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   To our families. Thank you for allowing us to speak to the voices in our heads, and for supporting us when we’re not around at night as mum and wife. We love you. 
 
    
 
   Jenson – If you can imagine it… You can achieve it. If you can dream it… You can become it. Reach for the moon little man, you can be whoever you want to be.
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   CHAPTER ONE
 
   JUNE 11TH 2014
 
   ELLA
 
    
 
   In the pitch black I hear Damon breathing beside me as he sleeps, the red numbers on the clock shining 2:30 am. After everything that happened last night I should be exhausted, but sleep evades me. The vision of Damon and Leona kissing keeps playing through my mind, and the rage inside me grows the more I think about it. I really fucking hate that bitch. She needs to be removed from Damon's life. Fast.
 
   Why the fuck did I agree to marry him? What was I thinking? I can’t even stand to look at him. All this man does is cause hurt and heartbreak. He is like a tornado destroying anything and anyone who gets in his way. 
 
   I will not let him destroy me. That was never the plan.
 
   Climbing out of bed I creep to the door, careful not to wake Damon, and make my way down to the patio and open the sliding glass doors. The cold night air hits me and I shiver, wrapping my arms around myself to keep warm. I turn back inside and grab the throw blanket that is over the couch, wrapping it around my shoulders and stepping back out into the cold night. 
 
   Sitting on the patio chairs I see a clear night sky with stars twinkling in the dark, not a cloud in sight. It reminds me of when I was younger, when my pops would have to go out of town for work. He would always say to me “You’re never alone Ellybear. Just look at the moon. Wherever I am in the world, I will always be looking back. Always reach for the moon. If you fall short you will land on a star. The moon is always there and so am I.” Tonight this thought just makes me feel sad. He isn't looking back, I am alone. 
 
   I can't think about Pops now. I need strength to get through this. Damon has proven that he can’t be trusted, especially when the whore is around. I need to make them pay and I need to plan my next move. If I do go ahead with this wedding I need to make sure there is no prenup as the baby and I will need as much money as we can find. I know he will never give us up, even if I break him. One day, when he can, he will find us. 
 
   I can’t let that happen. He will suck me back in, destroying me in the process. I will not let him destroy my baby.
 
   I jump when I hear a noise behind me, pulling me from my thoughts. When I spin around in my seat I see Damon standing in the doorway, watching me. His hot gaze burns into me, making me fidget. He’s wearing nothing but lounge pants and I can’t help but appreciate his body. I crave him. I have done since the moment we met, since that first night we fucked. 
 
   The first night I let this man place his dirty hands on my body. 
 
   I have to fight the urge to sneer at him. I can’t meet his eyes. I know if I look at him now I will just fall into his arms. I need this distance from him, need to keep this distance until I have figured out how this needs to be.
 
   “Ella, come inside. It’s freezing out there.” His voice is just a whisper but I hear him.
 
   “Just go back to bed Damon. I’ll be in soon. I just need to think.” I don’t look at him when I respond. He takes a deep breath before moving towards me, hooking his arms around my legs and back, and lifting me before sitting back down in the chair. He places me on his lap and wraps the throw blanket around us both.
 
   “What are you thinking about beauty? Maybe I can help?” I shake my head, not moving my body away from his. Damon’s arms tighten around my waist holding me firmly in place so I can’t move.
 
   “Damon, I can't do this. Not tonight. I can't think when you’re around.” I feel his hands loosen around my waist, but he doesn’t completely let me go. It’s as though he is absorbing my words but is reluctant to move his hands away from my body. 
 
   Neither of us says anything for what seems like forever, but is probably only a few minutes.  I'm about to speak when Damon does.
 
   “I'm sorry. I know I’ve hurt you baby, deeper than you will ever show me, and I know seeing me with Leona, regardless of what happened, has hurt you. I'm sorry beauty.” His forehead rests against my arm. I automatically turn my body to embrace him, and I cradle his head to my breast as I hold him.
 
   It takes me a moment to realise what I'm doing and anger builds inside me, ripping through me like an out-of-control inferno. How am I always so fucking stupid to let this man suck me in? He wronged me, yet here I am fucking comforting him. 
 
   I stand, furious with myself for being such a fool. Sorry is not enough, it will never be enough. It’s a word that can be said with very little meaning. I spin on my heel and rush back inside. I will not fall for his charm. He won’t get away with killing my sister. I may have fallen for his games before, but I won't fall for them again. 
 
   I can hear Damon's footsteps behind me, quickening as he tries to reach me. I feel his fingers grip my arm and he spins me towards him, a mix of emotions playing on his face. He looks confused by my outburst. There is also a small glimpse of worry and hurt there for me to see. His face must be the complete opposite of mine. I’m just pissed off. 
 
   I take a moment to compose myself. I need space tonight but I can’t sleep in the same bed as this man. I will not let him touch me again until I know how I want to play this game. 
 
   Lifting my hand up to his cheek, I gently run my palm across it. Damon turns into the embrace, kissing the palm of my hand. My resolve falters for a moment so I pull my hand away more quickly than I intended. Damon’s eyes snap open to look at me.
 
   “I can't go back to how we were Damon. I can't just forgive you,” I say in a small voice. “You hurt me. I let you in and you hurt me. I need to be on my own tonight.  Please don't follow me.” I don't give him time to respond, but I see the look in his eyes. My words are killing him.  Satisfaction fills me. I want him to hurt, and I want him to pay for kissing Leona.
 
   When I get to my room I close the door behind me, leaning against the cool hard wood. I feel a small victory for tonight. Damon needs to know that I won’t be taken for granted, that if he plays games with me, I will play back, just as hard. Damon and Leona will pay for their games.
 
   


 
   
 
  



CHAPTER TWO
 
    
 
   There’s blood everywhere. It’s all over me, all over everything. I scream for help but no one comes. I cry in pain, but it doesn’t help. 
 
   Then I hear them laugh. 
 
   I look up to find Damon and Leona standing over Lydia and I, Damon with a knife in hand, still dripping with her blood. Lydia’s blood.
 
   “Why?” I scream. “Why would you fucking do this? She did nothing to you!”Tears fall endlessly from my eyes as I struggle to reach for the knife in Damon’s hand. The blade cuts through flesh easily, tearing my palms to pieces as I grab at it.  I cry out in pain each time but that pain is nothing compared to the pain of my loss. 
 
   Leona smirks at me before laughing again. “You’re as pathetic as she was,” she sneers. 
 
   I lunge for her, wanting to rip her face off, but Damon steps in my way, blocking my path, protecting her. I hit him with all my strength but it does nothing, doesn’t move him an inch. He laughs at my poor attempt. I don’t have it in me. They’ve taken everything from me.
 
   “Girls like you two will never be enough for me. Your sister was never going to win, and neither are you,” Damon says calmly. 
 
   Then Leona kisses Damon’s neck and I attempt to get to her again, only forcing the knife’s blade in Damon’s hand deep into my stomach. Only then do I remember my baby.
 
   I wail out in pain and heartbreak. He’s taken it all again. Taken away the last of my family.
 
   “Ella,” Damon shouts. I scream and kick to get away. My heart is thumping in my chest, trying to escape the pain I’m feeling. I need to protect my baby.  It can’t be over.  I can’t have lost it to them. I thrash around as I feel him holding me down, pinning me. “Ella you’re safe. It was just a dream, beauty.”
 
   I freeze, letting his words sink in, but my heart continues to pound. My eyes snap open when I realise it was just a dream. Relief fills me, instantly followed by rage. I don’t want his touch or comfort. I don’t want, or need, anything from him.
 
   “I’m here, beauty. I’m right here,” he soothes, pushing hair away from my face, and kissing my temple. I struggle to get away, unable to stomach his touch. My dream was so real.
 
   I gag and roll away from Damon. He lets me escape his arms this time, and I sprint to the bathroom. Dry heaves wrack my body as images of Damon and Leona with the knife flash through my head.
 
   Damon is behind me, holding my hair back, as if that’s going to help. I can’t even comprehend what is real anymore. My pain is so real that I can’t see a way out of the dark depths surrounding me. I feel like I’m drowning in despair. 
 
   I sob when the heaves subside, and sink to my arse and wrap my arms around my legs, holding myself together. Damon appears with a cool, damp washcloth, wipes my clammy forehead.  
 
   I cry through Damon carrying me to his room, through him holding me, and finally to sleep.
 
   ****
 
   Damon is in the shower. He tried to get me to join him but I lay there, faking sleep. I don’t want his hands on me. I don’t want him anywhere near me. All night I’ve gone over and over in my head what I saw and can find no other reason for his loving embrace other than playing a game.
 
   I need to make Damon see Leona for who she really is. She believes she has a claim over him but that claim will mean nothing when I’ve finished with them. There will be nothing left of them to claim. 
 
   I can’t let that man touch me. I can’t allow him the chance to suck me back in, to make me believe in the impossible. I sigh and roll over to look at the time, but Damon’s phone catches my eye and a plan forms in my head. 
 
   I grab his phone and pull up his messages, looking for one name only. Leona. 
 
   What I find makes me frown. There aren’t many messages, not what I expected. As I browse through I realise Damon doesn’t text her back very often. He must ring her instead. Anger bubbles inside me, wanting to explode from me and cause havoc, but I know I have to play this just right.
 
   The last message received from her was in the early hours of this morning.
 
   Leona: We need to talk about this babe. You rang me for one reason.  You needed me, not Ella. Maybe that's your conscience telling you what you already know...
 
   Damon hasn’t replied but it’s obvious he’s seen it. I exit his messages and check his call log to see if he rang her whilst I was asleep. He didn’t. I smirk. It’s time to start the game.
 
   I return to his messages and compose a reply to Leona’s earlier message. 
 
   You’re right, we do. Meet me tonight, 8.30 @ Maze and we’ll talk. 
 
   I hit send then delete all evidence of the text I sent and Leona’s reply before setting his phone down. A smile plays on my lips when I think about tonight’s plans.
 
    I’ve been so occupied with checking Damon’s phone that I don’t realise the shower has stopped. The bathroom door opening jerks me to reality and I blush. That was close. I need to be on my guard. I can’t get caught.  If I’m going to do this right, I need Damon on my side.
 
   “Morning, sleeping beauty. What are your plans today?” Damon asks. “I could work from home.” 
 
   I just stare at him, not saying anything. I made my feelings clear last night and he’s once again acting like my feelings don’t matter. It just pisses me off more.
 
   “Ella?” he questions. Damon’s back is to me as he pulls out boxer briefs from his drawer. Unconcerned with my non responses he just drops his towel, giving me a show of his sexy muscular arse and thighs.
 
   My mouth waters and my pulse picks up speed as my body responds to his nakedness. I grit my teeth, angry at myself for still wanting this disgusting man. After everything he has done how the fuck can I still want him?
 
   “Ella?” Damon turns, catching me checking him out. A knowing smirk pulls at his lips. I look away, trying to appear embarrassed. If I’m going to take this vile creature down, then I need to project the right emotions, need him to think he has me where he wants me. 
 
   For him to ask me to marry him must mean his games with me haven’t finished yet. My only advantage is that he doesn’t know I’m playing too. 
 
   Damon pulls on his underwear and strolls over to me, sitting down on the edge of the bed. His hand comes up to brush my hair back away from my eyes, before cupping my cheek.
 
   “Ella?” Nerves in his voice are clear, his eyes are weary. “Are you okay, beauty?”  
 
   I want to snatch my face away from his touch but I can’t. I need to play my part perfectly. Play on his mistakes and draw him in. 
 
   “I just... I want...” I sigh, like I can’t get my thoughts together. “I can’t get past it Damon. I can’t look at you without seeing her in your arms,” I say to my hands resting in my lap. His hands release my face and he jerks back like I’ve slapped him. 
 
   “I’m sorry, beauty. What can I do to make this right?” He looks defeated. I smile on the inside.
 
   “I don’t know,” I say in a small voice. “I... well... we...” He looks at me expectantly, just waiting to see how he can fix this. He can’t. He will never be able to fix us. Not now, not ever. 
 
   “Beauty, I fucking love you so goddamn much. I can’t lose you, I won’t lose you. I need to fix this. I need to prove to you that I want to keep you.” 
 
   “I’m not sure you can,” I tell him in a broken voice. I let tears fill my eyes. This is what I’m good at. This is what I can do. Break him by being broken.
 
   Damon’s head drops down as he thinks. I sure he’s planning his next move. Will he want to take on someone so broken? Will it be the same, breaking an already broken target? His head snaps up, determination shining in his eyes, as his search mine.
 
   “Let’s start again, beauty. Let me take you on a date. Let me show you how you deserve to be treated. I know I’ve said this before but I can’t lose you. I can’t fucking lose you.” 
 
   I want to laugh. He’s predictable. I knew he’d come to this conclusion and it makes humiliating Leona easier. 
 
   “Okay,” I say in a small voice. 
 
   “Yeah?” I nod my head. “Anywhere in particular you want to go?”
 
   “How about Maze? I’m going to warn you Damon... I don’t put out until at least date three,” I laugh, trying to lighten the mood. He needs to think he’s winning. Damon grins before placing a chaste kiss on my cheek. 
 
   “What time shall I pick you up?” 
 
   “Depends where we’re going. If you book a table for eight pm and let me know what time you’ll be picking me up then I can be ready.”
 
   “I’ll book a table and collect you at seven thirty, baby.” His thumb strokes my cheekbone gently before he stands and walks to his wardrobe to get ready for the day. Upon his return he’s dressed in a grey three-piece suit, white shirt and navy blue tie. He comes and places a bundle of money on the nightstand. “Treat yourself today, beauty. Have your nails and hair done, get a facial and purchase a new outfit. Let me spoil you.”  He smiles, before moving in for a kiss. I turn my face to the side, only offering my cheek to him. He seems taken back by my move, but I don’t give a shit.
 
   He’s going to have to work for every little touch, each kiss, before he’ll get what he wants from me ever again. 
 
   I’m going to take great pleasure in seeing Leona tonight.
 
   


 
  
 
  
 
 
   
   CHAPTER THREE
 
   DAMON
 
    
 
   I fucked up. Big. Fucking. Time. I need to make this right. I can't lose Ella yet. I've not had my fill of her. She needs to be in love with me before she finds out the truth. It's going to break her, but she’ll find out. When the time is right, she will. 
 
   She'll know what a monster I am. 
 
   I'm not ready for that yet though. I'm not ready to give up her sweet pussy. I haven't done half the things with Ella I would like. I haven't done enough. 
 
   Why the fuck did I think it would be a good idea to bring Leona to the house? I was pissed that Ella was going out with fucking Spencer but I should have known it wasn't a date. Spence wouldn't do that to me. Ella wouldn't do that. She's not into playing games, she's innocent. 
 
   My phone ringing pulls me out of my thoughts. Speak of the devil.
 
   "Spencer," I growl, still pissed that he played me. "Did you have fucking fun with my woman?" 
 
   "I did indeed," he chuckles. "It was very insightful. You have nothing to worry about when it comes to Els, Damon. She's yours man." 
 
   His words don't soothe me, they piss me the fuck off. Not his fault, it's all on me.  It's my mistake, not his. She may have been mine but now I'm not so sure. I don't respond to him, too pissed off to form words. 
 
   "She's got great ideas when it comes to event planning. We could use someone like her on our team to get things going. She'd be a great addition to have on board." 
 
   That gets my attention. That may be my only chance to keep her now. Give her a purpose to be with me until she finds out the truth. 
 
   Who and what I am. 
 
   "I'll talk to her." 
 
   "You okay, bro? You sound out of sorts. I thought you'd have your head out your arse by now.”
 
   “You thought wrong.”
 
    “What the fuck happened?" Spencer snaps. I'm ready to punch the cock. I love my brother but sometimes he pisses me the fuck off. 
 
   "I fucked up," I tell him honestly. He doesn't need to know details, he doesn't even know the real me. The monster I am. 
 
   "Obviously, by your attitude. What the fuck happened, man? I was sure Els would have come home declaring her love for you. What changed?" I suck in a breath at his words. Is she already really in love with me? Sometimes I believe it. Sometimes I can see it, but she hides it well. 
 
   "It doesn't fucking matter what happened. I'm gonna fix it."
 
   "You fucking better." Before I have the chance to respond Spence hangs up.
 
   I throw my phone on my desk and rub my face with my hands. There is one person I would turn to in times like this and I fucking can’t. It’s not possible. 
 
   I need to get ready to pick Ella up. I’ve spend the day trying to work, key word being trying. I can’t fucking think about anything but beauty. How broken she was. How I’m going to get her to fall in love before it’s time for her to find out the truth. 
 
   ****
 
   I pull up to the house and take a deep breath. I’m not nervous but I’m fucking anxious. I need to make this right. I need her to trust me, to love me, to fucking need me. 
 
   I open the door to step out of my car when I see Ella come out and lock up the house. Of course she wouldn’t wait for me to collect her like a normal date. She’s hurt and upset. I get out and walk around the car to open her door as she walks towards me. 
 
   She’s so fucking beautiful. I can’t remember ever having a woman like her. Everything about her draws me in. She looks like sin in a short red dress. It hugs her curves and flows out from her hips, showing her long sexy legs.  Her brown locks are in an updo, with pieces falling around her beautiful face. She takes my breath away.
 
   I wait at the car door, holding the bunch of flowers I had purchased for her earlier. She takes them from me with a small smile that doesn’t quite reach her eyes. I lean forward to place a kiss on her lips but she turns her head to the side so I only catch the side of her mouth. I linger for a moment, savouring any contact I can have with her, before reluctantly pulling away and holding the door open for her to climb in. The small smile playing on her lips makes my dick twitch. She doesn’t fucking know how gorgeous she is, doesn’t know what she does to me. 
 
   “You look stunning, beauty. So fucking stunning.” A pink blush paints her cheeks, adding to her beauty. 
 
   “Thank you,” she mummers as she climbs into the passenger seat, clipping the seatbelt in place. I shut the door behind her and quickly walk around to the driver’s side. As soon as I seat myself in the car Ella’s smell envelopes me. I inhale deeply. Nothing is more intoxicating than the scent of my beauty. 
 
   ****
 
   I'm ready to pull my fucking hair out. Ella is quiet, overly quiet. Trying to get her to engage in conversation is like pulling fucking teeth. I know I fucked up but I don’t think I realised exactly how much. 
 
   Maybe Spencer was right. Maybe she already did love me and I blew it. I pissed it all away by inviting Leona around. I don’t think it would have been as bad if it was some random chick, but it was fucking Leona. 
 
   And. I. Can’t. Fucking. Change. It.
 
   I can’t take it back. If I could I fucking would, but I can’t. The atmosphere is so tense it could be cut with a knife. I don’t know what to do to turn the night around. I don’t know what to do to get my Ella back. She’s not taken her eyes off her starter yet, like the soup bowl will give her all the answers she needs. I know she must have a ton of questions but if she doesn’t voice them, how the fuck am I supposed to answer?
 
   “Ella,” I say with more force than I meant. I calm my tone down and try again when she doesn’t as much as flinch. “Beauty, look at me.”
 
   Her forest green eyes squeeze shut before she lifts her head and looks at me. I can see the hurt and pain swirling in her green depths and it cuts me fucking deep.
 
   “Baby, I need to make this right. What can I do? I need to keep you, Ella.” I sound like a fucking pussy but I don’t give a shit. I can’t give her up yet.
 
   “I don’t know, Damon.” Her eyes fill up with tears and I want to rip my own fucking head off for putting her through this shit. She seems like she’s already given up on us but I can’t allow that. I won’t fucking lose her for a kiss. “I... Damon... I don’t think it will ever be right. Leona will always be there and I don’t think I can deal with seeing her and not remembering what I saw. I don’t think I’ll ever forget it for as long as she’s around.”
 
   I’ll stop Leona being around if that’s what it takes.
 
   “Beauty, what can I –” I stop speaking  when I feel a tap on my shoulder. I turn and glare at the host that’s just interrupted us. 
 
   “Mr. Hunt, can I have a word in private please?” he asks nervously. 
 
   “Anything you have to say you can say in front of my date.”
 
   He looks from me to Ella and back again before speaking quietly. “Mr. Hunt, we have a lady at the door claiming she’s here to meet with you. Would you like us to move you to a larger table?”
 
   A growl escapes my throat as I take in what the fuck he just said. This has to be a joke. Some fucker has to be pulling my pisser. 
 
   “Who?” I demand.
 
   A commotion at the host station brings my eyes across the room. Leona. Fucking. Goodridge.
 
   Leona is here. Now. What fucking game is she playing this time? I stand, and my chair falls over behind me with the force of my push back. Diners around us stop what they’re doing to see what the ruckus is all about. 
 
   “Damon?” Ella questions in an unsure voice. Shit. She’s going to pull back in herself more if I don’t do something. And fast. Before I can calm Ella down, Leona starts storming through the tables towards us. 
 
   FUCK.
 
   “What is this Damon? What the fuck are you playing at?” Leona snaps as she nears our table. “Is this just a game?” She stops abruptly at our table and glares at Ella. I’ve never wanted to protect a person as much as I do Ella. She’s gotten so far under my skin it’s going to make things harder when the time comes for her to learn the truth about me. 
 
   “What are you doing here Leona?” I grit out.
 
   “Exactly what you told me to. I’m here to talk just like you said.” I’m stunned. What the hell is she talking about?
 
   “I didn’t tell you any fucking thing.” This has got to be some sick joke. Ella will never forgive me if we have to put up with this shit all the time. “Stop with your fucking games Leona.”
 
   “This is all her. You did this,” she sneers at Ella. “You fucking set me up,” she screams. I step to the side, ready to remove Leona if she keeps up with her shit. I look at Ella and I know, I fucking know, Leona planned this set up. My beauty is so taken back by Leona’s accusations that I know this is all on Leona. 
 
   “Leona,” I growl, “Stop.” I’m so fucking sick of this. I didn’t see the animosity from Leona that Ella has been telling me about but it’s plain to see now. 
 
   “Tell her to fucking stop. She’s the one playing fucking games,” she snaps back. Ella’s eyes widen and she shrinks into herself as if she’s scared. I won’t let anything happen to Ella. Not a fucking thing. Leona will have to go through me to get to my beauty. Before I can reply the manager comes over looking flustered.
 
   “I’m sorry miss, I’m going to have to ask you to leave. You’re disturbing customers, and Mr. Hunt and his guest,” he says to Leona. Her face brightens with rage and I know she’s ready to blow. 
 
   “Leave? You’re telling me to leave? Do you know who you’re speaking to? I’ll have you shut down.” 
 
   I’ve had enough of this. I grasp Leona’s arm ready to remove her from Ella’s presence but Ella’s voice stops me.
 
   “Don’t leave me, Damon.” Her voice is the strongest I’ve heard since last night. If I leave to remove Leona I risk losing Ella for good. 
 
   Not. Going. To. Happen.
 
   “Leona, leave. I’ll talk to you tomorrow but if you don’t leave now we’ll have problems.” She takes one look at my face and sees I’m deadly serious. She sends one more glare to Ella, huffs out a breath, and stomps away. 
 
   Crisis a-fucking-verted.
 
   I apologise to the manager and take a seat again. Ella’s face is bright red with embarrassment.
 
   “Can we go? Please?” I know her embarrassment has taken over and I’m not surprised. If I wasn’t so consumed with anger, I’d feel the same way. 
 
   “Sure, beauty, I’ll just go settle the check. Shall I ask for the food to be bagged up to take home?” Ella shakes her head no. I’m not surprised.  She didn’t eat one mouthful before Leona stormed our date, let alone after.  
 
   I pay our bill, request my car, and we leave the restaurant. My car is waiting with valet out front for me as we exit. The anxiety I felt before picking Ella up has doubled. I still can’t read her. If I thought she was closed off before I was fucking wrong. Looking at her face now, it’s blank, void of emotion. It kills me knowing I’ve caused this look on her perfect face. 
 
   I never expected a reaction like this to just a kiss, but I’m beginning to realise it’s not just about the kiss, it’s Leona. All those times Ella tried to tell me about Leona’s attitude I thought she was exaggerating the truth, but I’m starting to see I was in the wrong. I didn’t see it. 
 
   I let her down.
 
   When we arrive back home Ella does what I expect, and goes straight to the guest bedroom, shutting the door quietly behind her. Shutting me out.
 
   I don’t bother trying to follow her. She won’t talk to me tonight. It’s been one royal fuck up after another, and nothing I say or do will fix that. She doesn’t trust me. I did that. 
 
   I need to earn her trust again, and if I have to spend the rest of my life proving to my beauty that she is mine, then I fucking will. Pulling my shirt from my trousers and loosening my tie, I slowly make my way upstairs. I stop outside her room, raise my hand to knock, but quickly drop it to my side. I rest my forehead against the door and let out a deep sigh.
 
   Am I doing right by being with Ella? Can I really see this through and expect her to come out strong? Do I want to break her more?
 
   Moving to my room I empty my pockets, and change into sweat pants. My phone screen lighting up alerts me to an incoming call. I pick it up and see the fucking name of the last person I want to speak to right now. Leona. I hit reject, turn off my phone and throw it down on the bedside table. 
 
   I turn off the lights, climb into bed, and lay down resting my hands behind my head. I’m so fucking exhausted but I can’t sleep. How the fuck have I made such a mess of things? I will fix this. I have to. 
 
   Ella Knight is fucking mine.
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
   CHAPTER FOUR
 
   ELLA
 
    
 
   I let the hot water fall over me as I smile to myself.  I knew she would come. I knew she wouldn’t question it. After all, she has a so called ‘claim’ over him. A small giggle passes my lips before I catch it. I’m feeling giddy. 
 
   Like I’ve won something.
 
   I know Damon thinks I’m sleeping alone tonight, but I’m not, I’m sleeping with him. He picked me over Leona tonight and she knows it. That deserves celebrating. We can have some fun. I expect retribution from Leona. I know she won’t let what happened tonight pass. She won’t accept Damon choosing me first. 
 
   I’ll be ready for her.
 
   It’s exactly what I need her to do. She’ll be her own worst enemy by the time she’s played her hand. She won’t stop, and I’ll take Damon. 
 
   I wash myself slowly, just letting time pass, as I bask in glory. Leona will be a quick, easy take down. Then I can concentrate on working over Damon.
 
   I climb out the shower and quickly dry off. I apply coconut baby lotion all over me, before pulling on a pair of knickers and a camisole. I decide to blow dry my hair, taking my time. I know Damon will still be awake when I get there. I saw the look on his face.  He’s beginning to see Leona for who she really is. 
 
   I can’t take the grin off my face. 
 
   She’s going to lose.
 
   I’m going to win.
 
   Damon seriously seemed to really see Leona tonight, but I can’t help but wonder if that’s because she’s never been this bad before, or if he is just the same as her and didn’t really notice until he was the one embarrassed.
 
   I lose the grin. The thought alone makes me rethink my decision to sleep in bed with him tonight, to let him touch me. My throat dries with doubt. Can I really do this?
 
   I look at myself in the mirror, really look at myself. I’ve done nothing to Leona but enter Damon’s life. She needs to be taken out. Damon chose me tonight, and the game is on. I’ll take Leona out as Damon falls in love with me. I’ll make him need me, then I’ll take him down when Leona is out of the way. 
 
   I can do this.
 
   I inhale and hold it as I gather myself. I won something tonight. I can enjoy Damon’s touch and plan my next move tomorrow. I let out a steadying sigh and leave the bedroom to cross the hall to Damon’s room. 
 
   As I open the door, the hallway light highlights Damon, who is bare chested, and lying on his back on his bed. His arms are stretched out, hands hooked behind his head, showcasing his muscles. His tanned skin bulges in the most perfect way. Not too much, just right.
 
   My eyes skim over his defined abs, past his broad chest, and over his wide shoulders, to his face. He has a look of surprise written on his features. My body warms at just the thought of lying next to this Adonis of a man.    
 
   Damon is sexy as fuck. 
 
   When I step into the room and quietly shut the door, the room plunges into darkness. I pause a moment to allow my eyes adjust to the lack of light. When I look back towards the bed I can see Damon’s silhouette. He’s leaning up on his elbow’s looking at me. 
 
   My stomach flutters with anticipation. I crave Damon’s touch and as much as I try to deny it, I want his touch. I take a step towards the bed then pause. My heart rate spikes and nerves set in. What if he turns me down? What if he chose me but regrets it? 
 
   “Damon?” I question with a tremble in my voice. “Can I...” I pause, “Can I stay in here?” I swallow as I wait for his reply. 
 
   Damon stands in one fluid movement and crosses the floor to me. He pulls me into his arms, and buries his face in my neck. Goosebumps break out over my skin when I feel his breath against my throat.
 
   “Beauty, you never have to ask. I want you here in my bed every night.” I sag against him in relief, and release a breath I didn’t know I was holding. I wrap my arms around him, loving the feel of his bare chest against me. “One condition though...” I tense.
 
   “That is?”
 
   “Lose the top. I want skin on skin. We don’t have to do anything baby, but I need to feel your skin on mine.” That I can live with. I nod my head and Damon wastes no time in removing my top before pulling me to the bed. 
 
   We settle in and Damon spoons behind me, holding me tightly to him. I feel him start to harden against my arse but he makes no move to take things any further. I wiggle against him, wanting things to go further. 
 
   “Damon,” I whisper.
 
   “Yes.”
 
   “Do you want me?” Silence greets me. I suck back a gasp, maybe I misread everything with Leona. Maybe he does regret choosing me. “Damon?” I whisper again, my voice breaking.
 
   Damon moves fast, turning me on my back to face him as hovers above me. He settles his hips between my parted thighs, and then cups my face in his large hands, and just stares at me. I swallow past a lump forming in my throat. 
 
   “Beauty, I always want you. I want to keep you. That will never change,” he says with a gruff voice. “I fucking love you, and I’m so fucking sorry that my fuck up has made you doubt that. I’m so fucking sorry, baby.” 
 
   I smile at him and push forward to place my lips on his. I didn’t realise I would feel so much relief hearing that. I know those words are what I need to hear to know I’m on my way to finally getting closure for what happened to Lydia, but I don’t want to think about that right now. I just want to enjoy my victory and Damon. 
 
   “Touch me,” I mumble against his lips. “Make me remember,” I say breathlessly, knowing he won’t refuse my request. Damon lets out a groan that vibrates my lips, making me moan. He pushes his tongue into my mouth to taste me. Our tongues battle together as his hands begin to roam my body. 
 
   He pulls me closer to him, raising my back from the mattress so my breasts press into his chest, as his lips descend down my neck. The friction of each rub against my nipples causes me to whimper. Damon licks and sucks my pulse point at the base of my neck, then gently lays me flat on the mattress to free his hands to cup my tits. I cry out as he plucks and tweaks my nipples. He nips and kisses along my collarbone, making tiny explosions blast all over my body, sending tingles skimming across my skin.
 
   “Damon,” I moan. “Please. I need you. Fuck me.” He chuckles, then takes me by surprise when he draws my nipple into the warm cavern of his mouth. At the same time he presses his hard cock against my knicker covered pussy. My core clenches, demanding penetration. I need him in me. Now. 
 
   He releases my nipple with a pop and gives me a cheeky grin before latching onto my other nipple. I wiggle against him, trying to find the right pressure to increase my pleasure. Damon thrusts into me, making me cry out again. Fuck, this man can turn me on at the drop of a hat. His taste is as intoxicating as his scent. He takes over my senses.
 
   Fire spreads through my body, exploding between my legs. Damon starts to move down my body, and as much as I love it when he feasts on me, I just need him in me. I wrap my fingers in the strands of his hair and pull his head up, stopping his descent. 
 
   “I need you. I can’t wait. Please,” I plead. Normally it would make me sick to plead with this man who has hurt me many times, but I desperately need him. I could blame it on hormones, but if I’m honest with myself, it’s because it’s Damon. He knows how to please me, almost like he was made to be mine.
 
   Like we are meant to be.
 
   I would have believed that before I saw him with Leona. That thought makes me tense, and Damon notices the change in my posture. He pulls away from me and looks at my face, searching for the reason behind my change of mood. 
 
   “Beauty?” he questions. 
 
   “Damon, I...” I can’t finish that sentence. I don’t really know what to say. I want him to choose me of his own free will.  I need him to. For my plan to work, I need him to need and want me too. 
 
   “You can tell me anything, baby. You know that, right?” 
 
   I look at him, really look at him. I thought I could tell him everything. I was ready to confess who I am to him before Leona kissed him. Or he kissed her. I can’t tell him anything now, not when it could all be a game to him. I’d rather lose a game I’m playing than lose a game I didn’t know I was playing. 
 
   Telling him how I feel about Leona might make him push her away more and that’s what I want isn’t it? I do, I’m just not sure of the reason why I want her out of the picture so much. Is it to take her down? Or is it so I can have Damon to myself?
 
   Either way I want her gone.
 
   “I do know that. It’s just...” I pause. I need the perfect words to keep him on my side. “Leona isn’t going to stop is she? She’s going to keep coming back. I don’t know how to contact her, yet she accused me of setting her up tonight. It will never end will it?” I sigh. “Not until we’re apart.”
 
   “Not gonna fucking happen. I’m keeping you, Ella. Nobody is gonna part us,” he growls. “I’m. Keeping. You. You’re mine, beauty.” It’s said with so much conviction, I can’t help but believe him. 
 
   “Okay. Now fuck me,” I say, giggling. 
 
   He lowers himself back down on me. A low growl emits from deep in his chest, vibrating against my breasts. It’s a low rumble passing through him, to me. The animalistic sound heightens my arousal, pushing my need for him to an all time high. 
 
   His lips smash into mine as his hands grab the sides of my knickers, tearing them, and throwing the torn material behind him, to the floor. A small whimper escapes my bruised lips. Damon’s answering groan lets me know he’s feeling the same need as me. 
 
   My hands thrust into his hair, anchoring him to me. He deepens the kiss whilst pushing his hard cock into my wet slit, pressing against my throbbing clit. 
 
   “You’re so fucking wet, beauty. Fuck.”
 
    I cry out, needing him filling me. “Damon, please.”
 
   He thrusts into me with one quick, possessive slide. I cry out at the fullness and he pauses when he’s in to the hilt. Damon rolls his hips, pressing against my swollen clit, which pounds and twitches in rhythm with my raging heartbeat. 
 
   He begins thrusting in a steady rhythm, each glide hitting me just right, making my core clench around his thick shaft. 
 
   “Fuck, Ella. You feel fucking perfect. Tell me you’re mine.”
 
   I can’t respond. The intense feelings are too much. I’m panting, and with each inhale I pull in, I inch closer and closer to the edge. I need that release. I need to fall.
 
   Damon grabs my hips and changes his angle, changing the depth of penetration. That’s all it takes. I fly over the edge. Explosions blast behind my eyes, as I scream his name, and ride the waves of euphoria. 
 
   I come around just in time to hear Damon grunt his orgasm, and spill his seed deep inside me. I’m so sated, my limbs so heavy, I fall asleep with Damon still buried deep within me.   
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
   CHAPTER FIVE
 
   DAMON
 
    
 
   I lie awake and watch Ella sleeping peacefully below me. She’s so fucking beautiful.  She passed out with me still deep inside her and I can’t bring myself to pull out. I’d live in her pussy if I could. She’s so fucking snug around my cock. I’m still hard. How can I not be when I’m still buried to the hilt?
 
   Tonight went to shit, but she shocked me. I didn’t expect her to come to me. I thought she was closing herself off again but it seems to have opened her up more.
 
   I don’t know what Leona is playing at but she needs to stop. I’m not losing Ella before the time comes for her to know my secrets. I need her for as long as I can keep her. I’ll do whatever it takes to make her love me. I need her to love me if I want my plan to work. She needs to be in so deep that she can’t fucking breathe without me. 
 
   That’s what she does to me.
 
   I run my fingers through her dark hair and bury my face in her neck. Her hair is as silky as her smooth skin. I breathe in her coconut scent, mixed with sex and me and it’s fucking intoxicating. She’s intoxicating.
 
   I need her to marry me. It’s my only chance of keeping her when she finds out what a monster I am. She’s going to need all her strength to survive me. I don’t fucking deserve her, but I’m selfish enough not to give a fuck and keep her anyway. 
 
   I move and Ella’s inner walls flutter against my dick, pulling a growl from me. Her eyes flicker and she lets out a breathy moan. It’s the sexiest fucking sound I’ve ever heard. She’s so responsive to me. Every sound and look from my beauty has my cock hard as steel. 
 
   That’s what she does to me. 
 
   I won’t have that taken away from me.
 
   I won’t lose her.
 
   Ella begins to fidget beneath me and I know I’m getting too heavy for her. I slowly pull out, closing my eyes, and enjoying her sex resisting to release me. I’m full mast again by the time I’m all the way out, and I want nothing more than to take her again but I know she’s tired. 
 
   I go and get a washcloth from the bathroom and wet it, before returning to my bedroom to clean her up. She’s fucking stunning, naked and in my bed. It makes me act like a caveman when I see her like this. Her swollen pink nipples match her lips, both puffy from my lips. Her pussy is still wet with my come, and her hair is wild with that just-fucked look. She’s perfect.
 
   I kiss the globes of her tits and can’t take my hands off her then. I throw the washcloth to the floor and climb on the bed, lying down. 
 
   I roll to the side and lie on my back, pulling Ella to me. I hate sleeping without her in my arms. I’ve never been a snuggler before, never had anyone I wanted to hold all night, but Ella makes me crave it almost as much as I crave her pussy. 
 
   I brush the hair back from her face, and kiss her forehead. I don’t want to break my beauty, but that’s inevitable. She’s going to eventually see me for the man I am. A monster. I hope she’s strong enough to take me.
 
   I just hope I don’t destroy her too much.
 
   Ella is mine and I will do every fucking thing I can to keep her. I know she accepted my marriage proposal, but with the way she pulled back, I need to make sure she doesn’t change her mind. She can’t change her mind.
 
   I’ll keep Leona as far away from my beauty as possible. I’ll have to have a talk with her. Leona will stay away for me. She has to. She’ll lose me otherwise. I know that’s what Ella wants now but I can’t just drop Leona. I can’t do that to her. 
 
   Leona knows the real me, she knows the monster inside. 
 
   I need her on my side or I could lose it all.
 
   I close my eyes and breathe in the scent of Ella’s hair, before pressing my lips against her head. She doesn’t even know how beautiful she is, how sexy she is. That’s what draws me in, what puts me under her spell.
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
   CHAPTER SIX
 
   JUNE 12TH 2014
 
   ELLA
 
    
 
   Sitting at the dining room table, I feel like shit. I had to dash straight to the toilet to be sick when I woke up but Damon slept through it, which is a good thing. I don’t know how much longer I’ll be able to hide my morning sickness from Damon. He’s not stupid.  He’ll work it out if I can’t keep the sickness to a minimum. If only it was that easy to keep sickness to a minimum, but it’s not that easy to control.
 
   I rest my hand on my belly. Jellybean deserves better than what I am at the minute. I need to get Leona out of the picture and take Damon down so I can get my life settled again. Just a few nights ago I decided I wanted to have a life with Damon. I saw our whole life together and I wanted it. 
 
   Now I don’t know what the future holds. I don’t know where to go next.
 
   I’m scared of the unknown. 
 
   The faint sound of my mobile ringing pulls me out of my musing. Standing and following the sound, I locate it in my handbag by the front door. Just as I realise where it is, the ringing stops, and starts ringing again straight away. 
 
   I rush to grab it because not many people have my mobile number, and usually if I miss a call, the caller will leave a message, not ring straight back. I grab my phone from my bag and see an unknown number calling. I connect the call and bring it to my ear, hesitant to speak.
 
   “Ella, dear?” a familiar voice says down the line.
 
   “Speaking.”
 
   “It’s Flora, Damon’s mother. How are you dear?”
 
   “I’m well, thank you Flora. How are you and George?” 
 
   “We’re lovely, thank you. I’m just ringing to see if you and Damon are coming to Sunday lunch this week? I tried his phone but it went straight to voicemail.”
 
   “He’s in the shower. I’ll ask him to ring you when he’s out. I’m not sure of his plans.”
 
   “Lovely, dear. Thank you.”
 
   “You’re welcome, Flora,” I say with a smile. I love Damon’s mum. She oozes motherly love.
 
   “I’ll hopefully see you soon.”
 
   “Okay. See you, Flora.
 
   “Bye Ella,” she says before hanging up. 
 
   I place my phone on the table and think about Damon’s family. I don’t want them getting hurt when I take Damon down. They don’t deserve it. For my plan to work I need his family on my side. They need to find out about the kiss and feel sorry for me. Damon needs to feel guilty. 
 
   That means I can’t go for Sunday roast this week. I need them to find out about the kiss and think I was too hurt and upset to turn up. A little slip to his family in a week or two would be perfect for them to start seeing Damon for who he really is.   
 
   ****
 
   Damon takes the day off work and we spend it lounging around, watching films and pigging out. Damon doesn’t turn his phone on all day and he doesn’t call his mum back. He said he’ll take care of it tomorrow but today was all about taking care of me.
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
   CHAPTER SEVEN
 
   JUNE 13TH 2014
 
    
 
   I can’t sleep. My brain won’t shut down, won’t give me peace to rest, won’t stop images of Leona wrapped around Damon flying through my head every time I shut my eyes. It’s all I see. We had a good day yesterday. 
 
   Damon was kind and extremely attentive to how I was feeling, constantly asking me if I was okay, and smothering me in hugs and kisses.  It felt good at the time, but now... my stomach churns, my eyes water, and I choke back a sob. 
 
   It’s dark outside, still the dead of the night, but that doesn’t stop the thoughts swirling around my head. 
 
   I should have walked away the minute I found out I was carrying Damon’s child. I should have run and not looked back. 
 
   I didn’t. 
 
   Instead I decided that we could do this. That Damon could be my forever. 
 
   I was wrong. 
 
   I roll over and climb from Damon’s bed, careful not to wake him. I need time away from him, time to regain control, time to think about my future. I didn't realise this would be so exhausting. My mind is a constant whirl of mixed emotions and it’s wearing me down. My hand drops to my stomach as I walk from Damon’s room, quietly shutting the door behind me, and continue down stairs to the kitchen.  
 
   Tears fill my eyes as I seat myself on a barstool at the island and rest my head in my hands. How has my life turned upside down so quickly? The only good thing to come out of the last three years has been my jellybean. 
 
   My jellybean that I need to protect with everything I am. My eyes stream, wetting my cheeks as my tears spill over. Maybe I just need to leave. I’m not sure I’m strong enough to take on Damon, to break him.
 
   I accepted his marriage proposal only so I can destroy him, but the more time I’ve had inside my head as he sleeps, the more time I’ve had to realise that by following through with my plans I could cause harm to my baby. I’m not prepared to do that.  
 
   Damon has a way of breaking through my defences. He has a way of making me weak for him, making me depend on him. 
 
   I can’t let him do that. I can’t let him take away another member of my family. I wish my pops was here to help me, to show me what I should do. I’ve never felt so confused, so lost. I feel more alone now than I did when I lost Lydia.
 
   The pain I’m feeling at Damon’s betrayal is exactly why I’ve shut off my emotions the last three years. My heart aches deep in my chest and my hand comes up to rub the area but it does nothing to help ease the pain. I stand and move towards the table where I placed my bag last night. I grab Lydia’s diary and read some in the hopes of finding something I didn’t see before.
 
    
 
   April 11th 2011
 
   I can’t do this. He’s stopped me from being able to enter the building in which we work. He won’t talk to me. He won’t see me. He won’t even answer the phone. 
 
   He needs to know I can make everything okay. I love him. I need to tell him I’m sorry.
 
   I can’t live without Damon. He makes my life complete. He makes me happy.
 
   He belongs with me.
 
   I need to find a way in again. I need him to notice me.
 
   I need him to love me again.  
 
    
 
   Whimpers start slipping past my parted lips as I try to hold back the sobs wanting to break free. Tears stain my face. My body is physically exhausted and crying just makes me feel weak to the bone. My body slumps forward as I give in to the emotion I need to release.
 
   Lydia really loved him and he threw their love away like it meant nothing. I don’t know if I can trust him to not break me further if I give us a try. I don’t know what to do. What would be the best thing to do? Pops was the one I turned to for advice but I don’t have that option. He’s not here.
 
   After what seems like hours, my tears finally start to dry and exhaustion sets in. I stand on shaky legs and move to get a glass of water. My throat hurts, my head pounds, and my heart feels like its bleeding pain into my bloodstream, pushing around the hurt until it fills every inch of me.  
 
   I gulp the refreshing cold water down and it soothes my throat a little. Leaning in to the counter, using my hands to hold me up and support my weight, I shut my eyes and take a deep breath.
 
   “Pops,” I choke out, “I need help. I don’t know what to do. I don’t know where to go. I need a sign. Just... something... anything.” I finish on a whisper, my throat constricting, as I struggle to breathe. I thought I’d cried all I could, but tears spill again. I tightly squeeze my eyes shut. “Just... anything, Daddy. Please. What do I do?” I choke out, knowing no response will come. 
 
   My pops was always there for me. He played mum and dad to us growing up. We were never afraid to talk to him about anything. He gave the best advice and even better hugs. That’s what I need right now. It’s exactly what I’m missing the most. I need my daddy’s arms around me telling me everything will be okay.
 
   “Please, Daddy. Just a sign.” I sigh, knowing it is useless asking for help, asking him to guide me through this. It’s not possible. My pops is gone. He’s dead. I’ll never again get to have his arms around me. 
 
   I stumble my way to the lounge and lie down on the sofa, curling into myself. Sometimes I wish I could be strong like Lydia was, but I’m not. I’ve tried to be. I’ve tried to get revenge for her but I wasn’t strong enough. I’ve tried to be who I need to be, who I think I’m meant to be, but nothing changes. I never feel better for it. 
 
   I need to make the biggest decision of my life. I need to decide what I’m going to do next, but first I need sleep so I can think properly. I cry myself into a restless sleep, not even able to escape my pain in slumber.   
 
    
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
   CHAPTER EIGHT
 
    
 
   I startle awake and my heart pounds as fear freezes me in place. What the fuck was that? I look around in confusion, not sure what woke me but knowing it sounds like someone is in agony. Pain filled cries erupt through the house, making my hair stand on end. My eyes widen and my breath stutters out of me as I realise what the noise is. 
 
   My sleep dazed brain finally wakes up and I’m able to move. Rational sense returns to me and I dash from the sofa, running up the stairs as fast as I can to try to get to Damon. Someone is hurting him. They have to be. He sounds like he’s being tortured, like his life is being painfully ended in his room. 
 
   My heart pounds as I race down the hall to his room and crash into the door, throwing it open and not caring about all the noise I’m making. My eyes scan the room for danger. I release the breath I’ve been holding as I realise Damon is alone. 
 
   His body thrashes, tangled in the sheets wrapped around his lower half, as he cries out tortured animalistic sounds. Calling out his name, I try to break through his nightmare. It does nothing. In fact it makes him struggle more. 
 
   “NOOOOOO.” He roars as his body bows off the bed. “NO, NO, NO, NO, NO. God, no.” I run across the room to him, and the need to comfort him overwhelms me. He may have hurt me but my heart still belongs to him, still beats for him. 
 
   I place my hand on his shoulder and shake him. “Damon!” I shout. His body instantly stills. “Damon, wake up,” I say loudly. My blood pounds in my ears. What the hell has him so scared? His whole body shakes. “Damon.” My voice breaks. 
 
   God he seems ruined. I’ve never seen him like this, never seen his vulnerability below the surface. Is this what Spence meant when he said Damon has demons from his past?
 
   Dark eyes suddenly crash with mine, his chest heaves as he looks around the room like a caged animal looking for an escape. I run my fingers down his face, trying to bring him peace. His hand comes up and grips my arm tightly. I gasp as pain slices through my body, his hold is bruising.
 
   “Ella?” Damon questions, looking at me confused. Before I can remove his hand he pulls me down to him and buries his head in my neck. He holds me to him, crushing me, mumbling incoherent words to me. 
 
   “Damon, are you okay?” I ask softly. Our bodies tremble together from the force of his shaking. I lift my head to look at him and find his eyes are wet. He’s crying. What the fuck? I frown and search his face. What has him in such a state?
 
   “Ella,” his voice breaks. He clears his throat before continuing, “Fuck, Ella.” His hands roam my body as if he’s checking to make sure I’m okay. Or real. I’m not sure which, but he looks fearful. 
 
   “Damon?”
 
   “You’re here. Fuck, you’re really here.” He’s not making much sense. 
 
   “I’m here.” I console him, puzzled by his reaction. His rigid body begins to relax as he realises I really am in his arms.
 
   “Fuck, beauty. My God.” I cup his face in my hands and watch as he comes down from his nightmare, his eyes never leaving my face. His hands skim  my body up and down my sides, just holding me tightly to him. “Don’t leave me. Please don’t leave me,” he pleads. His pain filled voice shocks me. His dream was about me leaving him? 
 
   “I’m not going anywhere, Damon.” I softly stroke his hair back from his face. My finger trails down to the teardrop scar, just below his right eye, and circles it. He shuts his eyes and breathes me in, inhaling deeply, almost as if he’s trying to breathe me into him.
 
   “I love you, beauty. I fucking love you.” My heart twists at his words. He sounds so genuine. I want to believe him, I really do, but actions speak a hell of a lot louder than words. 
 
   He fucked me over. He betrayed me the first chance he got. I can’t just get over that. I search his eyes deeply, looking for the monster within. I can hate that Damon. This vulnerable one in front of me I don’t. I can’t hate him. 
 
   He kisses along my jaw and down my neck. My mind wants to recoil from his touch but my body betrays my mind. My core pulses and my nipples draw into tight peaks. A moan slips past my lips as he lightly sucks my neck.
 
   Damon flips us over, switching our positions. His body looms over mine as I’m pinned to my back with his weight. “Don’t leave me, Ella.” 
 
   Damon’s gaze is so intense that it takes my breath away. I shut my eyes and try to turn away. The lump in my throat physically hurts as I try to swallow back my emotions, but Damon cups my face and brings it back to face him.
 
   “Look at me, beauty.” I shake my head, squeezing my eyes as tightly as I can. “Please, baby. Look at me.” My eyes snap open and I gasp when I feel his lips skim mine in the softest of caresses. “There’s my beauty.” He smiles softly at me. His hand holds my head in place as he stares deeply into my eyes.
 
   Tears fill my eyes. I close them again, not being able to look at the love in his eyes. Not able to believe it. I’m unlovable. It’s all just a game. I try to purge my spinning thoughts but a picture of Damon kissing Leona flits behind my closed eyelids. 
 
   Anger begins to simmer inside me as I recall what Damon did to me, to us. Damon’s lips nuzzle my neck, placing open-mouthed kisses where my shoulder meets my neck. My breath catches from his touch, fire blazing in my blood. 
 
   Damon is everything my body wants, craves. It’s not enough. I can’t let my body take control. I can’t let Damon win again. I won’t allow myself to be hurt by him again. My heart aches just thinking about being without Damon, but it also hurts to be with him. 
 
   I’m confused. 
 
   I’m hurting. 
 
   I need him.
 
   These feelings sound familiar. Lydia felt like this. Damon made her like this. Damon made me like this. The need to protect myself and my jellybean is so much more than the hatred I feel. I’m not sure it even is hatred. I still want him. My body aches for his touch. 
 
   I want to bask in his love. I want to live my life with Damon, but I don’t know if I can. 
 
   My mind is screaming that he’s playing games and I need to get revenge. My heart is hurting and needs to protect us, needs to prevent more pain, and is screaming for me to run. To leave and not look back. My body craves his touch. Needs the connection we have when our bodies entwine.
 
   I’m torn in three different directions.
 
   It’s too much to deal with. I’m hurt, I’m confused, and my hormones are all over the place. “Damon.” My voice cracks as tears fall from my eyes, leaking down my temples and into my hair. “I can’t... I can’t do this.” I whisper. I avert my eyes, not able to look at the pain I see flash in his eyes. 
 
   “Ella.” That one word holds more pain than I thought possible. I look back at Damon and see his eyes glistening with tears. My heart skips a beat. My heart literally hurts to see Damon look so devastated, vulnerable, and open.
 
   I sniffle before I hide my face in his neck. His hands hold my head to him, clinging to me like he’s afraid I’ll disappear if he doesn’t keep his hold on me. The feelings this man evokes in me in me are hard to bear. 
 
   “I’m sorry, beauty. So fucking sorry.” He says brokenly. “Leona...” I tense as soon as her name slips past his lips. Damon sighs at my reaction. “Ella, she’s just a friend. Nothing more, I promise.”
 
   He just doesn’t get it. I’m going to have to spell it out for him. “Damon, she’s your ex.” Damon cuts me off before I get to finish.
 
   “Tom’s your ex.”
 
   “Tom’s not in love with me.” I snap. My hormones are so erratic that I feel like I’m giving myself whiplash. Jealousy burns through me. I hate that he can make me jealous. I hate that I don’t know if it’s all a game. I wish I could read Damon better.
 
   “Are you sure?” 
 
   “Yes, it was never like that for me and Tom. He’s just a friend and if you’ve forgotten, he’s the one who broke things off with me because of you.” This is getting us nowhere. He just doesn’t understand. “Damon, Tom doesn’t want me like that.”
 
   “Do you want him?” he sounds so unsure that I can’t help but try to reassure him. 
 
   “No.” A smirk pills at his lips.
 
   “As long as he knows he can’t have what’s mine.” My brow arches.
 
   “Yours?” I feel myself recoil, repulsed by his words. I’m not his anymore. Not after what he did.
 
   “Yes.” He grins. “You’ve agreed to marry me, you’re mine.” I roll my eyes for show but inside my stomach churns, my heart sinking. I know what he’s trying to do and it almost works. He almost distracted me enough to forget what we were talking about. Another one of his games.
 
   “You have nothing to worry about when it comes to Tom, Damon.”
 
   His lips descend to mine but I place my hand on his chest to push him back. I can’t let him distract me with sex again. We need to talk about this. His answers are going to be what help me decide my next steps. 
 
   “Damon, we need to talk. We can’t avoid the whole Leona thing.”
 
   “There is nothing to say, beauty. She’s my past. You’re my future. You don’t need to worry about Leona. You’re all I want, Ella. Just you.” The sincerity ringing in his voice relaxes my tense body and I melt back into the mattress. 
 
   Damon’s lips caress mine, his tongue runs along the seam of my lips but when I open my mouth to give him access, he just teases me. The tip of his tongue dips in just enough to skim the edges of my lips. I try tempting him inside with my tongue but Damon just takes his time. He cups my neck, and his fingers tangle in my hair, as his thumb strokes the shell of my ear.
 
   When his tongue finally enters my mouth my body is ready. I’m already hot, wanting, and wet. I spread my legs to cradle Damon’s hips between my parted thighs. He pushes my vest up, freeing my boobs to his roaming hand.
 
   My back arches into his touch. I’m so fucking wanton but I need rough sex. I can’t deal with him being soft. I can’t fall for his games again. I need this to be just a hard fucking.
 
   My hands grasp and pull at Damon, trying to make him speed up, needing to stop him from touching me like he cherishes me. I need real.
 
   I thought we had real.
 
   His hand comes up to stroke the underside of my breasts as mine come up to hold on to him. My fingers clench around his hair, fisting the strands. I shut my eyes and moan at the soft caresses he’s showering on my body. He teases my tits, lifting and squeezing them until my nipples pebble to bullets. His thumb rubs first one, then the other to tighter peaks. 
 
   A vision of Leona in Damon’s arms crashes behind my eyelids. I wail in pain and anger. I tug his hair hard, wanting to hurt him. 
 
   “Damon.” I whimper against his lips. I open my eyes and find his already locked on mine. He pulls his lips away enough to whisper to me.
 
   “I’ve got you, beauty. Just feel.” I close my eyes again, shutting my mind off, just feeling his touch as his hand slides down past my waist and hips, to my thigh and back again, leaving goose bumps in its wake. He kisses along my jaw, down my neck, to my collarbone. He licks and nips his way to my breasts, drawing the whole nipple and areola into his mouth before switching to latch on to the other, paying them both the same attention. 
 
   Every nerve ending in my body feels like an electric current is zapping through me, causing my arousal to heighten. I roll my hips into his to get friction in the place I want it most. His burgeoning arousal presses into my pussy with the perfect amount of pressure. 
 
   My back bows from the bed, pressing me further into his mouth. I’m so wet, I can feel my juices leaking and dampening my knickers. 
 
   “You’re so fucking beautiful, Ella.” Damon leans back on his heels, and his hands dance around the hem of my shorts all the way around to the back. Gripping them, he begins to tug them up my thighs as I lift my legs into the air to help him take them off. Holding my feet in place, legs stretched straight up into the air, Damon’s eyes follow the length of my legs until they settle on my closed pussy.
 
   A groan pours from his lips as he sees how wet my thighs are. He brings a hand down and softly strokes along the seam of my pussy lips with a finger. When he lets go of my feet, my legs fall back to the bed. My feet are planted on the mattress and my knees spread wide.
 
   Damon doesn’t take his eyes away from my core as he pushes his lounge pants down, freeing his massive erection. Swallowing, I take in the sight of a naked Damon. He’s truly gorgeous. Every hard muscle is defined, every dip and curve highlight how well he takes care of his magnificent body.
 
   “Beauty, I can’t wait. I need in you. Now.” He moans as he wraps his hand around his cock, stroking himself. 
 
   “Yes.” I breathe. “Fuck me, Damon.”
 
   “No, beauty. I want to make love to you. I need this slow, baby.” 
 
   Damon settles himself between my thighs again and rubs his cock through my juices, coating himself in my wetness. He positions himself at my entrance and pauses. I whimper, not liking his teasing any more. I just need him to fill me. 
 
   “Damon, please.”
 
   “I’ve got you, beauty.”
 
   He slowly pushes his way in. He fills, stretches, and pulsates inside me. The perfect fit. Cupping my face with both hands he just stares into my eyes as he slowly starts to retreat before he works himself back to the hilt. 
 
   “You’re so fucking tight, beauty. So fucking perfect.” The soft, slow rhythm he’s setting is new. We’ve never paired together this way. It’s always been fast, passionate and hard. This is slow, sensual and soft. 
 
   My core clenches around Damon, pulling a groan from his lips. He grinds his pelvis into me, staying deep inside. My clit swells and throbs with every rub. 
 
   Our moans, groans and whimpers mix to create music that is just us. My orgasm tears through me as wave after wave of pure pleasure explodes around my body. I cry out Damon’s name, seeking his lips with mine. 
 
   He gives me the connection I desperately need as he spills his seed deep inside me. We lie panting, both of us coming down from euphoria. Damon whispers words of love, and our future. I’m not so certain that our future will be as he thinks. 
 
   Damon peppers kisses all over my face before rolling off me and pulling me into his side. I rest my head on his shoulder, place my hand across his chest and shut my eyes. Tiredness takes over and I drift into a deep sleep, safely tucked in the demon’s arms.   
 
    
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
   CHAPTER NINE
 
    
 
   When I wake I reach over to feel for Damon, but his side of the bed is empty and cold. As I sit up my head swirls with everything that’s happened in the last few days, so I take a second to gather myself before slipping out of bed.  Grabbing Damon’s dressing gown off the back of his door, I make my way downstairs to find him.
 
   He is sitting at the kitchen table talking to someone on the phone and when I sit down he looks up and smiles, and reaches for my hand across the table.
 
   “Yes she’s here... We are both very happy...Hold on I’ll ask her.” He covers the phone by pressing it against his shoulder as he speaks to me. “It’s my mum. She wants to know if you’re free this week to go for lunch. She wants to discuss our engagement party.”
 
   The panic that has been in my stomach since I tried to sleep last night is slowly rising, and my throat clogs. I realise that I haven’t replied but I can’t get the words to form in my throat. Damon must sense my hesitance because he makes up some excuse and ends the call. He pulls me up from my seat and sits me down in his lap.
 
   “What’s wrong, Ella?” I can feel tears prickling behind my eyes. I’m so unsure of how I’m feeling. Everything is whirling around in my mind. As much as I try and ignore my feelings, ignore the kiss that Damon shared with Leona, and Damon’s nightmare, it’s killing me. I feel so full of rage and jealousy that I can’t think clearly. 
 
   I feel hurt. 
 
   I tell myself everything will be okay, but now that I’m pregnant, I’m not sure I can deal with this. With us. Now I’ve thought about it, I’m not sure I have the strength.
 
   Damon lifts my chin so I’m looking directly at him, his eyes glowing with concern. I can’t help the tear that escapes, as he gently rubs my back in soothing circles.
 
   “Talk to me, Ella. Please.” He waits while I control my emotions. 
 
   “I’m sorry. It’s all just too much. I feel like everything is happening so quickly. I didn’t expect this.” I tell him honestly, trying to turn my head away. Damon holds my face steady though, refusing to let me look away. “I didn’t expect us to be like this and now with the...” I stop myself in time before I say baby. Taking a deep breath I continue, “Engagement, I feel like I’m drowning.”
 
   Damon continues to rub my back. It’s comforting so I lean my head against his chest and we stay like that for a moment before he speaks.
 
   “I’m sorry. I know this has happened quickly, and I didn’t expect this either Ella. I didn’t expect to love you like I do.” 
 
   My heart contracts at his words. I want to believe them more than anything but then I think of what he did to Lydia, and my feelings are unsure again. Is it all a game? Thinking of him kissing Leona, and playing me, my heart almost breaks. I feel weak. 
 
   Defenceless. 
 
   All my plans changed, each day my hate diminished, and some days I even forgot why I was doing what I was doing. 
 
   It’s then I realise I don’t hate Damon. 
 
   I hate myself for loving him.  
 
   I reach up and move my mouth to his, placing a gentle kiss on his lips. I don’t want to say anything because I’m not sure I know how I feel yet. I can’t say the words he wants to hear. I have never said the words he wants to hear.  
 
   In the past when a guy told me he loved me I never said it back. I instigated sex, I used them. Men have this weird notion that when a woman has sex it’s a sign of love, but it’s not. It’s a sign of fucking, or for me, manipulation. 
 
   I have always used sex as a weapon, a gain, a manoeuvre towards getting everything I want. I can make a guy promise me the world while my lips are around his cock. It was mine for the taking, but I never lost focus. My whole reason for continuing to live was to get to Damon.
 
   I never made love until last night. The way Damon was so gentle with me, protecting me, felt good. It felt natural. It was perfect. 
 
   Now sitting here with him like this, I don’t want to fuck, I want the real thing. I want this to work. I want him to want me more than anything or anyone else in the world, and not for any other reason than because he makes me feel safe. 
 
   But it’s wrong to want this. I need some distance, need to think. I feel so erratic. One minute I hate him, the next I don’t. I want him to kiss me, then I hate myself for wanting him so much. How did I let this happen?
 
   I can feel myself getting upset again so I push Damon away and stand up, moving away from him as he reaches for me.
 
   “I need to take a shower. Please give your mum my number so we can arrange something. I’m sorry Damon I just need to think. Please just give me some space to think.” The look in his eyes kills me. I feel like I’m tearing myself in half trying to figure it out, and no matter how much I want to throw myself back into his arms, I turn on my heel and head for my room.
 
   When I get to my room I feel exhausted. I just want to sleep, but I really need to get to work on the emails Spencer sent me. He wanted me to look over his new plans for his business. 
 
   Pulling out my laptop I start to read through my notes on what I think he can do differently that will save him some money. I love his idea, however some of it will not be possible. He wants the whole hotel to be able to be hired out and decorated as the customer wishes, but to do that each time will cost a fortune, more than what I think will be financially feasible. 
 
   What I am suggesting is that he sections the hotel off. He has four main themes that can be adapted to what the customer wants. This will also allow a quicker turn around. By making sure that one section is as the customer wishes will allow other staff members to focus on another area, allowing two events at the same time, or even run night after night.
 
   It takes me about two hours to finish what I’m proposing. I hit send on the email to Spence, and close my laptop. Looking at my watch I realise it’s nearly lunchtime. The house has been pretty quiet so I presume Damon has gone to work. 
 
   Moving to the kitchen I make myself a sandwich. I pull out my phone and notice I have a text message from Spencer saying “thanks” with a smiley face. It makes me smile. I have grown attached to him, and he’s so easy to talk to. I reply before sending Damon a message.
 
   Hey, I don’t fancy cooking tonight. Do you fancy a takeout and a movie? My treat. 
 
   I hit send and place my phone on the table while I eat my sandwich. My phone beeps with an incoming text.
 
   Demon: I thought you wanted space? I have made plans. I can change them. 
 
   No it’s ok, don’t worry about it. Enjoy your evening. Who are your plans with?
 
   It takes longer than I thought for the reply to come through and when it does I feel sick to my stomach. 
 
   Demon: Just a few friends but I can come back if you want? I don’t need to be there. I was just trying to do as you asked, Ella.
 
   It’s fine. Have a good evening. 
 
   I throw my phone down on the table, ignoring it as it beeps again. Picking up my sandwich I collect my bag and move outside. It’s actually a really nice day so I sit on the patio, on a really comfy looking chair that is as big as my bed. It’s covered in pillows with a canopy above and there are curtains that can be closed for privacy.
 
   I try to relax but my mind keeps drifting to Damon and his plans for the evening. Who is he going out with? He was vague in his answer. Friends he said. That could be Leona. 
 
   Jealousy burns inside me. Hate coils tight in my veins. I hate these emotions. I hate myself for feeling jealous. I’m weak. Damon breaks me.
 
   He was going to cancel his plans for me though. That has to mean something right? He was just doing as I asked. He was just trying to give me time to think, giving me space.
 
   My head is all over the place. I need this time to decide my future. To decide Damon’s fate. 
 
   I lean over to rummage in my bag for Lydia’s diary. That always makes me think clearly.
 
    
 
   April 15th 2011
 
   Damon wants me back!!
 
   I knew he still loves me. I knew he wouldn’t be able to stay away too long. When I got his text message asking me to meet tonight for food and to dress nice for him I felt like I could finally breathe again. 
 
   I’M GOING OUT WITH DAMON!!!
 
   I’m so excited. It’s been too long since he held me, since he made love to me.
 
   I can’t wait for him to love me again.
 
    
 
   Lydia was someone to love. There were so many things to love about her. She deserved love. Unlike me. I don’t deserve to be loved. I can’t be loved. 
 
   Tears flow freely down my cheeks. I know what comes next. I know the pain I’m going to feel at Lydia’s next words but I can’t stop myself from turning the page and reading her next entry.
 
    
 
   April 16th 2011
 
   It was a joke. He tricked me. Fucking made a joke of me. 
 
   I turned up and he was there with another woman. He made a scene and got me kicked out. He told me I need to stay away from him. 
 
   Why does he keep hurting me? What have I done to deserve his anger? My heart hurts. 
 
   I’m broken.
 
   I don’t know if I can keep playing these games with Damon. I just need him to love me the right way. Leona told me that he’s just trying to see how much I love him. How much I need him. I can’t show him any more than I already am. Do I have to beg?
 
   I will. I fucking will beg him of that’s what it takes. 
 
   I don’t want to be apart any longer. I need him. He needs me. I won’t be apart from him. I’ll make him see how much I love him. I’ll do whatever it takes for him to believe me. 
 
    
 
   The pain she went through hurts me but not as much as what I’m feeling now does. I just want to shut everything down. Just numb my emotions.
 
   I lay down for a few minutes and before I know it my eyes have closed as I drift off to sleep. 
 
   ****
 
   When I wake something is wrong. The room is dark, and I’m no longer where I was. I panic when I feel someone at my side. Giving myself a moment for my eyes to adjust to the darkness, I realise I’m in Damon’s room. Looking at the clock it’s almost 7pm and the day has flown by. I’ve slept it away. Turning my head I see Damon asleep behind me. 
 
   He’s not supposed to be here. I untangle myself from his arms and sit up, trying to sort through my sleep filled mind. He said he was going out with friends to give me space.
 
   “Damon, wake up... you’re supposed to be going out.” He opens his eyes and pulls me down back into his arms so I’m cocooned, my head resting against his shoulder.
 
   “I’m not going out Ella. I’m staying here with you.” His sleep filled voice is raspy and sexy. His words slowly sink in. I look at him and can’t hide the happiness that creeps onto my face. He came home for me even after I told him not to. He still wants to be with me. A sense of hope floods me as I ask Damon why. His answer has me melting into a pool of love. 
 
   “If I can be anywhere in the world Ella, I will always choose to be with you.”
 
   I kiss him hard on the lips, showing him my appreciation. A smile spreads across my face as I pull away from his mouth, and excitement seeps through my body. I pull away and jump out of bed, flicking on the lamp. 
 
   “Let’s do something fun.” I’m practically jumping up and down on the spot with excitement. I feel happy. Not the happy I pretend to be, but happy like before. Before Lydia, before Pops.
 
   Damon looks suspicious but is obviously pleased at my enthusiasm. A smirk graces his lips before he replies. “Like what? And before you say anything else, I draw the line at doing our nails and putting makeup on each other.”  
 
   I throw my head back and laugh, picking up a pillow and hitting him with it in the chest.
 
   Damon jumps up and I can see in his eyes he wants payback. I shriek with laughter as he throws me over his shoulder and then tosses me down on the bed. He looms over me, and before I realise what he is about to do, he starts to tickle me. I can’t stop laughing. It hurts so much I think I’m gonna pee myself. 
 
   “Damon.... Stop. I’m going to wee,” I plead. He kisses me then climbs off the bed. I jump up and head to the toilet. When I come back in he is no longer in the room. I go down stairs and find him going through the drawers of the coffee table, pulling out menus. He holds one up 
 
   “Pizza?” I move towards him giving him a kiss on the lips.  The softness of his mouth against mine, along with the pressure he’s applying as he returns my kiss makes me body melt. I pull away and I smile at him. 
 
   “Perfect.” He returns my smile as we look through the menus and choose what we want to eat. 
 
   Knowing that Damon has blown off his plans for me makes me feel like I have achieved something. Knowing he cares about how I’m feeling is a massive step in the direction of finishing this thing. 
 
   I have to keep telling myself that this is what I want, who I am. All the other stuff – the falling in love, the wanting to live happily ever after – it isn’t meant for me. I don’t get to find prince charming and have him love me back. No, I get to find prince charming, screw him over for everything he has. Take it all.
 
   His money, his heart, fuck even his soul will be mine.
 
   That’s if I play the game. If I just leave I will deal with the heartache I’ll feel. It will be nothing compared to how I felt when I lost Pops and Lydia. At least I will have my baby. I will make sure Damon never finds us if I leave. 
 
   The thought fills me with sadness, which unsettles me again.  Why am I at constant war with myself? There are three people in this relationship, Damon, me and the person I wish I could be. The girl I was. The real me. 
 
   I want to live happily ever after with Damon, but I have come too far now to turn back. When Damon finds out the truth he won’t want me anyway. That’s why I need to stay focused. 
 
   I must not love Damon Hunt.  
 
    
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
   CHAPTER TEN
 
   JUNE 17TH 2014
 
    
 
   The weekend has passed in a blur of morning sickness, Damon touching me, and confusion. I believe he feels deeply for me but I also believe he loved Lydia at one point. Maybe that’s why he loves me. Subconsciously he sees her. I have to keep my wits about me. I don’t want to lose myself. 
 
   I don’t want to get lost in Damon like Lydia did.
 
    
 
   May 1st 2011
 
   I can’t believe it. Why are they doing this to me?
 
   I saw them together, kissing. She was my friend. She helped me with Damon but now she’s trying to take my place. I can’t let her do that.
 
   Damon doesn’t want her. He wants me!!
 
   Damon told me who he really wants and I know I can be her. I can be who he needs again. Who he wants!
 
   I just need a chance. I need him to see I can change.
 
   I love him and not being with him hurts. 
 
   He’s playing games with my emotions. He looks at me like I mean nothing. 
 
   I can’t take this pain. 
 
   I NEED him.
 
    
 
   I’ve been lost for the last three years. The things I’ve done don’t sit well with me now. It hurts my head to think of all the pain I’ve caused the “practice men”. I wish I’d thought about it more. I’ve done to them what Damon did to Lydia. At the time I thought I was preparing myself for Damon but now I’m not so sure. 
 
   I never stood a chance to beat him at his games. I only ever tweaked his jealousy, and after some of the bad things I’ve done before Damon, making him jealous was tame. I would rectify my behaviour towards the “practise men” if I had the opportunity.
 
   I was consumed with darkness at that time.
 
   That’s the problem. Once you let darkness inside it never leaves. It never dies, never comes out. You drown in it, get lost in it, and never recover. I’d let that darkness in and until Damon entered my life, my world was full of dark. Damon fills my dark world with light.
 
   Am I ready to give the light up? I’m not so sure. 
 
   Today I’m meeting Flora for lunch. I’m not too sure how this is going to go down. I know she wants to talk about an engagement party, but I’ve done well this week to avoid everything related to being engaged. I’m not sure what to do yet so I don’t want wedding talk. 
 
   Damon has been good to me. Showing me his love, showering me with his affection, telling me he loves me at every turn. I’m not sure what to believe. 
 
   I make my way into Truly Scrumptious, looking around for Flora and spot her almost immediately. She’s sitting in a corner booth so I make my way over to her. She smiles when she sees me and stands to greet me. 
 
   She pulls me into a warm hug and kisses my cheek and it shocks me. I’m not used to real motherly affection but Flora seems to have taken me into her family since our first meeting. My throat clogs up as I return her warm embrace. 
 
   “Ella, dear, how are you?” 
 
   “I’m good thank you. How are you?”
 
   “I’m happy.” The happiness shines in her eyes confirming her statement. “My baby is finally settling down. I couldn’t be more over the moon. I’m so glad he met you, dear soon to be daughter-in-law.” She lets out a peal of laughter.
 
   I smile. This woman is the best part of Damon. Every good part of him comes straight from the love of his parents. It’s hard to believe some of the things Damon has done in his past. I would have never guessed he was Lydia’s Damon based on her description. He seems so different from the person Lydia described. I know Flora and George would not approve of some of the things Damon has done in his past.   
 
   “I’m glad to have met him too.” I don’t want to talk about the engagement so I steer the conversation to something more comfortable. “How is George?”
 
   “The same, as usual. He’s always happy, that man. That’s why I love him so much.” I can hear the love in her voice as she speaks of George and it instantly makes me want to cry. My pops never moved on and found love after my mum left. He always said he didn’t need anyone else’s love. The love of his children was enough, but I do wish he would have found someone to make him happy like Flora and George are. “The Hunt men sure know how to show love, but you know that now.” 
 
   Nodding my head, I smile.  If only she knew what Damon’s love was like in the past, and that it’s painful now, I’m sure she wouldn’t put all the Hunt men into the same category. A waitress comes over to take our order. I’m not feeling too well today.  My stomach hasn’t settled so I make up an excuse of having a late breakfast and skip lunch, choosing just a glass of ice water instead. 
 
   Flora orders a chicken salad with dressing. My mouth waters at the same time as my stomach churns. I’ll be glad when these sickness bouts end. My mind can’t decide whether food would be good or bad, much to my dismay. The waitress returns quickly with our waters and leaves to take care of the other customers. 
 
   “Tell me how he proposed. I know it must have been romantic. He gets his romantic side from George.” I choke on the water I was just sipping when her question registers in my brain. My eyes widen as I think about Damon’s marriage proposal.  
 
   I gasp for breath as the water goes down the wrong hole. Flora quickly stands and comes to pat my back. I can’t exactly tell her how he proposed. He kissed another woman, chased me down when I caught him, asked me to marry him then fucked me against the kitchen island. Nope, that definitely won’t sit well. 
 
   Once I’ve got over my choking fit, I excuse myself to go to the toilet hoping Flora will forget her question when I return. When I’ve composed myself enough I return to the table. Flora’s lunch has been placed in front of her and she’s tucking into the salad heartily. 
 
   I’m thankful that she seems to have forgotten about the proposal when she starts speaking about Spencer. 
 
   ****
 
   The afternoon has passed by quickly. I’ve been with Flora for the last two hours and conversation has flowed easily between us. She is an amazing woman and I wish I had a mum like her. Damon and Spencer are very lucky to be able to call her their mum.
 
   We’re getting ready to part ways when Flora brings up the subject of babies. I’m so relaxed and didn’t expect it that I’m sitting here in stunned silence as she rattles on about other options for parenthood. It takes me a while to realise she’s talking about me and Damon.
 
   “... and I know it’s not everyone’s favoured option but I really see nothing wrong in surrogacy or adoption. Have you thought about your options since finding out you can’t have children?”
 
   “I...erm... well... it’s not.” I sigh. How can I explain this without giving away that I am actually currently pregnant and shouldn’t be? “Flora, it’s not that I can’t have children. Just that I would need help to conceive. Well that’s what I was told but I’m sure doctors are sometimes wrong about these things. I haven’t really given it much thought.” 
 
   I feel sick lying to her. She doesn’t deserve lies but I can’t tell her I’m carrying her first grandchild right now before I even tell Damon. I struggle to stop my hand from resting against my stomach where I know my jellybean is growing.
 
   “That’s okay, dear. I hope you don’t mind but I’ve been doing a little research on PCOS. I know things seem difficult but I just want you to know there are options.” I smile sadly at her. How the fuck am I going to explain a pregnancy to her? I don’t even understand how it’s happened in the first place. Obviously I know how I’ve conceived, but I was never meant to be able to conceive naturally.
 
   “I’m so sorry. I’m not pressuring you, I promise. I’ve just realised how that sounds. I just wanted to see what options are available for you both in the future.”
 
   “No worries.” I give her a reassuring smile, not knowing what else to say.
 
   “Well I would love any grandchild of mine, blood or adopted. It wouldn’t matter to me,” she smiles.
 
   I know she’s trying to make me feel better but it’s making me feel worse. I now know she would give anything to be a grandma. How can I take that away from her? How can I just leave and take away her grandbaby? I don’t think I can. I also don’t think I would be able to co-parent with Damon if I take him down for revenge.  
 
   “I always wanted a daughter, you know? We were happy to just get healthy babies but I did always dream of having a little girl to call my own. Instead I ended up with two of the manliest men going. I wouldn’t change them for the world.” She smiles off into space as if recalling Spence and Damon growing up.
 
   Flora’s phone ringing puts a stop to my reply. I use her call as a way to avoid responding. I quickly say goodbye, kissing her cheek, before heading back to Damon’s. 
 
   I have a lot to think about. My jellybean would be wanted and loved by more than just me. I need to make the right decision for my baby. I need to put her first.
 
   My hand stays on my stomach the entire drive back to Damon’s.
 
    
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
   CHAPTER ELEVEN
 
   DAMON
 
    
 
   The house is too quiet. I hate coming home to an empty house now. I’m used to my beauty being here when I get back from work, but I know she’s out for the afternoon with my mum. 
 
   I take my jacket off and hang it up. I feel fucking restless whenever Ella isn’t around. I know she’s still struggling with Leona kissing me. She tries to act like everything is okay but I know she’s putting on an act. She hasn’t been sleeping well, and she’s been sick a few times. 
 
   She thinks I haven’t noticed but I notice every fucking thing about her. She’s all I think about, all I care about, and all I need. She just needs to see this, to believe me. I know I have work to do to gain her trust again. Keeping Leona away from her is a must. 
 
   I don’t know what Leona’s game is but she needs to fucking stop. She’s been blowing my phone up with calls and texts ever since I broke the news to my parents. I knew they’d tell Steen and Sandra, who would tell Leona, but I haven’t been ready to deal with her yet. I’m still pissed about her turning up at the restaurant so I’ve been avoiding all communication with her. 
 
   Ella needed me more than Leona did. My beauty always comes first. Since Ella is out I may as well bite the bullet, so to speak. I pull my phone out and hit dial on her contact. It doesn’t take but four rings before the call connects.
 
   “Damon.” Leona purrs. I’ve never minded her purred words before but they piss me off now. They do nothing for me and I’m not sure they ever did.
 
   “Leona,” I reply briskly. “You’ve been trying to ring?” She drops her purr and gets straight to the point.
 
   “Yes. Are you fucking kidding me, Damon? What the fuck. Why am I hearing from my parents that you’re getting married?” she demands.
 
   “Because I am,” I snap. 
 
   “Over my dead fucking body. Have you forgotten the evil in you Damon? Have you forgotten who you are? What you are? You’ll ruin her.” I pause and take in her words. Am I really evil? I’m not with Ella. I’ve made mistakes in my life but who the fuck hasn’t?
 
   “It’s not your fucking choice, Leona. You don’t get a say in this. I nearly fucking lost her because of your kiss. You know I love her but you still kissed me.” I’m fast losing my patience with her. “Ella is the best thing that’s happened to me and I’m not about to lose her.”
 
   “You don’t need her, baby. You and I, we’re meant to be together. We’re good together and you can’t ruin me. I’m already damaged.” You have got to be fucking kidding me. 
 
   “Not gonna happen, Leona. You know it was never like that for us.” I bite out, trying to keep my tone polite.
 
   “Yeah well, do I need to remind you of the past? What you did to...”
 
   “No, you don’t.” I grit out, my teeth grinding. Who the fuck does she think she is bringing up my past? 
 
   “I’m just looking out for you, Damon. It will never work with you and Ella because of who you are. Best to call it quits while you’re ahead. Not time to fucking propose, Damon. You must have lost your mind.”
 
   “Enough!” I yell. Maybe I have lost my mind. I know Ella would look at me differently if she knew my past. That’s why I’m holding off telling her. We only have a chance if she’s deeply in love with me before the truth comes out, before my past comes back to haunt me.
 
   “But what about me, Damon?” she whines. “We belong together. You know we’re good together.”
 
   “No we don’t, Leona. I’m not doing this with you. I’m not letting you do this. If you can’t accept things as they are then maybe we need to go our separate ways.” She sucks in a shocked gasp. I hate hurting her. She’s been through enough but I have to put Ella first.
 
   “So that’s how it’s going to be? Just cut me out your life for her? After everything I’ve done for you?” I can hear the disgust in her voice. I don’t understand her fucking problem. I would have thought she would be happy for me.
 
   “That’s not what I want but what will happen if you don’t let this drop.”
 
   “She’s tricked you into this marriage proposal. I won’t let her do that.” The venom in her voice makes me lose it.
 
   “I FUCKING PROPOSED TO HER. ME!’ I slap a hand against my chest as if she can see me. “She’s mine, I won’t lose her,” I pant, rage taking over me. I won’t let Leona do this. She won’t speak badly of my beauty as long as I can stop her.
 
   “But you’ll lose me? Whatever, Damon.” I can hear tears in her voice but she’s holding them back.
 
   “Listen, Leona. I don’t want to lose you. This can work, I know it can.” Suddenly I become aware of my beauty. I feel her near. I turn and see her standing at the door. Her face is expressionless. I don’t know how much of that she heard but I hope it wasn’t just my last comment. “I love her.” I tell Leona as I stare into Ella’s eyes. “She’s mine. I proposed because I love her. Can’t you just be happy for me?” The dial tone lets me know Leona hung up on me. 
 
   I throw my phone down on the kitchen counter and stalk over to Ella. I just need to hold her, to know she’s real. I need to make sure she knows she’s mine. I’m gonna fucking keep Ella if it’s the last thing I do. 
 
   Reaching her, I pull her into my arms. She’s so fucking beautiful. I need to keep her. She’s everything I’ve ever wished for and everything I never knew to wish for. Her inner beauty shines as bright as her outer beauty. 
 
   “Baby, I don’t know what you heard–”   I don’t get to finish before Ella’s mumbled words hits my ears.
 
   “I heard enough. Leona isn’t happy. You told her she’d be out your life if she can’t accept me.” Pulling her head out of my chest she looks me in the eyes. Confusion and doubt is swimming within her emerald gaze. “Did you really mean that?” she asks in a small voice.
 
   This is my fault. I’ve made her have these doubts. Her pain and doubt are on me. Grabbing her chin, I hold her face steady. She needs to believe what I’m about to tell her. She can never doubt this if I can help it.
 
   “I fucking love you, beauty. I’m going to keep you forever.” I kiss her plump lips, needing a taste of her. “I’m never letting you go. No one and nothing means more to me than you. You’re fucking it for me.” 
 
   Tears spill and roll down her cheeks. I kiss them away, whispering my love for her in between. If there is anything in my life I need her to believe, it’s this.   
 
   “Damon,” her voice hitches, “I... Damon.” She breaks into sobs, clinging to my shirt as she cries out her pain.
 
   I wish there was more I could do to assure her, wish I could take back things from my past to make everything easier. But I can’t. I hold her tightly as she cries and she doesn’t realise how much it fucking cuts me deep to see her like this, to know I’m the cause of her pain.
 
   I thought she was going to say it then, what I’ve been waiting to hear. Three little fucking measly words that I can’t wait to hear from her sweet lips. I know it’s hard for her now, especially after Leona’s kiss but I want them so bad. I feel like a fucking bitch for needing them so much. 
 
   “Beauty, you don’t need to say it. You’re not ready. I already know how you feel,” I say into her hair. She lifts her head away from my neck to look up at me. 
 
   She looks lost. My beautiful Ella is hurting and confused. I wish she’d just tell me what’s going through that mind of hers. Just hit me or shout until she can really forgive me for what she saw. Her stunning emerald eyes are red rimmed and puffy. Her cute button nose is running. She looks fucking breathtaking no matter what state she’s in.  
 
    “I love you.” I whisper, hoping she can hear the truth in my words. Sweeping the hair out of her face, I tuck it behind her ears. “What do you need, beauty?”
 
   “You. Just you. Damon, can you... just hold... me?” she asks in a small voice. It makes me fucking bleed to know she thinks she has to ask something like that of me.
 
   “Always.” I scoop her up into my arms and carry her to the lounge. We lie down on the sofa where I pull her close to me, tucking her against me. 
 
   Those fucking emerald eyes captivate me. I can’t look away when she looks at me like this. I have to keep that connection open. Her eyes say more than any I love you’s could. They express to me that it’s not only me that feels what we share. They let me know that she’s mine.
 
   It doesn’t take long before her eyes flutter shut and stay that way. I don’t stop looking at her. I just enjoy having her in my arms. I don’t want to lose her, I fucking can’t lose her. When she finds out about my past she’s going to want to run. I need to make sure I have enough hold on her to catch her. 
 
   When her breathing evens out and becomes steady, I lift her up and walk upstairs, careful not to jar her awake. I don’t give a shit about anything other than holding my girl. 
 
   As long as I have this connection I don’t need anything else.
 
   Laying her on the bed and stripping her clothes off, I try my best not to wake her. She stirs slightly but I’m too much of a selfish bastard, I need her naked flesh against mine, her warmth soaking into my frozen heart. Only Ella has been able to thaw my heart and soul. 
 
   She’s the fucking sun in my life.
 
   Quickly undressing, I slip into bed, pulling my beauty against me. Fucking heaven. I breathe her in as I drift off into a dreamless sleep.    
 
    
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
   CHAPTER TWELVE
 
   JUNE 18TH 2014
 
    
 
   Walking down the stairs, I place my bag on the table and head towards Damon's office. He’s working from home today and I have arranged to have lunch with Tom so I’m not a distraction for him. And so I can make him jealous. It seems that Damon is easily distracted when I’m near. Truthfully, he has the same effect on me. I lose all train of thought whenever he’s close.
 
   That’s a problem. It shouldn’t be like this.
 
   Last night was a good night. The things he said to Leona made me relax a little, and gave me more doubts. Am I doing the right thing? Do I have all my facts straight? Damon doesn’t seem to be playing a game. What if I still have everything wrong? I need to get my head sorted and really think clearly about my options. 
 
   Walking up to his office, I find the door open and peek my head inside. Damon is on the phone and it sounds like business, so I turn to leave but he calls my name, beckoning me to him.
 
   Crossing the threshold, I take him in and he does the same to me. He’s wearing workout shorts and nothing else. His hair is damp and his body is glistening with sweat. The plains of his muscles flex as he shifts position. My eyes dart to his to find a smug smirk gracing his gorgeous face.
 
   I wish he wasn’t so fucking good looking.
 
   “I don’t have time for this... get it done before I have to come over there and sort it myself...” I tune out his conversation and take in all that is Damon Hunt. His strong jaw moves as he speaks, his plump lips stretching and forming words, keeping me mesmerised. 
 
   His facial hair needs a trim, needs shaping back to the perfect stubble that I know feels amazing rubbing against my skin.  His olive complexion showcases the depths of his brown eyes, the eyes that so often hold me captive in their stare. The small teardrop scar just below and to the side of his right eye calls for me to kiss and lick it.
 
   I take a step towards Damon to do just that, then remember I was only popping in to tell him I’m on my way out. I need to keep my head on straight if I’m going to meet Tom on time. 
 
   I move to his desk and perch on the edge, swinging my legs as I wait for him to finish his call. He stands in front of me and my hand instantly reaches for his waist. A small smile creeps across his face as he slowly runs his hands up my thighs, taking my skirt with them. My body instantly trembles, and my core heats, as I rest my forehead against his hard chest.
 
   What the fuck is wrong with me? I shouldn’t want him like this. He doesn’t deserve anything but pain and suffering.
 
   “See to it that it gets done... keep me updated of the outcome... yes,” Damon’s deep voice vibrates through his body as his hands continue to climb. “I want you to personally sort this James. I’m holding you responsible.”
 
   This man makes me want him with just one touch, one word, but I can’t let him distract me. I can’t let him have that power. I drop my hand back into my lap and take a deep breath. I move my hand to halt his in the trek to the apex of my thighs, needing to stop this before it gets started. 
 
   He can’t have control.
 
   Damon shifts, bringing his other hand up to gather my hair in a fist. He gently tugs, pulling my head back so he can look at me. I avert my gaze, not wanting to see his smouldering, melted chocolate brown eyes. My self control isn’t that good. I’ll end up being late meeting Tom and I can’t let that happen.
 
   “Make it happen, fast.”
 
   Damon ends the call abruptly, not even saying goodbye, and moves his hand to my chin, lifting it so I’m looking into his eyes.
 
   “Good morning beauty.” His tone softens as he speaks quietly to me. He moves his mouth down closer to my face and runs little kisses across my jaw, changing the pressure of each stroke of his lips against my skin. I close my eyes and hold my breath as his mouth sweeps across my cheek before settling firmly on my mouth. 
 
   Grabbing my hips, Damon pulls me forward, bringing me flush against his hardening length. My knickers dampen and my nipples pebble as I feel every hard inch of his body pressed against mine. He nips and licks at my mouth, asking for permission to enter. I grant his wish by parting my lips on a moan. He thrusts his tongue into the warm recess of my mouth, tangling his tongue with mine. The kiss starts to turn too heated so I pull my mouth away, taking a moment to steady my breathing.
 
   Damon does this to me. He makes me forget everything, turning my body into his own personal toy when he touches me. I look into the rich brown chocolate of his eyes, and see concern. He knows I never pull away from a kiss. He knows I can’t pull away from his luscious lips when they’re pressed against mine.
 
   Time to drop my bomb. 
 
   “I’m sorry. I’m meeting Tom. I can’t stay long,” I tell him. At the mention of Tom's name Damon visibly stiffens. His back goes rigid and his hand clenches at my side, just as I expected.
 
   I press my hands flat against his bare muscular chest, push him back a step, and stand so I’m more at his level. I need to get him to understand, need to get him under control. I lift my hand to his face and caress his cheek. Looking deep into his eyes I plead with him to understand what I’m about to tell him, needing him to see how much I mean the words I say. I can’t let Tom be a problem for my end game. Damon needs to accept him for this to work.
 
   “Damon, you have nothing to worry about when it comes to Tom.  Tom and I are just friends, you know that.” 
 
   “Ella, I don’t trust him–” I cut him off before he has a chance to continue.
 
   “Damon you don’t know him. He’s the only friend I have left. Hell, he’s the only family I have left, since losing Pops and my sister...” My eyes fill up as sadness takes over.  He pulls me in close and soothingly rubs my back.
 
   “Shhhh beauty, it’s okay. We don’t need to talk about it. It’s okay.” 
 
   I nod my head into the muscles of his chest, taking a moment to gather my emotions.  I almost spoke about Lydia, which was reckless. I have decisions to make before my secrets come out. I have to wait before I talk to him about that but eventually I will need him to know the truth. I'll need to tell him who I am, why I’m here. Whether that will be at the end of my game when I’ve broken him or if I ask him for forgiveness and to give us a chance remains to be seen.
 
   Damon continues to rub my back. It’s soothing and I feel calm again, so I lift my head to meet his eyes.
 
   “Please give him a chance Damon. I know you will like him and he only wants the best for me.” 
 
   “I don’t like it Ella. How would you feel if I went and had lunch with an ex?”
 
   Heat rises in my cheeks. That is not the same thing at all, and doesn’t he see that he already does that now every time he sees Leona? 
 
   “Damon, it’s not the same. Tom is just my friend, nothing more. What about that bitch Leona?” Anger starts to infect my good mood. Damon rolls his eyes, but wherever Damon goes she is running along like a lost puppy. He has to know she thinks she has some sort of claim on him. 
 
   “Leona and I are just friends Ella. We happen to hang out in the same places. It’s nothing more.” That’s just laughable.
 
   I raise my eyebrows and stifle a laugh. Damon doesn’t miss it though. 
 
   “She is, Ella. She is just my friend and she has been through stuff. I don’t turn my back on someone when they need help,” he says seriously. 
 
   “If she is such a friend then why is she so rude to me? She made it clear that I was in her territory, and then she turns up at the restaurant,” I huff. I can feel anger building inside me again. Why I let that bitch get under my skin I don’t know, but she does. When we are in a room together it’s like she is taunting me, like she knows something I don't and is laughing behind my back. 
 
   Damon shrugs his shoulders. “I don’t know, maybe you misheard her? I don’t know why she turned up at Maze. Did you tell Spence where we were going?” he asks.
 
   “I didn’t mishear her Damon, she was rude, and I will always be a problem for her but I don’t want to fight about it.”
 
    Damon sighs in defeat and moves to wrap his arms around me. 
 
   “Okay, how about we do something tonight? We can go to The Hunter and you can bring Tom. If it will make you happy, beauty I will give him a chance.”
 
   Smiling up at Damon I feel like I have won a small victory at his willingness to try for me. Things would be so much easier if they would just get along. Tom is the only person who knows the real me. I can be myself with him, there’s no pretending. I need him in my life and Damon needs to get used to that if we are going to stay together.
 
   “Thank you for giving him a chance. I know when you do you're going to get along.”
 
   “I will give him a chance Ella, for you, but don’t expect us to be best buds, okay?” 
 
   I nod my head, “I have to go. I will text you if Tom can make tonight. Shall I meet you there? Say seven?”
 
   “Yes. I have to go into the office. Spence wants to discuss more about the hotel venture. He loved your ideas by the way. I think you’re on to something.  Would you consider making it a permanent position? We could use someone with your ideas and fresh look at everything.” 
 
   His comment takes me back. What the fuck? As his words sink in I can’t help beaming at the praise. It feels wonderful hearing him talk about my work so positively.
 
   “Why Damon Hunt, are you offering me a job?” I smile at him playfully, as he pulls me closer to him.
 
   “I must admit Ella, the thought of you working in the same office as me makes my cock  hard.” He grasps my arse, squeezes my cheeks and thrusts his hips, pressing me against his already hard cock. He leans in close. “I wouldn’t be able to help myself, and I’d bend you over my office desk, and fuck you from behind.” 
 
   My pulse quickens and my heart begins to race as I picture this in my head. It sends an instant jolt of lust between my legs and I can’t help but moan.
 
   “Damon... You have to stop doing this to me. I can’t control myself when I’m with you.  I feel like a horny teenager. It’s never enough, even when you’re inside me. I feel like I need more. I’m hungry for you even when I’m having you.”
 
   Damon reaches for my jeans but I have to stop him. I look at the clock on the wall and realise if I don’t leave now I’m going to be late. Pushing Damon away gently, I move out of his reach.
 
   “Damon I have to go. Tonight though, when we get back, let’s continue this.” 
 
   The smile on his face is beautiful, and that coupled with the smouldering look in his eyes, makes my heart skips a beat. 
 
   I all but sprint from the room, grabbing my bag and keys on my way as I run out the door and into my car, turning on the air conditioning  to cool myself down. That man makes me lose control, makes me need things I’m not sure I can have. I need to have a day of thinking of my end game, of making decisions. 
 
   Of finally making a decision.
 
    
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
   CHAPTER THIRTEEN
 
    
 
    Tom is waiting for me when I arrive at the cafe in Soho for lunch. Standing, he places a kiss on my cheek before helping me into my chair. I smile at him and realise my words to Damon have never been more true. Tom really is like family. 
 
   He’s been around for as long as I can remember, always here when I need him. With no questions asked, he always made sure I was taken care of when I was so depressed and lost that I couldn’t even take care of myself. Tom is the brother I’ve never had, never knew I wanted. His eyes sparkle as he smiles back at me.
 
   “You look well, Els. Happy, even.” The genuine look on his face makes my throat close. I am happy. Sometimes. Well sort of. I’m still not sure what to do regarding Damon. Can I trust Damon to be who I believe him to be and not who I believed him to be? I can’t answer that honestly because I’m not sure of the truth yet.
 
   I can’t explain any of this to him though. Tom would not be happy if he found out I’m playing the game again, but I’m not prepared to lose him. He can’t know what’s happened. 
 
   “I’m getting there Tom. We still have a few issues but I’m hoping we can get past them.” One way or another, anyway.
 
   “About bloody time,” he says. I laugh at his words. “So Damon is treating you well?”
 
   “Yes, he’s trying,” I answer quickly, not wanting to go into details.
 
   I know I can trust Tom but learning to open up, after all those years of keeping my emotions on lockdown, is still hard. Tom doesn’t look convinced by my reply but he lets it go. Thank fuck.
 
   “Oh, that reminds me. Are you free tonight? No hot date planned?” I smirk when one of his brows raise.
 
   “Yes, I’m free. What do you have in mind?” he asks suspiciously. I roll my eyes at him. 
 
   “Not like that, Tom. I’ve told you I won’t do that again and I won’t,” I tell him. I am being truthful, I will never use Tom again. I’m not saying I won’t play games again, just that I won’t use him. He sighs.
 
   “I know Els, sorry. Okay, so tonight?”
 
   “Damon wants to get to know you so we’re going to go to The Hunter tonight so you can both get to know each other.” Tom doesn’t speak. He just sits there staring deeply at me. Silent moments between Tom and I have never been awkward before, but now I can’t help but squirm under his intense gaze. “Please, Tom. It would mean a lot to me if you two get to know each other.” He releases a gust of air as he considers my request.
 
   “Damon agreed to this?” 
 
   “Yes. It was his idea.”
 
   “Fine. You want me to come by his place?” 
 
   I’m about to answer when my phone alerts me to a message. Lifting it up, I see it’s from Damon.
 
   Damon: I'm at The Ice Lounge with Spence. Wanna come see?
 
   The Ice Lounge is Hunters Enterprise’s new nightclub. I haven’t seen it yet, only the plans, and I’ve been waiting to get a look at the final result.
 
    “No, you can just meet me there. Damon just texted to see if I want to meet him at his new club.” Tom smirks.
 
   “Doesn’t he trust us?” I ignore his comment and reply to Damon.
 
   Yes. I will be there in a few hours, after I finishing lunch with Tom. Tonight’s a yes!
 
   Placing my phone in my bag I focus my attention back on Tom, and realise he’s still expecting an answer.
 
   “Tom,” I warn, then sigh. “He trusts me but not you. I’ve told him he has nothing to worry about, and that you don’t feel for me like that. I guess he’s decided getting to know you would be his best option.” 
 
   Tom lets out a bellowing laugh but it soon quiets when he notices I’m confused by his reaction. His jaw clenches and he looks like he wants to say something but he keeps it to himself.
 
   After that we eat and chat like we do when we’re together, as if that strange reaction of Tom’s was nothing. I know it was something, but I’ll drop it for now. I need tonight to go off without a hitch. 
 
   Things with Tom are easy. They always have been. We enjoy each other’s company for a few hours before going our separate ways. 
 
   As I’m walking back to my car I spot a face I never thought I’d see again. Simon, practise ex number one. My eyes widen and my heartbeat increases. Shit, how can I be foolish enough to think I wouldn’t bump into one of them again?
 
   He looks a mess. Not like he was when I made him my first game. There was a reason why I chose the men I wanted to play, and Simon was the first who needed to pay. He used Lydia when she was in a bad place. I didn’t take things as far with Simon as I did some of them, but far enough that I knew he’d hurt.
 
   Speed walking to my car, I hoped to avoid his gaze. I’m not so lucky. I guess that’s karma for you.
 
   “Ella?” his weak voice reaches me. I don’t respond, I just pick up my speed. “Ella.” He calls louder. I can hear his feet pounding against the concrete pavement behind me and my heart thumps along with his pace. 
 
   I start to panic a little. I never prepared myself for something like this happening. I just had my end game in sight all the time. My step falters because I know he’s going to reach me before I can get to the safety of my car. 
 
   “Ella, wait. Please. I just… I just want to talk.” I frown before turning to face him. He still sounds broken and hurt. I thought that knowledge would make me feel good but for some reason I feel badly. 
 
    “Simon?” I question, pretending to be unsure if it’s him. He catches up to me and smiles. He’s aged since I last saw him. He’s lost weight, and he looks physically ill. He gives me a weak smile but his eyes are filled with longing. 
 
   “Ella,” he breathes as he steps closer to me. I tense, not knowing what to do. He inhales me, taking in my scent. I step away and look around. I’m alone. The parking lot seems deserted. Fuck.
 
   “Simon, I need to go. I have somewhere to be,” I say, hoping for a quick getaway.
 
   “I love you. I can’t stop loving you. Whatever I did wrong to make you leave I can make right, Ella. I promise I can. Just give me a chance,” he pleads. 
 
   “Simon, I,” I don’t even know what to say to him. “It wasn’t you, it was me. I was in a bad place. It wouldn’t work.” How fucking cliché does that sound? Jesus Christ.
 
   “It would. I can be everything you need. I can, I promise.” He sounds desperate.
 
   “I can’t, Simon. I’m sorry. I need to go. It was good seeing you.” I skirt around him, trying to leave. His hand clamps around my arm, squeezing slightly. I wince as his grip tightens and I try to release myself from his hold. He barks out a laugh at me. 

 
   “You fucking ruined me, Ella. I haven’t been able to move on from you. I can’t get over you. The least you could do is let me fuck you.” He pulls me closer to him and pure fear filters into my blood stream.
 
   I never saw this side of Simon. His breath smells like alcohol and makes me want to puke. I need to get away.
 
   I do the only think I can think of and bring my knee to his groin with as much force as I can. I hear the wind get knocked out of his lungs and he bends to grasp his nuts, wailing out in pain. I turn and run to my car. I don’t wait around. I pull out of the parking lot like the hounds of hell are on my tail, and speed away. I need to get to Damon.
 
   ****
 
   I’ve been walking around The Ice Lounge for the last fifteen minutes whilst Damon and Spence are in their office making final arrangements for the launch party coming up in the next few weeks. I can’t focus on their words because I have too much going on in my head as I keep thinking about what happened earlier with Simon.
 
   I never meant to feel this bad for what I’ve done to those men. They all deserved to be taken down, but seeing Simon has shaken me to the core.
 
   I’m angry at myself for what I’ve done. I’m even more enraged for feeling bad, and I’m angry at Damon. I know it’s not his fault but deep inside my head, where I still believe I’ve got it wrong, that Damon isn’t a monster, I battle with myself. 
 
   If I got it wrong then this is all for nothing and the last three years would have been for nothing. 
 
   I’ve seen who Damon really is now, haven’t I? He is a monster. He just knows how to play a better game but I’ve learnt from my mistakes.
 
   Seeing Simon has me second guessing everything. I can’t let that happen.
 
   I shake my head and continue on with my tour. The Ice Lounge is stunning. Crystal chandeliers droop from the ceiling, one above every booth. The bar appears to be a big block of ice, but is actually frosted glass. Everything seems to be ice but isn’t. The lighting reflects and shines as it hits spots just right, causing an enchanting look. 
 
   I walk to the VIP area which has cream marble flooring with thin veins of gold running through it. The furniture is done in cream and gold, making everything look regal. 
 
   I continue on through the staff only door and make my way to Damon and Spencer in the office.
 
     They are in deep discussion about opening night. I lost interest in the conversation when I arrived and decided to walk around and explore alone.  Images of Simon plague my mind, making me want to regroup. I don't want to be here. I feel like I'm an outsider looking in. I’m a fraud. I have no right to be here. 
 
   If I hadn’t let feelings get involved this wouldn’t even be an issue, but I do have feelings for Damon, and as much as I keep pushing them back I can no longer deny it. I’ve let myself trust him. I'm so fucking stupid. Didn’t Lydia's diary teach me anything? 
 
   I can't trust men like Damon Fucking Hunt.
 
   Can I?
 
   I walk in the open office door and over to plonk down on the sofa next to Damon. He pauses to give me a brief kiss on the temple, making me want to scream, before fixing his attention back on Spencer. He touches me with such affection. It’s easy to believe he wants me, but can I be sure it’s real? No I can’t.
 
   My head is in shambles and being here is making me feel worse.
 
   Damon softly rubs my thigh with his palm, squeezing every so often. I begin squirming at his touch and flames of heat begin warming me up inside. How can his touch still affect me? 
 
    I can feel fury building inside of me as Damon's hand rests on my leg near my apex. I look down at it, wanting his touch away from me, wanting to be anywhere but here right now. I can't think when he’s touching me, and my stupid pregnancy hormones make me swoon at the slightest touch. My leg already feels in flames.
 
   I move my hand to his, intending to subtly push it away, but he grips it, interlocking our fingers so that I can't pull it away. Damon turns his head to look at me, but I can't face him so I turn my head away. I feel ashamed at what I have done to Simon, at how my actions destroyed him. I'm now doing the same to Damon and his family. Spencer is still talking but stops when he realises he no longer has Damon's attention. His gaze follows Damon's and now they are both looking at me. I can't take anymore so I stand up, pulling myself free from Damon‘s grasp.
 
   “I need to go to the ladies,” I announce. Grabbing my bag, I walk into the adjoining bathroom. The normal toilets are not quite finished, but the ones in here are done. Instead of going to the toilet though I head to the sink, running the cold tap. I wet a paper towel and hold it to my face, cooling down my heated skin. I get another paper towel and start washing away all the makeup that I applied this morning.
 
   My face is now completely bare – young, fresh. Staring at my reflection I struggle to see who I really am. My normally bright green eyes stare back at me, looking dull. My skin looks pale, my hair dry and limp. 
 
   I am a fraction of the woman I was when I met Damon. He is slowly killing me just like he killed my sister. Or am I doing this to myself? I look as bad as Simon, so am I as broken as he? 
 
   That thought hits me like a freight train. My legs feel heavy so I sink to the floor. I feel battered and I don’t know if I can play this game anymore. I don’t know if I can survive continuing the game, but I have to for my baby.  My hand runs across my stomach as I think about my little jellybean, growing stronger every day. It's my last chance at happiness.
 
   If I could only figure out how I feel it would make this so much easier. Every time I feel like I make a decision, my world comes crashing down around me. I was ready to give this life a chance, one where I could be happy, one that could have even been filled with love. I don't know how to trust Damon now, and I sure as fuck can't trust my own judgement at the minute.
 
   I need to collect myself. 
 
   Standing straight, I pick up my bag, rummaging through for my foundation. I attempt to apply my makeup again, but I just can't do it. I just want to be the real me. I throw the stuff back in my bag. I have to get out of here. I can't stay here when I feel like this.
 
   I feel so vulnerable, open, wounded. I’m messed up. I want to get him, to rip him apart the way he has me. I want his life to mean nothing. I want him to be irrelevant, but he’s not. I want his kiss, his touch, his baby. 
 
   I want our life. 
 
   I want his love.
 
   I want it to be real.
 
   For months I have been fighting this battle. I thought I was winning, but the baby has changed things. The kiss with Leona changed things again and now Simon has changed things even more. I have no idea what to do.
 
   What to believe.
 
   I have to get out of here. I need to go home and to try and make sense of everything that’s happening in my life. Maybe I can pack a few things without Damon realising and go back to my house for a few days. 
 
   No, that won’t work. It will have to be a hotel somewhere he can't find me. Somewhere I can think without him changing my mind. Pushing open the office toilet door, I find Damon outside leaning against the wall, waiting for me.
 
   “Are you okay?” he asks when he takes in my bare face. I'm standing rooted to the spot, not sure what to do. I’m like a deer caught in the headlights. He steps towards me and I instinctively step forward as my body responds to his, wanting his touch. He reaches out his hand and takes mine, pulling my body flush against him.
 
   “Beauty, what's wrong? You’ve not been the same since you got here. You’ve been quiet since your lunch with Tom. Did you argue?” I shake my head no. At the soft tone of his voice I feel tears prickling behind my eyes. My pulse is pounding at his gentle touch. My heart is racing with the whirlwind of emotions I’m feeling. They’ve hit me like a tsunami with his single touch.
 
   I can’t have this. I need to get my head sorted. 
 
   Pressing my palms to his chest I give a little shove. I need to get away, I need space. Everything that is Damon is drowning me. My lungs feel like they can't get enough air. Turning on my heel, I start to walk away from him, and he calls out my name but I can't look back. I head to the door but before I can leave I feel his hand on my arm, spinning me in his direction.
 
   “Beauty....” I look up and his eyes are filled with concern and worry. His hand comes up to my face to wipe away a tear that has fallen. I feel like my heart is breaking. I just need to see the monster in him. I need to know I’m right. Simon won’t leave my mind. I need to get away.
 
   “Please Damon, I can't do this here, please let me go.” My final words come out as a sob, and I feel Damon pull me to him. I don’t move, staying wrapped in his embrace. I know I need to keep him at a distance so I can try and think again, but I just want to draw from his strength.
 
   “What the fuck has happened baby?” He says against my head. “Tell me so I can fix it beauty.”  The hate I’m feeling for myself, the disgust, comes out as rage. I have been holding it inside and it needs out. I lash out at him. I push out of his arms and get in his face. I can make him show the demon inside. 
 
   “I can't be fucking fixed Damon. I don’t need you.” I spit. I’m seething, full of rage as I take a step towards him. “YOU, did this... YOU and that fucking whore. You let her kiss you,” I scream. I watch him recoil like I have slapped him but I can't stop. “What am I supposed to do Damon? Forget it happened?” I spit. I move so I'm standing directly in front of him, “I can't Damon. When I look at you, I see her. I see her all over you.” His head drops down and his chin rests on his chest. 
 
   The kiss isn’t a problem. I’m pissed at myself, Damon, and Simon. I need someone to take my rage out on and Damon is an easy target. I spit words so I can hurt him like I’m hurting.
 
   He doesn’t move. He doesn’t try to touch me. I grip his chin and lift so his eyes meet mine, “What would have happened if I had got back ten minutes later Damon? What would I have found then? Leona sitting on your cock while you fuck her?” 
 
   Damon shakes his head his eyes pleading, “No beauty, you wouldn't have. I couldn't do that to you, to us. I love you Ella. Don't you get that? Don't you see what you mean to me?” I shake my head. 
 
   “No Damon, I don't. I don't see an us anymore. All I see is her, and I don't trust that you love me enough to let her go.” With that I turn and walk away from him. I need to be alone. I walk out of the club and head to my car.
 
   ****
 
   I make it back to Damon’s in record time. I’m shaken up from the earlier encounter with Simon, and my emotions regarding Damon and who he really is. It was a close call with Simon. I could smell the stench of alcohol on his breath, could smell it seeping out his pores. 
 
   I head straight to the shower, needing to get his touch off me. I feel dirty and ashamed. I wish I could wash away my shame but I know I can’t. I’m going to have to live with my choices for the rest of my life.
 
   I spend a long time in the shower, scrubbing at my skin until it’s raw. Tears fall unbidden from my eyes, as memories of my time with my ‘practise exes’ flood my mind. I’ve done some disgusting things in the last few years. Things I can never take back. Things I can never change.
 
   I’ve done the same to Damon. Does he really deserve it?  
 
   I stumble out of the shower and wrap myself in a fluffy white towel. I walk into the bedroom, and drop down onto the bed. I know I’m making the bed covers wet but I don’t care. I just need a minute to gather myself. 
 
   I shouldn’t be feeling this badly for Simon, for any of them. I need to remember why I picked them to play in the first place. I grab my handbag and pull out Lydia’s diary. I flip it open to the time when Simon hurt Lydia. 
 
    
 
   April 19th 2011
 
   I went on a date tonight. Leona set me up with a friend of hers. Simon. He seemed nice at first but it was soon obvious that he had no interest in me. I only went because she told me Damon would be there. She said he wanted to see me.
 
   He didn’t. 
 
   He made that obvious when he saw me. His words burned me but I know he still loves me. I can see it shining in his beautiful brown eyes.
 
   It didn’t take long for Simon to ditch me. Leona told me I should make Damon see what he’s missing and I should find Simon to make Damon jealous. I did. He was fucking a waitress in the cleaning closet. 
 
   He had the nerve to call me crazy! Are you fucking kidding me? He thinks I’d be okay with him shacking up with another woman when he was there with me? 
 
   HELL FUCKING NO!
 
   I showed him he can’t fuck with me. A kick to the balls did just the trick. Did he seriously think he could use me? Think maybe he’d get a fuck out of me after he fucked her? 
 
   Good thing my Damon isn’t like Simon.
 
   Our feelings for each other are real. Anyone who says otherwise will have to face me from now on. I won’t take people talking shit about us. Simon thought he could show me up in front of everyone at the event. He soon realised he’s playing games with the wrong person. 
 
   Damon is MINE.
 
    
 
   I put the diary back into my bag and close my eyes, feeling better. Simon deserved what I did to him. He took Lydia on a date, at the request of Leona, and then fucked someone else. I wasn't going to let him get away with that. He needed to pay and he did. He still is. 
 
   I always thought it was Damon that played my sister but I’m beginning to notice another person that wasn’t on my radar as much because I was so focused on Damon. Leona fucking Goodridge.
 
   She hurt Lydia a few times and has hurt me. She’s going to pay for her behaviour. Even if I spend the rest of my life with Damon, she is going to pay. Maybe spending the rest of my life with Damon would do the trick because it’s obvious she has strong feelings for him, and feels like she has a claim on him. I need to tear apart their connection, their friendship. 
 
   I need to take her down.
 
   And give Damon a chance.
 
   Pulling my phone out my bag, I send Damon a quick text message. 
 
   I’m sorry for earlier. Forgive me? Xx
 
   He didn’t deserve my behaviour at The Ice lounge. Damon has been nothing but amazing to me. He replies instantly.
 
   Nothing to forgive, I deserved it. I love you beauty, and I’ll see you tonight at Hunters xx
 
   I put my phone away, not able to stop the smile gracing my lips. It’s time to live my life.
 
    
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
   CHAPTER FOURTEEN
 
    
 
   As I’m walking to the entrance to The Hunter and just about to walk through the door I hear my name being called. I turn in that direction and see Tom walking towards me.  He pulls me into a brotherly hug, encasing me within his body heat. I love the warmth that he exudes because it makes me feel safe. After all the shitty things that have happened to me, he is my constant strength. I link my arm through his and we walk in the entrance.
 
   We walk through to the VIP area, and I give my name to the bouncer. We’re instantly allowed through. I spot Lacy, Sharn, and Michelle although I can’t see Leona. But if her cronies are here she must be as well. I turn around, hoping to see Damon, but instead I spot Spencer, Wes and Sofia sitting at a large round table. I nudge Tom in their direction, indicating where to head.
 
   When we reach the table Spence stands to give me a kiss on the cheek before greeting Tom. They shake hands, then Spencer motions for a waiter to come over.
 
   “What would you like to drink Ella?” I look up at Spencer, wondering how to play this. Obviously I can’t drink now I’m pregnant, but I can’t let anyone know.
 
   “Can I get a coke please?” The look of shock that spreads across his face makes me laugh. “What? I just don’t feel like drinking, plus I drove here.”
 
   Spencer orders my coke and Tom a JD and coke, before pulling me down to sit next to him. The conversation is flowing freely between us all and I’m so glad that Tom is fitting in. Glancing at my watch, I wonder where Damon is. It’s seven-thirty and he still hasn’t made an appearance.  
 
   I glance around and catch sight of Lacy, Sharn and Michelle again. Lacy seems to be looking around, but Sharn and Michelle are smirking smugly at me. I frown, wondering why they look so happy. I quickly look around realising it has to have something to do with Leona and no doubt, Damon too.
 
   Sofia is talking to me but I didn’t catch what she said because I was glancing beyond her in search of Damon. “I’m sorry, I didn’t catch what you said,” I apologise. She ushers Wesley out so she can stand, and comes and sits next to me, blocking my exit.
 
   “I asked how things were going. Are you still living with Damon?” 
 
   I realise that none of them know about our engagement yet. I’m glad that Spencer hasn’t blurted everything out.
 
   “It's going great, I love being there.” She smiles at my obvious happiness.
 
   “You look happy Ella. You’re almost glowing.” I don’t try to hide the blush that colours my cheeks as I beam at her words.
 
   “I am happy. Things are good,” I say, smiling. I look at my watch and begin to get angry. Where the heck is Damon? If he’s stood me up I’ll be pissed at him. If Tom can make the effort, then Damon could at least do the same. 
 
   My bladder suddenly feels like it’s ready to explode. I excuse myself and hastily walk-run to the toilets. This is one of the downsides of being pregnant. 
 
   I slam into the bathroom, not paying attention to the ladies at the sinks, and crash into a cubicle. A sigh of delight escapes when the pressure on my bladder is released. I finish peeing and exit the stall to find Leona, Lacy, Sharn, and Michelle. Leona sneers at me, causing me to roll my eyes. What is her goddamn problem?
 
   I ignore them and quickly wash my hands. Leona shoulder slams me as the three of them start to leave. Ready to snap, I grit my teeth. I’ve had enough of this bitch. I spin on my heel, furious with her.
 
    “What the fuck is your problem?” Leona ignores me and continues to leave with her friends, but I won’t let it go that easy. I know her type, they think they can walk all over people and no one will stand up to her. She’s got another think coming if she thinks I’ll let it pass.
 
   “Leona, I asked you a question. What the fuck is your problem?” 
 
   She turns towards me, her face surprising me. I expect anger but instead she has a sickly sweet smile on her face as she stalks towards me.
 
   “Problem? There's no problem Ella.  For there to be a problem you would have to mean something, but you're nothing. You’re insignificant like all the other little bitches Damon picks up.  Do you really believe you're that special Ella? Do you think the words he mutters to you he hasn’t muttered to someone else before you? What makes you think you're any different than all the others before?” She lets out a condescending laugh, “What about Abigail? Oh, you met her didn’t you?” She acts surprised before sneering again, “At your romantic little meal. Ring any bells?” She doesn’t give me a chance to answer. “You will be gone before you know it.”
 
   She turns to leave again, thinking she’s put an end to me. I don’t fucking think so. What she said cut deep but I won’t let her see that. I won’t her know how much her words can hurt me. She’ll get a kick if she knows she’s keyed into one of my biggest fears. 
 
   Am I just one in a long list of many that Damon plays with? Or is what we have real?
 
   I am fucking furious. Who does this bitch think she is? My inner bitch is coming out to join the party.
 
   “You're so fucking jealous, aren't you Leona? You would give anything to be with him, but he doesn't want you. Every time you throw yourself at him, he'll turn you down, because you’re the one who’s nothing to him. He feels sorry for you, that’s all. It’s nothing more.” 
 
   A livid Leona steps toward me but Lacy holds her back. If I wasn’t pregnant I would slap her right across that scheming face of hers, but I have something better up my sleeve to hit her with.
 
   “Don’t you think we know Damon a little more that you?” Michelle pipes up, looking smug. “We’ve known him a lot longer. You’re nothing but a new toy to Damon and he gets bored with his toys very quickly,” she finishes on a smirk, making me want to claw her fucking eyes out.
 
   I laugh at her. “Is that so? Well I happen to know different.” I start to walk past them to exit the toilets but Sharn steps in my way and speaks for the first time.
 
   “We’ve not finished with you yet. You need to back away from Damon before he breaks your heart. I can see he already owns it. You wouldn’t take up for him like this if you didn’t love him. We’ve been around longer, will continue to be around long after you’ve been kicked to the curb.” She pushes her face close to mine, invading my personal space, no doubt to intimidate me. “Damon is Leona’s. He will always be Leona’s.”
 
   I raise a brow at her arrogant comment. “Funny that,” I look at Leona, “he told me you’re nothing more than a tag along. An acquaintance that never leaves. He only deals with you because of your parents being good friends with his.” I smirk when I see shock hit her eyes. “Yeah, that’s right. You’re nothing more than a family friend.” I look back at Sharn, who is still invading my personal space. “Now if you’ll excuse me, I have better places to be.”
 
   “You little bitch, who do you think you are, talking to me like that? I can have him anytime I want. I just have to give him the space he needs to finish playing with you. But don’t get too comfortable, because every time I snap my fingers Damon will come running. He will always choose me,” Leona says, finally getting over my shocking comment. Maybe I over exaggerated but these bitches don’t know that. She steps towards me again and raises her hand, about to hit me when Lacy steps in. Let her fucking hit me. 
 
   “That’s enough Leona. You’re taking things too far. Leave her alone.” Leona is fuming that Lacy has defended me, but I’m actually quite touched that she stood up for me. Maybe I misjudged her. Leona is about to walk away when I pull out my trump card.
 
   “Oh Leona,” she turns on her heel glaring at me, “I’ll send your wedding invite to your parents. I can't wait for the day you get to watch me marry the man that you love.” 
 
   The smile on Leona's face disappears the moment the words leave my lips. For a moment I see her resolve crumble. Now I know I have her figured out. She is in love with Damon.   
 
   Not giving them a chance to respond, I walk through their little group and out the door. Dancing out my anger on the dance floor is my option of choice. Leona’s words always hit deep but she’s beginning to get under my skin too much. 
 
   I’m pissed at Damon for even knowing her. Irrational I know, but I can’t fucking help it.
 
   Simon fucked with my head today, made me rethink everything. Made me question myself. I don’t like the feelings of self disgust he’s brought out in me. That’s what I’m feeling about myself. I’m a fucking monster. 
 
   The music pulses through me and my feet vibrate from the music’s bass flowing in the floor beneath me. I sway and move to the rhythm, shutting my eyes to block everything out. 
 
   I lose myself in my dancing until hands slip around my waist. I jump from the sudden contact, and freeze. I feel a body grind on my behind and warm breath on my neck. The stench of alcohol nearly makes me sick and a shiver runs through my body. 
 
   “Why you stopped dancin’? Come on sexy, dance,” a slurred voice rasps in my ear. I can feel his arousal and it makes me cringe. 
 
   He grips my hips tightly and thrusts into me as I struggle to free myself from his grip, and panic starts to set in when he doesn’t let me go. My heart beats wildly and adrenalin pumps through my body. I struggle against him more but it’s no use. He may be drunk but he still overpowers me, making fear overtake me.
 
   Suddenly he’s gone and shouts and screams ring out around me. Turning, I notice a blur of struggling limbs on the floor before my brain registers what I’m seeing.
 
   Damon is straddling the drunken fucker who manhandled me, punching him repeatedly in the face. Blood spurts all over the drunk’s face and hands as he tries to protect himself from each blow Damon is raining down on him. 
 
   I try to step forward to pull Damon off of him but get pulled back. I struggle and fight to get to free but I’m held steady.
 
   “Let me go,” I scream.
 
   “Calm down, Ella. That piece of shit deserves what he’s getting.” Hearing Tom’s voice calms me slightly, then my gaze drifts to Damon again. Spencer appears from nowhere and pulls his raging brother away from his target.
 
   Damon shakes him off before growling a few choice words at Spence. Spencer nods and starts pulling the drunk to his feet just as the bouncers step up to remove the bleeding drunk. He’s a mess and not entirely stable on his feet. Tears clog my eyes and throat when I look at Damon.
 
   Stomping over, Damon takes me from Tom’s arms, holding me tightly to him. His whole body shakes with anger and his breath comes out in sharp pants, his chest rising and falling rapidly.
 
   I’m standing in a state of shock, trying to understand how everything went the way it did, my mind running a mile a minute. Damon scoops me up into his arms and storms through the club to the back offices.
 
   Hanging limply in his arms, I sway with each step he takes. I feel sick. Shivers wrack my body as the adrenalin slowly drains away. 
 
   Damon’s office door slams shut behind us and he doesn’t stop until he sets me down into the chair at his desk. He pulls back and paces the room, agitation evident in his rigid body. I stay silent, not knowing what to say. He disappears into the bathroom, before re-entering his office wiping his hands with a cloth. 
 
   “Are you okay?” he asks. I can tell he’s trying to calm the anger in his tone. I swallow before replying.
 
   “Yes. A little shaken up but I’m okay.”
 
   “What the fuck was that Ella? Why would you just go out onto the dance floor alone without telling anyone?” 
 
   Anger rises in me. I’m not a fucking child. I can do what I want without telling anyone where I’m going. 
 
   “I’m not a fucking child Damon,” I spit. “I can take care of myself.” As soon as the words leave my mouth I want to take them back, they’re not true. 
 
   “It looked like it,” he snaps. I know it’s his anger and nerves making him snap so I stay quiet while he silently fumes. 
 
   I can’t take care of myself. Damon had to come to my rescue. My anger starts to dissipate as I realise his words, however much I dislike them, are right. 
 
   He turns and looks at me before striding over to me, his eyes are frantic. He pulls me up into his arms and wraps himself around me, hugging the breath out of me.
 
   His relief is evident as his tense frame relaxes and he pulls back a little to look at me. Kissing my hair and cheeks, he then looks me in the eyes. 
 
   “Beauty?” he asks softly. Damon’s eyes darken and his jaw clenches. “Did he hurt you?” I shake my head.
 
   “No, just scared me a little,” I say quietly. 
 
   He pulls me to him again, bringing my body flush against his. I bury my face in his chest as he wraps his arms tighter around me. Leona’s words always get to me, always make me doubt Damon, but in his arms is the only place I feel whole. 
 
   Loved.
 
   “Are you sure you’re okay?” I nod my head into his chest before looking up at him. 
 
   “Everything is perfect now that you’re here.” I give him a small smile. He leans down and kisses me softly. It’s a slow, lazy kiss, full of passion. A slow mating of our tongues.
 
   “I love you, beauty,” he mumbles against my lips. I melt into him, enjoying his kisses. He pulls back to gaze into my eyes, and gently places a kiss on the tip of my nose, and then my forehead, before gently pulling away. “You’re mine, Ella. I’m keeping you.” I want to let him. I’m going to let him.  
 
   “We need to get back out there before the troops come storming in.” I laugh at Damon’s words and grasp his hand in mine, letting him know I’m ready to go back out there.
 
   He pulls me out of the office, keeping my hand firmly locked in his, and leads us to the table where Tom, Spence, Wes and Sofia are sitting. Damon takes a seat and pulls me down onto his lap. I look towards the bar, hoping it’s not too busy so I can go get a cold water when I spot Leona having what looks like, harsh words with Lacy. Leona stomps away when she’s said her piece, with Michelle and Sharn following close behind her, leaving Lacy standing alone.
 
   I try to stand but Damon strengthens his hold on me. I look at him and see his silent question. I kiss him chastely. 
 
   “Give me a second. I’m just gonna see if Lacy wants to join us.” He smiles and kisses me a little more deeply before releasing me. I stand and walk across to the bar to where Lacy is standing.
 
   “Lacy, thanks for sticking up for me.” I give her a warm smile. “Why don’t you come join us?” The smile on Lacy’s face is warm and she looks just like her sister, Ellery, when she smiles. Ellery is the one who set me up on the date with Damon, and one of his closest associates. I can tell that Lacy really is a genuine person, and she looks so pleased that I invited her to sit with us.
 
   “Are you sure?” I give her an encouraging smile and nod my head in the direction of Damon.
 
   When we get back to the table Damon and Tom are in deep conversation about Damon’s car. I’m not certain, but by the look on Tom’s face I would swear Damon was talking porn to him, he looks so happy. When Lacy moves to sit down next to him, Tom does a double take, and stops talking, completely forgetting what he was saying. The look on his face is priceless. I can see he is seeing her for the first time. 
 
   As I sit down next to Damon he lets out a little chuckle as he turns his head into my neck, kissing below my ear. I turn into his embrace, breathing in his scent, inhaling him. 
 
   I turn my head and look across at Tom, who is in deep conversation with Lacy. They both seem lost in each other, oblivious to everyone else. He says something I can’t hear, and she throws her head back and laughs, her eyes shining at whatever he said. I turn to look at Damon, who is watching the whole thing play out before he turns to me, his lips moving to my ear, 
 
   “You know, I think I do like Tom after all.” I burst out laughing and everyone turns to look at me as I try to control myself.
 
   “What’s so funny?” Spence asks. I turn to look at him and see he’s looking a bit awkward, realising he is the only one without a girl. I really need to sort that out soon. Spencer needs a lady in his life to put him in his place.
 
   “Nothing Spence. Everything is good.” Looking around at my friends I realise for the first time in a long time those words are true. I have real friends.
 
   Life is good.
 
   ****
 
   I’m hot. Not from the bodies surrounding me, not from being in an enclosed room packed with people, I’m hot from Damon’s touch. My blood ignites. They’re innocent caresses but I’m desperate for him. 
 
   I’m nestled against his side, his arm slung over my shoulder. He keeps stoking my hair, then softly running a finger down my arm absentmindedly. I squirm each time he does this, but he’s too engrossed in his conversation with Wes and Spence to notice.
 
   Tom seems to be lost in deep conversation with Lacy and I haven’t heard a thing Sofia has been talking to me about in the last few minutes. My body is out of control. I focus on her again, trying to catch up with what she’s talking about. Sophia pauses, then gives me a knowing smile.
 
   “I remember that feeling. Wes used to get me so strung out that I couldn’t think about anything else but him.” Her eyes drift towards Wesley. “It’s sometimes the innocent touches that matter the most.” She glances back towards me. “That’s called love, Ella. He can’t help but touch you, and his touch sets you on fire.”
 
   I blush. She’s wrong. Leona knows far more about Damon than I do, she knows his personal side. I still don’t know about is ex, Abigail. Damon’s obviously telling Leona his personal life for her to know about seeing his ex in the restaurant in the first place. 
 
   I’m going to have to see what I can dig up on this Abigail. I don’t like not knowing everything. 
 
   Leona’s words affect me more than I’ll ever admit. She is closer to Damon in many respects. We have physical chemistry but we don’t have a history. Not one Damon knows about anyway.
 
   “I think I need to see how well Wes will fare in a game of innocent touches.” She gives me a grin before standing and sauntering over to Wes. She catches his eye and he undresses her with his own blue ones. I look away, feeling the need to fan myself. That look Wes gave Sofia just made me hotter. I turn into Damon’s side, resting my head on his shoulder. 
 
   I press my lips to his neck and he pauses, turns to look at me, and gives me a delicious smile. I swallow as desire bursts inside me, flooding my blood stream. My breath picks up. I’m so fucking hot for him right now. 
 
   I need him. 
 
   Damon notices my reaction this time and his smile turns into a grin. His brown eyes darken as I lick my lips. I just need a taste. I don’t remember ever feeling this needy before. I’m desperate for him.  
 
   Damon brings his lips to mine in an all-consuming kiss. His tongue forcing it’s way past my lips, plunging to dance with mine. I gasp at the desperation in his kiss. It’s hard and passionate. It’s a dominating kiss that has my toes curling but it’s not enough. I have to have more. I grasp his hair and tug, needing him to give me his all. I climb onto his lap, trying to straddle him, completely forgetting where we are.
 
   “Fuck me. Even I’m getting turned on. Tone it down you two,” Spencer’s mirth filled voice calls out. 
 
   I pull away so fast I almost tumble to the floor. Damon catches me by the waist, bringing me close again. As soon as he has me situated where he wants me, his hands slip around to grasp my arse, squeezing my cheeks firmly. 
 
   “Where do you think you’re going?” Damon growls huskily, not paying attention to Spencer’s comment. The animalistic sound has my core flooding, my sex clenching, and my knickers wet. 
 
   “The fucking look in her eyes had me hard, but the kiss,” Spencer whistles to get his point across. “Shit. That was some fucking kiss. I nearly came from how she climbed you.” His laugh has Damon tensing, as if he’s only just realised where we are. Lacy, Tom, Wesley and Sofia laugh at Spencer’s words.
 
   Damon’s head whips toward his brother, anger radiating from him. I lean into him, pressing my breasts to his chest, bringing my lips to his ear. I slowly run my mouth across his lobe, breathing on him. My hands slip into his hair, my fingers running through the dark locks before gripping it at the roots.
 
   “I need you,” I whisper. “Now.” 
 
   Catcalls and whistles sound out from our friends. Damon’s hands tighten to the point of pain on my rump. He pants into my neck as he nuzzles me. His burgeoning bulge presses in just the right spot, making me gasp at the feel of his cock pressing into me. 

 
   “My office. Now.”
 
   I scramble to my feet, not needing to be told twice. I know I look wanton but I couldn’t care less. I need him. My hormones are rocketing around inside, only focusing on my body’s demand for Damon.
 
   Damon stands in one fluid movement. He rests his hand at the small of my back, guiding me toward the stairs leading up to the skywalk, not saying a word to our table companions. 
 
   I spot Leona’s hateful glare as we near the VIP rails. Her eyes swing to Damon and I see disgust transform her face to hurt. She looks physically sick. I turn my gaze to Damon and take in his aroused state. 
 
   His cocoa coloured eyes are burning into mine, almost shining black in the darkened room. His lips are slightly fuller from our kiss, and his dishevelled hair is a dead giveaway as to what we’re about to do. He looks thoroughly fucked. 
 
   I look back at Leona and smirk. She can see how desperate he is for me, can see that his only focus is me. His hand grazes my arse before he scoops me up into his arms. I let out a squeal, then giggle. “I need to be inside you,” he growls. 
 
   “Bowl Room,” I pant.
 
   Damon smirks, making my insides clench. Just the thought of him pounding into me as we’re suspended above the crowd makes me moan, but that’s not what I need. Not what I’m craving. 
 
   We reach the Bowl Room in no time. Damon keeps moving and turns me to wrap my legs around his hips, and presses me back against the two way mirrored walls. He lips smash to mine, kissing me deeply, and taking over my mouth. His taste, his smell, his touch have me panting. I clutch his strong shoulders, loving the feel of his body vibrating with desperate need. 
 
   “Damon… stop,” I say breathily. Even I don’t believe my plea. 
 
   He doesn’t stop. I whimper as his lips travel down my neck, licking, nipping, sucking. When he reaches the hollow of my throat his tongue ravishes me, tasting me at the pulse point. Damon proves again and again what he can do to me. He commands my body and I comply. 
 
   “Fuck, beauty. I could burst the seam in my trousers I’m so fucking hard.” My mouth waters at his words. 
 
   I don’t know how I ever believed I could control this man with sex. He dominates my body, takes over my senses. I’m pliant in his hands. 
 
   I need to know I can still control him with passion.
 
   I drop my hands to his chest, pushing slightly to let him know I want him to let me down. He looks puzzled as he helps steady me on my feet. I turn him slightly so he’ll be able to see the masses of people surrounding us from below, and drop to my knees. 
 
   I need to taste him. My sexual need for Damon is at an all-time high. I don’t feel in control of my body at all, and I need Damon to feel the same. 
 
   I tug at his belt, unbutton and unzip his trousers before tugging them down over his hips. His cock springs free, swollen and weepy. I dart my tongue out to lap up the pre-come leaking from the tip, moaning at his flavour.
 
   He lets out a groan, fisting my hair tightly. I smile, knowing he’s still in control. Just one lick and he’s ready to ram into my mouth, to plunge and take his pleasure from me. I won’t let him. I pull back until his hold loosens, then I wrap my lips around the mushroom head. I add gentle suction as I cup his balls and roll them. 
 
   “Ella,” Damon growls, “Suck me hard, beauty.” I do. “Yes… like that… fuck,” he pants. His hips trust forward, pushing his cock deeper in my mouth. I look up at him and find him watching me; his burning gaze lets me see his slip in control. His head falls back, his mouth is slack, and his neck is bulging. 
 
   I take advantage, gripping his thighs and holding him to me, stripping him of his control. I take him deep to the back of my throat and swallow around him. 
 
   “Ella,” he gasps.
 
   I release him to lick and kiss my way down his shaft before fisting his steely cock with my hand. I move my hand up and down, adding a twist to increase his pleasure. I kiss his ball sac then suckle it. 
 
   “I’m gonna come, beauty… oh fuck… put me in your mouth. Suck me.”
 
   Movement at the corner of my eye alerts me that we’re not alone. Leona is standing past the threshold of the door. She looks beyond hurt. I smile at her, glad she’s hurting. 
 
   I suck Damon back into my mouth then moan his name, knowing it will send him into a frenzy. His hands fly to my hair. He gathers it into a fist and tugs.
 
   “I’m gonna come, beauty. Take it. Take it all.” Damon growls.
 
   I take him all the way in, feeling him swell and throb against my tongue. I moan, feeling his orgasm nearing as he groans and growls, and tugs sharply at my hair. He holds my head steady, filling my throat with his size. His cock hits the back of my throat and I gag, squeezing my eyes shut as tears fill them from retching around him.   
 
   “I love you. I love you so fucking much, Ella,” he finishes with a long drawn out groan.
 
   His hot seed hits the back of my throat, making me swallow. Damon rocks his hips in a gentle sway into my mouth, drawing out his orgasm. 
 
   I lick and suck him clean, drinking in every drop of him. Damon pants above me as I tuck him away. Standing, I give him a quick kiss. He tries to deepen it but I pull away, looking over his shoulder, seeing Leona’s back disappearing back down the skywalk.

 
   Victory is seeping through my body, overwhelming my senses. I thought that blow job was for my benefit but now I realise Leona’s words burned me more than I knew. I needed to stake my claim on him and I needed her to see how much Damon wants me. Not her – me.
 
   The smile on my face stays there all night. Even after realising Leona has left the building.    
 
    
 
    
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
   CHAPTER FIFTEEN
 
   JUNE 19TH 2014
 
    
 
   I wake up from what can only be described as an erotic dream. A very erotic dream. I’m horny and my stupid hormones are on overdrive. All I want to do is climb up Damon's body every chance I get.  
 
   Then it hits me. Today is my twenty second birthday. It’s a day I don’t much like celebrating because there isn’t anyone to celebrate with. It’s a day I usually like to spend curled up under the covers and sleeping the day away. 
 
   Today is different though because I have my little jellybean. I have a future I can look forward to. I’m still not sure what’s going to happen but I know every day that passes is a day closer to meeting her. I can’t be sure the baby is a she, but I have a feeling.
 
   Stretching, I smile and climb out of bed. I catch my reflection in the mirror and I can’t help running my hand over my stomach. It’s mostly still flat, but I can feel the little lump that’s starting to form. I have to tell Damon soon. He needs to know but I can’t tell him yet, as telling him will only burst the little bubble I am in at the moment, and I don’t want to do that.
 
   Sliding on my slippers and a dressing gown I make my way downstairs to get something for breakfast. I feel okay today so some toast will help keep the sickness away.  As I’m walking down the stairs the doorbell rings. Hurrying to open it, I’m surprised when there is a flower delivery guy standing there with the most extravagant bunch of flowers I have ever seen. I’m stunned at their beauty. Thanking the delivery guy, I shut the door and open the card 
 
   Happy 22nd Birthday Ella 
 
   Have a great day 
 
   Love Tom xxx 
 
   Smiling to myself I turn and stop short when I see Damon standing in front of me frowning. His body is coiled tightly, tense with what I would guess to be jealousy.
 
   “They’re from Tom.” I realise my answer hasn’t made him frown less and I have to explain it to him. 
 
   “It’s not what you think. We’re not... It’s my birthday.” Damon actually has the decency to look ashamed. He rushes towards me and pulls me into a hug but his body is still taut with stress.
 
   “Ella, I’m sorry. I can’t believe I forgot.” I frown at his reply. How could he forget? He didn’t even know. Damon must have noticed the confusion on my face. I’m about to ask him what he meant when he speaks.
 
   “I mean I didn’t know. I didn’t forget, obviously, I didn’t know it was your birthday. What I meant was I forgot to ask when it was. I can’t believe I have nothing planned,” he stammers. He looks torn up over this, which is strange seeing as I wouldn’t have told him my birth date anyway. “Have dinner with me tonight, just the two of us? I can cook you something if you want or I can make reservations. Whatever you want.”
 
   I smile at him, reaching up to pull his lips down to mine. I press my body up against him, holding the flowers at an awkward angle to my side, and kiss him with all the passion I can.
 
   When Damon pulls away we are both breathless, panting. It takes me a moment to catch my breath. His kisses ignite my blood and make my legs turn to jelly. My body blazes with arousal. I melt with every kiss, each touch, and my body turns into a fiery inferno of lust. The flowers in my arms suddenly feel so heavy. I walk towards the table and set them down, leaning against a chair while I try to steady myself.
 
   Turning back around to face Damon, I see he’s in no better state than I. It makes me pleased that I’m having the same effect on him. The smile on my face gives me away as he stalks towards me like I’m his prey. I’m not going to lie, I love it. 
 
   The way he makes me feel is unreal. 
 
   My pulse quickens as he gets closer, his hand reaching for the belt of the dressing gown, pulling it so that it’s loose. He lifts me up so I’m sitting on the table, and he pushes my legs apart to stand between them, lining himself up to me. He pushes the dressing gown off my shoulders so it’s pooled around my waist, and runs his fingers along my arm, right up to my neck. My heart is racing and my lips feel dry. I dart my tongue across my lips to moisten them and Damon’s eyes flick to my mouth and follow the movement of my tongue.
 
   Damon's hand grips my chin as he lifts my head up. The way he is looking at me is feral. His brown eyes are on fire, and it sends instant bolts of lust between my thighs. I wrap my legs around his waist, trying to pull him closer, my hormones raging. I feel like I can’t get enough.
 
    I want him so badly I can’t help the little whimper that escapes my lips.
 
   “What do you want, Ella?” His voice sounds husky, erotic even. I look up at him, my heart catches. He is an Adonis of a man, complete perfection. 
 
   “You, Damon. I just want you.” Saying the words out loud hit me like lightening as they are probably the most truthful words I have ever spoken to him. I want this man. I want a life with this man, I want to marry him, and I want to be the only woman for him. I want him inside me, and I want his love more than anything I have ever wanted before.
 
   Damon reaches his hand down between my legs and rips off my knickers. I actually hear the material tear, and he throws them to the side. I expect him to push his fingers in me so I'm surprised when I hear his zipper and then feel the head of his cock at my opening. 
 
   “God you’re so fucking wet, Ella,” he groans. 
 
   I hold my breath in expectation of him entering me but it doesn’t happen. I stare down to where his cock is poised, ready to enter me, and thrust my hips forward hoping to get him in me. He lifts my head again so I'm looking into his eyes. I feel like I am on fire and his words do nothing to dampen the flame.
 
   “Ella, I love you... but this isn’t going to be gentle. I’m going to fuck you until you’re screaming my name.” With that he pushes into me hard, lifting my ass off the table with the force of his thrusts. My head rolls back as I adjust to the feel of him inside me, my walls expanding and closing around his girth. 
 
   He is possessed, his movements frantic. He feels so good. I’m hanging onto him, my body responding to him like he is my puppeteer, controlling my body. Damon lifts me so he is holding my arse, and my arms are tight around his neck. 
 
   I’m not sure what’s happening but I feel possessed as my body meets him thrust for thrust. It has never felt so good. My ankles grip like a vise around his waist. Even though he is completely filling me, I feel like it isn’t enough. I need more. I need it more, harder, faster and deeper.
 
   “Fuck, your smell drives me fucking crazy.” I’m too lost in the sensations flooding my body to respond. “I need to taste you, Ella. I need to taste your pussy in my mouth.”
 
   Pulling out and dropping to his knees, Damon grips my hips and moves me closer. I feel his hot breath on me, sending chills through my overheated core. When I feel his tongue enter my folds I feel like I have been electrocuted. I almost come from the touch of his tongue against my sensitive bundle of nerves, but it isn’t enough. I need more. I need him filling me again. 
 
   Feeling frustrated, I want his length back inside me. Damon must sense my frustration and pulls away.
 
   “What’s the matter baby? You want me to put my cock back in that pretty little pussy of yours?”
 
   His words send a jolt straight to my core. My hips grind up of their own accord, begging for him. Damon stands in one graceful move, towering above me. “Do you?” he questions again. I nod my head letting out a moan as he thrusts back in, filling me to the hilt.  
 
   “Fuck, beauty, your pussy is gripping my cock so hard.” 
 
   Sensing my mood, Damon, if it’s possible at all, speeds up. I can feel the tell-tale signs of my orgasm building as my insides begin to shudder. I can’t take anymore, I need to let go. 
 
   Damon pushes into me a few more times and I explode, screaming out his name as the orgasm tears through me. He is quick to catch up, and I feel warm jets of his come inside me.
 
   Damon stays buried deep inside me as we catch our breath, our breathing in sync, our bodies rising and falling together. Damon scoops me up into his arms and carries me to his bedroom. He doesn’t stop there, he continues on into the bathroom, and turns on the shower. 
 
   Not putting me down, Damon walks into the shower stall, getting his clothes drenched in the process. His expensive suit is completely soaked but he doesn’t seem to mind as he holds me against him. Water jets down on us, warming us. 
 
   Damon’s mouth descends to my neck, dotting little kisses along my jaw, to my lips. Once he’s tasted me he looks deep into my eyes; his chocolate brown gaze draws me in, mesmerising me, consuming me. My face breaks out into a lazy smile, matching Damon’s just fucked look. 
 
   “Happy Birthday, Ella.” Damon whispers against my lips. My smile turns to a grin. Happy Birthday, indeed. I realise this has been my best birthday so far. 
 
   ****
 
   After Damon leaves for work I set about getting through the day, knowing the wait for our dinner tonight will be long.  We’ve decided to stay in. I’m in the kitchen when I hear the doorbell ring. I answer it and there is a single red rose being delivered to me. I open the card and the note brings tears to my eyes.
 
   A single rose is not enough,
 
   Too show my love for you.
 
   But in this rose I seal a kiss,
 
   A kiss from me to you.
 
   Happy Birthday Ella
 
   Love D x
 
   I’m about to head back into the lounge when the doorbell sounds again. I laugh when I open it and see the same flower guy holding two red roses. I take the delivery note and sign for both deliveries. I open the next card after I’ve shut the door. 
 
   Damon’s poem makes me smile.
 
   A single rose is not enough, 
 
   So now I make it three.
 
   It’s just to say I love you,
 
   And happy birthday from me. 
 
   Love D x
 
   I can’t stop laughing at the soppy poems but feel touched that Damon even attempted to write them. I realise he can be romantic when he wants to. Placing the roses on the table in the lounge, I put on some morning television and send Damon a quick thank you text.
 
   Thank you for my flowers. I love the poems but don't give up the day job x 
 
   I place my phone down on the table and smile when it instantly beeps with an incoming text. 
 
   Demon: Hey, I thought they were pretty good xx
 
   I look at Damon’s name and I decide to change it. I may have believed him to be a demon, but he’s not who I thought he was. I edit the contact, changing Demon to Damon. 
 
   Picking up my laptop, I open it up to send Tom a quick email to thank him for the flowers. Logging into my email account I click on inbox. There are a couple of junk emails, which I delete, and also one from Spencer. Clicking on it I almost jump out the chair when loud band music begins playing Happy Birthday. An ecard birthday card of a pig blowing out candles loads on the screen, ‘Happy Birthday Ella’ is scrawled all over it. When the music stops a message pops up on the screen: 
 
   Happy birthday Els
 
   Have a fab day 
 
   Love Spence xx
 
   Hitting the compose button I send a quick reply to Spencer to thank him, then another one to Tom. Shutting down the laptop, I go about my day.
 
   A few hours later when I sit down to relax a knock on the door startles me. This time a different florist is holding a bunch of roses so massive I’m sure she is blushing when she hands them to me.
 
   Taking out the card I can see why when I read:
 
   I realise my poems are not having the desired affect so how about this? 
 
   Violets are blue, 
 
   Roses are red,
 
    I can’t wait till I fuck you in bed.
 
   Happy Birthday Ella 
 
   Love D x
 
   Placing the flowers with the others I send another text to Damon:
 
   I can’t wait either, E xx
 
   Lying down on the couch I decide to take a nap, I don’t think I will be able to sleep but I’ll try.
 
   I am completely surprised when I wake and I look at the clock and see I’ve slept until almost five o’clock. Jumping up, I run to the shower so I can start getting ready for our dinner this evening. My stomach is starting to churn with excitement.
 
    
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
   CHAPTER SIXTEEN
 
    
 
   Two hours later I’m dressed in black skinny jeans and a button down shirt. I leave my hair hanging loose in curls, and I’m barefoot.
 
   Hearing Damon’s car pull up I have to stop myself from running to the door to greet him. Instead I sit down, pretending to be relaxed. When he comes into the lounge I can’t help but jump up, run to him, and wrap my legs around his waist. 
 
   I can see Damon is taken back with my show of affection but I’m in a really happy mood. Being spoilt on my birthday hasn’t happened since Pops. I feel loved and cherished. I know flowers are easy to buy but each delivery was delivered with a card, and a message from him. Each message touched my heart and made me smile. 
 
   Damon walks across the room to the chair with me still cradled in his arms. I pepper kisses all over his face as he walks and he squeezes my arse, making me squeal. He throws back his head and bursts out laughing as he turns and falls back into the chair, taking me with him
 
   “Someone’s pleased to see me,” he murmurs, as he runs soft kisses along my jaw.
 
   When his mouth finally gets to my lips I can't help it when I dart my tongue out to taste him. My lips meet his hungrily, my tongue pushing past his lips. Just as Damon tries to deepen the kiss I pull away before I lose total control.
 
   “Thank you for my flowers,” I smile. “They’re perfect.” I turn so I’m now sitting across his lap with my arms around his neck, resting my head on his shoulder. It feels like home. He feels like home. 
 
   I feel like this is where I am meant to be.  
 
   “I hope you don’t mind but I hired caterers to cook a meal. I’m not the best at cooking, unless you want beans on toast.” I chuckle at his cheeky grin as he wraps his arms tighter around me, pulling me closer.
 
   The doorbell rings as I start to doze off. Realising that I was about to fall asleep, I jump to my feet and head to answer it. The caterers have arrived, carrying covered massive silver trays. I start to show them through to the kitchen, but Damon stops two, showing them to the dining room instead. 
 
   I lead the remaining three caterers into the kitchen and just stand awkwardly to the side. I’ve never been served like this and I’m not sure what I’m supposed to do. Do I go find Damon? Do I wait to assist the caterers? Do we serve the food ourselves? 
 
   I begin to feel overwhelmed. This isn’t how my life should be. I lived a simple life with Pops. I’m not meant to fit in this world, but Damon makes me feel like I do, like I deserve to. I feel tears prick my eyes at how thoughtful and attentive Damon has been in making today special, in making me feel loved. 
 
   I feel Damon approach from behind because my body hums when he’s near. He slides his arms around my shoulders and pulls me back firmly to his chest. A gentleman walks up to us before we have the chance to talk. 
 
   “Everything is set in the kitchen Mr. Hunt. All of the containers have been labelled and our staff will come back tomorrow to collect everything. Have a good evening.” With that he turns on his heel and heads through the kitchen and out the front door.
 
   Damon doesn’t speak, he just leads me to the dining room. I gasp as I take in the room. The staff he directed into the dining room has decorated it. Teal and cream fabric runs down the table, settings are placed, and a massive bouquet of colourful flowers sits in the middle.
 
   Damon walks me to the table and pulls out my chair and I sit down and wait while he goes to collect the starters. He’s making me feel extra special.
 
   Returning, Damon places a bowl of soup in front of me. The delicious aroma hits me and my mouth waters. Damon leaves and comes back a second later with a bowl of hot bread.
 
   “Tuck in. This is cream of tomato and red pepper soup.” I reach for some fresh bread first, breaking it apart before taking a bite. It’s crusty, warm, and light. I moan at the fresh dough. Picking up my spoon, I take a mouthful of soup. I can’t help the second moan of satisfaction that escapes. It’s the best tomato soup I’ve ever tasted. Damon’s spoon stops midair as he watches me, and his eyes grow dark.
 
   “Ella, if you keep moaning like that I won’t be able to control myself.” 
 
   I take another mouthful, completely aware of what I’m doing. I let out a longer moan this time, making sure my eyes are firmly on Damon’s. He drops his spoon on the table and reaches over to pull my chair closer to his. I giggle and swat at his hands. He captures my wrists and pulls me forward, but just before his mouth lands on mine, his phone rings. He looks at the caller ID and before he can turn it away, I see it’s Leona. 
 
   My playful mood vanishes in an instant, and I lean away from Damon’s touch. Damon, noticing my reaction, silences the call and puts it back in his pocket. He knows how I feel about her. She is always going to be there and I hate her. I know I sound childish but why doesn’t anyone see her for what she is? She’s a liar, a manipulator, and will use anyone to get what she wants. It suddenly occurs to me that I’ve described myself as well.
 
   That thought plagues my mind. 
 
   We continue our starters in silence and I feel like the mood has been killed. Damon stands and picks up my empty bowl, taking it to the kitchen. Truthfully my appetite has gone and I just want this night to be over. 
 
   Damon returns and sets my plate down, “Filet mignon with red currant and green peppercorn sauce on a bed of creamy mash, and whole baby carrots.” 
 
   My appetite returns when the aroma hits me, but before I have a chance to pick up my knife and fork Damon pulls me up from my seat, and has his mouth pressed to mine in the next breath. I feel like he is trying to kiss away every hurt I feel. When he pulls away and sets me back in my chair, I’m breathing hard, all thoughts of Leona gone. 
 
   I watch as he sits back down in his chair. I expect him to start eating, but instead he reaches into his jacket pocket and pulls out a long rectangular box. He places it on the table and slides it closer towards me, nodding at me to retrieve it. Damon leans back and watches me as I tentatively reach across the table, bringing the velvet box closer and opening it. Inside is the most beautiful diamond tennis bracelet, and each gem sparkles in the lights. I love it. Damon reaches across and helps put it on.
 
   “Thank you. It’s beautiful, but it’s too much,” I say sadly. Damon clasps my chin and forces me to look at him.
 
   “You’re worth every penny.” I can’t help the grin that is spreading across my face. Damon looks pleased at my reaction. He’s grinning back at me and his eyes are shining with happiness.
 
   He places a chaste kiss on my lips and takes his seat again. He starts eating like he hasn’t just given me the most expensive jewellery I’ve ever held, never mind owned. 
 
   We sit in silence while we eat our dinner. It’s succulent and delicious. I’m completely stuffed by the time I eat the last bite. Damon goes to get the desert, even though I declined, but he is taking a while so I go to see if he is okay. He’s standing with his back to me, leaning against the counter looking down at his phone, a frown marring his perfect features. When he senses me, he turns and replaces his frown with a smile when he sees me. I know it’s fake. 
 
   “Everything okay?” I question. He reaches forward and pulls me into his arms, kissing the top of my head. 
 
   “Everything is perfect, beauty.” I feel his phone vibrating in his pocket so I pull away, expecting him to reach for it. 
 
   “Are you going to get that?” Damon shakes his head and takes my hand, pulling me back into the dining room. When he starts to fill my glass with wine to replace my water, I tell him I’ll pass. He hasn’t noticed my lack of alcohol tonight, which I’m grateful for. 
 
   I’m going to tell him about the baby when we’ve finished our dinner. He has a right to know and I want him to know before we go any further with the engagement.
 
   Desert is profiteroles. I’m glad Damon decided to bring mine in anyway. He knew I wouldn’t be able to resist upon seeing them. They. Are. Divine. Each bite is filled with delicious cream and the hot chocolate sauce melts on my tongue. Damon is watching me with interest as I devour every single bite. I can’t help it, I have a sweet tooth.
 
   His phone rings a couple more times during our dessert, but Damon rejects the calls each time, placing it down on the table.
 
   When I’m done I lean back and close my eyes, feeling ridiculously full. I’m not paying attention when Damon’s hand reaches across the table, a small square box in his palm. I grasp the small velvet box, holding it in my hand, and I look up at Damon. I’m speechless. Damon starts talking and my eyes dart from his mouth back to the box.
 
   “Ella, I know I’ve done this all wrong. You’ve already agreed to be my wife, but I needed you to know that you’re it for me. You’re all I’ll ever want. I love you so much baby. I think about you every...” 
 
   He stops speaking, his eyes dart to his phone as a text message pops up. 
 
   Leona: Help Me!!!
 
   He picks up his phone, forgetting everything he was about to say, and presses some number before bringing it to his ear. I can feel the tears build up behind my eyelids as I watch him hit call, knowing she’s once again being put first, even at a time like a real proposal.
 
   “Leona?... What?... Calm down, I can’t understand you... WHAT?” he roars. I flinch at the sound of his voice. Worry is etched in his face. “Where are you?... I’m coming now... Did he hurt you?”
 
   A range of emotions seep through me but I can’t hold on to one long enough to process what’s happening. Damon looks hurt and enraged. His chest is heaving and he’s panting. His jaw is clenched tight and he looks ready to murder. 
 
   I swallow hard, trying to dislodge the lump in my throat. Whatever line this bitch is spinning him seems to have him petrified and angry all at once. His reactions are far more than just friendship. He looks genuinely cut up from pain.
 
   “I’m coming now baby. Calm down for me and take deep breaths. Don’t open the door to anyone but me. Lock the door, I’m leaving now.” Damon ends the call and closes his eyes, taking a deep breath. 
 
   When he reopens his eyes he doesn’t focus on me. He avoids all eye contact with me and moves about, collecting his things to leave.
 
   Leona’s words from The Hunter come back to me. She fucking planned this. I know she did. She said as much when she said she could take Damon away.
 
   Dread sets in. I’ll never be free of this bitch. She’s right, she owns him. He will always, always, run back to her. I feel numb. I know she’s playing games but Damon will never believe me. He will always choose her.
 
   My head drops. I stare at my hands in my lap, trying to keep my emotions locked up. I won’t win this game. I don’t stand a chance when I am playing against, not just Damon, but Leona too. Tears flood my eyes, betraying me. I can’t let him see his game is working. 
 
   He claims to love me but always chooses Leona first. He claimed to love Lydia but look where that got her. Leona and Damon are one and the same. I wouldn’t be surprised if they play this game together, taking women down together. Manipulating and using them. 
 
   Corrupting them.
 
   I freeze, my eyes widening. Fuck. FUCK. How have I only just realised that that’s a possibility? 
 
   Rage builds in me so fast that my body literally feels heavy, like the weight of this knowledge is holding me down. Why didn’t I think of this before? 
 
   I look up as Damon is heading towards the door. He’s just going to leave without saying anything? That there is enough of a statement to know how he really feels, who he really wants. A pain in my chest knocks the wind out of me. I mean nothing to him. Nothing.
 
   Jellybean and I will always be pushed aside. I can’t let him know. He can’t know about my baby. I can’t put my baby through a life of games, and as long as I’m tied to Damon, Leona will always be there too. 
 
   I won’t put my baby through that. 
 
   I need to get as far away from Damon as I can. My hearts screams at me that it’s not true. That Damon really does love me, but I can’t believe my heart. I’m not someone who can be loved. 
 
   My heart pounds with every step Damon takes away from me, cracking open my soul again. Flashes of our time together run through my mind. When he bought me my dress for NSPL charity event. Taking a photo of us in bed where he looks so happy and content. Swimming with him. The way he looks at me like I’m the only woman alive. The way he speaks to me, always asking to keep me. 
 
   I need to know the truth. I need to know how much he wants to keep me. I stand and take a step after him before calling out to him, “Damon.” He shakes his head and keeps walking. “Don’t go.” I plead. I know I sound pathetic, weak even, but I don’t want him to go. I want him to stay with me. I want my heart to be right. “Please.”
 
   “I don’t have time for this, Ella. I need to go.” His voice tells me that that’s his final decision. He continues on his way out, ignoring me. His need to get to Leona is too important to pay me any attention. 
 
   “I won’t be here when you get back.” I say, my voice dead. 
 
   I lost.
 
   His steps falter, his head whips around to look at me. When he gets a good look at me he turns around, his eyes searching mine. I drop eye contact and stare at my feet. I know his heart now. It’s Leona’s.
 
   He’s still leaving. I can see it in his eyes. He’s checking to see how serious I am because he knows he’s still going. 
 
   “Don’t do this, Ella,” he grits out between clenched teeth. “We can talk when I get back but right now I need to go.”
 
   His voice is angry and his anger fuels mine. My blood boils. I realise I’m losing again. They keep winning, and I keep getting hurt. 
 
   “Then go,” I scream. Damon’s eyes widen and he looks taken by surprise at my outburst. I don’t care, I’ve had enough.
 
   I always lose.
 
   Damon closes the distance to me in four strides, putting his hands on my shoulders, concern shining in his dark eyes. “Ella?” he questions. When I don’t reply he talks again. “Look at me,” he quietly demands.
 
   I don’t. I can’t. 
 
   “Listen to me beauty. I need to go and make sure she’s okay. She was followed home and they tried getting in her house.” His hands clench my shoulder tighter as he pauses. “She’s not safe. I’m going to get her and take her to a hotel or her parents and I’ll come straight back. I need to make sure she’s safe.” 
 
   I look up at his words. His chocolate eyes are stormy dark. It’s not true. I don’t believe it. I don’t believe her. She’s taking him away, just like she said she would, and on my birthday of all days. 
 
   “Ringing the police didn’t occur to her?” I ask. When Damon doesn’t respond I continue. “Ring someone else to go to her. Ring her parents. It doesn’t have to be you,” I plead. “You were going to...” I close my eyes, looking away wishing my tears away.
 
   “Beauty–”
 
   “Please don’t go,” I cry. Tears slide down my cheeks making me turn away. I just want to be loved. I just want to be picked first for once. My mum left, Pops, Lydia. They all left and now Damon is too. I don’t want him to go. 
 
   Pick me, I want to beg. For once just someone please pick me.
 
   I drop my head. 
 
   Defeated.
 
   Damon’s arms wrap around me in an instant and pull me into his hard chest. I cry because I know this is it. This is the last goodbye. I won’t be here when he gets back, I can’t be. He’s still going to go to her. 
 
   Pain in my heart steals my breath. Why can’t I be loved? His warmth envelopes me, his smell invading my senses, comforting me. I don’t want his comfort. I want him to stay. I want him to pick me. I want his love.
 
   I want to take this moment with me. I want to hold on to this embrace and feel him against me even when we’re apart. I sink into him, letting him hold my weight. I just need to soak in is strength. His warmth. His touch.
 
   One. Last. Time. 
 
   Damon’s arms squeeze me to him with each whimper that leaves me. I can’t help it. I’m alone again. No one wants me. I need this breakdown before I can pull myself back together.
 
   I breathe him in, feeling his heart pounding steadily against my ear. I calm with each thump in his chest. I turn my head and press my forehead against his heart. I’m not alone. I have my baby. I already love my jellybean. This is it. I press my lips right over his heart. 
 
   Time to let go. 
 
   I pull back and breathe deep, filling my lungs as much as possible before it ends. My revenge is done. If I stay and wait for him then Leona will be a part of my life forever. My baby’s life too. If I play until I break him Leona will still be here. I can’t take them both on. I’m not strong enough. 
 
   I look at Damon. I need to protect our baby. I can’t have Leona in its life so I need to leave. My baby will always come first. I’m not my mum, I’ll never leave my jellybean, and I will do what is best for my child. 
 
   Living. 
 
   Live my life for me, for my baby. “Go,” I say, my voice void of emotion. He needs to leave so I can. 
 
   “Stay. Wait for me beauty.” I don’t answer. I’ve numbed myself, and I won’t allow my emotions to fill me. I’ve locked them away. 
 
   I need to be strong.
 
   Damon sighs before leaning forward to kiss my head, his lips lingering. I shut my eyes. He takes a deep breath then turns and walks away. I don’t open my eyes until I hear the click of the door. 
 
   I walk to the table and remove the bracelet. I lay it straight on the table near the ring box. I pick it up and place it on my open palm. Tonight could have been amazing. It could have been the best birthday ever, but that fucking bitch took that away from me. I can’t look at the ring. I don’t want any ‘what ifs?’ 
 
   She won.
 
   I walk upstairs, gather my things, and go to Tom’s all on auto-pilot. Tom takes one look at me and pulls me to him. My knees give way, my body sagging. Tom supports my weight as I break down, before he scoops me up and carries me to his bed. He pulls the covers back, tucks me in, and climbs in behind me, holding me to him. 
 
   I fall apart. Every single emotion I have held in flows out of me like a tidal wave that I that I am unable to stop. Tom doesn’t speak, doesn’t move. He’s everything I need at the minute. I cry myself to sleep, wrapped in his strength. 
 
   I need his strength.
 
    
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
   CHAPTER SEVENTEEN
 
   JUNE 20TH 2014
 
    
 
   I wake up and the pain in my chest is like a sledgehammer pounding me repeatedly. I feel like I have been torn apart. Reaching across to my phone I see I have ten text messages and fifteen missed calls. I can’t deal with them now so I throw my phone down on the floor and snuggle back under the covers.
 
   There is a knock on the door and I turn my attention to the sound, waiting to see if Tom will just walk in or wait for me to answer. I’m not ready to see him yet. After a few moments I hear his footsteps walk away.
 
   Turning my head back into the pillow, the tears flow freely, as I slip into my own personal darkness.
 
   ****
 
   A knock on the door pulls me from my pity party. I’m slumming it in bed. I’ve refused to move all day and just sulked to myself. I knew it wouldn’t take long before Tom had enough of my ignorance and came to find me.
 
   “Ella, I know you’re awake. I’m coming in.” He doesn’t wait for me to respond before he walks in his bedroom door. Letting out a groan I turn over to face him, knowing I look like shit. Tom grimaces when he sees my red, swollen eyes and puffy face. “That bad?” he asks softly. 
 
   That’s the thing about Tom. He always knows my moods, how best to approach subjects, and when I need soft. I need soft and he’s giving it to me. I give him a small smile and pat the bed next to me, inviting him to join me lying down. 
 
   “It’s over,” I tell him once he’s settled in beside me. I speak to the ceiling rather than him. “I’ve left him. I was finally ready to let go of the past, to move on, but Leona will always come first and I can’t live like that.”
 
   “Wait, what? I thought you’d let go of the past, Els,” he says in an accusing tone, turning to look at me.
 
   “I did, I was, but then I caught him and Leona in a kiss–”
 
   “WHAT?” he roars, cutting me off, sitting up in bed. I pull on his arm to get him to lie back again.
 
   “Damon said she kissed him and he pushed her away,” I try to explain.
 
   “That’s convenient.”
 
   “Well I think that did happen. I saw them through the window, shut my eyes, and when I reopened them he was watching me. I left and he chased straight after me. He asked me to marry him.” I don’t continue. Instead I wait for Tom’s reaction, turning to look at him from the side. He doesn’t disappoint. His head turns, his eyes widen, his jaw gapes open and he shakes his head in puzzlement. 
 
   “Holy shit, Els, I... fuck... I don’t even know what to say. That’s some fucking news right there.” I let out a chuckle. He’s got that right. “So you came here and told him no, right?”
 
   “Well no, I said yes. That was before we went to Hunters.” I look away, back to the ceiling. 
 
   “WHAT? So you were engaged and didn’t tell me?”
 
   “Tom, I didn’t tell anyone but that’s not important. I wasn’t sure if I believed him.” I look at him again. “I thought he was playing me. I wanted revenge and only accepted for that reason.” He looks shocked, not knowing what to say so I carry on. “He makes me believe in happily ever after, Tom. Makes me want things I never knew I wanted.”
 
   Tom grabs my hand and gives it a little squeeze, encouraging me to continue. I take a moment to gather my emotions. Why did I fall for a man that I shouldn’t have? Why is he the only one who has ever made me feel wanted? Loved. Cherished. I let out a sigh as tears fill my eyes. 
 
   “I love him,” I whisper.
 
   “I know,” Tom whispers back before pulling me into his arms. Why couldn’t I feel like this for Tom? I know he’d treat me right, would always put me first. “So what happened? Why did you leave?”
 
   “Leona,” I look at him. “We were having an extraordinary meal. He spoilt me for my birthday and was just giving me an engagement ring but she needed him and he went running. I asked him to stay with me, to let someone else help her, but he still went. I can’t, I won’t, be second best to her.” Tears spill from my eyes, running into my hair. “She told me at The Hunter he will always go back to her and I guess she’s just proven her point.”
 
   Tom is silent for a beat, obviously trying to think of the right words he wants to say. I brace myself waiting to see if he thinks I made the right choice by leaving.
 
   “What was her reason for needing him?”
 
   “What does that matter?” I counter, but Tom just waits for me to answer. I sigh, “She said she was followed home and someone tried to grab her, but I know it’s just a game. I know her better than she realises.”
 
   “Explain.”
 
   “She seemed to encourage Lydia to try and get Damon back, but she’s never made it a secret that she believes Damon belongs to her. Why would she help someone get the man she claims to be hers? I didn’t realise at first, I was so hell bent on getting revenge on Damon, but the more I look at the diary, the more I realise Leona played a bigger part. I need to work out what part.”
 
   “No you don’t. You said you were going to put the past in the past, Els. Live your life for you, don’t live it for revenge.” 
 
   “That’s the thing though, Tom, I wanted to live my life. I wanted to live it with Damon, but Leona has come between us again. If she played with Lydia then I want her to get her comeuppance,” I tell him seriously. 
 
   “Els, I don’t think you’re gonna like this, but it needs to be said. Who’s to say Lydia was led along in a game? I mean, can’t she have gone a bit obsessed and wouldn’t leave Damon alone? Yeah, Leona might have encouraged her but you know as well as I do that Lydia could get obsessive.” He raises a brow letting me know he knows what he’s talking about. 
 
   Lydia could get very possessive over her things. We had many fall outs over me touching her stuff, but never to the extreme of acting crazy. Lydia had some issues but everyone does. 
 
   “No.”
 
   “All I’m saying, Ella, is maybe things aren’t all as they seem. You’re going off a diary. Maybe things aren’t as simple as that.” 
 
   I pause to absorb what Tom has just said. He’s right, I do only have a diary to go off but I know Leona now. I’ve seen her in action, and been on the receiving end of her treatment. I know Leona had more to do with everything that happened to Lydia. 
 
   I just need to work out what part she played. 
 
   “Have you ever let anyone look at the diary before, Els?” I give him an are you stupid look causing him to grin. “Maybe you should.” He leaves that little seed planted and waits for me to think things out. 
 
   Tom has always been there for me. He’s helped me out of many situations, and keeps me grounded. I trust Tom, I know I do. He’s my go-to guy. He’s never done anything to break my trust, only built it. I look at him laying next to me, just letting me think this through. I don’t think I would have survived if it wasn’t for Tom. Many times I thought about ending it, about joining my pops and Lyd, but Tom has always made me see that this isn’t what Pops would have wanted for me. He’d hold me and make me see that everything would be okay. 
 
   He’s been a best friend to me, and a brother. I don’t know why I haven’t trusted Tom with the diary before. He could help me figure things out, help me resolve things more quickly. As my brain ticks with possibilities I remember how towards the end of Lydia’s life, she took a disliking to Tom. She’d always liked him before, always pushed me to be with him, but something changed. I don’t know what but I’m sure that is the reason I used Tom the way I did. 
 
   “Did you and Lydia fall out before I lost her?” I ask, knowing it might be time to bring Tom in on Lydia’s secrets, depending on this answer.
 
   Tom’s jaw clenches and he turns to look at me. His eyes search mine, looking for what, I don’t know. His blue eyes shine with intensity. He sighs, seeing my serious face. He knows this is important to me. 
 
   “Els, I–” I cut him off, the way he said my name confirms something happened.
 
   “Tom, I need to know what happened. It’s important.” 
 
   “Are you sure you want to hear this, Ella?” He looks unsure, which instantly worries me. What the hell happened? I don’t respond. I can’t speak, so I just look at him waiting. He sighs again before changing everything I thought I knew.
 
   “I’ve seen Damon before. I don’t think he remembers me. He’s never mentioned it again, but then again he was busy restraining Lydia.”
 
   “What?” I shout, getting angry. Lydia never mentioned Damon physically restraining her in her diary.
 
   “Stop thinking the worst, Els. It wasn’t like that. He could have pressed charges but he didn’t. He let me take her away from the scene and helped the girl Lydia had attacked.” I suck in a shocked gasp. This can’t be right. He must see the outrage and disbelief on my face. “She was acting crazy, Els. She would have killed that girl if Damon and I hadn’t pulled them apart. I kept tabs on the gal afterwards but as Damon said, nothing more would come of it if I took Lydia away from the scene.”
 
   “I don’t understand,” I tell him honestly, searching his face for more answers.
 
   “Ella, this is going to be hard to hear. Are you sure you want to hear this? It will help you see things differently but it’s going to hurt to hear some things about Lydia.” I nod my head, needing to hear what he’s about to tell me. “Lydia was stalking Damon.” 
 
   I sit there in shock, shaking my head slightly. That’s not true, is it? My mind darts to passages in Lydia’s diary that didn’t make much sense. I think of all the erratic behaviour from Lydia before the end. Was Lydia stalking Damon? I honestly don’t know for sure. 
 
   “How do you know?” I ask Tom quietly, holding my breath.
 
   “I was just walking towards RoundHouse bar and I heard all this screaming down the side alley. You know me, I’m a nosey fucker,” I smile at him. “I went to see what was going on when I recognised her voice. I thought the worst at first and ran to see what was happening to her. This man was restraining her and I was ready to go in, guns blazing. Then I took in the scene. Blood was everywhere. She’d beat a woman to within an inch of her life.” Tom’s eyes are distant as he remembers that night.
 
   Tears stream from my eyes as I hear what my sister did. My heart rate speeds up, waiting for the rest of the story, knowing it’s only going to get worse. 
 
   “I tried to pull Lydia away from the man and she went crazy. She slapped me hard, and added her nails in the mix. I was shocked. I’d never known Lydia to strike anyone. It didn’t make sense, but then she was crying and clinging to the man.”
 
   “It was Damon, wasn’t it?” I ask in a small voice, already knowing what his answer will be. Tom nods his head solemnly.
 
   “It was. He was comforting her, telling her she needed help and he would help her. At first she didn’t respond but the more he spoke about getting her the help she needed, the more she became aggravated. Els, she wanted to kill a girl for being out with Damon. She nearly did kill her.” He shakes his head at the memory. “She kept trying to get free to get to the girl again but Damon held strong.”
 
   “When? When did this happen?”
 
   “After she was fired, about three weeks before she...” I swallow past the lump in my throat. How do I not know about this? My heart breaks for Lydia. She wasn’t well. She needed help but no one was there to help her. 
 
   “You’ve kept it a secret all this time?” I ask. You’ve got to be kidding me. “Get out. Get the fuck out!” I scream. “You’re only just telling me this now? You knew Damon, knew Lydia loved him and you didn’t fucking tell me?” The betrayal I feel is a physical pain. I trusted him, he’s my one true friend, and he lied to me.
 
   I know it sounds accusing but how could he keep something like this from me?
 
   “I thought you were my friend Tom. I fucking trusted you and you’re telling me you knew? I can’t believe this.” I shake my head. Standing, Tom paces the room and shakes his head.  
 
   “Ella, you love her. You’d just lost everything. How was I going to broach the subject that your sister was crazy?”
 
   “She wasn’t crazy,” I snap. He looks at me with pity. “You could have told me this when I told you my plans, Tom. You could have told me then.”
 
   “Ella you had opened yourself up to me for the first time in years. I couldn’t risk losing you when you were so fragile. You needed me.” My anger begins to diminish.   
 
   “Els, she wasn’t well. She was inappropriate at work, invited herself to meet his parents, got fired for her behaviour, and continued stalking him after that. She attacked a woman for being with him, Ella. She really meant to hurt her and I’m sure she would have if Damon hadn’t stopped her. She wasn’t well.”
 
   “How do you know all that?” I know he hasn’t seen Lydia’s diary so how does he know she met Flora and George?
 
   “I asked who he was. Damon told me her was her boss until recently and was considering getting a restraining order but knew it wouldn’t help her. He tried to get her help but she wouldn’t allow it. He told me to take her home and that he would make sure nothing more came of the assault on the condition that she went to his offices on Monday to get the help she needed.”
 
   “She left with you?”
 
   “No, Els. She stormed off, screaming that she wouldn’t need help if he wasn’t such a prick.” He smirks at me before becoming serious again. “I followed her and tried to reason with her. She told me to stay away from you and she both, said that if I came around she would tell you I’d been stalking her. I knew she’s get you to believe her so I stayed away, but I was never far. I took time off from work and watched you. I needed to know you would be safe. I started following Lydia and caught her following Damon everywhere. Everywhere, Els. 
 
   “She didn’t stop. She’d stay outside of Hunter Enterprises for hours, follow him home and just sit there waiting. I saw her meet Leona a few times. Leona seemed to be giving her help. Well, I thought she was. Lydia seemed to know everything about Damon. His schedule she knew off by heart. She never missed him.” He shakes his head again. “It was fucked, Els. She needed help but wouldn’t accept it. I saw Damon approach her a few times but she quickly left before he could speak to her.”
 
   “How did I not know she needed help?” I cry. Tom pulls me into an embrace.
 
   “Don’t do that, Ella. It wasn’t your fault. You can’t blame yourself for this.”
 
   “But I could have helped her. Gotten her the help she needed if I’d have known. You should have told me.” My body shakes within Tom’s hold. 
 
   “I was trying to protect you Els. I’m so sorry. I didn’t think she would... I swear if I had thought she was that bad I would have said something. Done something more.” I can see the truth in his eyes. “I regret not telling you, regret it every fucking day, and I have to spend the rest of my life living with that.    
 
   I let the grief of Lydia’s mental state sink in. Sobs tear from my throat but Tom just holds me, letting me get it out. I cry until I fall asleep.
 
   I don’t know who to trust anymore. 
 
   ****
 
   I wake to Tom climbing out of the bed. He places the covers snugly around me before he sees I’m awake. I ask him to pass me my bag. When he gives it to me, I pull out Lydia’s diary and hold it out for him to take. Tom’s eyes widen as he realises what it is. 
 
   “Take it Tom. Read it.” He takes the diary and I shut my eyes.
 
   “Are you sure, Els?”
 
   “Yep. Maybe you can understand why I did the things I’ve done. I want you to understand. I’m not like her Tom. I’m not.” I say, drifting off to sleep. I feel Tom’s lips brush my forehead as he whispers a reply to me,
 
   “I know you’re not, Ella. I know, babe.”
 
    
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
   CHAPTER EIGHTEEN
 
   JULY 2ND 2014
 
    
 
   I’m sitting in the waiting room at the doctors. Nearly ten weeks pregnant, I have an appointment to talk to the midwife. I pick up a few pregnancy guides and stuff them in my bag. I’m restless, not sure how I’m feeling about doing all this alone. I reach over to pick up a magazine, flicking through the pages, not fully taking in anything that I’m seeing. 
 
   Damon hasn’t called or texted for a day or so. I miss him so damn much but I need to be away from him right now. I need to focus on the baby and I need to focus on myself. For the first time in three years I don’t have a plan. I’m living each day for myself.
 
   “Ella Knight” I look up at the sound of my name, putting down the magazine. Picking up my handbag, I walk in the direction of the midwife.
 
   Sitting down on the chair, she starts by handing me a form to take home and fill out, advising me I need to bring it to every appointment here and at the hospital. 
 
   Then she starts asking me some questions about how I’m feeling. I just nod my head and mumble my replies. 
 
   “Ella, are you okay? I know pregnancy can be frightening but there are other options.” My head snaps up at her words.
 
   “No, I want this. I want my baby.” Tears fill my eyes as I continue. “This baby, it’s the only thing I have left.” She nods her head at me and continues to talk about the importance of looking after myself during these early weeks, and making sure I take my prenatal vitamins. 
 
   “Okay Ella, I need you to unbutton your jeans and lay on the bed. Let’s see if we can hear your baby.” I do as instructed, lying down on the bed and pulling my trousers down below my bump. The midwife, whose name is Helen, pulls a little machine from a drawer. She squeezes some cold gel on my belly then holds the device to my stomach, pressing in slightly into my belly. I hold my breath waiting to hear something. It feels like forever before I hear the whoosh whoosh whoosh sound.
 
   I can’t help it, I burst into tears. The sound is the most beautiful noise I have ever heard. The midwife squeezes my hand, and hands me a tissue so I can clean myself up.
 
   “I’m so sorry. I can’t believe I cried.” Helen lets out a little chuckle.
 
   “You're not the first Ella, and you won’t be the last. Now let’s book you in for your ultrasound.” She taps into the computer pulling up some dates, “I can fit you in two weeks on Wednesday, is that okay?” I nod my head as she prints off the appointment details.
 
   “Don’t forget to get your folic acid,” she says with a smile. I leave the room with the biggest smile plastered on my face. This is the happiest I have felt in days. I rub my belly. 
 
   “You keep growing jellybean. You got a mommy out here who loves you.”
 
    
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
   CHAPTER NINETEEN
 
   JULY 9TH 2014
 
    
 
   I’m wandering aimlessly around the shops, just browsing. Retail therapy was my intent but nothing has interested me. My mind keeps filling with memories of Damon and me. I have a lot to think about. Tom hasn’t mentioned anything about Lydia’s diary since I gave it him. My first scan appointment is coming up in a week, but none of these things are at the forefront of my thoughts. 
 
   I’m missing Damon. He texted, called, emailed, and turned up at Tom’s place countless times the first two weeks, but this last week, nothing. No texts, no voice messages. Nothing. But I can’t bring myself to contact him. If he can’t put me before Leona, how can I expect him to put my baby before her? I love Damon. My pops was the first man I ever loved, my greatest love. I never thought that love could be beaten, but the feelings I have for Damon are all consuming. It’s also a completely different love than the one I have for Pops. 
 
   Pops was my first love, my father, my protector, my disciplinarian. He was everything a father should be, and a mum at the same time. He loved me no matter what, and made sure I knew it. He was my best friend. 
 
   Damon has my heart, my soul, my everything. I’ve never known overwhelming feelings like this. He is all I want and need. I desperately want his arms around me, his lips on me, and his love. I want to hear his voice, to have him tell me he loves me, and will love our baby. So many times I’ve had his number up on my screen wanting to call him but I know if I do, Damon learns nothing. 
 
   I feel like I’m missing part of myself now we’re apart, but if I’m the one who makes the first contact then he can keep breaking me, knowing I’ll keep going back. It hurts to think this way, but it’s true. 
 
   He’s the only happiness I’ve ever found, the only happiness I want. We should be planning our future together now and if I wouldn’t have left him we would be. Not having heard from Damon in two weeks, it’s like I never meant anything to him. Not that I believe that. I saw the real Damon, and that he cares, loves me even. I’m not sure what’s keeping him away, but I’m not sure how much more of being apart from him I can take.
 
   I spot a coffee shop across the street, with empty tables sitting outside in the sun. I could just do with a nice refreshing glass of milk whist I decide what to do with my afternoon. I make my way across the road towards the shop when I come across a small baby boutique. Bundles of Love.
 
   The window is filled with all kinds of precious baby clothes of every colour, and all sorts of different styles and materials. Wool hats, silk booties, frilly dresses, tights, tutus, caps, trousers, tops, baby grows, baby vests, coats, blankets and soft toys fill every inch of the window display. 
 
   After my midwife appointment I wanted to go on a shopping spree but I held back. I said I’d wait until I’ve had the first scan at least, but seeing all these baby items arranged so beautifully, I can’t help but go in for a browse.
 
   The small bell above the door tinkles when I enter. The shop’s aroma smells wonderful, fresh and sweet. The floors are a dark wooden oak, the walls a soft lavender. Displays of full baby outfits are set all around, all amazingly presented. Different size tables scatter the small shop with boxes of pre wrapped gift sets set on upon them. The walls are decorated with black and white photos of babies, artfully adding a final touch. It’s absolutely stunning everywhere I look. 
 
   A small blonde girl with pigtails and blue eyes sits behind the counter. She gives me a warm smile before calling out, “Mum, there’s a customer here.” Her voice is quiet, almost delicate. She looks to be about seven years old and her gap toothed smile shows her front tooth has fallen out recently. 
 
   A large lady comes bustling from an open doorway behind the register, hurrying over with a greeting. She takes my hand in her warm one, and gives me a reassuring smile before speaking.
 
   “Hello darling. My name is Rosemary. Welcome to Bundles of Love. Please look around and if you should need any assistance then just give me a holler.” I smile at her.
 
   “Thank you.”
 
   “How many weeks are you?” Rosemary asks. My eyes widen as I only have a tiny bump, not one that is noticeable with my baggy clothes. I can barely notice it myself. Opening my mouth to respond, nothing comes out. Rosemary must notice my reaction as she speaks again, “You’re positively glowing, darling. Only a pregnant woman glows like you.”
 
   I frown a little. I’ve been getting sick almost every morning. I feel sleep deprived even though I’ve been sleeping a lot, and my curves are getting bigger, my breasts fuller. I am certainly not glowing. Seeing my reaction again, Rosemary smiles.
 
   “Your skin is radiant, your hair has that healthy shine, your eyes are glistening with happiness, and your breasts and hips are rounded with the changes of pregnancy. It’s my job to notice these things.” I blush at her compliments, not feeling like I’m glowing but I’ll take her kind remarks. It’s nice to hear them from a stranger.
 
   “Thank you. I’m eleven weeks pregnant. I have my first scan next week.” I smile for the first time today. I’m pregnant and it finally feels nice to tell someone about it. 
 
   “Congratulations. Nothing is more precious than your own bundle of love.” She rubs my arm before turning around and striding over to the little girl. Rosemary bends to kiss her daughter’s forehead before returning to the back room to resume whatever she was doing before I came in.
 
   I take my time looking at all the delicate items displayed before coming across a white soft woollen blanket with lace edges and a silky ribbon weaving around the sides. Little bows adorn the four corners. It’s beautiful and I must have it. 
 
   I pick the blanket up and rub it against my cheek. It is unbelievably soft, and my hand comes down to rest against my stomach. I turn to go to the counter and find Rosemary standing next to her daughter. She has a soft smile playing on her lips. 
 
   “That blanket is one of a kind,” she tells me. “Ebony, my daughter, and I designed and made it ourselves. Ebony designed most of it, I did the making,” she chuckles. “It’s one of my favourite pieces.” She smiles down at Ebony. The love shining in her eyes as she looks at her daughter brings a lump to my throat. I want a bond like that.
 
   How is it possible to feel the love for my baby when we’ve not yet met? I hope to have a bond with my child like Rosemary and Ebony have. 
 
   We speak about babies for ten more minutes, and then I pay for my purchase and exit the small boutique with the promise of returning soon. I make my way a few shops down to the coffee shop I spotted before going in Bundles of Love. 
 
   I’m thinking of all the items of clothing I’ve just seen and not paying attention to my surroundings as I enter the coffee house, nearly bumping into an exiting customer. I snap my head up to apologise when I realise who it is. 
 
   Leona is standing in front of me with her mother, Sandra a step behind. Leona has a sneer on her face as she looks me up and down. Sandra is the one to speak first.
 
   “Elle, what a surprise. I didn’t expect to see you again now Damon has left you,” she says, a little too smug. My eyes narrow at her. Thinking she was being overly friendly when we met, my suspicions are confirmed. Leona has a smirk firmly planted in face after hearing her mother intentionally butcher my name.
 
   “It’s Ella.”
 
   “Lovely,” Sandra replies absentmindedly. “I must dash.” She gives Leona a smile before strutting away from us. I watch her walk away, her head held high, her air blowing out around her, her clothes perfectly matched. 
 
   “How are you, Ella?” Leona draws my attention back to her. Not responding, I just stare at her, waiting for her to move. I fucking hate this woman. She had more to do with Lydia’s problem than I originally suspected. I’m going to take the bitch down if it’s the last thing I do.
 
   “The silent treatment, really? Jealousy doesn’t suit you, Ella. I told you Damon always comes back to me,” she smirks. My breath catches. Damon has gone back to Leona? What the fuck? I won’t let this bitch think she’s got the upper hand.
 
   “Jealousy?” I laugh, “I left him, Leona. Why would I be jealous if he had to settle for second best?”
 
   Her face reddens with anger, and it confirms she had no knowledge of the circumstances. If Damon had gone running straight to Leona wouldn’t she know I’m the one who walked away?
 
   “Second best?” she spits. “I don’t fucking think so. I told you, he always comes back to me.”
 
   “Well if you’re happy with being his second choice Leona, then I’m happy you got what you wanted.” I try to walk past her again but she steps up to me, her face coming close to mine.
 
   “Let’s get something straight you fucking gold digger. I’m no one’s second best. Damon has always, and will always, come back to me in the end. I’m his first and only choice. Bitches like you don’t stand a chance. He might want to fuck. Hell he might even claim love, but I know better. Damon will never need anyone as much as he needs me. It wasn’t you on his arm at his company’s gala. It was me. He didn’t come and ask you, he asked me,” she says. I laugh at her sad attempts to anger me.  
 
   “You mean the gala he invited me to before I left him?” I raise my brow at her. “As I said, second choice. Have a great day, Leona.” This time I don’t try moving around her, I push past her. She grabs my arm as I walk by.
 
   “Maybe so, but it’s my bed he’s in at night. My pussy his cock is warmed by.” I squeeze my eyes shut, not wanting to hear about Damon sleeping with Leona. I don’t believe it. I know Damon doesn’t want Leona that way. I know she’s just trying to get a rise out of me. Still, it hurts to hear.
 
   “Enjoy my leftovers, Leona. I hope I taste good,” I say before walking away. I won’t let her get to me. I’ll have revenge on Leona for everything she’s done to me and Lydia. She will pay, but right now my baby is telling my body I need food. 
 
   I decide against staying at the coffee house and instead decide to get some cakes to take back and enjoy with Tom. I need to speak with him about Leona. I need him to make me see it wouldn’t be wise to run her over with my car, which is what I really want to do right now.
 
   ****
 
   I drop my keys on the counter when I walk into Tom's flat, and head to my room. I hear laughing on the other side of Tom’s door, which makes me pause, and when I stop walking the laughing stops. Everything stays silent so I shake my head and go to my room.
 
   I change into my sweatpants and my old university pullover. I’ve cut off the neck so it now hangs over my shoulder. It’s baggy and comfortable. Moving to the kitchen I hunt around in the fridge for something to eat, but don’t find anything that remotely interests me. Giving up, I decide to order takeout instead.
 
   Tom’s bedroom door opens just as I’m reaching for the phone so I stop and wait to see if he comes down and wants to eat with me. As he rounds the kitchen doorway he comes to an abrupt halt as he notices me. Someone bumps into him from behind.
 
   Tom looks a little nervous and a whole lot embarrassed.
 
   “Tom, are you going to introduce me to your friend?” I question, trying to hold back my smile. He’s either been keeping it a secret from me because I’m hurting or because he’s worried about my reaction. The news would be happy and I’d be happy for him. 
 
   “I’m sorry, Els,” Tom says, and with that a very sheepish looking Lacy peeks round his shoulder.
 
   “Oh my god, Lacy! Why are you hiding?” Tom looks uncomfortable, like he is unsure of how I’m going to react. “What’s going on guys? You look like you have been caught stealing or something.” I ask in puzzlement.  
 
   Lacy steps out from behind Tom and comes to stand next to me. “I’m sorry Ella. I hope you’re not upset.” she says with remorse. I don’t understand.  
 
   “Upset, why the hell would I be upset? I’m confused,” I say as I look between Lacy and Tom. They both look like rabbits cornered by a fox, their eyes flitting frantically from me to the other. 
 
   “I just thought that... you know... you and Tom...” She looks to Tom for help.
 
   “Oh my god, no, I’m not upset. Tom is like a brother Lacy. I want him happy.”
 
   “No, it’s not just that. I thought you didn’t like me because of Leona.” Lacy flinches as she says Leona’s name, like saying her name in front of me would make me attack her.
 
   I burst out laughing. Holy shit, this is good. “Lacy, I honestly don’t give a shit,” I try to say between giggles. “You’re not Leona and you’ve always been okay with me. Just because you’re friends with Leona doesn’t mean I don’t think it’s great you guys have hit it off. I’m pleased for you.” I tell her honestly. “Now I’m starving. Who fancies Chinese and a movie?”
 
   Lacy beams at me, Tom gives me an appreciative nod, and I pick up the menu and pass it to Lacy to decide what she wants.
 
   I smile at Tom, happy he has found someone. I really hope it works out. He deserves a lot more than just happiness. 
 
    
 
   ****
 
   JULY 17TH 2014
 
    
 
   It’s been almost month since I last saw Damon. At first I needed to be away from him, to sort out how I was feeling. Do I love him? I still don't know. I don't even know what love is. I’ve only ever felt love from Pops. I think I love him, but how can I be sure? I’ve never felt this before, like a piece of me is missing.
 
   The first week was easy. I got by on my anger. I was angry with him for kissing Leona, I was angry with myself for even caring, but most of all I was angry because for a split moment I saw what we could have been. We could have been so happy together, the three of us. I still haven't told him I'm pregnant, and I’m not even sure if I will. I just know I want to keep the news to myself for a little while longer.
 
   Oh I'm not fooling myself. I'm sure Tom knows. He hears me throwing up almost every morning. It doesn't take a genius to work out what’s going on, but he hasn't mentioned anything. I know he is waiting for me to speak to him, but I just can’t. Admitting it to him makes it all real and I can’t deal with it, not yet. 
 
   I'm happy about the baby. I want this baby, but talking about it all out loud will make me have to admit my feelings, and I can’t, I just can’t.
 
   As the weeks have gone on things have been easier, I have received call after call from Damon, but I’ve refused to talk to him. I need to figure out in my head if we can get past this, if we can actually move forward in a proper relationship. He has already said he never wants children, so maybe there really isn't anything to think about anyway.
 
   Walking into the kitchen I notice Tom sitting on a stool at the breakfast bar, eating. He looks up and smiles as I walk in. I smile back before walking over to him. He holds out a cup of sweet tea and some dry toast and I take them from him, thanking him with a kiss to his cheek as I do so, and sit down at the table. Tom picks up his bowl and orange juice and joins me.
 
   "How are you feeling?" I look up at him before I answer, knowing he is waiting for me to finally talk to him about everything. I know I can trust him. He has always been there for me, even when I hadn't realised it, and he has been what I have wanted him to be – friend, brother, lover. I take in a deep breath and let it all out.
 
   "I'm pregnant," I blurt. He reaches his hand across the table and takes mine in his, and a smile plays on his lips. 
 
   "I know that Els, I'm asking how you’re feeling." 
 
   I shrug my shoulders "I don't know. Everything has changed. I didn't expect this. I didn't even think this was possible." I pick up a bit of toast and start to chew on it, trying to control my feelings and fighting my emotions, not wanting to cry.
 
   "Have you told Damon about the baby? I think you need to Ella. You need to get everything out in the open. He needs to know the truth. It’s the only way you will be able to move forward if he is your future." 
 
   His words all make sense to me but I still don't know what to do. I'm so sick of thinking.  I have spent over three years thinking about every move I make. I don't want to do it anymore. I'm so sick of playing games.
 
   "I don't know Tom. I really don't know." I rest my elbows on the table then put my head in my hands, I hear Tom’s chair scrape back as he comes around to hug me.
 
   "I think we need a night out. How about we go to that karaoke bar in town? It will be fun, and I hear they are having happy hour on non alcoholic cocktails," Tom says with a grin. I smile up at him and let out a laugh. He really is a good friend to me. 
 
   I wrap my arms around his waist and hug him, before nodding my head. "That sounds like a great idea, Tom."    
 
    
 
    
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
   CHAPTER TWENTY
 
    
 
   A couple of hours later we enter the bar. It’s a little before 6:30pm, and already the place is filling up. It’s a well kept secret that I fucking love karaoke. I have since I was young. Just singing out one’s feelings is therapeutic, and there is always a song to express how I’m feeling. 
 
   Walking over to a free table I sit down while Tom goes to the bar to get us some drinks. I'm so glad I was never a big drinker because not being able to would really suck, but I limit myself to a couple of drinks on nights out. I’ve never needed more, and for the past three years I have always needed to be in control. 
 
   Tom comes back and places two very bright drinks down in front of me, and I look up at him as he sits and places his own two drinks in front of him.
 
   "Are we thirsty?" I ask him, looking down at the drinks in front of me, both yellow with a pineapple coming out of the top. Tom laughs beside me. 
 
   "That's a Southern Passion. It’s got ginger in it, and pineapple and some maple. I thought the ginger would help." 
 
   Leaning forward and taking as sip through the straw, I decide it’s the best drink I’ve ever tasted. The pineapple is refreshing, and it has a kick of something that just gives it a bit of edge. I seriously can’t believe its non alcoholic because it tastes amazing. Holding out my glass to Tom I offer him a taste.
 
   "Want some?" I ask. He shakes his head before picking up his Jack and coke.
 
   "It's alright. I think if we’re gonna be singing I need to stick to the hard stuff." He smirks at me as I stand up to go and get the list of songs. 
 
   He knows me too well.
 
   As I'm walking back to the table, the door swings open and I freeze. Without turning around, I know who it is. My body prickles with awareness, and I hate the way my body responds to him. I feel like I'm about to lose control so I walk over to Tom and sit down. Placing the song book on the table, I start flicking through, keeping my gaze away from Damon’s.
 
   I know he sees me. His eyes burn into me, feeling like laser beams searing my skin. I feel trapped. My heart pounds, my pulse picks up pace. He makes me so flustered I don’t know what to do.
 
   I flick through the karaoke selection and come to Poison by Alice Cooper and can’t help the laugh that escapes. Tom stops talking to the blonde girl, who has found her way next to him, and looks over at me confused.
 
   "You okay Ella?" I look up at him and must look like a startled rabbit because concern creeps across his face.
 
   I whisper to Tom, "Damon is here at the bar with Spencer." Tom lifts his head and looks around. When his eyes meet Damon's he nods his head in acknowledgement. Damon is still looking.
 
   "How the fuck did he know I’m here?" Tom shrugs his shoulders and squeezes my knee. 
 
   Turning back to the song book, a particular selection comes to mind. I know exactly what I want to sing. I search the book to find my choice and smile when I find it.
 
   I write down the karaoke numbers for the DJ and walk over to him. Tom gives a whoop of encouragement making me laugh. As I give my slip to the guy, he nods his head and tells me to pick up a microphone. 
 
   He presses a few buttons and my song choice lights up on the TV. The DJ stops the music and announces me before the intro begins to play.
 
    
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
   CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE
 
   DAMON
 
    
 
   As soon as I walked through the doors to the pub I spot her. My eyes are drawn to her no matter where I am or who I’m with. As if sensing my presence Ella’s body visibly freezes. She doesn’t turn round to look at me but I know she feels it, that fucking crazy current that sizzles between us. I watch her every movement as she walks back to her table, back to Tom.
 
   I want to walk over to her, pull her into my arms, and kiss the life out of her. Not seeing Ella for a month has killed me. I feel like a part of my soul is missing, a part that I know Ella owns, and I will never get back. I don’t want it back.
 
   She can fucking keep it.
 
   She looks amazing. Her hair is glossy and fanning out around her as she moves. She’s got on a white summer dress and grey ankle boots. She looks fucking hot. Her skin looks smoother than silk, if that’s at all possible. Ella looks curvier than the last time I saw her, making my mouth water. I want to lick and taste each fuller curve.
 
   I want to carry her out of this shit hole and take her home where she belongs. 
 
   Spencer is trying to strike up a conversation with me but I’m unable to take my eyes off her. How the fuck have we gotten to this? Acting like two strangers, like we don’t know each other, like I haven’t had my dick in her. I need to sort this out tonight. I have come too far to let this go. I fucking love her.
 
   I can’t let her go.
 
   I watch as Ella takes a piece of paper to the guy who is running the karaoke. Still not looking at me, her eyes are fixed to the floor. I can see her hands shaking as she steps to the mic. The DJ cuts the music off and picks up his mic. 
 
   “Ladies and gentlemen let’s give it up for Ella.” Everyone around me applauds and cheers as soft gentle music fills my ears. 
 
   I beg silently for her to just look at me, to really look and see that as much as she is hurting, my heart is fucking broken too.
 
   I drop my eyes to the floor, trying to steady my breathing. My heart is beating a hundred miles an hour. No one has ever affected me the way Ella does. If I could turn it all off, I fucking would. 
 
   “Notice me. Take my hand.” My eyes snap up and are met by my beauty’s emeralds. She’s looking at me now, speaking to me through the words. Her voice is amazing. I didn’t realise Ella could sing, and she sounds like a fucking angel.
 
   I can’t look away as she sings her heart out. Every word feels like it’s meant for me, and I soak them all up. The pub is filled to the brim, yet we could be the only two people here. She’s all I see. 
 
   As the song continues I start to recognise what it is. Everytime by Britney Spears. I vaguely remember it being popular a few years ago, but I feel like I'm hearing it for the very first time. Every word is another slash to my barely beating heart.
 
   “I guess I need you baby.” As Ella finishes the song the whole pub erupts into applause. I expect Ella to walk back to her table but instead she leaves the stage and heads for the door. By the time I’m out the door, I see Ella duck into an alleyway.
 
   “Ella, wait.” I don’t know if she heard me or she is choosing to ignore me, but I pick up my speed when she disappears out of sight. I need to get to her. I can’t wait any longer to talk.
 
   I catch up to her quickly, gripping her arm and spinning her to face me, and I crush her to my chest. Instantly a weight feels like it’s lifted from my body, and a pain that’s been weighing me down for the last month eases. 
 
   This has always felt right, my beauty in my arms.
 
   Ella doesn’t struggle against me. She clings to me, gripping my shirt and holding on for dear life. I hold her the same way.    
 
    
 
    
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
   CHAPTER TWENTY-TWO
 
   ELLA
 
    
 
   Unable to breathe in there, I need air. The intensity of Damon’s gaze panics me so I run out of the pub like a fucking child, but I need a minute. When I reach the corner I know Damon is behind me. 
 
   I can hear his feet pounding on the sidewalk.
 
   I don’t make it far before I feel him come up behind me. He pulls on my arm, spinning me around to face him before pulling me into his chest. There is no fight in me, and I don’t want to fight. I just want to feel cherished again. Feeling like I’m drowning, I'm clinging to him. Right now in this moment, he is the only one who can keep me afloat. I need him. 
 
   I miss him so damn much it hurts.
 
   Burying my face in the crook of his neck I inhale deeply.  His scent envelops me. He smells like home. 
 
   I can’t help but reach for his face, and pull his mouth down onto mine. The hunger I feel is overwhelming. My need for him is making me lose all control of my emotions. 
 
   Before I realise what’s happening, Damon has me pressed against the wall. His hands are between my legs searching for my underwear when he realises I'm not wearing any. A feral like growl escapes his lips. My core clenches and dampens with that sound alone. 
 
   I hear his zipper being pulled down, and before I know it, he is inside me. It’s raw, and it’s carnal. He pulls my legs around his hips and pistons into me. I'm being fucked hard, and up against the brick wall. I open my eyes to look at him. The emotion in his face is there. I'm sure it is only a mirror image of my own. We are meant to be together.
 
   “You’re fucking mine, Ella,” Damon growls into my ear, sending shivers down my spine.
 
    My inner muscles squeeze around his length as he thrusts into me like a cheetah in a race. I feel my orgasm building, and his name spills from my lips with screams of pleasure so he slams his mouth down on mine to silence me. 
 
   Blood roars in my ears, my toes begin to curl, and a massive explosion flashes through me, sending me soaring. I feel his cock harden further and pulsate inside me, so I know he is getting close. His nostrils flare, and he roars my name as he fills me.
 
   My body has turned to jelly, making Damon hold my dead weight, and I can’t lift my head from his shoulder. I can feel him trying to catch his breath. He’s panting as he presses me against the brick wall.
 
   Damon regains control quicker than I do, and pulls back to look at me, but I don’t move. Damon gently pries my head up, his chocolate eyes stormy with emotion. The look on his face terrifies me. I’ve never been looked at with such love and adoration before.
 
   “I’ve missed you, beauty,” he whispers. My throat constricts.
 
   “I’ve missed you too,” I whisper back, voice cracking as I speak.
 
   “I fucking love you, baby. Come home.” I want to. I really do. “Marry me, Ella.” I look at him completely shocked. I didn’t expect that. I don't know what to say or do, so I struggle for him to release me. When he doesn’t, I try to push him away from me, but he holds me in place. 
 
   "Did you hear me?" I nod my head, unable to look at him. He doesn't even know I'm pregnant. He needs to know.
 
   "I can’t marry you, Da–” he cuts me off before I can tell him why.
 
   "Why not? I know you love me Ella. So why not?" He lifts my chin so I'm looking directly at him, wiping away a tear that has fallen with his thumb.
 
   I turn my cheek into his hand, kissing the palm, then turn my head to look at him. He needs the truth. 
 
   “I'm pregnant,” I blurt. Confusion clouds Damon’s eyes before they widen. He pulls out of me and sets me on the ground. I almost hit the floor as my legs nearly give way. Sorting out my clothes, I reach into my bag and get a tissue to clean myself up, not looking at Damon as he paces in front of me.
 
   I don’t know what to say or do so I just stay silent and wait for him to speak. He stops pacing and moves away. 
 
   When I look up at him he is leaning against the opposite wall. He looks like he is trying to catch his breath, and as I walk over to him and put my hand on his shoulder he shrugs me off like I’ve burned him. He looks livid.  
 
   "You lied to me. You told me it wasn’t possible. You let me believe we were fucking safe.” He looks away and roars with frustration, making me flinch. “Was that more of your fucking lies? How the fuck am I even to believe it’s mine? I bet you don't even fucking know whose it is.”
 
   The venom in his words shocks me and before I know it my hand makes contact with Damon's face. The sound of the slap against his cheek is deafening, echoing in the alley. Tears are spilling from my eyes. 
 
   I have never felt so humiliated.
 
   Damon turns around and walks away from me, deeper into the alley, leaving me screaming at his back. “Fuck you, Damon.” I turn and walk away from him. Walk away from the only man I have ever come close to loving. The only man I have ever admitted to wanting to love.    
 
    
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
   CHAPTER TWENTY-THREE
 
   DAMON
 
    
 
   She’s pregnant. Fucking pregnant. 
 
   She lied to me.
 
   I walk briskly to my car, needing to be as far away from Ella as I can. She knew. She fucking knew I don’t want children. I can’t be any kind of father. I’m not built to be a dad.
 
   I’m at a loss. Rage stampedes around my system like a bull in a china shop. She fucking lied to me. 
 
   I want to roar. 
 
   I want to hit someone. 
 
   I want to smash something. 
 
   I drive to my house in a daze. My beauty fucking lied to me. She’s pure, she’s innocent, and now I find out she’s a liar? That I can take, but a baby? A fucking baby. 
 
    Heading inside the house, I slam the door and the sound reverberates around the formerly silent space, echoing. 
 
   “Fuck.” I thought I could have had it all with Ella but I was wrong. She’s like all the rest of them. Only thinks of herself. Lies. Fucks us over. I can’t believe how wrong I was about her.
 
   Stomping over to the bar, I grab a bottle of Jack Daniels, not bothering with a glass. I take a big gulp, enjoying the burn down my throat. I don’t usually drink much but I think a time like this calls for it. She fucking lied. 
 
   The woman I wanted to marry lied. 
 
   I shake my head in disgust. How could I have been so fucking blind? So stupid?
 
   I walk over to the lounge and drop down on the sofa, needing to get as shit-faced as I can. I need to forget everything that I thought I had. Forget Ella Knight.
 
   Rage swirling inside me builds and builds when I think about what Ella has done. I throw the bottle against the opposite wall watching it shatter, not giving a shit.
 
   I stand, my fists clenched, and kick the table over. It’s not enough. I need to take my anger out on something. I tear through the house hitting and smashing things as I go. Everything that reminds me of Ella needs to go. 
 
   Once I’m satisfied that I’ve taken my rage out on everything that is infused with Ella I go back to the bar for a fresh bottle. 
 
   I plan to drink my cares away.
 
   I plan to drink until Ella is out my mind.
 
    
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
   CHAPTER TWENTY-FOUR
 
   JULY 21ST 2014
 
   ELLA
 
    
 
   It’s been four days since I told Damon I’m pregnant. Four days of silence from him. I don't know what I expected. He made his feelings pretty clear that he doesn't want my baby. He doesn't even believe it’s his. After all this time he still thinks so little of me, even after everything we have been through. 
 
   There's a small knock on the bedroom door so I collect my bag and open the door, finding Tom leaning against the frame. I'm starting to hate that look in his eyes, like he pities me.
 
   “Are you ready to go Ella?” I nod my head before picking up my keys and phone. I can’t help but glance to see if there is anything from Damon. There isn't. I stuff both in my bag and follow Tom out to his car. 
 
   ****
 
   We arrive at the hospital half an hour later. Today I get to see my baby for the first time, and I feel so excited, but a little sad. I can’t wait to see my little jellybean. It’s too early to see if it’s a boy or girl but I’m just happy I get to see it. 
 
   I wish Damon was here. 
 
   It makes me sad that I’ll be doing everything alone. Not totally alone, Tom will help me of course, but it’s not the same. Tom isn’t the dad.
 
   I really need to pee. Why do they make you drink so much before a scan? Following Tom, I have to keep stopping and crossing my legs. I’m not sure I’m going to make it without pissing myself. Tom is doubled over laughing at the old woman routine I have mastered. I send him a glare, making him laugh harder. 
 
   “Stop laughing idiot.” I snap. “How would you feel if your bladder was about to explode?” Tom’s face is now red he’s laughing so hard, tears gathering in his eyes.
 
   I can’t help but laugh with him. His laugh is infectious and he always finds a way to make me feel better. 
 
   Then my bladder screams at me.
 
   Realising my mistake, I stop laughing instantly and cross my legs. Tom's laughter stops too as he realises I’m on the verge of pissing myself.
 
   “Ella, should I carry you? Please don’t piss yourself.” I lift my head glaring at him
 
   “Shhh, please don’t speak. I need to concentrate.” After a few minutes I feel like I finally have my bladder under control enough that I can make my way to reception. After giving my name I’m asked to take a seat in the waiting area until they call for me.
 
   I reach into my bag and pull out my phone. There’s nervous excitement swimming inside me, making me restless. I browse through my phone, and come across the picture of Damon and me. I love this photo.
 
   We both look so content and happy, just lying in the bed. I can remember what it felt like in that moment, knowing that at one time we were real, that we could have had something more. 
 
   I look up to find Tom staring at me with a look of sympathy in his eyes.
 
   “Call him Ella. He should be here. He has a right to know.” I shake my head, shoving my phone back into my bag.
 
   “Leave it Tom. I don’t want to talk about this.” Before I can continue a nurse comes out holding a clipboard.
 
   “Ella Knight?” I stand up and walk in the direction of the nurse, Tom hovering behind me. I can tell he isn’t sure whether he should follow so I turn back to him, “Are you coming?”He nods his head and follows behind us.
 
   When we get into the room I’m asked to lie on the bed and pull my trousers down. Once I’m situated the sonographer squirts cold jelly on my stomach then uses the probe to pick up the image. She moves it around and applies pressure until she finds what she’s looking for. She doesn’t say anything, just begins clicking her mouse. My hands suddenly feel clammy and shaky, so I rest them down at my side. I fucking hope everything is okay with my baby. 
 
   I need my baby to be okay.
 
   Tom takes my hand in his, giving me a gentle squeeze, and I give him a small smile. The waiting feels endless. Why isn’t she saying anything? She keeps tapping things into the computer but hasn’t actually spoken to me. I’m ready to scream. 
 
   I’m about to say something when she speaks up.
 
   “You ready to see your baby?” I nod my head and hold my breath. 
 
   She turns the monitor towards us and a black and grey image fills the screen. Tears fill my eyes and begin to slowly trail down my cheeks as I take in the grainy image of my baby. It’s a baby. An actual real baby with two arms, two legs, a head and a body. It’s all there. 
 
   It’s perfect.
 
   I can’t stop the tears falling. I feel so happy as I look at my little jellybean. Her little heart is fluttering on the screen. My heart swells with love, literally swells, and feels like it explodes in my chest. 
 
   “The baby is developing perfectly,” she says, smiling. She starts pointing to the screen showing me images of the head and the body but all I can focus on is the little flutter of my baby's heart. She prints off a set of pictures and hands them to me. “Please organise your twenty week scan with reception on your way out. Congratulations to you both.” Tom squirms in his seat at my side, making me chuckle. 
 
   “Tom is just a friend.” I don’t know if I said that for my benefit or for Tom's.
 
   I wipe off the gel and button up my jeans, a firm grin set on my face. I make my way to the reception and schedule an appointment. 
 
   Tom stays silent and I know he’s stewing, but I won’t let him ruin this day for me. Nothing will wipe this smile from my face.
 
   The receptionist hands me a card with my next appointment. “Congratulations, Miss Knight. Take care,” she says with a smile.
 
   “Thank you.” 
 
   Quickly walking away, I realise my bladder is going to explode if I don’t get to the toilet. I make it to the ladies just on time and relieve myself. 
 
   Once I’ve washed my hands, I make my way out the toilets to find Tom leaning against the wall. He’s got a speculative gaze in his eyes and I know he’s not going to drop whatever is playing on his mind.  I reach into my bag, pulling out the scan pictures, and hold one out to him.
 
   “I can keep this?” I nod my head at him as he slips it into his pocket.
 
   He walks beside me to the car but doesn’t say anything. I fucking hate when Tom is quiet. It usually means he has something to say but is being careful to choose words that will hurt me the least. He acts like I’m about to break, and it pisses me off.
 
   “Just spit it out Tom. I know you have something to say, so just say it,” I snap. Pulling my scan picture out I stare at it to avoid his pitiful stare.
 
   He takes a deep breath before speaking. “Ella, what happened in there was amazing and I’m so glad I could be part of this with you. I can’t put into words what it means to me that you shared that with me, and you know I will be there for you when you need me. You don’t have to do this alone.” He lets me take that in, taking my scan picture from me, but I know there is a but to come. “But Damon should have been here Els. He has a right to know he is going to be a father. I know you’re scared but you have never been selfish. You need to tell him Ella,” he says softly. “He will find out one way or another. You’re beginning to show, and someone will see you and it will get back to him. That type of news needs to come from you.” 
 
   Tom believes what he’s saying is right because he doesn’t know Damon knows about the baby, but that doesn’t mean that his words are any less hurtful.  
 
   “He knows,” I whisper. “Damon knows about the baby Tom.” He looks visibly shocked as I continue. “I told him the night we went to the karaoke bar. He accused me of tricking him. He said I told him it wasn’t possible, but I didn’t think it was possible, Tom, I really didn’t. If I thought there was the slightest chance of getting pregnant I would have told him. He even said he didn’t think it was his so that’s why Damon isn't here, not because he doesn’t know. It's because he doesn't care.” 
 
   Tom moves towards me to give me a hug but I can’t face it. If I let him hold me I will fall apart so I step back. I don’t want to cry because today should be a happy day, not a day for sad tears. “Please Tom, just take me home.” 
 
   Tom nods and leads me the rest of the way to the car, with his hand resting on my lower back. He opens the door to the passenger side and I climb in, refusing to look at him. I don’t want to see more pity, so instead focus on anything out the window.  
 
   Tom quickly makes his way to the driver’s side and jumps in before peeling out of the car park. He stays silent, giving me what I need.
 
   When we pull up to the house, Tom doesn’t shut off the car. Instead he tells me he has to go somewhere and will be back later. I frown as I get out and watch as his car pulls away, leaving me alone. I turn and look up at the flat. I don’t want to be alone, but I have nowhere to go. I can’t face going back to my house. I told the estate agents to sell it. I won’t ever go back there. I’ll organize movers to pack everything up and put it in storage until I’m ready to use it again.
 
   I feel lost. I have no one except Tom, and maybe Lacy, but that’s probably where Tom is going so I can’t go to her. Wes and Sofia would be there for me, but they’re not my friends. They’re Damon’s and I don’t want to put them in an awkward position. 
 
   I take my keys out of my bag and climb into my car, needing to get away. Turning on the engine I pull out of the drive and I head to the only place that makes me feel safe, the only person who ever made me feel safe.
 
    
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
   CHAPTER TWENTY-FIVE
 
   DAMON
 
    
 
   BANG. BANG. BANG.
 
   I groan and roll over in bed, pulling a pillow over my face, trying to block out the banging. It. Doesn’t. Fucking. Stop.
 
   BANG. BANG. BANG.
 
   A growl tears from me as I realise whoever the fuck is pounding at my door isn’t going to go away. I stand groggily and the room spins. I feel like shit. My stomach is churning, my eyes feel like they’re full of fucking grit, my mouth tastes like shit, and my brain is still swimming in all the alcohol I’ve swallowed over the last few days. Or is it more? Fuck, I don’t know how long it’s been since Ella fucking Knight turned my life upside down. 
 
   BANG. BANG. BANG.
 
   I move slowly, trying to not throw up, as I go to answer it. I throw the door back ready to rip whoever is on the other side a new fucking arsehole, but I’m completely surprised when I see who it is.
 
   Tom.
 
   My heart fucking drops, bile almost comes up my throat. Something must have happened to Ella. He wouldn’t be here otherwise. Then I take in his facial expression. He looks livid. This should be fucking good. Big brother coming to give me shit.
 
   I. Don’t. Give. A. Fuck.  
 
   “Tom.,” I say, as I hold the door open for him to come in. He doesn’t speak but he does come in. I offer him a drink, which he declines, and I head to the kitchen, filling up a glass of water to wash the shitty taste out my mouth. I turn around and see Tom has followed me, just watching. He’s beginning to piss me off.
 
   “What the fuck is your problem?” I snarl. Tom looks like he wants to hit me. Fucking let him, maybe I fucking deserve it. I don’t know anymore. 
 
   I can’t feel any worse than I do. 
 
   Drinking didn’t get Ella out of my head. I couldn’t drink the memory of her away because she never fucking left. I spent days drinking and thinking about all the fucking shitty things I said to her. I sit down at the table and rest my head in my hands. I’m so fucked up over everything. My heart is telling me she didn’t lie, she really believed she couldn’t get pregnant, but the beast inside me is screaming that she’s trying to fucking trap me.
 
   Can you even trap someone when you’re who they want anyway?
 
   “My fucking problem Damon,” he spits, “is that my best friend has spent the last four days in her room crying her eyes out. You fucking did that to her.” My head snaps up, and I shoot from my seat, ready to tear into him. “Grow the fuck up Damon, I’m not here to fight you.” 
 
   I grind my teeth. Who the fuck does he think he is? I stalk over to him and get in his face. 
 
   “Then fucking leave,” I growl.
 
   “I’m here to talk, and I’m not going fucking away until I’ve said what I’ve come to say.” His jaw is clenched, his eyes set. Maybe it’s all the booze I’ve consumed, or I’m just still pissed but I back down. My head isn’t in it to fucking argue with this prick. Let him say his piece, then he can fuck off out of my life for good. “You look and smell like fucking shit. This bullshit that is tearing you both apart is easy to fix, so pull your head out your fucking arse, and go take a shower.” He nods to the stairs and raises a brow, challenging me. 
 
   At least it will give me chance to get my head on straight. I don’t reply to Tom, and I turn and leave the kitchen to go upstairs.
 
    I don’t go in my room I go to the guest room Ella usually used. I’ve avoided this room. I knew it would make me break and I’d go running back to her, begging her to take me back. When Tom contacted me to let me know where they would be the other night and told me what a state my beauty was in I knew I couldn’t stay away any longer. 
 
   Ella’s scent clings to everything in here, as if her presence has stayed behind. I inhale, taking in her smell. God I fucking miss her. 
 
   I shake my head and stomp into the bathroom, turning on the shower and stripping down, tossing my clothes on the floor. I catch my refection in the mirror, and it makes me pause. Tom's right. I look a fucking mess. I need to get a grip. 
 
   My eyes are bloodshot with fucking bags and dark rings surrounding them. I fucking stink, and look pale. My hair needs a wash and I have day’s worth of stubble. 
 
   I step into the hot shower, enjoying the heat scalding my skin. I grab a loofah and using the body wash Ella left behind, I lather it up. Her scent hits me full force, consuming me, and closing my throat. I feel like a fucking pussy.
 
   This is exactly why I’ve never settled down. 
 
   I turn off the shower and wrap a towel around my waist, heading into my own room. I pull out a white cotton t-shirt and a pair of khaki trousers from my wardrobe and quickly dress.
 
    Heading back to the kitchen, I smell that Tom has made coffee. I pour myself a steaming mug without acknowledging him. I turn once I’ve finished half my drink, burning my mouth in the process. 
 
   Tom is sitting at the table and kicks out the chair for me to sit. We sit in silence for a while, neither of us saying anything. I’m not fucking speaking. It’s not me that wants to fucking talk.
 
   “She loves you, you know?” He finally says. “I don’t fucking know why. You’re an arsehole.” I want to laugh. He’s straight to the point but he’s right, I am an arsehole.
 
   “What the fuck do you know? You know nothing about us Tom,” I mumble. Yeah I sound like a bratty kid, but I don’t give a fuck. 
 
   “I know more than you think Damon. I know Ella, I know how much she loves you. I’ve fucking seen the way she looks at you. Don’t you realise how lucky you are? I would give anything to have her look at me the way she looks at you. She’s let her guard down, finally let her fucking guard down, and you do this to her. What the fuck is wrong with you?” 
 
   He loves her. I knew he did, and he all but admitted to it just then. I don’t know how I feel about that. Ella is mine and I want to punch his fucking face, but I know I have no claim on her after what I’ve done and said.
 
   “I love her. I fucking love her Tom. She told me she couldn’t get pregnant, and I fucking trusted her. I’ve been patient with her. Fuck, I know she has demons. I saw how she was in the beginning, but I believed she wanted to be with me. I believed her fucking lies.” I shake my head, knowing as I’m saying the words I sound like an asshole, but this shit keeps spilling from my mouth. “I’m such a fucking idiot. What does she want? The Hunt name? Is that it? Was that her plan all along? Get pregnant and screw me for everything I had.” 
 
   “Do you really believe that?” Tom asks. When I don’t reply he continues, “When she found out, she was fucking terrified. Keeping it a secret was killing her, but you and she were new. You told her you didn’t want kids Damon, what was she supposed to do? If she had told you before, you wouldn’t have even given her a fucking chance to explain. You never gave her a chance, you just accused her of fucking someone else. I can tell you since you have been together there has been no one but you.” 
 
   I think on his words, knowing what he is saying is true. If Ella had told me when she found out I would have reacted exactly the same as I did. Fuck, how did I get things so wrong? I don’t know what to do to fix it. I wouldn’t be surprised if she never speaks to me again. 
 
   “I love her. She doesn’t know, she couldn’t see it, or she chose not to. I would never put that on her, she doesn’t need to know if she can’t see it. When I see her with you she is alive Damon, not the shell she was. You make her want to live. This baby is a chance at a real family. She wants that with you.” He looks me dead in the eyes, “Don’t you know I would kill for that? For someone to look at me, just once, the way she looks at you. She sees me as more like a brother, and that’s why I’m here. Besides, I really like where things are going with Lacy,” he gives me a grin.
 
   “Where is she? I need to see her.” I jump up, reaching for my keys and phone. I need to see her, and if I have to kick down her door to get to her, I will.
 
   “I just dropped her off at my flat. She had her ultrasound this morning,” he says. I freeze in place. I may not know much about pregnancy and babies, but I know what that means. He holds out his hand with a black and white picture. I hesitantly take it, and look at the grainy image. My eyes begin to fill with tears as I see our baby for the first time. Fuck, I should have been there.  
 
   “I need to go,” I try to leave but Tom grabs my shoulder.
 
   “Ella means a lot to me Damon. I won’t watch her get hurt again. If you fucking do, then you leave her for good. She’s had enough shit in her life to deal with without facing more.”
 
   “I won’t hurt her again Tom. You have my fucking word. As much as it pisses me off to admit this, I’m glad Ella has you. You’re a good man Tom.” He nods then smirks.
 
   “Go get her, man.” 
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
   CHAPTER TWENTY-SIX
 
   ELLA
 
    
 
   I stand at the gates outside the cemetery, hesitant to go in. When Pops died and it was just me and Lydia, Pops’ grave was my safe haven, my peaceful place. When I lost Lydia I stopped coming. I couldn’t face who I was. If I came here I knew I would have to accept what I’d become. 
 
   Pops wouldn’t have wanted this for me. He would be so disappointed in the things I’ve done, who I’ve become. The thought tightens my throat. I don’t want to be that, it’s not who I am.
 
   I swallow, and feel my heart pounding. I don’t think I’ve ever been able to accept anything past losing Lydia. I shut myself down. I didn’t feel remorse, I didn’t feel bad, I feel joy. I just didn’t feel. 
 
   Now standing here, my heart sinking to my stomach, I know I need this. 
 
   To accept.
 
   To forget.
 
   To move on.
 
   To live. Pops would want me to live. I take a breath and convince my feet to move forward. I find Pops’ grave quickly, not ever forgetting where my daddy is. My throat constricts when I see his grave is clean. Shining, happy, alive. 
 
   Bright coloured flowers burst with fragrance, beautiful and stunningly placed in Pops’ flower holder. The marble headstone shines, showing signs of being regularly cleaned. White decorative stones around the headstone gleam in the sunlight.
 
   Someone comes here, and they clean and bring gifts. Warmth fills my heart. Pops wasn’t alone, he still had love. Has love rather. These flowers are fresh, someone cares. They love him.
 
   I want that. 
 
   I want to be loved. Pops loved me and I need that again. I may think I’m strong but I’m not. I blocked everything so I didn’t have to accept being alone, accept a future with no one. 
 
   Tears fill my eyes as I fall down to my knees at his headstone. I reach out and run my hands over the writing.
 
   Best Love. Best Friend. Best Daddy.   
 
   He really was all three of them. I wish I had his guidance. I need him so much. I feel lost, like I’m drowning, and like I’m choking on each and every single breath I take in as I let everything hit me.
 
   “I’m sorry daddy. I’ve been bad,” I say, as tears fall silently down my cheeks.  
 
   “I can’t do this alone. I can’t take this pain anymore. Why am I so unlovable? Why can’t they just love me and want me forever? You all leave, and I’m left broken with each memory left behind.” My heart tears, pain gripping me. What did I ever do to deserve this life?
 
   “Why did you leave me daddy? I need you. I can’t do it, I’m not strong enough. I’m not you.” I stop when my sobs take my breath. My forehead rests against the marble. “What did I do to deserve all this pain, Pops? I’m sorry. For whatever it is I did that was so wrong. I just... I just need to be loved.”
 
   Nothing.
 
   Just silence. Silence can sometimes be louder than noise. I want to hear his voice. I want his warmth and love. “Please Pops, please let him want me. He’s a good man. I realise that now,” I whisper. “I want to keep him.”
 
   I let my head hang. I’ve lost him, I know I have. Damon didn’t love me enough. I shouldn’t have believed he did.
 
   “I’ll be good, I promise. I’ll be who I was, who I am. I went down the wrong path but I’m correcting it now. I want happiness again. Please daddy, help me,” I beg, quickly, as if he can really help me.
 
   Pain like I’ve never felt before hits me straight in my chest, making it hard to breathe. I lost my way but I never will again. I’ve learnt my lesson, I lost Damon. My hand drops to my belly, gently rubbing my small bump.
 
   “I’m sorry jellybean. I’ve not been a good person but I promise you, I’ll be the best mummy. I’ll love you with all I am. Do you hear me Pops? I promise,” I cry. “Just let me live peacefully now. I’ve taken all the pain I can. I can’t take any more. It’s too much.” 
 
   I fall to the damp earth, and roll into a ball, tucking my legs to my chest and hugging them tight. I let pain consume me. “I’m not strong enough, I’ve never been strong. I’ve been hiding, pretending. I don’t want that, I want what I had. I want a life filled with love.”
 
   Unconditional love.
 
   I cry where I lay, letting the pain surround me, letting my grief take over. I’ll never experience it again. I had one shot at getting love like I had from Pops and I lost it. I pushed him away.
 
   “I did everything wrong Pops. I completely lost myself.” My heart pounds as I finally accept my mistakes. I let everything pour from me. I tell him all my sins, all my mistakes. I let him judge me, let him know what I became when they left. 
 
   ****
 
   “I’ve met the best man, Pops.” I say hours later. I confessed all my sins then stayed here in silence, just accepting my life. “You would have liked him, he’s good people. Damon is good, but I ruined it. I’ve lost him, I’ve lost everything,” I say weakly. 
 
   I’m lying on the ground next to Pops’ resting place. I’ve cried myself dry. My throat hurts as I tell Pops my life. Rain falls from the darkening skies. I lay here and let my pain wash away. I’m broken. There is nothing left in me, of me. 
 
   “God, I wish you were here, daddy,” I whisper. “You would have kept me good. Why did you have to go too soon? I wasn’t ready to lose you. You were taken before I was ready to give you up. Lydia chose to leave me. Damon doesn’t want me,” I say feebly.  
 
   “How much pain is one person meant to be able to survive? I don’t feel like I’m surviving right now, daddy.”  
 
   I won’t be alone if I get to keep jellybean. I might be unloved, unlovable, but I’ll love my baby with all of me. I’ll give my all, just let me love. I can handle not being loved. I just need someone to give my love to.     
 
   Loneliness is a horrible, dark, desperate place deep inside that causes physical pain. I get lost in the emotion, overwhelmed and overtaken with deep blackness. It’s scary and lonely. I don’t want this life anymore. 
 
   “I want happiness,” I say, as silent tears begin to fall again. “It’s my turn to be happy. I’ve paid for any crimes I’ve committed. I want to keep happiness, not just have a glimpse of it, only to lose it. I’ve been living my life day by day, I want a future. I want to look forward to it. I want to be me, who I should have always been. I want dreams again, daddy.”
 
   I became two people. I became someone I’m not. I left myself behind. 
 
   Some rise by sin. Others by virtue fall.
 
   Pops used to say that, and it’s never rung more true with me. The bad in me rose, and I let the real me fall. “I’m sorry, Pops.”
 
   I think I was wrong about everything I believed about Lydia and Damon. I don’t think things were how Lydia said they were. I think it didn’t mean as much to Damon as it did Lydia. He hurt her without knowing he was doing it. 
 
   I blamed Damon and now I don’t believe there should be any blame. Lydia chose to take her life, Damon didn’t make her, and he isn’t at fault for my losses. I’ve done a lot of bad things in my quest for revenge, things I shouldn’t have done. I wish I could block them away, like I did my emotions. I wish I could take it back. 
 
   I want to forget it all, live like yesterday never happened, and live for myself. I’ve been living like tomorrow doesn’t exist, just focused on one objective, taking Damon down. I don’t want that now. I just want him. 
 
   I lost him. 
 
   It’s my fault.
 
   Mistakes make us human, failure makes us stronger. My mistake was never failing, it made me weak.    
 
   I’m weak without love.
 
   The loneliest place in the world is the human heart when love is absent.
 
    
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
   CHAPTER TWENTY-SEVEN
 
   DAMON
 
    
 
   I pound on Tom’s door. Ella needs to be back, she has to be. Tom pulls the door open with a scowl on his face. 
 
   “I was coming. You didn’t need to keep banging,” he growls. Any other time I would laugh at his agitation but I need to find Ella. 
 
   “Is she back?” I push past him, walking in to check all the rooms. I might respect Tom now, hell I may even like him, but I don’t trust him. Not if it was going against Ella’s wishes. 
 
   “She’s not back yet, Damon,” Tom says with patience. He doesn’t follow, he just shuts the door and walks to the kitchen.
 
   “Ella,” I call. I search every room but she’s really not here. Worry eats away at me. Where the fuck is she? I came here first and she wasn’t here. I can’t fucking find her. Tom said to give her time. Fuck that. I’ve taken too much time already. 
 
   I stomp my way to the kitchen where Tom is sitting calmly at the table. I grit my teeth. How the fuck can he be so calm when Ella is out there alone somewhere? 
 
   “Where the fuck is she Tom?” I growl, losing what little patience I had. I just want Ella safe in my arms.
 
   “She’ll come back Damon. She just needs to get her head together. She’s facing a lot. Dealing with shame–” 
 
   “I can help her deal, Tom. She needs me. Where the fuck would she go?”
 
   The front door opens before he has chance to reply. I turn and quickly walk to the hallway to Ella, but it’s not her, it’s Lacy. She stops short when she sees me, and her eyes widen.
 
   “Have you seen Ella?” I bark.
 
   “No. I’m sorry.” She looks at me with pity. I don’t need her fucking pity. It’s taken me a long fucking time to see Ella needs me. I thought it was best to let her live without me, keeping her safe from the beast inside me. 
 
   I was fucking wrong.
 
   We need each other. 
 
   “Where the fuck would she be Tom?” I ask, as I renter the kitchen. I hate that she’s out there all a-fucking-lone. I can’t deal with that. She’s hurt, she’s pregnant, and she’s vulnerable. 
 
   “I don’t know Damon,” he replies quietly. 
 
   I lean against the counter and hang my head. Where the fuck is she?
 
   “She can’t be far. We can help you look Damon,” Lacy says in a timid voice.
 
   I grind my teeth. I know she’s trying to help but I wouldn’t be here if I hadn’t fucking looked everywhere. I’ve searched every. Fucking. Where. I take a deep breath.
 
   “I’ve looked everywhere, Lacy,” I say as calm as I can. 
 
   “Have you looked everywhere in town?” Tom asks.
 
   “Yes. Spence, Wes, and Sofia are all out there, still searching. What if she’s made a rash decision and left? What if she doesn’t come back? I fucking let her down,” I say, defeated. This is my fault. “Where would she go Tom?” 
 
   He’s my last hope. It fucking kills me that he knows her better than me. I know everything there is to know about Ella on paper, I’ve even read everything there is to know about Tom too, but I don’t know what goes on behind closed doors. I only know what Ella lets me see.
 
   “I... I don’t know Damon,” he pauses and shakes his head slightly. He won’t make eye contact with me. “Els keeps herself private, she holds herself back. I... fuck Damon, you’re worrying me.” He finally looks at me, determination written on his face. “We’ll find her. She can’t have gone far.” 
 
   I nod, drawing on his strength, having to believe him. I can’t even think about the other alternative. 
 
    My phone rings in my pocket. I pull it out and check the caller ID. Spencer. I put him on speaker so Tom and Lacy can listen in too.
 
   “Anything Spence?” I don’t waste time. I need to know if he’s found her. 
 
   “Nothing,” he sighs. “Wes and Sofe are here too. Damon, I’ve got you on speaker. What do you want to do?”
 
   “What do you fucking think? We keep looking Spence. I need to find her,” I growl. “I fucking need her. I love her man.” I tell him like it’s only us two listening. 
 
   “I know you do bro.” He stays quiet for a minute, giving me time to get myself under control. He knows me well, he knows I’m about to lose my shit. “Does Tom know where she would go?” 
 
   “I’m trying to think... I mean, she never really had many friends. She didn’t really build connections with people,” Tom answers.
 
   “She doesn’t have a special place she goes when she’s sad?” Sofia asks softly.
 
   “No... she used to but... I don’t... she hasn’t been there in years–”
 
   “It doesn’t matter if it’s been years. She might not have needed her safe place in years,” Sofia says cutting him off. I can hear hope in her voice and it’s making me impatient. 
 
   “It’s close enough... she could be but... I don’t–” This time I cut him off.
 
   “Where?” 
 
   “It’s a long shot. I don’t want you to get your hopes up.” I stalk over to him, grip his shirt in a fist, and pull him to his feet.
 
   “Where?” I shake him. He straightens himself, standing to full height, looking straight at me, staring me down. I’m ready to explode.
 
   “Damon,” Spencer tries to soothe.
 
   “Tell me fucking where,” I demand, not taking my eyes off of him. 
 
   “Her dad’s grave.” I release him and start to gather my phone.
 
   “Where is it?” Spencer demands. Tom tells us as I grab my phone and start to walk out. Of course she’ll go there. She feels totally alone. 
 
   “Damon, if she’s not there... just don’t get your–” I don’t hear him finish as the door slams behind me.
 
   I run to my car. I need to get to my beauty. I need to hold her.
 
   “Go get your woman, Damon,” Spencer’s voice calls from my phone in my hand. I completely forgot he was still connected.
 
   “I am, Spence. I will.”
 
   ****
 
   I pull my car in behind Ella’s, breathing a sigh of relief. She’s here. I turn off the engine and slump back in my seat. My beauty will be in my arms soon. 
 
   This is a big moment. I’m going in to her special space, going to her only home. Her pops. My chest pounds. Fuck, I’m nervous. I wipe my palms on my trousers then climb from the car, rain instantly soaking my clothes. 
 
   It’s been raining for about twenty minutes, and small puddles have formed on the ground. As I walk into the church grounds and around to the rear, the bottom of my trousers becomes wet. The wind has picked up and I realise Ella must be freezing. 
 
   I pick up my pace, needing to get to her. I need to know she’s okay, that she’s safe. I stop and look around, trying to find her. I locate her quickly. She’s just a wet lump on the ground, motionless. My heart picks up. Holy shit, she could be hurt. 
 
   Adrenalin pumps in my blood. I run to her, and fall to the ground at her side. 
 
   Fuck.
 
   Please let her be okay. I can’t lose her.
 
   “Ella?” I gather the wet hair from her face and move it so I can check she’s breathing. Her eyes flutter as rain hits her eyelids. “Fuck, baby. Shit.” I pull her to me, her body fucking limp. 
 
   “I’ve got you beauty.” She’s wet and muddy, her body shivering from the cold. Fucking hell. “Come on baby, speak to me.” Ella’s eyes flutter, a frown creasing her beautiful face. She struggles to open her eyes and focus on me. “I’ve got you.”
 
   Her green eyes are faded, red rimmed and dull. Pain storms in her eyes but they’re lifeless. She’s broken. I’ve never seen her looking so vulnerable. She’s completely lost in pain.
 
   I hug her to me, hoping to help warm her up. I need to get her out of here, out the fucking rain. I try to move, to get her to my car, but her hand comes up and grips my shirt. I look at her as her dead eyes widen. 
 
   Ella focuses on me, hope lighting up in her eyes. She swallows and attempts to speak. Her voice is raspy and I can’t understand what she’s trying to say. She sounds so weak.
 
   “Shhh, it’s okay beauty. I’ve got you. Let’s get you somewhere warm.” I stand, pulling Ella up with me. 
 
   “Why are you here Damon?” she asks in a small voice. 
 
   “Come on Ella, we can talk in the car.” I look at her, placing my hands on her hips.
 
   She steps back from me but keeps her hold on my shirt. She holds onto me until she’s steady then lets go, and looks me in the eyes. 
 
   “Why are you here Damon?” she asks, her voice getting stronger. 
 
   Fuck. As if she doesn’t know how I feel about her. I’ve done that. I’ve broken her trust again and again and now she doesn’t believe I love her. I fucking live her. Breathe her. 
 
   “I love you, beauty. I fucking love you so much it hurts.” I tell her the truth. She brings so many emotions out in me. She always has, ever since the first time I saw her. “I’m sorry I didn’t believe you, or give you a chance to speak. I’m sorry I left you when you told me you are pregnant with our child. You needed me and I let you down.” 
 
   “Why now?”
 
   “I’m sorry. I’m so fucking sorry baby. I should have come for you long before now.” I pull her close to me but she resists, she keeping her body taut. Her beautiful forest green eyes shine with defiance. 
 
   “Why didn’t you?” 
 
   “I thought it best to keep you away from me. I don’t deserve you beauty. I never fucking have. You’re too good for me.” Her eyes glimmer as tears begin to fall down her pale cheeks. I cup her face. Her skin is cold to the touch. She’s freezing. 
 
   She’s also stubborn. I know her enough to know that I need to say this here. She won’t let me get her to warmth until she hears this. 
 
   “I fucking love you, Ella. I’m selfish enough to want to keep you but I thought keeping you would only suck the life out of you, but I see it now, baby. I see it.” I look deep in her stunning eyes, begging her to listen to me, to know I mean every word. “We need each other. You’re the beauty to my beast. You take away the monster in me.”
 
   I swallow. She’s my other half, my connecting piece, the piece that completes me. She’s fucking mine and I need her to know that. I need her to believe me. 
 
   “I need you, beauty. I can’t fucking survive another day without you.” My jaw clenches. If she’s ever believed anything I’ve said I want it to be what I’m saying. “Ella, I’m not strong enough to stay away anymore and I don’t think you are either.”
 
   Her hand drops to her stomach and she squeezes her eyes shut. I know what she’s thinking, and I know why she doubts me. 
 
   “I want you and our baby, beauty. I’m so fucking sorry for how I reacted. I was a prick and it took me a while to see that, but it was never you. It was never fucking you, Ella. I didn’t know that. I blamed you when there was nothing to blame.” She struggles in my arms, trying to pull away. “This isn’t a bad thing but it took me time to see that, baby. I want our baby. Any part of you I will love. I was just scared Ella.”
 
   I let that sink in, giving her time to understand, hoping she understands.
 
   Rain drizzles, mixing with her tears when it hits her face. She’s soaking wet. Her eyes blink rapidly, trying to stop the rain blocking her vision. 
 
   “It’s a big responsibility, Damon. Are you sure you’re ready for it?” she questions.
 
   “As sure as I’ll ever be. I want to keep you both, baby. You’re both mine.” I drop to my knees in front of her. The small bump makes my throat close. I cup Ella’s stomach. 
 
   “Do you hear me baby? It’s daddy here.” I look up at Ella, and her hand is cupped over her mouth as she holds back her sobs. I look back at her belly “Daddy has been silly baby. I’m sorry, but I’m not used to this daddy thing. I’m learning, I’m going to keep learning, but I’m going to make mistakes.”
 
   I’ll try my fucking best to do right by Ella and the baby, but I know I can be an arse. I’ve been an arse.  
 
   “Don’t give up on me because one thing I can promise you is I will always love you. I’ll always love you and your mummy. I’m going to make it right. I just need mummy to forgive me.” I sneak a peek at Ella, and she has a small smile on her face. 
 
   “I fucked up, beauty. I’m sorry. Forgive me?”
 
    Her emotions are carefully guarded in her eyes. I know she’s upset but I don’t know what she’s thinking. Please forgive me. 
 
   My head drops to her bump.
 
   Her hand falls to my hair.
 
   I cry, tears falling from my eyes as I accept her warm comfort. Her fingers softly stroke through my hair, soothing me. 
 
   “Take me home, Damon,” she whispers.
 
   I do.
 
    
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
   CHAPTER TWENTY-EIGHT
 
   ELLA
 
    
 
   I lean against Damon’s hard chest as I run my fingers through the cooling bath water. We’ve been laying in here for close to an hour. Damon has been emptying the water partway and refilling it with hot water, just slowly bringing my body temperature back up. 
 
   My body stopped trembling about ten minutes ago, and now I’m so comfortable and relaxed I keep nodding off. I’ve never thought it would be possible to fall sleep on top of Damon. I would have thought his hard muscles would feel like sleeping on a concrete, but he’s surprisingly soft. 
 
   I could stay like this forever.
 
   We’ve not spoken much, we’ve just absorbed each other’s presence, and I’ve soaked in the comfort of his strong arms. I’ve never felt what I feel for Damon. Up until now I’ve been too scared to put into words what I feel for him.
 
   Seeing him on his knees on the muddy ground as rain poured all over him, speaking to jellybean, sealed my heart as his. I know what I feel for him now. I know what I’ve felt for a while and not allowed myself to enjoy. Now I want to bask in his love, and mine.
 
   Damon’s been fascinated with my small belly since he saw me undress. His hands gently cup my stomach, stroking and caressing the bump. 
 
   “We’re wrinkling, beauty, we need to get out,” Damon says. His voice is quiet, sleepy. I groan, not wanting to move. I’m perfectly fine where I am.
 
   “I need to wash you then we can snuggle in bed, and sleep for a little while.”
 
   “The water is dirty. I need a shower to clean up,” I mumble.
 
   “Come on then.” He helps me up, and walks us to the walk in shower. 
 
   Damon adjusts the temperature settings and checks it’s not too hot before letting me step into the stream of water. The beating of the water hitting my skin is so soothing. It pounds into me, and each hit is loosening my tightly strung muscles.
 
   Damon’s hands slide around my waist from behind, and his fingers glide across my skin, heating my insides. His touch affects me every time. I bring my hands up to clasp onto his wrists as he slowly moves his hands in circular motions all over my small protruding stomach, and up past my breasts, to my neck. 
 
   Only then do I realise he has body wash on his hands. My hands follow each of his movements as I cling to his arms, and a soft moan escapes my throat when his hands finally settle on my tender tits. 
 
   My nipples tighten, drawing to stiff peaks, but Damon pays them no attention. He just continues cleaning me. I whimper as he moves away from my achy breasts, but my heart rate picks up as he glides down over my bump to the top of my thighs. 
 
   I writhe against him, feeling him harden against my back, but still he doesn’t pay attention to our needs. I try to guide his hand to where I need it most, but Damon refrains still. I cry out in frustration, causing him to chuckle. 
 
   “Damon,” I whine. Yes, I actually fucking whine. So sue me. I’m pregnant and horny. 
 
   “Ella,” he answers with a mirth filled voice. 
 
    “Fuck me, Damon.”
 
   “No.” That one word is enough to make me tense up. “Not tonight, beauty. I just want to hold you and not let go. I want you sleeping in my arms so I know you’re mine and safe.” His softly spoken words melt me. 
 
   I turn in his arms, and his hands settle on my butt, holding me to him. He looks down to where our bodies meet, and love and awe shines in his dark eyes. 
 
   “I have to be honest. I can’t wait until you’re round with my baby, swollen and full,” his eyes come up to mine, a brow raised, “More for me to love.”
 
   I grin at him. He makes me feel like the most beautiful woman in the universe, just by the way he looks at me. 
 
   “Fuck baby, you make it hard to say no, but I just need to hold you.” I nod at him, but I’m not going to make it easy for him. 
 
   “I need you,” I say as my hands glide over the planes of his chest, each muscle tightening under my palms.
 
   “I know what you need, beauty,” he growls. 
 
   Damon squeezes my arse before one of his hands slides down the back of my thigh. He grips the back of my knee and brings my leg up to hook around his hip. I cling to his shoulders and dig the heel of my foot into his firm arse cheek to steady myself.
 
   His hard cock bobs against my stomach, making me desperate for him. Damon presses his chest to mine and claims my mouth in a hungry kiss. His tongue collides with mine, and they battle together.  
 
   My blood heats to volcanic temperatures, my pussy clenching and dripping. I need him in me, filling me. Instead, Damon’s fingers make contact with my throbbing clit. He rubs around the hood in a soft circle before slipping down my wet folds to my entrance, where he slowly runs a fingertip around the outer rim before plunging two fingers inside. I cry out and my body clenches around his thick digits.
 
   “You’re so fucking wet, Ella. Fuck, you unravel me, baby.”
 
   Damon starts a steady rhythm with his fingers as he kisses down my neck. I throw my head back and moan as he nibbles at my pulse point. I don’t know what it is about his nibbles but they turn my insides to mush. Moans pour from me as he pulls his fingers out and rubs hard on my hooded pearl. 
 
   My body trembles in his hold. Damon releases his grip on my arse to grip my hip, and walks me back a step, until my back presses against the cold, tiled shower wall. His assault on my pussy doesn’t stop. He alternates between finger fucking me and caressing my clit.
 
   His other hand slips from my hip to my back, and slowly strokes up my spine. Goosebumps break out across my skin and I whimper. My nails dig into his neck as my orgasm builds, ready to break and make me float. 
 
   “Damon,” I cry. I just need something more, it’s not enough. Damon seems to notice, and his hand leaves my back to grasp my hair. He tugs, pulling my head back, and my chin juts into the air. Damon’s lips travel up my neck to rest at the tip of my chin. 
 
   His hand cups my pussy, his palm presses into my clit, his finger hooks in me. He hits my secret bundle of nerves, making me scream. Fuck, it feels so go.
 
    I grind into his palm as he closes his lips around my chin and gently bites, pulling my hair at the same time. A deep feral growl erupts from him, vibrating into me, tearing a moan from me. 
 
   “Damon... oh fuck.... Damon... I’m gonna... ohhhh,” I pant out. 
 
   My upper body erupts with chills as Damon pulls away from me slightly, only to latch on to my nipple, biting with enough sting to send me over the edge. I scream his name as wave after wave of pure bliss rolls through me.  
 
   When I come down from my high, I look into his eyes and the stagnant anger that lives in me slowly ebbs away. I stand on my toes and bring my lips to his soft plump mouth for a gentle kiss. It's not passionate or hungry, it's a kiss of acceptance. I belong to this man. He owns my heart and soul. 
 
   I own him too.
 
   Damon pulls away but my eyes remain shut, just revelling in the feelings floating around my system, revelling in my acknowledgement of my love for this man. 
 
   My eyes slowly open, my greens clashing with his browns, and what I see takes my breath away. The intensity swimming in his chocolate eyes holds me captive to his stare. He leans down and rests his forehead against mine, shutting his eyes and breathing deeply. 
 
   "I love you, beauty. So fucking much it hurts." I swallow past the lump on my throat.
 
   "I love you too, Damon," I whisper. His eyes spring open, pinning me again. 
 
   It's the first time I've ever told him. I've never said it before because I didn't know I loved him. I was blocking it, but I do. I know I do love him. I want him to know that.
 
   He cradles me in his arms for a long time. I begin to drift off to sleep. When Damon notices he finishes washing me, quickly dries me, then carries me to bed. 
 
   He holds me exactly like he said he wanted.
 
    
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
   CHAPTER TWENTY-NINE
 
   JULY 28TH 2014
 
   ELLA
 
    
 
   Rolling over in bed, I reach my hand out for Damon, but only find a cold empty space. I turn over and frown at the place where my perfect man should be lying, but isn’t. When I spot a piece of paper on his pillow, I reach out and pick it up to read. 
 
   Making breakfast, don't leave the bed. I have plans for you after we eat.
 
   Love
 
   D xx
 
   Jumping out of bed I head to the bathroom, desperate to relieve my bladder. I feel like I’m ready to burst. I brush my teeth and freshen up. After washing my hands, I walk back into the bedroom just as Damon walks in through the door.
 
   “I thought I said not to leave the bed,” he growls, amusement lighting up his eyes. I love this side of Damon, happy and carefree. Playful. Since we made up I don’t think I have seen the smile leave his face. It’s infectious. Damon being happy makes me happy.
 
   “I needed to freshen up Damon. I didn't think you meant I literally had to stay in bed,” I say as I roll my eyes at him. I watch as he sets the tray down on the bedside table, and then crosses the room to me in three strides. He hooks his arms under my legs, sweeping me off my feet. He helps settle my legs around his waist as he carries me back to bed and sets me down, coming to lie on top of me. He doesn’t rest his full weight on my stomach. Instead, his whole upper body is supported by resting on his elbows.
 
   “I said Ella, to stay in bed,” he says as his mouth runs along my jaw, nipping, licking, and kissing. “I have plans for you.” He continues to kiss until he gets to just below my ear. “Plans that mean you won’t leave this bed until I'm done.” The last words come out almost as a whisper. Shivers run down my spine at the thought of what those plans may be, and goosebumps rise down my neck at the feel of his warm breath against my skin. 
 
   Damon is quick to catch my change in mood and lets out a chuckle as my legs wrap around his waist, trying to pull him closer on top of me.
 
   “Not yet beauty. First we eat.” I let out a frustrated sigh as he moves from between my legs, which makes Damon chuckle again. Looking at his beautiful body is enough to make my mouth water. I don’t need food, all I need his him.
 
   His bare chest ripples as he moves, each muscle defined, and his abs are tight. The lounge pants he has on hang low on his hips, showcasing his delicious V. 
 
   “Like what you see beauty?” I nod my head in appreciation, before bringing my eyes up to meet his. His body is god like, all sculptured to perfection.
 
   “I love what I see Damon.” My voice comes out throaty, and barely above a whisper.
 
   “Ella if you keep talking to me like that I won’t be responsible for what I do next, and you need to eat. You and our beautiful baby need food, so behave.” At the mention of the baby my hand automatically moves to stroke my stomach. Damon smiles as he watches me. A grin spreads across my face as I take in his happiness.
 
   “When did you find out you’re expecting?” He blurts. My smile drops.
 
   “A while ago,” I admit, quietly.
 
   “Why didn’t you tell me?”
 
   “I was going to tell you the night of my birthday.” My voice drops to a whisper. “But you left.”
 
   Damon pulls me to him, cradling me in his arms. One hand rests on my bump whilst the other holds me close. “I’m so sorry. Never again, baby. Never fucking again.”
 
   For a week Damon and I have been living in a bubble, just enjoying each other. His hands are on my small bump as much as possible, always caressing me, and looking at me in awe. Pulling back I let him see I’m okay. Releasing me, he moves off the bed.
 
   When he returns to the bedside table to retrieve our food, I watch his firm backside. He turns with the tray and catches the direction of my gaze. Damon chuckles at me whilst shaking his head.
 
   Placing the tray down on my lap, he climbs in the bed next to me. I smile before looking at our breakfast. There are croissants, a bowl of strawberries, and two glasses of orange juice.
 
   My mouth waters at the same time as my stomach rumbles, and I giggle as I feel a blush creep up my cheeks. Damon picks up a croissant and breaks half off, shoving it in his mouth before handing the other piece to me. I take a mouthful, savouring the flavour, and my taste buds explode as the sweet pastry hits my tongue. My stomach grumbles in appreciation.
 
   Damon picks up a strawberry and runs it along my bottom lip. I open my mouth taking a bite, and juice runs down my chin. He moves forward to lick it away, causing a breathy moan escape my lips at the feel of his mouth brushing against mine.
 
   Trying to deepen the kiss, I open my mouth, inviting him to give me more, but instead Damon pulls away. I lean forward, desperate for him.
 
   Damon continues to eat but stops when he notices that I’m watching him instead of eating. He picks up my croissant and lifts it to my lips, “Eat, baby.” Taking it from him, we continue to eat in silence, just watching each other. 
 
   When we’ve both finished eating Damon removes the tray, placing it back on the bedside table. He lies back and pulls me to him, helping me settle in the crook of his arm. I snuggle into him as his hand comes to stroke my now full belly. I place my hand on his as we laze together. 
 
   I start running my fingers along the outline of his abs in a circular motion, and hear his breath catch as I move my hand lower, gently grazing the tip of his penis. I'm about to run my palm along his thick cock but he grips my wrist, holding my hand in place. 
 
   “Ella, wait. I need to talk to you.” Worry must cross my face as I move out of his arms and sit indian style on the bed facing him, because he quickly cups my face in his hands.
 
   “Is everything okay Damon?” I ask. He nods his head and gives me a small smile. 
 
   “Everything is perfect beauty. I just want to talk to you.” I feel myself start to relax as he pulls me back towards him so I'm lying back in the crook of his arm.
 
   “Ella, I love you so much. Nothing else matters to me. You and the baby are all I’ll ever want, all I need. I know I could have fucked things up–” I start to speak but he silences me with a finger pressed to my lips. “Beauty, please, let me finish. I need you to hear what I have to say.” I nod my head up at him, letting him know he has my complete attention.
 
   He leans forward to kiss me softly, sucking my bottom lip into the warm cavern of his mouth. I moan and Damon pulls away an inch, keeping close to my face still, his nose brushing mine.
 
   “Ella, I know things between us have been kinda crazy, and everything has been happening so fast, but I love you so much, more than I thought possible to love anyone. My life before you was,” he pauses then sighs. “It was fucked up baby. I’ve made mistakes, and I haven’t always been the best to women, until now, until you. You’re the most beautiful, kind hearted person I know. I know you have a past, and so do I. That makes us perfect for each other and I don’t want to let our past ruin what we have. Fuck it. I want to do this right.” 
 
   Damon reaches over to his bedside table, pulling the drawer open and retrieving a ring box. A box that I know holds my engagement ring. He kneels on the bed and I mirror him. Tears stream from my eyes, and his hand comes up to cup my face as he wipes my cheeks with his thumbs.
 
   “Ella, I love you baby. Marry me. Be my wife, be my home. We’re perfect for each other beauty. You’re my little firecracker. You keep my on my toes. Fuck beauty, you keep me grounded. You make me want to wake every morning just so I get to see your face.”

 
   My breath hitches at his words, as tears continue to wet my cheeks. I have never had anyone say these things to me before. Such beautiful words. I love him so much, and to hear he feels the same about me makes my heart swell with happiness.
 
   “Ella, will you marry me? Can I keep you?” 
 
   I nod my head yes because I can’t speak, before throwing myself into his arms. Damon takes the ring from the box and slips it on my finger. It’s breathtaking. A single square diamond sits in the centre, surrounded by a cluster of smaller diamonds that go all around and down the platinum band. It really is stunning.
 
   “Do you like it baby?” I nod my head. All of my ability to form coherent words is lost in my sobs. “It was my grandmother’s, it’s been in our family for so many years, and my mum said it was meant for you. I agree beauty, because you are meant for me.”
 
   “It’s beautiful.”
 
   I reach my hand up behind his head to pull his face down to mine, kissing him with everything I am. I try to deepen the kiss but Damon pulls away, I moan and Damon chuckles to himself.
 
   “You want me beauty?” I press myself against his rock hard chest, nuzzling his neck. 
 
   “Yes,” I whisper. “I want you so much Damon.” My voice sounds throaty with need.
 
   I think he’s about to pull me onto him but instead Damon climbs out of bed with a slap to my arse. I fall on my back and sigh in frustration. This man is killing me.
 
   His laughter trails behind him as he walks out of the room. A grin splits my face. 
 
   “Tease,” I call after him.
 
    
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
   CHAPTER THIRTY
 
   AUGUST 2ND 2014
 
    
 
   I’m nervous. It’s not like I haven’t already met Damon’s family and been accepted by them, but knowing we’re sharing the baby news tonight is nerve wracking. Flora believes I can’t conceive naturally, just like I believed, so I’m hoping she can accept our baby without freaking out. Damon has been assuring me there will be no problem. 
 
   I wanted to break the news to them in a special way and Damon thought the best way would be with t-shirts. He bought one for himself with two stick figures, one a man and one a pregnant woman, with the words ‘Mission Accomplished’ written across the chest.  
 
   Mine is more personalised. Damon had the scan picture printed on a white tank top with the words ‘Coming January 2015’. It’s sweet and made me cry. Damon laughed, kissed my tears away, and proceeded to take me to orgasmic heights. I forgot all about the shirts then.
 
   It’s a warm August evening, so I’ve got on new maternity short denim shorts, flip flops, and my new tank. My hair is pulled back in a messy knot, with tendrils hanging around my face. 
 
   Damon is making us late to the barbeque in the hopes that everyone will be out back when we arrive, so they can all hear the surprise announcement at once. Butterflies take flight in my stomach at that thought. What will they all say? What will they think? Will they be happy? These are just a few of the questions that have been swimming around my head for the last few days.   
 
   Damon comes strolling into the bedroom just as I’m ready to leave. He pauses when he takes in my outfit. His chocolate eyes darken as he slowly drags his gaze over my bare legs. His eyes soften as he looks at my growing baby bump, covered with the scan picture tank top, before moving to linger on my growing bust. When his gaze finally lands on mine, a peaceful expression is gracing his face. 
 
   Damon strides over and drops to his knees before me. This has been a routine for him every day since we came back here from my pops’ grave. He seems awed now he’s had time to process being a father. 
 
   “Hello, baby,” he speaks softly to my growing bump. “It’s daddy here. I hope mummy is keeping you warm and well fed in there. I can’t wait to meet you.” Tears fill my eyes. The changes in Damon since we reconnected blow me away. He always said he didn’t want children, but it’s clear to see he loves our baby already. “We’re going to surprise your grandparents and uncle tonight by announcing you.” Damon smiles up at me when he sees I have tears streaming down my cheeks. Thank God I chose to go sans make up tonight. Damon grins at me before returning his attention back to my belly.
 
    “Mummy looks super sexy in your scan picture. I might have to bite those shorts off with my teeth later, but that’s nothing you need to know about jellybean.” I slap at Damon’s shoulder when he says this, causing him to bark out a laugh. “Remember, Daddy Rocks!” he says before placing a kiss on my bump. I laugh at him. He’s said this every morning and night to jellybean. He stands, drawing me into his arms. “What’s so funny, Miss Knight?”
 
   “Nothing, Mr. Hunt,” I say innocently, trying to hold back my grin. I fail. “Daddy Rocks!” I try impersonating his deep voice. Damon chuckles then grasps the back of my thighs and hoists me up to wrap my legs around him.
 
   “Daddy most definitely rocks,” he says, pressing his hardening cock into my core. I moan at the contact. My sex drive has been at an all time high recently, and Damon has been taking advantage. Damon laughs at me, knowing I’m suddenly wishing we could just stay home and make love. Unfortunately now is not the time. Damon carries me out the bedroom and downstairs whilst I pepper kisses along his neck.  
 
   ****
 
   We pull up to Flora and George’s home twenty minutes late. Everyone should be here now, just waiting for us. Nerves take flight again, freezing me in place. I can’t get out of the car even as Damon opens my door. My body has locked down, refusing to cooperate. 
 
   Damon crouches in my peripheral vision but I can’t hear his words. Blood roars in my ears like white noise. My heart takes off in my chest, feeling like it’s going to pound out of me. My breathing picks up as I struggle to gather myself.
 
   “Baby, take deep breaths... that’s right... breathe with me,” he smiles. “You’re okay, beauty, I’m here. I’m right here.” His words penetrate my brain now, helping me calm down. I breathe with him as instructed.
 
   Once my body has calmed, and the nerves settled, I look into Damon’s sable eyes. The milk chocolate brown has flecks of hazelnut with the warmth of a tropical sun. He’s so gorgeous. How did I ever think I would be able to stay immune to his charm? He softly strokes my cheek, staring intensely at me. 
 
   “If you don’t want to do this beauty, I’ll get back in the car and we can drive away and eat out. You don’t have to do this. We don’t have to tell them yet if you’re not ready.” His declaration eases my worries. He’s so sure his family will be happy. 
 
   I plaster a smile on my face and shake my head. “I’m okay, Damon.” I try to sound sure but I’m not. 
 
   I can do this. 
 
   “Don’t do that, beauty. You never have to be fake with me,” Damon growls. “If you don’t want to do this, if you’re not ready, we won’t. You never have to do anything you don’t want to.” His words hit me hard. 
 
   Damon cups my face in his large, comforting hands. His touch unravels my last defences, breaking me down so he can see straight into my soul. I never feel more connected to Damon than I do when he holds my face and looks deeply into my eyes. He makes me open, splits me wide to see inside. 
 
   He means every word he’s saying. I can see it as clear as day shining in his eyes. Flora will be happy, I know that. Deep down, I know she will but it doesn’t stop the fear of them believing the worst. My biggest fear is they will think I’ve trapped Damon with this baby. 
 
   Damon searches my eyes, just watching me. He’s happy we’re pregnant. He can’t wait to share our news. He’s sure they’ll be over the moon, that their reaction will be different than his. He came around in the end. 
 
   I take a deep, steadying breath and look at Damon. He’s so excited to tell his family about our jellybean, and I can’t take that away from him. I give him a genuine smile this time. As long as Damon is okay with this, why should it matter what anyone else thinks? 
 
   “Let’s go share our good news.” His eyes light up, a grin parting his lips. That one look confirms that I’m right to give him this. He looks ecstatic. He leans forward and presses his lips to mine in a soft caress. His eyes remain locked on mine, not wanting to break our connection. He grins against my lips.
 
   “Let’s go share our fantastic news.” The heat of his breath on my mouth and the vibration from his words sends a wave of desire cresting through me, and pleasure curls tightly between my thighs. This is what Damon gives me. He gives me everything, all of him. He gives me him. 
 
   I climb out of the passenger seat with the help of Damon, but he doesn’t release me once I’m standing. He pulls me along behind him, the excitement spilling out of him like a nuclear blast. His entire being is radiating joy.
 
   We travel around the side of the house, following a path leading to the back garden. I can hear chatter of the Hunts as we round the side of the house. I suck in a breath when the beauty of Flora’s garden hits me.
 
   The garden is huge, full of lush green lawn, and bright colours burst to life all around in flowers. A white stone path leads straight down the garden to a wooden gazebo. The front is open displaying an elegant slate grey eight-chaired dining table and chairs. Three sides have white curtains billowing in the slight breeze, in their own synchronised dance. A black shiny roof protects the furniture inside. A large rectangular pool fills the whole side length of the garden. It’s simply stunning.
 
   Damon walks confidently down the path towards the garden dining area, where his family is sitting, talking and laughing. My hearts speeds up again, but this time with anticipation and hope. We step up the two wooden steps and into the room. The floor, the colour of Damon’s eyes, feels solid under my feet as we walk into the gazebo, and to the seats in the centre of the area.
 
   George and Spencer stand to greet us, shaking hands first with Damon, and then pulling me into a hug. “Happy to see you back together, Els,” Spencer whispers in my ear, giving me a gentle squeeze. I smile up at him.
 
   “Me too, Spence.”
 
   When Spencer releases me I glance over to Flora, who is frozen in her seat. I follow her gaze to Damon’s t-shirt, and watch, waiting for her reaction. 
 
   I tighten my grip on Damon’s hand. Totally unaware of his mother’s scrutiny, he turns to me with a frown. His gaze moves to Flora who is as still as the trees behind her that line the bottom of the garden, and we wait with baited breath. Spencer and George notice Damon’s and my attention is on Flora and pause in their conversation to look at her.
 
   Tears fill her eyes as she slowly becomes unglued. She stands, using the table for support. Taking a deep breath, she straightens and gives us a small  watery smile, before making her way over to us. 
 
   She stops in front of me, her eyes dropping to my stomach. My body is tense, strained. Flora takes in the picture on the front of my tank top for a whole minute. Tears fall from her blue eyes. I gasp a breath when she pulls me into her arms. 
 
   I faintly hear George asking Damon what’s going on, before congratulating him, but my focus is on the petite woman clinging to me. I’m lost in the feeling of her motherly hug. Flora is desperately embracing me, holding me as if she’s scared to let me go.
 
   “Thank you,” she cries, her voice a soft whisper. I swallow past the lump lodged in my throat, not knowing what she’s thanking me for, but knowing she means it with every beat of her heart. The reverential tone and words melt my heart. After a time she steps back to cup my stomach, “Congratulations.” 
 
   I smile with tears in my eyes. She places a kiss on my cheek then turns to Damon. Grasping his face, she pulls him nearer to her, making him crouch. Flora grins at him, her azure eyes glistening with joy. The Hunt brothers may get their looks from their father, but that smile is all Flora. Damon chuckles down at her, drawing her into a tight hug. Flora doesn’t release his face, she just continues to share her joy with Damon. 
 
   “You’re all excited about shitty diapers, sleepless nights, and no sex? Hell no, you’re all crazy,” Spencer says, making us all laugh. He winks before coming and embracing me. “Congratulations, Ella. You’re everything he needs,” he quietly says. Pulling away with a grin he says loudly, “I guess you are officially off the market now then Els.”
 
   Damon growls before claiming me from Spencer’s grasp. Spence barks out a laugh, holding up his hands in a surrender motion. I laugh at his antics, knowing he was joking. Damon spins me and kisses me possessively. I giggle against his demanding lips and break away. 
 
   Damon’s desire-darkened eyes blaze with arousal. My stomach flutters at the hungry look in his eyes, and heat pools low in my belly. My heart thumps against my ribs. I’m almost positive Damon can feel it pounding.
 
   “No wonder your mission was accomplished, D. With the way Ella is looking at you. Fuck me, that’s hot,” Spencer calls. A laugh erupts from deep within, and I fold in half, holding my stomach as I giggle. 
 
   When I compose myself enough, I stand and look around the family surrounding me. Each pair of eyes smiles back at me, and for the first time in a long time I feel at peace.
 
   Relief like I’ve never felt before settles inside my heart. I feel it swell until I think it might burst. Joy and contentment swim in my veins. This is where I belong. I’m right where I’m meant to be.
 
   I’m part of a family again.
 
   ****
 
   As the evening settles and the night sky darkens, small spotlights are turned on, lighting the room. I’ve filled up on grilled steak and salad. With a side burger. And onions. Did I mention I’m eating for two?
 
   “Let’s hope she looks like Ella,” Spencer muses aloud whilst we let our food settle. 
 
   "She?” I question, amused. I raise a brow at him.
 
   “Yep. Think how crazy that will send him.” He nods in Damon’s direction. I look at Damon and see him holding back a smile. “I’m taking her for her first pint. Cool Uncle Spence,” he says proudly. I laugh at him and George chortles across from me.
 
   “That’s if Damon ever lets her out his sight,” George adds. I look at Damon and see him grinning at his dad.
 
   “She won’t want to leave me. I’m gonna be her favourite person. Daddy’s little angel,” Damon answers. My eyes widen as I take in what he’s saying. He’s speaking like he’s thought all this out. He turns and gives me a smile that I’ve only seen him use when he speaks to, and about, jellybean. His face is relaxed with contentment, his eyes shine with happiness, and his smile is soft. “She’s going to look just like her mummy. Stunning,” he declares. My heart melts. 
 
   I haven’t really thought about the sex of jellybean, my little miracle. I’ve had too many emotions to really sit and think past each day. From Damon’s words I know he’s thought this out. I lift an eyebrow at him in silent question.
 
   “You can’t tell me you haven’t thought about it?” he questions. 
 
   “I haven’t,” I smile. “I can tell you have though.” 
 
   “I can see her. She’ll be just like you, beauty.” He strokes my cheek, before bending and kissing just below my ear. “She’ll be a good girl though, not like her naughty mum,” he growls in my ear before sucking on my earlobe. I moan, completely forgetting where we are, and shut my eyes, just enjoying Damon’s touch. He does this to me. He sets me on fire. Spencer chuckling breaks me out of my bubble.
 
   “Bro, you’ve already got the girl pregnant. No need to keep trying.” Damon laughs and sticks his middle finger up to his brother with a smirk, without sparing Spencer a glance.  
 
   “Leave your brother alone, Spencer Hunt,” Flora reprimands him. “Or no cherry pie for you.” 
 
   At the mention of Flora’s pie my mouth waters. It is to die for. “I’ll have Spencer’s slice,” I call out seriously. I mean it. Her pie is the best. 
 
   “You can have my slice, beauty,” Damon offers. 
 
   “Thank you,” I smile. I hope he realises I’m serious. I want two pieces of cherry pie.
 
    
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
   CHAPTER THIRTY-ONE
 
   AUGUST 9TH 2014
 
    
 
   I’m standing in our room staring at my reflection in the mirror. I'm almost sixteen weeks pregnant and I love how my bump has grown. I feel and look pregnant now.
 
   I'm rubbing oil on my stomach when Damon comes out of the bathroom and comes to stand behind me. Our eyes meet in the mirror, his hands come to rest on my belly, and his lips move to my neck placing gentle kisses there. Shutting my eyes, I lean back into his body, savouring the moment. 
 
   His arms move up my body, his hands massaging the oil in, as they ascend to my aching nipples. My back arches, pushing my breasts into his large paws, and the moan that escapes my throat doesn’t even sound like me. 
 
   When I feel his fingers slip under my bra and pull on my nipples I almost explode. When I turn my head to seek his lips his mouth crashes down on mine. I press my arse against his already erect cock, rubbing against him, inviting him to take me from behind. He doesn’t. Instead his hand trails down over my stomach, and enters my knickers. When he slips his fingers into my folds I whimper. Damon circles my hidden pearl before sliding inside my core, and I almost collapse in pleasure.
 
   “Is that good Ella? Do you like it when I do this baby?” he asks as he starts up a deep thrusting rhythm. His voice in my ear is enough to make me orgasm on the spot. It’s raspy and sexy, and I answer with a moan as he plays my body perfectly.
 
   I fucking love what this man does to me.
 
   “Do you want to come baby?” 
 
   I grind into his palm, making my inner walls flutter round his thrusting digits. The moans pouring from me give Damon the answer he requires. I'm almost doubled over with pleasure. It’s too much. My knees feel weak, and my body trembles as my orgasm starts to take over.
 
   It hits me like a tidal wave, sending waves of pleasure around my body. I hear myself screaming Damon's name the moment he bites down on my shoulder, making my pleasure continue. 
 
   Damon holds me steady for a few moments before picking me up and carrying me to the bathroom. He sits me down on the counter, and he takes a moment to clean me up, being gentle, loving and kind. 
 
   When he finishes, he stands between my legs, and runs little kisses over my face. I smile as Damon’s hands come to settle on my bump and he rubs in soothing circles. He’s transfixed with my changing body.
 
   Damon pulls back and gives me a grin before looking at his watch. He realises the time and pulls me down off the counter and leads me back into our room, slapping my arse playfully.
 
   “If we are going to make our engagement party on time, we need to get ready,” he growls.
 
   Bubbles of excitement fill me as I think about our engagement party at the Ice Lounge in a few hours. I can't wait to see what Spencer has organised. The only thing Damon will say is that he has never seen anything like it. I'm not quite sure what that means. Should I be happy or should I be worried?
 
   ****
 
   Taking a final glance at my dress in the mirror, the butterflies I felt earlier are back. I’m ready.
 
   I can’t believe I'm engaged to Damon and I'm going to be his wife. And it’s not happening for any reason other than I love him and he loves me. I never knew being this happy was possible. I’d never thought I deserved to be as happy as I am feeling right this moment, and I'm still completely terrified that it will be taken away from me at some point. But I can’t keep living my life being frightened to actually live, or being scared to let my heart open to the only person who has wanted to love me for me.  
 
   I run my hands down my dress, taking in my full appearance. My hair has been teased and hangs to the side, the crystals on my dress throw sparkles of rainbows when the light catches them, and I feel amazing. I’m wearing a sheer floor-length gown, and I’m completely nude underneath. It’s got a split from foot to thigh, and the only things covering my arse, pussy, and breasts are millions of tiny gems. They’ve been strategically placed to keep me decent but also show my nudity. It looks like I’m draped in diamonds. My bump is defined, as is my arse and hips, and the dress hugs every inch of me. I’ve left my makeup light, only adding mascara and clear lip gloss.
 
   With one final glance in the mirror, I slip on shoes that match the crystals on my dress. Gems swirl and dance up my feet and wrap around my ankles. Picking up my clutch, I leave our bedroom and head out to meet Damon, who is waiting for me at the bottom of the stairs. When he gets a good look at me his mouth visibly drops open. That single move makes my heart flutter. He makes me feel like I'm the most beautiful woman in the world. I still have issues believing that he wants me, but I'm trying, not just for me but for our baby. She deserves to have her daddy in her life.
 
   Damon meets me when I get to the final step, his arm wraps around my waist and he pulls me towards him, kissing me with so much passion it takes my breath away. 
 
   “You look beautiful Ella,” he rasps. “You’re so fucking sexy.” Damon’s hands run across my bump as he kisses the tip of my nose. “Mine,” he declares, before pulling me out the door and to the car. Damon has arranged for a driver to take us to the Ice Lounge.  
 
   ****
 
   When we arrive at the Ice Lounge twenty minutes later I’m floating on a high. As we walk through the entrance I notice all the little details Spencer has seen to. Crystals are everywhere, glistening in the lighting. Hanging from the ceiling are two massive bird cages with large glass hoops dangling inside, with women in white costumes with angel wings swinging, twirling, and dancing on the hoops. It's spectacular. I feel like I’m in the circus and I stand for a moment, mesmerised at the routine they are performing.
 
   When we walk fully in to the room all our friends and Damon’s family are there to greet us, and they greet Damon with such adoration that my eyes fill with tears. Flora and George greet me the same way, like I'm already their daughter.
 
   I get passed around to family members and family friends who offer their congratulations on the wedding and the baby. It’s only when someone asks when we plan to get married that I realise we haven’t actually set a date.
 
   Damon recaptures me after several minutes and we mingle together. After about an hour of pleasantries my feet are killing me and I really need to use the bathroom. Letting go of Damon’s hand I excuse myself and rush off to the ladies room.  As I'm walking around the corner I spot Lacy and Sofia. I walk over to them, and give them both a hug, and thank them for coming.
 
   “You look beautiful Ella. I bet Damon is struggling to keep his hands off you. I know I wouldn’t be able to if I were him.”  I chuckle at Lacy's comment but before I get to respond, a voice sounds out. A voice that makes my skin crawl
 
   “I agree Lacy. Damon has always had a problem with keeping his hands off gold-diggin’ whores,” Leona sneers. Her whiny voice grates on my nerves. “What's the matter Ella, cat got your tongue?” Turning my body fully towards her, I take a step forward but Sofia grips my arm and pulls me back.
 
   “Ella, she isn’t worth it.” I track Sofia’s gaze down my body. Her eyes stop at my stomach where my hand has automatically moved to rest on my bump. I know what she’s saying, and she’s right. Leona isn’t worth it.
 
   I turn back to Leona and see her hate filled eyes are directed at my stomach. “Oh yes, I heard about the spawn. I would say congratulations but,” she pauses and looks away as if she’s thinking before looking back at me, her eyes filled with disdain. “But I don’t really give a fuck.”
 
   “Shut the fuck up Leona and back off,” Sofia snaps. Leona looks shocked for a second before she pulls herself together and glares at her.
 
   “Why don’t you fuck off back to the background where you’ve always been? You’re always around Sofia, but you’re not important so don’t try acting like you are.” Leona rebukes.
 
   “You’re not fucking wanted here Leona so leave, before I get Damon to make you,” Lacy snarls.
 
   “No one wants you here. How did you even get in?” Sofia demands. I laugh.
 
   “She’s her mum’s plus one. We invited Steen and Sandra but Steen was forced to stay home so Leona could get in,” I tell them.
 
   Lacy and Sofia giggle, making me chuckle with them. It’s a little desperate if you ask me. 
 
   Leona’s rage filled eyes glare at us before settling on me, hate making her sneer.
 
   “Don’t fucking laugh at me you stupid little slut,” she spits. “The only reason Damon is marrying you is because of your brat. We all know it, but I’m the only one voicing it. It isn’t because he fucking loves you. Damon doesn’t love. He can’t love.” I take a step back from her venomous words. Do people really think that? I look at Lacy and Sofia wondering, just for a second, if they believe that. They just had my back. No way do they think I’m trapping Damon. That thought gives me strength as I stand taller and face Leona head on. 
 
   “Leave, Leona. Now. I don’t need Damon to take you out. I’ll do the job myself, pregnant or not.” I don’t know what she sees on my face, whether it’s determination, or truth, but she turns away from me and storms off without another word.
 
   I inhale a calming breath and make my way to the ladies room. When I exit the cubicle Lacy and Sofia are standing, leaning against the sinks. I walk over without making eye contact, grab a paper towel and wet it, dabbing at my overheated face.
 
   “I hate her. She fucking gets to me every time,” I say, finally meeting their eyes in the mirror. Neither replies but they both walk over to me and put their arms around me. It feels so good to have real girlfriends who understand what an evil fucked up cow Leona really is. If only I could get Damon to see the real her.
 
   We walk out of the toilets and I instantly start looking for Damon. After my run in with Leona I want him to hold me. I need that reassurance. 
 
   I spot him standing by the double doors that lead out to the outside balcony. His eyes meet mine and he gives me the most breathtaking smile I have ever seen. I don’t know if it’s my encounter with Leona or my pregnancy hormones, but I find my speed picking up to get me to him quicker. I'm almost running, and when I finally reach him I throw myself into his arms, and he stumbles back in surprise but manages to hold on to me, keeping me steady.
 
   “Are you okay beauty?” he asks. Worry is clear in his voice and his touch. His hands run up and down my body, making sure I’m unharmed. I nod my head into his chest before lifting my head to look at him.
 
   “I am now,” I smile.
 
   “Dance with me baby.” I nod my head yes, take his hand and turn towards the dance floor, but instead Damon tugs me through the doors out onto the balcony. I'm speechless when I see what he has arranged. Candles are lit all around, and there are fairy lights hanging above. It looks amazing and romantic. 
 
   I run my hand along the banister. The view looks out over the lights of London, and it’s breathtaking. The night sky twinkles and buildings light the streets from below, giving a magical aura to this wonderland Damon has created for us. I take a deep breath before I turn to face Damon, who is watching me with an intense expression on his face. 
 
   Damon doesn’t speak, but he reaches into his pocket and removes his phone. After pressing a few buttons the melody of a song I recognise begins to play. He puts his phone on the ledge and takes a step towards me, pulling me into his arms just as the voice of Roberta Flack sings into the night. The opening line to The First Time Ever I Saw Your Face plays as tears fill my eyes. I rest my head on his chest and sway with him to the music. It’s the most romantic moment of my life.   
 
    
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
   CHAPTER THIRTY-TWO
 
   DAMON
 
    
 
   I watch Ella as she walks back into the room with Lacy and Sofia. Her eyes scan the crowd, and a little frown appears on her face. It’s obvious that she can’t find what she’s looking for, but then her eyes settle on mine, and I see it. She was looking for me. My heart does a fucking flip that would usually make me want to run, but with Ella I just want to take her in my arms.
 
   Once her eyes have taken me in, her face breaks into a beautiful smile, and she doesn’t even say anything to Lacy and Sofia as she walks towards me, picking up speed with each step. 
 
   I’m about to reach out for her when she comes crashing into my arms, making me take a step back, having to use the wall for support. 
 
   Ella burrows her face in my chest and I rub her back. She clings to me, and I know something has upset her.
 
   “Are you okay beauty?” I ask as I check her for injuries. I know it’s a dick move, but my cock starts to stiffen as my hands glide the length of her body. She feels fucking perfect against me. I feel her nod her head yes before she looks up.
 
   “I am now.”
 
    I stare deep into her green eyes, barely believing I get to keep her, that she really fucking loves me.
 
   “Dance with me?” Ella nods and grasps my hand, trying to pull me to the dance floor. I gently tug at her hand, letting her know that I want to go out on the balcony. She smiles and walks out the doors.
 
   I stand back and let her take in everything surrounding us. It looks fucking amazing, Sofia has outdone herself. I didn’t trust Spencer with this romance shit, and I asked Sofia to set up the balcony.  It’s better than I imagined. Don’t get me wrong, Spence has made Ice Lounge look fan-fucking-tastic, but it needed the girly touches if I’m going to get what I want.
 
   Ella doesn’t spend much time looking at the lights of London that gleam from below, and she’s not interested in the hustle and bustle of people on the streets. She barely pays attention to anything other than the lights and candles filling most space on the balcony. She turns to look at me and her beautiful face is lit up with excitement.
 
   Taking out my phone I look through my music until I find the perfect song I want us to dance to. When I finally find The First Time Ever I Saw Your Face by Roberta Flack, I hit play and move towards her.  
 
   Pulling her into my arms, she rests her head on my chest, placing her arms around my waist. We stay like this for a few minutes. I don’t want to break this moment.
 
   “Are you having fun?” I look down as she looks up and her emerald eyes make my breath catch in my throat.
 
   “It’s been amazing Damon. Thank you.” I return her smile. It really has. Spencer and Sofia have pulled off an amazing party.
 
   “I think we need to thank Spencer. He has done an amazing job, so maybe we should ask him to organise the wedding,” I laugh. “He has a talent.” 
 
   We stop dancing at the mention of the wedding. We haven’t really discussed anything regarding the wedding and I want to correct that right now.
 
   “Have you thought about when you want to get married baby?” I ask, and her mood instantly changes. Ella moves away, and goes to stand by the railing, looking out over the night sky. I move behind her, placing my hands around her waist, and rest them on her bump.
 
   “Are you sure this is what you want? The baby and me, are we enough for you?” She doesn’t look at me when she asks this, and her voice is shaking as though she is scared of what my answer will be. 
 
   “You're all I will ever want Ella. You're everything to me.  I just want you to be my wife, and I will wait forever if I have to, but I'm hoping you feel the same way. I was thinking we could do it in about six weeks. Is that too soon?” She stays silent for a few minutes then she looks up at me with tears in her eyes.
 
   “Yes, I will marry you Damon. Tomorrow or the day after or even the day after that. I’m not bothered when we do it. I will marry you tonight if you want to, here and now. I just want to spend the rest of my life with you. The other details don’t matter to me. None of it does.” I can hear sadness in her voice and I know it’s because she has no family. Cradling her face in my hands I run kisses along her face before eventually settling one on her mouth.
 
   “I’m glad you said that baby. How would you feel about getting married at my parent’s house? It can be a small affair or massive. Whatever you want Ella.”
 
   “I just want you, Damon.” 
 
   “I love you Ella Knight.” This is the fucking happiest day of my life. No one will ever take my beauty away from me. 
 
   She is Mine.
 
    
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
   CHAPTER THIRTY-THREE
 
   AUGUST 25TH 2014
 
   ELLA
 
    
 
   I walk into the church ready to marry the man I love. Damon stands at the altar looking at me with a smile on his face, but before I can take a step towards him, everything changes. People are crying and reaching for me, telling me they’re sorry. I try looking through the crowd of faceless people for Damon, but I can’t find him.
 
   I push my way past the people surrounding me, finally breaking free to find Damon. My dress stops me from being able to move freely, weighing me down each time someone steps on it. I spot him when I finally pass the crowd surrounding me. He’s still standing at the altar, but now he looks sympathetic, like he’s sad for me. I don’t understand his reaction so I walk down the aisle to him and he pulls me into his strong arms.
 
   I pull back to look in his warm chocolate eyes that are swimming with tears. What the fuck is happening? 
 
   “I don’t... what’s happening Damon?... I thought–” I’m cut off when a blood-curdling scream rings out above all the weeping. I turn in the direction of the noise but I can’t see anyone. As I turn to look back towards Damon something catches my eye and I freeze. What is this? What the fuck is this? I turn, wide eyed, to look at my perfect man.
 
   “Damon what is going on? Why is there a coffin at our wedding?” I ask. My voice shakes with fear and my brain tries to shut out anything that’s going to cause me pain. I can see it in Damon’s eyes. This is going to cut me deep. 
 
   “Beauty,” he stops, at a loss for words. Tears spill from his eyes, “I’m so fucking sorry baby. So sorry.”
 
   “I don’t... I don’t understand, Damon.” I say as tears begin to splash down my cheeks. I wipe them away with my hands, not wanting to ruin my makeup. This is supposed to be my wedding day. It’s supposed to be a happy day, not a sad one. “Please tell me.”
 
   Damon cups my face and softly strokes my tears away, looking deep in my eyes. His tears continue to flow as he struggles to tell me what’s wrong.
 
     “Baby, I’m so fucking sorry–” he’s cut off with that god awful scream again, but still I can’t see where the noise is coming from.”Ella I fucking love you, more than you will ever know. I know this will be hard but we can get through this.” I don’t know what “this” is. Nothing is making sense. No one is telling me what is happening. 
 
   Suddenly the priest appears and tries to calm things down. He asks people to take their seats and directs Damon and me to the front row. I sit down numbly, still none the wiser as to what’s happening.
 
   “Welcome everyone. We’re gathered here today to celebrate the life of Antony Knight. His passing has come as a shock to most of you but God has a reason for having his child returned. He now has a new purpose to fulfil.” At his words a sob rips from my chest. How is this happening? I’ve already buried my pops. Why is this happening?
 
   Damon pulls me to him and wraps his arms around me, as he silently cries. 
 
   “No, no, no, no. It’s not real. It can’t be,” I cry but no one pays me any attention. I scream out for them to hear me but no sound comes out. My voice has gone. Please not this again. I can’t face this pain again. Damon gently rocks me, trying to soothe me but it’s no use. 
 
   “Daddy,” I cry.”Don’t leave me again, please come back,” I sob into Damon’s chest.
 
   “I’m so sorry baby, please forgive me.” Damon mumbles.
 
   My heart thumps in my chest, breaking me down. Oh God, this pain is too raw, it’s too deep. I can’t take it. I look around at all the people surrounding me but none of them have faces. They’re just blurry like they were the first time I had to let Pops go.  
 
   The coffin has curtains slowly closing around it now, shutting my pops away. I stand, not wanting him to go.
 
   “No, daddy, no,” I scream trying to break away from Damon’s hold so I can get to my pops. I smack at his hands, trying to get him off me, but he doesn’t let go.
 
   “Beauty, you need to sit down. It’s time to let go of the past.  It’s time to be free, baby.” 
 
   I can’t listen to him, I can’t believe he wants me to let go. I don’t want to give up my daddy again. I can’t do it. I need him here with me.
 
   “Please daddy, please don’t go. I’m not ready. I need you.” I fall to my knees and try to crawl away from Damon, and towards my pops. 
 
   “Ella you have to let go of him. It’s time baby,” Damon says, trying to pull me back into his arms.
 
   “Fuck you,” I scream at him. How can he expect me to give up my pops? Does he not understand how much I need my dad?  
 
   “Get off me, let me go,” I cry. “Please Damon. Please let me go.” He doesn’t.
 
   A scream rings out again and when I look towards the noise this time I see Lydia. I suck in a shocked gasp. It’s not possible, she’s dead. She can’t be at my wedding.
 
   “Lydia,” I cry and try to take a step to her, but Damon holds me back. “Damon let me go,” I demand, but he doesn’t. Instead he pulls me behind him like he’s protecting me from her. Is he crazy? I don’t need protection from my sister.
 
   I struggle to break free so I can go to her, then I hear Lydia speak. The entire church has gone silent and the faceless people are watching the scene unfold in front of them. 
 
   “You did this, you bitch. You’ve ruined everything. Damon is mine,” she screams before rushing towards us. “I’ll kill you. I’ll fucking kill you, you bitch.”  I cry out as I take in her words. 
 
   “I didn’t mean to. Lyd I’m so sorry,” I try to get out but she’s not listening to me,(period) she’s not hearing what I’m saying. She just continues screaming at me.
 
   “You’ve taken him from me.” I’ve never seen Lydia this angry at me before, never seen her so enraged. “You can’t have him.”
 
   “I’m sorry, Lyds. I’m so sorry,”
 
   “Ella,” Damon says. 
 
   “I’m sorry. Please forgive me.”
 
   “Ella, wake up baby. It’s just a dream.” I shoot up in bed as Damon’s words sink in. It was a dream? It seemed so real. 
 
   “Damon?” I question, trying to get my sleep filled brain to function, to understand what happened. “It was just a dream?” I ask him in a small voice.
 
   “It was baby. You’re okay, I’ve got you.”
 
   I cry into his chest as he holds me, dark thoughts swirl around in my head, making confusion put more doubts in my life. Was that Lydia telling me I’m bad for being with Damon? Is she letting me know I’ve betrayed her in the worst way possible? 
 
   “Talk to me baby,” Damon says softly. I gasp for breath, trying to calm down, and my brain is a muddled mess. I don’t know what to make of my dream. 
 
   “I don’t... I... it was just a dream, Damon,” I choke. I don’t know what to say. This is not the time to tell him about my past, and who I am. I know I won’t get away without talking about my dream. I’ll have to give him something, but I need to be careful about what I reveal. 
 
   I’m not ready for him to hate me.
 
   “It was about my daddy,” I whisper as tears flows. “It was his burial again. I have it sometimes, and each time is like the first time. It never hurts less.” I hear Damon’s breath catch. I’ve never spoken to him about my family before. I’ve never opened up this side of myself to him, but I know it’s time to let him see a little. 
 
   “I’m so sorry baby,” he whispers. Damon’s voice is hoarse, so I pull away from his chest at look into his warm chocolate eyes. He looks in pain, like my pain is his pain, and it makes me love him a little bit more. 
 
   “He would have liked you, I think.” I smile a watery smile at him. My pops was so protective of me and would say he’d scare off any man who came sniffing, but I know if he met Damon and saw the way he is with me, he would approve. 
 
   “He was protective, overly so sometimes, but it’s only because he loved me.” I swallow hard. “They said he fell asleep behind the wheel.” I feel Damon pull back to look at me more clearly. 
 
   “And you don’t?” he asks with a frown. 
 
   “I don’t know,” I sigh. I don’t want to lie anymore. I have enough lies to reveal without adding more to them. “I don’t think he would fall asleep behind the wheel. I know... I knew my pops was all about safety. He wouldn’t have gotten behind the wheel if he was tired. I know he wouldn’t have. He was always safe.”
 
   “Beauty,” Damon whispers. “I’m so sorry baby.”
 
   “They wouldn’t listen to me. I tried to tell them he wouldn’t have fallen asleep. I tried to tell them to check the car but they didn’t listen to me. I was just a silly sixteen year old, not worth paying attention to, and certainly not important to their investigation,” I say bitterly. I’m rambling now, words tumbling out my mouth, sharing my life with Pops with Damon.
 
   “He was the best daddy. I miss him so much,” I cry. Letting my grief out is becoming easier but it never gets easy to speak of it, to remember my pain. It feels just as raw now as it did all those years ago. 
 
   “If I hurt myself he would pick me up, spin me around until I laughed, and then he’d tell me princesses shouldn’t cry, they always have to be happy. He made me happy.” Damon doesn’t speak, he just holds me. “No one could make me happy like Pops did.”
 
   “I can.”
 
   “You do.”
 
   “I always will beauty.” 
 
   “I love you,” I tell him through my slowing tears. 
 
   “Do you? How do you know Ella? You’ve never been in love before. How can you be sure this is real?” Damon asks. His words shock me. He sounds unsure of my feelings for him.
 
   “Damon,” I whisper. “I know what it feels like not to have you in my life and I hated it. Only love hurts like this. Nothing hurts as much as love does. Nothing hurts more than losing your heart.”
 
   “Baby–” Damon’s voice is hoarse again. 
 
   “Your love is beautiful Damon. It doesn’t hurt to love you, it hurts to lose that love, and it hurts not to have your love.” 
 
   “You have it baby. My love won’t hurt you again, I promise you. You’re my forever. You will never lose my love.” His words are said with such determination that I break down again. I could lose him, when he knows the truth I could. “I’m going to marry you, Ella. I’m keeping you.”
 
   “Please don’t leave me Damon. I’ve never had a mum, my dad was taken, and my–” I cut myself off, I’m desperate for him to stay with me, so desperate that I nearly spoke about Lydia. “Don’t leave me.”
 
   “Never, baby.”
 
   I cry in his arms until my tears run dry. When I’m calm enough Damon carries me into the shower and cares for me, treating me like a precious gem.     
 
    
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
   CHAPTER THIRTY-FOUR
 
   AUGUST 27TH 2014
 
    
 
   Today I said I would go wedding dress shopping but I’m regretting that decision already. This would be so much more exciting if I had some family with me. All this day is to me is a big kick in the gut. It makes me realise just how alone I am. 
 
   If Lydia was here she would be with me right now. If my mum didn’t leave us then she would be here. Hell, even if it was just my pops here he would be with me. 
 
   I miss them so much.
 
   I’ve been sitting in my car for the last ten minutes, ready to head to the bridal store but I can’t seem to get myself to start the car. 
 
   I have no family. 
 
   I have no friends. 
 
   I’m alone. 
 
   Tears flood my eyes, my throat constricts, and my heart thumps in my chest. Why does nothing ever come easy for me? I lost everything, and now I’ve finally got something to live for, the darkness tries creeping back in to take over. 
 
   My jellybean is the only light in my dark world at the minute, but even that isn’t enough to take away the hurt and pain of my losses. My hand rests against my rounded stomach, hoping to rid myself of the blackness sinking in. 
 
   I take a deep breath. I can do this. I don’t need anyone with me. I’ve lived alone long enough now that I should be used to being by myself, but I’m not. Try as I might, my efforts to rid the pain presently consuming my soul aren’t successful.
 
   My tears flow and my heart tears apart again. Damon manages to take this pain inside me away just by being near but he’s not, he’s at work whilst I’m supposed to pick out a wedding dress. This day is meant to be every girl’s dream, but it feels more like a nightmare. 
 
   I want my pops, but not just for today. I want to share this whole experience with him. I want him to walk me down the aisle, to have him hold me in a father-daughter dance. I want him to meet his grandchild, to hold and love my jellybean as much as I already do. None of that is possible though. He’s not here, and he’s never going to be here again. 
 
   Waves of loneliness overwhelm me, pulling me under until I can’t breathe. I bury my head in my hands and sob for dreams that can never be.
 
   After letting myself grieve for my pops for a few minutes, I collect myself and remember who I am. I am Ella Knight and I am in control of my life, and my future. I just have to get this experience out the way and I can look forward to my future again. I can lock the pain away forever.
 
   ****
 
   I'm standing outside Wedding Belles working up the courage to go in. My hand has reached for the door at least ten times and each time I haven’t quite made it. I don’t know what’s stopping me. All I know is the thought of having to do this alone turns my stomach.
 
   I never thought I would ever get married, and the fact that I am, and I’m on my own with no one to support me makes me shake in fear.  
 
   Picking out a wedding dress is every girl’s dream. For me it’s my worst nightmare. The thought of having to go in there and do this on my own makes me want to turn around and run. 
 
   I just want to marry Damon. I don’t need a fancy dress to show the world I love him, and I don’t need to prove my love to anyone, but I know this is what he and his family want.
 
   Damon tells me I need this, and that I deserve this, but I’m not so sure.
 
   I turn around but before I have taken a step away from the door, it swings open and a very enthusiastic shopkeeper comes bounding out. She takes my arm and pulls me into the store.
 
   “You must be Ella,” she proclaims in a sing song voice that is entirely too happy. I realise she is waiting for me to answer as she is standing and smiling at me like I'm the biggest slice of cake and she has been on a diet for a year.
 
   “Yes, I'm Ella. How did you know?” She rolls her eyes and gives me a huge smile before replying. “Dhaaallling, it's my job to know. Your fiancé called and said you would be arriving soon. As soon as I saw you I knew you must be the blushing bride. No ordinary girl could capture Mr. Hunt’s heart.” I nod my head as she ushers me through to another room. “Your party is awaiting you, just go on through. There is champagne.” She looks down at my slightly rounded stomach before continuing, “Of course there is also orange juice for you. Your fiancé informed us of your pregnancy.” I smile and make my way through the doors, not knowing what to expect, and not sure she’s right. I have no one meeting me here. 
 
   This woman is crazy.
 
   As soon as I round the corner I spot Flora, Lacy, and Sofia. And white, so much white.
 
   Lacy moves towards me and pulls me into a hug, a move that moves and stuns me at the same time. I'm not used to receiving affection without playing games to get it, and it’s taking some getting used to, but I can’t say I don’t love it. I really do. It’s nice having people who care again. 
 
   I'm passed around to Sofia and then Flora, who holds me at arm’s length to look at me before pulling me in for a motherly hug. I always crave and miss parental hugs, and I hold on for a little longer than I would have normally, not wanting to break the contact.
 
   Emotions inside me are a swirling mess. I know I'm more sensitive because I'm pregnant but I feel like I want to burst into tears. 
 
   I feel so overwhelmed. 
 
   I finally have real friends in Lacy and Sofia because they like me. Not because I'm using them to get to the next step in whatever plan I have come up with, but because they really like me.
 
   I'm lost in my thoughts when I feel a hand on my arm pulling me in the direction of the changing room. 
 
   When we are inside I'm told to strip down to my underwear which I hastily do, then the lady who I now know is Sonya starts firing questions at me at a million miles an hour. My heart pounds as I listen to all my options.
 
   “So Ella, what type of dress do you want? We can go with A line, chapel, knee length, floor length, white, ivory, cream... the list is endless.” I have no idea what she is talking about, and I shut her out as she rambles on with more materials, designs, and colours. 
 
   I don’t know what dress I want. Thoughts of weddings have never really occupied my mind. It’s too much to take in and I feel like my head is swimming with information. Why does this have to be so complicated? Why do I feel like I can’t breathe? I sit down on the bench and rest my head in my hands, trying to steady my breathing, before Sonya even notices something is wrong. 
 
   It's not working. The changing room is getting smaller, and panic hits me full force. I have no idea what I'm doing. It's too much, I can’t calm down. I slump to the floor trying to control my breathing, as tears sting behind my eyes. I feel lost, and I don’t know what to do. I need Damon. I need to hear his voice.
 
   I reach for my bag but I remember I didn’t bring it with me. It’s outside in the waiting room. I look around for Sonya but realise I'm all alone, and a sob escapes my throat.
 
   I feel arms come around me and when I open my eyes I see that Flora is kneeling beside me and has pulled me to her in a hug. She rubs my hair while trying to soothe me, speaking soft words in my ear. Being this close to her starts to calm me. Damon is so much like his mother, and now I know where he gets this side of him, the caring, nurturing side.  
 
   After a few minutes my sobbing subsides, and now I feel embarrassed that I'm sitting here, crying in my underwear, while my future mother in-law tries to soothe me. 
 
   “It's okay to be afraid, Ella. I know this can't be easy. I know what you saw looked really bad and I’d be as mad as hell too, but she kissed him and not the other way around dear. My son pushed that nasty piece of work away from him. Never will that ever happen again. You hear me? He loves you Elle, just you sweetheart.”
 
   “How do you know about that?” I ask in shock. I wanted to tell his family. At first I wanted to hurt him, but then I knew I couldn’t do that. Who would have told her, Damon or Leona? It can only be one of them.
 
   “When you spent that month apart Damon was like a bear with a sore paw. He was horrible to be around. I asked him what happened, what went wrong and if it was fixable. Damon told me he didn’t deserve you. I disagreed with him, as only a mother could, and he told me about the kiss. He was a mess and I asked him why he felt it was his choice to decide if he was good enough for you, and that should be your decision to make, not his.” She gives me a soft smile. “It was bad what they did to you Ella, and I know its Damon’s biggest regret, but I also know how much he loves you. He would never do that again.” I know that so I shake my head at her before she can continue.  
 
   “It's not that. I have forgiven him for that. It was a stupid mistake. I just wish my sister and pops could be here. I feel so lost without them sometimes. I don’t know who I am anymore.” Another sob erupts from me. I hadn’t meant to say that to Flora. I didn’t want her pity.
 
   “Ella, I know who you are. You’re a kind, generous and beautiful woman. One who I am lucky enough to be gaining as a daughter. I have seen what you have done for Damon. You have brought the light back into his eyes, a light I thought was lost. I can never thank you enough for giving me back my son dear. Somehow it’s easier for him to cope with whatever demons he’s always been fighting. You have made them easier to fight. He loves you so much darling girl, so please don’t ever feel like you are alone, because you have a family.” She places her hand on my stomach “You have this child who will fill you with so much love and pride you won’t ever feel like you’re alone again, and you have all us Hunts and those ladies out there waiting to see you in a dress.”
 
   Flora's words are just what I need to hear, just what I need to gain my strength. Standing up, I look in the mirror. My hand is where it always is now, protectively over my bump. Flora is right. I already do love my baby more than I thought possible, and I’m already loved.
 
   “What is lovely never dies, but passes into other loveliness. Your family is here Ella.” Placing her hand on my heart she lets me know what she means.
 
   I’m not alone anymore. 
 
   “Here, take this,” Flora says as she hands me a tissue so I can wipe my face. “I'm just going to find that happy lady and tell her you’re ready to try on the first dress.” She smiles at me knowingly, letting me know that she thinks the saleslady is crazy too.
 
   I take a deep breath as I clean up my face, and wait for the overenthusiastic crazy lady to return. When she does, she pushes a rack of dresses in the room. As I browse, only one dress catches my attention. It’s a champagne coloured lace dress, strapless with a cream lace overlay, and champagne ribbon belted around the waist. It’s perfect. It’s elegant. It’s the one.
 
   I pull it off the rack and already have more tears filling my eyes. I’m so emotional, and with the dream I had last night my feelings are all over the place. 
 
   I step into a frilly underskirt first before she lifts the dress over my head and fastens me in. The band of ribbon rests just above my bump, so when the material falls to the floor, it’s obvious I'm pregnant and not fat. 
 
   I stare at my reflection and my pulse races as my tears rain down again. Sonya takes a step back, a look of concern on her face. 
 
   “I'm fine, don’t worry. I'm happy, these are happy tears. It’s just so beautiful.” I run my fingers over the delicate material. It looks old, vintage. I never thought I could love a dress so much.
 
   Sonya comes over with a pair of ivory heels which I slip on my feet. I quickly pull my hair loose so it hangs down over my shoulders, and then change my mind and twist it up into a messy bun, before she places a veil on my head. 
 
   Taking a deep breath, she pulls back the curtain and I walk out to the watery eyes of Flora, Sofia and Lacy, who are all crying, which makes me cry harder. Arrrrggghhh. Stupid pregnancy hormones. I really need to get myself together.
 
   We all huddle round in a group hug, and I can’t stop the smile on my face. 
 
   I'm marrying Damon Hunt and I couldn’t be happier.
 
    
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
   CHAPTER THIRTY-FIVE
 
   SEPTEMBER 5TH 2014
 
    
 
   Sitting on the counter top in the kitchen, I’m watching Damon as he moves things around and puts food in bowls and on plates. He walks past with a bowl of crisps and I reach in and grab a handful, filling my mouth. Damon lets out a chuckle before placing the bowl in my lap. 
 
   He bends down and places a kiss on my stomach, “Are you hungry baby?” I smile at how loving he is.
 
   “The baby is fine Damon. It’s me that wants to eat this whole kitchen, and you’re not going to love me when I’m the size of a whale,” I pout.
 
   He lifts his head and stands between my legs. I wrap my legs around his waist and pull him closer, pulling his shirt over his head at the same time. These days I’m one of two things, either hungry or horny, sometimes both.
 
   “Horny, baby?” Damon asks. He smirks at me before I pull his mouth down on mine, sealing our lips together to show him that yes I am horny. His hand plays with the hem of my trousers, tracing the edge, causing goosebumps to rise across my skin. I writhe against him, trying to get better traction where I need it, and trying to deepen the kiss. 
 
   I’m just about to put my hand down his trousers when the doorbell rings, interrupting us. I pull away panting and try to get my breathing under control. 
 
   “Saved by the bell some would say,” Damon says. He kisses the tip of my nose before helping me down off the counter and pulling his shirt back on. Holding my hand he leads me to the door. 
 
   Tonight is our joint Stag & Hen Pyjama party. We were going to go to a spa hotel but I’m not feeling it and want lounge day. Being pregnant I really didn’t want to go out clubbing. We rang to cancel the weekend’s plans and our friends wouldn’t let us get out of it. Now we’re having a PJ party at home with food, drinks, and fun. I’ve been excited all day, but now I’m wishing we said eight pm and not seven.
 
   ****
 
   I open the door and Spencer is standing, holding a crate of beer. He comes inside and places a kiss on my cheek. I smile at him and I'm about to shut the door when I hear a car driving up the drive. It’s Tom and Lacy. 
 
   I smile and wave, then wait for them to exit the car. I turn and see Spencer walk into the lounge and pour himself a drink. Damon is standing at my side, his hand is linked in mine, clasping me tightly. 
 
   Tom envelops me in a hug when they reach us, and I'm sure I hear Damon growl, making Tom snigger. 
 
   “Ella you look amazing,” Lacy says with a smile. She comes and rubs her hand on my bump while kissing me on the cheek.
 
   “So do you. Wow, Lacy have you lost weight? There will be nothing left of you. Must be all the exercise you’re getting,” I say winking at Lacy. Tom looks pleased with himself and it makes me giggle. I bury my face in Damon’s chest as I try to rid myself of the vision of Tom and Lacy burning calories together.
 
   “Well what can I say? When you have had me, everyone else is hard to live up to,” Tom says. Damon chuckles and gives my side a soft squeeze. I know what he’s thinking. I didn’t go back, but there is no reason to be pointing that out. 
 
   “Tom, behave,” Lacy says. Tom takes an embarrassed Lacy by the hand, giving it a gentle kiss, before pulling her into the crook of his arm and placing a gentle kiss on her head. I almost fill with tears seeing them like this. They look so happy together. Tom deserves this.
 
   Damon wraps his arms around my stomach rests his head on my shoulder, holding me to him.
 
   “They seem happy together,” he murmurs. “I have to admit seeing Tom in love makes me feel so much better. Now I know he won’t try to get his grubby hands on you again.” I roll my eyes and shake my head at him.
 
   “Damon, there is no chance anyone will ever have their hands on me again. You have ruined me. I am now, and forever will be, yours.” I turn around and face him, and I don't expect the attack on my lips as he pushes me up against the wall and devours my mouth. Damon’s hands are all over my body causing my temperature to rise. It’s only when I hear a cough and a giggle that I remember where we are and that we have guests. 
 
   I laugh and pull away from Damon’s luscious lips. Turning my head I am greeted by the three smiling faces of Sofia, Wes and another girl. I've not met her before. She’s familiar, but I’m not sure why. 
 
   I push Damon away, and he moves so he’s hidden behind me, hiding his arousal. Wes lets out a bellowing laugh as I feel Damon trying, with not much success, to discreetly adjust himself and giving himself away in the process.
 
   “Having a problem there Damon? Should we leave and give you guys a few... seconds to finish what you started?” I roll my eyes at Wes before leaning in to give him a kiss on the cheek. He returns my kiss then stops and looks at my stomach for a second, I'm not sure but I'm think I see longing in his eyes as he leans into Sofia and kisses her head. I watch as tears fill her eyes a little before she turns and pulls me into a hug. When I move out of her embrace I hold her at arm’s length. 
 
   “You okay Sofe?” I ask her softly. She nods her head, giving me a small smile that screams I can’t talk about it, and then I remember there is another person standing with them. I turn my attention to the pretty girl next to Sofia. She looks to be about the same age as me, and she is devastatingly stunning. 
 
   Her hair is fire engine red and hangs in ringlets all the way down her back, and she is tiny, really petite. Damon was chatting to her while I was speaking to Wes and Sofia. She looks up at me and catches me staring, and gives me a gentle smile as I move to Damon's side. 
 
   He pulls me into the crook of his arm, and kisses my temple, before turning his attention to Wes. I look at Sofia who is being hugged tightly by Wes. I need to check she is okay later. I saw raw pain in her eyes, and I need to make sure she’s alright.  
 
   “Ella, this is Faith, Sofia's baby sister.” I smile at Faith before saying hello. She smiles awkwardly back, says hello, and then moves to her sister. Damon invites them in. I turn to him as all three make their way into the lounge, and pull him into a deep kiss. After I’ve had my fill I pull away and walk towards the lounge. Damon slaps my arse and growls, making me giggle.
 
   When Faith reaches the lounge, she freezes. I crane my neck and see Spencer standing at the bar with his glass frozen in mid air, with a stunned expression on his face. All colour has drained out of his skin. It’s as if he has seen a ghost. 
 
   I look at Damon, who just shrugs his shoulders at me, not knowing what is going on any more than I do. I'm going to make it my mission tonight to find out what the story is with Faith and Spencer.
 
   ****
 
   Walking into the kitchen, I go to the drawer and grab some takeout menus. When I walk back into the living room it feels as if the atmosphere could be cut with a knife. Spencer is staring anywhere but at Faith, Sofia is sitting on Wes’ lap, and I'm not sure if Tom and Lacy have come up for air since they have arrived. I love those guys but seriously, get a room! 
 
   I place the menus on the table and go and sit on Damon's lap. He gently rubs my stomach but I can’t take the awkward silence anymore. Jumping to my feet I walk to the CD player, staring at it for what feels like forever, before I sigh in frustration. How the hell do I turn the stupid thing on? 
 
   I run my hands all over the thing and I’m just about to throw a mini hissy fit at the thing when Damon picks up a remote and hits the on button. The doors open by themselves and a little Ipod dock comes out. I scroll through the menu, trying to find the right song to pick up the mood, and snigger to myself at some of Damon's song choices. I thought my taste was bad but fuck me, his are atrocious. I find a power ballad album and stop when I find Don’t Stop Believing by Journey, and hit play.
 
   Messing about, I pick up my bottle of juice and pretend to use it as a microphone. I dance over to Sofia and grab her hand, making her join my karaoke session. She lets out a laugh but stands and joins me in my wiggles. 
 
   Faith jumps to her feet and picks up Spencer’s beer bottle, plucking it straight out of his hand. Lacy moves her mouth from Tom's lips for a second, and for a moment I see her consider what she wants to do more, kiss or dance, but the groove gets the better of her and she jumps off Tom's lap and joins us as we continue to howl out the lyrics. 
 
   The guys are doubled over laughing at us. We must look like lunatics dressed in our pyjamas but I don’t care, it’s so much fun.  When the song finishes, Like a Virgin by Madonna comes on and I'm doubled over laughing so sit down on the stool next to Spencer. I love this song, but with my baby bump I can hardly act like the song is about me. 
 
   Faith starts strutting around the room and stops directly in front of Spence. His whole body goes rigid as everyone watches her performance. When it gets to the chorus I'm almost crying with hysterics. Spence tries to not let it show how much Faith is affecting him, but we may as well not even be here. If it wasn’t clear before, it is now. Faith wants him as much as he wants her.  I wonder why he has never done anything about it. 
 
   When the song finishes we all stare, speechless at the performance we just witnessed, and Spencer turns bright red and walks out of the room.  Damon stands to go after him but I shake my head and follow him to the kitchen myself instead. 
 
   Spencer needs some female advice.
 
   “Spence, are you okay?” I ask. He nods his head while grabbing a glass of water, but doesn’t turn and look at me, so I pull up a seat.
 
   “So, what’s the story with Faith?” I question. He turns around and faces me and a sad look crosses his face.
 
   “There’s no story Ella, we’re just friends,” he says softly.
 
   “But you want more?” He nods his head. He looks so sad, and I’ve never seen Spencer this vulnerable before. How did I never realise Spencer felt like this about someone?
 
   “It doesn’t matter though Els, she won’t give me the time of day. At first I stayed away because she was too young and innocent, and I knew I didn’t deserve her. We have been friends for years, and I knew if I went there I would fuck it up and lose her altogether, so I stayed away. That was when I got my reputation as a ladies’ man. Apparently I will fuck anything with a pulse,” he says bitterly.
 
   “Don’t you?” I ask softly.
 
   “It’s not true Ella. Half the women I’m seen with don’t even get a kiss, let alone a fuck. There has always been something about her, and she drives me fucking crazy. I can’t breathe when she is near me. You saw what I'm like. I can’t even string two fucking words together.” Shaking my head I can’t believe how wrong Spencer has got this.
 
   “Spence, that girl in there is crazy about you,” I tell him slowly, hoping he’s actually listening to what I’m saying. “That dance was a statement, Spence. She wants you, and I think she wants you to see she isn’t a sweet innocent girl any more, she is a beautiful woman. If you don’t get your head out your arse, someone else will claim her.” Spencer lets out a growl at my statement, making me smirk.
 
   “No fucker is going to touch her. She is mine, she belongs with me.” I nod my head in agreement and I’m about to say this when a flash of red catches my eye. I turn my head I see Faith standing in the doorway, watching us. I take that as my cue to leave. I stand and kiss Spencer on the cheek, before I walk out and back into the lounge, giving Faith a warm smile as I pass her.
 
   ****
 
   We are still messing around when a knock sounds on the door. Everyone is sitting around playing cards and drinking, so I stand up to answer it. It’s the delivery guy. We all chose Chinese in the end. Grabbing my purse I rifle through it to get the cash, and just as I'm about to hand it over Damon walks out holding out a wad of notes and hands it to the delivery guy. I'm sure he just gave him a huge tip. He takes the bags from me and heads into the living room, as I head to the kitchen to grab plates and cutlery.
 
   Opening the door I stop in my tracks, and squeal as I cover my eyes. There, going at it on my kitchen counter, are Spencer and Faith. Spencer’s trousers are around his ankles and Faith's legs are wrapped around his waist. 
 
   It only takes a split second for the image of Spencer plunging into Faith on my kitchen counter to be forever imprinted on my brain.
 
   “Oh my god, Spence. I said talk to her, not fuck her where I prepare and eat food,” I whine. It’s not like that counter hasn’t been used plenty of times for sexual activities before but it was Damon and me, not Damon’s brother. I have to see him a lot more than I do Faith. I’ll never be able to look him in the eyes again. I back out of the kitchen and walk back into the living room, trying to shake that image from my head. 
 
   “Where's the plates Els?” Tom asks as everyone stops and looks at me. I don’t know how to tell them that I just caught Spencer fucking Sofia's sister in the kitchen, and I'm saved when Damon walks through the door holding the plates and cutlery, a grin firmly in place. 
 
   I roll my eyes at him and sit down quietly not saying a word. Who am I to interfere? Amusement shines in Damon’s eyes, making me giggle. Our laughter fills the room, causing the others to wonder what in the world is happening.
 
   Grabbing the plate of food Damon passes me, I tuck in, trying to rid the image of Spencer's arse from my mind, with a smile still on my face. 
 
   “How did you get everything from the kitchen without interrupting?” I ask Damon when he sits beside me. Leaning forward, he kisses my nose.
 
    “That’s a secret, beauty.”
 
   ****
 
   The night is going great. Every so often I catch glimpses of Spencer and Faith, but I can’t look at them without cringing so I have pretty much avoided all eye contact. I stand to clear up all the dishes, and Faith stands too, picking up the remaining plates and following me into the kitchen.
 
   “I'm sorry. I didn’t mean for that to happen,” she says quietly, as we reach the kitchen. I shake my head, not really wanting to think about that happening in my kitchen.
 
   “Really, let’s not talk about what you and my soon-to-be brother-in-law did on my kitchen counter. Okay? It’s like it never happened.” I shudder at the thought and Faith giggles.
 
   “Thank you for not saying anything to anyone and for what you said to him. I never thought that would ever happen. I’ve wanted him for so long, but he always treated me like the baby of the group, and then when I saw him with all those women, I hated him. Well I wanted to, tried to, and each time was like a slice to my heart. I love him. I’ve loved him for a long time.” I spin to face her, surprised by her words. I hadn’t realised it was as serious as that.
 
   “I really hope it works out for you both. I like you Faith.” She gives me a warm smile and grabs me for a hug which throws me off a little bit. She really is a sweet girl.
 
   ****
 
   It's almost 2am before Damon and I stumble into bed. All the others are staying in the guest bedrooms, and I put Faith in the one that’s furthest away from us. I do not want to be hearing if Spencer makes a little visit during the night, if he’s not there already.  
 
   Damon is drunk. He is actually quite adorable, and right now his head is on my stomach as he kisses the baby goodnight. I run my hand through his hair and realise he has fallen asleep. I push him so he is back on his side of the bed and snuggle into his arms, tucking myself against him. Tonight has been so much fun. The more time I spend with everyone, the more I realise how lucky I am to call them friends.
 
   The thought plays on my mind leaving a smile on my face as I drift off to sleep.
 
    
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
   CHAPTER THIRTY-SIX
 
   SEPTEMBER 8TH 2014
 
   DAMON
 
    
 
   I sling my arm around the back of Ella’s chair as we wait in the hospital to see baby Hunt. I missed the first scan because I’m a fucking prick, but I won’t be missing anything else. Every doctor’s appointment, hospital appointment, and midwife’s appointment since I’ve been present and will continue to be.
 
   I won’t let my beauty down like that again. 
 
   I run my finger through her hair whilst she browses through a pregnancy magazine. The silky strands are soft against my hand. Ella turns to look and me and gives me a small smile. I can’t believe she’s mine, can’t believe she’s going to be my wife in just a week. 
 
   My mum is sitting the other side of me, just as engrossed in a magazine as Ella. When we asked mum to come to the twenty week scan with us she cried for an hour straight before she could actually say yes. She was overwhelmed and so grateful. 
 
   “How’s your feet? No doubts?” I suddenly ask Ella. I want her to want this marriage. She has to love me. Ella looks at her shoes before she replies.
 
   “Achy. I could do with a massage,” she says. I can hear the smile in her voice, but she keeps her gaze trained away from me, not letting me see the grin that I know is gracing her lips. 
 
   “Not what I meant and you know it,” I growl playfully. My beauty has been like this a lot recently, playful, happy, and carefree. I love it. I love when she shows the real Ella.
 
   “Does that mean you won’t rub my feet when we get home?” She sounds offended and it makes me laugh out loud, which results in a thump to my stomach. Her moods have been erratic but in a funny way, making me recipient of a lot of thumps recently. 
 
   I hear my mother mumbling something about me being brought up better than that, making me groan.
 
   “I’ll rub your feet all night if you want me to baby,” I say aloud, before bringing my lips to her ear. “But you know as well as I do, you won’t be able to take my hands on just your feet for long. Not without wanting them elsewhere,” I growl. I hear her breath catch and she squirms in her seat, making me grin.
 
   “Stop it Damon. You know my sex drive is higher than usual. You’re doing it on purpose,” she hisses. I laugh at her as she fidgets. 
 
   “I can take care of that for you, beauty,” I say. “You know I can make you feel better baby.” Just as she’s about to reply, a nurse calls her name. We stand and Ella sends me a glare. I love her in a bratty mood. She pouts without realising it, and it makes me want to kiss the shit out of her. 
 
   I send her walking with a slap to her arse and hear her gasp, and her cheeks turn pink as she walks along next to my mum and behind the nurse, with her head held high. 
 
   ****
 
     I’m glad we have a fucking female nurse. I don’t like anybody else’s hands on my woman, and certainly not on my baby’s bump. Possessiveness grips me and I want to snatch Ella away. I want to growl with each touch, fucking obsessive prick that I am, when it comes to my beauty anyway.
 
   The technician warns Ella about the cool gel before applying a large dollop on her rounded stomach. She smears it around the bump with a handheld device. I hold my breath as the monitor changes from black to a grainy image, and in the next breath I see it. I see my baby.
 
   Tears fill like eyes like a pussy, but I can’t fucking help it. I’ve never seen something so amazing before. I can actually see my baby. Right. Fucking. There. I look at my mum and she has tears brimming in her eyes, as she clutches tissues in her small hands.
 
   I look at Ella and I’m at a loss for words as tears stream down her face. She isn’t looking at the monitor though, she’s looking at me, watching my reaction. 
 
   I swallow hard as I try to form a thought to speak but my mind is blank. I turn to look at the baby again and instantly need to sit. I drop down into the chair against the wall behind me and don’t take my eyes from the screen. 
 
   Holy fucking shit.
 
   I’ve never seen anything like it. I can really see a baby, our baby. I draw in a lungful of air before a grin splits my face. I can’t fucking believe it. This is so surreal. I can actually see my baby.
 
   “Everything seems to be looking really good. Baby is growing nicely, and seems to be wanting to know if you’d like to know the sex. Can you see there?” She holds the wand still against Ella’s stomach and points at the monitor. “Legs flailing all over in there. It looks like baby is having a party,” she laughs. “Would you like to know?”
 
   Her question is directed at Ella but my beauty just looks to me for my answer. I nod my head. We’ve spoke about this already, and I know she’s just checking if I’d still like to know. 
 
   “Yes please,” Ella answers. 
 
   The nurse presses the wand deeper into her belly before she looks at us. “Congratulations, you’re having a girl.” 
 
   “I knew it,” I shout.
 
   My smile is so fucking big it hurts my face, and as I look from Ella to my mum I know everything I’ve ever wanted, and everything my mum has ever wanted for me, is being given to me by Ella. 
 
   Ella’s smile is breathtaking as she sobs and smiles at the same time. I stand and rush to kiss her all over her face. I’ve not felt this overwhelming protectiveness of love before now. This is a completely different kind of love. 
 
   It must be a father’s love.
 
   I quickly wipe the goo from Ella’s belly with the tissues handed to me by the nurse. Once she clean enough I cup Ella’s bump and get face level. “Hi princess, I love you.” I kiss the bump before returning my lips to my beauty’s. “I love you, baby,” I say against her soft mouth. 
 
   “I love you too, Damon.”
 
   “We’re getting a granddaughter.” I hear my mum say. I turn and look at her and see her sitting down, on the phone and crying happy tears. “A baby girl, George.”
 
   I smile and walk over to pull her into my arms. 
 
   I fucking love my life.
 
    
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
   CHAPTER THIRTY-SEVEN
 
   SEPTEMBER 12TH 2014
 
   ELLA
 
    
 
   We are sitting on the sofa watching a movie when Damon's phone rings. He leans forward and picks it up off the table, and frowns when he sees the name. I instantly know that it’s Leona. Hitting the button, he speaks into the phone.
 
   “Leona... What do you want?... Really?... Are you okay?... What happened?... Have you spoken to the police?... What am I meant to do?... I don’t see how me being there will help the situation Leona...Okay, I will see what I can do, but I’m busy with Ella at the moment... Bye.” With that he hangs up and places his phone back down on the table.
 
   “Everything okay?” I ask, and wait for his answer when he just stares at his phone for a minute.
 
   “Leona got attacked. She’s at the hospital,” he announces. “She said she wanted to see me.” He shakes his head, but I know part of him wants to go and see her.
 
   “Why don’t you just go see her, Damon?” I say. I trust him. I know I have no reason to be jealous of her and if she’s lying and not really at the hospital then Damon will see her for what she really is. He turns his attention to me at my words.
 
   “Do you think I should?” He looks at my face for reassurance that I am okay with him going. Part of me believes this is another one of her games, but another part of me wants to know for some reason if she really is hurt. I don’t know why he feels he has a duty to her. I don’t know what secrets they hold, but I want to. I nod my head that I do think he should go.
 
   Damon kisses me chastely before jumping to his feet and moving around the living room to gathering his things. When he reaches the table and bends to pick up his phone, he stops and looks at me with a frown.
 
   “Are you ready? Do you need me to get anything for you?” I look at him with confusion in my face, not understanding his question.
 
   “What do you mean Damon? Am I ready for what?” I ask. He walks over to me and bends over placing a quick kiss on my lips before speaking.
 
   “You’re coming with me, baby. I told you I won’t leave you again, and if I go and see Leona you’re coming with me.” I jump up and slip my feel into my ballerina pumps before taking his hand, and smile at him. I feel like I have won a small victory, even though I’m no longer playing a game.
 
   ****
 
   When we arrive at the hospital Damon helps me out of the car and takes my hand and we walk to the entrance. Just as we’re about to go in I spot a familiar face that shakes me to the core. I’m sure I just saw Simon, but it was too quick of a peek to actually tell if it really was him. I snuggle closer to Damon’s side and pray I’m wrong. We ask at the reception where Leona’s room is, and make our way up to see her. 
 
   When we finally get to Leona’s room she is sitting up in bed. She has a bruise to her cheek, but other than that, she looks completely fine. When she sees Damon walk in, her face lights up with a smile which quickly turns to a scowl when she sees that I am standing beside him.
 
   “Leona, how are you feeling?” She completely ignores his question instead she glares at me. 
 
   “What the fuck is she doing here?” she snaps. Damon’s grip on my hand tightens as he takes a step toward to the bed.
 
   “Leona, Ella is with me. If you can’t accept that then it is probably best if we leave.” He tells her calmly but I can see his mask slipping. She’s pissing him off. I let go of his hand, sit down in the chair, and place my bag on the floor. If she expects Damon to be here then I will be too. I’m going nowhere.
 
   Leona doesn’t take her eyes off me, and her scowl is firmly in place, as she silently fumes. I really struggle to stop myself from smiling at her.
 
   “Fine. Get the fuck out. NOW,” she screeches. Damon reaches for my hand and pulls me to my feet, before dragging me out the room without another word. I dig my feet into the ground to get his attention. He didn’t give me chance to pick up my bag, which I have left at the side of the chair. 
 
   I pull my hand free of Damon’s and he turns to look at me. 
 
   “Damon, go and speak to the nurses to find out what happened. I’ve left my bag so I’m going to run back and grab it.” He hesitates for a second as though he is wondering if he should let me go back in there alone, or if he should go for me. I raise my chin and dare him to object, but he reluctantly lets me go.
 
   When I get back to her room, I hear Leona on the phone. I stop outside for a second and listen to her conversation.
 
   “He fucking brought that slut with him... Can you believe it?... He actually had the nerve to walk in here holding her hand... I really thought this would work... Maybe you didn’t hit me hard enough... I don’t fucking know,” she says, her voice getting higher by the minute. “I don’t know okay... I have to go... Oh no, it’s not over, not by a long shot... I'm not letting him go without a fight... See you soon.” Leona hangs up and throws her phone down on the bed in a huff. 
 
   I walk into the room, and gain her attention. Her head snaps up at me as I reach the chair and grab my bag. I give her a grin and turn to walk out without speaking. I ignore her vicious stare and as I get to the door I turn and look at her, really look at her. She really is a pathetic bitch.
 
   “What the fuck is your problem?” she asks. I have to hold back a laugh at how stupid this bitch is.
 
   “You won’t win Leona. Don’t you get it? He doesn’t love you, he will never love you. Damon is mine. If you want a fight I will give it back to you and then some. Except I will win because for some reason, he actually does love me, and nothing you say or do will ever ruin that.” I turn and push open the door not giving her the chance to reply before I leave. 
 
   When I get to the nurse’s station, Damon is standing waiting, and I watch as a couple of nurses walk past and take in all that is Damon Hunt. It used to make me jealous to see women fawning all over him, but now I feel so special just knowing that this man has chosen me, for whatever reason I'm the one he wants to spend the rest of his life with. 
 
   Damon really is mine. 
 
    
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
   CHAPTER THIRTY-EIGHT
 
   SEPTEMBER 19TH 2014
 
    
 
   I sit down on the sofa with a huff. I need some cherry pie. God damn, Flora. She’s got me addicted. No, not me, jellybean is addicted. I’ve tried cherry yoghurt, cherry bakewell tart, shop bought cherry pie, and even just plain cherries from a tub. Nothing works. 
 
   I need cherry pie. Badly.
 
   I sigh and look towards Damon. He’s sitting at the table doing some work on his laptop, not paying me any attention. I shift, cross my arms and cross my legs, huffing and puffing as I move. I look back to Damon again and he’s watching me with a smirk on his face, amusement shining in his dark gaze.
 
   “What?” I snap. He just doesn’t understand. This baby won’t let me settle without some pissing cherry pie. 
 
   “What’s the matter, beauty? Why are you pouting?” I didn’t even realise I was. I don’t stop either.
 
   “I need some of your mum’s cherry pie,” I tell him casually. He smiles.
 
   “Okay. I’ll ring her in the morning and ask her to bake one. We’ll go pick it up.” He speaks to me like I’m a child and that just pisses me off. “It’s simple, beauty. So again, why the pout?” Casual doesn’t work. I’ll have to be blunt.
 
   “No. I need your mum’s cherry pie now. Right this second.” Damon laughs at me, but his smile soon falls when he takes in my expression. He just doesn’t get it. I don’t want the pie. His baby does. I’m restless because I’m craving pie. Damon’s mum’s cherry pie to be exact. 
 
   Tears fill my eyes. Stupid hormones. I wish I didn’t have the bloody craving. It would be easier for me, but nothing, and I mean nothing, is satisfying me. The baby is sad to not be getting what she wants, and that makes my moods erratic. My stupid hormones make the stupid tears fall. 
 
   Damon rushes over to me. He crouches down in front on me, cupping my face in his large hands. His thumbs brush each teardrop away as his eyes search mine. 
 
   “Beauty?” He leans forward to kiss some of my tears away. “Why are you crying? What’s wrong?” he breathes against my ear.
 
   “The baby wants cherry pie. Your mum’s cherry pie.” I shut my eyes. I sound so stupid but it’s really how I feel. It’s like the baby’s emotions have taken over my brain. “I’ve tried everything we have that’s cherry flavour, and nothing works. I’ve needed it for two days now.” 
 
   I can’t sleep. I can’t get comfortable. Nothing else appeals to me, and the thought of Flora’s juicy cherries covered in the sweetest cherry sauce I’ve ever tasted, wrapped in the tastiest, buttery short crust pasty known to man, are the only think I can think of. 
 
   “I’ll get you a pie tomorrow, beauty.” I rest my forehead on his shoulder. He’s not listening to me. 
 
   “I need it now. Not tomorrow. Not in an hour. I need it now.” I say in a small voice. I know I sound silly, but I can’t help it.
 
   “Okay. We’ll make one then, Ella. It can’t be hard.” Damon’s voice rings with such determination that my head snaps up. Did I hear that right? He can’t be serious? Then the smell of Flora’s pie takes over my senses and I shake my head. That won’t work.
 
   “No I need your mum’s. It has to be Flora’s.”
 
   “Then we’ll ring her. She can tell me what to do and I’ll make my woman and baby a pie.” He wipes my tears away and I laugh and sob at the same time. He’s amazing.
 
   Okay, so maybe I’m being over the top and it’s not all that amazing, it’s just cherry pie, but he is trying to help with the craving. I lean towards his mouth and lay a smacking kiss on his lips.
 
   “Thank you.” I pull back and smile. Damon nods whilst smiling. He stands and walks over to shut down his computer.
 
   “Why don’t you go have a soak on the bath? I’ll ring mum and get started on the pie.”
 
    
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
   CHAPTER THIRTY-NINE
 
   DAMON
 
    
 
   WHAT. THE. FUCK. 
 
   What the actual fuck was that? Ella had a meltdown over cherry pie. Cherry fucking pie. I don’t even try to understand but if my girl wants pie, she’ll get pie. 
 
   I walk in to the kitchen and there’s an open bakewell tart on the counter, still in the tin tray. A spoon is left lying on top of the tart, and the middle has been gouged out where the cherry should be. I laugh and shake my head. 
 
   Fucking cherries.
 
   I’ll never understand women. Why not just ask for a fucking pie when the craving first started rather than wait days until she’s crying for it?
 
   I pull my phone out and hit dial on my parent’s house and wait for someone to pick up. How hard can a recipe be to follow? Dad and Spence will have a field day when they hear about this. 
 
   “Hello.” My mother picks up after just a few rings.
 
   “Mum, its Damon.”
 
   “Hello, darling. Are you well?”
 
   “Yes. You?”
 
   “You know me, I’m always well. Your father is too.”
 
   “Mum I’m calling because I need your cherry pie recipe.” She stays silent for a minute. I know her brain is swimming with questions she won’t voice.
 
   “Okay, darling. Do you want me to get your father to computer it to you?” she asks seriously. I chuckle. She never fails to make me laugh.
 
   “You mean email it?” 
 
   “Yes. You know what I mean. He can email it to you or I could help you...” she leaves her suggestion open, hoping I’ll fill her in a little more as to why her twenty-eight year old son, who has never baked a pie before, wants the recipe.  
 
   “Is it easy?” 
 
   “If you know what you’re doing.” Fuck. 
 
   “Ella said the baby wants cherry pie. Your cherry pie to be specific. She just sat in the lounge crying the past ten minutes, so I’m going to bake her one.”
 
   “Do you want me to bake one for her, darling?” Mum asks. I check the time, 7pm. “I’ll have your dad bring it over before nine tonight.” 
 
   “No, it’s alright Mum. Thanks though.” It’s getting late, and I can’t expect her to start baking now. I hang up after getting some strict instructions from my mum and look for everything I’ll need to make my beauty her fucking cherry pie. 
 
   My phone beeps with an email. I pull it up and check the instructions with added on tips from my mum. I have to make the pastry? Fuck. Maybe mum should have made one. I pulse the flour, cubed butter, and sugar in the mixer to make the pastry. 
 
   Flour clouds in the air around my face, coating me in a fine layer of white, when I press the pulse button on the mixer. “Fucking flour,” I mumble to myself as I try to wipe away as much as I can.
 
   “Need a hand?” 
 
   I turn and find Ella leaning against the counter, a grin on her perfect fucking face. She’s sexy as hell. Standing there in sweats and vest, her hair is in a messy knot, no makeup. She looks like a goddess. My cock twitches as I take her in. Her braless tits hang free and as I stare, her nipples pebble. I fucking love her body’s response to me. 
 
   “I thought you were going for a soak?” Her shit eating grin, along with her massive fucking owl eyes sends all my blood south. My eyes drift down her curves, taking in her expanding waist and rounded hips, our baby making her stomach round out with her growth. I wish I could see her arse. Fuck, her arse is fine. 
 
   This girl is so far under my skin that it freaks me out at times. I want her every time she’s near, and I need to be balls deep in her. Those fucking lips are my undoing, and I have to taste her. I can’t fucking wait to marry her. She’s the best thing to happen to me, and I know I could lose it all in one hit, but I’ll do everything I can to get her so fucking hooked she can’t leave me when I tell her my secrets. 
 
   I can’t fucking lose her. 
 
   I won’t lose her. 
 
   I have plans for her.   
 
   “I’ve run it. I just wanted to see if you wanted help first.” She smiles at me and I nearly come like a horny teenager. Those fucking bee-stung lips always look well kissed and fucked. They don’t get bigger when she’s sucked my cock, because they’re as full as they can be all the time. She’s fucking incomparable. 
 
   I stride over to her and take her in my arms, my hands gripping her arse to me. She fits me just right. She’s made for me. I look in her forest green eyes, outlined in long, black, thick lashes, and see love shining but I don’t know if it’s enough yet. She’s not ready to know the real me. 
 
   I kiss the tip of her nose. She wraps her arms around my neck, and her tits press into my stomach. Fuck these tits are as perfect as her arse. I pull her closer to me, letting her feel my cock. It’s all for her. I don’t see other women any more. She’s fucking ruined me for all woman. 
 
   “I’ve got this covered. I said I’d bake you a cherry pie, and a cherry pie I will bake. You go and relax.” I release my grip on her arse and mould my hands to her stomach. My baby is starting to change her body now. She’s rounding more in places, getting curvier, not that I give a shit. I fucking love her curves. I love seeing the changes as she grows with my child. 
 
   It’s still hard to believe a little person is growing inside her. Seeing the scan was mind-blowing. Not that I understood what I was seeing. The doctor tried pointing body parts out to me but it just looked like a gray ink blob on black paper. Ella fucking glowed, actually lit up, when she saw our baby again. Our daughter. Tears glistened in her eyes and she clung to my hand. She’s glowing now too.
 
   “I can’t wait to try it.” She looks up at me from under her lashes. The innocence that shines out of her drives me insane. 
 
   I kiss the shit out of her, tasting her, controlling her. She melts into me. I grin against her lips. Her reaction is incomparable. I pull away when she starts to get carried away, rubbing up against me, grinding her pink pussy against me. Usually I’d be down for that shit. I’d never turn her down but I want to bake what my baby wants. 
 
   I let her go and walk back over to the mixer. I put the lid on this time and pulse once again, looking over my shoulder and see her trying to catch her breath. I smile, satisfied that she’s in deep.
 
   “Maybe you could finish the pie later and join me in the bath first?” Ella’s voice husks. I’ll never finish the pie if I get her naked because I don’t plan to rush with her tonight. I lean on the counter pretending to consider her offer. I straighten up and walk over to her. A beautiful smile splits across her face. She thinks she’s going to get what she wants. 
 
   I tap her on the tip of her nose, leaving a white flour dot behind, and shake my head. “Not going to happen. If the baby wants pie, the baby will get pie.”  I turn her around and slap her arse, pushing her towards the stairs and get back to attempting my first ever cherry pie.
 
    
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
   CHAPTER FORTY
 
   ELLA
 
    
 
   I wake feeling refreshed after my soak and nap. After soaking in the bubbles for half an hour, I was so relaxed I could barely keep my eyes open. So I didn’t, I slept for a few hours. My stomach grumbles, demanding the promised cherry pie. I pat my bump. Soon, jellybean. I go and empty my bladder before heading in search of pie.
 
   As I walk towards the kitchen the smells perfuming the air have my mouth watering. It’s seems Damon has done well. It smells exactly like Flora’s cherry pie does. I pick up my pace, needing to get to the pie ASAP.              
 
   I round the bottom of the stairs and go straight to the kitchen. The pie sitting on the counter looks amazing. My mouth feels like it’s been taken over by a waterfall, and I’m sure if I just open my mouth saliva will gush out. 
 
   My brain zones in on the pie and nothing else exists. I pull a spoon from the dishwasher and dig straight in. I moan as the flavours hit my taste buds. Damon will be making this on a regular basis. It’s perfect, just like his mum’s. 
 
   I devour more than half the pie before my craving starts to ease. The baby is as satisfied as I am. I pick the remaining pie up, continuing to eat, and go in search of Damon. 
 
   I hear him speaking on the balcony. He must be on the phone, so I make my way outside to find him. Damon must have heard my approach as he meets me at the door.
 
   “Beauty, good nap?”
 
   “Mmhmm,” I say, pushing another piece of pie in my mouth before continuing with my mouth full. “This is so good Damon. Thank you. I hope you don’t mind that I’ve nearly eaten it all?” Looking in the tray I only have two pieces left, I really have nearly eaten it all. 
 
   I bring the spoon up with piece of cherry pie to Damon’s mouth, but pull it back at the last minute and eat it myself. Damon chuckles at me, his eyes twinkling. 
 
   “You have a little something here.” Damon’s lips brush against mine before he licks the corner of my mouth. He sets my blood on fire and I need more. I turn my head slightly to connect my lips to his. I push my tongue into his mouth, and Damon groans against my lips before pulling away. “Hmmm, cherry. I didn’t think you could taste better beauty, but I was wrong.” I giggle at him before eating the last piece of pie.
 
   “Damon that was better than an orgasm. It was exactly like your mum’s.” Damon raises a brow with a smirk on his lips. “Well maybe not as good as orgasms you give me but better than ones before you. I’m hoping my night will be topped off with an orgasm on top of that orgasmic pie.” I pause and think a minute. “Maybe you should make another tomorrow so I could eat it off you?” I suggest, really liking that idea.
 
   Damon almost chokes before his eyes bulge out. It would almost be comical, if it wasn’t for the chuckle and other choking sounds behind him. I cover my face in mortification when I realise for the first time that we aren’t alone.   
 
   Damon steps away from me and I notice who is here. A blush creeps up my neck, painting my cheeks pink as embarrassment sets in. Flora and George are watching us with warm smiles gracing their faces. I glare at Damon for not making me aware of their presence, but he just grins.
 
   “We were waiting for you to wake before we all have some cherry pie.” My mouth drops open in shock. I’ve just eaten it all. Shit. I’m so mortified, I just want to go back to bed and hide. I turn and look at Flora and George apologetically.
 
   “I’m so sorry. I’ve eaten it all. I didn’t realise you were here.” 
 
   “No worries, dear.” Flora says in a motherly voice, with a warm smile. “I made three. I knew you’d need more. I remember what cravings are like.” 
 
   So that’s why it tasted so perfect. I thought Damon had made it and he hadn’t. Flora had. I walk over to where they’re seated and place a kiss on both their cheeks in greeting before taking a seat. “Well in that case, Damon, why don’t you go cut some pie up seeing as you didn’t make it?” I smile at him as he chuckles.
 
   “Yes, beauty. Mine burnt. Mum must have known I wouldn’t have been able to do it, so she baked them for you. I didn’t think you’d eat one all by yourself though.” Damon says with a grin, before he enters the house. I roll my eyes.
 
   ****
 
    After George and Flora leave Damon and I go to bed. The evening has been pleasant and I’m full to the brim with pie. I’m so satisfied but stuffed. Damon’s pie didn’t come out right, but Flora, being the loving person she is, decided to bake some and bring them over even though Damon told her not to.
 
   “Beauty, next time you get cravings just tell me. Don’t let that shit stew until you’re sad. If our baby wants something, she will get it.”
 
   He grins at me before pulling me to him. He kisses my head before snuggling me in the crook of his arm, and my head rests on his shoulder.
 
    
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
   CHAPTER FORTY-ONE
 
   SEPTEMBER 26TH 2014
 
   ELLA
 
    
 
   I’ve left it too late. Every time I’ve plucked up the courage to tell Damon about who I am, something comes up and I’ve not been able to. I know I have to tell him today, I know I do. I can’t let him marry me without him knowing everything.
 
   I feel sick to my stomach, and I know it has nothing to do with the baby and everything to do with the possibility of losing Damon. I just hope he can take it. 
 
   I take a deep breath and make my way downstairs. The smell of cherry pie wafting through the air makes my mouth water, and I pick up my pace. Damon wanted to spend the final hours together before he goes to stay at Spencer’s house for the night. Sofia offered to come and stay with me, but I declined. I just want to sleep and be refreshed for the big day tomorrow. If all goes well when I tell him my secret.
 
   I go to the kitchen where Damon is standing, plating up Flora’s homemade cherry pie. I walk over to him and slip my arms around his waist, hugging him from behind. My baby bump makes it difficult to hold him tight but I try with everything in me. If this is the last time I get to hold Damon I want to make sure I make it count.
 
   “Beauty, you okay?” Damon asks. Bringing his hands down to hold mine, he entwines our fingers together, giving mine a gentle squeeze. I sigh knowing I could lose it all, but I can’t let him marry me without knowing the truth.
 
   “We need to talk Damon.” He turns in my arms, concern shining in his eyes but he tries to mask it with a smirk.
 
   “Cold feet?” Worry in his voice makes me swallow hard. 
 
   “No, just... Damon I... I love you. I really do.” I sigh as tears fill my eyes. “I have to tell you some things about me. Who I was, who I am, why we met.” I stop when his eyebrows lower into a frown, and inhale deeply. “Damon you might want to call the wedding off but–” Damon cuts me off.
 
   “Never, beauty, I want to keep you forever. You know that.” His hands come up to cup my face, and his thumbs gently wipe away my tears.
 
   “These things I’m going to tell you aren’t nice Damon. I should have–” a sob breaks free choking my words away.
 
   “Shhh beauty.” He pulls me to him and wraps himself around me. I’ve never felt more loved and safe than when I am in Damon’s arms and just knowing I could lose this safety, this love I never believed I could have, makes me cry harder. I clutch his shirt, clinging to him. “I’ve got you, Ella.” 
 
   Burying my face in his neck I inhale, trying to take him into me, trying to breathe him into my soul. Damon’s phone rings but he ignores it, and just continues to hold and comfort me. I feel his lips brush against my hair as he rocks us. 
 
   When my tears finally subside, Damon pulls away slightly. He lifts my chin until I look into his eyes, and the love glistening in his takes my breath away. How did I ever get so lucky? How did I ever get this man?
 
   “Ella, whatever it is, whatever you need to tell me won’t make a bit of a difference. I love you. I.Love.You.” he says with so much conviction. “I’m keeping you and nothing will change that. Ever.” He kisses me chastely, never taking his eyes from mine, brown to green. 
 
   “You don’t know that.” I say in a small voice. “I... Damon.” His phone ringing again cuts me off. Damon frowns but waits for me to continue. “When we met I was so lost, so hurt. I was surrounded by darkness but I...” I don’t know how to say this, and I don’t know how to explain.
 
   “Do you love me, beauty?”
 
   “Yes.” I say without hesitation and I mean it.
 
   “That’s all that matters then.” He kisses me again before pulling back and smiling. 
 
   “We really need to talk Damon.”
 
   “We will, beauty, after you eat.”
 
   “Okay.”
 
   “Does our girl want some cherry pie?” His phone ringing again prevents me from answering. 
 
   “Maybe you should get that? It could be important.”
 
   “Nothing is more important than you, Ella.’ I stare at him until he sighs. He pulls his phone from his pocket and looks at the caller ID, frowning again. He rejects the call before pocketing it.
 
   “Pie?” he asks. I laugh and nod my head.
 
   I lift myself up to rest on the edge of the counter, my legs swinging as I wait for Damon to dish up my pie.
 
   Damon feeds me, enjoying my reaction to the delicious cherry dessert as much as me(I). His eyes darken with desire with every moan that slips past my lips. He kisses me between each piece, and he groans against my mouth.
 
   “Fuck, beauty. What you do to me?” He shakes his head in wonderment. I giggle at him, placing a chaste kiss on his lips before hopping down to get a drink. 
 
   I’m filling up a glass of milk when Damon’s phone goes off again. Obviously the caller needs to speak with him to keep bombarding his phone like this. I sigh and turn towards Damon. His jaw is clenched tight, his eyes are strained. 
 
   “Damon, just answer your goddamn phone.” He doesn’t respond but he does pull his phone out and answer the call.
 
   “What?” he snaps. His eyes widen as panic shines bright within his golden eyes. My heart rate spikes with nerves. “No,” he gasps. “I’m coming... don’t do it... just wait for me.” His face pales as he listens to whoever he’s speaking with. “I’m coming.” He starts to exit the kitchen with me hot on his tail. What the hell is happening? “Leona, just wait. I’m coming... no I’m on my way now. I’m just leaving... I’ll see you soon.” He hangs up the phone and starts slipping his shoes on.
 
   Leona? Surprise, surprise. I knew she wouldn’t keep away. She’s fucking manipulating him. Anger begins simmering in my veins, a storm brewing. 
 
   “Damon, we need to talk,” I tell him as calmly as I can. “Now. Before we get married. I can’t marry you without talking about some things first.” Damon just carries on as if I haven’t spoken. I walk over to him and place my hand on his arm as he starts putting on his coat. “Damon, I’m serious.” He sighs before looking at me.
 
   “Ella, I can’t do this right now,” he sighs.
 
   “We’re getting married tomorrow.” I point out still as calmly as I can.
 
   “I need to go.”
 
   “Will she always come first?”
 
   “No, beauty.” 
 
   I snap. I need him to listen to me for a minute. I turn and walk away from him. I guess the wedding is off after all, not because of my past but because of Leona. Because he won’t know the truth if he goes to her now. I should have known something like this would happen. Damon growls, his footsteps following after me.
 
   “I don’t have time for this, Ella. This isn’t about you and me, it’s about Leona. She needs me.” Wrong thing to say buddy!
 
   Really? Because in case you forgot we’re getting fucking married tomorrow, and you’re leaving me once again for that bitch!” I shout. “Well guess what? I can’t marry you, and won’t because I will NEVER be third to my husband, and I won’t let my baby be second best. That doesn’t work for me. I needed to speak with you and you won’t listen. Well I can’t marry you.” I storm up the stairs trying to get away from him. My anger isn’t simmering now, it’s boiling. That woman will never be out of my life.
 
   “Second best? Ella, you’re overreacting. It’s not like that. Look, I love you, you know that. Nothing you say will change my mind. I want you to be Mrs. Hunt tomorrow. Just...” he sighs, his voice softening. ‘I have to do this, beauty. She’s not in a good place at the minute, and I can’t let anything happen to her. It’s not about us, it’s about her state of mind.
 
   “You don’t get it Damon. She isn’t your problem.” I swish my hands between us. “This is the problem. You always running off when she beckons.” I close my eyes for a moment. “What kind of hold does she have on you?”  
 
   “Beauty I’m yours, all yours. Why can’t you see that?”
 
   “Because when it matters, you choose her,” I say defeated. “We really need to talk before the wedding Damon and after what I’m going to tell you, you probably won’t want to marry me anymore.” My throat tightens.
 
   “Never. It will never happen, Ella. You’re it for me. I don’t just love you, beauty, I fucking breathe you, and I live for you. I wake for you, baby. I am yours.” Tears spill from my eyes. God I love this man. The things he says, what he does to me. He’s it for me too.
 
   “Damon.” My voice breaks. He walks to me and takes me in his arms. 
 
   “I love you, beauty. Always.” 
 
   “I know.” And I do know. I do believe him when he says it. I can hear it in his voice, and see it in his eyes. 
 
   “I have to go,” he says into my hair. ‘I’ll see you at Mum’s tomorrow. I can’t wait to see you, beauty, and to be able to call you mine. Forever.”
 
   “I’m already yours, Damon,” I mumble into his chest. I pull back and give him a watery smile.
 
   “I don’t want to leave you like this, Ella. I don’t want you sad.” He looks so torn and that’s when I know, I know, I’m not second best. He loves me and there is nothing Leona can do to come between us. I stand up on my tip-toes and place my lips to his. 
 
   “I love you,” I whisper against his lips. Damon goes to deepen the kiss but I pull away. “Go. Do what you’ve got to do and I’ll see you tomorrow.” I bury my head in his neck and take in his scent. 
 
   “I miss you already. We’re never spending another night apart again after tonight. I need you by my side. Always.” That’s all I needed to hear because I feel exactly the same. 
 
   I step away from him and smile. “I’m going to take a bath and get to bed. I need some beauty sleep.” I laugh, trying to lighten our last moments together.
 
   “You can’t improve perfection, beauty. I love you.”
 
   After a longer and more passionate kiss, Damon leaves.
 
    
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
   CHAPTER FORTY-TWO
 
   DAMON
 
    
 
   I slam my fist against the steering wheel as I wait at the traffic lights. What the fuck am I doing? I’m yet again running to fucking Leona when my girl needs me. I don’t for one minute believe that she’s going to take her life but I need to make sure. I’ve made that mistake before and I won’t make it again.
 
   I make the fifteen minute drive to Leona’s in just under ten. I put the car in park and run to her front door, pounding on it. This is fucking déjà vu. 
 
   “Leona, open the fucking door.” I continue to pound as I wait for her to answer. She throws the door open muttering under her breath. I storm past her into the house before turning on her. “What the fuck was that?” I growl.
 
   “Don’t marry her, baby.” She walks over to me and tries to press herself against me. “I can make you happy.” I grip her arm and push her away from me.
 
   “You have got to be shitting me. That fucking phone call was a ploy to get me here to ask me not to marry the woman I love? You’re out of your fucking mind.”
 
   “She isn’t right for you, Damon. We fit together. We belong together.” Tears fall down her cheeks but I know they’re not real. I’ve seen her crocodile tears too many times to be fooled. 
 
   “She’s who I want, Leona. It’s time you accept that.”
 
   “You love me too or you wouldn’t be here now, on the night before your fucking wedding  Damon. You can’t keep away either.”
 
   “I’m here because you said you were going to end your fucking life, Leona. You know the shit I’ve been through. You knew which cards to play.” 
 
   “I love you, Damon. You know I do. No one can love you like I do.” I’ve heard those fucking words before and she fucking knows it. This is all a goddamn game to her, and I’ve had enough of games. I need to leave. I can’t believe I left beauty for this.
 
   I turn to walk away but her words stop me in my tracks. “I won’t let you marry her. I’ll tell her everything Damon, and I’ll go see her right fucking now,” she says calmly. 
 
   My blood runs cold. She can’t fucking do this to me. I won’t let her take my only slice of heaven away. Ella and our baby mean everything to me and I could lose it all because of this bitch. I stride over to her and grab her arm, shaking her. 
 
   “The fuck you will. Why are you doing this, Leona?” I snap at her.
 
   “BECAUSE YOU’RE MINE,” she screeches.
 
   “I’M NOT,” I roar back. She has to see this is all wrong. If she loved me she wouldn’t want to take away my only happiness. 
 
   She slams her fist into my chest again and again screaming incoherent words. She sounds fucking crazy, and I need to put a stop to this shit right now. I calm my voice and try to reason with her.
 
   “If I lose it all so do you. You think that would make me want you? By taking everything from me?”
 
   “You were mine before she came along. Why did she have to ruin everything? She doesn’t fucking deserve you, no one does.”
 
   “I’m the one who doesn’t deserve her, Leona. She’s done nothing but love me. She’s the fucking innocent one here.” I tell her and I mean it. Ella is the only innocent person in all this shit.
 
   “Then leave her. Be with me. We deserve each other. We can be just as happy together.”
 
   “No we can’t.”
 
   “You only have one choice Damon, or I tell her everything. Everything.” She emphasises that word, letting me know what she means by saying everything. “Don’t marry her, leave her at the altar and come to me. Be mine. Her heart will hurt but someone will come along and put the pieces back together for her.” 
 
   “You don’t get it Leona, I won’t be happy without her.” I say brokenly.
 
   “No, you don’t get it, Damon. If you plan to still marry her then she’ll be the one standing you up at the altar. Do you really think she’d marry you after what you’ve done?” She laughs menacingly. “If you leave her then at least your secrets are safe.”
 
   “I love her,” I say but I know that won’t make a difference. I can see in her eyes she knows she has me by the balls. If Ella finds out my past secrets from Leona I’ll never stand a chance at keeping her. 
 
   “I love you,” Leona says, trying to wrap herself around me. I go numb. I’m fucking stuck. If I marry Ella then her pain will be a million times worse than if I leave her, she will find someone to put her back together after then pain eases, and she could still have a good life without me. 
 
   Could I survive without Ella? 
 
   No, I know I couldn’t. She’s my fucking everything but Ella could live a happy life without me. I push Leona away and turn to leave. I need to sort this shit out. I need to make a decision on where my life goes next. I wouldn’t just lose Ella if my secrets came out, I’d lose everyone. 
 
   My mum. My dad. Spence. I’d fucking lose them all.
 
   “Think about it carefully, Damon. You don’t have to lose everything if you chose right.”
 
   “What about the baby?” I whisper.
 
   “I can give you another one, Damon. You don’t need her spawn.” 
 
   “The spawn you’re talking about is mine, my daughter and I will never, ever fucking leave her for anything.” I roar. I want to smack the bitch. I’ve never before wanted to hit a woman as much as I do Leona at this minute. I don’t waste my breath on a reply. I leave slamming the door behind me. 
 
   I need air and I need time to think.
 
   I don’t go to Spencer’s. I drive into the night, hoping the answers I need will come to me before my wedding day tomorrow.
 
    
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
   CHAPTER FORTY-THREE
 
   SEPTEMBER 27TH 2014
 
   ELLA
 
    
 
   I feel sick with nerves. The morning has passed by all too quickly, and everything has been a flurry of activity with no time to breathe. Now I’m standing looking at myself in the full length mirror. It’s my wedding day and I’m waiting to marry the man I love.
 
   My dress is ivory chiffon and lace, layered over champagne satin. Its floor length with a sweetheart neckline and empire waist, and it shows my pregnancy enhanced cleavage and belly. The bust is made of delicate lace that looks like flowers floating down my dress. A champagne satin ribbon clinches under my bust. Simple, yet elegant. I feel like a real princess in this dress and the way it hugs my rounded baby bump makes it all that more special.
 
   I’ve kept my makeup to a minimum because I know my emotions will tip over at times, and tears will just ruin anything more than the small amount I’m wearing. A little waterproof mascara, a splash of blusher and clear lip gloss are all I need. 
 
   My dark hair is flowing down my back in ringlets whilst the top of my hair has been gathered back and held in place with a beautiful vintage pearl and diamond hair comb that Flora gave me earlier. She wore it on her wedding day and her mother wore it for her wedding day too. It matches the sparkles on my thick cuff bracelet. Not too much bling, just enough.
 
   I look away from my reflection and check the time. Fifteen minutes and I‘ll be walking down the aisle to tie myself to the man of my dreams. I still need to tell Damon who I really am but he assured me it won’t change things between us. I can only hope he’s right. 
 
   Everyone I’ve seen in the last half hour has seemed panicked, but no one will tell me why. I’ve been left alone and it’s the worst feeling in the world. I have too much time to think, too much time to worry. What’s happening down there? Why is everyone so stressed? 
 
   I chew my lip as heat floods my body, and I suddenly feel like I could pass out it’s so goddamn hot in here. I fan my face with my hands to no avail. My breathing becomes laboured and I start to panic. I don’t know what the hell is happening to me. I need fresh air. 
 
   A knock on the door has me swinging around to see who it is. It’s Tom, and he looks dashing in his suit but his eyes betray his cool, calm exterior. 
 
   “What’s happening, Tom?” I ask before he gets fully inside the room.
 
   “What?” He’s trying to act aloof but it’s not working.
 
   “Tom.” 
 
   “Nothing, Els. Everything is okay.” He tries to reassure me, but it doesn’t work. Now I feel like I’m trapped in a fire, with no air to breathe, and no way to get away from the scorching heat. Tom sees my panicked state and walks over and places his hands on my arms. “Breathe, Els. Take a deep breath... that’s right... in, hold it... out. You’re okay.” He keeps his voice soothing.
 
   I breathe with him, calming myself slightly. I’m still too hot, I need fresh air. I pull away from Tom and stride to the door as fast as my legs will carry me. The door is still slightly open and I can hear people moving around, barking out orders. 
 
   “Where are you going, Ella?” Tom asks behind me.
 
   “I need air, Tom. I can’t breathe.”
 
   “No, Els. Let me open a window or something. He tries pulling me back into the room but I shrug him off and turn to him.
 
   “What’s happening down there, Tom?” I ask suspiciously. 
 
   “Nothing, Els.” I glare at him, and he sighs. George’s voice travels down the hall. My eyes widen as I take in his conversation.
 
   “Where is he, Spencer?... what time did he get to yours last night?... he didn’t?” I can hear the confusion in George’s voice. I’m sure he would be sporting a frown just like I am. Damon isn’t here? Holy shit, Damon isn’t here. 
 
   I fly down the hallway toward George’s voice with Tom hot on my heels. This can’t be happening. He can’t have stood me up. He wouldn’t. Then a name slams into my head.
 
   Leona.
 
   It has to do with her. That’s where he ran. That’s the last place he went. Fuck.
 
   I round the corner and find George on the phone with Flora clutching his sleeve, her face a mask of worry.
 
   “Damon’s not here?” I ask with a hitch in my voice. 
 
   Silence.
 
   I fucking hate silence. It’s the worst kind of noise. No noise at all. George looks at me with worry and pity, Flora looks devastated and Tom looks pissed. Tears fill my eyes as my mind finally comes to grips with the possibility that Damon has changed his mind about marrying me. 
 
   I turn to Tom quietly saying, “He found out,” and I run. 
 
   I turn and run away from it all. I speed down the stairs, out the door, and down towards the flower garden. I can’t look at anything to do with the wedding. I don’t want to see anything to do with what should be the happiest day of my life. 
 
   Tears stream down my face as I come to the conclusion that I’m not enough. Everyone leaves me eventually. I should have seen this coming. 
 
   I fall to my knees, not caring if I get dirt on my gown. “Why?” I scream to no one in particular. “Why can’t I just be loved?” 
 
   Arms band around me, lifting me off the dirty ground. Awareness currents through me, I know that touch. I would never not know that touch. I turn and stare into the chocolate brown eyes I love so much.
 
   Damon.
 
   He’s here. He’s got me. Just like he always says he would. I sink into his hold, just relieved that he’s here. 
 
   “Beauty, why are you crying?” he asks softly. All of a sudden my pain turns to anger. I punch him in the chest as my tears continue to flow.
 
   “Why am I crying? I’m crying because of you, you arse. Where the hell have you been? I thought you’d changed your mind. I thought you’d left me,” I hiccup. 
 
   “Never.” The conviction in that one word steals my breath. “I’m keeping you forever, beauty. I’ve told you that.”
 
   “Where were you?”
 
   “What?” he asks puzzled. 
 
   “You didn’t stay at Spencer’s. No one knew where you were.” The hurt in my voice is evident. Damon’s eyes widen as he takes in my words.
 
   “Fuck, I’m sorry, beaut–” I cut him off before he can continue. 
 
   “Did you stay with Leona?” I demand.
 
   “NO,” he shouts. “No, of course not Ella, I stayed at a hotel. I needed time to sort some things out. We need to talk later beauty.” My faithful friend doubt sets in.  
 
   “Do you love me?” I know he does but I need to hear him say it. I feel so vulnerable, I just need reassurance. 
 
   “I fucking love you with everything I am Ella. I will never, ever, love anyone the way I love you.”
 
   I smile at his words. “I love you too.” It gets easier and easier to say those words each and every time I do. 
 
   “Shall we go get married? We have an audience,” he says with a chuckle. I look past him and see George, Spencer and Tom standing there with big grins on their faces, and Flora is crying. She walks over and slaps Damon on his arm before kissing him.
 
   “Don’t you dare do that to Ella and me again.” She kisses him a second time before turning and leaving. A small smile is playing on her lips as she gathers our audience and walks towards the house. “Get moving, we have a wedding to start.”
 
   ****
 
   Fifteen minutes later I’m standing in the bedroom ready to walk outside, down the steps and makeshift aisle, to the man I love.
 
   “You ready, Els?” Tom asks in a soft voice.
 
   I smile at him before inhaling a lungful of perfumed air. The smell of roses is strong in the breeze blowing in from the open balcony doors. He grasps my hand and turns me to face him.
 
   “I’ve known you a long time now, Ella, and I’ve never seen you this happy. I tried to bring you back from your grief but I now know it was never meant to be me.” He rubs the slope of my nose with a finger, bringing his thumb down to rest against my bottom lip. His piercing gaze is so intense that I hold my breath. “I know that now,” he whispers.
 
   “Tom.”
 
   “It’s okay Els. Damon gives you light. You shine again.” My heart thumps in my chest as my throat closes. “I’ve loved you for as long as I can remember, Ella. I’ve only ever wanted you to be happy and you are. I see it every time I look at you. Damon gives you that.” I give him a watery smile. It’s true, I really am happy. My hand drops to my stomach, caressing my baby bump over the material of my dress. I’ve never been this settled before, so at peace.
 
   I’m content.  
 
   “I love Lacy,” Tom declares. My eyes widen, I know he cares for her but I didn’t realise he is in love with her. My heart takes off in a gallop. I’ve never felt this emotion that’s swimming around my mind before, and I’m not sure what to make of it. 
 
   I’m over them moon for him, because if anyone deserves to be loved it’s Tom. He’s put up with a lot from me but still always stayed by my side. He’s been my constant. Lacy is lucky to have the love of a man like Tom, and I hope she knows that. Happiness isn’t the only emotion I’m feeling.
 
   I’m sad, maybe even a little hurt, but not because I want Tom, I don’t, but I feel like I’m going to lose him. He’s been in my life for such a long time, been with me through my darkest moments, and held me when I’ve needed it. How would anyone find it easy to let go of that support?
 
   I blink my eyes, trying to stop the tears from falling. I love Tom too. Not in the way I love Damon. It’s a family kind of love and I realise that Tom is just that. I’ve never really been all alone. Tom has always been there, he’s my family. 
 
   “Hey, no tears on your wedding day,” Tom smiles, pulling me close. “I’ll always love you, Ella. You’re like the sister I never had,” he frowns. “That’s a bit incestuous. You’re my best friend, Els.” I laugh at him, resting my head against his chest, finally feeling like I can breathe again.
 
   I will never lose Tom. He’s proven to me again and again that he’s here for the long run, and I feel my body relax as Tom wraps me up tightly, and kisses my temple. 
 
   “You’re the most beautiful bride I’ve ever seen, Els.”
 
   “This is your first wedding Tom,” I say as I roll my eyes. Tom was so excited when I asked him to give me away, and he actually shed a tear. 
 
   “I’ve seen brides before though,” he laughs before turning serious again. “You’re stunning, Ella.” 
 
   Love shines in his eyes but it’s a brotherly love. I hug him tight before stepping away. I stare into his beautiful blue eyes. 
 
   A sense of tranquillity settles over me. I’m surrounded by love, and I’m about to open my life to a whole new family.
 
   “Els, it’s time,” Sofia’s excited voice calls through the door. I laugh, finding my nerves are calmed, and smile up at Tom. He looks so handsome, and the adoration glistening in his eyes fills me with the need to kiss him.
 
   I lean up and press my lips to his cheek. “I’m ready.”
 
   ****
 
   I step out of the kitchen doors and take in all that is Flora and George’s back garden. The small changes make it appear almost magical. A white carpet runs from the kitchen patio doors, down the length of the garden in between all the white covered chairs that are wrapped in gold ribbon, to the place where I know Damon stands.
 
   Small white pillars are at the end of each row of chairs and alternate with candles then white and ivory roses on either side of the makeshift aisle. The roses make a beautiful perfume in the air that I can’t help but inhale. 
 
   A temporary dance floor has been set up over the pool, at the side of the garden. A wooden frame has been erected around it and thousands of fairy lights are draped over it. It looks like a giant chandelier. I know when the sky starts to darken those twinkling lights will make a stunning backdrop. 
 
   When we decided to have a quiet, intimate wedding, I didn’t expect quite so many people, but I pay them no attention as my eyes greedily seek out the man I love. Damon takes my breath away as I take him in.
 
   All the groomsmen are wearing navy blue suits with ivory shirts and gold ties. They look smart but Damon, my God, Damon looks fucking delicious. 
 
   He has the biggest smile on his face and his eyes are smouldering. I can’t wait to marry this man. I want to run to him, and stay in his arms forever.
 
   Tom places his arm through mine, giving me an encouraging smile as he leads me down the aisle. I can’t look at anyone. My eyes are focused solely on Damon. When I started this crazy plan this was to be the outcome, but now I’m here for different reasons. 

 
   I love him. 
 
   In our crazy messed up world we have made it together, and after everything we have been through, everything we have overcome, we are finally here. I feel like I am home.
 
   I take the final step and I’m by his side, staring deep into his warm eyes. I turn to Tom and smile as he places my hand in Damon's and leans in to kiss me on the cheek, before moving to stand with the other groomsmen. 
 
   “Hi,” I whisper.
 
   “Hey baby,” Damon says with a smile. His eyes are bursting with joy, shining with pure happiness. He takes my breath away.
 
   Damon drops my hand and pulls me closely into his side, so his hand is around my waist, while the other one gently cups my belly. Our backs are to our guests but our attention is on each other. Leaning his head close to mine, he places a gentle kiss on my head, before moving along my jaw, and stopping by my ear. I close my eyes and let his love fill me.
 
   “You look beautiful Ella. I love you.” I turn my head so I am staring directly into his beautiful chocolate eyes. Damon trails kisses down my cheek, and when his mouth reaches the corner of mine I turn my body and press myself against him, pulling him in to deepen the kiss. When his mouth gently parts my lips and I feel his tongue dart in I let out a quiet moan. 
 
   I hear someone clearing her throat and only then do I remember where we are. I pull away and a blush paints my cheeks as I hear people laugh. Spencer lets out a snide remark about climbing Damon which I choose to ignore. 
 
   Turning my body back to the officiate I smile awkwardly, but her return smile makes me want to chuckle as she takes in all of the glorious man that is Damon, letting me know she would be doing exactly the same thing as I.
 
   “Ladies and gentlemen, we are here today in the presence of family and friends to share with Ella and Damon the most important moment in their lives.  Love is something beyond the excitement of romance and being in love. It is a committed, thoughtful decision. Love is nurturing, and love is listening. Love is caring about your partner and love lightens burdens because you divide them. Love intensifies joys because you share them.” 
 
   My eyes fill with tears as I look up at Damon. I never thought this day would be possible, and I never thought I would love Damon unconditionally, as I do. I no longer care what the reasons were that lead us to this moment, all I care is that I'm here, that this is my life now, and this is the path we have chosen together. 
 
   “Damon and Ella have chosen their own vows to share today.” 
 
   Damon turns his body so that we are now facing each other. A lump forms in my throat as my heart beats faster, and I can no longer seem to breathe as I listen to Damon speak.
 
   “Ella, I love you. You are my world baby.” He gently cups my face. “Today I give myself to you in marriage. I promise to encourage and inspire you, to laugh with you, and to comfort you in times of sorrow and struggle. I promise to love you in good times and in bad, when life seems easy and when it seems hard. When our love is simple, and when it is an effort. I promise to cherish you, adore you and love you with everything I am. These things I give to you today, and all the days of our lives.” I can’t help the sob that escapes my throat as I try to get my breathing under control.
 
   Damon drops to his knees in front of everyone and cups my bump. He does this a lot but never in front of so many people. I don’t take notice of our guests. My gaze is firmly locked on Damon.
 
   He looks up at me and the love shining in his eyes steals my breath. He really does want me forever. Damon gives me a small smile and blows me a kiss. I let out a giggle then gasp as he speaks to our daughter.
 
   “Hello Princess, it’s daddy again.” I roll my eyes at him. He always starts his speeches the same. “Don’t roll your eyes at me Mummy,” Damon growls without looking away from my stomach. I giggle and our guests join in. “Ignore Mummy, Princess. This is serious. Daddy loves you so much already. I can’t wait to meet you, and I want to promise you something right here in front of all these people who will love you too.” I sob, only just realising he’s making separate vows to our baby.
 
   “I’ll be the best daddy in the world baby, I’ll love and protect you with everything I am, and I’ll fight for you no matter what. I’ll always stand by you, and I’ll be your best friend. I’ll encourage you to be the very best you can, and try my hardest to help you achieve your every dream. I promise to love you and Mummy forever. I promise to make you happy, and I promise to beat anyone up who upsets you.” I laugh through my tears and Damon looks up at me smiling. “I promise I’m keeping you both forever.”
 
   I fall to my knees in front of Damon and wrap my arms around his waist. He wraps me in his arms and kisses my head. “Are you okay beauty?” I nod my head, and my words come out as a snuffle. 
 
   “I'm..... So....orry, I'm just so happy,” I tell him. Damon lets out a bellowing laugh at my words, his entire body shaking mine, and I playfully hit him in the stomach. He holds me as I take a moment to compose myself. When I pull back he kisses me sweetly on the lips before bringing us to our feet. He turns me so we’re now facing each other again, and I take a deep breath before I say my vows.
 
   “Damon, before I met you my life was empty. I was lost, still figuring out who I was and what I’m meant to do with my life, figuring out who I’m meant to be. You are the sunshine that brightens up even my darkest days. You make me better, and you make me want to be the best person I can be. You are my other half that I didn’t even realise was missing until I met you. You make me whole again. I love you so much, more than I ever thought possible, and being your wife and the mother to your daughter are my greatest achievements. I will love you for eternity.” 
 
   Damon lifts my hand and places my ring at the tip of my finger, and I watch him as he repeats the words the officiate asks. His eyes never leave mine. 
 
   “Do you Damon, take Ella to be your lawfully wedded wife?” She looks to Damon, who hasn’t looked away from me, his beautiful smile fixed on his face as he says “I do.” He pushes the ring fully onto my finger and places a gentle kiss on my wedding band, then holds his hand out for me to do the same. 
 
   Tears are flowing down my face, and I can’t help them, I feel so happy and loved. 
 
   “Do you Ella, take Damon to be your lawfully wedded husband?” Before I can answer the baby gives a massive kick that makes me grip my stomach. “Okay baby, I'm getting there,” I giggle. Everyone starts laughing but silences quickly as I take Damon’s hand in mine again “I do.”  
 
   Damon doesn’t wait for us to be declared husband and wife, he pulls me to him and his lips meet mine hungrily, my arms wrap around his neck as he pulls me closer. I can hear whistling and cheers behind me but I don't care, this moment couldn’t be any more perfect. 
 
   I am finally Mrs Ella Hunt.
 
    
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
   CHAPTER FORTY-FOUR
 
   DAMON
 
    
 
    
 
   I’ve never in my life seen anything as stunning as Ella. I watch her walk to me holding on to Tom’s arm. I smile so fucking big when she looks at me it aches my jaw, I must look like a fucking chimpanzee, but I can’t help it. 
 
   She’s mine.
 
   I’ve been waiting for today for a long time, now it’s finally here. I know my plan has worked. She loves me like she needs to.
 
   She looks fucking stunning in her dress, her baby bump showing nicely. It hugs all her curves, showing everyone exactly what I’m gaining by marrying Ella. 
 
   As soon as her eyes meet mine I’m lost. Everyone and everything around me disappears. She’s all I see, all I’ve ever seen. My beauty doesn’t know how much power she holds, but she will. She’s going to find out soon, and it needs to be before Leona can get to her.
 
   Tom and Ella reach me and he kisses her cheek again before giving me a nod and walking off to Lacy. I pull Ella to me and enjoy the feel of her in my arms. I hope I get this forever. I hope I don’t lose her.
 
   I need to tell her everything, but I can’t think about that, not yet anyway. I needed her to say I do first, and she has, but I need to enjoy it before my past comes to haunt me.
 
   It's done, she's my wife. There is no going back, only forward. I look around the reception and notice Sandra and Steen. The gleam in Sandra’s eyes is enough to know a storm is brewing, that my time is coming to an end.
 
   The past can never be washed away forever. 
 
   Ella needs to know who I am, see the beast in me. She deserves to. I know she’s wanted to tell me something but she doesn’t need to. Nothing will change who we are.
 
   “Ella, I know you’ve wanted to tell me something,” I whisper. Her forest green eyes widen, she thinks I’m asking her what she wanted to say now, but I’m not. “I know who you are, Ella.” I lean forward bringing my lips to ear. “I knew your sister.” I pull back and look in her eyes as she takes in what I said.
 
   It’s time she learnt the truth. She might think she knows who I am but she doesn’t, not really.
 
   Ella Knight knew nothing.
 
   Ella Hunt will know everything.
 
   It's time I avow my sins. 
 
    
 
   THE END
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