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   PROLOGUE
 
   February 12th 2014
 
    
 
   I look down at Cory and feel nothing, no joy at breaking him, no happiness at succeeding, and certainly no sadness over lost love. I don’t really remember feelings nowadays. Love isn’t real. It hurts people and it’s a word used too often without meaning. I have no time for love. I am empty. A single vessel floating around a universe of nothing. I have no reason to feel anymore. No real reason. 
 
   The weeping man before me elicits no emotions from in me. They never do, they’re just collateral damage. They’re all the same - easy to please, easy to hurt, full of broken promises. The world would be better off without men in it.
 
   I didn’t need to ruin Cory. I was ready when I left Scott, but Cory just happened to catch my eye at the right time. Or wrong time, depending on how you look at it. I want to laugh at his pathetic display of weakness. Crying over a break up? Disgusting. Love sucks, get over it already. 
 
   “You’re weak. Nothing but a pathetic piece of shit,” I snarl. 
 
   “I don’t understand. Why? What’s changed since this morning?” his eyes plead with me. This is the part I like, seeing how far I can push them. “Baby, I love you.”
 
   “You think you love me after three months?” I laugh and shake my head. “You were easy.” 
 
   “I do. You know I do. You feel the same, you said you loved me. Why did you fuck him?” I can see the doubt set in as he looks up at me. I smile. Stupid man.
 
   “I’ve never loved you. It was all a game. You were a game.” He sucks in a shocked gasp. “I saw you the night before in the bar. You’d cheated on your girlfriend, but you were still trying to make her feel bad for your behaviour after you got caught, like it was her fault your dick slipped into the redhead. I had to have you then.”
 
   I walk to him and crouch down so we’re eye level. “It took one flash of leg to get your attention. One smile to get a drink. Three days for you to say you were sorry for the first time. By day eight you told me you loved me.” I tilt my head to the side to look at the poor excuse of a man I’ve been shacked up with for the past three months. “Why are you doing this?” he cries as his head drops forward, shoulders hutched over in defeat.
 
   “Because I can,” I snap. “You tried to manipulate a vulnerable woman and you used love to hurt her. I couldn’t let you get away with that. You needed to feel the pain you caused your ex.”
 
   “So this has all been revenge for Carol?” Cory asks in an incredulous voice.
 
   “No. I’ve never spoken to Carol before. This is about more than just your ex, Cory. It’s about the man you are, what you represent. I knew on day five that you would be the easiest. A few words in your ear and you believed them over a fourteen year friendship. Never put hoes before bros, it’s a known fact. That friendship took twelve days to break. Twelve days as opposed to fourteen years?” I laugh at his stupidity, shaking my head. “Pathetic.”
 
   “Tony didn’t?” 
 
   “Tony certainly did, just not the way I told you.” 
 
   I’m ready to leave. I stand and move to collect my bag from the kitchen table. “I never needed anything from you. I don’t need anything from anyone.  All that money you’ve given me, I don’t need any of it. I just need to see how hard you would try to keep me.”
 
   “Why?” Realisation is finally sinking in. He sounds broken.  
 
   “Why? Why? Because I lost everything. All because of a man like you,” I shout at him before calming my voice. “Your dad never touched me, you know?” A sob tears from his throat, raw pain. “Sure, he grabbed my arm and made those marks but only after I told him I was using you. Good thing mummy dearest believed him.” 
 
   “You bitch,” he cries, looking torn up. Yes, he’s too broken to even stand up to me. I walk to stand in front of him. 
 
   “I am a bitch. I don’t feel, I don’t love. I hate. I only hate. I hate you.” I grab a hand full of his brown hair, squeezing it into a fist then pulling his head back so he’s looking at me. “I would say it’s been fun but you’re the same as the rest of them. A lying, cheating, lousy lay. Have fun trying to build bridges.” I push away from him, stride to the door, and exit, leaving it to slam behind me. 
 
   I smile as the cold February air stings my face. The winter sun is shining bright. It’s deceiving, like me. Beauty surrounded by nothing but bitterness. It takes nothing but a smile to lure men in. 
 
   I use them.
 
   I manipulate them.
 
   I break them.
 
   That’s the best part, leaving them broken with nothing and no one, just like me. Everything was taken from my life by one man, the Demon.
 
   Damon Hunt. 
 
   Damon is a hunter. He preys on innocent women. He breaks them, tears them apart until they have nothing more left to give. 
 
   It’s time for the hunter to be hunted.  
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
   CHAPTER ONE
 
    
 
   Almost three years ago I lost my sister. All because of one man who manipulated her. He broke her until she was nothing, then he took her away from me. All I have left of my sister is her diary that tells me everything, everything, that man has done to her. Everything he did. 
 
   Every encounter between Lydia and Damon is recorded there. I know the pages word for word. I know how he hooked her, he used her, he put her down, he hurt her, and he finally broke her.
 
   My sister didn’t deserve what happened to her. She was innocent, lead astray by the Demon. He made her believe in him, in love, and in forever. Then he took it all away. 
 
   I am going to take it all away from Damon Hunt. 
 
   I’ve spent the last two and a half years planning Lydia’s justice. Two and a half years of using men, trapping them and making them need me. Taking everything from them and leaving them with nothing. I don’t feel for the men I’ve hurt. They all deserved it.  
 
   Each one of them fell hard without ever knowing me. Men are shallow, they only care for appearances. Looks are everything. I guess I got lucky in that department. My face and body get me whatever I need and what I needed most was practise. Practise to take Damon down. 
 
    I needed to learn how to play Damon at his own game because I’m going to do to him what he did to my beautiful Lydia. I am going to tear him to pieces. 
 
   I watched Damon over the years, gotten as close to him as I could. Planted myself in his friend’s lives, attended charity functions where I knew Damon would be in attendance, making sure he notices me but never long enough for him to catch me. I’ve chased women off for their own safety, worked closely with his family’s friends, and put a tracker on his car. Some might say I’ve stalked him. I say I’ve done my research. 
 
   My research is complete. I am ready to go head to head with the Demon. It’s time to insert myself into Damon’s life, get him hooked on me. Take away his loved ones and strip away his pride.  I want his soul to be imprinted with memories of me. 
 
   I’m going to leave him broken with nothing but guilt. The guilt he deserves to carry after everything he put my sister through. That man, Damon Hunt, will pay for all he’s taken from me. He will be left with the same – nothing.
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
   CHAPTER TWO
 
   May 9th 2014
 
    
 
   I lie awake and watch the man sleeping beside me. For three years I’ve planned this moment. Three years of nothing but waiting...and watching.  Last night it finally happened. The moment. Every second I have waited and planned was worth it, when everything I have ever wanted has finally fallen into place. I turn away from him, not wanting to look at him now the sunlight is shining through the windows, highlighting his face.
 
   Two days ago was the anniversary of my sister Lydia’s death. Two days ago was the day I decided to have a ‘mutual friend’ hook us up. I knew that one date would lead to a night in his bed. It took him five minutes after realising who he would be meeting for a date to decide he wanted to meet the next night. Two nights ago I made myself physically sick with the thought of letting this man touch me.
 
   Now I just need to convince him to marry me. 
 
   Damon shifts next to me, rousing from sleep. I shut my eyes for the first time since his closed. Time to play my part. He snakes his arm around me, pulling me closer. I feel his breath hit my neck before he nuzzles into me and my stomach rolls with the contact. Letting this man touch me makes me want to empty the contents of my stomach. My adrenalin spikes, forcing its way into my veins. Hatred poisons my system. Tingles spread over my skin. His touch fuels my anger. 
 
   I stretch and push myself against his morning arousal, pretending to wake. Game time.
 
   “Morning, beauty,” he mumbles, continuing his nuzzling of my neck.
 
   “Morning, handsome. I can see someone is happy to see me,” I say coyly, pressing myself harder against him. 
 
   “You have no idea.”
 
   I turn over to face him, taking in all that is Damon. His dark brown hair is in a sleepy mess rather than its usual perfect faux-hawk. His normally perfectly trimmed and shaped facial hair is a little more rough than it was last night. His blade of a nose is slightly crooked, obviously from being broken previously and not set right. Eyes, the colour of milk chocolate, are glazed with hunger. These eyes could turn a girl to mush and they have. The small tear shaped scar just below his left eye only adds to his charm. Damon Hunt is a sexy man. One who was out of my league, until everything changed. His eyes search mine, brown to green. A lazy smile plays on his plump lips. Heat rises in my core from just that one look. Hey, I’m female. I can appreciate a handsome guy when I see one. It’s the mind of this man that I can’t stand. 
 
   Damon Hunt is a manipulative son of a bitch. He makes women fall in love with him and fall hard. There is no way to avoid his character. Once he sets his sights on you, you are screwed. I plan to change that. I’m going to give him a taste of his own medicine, play him at his own game. I’m going to turn the tables. I’m going to ruin him. I’m going to take every last bit of his soul.
 
   “What time is it?” I ask, faking a yawn.
 
   “Time for me to feast on you.” His lips drop to press against my shoulder, nibbling and sucking as he moves. My body reacts to him, heating and swelling. A natural reaction to a hunk of a man. A perfectly normal response in my opinion. Or defence. 
 
   The feelings he brings out in me would scare anyone else but I know how this man works. I know his game. I plan to best him, in every way possible. With my body coming alive under his touch and my juices flowing, drenching my knickers, I know it’s time to put a stop to his hunger. Leave him wanting, no, needing more.
 
   As his mouth descends to my breast I push on his chest to prevent his assault. 
 
   “I really should get going. I have a busy day today.” I throw him a small smile, adding all the innocence I can muster into that one grin. “Thank you for last night. It was... nice.”
 
   “Only nice?” he growls, pinning me on my back as his body moves swiftly to cover mine. “If it was only nice then maybe I need to remind you how many times you came last night, how my cock feels inside you.”
 
   “It was... unforgettable?” It sounds more like a question than a confirmation. His eyes widen, obviously taken back by my lack of admiration for his amazing stamina. I’m sure most girls would be a pool of want beneath him right now, none of them able to do anything but what he wants them to do, what he wants them to feel. Normally I would be the same, but this man is the reason behind my pain. This man is my life. 
 
   He has been since I lost the last person I loved, the last person who loved me. Lydia Knight, my sister. She was beautiful inside and out. Never saw bad in anyone. She fell hard for Damon Hunt. So hard that she felt she couldn’t breathe without him, like she had no life if he wasn’t in it. Then he took her away from me, took her life. Now I have no one. 
 
   “I’ll show you unforgettable,” Damon growls. If I wasn’t so repulsed by him I would have been turned on by his growl. He proceeds to try to have his way with me, no doubt to get me hooked on him. Not going to happen.
 
   “I really do have to get going,” I tell him. Treat them mean and keep them keen and all that jazz. “I’m sure we’ll bump into each other again.” I give him my best smile before wriggling out from beneath him, moving to the edge of the bed, and covering myself with the bed sheets. 
 
   “Let me get your number. I’ll call.” He stands from the bed, as naked as the day he was born, and walks to retrieve his mobile phone. “We’ll meet up and continue this another time,” throwing a wink over his shoulder at me.
 
   “Sure.” I paused, waiting for him to face me before standing from the bed and letting the sheets pool at my feet, leaving me just as naked as he. His eyes roam my body, desire blazing within them as he takes me in from head to toe. I like his reaction to my body. I like that I can get to him the way my sister couldn’t. It will make my plan easier. 
 
   “Maybe. We’ll see. Anyway, it’s been... good.” I turn and strut to my discarded clothes, adding an extra swing to my hips as I move. A quick check over my shoulder confirms my seduction plan is working. His erection standing prominent before him, bobbing with need as he watches me walk away, proves that.
 
   I guess it’s true what they say... I love to watch you leave almost as much as I love to watch you come. I know I look good. I’ve always had a slim figure, curvy in all the right places. More than a handful of tit and even more arse. The guys love it. 
 
   I quickly move to get dressed, knowing his eyes are still watching, making sure to add extra seduction to my performance. I’m going to do a backward strip tease. Covering myself slowly, leaving bits on show for longer than needed. Giving him one last look at the goods.
 
   “I’m really not looking for anything more. Last night was fun but let’s call it as it was. One night of fucking,” I tell him as I bend to pull my thong up my legs. “You really don’t have to pretend you’re going to call. Let’s call a spade for what it is. No need for pretences.” A growl erupts from deep in his chest. In four easy strides Damon has me pinned against the wall.
 
   “I said we’ll continue this and I don’t make idle promises. Give me your number. I’ll call.” Oh feisty. I roll my eyes.
 
   “Ok.” He played right into that one.
 
   “Good.” The smug look on his face makes me want to claw his eyes out. I reel off my number to him and my phone vibrates then rings from my bag when he calls to ensure I have his number.
 
   “One thing you will learn about me is I get what I want, when I want it. I want you. This,” he motions between us, “Us, I want. I haven’t nearly had enough of your sweet pussy yet baby. I plan to enjoy it again and again and again.” 
 
   His words alone could make a girl come. Hell, they could make me come if it wasn’t for the pure revulsion I feel towards him. It takes a lot of effort on my part to keep the disgust from showing on my face. It was easier last night when I could close my eyes and pretend it wasn’t a monster that was fucking me. He’s good, I’ll give him that. I can feel he’s been there with every step I take. I just need to make sure I can leave the same lasting impression he leaves on all his victims. 
 
   Before he can move in for a kiss, I side step his position, freeing myself. I need to get out of here and leave him with just enough to make sure he can’t stop thinking about me. I quickly finish getting dressed then collect my bag from the floor and exit his bedroom. His heavy footsteps let me know he’s following me. 
 
   I turn as I reach the door. I lower my eyelashes, conveying a look of innocence. “You’ll call?” I ask in a small voice.
 
   “I said I would.” 
 
   I launch myself at him, crushing my lips to his, kissing him as if my life depended on it. Shock at my brazen behaviour holds him in place for only a second before he responds. His muscular arms band around me, holding me to him, controlling the kiss. I moan into his mouth, his kisses addictive. I can see how he manages to trap women. He pulls my hair to deepen the kiss, mixing a groan in when I whimper. We stay lip-locked for what feels like hours before I step away, disappearing out the door before he has a chance to say anything. 
 
   As the door closes behind me I take a deep, steadying breath. Leaning against the cool wood I try to get my emotions under control, fighting the urge to throw up. I feel repulsed knowing that this man’s hands were on my body. I need a shower to wash away his touch, my feelings of hatred boiling to the surface. All it takes is the thought of my sister... of what that monster did to her, of her lifeless body in my arms the night I found her. I break into a run to get as far away from here as possible. This is going to be harder than I realised. I wasn’t prepared for his touch.
 
   The game has started. Time to get my vengeance. 
 
   I reach my house and feel a new determination take over. I’ve had his touch now. I know I can put up with it until I complete my objective, ruining Damon Hunt. A grin spreads across my lips. His time will come. He is going to feel my pain before I let him feel his own. Time to change tactics. I need to move faster, make him fall faster.
 
   Justice will be served. 
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
    CHAPTER THREE
 
   Three Years And One Week Earlier
 
   May 4th 2011
 
    
 
   I walk through the door of the flat I share with Lydia. Music is blaring and I can hear her singing along as she gets ready. She must be going out... again.  She’s been going out a lot with this guy from work recently. I’ve been seeing her less and less, but I’m happy for her if she’s finally found her one. I walk to her room and knock on the door. 
 
   “Lyd, it’s me can I come in?” I hear her turn the music down and put something in a drawer before the door opens. She is half dressed, almost ready to leave.
 
   “Good day at work?” I walk into her room and plop down on her bed picking up her stuff and inspecting it as she finishes getting ready. I always do this. It used to annoy Lydia to no end how I’m always touching her things, but now she’s used to it. It’s a habit I’ve always had but she mostly ignores me. 
 
   “Same old, same old.” 
 
   “Any boys catch your eye yet?” Lydia always asks me this, like she thinks all of a sudden my answer would be different. It’s not like we have new staff employed daily at the small events planning company where I do administration work. I roll my eyes. 
 
   “Nah. They’re all too immature. Or old.” 
 
   “Hasn’t Tom got his head out his arse yet?”
 
   “Tom is just a friend, Lyd.” Fidgeting around I spot a book poking out from under her pillow. As I reach out to take a look Lydia’s voice startles me.
 
   “Don’t touch that,” she snaps. “Get out, how dare you touch my things, its private. GET OUT NOW!" Her eyes are filled with untamed rage leaving me speechless. I stand up and walk from her room, heading to my own in a state of shock. I’ve seen Lydia fly off the handle a few times before but never at me. I sit down on the edge of my bed wondering about her reaction to that book. It must be her diary because Lydia never minds me borrowing her books. After a few minutes there is a knock on my door, I look up as Lydia sits down next to me on my bed.
 
   “I’m sorry, I overreacted.  It’s just, I dunno... it’s private. I’m sorry,” her fingers shift through my hair, stroking my dark strands. “Forgive me, Els?” She gives me her puppy dog eyes, all wide and innocent. I smile up at her showing her all is forgiven. After a brief hug she stands to leave. 
 
   “Shall I wait up for you?” I ask. A cheeky smile plays on her lips and she shakes her head no.
 
   “Be careful ok, Love you”
 
   “Always.” She kisses my head then exits my room. 
 
   I let out a sigh. Lydia has been acting erratic in the last few months. I don’t know what is going on with her but her behaviour has only been like this since she’s been seeing this mystery man. Maybe I need to ask to meet him.
 
   I hear as the door closes behind her before I get up off the bed and head to the shower.
 
   ****
 
   Three days later.
 
    
 
   Walking home from work, I take out my mobile and dial Lydia but it goes straight to voicemail so I leave a message. “Hey Lyd, it’s me. I’m just on my way home, don’t cook. I’ll pick up chinese. Love you” I hang up and shove my phone in my pocket, making my way to our local fish and chip shop/Chinese.
 
   I have some making up to do. The night of Lydia’s date didn’t go as planned as she came back hurt and upset. She wouldn’t tell me what was wrong, just shut herself away in her room. We used to share everything with each other but I didn’t want to push her. I waited until last night to broach the subject. 
 
   Lydia flew off the handle telling me not to involve myself in her business, smashing her dinner plate before storming away. I’ve never felt guiltier in all my life. It was easy to see her pain. It was written all over her face as plain as day. She must have had a falling out with her date.
 
   Forty minutes later, I arrive back at the flat and the only light on is the one in Lydia's room. I dump all the food on the kitchen counter and call out her name. When I don’t get a response I head to her room. The door is ajar and when I push it open further she isn’t in there. I go to the door to the bathroom, which connects both our rooms with separate doors, and try the door. It’s locked so I knock. 
 
   “Lyds, are you in there?” No answer. I frown and turn to check to see if her things are here. She never leaves without her mobile. Everything is on her bed. Puzzled, I go back to the bathroom. “LYDIA,” I call out, banging on the door. Maybe she’s in the shower and can’t hear me. I press my ear against the door but don’t hear water running. An uneasy feeling settles in my gut.
 
   “Lydia!” I shout, but there is still no reply. I bang on the door louder and I can feel myself becoming hysterical. I run to my room and try my door. When it swings open I let out a scream. There is blood, so much blood. I pull her into my arms, blood everywhere. Oh my God, what happened? I grab towels and press them to her, trying to stem the blood but I know it’s too late. My screaming tears through the silent flat. I’m frantic, I don’t know what to do. Why is there so much blood? 
 
   Coming to my senses I leave Lydia and grab my phone off my nightstand to call an ambulance. When they answer I’m screaming down the phone for help. I can hear the operator talking to me, asking me questions but I don’t know what happened. I just know, deep in my heart, that she is gone and the lightness that usually surrounds her is no longer there. Her motionless body is a dead weight as I hold her. Everything is moving in slow motion. I’m seeing everything, but nothing. 
 
   Lydia’s lips are blue, her hair is matted from the water and blood, and her naked body is covered in red. I pull her into my lap and wrap a towel around her. She looks so cold and I want to keep her warm. I can feel my heart breaking with every second that passes. I am alone. Lydia was all I had left and now she’s gone too. I don’t know what to do. 
 
   I hear a pounding on the door but my wails drown out the sounds. I can’t make my legs move to answer it. I don’t want to leave her, I need to keep her warm. I hear a crash and then feel arms caging around me, lifting me away. I scream louder, my hoarse voice breaking as I cry for Lydia. I don’t want them to take her. I twist and turn, trying to escape the body holding me away from my sister. I see a paramedic kneeling down and checking over her and I want to scream for him to not touch her, but I know he’s doing all he can. He lifts his head to look at me, his eyes filled with sadness. 
 
   “No, no, no, no. NO! She’s not dead. She’s not.” But I know she is. I can see it in his eyes, he is confirming what I already knew. My beautiful Lydia is dead. Gone. I’m alone. 
 
   My legs give way before the darkness takes over.
 
   ****
 
   I wake hours later in the hospital. They keep telling me I’m in shock. My brain shut down to protect myself from the pain. Fat lot of good that did. Now I’ve woken filled with more pain than ever before. Why did this happen? It doesn’t make sense. 
 
   The next forty-eight hours pass in a blur of policemen, counselors and hospital staff. Tom stopped by but I told him to leave, I didn’t want to see him again. After answering the same questions again and again I refuse to answer any more. They leave me alone now.
 
   ****
 
   Returning to the flat after being released, I stand at the door unable to put the key in the lock. I slump to the floor, frozen, gasping to get air in my lungs. It takes me a while to compose myself. I don’t know if I can face being here. Here is the place where I lost the last of everything and everyone important in my life. The place that was once my home now feels silent and still. I need to find answers. The raging storm of emotions swirling within me won’t help.
 
   Standing up I put the key in the lock. The click is deafening, like a bullet tearing from a gun on a battlefield. I feel as though my body is going in slow motion, everything looks the same, yet different, the flat feels cold. Dead. Lifeless. 
 
   I walk to the kitchen. It is exactly as I left it. The bag with the Chinese food is still on the counter, the smell making me gag. I move it to the trash, then open the window. I look around not sure what I’m supposed to do. I feel lost, trapped, caged in. It’s as if everything is happening to someone else and I’m on the outside looking in. 
 
   I walk to my room and freeze outside the door. I can’t make myself go in. I don’t want to see the nightmare that has become my life. I turn and head towards Lydia's room. The light is still on. Nothing is out of place, everything is as it should be. Her sweater is thrown across her bed, shoes scatter the floor, her bag is sitting at the bottom of her bed untouched. 
 
   I sit down and pick up her sweater, feeling the softness, inhaling her scent. Her smell hits me and my body shakes as I start to sob uncontrollably. I can’t believe she is gone, that I will never see her again. I lay down and hold her sweater close to me as I cry myself to sleep.
 
   ****
 
   May 10th 2011
 
    
 
   The next morning when I wake, I am at a complete loss. I don’t know how to survive this. I don’t understand why she did this to me, to us. I just feel utter devastation sweeping through my body, holding me captive to the pain. 
 
   I slowly start to sit up when my hand brushes something under her pillow. I reach for it and see it was the book Lydia had the other night, her diary. I pick it up debating whether or not to read it, knowing it might give me some answers, unwilling because I’m not sure if I’m ready to hear them.  
 
   Just as I was about to put it down, a piece of paper falls from it. I bend down to retrieve it and notice it’s a picture of a beautiful man. Probably the best looking man I have ever seen. This must be mystery man. I flip her diary open to the latest entry and my eyes cloud with tears as I look at Lydia’s handwriting.
 
    
 
   May 7th 2011
 
   I HATE MY LIFE!
 
   How could he do this to me? How could he want someone else instead of me? And her of all people? I hate her. She doesn’t deserve him, he’s mine. If I can’t have him then I can’t be here. I can’t watch them be happy together, knowing he’s meant to be mine.
 
   Fuck them. I don’t need either of them. They can live the rest of their lives together. I just hope they know this is all their fault. They ruined me. 
 
   I’ve given him my love and he just tossed it out like trash. Damon is all I wanted. The past six months have been the best. He is beautiful, everything a man should be. Now he’s shown his true colours. He’s the Devil.
 
   He made me love him, told me he loved me too. It was all a game to him. Probably a game to her as well. He told me all the right things. Everything he told me drew me in deeper and deeper and now I’m lost. I can’t function without him. Can’t breathe or live without him. If I can’t have him then I don’t want to be here.
 
   He has broken my heart, torn it right from my chest and crushed it, crushing me in the process. He doesn’t want me. He told me I wasn’t who he wanted, that there was someone else. After everything I have done for him how could he do this to me? And her... disgusting! I HATE THEM BOTH!!! 
 
   But I love him so much, everything I am is for him, but I’m not enough. I am not who he wants and I can’t live with that, I can’t sit and watch him with her, knowing it should be me making him happy. 
 
   I hope they’re happy. They have destroyed me, taken my soul. Taken my love. Taken my body.
 
   They’ve manipulated me, made me need him then took it away.
 
   Fuck Them!  
 
    
 
   I struggle to breathe as I read her words. I look at the picture in my hand and feel my heart harden. This man had destroyed my sister. Now I will do everything I can to destroy him, no matter what it takes. Damon Hunt will pay. He will pay for taking my sister away. I may only be eighteen but I have nothing left to lose.
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
   CHAPTER FOUR
 
   May 12th 2014
 
    
 
   It’s been three days since my night with the Demon. Three days of refining my plans. I’ve been watching Damon Hunt for the last three years, I know his routine down to when he goes for a shit. I know everything I need to know. 
 
   But plans change. I thought he would have called by now however I was wrong. I need to set the new plan in action but waiting on his call is trying my patience. I need to get his attention another way, get into his life another way. I won’t call him first. I need to make him see I won’t turn to him for help. I will deal with things alone. If he wants to help he has to offer. It will make him feel like he’s in control, like he’s my knight in shining armour. 
 
   Suddenly my phone rings and breaks my train of thought. I run to see if it’s Damon calling and to my luck it is. I don’t answer, just leave it to go to voicemail. Of course he doesn’t leave a message. Typical of him to expect me to call him back. I won’t. I quickly compose a text message to him.
 
   Who is this?
 
   Simple, yet effective. I know it will drive him crazy that I don’t know it’s him. 
 
   Demon – It’s your dream come true.
 
   You must have the wrong number. Dreams don’t come true for me.
 
   I smile as I hit send. Knowing his personality he won’t be able to resist the chance to pretend to be a hero.
 
   Demon – Answer your phone. It’s Damon Hunt.
 
   I don’t have time to reply before my phone is ringing in my hand. I wipe the smile from my face before accepting his call.
 
   “Hello?” I ask in a small voice, making me sound weak. If only he knew.
 
   “Are you okay, Ella?” 
 
   “Yes.” I pause just long enough to pique his interest. I let out a sigh. “No... I don’t know. I will be.” 
 
   “What’s wrong, what’s happened?” he questions in a demanding voice. I let tears fill my eyes and voice before I reply. Those drama lessons really paid off.
 
   “I…my house was burgled,” I rush out, letting the tears spill down my cheeks. “I…well, I’m a little freaked out to be here alone so I’m packing some clothes to go to a B&B.” My voice breaks before I fake a choked sob. 
 
   “Fuck!” 
 
   I knew he wouldn’t be able to resist the damsel in distress routine. It’s all part of his game. Make them rely on you, make them need you. His games won’t work on me though. 
 
   “Stay there, I’m on my way.” He hangs up before I can protest, not that I planned to. Funny, I never told him my address but being who he is I knew he would have already found out. Triumph spreads through my veins like wildfire. 
 
   Game, set, go. 
 
   I quickly latch the door chain then set about packing a few things to validate my claims.
 
   It takes only fifteen minutes before Damon is knocking down my door. I creep to the door and look through the peephole. He looks stressed, wild, and frantic. I tilt my head to the side to examine him. Why does he look so worried? As far as he’s concerned we’ve only officially met a few times. 
 
   “Ella, open the goddamn door. It’s Damon,” he shouts as he continues pounding on the door. I quickly unhook the chain, unlock the door and unlatch the bolt lock. I pull the door open a crack making sure I look like a scared kitty. I keep my eyes downcast as he passes over the threshold and into my home. A wave of rage builds through me knowing this is another home of mine his presence has infected. I tamp down my anger to play my part. 
 
   The Demon’s arms band around me, pulling me to his hard, muscular chest as I cry. He mumbles soothing words into my hair as he gently sways us. I push him away and turn to go to my room and continue to pack. Damon follows behind me quickly. 
 
   “What happened? Were you here when it happened?” 
 
   “No. I was out shopping. I came home and everything was a mess. I’m not even sure I know everything they’ve taken yet. I just want to get out of here,” I tell him in an emotionless voice. 
 
   “What have the police said?”
 
   “I didn’t report it.”
 
   “WHAT?” he roars. “What the fuck, Ella? Why the hell not?” 
 
   “Because they pretend they’re going to help but do nothing really. I just want to forget about it all. I just need to get out of here,” I add a whimper for extra measure. “It will just be local kids trying to make some quick cash. It happens all the time.”  
 
   “When did it happen?” he questions.
 
   “The day before yesterday.”
 
   “What did they take?” he sounds calmer now.
 
   “Nothing of too much importance that I know of but as I said, I’m not sure of everything they’ve taken yet, but I don’t feel safe here now. What If I’d have been home when they came in?” I finish on a whisper. A shudder rolls through me when I feel him close the gap between us. He takes the shudder as fear on my part and pulls me into an embrace.
 
   His smell envelopes me, wrapping me in his fresh, masculine scent. He smells amazing. I breathe deep to take in his unique odour. What the fuck? He’s a Demon, how can I enjoy his smell? I push away from him disgusted at myself. This man killed my sister and I’m enjoying any part of him? How sick does that make me?
 
   I quickly finish gathering a few more items before zipping my suitcase up and pulling it out of my room. Damon takes it from me and carries it down the stairs in front of me. I follow behind him, taking in his frame. Sure the man is a sex god, even I can see that. Every muscle in his body contracts as he moves, bulging in all the right places. I know he’s ripped, but the Demon’s mind takes away all that beauty. He’s a wolf in sheep’s clothing, fooling everyone around him. Not me though, he will never fool me.
 
   “You’ll come and stay with me until you can get something sorted. Stay as long as you need, Ella,” Damon demands, no room for argument in his tone. I hide my smile. I knew he would do this. That’s his problem. He’s predictable.  
 
   “No, I’m fine, Damon. Thanks for the offer but I don’t want to be a bother. I don’t want to put you out.”
 
   “You’re staying with me.” I let out a sigh of defeat.
 
   “Ok.” I follow him out to his car, where he places my suitcase in the boot of his car, and opens the passenger door for me before climbing in behind the wheel. 
 
   “Don’t worry, Ella. Everything will be fine.” He pulls out of my drive and speeds back to his place. I remain silent the whole way. It takes a while before I realise that we are not heading to his Fuck Pad in Chelsea, instead we are heading to his home in Kenwood. It’s about a twenty minute drive outside of London and the houses in this area are amazing.
 
                  This is his home, not his fuck pad. I’ve been here many times when Damon wasn’t around but I let shock and awe show on my face as we pull up to a gated house, which could only be described as magnificent. Damon quickly presses the access code into the panel before the electric gates open, the car moves up the drive until we pull into a circular driveway.
 
   The outside never fails to take my breath away. The framework on the windows, doors, and four-car garage are all made with dark wood, oak maybe? One huge window, which sits forward of the main structure, stretches from floor to roof in the centre of the house, showcasing the impressive staircase inside. Two porches sit either side of the stunning window feature, complete with brown roofs, matching the main roof of the house. 
 
   Climbing out of the car, Damon grabs my bag from the boot before taking my hand in his, pulling me into his home.
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
   CHAPTER FIVE
 
    
 
   Walking through the doors of Damon's home I am instantly surprised.  It is not how I pictured a bachelor pad. The decor is light and welcoming. I’ve never managed to get inside the house before. Only as close as the windows. 
 
   I wait while he takes his shoes off, places his keys on table, lifts my suitcase and pulls me along by my hand. I follow him up the wide set of stairs to a landing that has a number of doors. He directs me to the second door and leads me inside. 
 
   It is not what I was expecting at all. The room is decorated in a pale yellow and there is a huge king-size four-poster bed that is covered in a white bed sheet with yellow flowers. It is feminine, homey and relaxing.  There is a walk-in closet as big as my bedroom. Damon sets down my suitcase, and turning on his heel he directs me towards the bathroom that has a white roll top bath in the centre. A massive walk in shower with several shower heads that are positioned to hit every inch of you. 
 
   I walk into the room, running my fingers over the bath. I can feel Damon's eyes on my back, burning into my skin. I turn and look at him over my shoulder.
 
   “Why don’t you go unpack, run yourself a bath and settle in? I have some work to do. When you’re hungry or wanting some company, I’ll be in my office.” With that he turns and walks out of the room closing the door behind him.
 
   I turn on the faucet and walk to the closet to unpack my things. I look at the items I carefully selected to seduce Damon. I want him to be only thinking only of me. 
 
   Reaching into the bag my hand hits the diary. I carry it with me at all times. I’ve read it so many times over the past three years, I know the words on each page as if they were my own, and every word I read is a slash to my heart. I run my fingers over the cover before opening it to the first page, the words no longer making me feel sad, only adding fuel to my already blazing rage.
 
    
 
   Dec 21st 2010
 
   Today I was at a PR event. Damon had asked for me to be there. He’s gorgeous. Just looking at him took my breath away, as it did most women, but he knew it. 
 
   He stood with a beautiful, but fake blonde draped on his arm. I knew it was all for show. He had told me I was beautiful. He just needs some time until we can tell everyone the truth and we can finally be together. I smiled as I went and stood next to him. He returned my smile before turning back to the person he was speaking to, keeping up pretences. It won’t be long until we can finally be together. Damon Hunt is mine. Life is good!
 
    
 
   I close the diary, putting it back into my bag and hiding it at the back of the closet. Every little manipulative thing Damon Hunt has ever done to Lydia is hidden within her words. I know this man’s game better than anyone. 
 
   I take my toiletries to the bathroom and start to run a bath, adding vanilla scented bath lotion. I undress and look at myself in the full length mirror, I’m not conceited but I know I look good. My mahogany hair hangs in curls down my back. It costs a lot of money to keep it looking this good. My figure is what you would call hourglass, I curve in all the right places. I know men lust after me, that is fortunate. It’s made catching my prey easier in the past, making everything a whole lot easier. 
 
   Slipping into the bath I feel my muscles relax as the hot water soothes all the tension inside me, easing the stiff posture aches that I have been holding in since the moment Damon turned up at my door.  I need to get my head back in the game, and this is a game. One I don’t plan on losing, no matter what the cost. Even if I lose myself in the process.
 
   I move my head under the water, holding my breath. It was a game Lydia and I used to play when we were young, seeing who could stay under and hold her breath the longest. Since the day she died that’s how I have lived my life, never coming up for air. 
 
   Fighting everyday to remember to just breathe.  
 
   The grief I feel is still as raw as the day she died. I need it to be. I need to hold on to the pain. It’s my fuel; it’s getting me through each day. It’s my coping mechanism. The way I survive. 
 
   Raising my head out of the water, I wash myself down and step out of the bath tub. Reaching for a towel I dry myself off and slip into my comfy grey pants and off the shoulder sweater. My stomach begins to rumble and the realisation that I have not eaten anything since this morning sets in. Leaving the room I head for the kitchen to get some food. It takes me a while to find it but I get there eventually.
 
   Walking into the kitchen I’m surprised to see Damon sitting at the counter eating a sandwich. He stands when I enter and gestures for me to join him. He has changed out of his suit jacket and shirt, and is now in just his slacks and a tank top. The muscles in his arm bulge as he reaches across the table and takes my hand in his, concern shining in his eyes. I don’t believe his concern. It’s all a lie. Everything about him is a lie.
 
   “Are you ok? Are you hungry? I can make you something.” His smile is breathtaking and for a second I could feel my resolve slip so I pull my hand out of his and answer his question 
 
   “A sandwich is fine, thanks,” I lift my eyes to look at him which is a mistake on my part. The hunger darkening his eyes causes my insides to flutter. Pure lust fills my body and floods me to the core. I can remember how his hands felt on me. I can see his face as I close my eyes, hear his voice and the noises he makes as he comes. 
 
   He moves around the counter and stands behind me. Brushing my hair to the side, he bends and places a kiss to my shoulder sending shivers through me. I’m not sure if it was from repulsion or lust. I pull away reaching for his sandwich and take a bite, breaking the tightly-strained sexual tension. 
 
   He moves away from me, hiding his emotions. Not fast enough. They were written all over his face. I am affecting him. Good. It means my plan is working. I still have control of the situation. I place his sandwich down on the plate and make an excuse of tiredness to escape to the guest room.  
 
   When I get back to my room I close the door tightly behind me, sliding down as my knees give way. Suddenly my appetite has gone, my resolve slipping. That was close. He had taken me by surprise. I couldn’t let it happen again. I won’t let it happen again.
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
   CHAPTER SIX
 
    
 
   I crawl into bed but I know sleep won’t come easy. I have too many emotions swirling around my mind. My body reacts to this disgusting man like our bodies are made for each other. He brings out feelings in me that I haven’t allowed myself to feel for a long time. 
 
   I hate the man. He is every bit of pain I have ever felt. 
 
   If I hate him so much, why do I want his touch? It’s wrong on so many levels to want his hands on me, his body pressed against me, his cock deep inside me. The last three days I have been plotting every step I need to take in order to break Damon.
 
    I would be lying if I didn’t admit that I also spent the same amount of time in those three days recalling my night in Damon’s arms. How it felt to let him take over, how much he could make a woman want to stay in his bed forever. His hands on my body felt like they knew exactly what to do, like he had touched me a million times before. 
 
   It is easy to remember my hate when I have thoughts like that. Of course he would know how to pleasure a woman. He’s had years of doing nothing but manipulating them until they love him so much they can’t live without him. 
 
   I have to cling to that hate and repulsion I feel for him. I need to remember why I’ve spend three years obsessing over this man. If I don’t, I’m afraid that I could be the next number in a long line who have fallen victim to Damon Hunt’s games. 
 
   I won’t let that happen though. I am stronger than to let him break me. I have worked hard to get to where I am and I plan to use every skill I’ve learnt along the way to play him at his own game. And win.
 
   I turn over and sigh into my pillow. I wish Lydia was here. She would help me get my head on straight. She would give me the words I need now to go through with this. Damon has shown me sides I didn’t expect. Tender moments on our night together, gentle touches to reassure me since he’s thought my home was invaded. It doesn’t add up.
 
   I lean over to grab the diary out my bag on the floor. I plan to follow every move Damon makes and always know his next step. I know that he will try to hook me. He’ll make me feel special and wanted. He’ll make me need his touch. 
 
   I’m going to let him think he is working his magic but really I’ll be working mine. I’ll be making him need me too. Making him want my touch. I just hope I’m strong enough to not get caught up in his caresses and forget my real objective for allowing him to touch me in the first place.
 
   I open the diary to one of the first entries Damon starred in. It was her first day at a new job and she was so excited. Singing whilst she got ready. The increased wages she would be getting from starting work at Hunt Enterprises would allow us extra freedom to buy more than just the essentials each week. There would be enough money left over to save, enough to enjoy a few nights out here and there, and enough to get our nails done. Everything we hadn’t been able to do before. Her new job was to be the personal assistant of Damon Hunt. Owner of Hunt Enterprises.
 
    
 
   November 22nd 2010
 
   Today I started working for Damon Hunt. WOW. Damon Hunt is HOT!!!
 
   I can’t believe how gorgeous he is. Of course I knew he was one of the sexiest men in the business world. Most people did but I’d done my research. I wanted this job soooo bad. I learnt everything I could about Hunt Enterprises, and the owner, for the interview. I’d seen pictures of him but, my God, he is better in real life. 
 
   I hadn’t met him until today. 
 
   I want him. That man has to be mine. I know he likes me. I saw the way he was looking at me. 
 
   I guess only time will tell but I know he’ll want me eventually. I have to taste Damon Hunt.
 
   Happy days!!!
 
    
 
   I let myself cry for the first time since I buried Lydia in the ground. I’ve blocked off my emotions all this time but now justice is so close I can’t keep hold on them. I need this grief I’ve held back to keep me strong now. I need to let the pain fill me so I remember why I’m going to break Damon Hunt.
 
   I snuggle into the covers and cry myself to sleep, letting the loneliness take over, feeling all the emotions I’ve kept locked away. Hidden from.
 
   Tomorrow I will seduce Damon in the best way I’ve learnt. 
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
   CHAPTER SEVEN
 
    
 
   A knock on the door pulls me away from my homework. I stretch my back and look at the clock on the oven: 9.40pm. Wow, I’ve been at my homework for hours. The time has flown by. I bet that’s Lydia, I bet she’s forgot her keys... again. I roll my eyes and make my way down the hall, towards the front door. I start to speak before I see who it is.
 
   “Miss forgetful strikes ag...” I stop when my eyes clash with two police officers. What the hell? My brow creases. The police don’t just make house calls around here for no reason. Something must have gone off close by. “Hello, sorry about that. Can I help you?” my manners kick in. 
 
   “Miss Knight, my name is PC Stephens and my partner is PC Dixon. Can we come in?” What has Lydia done? My eyes widen as my heart drops to my stomach. She knows my name. My pulse speeds up. She’s here for a reason, is my first thought but then I look at her face for the first time and see pity. I swallow hard. Oh my god, what’s happened? 
 
   My eyes move between each officer’s face trying to find answers. “Miss Knight, if we could please come in?” PC Dixon says in a brisk voice. I feel numb. I take a step back and pull the door open to let them in before walking off down to the kitchen, manners forgotten. I need to sit down. I feel like I’m going to be sick. 
 
   PC Dixon stays just past the threshold of the door, his tall frame seems to take up the whole room he’s so large. PC Stephens comes and takes a seat beside me, scraping the wooden chair across the floor. The noise it makes would usually make me cringe but my mind isn’t paying any attention to anything other than the fear raging around inside me.
 
   I’ve heard of the expression sick to the stomach but I’m past that sickness. I feel sick to the throat. My insides are coiled tight, fear keeping my body on high alert. “What’s this about?” I eventually ask.
 
   “Ella, may I call you Ella?” PC Stephens asks politely. I nod my head unable to speak. “Ella, are you here alone? Is there someone we could call?” 
 
   The sympathy in her voice rings out loud and clear. Oh fuck, this is bad. Oh god, oh god, oh god. What the hell has happened? My heart feels like it going to pound right out of my chest, split me open, and I’ll bleed out. I already know it’s going to hurt. Whatever they’ve come to tell me isn’t good news. I can see that just by looking at PC Stephens’ face. 
 
   “My sister is out but she’ll be back any second. She’s left her phone here. I could call my dad, he’s at work but he’ll come home. I’m sure of it,” I ramble on, trying to delay the pain I know is coming. They share a look with each before both looking anywhere but at me. That’s when I know. I know it’s my pops or Lydia. 
 
   Oh god please let them be ok. Please. My eyes fill with tears. I don’t even try to stop them. My breath comes out in short pants. Please don’t let it be bad. Please let it all be ok. I swallow past my constricted throat.
 
   “Who?” I ask. My voice wavers as PC Stephens eyes shoot to mine. “Who?” I whisper. I suck in a lungful of air and hold it, preparing myself for the hit. PC Stephens hand comes to clasp mine. My vision blurs as the tears spill over. 
 
   “Ella.” The pain in her voice in just that one word is enough to knock the wind out my lungs. “There’s been an accident.” I stand, pulling my hand away from hers, and back away from her. If everything is going to be okay then why are they not taking me to my family? Why are we still here talking? It hits me like a sledgehammer to the chest. 
 
   “Who?” I ask again. My body is shutting down, trying to block the pain away. Who have I lost? A sob tears from my throat as I back away from both the officers until I hit the back wall. “Who have I lost?” I scream. Why are they acting so normal? Why aren’t they saying anything? 
 
   “Miss Knight. Take a seat and we’ll talk,” PC Dixon says in a no nonsense voice. I shake my head at him. How can he be so aloof at a time like this? I don’t want to sit the hell down! I just want to know what’s happening.
 
   “Who?” I repeat in a dead voice. I won’t break until I know who I’ve lost. I need to hear it. I swallow nervously not knowing which name will hurt me to hear the most.  “Who?... please just... just tell me... please.” I say in a small voice. I won’t be able to hold back much longer. My whole body is shaking. Sobs are trying to tear from me, but I hold them back. My heart is aching, ready to feel the cut of words I’m about to receive, ready to bleed out.
 
   “Ella. Your father was in an accident. I’m so sorry, sweetheart.” I don’t hear anything else she has to say. My knees give way and I sink to the cold, tiled kitchen floor below. It can’t be true. It can’t.
 
   “No, no, no, no.” I deny shaking my head. “No. NO, NO, NO” I scream. The pain in my heart is soul crushing. I can’t have lost my pops. Why? Why did he have to go? No. It can’t be true. Please God let this be a dream. I’m not ready to say goodbye. I need him. 
 
   Tears stream down my face at the thought of never seeing my dad again. No more smiles. No more laughs. No more hugs. No more daddy. I wail out. I don’t want him to go. The little girl inside me still needs her daddy. The sixteen year old I am now needs her daddy.
 
   “No, God please no. Why? Whhhy?” I scream out. How could this happen? I only saw him this morning. He kissed me goodbye. The pain at my loss is so intense I hyperventilate. I‘m breathing so hard that my lungs burn. Strangled sobs pour from my mouth.  
 
   Each of PC Stephens’ words was like a knife to my heart. I’m bleeding out my pain in tears but it does nothing to lessen the agony I’m feeling. Nothing to help me feel better. My wails cut off as I choke. Snot runs down my face but I don’t care. I’ve lost my daddy. The only man who has ever loved me. The only person to ever take care of me. What will I do without him? 
 
   My brain becomes aware of Lydia holding me and trying to sooth me with her words but it doesn’t work. It doesn’t take away the greatest pain I’ve ever felt.         
 
   I wake with a start, sweat coating my body. My face is damp with tears I’ve cried in my sleep and I shiver from the cold air clinging to my dampened skin. Seeing Lydia covered in all that blood is a regular nightmare for me but the dream of the night I lost my pops hurts more, even after all these years. The dreams are so real. Sometimes it takes me a while when I wake to realise how long ago I actually lost him. I will never forget that date – September 13th 2006.
 
   My body shakes as the remnants of my nightmare cling to my mind, trying to let the agony take over. I slow my breathing until I know I’m back in control and that pain is safely locked away in the back of my head.
 
   I don’t remember my mum. Lydia always said mum left because she couldn’t cope with having children. I know it was really because she couldn’t cope with me. She stayed when it was just Lydia but left soon after I was born. That’s all I needed to know. I’ve never looked for her, never wanted to.
 
    She was the first person to leave me. When pops died in a car accident it wasn’t just losing my dad, I lost my only parent. Losing Lydia made me realise I’m not made to be loved. Everyone leaves me eventually. I’m unlovable. 
 
   The dreams always have one good thing about them, they always strengthen my hate. I can block my emotions off when I remember the pain I felt each time someone else left me. The dreams always help me see with clarity. My objective becomes clearer and the end feels close. Breaking Damon is my only objective in life now. I’m not sure what I’ll do once I finally get revenge for my sister. 
 
   I take a deep breath, letting the oxygen spread through my body before I release it. I need a clear head. Today I start my mind games. Today I’m going to make Damon want me. 
 
   I close my eyes and smile. Today will be the start of my everything.
 
   My room is still dark. The clock says its 5:45am. It’s Tuesday and I still don’t have a dress for the National Suicide Prevention Line charity event yet. It’s still early so I nestle back down under the warm comfortable blanket and try to settle back to sleep.
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
   CHAPTER EIGHT
 
   May 13th 2014
 
    
 
   After a few hours of dreamless sleep I wake feeling renewed and refreshed, ready to face the day. I have a lot to do in order to get ready to bring Hunt down. I need to play it differently this time. I don’t want to hook him and just leave. I need to get him to marry me. I can take everything from him then.
 
   I grow restless just thinking about it so I decide to get up. I dress in yoga pants and an off the shoulder top before sliding into my slippers. Opening the door, I walk downstairs and head to the kitchen. It’s a beautiful home. The kitchen is every baker’s dream. I love to bake. I find it therapeutic. 
 
   The kitchen is huge and has a expensive feel to it. A big eight-ring burner sits atop a black marble-top island in the centre of the room. Three tall stools are positioned the opposite side of the island. Two ovens are affixed to the wall, purple gloss style cupboards add colour. Every chef’s dream appliances are spotted throughout the kitchen. Most accessories are chrome finished. 
 
   I swiftly search around to locate items to make a quick breakfast. Grabbing a box of cornflakes and some milk I pour myself a bowl and start to wander around Damon's house, taking in my surroundings.
 
   I enter the living room which is cosy, reaching for the lamp. I switch it on and feel surprised. It’s actually very nice. There is a large comfortable looking corner sofa, a huge tv is attached to the wall as a main feature, and there are pictures hanging in various places. I glance at the pictures, taking a step closer for a better look. Some were of Damon alone, some were at events with business associates, and some are more casual, with family.
 
   Damon looks happy, relaxed, and carefree in every picture. There is so much love shining through the picture with his family. It’s hard to picture the Damon in these photos as the one who hurt my sister. He seems to be completely different than what I imagined.
 
   I can’t help the bitterness that is building inside me. I feel envious, and worse, I feel more alone than ever. The emotions I have been pushing down for so long rise to the surface again, thanks to my dream, and I can’t help the sob that escapes from my throat. I sink to my knees on the carpeted floor.
 
   I miss my family so much. I haven’t let myself feel for so long that I’ve blocked out how alone I actually am. When this is all over I’m going to have nothing left.  I’ll be in the same position as Damon, only I’ll have the added sorrow of grief to deal with. 
 
   The pain is going to be so bad that I’m not sure I will survive it. I have held off the emotions of being alone for so long that it has festered. It’s built. It hurts now and I know I’m still blocking most of the pain ready to drown me. 
 
   Being alone is so hard. I never thought about the fact that eventually I will be alone, as I’ve always meant to be. I’m not worthy of love. I don’t know what I did but I must be a monster to be dealt a fate like the one I have.
 
   I feel his arms around me before I see him. The warmth of him pressing into my back brings comfort to my crumpled body. He holds me as he rocks us from side to side, whispering words to console me. I turn to face him, clinging to his body like he is my lifesaver, crying into his hard, smooth chest as I let all my grief flood my heart. 
 
   “Let it out, baby. I got you.” 
 
   His words find me searching for his mouth, pulling his head down to meet my demanding lips. My hands clutch him closer to me and he tenses beneath my fingers. I need to just feel something other than this pain. Anything. I whimper against his mouth, as he finally pulls me closer to him, letting me feel all of his hardness pressed against me. I feel a pool of lust hit me like a tidal wave, crashing through my system as quick as a tsunami.
 
   He feels so right.  
 
   But I can’t feel. I don’t want to feel. I don’t want this. I need my grief, it is what is getting me through each day. I push him away and stand up, running for my room before I can say anything. Before he can say anything.
 
   Back in my room I feel anger. How dare he make me feel this way? This is not the game. I don’t need him, and I won’t need him. Ever. 
 
   I pull my thin cotton shirt over my head and drop my pants to the floor. I collect my toiletries and walk into the bathroom, and turn on the shower. I give it time to heat up as I quickly get to work brushing my teeth. After a quick rinse I take a good look at myself. I look like the old me, the one who didn’t wear make-up, the one who cared about things, people. The one who had a future. I’m just a shell of that person now. A knock on the bathroom door sounds out.
 
   “Ella? If you don’t have plans today, would you consider joining me for lunch? Just as friends of course and we don’t have to talk about what just happened. Please?” Damon speaks through the door to me. Hearing his voice reminds me why I’m a shell of my former self now. It’s his fault. 
 
   “Sure,” I call in a timid voice. “I need to go dress shopping too. I have an event to go to Thursday evening.” I smile to myself. I already know Damon is attending the exact same event. It’s the perfect way to let him know I’ll be there too.
 
   “Which event?” he questions. “I have one too.”
 
   “Can I finish with my shower then we can discuss details?” 
 
   “Oh, shit. Yeah, sorry. I’ll wait downstairs for you.”  
 
   Stepping into the scorching hot water, it soothes my already heated skin. I scrub away all traces of his touch. Every single second his breath was on my skin is washed away. I feel raw, the pain is a reminder of why I am doing this, of why I need to take him down and ruin him.
 
   ****
 
   I dress in my black skinny jeans and emerald halter top, pairing them with six-inch black high heels that I know make my legs look so much longer. I need to go shopping for a dress for a charity function being held at a manor hotel to raise money for suicide prevention. All the high end businesses get an invite, the biggest competitors coming together for one night. The perfect place to see how easy it will be to manipulate Damon. 
 
   I have known about this for months. Ellery, one of Damon’s closest female associates informed me of it and got me an invite. This event will be the night the second part of my plan is being put into action so I have to get something spectacular. I want his eyes on me. Only on me. 
 
    Stepping into the kitchen Damon is standing with his arms folded across his chest. He is frowning when I walk in, a look of confusion and something else I can't quite place on his face. I keep my gaze trained on his trying to work out what that look was. 
 
   “Morning,” I say with forced politeness. 
 
   I pour myself a cup of coffee and add milk and sugar, before I sit down at the counter. I can feel his eyes on me watching my every move. He pulls out the chair next to me and sits down. I tip my head forward so my hair falls, shielding my face. I refuse to look at him. I need innocence to shine through.
 
   Feeling his leg brush up against mine, I turn my head in his direction and look at him from under my eyelashes. His hand moves to gather my hair in a fist and pushes it over my shoulder, unveiling my face. It’s a move that leaves me feeling vulnerable. He leans his face towards me but I shy away from him.
 
   “I have to go shopping for a dress. I will call you later about lunch.” I get up from the chair and move to leave. His hand touching my arm stops me in my tracks. 
 
   “Ella, wait. I’ll come with you, I need to get a suit for an event Thursday too.” He smiles at me and for a second I get lost in his eyes. His chocolate eyes take my breath away. I remember how they looked as euphoria overtook them. I know how they look when they darken with hunger. I don't know what to say, shaking my head to get the image of him out of my thoughts. I turn and head to the door, Damon follows.
 
    As we pull up to the shops in my car I start to make excuses to go my own way, but Damon continues to follow me. I give up and just continue on my search for the dress. 
 
   We search several stores, each one coming up empty. The conversation flows freely. We laugh. A lot. The day is turning out better than I hoped. If Damon was really as he has been today I have no doubt that I could fall hard for him. He’s charming, witty, funny, and not to mention he’s abso-fucking-lutely sexy as hell.  
 
   Walking into a boutique, I browse the dresses quickly, picking up a selection of different styles. I head to the dressing room, giving Damon a glare to stay put. 
 
   The first one I try on is a red floor length gown that feels skin tight. It is gorgeous but not sexy enough. I know I need to play hard with Damon.  The next is a silver halter-neck dress that drapes down low in the front and has no back. It’s flowy and totally not what I need.  
 
    The third one I try on completely takes my breath away. The charcoal skirt is floor length, parting right up the middle, revealing my long, tanned legs with each step I take. The waist is pinched in with crystal belts, highlighting my curvy hips. The bust is black lace with a tan underlining, almost making it appear see-through. The cuffs and neckline are finished with the same sparkling gems as the belts. It fits like a second skin on my upper body and floats out from my waist down. It's stunning but I know it will be too far out of my price range set for this event. 
 
   I hang the dress back on hanger and leave the changing room. I sigh as I put the dress back on the rack, lingering and touching the delicate material. I really want it but I’m not prepared to go over my set limit and waste more money on a dress just for this man. 
 
    I feel Damon come to stand behind me, his breath on my neck as he speaks. 
 
   “You like it?” he whispers. 
 
   I nod my head not daring to turn around, “It's too expensive. I could never afford this.” 
 
   I'm not sure why I told him that, why I showed him a part of me I had been trying so hard to hide. The old me. My life has always been full of not being able to buy expensive things. I could never afford anything close to the price of this dress. That was before.
 
   Of course I can afford it now with all the inheritance I received. It’s not that I wouldn’t have been able to afford it in the last few years. I could have had anything I wanted, at any expense. I chose not to. I kept myself real when I was preparing myself to take on Damon. Now I need to use every last part of me to do that.  
 
   It’s just that this man isn’t worth the amount of money the dress is priced. I refuse to spend more on this man than necessary. I can live the rest of my life without working and live a good life with my bank balance but I don’t plan on spending the rest of my life taking down this man. I plan for it to be as quick as possible. He’s not worth spending too much on when anything left between us will be ruined when I’ve finished. Why waste more money than necessary?
 
    I move away from both the dress and Damon, and head for door to go to the next shop. I have been walking for a couple of minutes before I realise Damon is not beside me. Puzzled, I turn and head back in the direction of the shop, reaching the store just as he walks out holding a bag. He holds it out to me and I know, I just know, it's the dress.
 
   Stunned by his generosity, I feel confusion creeping in. I have been at his house and he has been so kind and caring. I feel tears prick at the back of my eyes. What is happening to me? 
 
   I turn my head away composing myself, taking deep breaths to regain control. I turn back to look at him. This is what he does. He makes you feel special. 
 
   I kick myself for falling for it for a second. This is just part of his game. Lydia had written he likes to spoil his women to make them feel precious. This was just another one of his plans. I can play just as hard. I throw myself into his arms, shocking him again. 
 
   “Thank you so much Damon, I love it. I'm going wear it to the NSPL event on Thursday.” He smiles as he holds me close to him, clears his throat, about to say something but I speak first. “My date is going to love it, he won't be able to keep his hands off me.”
 
    I feel Damon stiffen at my words and he releases me. When I look up at his face, it shocks me when I see anger and confusion mixed with hurt. What the hell? Why would that hurt him? I was hoping for jealousy. 
 
   He mutters something about a meeting he forgot about and walks off, leaving me alone. Fine by me. I need some space to figure out what just happened. I walk back to my car, replaying the morning in my head. Why did Damon look so upset? Surely he was used to these games. After all, wasn't he the master manipulator? 
 
   Everything is falling into place, so why do I feel that somewhere in this crazy plan things are getting confused? Emotions seem to be getting involved. His, I want. Mine, not so much. I don’t want to feel for this man. I have one emotion that he deserves and the only emotion I want to feel.
 
   Hate.
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
   CHAPTER NINE
 
    
 
   When I get back to Damon's house I realise that I don’t know the code to get in the gate, I take out my phone and send him a quick text message.
 
   Hey, are you home? I just got back and I don’t know the code to get in. 
 
   I hit send and wait for the sound of my phone to beep, but instead the gates swing open. I drive up to the house and park. Damon is standing at the front door waiting for me. 
 
   I push my hair out of my eyes and plaster on a bright smile. He looks confused for a second but quickly returns it. His eyes are devoid of emotions. He’s put his walls up. I need to make up for the hurt earlier. I can’t end up losing him. Time to change tactics again.
 
   “Have you eaten? I thought I could cook you dinner to say thank you for the dress.” I flash my eyes up at him, he seems taken aback at my offer. Hate could make him retaliate. I need to keep him on board.
 
   “No, I wasn’t sure what you were doing, I didn’t want to make plans and leave you alone.”
 
   I’m not sure how to take that from him. His eyes take me in from head to toe, the gleam in his eyes tells me he’s got himself back in control. I don’t understand how someone can be playing games the whole time. I have to believe that though because the only other option is that he isn’t playing games, and that would mean he isn’t the person that I thought he was. I wasn’t accepting that, I couldn’t accept that. 
 
   I rush inside and head upstairs, throwing over my shoulder that dinner would be ready by 8pm. 
 
   When I get into my room I take the dress out of its bag and hang it up. I love the feel of the material. I know it looks amazing and I can’t wait for Damon to see me in it. 
 
   Pulling my hair up into a messy pile atop my head, I strip out of my clothes and slip into some casual pants and a vest. I head to the bathroom and wash my face clear of makeup and then head back down to the kitchen.
 
   ****
 
   I’ve been cooking for about half an hour when my skin tingles, awareness sets in. I can feel Damon without having to turn around to look at him. The feeling surprises me. When had I become so in tune with him that I can actually feel him when he is near me?
 
   I turn and smile “I hope you like Spaghetti Bolognaise?” He nods his head and smiles before pulling up a seat. Just as he’s about to sit I grab a salad bowl and knife and place it in front of him. “Make yourself useful, stud.” I throw him a wink and turn back to the pasta. 
 
   A comfortable silence settles between us as we finish up dinner. Little touches here and there are setting my skin ablaze. He sure knows how to play a good game.
 
   “So, you’ve got a date?” Damon queries. I know he’s just fishing for information.
 
   “Yep.”
 
   “Will I know him?” The edge in his voice causes me to pause. He’s definitely not happy with me having a date. No doubt he already had one planned so I don’t understand his hostility.
 
   “Probably not.” I hope not. I didn’t think this out properly. What if he has met Tom whilst he was out with Lydia? Shit.   
 
   “I’m not surprised you already have a date. You’re stunning.” His finger comes up to caress my cheek. A genuine smile lights up my face as I walk to collect plates to fill.
 
   “Thank you.”              
 
   “If I had known you when I got my invite I would have taken you.” Not asked. Taken me. My smile drops as I plate up the food. 
 
   We don’t speak again, but the silence feels comfortable. I move to set the cutlery on the table but he takes them from my hands. “Let me.” It comes out as a whisper. I look up into his eyes and the earlier desire is there again, sexual tension crackles in the air surrounding us. 
 
   I stand on the tips of my toes to move my lips up to his. I place a quick brush of a kiss across them, not allowing him to deepen the contact, before moving away to open a bottle of wine.
 
   I feel him move behind me as he grabs two wine glasses, pressing his torso against my back. I lean into him, pressing my arse against his crotch, as he slowly starts to rub up against me. A deep breath shudders out of his parted lips as I move out of the way, enjoying the game of cat and mouse.
 
   I place the food on the table and sit down, waiting for him to join me. His lean, muscular frame is leaning against the counter as he tries to steady his breathing. He runs his hands through his hair and turns to come join me at the table. 
 
   We go back to the comfortable silence while eating. He hums in appreciation as he tastes his first bite of food. The sound thrums through my body, that one sound alone makes my clit throb. I take a deep breath and resume eating.
 
   Every now and again I glance up and find him looking at me. Each time my body comes to life. The adrenalin running through my veins is making me feel like I’m on fire. A wave of lust bursts through my system straight to my core. How does this man turn me on so much?
 
   It hits me like a bullet. I want him.
 
   I want this man, not just as part of a game, but I feel real desire for him. I shouldn’t. I should only feel hate. Guilt hits but I push it down and I switch my feelings off. Desire I can work with. I can push his limits. 
 
   I slide my chair back from the table and stand to move my dish to the kitchen side. I drain the rest of my wine before refilling my glass.
 
   When I turn around Damon is staring at me. My nipples begin to harden. The look he is giving me sends bolts of lust straight to my pussy. I squeeze my thighs together to try and ease the ache in my sex. 
 
   He stands and prowls towards me like a hunter stalking its prey. The cocksure look across his face tames my desire momentarily. I like that he thinks he can have me any way, anyhow, and part of me thinks it may be true. His eyes are wild, burning straight into me, scalding me.  
 
   “Are you okay, Damon? You have a funny look on your face. Maybe you should go and sit down.” I smile my sweetest smile and turn away from him, steadying my breathing. I move around the kitchen at lightning speed, trying to be anywhere that he isn’t. I can tell he is frustrated, his growl confirms that.
 
   “Ella... Stop.” The word comes out husky. I stand still, afraid to move, not sure of what my response will be. I’m losing control of the situation. I should be playing on his desire but he’s working on mine. 
 
   Sex.
 
   I can control sex. I can control him with sex.
 
   I feel him behind me, his body heat warming my already overheated skin. His hot breath blows across my neck as he moves closer and closer. He starts to nuzzle on my throat, skimming my skin with his lips. He moves up to my earlobe, sucking on it gently. A moan slips past my lips as I tilt my head, giving him better access. My eyes snap shut as his hands snake around my waist, pulling me flush against him.
 
   My peaked nipples throb, my breasts are achy and full. I bring my hands up to cup them, squeeze them. I pull on my elongated nipples, hoping to relieve the pain. I feel Damon harden against my arse, his cock nestled against the crease. His hands move up and cover mine. He squeezes my hands, adding more pressure, controlling the touch.
 
   “Perfect tits. They fit my hands perfectly,” he growls low in my ear. A small whimper leaves my throat. I move my hands from out under his, bringing them down to grasp his thighs behind me. His muscles bunch under my touch, contracting, as his cock thrusts forwards slightly.
 
   He plays with my nipples through my shirt, tweaking, twisting and pinching, the friction setting me on fire all over. My hands travel up his thighs until I make contact with his cock. It’s hard and so big in my hand that I’m not sure how he ever fit before. I slide my palm over the bulge, before closing my fingers around him. 
 
   This makes him go crazy. He turns me, grips me under my arse, and pulls me towards him, driving his dick against my pussy. The contact is so precise, so perfect, that I can’t help the cry that tears from my lips. I feel overdressed, there are too many clothes between us. I grab the hem of my vest, lifting it over my head. Damon freezes when my bare breasts are freed, his eyes glued on my pebbled nubbins. I smile as he stares transfixed on my chest, knowing it will be easy to get him in a frenzy.
 
   Taking the lead, I tug his shirt out his slacks and start to pull at the buttons of his shirt, needing him bare. Feeling impatient at how long it’s taking me to get them open I growl. I keep telling myself that I need to just get it over and done with, but part of me, the sick twisted part of me, loves the thrill, loves how his body is responding to mine. Loves how alive he is making me feel.
 
   Damon must be feeling impatient too because he grabs the shirt and rips open the buttons. I reach for him, kissing along his pecs as his finger travel down my body to my trousers. He pulls my joggers and kickers down in one movement, helping me as I step out of them. The cool air hits my naked flesh, sending goosebumps across my skin. Or it could be his touch.  
 
   I pull at his slacks, pushing them down around his ankles. He’s gone commando and just that has me pulsing. Juices pool on my thighs. He lifts me so my butt is sitting on the edge of the counter, stepping between my parted legs. He runs his fingers along my slit, feeling how wet I am.
 
   “Wet. So fucking wet for me,” he grits out between clenched teeth. I moan in response. His fingers part my folds before circling my clit. He plunges a finger in my clenching opening, pushing deep, letting out a groan of his own. His finger comes out and he brings it up to his mouth to suck my essence off.
 
   “Hmmm just as tasty as I remember.”  
 
   I wrap my body around him, pulling him into me. He grabs his cock pushing deep inside with one hard thrust. I gasp at the force of him. He pauses, taking a moment for me to adjust around him before he slowly retreats to the tip and thrusts back in hard and fast. He pushes so hard he lifts me off the counter with force. I cling tighter to him, just absorbing his punishing rhythm. 
 
   “So fucking good, so hot and fitting. Perfect fit baby, like a glove. You fit me everywhere.” My body is slick with sweat. My arms are wrapped around his neck, fingers digging into his hair, tugging the soft strands. We do fit together everywhere. 
 
   “Never... Never has it been like this. Fuck, I can’t hold back.” He grips my hips and pulls me forward, hard onto his cock, lunging in at the same time. He hits deep, keeping himself pressed against me. I’m full to the hilt. His body makes just the right contact with my clit and I clench around his cock. He grinds into me, setting fireworks off in my body. My core ripples around him, trying to pull him in deeper. 
 
   “Come, baby. Come on my cock, let me feel you.” A throaty groan on Damon’s lips sends me over the edge. 
 
   I can hear myself screaming out his name as I clamp down on his steely cock. My body trembles as wave after wave of pure pleasure floods me. The feeling is intense. He fucks like a pro and I could get used to this. Damon slowly starts moving again, drawing out my pleasure. I bite down on my lip, enjoying his slow plunges. With a sharp thrust, he buries his head in my neck and comes, his cock pulsating inside me. My name comes off his lips as a growl. His body slumps forward, pressing my back against the counter, pinning me.
 
   It takes a couple of minutes to get our breathing under control, his weight a welcome pressure blanketing me. I kiss the side of his head as I softly stroke his back. This moment is pure bliss. It feels so right being wrapped in him. I never want to leave his warmth. 
 
   I feel the panic creeping over me. Fuck. What was I thinking? How can I feel so comfortable in this man’s arms? I need to get away from him, I need to breathe. I can’t breathe. I struggle to get free from him, he pulls back to look at me, confusion and concern shining in his eyes.
 
   “You okay?” I push against his chest, needing distance. Damon acts immediately, pulling out of me. The sensation of his cock slipping free makes him groan and me whimper. I try to climb down but he stops me with a soft kiss to my left breast. I suck in a shocked breath at the intimacy. 
 
   He quickly moves to the sink, collects a fresh cloth from under the it, and wets it. He walks back to me, not concerned with his nakedness in the slightest, and wipes me between my legs, cleaning me. The breath I’ve been holding catches in my throat at the gentle, intimate act.
 
   “I’m sorry,” he mumbles as he finishes cleaning me up. Startled, I bring my eyes up to his. “It was all so sudden. I’m clean.” It takes me a moment to realise he didn’t wear a condom. Fuck. How the hell could I let him inside me without protecting myself? This man is a monster. The last thing anyone needs is a monster spawn, not that that could ever happen to me. “I’m sorry.” The honesty in his voices calms me. It was a mistake. One that won’t be repeated.
 
   “I’m clean too.” I tell him quietly. 
 
   “I believe you.” He bends over to kiss me softly on the lips. I melt under his body, pressing my lips against his in return. “I need to ask, are you on the pill?” I’m shaking my head before he finishes.
 
   “No, but it’s okay. I can’t get pregnant. I have a medical condition called PCOS. It means I have cysts on my ovaries. I won’t be able to have children naturally.” I turn my head away, swallowing past the lump lodged in my throat, unable to look at him. The grief that I can’t have children still plays on my mind, not that I had ever given time to think about having children, but finding out was just another thing taken away from me.
 
   Damon turns my face to look into his eyes, “I’m sorry, beauty. That can’t have been easy to deal with.” I shrug my shoulders nonchalantly.
 
   “I’ve dealt with worse. That was just the cherry on top.” I look away, taking a moment to compose myself. “I still remember when the doctor told me I have PCOS. I only went in because I was suffering with my periods. They’ve always been all over the place and I’d be in pain every month. Finding out about the cysts took another dream away, a dream I didn’t have yet.” I don’t know why I told him all that but I opened up to him. 
 
   “I don’t want kids. I’ve never wanted them. I’m not dad material.” I look at him shocked. He’s only twenty eight. How can he possibly have already made a decision like that? He might just not have met the right woman yet. “That makes us perfect together, beauty.”
 
   This isn’t right. It shouldn’t be like this, he shouldn’t be like this.
 
   I climb down from counter when he pulls away and moves with the soiled cloth. I collect my clothes, turning my back to him, taking a moment to gather myself. I need to get out of here. He can’t see how the last few moments have affected me. When I feel okay to talk I turn and smile at Damon. 
 
   “Thanks for dessert,” I wink at him as I skip from the kitchen, the forced smile still attached to my lips. “Goodnight, Damon.” I call over my shoulder. When I look back at him his face is filled with shock and confusion. I hear him shout wait as I get to my door. Rushing inside I close it and lock it. I head straight to the shower, a smile playing on my lips, feeling happy with myself. I climb in and wash Damon off me, wash him out of me. I can’t believe I was so careless. I didn’t know he was clean. I don’t know if he really is. I believe him though. I can’t let it happen again. I know I can’t get pregnant but I always protect myself. I’m just glad I got him turned on so much that he forgot!
 
   Game one to me…I won…I hope.
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
   CHAPTER TEN
 
   May 15th 2014
 
    
 
   Today is the day of the charity event for NSPL. I haven’t seen Damon since Tuesday night, and I don’t know if he is avoiding me or if he is just busy. I don’t like not seeing him though. I feel out of control. I needed time to get him hot and bothered so I could play on his jealousy at the event. It seems like our tumble meant nothing to him so I’m not sure how jealous I’ll be able to make him. I’m going to have to rely on my dress to rein him in. I sent him a text message telling him to enjoy tonight at the event, hoping to get in his head. He hasn’t replied.
 
   I’m in my room, painting my nails when I hear the front door open and close. Part of me wants to rush and see him, but I don’t. The part of me that hates him holds me back, keeps me rooted to the spot, frozen.
 
   I hold my breath as I hear him move up the stairs and towards our rooms. My breath catches as I hear footsteps stop outside my door. I wait for the knock but it doesn’t come. I hear him turn on his heel and walk to his room. I continue what I was doing, pushing the slight pang of disappointment to the back of my mind.
 
   I pick up my phone and text Tom, letting him know what time he needs to pick me up tonight. Tom is my ‘Friend’. We’ve hooked up a lot over the years. He’s my go-to guy. He’s helped me, unknowingly, crush men. He knows it will never be anything more than a quick fuck. I’m happy with this arrangement and so is he. When I’ve needed to make the final crush of a man in the last few years I’ve used Tom to get caught a few times. 
 
   I have a plan for tonight in my mind and I’m going to do everything I can to stick to it. I know I nearly have Damon where I want him. I just need that extra push, and tonight I’m going to push him right over the edge. 
 
   ****
 
   I’m applying the finishing touches to my makeup when I hear the doorbell ring. I hear the door open so I know that Damon answered it. Tom's familiar voice travels up to me, talking to Damon, about what, I can’t hear. Time to find out if they do know each other. 
 
   I take one last look at myself in the full length mirror to make sure I’m as I need to be. The dress moulds to my curves, flowing perfectly where it needs to. I’ve smoked my eyes out to match the charcoal of the dress, added a subtle blush, and finished off with killer red lipstick. The red of my lipstick matches the red of my bag. Five-inch heeled red stilettos with spikes all up the heel complete my look. I slip my feet into my shoes and head to greet Tom.
 
   I walk down the hall and take a deep, calming breath. I don’t know why I feel nervous but I really want to knock the breath out of Damon’s lungs when he sees me. Standing at the top of the stairs I see both men turn to watch me. The look of lust that appears on their faces fills me with a sense of achievement. I’m winning. It worked. 
 
   I walk slowly down the stairs, as gracefully as I can in these heels, letting them both fully take me in. I greet Tom in an overly affectionate way. I can tell it takes him back a little as I brush my lips across his. He’s used to the cold me. Tonight I will be anything but. 
 
   I turn to Damon and take him in. He’s wearing a dark grey three piece suit with a crisp white shirt. He’s got a charcoal gray tie on, making me wonder if he picked the tie on purpose. His hair is in disarray rather than its usual faux hawk. His eyes darken with desire as he returns my ogling with a sweep of his own inspection of me. He swallows loudly, then licks his lips, looking at me like he wants a taste.
 
   “Have a good evening, Damon,” I tell him, a little breathlessly, before turning my attention back to Tom. Not waiting for his reply I take Tom's hand and head out the door. When I get in Tom's car I can feel his eyes on me 
 
   “What?” I turn to look at him. He doesn’t look pleased with me, so I remove my hand from his, a move that makes him look even more pissed off. Before I get to say anything more he turns and speaks.
 
   “I don’t know what game you’re playing Ella, but I don’t appreciate being a pawn in it. You don’t use friends.”
 
   “What are you talking about?” I ask. I don’t think it was that obvious that I wanted to get Damon’s attention. 
 
   “You know what I’m talking about. That was all a show for him right? Another one you plan to shack up with until you get bored and use me to get rid of again? Maybe I don’t want to be used anymore. Friends don’t do that.” The sharp edge of his tone stuns me a minute. Feeling a bit stung by his words I turn and look out my window. Is Tom my friend? 
 
   Yes maybe he is. 
 
   He has been around for a long time. Since before Lydia was taken away. He knows everything I’ve been through. He’s seen me at some of my worst points. Comforted me when I’ve broken down, fulfilled that need when I was between practise men. We haven’t always just had sex when together, on occasion we just hung out. He knew something was going on with me. He never questioned it though, he never asked what I was doing with these different guys. He just seemed to be there when I needed him. 
 
   I turn back to him, “I'm sorry, Tom. I haven’t been a good friend to you. I have my reasons.”
 
   He cuts me off before I can say anything more “Els, I know since Lydia... died,” I wince at his words. “Things have been tough for you but you can’t keep doing this. Lydia wouldn’t have wanted you to keep doing this.” I can’t listen to this, I can’t hear her name, and especially not tonight. I need to be strong, stay focused.
 
   “Please stop. I can’t talk about her, please just stop.” Tom stops talking and turns his head to focus on driving. I turn my head and look back out the window, tears falling down my face.
 
   “I’m sorry, Els, but you needed to hear that.” I remain silent.
 
   When we get to the manor I take a moment to compose myself. Taking deep shallow breaths I count to ten before climbing out of the car, a smile plastered back on my face, perfected with three years of practice. I need to keep my walls up tonight. 
 
   The manor is beautiful. It’s elegantly stunning. So many people are flitting around, meeting and greeting, all looking glamorous. Finely dressed men and women mingle with waiters and waitresses. You can smell the wealth coming off people. People who are shallow, not afraid to throw money in the right places to get their names in the local paper. Some even make it into the latest gossip magazine. It makes them happy to get their fifteen minutes of fame. It makes me sick. They make me sick.
 
   As I walk into the main ballroom I look around to see if my target is in sight. Tom takes my coat and heads off to the cloak room. Making my way through the crowd I spot Damon's brother, Spencer. Tonight’s game plan. 
 
   Breaking family bonds is all part of my plan. It helps when the man looks like a god. They are almost identical in appearance. Spence is a year older and from what I know, seems to be a really nice guy. I almost feel guilty for what I’m about to do, but I need to use him to make Damon jealous.
 
   I’ve met Spence a few times, always made sure to show a little interest but not enough for him to chase. I make my way over to him and grab a glass of champagne from a passing waiter on the way, that I finish in one go. I walk over and stand next to him at the bar. He turns in my direction as I brush against him, pretending I stumbled.  
 
   “I’m so sorry.” I pretend to be embarrassed by my fall as I watch his eyes take me in, pausing at all my curves a little longer than necessary before returning my gaze. A smile creeps across his face when he recognises me.
 
   “Hey, Ella right?” I nod, giving him a questioning stare. He offers his hand “Spencer Hunt. We’ve met.” His grin stretches across his face as I take his hand in mine.
 
   “Of course. I’m sorry, Spencer. Hi, how are you?” My body tingles with recognition. Only one reason for that. Damon is near somewhere.
 
   “I’m good. Can I get you a drink?” I look him up and down as if appreciating his body. Before I can answer Spencer, I smell him. Damon is behind me. 
 
   “Spence, I got this.” Damon growls. I turn around to see Damon looking furious with me or maybe furious with Spencer. His fists are clenched at his sides, flexing with his anger. His jaw is locked tight, eyes stormy.
 
   “Damon.” I greet him before looking back at his brother. “Sorry Spencer, I have to pass on the drink offer. I can see my date. Maybe another time?” I let the question hang as I walk away, adding extra swing to my hips, in search of Tom. 
 
   I look over towards the side bar and see Tom with his arms around some leggy blonde. Shit, time for some damage control. Tom can’t be playing games like this tonight. I need to get both Spencer and Damon’s attention. Tom is my ticket to accomplish that. 
 
   I head towards Tom, holding his eyes when he spots me. I lift an eyebrow and give an obvious look to his new companion. He drops his arms from around her before I reach him. I slip my hand around his waist and pull him into my side when I get there, as if staking my claim. He throws back his head and laughs as the blonde, not looking too pleased, storms off in the opposite direction.
 
   “I could have banged her tonight. It’s not like you plan to bang me with Mr. Hunk here.” He nods his head in the direction of Damon and Spence. I’m going to have to make Tom want to help me for a little while, to capture the attention I need, before I can let him go have fun with anyone else.
 
   “I’m sorry, Tom. Just give me another hour of your time. I’m not sure who he’s here with,” I plead. “Then you can go find your fuck buddy over there.” I give him my best puppy dog expression, adding a cute little pout. He bursts out laughing.
 
   “Ok Els, you got me for one more hour, but I really think we need to focus on the friendship side of things from now on.” I nod my head unable to say anything. It surprises me how much I really like Tom. He’s been there a lot for me and he deserves to find happiness. I reach up and kiss him on the cheek then give him a genuine smile. 
 
   “Thank you.” He nods his head and pulls me towards the dance floor.
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
   CHAPTER ELEVEN
 
    
 
   I spend the next hour eating food, enjoying drinks, and hanging onto Tom. All while eye fucking Spencer, and making every single effort not to look at Damon. I need to show him I don’t need him, don’t want him. I do. Fucking hell do I want him. I can feel his stare. My body tingles with acknowledgment with every second that passes when his eyes are on me.
 
   I spot Lacy, a friend of Spencer, dancing close by on the dance floor with two women I’ve not yet met. I need to put on a show and having a friend here helps. I tell Tom I’m going to dance and that he’s free to mingle. He kisses my cheek, ready to go have some fun.
 
   True to my word I let Tom go find his lay for the night, with one last request before I head over towards Lacy and her friends.
 
   “Hey, Lacy.” I smile as I approach. The disgusted look I receive from two of the three women stun me. My brow furrows as I try to think of what I’ve done wrong to upset Lacy.
 
   “Heard you’re living with Damon,” Lacy snips out, glaring at me as she takes in my outfit.
 
   “Yes,” I answer, puzzled. Where is she going with this?
 
   “The date went well then?” asks Lacy, her sister Ellery, is the one who set me up on a date with Damon. I thought Lacy liked Spencer, not Damon, but by her tone of voice I guessed wrong.
 
   “It went alright. Nothing too special. I like Spencer.” I tell her, hoping to get her to put her claws back in. I don’t need shit from this woman. I have plans to keep.
 
   “You, and everyone else,” one woman snaps, glaring at me. Ah, so she’s after Spencer then. 
 
   “They are both gorgeous. It’s not surprising you find one, or both, of them attractive. Hell, even I do and I’m happily married,” the other woman says. She gives me a soft smile and a little wave.
 
   “Too right, Sofia,” Lacy admits. I feel my body relax knowing Sofia just defused the situation.
 
    A new song starts playing and it’s not one I would usually dance to but it has enough rhythm that I’ll be able to shake my hips and arse to get noticed again. I look around and locate Damon and Spencer standing together with a few other men near the bar. I keep my eyes trained in their direction and begin to move to the music. 
 
   I sway my hips to the beat and bring my hands up to rub over my body, caressing my curves. I close my eyes when I know I have the attention of not just Damon and Spencer, but their companions too. My arms come up in the air above my head and swing with the sway of my body. As the music pulses through me I let Damon’s caressing gaze heat me up inside, imagining his hands rubbing along my dress instead of my own. 
 
   A small feminine body presses against mine and joins in with my seductive dance. I open my eyes and Sofia smiles widely at me and begins grinding into me. I quickly pick up on her rhythm and follow her lead. 
 
   “Who is this show for?” she asks.
 
   “Spencer,” I answer honestly.
 
   “As long as it isn’t my husband, Westley, then go for it,” she laughs. “Spencer is a nice man. Maybe you could be the one to change his manwhorish ways. Damon is too.” Her hand comes up to rub down the sides of my body. 
 
   “Nothing is happening with Damon.”
 
   “Doesn’t look like it,” she says with a grin and a nod in Damon’s direction. His eyes still haven’t left my moving body. I knew he was still watching. I can always feel when his eyes are on me. “So what happened on your date?” I realise I could get information on Damon by taking this conversation in the right direction.
 
   “It was good. I really liked him but I’ve heard of his reputation with women and the non relationships he has.” I roll my eyes for added effect. She lets out a peal of laughter.
 
   “He isn’t as bad as Spencer. Spencer goes through more women than I do underwear. Damon seems to be more private. I haven’t really seen him with many women in the last few years, none that he has had a relationship with anyway. Usually he’s just with Leona. She’s a bitch, but a close friend of Damon’s. She’d like to hold his attention the way you do.” I raise an eyebrow at that. Of course I know about Leona. They’ve hooked up a few times but never anything serious, friends with benefits. Just another woman he uses like he did Lydia. 
 
   I shimmy down Sofia’s body, dipping low before rubbing against her on my way back up. She laughs. “I’m just looking for some fun anyway. Spencer is perfect for that. I think Damon would be hard to forget with all his intensity.”
 
   “Agreed.” We both look back to the men as we finish our dance. When the song ends I give a small smile in their direction, and turn to Sofia and thank her for the dance. She gives me a hug and turns to dance against Lacy. I walk away from Lacy and her other friend without saying a word.
 
   I sway over to the men, looking at them as a group from under my eyelashes. Damon stands up straighter as I approach, a smile playing on his lips. I keep eye contact with him until I stand in front of them. My eyes shift to Spencer before I step up to him.
 
   “Hi...again,” I purr into his ear, pressing myself closer to him. “Wanna dance?” I ask coyly. A grin splits his face so I take his hand and pull him towards the dance floor just as Too Close by Next starts to play. I wasn’t sure if Tom could get them to play this song. It’s a charity function after all but I guess they like to make sure guests are catered to.
 
   I wrap my arms around his neck as he pulls me closer, his strong arms wrapping me up in his frame, cocooning me with his warmth. We start grinding against each other as the music plays. I keep my eyes trained on Spencer, but flick quick glances over to Damon. He has a brunette grinding on him but he doesn’t seem to be paying her any attention. I’m so lost in the music, and Damon’s eyes, that at first I don’t hear him speak. His hands brush up and down my body, caressing me. Why doesn’t Spencer’s touch get me flustered like Damon’s does?
 
   “Ella, did you hear me?” I look up into his face, only seeing Damon. I want to kiss him. No, I want to kiss Damon. I shudder before I reply. 
 
   “I’m sorry. What did you say?” 
 
   Spencer's face turns into a frown. “I asked what you’ve got going on with my brother.” I shrug my shoulders and look in the direction of Damon. I didn’t want Spencer to notice me seeking out Damon. I blush then answer.
 
   “It’s nothing. Well it’s... complicated.” Fuck. I don’t know what to say. I didn’t plan on Spencer being so perceptive. I turn my head and bury my face into his chest as I hear the words I don’t want to hear.
 
   “Ella, I can’t do this. Damon is my brother. If something is going on then I need to know. I won’t step on my brother’s toes. It’s obvious he feels something for you by the looks he is giving me right now, and you can’t take your eyes off him.” I put my arms around his neck and pull his mouth down to mine silencing his words. His body goes rigid in my hold before relaxing and returning my kiss.
 
   “I’m single,” I say against his lips. It’s true, I am single. Spencer doesn’t want to step on anyone’s toes but he’s not. Not really anyway. I deepen the kiss hoping to get some sort of feelings. Feelings I get when Damon kisses me. No, when I kiss Damon. I’m the one in control when it comes to anything with Damon. I need to get Damon off my mind and concentrate on his brother. I rub my hands up into his hair, shifting my fingers through the dark stands, holding him to me.
 
   Spencer brings his hands up into my hair, tilting my head to a new angle to deepen the kiss. I need to put a stop to this PDA. I don’t want too many people to notice me and Spencer.
 
   When I pull away it doesn’t surprise me that I feel nothing for him, there is no emotion, and it’s what I’m used to. It’s comforting feeling nothing. I know my walls are firmly back in place. It makes the rest of this evening’s plan so much easier when feelings aren’t involved. I want to break Damon, not Spencer. We resume dancing but a lot less sexual now a new song is playing. 
 
   What I don’t expect to feel is guilt.
 
   I excuse myself at a new track change so I can go to the ladies room, quickly making my way to the toilets and shutting myself in a cubicle. Sitting on the toilet, I take a moment to compose myself. Why do I feel nothing kissing anyone else but Damon? With Damon I feel everything. He makes me feel again. Why does kissing his brother feel like I’ve just betrayed him? It’s what I’m meant to do, I’m not meant to feel guilt from that betrayal. 
 
   Thinking about Damon, as usual, makes me think of Lydia. I try to pull a memory of her, one that will make me happy. It makes me think of another diary entry. 
 
    
 
   Jan 18th 2011
 
   I am so excited! Tonight I get to go on my first date with Damon Hunt. All the glances across the office, all the secret phone calls, all the soft touches will finally be put into action tonight. I don’t have to hide being with him because we will be in public. 
 
   I have butterflies in my stomach just waiting for the time to pass until we are together. I can’t believe it’s finally happening. I know he feels the same way I do. The looks he gives me tells me he wants me just as much as I want him. 
 
   Tonight he will be mine in every way. 
 
   I think I love him. Is that possible? I never thought love at first sight existed...until Damon. 
 
    
 
   Voices outside the stall pull me out of my thoughts. I hear two women talking and try to block out their conversation but a name catches my attention.
 
   “Do you think Damon loves her? Have you seen the way he keeps looking at her?” I hold my breath waiting for the reply. 
 
   “I don’t know. Is it possible for Damon Hunt to love anyone but himself?” I hear a snigger.
 
   “Michelle, jealousy doesn’t suit you, just because he turned you down. You need to get over it already,” a third voice says as she starts laughing. I know that voice. That voice is Leona’s. I’ve met her a few times. “Anyway, Damon won’t love anyone until he gets over all the shit from his past.” That piques my interest. I’ve learnt as much about the Hunts as I can. Damon especially, but he’s a very private person. It’s difficult to find out things that are secret.
 
   “He didn’t turn me down, he just said he wasn’t available. That’s not saying he will never be available, and besides the way she was dancing with his brother shows who she’s really interested in. Damon doesn’t stand a chance. I really don’t think that relationship is going anywhere,” Michelle replies. “Unless the thrill of the chase pulls Damon in. We all know that when Damon wants something he gets it.” 
 
   I don’t hear any more as the door opens and they all leave. I come out of the stall and wash my hands before applying a new layer of lipstick. What shit in Damon’s past does he need to get over before he can commit? This new info could put a real big damper on my plans. I’ll just have to up my games. Taking another glance at myself in the mirror I head back to the ballroom to find Spencer.
 
   “Spencer, I’m going to get a taxi and head home. My feet are hurting and I’m ready to have a bath.” I lean into him and give him a kiss on the cheek. “Call me. Damon has my number.” I start to walk away when I feel his hand touch my arm.
 
   “Do you need a lift?”
 
   “No thanks.”
 
   “Get my number from Damon. I have more chance of hearing from you again if you call me. I can’t see Damon giving out your number anytime soon.” I can’t resist a glance at Damon. He is staring at me, and when I catch his gaze his head falls to his chest. 
 
   I don’t know why this bothers me but it does. I push the feeling aside and walk away from Spencer with a nod, acknowledging his request. “I’ll do that.” I post a cheque in the donation box and make my way to the exit. Just as I’m about to walk out the main entrance I hear my name being called. I turn to find Tom strutting over to me with a smile on his face. 
 
   “Need a lift?” I nod my head as his arm slips around my shoulders. “Come on Els, let’s get you home.”
 
   ****
 
   Tom dropped me off at my house. I haven’t been back for a while. Walking through the door, it feels empty. I feel empty. Tom isn’t happy with everything that went down tonight. He’s told me I need to start telling him everything I’ve been doing and what I’m playing at before he’ll talk to me again. 
 
   I throw my shoes off and unzip my dress, leaving it pool to the floor before heading for my room. I rummage through my wardrobe, realising most of my clothes are at Damon’s, and find a shirt. It’s one left over from Cory. I saved it purposefully. I need it for the next phase of my plan. 
 
   I pull it over my head before pulling on a fresh pair of underwear, and make my way to the living room. It’s early yet, not even ten pm. I don’t like the silence. It’s strange how some silences can be deathly loud. This is one of those silences. I realise I miss my room at Damon's. Pulling out my mobile I call for a taxi. I’d rather wait for Damon to come home then wait here alone.
 
   I pull up to Damon's house an hour later. The house is dark which means that Damon is still at the charity event. I sigh before paying for the ride.
 
   Pulling out the key he gave me I let myself in, dropping my bag, dress, and shoes on floor. I jump when I hear him.
 
   “Where the hell have you been?” he growls. My hand moves along the wall to find the light switch. He is sitting at the bottom of the stairs. His eyes look sad but his body is tense for a fight.
 
   “I was with Tom. I didn’t realise I needed to keep you updated on my whereabouts,” I snap, feeling frustrated. He has no right to question me and certainly no right to use that tone of voice with me.
 
   “So you spend the night dry humping my brother, then you leave with your date, who happened to have a quick fuck in the closet room might I add, and you come home in a different outfit. Is that his fucking shirt?” He is looking at me with pure rage and it fuels my anger. 
 
   Rage. I’m good with that. I can deal with rage. I take a step towards him, thinking about my words, trying to find the right ones to get the best reaction from him.
 
   “Yes it’s his shirt. I didn’t see the point in getting dressed after we messed around.” I let it hang in the air.
 
   “After you messed around? What the fuck does that mean, Ella? Did you fuck him?” He roars the last words at me making me jump. Oh he’ll feel bad for that move.
 
   “No. We didn’t get that far,” I snap. His body sags with relief. Time to take back that relief. “We’ve made arrangement for tomorrow night instead.” It’s a whisper but I know he heard me. He slumps down on the stairs, looking shocked, like he is trying his hardest not to believe me. 
 
   I go and stand in front of him, he has his head in his hands, and I have to resist the urge to run my fingers through his hair. 
 
   “Why?” he whispers. I barely heard him. He looks up as he continued to speak, “Why do you do it? Is it all a game to you?”
 
   “No.” He’s getting too close to the mark with all this game talk. “Every woman has needs.” 
 
   “Is that what you like, Ella? To just fuck? Because I can do that baby. I can fuck you until you’re screaming. I can fuck you all night long, until you beg me to stop. You know I can.” His hand reaches between my legs and I clamp them closed, keeping his hand in place. He lifts my shirt, running his other hand over my stomach, taking the material with it before completely removing it.
 
   “Damon.” It comes out as a breathy whisper but it’s all it takes. He pulls me towards him ripping my panties off me in one pull. I reach down to unfasten his trousers, pulling his already hard cock free.
 
   Damon pulls me down on top of him so I straddle his thighs. His massive cock fills my pussy in one push, stretching me. I can’t help the moan that escapes my throat. I cry out his name, it doesn’t even sound like me, as he pummels up into me again and again. It’s raw, hard, and carnal. I have never been fucked like this before. I feel every single inch of him.
 
   “Fuck, Ella. Why does it feel this good? You’re so fucking tight. Your pretty little pussy likes to pull me in, likes to squeeze me,” he groans. His raspy words take me to the edge. Pleasure explodes in my core, spreading out through my body. “It’s never felt this good before.” His words only add fire to my already burning pussy. I bite down on his shoulder as I feel my orgasm building. 
 
   He pistons into me, holding me in place with his hands on my hips, grunting and groaning his pleasure. I can’t help but scream out his name as I come. I shudder as I feel him expand within my walls, pulsating as he spills his seed inside me, filling me with his come.
 
   “Ella,” he roars as he clamps my hips flush with him, staying full to the hilt. 
 
   I feel completely spent. I feel him stand up with me still wrapped around him. I can’t lift my head to see where he is taking me. I can feel how hard he still is. My walls still contract around him, tearing a groan from his mouth with each squeeze. 
 
   I hear the shower being switched on before he carries me into the stream of hot water. I have no energy to stand so Damon supports my weight and proceeds to clean me up. 
 
   “I want to keep you,” he says so quietly that I’m not actually sure if he really said that. I feel so sleepy, my body sated. I don’t want to open my eyes because I can’t face what just happened. I can’t face the truth of what this man does to me so I just keep my eyes shut as he washes me. 
 
   I know if I speak I will fall apart. Even thinking of Lydia doesn’t help. All I feel is him, always him. Consuming me, chipping away at my ice cold heart, showing me how good sex can be. I have to stay numb. I can’t risk getting in too deep with him. I need to get hold of my feelings and block them off from him. If I feel right now I may never recover from the spell he seems to have me under.
 
   His hands working over my body feel amazing. It’s not a sexual touch, it’s caring touches. His fingers brush across my skin as if I am made of silk. He massages tense places on my shoulders, neck, and back, helping me further into slumber. I hear the shower turn off, and feel Damon wipe me down with a warm fluffy towel. He carries me to his bed and places me under the covers. The sheets smell of him. I inhale deep before closing my eyes and burrowing down into the soft bed. I feel him press up against me, blanketing my back with his chest. I drift off to his whispered words speaking of my beauty.
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
   CHAPTER TWELVE
 
   May 16th 2014
 
    
 
   I wake up to the sun shining through the open blinds. The double glass doors that lead to the private balcony showcase a stunning sunrise, above the hills in the distance. The cloudless azure sky is streaked with reds and burnt oranges. It’s breathtaking.
 
   The morning sun is lighting the bedroom, showing off its beauty. Creams and yellows brighten the room, making it look like a summer’s day.
 
   Damon stirs behind me, tightening his arms around me, holding on to me. In his arms I find comfort from the dreams, the pain, and life in general. 
 
   Hot breath skates across my neck as Damon nuzzles into my hair. I tense, his body setting mine ablaze just by being close. His hands slowly start to skim across my naked skin, leaving goosebumps in their wake. I suck in a shocked gasp when his finger and thumb captures my nipple and squeezes. His tongue brushes against my neck as he drags his lips up towards my ear.
 
   “Morning, beauty.” His sleep filled voice has extra rasp to it in the mornings. My core instantly clenches, flooding with want. The hand playing with my nipple gently starts to knead my breast, squeezing and lifting, filling his palm. I moan as his other hand grazes down my stomach to my pussy. My hips shift forward of their own accord, trying to find traction where my body craves it most.
 
   He softly rolls me onto my back as he kisses along my jaw, towards my lips. My hands come up to grasp his muscular biceps. A whimper escapes my lips as I turn my head to seek his lips out. His soft lips whisper across mine in the gentlest of caresses. I lift my head to try and latch on to his lips but he moves back chuckling. 
 
   “Easy, beauty. We’re taking this slowly. I want to savour you, I want to taste every inch of your smooth skin.” His brown eyes darken before mine, his hand cupping my mound. He continues in a husky whisper. “I want to feel you clawing at my back as I’m buried deep in your pussy. I want to feel every squeeze of my dick from you. I want your moans. I want it all, Ella.” His eyes piercing into mine are so commanding, I can’t look away from the intensity swirling around in them.
 
   I want all that. I want what he wants. I want to feel it slow.
 
    I grind into his palm, trying to ease the ache deep in my heat. Two of his fingers slip into me and start a gentle thrusting rhythm as his lips descend to mine in an all consuming kiss. It’s soft and gentle, yet firm. I part my lips to invite him in my mouth but his tongue dances across my bottom lip instead, before pulling it between his, nibbling and sucking. I whimper.
 
   I begin to pant as he presses his palm more firmly against my throbbing clit. It pulses and grows, sneaking out from its hood to make contact with the pressure he’s exerting on me. A deep throaty moan slips from me as I squirm beneath him. 
 
   “Damon,” I cry out as my mind climbs to the peak of euphoria, climbing to reach the release I need. His tongue suddenly plunges between my lips, into the recess of my mouth. His tongue tangles with mine as his thrusting fingers pick up speed. My walls ripple around his fingers, trying to pull them deeper in me. 
 
   “That’s it beauty, ride my hand. Take what you need,” Damon says into my mouth. Pleasure rips through me. My legs shake as my toes curl. I’m going to fall. I feel my back arch as my orgasm explodes from my sex, spreading out through my body. I scream out his name as my fingernails pierce his arms, digging into his skin.
 
   “You’re so fucking beautiful.” Damon huskily whispers as his lips brush my ear. “I love to watch you come. You take my breath away. Let me keep you.” 
 
   I open my eyes and look at him. He’s so handsome. His hair is in messy disarray from sleep, his face is softer first thing in a morning with peace, but his eyes burn with desire. I bring my hand up to cup his face. How is it that this man wants me? I press my lips to his in a passionate kiss. Butterflies take flight in my stomach. Just a kiss pulls me in. His lips are divine. I want him to keep me.
 
    I moan before I realise what I’m doing. Sleeping with the enemy.  
 
   My stomach feels like it drops out my arse, I squeeze my eyes shut. He’s getting to me too much. I need to regroup. I need to get away.
 
   I struggle to get free from him, he pulls back to look at me, confusion swimming in his eyes. I look away from him, not wanting to see what he’s making me become. What he’s making me feel. What he’s making me want.
 
   “Please get off me.” I ask quietly. He moves instantly, freeing me.
 
   I get up and leave the room without saying another word, not bothered by my nakedness. Tears flood my eyes. I’m falling off course. He’s making me forget what I need to do. I quickly cross to the room across the hall, shutting and locking the door behind me. I slide down the door until my knees make contact with the floor, the tears breaking free now I’m alone. I lean forward to bring my head to the carpeted floor.
 
   The storm of emotions swirling through me causes my body to shudder. Sobs pour from my chest, my throat tightens making me unable to breathe. I drag a breath in, gasping. Pain radiates out from my heart. I’m getting in over my head, getting lost in Damon, forgetting my purpose. I try my best to compose myself, taking a calming breath before trying to sort out the jumble that is my mind.
 
   I actually feel when I’m with him. I’m beginning to crave that feeling, needing it.
 
   Shit.
 
   How is it he can make me forget everything when his hands are on me? My body and mind give over to his control and hold on to him whilst he does as he pleases. My body submitting to his. He’s manipulating me, making me believe his lies. 
 
   Fuck.
 
   It’s getting harder. It’s easier to pretend this is real sometimes. To just believe that he really feels for me what he claims to feel, but I know it’s all just a game to him. It needs to stay a game to me too. I need to focus.
 
   I need to push him hard, play on his weakness. He doesn’t like to share. He made that obvious last night. I push up to my feet and dash to get Lydia’s diary. I need to move on to the next stage. I need to up the jealously beast that roars within Damon when he feels possessive. 
 
   I look up the entry when Lydia felt her first confusion set in, reminding me that confusion is part of his game. I’m meant to feel like this, it’s all part of his manipulation. I’m proving to the part of me, the side that is holding out in hope that it really could be real with Damon, that he’s controlling the game at the minute and winning. 
 
    
 
   February 16th 2011
 
   I don’t know what I’ve done wrong. I haven’t seen Damon since Friday. Friday! And as if that isn’t bad enough, I didn’t get to see him at all on Valentine’s Day. Our first one together and I didn’t get to spend any time with him. SUCKS! 
 
   Then he comes into work today, is busy all day so we don’t have time for even a quick kiss. He only has time to pass me a flower delivery request note while he’s leaving, talking on the phone. I didn’t even get a hello! 
 
   THAT ISN’T THE WORST OF IT! Oh no. He’d asked me to order flowers to be delivered to Alexandria! WTH?! and with a note saying “Looking forward to tonight”. 
 
   What the fuck?! WHAT THE FUCK?
 
   I don’t know what I’ve done but I couldn’t just let him do this without knowing why. I had to follow him. Maybe it was just as punishment to me? Well, no. No it wasn’t, he met the whore at a fancy restaurant, they kissed. Kissed! 
 
   Then left together in her car. She lives in a fancy pants part of the city. I know her type. Snobby. That’s not what Damon needs. I’m real, not fake. I keep his life organised. Not her. He wouldn’t cope without me. He needs me!
 
   I can’t believe it. I must have done something for him to do this to me. To us. I need to fix it. I’m enough for him. Aren’t I? Yes I am. I know I am. I’m more than enough. I’m sure of it.
 
   Well I think I am. 
 
   Shit what if he thinks I’m not good enough? I am. I can be anything he needs. I know he feels our connection. It’s so strong! I can feel it with every touch. He can’t not feel it. It’s electric!
 
   His touch is mine! He should only touch me. I need to let him know I’m sorry. Maybe do something extra special for him tomorrow?
 
   I love him. I can’t lose him. I won’t lose him. 
 
   Not to Alexandria or any other bitch.
 
   Damon is mine.
 
    
 
    I now can relate to her confusion. Not the same type of confusion. My confusion stems from my building feelings for Damon, not Damon’s manipulation. Well I don’t think he’s manipulating me. I would know. I know all his tactics. 
 
   Or has he got new skills since Lydia? I bet he has. I need to prove to him that he doesn’t have control over me. I need to prove to me that I am in control. I need to fuck someone else and show Damon that our night together didn’t mean anything to me.
 
   I put the diary away in my bag and pull out my mobile. I quickly dial Tom’s number and wait for him to pick up. After three rings the call connects.   
 
   “Hello?” Tom answers in a brisk tone.
 
   “Hey, Tom. It’s... Ella.” His deep chuckle sounds down the phone.
 
   “I know it’s you Els. I’ve had your number for years.”
 
   Silence hangs between us as he waits for me to talk. After his ultimatum last night I know he won’t talk until he gets the answers he wants. “Can we meet up today and talk? Please?” 
 
   “You ready to talk?” 
 
   “Yes.” I sigh. I really am ready to share with someone everything I’ve done. Talking about it will hopefully get my focus back on Lydia’s revenge and not on my body’s reaction to Damon’s touch. “Meet me for dinner later? My place, I’ll cook. Say seven o’clock?”
 
   “Okay, Els. See you at seven.” He hangs up. 
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
   CHAPTER THIRTEEN
 
    
 
   I pull up to the curb and leave the car to idle whilst I gather my thoughts. Tonight didn’t go as planned. Tom doesn’t understand my reasoning on everything I’m doing, on anything I’ve done. I spilled my guts to him tonight. I didn’t hold one bit of information back from him. He sat silently through the whole talk, listening intently. He finally spoke once I’d finished.
 
   “That’s fucking crazy. Holy shit, you’re crazy. How can you just play with people’s lives like you have?” he asks, disgust evident in his voice.
 
   “They deserved it. Every one of them did. I didn’t just pick random people, Tom. I picked filth. Men who hurt women.”
 
   “I can’t stand by you if you’re doing this, Els. It’s fucking wrong. This isn’t healthy. You’re not healthy. Let me get you some help. I can help you get through this.” Pity shines in his eyes. I hate pity. I fucking despise it. 
 
   “You don’t fucking understand what these men are. What they represent. I just have to break Damon then I’m done.” I beg him to see why I have to do this. It isn’t an option. I have to do it.
 
   Love sometimes makes us do crazy things. Love isn’t something you can control. You don’t choose to love. It’s built in us. Crazy is just part of love. It takes a hold of us then slowly sparks the crazy to the surface. I loved my sister. I love my sister. Everything I do is for that love. Everything I’ve done is for my sister. Why can he not see this?
 
   “I won’t be part of this Els. I’m out. I don’t want to be any part of this. You’re on your own. If you stop the crazy before you go any further then come to me. I will always leave the door unlocked but unless you stop the door stays shut.”
 
   That was it. He left after that. I stayed at my house for another hour, making my evening romp seem more believable before making my way back to Damon’s, where I find myself now, sitting at the curb, just outside his gated house. 
 
   Let me keep you. That one line changed everything. I want him to want to keep me. I need to keep this strictly games. I can’t sleep with him again. He makes me want things I shouldn’t. Things I can’t have. I can keep him hooked other ways than sex. I just need to up my game.
 
   Starting now.
 
   Tears spring to my eyes, unbidden. I blink them away. Maybe in another time he would have been able to keep me, if he wasn’t a monster. I haven’t seen his monster side yet. This would all be easier if I saw what I knew him to be.
 
   I’m not sure what I’m about to head into. I’m not sure of the reception Damon will give me. I’m staying at his house, been on date with another man, a man I said I’d arranged a fuck date with. But I need to make him comfort me. I need him to feel sorry for me. I need to let him see me cry and vulnerable. 
 
   I need him to hurt for me.
 
   I take the handbrake off and pull up to the gates, enter the code, and drive up to the house. The lights are on all through the house, illuminating it’s beauty. I park the car and get out, moving to enter the house. 
 
   The music echoing in the background as I enter the door causes my step to falter. The violins and beautifully high pitched singing raise goosebumps across my skin. I pause before shutting the door, a shiver rolls through me. I don’t like this music, it’s haunting. 
 
   I take a calming breath and walk toward the sitting room, where the music seems to be coming from. Damon is sitting in an armchair, legs spread. He’s leaning forward, elbows on knees, with a glass of amber liquid in one hand, his chin in the other. 
 
   His expressionless face is facing the entryway when I walk in. His eyes glued on mine, almost as if he’s been waiting there for me.
 
   “Good fuck?” I suck in a shocked gasp, not expecting him to be so blunt. “Better than the fuckin’ you got last night? You weren’t complaining then. If I recall you were calling for more, wanting it harder.” The venom of his words help the tears come. Fuck him. This is the man I’ve needed to see. The one I need to break.
 
   “No.” I drop my head, letting my shoulders slump forward. “He doesn’t want me anymore. I told him about last night. I couldn’t lie to him about it.” I lift my head to look at him through my lashes. “I had to be honest with him. He didn’t take it well.” I let my eyes fill with tears, letting him see them before looking away.
 
   “What did you tell him?” he asks quietly.
 
   “The truth. There is a strong pull to you and I couldn’t resist. It was a mistake and that I am sorry.” A deep rumble erupts from Damon, my head jerks up to look at him.
 
   “A mistake?” he growls.
 
   “It shouldn’t have happened. So yes. A mistake.”
 
   “You didn’t want that last night?”
 
   “Yes.”
 
   “You didn’t want it again this morning?”
 
   “I did.”
 
   “You wouldn’t do it again?” 
 
   “No... yes. We shouldn’t.”
 
   Damon’s arms are banding around my waist, pulling me to him before I realise he’s moved. He pulls me to his strong chest. My hands come up to rest on his shoulders as I tilt my head back to look up at him.
 
   “Why shouldn’t we? What’s stopping you?” he questions, desire evident in his glowing eyes. 
 
   “Guilt. We shouldn’t have done it. I’m not that type of girl.” I hide my face in his neck, showing regret. He squeezes me to him tighter, burying his face in my hair. I let the tears fall over, faking a sob.
 
   “I’m sorry,” he murmurs. I pull my head back, shocked. I didn’t expect him to be sorry, just to feel sorry for me. He brings his hands up to cup my face, brushing my tears away with his thumbs. “I didn’t realise you were with anyone. After the first night I just assumed you were available. I shouldn’t have put you in that position. You should have told me you weren’t available.”
 
   “I was. That first night. I was available then. We only made it official last night.” I tell him softly. “We’ve dated for a while but not exclusive. After he saw me dancing last night he realised he didn’t want to share me. We were going to make a go of it. But then you were here when I got back. I did things I shouldn’t have.”
 
   “Things you wanted though?”
 
   “Yes.” I whisper. His lips come down to brush against mine in the softest of caresses. He pulls away, rubbing his stubble across my check, to kiss my ear.
 
   “Things you want?” his husky voice nearly puts me to my knees. No, I need to stop this. No sex. Keep my head in the game. This is all just sex to him and I need to get him to fall in love with me.
 
   “Yes.” I feel his lips curve into a smile. “But I can’t.” I push away from him and leave the room. I quickly race up the stairs to the room I’m staying in and firmly shut and lock the door. 
 
   I strip and head for the shower. I wash, dry and get into bed within ten minutes. Damon’s words when I first got back shocked me. I didn’t realise he could spit poison. I knew he could be mean, could humiliate but that wasn’t a show. Those were his feelings leaking out. No, that was venom. That was who he really is. That could work to my advantage. Maybe the jealousy is the way to get to his heart? Make him realise he wants me.
 
   I pull out Lydia’s diary and flick to the first time he humiliated her.
 
    
 
   March 15th 2011
 
   I’m so pissed. He fucking humiliated me. Made me look like a fool in front of a room full of men. He must get off on it because I did nothing wrong. NOTHING. 
 
   He had his hands all over me going in to the meeting. Sure I flirted with the other men a little but that was all business. I knew I was turning him on just being next to him. I kept brushing up against him, hoping he would fuck me, after the meeting, like he wanted to. 
 
   I knew he wanted to fuck me on the desk from the look in his eyes, from his smile. He wanted me but he doesn’t like people to know about us. He just needs to sort some things out before we can tell people. 
 
   All I did was put my hand on his thigh and move it up. It’s not like anyone knew what we were doing.
 
   He told me to leave. Fucking leave! Said I was being unprofessional and if I couldn’t behave in the correct manner then I should not come back. 
 
   I was so pissed. Maybe he was just angry with me.
 
   Maybe I shouldn’t have flirted with his associates. He didn’t like it. I shouldn’t have done it. It was their fault for flirting with me first. I can make Damon see this.
 
   I love him. 
 
   He’s mine.
 
   I need him.
 
    
 
   I put the diary under the pillow and gather in the hate swirling within me. I need to play nice, make him want me, and then deny what he wants. That’s what he did to Lydia. Gave her false signals. He turned her on then blamed her when she tried to get what he was dangling in front of her. He denied her then humiliated her. I need to wait to humiliate him. I need him caught. 
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
   CHAPTER FOURTEEN
 
   May 19th 2014
 
    
 
   The past few days things between Damon and I have been tense. Every time we are in a room together the sexual tension is off the scales. It’s making me go crazy. I am constantly aroused by him, but also repulsed by myself, for wanting him. My brain and body are at war. 
 
   I’ve spent the last few days defining my plans, making sure I’m ready for anything he throws at me. 
 
   Nothing has happened since that night and we’ve barely said two words to each other. I miss him. I miss company full stop. Tom hasn’t returned any of my calls but he has sent a text though.
 
   Ella, I meant what I said. Until this stops I can’t be there for you. Please think about what you’re doing, Tom x 
 
   It made me feel so sad, but then the anger set in. Another fucking man dictating to me what I should and shouldn’t do. Well fuck him too. I will not worry about him now. Nothing and no one will stop me from getting what I want, even if it means I lose a few friends along the way. 
 
   This was never about friends anyway. It was only ever about getting justice for Lydia. Nothing more, nothing less. If Tom can’t stand by my decisions then fuck him and his friendship. I don’t need him. I never have, I never will.  
 
   Walking into the living room I find Damon asleep on the couch. I stop in my tracks. Even asleep this man is beautiful. I kneel down in front of him, watching him. I can’t help it when my hand reaches and gently strokes his face. My palm runs across his cheek, his stubble feels rough against my hand.
 
    He doesn’t open his eyes, so it surprises me when his large hand covers mine and he turns his head and kisses the palm of my hand. The move is so gentle it freezes me for a minute before I pull my hand away. 
 
   My heart races, my blood pounds in my ears. Where does this soft side come from? Lydia never wrote about this gentle side. It’s almost as if she didn’t get his full attention. He didn’t give her all of himself. 
 
   I can’t make myself turn and look at him. My head drops. Why does he have to be so gorgeous? Why do I find it hard to contain myself in his presence?  It’s simple. I can’t let him touch me. I need to make him jealous to lure him in deeper. 
 
   I turn to move away. His hand comes up to grasp my arm.
 
   “Ella, don’t. Please don’t pull away from me. Just stay and talk,” he whispers, staying silent while waiting for my reply. Confusion swims inside me, making me question things. Things that should never be in question. 
 
   His voice pulls at something deep inside. The gentleness of his voice and touch don’t make sense. He shouldn’t be like this. When he acts this way it’s like I’m with a different Damon Hunt. He hides his manipulative side better than I could have ever imagined. I need to keep that in mind.
 
   “Damon, please... don’t. Don’t do this. I can’t... do this.” I get up to leave when he calls after me. 
 
   “Ella, we don’t have to do anything. Can’t we try and just be friends?” He says friend like it causes him physical pain, like the word is torture for him. I know otherwise. “Just stay and watch something for a while. We don’t have to talk.” 
 
   I don’t know why but I move to the chair in the corner and turn on the TV. Damon relaxes back down, relief showing on his face. Good. He can feel like he won this game but he hasn’t. I thought keeping a distance was the best way to proceed but from the look on his face, I know this is the better idea. 
 
   I feel triumphant, like I have won something, although sitting here like this, feeling comfortable and content I’m not sure if I really have. 
 
   I’m starting to think that maybe I’m no longer playing the same game as him. Maybe my games are working already. Or he’s just not playing them.
 
   ****
 
   May 21st 2014
 
    
 
   We spent the next few nights like this together in the living room. I moved from the chair to sitting on the sofa with Damon. Things became easier between us. It isn’t so hard to just be around him. As long as we aren’t touching things usually turn out ok. We even started talking, but last night when things shifted to my family I made excuses and left the room, making it clear that it was not a topic I wished to discuss.
 
   Tonight I am sitting waiting for Damon to come home from work. I made dinner again, nothing fancy just some fajitas. Opening the bottle of wine I hear Damon come through the door. He calls out my name to see if I’m here. I’m here alright.
 
   “In here,” I reply as he walks through the kitchen door. He looks taken aback when he sees the table set with candles and I know he thinks this is a date. Exactly what I was going for.
 
   “I just wanted to say thank you for letting me stay.” The words come out in a rush and a smile plays on Damon's lips.
 
   “Sit down, Damon, or if you need a minute I can serve it out and keep it in the warmer?”
 
   Damon shrugs out of his jacket, loosens his tie, and opens the top buttons of his shirt before getting comfortable. I look at him in awe. Everything he does is flawless, even when it comes to making love. Wait, we don’t make love we fuck. I’ll admit we fuck well, but still that’s all it is.
 
   Just the thought of Damon pounding into me, whilst I writhe beneath him, makes my blood hot. I shake my head to get rid of the image of Damon above me, fucking me. I’ll miss the physical side of him when this all ends.
 
   I serve him his plate of food before taking a seat myself. A massive smile breaks out on his face.
 
   “What?”I look at him puzzled. 
 
   “You made my favourite food, how did you know?”  Shit I forgot about that. I quickly think of an excuse.
 
   “It’s mine too. Is it ok?” 
 
   He smiles and takes a huge mouthful, speaking while still eating. “It’s good. Thank you.” 
 
   I sit down and we slip back into the comfortable silence we’ve become used to over the past few days. When we finish, I stand and carry the plates to the dishwasher but Damon takes them from me and directs me to the living room 
 
   “Go sit, relax,” he tells me and taps me on the bum as he pushes me through the door. It immediately sets something on fire inside me. Just that one simple touch has my body thrumming with need.
 
   Sitting in the living room, the friction of the seam in my shorts is pressing my thong against my swollen bud. It’s enough to make me want to scream. I bring my hands up to cup my breasts. They’re heavy and full, my nipples stiff and pebbled. It’s not enough, all it does is increase my need to relieve the ache.
 
    Listening to see if Damon is coming, I slide my hand down my stomach and into my shorts. As soon as my fingers touch my sensitive bud, I feel instant relief. My body feels on fire. I have been fighting to control this for too long. I need to find some way to get release without needing to involve Damon, but just the thought of my own hand or anyone other than Damon bringing me to orgasm is a disappointment. 
 
   The sensation taking over my body from just the soft touch I’m allowing myself makes my body quake. A small moan escapes my lips before I clamp my mouth shut, making sure to not let Damon know what I’m currently up to.
 
   I close my eyes as I move my fingers down to my core. I push a finger inside me while moving my other hand to my hardened nipples, tugging on them. It sends an instant volt of pleasure to my already aching pussy. I’m so aroused I can smell myself. I begin panting as my body takes over, my hips rising of their own accord. 
 
   The thought of Damon catching me turns me on even more. It makes me feel naughty to know he’s just on the other side of the house, oblivious as to my ministrations. I push two fingers inside me thinking of him, remembering the way his hot tongue felt when he was plunging it inside me. I have to bite my lip to stifle another moan that is building in my throat. I can feel my climax peaking, reaching the pleasurable heights I need to push me over the edge. 
 
   I pluck my nipple before lifting and squeezing the weighty flesh. I continue thrusting my finger into my channel and bring my thumb up to press into my slickened bundle of nerves. I press harder until a complete wave of ecstasy overtakes my body, tremors making me arch my whole back off the couch as I come. I cry out, unable to hold back as a tidal wave of intense rapture spreads through my body, curling my toes.
 
   Coming down from my high, I open my eyes and see Damon standing by the door. His eyes are filled with pure passion. I know he saw what I did but I’m too sated to even care. I can see his impressive bulge straining in his trousers, looking like it’s trying to break free of its confined prison. He takes a step towards me but I jump to my feet, coming to my senses. I want to keep Damon filled with sensual longing but if he so much as touches me, I know my restraint will break. He just has that effect on me. 
 
   “I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have done that here.” I practically bowl him over as I make a run to the door. His hand snaps out, preventing my exit. I bring my eyes up to look into his. I can see him struggling with what he wants to say. “Damon, let me leave,” I plead, he moves his arm and I make my escape, rushing up the stairs and into my room. 
 
   Sitting down on the bed I wrap my arms around myself. What the fuck was I thinking to do that knowing Damon could walk in at any minute? It takes me a second to catch my breath. I hear Damon walk to my door. There is a small knock. “Ella? It’s ok, really.” I suck in a shocked breath, It’s not ok though. That was too close. If Damon had decided to walk over and help me finish I would have jumped and humped then and there. I ignore him and walk towards the bathroom turning on the shower and closing the door so I can no longer hear what he has to say.
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
   CHAPTER FIFTEEN
 
   May 24th 2014
 
    
 
   Things between Damon and I have been relatively easy. It’s like the whole catching me while pleasuring myself hadn’t happened. I for sure wasn’t going to mention it again, and Damon has surprised me by being blasé about the whole issue.
 
   I’m down in Damon's pool doing a few lengths waiting for him to come home. I‘ve been bored all day, watching the clock for each hour until he walks through the door. I can’t figure out when I became so dependent on him, but I can’t deny I’m starting to like the way it felt having someone to talk to. It’s been nice.
 
   Lost in my own thoughts, I hadn’t noticed that Damon is now in the water with me, so it completely takes me by surprise when I crash into his hard, broad chest as he leans against the wall. Looking up from the water I give him a seductive smile “Hi,” I all but purr at him. His returning smile spreads across his face, almost flooring me.
 
   Damon moves towards me and I think he is going to kiss me, when he snakes his arms around my waist, but instead he dunks me under. Being unprepared, I swallow, trying to get air into my lungs. I start to kick out, the arms holding me let me go, and I swim to the side coughing and spluttering. A second later Damon pulls himself out of the water coughing too.
 
   “You fucking moron, you could have killed me.” I climb out and lie on my back while trying to steady my breathing. I can see Damon trying to do the same thing, I turn my head to look at him and he looks in pain.
 
   “Hey, are you ok?” He nods his head while clutching his manhood. That’s when it hits me. What I have done. 
 
   “Oh my god, I’m so sorry. Did I kick you in your...” he nods his head and I have to bite my lip to stop myself from laughing. Damon looks up at me and a smile breaks out on his face. A giggle erupts from me. 
 
   “You know what, beauty? That’s the first time I’ve seen you genuinely smile since you’ve been here.” 
 
   I look up at him in surprise, “What do you mean? I smile all the time.” He takes my hand in his, entwining our fingers, my breath catches as I look into his eyes. 
 
   “No Ella, you have the smile you want the world to see, and then you have the one that was just on your face, the one that reaches your eyes. I have only seen it one other time and that was when you were looking at Tom. I vowed I would try and do anything I could to get you to smile at me like that. Who knew all it took was a kick in the balls?” 
 
   The shock I feel at his words surprises me. I haven’t realised he was paying as much attention to me as he was. I need to take a moment to get my thoughts together so I stand up and jump back into the water, diving in as gracefully as I can. 
 
   After a moment Damon climbs back in and we start to mess about, playing water polo. He is so good he gets the ball off me nearly every time I try to shoot. It doesn’t surprise me seeing as he is so good at everything else. 
 
   I love how carefree he can be. It makes me feel at ease, like we can just be around each other and nothing else matters. I like being around him. When we just hang out it’s nice, comforting. 
 
   Swimming back over to the edge, I climb out and sit on the side, watching as Damon starts to swim. After a few lengths he stops and swims towards me. I prepare myself for him to pull me in this time but he doesn’t. Instead he pushes my legs apart, pulling me closer to the edge so he can stand between them. He wraps his arms around my hips and rests his head against my stomach.
 
   I feel confused having him here like this. He seems vulnerable. I should be happy, but I’m not. I feel like for a second he just needs this... contact. He holds onto me like I’m keeping him afloat, like I’m his lifeline. I’m not. The water is doing all the work. I like this. I shouldn’t, and I know I shouldn’t, but I do. 
 
   Damon lets go of my waist and asks if I want a drink. I nod my head, still unsure if I can stand yet,  my legs feel like jelly at the intimate moment we just shared. I can see it in his eyes, it meant something to him. Fuck, it meant something to me. But what?
 
   Damon heads over to the lounger to lie down, the drinks he made us placed down on the side table. He doesn’t take his eyes off me so I slowly stand up and walk over. I go to sit down then I feel his hand in mine. He pulls me gently, letting me know he wants me on the lounger bed with him.
 
   I lay down on top of him, and my cheek is pressed against his strong chest. I can hear his heartbeat, it’s strong and fast. I know me being this close is affecting him.  His arms come around me and his hand rests on the top of my head. 
 
   His fingers slowly stroke my hair. He is so gentle with me, caressing me like I’m made of glass. Like I’m fragile and he wants to protect me. Doesn’t he realise I’m not the one that needs protecting?
 
   My thought jars me. It doesn’t sit well with the part of me that has these feelings for him. Those parts war inside of me, and I don't know which will win at this moment in time. All I know is, laying here with him like this, for the first time in a long time, I don’t feel so alone. 
 
   I can feel myself slowly drifting off to sleep in Damon's arms. I can hear him whispering soothing words but my mind that has switched off in a dreamy state so I don’t hear what he’s saying. I feel Damon moving me. I’m now in his arms, my head resting on his shoulder. He’s walking me into the house. My body bobs and my limbs swing with the momentum of his steps.  
 
   When he gets to my room he places me on the edge of the bed, sitting up, while he strips off my bikini. I should protest but I’m too tired and I don’t. It’s nice to be taken care of. He moves away and I shut my eyes. I hear him opening and shutting the drawers housing my clothes.
 
    I open my eyes as I feel him close again, and he bends down and kisses me gently before pulling away and putting a t-shirt over my naked body. Slowly he pulls back the covers, and places me in the middle of the king-size bed. When he pulls away I feel emptiness crawl over my heart again and the words I whisper surprise me.
 
   “Stay... please?” My voice doesn’t sound like my own, it’s small and childlike. I think he didn’t hear me when I hear him walk from my room. I sigh, swallowing down the dry lump currently residing in my throat.
 
   Before I have the chance to feel too upset, he returns in just a pair of boxers and climbs into bed beside me, pulling me so my back is to his chest, skin to skin, hard to soft. The warmth of his body relaxes me and I feel my eyes shut as I start to drift off again into a peaceful slumber.
 
   Damon is kissing my hair and I don’t know if I’m dreaming but I’m sure I hear him say I need to keep you. I think I nod my head in reply as I sink into darkness.
 
   ****
 
   I wake up with a start, trying to remember where I am. I feel so HOT. There is pressure holding me still. Then it all comes back to me, falling asleep in Damon’s arms, me begging him to stay. I wait for the repulsion to hit me, but it doesn’t, I feel relaxed. I feel like I’m where I should be, here in his arms.
 
   I feel Damon start to stir behind me and take a glance at the clock, Shit. It’s almost 9am. Damon is going to be late for work. I nudge him, “Damon, wake up.” He doesn’t even move so I try again shoving him a bit harder “Damon, you’re gonna be late.” He opens one eye and looks at me like I'm the Demon.
 
   “Go back to sleep Ella, I’m not going into work today.” His eyes close again as he shifts onto his stomach, pushing his arms up under his pillows. He looks so beautiful. I then do something I have never done before. I reach for my phone and take a picture. He looks so good that I want to capture the moment, not even questioning my feelings why I want this. All I know is that I want something to remind me of him.
 
   Damon hears the shutter sound when it clicks and lifts his head. Reaching for my phone he looks at the picture I had just taken, smiling to himself he pulls me towards him and rests me in the crook of his arm, before holding the camera out and snapping a picture of the two of us together. He kisses my shoulder then hands me back my phone. 
 
   Damon climbs out of bed, and I can’t help the appreciative gasp that escapes me when I see his morning wood. I really want to take him in my mouth and suck him dry. I lick my lips and take in the rest of his body, blushing when I realise that he is staring at me.
 
   “Like what you see, Ella?” I shudder at the way he says my name, not from repulsion but the pure lust that I now feel between my legs. I nod my head and look up at him again as he stalks towards me. I already know where this is heading and the excitement in my belly begins to bubble.
 
   Eyes smouldering, Damon reaches me on the bed. I can tell he is just as turned on as I am. He bends forward, while at the same time reaching his hand around my neck and pulling me towards him. His mouth crashes down on mine in a hungry kiss, my arms snake around his neck as I try to use all my strength to pull him down on top of me.
 
   Just as I’m about to lose myself completely with him, Damon unhooks my arms and moves away, walking into the bathroom. I am left completely speechless as I hear the shower turn on before I hear him start to whistle. Trying to calm my breath I feel so aroused. My pussy is throbbing. I feel like I’m about to explode from wanting him.
 
   When I hear the shower turn off and Damon walks back into the room, it does nothing to slow my already accelerated heart rate. Just seeing the water droplets running down his chest makes me want to reach out and lick each single one off of him.
 
   “Are you hungry?” The question snaps me out of my x rated thoughts, my stomach rumbling as I remember I hadn’t eaten anything the night before. Damon continues to speak as I just stare at him like a deluded moron unable to form sentences. “Why don’t you take a shower while I go make you some breakfast? I thought we could spend the day together watching movies. I thought it might be fun to just hang out.” I nod my head at him as he leaves my room. 
 
   Confused by what’s going on between us, it feels nice, natural even, but I have to stop myself. Nothing about this fucked up relationship is natural. It started on lies, but no matter how much I tell myself I don’t care for him, I do. That won't matter when it's time, though. Even if I leave this house completely in love with Damon Hunt, he will never know. If that means ending this the way it started, on a lie, that’s what I'll do.
 
   I pull myself out of bed, and a sudden bout of nausea rises in my throat. Slapping my hand to my mouth, I race to the bathroom, doubling over the toilet as my stomach empties what little there is inside. I feel so sick. My whole body starts to shake as I double over again, dry heaving. 
 
   I feel Damon move all the hair from my sweat slicked face and hold it away in a fist. I hadn’t even heard him come in. The smell of coffee hits my nose again and I retch. The smell is making me feel dizzy, I can’t stop shaking.
 
   Damon, noticing my reaction to his drink, pours the coffee down the sink and comes and sits down next to me, a look of concern etched across his beautiful face.
 
   “Are you ok, beauty?” I nod my head but the movement almost causes me to black out so I sit with my head between my knees taking in deep breaths. Just as I’m about to stand up another bout of nausea hits me and I lean over the toilet to throw up again. 
 
   Before I know what’s happening I hear the shower switch on, Damon is standing behind me naked, and he bends down and swoops me up into his arms, being gentle with me as he steps inside carefully removing the t-shirt from me. He holds me steady while he proceeds to wash me all over. The water soothes my now pounding head. He soaps up a wash cloth and washes my face. He is being so gentle with me that I can’t help the tears that build behind my eyes and fall down my cheeks. I can’t remember a time before when I’ve felt so cared for.
 
   I look up at Damon, “Thank you.” He doesn’t say anything, just smiles down at me. Even though he is washing me all over there is nothing sexual about this moment, he is just taking care of me and it feels nice.
 
   Damon grabs my toothbrush and wets it before putting toothpaste on there for me. I brush my teeth, almost attacking my mouth to get the taste away. When I'm done, Damon grabs a towel and switches off the water. He gently towel dries me off and places me back into bed.
 
   “Do you need anything?” I open my eyes and look in his direction, the look of concern still on his face.
 
   “Damon, I'm ok. It must just be a bug. I'm sure after some sleep I’ll be ok, but maybe some water will help.” I smile up weakly at him as I watch him leave the room. He returns a few minutes later with a glass of water and some paracetamol. I take them from him, swallowing them with the water and he leaves me alone. I snuggle back under the covers and close my eyes. 
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
   CHAPTER SIXTEEN
 
   May 26th 2014
 
    
 
   The weekend passes in a blur of sexual longing and thoughts of Damon. I know staying in the same house as him would be difficult but I didn’t think he would get under my skin. Well not this much and this soon anyway. 
 
   It’s dark and gloomy outside, just how I feel. Today is Monday. I hate today. Well I hate everything today. Damon will be going in to work and I’m not sure I’m ready to get back to the real world. It’s been an amazing week, getting closer to Damon, relaxing. I know it’s not just him getting closer, I am too but I can shut my feelings off when I need to.  I’m more confused now than ever. I’m having bouts of hate, lust, and giddy excitement with every touch, every look from him. 
 
   Spending time with Damon in the last few days has been hard, to say the least. He is a very touchy-feely person. That wouldn’t be so bad if my body didn’t ignite with each touch, each time getting harder to control my responses. 
 
   His eyes follow me everywhere in the evenings, never straying far, staying close by. It’s nice. I should hate it but I don’t. Not hating it makes me hate myself though. How can I enjoy the company of a man who not only broke me by taking everything I loved away, but broke my sister too?
 
   I’ve blocked all these thoughts over the weekend. I just wanted a normal weekend, no games, no planning, no hate. 
 
   We’ve kissed a few times over the weekend but I’ve always stopped it before it went any further. I’ve not wanted to think about what I’ve got to do to this man. No, not this man, not the man I’ve spent the past week getting to know. The man who broke my sister.
 
   I’m yet to meet the side of Damon that my sister met. The master manipulator. It’s sometimes easy to forget this is the man I’ve spent the last three years hating.
 
   I hear Damon moving about in his room. I think it’s time to go back to my place. I need to distance myself from him. The feelings that have built over the weekend need to be broken down and put away so I can finish my mission. 
 
   I sigh, knowing the conversation with Damon about me going back to my place is going to be a rough one. He’s not going to want me to go back to a place that he thinks has been broken into but I need some space between us. I need to get this over with as soon as possible. I can’t let my feelings stop getting Lydia her justice.  
 
   I pull the covers back, roll out of bed, and go to the toilet. After taking care of my bladder, I wash my hands, face, and brush my teeth. I run my fingers through my hair, untangling it, before pulling it into a high messy bun.  
 
   I make my way downstairs for a glass of milk. I know Damon won’t be too long before coming down for his morning coffee. I quickly work around the kitchen, pouring myself a drink and making sure everything is ready for Damon to get his daily fix of espresso.
 
    Just as I’m making my way back up to my room, Damon steps out of his. He is utterly gorgeous. He takes my breath away in casual clothes, but in a suit he is just stunning. The black suit jacket is slung over his arm, his light grey shirt moulds his muscular physique perfectly, his fitted black slacks showcase his taut thighs. He is yummy. 
 
   Damon’s eyes travel the length of me, taking in my near naked state. I have on a t-shirt that barely covers my arse and nothing else. I didn’t even slip a pair of knickers on because I didn’t expect to run into him. His eyes darken with arousal, his trousers growing tighter around his groin as he starts to swell. 
 
   My clit throbs as my inner walls clench with want. I take a deep breath hoping to tame down the desire that is quickly building in me. All the inhale results in is a wildfire tearing up inside me. His smell surrounds me, drowning me in his unique scent. 
 
   My pussy floods with juices and I know it won’t take long before Damon is able to smell my need for him. I mumble “morning” before trying to skirt around his body, and into the safety of my room. Damon blocks my exit with his arm again, then cages me against the wall, using his body to pin me where he wants me.
 
   “Morning,” he whispers into my neck as he nuzzles. I gasp at the soft stroke of his tongue on my neck. “I can smell you. I’ll have your scent stuck in my head all day. I need a taste.” His mouth sucks my earlobe into his mouth as he nibbles me. “Just one taste. I have to have one taste.” The huskiness of his desire filled voice makes my knees weak. I melt into his body, letting the feelings he’s evoking within me take over.
 
   His fingers slide up the nape of my neck before he wraps my bun in his fist. He angles my head before smashing his lips down on mine. I moan, opening my mouth to invite his tongue to tangle with mine. He changes the angle of my head with a tug of his wrist. His other hand smoothes down the side of my body, to the top of my thigh. He slips his fingers under the hem of my t-shirt, gliding his hand around to my bare butt, kneading and squeezing the fleshy globes.
 
   He lets out a groan as I grind my pussy into his thigh. I need more pressure, more touch... just more Damon. 
 
   He tears his mouth from mine, I whimper in disappointment. He drops to his knees, dropping his suit jacket carelessly to the floor. My body trembles when I realise his intention. I spread my legs wider just as he places a kiss on my thigh.
 
   “Damon,” I rasp, “Please.” I need his hot mouth on me. I thrust my hips forward, trying to get him where I need him. 
 
   “Fuck me. You’re drenched. So fucking wet for me, beauty.” His words cause me to slump against the wall. I won’t be able to stand when he puts his mouth on me. Damon must see this as he lifts me off my feet, and drapes my legs over his shoulders. He buries his head between my thighs, licking and lapping, lapping and sucking, sucking and biting. I cry out with sensation overload swimming through my veins. “I love your taste. All sweet and tangy. And mine. I need to keep you. Let me keep you.”
 
   His eyes don’t leave mine. Looking down my body and seeing him feeding on me, eating me out, is the most erotic thing I have ever seen. His brown eyes hold my gaze captive. The intensity storming through his eyes causes my breath to catch. His walls are down. His emotions clear in his expression. He loves every minute of tasting me.
 
   “So fucking juicy.” he growls against me. His deep voice sends vibrations straight through me.
 
   I cry out as my orgasm nears. Damon is a pro at going down on me. He knows just what to do to get me writhing beneath him. Or against him in this case. My hands tangle in his hair, anchoring him to me. I begin grinding against his mouth, his stubble prickling me, adding to the pleasure. 
 
   “Damon,” I breathe. “I’m going to come. Don’t stop. Please don’t stop.” 
 
   He stops.
 
   I cry out in frustration. What the fuck? I was there. I was right there, ready to fall. I tug his hair, trying to push back against his mouth. He holds me steady, grinning up at me. 
 
   “That should last me through the day.” He untangles my legs from around his neck and places my arse on the floor. I pant, trying to catch my breath. What the fuck just happened? He cups my face before leaning down to press his forehead against mine. “Go out with me tonight. Let me take you out. Let me show you off.” It’s not a question, it’s a demand. 
 
   My desire fogged brain is still stuck in the orgasm I was about to reach. I shake my head to try and respond to his demand. His lips come down to brush against mine. 
 
   “Go out with me,” he whispers. 
 
   I can do nothing but nod my head and close my eyes. I feel him smile against my lips, giving me a chaste kiss. 
 
   He’s gone before I open my eyes. 
 
   A date? I’m going on a date with Damon. Tonight. I’m not sure if I should just be the real me or get back to my next step in taking him down. Maybe one more night being just me and Damon won’t hurt. 
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
   CHAPTER SEVENTEEN
 
    
 
   Time has stilled. It seems to have decided to just take a break. Stop. Well, that’s what it feels like anyway. Every second of today felt like minutes, every minute felt like hours. 
 
   It doesn’t help that my eyes stray to the clock every minute and have for the last eight hours. It’s been a long fucking day to say the least and I’ve been eager for this time to come. Waiting all day. Horny. Needy. Giddy. Anxious. Excited.
 
   Ex-fucking-cited. 
 
   I sit on my bed with a huff, my chin drops to my chest. What the hell is happening? How can I be excited to go out with Damon? All day I’ve been elated and eager for seven o’clock to hit but now it’s almost here I’m having doubts. My knee bounces as hate simmers low in my stomach. Hate for myself.
 
   I’m trying to convince myself that I’ve been acting giddy all day because I can use this night to gain more control of the game, but if I’m honest with myself I know it’s not because of that. I know why I’ve been excited. 
 
   I like spending time with Damon. 
 
   That is my problem now. How the fuck can I like this man, enjoy spending time with him?
 
   That’s the thing about Damon. He makes me forget everything else. I can just be me with him. Not the me I need to be, the me that I am. The person I was before I lost my sister.
 
   The sister I lost because of the man who is taking me out tonight. The man I’m excited to see. 
 
   Fuck.
 
   My head is swimming. My emotions are dizzying, like the tumble cycle of a dryer. I can’t hold on to any one emotion long enough to sort it out. 
 
   I began this with plans to seduce Damon, hook him, marry him, break him, then take him down. Now I wish I didn’t have to. I want to pretend this is all real. 
 
   I wish it was real.  
 
   Waiting for my date to turn up, excited to get to know him, the thrill of falling in love. I want all that and for some reason I can see that with Damon. I shouldn’t, but I do. 
 
   I wish I met him under different circumstances. I wish we could be just a man taking a woman out, without a history behind them and demons that tie them. Just me and him. My first chance at finding my own happiness. 
 
   But it can’t be like that. 
 
   I can’t have that.
 
   Ever.
 
   Not with Damon anyway. I sigh knowing it can’t be like that with us, not for real anyway. All day I’ve been looking forward to this but now I feel sick to the stomach. I’ve dressed myself up to impress him. I’ve even brought a new dress just to make him want me. 
 
   I shake my head at my own stupidity. Even if this was real it wouldn’t have lasted. As far as Damon is aware we’d bumped into each other a few times, literally, only enough for him to take interest, then I slept with him. 
 
   We had a wild night of passion. I don’t know where those primal instincts that took over me came from that night. Damon seemed in awe after every orgasm we had. He couldn’t get enough of me. I couldn’t get enough of him. I completely let myself go, gave my body over to him. 
 
   Every time since has been the same. The connection we have is raw animalistic need. It could never last. 
 
   A soft knock on my door pulls me out of my thoughts. “Ella?” Damon’s voice call’s through the door. I take a deep breath, standing, and go to open the door. I didn’t even hear him come in. 
 
   He is beautiful. His hair is damp from a shower, I presume, and he’s changed outfits from this morning. He’s more casual than earlier, wearing charcoal grey slacks with a blue and white stripped dress shirt. His sleeves are rolled up to his elbows, the top three buttons have been left undone, showing off his strong, muscular neck. 
 
   Damon lifts his arm, the muscles in his shoulder and bicep tensing with the motions, making his shirt look ready to burst, and cups my face.
 
   “You take my breath away,” he rasps, almost as if he’s not thinking, just saying his feelings. “You’re devastatingly stunning.” The reverence in his voice leaves me speechless. This man makes me melt. He turns me inside out. Makes me want forever. I close my eyes and lean into his touch, swallowing past the hard lump in my throat. “Hey,” he says gently. “What’s wrong?”
 
   “Nothing.” My voice is hoarse and small. I know he won’t buy that for a minute.
 
   “Look at me,” he quietly demands. I pause before opening my eyes. The concern in his beautiful eyes makes me want to cry. 
 
   This man genuinely cares for me. 
 
   I’ve been purposefully hurting him whilst he’s been building real feelings for me. Tears spring to my eyes and before I can blink them away. Damon notices. “Tell me, beauty. Let me help you.” He wraps his hand in my hair at the nape of my neck and pulls my head into his chest, wrapping his other arm around my waist. 
 
   Secure. Safe. Protected. Warm. Loved. Cherished. That’s everything I feel when Damon has his arms around me, body surrounding me. He smoothes his hand down my hair and his lips brush against my head. He stays silent, letting me draw from his strength.     
 
   “I wish... everything isn’t how it should... I’m not.” A shuddering breath leaves me as I try to put into words my emotions. I know I can’t tell him everything but I can let him see how I wish things could have been different. A sob tears from my throat. 

 
   “Shh. It’s okay, Ella. Breathe.” 
 
   I take a breath as Damon rubs soothing circles into my back. I pull myself together as he holds me tightly against him. Trying to sort my conflicting emotions out I tell him my main regret.
 
   “I wish things could be different. I wish we could have started a different way.” 
 
   He pulls his head away, bringing his hand around to grasp my chin, making me look at his eyes. His search mine, confusion swimming in the brown depths, before he speaks, “What do you mean beauty?”
 
   “Just how fast everything has gone. The way we met, everything that happened that first night.” I sigh. The first night I felt this crazy connection between us. This pull. I want to say but can’t. “I just wish I knew you before.”
 
   His eyes burn into mine. Piercing me, looking deep inside, and finding the young woman who had hopes and dreams. I know he can read every feeling I have for him, right there on the surface. Every want. Every need. Every wish.
 
   “We can start again, start fresh. Say you’ve met this sexy, rugged god and he’s falling over his feet just to get your attention. Just wanting you to see him, to notice him. He’s asked you out on a date and here I am.” He steps away from me and holds his hand out. “The names Damon Hunt.” He smirks. “Go out with me tonight. Not the jackass who will no doubt want you in his bed tonight. Fuck him off and come out with me.” He winks before his expression sombre. “Let me show you what you deserve. Let me earn that part of you.” 
 
   His thumb comes up to brush my cheekbone as he steps forward, slowly bringing his head down. His lips strokes mine in a soft caress. I melt into him, his words and sweet mouth on mine make me want to take what he’s offering. I could forget everything, just go along with his plan to start fresh. I want that.
 
   “Let me try to keep you. Let me learn to deserve you,” he murmurs against my lips. I moan at his hoarse words. He pulls away with a grin on his face. “What do you say? Can I get your name and steal you away from your date for the night?” I laugh before taking his outstretched hand.   
 
   “Ella Knight... I’m not too sure that would be wise. He is amazing in the sack,” I wink, before breaking out a smile. Damon growls before pulling me to him.
 
   ‘I’ll be better than him.” I laugh at him, feeling happy. 
 
   “Only if you can promise you’ll be better than him at making me scream,” I flirt.
 
   “I don’t need to promise. You’ll see.” With that he smashes his lips to mine for a brief kiss before pulling me out my room and on our way to dinner. 
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
   CHAPTER EIGHTEEN
 
    
 
   I moan as Damon feeds me a spoon of tiramisu. Chocolate dusting coats my lips and the creamy taste hits my tongue followed by the warmth of brandy. I close my eyes in delight, hoping Damon decides he doesn’t want any. I decided to forgo dessert but Damon told me I had to try the tiramisu and ordered one for himself, telling me I had to sample. I want the whole piece. 
 
   “You’re killing me. Those little noises have my cock begging to get in you.” I laugh at his pained expression.
 
   “Sorry.”
 
   “No need to apologise. Looks like cold showers for me for the foreseeable future.” He grins.
 
   Tonight has been amazing. We have been relaxed and comfortable, just enjoying each other’s company. We’ve talked about all sorts of things, favourite films, music, foods, colours, and hobbies. I learned we have a lot more in common than I would have believed. Now he’s telling me about Spencer’s idea to take Hunter Enterprises to a new level. Hotels.     
 
   “Anyway, he draws this terrible image on a napkin and expects me to know what I’m meant to be looking at. In his excitement to tell me about his idea that popped up when he was chatting to a stunning redhead,” he rolls his eyes, “whilst he was getting coffee, he forgot to say he was talking about hotels. I just sat there looking at him lost.” I’m captivated by his passion as he talks about work. His obvious love for his brother is evident in the way he speaks about him.    
 
   “He wants to do hotel party tours. The idea is you book the whole hotel out. Like renting a house for the night, or however long the party is for. Rooms will be included for all guests, we can organise anything they need for their stay. It can be for birthdays, weddings, hen nights, stags. We can turn the ballroom into anything they want. They want a Vegas wedding but can’t get there. You book with the hotel, we’ll turn the whole hotel into everything Vegas. You want nightclub, we’ll get you one. It’s brilliant really. He’s so excited by it. I’ve told him to look into more details and come back to me.”
 
   Being qualified in events planning I know just how much work something like that would take. Having to change the decor for every different event, having to make anything people want become a reality with only your own imagination to make it everything they want and need. 
 
   “Planning events like that will take a lot. You’ll need some pretty strong minded planners to make it successful. Making weekly changes to something as big as a hotel in order to make it perfect for the customer will be pretty time consuming.”
 
   “You speak like you have knowledge of what it would take?”
 
   “I studied event planning straight from school. I loved making places look magical. I loved making someone’s visions come to life.” I smile at the dream that has long since passed. His hand reaches over to hold mine on top of the table.
 
   “Would you maybe like to talk to Spencer to let him know the type of things he needs to look into and do, just to help give him an idea of what this will need?” Damon asks completely serious. My breath catches. Me? Help Hunter Enterprises? 
 
   Before I have the chance to respond, Damon’s hand goes rigid over mine, squeezing it. My eyes shoot to his but he’s not looking at me. He’s looking behind me, over my shoulder. 
 
   “Damon?” I question.
 
   “Excuse me,” He bites out. Shocked, I sit there without responding as he stands and walks away from me. When the shock wears off I turn in my chair to look in the direction Damon went. He’s standing near the entrance talking to a blonde. He looks to be angered by her presence as he harshly talks with her. I can tell he’s speaking quietly to her as no one around them seems to be paying them any attention.
 
   Who is this woman, I wonder. She’s small and seems to be drawn in on herself. Each word from his mouth makes her wince. Her head whips to me, her gaze zeroing in on mine. I quickly turn away and continue to eat the yummy dessert. 
 
   After a few bites I look back towards Damon and his female companion. Her head is bent over as tears stream down her cheeks. Her small body shakes as she sobs. Damon puts his arm around her in a soothing gesture. Jealously ignites inside me. It’s so fierce that it jolts me with shock. 
 
   He’s comforting a woman who is clearly upset and I’m feeling jealous? I shake my head and laugh at myself. That’s what this man does to me. He makes me want to claim him as mine. I don’t want his hands on any other body part on any other woman. His hands should be for me only. 
 
   Damon gets the attention of the hostess and asks her something before guiding the weeping woman outside. I’m stunned. I hope he’s not just going to leave me here. I don’t know what to do. I’ve never been in this situation before, on this side of the situation where I’m left at the table whilst my date leaves. I’m usually the one who has left dates behind.
 
   Contemplating my options as I finish the dessert, I decide to enjoy the tiramisu and if Damon isn’t back by the time I’ve finished I’m going to settle the bill and go back to my house. 
 
   As I’m spooning the last bite into my mouth, Damon comes strutting through the restaurant, back towards the table. He takes his seat again but avoids eye contact with me. I look at him closely and can see worry and distress aging his features. 
 
   “Is everything ok?” I ask him, carefully watching his reaction. He exhales deeply before bringing his eyes to mine. A small smile that doesn’t reach his eyes curves on his lips. 
 
   “Yes. Everything is fine. Have you finished?” he nods his head towards the now empty bowl. I duck my head in embarrassment. I ate his whole dessert. I feel a blush creep up my neck to stain my cheeks.
 
   “Yes. Sorry I ate it all,” I apologise shyly.
 
   “Good. I’ll settle the bill.” He gets the attention of waiter with the raise of his hand. 
 
   As our waiter approaches I breach the subject he’s tried to avoid as nonchalantly as I can. “Who was that lady?” 
 
   “No one of importance.” He replies. I sit there stunned.
 
   “I’m sorry. I don’t understand. You went rigid when you saw her. It didn’t look like a pleasant conversation, and you escorted her out as she broke down in tears. How is that not important?” I snap. How can he be so caring and kind to me but act so indifferent when speaking of this broken woman?
 
   He doesn’t answer me but instead leaves with the waiter to pay the bill. He quickly returns, collects me and gets us on our way back to his house without saying another word. The drive is filled with tense silence. It leaves a nasty taste in my mouth. Silences between me and Damon have never been like this. They’ve always been comfortable. Easy.     
 
   I prepare myself for the discussion I know we will be having tonight. I won’t be able to rest until this sudden cold drift between us has been sorted. I sigh, hoping tonight will end as good as it’s been all evening until these last ten minutes.
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
   CHAPTER NINETEEN
 
    
 
   When we pull up in front of Damon’s house I quickly unbuckle my seatbelt and exit the car before Damon can come and open my door for me. I brusquely walk up to the front door and enter, using the key he gave me. I remove my shoes and walk to the sitting room and take a seat on the corner sofa, bringing my feet up to the edge, knees bent with my arms wrapped around them.
 
   The house remains silent for a few minutes then I hear the door shut and lock behind Damon. He’s shuffling about in the hallway. My heart pounds in my chest as I sit here waiting to see if he will come and talk to me or go to his room and ignore the situation altogether. 
 
   I’ve done a lot of waiting around the last few years. Waiting has never bothered me before, but this wait is the worst. It seems to take forever before I hear his footsteps heading towards me. I hold my breath as he appears at the threshold of the door. 
 
   He leans casually against the frame but his tension filled body is stiff, giving away his stress. His gaze remains locked on mine as he takes in my posture. Even with a rigid body he still looks like a god. He’s pure male sexiness. He overwhelms my body with hormones, overrides my thoughts of anything other than him, he sets me on fire with just one look. One touch. One word.
 
   “What are you doing?” he asks quietly. 
 
   “Thinking.”
 
   “About?”
 
   “You.” His eyes storm with questions but he looks unsure.
 
   “Care to share?” 
 
   “Do you?” I snap. His eyes widen with shock for a split second before his mask slips in place. 
 
   “What?” he asks indifferently. 
 
   “Care to share?” 
 
   He stands away from the frame, standing to full height, chin raised. “Just drop it, Ella,” he grates out. I search his eyes. Is he really not prepared to share anything about his past? I need to know what that was. Who she was. She reminded me of Lydia in a way. The way Lydia felt when she wrote her secrets in her diary, that’s exactly how the woman looked. Confused. Hurt. Broken.
 
   I don’t trust this man yet, not enough anyway. If he can’t tell me what that was then I know we won’t work out. This pretend night I’ve had with him has been perfect. I could walk away now and save myself more pain. I’ve let him in further than I realised. 
 
   I need to leave to regroup. I’m confused, and if I’m honest with myself, I’m hurt. I need to decide my next move, or if I should just move on from all of this and start to live my life for myself. Fresh start.
 
   “Fine,” I say calmly. I stand up and move towards Damon. His body relaxes as I approach him but I skirt around him and walk towards the stairs.
 
   “Where are you going?” he bites.
 
   I stop at the bottom step. “Home,” I sigh. This night has ended so differently than what I expected. “Thank you, Damon Hunt. For a lovely evening, mostly.” I turn to look at him with a small smile. “I can’t say I regret cancelling my original date because you were perfect for most of tonight. I’m glad to have met you.” My smile turns into a grin. “I can’t say giving up hot, wild sex with him was worth it for how the night has ended.” His pained expression is like a bolt of lightning straight to my own heart. 
 
   “Ella.” He whispers my name like it physically hurts him to speak.
 
   “I have good memories of both of you.” I have to get away from him. I’m not sure how much longer I can keep my mask in place. I doubt I can keep up this masquerade for much longer. I don’t give him chance to reply. I turn and dash up the stairs to the room I’ve been staying in, shutting the door behind me. 
 
   Leaving is for the best.
 
   I need to forget everything I’ve been planning. Everything I’ve done.
 
   I need to forget Damon Hunt altogether. 
 
   I need to move on with my life and start living. For me. 
 
   I pull my suitcase out of the closet and begin throwing my clothes in. I don’t have time to care about packing neatly, I just need to get out of Damon’s house. I don’t want to break down here. I can’t break down here. I won’t.
 
   I can’t let Damon see how close he’s got to owning my heart.
 
   The door slamming open makes me jump. I turn to find Damon standing there, panting, and chest heaving with every breath he takes. His eyes look wild. Blood roars in my ears, my pulse races. I’ve never seen Damon look so frantic. 
 
   “You’re just gonna run again?” I don’t answer, I just continue to pack. “That’s what you’re good at, right? Running. It’s what you do. Push people away.” I move to the bathroom and gather my personal items. He follows, not saying another word. Damon’s heavy stare burns into me. I don’t meet his eyes.
 
   Once I’ve collected everything, and my arms are full, I move to the door. Damon is blocking my path. I raise my eyes to his chin before speaking.
 
   “Please, move,” I say in a strangled whisper. I can’t lift my gaze any higher. I can’t look at his gorgeous lips and not want to kiss them. I can’t see his fierce gaze without wanting to give him everything. He’s gotten far, far deeper than I could have ever imagined. Tears pool in my eyes, unbidden. I look down, hoping I can hold them at bay.
 
   “Look at me,” his gruff voice whispers. “Don’t push me away, Ella. Don’t run.” My tears fall, streaking down my cheeks. Damon’s hand comes up to cup my chin. “Look at me, beauty.”
 
   I close my eyes tightly, clenching my fists. The pain in his voice is enough to make me want to crumble. A sob rips from deep in my chest. I can’t hold it in. I can’t hold back. My body shakes as the emotions inside me become too much to keep locked away. 
 
   Damon pulls me into his arms, wrapping me up with his body. I cry into his chest, clinging to him with tight fists bunched in his shirt. 
 
   Seeing that woman so broken reminded me of the place Lydia found herself. Damon doesn’t seem to give a shit about her being broken. That doesn’t sit well with me but why doesn’t he act like that with me? He treats me like I’m a precious gem, something rare to be protected by him. 
 
   “Ella.” His pained voice cuts me deep. I can tell his pain is now for me. He’s hurting because I am. How can he be so caring for me but so heartless to that woman? And to Lydia. “Don’t go, beauty. Let me keep you.”
 
   “I can’t,” I hiccup. 
 
   “Why?”
 
   “Because what you call ‘not important’ was very obviously important to her. She was broken, Damon. I can’t let myself get hurt like that. It could be me in her place, next time, and I’d be the hurt one but it would be unimportant to you.” His thumbs wipe away my falling tears as he stares into my eyes.
 
   “It really means that much to you?”
 
   “Yes,” I reply without hesitation. I hold my breath as I wait for his reply. He sighs. I know that he’s going to let me go. He’s not going to tell me. His jaw clenches tight. 
 
   “I’ll tell you. Just... just give me time. I don’t want my past tainting what we have. I want to keep you, beauty. I need to know I have you before there’s a chance I could lose you.”
 
   “It won’t. You won’t.” Even as I say the words I’m not sure if they’re true. What if it’s all a game to him? What if that broken woman is another one of Damon’s victims? I need to sleep on all this. “I can give you time.” 
 
   Damon’s body visibly relaxes. He buries his nose in my hair. Inhaling deep. “Fuck, beauty.” He peppers my face with soft kisses, caressing every inch of skin. “We good?” he asks before finally pressing his lips to mine. 
 
   “For now,” I mumble against his mouth. He chuckles before pulling away. 
 
   “Ella Knight, it’s been a pleasure. I will bid you a goodnight.” He places a chaste kiss to my lips once more before spinning on his heel and walking towards the door.
 
   “You’re just going?” I ask, confused. He stops and pivots around to face me, a grin teasing his kissable lips. 
 
   “I told you when I asked you on a date that I want to deserve you. I need to earn that, beauty. We might have started off the wrong way but I sure as shit am gonna try my best to keep you. That means showing you your worth. Until the next date.” He winks and leaves, leaving me speechless. 
 
   The small smile playing on my lips stays there even as I crawl into bed after a shower. Can I really let go of the past and just live for me? Can I live a life with Damon? Exhaustion pulls me under before I can think too much about it.
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
   CHAPTER TWENTY
 
   May 27th 2014
 
    
 
   Damon’s lips upon mine cause me to moan. My body yields to his as he presses into me from behind. His hard shaft is filling me to capacity. It feels amazing. The weight of him pressing into my back is enough to make me feel consumed. He’s surrounding every inch of me. His arm bands around my waist, pulling me back against his thrusting, steely, cock. Each slap of skin echoes around the room. I cry out as I feel his fingers connect with my clit. My pleasure peeks before it turns to pain. I feel too full, the pressure is too much.
 
   I shoot up in bed bursting for the toilet. My bladder feels like it’s going to pop. I stumble to my feet, trying to get to the toilet before I wet myself. I make it just in time. It feels so nice. A whimper slips past my lips. My clit is swollen from my dream, relieving my bladder almost feels like an orgasm. 
 
   I make my way back to bed, lying flat on top of the covers. It’s warm in the room but I’m boiling up. I heave myself up to go open the window, the breeze that hits my skin immediately feeling heavenly, I crawl onto the bed and pass out straight away.
 
   ****
 
   I wake feeling groggy. I have no energy and I feel like I could sleep for a hundred years. I roll over and try to snuggle back to a comfortable position so I can sleep longer. I shift after a minute, feeling too hot. I spread out to touch cold spots in the sheets, cooling my skin. I let out a sigh. It feels nice. I push a leg out the covers to let the air hit my overheated skin.
 
   I feel restless. My body needs to move but my mind needs to rest. I shift positions when I become hot again. The bed feels hard. I don’t know why because usually it’s a dream to sleep in but I feel like I’m on a wooden plank. 
 
   I sit up and rub my palms over my eyes, trying to shake off the sleepy daze, squinting at the sunlight streaming through the billowing curtains. I feel like shit. I can’t remember the last time I felt so unwell. My stomach feels off, my head hurts and body aches. My mouth feels like I’ve been sucking cotton balls all night. 
 
   I stand up and my head spins. I clutch my head, letting the dizziness pass before standing up right. I need a drink ASAP. I wobble down to the kitchen, my stupefied zombie state causes me to bump into the odd wall along the way but I don’t care. I just need a drink.  
 
   I bump straight in to Damon as I step into the kitchen with my eyes half closed. I grunt an apology before stepping around him, grabbing a glass of water, and drinking it down in one go before filling it back up again. 
 
   “You look like shit.” 
 
   “Thanks. I feel it. Too much wine and Tiramisu. Over indulgence on my part.” I take slower sips of my water whilst running my hand through my hair. I can’t even imagine what a mess I must look. “I’m going back to bed.” Damon’s chuckle follows me up the stairs. 
 
   ****
 
   May 28th 2014
 
    
 
   It’s mid afternoon when Damon gently shakes me awake with a bowl of soup. The smell instantly churns my stomach. I dive out of bed and dash to the bathroom and collapse to the floor, no energy to hold me up. 
 
   Damon comes over with a damp washcloth to wipe my face. I lean back against his legs and shut my eyes. “Thanks.” I whisper.
 
   “You need to see a doctor.”
 
   “I’m okay, I’ll be fine. It’s just a head cold.” I start to nod off again. Damon scoops me up and carries me to bed. “It’s so warm in here,” I mumble as I settle in on the bed. Damon brushes the hair back from my face, pressing his palm against my head, checking my temperature. 
 
   “I’ll bring you a fan up. Just rest, beauty.” He lips press gently to my forehead before I fall into a deep sleep.
 
   ****
 
   May 29th 2014
 
    
 
    Damon finds me cooking his breakfast, with my head in the sink, throwing up. I felt fine when I woke up. I wanted to thank Damon for his care yesterday. He kept waking me up, making me stay hydrated. 
 
   “What the fuck, Ella? What the hell are you doing out of bed if you’re still ill?” he rushes over to softly rub my back. “You need to see a doctor.”
 
   “I don’t. I feel fine now,” I tell him. I don’t. I feel terrible but I’m not going to tell him that. I plate up his breakfast and make an excuse of needing a shower. I crawl back into bed and sleep the day away.
 
   ****
 
   May 30th 2014
 
    
 
   Damon has invited me to his parent’s house for dinner tomorrow. I’m a little dubious but after a lot of persuasive tongue action he finally got me to agree. I’m a little excited but a lot nervous. 
 
   Today is the best I’ve felt all week. My illness seems to have passed and my energy levels are full to the brim. I settle in to watch some Friday night TV with him, trying not to think about the upcoming meet the parents day. It doesn’t take long before I’ve fallen to sleep.
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
   CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE
 
   May 31st 2014
 
    
 
   March 30th 2011
 
   I met Damon’s parents today. They are ace. Totally loved me! I’m sick of waiting around for Damon to sort his shit out and introduce me. I took it upon myself to go to their house and get to know them.
 
   Mrs Hunt will be a fab mother in law. I know she will push Damon to propose soon. He’s just been worried about what people will think of me for sleeping with my boss. Now I know his mum and dad I know they won’t mind.
 
   Damon was furious with me when he found out I’d been to his parents. Asking loads of stupid questions. He’s just mad because he’s worried that I might not like his mum and dad and if they’ll like me.
 
   We hit it off. He has nothing to worry about. 
 
   Signing out: soon to be Mrs Hunt <3 <3
 
    
 
   I put Lydia’s diary down and let out a sigh. Today is the day I’m going to meet Damon's parents.  I have spent all morning trying to figure out what to wear and trying not to throw up. My nerves are shot. I settle on a pair of black skinny jeans and a hot pink shirt. I leave my hair down in curls, adding volume to it to make it big, as if I’ll be able to hide myself in it. 
 
   I’m just applying the last of my makeup when there’s a knock on my door. Damon enters, and even in jeans and a polo shirt he is breathtaking. He looks casual but still put together well. I take him in through the mirror as I finish with a swipe of extra gloss.  
 
   His hair is damp from his shower, the thick dark strands arranged messy. His dark stubble graces his strong jawline, making my mouth water. I know what that stubble feels like rubbing against my thighs. I squeeze my legs together as a slow throb begins to make itself known. Everything about this man turns me on. I turn to him and smile.
 
   “Are you ready?” he holds his hand out waiting for me to place my hand in his. The gesture throws me a little as it’s something couples do. I’m not quite sure what the label on our relationship is. 
 
   Throwing down my lip-gloss I take one more glance in the mirror, before slipping my hand into Damon's. “As ready as I’ll ever be.” I let out a sigh, my nerves getting the better of me again. Damon pulls me into his arms and holds me.
 
   “They’ll love you, beauty,” he mumbles into my hair. I smile at his words and pull back to look up at him. He hands comes up to brush his fingers along my lips, his eyes searching mine. “So fucking beautiful,” he whispers. I smile and place a chaste kiss on his lips. 
 
   Damon grips me to deepen the kiss but I manage to get out his clutches. I turn and run out of the room, giggling at his shocked expression. I hear his feet slapping against the floor as he takes off after me. 
 
   The thrill of being chased sends me into a childish mess of nervous excitement. I squeal and run as fast as I can down the stairs, hoping to make it down before Damon catches me. 
 
   I don’t. His arms band around me, lifting me off my feet before I’m even half way down. Panting with excitement, I shut my eyes and giggle.
 
   “Someone’s feeling playful,” Damon says as he turns me around to face him. “Now let’s get that right. Kiss me,” he demands. I comply instantly, wanting a kiss as much as he. The kiss ends far too soon for my liking. Damon quickly gathers his phone and keys from the side table and we’re out the door.
 
   When we get to the car, Damon holds the door open for me and assists me in getting in, adding a kiss to my forehead. He shuts the door and makes his way around to his side. I can’t help the smile that plays on my lips at how gentlemanly he is being. 
 
   ****
 
   The drive to Damon’s parent’s house is quiet and easy. They live in Chiswick, which is about thirty minutes outside London, so Damon says. Conversation is minimal most of the way and I entertain myself singing along to the tunes on the radio. He hasn’t let go of my hand the whole time, instead choosing to drive one handed. 
 
   I’m starting to feel nervous about meeting his parents and start fussing with my hair. I pull down the mirror to reapply my lip-gloss. I hear Damon chuckle at the side of me. I turn my head to look at him. Amusement lights up his dark gaze as he looks at me. 
 
   “Relax, Ella, they are gonna love you. I promise.” He turns his head back to watch the road. I sit back in my seat trying to get my nerves under control. I have done this so many times over the past three years, meeting the parents, not caring if they liked me or not, occasionally making sure they don’t like me. So why was tonight different? Why did I want them to like me?
 
   Pulling up to Damon's parents house thirty minutes later I’m in full panic mode. I know Spence will be here but Damon didn’t give me much to go on. From the amount of cars parked in the driveway I’m going to go out on a limb here and say there is a lot more people here than the small family dinner I had envisioned. 
 
   Not realizing Damon is out of the car, I get out when he opens my door and take his proffered hand. I look up at the home in front of me and am in awe at how beautiful it is. It’s more like a stately home than a house, with a long driveway that circles out at the front. A beautiful flower garden sits in the middle of the circle, bursting with colour and fragrance. Elegant steps lead up to the double heavy ornate wooden doors at the front of the house and I can see a separate path that leads to the rear of the property.  
 
   Standing at the top of the steps, at the threshold of the door, is an older looking version of Damon. I know him to be Damon and Spencer’s dad, George. I have seen him at events and also in photos but never up close. It’s easy to see where Damon and Spencer get their good looks.
 
   George Hunt is a man who ages gracefully. His salt and pepper hair is styled to perfection, he’s wearing a fitted, black t-shirt and jeans and it’s obvious he takes care of his body. A large, friendly smile graces his lips as he waits our approach. 
 
   When we reach George, he takes my hand in his and pulls me into a hug. The move startles me, the over affectionate gesture throws me off balance and I stumble backwards. Having affectionate moments with Damon is one thing but for his father to be this way makes me realise just how much I’ve missed a fatherly hug. I feel hands wrap around my waist from behind, pulling me back so I’m steady on my feet. Lifting my head I give Damon a smile as a show of gratitude. He leaves his arms wrapped around me and leans his chin on my shoulder. 
 
   “Dad, I’d like you to meet, Ella. Ella, this is my father, George.”
 
   “Nice to meet you, Mr. Hunt. You have a beautiful home,” I smile.
 
   “Thank you, sweetie. Please call me George, Ella. None of this Mr. Hunt nonsense,” he replies with a wink. 
 
   He leads us inside, giving Damon a hug when he releases me to clasp my hand. Upon entering the house, Damon ushers me through into the lounge. It’s already filled with people, including Spencer. There is another man and woman standing close to him and they look in deep discussion about something. 
 
   The room is just as beautiful as the outside of the house. Golds and creams add lightness, but the trinkets and pictures displayed around the room give it a lived in feeling. It’s homey. I take in my surroundings and my nerves flare again. There are so many people here. 
 
   Damon stands close behind me, so close I can feel his breath on my neck and a shiver runs down my spine when I feel him drop a kiss on my shoulder. It instantly sets my skin on fire.
 
   “You alright, beautiful?”
 
   “Yes.” I give him a reassuring smile. “There are a lot more people here than I expected,” I say nervously. Damon frowns, looking around. 
 
   “Yes, there are. A lot more than I expected too.” He catches Spencer’s eye and gives him a nod. Spencer excuses himself from his company before crossing the room to greet us. He gives Damon a brotherly hug before dropping a kiss on my cheek.
 
   “Ella, you look beautiful. Why don’t you come and meet some family friends? They are very keen to meet Damon's girlfriend.” The way he emphasises the word makes me cringe. Is that what I even am? 
 
   Spencer pulls me across the room, I notice Damon exit the lounge, leaving me alone with Spencer. I look up to see the woman, who Spencer was with when we arrived, eyeing me curiously, instantly making me feel defensive. I can feel myself slipping back into manipulative me as I eye the man at her side, whom I presume is her husband. She takes a step in front of him holding out her hand towards me.
 
   “You must be, Ella?” at my nod of confirmation she continues, “we have heard so much about you, I’m Sandra.” I don’t know this lady but she seems awfully familiar. When she pulls me close in a warm hug I’m completely thrown. I feel off balance, maybe I’m completely judging these people wrong. Sandra gestures to the man at her side, looking at him with eyes filled with adoration, “And this is my husband, Steen.” 
 
   Steen reaches forward and shakes my hand, giving me a warm smile. I feel arms creep around my waist as I’m pulled up close to Damon. I relax back into him as he says hello before jumping straight into a conversation about business. Damon, Spencer and Steen talk animatedly for several minutes before Damon pulls me away. I feel myself relaxing into my surroundings, no longer nervous. 
 
   We move to the couches and just as I’m about to take a seat, Damon pulls me down onto his lap, his arms securing me in place. The move is completely unexpected and a blush creeps up my face as I realise his action has just gained the attention of the entire room. 
 
   Damon chuckles before addressing the whole room, “Have you never seen a woman sit in the lap of her partner before?” A few chuckles spread around the room before Spencer’s voice rings out.
 
   “We’ve never seen a woman in your lap, Damon. That’s the difference.” Spencer gives me a wink and comes to join us. George seats himself next to us, speaking with Damon about Spencer’s hotel idea, wanting to know if Damon thinks it will work. Damon quickly involves me in the conversation, asking my opinions on the party planning side. The atmosphere is so calming, nothing feels forced, as conversations flow around us. 
 
   I’m yet to meet Damon’s mother so I’m still feeling a little on edge, but I feel like I’m where I belong. I feel myself becoming more comfortable, settling in with Damon’s family.
 
   We are all laughing away when we hear someone clear her throat. It’s a delicate female sound so I turn my head and see Damon’s mother standing in the doorway. Spencer stands and goes to give her a hug, saying loving words into her ear as he holds her. Damon moves so quickly, standing with me in his arms still, that I feel lightheaded and sway on my feet. I stumble forward but I’m caught before I fall. Spencer’s concerned gaze pops into my vision as Damon supports my weight. 
 
   “Are you ok?” I look up at Damon’s concerned expression, the worry in his eyes etched in the frown lines on his face. He releases me once I’ve regained my balance and cups my face in his hand, using the other one to feel my forehead.
 
   “I’m fine Damon, just a head rush. You stood too quickly,” I try to reassure him. I realise that people have gathered around us. Damon’s mother pushes him out of the way and leads me to the kitchen to sit me down, fussing over me, shouting orders to get me some water, and turn up the air-conditioning.
 
   Damon’s mum is a beautiful woman. She is very elegant for her age, with luscious blonde locks ending at her shoulders. She has a heart shaped face, with striking blue eyes and high cheeks bones. She’s a petite lady, smaller than me. She has a very motherly air about her and a warm smile. 
 
   “I used to get like that when I was pregnant with Damon. My name is Flora by the way.” My head snaps up in her direction and I swear I see a little twinkle in her eye as she smiles at me. 
 
   However the look on Damon’s face is thunderous, his mother notices and seems taken aback by the fierce way that Damon is looking at her.
 
   “I’m sorry, I wasn’t saying... I hope I didn’t offend you, dear, of course you’re not pregnant.” She grips my hand so tightly that it actually hurts.
 
   “Mother.” Damon growls. I’m sure this is a touchy subject for him. After all, he doesn’t want children.
 
   “It’s ok, really, it’s not a problem. You didn’t offend me, Mrs. Hunt.” I offer her a warm smile, turning to glare at Damon.
 
   “I’m sorry, beauty. She doesn’t know.” I suck in a shocked gasp. I can’t believe he just said that. Talk about putting me on the spot!
 
   “It’s Flora, dear. No need for formalities here.” She smiles before turning her questioning gaze to Damon. I might as well tell her now.
 
   “I have a medical condition called PCOS, I can’t have children. Well, I can’t have children without assistance.” Flora clutches her throat.
 
   “Oh my, I’m so sorry, dear.” 
 
   “It’s ok. Honestly. Please don’t apologise, you have done nothing wrong.” I aim my words at Damon, scolding him for being so inconsiderate to his mom. He actually looks ashamed and comes and places his arms around his mothers shocked frame. 
 
   “I’m sorry. I overreacted, mum.” Flora smiles up at him before announcing that it’s time to take our seats at the table.
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
   CHAPTER TWENTY-TWO
 
    
 
   After the little hiccup earlier, the evening is going really well. I have been made to feel at home. For the first time, in a long time, I feel like I belong somewhere again.
 
   The dinner has a very relaxed feel to it. George and Flora are the perfect hosts, waiting on their guests, ensuring that we have everything we need, before fixing anything for themselves. With a party this size I would have presumed they would have staff come in for the main course to help, but George proudly tells me that Flora has prepared everything herself. 
 
   We’ve had a section of meats, cheeses, pate, and breads for starters. Flora excused herself a few minutes ago to go plate up the main course. I offered to help but she refused. Damon and Spencer share a knowing look, chuckling. 
 
   “Mum never, ever, accepts help. She’s too damn controlling like Damon,” Spencer says. I giggle at the scathing look Damon throws Spence. 
 
   I have Spencer sitting to my left and Damon sitting to my right. Damon has been getting a lot of text messages in the last ten minutes and with each passing minute he seems to get more and more tense. 
 
   Sandra has been glaring at Damon across the table since we’ve been seated, giving me a fake smile every time I notice. 
 
   George and Steen have been talking golfing down the table to each other, with the odd shout out from Bentley from the other end of the table. 
 
   Bentley is George’s brother, Damon and Spencer’s uncle. He looks completely different from the other three Hunts around the table. He’s largely built with a shaved head. His eyes are a different shade than the Hunts, almost teal in colour. His belly dances when he laughs a big bellowing laugh. He’s hilarious and utterly charming.
 
   George disappears into the kitchen as Damon puts his phone on the table, then leans over to kiss my lips. It’s a soft, sweet kiss that promises to make my toes curl if it was deepened. When he pulls away he strokes my cheekbone with the pad of his thumb, looking deep into my eyes. His soft chocolate brown eyes swirl with untold emotion as he swallows hard.
 
   “You’re so beautiful, Ella,” he whispers. 
 
   His words are simple but they take my breath away. I flush, pink blush painting my cheeks with shyness, before giving him a small smile. His phone begins ringing on the table, I look towards it and notice the caller name, Leona. Will she ever leave him alone?
 
    Damon frowns, then excuses himself as he goes to take the call. I sit and watch his back as he leaves the room. I realise I have been watching the door, when I feel a hand on my leg giving my knee a squeeze. I turn around and smile at Spencer. 
 
   “Hey we’re all going out to The Hunter on Friday, want to come?” I look at him puzzled.
 
   “We?”
 
   “Yeah. Me, Damon, Wesley, Sofia, Leona, Sharn, possibly Lacy and Michelle.” At the mention of her name I feel instantly pissed off. I don’t know why, it’s not like I have a claim to Damon but something about that woman doesn’t set well with me.
 
   “We’ll see Spence,” I say nonchalantly. 
 
   The aroma of a roast dinner begins perfuming the room. My stomach churns, even more so that Damon had this night out planned and hadn’t invited me or even mentioned it. I excuse myself so that I can go to the toilet hoping I don’t bring up my starter. Spencer tells me where the bathroom is located and I take off to find it.
 
   Locating the toilet, I dampen my face and take deep, calming breaths. I need to settle my stomach. After a few minutes I return to the table and discover that Damon still isn’t back. I take my seat next to Spence just as Flora and George start placing our meals on the table. 
 
   My mouth waters as I look at the food. A roast dinner with all the trimmings. It smells heavenly. I’m suddenly ravenous. If I could inhale the food I would. I smile and thank Flora and she places mine and Damon’s plates down. 
 
   “Where is Damon?” Flora asks me. 
 
   “Phone call, mum,” Spencer informs her before I can reply. Flora frowns but doesn’t say anything else. Once everyone has their meal, Flora tells everyone to begin. I dig in, consuming my food. It’s delicious. 
 
   “This is amazing, Flora. Thank you,” I tell her across the table honestly. A few others confirm my statement and add their own thanks.  
 
   “Thank you, dear,” she smiles but her eyes drift to Damon’s untouched plate. She moves her chair back but George places his hand on her arm.
 
   “I’ll get it, love.” He smiles, kisses her cheek and stands to collect Damon’s plate. George takes it to the kitchen before returning to his meal. A small smile plays on Flora lips as she watches her husband.
 
   The family dynamic brings a lump to my throat. I miss my dad and sister. I can’t remember the last time I was at a family dinner. I know the last time I had a roast dinner with all the fixings was when my pops was still alive. I sober at my thoughts and I struggle not to cry.
 
   Spencer notices my pause in my meal and he places his hand on my shoulder. “You okay, Ella?” he asks quietly. I look around and see only Sandra is witnessing this moment. 
 
   “It’s been a long time since I’ve had a family dinner, back when my pops was still here. It’s a little overwhelming.” I try to smile reassuringly but I know I don’t pull it off when Spencer’s eyes widen.
 
   “I’m so sorry, Ella. I didn’t realise,” Spencer says, his eyes shining with care.
 
   “It’s alright, Spence. I’m just going to nip to get some fresh air.” I smile before excusing myself. As I walk away I can feel eyes watching me. I don’t look back at whom, but I do hear Spencer say I’m having a hot flush.
 
   Walking through the hall towards the front door, I hear Damon on the phone, I can’t believe he is still talking to her.
 
   I stop and listen for a second, my blood beginning to boil. I feel so angry that he has pretty much dumped me in the middle of dinner with his family to speak with his previous fuck buddy. That’s if it really is previous, and not current.
 
   “Leona, things are not that easy. I can’t just leave... Leona, I can’t just walk away,” he sighs, as he listens to her reply. “No I will always be there for you, babe. You know I will... she’s here with me... that’s none of your concern... Leona... no I’ll ring you later, I have to go... see you Friday okay?” 
 
   I turn and head into the bathroom, fresh air forgotten. Sitting down on the toilet I take a moment to compose myself. My heart is beating in my chest so hard it feels like it could tear through me. I don’t know how I feel. Just when I think I have everything figured out, feel like I’m back in control, something happens that makes me think I haven’t been playing the game right at all. Is Damon really playing a game with me? Sometimes it seems like he is but it always feels so real with him.
 
   A knock on the door makes me jump. I stand and wash my hands before opening it. Damon is leaning casually against the opposite wall. He pushes away and stalks towards me, pushing me back inside and closes and locks the door. He turns me and presses me against it.
 
   His eyes are filled with hunger as he bends his head and kisses me along my jawline, stopping when he gets to my earlobe. “Has anyone told you how utterly fuckable you look tonight?” His words send an instant volt of lust between my legs. When he sucks on my earlobe my knees buckle.
 
   His hands lock on my hips, supporting me. He kisses back down my jaw until he gets to my mouth. His lips meet mine with force as he demands entry. I can’t help the moan that escapes my lips as he presses himself against me. I feel every hard inch of his straining cock in his jeans pressing against my core. It’s not enough for the throb between my legs. I push in closer, needing more pressure. One of his hands comes up to hold my head in place as he deepens the kiss.
 
   Damon groans, his other hand coming around to the button on my jeans, his fingers skimming around the waistband on my panties, teasing me. I need him. A laugh from down the hall works its way to my ear and I realise where we are. I pull my mouth away and push Damon slightly away from me. 
 
   “Damon, we can’t do this here.” He seems to snap out of it and takes a moment to regain control of himself. His chest heaves as he pants. I leave him in the bathroom while I go back and join the table. Spencer smirks when I sit down and I smile at him.
 
   “Your hair is a little out of place and by the flush on your face I would say you found Damon?” Spencer says quietly enough that no one else hears. 
 
   I ignore his comment and continue eating my meal. A few minutes later Damon rejoins the table, his plate in hand. No one pays him any attention. It’s as if they’re used to this from Damon. I hope not. I know I won’t get used to him running off to speak to Leona every time she comes calling.  
 
   Damon chooses to eat one handed, keeping his other arm around the back of my chair. His fingers play with the ends of my hair. Conversation around the table is easy, light and refreshing. Stories of Damon and Spencer when they were younger get thrown in every so often, causing laughter. Bentley has the best stories. He tells them animatedly, adding hand gestures to help describe certain parts.
 
   Once everyone has finished their meals, George and Flora make quick work at clearing the table. I again offer my assistance, which Flora accepts. I don’t know who is more shocked. Each face around the table is wide eyed. I guess Flora really doesn’t usually accept help.
 
   I quickly get up and follow Flora out of the dining room and into the kitchen. The kitchen is state of the art and every chef’s dream. Red and chrome appliances are homed on top of the every counter, and clean red pots and pans hang about an island in the middle of the kitchen. Black granite countertops gleam from the strategically placed overhead lighting. I’m stunned at how clean the kitchen is. Not one dirty plate in sight.  
 
   Flora hums a tune and she moves across the kitchen to the double door red fridge. She pulls out a glass dish filled with reds and creams. I peek in the bowl when she places it on the counter and realise its Eton Mess. My mouth waters. How is it possible to want to eat another bite of food? I haven’t eaten this much in a long, long time. 
 
   Nine of us sat down to eat but Flora only gets four bowls out. She smiles as she takes in my puzzled look. “Would you like some, Ella or would you prefer to have some cherry pie once everyone else has left? Or maybe you’re like me and want a bit of both?” she asks with a grin. I don’t even need to consider the question when I answer.
 
   “Both please,” I say with a laugh, causing Flora to chuckle with me. 
 
   “George, Damon and Spencer will only eat cherry pie for dessert when we have a dinner party here. They also don’t like to share so I have to save it until the rest of the guests leave.”
 
   “Do you need me to get two more bowls?” I ask as she fills up the four bowls.
 
   “No, dear. Sandra and Samantha don’t eat dessert. Too much fat.” She rolls her eyes. “I say add a pound to my arse if it means having dessert. I never turn down dessert.” Amen to that!
 
   I stand to the side as Flora crumbles meringue on top of each bowled dessert, wondering exactly what Flora wanted me to help her with. It doesn’t take long before I realise her intentions.
 
   “Ella, dear. I haven’t seen my Damon look so content in a long time. Happiness radiates out of him when he’s around you. I’m happy he’s met you. I think you will both be good for each other.” She smiles a knowing smile, her eyes twinkling with mischief. I don’t know what the knowing smile was all about but I do know it makes me frown. Flora laughs. “You’re good for him, dear.” She pats my arm, passes me two dessert bowls and proceeds to exit the kitchen with the other two.
 
   I pass a bowl to Steen before seating myself between Damon and Spence to eat my Eton Mess. The atmosphere around the table now seems tense with Damon and Sandra being the tensest. I look questioningly around the room, my eyes finally settling on Steen’s. My eyes flit between Sandra and Steen as realisation hits. These are Leona’s parents. That is why Sandra seemed familiar. Leona is the double of her mother but has her father’s eyes. 
 
   I decide to ignore my thoughts for now and just to enjoy my dessert instead. I pick up my spoon and dig in. It’s mouth wateringly good. A little moan escapes as I close my eyes and let it melt on my tongue. Damon and Spencer shift besides me so I open my eyes. They’re both watching my mouth. 
 
   I laugh and fill the spoon up again. I bring my hand up to Damon’s mouth. “Taste,” I demand. Damon shakes his head. “Taste,” I repeat. This time he complies but takes the spoon off me before removing it from between his lips. Damon adds more Eton Mess to the spoon and brings it up to my mouth. I eat without prompt, not being able to wait for another taste. My eyes stay locked on Damon’s as I open my lips to take in the spoon. 
 
   Damon’s eyes drop to my lips and he watches me get the sweet from the spoon. When they return to look in mine they are darker with lust.
 
   “Lucky bastard,” Spencer murmurs from my left, breaking me out of my Dubble, my Damon bubble. A blush sneaks up my face as I realise every eye around the table was watching out exchange. Damon lets out a bark of laughter and conversations around the table resume. Flora’s eyes remain locked on us, a small smile paints her face.
 
   ****
 
   The evening has been amazing. Damon says a quick goodnight to everyone, avoiding eye contact with Sandra, before ushering me into the lounge again. He sits down on the sofa and attempts to pull me into his lap again. I stand my ground and refuse him. We have some things to talk about before I can let him touch me.
 
   The more I’ve thought about his behaviour in the bathroom, the more suspicious I become. He used his touch to distract me. Again. It’s obvious he knew I was listening in to his conversation with Leona, otherwise how did he know it was me in the bathroom? 
 
   “Ella?” he says questioningly.
 
   “We need to talk, Damon, and when you touch me everything in my head flies out the window. I’d rather have this discussion back at your place so I’m choosing to not be touched in the meantime,” I tell him confidently. 
 
   Amusement lights up his face from my words. His eyes slowly trail up and down my body before returning to my eyes. Hunger has now replaced his amusement. Damon stands in one graceful motion, slowly stalking towards me. I back up until my legs bump into whatever is behind me. I hold up my hands trying to warn him off but he pays me no attention.
 
   Damon continues towards me, a predator stalking its prey, until he gets in my personal space. His arms snake around my waist, pulling me flush against him. My breath catches in my throat as soon as he touches me, an electric current vibrates around my body in expectation. 
 
   “Damon,” I warn breathlessly. 
 
   “I’m the same. Fuck, beauty. It’s like that for me too.” It takes me a minute to understand what he’s talking about. “Every time I think of you every other thought goes out my head. Every time I hear your voice I forget everything around me, forget where I am. I get fucking hard, Ella. But fuck, every touch, every taste, takes my breath away.” 
 
   At his words I melt into him. The husk in his voice turns my insides to mush. Damon’s head descends, his lips coming down to mine. My eyes flutter closed, waiting for the connection of his lips on mine.
 
   A throat clearing penetrates my brain. I open my eyes to see Damon stand upright, grinning down at me. I turn my head to the side and see Spencer. Smirking.
 
   He saunters over to the sofa and plops down. “Bad timing?” he asks grinning. I roll my eyes and walk over to take a seat too. Damon sits beside me, pulling me close to his side. I snuggle in and rest my eyes whilst waiting for Flora and George to say good night to their guests. 
 
   I have a lot to ask Damon about Leona but that will have to wait until we leave. Having a full belly makes tiredness set in and it isn’t long before I’m drifting off to sleep causing Flora to send a doggy bag back with Damon, for me to have the best cherry pie I’ve ever tasted the following day.  
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
   CHAPTER TWENTY-THREE
 
   June 6th 2014
 
    
 
   Friday comes around much faster than I expected. All week I’ve had mixed feelings about going out tonight. I’m looking forward to seeing Sofia again but Leona isn’t exactly my biggest fan and I certainly don’t like her. Maybe it’s time to get her out of the picture. 
 
   I check myself in the mirror. I’ve decided to wear leather trousers. They’re so tight it’s like just adding an extra layer of skin, and a black and white off the shoulder leather cuff top with red, spiked heels. I’ve curled my hair for a change, giving it plenty of volume. I’ve kept my make up quite light seeing as the outfit is killer, I didn’t want to overdo it. 
 
   Sweet and innocent, dressed as sin.
 
   Exactly what I was going for. I collect my clutch bag and make my way down stairs to have a quick drink while I wait for Damon to get here. He texted me earlier to let me know he had a late meeting and would get ready at the office, and be here to pick me up at 8pm. 
 
   After pouring a glass of rose wine I make my way out to stand on the balcony. It’s a gorgeous evening. The sun is still streaking the sky with reds and oranges. It’s still really warm, the air is muggy. I take a deep breath, inhaling the smell of the country life surrounding me. All around me are fields as far as the eyes can see. Damon’s home has a gorgeous background setting. 
 
   I texted Tom earlier to let him know I’ve decided to take his advice and just live my life. He seemed happy and asked me to go out for drinks with him. I told him I already had plans to go out. He’s going to try and meet up later to have a drink with me. I’m not sure how Damon will take that but if we’re going to work, he needs to accept Tom in my life. I didn’t realise how large a role Tom has had in my life until I’ve been without him these last few weeks. I miss him.
 
   Awareness prickles my skin. My pulse picks up and I know Damon is close by. I didn’t hear him come in but I know he’s near me. I turn and find him standing, feet shoulder width apart, arms crossed over his chest. His sculptured body bulges through his clothes. He’s in all black.  Black shirt, black trousers, black shoes. 
 
   The hungry look in his eyes let me know my outfit choice is a good one. His jaw twitches as he clenches his teeth together. He licks his lips before slowly trailing his eyes down my body, swallowing hard when he passes certain areas. His eyes return to mine just as slowly.
 
   “Ella,” he rasps. “You’re gonna fuckin’ kill me. Sweet Jesus, baby.” He closes the distance between us in two strides. When he’s close enough, his hands grip on my hips and pull me into him. Our bodies clash, my blood ignites. 
 
   Need washes through me. Damon’s scent envelopes me, he smells pure male. My chest heaves as I look up into his eyes, my breasts brushing against his chest with every inhale.
 
   “I can see everything, beauty. Every fucking thing. The rounded globes of your perfect arse, the mound of your pussy, the dimples at the back of your knees.” His hands move down to grip my arse cheeks. He squeezes roughly before pulling me into his hard cock. I moan as the move hits the perfect spot. “God, I need to keep you.”
 
   “Damon,” I whimper. Oh fuck I’m so hot for him right now. 
 
   “You stay at my side tonight, Ella. No one gets to touch what’s mine.” I roll my eyes at his possessiveness. If I’m honest it’s a huge turn on for me. “We need to leave before I drag you upstairs and take those fucking trousers off with my teeth.” He nibbles along my lips. “Lay those bee-stung lips on me beauty. I need a taste.” 
 
   I comply immediately, wanting the kiss just as much as Damon. Our lips collide, bruising, punishing, perfect. I moan against his lips. His tongue invading my mouth is pure possession. He’s taking control of even my tongue, our own synced private dance. 
 
    I run my hands up his chest to his shoulders. The muscles bunch and contract under my touch. The tightness in his neck makes me desperate to sink my nails in the skin, instead I settle for his hair. I run my fingers through the soft strands, tugging as I near the ends. 
 
   Damon lets out a rumbling growl, tearing his lips from mine. His eyes pierce mine as soon as I’m able to focus on him. I’m panting, wanting, no needing, more of him. 
 
   “We need to leave. Now.” He doesn’t give me chance to reply, just tugs me behind him as he makes a beeline for the door. 
 
   ****
 
   The Hunter is packed, being in the main bar area of Kensington makes it popular with the IN crowd. I know the VIP area will be filled with the latest celebrities, this doesnt faze me, Bodies knock into me from every direction. Damon’s jaw clenches tighter with every push I receive. I can see his temper rising with every knock but I’m not bothered. I’ve had enough to drink to give me a great buzz. I’m on the dance floor with all the other buzzed people.  
 
   After one particularly hard shove I fall into Damon. He steadies me before facing the man who pushed into me. His frame is taut, rage bursting out of him like a nuclear cloud. 
 
   “Say sorry,” Damon growls. I don’t hear the reply of the man but it’s not what Damon wants to hear. Damon thunders into him, grabbing his shirt collar and ragging him about as he says harsh words into the man ear. 
 
   I begin tugging on Damon’s arm to pull him away. We’re going to get kicked out. “Damon, stop. It was an accident. It’s okay. Come on, let’s go find Spence,” I plead. 
 
   “It’s not okay. Not okay at all. He owes you an apology.” As Damon says this he nods towards the door. I look in that direction and notice two bouncers making their way over to us. Great, now we’re going to be kicked out. To my surprise it’s the other man who is escorted from the premises. I stare, my mouth agape. How the hell did he manage to avoid being kicked out when he still had the man by the scruff of his shirt?
 
   Damon gives me a grin before leading me away. He takes me to the bar and gets served straight away, even though the bar is packed with people already waiting to order a drink. We’ve been in the Bowl VIP room all night. Our drinks have never been fully empty before another is placed in front of us. 
 
   The Bowl room is amazing. It’s like a huge room sized fish bowl suspended above the whole club. One skywalk is the connecting way in. Sectional sofas line the walls, small tables scattered around to place drinks. 
 
   The room itself is a large rectangle but from the dance floor below it’s a massive stationary disco ball. The whole outside is mirrored. One way glass lines the inside. You can see every square inch of the club below. Everywhere you look there are people. Whilst in there it feels like you’re floating. 
 
   I’m not surprised with service like that for a VIP area but in the main area of the club I’m shocked at the service that Damon gets. Then it clicks, The Hunter. I bet this is Damon’s club. 
 
   I’m about to confirm my suspicions with Damon when a familiar face catches my attention. Leona. The sneer on her face has been there all night, ever since she realised I was out with them all. Since the minute I got here. 
 
   She hasn’t exactly kept her distain for me hidden from the group with her snide comments or disgusted looks. She’s been quickly shut down before she’s been able to get too far with her snippy attitude. Damon, Spence and Sofia have all stepped to my defence. Damon notices my line of sight and brings his lips to my ear.
 
   “Don’t pay her any attention, beauty. Enjoy yourself tonight. I’ve got you, Ella. Nothing will ever hurt you,” he whispers, stroking his hand over my hair. A shiver travels through my body at his closeness. His warm breath fans across my neck. I give him a nod and accept the drink he passes me. 
 
   I bring my vodka and Red Bull to my lips and take a sip. It’s cold and refreshing. It’s hot in here so the drink is a godsend. I turn and lean back against Damon to look around the club. His hands hold me by my hips. People are grating and grinding against each other. Smoke from the fog machine dances in the light flashing and spinning around the room. 
 
   I avoid looking in Leona’s direction even though I can feel her eyes burning holes into the side of my head. Damon brings a hand up to move my hair to one side, freeing my neck to his lips. He licks, sucks, nibbles and kisses all up and down before settling his lips against my ear. 
 
   “You are so fucking hot, beauty. I’m so hard for you right now.” As if to prove this he pushes his throbbing length against my butt. “Your arse in those trousers has every male eye following you everywhere you walk. I need your fucking legs wrapped around my head, Ella. I need to taste your pussy so bad, beauty. Then I want them around my waist as I fuck you, balls deep, baby.”
 
   Scorching heat flames my body. The music and beat dance through me as the flames of lust spread, mixing with the buzz. My body vibrates with need. I grate back against Damon’s cock.   
 
   Damon’s grip on my hips tightens before he turns me around to face him, arousal burning bright in his eyes. Our lips crash together, forcefully. My body hums with pleasure being this close to him. Damon’s hands find my arse, squeezing and kneading. I moan against his lips as our tongues tangle. 
 
   I pull my lips away, gasping for air. I pant against him, my body desperately throbbing and clenching. Damon’s thumb comes up to rub against my bottom lip. 
 
   “I love your lips when they’re pouty-kissed. They and your owl eyes make me so fucking hot, beauty.”
 
   “Owl eyes?” I ask, amused.
 
   “Yeah, owl eyes.” He looks deep into my eyes. “They’re massive. Big, round and beautiful. Innocent.” His lips softy brush against mine. “I fucking love your eyes, but these lips, these lips are pure sin. Your kisses are sin. Poison. One taste and I’m addicted. You’re pure sin.”
 
   “You have no idea.” Damon is about to reply when Wesley interrupts us.
 
   “Damon, Leona got into some shit with a bunch of lads. Spence just ran over but the bouncer’s hands are already full.” He nods towards the door where security is breaking up a fight and escorting people out. Damon kisses my forehead, telling me to stay before leaving, Wesley trailing behind. 
 
   He didn’t say another word. Just took off to her aid. Will he always run to her when she needs him? Will she be a constant in his life? Someone who pulls him away every chance she can get? We’re definitely going to have to have a chat about their relationship.
 
   “Fancy a dance?” A familiar voice asks. I turn and squeal as I take in Tom standing in front of me. God I’ve missed him. I throw myself into his arms and hold on tight. Tom seems to have a way of grounding me. Making me remember who I am. Who I was. Tom’s smile splits across his face, only making him that much more gorgeous. Tom really is sexy.
 
   “Els, I missed you. You alone?” he asks looking around.
 
   “Damon’s ex pulled him away.” I try to act nonchalant but I know I don’t pull it off. I see pity flash in his eyes before he takes my hand.
 
   “Let’s dance.” I nod and he pulls me into the throngs of people dancing. 
 
   ****
 
   Sweat is dripping down my body. My trousers feel like they’re shrinking against me, I’m so fucking hot. I put my hand on Tom’s shoulder and pull, bringing his ear down to my mouth.
 
   “I’m going to see if I can find Damon,” I smile at him as I kiss his cheek. He said he’s happy for me. He’s glad I’ve decided to finally live again since losing Lydia. We’ve danced and talked for the last twenty or so minutes and I haven’t seen Damon since he left.  
 
   “Ok, Els. If you can’t find him, come back to me. I don’t want you leaving alone,” he says sternly. I give him a nod then go in search of Damon. 
 
   After looking around and not seeing any of the group I was with I decided to look in The Bowl room. I look down in the sea of people to see if I can see Damon, but come up empty. There are too many bodies, too many places crowded, and from my point of view I cannot see a face unless they look up. 
 
   I’m suddenly aware of another person in the room with me. I turn and see Sharn, Leona’s friend, leaning against the back of a sofa. She looks me up and down with a sneer. This woman thinks she knows me, has already judged me based on Leona’s opinion and has decided I’m beneath her. I’m not bothered. I have no time in my life for people like her.
 
   “Looking for someone?” she asks, a smug smile tugging along her lips. “You might as well forget about Damon. He’s with Leona. Where he belongs. Where he’ll always belong.” I turn away and suck in a breath. I know Damon and Leona have a past but I’m hoping it is just that, a past. “They love each other you know, always have. He just needs time to... fuck whores.” She pauses and looks me up and down again. “You know? To get it out of his system. Then he can finally settle down. With Leona.”
 
   My blood boils. Who does she think she is calling me a whore? “Funny, he doesn’t need to fuck whores out of his system when he’s with me. I obviously keep him satisfied. I guess she isn’t enough after all.” I walk away without waiting for a reply. 
 
   I make my way downstairs, my buzz now completely gone, and bump into Sofia. She’s climbing the stairs as fast as her heels will take her, looking worried. Her eyes land on me and she comes to an abrupt halt, relief flooding her eyes.
 
   “Ella, I’ve been looking for you. I thought you might catch a drink with me?” she smiles big but I can see she’s nervous.
 
   “What’s going on Sofia?” I ask, raising an eyebrow. “You seem stressed.” Her shoulders slump.
 
   “I saw Damon talking to the bitch. I couldn’t see you so I asked Lacy and Sharn if they’d seen you and Sharn said you were on the dance floor.  I  looked  and  couldn’t  find you so I checked here.”
 
   “Sharn wanted to speak to me alone,” I blurt. Sofia’s brows furrow before sympathy widens her eyes. She walks up to my step and places her hand on my arm.
 
   “Ella, I’m sorry. I can’t imagine that was nice. They... Leona and her trio... seem to think Damon belongs to Leona. I’ve known Damon a long time. Wesley, Damon, and Spence were like the three musketeers,” she smiles. “Always together. Anyway, Leona and company were popular and so were the lads so it was expected in Leona’s eyes that they should be together. But Damon was with someone already. Leona hated her.”
 
   “Who was it?”
 
   “Not important. Didn’t end well.” I raise a brow. “I don’t know the details. When they spilt Leona tried stepping in but Damon wasn’t interested. She stuck by though, for years, and they would occasionally... hook up... nothing serious.”
 
   “Are you sure?” I question. I shouldn’t be bothered but I am. I want to know where things stand. Damon and I will definitely have to talk about Leona and her friends.
 
   “Yes. Damon would correct Leona if she suggested otherwise and if she became too clingy he’d put a stop to things. She’s always come back though. Leona likes to think it’s temporary and thinks Damon will eventually come around to making a commitment with her. We all told him not to go back but she always seems to find him when he’s had... a bad day... past shit. Fuck. I’m sorry Ella. I’m making Damon sound all kinds of fucked up. He’s not. Really.”
 
   “Okay.”
 
   “Seriously.” She looks embarrassed. “Anyway, they think it’s Leona’s right but I see how different he is with you. His eyes are on you constantly. It’s like he doesn’t see anyone other than you.” She smiles. “He really likes you, Ella. I do too. I think you could be good together.”
 
   “We’ll see. Thanks. I like you too.” I really do. She makes me feel like we’ve known each other for years. She’s so at ease with herself. She links her arm through mine.
 
   “Let’s grab a drink and see where everyone is.”
 
   ****
 
   Damon hasn’t acknowledged me. We found Damon and Leona at a tall table near the bar. Spencer and Wesley are leaning against the bar close by. I kissed his cheek but he didn’t even look at me. 
 
   “Saw you dancing. Looked cosy. Wasn’t he the one from NSPL night? Your date?” Leona asks trying to act innocent, but she’s not pulling the wool over my eyes. Her eyes are twinkling, she’s up to something. Damon stiffens at my side.
 
   “Yes. Tom’s a friend,” I answer looking at Damon. 
 
   “Mmhmm.” My head snaps to Leona. “Is he an ex?” I want to knock her gleeful smirk off her face.
 
   “No,” I answer as Damon says, “Yes.”
 
   “Not really an ex,” I say to Damon. I don’t know why I even feel the need to explain myself because of this woman. “Just a casual fuck. We all have them.” I look pointedly at Leona, throwing in a grin for good measure. “But that’s all they are. A fuck.”
 
   “Ella,” Damon growls. Leona smirks at Damon’s reprimand. 
 
   “What?” I snap getting pissed.
 
   “I’ll leave you to it Damon,” Leona purrs before kissing his cheek. Damon’s jaw clenches and he pulls his head away from her lips. “Call me.” She stands and saunters off. Damon remains rigid at my side. His eyes pierce mine, questions storming in the shimmering, brown depth.
 
   What the hell has happened to his mood? He’s been with Leona for a good thirty minutes and now he’s pissed? Well now I am too. I stand and go to walk away. Damon’s hand closes around my arm.  
 
   “Is that what this is Damon? You’re pissed because I was dancing with a friend? Are you kidding me?” I laugh at his audacity. “You’ve spent the last half hour with your ex.” I remind him. Damon drops his arm away and looks away from me. Dismissing me. 
 
   I’m shocked at his behaviour. Jealously makes him act like this? I turn and walk away. Not saying another word. Sofia catches me before I get too far.
 
   “Ella, are you okay?” she asks worriedly.
 
   “Yes.” Tears fill my eyes. What is up with me lately? Not allowing myself to feel emotions for the last few years have made them hit me full force now. My head is all over the place. I can’t seem to settle on one emotion and feeling for too long before something changes my mood. “I’m going to leave, Sofia.” 
 
   “Let me and Wes come with you. We’re ready to leave anyway,” she offers kindly. “Let me just go and say bye to Spence and grab Wesley.”
 
   “I’ll meet you outside. I could do with some fresh air.” That receives me a sympathetic smile again. She hurries off and I make my way to the doors. How the heck did the night turn shit so quick? It was a great night before Leona needed Damon. 
 
   I get outside, it’s quieter out here and the night air feels amazing against my flushed skin. I lean against the wall waiting for Sofia and Wesley. I call a taxi then try to sort out my thoughts. 
 
   I guess Leona can get his attention at the snap of a hat. She needs him, he’s there. I don’t think I can deal with that. I hadn’t realised how much Leona wanted Damon before I set my plan in motion. 
 
   The music in the club cuts through the cool night air. I turn my head and spot Spencer striding towards me. He looks concerned. When he reaches me he pulls me into his chest, wrapping me in his arms.  
 
   “You were gonna leave without saying goodnight?” I can hear the smile in his voice. I pull away and look up at him. He’s as good looking as his brother. 
 
   “Sorry. I needed to get away,” I sigh. 
 
   “No worries. He’s being an arse. I get it,” he chuckles. “He’s a man. Give him a chance.” He winks making me laugh. Spence really is charming. His face turns serious. “Don’t give up on him Ella. He’s a damn jealous fool. He needs to get his head out his ass but give him time.”
 
   “How much time does he need, Spencer?” I ask exasperated. 
 
   “Damon keeps his guard up, Els. With everyone. Everyone but you.” He smiles at me. A real genuine smile. I can’t help but smile back a little. “He likes you a lot. He’s just got to figure his shit out. I think you leaving will give him a good kick up the ass. Just be patient with him.”
 
   “I will.” A taxi pulls up to the kerb. God I hope it’s for us.
 
   “Damon mentioned talking to you about my hotel venture. Can we set something up? I really don’t know the ins and outs of the party planning shit. Can we meet during the week?” He gives me a cheeky grin.
 
   “Sure.” Sofia and Wesley come out the club. They say another quick goodbye to Spencer before climbing in the cab. “Call me, Spence, and we’ll set up a good time to meet.” 
 
   “Okay, Els. You going back to Damon’s?”
 
   “No. Well, yes, I need to so I can get my keys but I’ll be going back to my place afterwards.”
 
   “No you’re not.” I pull back with a frown at his tone. “It’s not safe, Ella. Damon told me what happened. Your safety comes first. Don’t put yourself in an unsafe situation because of pride. Stay at Damon’s, at least until the morning.” He concern warms me. He seems really worried.
 
   “I’ll stay there then, Spence. Night.” I kiss his cheek and climb in the car. 
 
   “Night guys,” Spencer calls in the door before shutting it behind me. The night turned to shit. I just want to crawl in bed and sleep. Hopefully tomorrow will be better.
 
   I get back to Damon’s in a daze. I say a quick goodbye to Sofia and Wes and go straight to my room. I quickly undress and climb straight into bed. This night turned out like one of Lydia’s experiences. I pull out the diary and flip to the night Lydia slapped Leona. 
 
    
 
   April 7th 2011
 
   I FUCKING HATE HER. SHE’S A BITCH!!!!  
 
   Who the hell does she think she is? Leona is the biggest bitch I’ve ever met! Damon is mine. Does she not get that? I’ll fucking kill her before I let her take him away from me. 
 
   She was rubbing up and down Damon every chance she got then had the nerve to say to me that he’ll never be mine. If only she knew. I know it won’t be long before we can tell people we’re together but until then I need to keep my temper calm.
 
   Damon was not happy when I slapped the cow but what does he expect? She and her friends thinking they know everything. AHHHHH I REALLY CAN’T STAND HER!!!
 
   She’ll eat her own words when she finds out Damon and I are going to get married. When he asks me I’ll have the last laugh and she’ll be left behind! 
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
   CHAPTER TWENTY-FOUR
 
   June 7th 2014
 
    
 
   I wake with the worst hangover ever. My head is throbbing, my stomach churning and I smell. I can still taste and smell alcohol lingering on my skin and in my mouth. My mouth is so dry I feel like ten pints of water wouldn’t help. 
 
   I make my way to the bathroom to refresh myself. I cup my hands under the running facet and drink and the cool water sliding down my throat instantly eases my stomach. I quickly brush my teeth then jump in the shower. 
 
   After making myself feel better, refreshed, I make my way to the kitchen for something to eat. I need beer food. Greasy. Fattening. Delicious. Damon is nowhere to be found and I realise he must have gone in to the office. Or not come back home at all. Maybe he stayed with Leona. Just that thought makes me slump in defeat. 
 
   Why, when I’ve finally decided I could find some happiness again, does this have to happen? Why does it have to be with a man I shouldn’t be able to stand? Why with a man whom I know plays games? I shake my head at my stupidity. I know I wanted to see where things would go between Damon and me but I’m not sure my head is in the right place to play his games.
 
   Realising there are no ingredients to make sausage and egg muffins, I gather my purse and coat, put on some shoes and leave to go find a greasy cafe to get my hangover cure. 
 
   I spend the day walking around the shops. I’ve made a few purchases for myself. Nothing like a bit of retail therapy to pull a woman from a hangover.   
 
   I’m at the grocery store picking up a few essentials. I need to stock back up on deodorant and shampoo, as well as a few food items. As I walk through the aisle with all the sanitary towels and Tampax to get my deodorant, I freeze, doing the math in my head. I frantically try to remember when I had last had a period, realising it is over six weeks. I feel the panic rising up in my throat. 
 
   Trying to calm down, I talk myself out of thinking the worst. I can’t be pregnant... I know I’m not always regular but... it’s not possible... the doctor told me I would need help.... oh fuck... the sickness... the ache constantly in my breasts... the fucking crying... I never cry.... oh god, okay breathe, Ella, breathe... just go get a test...
 
   I walk to the next aisle stopping at the pregnancy tests. There are so many - digital ones, ones that tell you how far along you are, ones that can be done so many days early. I feel like I’m in my own personal hell. This can’t be happening. 
 
   Okay, don’t panic, Ella. This is more than likely a bug. I can’t be pregnant. I just can’t. Get this over with just to settle your mind and everything will be okay. Even as I think the words I don’t believe them.
 
   I grab three different tests, all items I came to get forgotten, and I head to the self service counter. I quickly scan the tests. To my utter dismay I need assistance to get the security tags off. At least it’s a woman who helps. I key in the pin to my credit card, fuck £39 for three pregnancy tests, what a rip off, and put them in a bag making a hasty retreat.
 
   I practically run to the exit and to my utter horror the stupid store alarms go off. I feel the mortification creep up to my neck as the security guard approaches.
 
   “Excuse me miss, please can I just check your bag?” I hand him the bag and receipt refusing to look up at him. He takes the bag over to the counter and scans them again. They beep, telling him the alarms have been removed. Handing me back the bag he smiles at me “Good luck, love,” he says with a wink. I quickly turn on my heels and run to my car as fast as my four inch stilettos will take me.
 
   I make the journey back to Damon’s in a daze. I can’t remember getting there but I find myself sitting in the driveway just resting my hands on my stomach. Would I keep a baby? Would I even be able to raise a child? I don’t know the first thing about raising a baby, I have no one who could help me learn, no family left to rely on.
 
   That though fills my eyes with tears. Sadness tears through me. I feel so alone.  
 
   I shove the carrier bag in my handbag and walk through the front door. Damon and Spencer are in the living room chatting away so I head for my room. Just as my foot hits the first step I hear Spencer call out for me.
 
   “How you feeling, Els?” I groan. If only he knew. Spencer’s chuckle reaches my ear. “Wanna join us for a drink? Hair of the dog and all that.” My hand freezes on the rail as I turn to look at him. He has risen from his seat and is walking towards me. “Hey are you okay, you look kind of pale.” I shake my head and take a breath before answering. 
 
   “I’m fine, I just feel a little sick, hangover,” I say nonchalantly. I don’t want them to see how stressed I am. “Thanks though, Spence,” I smile and risk a glace towards Damon. He’s standing watching me, his face expressionless. I can’t tell if he’s still pissed or wary of me being pissed. I turn on my heels and sprint to my room, not daring to look back at him again. I don’t have the right mind frame to think about Damon and me at the minute. I have more pressing matters. 
 
   I slam my door behind me, kicking off my shoes and undoing my jeans, feeling hot. I strip down to just my underwear before grabbing my bag again and heading for the bathroom. 
 
   Grabbing the first box, I open it and read the instructions. A million grasshoppers take off in my stomach, fluttering with nerves. I take the cup off the counter that I use to swill after brushing my teeth. I rinse it out and dry it before pulling down my knickers to fill it.  My hands shake as I urinate in the cup, nerves making me feel sick to the stomach. 
 
   Placing the cup on the counter, I wipe myself then pull up my knickers before washing my hands. Grabbing the stick, I hold it in the cup waiting for the little timer to start moving. I place it down on the side and wait. 
 
   Moving to sit on the edge of the tub I start to count down, distracting myself looking anywhere but on the counter. I look at my watch and see only half a minute has passed. My leg bounces as I try to distract myself from the time.
 
   After a few minutes I pick up the test stick and turn it over. My heart plummets to my stomach as I read the one word I never thought I would, pregnant 2-3. Quickly opening the other boxes I repeat the process, hoping the first test is wrong. Almost instantly the lines appear.
 
   Panic hits me like a freight train, my knees give way as I slump to the floor unable to process what’s happening to me. It’s not possible. They said it wouldn’t happen, it couldn’t happen. 
 
   Now I’m pregnant with the Demon's child.
 
   My hand rests against my stomach as I rub my belly, tears streaming down my face, as I try to make sense of everything that had happened the last month. Everything I had planned had changed. This little peanut growing inside of me makes everything different. 
 
   My head whirls with all the possibilities of what this can mean, then I remember what Damon had told me after things got hot in the kitchen.
 
   I don’t want kids. I’ve never wanted them. I’m not dad material. I was shocked at the time but then I had time to think on it and I had agreed. I believed him to be something he’s not, or maybe he is after last night’s behaviour. Even though I thought I couldn’t have babies, I still didn’t want them anyway.
 
   This would be my only family. This baby is part of me. That changes everything. I don’t think I could give away one of my own family members. This baby was meant to happen. I have to believe that. Now I don’t know what I am going to do, I want this baby, more than I have wanted anything in my life. Right now in this moment nothing else matters. 
 
   Standing up I strip off my underwear, throwing them into the wash basket. I turn on and step into the shower and instantly the hot water soothes my aching muscles. I let the tears flow. 
 
   Washing off I get dry and climb into my pyjamas. Looking at the clock it’s only 5pm but I don’t care, I feel like I just need to sleep everything away. I’m exhausted and emotionally drained. I will think about what I’m going to do tomorrow. 
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
   CHAPTER TWENTY-FIVE
 
   June 10th 2014
 
    
 
   It has been a couple of days since I last spoke to, and saw Damon. He’s usually gone before I wake and not back until I’ve already fallen asleep. The hormones in my body make taking the distance hard. I’m more confused now than ever. My stupid emotions are running high, the slightest thing makes me want to cry. The hardest part is being alone all the time.
 
   The distance has helped me to think clearly, I see why I was doing this, why I had to do this. I can’t let any feelings I gained over the last few weeks sway me from what I am here to do. Damon clearly doesn’t want me here now. He’s avoiding me, avoiding being home, so he doesn’t have to deal with me.
 
   I really thought we could build something together. I really thought I could let go of the past but finding out I’m carrying his baby, a baby that shouldn’t be able to live in the first place, has helped put things in perspective. 
 
   I move to the living room to do a yoga workout DVD. I’m too stressed, I need to relax. I insert the DVD and move to lie flat on the floor. I face the ceiling and take a few deep breaths to relax my body. 
 
   Damon was an arse the other night. He ignores me just because I spoke to Tom. Jealousy definitely doesn’t suit him. Spending his night showering Leona with his attention instead of me as some sort of punishment was pathetic. It didn’t work. All it did was make me realise how immature he is. How he acts when he doesn’t get his own way. He doesn’t want children and he definitely isn’t acting his age and not ready for a surprise baby. He is not ready for this. 
 
   Hell, I’m not sure I’m ready for this.
 
   I put my hand on my flat stomach. But who am I to take a life? This jellybean has a heartbeat now. It’s a living thing. It’s part of me. Part of Lydia and dad in a way. It would mean I would never be alone again. I would have family again. I have a family. Tears fill my eyes. This jellybean is my family now. 
 
   I shift position accordingly, lost in my thoughts. How could I even think about abortion? I would never be able to do that. Having PCOS meant I never really considered being in this situation. 
 
   The front door opening breaks me out of my thoughts. I’m in the upside down dog pose and I freeze. My head turns towards the door while I wait to see if Damon comes looking for me. I hear mumbled voices but can’t tell whose. I strain my ear to listen harder but it doesn’t help.   
 
   After a few minutes when I no longer hear them, I switch off the TV and head towards the kitchen to get a drink. I have only walked a couple of steps when I hear the voices coming from Damon's office.
 
   Turning in that direction, I walk as quietly as I can towards the door which has been left slightly ajar. As I get closer I recognise the voices as Damon and his brother, Spencer. 
 
   Spencer is asking Damon a question that I can’t quite fully hear, Damon's smooth voice floats to my ears, “No, we are not together,” he pauses “Me and Ella, it’s.... complicated.” He sighs. I’m about to turn around and leave when I hear Spencer speak up.
 
   “Why is it complicated? You’re either together or you’re not. And if you’re not, well I wouldn’t mind...” He leaves his sentence hanging. 
 
   “Stay the fuck away from her. She may not be mine, but she sure as fuck ain’t ever gonna be yours,” Damon replies, his voice sounding livid. Deathly calm. Silence descends. I hold my breath. 
 
   My heart rate picks up, I need to move from the door. If one of them storms out I’m going to be caught listening in.
 
   “Lose the smirk,” Damon says irritably. 
 
   I try to turn as quietly as possible and trip. I stumble forward, trying to regain my balance only to face plant into the door. 
 
   I fall to my hands and knees just past the threshold of Damon’s office door. I take a deep breath before looking up to find two sets of eyes staring down at me in surprise.
 
   “Oh my God. I’m sorry... I’m so sorry,” I stutter. “I heard voices so I came to see who it was, but I tripped.” My cheeks blaze with embarrassment. “I’m... Sorry,” I finish, lamely. 
 
   Neither Damon nor Spencer speaks as I ramble on. I rest back on my heels to look at them, only to realise why they haven’t replied. They have the perfect view of my tits, bouncing, in my tight sports bra as I animatedly apologised.
 
   I jump to my feet taking a moment to compose myself. Walking over to Spencer, I press up against him while bending down to give him a kiss on the cheek, refusing to meet Damon's eyes. I bring out my inner sultry side and only focus on Spence. 
 
   “Spencer, it’s so good to see you.” I give him a seductive smile. “Why didn’t you call? I thought we were going to.... make plans?” I had to stifle a laugh as heat rose in Spencer's face, painting his cheeks pink. 
 
   “Erm, yeah. Sorry. I...” he stammers. “I meant to call but...” he trails off as he was looking frantically between me and Damon. I know I’m putting him on the spot. I feel a slight twinge of guilt before I shake it off.
 
   I cross my arms over my chest which causes my breasts to push together and nearly pop completely out of my bra. “But what, Spencer?” I wait a second before speaking again. “Do you not want to... have dinner... with me?” I run my fingernail down his arm, from shoulder to wrist and give him a sweet smile. His eyes light up with merriment before flashing to Damon.
 
   I still haven’t looked at Damon but I can feel his eyes boring into my back, his rage, rolling off him in waves, so palpable I can feel it in the tension surrounding us.  
 
   Good. He is jealous. 
 
   “Ok Ella,” Spencer’s voice is filled with mirth. “Would you like to go to dinner with me?” I force a smile to my lips before replying.
 
   “See, that wasn’t so hard now was it? Of course I would love to go to dinner with you. How does tonight sound?” Spencer nodded his head ‘Perfect, why don’t you pick me up at seven thirty?’ 
 
   Spencer agrees with a nod, a grin plastered on his face. I turn on my heel ready to leave the room. I felt elated that I am getting back on track, but then I see the look on Damon's face. The look of pain in his eyes is almost enough to make me double over in pain myself. 
 
   I want to run to him wrap him in my arms and tell him everything will be okay. I want to take back what I’ve just done but then I remember I had caused that look in his eyes, and I had done it for a reason and I wasn’t giving up now.
 
   I practically ran out of the room, desperate to get away from his hurt. When I am outside the office I lean up against the wall trying to steady my breath. 
 
   “Why the fuck did you agree to that? What the fuck are you playing at?” Damon yells. “You’re my fucking brother. You know how I feel about her. Cancel it, Spencer. Now.” Damon’s voice finishes deathly quiet.  
 
   “No Damon, I won’t. You have made it clear that you and Ella are just friends. I’m gonna take the chance on her... unless you give me a good enough reason why I shouldn’t?” There is nothing but silence that follows. Minutes go by when I hear Spencer speak again. “That’s what I thought Damon.” 
 
   I hear footfalls walking towards the door so I hide around the corner, waiting, as Spencer walks to the door. He pauses, “Maybe it’s time to get your head out your arse, brother, or someone may actually swoop in and steal her right from under your nose. She is worth it. Don’t fuck it up.” With that he shuts Damon’s office door and leaves. When I hear the front door slam I let out the breath I had been holding. 
 
   All of a sudden I hear a loud crash, as something, sounding like glass, hits the wall in Damon's office followed by a roar. The sounds break my heart. He sounds broken.
 
   I thought this is what I’ve wanted but I feel no happiness in hurting him.
 
   ****
 
    
 
   April 9th 2011
 
   I met Spencer today. He’s an arse. Acting like he’s a god in front of his mates. Taking the piss out of me when I said I’m Damon’s girlfriend. Yeah well I’ll prove him wrong.
 
   Damon will have to drop Leona out his life when we get married. No way am I having that bitch around. She likes to think Damon is hers but he’s not. He’s MINE!
 
   Spencer will need an attitude adjustment too if he thinks he can treat me like shit. I’ll be his sister in law soon. He better get used to me or he’ll be out too!!
 
    
 
   I don’t know why Lydia thought Spencer was an arsehole. I like him. He’s nice. I put the diary away and get ready for our business dinner. 
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
   CHAPTER TWENTY-SIX
 
    
 
   This isn’t a date. I know Spencer picked up on my plan. This is a business dinner. Damon needs a kick in the arse and I’m hoping this will be it. We can kill two toads with one stone. Both are unpleasant. 
 
   I’ve heard Damon slamming things downstairs all evening. Today is the first time I’ve seen him in a few days and it looks like tonight will be the time to talk. I know he’s waiting down there for me.
 
   It’s a quarter after seven, I’m dressed and ready to go. I’ve not dressed up. This is casual business. If I’m honest I’ve dressed casual because I don’t want Damon to think I’m dressing up for his brother. I just want him to admit he was wrong.
 
   Wearing black trousers paired with a white and black spotted blouse finished with black heels makes me look professional. I’ve done my hair in a side fishtail plait and added a splash of makeup. 
 
   It’s time to face the music, or Damon, in my case. If he can say sorry I’ll let him know exactly what the dinner with Spence is tonight. I just want him to see that he can’t play those games. I know I’m playing the exact same game, but mine is to make him see it can’t be like that.
 
   Making my way downstairs I check I have my phone in my bag, not watching where I’m going, and run smack bang into a wall of muscle. Damon’s hands grasp my waist to steady me. He doesn’t let go even as I step back. 
 
   “Don’t go, Ella. Stay with me,” Damon says looking disheveled. His suit jacket is undone, his shirt untucked slightly, the purple tie around his neck is loosened, hair wild, eyes stressed. He looks a sexy rumpled mess. Damon’s hands come up to rest on my shoulders. “Don’t go, beauty. I fucked up.”
 
   “What did you fuck up, Damon?”
 
   “I should have come after you. Should have spoken to you sooner. I’m sorry that I didn’t. I’ve been so busy with work.” I stare at him in disbelief, my eyes wide. 
 
   “So you’re only sorry about me leaving the club? Not about how you acted. Not about how much of a prick you were?” I laugh at his audacity. Obviously he doesn’t get it. I shake my head before continuing. “Damon, you changed everything to a game Friday night.”
 
   “Beauty, we both acted wrong that night. The way you spoke to Leona was uncalled for. She was only asking you questions and you bit her head off.”
 
   “Are you fucking kidding me? Are you seriously that blind to her behaviour? She was goading you, Damon. She knew you were pissed about me dancing with Tom and she played on it. You fell right for it.”
 
   “Ella,” he sighs, “you’re overreacting. That wasn’t Leona’s purpose. She wouldn’t do that.” 
 
   “Are you so fucking blind that you don’t see it Damon? What she’s doing? What she’d been doing all night? She wants you.”
 
   “It’s not like that with me and Leona. Not anymore.”
 
   “Are you sure about that?” I snap.
 
   “She means nothing to me, Ella. Nothing. Is that what you want to hear?”
 
   “Whatever, Damon.” I step around him and walk away. He needs more time for things to sink in. It won’t be like that if we’re going to be together. He’s not acting nearly mature enough to be in a committed relationship, let alone be a father. I really need to think things through. I have my baby to put first now.   
 
   “Don’t go, beauty. Let me keep you,” he calls after me. My step falters, my breath hitching before I regain my balance. “We won’t be able to come back from this.” I don’t reply to him. He needs to see things for what they are. I won’t let him punish me for something I haven’t done. 
 
   I leave the house, shutting the door quietly behind me. I’d rather meet Spencer at the gates than wait another minute with Damon. He makes me so mad. How can he be so clueless? Especially when it comes to Leona, her friends, and all their true love bullshit.
 
   I walk the long driveway. Just as I near them the sound of the gates opening brings my head up. Spencer is parked at the gates, but spotting me he sits waiting. I make my way to his car and slip in the passenger seat.
 
   “Damon’s not taking this well,” Spencer says. It’s not a question it’s a statement. He knows his brother well.
 
   “No. He just doesn’t get it. He’s only sorry that I left the club, not what happened in the club. I’m not going to be punished for something I haven’t done.”
 
   “Punished?” Spencer frowns.
 
   “Maybe that’s the wrong word. All I know is Damon ran off to save Leona, as usual. I danced with Tom, got accosted by Sharn on Leona’s behalf. Leona was being her lovely charming self and goading Damon, he took the bait and ignored me. Then when I decide to stand up for myself I get a growl off Damon to top it off.” Spencer’s eyes are wide when I finish my mini rant.
 
   “Fuck,” he mutters more to himself than me.
 
   “Fuck, indeed.”
 
   “I’m sorry, Els. That couldn’t have been nice.” He looks at me in the eyes. “You know he really likes you right?”
 
   “He has a funny way of showing it,” I grumble. 
 
   “Ella, how much of the past has Damon told you?” The question is so unexpected that my head whips around to focus on Spencer. I’ve read what I can about Damon but he’s a very private person and I know, I know, he has a past I haven’t yet uncovered.
 
   “Nothing.” I let out a sigh. “He said he would talk he just needed time. I’m beginning to realise he has more baggage then I thought.”
 
   “No shit,” he says so quietly that I’m not sure I was meant to hear him. “Listen, Ella. Damon has had some... bad shit... happen to him. Shit he blames himself over. Shit he holds on to. You’re the first person I’ve seen Damon start to let in.”
 
   “Am I? I’m sure Leona is already up there, Spencer. I’m not into sharing and I sure as shit won’t take the hate spouted from her mouth. Maybe it’s just best to end things now before it all becomes too complicated.” As I say the words I realise I mean them. Maybe it is time to just forget the past, move on with my baby and start living before it becomes even more complicated. Tears fill my eyes. Stupid hormones. 
 
   “No,” Spencer all but shouts. “Ella, Damon needs you. Seeing him with you makes me see my brother Damon. Not the businessman Damon, or the weighed down with baggage Damon. I see my brother again. I’m not the only one who’s noticed it, Els. We all have. You bring him back to himself. You’re good for him.” My brimming eyes overflow, my tears falling down my cheeks. “Shit, sorry, Els. I’m not doing to good am I?” 
 
   Spencer pulls me towards him to hold me across the gearstick. I take a deep breath to gather myself. Pulling back I wipe my eyes and give him a watery smile. I am so not being professional right now. “Can we drop this subject now?” 
 
   “Yes. Okay. Sure... let’s go grab a bite to eat and a drink and we’ll talk business.” He throws me a wink causing me to laugh. “Good job I cottoned on. At first I thought Damon was going to climb over the desk to maul me. This should be a good kick up the arse.” His face turns sombre. “Just stick by him Ella. I promise he’s worth it. I haven’t seen my real brother in a long time. It’s sure nice to see him resurfacing. Just don’t give up on him yet.” He gives me a soft smile before pulling out onto the road and driving us away from Damon’s house.
 
   ****
 
   I can’t remember the last time I laughed this much. Spencer’s banter is all part of his charm. He is a breath of fresh air. My ribs and cheeks hurt from laughing so much. We decided to eat at Tony’s. It’s a local pub with a friendly atmosphere. 
 
   Not being able to drink I went for a lemonade when Spence ordered a beer for himself. He looked at me for a minute longer than necessary, questions swirling in his eyes. I make an excuse up that I want to be clear headed to speak with Damon when we leave. That seemed to appease him a little.
 
   It also led to a whole conversation about explaining what happened at the club, speaking to Damon about Leona, and giving Damon a chance. Spencer loves his brother. That’s easy to see in the way he speaks of Damon. 
 
   The conversation also makes me realise that Damon and I can work things out. We can get past this and have a future together. I will have a lot of explaining to do. I can’t expect Damon to tell me his past if I can’t tell him mine. I just hope it’s not bad enough that Damon will decide I’m not worth it. I’d prefer to not tell him everything I’ve done in the past but I know I’ll have to eventually.
 
   “So, party planning. Damon mentioned that you’ve done it before and would know the ins and outs of what I’d need to look into?” My mind goes into party planning mode. I’ve always loved organising things and party planning is the best type of planning in my opinion.
 
   “Yes. Your idea is great, Spencer, but it will take a lot to change a whole hotel for each individual party. Investing in items for themes that will be common would be wise but for the stranger requests you’d have to offer quotes. Some requests will be hard to organise, and quoting would be your only option. It will cost a lot to do what you want but it’s not impossible with the right people and money behind you.”
 
   “Money is not an issue but finding the right people is. I’m hoping I’ve found one already?” he looks hopefully at me. I laugh. With a baby on the way I know I wouldn’t be able to help him too much in the long run but I could assist him in finding the right people. 
 
    “Spence, I think this is great what you’re proposing but me alone isn’t going to make your vision a reality. Plus I’m not sure how wise it is to be jumping into something like this when things with Damon and I are so up in the air.”
 
   He waves my comment away with a flick of his wrist. “You and Damon will be all good. Everything will work out. I need someone who knows what they’re doing and can get it done. Someone who can tell me that what I’m planning will work. Do you think it’s possible?” I think for a minute before giving him my honest answer. 
 
   “I think putting together some packages at the beginning would be your best bet. If options are there already you’ll more than likely sway people in the direction of doable events rather than the option of whatever they want. You could always move further into offering them whatever they want once you’ve got this venture up and running. I definitely think it’s doable, Spence.”
 
   “Good. We’ll talk more at a later date. You ready to head back?” I nod suddenly feeling nervous. I want Damon. That’s not an issue. I know I do but I’m not sure how we’re going to be able to get round all our baggage. Plus I’m not sure how he’s going to take the issue of me being pregnant when he claims to not want children. “Everything will be ok, Ella,” Spencer says before getting out of the booth. He helps me stand, ever the gentleman, before we make our way out to his car.
 
   “I hope so,” I tell him and I really do hope so. This might be my only chance to ever find a family of my own. Spencer gives me a smile and squeeze to the shoulder but doesn’t say anything. 
 
   Seating ourselves in the car I ask Spencer if he’ll be able to drop me off at my apartment instead. I want to get my car in case Damon needs some time to let the things I’m going to tell him sink in. Spencer agrees to drive me there but said he’ll follow behind me back to Damon’s to make sure I make it back safe.  I want to argue with him but I know there will be no use. 
 
   “Damon deserves happiness, Ella, and I think he’ll make you happy too. I think you can both find happiness together. Damon is out of practise when it comes to relationships so he’s got a lot to learn. Just be patient with him.” I smile but remain silent, lost in thoughts of what Damon and I need to speak about.
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
   CHAPTER TWENTY-SEVEN
 
    
 
   I pull up to Damon’s gates feeling happy. Spencer was right. I do need to stay with Damon for happiness. I know we have things to discuss and I have to tell him everything. He deserves to know. I just hope he hears me out fully before deciding I’m not worth it.
 
   I wave bye to Spencer before entering the code and watch as the electronic gates swiftly open. I drive through and make my way to his house, parking in front rather than the garage. I really hope Damon can forgive me. I’ve done a lot of bad things, really bad things. I need him to know everything before I can try and start my life with him. I want a life with him. Him and our baby.  
 
   My hand settles on my stomach. I hope he can accept our baby. I know he said he doesn’t want children but I’m hoping he will have a change of heart once he realises he’s created one. It’s part of him. 
 
   I take a deep breath and climb out of the car. This is going to be hard. I’ve only ever told Tom what I’ve been doing since Lydia took her own life. He didn’t take it too well. Hell, I haven’t even told Damon who I really am, Who Lydia was. I just hope Damon takes it differently than Tom. Allow me to explain.
 
   I get out and stretch before making my way around the car and towards the right entrance. Movement through the floor to roof window catches my eye. I stop. My breathing stops. My heart stops. My world stops. Damon is on the stairs. 
 
   Kissing Leona.
 
   Her body is wrapped around his naked torso like she’s trying to fucking climb him. I want to rush in there and claw her eyes out. I want to beat Damon. I want to scream at him. But I don’t. I can’t.
 
   I stand frozen to the spot. I can’t watch. I don’t want to see any more. I’ve just lost the only man I’ve fallen in love with. I’ve only ever loved one other man in my life. My dad. Pops, as I called him. Even he left me. He didn’t mean to. It wasn’t his fault. He was taken from me in an accident. The police said he’d fallen asleep at the wheel but I never once believed that. Pops was all about safety. 
 
   I shut my eyes to block out the view as tears begin falling. I loved my pops a lot. He was always concerned about my and Lydia’s safety. Mine especially. I think he thought I was a fragile little flower that needed taking care of. Lydia was the strong one. He didn’t need to know she was safe. He knew she would be.
 
   How wrong was he? Lydia took her own life over a man, a man who I’ve fallen in love with. A man who is kissing another woman right now. A man whose baby I’m carrying.
 
   My baby. A sob tears from my throat as my hand drops to my belly. My brain finally kicks in. I need to leave. I need to be as far away from this man as possible. 
 
   I open my eyes. Damon is looking right at me.
 
   I quickly turn away, run to my car and get the hell out of there. Tears stream down my cheeks as I race towards the gates, my vision blurry. A glance in my rear-view mirror shows Damon standing in front of his house with his hands on top of his head. Watching me leave.
 
   Of course. How could I have been so stupid? He did this on purpose. He wanted me to catch him. He knew I would be back. He could have had Leona anywhere he wanted but he chose to do it on the stairs. The first place you see when you walk in his house. He wanted me to see them.
 
   I feel my heart breaking. I was finally ready to let my guard down with him, to fully give us a chance. Finally ready to leave the past behind. The pain in my chest causes me to pull the car over to the side of the road. I can’t breathe, the sobs wracking my body make it difficult to catch my breath.
 
    Damon hurt me more that I knew he could. Playing games for my sister’s revenge made me susceptible to his charms. I wasn’t as prepared as I am now. I know how much Damon can hurt me now so I can block my emotions to him. I need to go into this for my revenge now.
 
   I learnt all there was to learn about Damon but I didn’t know who he was. I didn’t know his emotions. The man I got to know is different to the man I read and researched. The way he reacts in a mood is exactly the man I learnt about.
 
   He used Leona as a punishment for me because I was dancing with Tom. Then he called her to get me back for going to dinner with his brother. His family for god’s sake. He chose to use a woman who obviously doesn’t like me just for an extra kick to my gut. What she doesn’t realise is she is on my list. I’ll get her. I’ll hurt her just like she hurt Lydia.  
 
   I can’t and won’t change for Damon. If he was just the man I got to know then I know we could work, but he’s not. He’s both. He hasn’t learnt anything from Lydia’s death and he needs to. He will.
 
   I need to get this done and leave with my baby. Damon does not know what’s about to hit him. Lydia’s diary taught me a lot about who Damon is and I was blind to it all. He played me like he plays everyone. Like he played Lydia. 
 
   I pull the diary out of my bag and open on the breakup of Damon and Lydia. I read as the tears stream down my face.
 
    
 
   APRIL 11th 2011
 
   I’ve lost him. He fired me. Fucking FIRED ME!! 
 
   He said I’ve been acting unprofessionally. I have not. Okay maybe hitting his date at the event wasn’t a good idea but he was the one who brought her along just to make me jealous!! 
 
   Just to punish me.
 
   He wasn’t too happy about me spending time with his mum but she likes me. We get along. I know she wants me with Damon.  
 
   He’s done nothing but hurt me the last few weeks but the good times we have together make this pain worthwhile. I know I won’t get better than Damon. I don’t want better. I want Damon. Just Damon.
 
   I think we can make up. I think he’ll take me back. I just need to get him to notice me again.
 
   Damon is mine. He was made for me. I just need to be better. I need to be who he needs. I know he loves me. He told me he did but today he told me he’s never told me that. He did. When we were making love he told me. 
 
   I love you, baby. That’s what he said. 
 
   Fuck I love him. So much it hurts. 
 
   Why does he keep doing this? Why is he hurting me? I’ll show him what he’s missing. I’ll make him want me again. 
 
   I will be Lydia Hunt!!!! <3 <3
 
   Mr and Mrs Damon Hunt.
 
    
 
   I feel sick just reading the words. I drop the diary back on my bag and sob into my hands. My door suddenly swings open. Damon is standing there looking wild. He crowds his body into the small space, pulling my head against his chest. I struggle to free myself from his grasp but I don’t have any fight in me. I’m broken.
 
   Weak.
 
   Why? Why, when I’m finally ready? Why do I have to lose the only thing I’ve wanted for a long time? 
 
   “Ella. My God, Ella.” He strokes my hair. I grip his shirt, clinging to him. I don’t want to lose him. “I’m sorry. You weren’t meant to see that.” I stiffen in his arms. “Please, beauty. Come back to the house. We need to talk.”
 
   I feel the blood in my veins turn to ice. My heart freezes over as I replay his words over in my head. You weren’t meant to see that. 
 
   It was all a game to him. I wasn’t meant to catch him. I wasn’t meant to see him with his true love. I thought I’d found mine but he belongs to someone else. Love sometimes isn’t enough. I believe that more now than ever before. My love wasn’t enough. 
 
   That’s the thing about love, you are guaranteed to get hurt in the end. Love never lasts. You always end up losing it, whether it’s falling out of love, death, or broken love. 
 
   I’ve felt lost love because of death. I never stop loving the ones I’ve lost but I no longer feel their love. They’re not here anymore. I lost their love. It’s hard to face, hard to feel, but you move on. It doesn’t get better but it gets easier. You can move on.
 
   Falling out of love would be easy to move on. You no longer have those feelings, you’ve already moved on.
 
   Broken love is the worst. The worst hurt. You don’t just lose the love, you lose faith and trust too. When it comes to broken love you still love that person. They’re still alive. You still have those feelings, you’re just left broken. You don’t move on.  
 
   I won’t get to fall out of love with Damon. He’s broken anything that could have been love between us. I haven’t just fallen out of love with him, I didn’t have the chance to. I’ve only just realised I could love him. I was falling in love with him.
 
   I played his game and lost. 
 
   Just like Lydia did. I went in playing a game and still lost. I go numb, my mind blocking off the pain and emotions. I pull away and look at his beautiful, frightened face. He broke me. 
 
   “Beauty?” he whispers, hesitantly. “Come back home?” 
 
   Home. It’s not my home. It’s his. I nod my head not knowing what else to do. I feel so lost. So alone. Turning off my car and taking out the keys, Damon unbuckles me, scoops me into his arms to take me to his car. He places me in the passenger seat, buckles me in, kisses my forehead, and shuts the door before locking my car. 
 
   I stay silent, closing my eyes. I don’t speak as he drives us back to his house, as he carries me inside or when he settles me in his lap on the sofa. His hands come up to cup my face. “Look at me beauty.” I shake my head no. “Ella, look at me.” 
 
   I squeeze my eyes shut and try to look away, Damon holds my face steady. 
 
   “I don’t know what you saw but it’s not what you think, Ella,” he pauses and waits for me to look at him. “I called her to come over. I was pissed. I rang her back after ten minutes and told her not to bother. I couldn’t do it. She came anyway. About five minutes before I saw you. I told her to leave but she wouldn’t. She kissed me. I pushed her away.” 
 
   He called her to come over because he was pissed? Another game. It had to be. He wanted to hurt me and he’s succeeded. If he really asked her to leave why was she even in his house? It’s just lies.
 
   “I love you, Ella.” My breath catches. It’s the first time he’s told me that. I would have believed him if I hadn’t saw what I did. “No other woman compares, I don’t want anyone else. I want you. Let me keep you, beauty.”
 
   “You don’t love me.” My voice is void of emotion. I’m numb. “Someone who loves me won’t hurt me like you have. If you loved me you wouldn’t have called her in the first place.” I get up of his lap, putting the length of the room between us. “You always tell me what you think I want to hear. You never tell me the truth. You said you’d talk about your past but you haven’t. You said only hours ago that Leona means nothing to you but you call her? That’s not love. You don’t love me.”
 
   I’ve lost everything in my life. I was completely alone. I had no one. He hasn’t lost anything. Not one damn thing. I’ve lost everything. I need to make him know what it feels like.
 
   “I do. I love you, beauty. I fucking love you. I fucked up.” He pauses, his hands go to his hair, pulling it before he continues. “Let me show you. Let me prove I love you. I’ll prove it every day. Let me love you forever. Let me keep you.” The look in his eyes, the sound of his voice shows me he’s being truthful. He really does love me. 
 
   My heart races, my palms sweat. Damon has broken us. There will never be an us. Damon has made sure of that. 
 
   “Marry me, Ella.” I gasp, my stomach plummets. “I mean it, beauty. Marry me. I want to keep you forever. Let me.” 
 
   Holy shit, did he really just ask that? Dread spreads in my veins, as a blast of hope explodes within me. I can’t seriously marry him, can I? Confusion swims around my brain, making it hard to think clearly. 
 
   “Damon,” I choke out.
 
   “I love you, beauty. Marry me. Please.”
 
   I swallow past the mountain that has taken up place in my throat. My mind is a jumbled mess of questions. Is this a game to him? If he would have asked me this same question and he hadn’t have just been kissing Leona would I have said yes? Do I love him too much to break him? Can I ever trust him? 
 
   Doubt.
 
   Confusion.
 
   Hurt.
 
   I could never trust him again. He’s hurt me more than I thought he ever could. I love him. The pain is very real. It hurts to think, to look at him, to think of him and Leona, to be near him.
 
   “I can’t.” I shake my head, my mouth dry, my windpipe constricting. I walk to the kitchen to get a bottle of water and to put space between us.
 
   What the fuck is happening? This is everything I needed when I started this game with Damon Hunt. I stopped playing that game. I was ready to put it behind me. Now he’s giving me what I wanted. I should do this. I have to do this. He broke Lydia, he broke me. I need to break him.
 
   But I love him.
 
   I didn’t think I did, I thought I was falling in love, falling hard but still, just falling. 
 
   I lean against the sink and hang my head. I need to think. If I’m even going to consider this it needs to be fast. My heart speeds up as I make my decision. I don’t have months to win this game. In just a few months I will need to get ready for my baby. 
 
   Damon’s arms slide around my waist to my stomach, his hands pulling me back into him. I clench my teeth together, disgusted by his touch. I didn’t protect Lydia. I didn’t protect myself. I have to protect my baby. I can do this.   
 
   I turn in his arms and look into his eyes, searching. I came into this for Lydia, never anticipating falling for him. He broke me. Broke us. If he loves me this should be easy.
 
   “Marry me,” he whispers. 
 
   “Yes.”
 
   His lips smash into mine. He kisses me roughly, groaning against my lips. I shut down. I won’t feel this. I won’t enjoy it. I’ll just be here. I’ll just give my body over. Damon strips us in record time, turning me and pushing me against the kitchen island. 
 
   It’s not long before he’s pounding into me. I don’t listen to his words, I block him out. My body is responding to his every thrust but my mind isn’t. I’m on fire but I refuse to do anything other than let my body feel. 
 
   His whispered words of love go unheard, his touch goes unfelt, my mind doesn’t acknowledge him. I come with a cry, Damon following close behind. 
 
   “I love you,” Damon rasps, kissing and nipping along my shoulder. 
 
   I started a game for justice for my sister. I didn’t know her pain, I didn’t feel it. I came into that game blind. I’m not now. I lost round one. I won’t lose again. I’m going to marry Damon. I’m going to take away his family, his friends, his house, his money, his businesses, his soul. I’m going to take everything and then I’m going to take more. 
 
   I’ve taken his heart, he broke mine. It’s time to play. Time to finish what I started. 
 
   I am going to break Damon Hunt.
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