to notice. “Er, what the bloody hell is that?” he grabs my drink and sniffs it before taking a large swig. “Hmmm, thought so, it’s not vodka.”

	“No, it’s not.” 

	“Come on, boss lady let’s go get you a proper drink.”

	“No, I’m fine honestly, Col,  I want to stay sober, remember every second.” I say willing him to believe me. 

	He pauses watching me before shaking his head. “Nah! There’s something going on  - you’re either on antibiotics or you’re..” He gasps loudly. “You’re pregnant!”

	“Colin, keep your voice down. I haven’t told Seb yet.”

	“Ooh it’s so exciting…”

	“Yes it is - but I need you to dial it down a bit - can you do that for me?”

	“Of course I can, darling. I can always keep a secret.” Colin mock drawls.

	He couldn’t at all and that was what worried me. I didn’t want to tell Seb tonight. I wanted to enjoy today and tonight, just for me and him and then I’d tell him in the morning but if Colin blabbed, I’d have to rethink.

	“I’m trusting you, babe.”

	“On my life, Mrs. Silver.”

	I smile at his new name for me. “Ah - I love that name. I suit it don’t I?”

	“You do!”

	“I’m so sorry I haven’t seen you as much I’d have liked to.” I hug him to me. “You’ve done an amazing job here, in your home for me, Col.”

	“You’re worth it and Jamesy and I adore you and Seb - you know that. James thinks he walks on water, especially after he took the dogs out this morning. Little Sherlock took a real real liking to your hubby and to James that allows him entry to the Willy Wonker factory.”

	I chuckle, imagining Sebastian with Sherlock the dachshund - maybe we should get a dog - really make this a 2.4 family.

	

	I leave Colin with strict instructions to keep shtum about the pregnancy until he hears different and head off to mingle. Meeting up with Carolyn and Dawn Walters for a brief moment, then sitting down and having a cup of tea with my Grannie Annie, who was knitting in the corner. Who brought knitting away with them? Let alone into the wedding reception. She informed me that it was for the babies that Seb and I would have together and my eyes fly up to her twinkly green ones, like mine and my Mum’s. I see naughtiness there, the sass which is still vibrant and punchy’ despite her ageing looks. 

	I locate Sebastian a few tables down, sitting and laughing with Gray Devereux and a few friends I recognise as colleagues and excusing myself from Grannie Annie, I head over; I had some meddling to do of my own.

	Gigi had been invited to the wedding but insisted that she would work it and not attend as a guest. She felt bad accepting money for a job she would then have fun at. I got her way of thinking but it wouldn’t help me get her and Gray Devereux together. 

	I do a sweep of the ballroom but can’t find her and finally after asking some of the staff, I give up. It was my wedding day - today I was allowed to make it all about me.

	“Lucia - I was just telling Seb how beautiful you looked.” Gray’s eyes twinkle.

	I slide mine across to Seb’s who is smiling back. Good, we were over the whole jealousy malarkey. “Thank you, lovely to see you here. Are you enjoying yourself?”

	“Excellent - this place is fabulous. Wish I could steal it from the owners for the business.”

	“I don’t think they’ll sell but I’ll mention it, if you like.”

	“Devereux - my wife, is not doing business tonight.”

	“Of course. It should be about your wedding. Congratulations you two, You make a great couple.”

	“Very genuine…” Seb adds dryly.

	“No seriously, I mean it. If I had half of what you two had, I’d be doing the same - just don’t tell everyone.” He winks, “It would spoil my reputation.”

	I grin at his handsome face. “I won’t. Now, may I steal my husband away, I believe that we may be about to have our first dance.”




	*******
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	I take Lu in my arms, my eyes never leaving her’s, as I feel everyone in the room is watching us - I don’t give a shit - I only have eyes for her, only ever will. With my palm at her waist and my other hand linked with her’s, our rings entwined, I feel a sense of peace filter over me. The music ‘Santa Maria’ is from one of her favourite films ‘Shall We Dance’, with Jennifer Lopez and Richard Gere. I’d been made to watch it several times the past few weeks as we practised for our first dance - wanting to perform something unusual, unique together. As the tango beat begins, initially slow, but pulsing and beginning to quicken, our bodies sway into one another. 

	“You ready for the next part, baby?”

	“As ready as I’ll ever be.”	

	We lock eyes and begin our routine to surprised onlookers. Our hands reaching out to dramatically caress the other, but not quite touch, before I slam my body against hers and we begin to move. Our arms out wide, elbows at the same level at our shoulders, and Lu dips, withholding tension in her body, our tightly clasped hands, sweeping one elegant leg out from under her gown in a semi-circle and back, before I dip her and flip her back to an inch from my mouth. Her limes are shining, her body feels so good in my arms and I itch to kiss her. I skim the outside of her breasts and then the outer edges of her arms - all part of the routine, but thank fuck or I’d go stir crazy!

	Jeez this dance is passionate. My breath quickens as the we move across the floor, Lu flinging her head stiffly first to the right, in time to the tango’d beat, then the left. Her diamond earrings swaying and each time those amazing unusual limes returning to mine and hardening my cock just a little more.  

	I wiggle my hips, to more applause and before stopping dramatically we begin to spin, only stopping after three, with Lu sinking to the floor, sliding her leg out behind her seductively and clasping my thigh. Holy shit! I feel myself harden at her touch, as I look down at her, lost in the moment of the dance, lust evident across her face even in her concentration. I draw her back up against my body, feeling her soft against my hard and notice the quietness of the room. Once she is standing again, I lean in and whisper, “Next time, we’ll do this alone…and naked.”

	I jerk her around in time to the beat, in the style of the dance, which comes in quick succession, not allowing her time to respond and giving me the chance to press her to my body further against her, her arm wrapping backwards around my neck and lips nearly touching my cheek, before she flicks her head away at the last second. My steps are predatory as I chase her around the dance floor, allowing her to then pivot in figures of eights in my eights, around my body, before I grab her and lift her to my side, dragging her, with one toe slightly touching the floor, her hand cradling my face and our lips nearly touching. She lifts her legs and I capture them, holding her to me and spin her in my arms, before releasing her and allowing her to slide her gorgeous body temptingly and tantalisingly down mine. I take her hands as she tries to escape but I pull her back to me, placing both hands on her on the top of her arms, my fingers nipping into them desperate to feel her. I drop my hand to just below her breast and feel her heart beat and I know that this dance if affecting her as much it is affecting me - so much for fun - this was fucking torture! 

	Finally, I releasing her into a spin, the bottom of her lace bridal gown rippling out in waves, to the delight of the audience, enthusiastic applause rippling around the room. Lu, throws her head back, extending her beautiful neck, her arms outstretched, lips pursed, back arched and I long to unzip her gown and taker her right then and there. She looked so free and ripe for the picking. My wife. Entirely fuckable.

	Fuck I’m aroused!	

	“You good, baby?” I say through broken breaths.

	She nods, biting her lip and scrunching her nose in the ‘Elizabeth’ twitch I loved so much. I lean in and kiss it, before holding her too me hard and kissing her, earning us more applause. 

	“Bravo!”

	“Superb!”

	We hear the comments -  they are endless and more than complimentary but I can’t take my eyes of my wife, both of us panting and in need of serious alone time.

	“You two seriously need to get a room!” I hear Nathan’s drawl from nearby and I concur. We do.

	The dance floor is officially open and new tunes begin to blare from the speakers. I’d flown in the DJ we’d found in Paris at Club Rouge and he was hot, mixing old Frank Sinatra and nina Simone with current dance hits. None of your usual wedding Black Lace, Agadoo at our wedding and hopefully that would keep people busy whilst I did the same with my wife.

	One of our favourite tunes begins to play, planned of course - ‘Walk the Moon’s, Shut up and dance with me’, and Lu looks and me and I wink before we spend the last five minutes of our routine, dancing ‘modern style’, her wiggling sexy body in the centre of the dance floor, me mouthing the words of the song to her with her replying in all the right places. 

	“We were born to get together, born to get together. She took my arm, I don’t know how it happened, we took the floor and she said…”

	I swoop my arm graciously for Lu to take the lead and she does, stepping up just in time to mouth the words.

	“Oh don’t you dare look back, just keep you’re eyes on me, I said you’re holding back…

	And I join in with her at the male part, “Shut up and dance with me!” Singing the main words of the song, their meaning, perfect for us. “THIS WOMAN IS MY DESTINY!”

	The guests lap it up and and I slide on the floor to ruffle her skirts, pleasing the crowd’s and coax them to sing along. After two verses, we encourage the rest of the guests to come on to the floor and join us. I locate Nina and Finn at the top table and wave him over, he doesn’t need any more encouragement and is with us in seconds, body popping and excitedly pretending to rap - how he had the energy still, I didn’t know, but I knew a few more ‘Peter Kay’ knee slides and he’d be ready for bed. 

	The music switches and soon the dance-floor is full, my Mum is boogying away with my Dad to Coldplay’s ‘Sky Full of Stars’ and I grin at them - such great people. Lu and I are fortunate to have such positive role models around us and for Finn. I kiss my Mum and she winks. “You definitely got your dance moves from me, you know.” She shouts over the beat.

	“I agree.” I slide a glance in my Dad’s direction, who is currently side-stepping like he’s trodden in dog shit. 

	We both burst out laughing together and she leans in and hugs me. “Make her happy, Sebastian. Always make her laugh, always listen to her and always keep her happy in the bedroom - you do that and you’ve got it made.”

	Funny that, I’ve been trying to do the latter all afternoon! “I will, Mum. Love you.” 

	“I love you too, son - we are so proud of you and we adore our new daughter and grandson.”

	I move into the crowd to grab Lu who is now throwing shapes with Abby, Finn, Meg and Jess - they made a great sight and I hope the videographer had got mum and son ducking and diving gingham style. “Sorry Ladies and Gentleman, I need to borrow my bride and Finn it is time for your bed!”

	I’m met with a few sulks and moans and that’s just the women - Finn isn’t too bad once I tell him Ninny will be reading to him and that he has a new Harrod’s teddy to accompany him to sleep.

	I grab Lu’s hand, who is laughing at my side. “What’s the urgency?”

	“You know what it is Mrs. Silver - I need a few minutes with my wife… NOW!”

	We lead Finn from the dance floor to Nina and after many hugs and kisses, leave him heading off with his Ninny to bed as we too head out of the ballroom and into the hallway at full throttle. 

	“Seb, slow down!” Lu giggles at my side.

	“Not a chance. I’m not risking being stopped by anyone else. You and I are consummating this marriage, right away or the next person that stops to talk I’ll just lift your skirts and fuck you right in front of them!”

	She ignores the last part of my strop, exasperation in her eyes. “But we can’t!” Her shocked look is expected but I don’t care. “It’s 8pm - we’ve over a hundred guests waiting for us and a night of dancing to enjoy.”

	“And we will, once you and I have enjoyed one another.” I pick her up in my arms and head to the stairs. 

	“You are such a control freak!”

	“And?”

	She shakes her head and her wide mouth breaks into a huge beam. “And, I love you.”

	“I love you too.” I say firmly. “It’s your bloody fault anyway?”

	“How so, husband?” her wry smile does not go unnoticed - she was enjoying my torment far too much.

	“You wore that bloody dress! Then you made me do the tango with you - fuck, Lu I’m still hard now!”

	She laughs. “It was so hot wasn’t it?!”

	“Unbearably so - sizzling.” 

	We reach our suite at last and as he pushes the card into the door, releasing the lock, he sweeps me up into his powerful arms, my beautiful wedding gown trailing behind us as we enter our private haven. 

	“Seb, what are you doing?”

	“Carrying you over the threshold of course.”

	“But that’s at home isn’t it?” She frowns, her red lips pouting, juicy and begging to be sucked.

	“This is like home. Now shush, so I can get you naked and feel like I’m truly home - firmly ensconced inside my new wife.”

	Her arms wrap around my neck and I find her lips, losing ourselves the second I close the door behind us with my foot. I lower her to stand and she turns her back to me, my fingers reach out to capture a glossy lock, instantly releasing her fragrant scent

	"I can't take my eyes off you, Mrs. Silver.  Today was magical - you are mine, at last!! Ten years in the making, baby."

	I stare at my wife, taking small steps backwards into the honeymoon suite. My heart is pounding so fast I swear she’ll hear it but I can’t look away from her. The possessiveness I see in her lime green orbs has been there since we said ‘I do’. Two strides and I’m on her,  our mouths clash, my arms coming to up to support her as she falls into me. I kiss her back, hard. I love her smell, her body under my fingertips, her lips. I love that she is mine.

	I feel so loved and cherished as she gazes at me with her mossy eyes locked onto mine, her white glittered nails stroking up my arms, making me shiver with anticipation. She takes my left hand in hers, looking at the ring on my wedding finger, then raises it to her mouth as she kisses it reverently before turning it over to kiss my palm. Her sensual scent surrounds me and I'm captivated as that full red mouth travels to my neck and nuzzles gently, before biting me lightly.

	"Now then, Lady Lu - let's see about helping you out of this glorious gown and into something… well…less…,” he grins wickedly.

	I turn her around and begin to undo the tiny fastenings on her wedding gown.

	“Shit - the designer was really having a laugh at my expense with this dress, weren’t they? Little buttons and man fingers are not a good mix.” She leans forward, baring her back more and I gulp, her skin was like cream.  

	Finally I’m done and I run a finger down her spine from her neck to the base and tap and she wiggles, allowing the stunning lace gown to shiver and drop over her hips seamlessly to cloud in a pool around her legs. Taking my hand for balance she steps out of it, and I hear my breath hitch as I capture her reflection in the silver mirror to our right.

	“My, darling - you are exquisite. And ALL mine!! My deep voice breaks with emotion.

	She wore no bra, only the garter belt we’d purchased in Paris and the pearl thong, with ivory lace hold ups, a pale blue ruffle over one leg and her silver Jimmy Choo’s. She moves to hang the wedding dress on the wardrobe door, and I admire her shapely behind, shrugging out of my jacket, waistcoat cravat and shirt before slipping off my trousers in record time, then I watch mesmerised and dry-mouthed as she walks in all her finery towards me. Her diamond earrings swaying at her lobes and beautiful firm breasts bouncing.

	“So, husband of mine, let’s make this official.”

	I growl, removing my dress shirt and tie as her hands stroke up my chest, our lips joining eagerly and our hearts beating in sync, knowing exactly what is about to happen. Her hand travels downwards to undo the button and zipper on my pants and his painfully hard cock springs out, pre-cum moistening the head. I lock eyes with her, willing her to take a look and she does, her eyes growing wide, as she gazes down at my length and girth and the sight of her small pink tongue flicking out between her lips is my undoing.

	I grab for her, drawing her to me by her waist, her breath knocked from her momentarily. “I want to go down on you, baby!” Her eyes still fixed on my cock.

	“No, baby, not this time." 

	Lifting her into my arms I carry her over to the waiting bed, and lay her gently down before removing my remaining clothing and grabbing for her. She clasps my face, drawing me to her, lust written all over her face. Those red lips pouting and mouth open on a half-breath. She looks so sexy.

	Her limes assess me inquisitively and I grin wickedly before kissing both breasts and lick a trail from her nipples to her navel, nuzzling there a moment before settling between her thighs, I drop to concentrate on that sexy little mole just above the back of her knee, planting a kiss there - she is perfection, especially when I look up and see her spread out for me, her sweet pussy begging to be seen to next.

	“God, baby, I can't get enough of your scent! Mrs. Silver is now on the tip of my tongue.” 

	Her gorgeous blush is sexy as hell, as it flushes her breasts and lady parts, and I blow gently, before dropping a kiss on both inner thighs, which quiver in anticipation.My tongue swirls inside of her circling her plump clit, all the while, I reach up and stroke her  beautiful breasts with featherlight touches, before playing with her nipples which have hardened into tight pebbles - within seconds she has shattered around my lips, sobbing my name. I thrust a finger, them two inside of her and she rotates around them moaning in pleasure at the invasion. “Oh, baby!”  

	I gaze up at her, my face buried between her thighs, and blow her a kiss. "I love you so much, lady Lu.”

	Moving up her body, I take a second to just hold her to me, inhaling her scent, as we watch one another for what seems like an age, her gaze finally drops to my lips. She’d never stared at me so thoroughly, I felt vulnerable - like she was looking deep into my very soul.

	“You are everything I’ve ever wanted.” Her words are simple.

	“And you, Mrs. Silver, were created for me.” And she was - she was mine. At last. 

	I lean down brushing my lips delicately against hers, electricity instantly flaring. My hands find her breast and she arches her back, moaning into the room; her nails on my back. Our passion had been escalating all day, fuck the last week if you counted the abstinence. I’d not been inside her for a whole week. My cock twitches in acknowledgement and my lips find the beating pulse at her neck, biting delicately as I repeat a long leisurely lick from one areola and tip, to the other nipple, both so tightly erect that when I fasten my mouth over the right rosy bud - her screams of pleasure echo into the room.

	“Baby!”

	I cup her behind, loving the feel of the silky fabric and the suspenders against my hands, her stockings turned me on immensely, especially with her shoes on. She was branded from her scent to the soles of her feet, with my name - now she’d taken it legally and I couldn’t be happier.

	I climb over her and cradle her stunning face, our hearts beat against one another, our groins pulsing, desperate to unite and I stare deep into her limes. “You and me, always and forever.”

	“Take me, baby. Fuck me, please.”

	I grab her thighs and drag my nails over the bare parts, watching her eyes grow hooded. 

	“I want you so badly.”

	“Oh you do, do you?” I tease, crawling up her delectable body, my thick cock seeking entrance. “”Who’s the impatient one now?” 

	“I don’t care - I want to feel my husband inside of me - share another ‘first’ with you.” Her hands grab my behind and I groan.

	“Ok, Mrs. Silver, let's consummate this marriage - “make love for the first time as man and wife.”

	 I lift her legs around my waist and in one smooth thrust, my cock is buried to the hilt inside of her hot wet pussy and placing both hands under her bottom to sink me even deeper within her addictive body and changing the angle, so that my thrusts go deeper, I reach that spot that makes her moan my name out loud. 

	Arching her back against the pillows, she opens herself to me, gasping with the exquisite sensations we are creating with our body and the friction of our mating. I slow down, pulling out almost completely, before slowly pushing back in, rotating my hips and thrusting more powerfully again and again. In and out, back and forth

	"Don't stop, Seb! God - please don't stop, baby!

	“I have no intention, wife,” I murmur her new title. 

	I thrust strongly, never breaking rhythm as those sexy nails score at my back, the glorious sensations overwhelming me as I try to push deeper inside of her slickness.

	"That's it, baby, I can feel you - you're almost there - I fucking love you!

	Our fingers entwine, and I watch her face, lost in the moment, both reaching our bliss together, stars bursting behind my eyelids as I feel the warm rush of my release, begin at the base of my spine, cup under my balls and shoot deep inside her, my groan triggers another orgasmic scream, from her lips

	As I collapse onto her chest I hold her tightly to me, thanking God for this woman who is my world and now my beloved wife

	“That’s it - it’s official, no getting away.”

	Her lips find mine and we share a passionate lingering kiss, full of contentment as our

hearts regain their usual rhythm. She pulls away to press soft kisses on my bare shoulder.

“Oh, baby, you’re stuck with me

“I can live with that, wife, happy to in fact.”




*******
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	We return to our guests slipping back into the ballroom and on to the dance floor like we’d never left. The odd person had noticed but it was our prerogative to enjoy one another on our wedding day. Suzie finds us almost the second we are back in the throng, raising her brows knowingly and giving us complicated cuddles due to her expanding waistband, before making her excuses so she can go relax upstairs and rest the ‘turkey’ and I don’t blame her - I’m tired and I’m not carrying a 35 week pregnancy around with me.

	We dance until the early hours, laughing and celebrating our happiness with our friends and family until finally when the balls of my feet are burning and my back aches like I’ve been gardening for days, the clock strikes midnight and like Cinderella at the ball,  I advise my husband that I am retiring for the night. Maybe  it was the early pregnancy hormones I don’t know but suddenly I am exhausted.

	I head up to the suite alone, leaving Seb to say goodnight to a few extra people and gaze around to see that rose petals have been strewn over the waiting bed since we’d last been here and a huge silver ice bucket awaits us, holding a bottle of Laurent Perrier Cuvée Rosé - shame I wouldn’t be indulging.

	I then undress before grabbing a quick shower. Undoing my hair and removing my make-up is bliss, and just as I’m about to slip into bed naked, the fire roaring in the hearth - I change my mind and retrieve the Helmut Newton inspired charcoal lace gown I’d bought in Paris for our honeymoon. I add the matching thong, drape the silver body chains over my breasts and across each hip and spray myself liberally with my signature ‘Mrs. Silver’, before collapsing on the bed. 




*******




	It is here that Seb finds me, an hour later. Waking me, with featherlight kisses and words of love, his hands on my breast.

	“You look like Sleeping Beauty, Mrs. Silver.”

	“And you are my Prince Charming, annoyingly waking me from my sleep…” I grumble twitching my nose, my eyes remaining closed.

	“My wife, is grumpy. Are you too tired to let your husband take you a second time officially as man and wife?”

	“I’m not sure…” I stir, giving him my back, in the spoon position, the smoke grey laced negligee slipping open as I slip my leg out and slide it up onto Sebastian’s. “…it depends upon how convincing you can be.”

	I hear my voice, thick with sleep but full of seduction and as I turn to face my husband, the light from the fire casting shadows over his muscular naked body, I shudder. He swoops in and takes me in his arms stroking my bare outer thigh, and reaching up to clasp my revealed breast to my sighs, the silver chains scattering across my nipples and creating immeasurable pleasure. I make fast work untying the gown and then draw his lips to mine, my body full of desire for this beautiful man who smells of vanilla, lemon musk and bourbon - pure unadulterated male. 

	“It’s never enough, baby, is it?” I stroke his chest and reach to cup his balls.

	“Never, thank God and it only gets better.”

	

*******




	We are curled up asleep in each other’s arms when I hear a phone ringing persistently. What 	time is it?

	I locate my iPhone on the bedside table and notice I’ve had three missed calls, one from my parents and two from Gino. SHIT! FINN!

	I throw the duvet covers back and dash over to the wardrobe, quickly rummaging through my drawers for clean underwear. I quickly dress, whilst redialling Gino. No Answer! CRAP!  	I ring my Mum’s mobile - no answer! OMG, seriously guys - I’m having a melt down here!

	I look over at my husband who is fast asleep and for a second consider leaving him to rest, then shake my head. No, he’d go mental. “Seb?” I call gently. Nothing. “Seb!” This time a little louder. Again nothing. “SEB!” the bedcover moves and he rolls over, eyes like piss holes in the snow as they adjust to the corner lamp. 

	“What’s going on?” His mood is clouded with dreams and I feel for him. My phone said it was 3am. We’d only been asleep about 40 minutes but he’d fallen deeply. As he raises his brows and stretches, I see him coming to. I continue to dress grabbing my grey jeans and a oversized grey jumper, that said ‘Mrs.’ on the front and ‘Silver’ on the back. 

	I dial my Mum and Dad, again, letting it ring out on loudspeaker.

	“Who are you ringing?” Seb’s bleary voice mutters from the side of the bed, where he is sitting up attempting to stand.

	“My Mum and Dad - I’ve had three missed calls, one from them and two from Gino. Somethings wrong. I feel it.” 

	He must hear the panic in my voice as he nods, takes a few strides to the wardrobes and grabs his jeans, a checked flannel shirt, and battered boots before nipping to the bathroom. “Keep ringing them, Lu. I’ll just have a pee, and get dressed and we’ll go to their room. If it’s Finn we’ll sort it - don’t worry, baby.”

	I bite my lip, hanging up as the call isn’t answered for the second time. I ring them again and again until finally someone answers.

	“Hello? Mum?”

	“Darling, I’m here. I’m sorry, the signal is terrible.”

	“Mum, is everything alright - it’s 3am and you called. Is Finn Ok?”

	“Finn’s fine - he is with Bob and Bitzi.”

	“Why?”

	“Your sister has gone into labour.”

	I feel the colour drain from my face - she’d done too much, I knew it. “But it’s too soon? Is she Ok?“

	“She’s fine, she woke up and her back was crippling her, then her water’s broke in the loo. Gino rang me straight away.”

	Seb comes out of the bathroom at the moment and I tell him the news. “Where are you now, Mum?”

	“You’re Dad and I are on our way to Holdgate Hospital now.”

	“We’ll be there soon.” I interrupt.

	“No, hunny, you don’t have to do that  - this is your wedding night, Suzie wouldn’t ex…”

	“Mum, I’ll see you in a bit.” I end the call and grab my bag, Seb’s words of encouragement flowing over me as we make our way down through the quiet hotel and out to his Porsche - it would get us there quicker, he explains with a wink. 

	In the car I have the time to think about poor Suzie and how scared she must be. We’d only spoken earlier that day about the drama that surrounded this family but if this little girl wanted to arrive early, she’d be the first Myer’s woman to ever do so, at any time in their lives - this I had to see.




	*******
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	We are waiting patiently in Holdgate hospital until nearly ten am before a midwife comes to inform us of the good news. Both mother and baby are absolutely fine. The baby girl has had to go to SCBU, the special care baby unit to be checked over as she is just under 36 weeks, but they feel that she will be released tomorrow, along with Suzie. It had been a natural birth and had gone to plan - if a little quicker than expected. 

	We all take turns in hugging one another, happy that one of our own was safe and a new member of our family was now in this world. The relief is immense.

	“Congrats Auntie Lu.” Seb places a sleepy arm around my shoulders.

	“Congrats Uncle Sub - it’s official now.” 

	He smiles happily. “I suppose it is.” 

	“Hey guys!” Gino bounds out of the double doors at the end of the corridor, a huge beam on his Italian face. “You all ere. She is gorgeous! 6 lb 5 oz.”

	“Oh my word! She is a good size for 35 weeks.” My mum gasps. 

	“Yep, You Myers women like to carry big babies, that’s for sure.” My dad states.

	“Is Suzie Ok G?”

	“She’s fine Nina - all went well - she doesn’t even have stitches,”

	“Oh, thank God.” Nina clutches her chest dramatically and I put my arm around her, knowing that I’ve caused all this worry with Finn’s birth and the subsequent miscarriage.

	“Do you have a name?” Seb enquires smiling.

	“We do - are you ready? Holly. Holly Maria D’alissa. The Maria part is for my grandmother., who passed when I was little.”

	“We all smile, tears filling my eyes. “It’s a beautiful name, G - I love it. Holly for Christmas and it’s sassy like all of us Myer’s women are.”

	“Ooh, don’t we know it - hey Seb?”

	“Don’t ask me - I’v only been married 16 hours - I need to stay Switzerland for a little longer.”

	“Wise choice, lad.” Mac pats my shoulder. “You’re learning.”

	I take a seat and allow my parents to chatter with Gino - Seb looks for me, sensing my retraction. “You Ok, baby? What’s up?”

	“Nothing - I’m just happy for them.” I sniffle, mopping my eyes.

	“You sure? I wondered if being here, in this place with this whole baby situation would be too much for you right now - too soon?” his large hand finds my knee and begins to rub in soothing motions.

	I stare down at his shiny new wedding ring and cover his hand with my own. “I’m fine. I thought I’d find it harder but whilst I’ve had a few flashbacks since being here, I’m so happy for Suze and Gino, it’s kind of replacing the bad memories with the good. If you get me.”

	“I do, baby. I feel the same.”

	“I’m so sorry, Seb - this must be so much harder for you - you were the one dealing with everything around here whilst I was just out of it. You were in the present. Are you Ok?” I stroke his strong jawline, stubble bursting from his shave yesterday, and creating a dark  shadow. 

	“I just wish things were different for us. I’m so happy - I want to give you the world. If I could give you back what we lost that night I would. You know that don’t you?” His hand clasps my face and we kiss, leaning into one another for support. I allow our strength to flow between us before pushing back. It was time. I’d wanted to wait but if this helped him mentally and took away the heartbreak, then so be it. Nothing but good from here-on out.

	“I do. But, you already have, baby.” 

	His liquorice blacks flick back and forth between my limes - confusion embedded deep within. “I don’t understand? How can I give you back what you lo…” His eyes fix on me, drop to my stomach and his jaw drops. I stroke his face again and nod to assure him that his thoughts are correct.

	“Are you sure?”

	I nod again. “Your going to be a daddy, baby. Merry Christmas.” Tears well in my eyes and I see his own begin to fill.

	“It’s the best wedding come Christmas present you could ever have given me - God, I love you!” He kisses me hard , a huge smile on his lips as we kiss. “Are you positive positive?”

	“Seb!” I laugh. “I’ve done two further tests since the one I’d done yesterday morning - so yes I’m double positive. I’m sure. We’re pregnant. About 6 weeks I think. It’s early days so I need to be careful and it’s probably best we keep it qui…”

	“We’re pregnant!” His voice booms into the waiting area, before he lifts me in his arms and kisses me like his life depends upon it. “We’re preg…nant!”

	We won’t be keeping it quiet then, I smile at his exuberance and ruffle his hair. My parents, Abby, Nathan and Gino come to congratulate us and we share a group hug. 

	“Must be something in the water, Nina.” Mac winks at his wife of 35 years.

	“Nope, just love and a lot of luck, darling.” She kisses him on his salt and pepper stubbled cheek. 

	I look around at my family, my husband at the centre if it all. This new life beating within me, a brother or sister for Finn was the proof that miracles really did exist, but I firmly believed that true love was worth fighting for. Our lives were just beginning and our future had been secured.

	I feel Seb’s arms enclose me from behind, his hands clasping gently across my tummy. I lean to one side for his head to rest in the curve of my shoulder. “You are amazing, you know that?”

	“It has been said.” I smile, earning myself a stubbly kiss on my neck.

	“You and I are going to have to tell Finn soon, now that the family know.”

	“I will, but I’ll ask them to keep quiet for a few weeks - I’d like to try and get to 12 weeks if I can, just to be safe.”

	“Oh, baby you’ll be safe - you’re going to be pampered and cared for like a royal princess, Mrs. Silver.”

	“I am, am I?” I spin to meet his sexy eyes.

	“Yup. There’ll be rules of course. I’m a stickler for rules.” My eyes fly up to question him, a half smile on my lips. 

	“Rules? What kind of rules?” I’m not sure I like the sound of this.

	“FBR’s.”

	“Fuck buddy rules, like we had before?” I whack him hard on the arm and he winces. “ We’re married now, we don’t need all that, you controlling beast!”

	He sighs, exasperation setting in and I stop and let him finish. “As I was saying, there will be rules, which you will abide by over the next 8 months, the FBR’s - also known as ‘Father of the Baby Rules’.”

	Holy shit, what have I let myself in for, I sink into his arms, as he grins at my dramatic acceptance. “Every cloud has a Silver lining, my darling wife and we just got ours. We’ve gone through hell to get here and now I’m never letting go. Time to experience our most incredible first together. And what a ride it’s going to be.”




*******
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Coming soon…




Gray Devereux & Gigi Divine

In their own standalone novel




“CUPID CASTLE”




More info and cover reveal coming soon on social media sites.




Contact Alexandra North at the following social media sites:




www.facebook.com/alexandranorthauthor




Twitter: @alexnorthbooks




www.goodreads.com/alexnorthbooks







I hope you enjoyed the conclusion to Sebastian and Lucia’s love story; 

I really appreciate that you ‘one clicked.

 Please take a short while to leave a review on Amazon for me; 

these reviews make a huge difference to Author’s profiles and 

the knock-on effect is immense. 

Thanks so much for all your continued support.

xxx
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If you enjoyed my work, you’ll love author

C.J Fallowfield

Not only is she also an…

Amazon #1 bestselling author of British erotic romance  

she is a great friend too. Our writing styles are very similar and her books have our trademark British humour, 

as well as the ability to steam up your kindle. With over 20 books to choose from in the erotic romance genre 

and a Romantic Comedy available from February 2016, under the pen name Charlotte Fallowfield, she is a demon writer, churning them out faster than you can say…One-click! Trust me, you’ll be spoiled for choice.




Check out her fabulous standalone, The Temptress, with the delicious 

Frenchman, Luc Le Grand - he really is the complete package.
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The Temptress

By C.J. Fallowfield




Have you met Luc, the dominant, dirty talking and sexy Frenchman?










The Temptress




There’s just something about a French accent, something that conjures images of romance, sex and passion. There’s a reason French is called ‘the language of love.’




Lulu McQueen runs an exclusive honeytrap agency, to test the fidelity of rich men for their suspicious partners. While her business flourishes and her track record in the field remains unbroken, earning her the nickname of The Temptress, her personal life isn’t so successful.




A trip to Paris, years ago, led to the most erotic encounter of her life with Luc, a charismatic, dominant, irresistible Frenchman. For one night she experienced bliss on a scale she’d never encountered and fled in the morning, ashamed of herself, but her Parisian one night stand was burned into her memories and no one since had compared.




With no one available on short notice, Lulu steps in to lure Mrs. Le Grand’s rich husband, for an extortionately high fee. Lulu’s in for the shock of her life when she finds her mark at the hotel bar. Luc Le Grand still has a face and body to make Adonis weep. He exudes confidence, masculinity and raw sex appeal.




The question now isn’t whether Lulu can tempt him, but whether she can resist him, retain her reputation and secure her fee, or whether she’ll fall under Mr. Le Grand’s spell. Again. 




[image: Image]




The Temptress is an Amazon bestselling erotic romance standalone, strictly for the over 18’s.




C.J. Fallowfield’s Amazon Page

http://www.amazon.com/C.J.-Fallowfield/e/B00I9DG7PW




Website

http://www.cjfallowfield.co.uk




5 Star Blogger Praise




"A 5-star erotic novel that will have you crying and changing your damn panties due to the explosive sex scenes!” - Just Booked

“It’s funny, emotional, heart stopping and my god the sex scenes are HOTTTT.” - Two Hot Mammas

“Damn, this girl can write. I’m sure my panties caught fire at some points.” - Sarah & Kirsty’s Book Reviews

"The Temptress is not only original, but it has certainly raised the bar on the genre.” - Love Between the Sheets

"Omg this was amazingly phenomenal!!!!” - J & J’s Southern Spice Blog

"If you enjoyed Fifty Shades of Grey, then this book is for you. If you hated Fifty Shades of Grey and want something better to read, then this book is for you. CJ Fallowfield is one of my new favourite authors. I would read anything she writes, even her shopping list.” Gothic Angel Book Reviews













The One Trilogy 

by Alexandra North







It began a decade ago with a spilt drink and a missed opportunity 

amongst two people destined to be together. 

Now ten years on, sexually frustrated Lucia Myers is seeing her best friend 

as though it were the first time… 



Interior Designer, Lu decides that ultimate alpha player, Sebastian Silver should be the one to encourage her inner wantonness. What were friends for, if not to help when one was in need? She forms a plan… a proposition of sorts; one night of pleasure, I’m open to anything, with no ties - the text reads. She wants to be awakened by someone she can truly trust, one with a skilled repertoire with the ladies and one who will never want more from her – he couldn’t be more perfect.



Together they sizzle, but apart they are broken. 



Sebastian is an addiction she finds hard to shake and despite a desire to protect herself from the unknown, the sexual force between them is too great to ignore. 

He makes her feel like no other man has, her body craving his touch and her mind wrestling with his controlling ways.




Will Sebastian and Lucia find happiness together 

or will tragic consequences tear them apart?




This trilogy has a HEA, it must be read in 

succession and is strictly for the over 18’s only.




Book 1 - The One Awakened

Book 2 - The One Addicted

Book 3 - The One Adored




http://www.amazon.com/Alexandra-North/e/B00LJOIPC6







Praise for the books




5 stars – “The One Awakened takes you on a roller coaster ride of emotions; Love, hurt, truth, jealousy, sexual chemistry and desire.” 

- Bloggers Down Under

5 stars – “Sebastian (Seb) & Lucia (Lu) have quickly become one of my favourite couples ever!” 

- Naughty & Nice Book Club 

5 Stars - “The most erotic erotica I’ve ever read.” 

– Francessca’s Romance Reads
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“Outstanding.” Two Mammas Book Blog

“s Amazing Stars.”
“Just Booked Blog

“A must read.”
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“A fieartfelt, sexy, passionate,
5 ove. Love Between the Sheets
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Over 85+ 5 star reviews on Amazon.com
Free on Kindle Unlimited
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