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CHAPTER ONE

Cecelia




“That’s the last of it,” I said as I hauled the last box up to my new apartment. I was moving in with Vira, my best friend who I had met at a summer job during college. Vira was a few years older than me and a confirmed man-eater. She had a steady boyfriend, but she insisted on an open relationship. She vowed to never be tied down to one man. I didn’t share her way of thinking, but Vira was wild and crazy and full of terribly-delicious ideas.

“Is that all?” Vira asked sarcastically. “You only brought enough to fill both our bedrooms. Since when do you have more shoes than me, Cece?”

“Since you turned me into a shoe fanatic. You know, I used to only wear comfortable shoes. I was an outdoor girl that wore flip flops all summer long and wouldn’t be caught dead in a pair of high heels. Now, heels are part of my everyday attire and I hardly ever wear flip flops.”

We were both sweating profusely and went into the kitchen for some water. There was a time when I would have chosen pop over water. Sugar had always been my best friend, but then I was always on the less toned side of skinny. I had never paid attention to my body before. I had always been active, so I enjoyed all the sugar and fast food I wanted. I didn’t care about a slight pudge or whether or not my legs were toned. Then I went out with a guy for several months and I fell madly in love with him. When he broke up with me, he told me I reminded him too much of a little girl. He said that if I acted like a woman, dressed like a woman, and took care of myself like a woman, I would have been more attractive. It broke my heart and I was absolutely devastated. I met Vira soon after and never looked back. Vira taught me how to enjoy life and experience all that I could.

“Oh my, God. I don’t think I can move anymore. My muscles are so sore. I need a massage. What do you think? Movies and wine tonight?” I started to rub my calf muscles that got quite the workout from hauling boxes up the stairs.

“That’s no way to celebrate you moving back here. We need to go party. Let’s go to the disco club and you can shake your groove thang. We can get all dressed up and drive the guys wild.” 

Vira walked over to me and started dancing and shaking her hips against me. She was so bouncy, it was irritating. I didn’t have that energy, but Vira never backed down from a night of fun. I had learned a long time ago to go with the flow when it came to Vira because I usually had a great time when we went out. 

“I don’t have anything unpacked yet. All my stuff is in boxes.”

“I gotcha covered. I have the perfect outfit for you to wear. I’ll even do your hair for you. It’ll be pretty.” Vira fluffed my hair. “You’re prettier your own way.” I started laughing at the Dirty Dancing reference. It was one of our favorite movies to watch and that was a line we repeated multiple times a week.

“Go get showered and I’ll get out some clothes for you.”

“And shoes! I need a sexy pair of shoes to wear,” I shouted on my way back to my new bedroom. I grabbed my shower stuff out of the box labeled “bathroom” and grabbed a towel and washcloth out of the linen closet. I showered, washed the grime of the day off my face, and then slathered body lotion all over. In my younger days, I never bothered much with body lotion. I put it on when my skin felt really dry, but other than that, I didn’t care. Vira saw that one day and taught me all about the benefits of having silky, smooth legs and what they could do for me when seducing men. See? She always had the best insights into the male mind. 

I walked out of the bathroom wrapped in a towel and headed to Vira’s room. 

“Hey, I laid an outfit out on my bed for you. I’m gonna jump in the shower really quick. You remembered to shave, right?”

“Yes, Mom.” 

I rolled my eyes, but really, this woman had done a lot to change my way of thinking. Always be prepared. You may not get laid, but you might end up in an accident. Either way, you want to be prepared for someone seeing your coochie. I picked up the outfit, or lack there of, and smiled. This was definitely going to be a fun night. I went back to my room and grabbed a thong. That was really all I could use anyway. Vira had picked out a pair of skintight, black short shorts. They were just long enough to cover my ass and a shimmery, silver halter top with an open back. There would be no wearing a bra tonight. Looked like the girls were going to be shining bright tonight. I was curious to see what had been picked out in the way of shoes. I made my way back to Vira’s room as I brushed out my hair.

“Hey, chica! What’d ya pick out for shoes,” I shouted to Vira in the shower. 

“They’re next to the bed.”

I walked back into the bedroom and there next to the bed were a pair of black suede, thigh high hooker boots. I squealed in delight and sat down on the bed to put them on. The stilettos were at least three inches high, and as I zipped them up, I felt very naughty. I was gonna get lucky tonight and these boots would be my golden ticket. I stood and went over to check myself out in Vira’s floor length mirror. Damn. I looked good. I wasn’t being conceited. Vira just taught me to appreciate my own body. 

“Damn. I did good on that outfit. You look sexy, bitch!”

“Thank you. How am I gonna do my hair?”

“I think you need to leave it down in waves. That way you can lift it off your neck while you’re dancing. Men want to see your neck, ya know something for them to nibble at. That’s the way you draw them in while you’re dancing. Let me get dressed and we’ll do our hair and makeup. Go throw some mousse in your hair and let it air dry.”

We finished getting ready and looked in the mirror one more time. “Damn, we look sexy.” Vira was dressed in a black, halter jumpsuit with wide legs and a vertical cutout between her cleavage. She paired it with four inch open toe stilettos. Vira always said that it was best to be covered and leave something to the imagination. I felt like we were out of an Austin Powers movie, but I had to admit that the look was just what I needed for tonight. 

I had only been back to this town for short visits and now I wanted to let loose and shake the past off my shoulders. Ever since I returned, thoughts of Logan swirled in my mind. I wondered if I would run into him and what he would say about my new appearance. I was nothing like the girl I used to be. I was fit and looked hot now, whereas before I couldn’t care less. I always dressed to impress now and it wasn’t just for work. When men saw me, they would see an attractive woman that oozed confidence. I would never be mistaken for a naive little girl again.

We left around nine and got to the club a little later. There was a line to get in, but when the bouncer saw us get out of the cab, he waved us over. It helped that Vira was a regular and anytime I had come to visit, we had come here. It was a great place to blow off steam and the men were hot. It was where you came to dance if you weren’t into all the crap they played on the radio nowadays.

We entered the night club and it was exactly how it sounded. Disco balls hung over the dance floor and people were shakin’ it to Car Wash. We danced our way over to the bar and ordered drinks. After the first round was finished, we hit the dance floor. Turn the Beat Around came on and we started dancing and singing. We spent a good hour on the dance floor before we went back for more drinks. The thing was, it was fun to drink while we were out at the club, but we had so much fun dancing, we really didn’t think about alcohol all that much.

We were at the bar ordering another round of drinks when I stopped right in the middle of a story and my mouth dropped open. Standing ten feet away was the man I had been madly in love with that broke my heart. Broke isn’t the right word. He had crushed it. He had been my first and I gave myself over to him, trusting him to take care of my heart. He had promised that he would always take care of me, but after a few months, he dropped me like a hot potato. My heart beat accelerated and I felt like I needed to leave. If he saw me and came over to talk, I would break down in tears and I had worked too hard to fall back into the girl that he knew. Vira noticed my sudden change in mood and looked behind her. 

“What is it?”

“It’s him.”

“Who? You mean…the asshole. Where?”

I cleared my throat and finally pulled my gaze from him. “Behind you about ten feet. White t-shirt. Short blonde hair. Totally ripped.”

Vira looked over at him and let her eyes peruse his body. I could see the appreciation on her face, but it didn’t bother me. Vira checked out every guy. It was a natural reaction for her.

“Did he look like that when you were seeing him?”

“No, but he was just as good looking, just not quite as large. His muscles are huge now. I think I just got a lady boner.”

“So, how do you want to approach this?”

“Well, I definitely don’t want to see him, but I don’t want to leave just yet either. Oh, shit. He’s walking this way.” I reached over to the bar and grabbed my drink, downing it in one swallow. He walked up to me with his signature sexy grin.

“Damn, sweetheart. Are you trying to give every guy in here a heart attack?”

The nickname stung. He used it on me all the time while we were together. The fact that he used it so casually now really infuriated me. I had given him everything and he casually strolled up to me like he could just pick up where we left off? I was pissed and I was about to let him know when he totally shocked me.

“What’s your name, sweetheart?”

I stood there stunned for a minute. He didn’t know who I was. He had meant everything to me ten years ago and I was apparently forgettable. That was a blow to my ego, but I straightened my shoulders and vowed to not let him see me falter. I plastered on a fake smile and pushed my chest out a little. 

“You can call me Sugar.” I shook his hand and ran my tongue around my upper lip, then bit my lower lip. 

“What’s your name, handsome?” I tilted my head to the side playfully and ran my eyes down the length of his body. I made sure to linger over his package. 

“Logan, but I’ll answer to handsome also.” I smirked at him. He was even more cocky than I remembered. 

“Well, Logan, do you come here to dance or just pick up ladies?”

“I can dance if that’s what you’re asking.” I curled my fingers in his front pocket and pulled him closer.

“Good. Let’s see your dance moves,” I whispered seductively. I took his hand and pulled him out to the dance floor. Hot Stuff started playing and I wrapped my arms around his neck as I shimmied against him. My hips started gyrating against him as the tempo pulsed. I took one hand and ran a finger down his chest to the waist of his pants. I stared into his eyes as I slowly licked my lips and ran my hand back up his chest. I turned around in his arms and bent at the waist so that my ass rubbed against his cock. Slowly, I ran my hands up my boots and then up my center until my hands brushed my breasts. I lifted my hair off my neck, leaving it exposed for his mouth. I wasn’t disappointed when a second later, I felt his hot, wet tongue run from my neck to my shoulder. 

I started rocking my body against him, shaking my hips and wrapping my arms around his neck. Small breaths huffed out across my neck and my pussy moistened in response. I was trying to turn him on, show him what he had been missing, but my body was responding to his and I felt my desire build inside. I turned to face him again and he wrapped his arm around my waist, grabbing my ass and pulling me closer. I could feel his hardness pressing against me and it spurred me to rock against him. He had always been aggressive, but this Logan was hot and knew what he was doing. The song came to a close and I heard Bad Girls come over the speakers. 

I felt two hands wrap around me from behind and a sexy grin crossed my lips. I knew exactly what was happening. Vira had come to put on a show with me. I was pulled back against Vira’s body and I closed my eyes as if in ecstasy. Vira wrapped one arm around my chest and the other lay across my belly. I was spun around to face Vira and we danced together with less than an inch between us. We stared at each other as we ran our hands over each other’s bodies. Vira grabbed my ass, pulling me flush against her body. She was really laying it on thick for Logan and I gladly played along.

 Our bodies gyrated together in a tantric rhythm. Vira turned in my arms and bent down running her hands up her legs until her ass was in the air, then I slapped her on the ass and ran my hand up her back, gripping her hair and yanking her back against my body. Vira opened her mouth as her head was pulled back and turned to face me. We shook our hips and continued our exploration of each other’s bodies. I ran my hands over Vira’s breasts, groping them roughly. We continued until the very end when Vira wrapped her arm around my neck and pulled me in for a kiss. Our tongues tangled for a minute as the song died down. 

When the song ended and we broke apart, there was quite a crowd gaping at our lewd act. We didn’t care. We weren’t gay, we just liked to have fun. Logan was staring at me with lust in his eyes. He stalked over to me like a panther and grabbed my arm, pulling me across the dance floor to a dark corner of the club. He threw me up against the wall and grabbed my ass, kissing me with a passion I’d never felt before. His hands were all over me and my eyes closed as his mouth sucked at my neck. He pulled my leg up and I obligingly wrapped it around him. His hand grazed my thigh as it worked its way down to my ass. His hand slipped beneath my shorts and I heard him groan when he realized that I was wearing a thong. His lips blazed a trail down my neck, over my top, to my breasts. My nipples were straining against the material and his teeth bit at the taut peaks. 

I gasped as his hand came around to the front of my shorts and unzipped them. In the next instant, his hands were inside my panties, rubbing at my slick pussy. My hips started moving against his hand, begging for the orgasm I could feel building inside. His mouth moved up to meet mine as I gasped in pleasure when his fingers entered me. I could feel him fucking me with his finger, pushing deeper and deeper with each stroke. My leg tightened around his waist as I felt myself tipping over the edge. I opened my mouth to scream, but his mouth covered mine, swallowing the sound. I rode the waves of my orgasm with his fingers buried inside me. I had never felt more alive than I did in that moment. 

When the sounds of the club finally came back to me, I realized no one really noticed anything. He had shoved me up against the wall and made me come harder than I ever had and no one had stopped to watch. I realized at that moment how grateful I was for that. I had let loose a lot since I met Vira, but sex in public was something I hadn’t yet encountered. I was still flying high on alcohol and lust. I could feel him pressing his erection against me and my pussy clenched with desire. He started to stroke me again with his fingers and I reached down to grip him through his pants. 

He ripped himself away from me and dragged me down a dark hall. He pushed me up against the wall and pulled my shorts down. My pussy needed him, clenching every time I thought of him entering me. At this moment, I didn’t care if people saw. I just needed him now. I heard his zipper being pulled down and a few moment later my thong was ripped from my body. I lifted my leg from one side of the shorts and let them fall to the ground. He grabbed my ass and pulled me up around his waist. He was kissing my neck down to my breasts and I felt his hand move back down between us. His hard cock pressed against me and then in one swift move, he was inside me, thrusting hard and telling me how much he wanted to fuck me.

“You are so fucking sexy. I saw you dancing and I knew I had to fuck you tonight.”

I moaned at hearing his words and he picked up the pace. His thrusts were hard and punishing and I relished in the feel of his cock thrusting inside me. With every pound, I felt myself slamming against the wall. 

“Oh, God. Fuck me hard. I need this!”

He continued to thrust into me and his hand moved to my clit to bring me to orgasm again. I felt my walls tightening around his cock and he slammed into me a few more times before he stilled, coming inside me. 

“Fuck. You are so fucking sexy. I’m gonna need to have you again as soon as my cock recovers.”

That brought me out of my sex haze. I had just had sex with my ex-boyfriend and he didn’t even know it was me. I needed to leave before he realized who I was. 

“That was fucking fantastic, but I need to go.” I leaned down and put my shorts back on, pulling them up around my waist. “See ya round, cowboy.”

“Wait.” He pulled me in close and nuzzled my ear. “Tell me your name, Sugar. I need to see you again.” He was running his hands over my breasts and nipping at my ear. “At least give me your number.” My head was thrown back in desire as he explored my body, but I pulled myself from his grasp and and sent him a sexy grin. 

“Until next time, handsome.” With that, I turned and walked back to the bar, finding Vira talking with a hot guy. She was sending off all the signals that she was available for the night and I knew she wouldn’t be going home alone. Vira gave me the predetermined signal and I headed for the door to grab a cab. I was just about out the door when I saw Logan coming after me. I ducked out the door and rounded the corner to the alley to hide. I watched as he came running out of the club and looked around the parking lot for me. He finally gave up and walked over to a dark colored sports car and climbed in. 

I hid in the shadows, but he passed me as he drove away. I caught his license plate and smiled. Still cocky as ever. SXMCHN1




















CHAPTER TWO

Logan




The woman from the other night had me all tied up in knots. She was sinfully sexy and had me hard as steel within five minutes of meeting her. When I saw her drinking with her friend, I thought maybe I knew her, but she showed no recognition when I approached her. She exuded confidence when she talked to me and her body, oh man, her body was smokin’. She had blonde, curly hair that hung to mid back and gorgeous, blue eyes. Her lips were full and I wanted them wrapped around my cock. Her ass was nice and tight and gave me a chubby just thinking about how she shook it on the dance floor.

When her friend approached her and started dirty dancing with her, I about blew my load. It was the sexiest thing I had ever seen. It was dirty, but sensual. They explored each other’s bodies like they were already well acquainted. Maybe they were even lovers, but the way she took my cock said that she craved me. She was so perfect in my arms. She molded to my body like she was meant to be there. Then she left me standing there craving more. She practically ran away from me and by the time that I kicked myself out of my sex haze, she had disappeared out the door. I needed to see her again, so I showed up the next night to see if she came back. I stayed for four hours before finally giving up and going home. I had offers from other women, but they didn’t even tempt me. All I wanted was the sexy vixen that had taken over my thoughts. 

I went into work Monday morning completely distracted. My partner, Ryan, had been trying to tell me something for ten minutes, but I couldn’t keep my mind off that woman.

“The Winslow project is running smooth, but they want to meet about possibly adding on to the building. Their projections are changing and they think they’re going to need more space. Since we’re still in the early stages of building, I think we can add on without too much trouble.”

“Uh-huh.” I grunted as I stared out the window. I wasn’t really paying attention and I knew I should, but my interest was elsewhere. I was trying to figure out how to find this girl and other than searching for her at the club, I couldn’t figure out a way.

“So Sarah came over last night and told me she might be pregnant.”

“That’s good.” I murmured as I thought of pressing Sugar up against the wall of the club. “That’s real good.”

“Yeah, she told me it might not be mine either.”

I thought of how she had latched onto my cock with her pussy and squeezed me tight. “That’s fucking great.” The images of her with her head thrown back in ecstasy were swirling in my mind, making me hard.

“So then I told her that I was totally cool with that and maybe this dude could move in with us too.”

I needed to get out of the office or I was going to be embarrassing myself in front of Ryan. I stood in haste and headed for the door, trying to conceal the rather large bulge that had taken over my pants. Shit. This was embarrassing. 

“That’s cool, man. Listen, I got shit to do so I’ll catch you later.”

“Logan, what the fuck, man? I just told you my girlfriend might be pregnant by another man and you didn’t hear a word I said.”

“Sarah’s pregnant?”

“No! I just said that to see if you were listening. What the fuck is wrong with you this morning?”

Sighing, I lowered my folder in front of my hard on as I turned to face Ryan.

“I met this chick at a club Friday and she was hot. I fucked her in the club and she bailed on me without even giving me her name.”

“Maybe you need to work on your seduction skills.”

“No, she was just as into it as I was, but then she thanked me and walked out the door.”

“So you got laid and it was a good time. Move on. That’s what you normally do.”

I walked over to the chair and sat down, running my hand down my face. “This girl was different. She wasn’t just sexy, she exuded this raw sexuality and we fit together in every way. It was….amazing. Like, blow your mind, never gonna meet anyone like that again, amazing.”

“So what you’re saying is that you want to fuck her again.”

“No, what I’m saying is that I want to see her again, not just fuck her. I think I met my match with this girl. She’s my fantasy girl. There was something familiar about this girl, but I don’t think we’ve ever met.”

“Maybe you’ve fucked her before and this is payback.”

“No, I would’ve remembered her. She actually kind of reminds me of a girl I used to know, but they are nothing alike.”

“You do realize that makes no sense, right?”

“I mean they looked similar, but they have totally different personalities. I used to think she was the girl I would end up with.”

“What happened to her?”

“I was a dumb shit and broke up with her. I could see she was in love with me and I wasn’t ready for all that. I wanted to be free to stick my dick in other pussy.”

“She didn’t put out?”

“No, she did, but I was her first. She didn’t really know what she was doing and it wasn’t that great.”

“Are you stupid? It’s your job as her man to teach her. Do you realize that you could have molded her to what you wanted during sex?”

He stared at me incredulously. I knew what a dumb fuck I had been, but I was young and stupid.

“I know that now, but at the time I just wanted someone that knew what they were doing. When I felt her getting too clingy, I thought, well it’s not like she’s that great in bed and I didn’t want to be stuck with someone, so I broke it off with her. Looking back, it was fucking stupid. She was pretty amazing, but that’s in the past. This girl I met the other night is fucking incredible.”

“All you did was have sex with her. She could be a total psycho.”

“I’m not saying I want to marry the chic, I just need to find her and see if there’s something more between us.”

“I guess I know where I’ll find you from now on. Just do me a favor and don’t spend all your time at the club. We still have a business to run.”

“Don’t worry about it. I’ll get my shit together.”

I stood and walked towards the door. “I’ve got a few calls to return and then we can head over to the meeting.”

“Take your time. We don’t have to leave for an hour,” Ryan said as he sat down at his desk.

I headed to my office and vowed to get my shit together enough to concentrate on this meeting. An hour later, we were on our way to an office downtown. It was a small building that was quite cramped. It was clean and decorated with small feminine touches, but it wasn’t overdone. We were meeting with VAS, Veteran Assimilation Services. The woman running the organization was Cassandra Crawford. She was raising funding for a center for veterans where they could get the care they needed all in one center. There weren’t any VA hospitals within a hundred miles, so this had the potential to be a huge business in the area. We didn’t really have any details yet on what was to be expected, but based on the size of this office, I doubted we would be starting off big. This would probably end up being a cheap rehab center that would take us a few months to complete. There wouldn’t be much money in it, but still, every job put our business out there. Besides, it was a good cause and I had two friends that had been to war. I knew what kind of services were available and I would do anything to help.

We walked over and introduced ourselves to the receptionist, telling her we had a ten o’clock appointment. The receptionist was a twenty something blonde with a nice smile.

“Ms. Crawford is expecting you. You may go in. Can I get you some coffee or water?”

“Coffee would be great, beautiful.” Ryan had a steady girlfriend, but apparently no problem flirting with other women.

We walked into the office and saw a woman in a tight pencil skirt bent over picking up some papers that were on the ground. She had on black stilettos that had a strap around her upper ankle. I saw Ryan’s eyes trail up her long legs to her tight ass. This woman was sexy as hell and it seemed that Ryan took notice. She stood up and turned around looking shocked to see us.

“Oh, excuse me. I didn’t know anyone was here.” A blush crept over her face as she straightened her skirt. One of her buttons on her blouse had come undone and I could see the skin of her creamy breasts. Her white, lacy bra was showing as well. Fuck. This girl was sexy and if I didn’t have it bad for another woman, I would be all over her. 

Ryan stepped forward and whispered in her ear and I watched as Ryan’s hands started doing up her blouse that had come undone. I turned and hid my chuckle. It would appear my friend had a thing for this woman. She flushed again and raised her hands to check that her blouse was all back in place. Then she cleared her throat and took a step back.

“Are you here from Jackson Walker Construction?”

“Yes, ma’am. I’m Logan Walker and this is Ryan Jackson.” We shook hands and exchanged pleasantries. 

“Well, how about we get down to business. As you are aware, VAS is looking to construct a building that can accommodate a veteran’s every need under one roof. There aren’t any VA hospitals close by and there are many veterans in the area in need of physical, mental, financial, and other services. What we are looking for is a building with at least four separate wings. One will be just for physical needs, a rehabilitation center. There would be a section for inpatient and outpatient treatment. Another wing would be for mental health services. There would be a wing that would be dedicated to helping veterans get their finances in order and help with job placement. The fourth wing would be a staff wing. We are hoping that the center would be open twenty-four/seven with the night time hours being dedicated to the inpatient veterans and emergency calls that we may receive.”

Ryan leaned back in his chair, thinking out loud. “A building that provides that many services would not be cheap to build or maintain.”

I was thinking the same thing. Based on this tiny, little building, where would she come up with the funding for something like that?

“We have quite a few donors on board. They have all requested that before any money is given, they would like plans drawn up for the center. I would need not only building plans, but interior design sketches. They all agree that a center like this needs to be top of the line. We have several companies that have agreed to have employees come work here for free as long as we advertise that we are using their services. I have doctors, nurses, and physical therapists that have agreed to come once a week and donate their time. There is a firm that is willing to send over several lawyers to work pro bono with the veterans every week. I have an interior designer on board to work with you at no cost, and that’s just the beginning of the list of people willing to donate their help to this project. So you see, we are doing everything we can to keep our costs down. I have worked for two years to line up the funding for this project. What I need now is a good construction company to take on a building like this. The questions is, are you willing to do it at cost?”

I ran my hand over my jaw and smirked. Damn, she was feisty. This girl had spunk and obviously was passionate about this project. I glanced over at Ryan and he nodded his head. 

“We can draw up some plans for you, but Logan will have to sit down with you and get some specifics on what exactly you are looking for in this building. We have an interior designer on staff that we can have help. She works on all our buildings with us and is very good at what she does. If you hire us, we’ ll do it at cost.”

“I thought you were just a construction firm?”

“We do construction, architectural, and interior design at our site,” Ryan said.

“Wow. I didn’t realize that your company was so extensive. Well, how about we set up a time to get together and go over plans for the building. I’m not an architect, so I can only tell you what I am looking for, but I have some volunteers that have worked in constructing this kind of center that would like to be able to attend to help plan out the center. Would you be open to working with them?” 

I could tell that she really wanted this deal to go through. Based on her office, I could tell that she had dedicated a lot of time working on this project. She had samples of other centers hung on the wall and file cabinets all along the wall that were labeled VAS. This project meant a lot to her and I wanted to help her make it happen. I stood and walked over to her, handing her my card.

“Let me know when they can all get together and I’ll bring a small team along with me to get the ball rolling on this project.”

She took the card from my hand and I saw her breathe a sigh of relief. Ryan stood and we all said our goodbyes and headed for the door. When we stepped outside, I grabbed Ryan’s arm to stop him.

“What was all that in there?”

“What are you talking about?” He cocked his head to the side as if he truly had no idea what I was talking about.

“You know what I’m talking about. When we walked in, you had your hands on her and you were whispering in her ear. You have the hots for her.”

“I have a girlfriend.”

“That doesn’t mean jack shit and you know it.”

Ryan sighed and shoved his hands in his pockets. “Sarah told me she wants to see other people. Apparently, she met someone new and he’s wonderful.” He used air quotes around wonderful and rolled his eyes. “He doesn’t work long hours and he thinks that they have something special.” 

“That sucks, man. What did you say to her?”

Ryan huffed out a laugh. “Well I sure as shit didn’t stop her. She pretty much made it sound like she had already moved on. I’m not gonna fight for someone who doesn’t want me.”

“Had she ever said that she wasn’t happy with the way things were going?”

“She told me she didn’t like me working so much. She was always nagging me about taking the next step, but honestly, I’m not sure I wanted to. It sucks that it went down this way, but it’s probably for the best. I don’t think she was the one.”

I patted him on the shoulder. “Well, at least now you don’t have to feel guilty about going after Cassandra.”

“Never mix business with pleasure. I fully intend to go after her, but it’s gonna have to wait until this deal is done. If we do this building right, it could bring a lot of business our way.”

“No shit. Let’s get back to the office so I can get a team together. We can come up with designs for her to look at when we get together. Then we can go off that.”

“I’ll get the research team looking into how many potential veterans are in the area that would need this clinic. Then we can at least judge how big this facility is going to need to be.”

“Sounds good.” 

We got back in the car and headed to the office. We had a lot of work ahead of us and as much as I wanted to sit around and day dream about my mystery woman, it looked like she was going to be put on the back burner until the weekend.




















CHAPTER THREE

Cecelia




When I woke up Saturday morning, I felt completely satisfied from last night. Logan was much better than I remembered and he had definitely improved his seduction skills. There was no way that he would have remembered me from our previous sexual encounters because I had a lot more practice and had learned a few things along the way. When I met Logan, I was a virgin and had zero experience besides kissing. I was shy and didn’t know how to ask for what I wanted. Logan had been good in bed, but I always got the feeling that he wanted more from me. The problem was, I didn’t know how to ask for guidance. I didn’t watch porn, I didn’t read trashy novels, and my friends weren’t too much more experienced. 

As I lay in bed, I thought back to our relationship together. He had really fucked with my head. I had thought we really had something great and he just wanted some hot piece of ass that could screw better than me. The real killer though, was when he told me I didn’t act enough like a woman. It had really done a number on my head. I changed completely over the summer, thanks to meeting Vira. It’s not that I didn’t like who I had become, but his words had taken some of my innocence away. 

I had told Vira about everything Logan had said to me and Vira insisted there was nothing wrong with me, but his comments had cut me deep. So deep that I totally changed everything about myself. I was no longer happy being the naive little country girl and had completely changed who I was so that no man would ever hurt me that way again. Vira taught me all about sex and taught me how to dress. After that summer, I could seduce a man and knew how to please him without being self-conscious. Over the years, I got even better at it and had always dreamed of one day confronting Logan and showing him what he was missing. I had done that last night, though he didn’t know it was me.

I finally got out of bed and went to the kitchen to make some coffee. I sat down and checked my email and tried my hardest to forget about last night. About a half hour later, Vira came stumbling out of her room with the guy that she was talking to at the bar last night. He was tall with dark hair and stubble along his jaw. His eyes were dark brown and he was looking at Vira like he was ready to throw her over his shoulder and take her back to the bedroom for another round. Vira didn’t do seconds though. She had a one night policy and the guy never got to stick around for more in the morning.

“Hey, Cece. This is….” She turned back towards the man waving her hand, but couldn’t come up with a name.

“Jeremy.”

“Yeah. This is Jeremy and he was just leaving.”

“Ouch. Just kicking me out without a cup of coffee?”

“Sweetie, last night was fun, but let’s not drag this out.”

“Sure. Let me grab my shit and I’ll be out of here.” 

He didn’t seem pissed, just surprised that she wasn’t expecting more. He came back, pulling on his shirt and grabbing his jacket off the back of the chair. He walked over to Vira and gave her a scorching kiss. “Until next time, baby.” Then he smacked her ass and walked out the door.

“He is hot, Vira.”

Vira waggled her eyebrows at me. “He’s great in bed too.”

“So, why’d you kick him out?”

“He was gonna want to come back for more. I’m just not interested,” she shrugged. “I think I’m going to break up with Kyle.”

“Why?”

“Meh. He just isn’t doing it for me anymore. At first, he was really cool about having an open relationship, but then he didn’t like it when I wasn’t available for a quick fuck.” She put her hand on the counter and leaned forward conspiratorially. “Lately, he’s been talking about changing the terms of our relationship. Says he thinks we should consider being monogamous.”

I reared back. “Shut up! He knew you weren’t into that. Break up with him before he goes out and buys a ring.”

“I know, right? Why can’t they just stick to the rules? So. What happened with dickhead last night?”

“Well, he pulled me over to the side of the club and fucked me against the wall. It was the hottest sex I have ever had. Then, of course, I came to my senses and left his ass. I saw him come running after me, so I ducked into the alley and hid from him.”

“Smart move. You don’t need him coming back. Unless…” Vira bit her lip and gave a wicked grin.

“Unless what? What’s going through your head right now, Vira?”

“Unless you want a little revenge.”

“What kind of revenge? Please tell me you have some fantastically, evil plan up your sleeves.”

I leaned over the counter, anxious to hear what devious ideas she had.

“Well, we need to start by finding out as much about him as possible. Do you know anything about what he’s doing now?”

“No, but I did catch his license plate last night. Does that help?”

Vira got up and walked over to the coffee pot for another cup. “Well, I happen to have a friend who’s a police officer. How about we get him to check out his police record and give us any important details about dear Logan. Where he lives. Arrest records. Maybe we can fuck with him a little, get my friend to follow him around and fuck with his head. Maybe he can give him some parking tickets, traffic tickets, shit like that.”

“I like the sound of it, but what I really want is to draw him in, get him really attached to me, and then crush his fucking heart like he did mine.”

“Sounds good, chica. Let me give my friend a call and then we can strategize. You know you’re gonna have to spy on him. If this is gonna work, we’re gonna need as much information on him as possible.”

“That’s fine with me.”

Vira called her friend and then we mapped out times that each of us could take a shift watching Logan’s movements. We decided we would start on Monday because I needed to get my stuff unpacked. Each of us would take a shift at night watching for him. Vira’s cop friend, Eric, gave her his home address and where he worked. Turned out, he owned a construction company and was doing quite well for himself. I was going to go to his job after I got off work and see if I could follow him home. Vira didn’t work until the afternoon, so she was going to stop by his house early and try to follow him to work. We planned to do this for the first week and get whatever intel we could on him. 

I spent the rest of the weekend in my new apartment unpacking. I started my new job on Monday and I was pretty excited to get started. I had gone to school for marketing and had interned at a prestigious firm during college. I worked there for six years after college, but had decided to move closer to home. I found a job quickly and even though it wasn’t a huge firm, it was closer to Vira. One of the stipulations of taking the job was that I did some work off the books with a new foundation that was providing services to veterans. They were still in the planning stages, so I had at least a month to settle in before we would need to start working on that campaign.




✯✯✯✯✯




The week flew by and I was really enjoying my new job. Everyone that I worked with was very nice, except for one woman who appeared to be the office slut. She must have seen me as competition because she made sure to tell me to keep my hands off Jeff. My boss. Yeah, like I would ever go there. I was all about having fun and being carefree, but I would never jeopardize my job by sleeping with my boss. There were some lines you just didn’t cross. 

After work every day, I followed Logan from his construction company to his house. He lived in town in a secluded subdivision. It was a pretty nice house with a few acres for each lot. I didn’t get to pull up real close because he would have noticed my car. I could practically feel the eyes of nosy neighbors on me, so I made sure I didn’t stick around. I did drive back later each night to see he was still at home. 

On Wednesday night, when I drove back, he was just pulling out of the driveway, so I followed him out of town. I had to hang way back because there weren’t really any other cars on the road and I didn’t want him to spot me. He pulled into a driveway that was already packed with other vehicles. I had to keep driving, but turned around down the road and drove past the house a second time. It seemed to be some kind of get together, but I couldn’t really stop by and see without giving myself away. I headed home and resumed my stalking the next night. 

Saturday morning, Vira and I talked over coffee about all we had noticed for the week. We sat in our living room, sipping our coffee and lounging about. Neither of us had anywhere to be this weekend, so we could be lazy all day if we wanted.

“Okay, so at night, he pretty much goes home directly after work. Except for Wednesday. He went to a house in the country and met up with a bunch of people.”

“Do you have an address? I could ask Eric to look into who lives there.”

Eric was her cop friend and had already gotten a bunch of information for us.

“Um. I don’t know the address. I’ll have to look it up on Google Maps.”

“Alright, well when we get it, we can find out some more about his friends. We do have one minor problem.”

“What’s that?”

“He’s friends with another cop. Sean something. This could make it a little difficult for us. I already talked to Eric about having a little fun with this guy and he had no problem with it. He said he even had a few friends that he could get to watch for his car and give him parking tickets and bogus traffic tickets. However, if this Sean guy is his friend, there’s only so long that will last before he puts a stop to it. We need to come up with some other good ideas.”

“Well, I think we should go back to the club tonight and scope him out. If he is interested in seeing me again, he’ll go back there to look for me.”

“And what do you plan to do when you see him?”

“I don’t know yet. Seduce him. Have him take me back to his place so I can check it out. If I can get an invite back there, I can snoop through his stuff while he sleeps.”

“Not a bad idea, but you need to know what you want out of this. Sleepovers are dangerous if you want to avoid affection. Don’t make a habit out of it.”

“I know, but I need to find out as much about him as quickly as possible. If I’m going to manipulate him, I’m gonna need as much fire power as possible.”

“Okay, well as far as his morning routine goes, he leaves for work every day by seven-thirty and is in the office by eight. He stops by the cafe on Madison and grabs a black coffee before heading into work. I’ve never seen him grab any food. I think you need to meet up with him Monday at the coffee shop. Start getting him to buy your coffee every morning. Make sure you order an expensive drink.”

“What’s that going to accomplish?”

“Not a whole lot, but in the end, he will have bought you a delicious coffee every morning and he’ll be kicking himself. Every little thing you do will chip away at him. Remember to be thankful that he buys your coffee, but you have to keep up the air of indifference. Like it really doesn’t matter whether this man buys you coffee or not. If he suspects that you expect him to buy your coffee, he’ll think you are using him. We want him to be on his knees for you.”

We sat and drank our coffee in silence for a few minutes, absorbing all that we had discussed. I was trying to think of some more ways to get back at Logan when Vira interrupted my thoughts.

“We might have one other problem. He doesn’t recognize you now, but he may put two and two together when you tell him your name is Cece. It won’t take much for him to link Cece with Cecelia.”

“I have that covered. My last name used to be Clark, but when my dad cheated on my mom, I changed my last name to her maiden name, Baker. He may link the names, but he has never known me as Cece Baker. Even if he suspects, I think we can pull off quite a bit before he figures it out.”

“Well, we better make some plans for what we’re going to do to him so that we’re ready. We don’t know how much time we have, so we need to work like we’re running out of time.”

“I think you’re going to have to seduce the cop friend.”

“Sean?”

“Yep. We need an inside man and he’s it. He’s just not going to know it. I’m sure when he starts getting tickets, he’s going to go to Sean. If you’re dating Sean, you can pull some information out of him and get him to tell us what he knows.”

“I can definitely do that. Nobody does seduction better than me.”

“I’m well aware.”

“I think we need to go after his car also. You’ve seen it. He treats it like it’s his baby. So let’s hit him where it hurts. We’ll need to talk to a good mechanic and find out what we can do without totally destroying the car. We don’t need to ruin it, but we can make life difficult for him.”

“I think we should also look at his business.”

“What do you mean?”

“Well, you’re in marketing. You have a lot of contacts. You could make business very difficult for him. Word of mouth is a good thing in his business. A few bad reviews about his business could make getting new projects very difficult.”

“Hmm. I’m not sure I want to take it that far. He has employees that he needs to look after.”

“It can be a back up plan, in case you change your mind. I’m just spitballing ideas here.”

“Let’s keep it on the back burner for now. I mostly want to make him fall in love with me and then crush him.”

“Let’s plan on going to the club tonight and if he shows, you get an invite back to his place.”

“Sounds good.”

I turned on the TV ready to veg out on the couch for the rest of the day. I didn’t have anything I had to do, so a day of relaxing in front of the TV sounded like heaven. Vira suggested we watch Heartbreakers to get us in the mood. About halfway through, Vira paused the movie.

“I need you to be honest with me about something.”

“Of course.”

“Are you sure you can be cruel to this man? I mean, you loved him. Are you sure those old feelings won’t resurface?”

I thought about what she said for all of five seconds. Logan was a snake in the grass. I would be doing ladies everywhere a favor by teaching him a lesson. 

“I’m sure.”

“It’s just…I saw how heartbroken you were with him. Last weekend he was all over you. I saw the way he was looking at you. He wanted you big time.”

“Vira, you don’t have to worry about me. I know what I’m doing.”

“I’m not suggesting you don’t, but sometimes the heart is a fickle bitch. I just want you to be aware that if you do this and you fall for him, he may not forgive you.”

“Who says he would find out?”

She looked at me with sad eyes. “Honey, the truth always comes out. He will find out who you are and when he does, he’ll probably never speak to you again. I just want you to be prepared.”

“I appreciate your concern, but there’s nothing to be worried about. This man told me he loved me, promised to take care of my heart, and then carelessly tossed me aside. He was so cruel to me that I changed who I was to be sure no man would ever treat me the way he treated me. He broke something inside me that I may never be able to fix. I hate him. So there is nothing that he could ever do to make me fall in love with him again. I’ll have my revenge and I’ll cut him out of my life the way he cut me from his.”

Vira must have seen something in my eyes because she nodded and turned back to the TV. We spent the rest of the day vegging on the couch, watching movies. After dinner, we prepared for our night out. I was ready to exact my revenge and maybe then I could finally move on with my life.




















CHAPTER FOUR

Logan




The week had been difficult to get through. All I wanted to do was figure out a way to find my mystery woman, but work was crazy and I didn’t have the time to dwell on it. Ryan and I met with the different departments and spent long hours doing research on veteran needs in a one hundred mile radius. Ryan asked Cassandra to send over her files on the research she had done for the needs of the veterans and what she hoped to have in the facility so we could put some kind of plan together. Our research was pretty similar, though hers was definitely more detailed. She had obviously spent a lot of hours working on this project. 

After our research teams had gone through all the paperwork, they laid out a detailed spreadsheet of what was needed in the facility and the dimensions of the different spaces. From there, my team got together and made some rough sketches of our ideas for the facility. We finished that on Friday and we still needed the interior design team to look at the sketches and put together some designs so Cassandra could see what we had in mind for the space. Our meeting was on Thursday next week, so the design team had a few more days to get some ideas laid out. 

I came into the office for a half day on Saturday to answer any questions the design team would have. They were on a tight deadline and I needed to be sure they were on top of things. When all my work was done, I headed home for a night off. I desperately needed a break from the monotony of the work week. I loved my job, but sometimes, I just needed a break from my life. As I got older, I found that I was tired of finding a woman to come home with on a Saturday night and really wished that one was there every day when I came home from work. I had spent all of my twenties and my early thirties fooling around. Now it was time to settle down. Two of my friends, Jack and Cole, had someone special to come home to every night. 

I had always been the jokester of the group. The guy everyone thought was an asshole, and I was for the most part, but I wanted a lot more out of life. When I walked away from Cecelia all those years ago, I had done it for selfish reasons. I had wanted a woman that was more experienced with life, that I didn’t have to teach everything to. She was a sweet, innocent girl and I did love her, but I was too young to realize what I had. I knew when I broke up with her that it had been a mistake, but the things I said to her were cruel and I knew she would never take me back. I became the player that was carefree and fun-loving so that I didn’t get myself into that situation again. If I’m being honest with myself, I really didn’t feel I deserved to find someone after the way I treated her. 

I’m older now and wiser. I know that people make mistakes when they’re young and stupid. I don’t deserve to live my life alone because of something I did when I was in college. Time moves on and you have to move with it. I was tired of my friends viewing me as the asshole of the group and that was on me. I had put up that front a long time ago and only I could change their minds about who I really was. 

I had some time to think throughout the week and I came to the conclusion that I needed to find this girl from last weekend and take her out on a real date. She was a great lay, but there was something that I was instantly attracted to with her. I can’t pinpoint it exactly. Maybe it was the confidence she exuded or her good looks. Either way, I was going back to that night club tonight to find her. I hoped she would be there because I didn’t have a clue how to find her if she wasn’t there. 

I called up Sean to see if he wanted to come with me to the club tonight. I knew he was off and now that his sister’s kidnapper was gone, he wasn’t buried in case files in his free time. It was time he got out and enjoyed life a little. He agreed to meet me there around nine o’clock, so I grabbed dinner and finished some stuff up around the house. I was anxious to get going and I felt like a girl waiting around for a date. I didn’t have a whole lot to do with my night, so I turned on a movie, but honestly, I wasn’t paying attention.

Finally around eight-thirty, I went to the club and scoped out the place for my mystery girl. I headed to the bar and ordered a beer while I scanned the dance floor. Sean made his way over to me when he walked through the doors. He looked a little out of place here. He listened to country music and I didn’t think disco was his thing, but the point of tonight was to find Sugar and he agreed to be my wingman.

“Any sign of her yet?”

“Nope, but it’s still early.”

“So, what were you doing here last weekend? This isn’t really your kind of hangout?”

“I know, but I had a client that likes this shit, so I brought her here to have a good time. She found someone halfway through our night, so I decided I should at least find a hookup while I was out.”

“So what has you coming back looking for this girl?”

“If you had seen her, you would understand. She had a friend with her that was pretty hot. Maybe they’ll both be here tonight.” I waggled my eyebrows at him. He just rolled his eyes, but I had a feeling he was interested.

We stood around for another half hour shootin’ the shit while I scanned the club. The moment I saw her, I swear my heart stopped. She stepped into the club in a skin tight red dress and red come-fuck-me shoes. Her hair was down again and when she turned to talk to her friend, her hair brushed over her breasts. Damn, she was even hotter than I remembered. I felt something poking me in the arm and realized that Sean was trying to get my attention.

“Hello? Are you even listening to me?”

“She’s here. Just walked through the door. Red dress.”

“Holy shit. Who’s her friend?”

“Didn’t catch her name.”

Her friend was in a matching skin tight black dress and matching shoes. She looked good also, but I only had eyes for my lady in red. They were glancing around the club and when she saw me, she stopped and a big grin spread across her beautiful face. She stalked over to me like a predator going after her prey. I would gladly let her eat me up any time she liked. Her friend was eyeing Sean and I glanced over to see him practically eye fucking her. 

Sugar walked straight up to me and wrapped her arms around my neck, then crushed her lips to mine. I was so stunned, it took me a few seconds to respond. My arms wrapped around her back and I kissed her like it was my dying breath. My hand fisted her hair as I devoured her mouth. She tasted sweet and my tongue swiped hers to get every last flavor. She pulled back and her teeth latched onto my lower lip, pulling it out as she broke the kiss. Her hand was skimming up and down the back of my neck as she stared into my eyes. Now that I could see her again up close, I swore I was looking at the ocean. She had the most beautiful blue eyes I had ever seen. 

She pulled away from me and dragged me out to the dance floor. I didn’t bother to look back at Sean. He could handle himself and I was pretty sure he would have no problem with the friend. We spent the next hour dancing to disco music. She was quite the dancer, but I already knew that from last weekend. During the fast songs, she shook her ass on the dance floor and a smile was permanently plastered on her face. I could tell that she was really enjoying herself. Not like, yeah this is a good time, but like, this is my music and I love dancing to it. She was a natural. During some of the slower songs, she clung to me and rubbed her body against mine. It felt like we were having sex on the dance floor. She was amazing. 

We headed back to the bar for a drink where Sean and the friend were already getting one. We ordered a few beers and she introduced me to her friend.

“Logan, this is my friend Vira. Vira, you remember Logan.” She smirked at her friend when she said my name and I had a feeling she had told Vira all about the fun we had last weekend. Vira wrapped her arms through Sean’s as she made introductions.

“This is Sean. He’s a cop.” She popped the p as she said it and I saw Sugar’s smirk grow. Was she interested in cops? There was a glint in her eyes, but then she wrapped her arm around my waist and my jealousy was replaced with lust. She reached her right hand out to shake Sean’s.

“It’s nice to meet you, Sean. I’m Cece.”

Finally a name. I hadn’t even thought to ask her because she had me under her spell the moment she walked in the door. Something niggled at the back of my mind, but I couldn’t figure it out. My brows furrowed as I tried to figure out what it was, but then Cece leaned over and ran her tongue along the shell of my ear and all was forgotten when she whispered in my ear.

“You wanna get outta here?”

I could feel her warm breath on my skin and my pants got a little tighter as lust swept through me. I wanted this woman so bad, but I didn’t just want a one night stand with her. If I could get her back to my place and get her to stay the night, I could get a date out of her. She was throwing off all the vibes that she wasn’t interested in more than tonight, but I was determined to change her mind. I looked over at Sean to let him know I was leaving, but he already had Vira wrapped up in his arms.

“Tell your friend you’re leaving.”

She smiled at me and walked over to whisper in her friend’s ear. They exchanged a few words and I gave a chin lift to Sean as we turned and walked out of the club. I walked her out to my 1969 Ford Mustang Boss 429 in black jade. It was a car that I restored with my father in my early twenties. It was my baby and I took extra special care with her.

“Nice car.”

“Thanks.”

“A 429 Boss. You could get a lot of money for this car. It’s quite rare. Why would you drive it where it could be stolen?”

“You know your cars.” She raised one eyebrow, like it was a stupid comment. “My dad and I restored it together. He wanted me to have it when we were done, but he told me that what made this car special was that we had worked on it together. He said a car like this was meant to be driven and if I kept it in a garage and never drove it, I wasn’t worthy of owning it.” 

I laughed to myself as I remembered the day Dad and I talked about it. I readily agreed because the car was awesome, but when all was said and done, I didn’t want to drive it. She was a beauty, but eventually I got over it and started taking her out more and more.

“Well, she’s beautiful. You did a good job restoring her. How did your dad get his hands on it to begin with?”

“A friend of his worked for Ford and had it sitting in storage. He was going to sell it and my dad talked him into selling it to him.”

We pulled into my driveway and I got out and opened the door for her. When she stepped out, she didn’t go for modesty. She put one sexy leg out the door and gave me a nice view of her shapely legs. My dick swelled as I thought about those legs wrapped around my waist. I yanked her up against my chest and crushed my mouth to hers. I couldn’t stop kissing this woman. She was so desirable and her kisses ignited a fire inside me. 

I pulled back and grabbed her hand, taking her inside my house. We didn’t even make it to the stairs before she was ripping my shirt off me. I kicked my shoes off and undid my pants, but she was right there with me, yanking them down the moment the zipper was undone. She was down on her knees in front of me, stroking me through my boxers. 

“Shit. Cece, you gotta stop or I’m gonna blow my load right now.” 

She pulled my boxers down and my cock jumped to attention as soon as it was free. She looked up at me through her lashes as she wrapped her lips around my cock. See? Every man’s wet dream. I got harder with every lick of her tongue. It was the sexiest thing in the world to see a woman down on her knees pleasing me. The feel of her wet mouth around my cock was enough to make me want to come right then and I wanted to savor every inch of her. I hauled her up and kissed her like it was our last time. I spun her around and moved her hair over one shoulder as I slowly lowered the zipper of her dress. Her creamy, soft skin begged to be touched as I lowered the thin straps of her dress off her shoulders. I felt her shiver under my touch as I guided the material down her body where it pooled at her feet. She was facing away from me in nothing but a thong and I couldn’t wait to see her in nothing at all.

I ran my fingers under the thin material of her panties. She pushed her ass back and I felt her cheeks brush against my cock. In one swift move, I yanked the panties from her body, the material shredding in half. I picked her up and started to carry her up the stairs, but her pussy was brushing against me and I had to be inside her. I set her down on the stairs and ran my fingers through her wet folds. She was more than ready for me. I could take my time with her later, but right now, I needed to be inside her.

“Get inside me. I need you.”

I swallowed her pleas as my mouth descended on hers. As I slid inside her, I swear stars exploded behind my eyelids. Her warmth wrapped around me and I had to stop so that I didn’t come on the spot. She was amazing. I started thrusting inside her, her nails scratching my back as I pounded into her. There was no being gentle right now. I needed her hard and fast, and luckily that’s what she wanted.

“Harder. Fuck me harder, Logan.”

I felt her fingers work into my hair and then she was pulling my hair so hard, it felt like I would have a bald spot. The pain shot straight down to my groin and I found I really liked the sensation. I fucked her harder every time she yanked on my hair. Her other hand raked down my back and I felt her nails scratch my skin. 

“Goddamn, woman. Put away the tiger claws.”

I picked her up and threw her up against the wall, pounding into that sweet pussy. I felt her back hitting the wall with every thrust. I wrapped my hands around her hair and yanked her head to the side, sucking the delectable skin of her neck into my mouth. She would have my mark all over her by the time I was done with her. Her legs were wrapped tight around me and I felt her squeezing my cock almost to the point of pain. It spurred me on faster and faster. I nibbled along her jaw until I got to those sweet lips. Electricity buzzed through me as I my mouth met hers. Her breaths panting into my mouth as I kissed her. She grabbed my lip with her teeth and bit down hard, drawing blood. I pulled my damaged skin from her mouth and glared at her.

“What the fuck, woman?”

I stepped down to carpeted floor and threw her down to her knees. I bent her over and slammed into her pussy from behind with so much intensity I thought my dick might fall off. I brought my hand back and smacked her ass, leaving a handprint behind. I grabbed a fist full of hair and yanked her head back. Leaning over her, I sucked on her neck and whispered in her ear.

“You want me to fuck you hard and smack your ass?”

She moaned as her eyes closed. I pulled back and slammed into her again.

“Answer me. You want me to spank you?”

“Please…”

That was all I heard as I reared back and laid another hard smack on her ass. She moaned and my cock twitched inside her. I pulled out of her and spread her legs even wider. I fingered her wet folds and then drew my hand back, spanking her clit as hard as I could.

“Oh, fuck yes!” I pulled back and spanked her again. She obviously wanted it rough and I was more than happy to oblige. Her right leg swung back and she twisted her body, knocking me to my back on the floor, where she now straddled me reverse cowgirl. She lowered herself on me and started rocking on top of me. Her hands grabbed my balls almost painfully.

“Careful with the goods, sweetheart.”

She rode me hard and I felt my balls start to tighten as she played with them. I reached around her and thumbed her clit. She gave my balls an extra hard squeeze, so I grabbed her nipple and pinched it hard. Her pussy squeezed my cock as she came all over me and moments later I followed. She was breathing hard, so I pulled her back against me on the floor. She laid with her back on my chest, her hair splaying all over my face. I ran my hands over her breasts and gave them one final hard smack for good measure. Fuck, this woman was a wildcat.

I held her to me as my breathing started to return to normal. I ran my hand up and down her stomach, relishing in the feeling of a woman spread out on me. I usually left not too long after sex, so this was really nice. She crawled off me and started gathering her clothes. No way was this woman leaving yet. I was thoroughly exhausted, but a short nap and I would be ready to fuck her again. She was staying the night, even if I had to chain her to the bed.

I got up and grabbed the clothes from her hand, throwing them to the floor. I bent down and threw her over my shoulder as she yelped. 

“You aren’t leaving yet. I’m not through with you.” 

I climbed the stairs, not surprised at all when I felt her lay a hard slap on my ass. Yep. This girl was definitely made for me. 




















CHAPTER FIVE

Cecelia




Holy shit. Who knew Logan was so amazing in bed. What I experienced downstairs with him was just a preview to what we did upstairs. I liked it rough in bed, but I never would have guessed Logan would also. Based on our first time in the club, I knew he was good, but tonight brought my opinion of him up a few notches. 

We had laid down for a few minutes to recover from our previous sexcapades and Logan had said something about a nap, but my libido took over and soon we were having wild monkey sex again. I have to admit, part of the rough play came from my anger towards him. He was great in bed, but my ‘claws’, as he called them, came out when I allowed myself to think of how different it was this time around with him. I didn’t want to think of how we used to be, so I started clawing and biting to get rid of those images. Funnily enough, he was into it and gave just as good as he got. 

When I started up with him again, he contorted my body in ways that I would be feeling for days. At one point, he restrained my hands and wouldn’t allow me to touch him. I was writhing on the bed while he fucked me mercilessly. I wouldn’t stand for it, though. I was able to get on top of him and I yanked the cord from the lamp out of the wall and tied his wrists to the headboard. That’s where he still is now, asleep.

I purposely left him tied up. He assumed it was so I could wake him in some kinky fashion, but actually I needed this time to search his house. I needed some information on him if my plan to screw with him would work. I crept downstairs and started in his study. I went through all his drawers, but there was nothing of interest in those. He had filing cabinets, but they were all locked. On his desk, he had a file folder marked VAS. I scanned through it and it looked to be reports, plans, and projections for a new project of his. Vira had told me that he owned a construction company with a friend, so I was assuming this was a new build. 

When I found nothing else of use in his study, I looked through the drawers in the kitchen, but found nothing of use there. I went to the backdoor where the mudroom was and saw he had cabinets above the washer and dryer and inside were small containers. One was labeled spare keys. I snatched it off the shelf and rummaged through the keys. I found a spare key to his house and quickly grabbed it and put the box back. When everything was back in place, I went over to my purse and stashed the key inside.

I went through his refrigerator and saw that he had a lot of beer, but also mostly health food. I could appreciate that, as I also liked to eat healthy. He had a protein powder for shakes and some granola bars in one cabinet. The others had canned goods and other pantry staples. 

His house was clean and modern and he didn’t have a lot of personal items around. His dvd cabinet was filled with historical movies and action flicks. He had every Fast and Furious movie and I had never seen one. I had no interest in cars and the only reason I knew his was a 429 Boss was because I remembered him telling me a long time ago that his dad was looking at it for them to rehab. At the time, I wanted to learn everything about it so I could talk cars with him. Turns out, we broke up before his dad bought it. So now I had a lot of information on one type of car and really didn’t know much else.

My next stop was his bathroom upstairs. The master bath was attached to his bedroom, so I took my time snooping in there. He used Dove Men’s Care shampoo and body wash. I loved the smell of it and found myself lifting the cap for another sniff. His bathroom was pretty standard for a man. He didn’t have a lot of stuff, just a few extras for when he ran out of what was already open. I went to the bathroom and washed my hands. I was about to go back out to the bedroom when I heard the sound of shattering glass. I opened the bedroom door and saw Logan on the bed, struggling with the cord from the lamp that was now on the ground in pieces.

I sauntered out of the bathroom, pulling his t-shirt over my head and throwing it to the ground. His eyes narrowed in on my breasts and he stopped struggling.

“I never said it was time to get up. I’m ready for round three.”

I climbed on top of him and soon we were both moaning with pleasure. I rode him hard and made sure he enjoyed every minute that he was inside me because when I was done, I would be leaving him in a bit of a predicament. While he was catching his breath, I leaned forward and distracted him with my boobs hanging in his face. He thought I was undoing the cord from his wrists, but I was really making sure it was tight enough. When I got up and started pulling my clothes on, he finally realized what was going on.

“What the fuck are you doing? Untie me now.”

“I like you all tied up like this. I’m sure you’ll find a way out.”

“Cece, this isn’t funny. Get your ass over here and untie me.”

I waved my fingers at him and headed downstairs. I wasn’t actually that mean. I went to the kitchen and then headed back upstairs. I saw a look of relief cross over his face as I approached him. I took the coffee filter and opened it up to make a teepee and then stuck it over his cock.

“Now you won’t be embarrassed when someone comes to help you.”

I kissed his cheek and he turned his head quickly to bite my lip. I tasted blood and kissed him deeply. My hand trailed down to his cock and I felt him thicken under my touch. When I had him good and hard, I pulled back and replaced the teepee.

“I have to get going, but I’ll see you soon, lover.”

“Cece, the next time I see you, I’m gonna spank that ass raw.”

“I’m counting on it.”

I turned and walked out the door, sending Vira a text that she needed to send Sean over to release Logan. I laughed the whole way to my cab and all the way home. I had never had such a fun night or left a man so satisfied. This was going to be a lot of fun.
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When I walked in the door to my apartment, Vira bombarded me with questions.

“What do you mean, release Logan? Sean was hounding me with questions this morning. Please tell me this was something kinky and I don’t need to worry about finding a place to bury a body.”

“Relax, Vira. I just tied Logan up with a cord and left him naked on his bed.”

Vira burst out laughing, covering her eyes with her hands as tears leaked out. “Oh my gosh. Sean is going to walk in on him naked and have to get him untied. That’s hilarious.”

“I didn’t leave him totally naked. I left a coffee filter covering his dick.”

Vida’s phone started pinging with messages. She went over to check them and read them off to me.




Tell Cece I said thanks.

That was definitely not the way I wanted to see my friend.

What did they do to the bedroom? It’s trashed.




Then she started laughing. 

“What? What does it say?”

“Nope. The last text is just for me.”

I walked over to the coffee pot and poured myself a cup and added cream and sugar. “So I take it last night went well with Sean?”

“Oh yeah. He’s yummy. I think he could be my new fuck buddy.”

“You don’t want to replace Kyle?”

“Hell no. He’s definitely gone, but I have no desire to find another man to start clinging onto me. I like my life the way it is, but Sean is definitely good enough for seconds and thirds.”

“Well, you’re gonna have to keep him around longer than that. We need him to be our ears, so don’t screw him over yet. You have to keep him in your good graces for a little bit longer.”

“No problem there. I can take one for the team on this one. It’s definitely beneficial for me also.”

“Aww. I love you more than my luggage.”

“I’d dodge a bullet for you.”

“I’d bury a body for you.”

“You may need to by the time our plan is finished. So come on. Tell me all about your night and what you found out about your new main squeeze.”

I walked over to the living room and sat down on the couch, pulling my knees up to my chest. “Well, I didn’t really find out a whole lot about him. He doesn’t have any personal items laying around and his paperwork is all locked up in his filing cabinets. I didn’t have the time to snoop properly. I did, however, get a copy of his house key.”

“Nice.” 

“I have a few ideas of things I’d like to do.”

“Such as?”

“Well, I was thinking of flooding his house. I could sneak in and clog his drains or something and run the kitchen faucet. When he gets home from work, he’ll have a big surprise. I’ll find a way to do it so it looks like an accident, and since I have a spare key, there will be no need to break in. Plus, he doesn’t have a security system, so that’s one more thing I don’t have to worry about.”

“Make sure you don’t park on his street. Park a few streets over and sneak through his neighbor’s yards.”

“Definitely.”

“What else you got?”

“He has this really nice car. It’s a Mustang Boss 429. It’s quite special to him. When he and I were dating ten years ago, I remember his dad was thinking of buying it for him so they could restore the car. Anyway, they did and it’s his baby. I don’t want to destroy it, but it’s something special to him, so I need to find out something to do to his precious baby.”

“Man, you’re going for the throat. Isn’t that car worth a lot of money?”

“Yep. By the time I’m done with him, he’s gonna wish he had never messed with me.”

Vira raised her coffee mug in the air and I did the same, clinking my cup against hers.

“To revenge on cruel men,” she said with a smile.

“To revenge.”
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I hadn’t heard from Logan the rest of the weekend, which was fine with me because I didn’t need him taking up all my thoughts. If I thought about him too much or saw him too much, I might end up going down the same path I had gone down before with him and there was no way I could allow that to happen. He was a part of my past and my new version of Cecelia didn’t allow shit like that to happen to her. I was stronger and I needed this to help me move past the memories he left behind. 

I decided that the next phase in my plan would go into effect Tuesday. I didn’t hear from him yesterday, which didn’t surprise me because I hadn’t given him my number, but I had no doubt he would have Sean get it from Vira. I told her that she could give it to Sean, so it was no shock when Vira told me on Monday that he had asked for it. I really wasn’t expecting a call from him until the weekend or at least later in the week. I knew he was busy at work, so I didn’t even bother thinking about him other than to plan my attack.

I didn’t have to be into the office until nine, so I headed over to Logan’s around eight-fifteen, since he usually left about seven-thirty. I drove past his house once and saw his truck was gone. He always parked his car in the garage, but his truck was what he drove to work. I parked a few blocks over and walked to his house, slipping in the back door. His neighborhood was very quiet and I didn’t see a lot of prying eyes. I made sure to wear a hat so no one could recognize my hair color and I wore sweatpants and a sweatshirt. I looked like I was out for a morning walk. 

I made quick work of setting my plan in motion. Lucky for me, Logan had left his dishes in the sink this morning. I made sure the drain stopper was pushed all the way down and saw that his plate was already covering the drain. I used my sleeve to push the faucet handle up and let the water run. It wouldn’t take long to fill and soon it would be overflowing onto his floors. I smiled in satisfaction. It didn’t take long, but it would be a bitch to clean up.

I let myself back out, making sure to lock the door and headed back to my car. I brought a change of clothes with me and I changed in my car on a side road before heading to work. I didn’t want to show up to work dressed like that because I would stand out. Maybe I was being overly cautious, but I wasn’t going to take any chances.

When I got to work, I gave Vira a call.

“Hello?”

“Hey. It’s me. I did it.”

“Everything went okay? You’re sure you weren’t seen?”

“Well, I might have been seen, but I was dressed like I was out for a morning walk. I don’t think anyone would suspect anything. I was in and out in under five minutes.”

“Good. I talked to Eric this morning and told him that you had an ex-boyfriend harassing you. I told him you didn’t want to press charges, but maybe we could have a little fun with him. I gave him Logan’s name and asked him to keep an eye out for him. He said that he and a few of his friends can keep an extra close eye on him.”

“Perfect. Thanks for your help, Vira. I gotta get to work. See ya later, chica.” 

I got back to work and happily worked the rest of the day on all my projects. There was a lot of work to do and I needed to make a good impression on my boss, so when I was asked to go above and beyond, I did it willingly. I ended up working late that night so I could finish some research on a few marketing ads I was looking into. 

The next morning, I decided that a cup of coffee at the cafe sounded like an awfully good idea. I probably should stay away, but I was desperate to find out what happened with Logan’s house yesterday. I wanted to drive past several times, but if he saw me, he could get suspicious. I parked down the road from the cafe and waited for his car to arrive. When I saw him get out, I casually got out of my own car and headed towards the cafe, looking at my phone. 

I strolled into the cafe and waited in line behind him, still looking at my phone. After a minute he turned and did a double take when he saw me. Gotcha! He turned all the way around and crowded my space, pulling my phone from my hands. I feigned indignation so it appeared I didn’t recognize him.

“Hey! Excuse me, that’s my phone. Give it back.” 

I looked up at him, masking my face in shock. Then I let a slow smirk spread across my face. He was still the sexiest man I knew and I wished that things had been different between us because we could have had something great. However, if things hadn’t gone the way they had, I wouldn’t be the woman I am today and we wouldn’t have the explosive chemistry that we do. 

When he finds out who I am, we’ll lose everything that gives us that spark. All I want is revenge and he’ll see me as the woman who played him. I’m okay with that because making him suffer is all I care about at the moment. He’s still the cocky asshole that I used to know. Although, back then I didn’t consider him an asshole. Well, at least, not until he broke my heart. 

I leaned into him and slipped my finger slightly inside his pants and ran my finger along the band.

“I see you were able to free yourself. I hope it didn’t take too long to get loose.”

“A friend stopped by and helped me out.”

He ran his hand up the back of my neck, under my hair and grasped my neck tightly. His mouth brushed against my ear and my pulse quickened in excitement. Even if I was having my revenge, I could still have some fun in the meantime. 

“Next time I’m going to tie you to the bed and I’m gonna make good on my promise to spank your ass raw.”

His tongue darted out and licked the shell of my ear. A shiver ran down my spine at the promise in his threat. I clenched my thighs together to control the throbbing in my pussy. I turned my head, brushing my lips over his, and nipped at his lip.

“I’ll be waiting. Don’t disappoint me.”

Then I stepped back and snatched my phone, ignoring the smoldering glare that he gave me. The barista called for him to step forward and after a beat, he finally turned and ordered his drink. He gave the woman a twenty and told her to pay for my drink also and then keep the change. He stepped to the pick up area and snagged his coffee, shooting me a sexy grin, before heading out the door. 

I stepped up to the counter and ordered my drink, then headed back to my car once I got my coffee. As I stepped out of the cafe, I placed my sunglasses back on my face and sauntered back to my car. I had him right where I wanted him. Revenge was sweet.




















CHAPTER SIX

Logan




Seeing Cece in the cafe this morning had my pulse skyrocketing. She was so confident when she talked to me and didn’t seem the least bit concerned that I might be upset over the way she left me the other night. Her sultry voice drew me in and had me begging for more. I was going to get payback next weekend and I had a whole week to plan out what I would do to her. I didn’t have time to think about it now with all the new projects in development at work, so it would have to wait until I got home. 

I headed to work after I left the cafe and my thoughts drifted to her leaving me tied up on my bed. The little minx had turned me on and then left me completely naked. Well, she did leave a coffee filter covering my dick. Thank God because Sean let himself into my house a half hour later.

“What the fuck is going on? Why are you tied up?”

“Cece thought it would be funny to tie me up and leave me naked. What are you doing here?”

Sean walked over to the headboard and started undoing the cord wrapped around my wrists. “Cece sent Vira a text that I needed to come release you. I wasn’t exactly expecting this.” 

The blood flowed freely through my hands once again as my hands were untied. Sean threw sweatpants at me and turned around. I was grateful that she had left my dick covered. No man needed to see another man’s junk. 

“She’s a wildcat. I wasn’t expecting it from her, but damn, it was a good night.”

“A good night? She left you tied to a bed.”

“Yeah.” I sighed with a smile. “It was well worth it. Don’t worry, I’ll get her back.”

“I’m not worried. Just don’t involve me in your kinky shit.”

“So I’m guessing you had a good time with Vira last night?”

He laughed and ran a hand over his jaw. “Yeah, she’s definitely a good time.”

“Enough said.” I smacked him on the shoulder and we went downstairs. After he left, I spent the rest of the day trying to get stuff done around the house, but my thoughts kept drifting to the sexy woman that I couldn’t get enough of.

I was pulled from my thoughts by the sound of sirens behind me. I pulled over to the side as I looked down at my speedometer. I didn’t think I was speeding, but honestly, I was lost in my thoughts and wasn’t really paying attention. I stopped the car on the side of the road and got out my license and registration. I rolled down my window and waited for the officer to approach. Fuck. It was the douchebag, Officer Sawyer.

“Do you know why I pulled you over?”

“No, officer, I don’t.”

“You were going forty-two in a forty mile an hour zone.”

Seriously? He’s pulling me over for going two miles over? I told myself to stay calm. Punching this asshole would only land me in jail.

“Sorry. I didn’t realize I was going that fast.”

“You didn’t pay attention to how fast you were going?”

The officer had his hands on his hips and was glaring at me through his sunglasses. This was the dick that had arrested Harper, Jack’s wife, at Thanksgiving. He was a total asshole and I knew it was best not to push him, but my mouth wasn’t getting the message.

“I just didn’t realize I was going a whole two miles an hour over.”

“Maybe next time you should pay more attention to your driving and think less about getting your dick wet.”

“Excuse me? You want to say that again, asshole?”

Although partially true, there was no way this guy could know what I was thinking about. This guy was all about how many tickets he could get in one month. Sean hated the guy and told all of us to avoid him and his friends at all costs. He would push the law as far as he could and use any excuse to arrest you. Something I found out moments later when my door opened and I was dragged out of my truck.

I was thrown to the ground on my belly and my arms were yanked behind my back. His knee dug into my back as he wrapped the cuffs tightly around my wrists. That was twice in a matter of days that I was tied up. I didn’t appreciate this one. He hauled me up by my arms as he read me my Miranda rights. I knew better than to open my mouth and say anything further. I knew what this cop was doing wasn’t right, but I would be out in no time. He didn’t have anything to bring me in on.

I was tossed none to gently into the back of the cruiser while he called for a tow truck to haul away my truck. This was a hell of a way to start my day. I had shit to get done at the office and this was going to put me behind. Not to mention, Ryan was gonna chew me out for getting myself arrested. He was going to have to come bail me out and it would piss him off.

An hour later, I was walking out of the police station. Sean had been at his desk when I was brought in and immediately got in Sawyer’s face wanting to know why I was in cuffs. When Sawyer told him that I had mouthed off during a traffic stop, Sean stormed into his boss’ office. I heard his raised voice as he told him exactly what he thought of Sawyer and his abuse of authority. I was tossed in a cell while the chief got the story from Sawyer. Apparently what Sawyer said pissed off the chief because I was released with his sincerest apologies. 

I waved him off because I knew it wasn’t his fault he had an asshole police officer on the force. The chief gave Sean permission to drive me to retrieve my truck. 

“Okay, I heard Sawyer’s version of what happened. How about you tell me what really happened.”

I relayed what happened and told him I was dragged out of the truck and thrown on the ground. Sean was fuming by the time I was done with the story.

“Dammit, Logan. I’ve told you that guy’s an asshole. Next time, don’t poke the bear. He’s gonna have it out for you now because you made him look bad in front of the chief.”

“Seriously, I was going two miles over the speed limit. That was a dick move on his part.”

“Yeah, it was, but two miles over is still speeding and he can legally pull you over for it. If he pulls you over again, just shut your mouth and only respond with polite statements. He’s gonna look for any reason to get you now.”

We pulled into the lot of the towing company and I got out of the squad car. “Thanks for the lift. I’ll keep your suggestions in mind.” I shut the door and went inside to get my truck. This day had turned to shit real fast and I was already ready for it to be over.
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I was ready to call it a day. When I got back to the office, the day just got worse. My morning coffee was left in my truck and by the time I got it back, it was cold. The office coffee was crap and I couldn’t be forced to drink it if you poured it down my throat. I seriously needed a good cup of coffee, but as soon as I walked through the door, I was bombarded with problems. 

Ryan’s secretary had been waiting for me by my office and insisted I go straight to his office. I set down my bag and headed over there right away.

“Where the hell have you been?”

“I got pulled over and hauled into the police station for calling Sawyer an asshole.”

I plunked down in the seat across from him with a sigh. I really didn’t need to get my ass reamed right now.

“Logan, seriously, we can’t deal with this shit right now. We’re trying to make the company grow. Getting arrested does not look good for our image.”

“The chief dropped the charges and I was free to leave. Besides, I have never done anything to give this company a bad image.”

“You’re excellent at your job and I couldn’t ask for a better partner, but one of these days, your extracurricular activities are going to get us in trouble. You screw anything in sight and you don’t give a shit about anything. Everything just rolls off your back. One of these days, it’s going to screw us over.”

The thing about my friends was that they were always underestimating me. I wasn’t a screw up, but they had very little faith in me outside of work. Maybe I earned that in some way, but to decide that today’s traffic stop was my fault without the details was harsh. The anger was building inside me and I needed to get out of there before I said something I’d regret.

“Can we get this meeting over with? I have a lot of shit to get done today.”

Ryan shook his head, but moved on to the next subject. 

“We got underbid on the new building downtown. That’s a big loss for us. The recognition for that building could have brought in a lot of business for us.”

“We can’t do projects at cost. I know we agreed on the VAS project, but that’s different. That’s for a good cause. I looked over the project numbers myself and they looked pretty good. We can’t win ‘em all, Ryan. There’s no point in staying upset. Let’s move on.”

“That kind of attitude will not help us.”

“No, that kind of attitude will keep us from underbidding ourselves and devaluing the company. If we don’t make enough to pay our employees, we’re gonna have a hard time taking on new projects.”

“Shit. I know you’re right. I just really wanted that project.”

“There will be another project. Besides, the VAS project could be very good for us if we do it right. Speaking of which, I need to check in with the design team and see how it’s coming.”

I stood, eager to get out of his office. Ryan was lost in thought, staring out his window, so I made my exit quickly. I got back to my office and checked all my emails before returning phone calls. It took me until lunch to catch up on my early morning routine. I worked through lunch so that I could stay on top of what needed to be done. The design team was almost done on their end, so I made an appointment with them for three o’clock.

After that, the day flew by. I had several more meetings to attend and I had to work late to make up for my late start. I headed out the door at seven and the rest of the office was dark. I was often the last one there because I worked with both the architectural design team and the interior design team. It was satisfying work and I didn’t mind the extra hours.

Driving home, I was extra cautious about my speed to avoid any more problems with the police. I was mentally exhausted after today and just wanted to go chill on the couch with a beer and watch a game. I didn’t care what game, just something that didn’t require me to think. I stepped inside the front door and slipped immediately, falling on my ass on the tile floor. Shit, that hurt. What the fuck?

As I stood up, water dripped from my clothes in thick droplets to the floor. I flipped on the entryway light and saw water all over my floor. I flicked on some more lights as I walked through the house, stopping in the kitchen when I heard the water running. I turned on the kitchen light and saw my sink overflowing with water. Stepping over to the sink, I saw my plate from this morning covering the drain, the other sink plugged with the strainer, and the faucet turned on part way. I shut the water down and pulled the plug in one side and removed the plate from the other. 

I walked through the house to see the extent of the damage. The place was sitting in a thin layer of water for most of the first floor. I shut down the power to the house and called a clean up crew. I could do it myself, but I didn’t have the time for it. I had a big meeting tomorrow and I couldn’t afford the distraction. I was going to have to find someplace new to stay tonight. I went upstairs and packed a bag. There was no doubt in my mind I would be staying at a hotel for the next week. I hoped it would be less time, but realistically, that wouldn’t happen. 

I drove over to the hotel in town and checked in. As I lay in bed, I tried to figure out how the hell that had happened. I couldn’t remember even turning on the water in the sink this morning. It didn’t make any sense. I was exhausted and stewing over this wouldn’t do me any good, so I took a shower and went to sleep.

The next morning, I headed off to the cafe as usual and guess who was there? My little vixen. I wondered how I had been coming to this coffee shop for the past few years and had never managed to run into her before. I walked up behind her and wrapped an arm around her waist, drawing her closer to me.

“How is it that I’ve never seen you here before?”

I felt her relax into my body and she wiggled her ass against my crotch. Damn. I didn’t need a boner right now. I had to get to work and I couldn’t afford the distraction, but she was too tempting.

“I just moved to town. This has become my new morning coffee shop.”

Her hand rested on my arm and her nail scratched against my hand when she started moving her fingers against my skin.

“I’m staying at the Hillside Hotel for the week. Room three-twelve, seven o’clock tonight. Don’t be late.” 

I nipped at her ear and then stepped around her to place my order, paying for hers also. Then I left and got to work. I made sure to drive the speed limit all the way to work and watched for police cars the whole way. Our meeting with Cassandra from VAS was at ten, so I went through my routine of checking emails and returning phone calls. The head of our interior design department, Cheryl, brought the final designs by my office at 8:30 and I looked them over, making sure everything was in order.

Ryan and I left at 9:45 and I parked in front of their offices. The meeting was with a few veterans, some other designers from other veteran buildings, and Cassandra. She had wanted their input on our plans and I was fine with that. Our plans looked great and I wasn’t worried that she wouldn’t be one hundred percent satisfied.

When the meeting was over, an hour later, Cassandra was thoroughly pleased with our plans. She still had to take the plans to the investors for approval, but she promised to call us next week after the meeting. Ryan and I were feeling pretty good when we walked out of the office. That is, until I saw a ticket under the wiper blade of my truck.

“What the fuck? What could I possibly have gotten a ticket for?”

I snatched the ticket from the windshield and read the citation. Apparently I was parked in a no parking zone. I looked at the sign and saw the front end of my truck was about six inches past the sign. The officer’s name was Calloway, but I had no doubt he was buddies with Sawyer. 

“What’s the ticket for?”

“Parking in a no parking zone.”

“Dude, you’re not even a foot past the sign.”

“I know,” I said as I climbed in the truck. I threw the ticket on the dashboard and started the truck, pulling out into traffic.

“Did you piss someone off?”

“Other than Sawyer? Not sure, but he had a hard on for me as soon as he stopped me yesterday. I hadn’t even met the guy until yesterday.”

“Maybe you fucked his sister.”

“Why is it that as soon as something happens, you automatically assume that I screwed up? Fuck you.”

I wasn’t in the mood to deal with this shit. I needed to get back to the office and get away from him before I destroyed our partnership. I was on the verge of saying shit that didn’t need to be said and it wouldn’t be good for our business or our friendship. We drove in silence the rest of the way to the office and went our separate ways. I avoided him the rest of the day and left the office at six. I’d had enough shit happen this week to last me a year and I was ready to get the hell out of here.

I drove to the hotel and got cleaned up, awaiting the arrival of my guest. She showed right on time and was wearing a trench coat, tied at the waist. Her hair tumbled over her shoulders and her makeup was flawless. She carried a small overnight bag and it made me happy that she was planning to stay the night with me. 

I opened the door all the way to let her in, watching her sway her hips as she walked further into the room. My cock harden at the thought of what was under that trench coat. I needed to let off some steam and her ass was my target. I shut the door, smiling at all the fun I would be having tonight.

“Take off your coat,” I commanded.

She undid the belt of her coat and then slowly slipped the buttons through the holes. She pulled at the collar and opened her coat, revealing a red lacy bra and matching panties. She had on garter belts attached to thigh highs. I groaned as I took her in, my dick becoming painfully hard. She looked spectacular. The coat slid from her shoulders and down past her fingertips, falling to the ground. I prowled over to her, ready to attack, coming within an inch of her body. I could feel her breasts brush against me as my chest rose with every harsh breath. 

I lifted my hand to her hip and brushed my fingers along her hip bone, trailing it up her side and brushing her breast. I traced the mounds of her breasts and up along her neck. She had soft skin that begged to be licked, but first, I wanted to punish her. I had a feeling that she left me tied to that bed to see how I would react and she was about to find out.

I brushed my lips along her jawline and over her beautiful, plump lips. Her breathing became ragged with every little touch. I ran my lips over to her ear and down her neck. Then I stepped back and watched her eyes open in confusion.

“Get on your knees on the bed, ass in the air.”

My tone was harsh and I could see the excitement dance in her eyes. I didn’t normally have rough sex, but it was sexy with her. She walked over to the bed and brought one knee up to the bed as she looked over her shoulder at me. She fluttered her eyelashes at me with a come hither look. I didn’t take the bait. I knew exactly what I wanted to do to her and she would go along with it. She finished climbing on the bed and got on all fours with her sweet ass facing me. 

I took my shirt off and shucked my pants, standing nude behind her. I traced my hand over the curve of her ass then drew it back and slapped her hard. 

“Ahh,” she cried after the first smack. I drew back again and repeated it, slapping a little harder every time. Her moans filled the room and I felt my anger from the day leaching from my body. My hand print made a red outline on her ass, so I moved to the other side.

“You think it was a good idea to leave me tied up to my bed?”

“Yes.” That earned her another hard slap.

“Why’d you do it?”

“Because I wanted to leave my mark on you.”

I caressed her ass before pulling back and smacking her again. “Well, now I’m gonna leave my mark on you.”

I smacked her a few more times before running my fingers along the back of her thong and down underneath her panties. I felt the wetness before I reached her pussy. She was soaked for me. I ran my hands along her seam and spread her juices up to her clit, rubbing small circles over the nub. She moaned and pushed her ass closer to me. I flicked her bra open and pulled the straps off her shoulder. My hands were drawn to her luscious breasts and my fingers brushed over her taut nipples. 

I needed to be inside her now. I lined my cock up with her pussy and pulled her panties to the side. I rammed inside her, stopping when I was buried deep inside her. It was just as good as I remembered, hot, wet, and tight. I was going to take her all night long and work out all my frustrations on her delectable body.




















CHAPTER SEVEN

Cecelia




My plan was going great so far. Two days in a row, Logan bought my coffee. Not that it’s a great form of revenge, but every little thing chips away at my anger a little more. When I ran into him in the coffee shop, his promises for tonight sent tingles down my spine. There’s no denying I’m attracted to him. His body is positively sinful and his smile makes my panties wet. All he had to do was brush his fingers along my skin and I started to forget my anger towards him, which posed a slight problem for me. I couldn’t forget what he did to me all those years ago. Given the chance, he would repeat it and crush me all over again. 

Vira talked with Sean about Logan’s reputation. He’s quite the ladies man. Apparently, he always has been, which is all the more reason for me to keep my guard up and my focus sharp. I refused to be drawn into his trap a second time. When I headed to his hotel room tonight, it’d be all business for me. My plan was to invite myself over for the night to draw him in. I’d be walking a fine line of drawing him in closer and making him want me more and more, but not totally giving myself over to him. Normally, I wouldn’t stay the night with him, I never did with any guy, but I planned to use him all night long. My body craved him and I knew that I wouldn’t have him for a long time before he found me out, so I planned to take advantage while I could.

I only packed a change of clothes for the morning and I needed to slip out early enough to get back to my place and get ready for work. There’d be no need for me to dress a certain way for him, in fact, less was better. We both knew what I was going there for, so there was no need to beat around the bush. I dressed in a bra and panties with garter belts and thigh high stockings. My trench coat might be a little cliche, but it definitely fit the situation. 

The look on his face when I opened the door was one of desire, but when I did my little striptease for him, his eyes turned molten. Honestly, I had never felt so desired in all my life. His need was coming off him in waves. I knew he had some anger to work out. I had gotten an update from Vira today from her friend at the police station, and based on the fact that he’s staying in a hotel for the week, I’d say my plan was working out perfectly. 

Which brings us to now. With my ass in the air and every crack of his palm against my skin, my center grew more wet. I have never been so turned on by a man and he knew it based on the sounds coming from my mouth, but he wouldn’t get his way the whole night. I’m not into submission. I’m into equal opportunity rough sex for both of us. 

When he rammed inside me, I could swear I felt him all the way in my throat. I was deliciously full in every way as his thrusts became harder and faster. I was so caught up in the feel of him that I didn’t even pay attention to the fact that I hadn’t had my way with him yet. There was always time for more. I felt the burn in my scalp as he yanked my hair back, holding my head up as he used my hair like reins on a horse. My orgasm rushed through me and my pussy clenched him tight, making his thrusts ragged. I barely heard him scream my name as he came inside me. 

When he released my hair, I collapsed onto the mattress on my tummy. He flopped down on the bed next to me and pulled me back against him. Umm. That was not happening. I didn’t do snuggling. I rolled away from him and put some space between us. His brows furrowed in question, but he didn’t say anything. As my breathing calmed, I thought about just going home. I had been satisfied and I didn’t need any more for the night, especially if he was going to try to cuddle with me. I didn’t need that shit.

“You got a problem with lying next to me?”

“I don’t cuddle. If you want to cuddle, get a teddy bear.”

His eyes narrowed slightly, but he recovered quickly with a handsome smile. It was best to set boundaries now. I closed my eyes and relaxed into the covers. 

“So why are you staying in a hotel?”

“My house flooded.”

“You don’t live on the river. How did your house flood?”

“Apparently, I left the water on and the drain was covered. Funny thing is, I don’t remember even turning on the water yesterday morning.”

He was staring at the ceiling, running his hand over his chest. I watched his chest rise and fall with every breath and my gaze skimmed over his beautiful body, taking in every mouth watering feature. He had some pretty impressive arms. If he were to wrap them around my neck, they would crush my windpipe in seconds. 

“That sucks. How long will it take to clean up?”

“I don’t know. They were working on getting all the water out yesterday and drying it out. Then they’ll have to assess the damage.” He huffed and ran a hand over his head. “It sucks because I built that house a few years ago when Ryan and I got the company off the ground. I designed it myself, so I’m not too happy about it being damaged.”

Score one for Team Me! It’s great to know that I caused his house damage, but what’s even better is knowing how much his house means to him. I did my best to school my features. I wouldn’t want to give away my joy at his predicament. 

“So I can find you here for the unforeseeable future?”

He hesitated for a minute as if he wanted to consider something first. “What is this?”

“Umm, it’s called sex, Logan. Surely, I don’t need to explain that to you. You seem pretty well versed.”

“I want to take you out sometime.”

“I don’t date. The sex is great between us. Let’s not complicate things.”

“Usually that’s my line.”

“Then by all means, use it.”

He smirked at me and I could tell he wanted to say more, but he let it go. I let my eyes slide shut and I drifted off to sleep. I woke sometime later to the feeling of warmth all around me. I pried my eyes open to see the comforter over me and Logan’s arm wrapped around me. What the fuck. I told him I didn’t snuggle. This shit didn’t fly with me.

I threw the covers off and straddled his hips. I brought my hand back and laid a decent slap across his face. He startled awake, his eyes flying open. 

“What the fuck did I say about cuddling?”

“Excuse me?”

“I woke up to your arm wrapped around me. Don’t let it happen again.”

His cock hardened under me and I moved my hips over his growing length. My moisture was coating him, making it easier to grind against him. I moaned and closed my eyes, running my hands up under my hair and thrusting my breasts forward. Logan pushed his hips up, his cock centimeters from entering me. I sat up and angled myself over him, then sank down until he was buried inside me. 

His hands roamed over my breasts, pinching and pulling causing my core to clench. My nipples started to burn with pain because of how rough he was being. I clenched tighter, strangling his cock with my pussy. A strangled noise tore from his throat.

“Fuck, you’re gonna make me come if you keep doing that.”

He sat up and carried me over to the desk, setting me down as he brushed stuff out of the way. Something sharp poked my ass and I reached behind me to find it was a letter opener. I grasped it in my hand and sliced down his bicep with it, drawing a thin line of blood.

He looked down at his arm and then glared at me as I smirked back.

“Watch yourself. You poked me in the ass with that.”

“You give me a mark, I’ll give you a mark. Only mine will be permanent. I’m gonna put my stamp on your ass so every time I fuck you, I’ll see you’re mine.”

“I’m not yours. I’m just here for a good time.”

He thrust hard into me, wrapping his arms around my back, holding me to him. “Sweetheart, you may not know it, but you are mine and you always will be. I’m gonna fuck you so hard, you’ll only remember my cock.”

I panted with every thrust, digging my fingers into his back. I felt the blood under my fingers and I scratched him harder with every pound.

“Fuck, woman. You’re gonna be the death of me.”

“You have no idea.”

He pushed me back on the desk and trailed his tongue down my body, then bit my skin. Tiny little love bites covered my body and I had no doubt there were teeth impressions on my skin. He paid extra attention to my breasts and nipples. It was almost painful, but for every bite, he stroked my clit, making me forget about everything else.

Within five minutes, we were both lying back on the bed, panting with exhaustion. I thought about getting up and going home, but I had to be up in four hours for work and I needed all the sleep I could get. I pulled the covers up over myself and rolled away from him, saying a half hearted good night.
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An alarm was going off somewhere, but my hands couldn’t find it. I was knocking things over on my nightstand trying to find where the noise was coming from. Finally, I pried my eyes open to see that I wasn’t in my room and there was no alarm on the nightstand. The noise cut off and I rolled over to see Logan’s arm stretched over, resting on top of the alarm clock and his other hand thrown over his eyes. I took a minute to study his face in the early morning light. His features were harder now than they were ten years ago. His jaw was more defined and he had more scruff to his face. 

“See something you like?”

“If I didn’t, I wouldn’t have come over last night.”

I flung the covers off and walked over to the bathroom completely nude. I didn’t care about modesty right now. I wanted him to get a good view of what I had to offer. 

“I need a shower. Care to join me?”

He jumped out of bed and practically ran into the bathroom with me where he proceeded to maul me in the shower. Half an hour later, he left the shower and let me get cleaned up. I only had regular clothes with me, so I needed to go back to my apartment this morning. I had brought some toiletries with me, so I was able to blow dry my hair and it looked acceptable for work by the time I was done. I put on my makeup and then exited the bathroom in my towel. My bag was sitting on the bed and Logan was fully dressed in his suit for work.

“So, you never told me what you do, Logan,” I said as I started pulling out clothes to get dressed.

“I own a construction company with a buddy of mine.”

“Really? That doesn’t look like construction attire.”

“Construction is just one side to the business. I run the architectural and interior design divisions of the company. My buddy, Ryan, runs the construction side.”

“Impressive.”

“What is it you do?”

“I’m in marketing. I’m working over at JNP Marketing.”

“So, you said you just moved here. Where are you originally from?”

Well, that was a tricky question because I was originally from here, so I told him instead where I had been the last ten years.

“Philadelphia.”

“Does all your family live there?”

“No.”

“Any brothers or sisters?”

“Are we really going to do this? Seriously? I already told you I don’t date.”

“I wasn’t aware that getting to know someone required a date. We’re sleeping together. I don’t see the harm in learning a little about you.”

“Fine. I have a brother and a sister. Both of my parents are alive and divorced. My favorite food is Italian and my favorite color is blue. I love summer and I hate winter. I like going out dancing with Vira and I have little patience for relationships or anything resembling one. I like to fuck and I’m not ashamed of that. If you want something more, you’re gonna have to find it somewhere else.” I crossed my arms over my chest and glared at him. “Is that enough for now or would you also like my bra size?”

“34C.”

I narrowed my eyes at him and scowled. He held up his hands in surrender and walked closer to me. He gave me a quick kiss and then pulled back.

“Thank you. That wasn’t so hard, was it?”

“Whatever. I have to get home and get dressed so I can go to work.”

I grabbed my bag and slung it over my shoulder and headed for the door. As I opened the door, it was immediately shoved closed and two arms trapped me against the door. His hands slipped around my waist and trailed down to the waistline of my yoga pants. His fingers slipped inside my panties and two fingers pushed inside me. His other hand slid around my throat, squeezing slightly.

“As long as we’re sleeping together, this pussy is mine. No one else gets access to this. Understand?”

“I expect the same from you.” He loosened his grip and I spun around grabbing his cock slightly harder than was necessary. His eyes flashed, the only hint that my grip was too tight. “Same time tonight?”

He nodded and I released my death grip on him. Reaching behind me, I turned the knob and let myself out into the hallway. By the time I got home and got ready for work, I was running behind. There would be no stopping at the coffee shop this morning, so I would have to have the office coffee.

The day went by quickly and I met Logan again at the hotel that night. I took everything he gave me and we had a great time, but I didn’t stay the night even though he bitched about it for a good fifteen minutes. I couldn’t get in the habit of sleeping with him. He asked to take me out this weekend, but I needed a break from him. He was invading my thoughts and if I wasn’t careful, I would end up with stars in my eyes.

Vira and I took the weekend to hang out with each other around the apartment. She really wanted to go out, but I just couldn’t bring myself to get all dressed up this weekend. Besides, I wasn’t in the mood to find a new man. Sean stopped by on Saturday night and I discreetly excused myself to my bedroom so I didn’t have to hear Sean and Vira fucking. Vira was loud and Sean was quite the dirty talker. Like seriously dirty. I had never heard such filthy talk in all my life. 

Unfortunately, being only a room away did nothing to dull the sound emanating from her room. I finally fell asleep around three in the morning and vowed to find a place of my own in the next six months. I’d never get any sleep if I had to listen to Vira fucking people all night long.

I was up early making coffee because Vira and Sean had woken me up an hour ago when they started going at it again. When it sounded like they had finished, I decided that since I wasn’t getting back to sleep, I was going to need some coffee. 

Sean walked out of the bedroom, handcuffs in one hand and his shoes in the other. I blushed when I remembered some of the things I’d heard him say to her last night. 

“Aw, come on now, Cece. Don’t be shy. Remember, I’ve seen what you do to Logan.”

“That may be true, but you couldn’t give me a play by play.”

He laughed at me and then slid his shoes on. “I gotta get to work. Catch ya later, darlin’.”

“I hope you wash those handcuffs before you use them at work,” I called as he walked out the door.




















CHAPTER EIGHT

Logan




She was taking over every thought I had. I was always distracted no matter what I was doing and it was really fucking with my day. I saw her every morning to get coffee and I gladly paid her tab, hoping that the gesture would keep me in her good graces.

About mid-week I couldn’t take it anymore and stopped by her work to take her to lunch. She didn’t look overly pleased to see me, but I could tell she didn’t want to cause a scene. She grabbed her coat and we took the elevator down to the first floor in silence. When we walked out of the building, she grabbed my arm.

“Let’s get one thing straight here. I’m not your girlfriend. I don’t do dinners and lunches. The only reason I came with you is because people heard you asking and I didn’t want to come off as a bitch in my workplace. You don’t get to just show up where I work.”

I smirked at her hostile reaction. “Yeah, I’m a real dick taking you out for lunch.”

“Just don’t get any ideas. We aren’t a couple and we never will be.”

I walked right up into her space and kissed her hard. “Just so long as you remember that your ass is mine. Until we’re through, you belong to me.”

She reared back and glared at me. “I belong to nobody. When I decide we’re through, I will fuck whoever I want, whenever I want.”

“You keep telling yourself that, sweetheart.”

She turned and continued to walk down the street to the little Italian restaurant a block away. We walked in and were seated by the front window where we sat in silence looking over our menus. 

“Cece?”

I looked up to see a well manicured man walk up to our table and pull Cece out of her chair. He was easily six feet tall and wore a spiffy suit with slicked back hair. 

“Greg. Oh my gosh. It’s so good to see you. What are you doing here?”

Her eyes lit up when she talked to this guy and I got the distinct feeling that he had an advantage here over me. I decided to sit back and let things play out. I had no clue who this guy was, but if I tried to stake a claim on Cece, it wouldn’t work.

“I came in to interview at JNP.”

“No way! I work there.”

“I know. That’s part of the reason I wanted to transfer.”

His grin was playful and I couldn’t tell if he was hitting on her or not. I couldn’t figure out the dynamic of their relationship. Had they fucked? Were they just friends?

“Please sit down and eat lunch with me.”

She just ignored me. Didn’t even ask if I was okay with him joining us. What the fuck? He sat down and they faced each other, catching up on shit. She didn’t even introduce me. I wasn’t about to sit here and be the schmuck that sat by as another guy moved in on my girl.

“I’m Logan. Sam was it? Cece’s never mentioned you,” I interrupted when Cece continued to ignore me.

“Greg. I know Cece from Philadelphia. How do you two know each other?”

“I’m fucking her.”

Yeah, I was pissing all over her, marking my territory like a dog. Cece didn’t seem happy about it, but I had a feeling it wasn’t because I had told Greg we were fucking, but because I was blatantly trying to make this douchebag uncomfortable.

Instead, though, something passed between Greg and Cece, making me feel like I was intruding. He was looking at her with eyes that said he remembered every inch of her body. Cece had a wistful look on her face, so I decided I was going to need to remind her of who she was with. Looked like I was going to have to stake my claim after all. 

“She’s not available right now, so if that’s what you’re looking for, you need to move on.”

“Excuse me, Logan, but I don’t believe you speak for me.” Cece glared at me, but I just smiled back.

“I seem to remember you calling my name when you came all over my face, so for now, I do speak for you.”

I ran my hand up her thigh, under her dress that had ridden up her thigh, and slid my fingers under her panties causing her to gasp. Greg’s eyes were narrowed in on my hand and I didn’t give a fuck if he saw what I was doing. He was going to get the full picture real quick.

I leaned in and kissed her neck as I worked my fingers along her slit, feeling how wet she was for me. Her eyes fluttered shut and I heard her whimper under my touch. Greg’s eyes were shooting daggers at me, but I didn’t give a shit. Right when Cece was well and truly worked up I pulled my fingers out and brought them to my mouth, licking her cream from my fingers.

Desire was written all over her face. She stood suddenly from the table and grabbed my hand. She pulled me through the restaurant and out the front door. I had no idea where she was taking me and I didn’t ask. We walked a few blocks when she suddenly pulled me into a motel on the corner. It was run down and where I imagined hookers took their John’s. 

She walked up to the desk and asked for a room, but I had my wallet out before she could pay. There was no way my girl was paying for this shitty room. In minutes, we were down the hall and in a crappy room that looked like something out of The Shining. She threw me down on the bed and climbed on top of me. I could hear the wood cracking from the bed frame as she started ripping the clothes from my body.

She pulled her dress up and sank down on my cock and rode me hard and fast. I peeled the top of her dress down and sat up so I could lick her tits. I didn’t know how much I could take of this. I wanted her so bad and I didn’t mind her being in control some of the time, but right now I felt like staking my claim on her body. I wanted her to surrender to me.

I spun her around to her back and loomed over her. Her breathing was erratic as her breasts heaved from the exertion of riding my cock. I slammed into her over and over. The bed creaked one final time before I heard the wood splintering. The far side of the bed collapsed and we rolled across the mattress, falling to the ground and into the leg of the desk. My back slammed into the desk and I instinctively covered Cece as the desk collapsed on top of us.

When I lifted my head, my eyes locked with Cece. She was trying her best not to laugh at our predicament. I grew harder inside her, needing to finish what we started. I pushed the desk off of my back and then slammed into her again. Her laughing ceased as a moan tore from her throat. The sounds of our bodies slapping together filled the room until we both came, screaming our releases.

I collapsed on top of her, panting hard and seeing spots. Damn. This woman was going to kill me. I crawled off of her and surveyed the damage of the room. One of the legs on the bed had broken and the desk was collapsed on the floor with its contents scattered around the small space. I walked around to the other side of the bed and collected my clothes as Cece sat up and pulled herself together. There wasn’t much I could do in the way of cleaning up, so I left everything for the motel to clean up.

“Don’t ever try to stake your claim on me again like that.”

“Sweetheart, there was no trying. That douchebag didn’t have a chance against me. Just face it. You’re mine and that’s the way it’s staying.”

“I’m not anybody’s, and if that’s the way you’re going to act, we can end this right now. So you decide, are we ending things or are you going to back off?”

There was no way I was ending things with her. She had gotten under my skin and I couldn’t walk away if I wanted. I walked up to her and pulled her against me. “I’m not walking away and neither are you. I can try to tone it down, but that’s all I can promise. When I’m around you, I just want to throw you over my shoulder and carry you to the closest room to fuck you.”

“Fucking isn’t our problem. I have to get back to work. Don’t show up there again. What we have doesn’t bleed into my everyday life. Can you handle that?”

I nodded and she turned and walked out the door. Sighing, I made sure I had everything before going to the front desk and dropped a few hundred for repairs to the room. It was time to get back to work.
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Cece didn’t show up at my hotel room the next few nights and it pissed me off. Her pussy had made me lose all common sense and my brain felt like it was malfunctioning because it had been too long since I’d had her. My mind had boarded the stupid train and was well on the way to leaving the station.

By Friday, I was a wreck and it had only been two days since I’d last had her. Ryan was getting irritated with my lack of concentration and it was about to really start affecting my work. Luckily, most of my projects were well underway, so I didn’t have to worry about missing deadlines.

I left work early to run a few errands and then I went back to the hotel to clean up. There was no doubt in my mind that she would show up tonight. It was the weekend. I got cleaned up and then waited around. Time seemed to creep by and I started to doubt whether or not she would show. 

Finally, around eight o’clock, I decided to text her and find out where the hell she was.




Me: When is your sexy ass getting here?

Cece: Working late tonight. Not sure when I’ll be done, but then I’m going home.

Me: You know what they say about all work and no play.

Cece: Yes, I know, but did Jack have deadlines to meet?




Shit. She wasn’t going to show. I couldn’t take it anymore. Screw her rules. I had to see her. She still had to eat right? I grabbed my coat and walked out of the hotel, stopping at a restaurant for some food. There would be no more running from me. I was going to have it out with her and show her that we could have something great. If I couldn’t convince her, I was going to have to walk away before functioning without her became impossible.




















CHAPTER NINE

Cecelia




I was starting to lose focus on what I was doing. I talked a good game with Logan, but he was wearing me down. As much as I hated him claiming me in public, I was so turned on by his actions. Dragging him to the motel and fucking him seemed like the best solution.

Now I was back at work and having a hard time concentrating on the simple marketing plan in front of me. All I could think about was going back to Logan’s hotel room tonight and all the dirty things we could do. A knock at the door startled me from my thoughts.

 “Can I come in?”

Greg was standing in the doorway looking charming as ever. I had slept with him once and he was great in bed. I never repeated, so he never thought there would be more. Still, his comments at the restaurant led me to believe he still wanted more with me. I was going to have to take care of that right away. 

“Hey, did you interview already?”

“Yeah, just finished up. I think it went well. I should know in a week or two. They still have more interviews to do.”

“Well, I hope you get what you want.”

He smiled and then stepped further into the office. “Listen, I hope I didn’t cause any problems between you and your boyfriend earlier. I wasn’t trying to, but he was pushing my buttons, so I thought I’d push back.”

“He’s not my boyfriend. You know how I work.” I gave him a knowing look to which he chuckled. 

“Yeah, I’m aware. One of these days you’ll settle down though. I’m not saying it will be with me, but I wouldn’t be opposed to it.”

“Greg, you know..”

He held up both hands in surrender. “I’m just saying, when there’s an opening, keep me in mind.”

“I’ll do that, but there won’t be.”

“I’ve gotta get back to Philadelphia. It was good seeing you again.”

“It was. Maybe we’ll be seeing you around here soon.”

“Here’s hoping.” 

He left and I finally buckled down and got to work. I couldn’t spend all day daydreaming or Greg would be taking my job.




✯✯✯✯✯




Friday was here in the blink of an eye and I had never been happier. I was getting swamped at work with a new project from one of my bosses. The account came up at the last minute and everyone else was pretty busy, so I offered to handle it. Mr. Johnson needed the draft for the project on his desk first thing in the morning. I spent the whole morning working with the design department to come up with some boards for the meeting in the morning. 

After the boards were done, I still had paperwork to go over for the project which was taking me a long time. Normally, I had weeks to go over all the information that I now only had a few days to go over.

The rest of the day flew by with so much work that I didn’t think I’d leave the office before ten. A huge part of me wanted to sneak out and see Logan, but if I didn’t finish the project for the morning meeting, I could be out of a job. Besides, I didn’t want Logan thinking that I would be available to him whenever he wanted. I needed to maintain distance from him.

It was about eight o’clock when my phone pinged, signaling a text. It was from Logan.




Logan: When is your sexy ass getting here?

Me: Working late tonight. Not sure when I’ll be done, but then I’m going home.

Logan: You know what they say about all work and no play.

Me: Yes, I know, but did Jack have deadlines to meet?




I didn’t get another message so I continued on with my project. My stomach was cramping from not eating and I really wanted to go get something to eat, but the sooner I finished, the sooner I could go home for the night. Still, something from the vending machines would hold me over until I could leave. I went through the main office area where the cubicles were and made my way to the break room. It was a little creepy at night because they turned off the main lights and just left the night time lights on, which were scattered throughout the walkways.

Standing in front of the vending machines, I saw that there weren’t a whole lot of options that would fill me up, but I decided on a couple of Snickers bars. As I was putting in my money, my stomach let out a loud growl, telling me the monster would soon jump out of my stomach and eat whatever was available.

“You shouldn’t skip dinner to work late.”

I practically banged my head against the vending machine from standing so fast. I spun around to see Logan standing in the doorway holding what could only be Chinese takeout based on the smell.

I was about to grin, but then I remembered how much I was supposed to hate him and decided reprimanding him would be best.

“I didn’t invite you to my office. When I said I was working, I meant just that.”

“I’m aware, but you still need to eat. So let’s go sit down and eat and then you can get back to work.”

I quirked an eyebrow, channeling Scarlet O’Hara, and stepped forward seductively and pulled the tie away from his shirt, running my fingers down the length of the silk.

“Mr. Walker, why don’t you step into my office and we can review your request.”

His eyebrows shot up and a slow grin spread across his face. I put a little extra sway in my hips on the way to my office. I sat down behind my desk, back straight with my chest pushed out. I crossed one leg over the other, letting my skirt pull up my thigh. I saw the moment his eyes trailed over my skin because it felt like heat was emanating from his very pores.

“Mr. Walker, as your boss, I’m sure you’re aware of certain procedures we have in this office for working late nights. We wouldn’t want anyone to get the idea I was sexually harassing you. As your boss, I require you to sign some paperwork that you have agreed to work late in the office with me.”

Logan sat back, steeling his fingers in front of him. “And just what would this paperwork entail?”

“It’s very basic. It says that you have to do whatever I say to get the job done in a timely manner. After all, you’re getting paid to be here and service me in any way I need.”

He stood and walked around the desk towards me. I indicated a blank piece of paper on the desk and handed him a pen.

“Just write as I speak.” He took the pen and leaned over the desk giving me a nice view of his ass. I brushed my hand between his legs, feeling his balls heavy in his pants. “I, Logan, promise to throw Cece across this desk.” I cupped his balls and gave a slight squeeze. The only noise he made was a slight intake of breath. “I promise to fuck her hard and make her beg for my cock.” My fingers undid his zipper and I could feel his length hardening underneath. “I will be sure that she comes several times before I do to ensure my work is at its peak performance.” I grabbed onto the length of him and started stroking him. He spun back around and hauled me to him, kissing me breathless. I was so lost in the moment that I forgot I was supposed to be the one in charge. 

Pulling back, I slapped him across the face. “Do that again and I’ll file a sexual harassment charge, Mr. Walker. Now, eat my pussy.”

Logan swiped all the paperwork off my desk and pushed me back so I was lying across the desk. He pulled the side zipper down on my skirt and pulled it off me before spreading my legs and latching on to my panty covered mound. I felt his hot tongue through the thin fabric, my body quaking in need. He ripped the panties from my body and let his tongue work its magic on me. I barely had time to think about how wrong this was to do this in my office or that my office walls were made of glass and if someone came back here, I would be caught and probably fired. For some reason, that made this so much hotter. 

“Is this your marketing strategy for this particular product, Mr. Walker?”

“Since the product is Chinese food, I would suggest we take a different approach. Allow me to demonstrate.”

Logan took the first box of Chinese, pulling up my shirt, and setting the hot noodles on my tummy. The juices ran down the sides of my stomach and Logan’s tongue lapped at the free running juices. He pulled one noodle into his mouth and the noodle slid against my skin as it slid up off me and into his mouth. His eyes darkened as he watched me and he moved one of the noodles up to my breast, wrapping it around my nipple. 

His mouth latched onto my nipple and sucked for a few minutes before he once again took ahold of the noodle and sucked it up. This time the noodle caressed my nipple and it pebbled under the slippery texture. He continued on a few more times before grabbing an egg roll and holding it up with a mischievous grin. 

“I think this egg roll needs some dipping sauce.”

Before I had a chance to comprehend what he was going to do, he slid the egg roll down my skin to my pussy and pushed the egg roll inside me. The scratchy texture was not very pleasant, but I couldn’t deny that it still turned me on. He pushed the egg roll in and out several times before finally pulling it out and taking a bite.

I sat up and took him by the tie, forcing him to switch places with me. Eyeing the sweet and sour sauce on the desk, I pulled the lid off and then pulled his pants and underwear down. I knelt before him and took his hard length into my mouth, sucking and licking every inch of him. Then I took the container of sweet and sour sauce and dipped his balls in. A hiss slipped from his lips, probably because the sauce was still a little hot, but I replaced the cup with my tongue and licked all the sauce from him. When I pulled back, my face was sticky and I desperately wanted a wet wipe, but when I saw the dark look on his face, all thoughts of cleaning up flew out the window.

The next thing I knew I was bent over his desk and he was pounding into me from behind. With every thrust, my hips slammed into the metal desk, no doubt leaving bruises on my hips. In my attempt to grab ahold of the other side of the desk, I sent my pen holder flying, pens scattering across the floor.

Logan put his hands on my hips and gripped tight as he continued his delicious assault on my body. I could feel my walls tightening around his cock and I couldn’t hold back when his hips picked up the pace and he slammed deeper and harder into me. I came with a scream and a few seconds later and felt him still behind me. 

His heavy weight dropped down on top of me as I lay my head down on the desk and closed my eyes. It was hard to get my breathing under control with his giant frame on top of mine, but I relished in the warmth of his body. Soon, reality came crashing down and I remembered that I was not supposed to be basking in the afterglow with him. I pushed him off me and started gathering my clothes to put back on.

“Alright, I have to get back to work and now that we’ve made a mess of my office, I have even more work to do, so you can leave.”

Logan grabbed my chin and forced me to look at him. “I’ll help you clean up, and the little bit that you managed to get in your mouth would not be considered dinner.”

“Oh, Logan. I never thought I’d hear you describe yourself as little. Surely you deserve a slightly better accolade.”

“Honey, I wasn’t describing my cock and we both know it would never be described as little.” 

His fingers brushed my sex and swirled in the juices that were still lingering. He started pumping his fingers in and out of me and I was helpless to resist him. My eyes closed as he continued his ministrations on my body. His thumb rubbed my clit faster and faster as his fingers started thrusting in and out of me. Despite the near state of exhaustion I had just been in, my body was a live wire now. My legs began to tremble and my breathing accelerated. Logan stepped closer and wrapped his arm around my back, holding me against the desk. Sparks flew as my orgasm tore through me and I pulsed against his fingers. My legs gave out, but Logan held me up, slowly rubbing his fingers over my still throbbing pussy.

“You can push me away all you want, sweetheart, but I’ll still be here waiting for you,” he whispered in my ear. It was getting more and more difficult to keep Logan at arm’s length. I needed to finish what I started with him before I got in too deep, but for now, I pretended that we were just two people that were deeply attracted to one another.

Logan pulled back and wiped his fingers on some napkins. “How about we get dressed and clean up. Then we can clean up our mess and eat our Chinese food.”

I raised an eyebrow at him.

“Yes, we will actually eat the food.”

We quickly dressed and sorted through all the papers that had been thrown to the floor. After everything was neatly back in place on my desk, we sat on the floor with the food spread out in front of us.

“So tell me, Cece, where did you learn that tantalizing dance you did with Vira in the club?”

I blushed at his reminder of the first night we met. “Well, I met Vira a long time ago and she helped me to open myself up and explore my sexuality. She took me to a lot of clubs and helped me to loosen up and not be afraid to have fun.”

“So, that whole dance between you two was just a routine? You’ve never…”

“Are you asking if Vira and I have ever gotten dirty?”

“Well, I would be lying if I said the thought repulsed me. I think it’s every guy’s fantasy to see two women kissing and running their hands over each other.”

“Wouldn’t you like to know.”

“Oh, come on. If you tell me, I’ll tell you something I’ve never told anyone else.”

“How good is it?”

“Oh, it’s good. You don’t want to miss out on this story.”

I thought about it and decided that no matter what his story turned out to be, there was no harm in letting him in on this secret.

“What Vira and I do stays strictly on the dance floor. Now that’s not to say that we haven’t done some dirty stuff to each other to garner the attentions of the opposite sex, but we’ve never had anything more than that.”

“What kind of dirty stuff?”

“In order to get the answer to that, you’re gonna have to spill your secret.”

He rolled his eyes and made an irritated noise and when I looked down, I could see his length through his pants. Apparently talking about girl on girl action was something that really got Logan wound up.

“Fine. When I was in college, I spread this rumor that this really hot girl and I had been fucking. The rumor was that we were doing really dirty stuff all around campus. I’ll spare you the details, but this girl couldn’t go anywhere without being harassed by guys looking for a fun time with her. After a while I felt bad because that hadn’t been my intention. I just wanted her to notice me and that was my stupid way of getting her attention. One night, she approached me in the dorms and told me she wanted to fuck me against the wall where anyone could see us. I was like, hell yeah, this girl is more kinky than I thought. So I went along with it. Apparently her friends were in on it and they had attached zip ties to some rings that were on a bulletin board. After she got me stripped naked, she said she wanted to blindfold me and I went along with it. Then she put my hands in the zip ties and I was thinking I was about to get real lucky. It got awfully quiet for a few minutes and I kept calling out to her. Then I heard all this running and girls laughing. She had left me naked and pinned to the wall for everyone to see. Fortunately, since no one saw my whole face, they couldn’t be certain it was me, but I definitely learned my lesson after that.”

“How did you get out of there?”

“Well, the bulletin board wasn’t secured to the wall all that well, so I took it down and a buddy guided me to a room where he helped me get loose. I hid out in his room all night and waited for everyone to go back to their rooms before I snuck back to mine. People speculated of course, but no one was certain it was me.”

“Well, serves you right. Shows you not to mess with people.”

Interesting. So I wasn’t the first person to get revenge on this man.

“What made you decide to go into marketing?”

I picked at my food while we talked and I tried to keep the subjects light. I no longer felt the need to kick him out of my office, but I also didn’t want to get in too deep with him. We talked for another half hour before I decided it was time to get back to work. 

“Thanks for dinner, Logan, but I need to finish up my work for the night. We have a big meeting tomorrow morning.”

He leaned towards me and swiped his tongue across my lower lip. “You have sauce on you.” 

His tongue traced my lips and his breath fanned across my face. I wanted to push him off. I wanted to get my space and keep up some distance between us, but Logan was pushing past my barriers and making it difficult to keep my wits about me. He kissed me deeply and started crawling over my body, pushing me down to the floor. His body hovered over mine as his hand cupped my jaw. His kisses forced me into submission as he hiked up my skirt and I heard his belt buckle come free.

As he slid inside me, something changed. This was slower, less intense, yet even more intense. We weren’t going at each other with some crazy passion. He was making love to me. I tried to avoid his eyes, but he held my face and soon his eyes captivated me. His thrusts were slow and deep, every one pulling me in deeper. His eyes stayed on me the entire time, forcing me to accept what he was doing to me. I couldn’t look away. I couldn’t deny any longer that I wanted him. I couldn’t deny that what was between us was special. I wanted to roll him over and do things my way, but my body betrayed me and kept me anchored to him. 

My release came slowly, unfurling deep from within. He pushed deep inside and released deep within me, pressing kisses along my temple and down to my jaw before placing a sweet kiss on my lips. We stayed like that for a good minute, just staring into each other’s eyes. The ding of the elevator pulled me from the moment and I quickly bucked him off me and pulled my skirt down, smoothing my hair the best I could. Logan worked just as quickly to adjust his pants and straighten his shirt. We kept up the appearance of a late night dinner just as my boss walked by, seeing my light on. He knocked on the glass and walked into my office.

“Late night dinner?”

“Yes, Mr. Johnson. This is my boyfriend, Logan. He brought me dinner since I was working on that campaign for the meeting tomorrow.”

“Sorry about that. I didn’t think you would be here that late.”

“Well, there were a few changes I wanted to make and I wanted it to be perfect. I should be done soon.”

“Okay. Well, don’t let me keep you. I just came to grab some paperwork I left behind. See you tomorrow. It was nice to meet you, Logan.”

“You too.”

Mr. Johnson walked off to his office and I blew out a breath. That could have ended very badly. Having sex in my office hadn’t been part of the plan with Logan and whatever just happened with us was definitely not something I wanted to repeat. That brought on feelings that I was trying to avoid. 

“You’d better go. I have work to finish and then I need to get home to get some sleep before tomorrow.”

“Alright.” He came towards me and tried to kiss me, but I pulled away. “Don’t do this. Not when we’re finally taking this somewhere.”

“I don’t know what you’re talking about, Logan. We’re just having fun and I have to work, so you need to leave.”

He huffed out a laugh, but gathered up the leftovers and headed for the door. “See you around, Cece.”

He was gone and I could finally breathe again. I finished up my work and was out the door an hour later. Office visits could not be repeated in the future.























CHAPTER TEN

Logan and Cecelia




Logan




Cece was a hard nut to crack. It seemed that every time I got close, she pulled back from me and left me cold. For some reason, she didn’t want to take a chance on me. That was usually my way of thinking. I never wanted to make something with anyone until Cece came along. When I made love to her last night, I saw in her eyes how much she wanted me, but I also saw her hesitancy. She was scared to allow herself to be with me. I was going to have to change that and show her that I could be someone she could have something with.

I had an idea that we needed to get out and have some fun that wouldn’t just revolve around sexy clothes and dancing. We needed to do something during daytime hours. If she wouldn’t let me take her out for lunch, then we were going to have to do something that she couldn’t run away from. We were going paintballing.

Sunday, I gathered up a group of people to go with and we headed over to Cece and Vira’s apartment. I had already planned things with Vira, she was the one that was going to ensure Cece came with. I walked up to her door dressed in head to toe camo with paint all over my face. She was about to get a makeover. Knocking on the door, I startled her with my appearance.

“Get Vira. We’re going to have some fun.”

“Um, excuse me, but I am not a dog. I don’t just go wherever you tell me to.”

“You have a choice. You can either get in the gear I got for you or you can get fucked on your kitchen floor with Vira watching and then we’ll leave. Which is it going to be?”

She glared at me and grabbed the outfit I had in my hand. “What is this anyway?”

“We’re going paintballing.”

“No. I’m not doing that.”

“Why not? Are you scared you’ll lose?”

“No, but I don’t want to do it. I’ll break a nail and get all dirty.”

“Sweetheart, there is nothing more that I’d like to do than get dirty with you. Now get your ass moving. Vira! Get out here.”




Cece




Vira emerged from her room looking better than I did for the early hour and I wondered why that was. Usually, I was up well before her and she didn’t look presentable until well past noon. Sean strode out behind her and walked right up to Logan.

“Did you bring my stuff also?”

“I brought it all. Everyone go get ready so we can get this show on the road.”

Vira squealed in delight and I narrowed my eyes at the traitorous bitch. This was not what I had in mind for today. Logan stood with his massive arms crossed in front of me, willing me to argue with him. Huffing, I turned and went to my room to get ready. 

Fifteen minutes later, we all piled into several trucks and headed out for an hour long drive. 

“So, who all is coming with us?” I asked Logan after we were in the truck for a few minutes.

“Sean and Vira, Jack, Luke and Anna, Ryan, Drew, and Sebastian.”

“Okay, well I don’t know most of them.”

“You probably won’t get to know most of them since we’ll be covered in paint, except for those on our team.”

“Are the teams already divided?”

“No, we’ll do it when we get there.”

I wasn’t overly thrilled at being dragged out of my house at eight o’clock this morning, but if Vira was going, it wouldn’t be so bad. We pulled up to a wooded area after a nice, scenic drive and Logan got me loaded up with face paint. I looked over to see all the others doing the same. My hair was pulled up in a tight bun and the rest of me was fully covered. I had to admit, I looked hot in camo. Even the boots were pretty kick ass. Vira, always going for fashion first, had tied her camo tee in a knot at her waist, showing off a good section of her toned tummy. She was a little irked when Sean made her put the coat back on. 

We headed over to the entrance and were broken up into teams. Jack, Sean and Vira were on our team and Luke, Anna, Ryan, Drew, and Sebastian were on the other. We did quick introductions before breaking off and heading out into the woods. The first hour was a little boring. The guys were giving off hand signals and telling us to stay low and follow them. 

Vira and I ended up falling behind because we were so bored.

“The shoes are cute at least. I think I look pretty bad ass,” I said to Vira as we wandered around the woods.

“You definitely look hot. I was pissed when Sean made me put this coat on. It does nothing for my figure.”

“Why are we out here anyway, and why did you so readily agree to come along?”

She shrugged. “It sounded like fun at the time. Now, we’re just walking around while they play G.I. Joe.”

I bent over to tie my shoelace when I felt something whiz past my head. I shrieked and dropped to the ground, covering my head. “What the fuck! Someone shot at me.”

“Well, we are playing paintball,” Vira said as she laid down beside me. We looked all around for anyone that could be aiming at us. That’s when I saw it. Logan was standing next to Jack and Sean laughing at us. Those bastards.

“They’re laughing at us. Come on. It’s time for payback. We crawled over to a fallen log and hid behind it as we stripped our clothes off. Very slowly, we stood from our positions in only our bra and panties. I was wearing a cute pair of red, lacy bikinis with a matching bra and Vira was wearing a black, lacy thong and matching bra. Both of us had our hair down and still had on our boots. We stepped out from our position and walked towards what we assumed was the center of the action with our guns slung over our shoulders.

“What the fuck?” It came off to our right, but I had no idea who said it. I heard a girly giggle, which could only be Anna, so that must be where the rest of that team was. 

“Oh, shit. I didn’t see this. Harper would kick my ass.”

That must have been Jack and he just gave away where Sean and Logan were standing. I pretended to see something interesting on the forest floor and bent over, giving one group a great view of my boobs and the other, my ass. I picked up a clump of squishy mud and spread from my throat down to my belly.

Vira, never one to be outdone, undid her bra and let it slide to the ground before picking up some mud and rubbing it over her breasts. As we continued to put on a show for the guys, I couldn’t help but wish that it was a little warmer outside. My nipples were painfully erect and not because I was turned on. 

As if being snapped out of a daydream, Sean and Logan finally ran forward, yelling at us.

“Goddamn, woman. Put your clothes on right fucking now,” Logan roared at me.

“Vira, what the fuck do you think you’re doing? You’re showing your tits to everyone here. Put your clothes back on!” Sean yelled.

When they were a few steps from us, we swung our guns around and nailed each of them with several paintballs, eliciting more than a few swear words from them. Laughter from our right erupted and we swung our guns on them firing off several rounds, seeing that Anna was also on our side, taking out her husband, Luke.

All of the guys were taken out by three little women. Not one of them stood a chance against us with their cocky attitudes. I hadn’t initially wanted to come out here, but I had to say, this ended up being a very cathartic experience.

Logan stormed over me and threw me over his shoulder, my ass swinging in the air for all to see. It didn’t bother me. After all, I had just stripped down to my bra and panties and stood in front of all his friends. His friends hooted and hollered and I heard similar sounds coming from Vira. I peaked back to see Vira getting much the same treatment as I was. He hauled me over into the dense growth of the trees and branches pulled at my skin. I would have more than a few scratches by the time this day was done.

When we could no longer see any of his friends, he set me down on the ground and stepped back, his gaze roaming over my body. The mud had already started to dry and was now forming a hardened coat on my skin. His lips crashed down on mine while I was looking at my body and soon I felt his erection pressing against my stomach. He pushed me down to the ground and twigs scraped against my back. 

I grabbed his erection through his jeans and started stroking as I chased the orgasm that I could feel building inside. It didn’t take much for Logan to get me where I needed to be. His mouth latched on to my nipples through the thin scrap of fabric and pulled and teased me. I ripped his pants open and pushed them down, then spun him to his back and climbed on top of him. Sinking down hard, I took him all in me and rode him hard, coming just moments later. Logan lifted my hips and bucked up into me until he came a few thrusts later. We were both panting from the workout and Logan was trailing kisses across my skin. I looked down to see he was kissing all the scratches that I had gotten from the branches. It was only then that I realized how truly cold it was outside. My body started to shake and Logan grabbed his coat and wrapped it around me. My underwear was nowhere to be seen and I didn’t even recall when they left my body. 

As I stood, I almost fell back down. My body hurt everywhere and it suddenly occurred to me that having sex on branches was not necessarily the smartest idea.

“Easy there, Tiger. Let’s get back and get the rest of your clothes before you freeze to death.” 

Luckily, I still had my shoes, so at least I didn’t have to hitch a ride from Logan. That would have been embarrassing with my pussy hanging out. When we got back to the group, Sean and Vira were still missing, but the rest of them were all sitting around talking.

“Damn, girl. That must have been some wild sex. You blend into the forest with all those leaves and sticks in your hair,” Sebastian said as his eyes roamed over my body appreciatively. Logan shot him a glare as my hands went to my hair and sure enough, there were knots with so many things from the forest floor that it would take a week to get untangled.




Logan




My woman was sexy as fuck no matter what she was wearing, but coming out of the woods dressed in only my jacket and a pair of boots was sexy as hell. Even though I had just had her not ten minutes before, I needed to stick my dick in her again. We found her clothes and I helped block her so that she could get dressed.

“Seriously, Logan? I just stood out here in front of all of them in nothing but my bra and panties. I think the mystery is gone.”

“I don’t give a shit. They don’t need a second showing.”

Ahead of us, leaves and twigs started to crunch where Sean and Vira were making their way out. Apparently, Sean had much the same idea as I had. Vira looked no better than Cece did, but she had a big grin on her face. Sean looked like he would murder any of us if we even thought about making a comment.

“Vira, you’re looking mighty…dirty,” I said with a smirk. Sean glared at me, but I just laughed.

“My wayward woman is just as bad so don’t think you can give me crap over this.”

“Wayward woman?” Cece turned a glare on me. “First of all, I am not ‘wayward’ and second, I am not your woman. You’re someone good to fuck. Let’s just leave it at that.”

“Cece, you can keep telling yourself whatever you want, but you were mine from the moment you walked into that club.”

“I was never yours and I never will..”

I shut her up with a long, deep kiss. I didn’t need to hear this shit over and over again. It was the same thing I’d heard since the moment we met, but that didn’t mean I couldn’t break her down. And I would.

“Now that you got your rocks off, can we head out?” Sebastian asked.

“Yeah, since the women kicked our asses, looks like we might as well head out,” Ryan said.

We all grabbed our gear after the girls were finished dressing and headed for the trucks. I was starving by the time we were headed home. We had left this morning without getting any breakfast. Everyone else decided to head home, but Vira, Sean, Cece, and I stopped at a bar for some food. There were no restaurants for another thirty miles and I didn’t think I could wait that long. I needed food or I would pass out.

We walked in the bar and I immediately changed my mind. Bikers were everywhere in the bar. It was dark and smoky. Apparently you could still smoke in this establishment.

“Sean, I think maybe we should head out. Doesn’t look like someplace we’d be welcome.”

“Copy that. Girls, let’s find someplace else to eat.”

“No. I’m hungry and after the morning we’ve had, I need food now.” Vira sashayed over to the bar and asked for a menu. The biker on the stool next to her grabbed her around the hips and pulled her in-between his legs. 

“Hey, darling. What’s a pretty thing like you doing in a place like this? You lookin’ for someone to show you a good time?”

Vira, being the mouthy woman she was, didn’t hold back at all. “Sugar, I got all the man I need right over there. I don’t think trading in for a smaller model would be very smart, do you?”

The biker bristled and his cheeks flushed red. “You better watch that mouth darlin’ or you’re gonna trip and fall with that pretty little mouth landing on my cock.”

“If only someone could find it,” she shot back.

The biker grabbed tightly to her arm, but Sean stepped forward with the most menacing look I’d ever seen. I pulled Cece in close to me, protecting her from any other assholes who thought she was fair game.

“Get your hands off her. Now.”

His eyes were black as night and there were only a few times I had seen so much rage emanating off this man.

“I don’t think so Ranger Rick. I think I’ll keep her right where she is.”

“He’s not a ranger. He’s a cop.” It was out of Cece’s mouth before I could stop her. I rolled my eyes to the heavens and prayed we’d get out alive. Sean, to his credit, didn’t even flinch at the menacing glare he received from every biker in the bar. 

“A copper, huh? I don’t believe your kind are allowed in here. This is a biker bar, so why don’t you leave me here with this sweet piece of ass and be on your way.”

“Take your hands off her now.”

“Or what?”

In a flash, Sean grabbed Vira and yanked her down, while shoving his elbow into the loud mouth’s face. He fell backwards off his stool into the next guy, who caught him before they both fell to the ground. Sean grabbed Vira’s hand and headed for the exit, but a line of bikers blocked the door. 

“You just fucked with the wrong bikers, asshole.”

“Get out of my way. We’re leaving.”

“Oh, you’re leaving alright, but it’ll be in a body bag.”

I had no problem fighting these guys, but we were sorely outnumbered and we had the girls with us. There was no way I could allow them to get hurt. I stepped forward, trying to be the voice of reason.

“Look, we’ll be on our way and you won’t ever see us again. Just move away from the door.”

“Right.” The biker laughed a maniacal laugh that had the hairs standing up on the back of my neck. Shit was about to get ugly. The guy’s fist flew forward just as Sean pushed Vira out of the way. He landed one shot to Sean’s face before Sean fought back, beating the crap out of the biker. I shoved Cece towards Vira and got a few punches in at the wall of bikers standing before us. They kept coming at us, harder and faster. The next guy I turned to had Cece in front of him, one arm wrapped around her throat. Anger bubbled up inside me, but Cece just smirked at me.

She swung her elbow back and nailed the guy in the solar plexus, then stomped down on his foot. He bent over and she swung her elbow back into the guy’s nose, then slammed her fist down into his nuts.

“As my girl, Sandi, always says, ‘Just remember to SING’.” She said it as if she hadn’t just had some guy’s arm around her throat. The guy stood up behind her and I pushed her aside, knocking him out in one punch. I noticed that a lot of the bikers were happily sitting watching the fight with amusement. They’d probably already had a few which would only work to our advantage.

Some guy was going after Vira and I was about to step forward when she reached behind the bar and grabbed a bottle of vodka, swinging out and smashing it against his head. Sean was still fighting off several bikers, so I stepped up and took care of a few that were ganging up on him. I took several shots to the face and kidneys before we broke free from that group. Most were now down on the floor moaning or knocked out. 

Heaving from the exertion, I looked up to see Vira and Cece surrounded by bikers, but they didn’t look scared at all. Cece picked up a chair and swung it through the air, smashing one biker in the face, his teeth flying from his mouth. Then she ducked down and slammed her fist into another guys junk. Damn, these women fought dirty. Vira swung her chair at another guy, hitting him in the back and sending him into a crowd of guys sitting down. 

We had cleared out the bikers who were standing in front of the door and as exciting as it was to watch Vira and Cece kicking their asses, it was time to go. Sean whistled and they both looked up. He jerked his head and they immediately dropped their chairs and came running. We ran out to the trucks and spun out of the lot in seconds. I kept my eyes on the rearview mirror, but luckily nobody followed. They were probably too drunk.




















CHAPTER ELEVEN

Cecelia




“What the fuck were you thinking back there?”

We were on our way back to his house after screeching out of the bar’s parking lot. He was growlier than a mother bear and taking it out on me.

“Excuse me? What was I thinking? I didn’t do a damn thing wrong.”

“You should have gotten out of the way and stayed down. Do you realize how much you could have been hurt? Any one of those bikers would have loved to have grabbed you and made you their whore. You’re just lucky that Sean and I got you both out of there.”

“If I remember correctly, Vira and I did quite a bit of damage on our own. Besides, I knew you were there and would take care of it. Did you see Sean’s face in there? I’ve never seen anyone so lethal in all my life. He was amazing the way he took on those bikers. I always thought Sean was this big teddy bear, but man, get him riled up and he can really do some damage.” I blew out a breath and fanned my face. “I think my panties got a little wet back there.”

A growl escaped from Logan’s lips and when I looked over, his knuckles were white against the steering wheel. “Great. I got it. Sean really did it for you back there.”

“Oh, is someone feeling inadequate?” I reached over and pet his cheeks. “Don’t worry, sweetie. You were amazing too. I saw you take down those guys. None of them stood a chance against you.”

“Yeah, well next time start with that.”

He huffed in annoyance and continued to glare out the windshield. This was going to take some great acting on my part when we got home. I was going to need to build up his confidence or he would be brooding all night long. On the ride home, I drifted in and out of sleep against the window and only realized we were back to his place when he turned off the engine. Now that I had been sitting a while, I noticed my body was sore in a few places. Well, no time like the present to really play it up.

I pushed my head away from the window and let out a hiss. “Ow.”

“What’s wrong? Are you okay?”

“Yeah, I’m just a little sore.”

“Stay there. I’ll help you out.”

I rolled my eyes and waited for him to come around. I was perfectly capable of getting out of the truck on my own, but if it made him feel better, I’d gladly pretend. He opened the door and eased me down to the ground. No joke, my legs almost collapsed from underneath me. I guess I was more worn out than I thought. Logan scooped me up in his arms and carried me inside. He took me upstairs to his bathroom and set me on the toilet while he started the tub. He had one of those large garden tubs and it was calling my name. 

Logan started stripping me of my clothes and I saw right away why I was so sore. I had several bruises on my back from when we were in the bar. I hadn’t realized that anyone had even hit me, but there was a lot of shoving and it could have happened at any time.

He took his time picking leaves and twigs out of my hair, running his fingers through the strands for tiny pieces. When he was done, he picked me up and set me in the steaming water. At first, the heat stung against my cuts, but after a minute I relaxed back into the warmth. I closed my eyes and was surprised when Logan pushed me forward and climbed in behind me. 

Picking up some body wash, he poured some in a washcloth and rubbed it together before gently washing my body. His hands glided across my skin, caressing every inch of me.

“You’ve got quite a few scratches on you. Maybe the woods wasn’t the best place to work out my frustrations on you.”

“You didn’t hear me complaining.”

“Still, I don’t like to see your beautiful skin all torn up.”

“It’s fine, but thank you for taking care of me.”

His mood seemed a little lighter after that and I was glad my plan had worked. The last thing I needed was Logan feeling like he wasn’t as good as Sean. Then I wondered why I cared that much when I was still planning my revenge against him.




✯✯✯✯✯




Over the next week I rarely saw Logan. I was busy at work with multiple projects that needed to be finished up and at the end of the day, I was just too tired to head over to see Logan. He stopped by Wednesday night and stayed over, even though I protested. 

“Logan, don’t get any ideas. Just because you stop by for a quick fuck doesn’t mean you get to stay the night.”

“Seriously, Cece? Stop being a bitch and let’s go to sleep. I’m tired.”

“Fine, but you stay on your side of the bed.”

The next morning I woke to Logan wrapped around me. I was content for all of two point five seconds until I remembered my vow of revenge. I flung the covers off and stalked to the kitchen where I got a cold cup of water. Stomping back to my room, I threw back the covers and emptied the cup right on his dick.

“What the fuck!”

I heard the door to Vira’s room open and footsteps head my way, but that didn’t stop me.

“I told you not to fucking snuggle with me. Now get out before I do something worse than pour cold water on your dick.”

“Christ, Cece. I was asleep. I didn’t know that I did that. Geez, you’d think I groped you in your sleep or something.”

“That would have been preferable.” I crossed my arms over my chest and tapped my foot on the floor in impatience.

“Alright, fine. I’m going.”

He grabbed his clothes off the floor and walked into the living room where Sean was smirking at him.

“Kicked out before breakfast, huh?” 

“Shut up, fucker.”

“Don’t get too smug, Sean. You’re leaving too.” Vira crossed her arms over her chest and gave him a pointed look.

“What the fuck did I do?”

“You should be happy you got more than one night with me. I don’t do sleepovers or breakfast.”

“Well, that’s just not true because I’ve slept here multiple times and have plenty of breakfasts with you.”

She tossed his clothes at him, his belt buckle hitting him in the face.

“Right. So be glad with what you got.”

I walked over to the door and held it open as both men grabbed their clothes and left the apartment none too happy. Through the door, Vira and I could hear them in the hallway getting dressed.

“Thanks a lot fucker. I usually get breakfast.”

“It’s not my fault you opened your big mouth.”

“This is all because you couldn’t stay on your side of the bed. If she doesn’t want to snuggle, don’t snuggle, you stupid fucker.”

The conversation continued as they walked down the hall and Vira and I stood inside laughing. Fucking with them was just too fun.




✯✯✯✯✯




I didn’t let Logan stay over the next night and I refused to answer any of his calls. Friday couldn’t come fast enough. I had fun plans with Vira and nothing was going to stand in my way. I stopped by the cafe for my usual flirtation with Logan before heading off to work, but when I got to the office, I was hit with a massive workload. Apparently, Mr. Johnson was so thrilled with my work on the last project that he gave me another that would also have a Saturday morning meeting. 

I called Vira to let her know of my change in plans and she was relieved because she also had to work. I got back to work and hoped that I could get enough done that I didn’t have to work too late tonight.

Once again, the day got away from me and I was left begging the snack machine gods to send me something good. Alas, they didn’t listen and I was stuck with Snickers bars for dinner once again.

“You must be doing the same thing I am.”

I practically jumped out of my skin when I heard the voice behind me. I had been bent over retrieving my food, so whoever was behind me got a nice view of my ass. Perfect. I turned around to see a handsome man standing behind me. I had never met him, but he must work here if he was up here late at night. 

“I’m sorry, I don’t think we’ve met. I’m Cece.”

I stuck out my hand and he wrapped his large hand around mine, rubbing his thumb over my hand. It was a little too familiar and I quickly snatched my hand back.

“It’s nice to meet you. What are you doing up here so late?”

“Oh, you know. Work never stops. I didn’t catch your name.”

“I didn’t give it.”

Well, that’s a little disturbing. This guy must think he was being mysterious, but really, he was creeping me out. Time to get back to work.

“Alright, well I have a lot to do, so if you’ll excuse me.”

I went to step around him, but he stepped in front of me. Seriously? I pulled my shoulders back and plastered on a fake smile.

“I need you to move. I have work to do.”

“Work is boring. I have something we could do that’s more fun.”

“Thanks for the offer, but I don’t have time to have fun right now. I need to get back to work.”

His soulless eyes looked over my body and gave me the chills. His hand went to my shoulder and skated down my arm and over my waist. Some men didn’t know when a girl was shutting down their advances, so it looked like I was going to have to be a bitch to him.

“Look, jackass. I didn’t say you could touch me. Get your filthy hands off me and get out of my way. I was trying to be nice, but you’re not understanding. I’m not interested so back off.”

His eyes darkened and he gripped my hair roughly. Apparently, all I did was poke the bear. This guy was dangerous. I don’t know why I didn’t see it before. False bravado? I guess I thought I could tell him to leave me alone and he would, but now I had stupidly mouthed off to him and he got angry. I was cornered in the break room with a guy who didn’t take no for an answer.

I looked up into his eyes as he moved in closer. When I felt his chest brush mine, I rammed my knee into his crotch. He instantly released me, falling to the floor and holding his crotch. I ran around him back to my office. Screw working late, I was getting out of here. I grabbed my purse and headed for the door. I briefly thought of locking myself in my office and calling the police, but this guy wouldn’t be stopped by a locked door. Besides, the walls were glass and he could easily break the glass if he really wanted me. 

I quickly grabbed my purse and took the long way to the elevator to avoid passing the break room, which may have been a stupid idea when I realized that this area was completely dark. Adrenaline was keeping the panic at bay for now and my only thought was getting out of this building. I half ran down the hall to the elevator. I would have gone faster, but I couldn’t really see where I was going. I saw the red glow from the exit sign further ahead. It was already too late when I saw the large figure coming at me. His body hit me with such force that I was thrown against the glass, my head bouncing against the wall.

It took me a second to regain my wits as spots floated in front of my eyes. When I did, I felt his hands on me, pinning me to the floor. His minty breath misting over my face.

“I just wanted to talk. You didn’t have to be such a bitch.”

“I told you I had work to do. What was I supposed to think when you wouldn’t let me leave? Get off of me.”

He pushed himself further onto my body and I felt his erection rubbing against me. A whimper escaped my lips as one hand pushed down my pants. When it finally kicked in what was about to happen, I bucked my hips and tried to pry my wrists free of his grasp. His grip tightened painfully and I started yelling. I knew it was pointless. We were the only ones here. There was no one to help me. 

“Shut up, bitch. You know you want it. I see the way you flaunt your body around the office, wearing your tight skirts. You’re asking for it from every guy around here. We all want you and we know you want us too. Now I’m taking what’s mine.”

He settled his body back on top of mine to keep me still, keeping one hand around my wrists and the other snaked up my shirt and started fondling my breasts. Bile was rising in my throat and I couldn’t keep it down. I turned my head to the side and vomited violently. He pulled back slightly, a look of disgust on his face. I started screaming again, when the wind was suddenly knocked out of me. Someone had tackled him off me, kicking me in the process. I didn’t care. I pulled my pants back up and scooted into a darkened corner, watching the two of them fight. Punches were thrown and I heard grunting, but I couldn’t tell who was winning. I closed my eyes, waiting for it all to end. I felt a swoosh of air as someone ran past me and I prayed it was my attacker leaving. 

“Hey, are you okay?”

The voice was one I knew instantly. I looked up to see Logan’s concerned face staring back at me. Relief flooded through me and I threw myself into his arms, gripping him tightly around the neck. 

“How are you here?”

“I talked to Vira and she said you had to work late. I came to bring you dinner.”

“Is he gone?”

“Yeah, he landed a well placed punch and ran off. I’m sorry I didn’t catch him.”

“I’m just glad he’s gone.”

I sagged into his body, the adrenaline wearing off and the shakes setting in. He gripped me closer to him, rubbing my back and trying to ease my body. He settled us on the ground with me in his lap. I had never in the last ten years figured that I would be attacked for the way I dressed. I wore sexy clothes, but never trashy clothes. I always dressed more professional than sexy in the work place, but that didn’t mean I had to look like an old woman. Now, I was regretting every single outfit I had ever worn, knowing that each piece could have resulted in something much worse.

I barely registered that Logan was talking to someone on the phone, but my brain was going fuzzy and I could only stare off into space. I don’t know how long we stayed like that, but I tensed in his arms when I heard the elevator doors open. Had he come back? We should have moved. He could easily find me over here. I pushed away from Logan, but he held me tight.

“It’s okay. I called Sean. He’s a police officer, remember?”

“I don’t want to report this. The whole office will know about it and I don’t want everyone looking at me differently.”

“Sweetheart, your bosses need to know. They need extra security if people are going to be here at night and they can’t have a rapist walking around the building. Besides, someone will look at the camera feed tomorrow when they notice this crack in the wall.”

Sean walked up to us slowly and kneeled down in front of me. My cheeks burned red as embarrassment settled in.

“Hey, Cece. Are you okay?”

Sean’s voice was very gentle and I didn’t see pity in his eyes, only concern.

My head nodded with a jerk up and down.

“Okay. I want to take you to the hospital to get checked out. Do you want to take an ambulance?”

“I don’t need to go. I’m fine.”

“You could have your attacker’s DNA on you, under your fingernails. We need to take you in to be checked over and get samples.”

Shit. I hadn’t thought of that. I really didn’t want to go to the hospital. I just wanted my bed, but would I be safe if they didn’t catch him? He knew who I was, but I had no idea who he was. 

As if Sean read my mind, he asked, “Do you know who attacked you?”

“No. I’ve never seen him before, but he works here.”

“Okay. How do you know that?”

“He said that I walk around the office tempting all the guys with the way I dress.”

I felt Logan tense around me. I didn’t really want to talk about this in front of Logan. I needed distance from him.

“Can we talk about this in private?”

Sean nodded, but Logan protested. “No, I want to be there when you talk to him.”

I pushed out of his arms and stood up, giving myself space. “But I don’t want you there.” I couldn’t look at him as I said it. I needed space from him. What happened was intimate, but not in a good way. I didn’t want him getting close to me and comforting me. I was supposed to be getting my revenge, not falling into his arms for comfort. I couldn’t risk being drawn closer to him, sharing this with him. It was too personal.

The other part of me was ashamed to admit that I didn’t want him to hear the details because he might look at me differently. I was very sexual and confident, but now, I didn’t know what I was. He would know that and he would be gentle with me. I didn’t think I could take that. I didn’t want sex right now, but I didn’t want to be handled with kid gloves either. It would just make me feel worse about myself.

“How about we go to the hospital and have them look you over and Logan can wait in the waiting room. When the nurses are done with you, I’ll take your statement. If you want me to give you a ride home, I can. Otherwise, Logan will be there waiting for you.”

I agreed and we went to the hospital where I was checked out. I was fine other than a bump on the head that was causing a slight headache. It wasn’t a concussion though, so that was a relief. The staff called in a SANE nurse, but I didn’t think it would be any use. I didn’t scratch him and I didn’t remember him spitting on me or anything. Logan had interrupted before things were taken that far. I was photographed where I had minor bruising and my nails were scraped. The nurses took my clothes for evidence and I was given scrubs to change into. Then Sean came in and took my statement. I felt numb as I relived the events of the night. When we were all done, Sean walked me out into the waiting room where Logan was waiting. Part of me was surprised he was there. I knew that he was a caring person, he always had been. Still, some part of me expected that he would say I wasn’t worth the hassle.

Sean told me that he could drop me at my apartment, but that was the last place I wanted to be. I loved Vira, but the thought of explaining what happened to one more person tonight was daunting. Logan pushed for me to go back to the hotel with him and I finally relented, just wanting to take a shower and go to sleep.




















CHAPTER TWELVE

Logan




I could tell that Cece was doing her best to hold it together. She basically stared into space the whole drive back to the hotel. I was pissed when she didn’t want me there with her when she gave her statement. She wouldn’t let me in. It was like she expected me to walk away at any moment. She had all her defenses up before, but now it was even worse. She wouldn’t even look at me. 

When I got her text, I thought it would be nice to surprise her with dinner. I was trying to find a way to get to know her better. She let me know very bluntly that she had no intention of making this into something more, but I knew if I worked at it enough I could wiggle my way in. We had a connection that I was sure would turn into something more.

I was stepping off the elevator when I heard her screams. I dropped the food and ran, but I had no idea where to go. The whole floor was a maze of hallways and cubicles. I almost missed her because it was so dark where she was, but then I heard her scream again and anger fueled me at what I saw as I got closer. I attacked the guy on top of her and I thought I had him down, but then I got distracted looking for Cece and he got in a good punch to my eye. His punch was like a hammer and momentarily stunned me. It was enough time for him to run off. I could have chased him, but I was more concerned about Cece. My priority was making sure she was okay. 

We parked at the hotel and I got out and helped her out of the truck. I’m sure her body was sore after fighting that guy. I held her hand in mine and I knew she was exhausted, otherwise she would have tried to pull away from me. We made it to the room and she walked in, staring at a spot on the floor. It was like the lights had shut off in her mind for the night. 

“Do you want a shower or bed?”

When she didn’t respond, I moved closer and put my hand on her shoulder. 

“Sweetheart.” 

She finally looked up at me and I could see that she hadn’t heard me speaking.

“Sorry, what did you say?”

“Do you want a shower or bed?”

She looked over at the bed and then down at herself. After a moment she headed towards the bathroom without another word. She shut the door and after a few minutes, I heard the shower turn on. I took the opportunity to call Sean and find out what had happened. 

“Hey, Logan. How’s Cece?”

“She’s …I don’t really know. She was quiet the whole way home. She’s in the shower now.”

Sean blew out a breath. “Well, there wasn’t much to get from the scene, but we did contact security to get the video feed of the hallway. I have a feeling it’s not going to show much. It was too dark in the building to get an accurate picture.”

“I need you to tell me about her statement.”

“Logan, if she doesn’t want you to know…”

“I just need to know if she was raped. She’s staying with me and I need to know so that I don’t do something to scare her.”

“She wasn’t raped. He grabbed her, but he didn’t get any further. Everything else, she’s going to have to tell you.”

“Alright. Thanks for letting me know.”

“Call me if you need anything. Maybe stick close to her until this guy is found.”

“Already on it.”

I hung up with him and sat down in the armchair, thanking God that it hadn’t been worse. After twenty minutes, she still wasn’t out of the shower and I was starting to get worried about her, but just as I was about to walk in, the shower shut off. Remembering that she had gone in there without a change of clothes, I grabbed a t-shirt and boxers from my bag and knocked on the door.

“Cece, I have a shirt and shorts you can wear to bed.”

The door opened slightly and her arm poked out to grab the clothes. She shut the door and a few minutes later came out. She was pulling at the t-shirt, like she could make it longer. She looked so vulnerable standing there, so I walked over to her and wrapped my hand around hers. Her gaze jerked to mine and I could see her mind spinning, trying to decide if she should accept my comfort or not. 

“How about we go in the bathroom and I’ll dry your hair?”

“Okay.” I barely heard it, but at least she had spoken.

“Are you hungry? I could order some room service.”

“No. I just want to go to bed.”

I walked behind her into the bathroom and brought the hair dryer over to where she sat of the toilet. Her hair had a few knots, but I did my best to finger comb her hair as I dried it. It took a while to dry her hair because it was so long, but she didn’t seem to mind. Her eyes were closed and I half wondered if she was sleeping. When I finished, she opened her eyes and stared at me for a minute.

“Will you stay with me in bed?”

“Of course. Why don’t you go climb in bed and I’ll be there in a minute.”

She walked out of the bathroom and I got cleaned up for the night. I made sure to dress in boxers and a t-shirt. She didn’t need a naked man in bed with her tonight. I turned off the lights and was about to climb into bed when I heard her breathing accelerate.

“Logan, can you…I need….turn on…”

I could hear the panic in her voice, but I didn’t know what was wrong.

“Turn on the lights!” She yelled it at me and I immediately turned on the lamp on the nightstand. Then I went over to the corner of the room where the floor lamp was and turned that on low. When I looked back at her, her chest was rising rapidly and there were tears in her eyes.

“I’m sorry. I wasn’t thinking.”

She shook her head. “It’s not you. I just need to adjust.”

I heard her sniff and then the tears started streaming down her face as she attempted not to cry. I could see her throat working as she tried to gain control of her emotions, but she was failing miserably. I climbed onto the bed and pulled her into my chest where I let her cry. After about ten minutes, she seemed to be all cried out. I had no idea what to say to her or what to do, so I grabbed the remote and turned on the TV. It seemed to me that she needed a distraction so she could go to sleep. I kept the volume low as we watched While You Were Sleeping. 

After five minutes, she had relaxed in my arms and ten minutes after that she was asleep. I pulled her down into the bed with me further and continued to watch the movie. I couldn’t shut my mind off and I kept replaying what had happened and what would have happened had I not shown up when I did. The chances of catching this guy weren’t that good based on the video footage, so I hoped that she could identify him by company photos.

I watched TV for a few more hours before I finally fell asleep. When I woke the next morning, the TV was still on and I saw that it was only six in the morning. I pried her from my arms and got up to shut the curtains. I wanted her to sleep as long as possible today. She didn’t need to go anywhere first thing this morning, so it would be best if she rested. I went to the bathroom and ordered some breakfast. I wanted something for her to eat as soon as she got up, so I got croissants and orange juice. We could order a bigger breakfast later, but I was sure she would be hungry right away. I flipped through the channels as I waited for room service and when I heard the knock on the door, I went quickly to the door and tipped the waiter, hoping that it hadn’t woken her. 

I wasn’t particularly hungry yet, so I climbed back in bed and went back to sleep while holding her. I didn’t want her waking up and panicking because she was in my arms, but she had fallen asleep that way, so I wrapped my arms around her again. 

The next time I woke up, the bed was empty next to me and I immediately thought she had left me. That hurt more than it should. She probably needed space, but I couldn’t stand the thought of her not wanting to stay with me. I needed her near me right now to know that she was okay, but the thought of her not needing me or wanting me tore me up inside. 

As I was beating myself up with these thoughts, the bathroom door opened and Cece stepped out. Relief flooded through me at the sight of her. She stopped when she saw I was awake and started fidgeting with her hands. Then she walked over to the room service tray and piled on some croissants. She poured two glasses of orange juice and brought it over. She sat down on the bed and snuggled under the covers again and then tore pieces off her croissant. 

“Thank you for last night.”

“Anytime, sweetheart. Do you want to talk about it?”

“No.”

We sat in companionable silence while we finished our breakfast, then Cece set her plate on the nightstand and laid down again. She stared at the ceiling and I sat there watching her without a clue as to what to do or say. I didn’t know what she needed and she wasn’t being very forthcoming with that information. After a few minutes, she closed her eyes and went back to sleep. I turned on the TV, keeping the volume down, and channel surfed for a while. A buzzing phone pulled my attention from the TV and I rushed to find it before it woke Cece. The noise was coming from her purse and while I didn’t want to snoop, I didn’t think checking the caller ID would hurt. When I saw it was Vira, I thought it best to answer.

“Cece, where the fuck are you? Sean told me what happened and you’d better start talking.”

“This is Logan and Cece is fine. She’s sleeping.”

“Logan? She’s with you?” 

Surprise was evident in her voice and that made me wonder why that was surprising. Surely, Vira knew that we were seeing each other, so why was it such a shock?

“She didn’t want to go home last night and explain everything. It was a pretty rough night for her and she just wanted to go to sleep. We’re at the Hillside Hotel.”

“I can’t believe she didn’t come to me. I could have been there for her.”

“She didn’t want to talk about it. She still doesn’t. However, maybe you could do her a favor and bring over some stuff for her. She didn’t have anything with her last night and I’m sure she would appreciate a change of clothes and toiletries.”

“Of course, I’ll bring that over, and when I get there, you’re going to open the door and let me talk to her.”

“I wouldn’t have it any other way. Just give her a few more hours. She’s pretty wiped out.”

“Yeah, I’ll come by around eleven.”

“See ya then.”

I walked back over to the bed, my stomach growling. I hadn’t eaten dinner last night and now I was starving. Waiting for Cece could take a long time, so I went ahead and ordered half the menu for us to share. If she didn’t get up to eat, I would order her more later. I hopped in the shower and quickly soaped off the grime from yesterday. Drying off, I looked at my face in the mirror and saw a pretty shiner staring back at me. My eye was swollen and I should have put ice on it last night, but it was the last thing on my mind. 

Breakfast arrived a few minutes later and I quickly made myself a plate and devoured my meal.

“Is there any left for me?”

“Of course. I ordered the whole fucking thing cuz I was so hungry. Come grab a plate.”

She walked over to the cart and made herself a plate, piling it high with eggs, bacon, and french toast. Then she walked over to the small table I was sitting at and sat down.

“I’m starving. I didn’t have a very big lunch yesterday. My boss wanted me to finish a project before the weekend, so I just grabbed a quick sandwich.” She stared at her food a minute before rubbing her forehead. “Shit. I didn’t finish the project.”

“I’m sure, given the circumstances, that he’ll give you a break.”

“I know, but I’m still trying to prove myself at the company and I want to make a good impression.”

“I don’t know if they’ll even allow you up there yet. It could still be considered a crime scene, but if you really want to get up there, I’ll go with you.”

“That’s really not necessary. I can go into work without a bodyguard.”

“That guy is still out there and if he works in your building, no one will think twice about letting him up there. You really shouldn’t go anywhere alone until he’s caught. In fact, we could call Sean and see if he has the employee photos yet. Then you could go to the station and identify the asshole. No faster way to get your life back.”

She poured herself a cup of coffee and added cream and sugar. “Go ahead and call him. The sooner we get this over with, the better.”

After talking to Sean, we agreed to head to the station this afternoon. The HR department was getting together photos and security had contacted the building manager to get photos of all building staff. Cece was taking a shower when Vira arrived. 

“Where is that bitch? Let me see her.”

I opened the door for her and she came storming into the room.

“Good morning to you too. Yes, I’m fine. Thank you for asking.”

She spun around and glared at me. “Were you attacked by some pervert last night?”

“Actually, I was,” I said as I pointed to my face, “but I get what you’re saying. She’s in the shower right now.”

Vira tossed the bag for Cece on the bed and flung open the bathroom door.

“Bitch, why the fuck didn’t you call me yesterday? Do I need to start going everywhere with you now so you don’t get yourself killed?”

“Hey, hoochie, I’m perfectly capable of taking care of myself. I had him right where I wanted him when Logan came running in and got himself punched.”

I rolled my eyes. These two were nuts. I ignored their banter and looked through my emails on my computer while I waited. Twenty minutes later, Cece came out of the bathroom looking totally refreshed.

“So what did you bring me to wear?”

“Don’t worry. I only packed the best for you.”

Vira reached into the bag and pulled out skinny jeans and a black top. I turned around so Cece could get dressed and turned back when she was finished. The top was low cut and showed a respectable amount of cleavage. This was something Cece would wear without any qualms before, but I could see the uncertainty in her eyes. Her attacker said that she dressed to get men’s attention and now that comment was causing her to rethink what she wore. Cece didn’t dress slutty. She was an attractive woman and she dressed to impress, but I never thought that her clothes were leading men on. No rational man would think that.

“We have to get to the station, so Vira, could you excuse us so that we can finish getting ready and head out?”

I posed it as a question but the look I gave her left no room for her to say no. I knew that was exactly what she wanted to do, but I gave her a slight shake of my head. She took the hint and gave Cece a hug.

“I have to work later today, but call me if you need me.”

“Thanks for the clothes, Vira.”

Cece rummaged through the bag, looking for something and I watched her for a minute before walking over.

“Cece, look at me.”

She continued to look in her bag, so I placed my hand on top of hers, stopping her search.

“Look at me.”

She looked up and I saw defiance, but I also saw that she was trying to hide the tears that were threatening to spill over.

“You look great. You weren’t attacked because of the way you dress. If that asshole took it as an invitation, then he’s fucked up. There is nothing wrong with the way you dress and you can’t let him change who you are.”

A tear leaked down her face, but she quickly wiped it away and swallowed thickly. “I know it’s not my fault, but it makes me wonder about how I’ve dressed all these years and how every day could have ended differently. Come on. Just think of how we met. I wasn’t exactly dressed like a good girl.”

“No, you weren’t. You looked fucking hot and we both know what that did to me, but Cece, a real man doesn’t take what he wants just because you’re dressed sexy.”

After a few minutes, she nodded and she pulled herself together, slipping on her black heels and grabbing her purse. We headed down to the station and Cece walked in there with her head held high. I could tell she was trying her hardest to appear confident. No woman wanted to be seen as a victim and this woman was definitely too strong to let her guard down in front of others. 

Sean met us and took us back to a conference room to go over photos. Cece spent a good hour going over all the photos, but none of them matched her attacker. Next she went through photos of building employees, but she had no luck with those either.

“Okay, well our next move is to look at employees from other companies in the building. That may take some time to get. Give us a few days and we’ll have you come back in when we get the rest of the photos. In the meantime, maybe you should stay with someone since you and Vira work opposite schedules.”

She nodded, but didn’t say anything.

“We need you to sit with a sketch artist also. Since we can’t easily find this guy, we need something to go off of. Then I can take the sketch to your apartment building and ask around.”

Cece’s head jerked up. “What do you mean? Why would you need to go to my apartment building?”

Sean scratched his beard and didn’t look at her right away. He looked a little uncomfortable with what he needed to say. “We have to consider the possibility that this guy has been following you. He didn’t work for your company, but he followed you into your place of work. We don’t even know if this guy works in the building. His comments about watching you and how you dress for men leads me to believe that he may have been watching you for a while, waiting to get you alone. He could be someone that passed you on the street and became obsessed with you, but either way, we need to expand our search for him. Unfortunately, if we don’t have any luck at your apartment building, there won’t be much we can do other than pass his sketch around.”

“What about the evidence you collected from her? Anything there?” I asked.

“No. There was nothing. I’m sorry, Cece, but this may end up going nowhere. Please be careful and look out for anyone suspicious. We’ll keep working our end and hopefully we’ll come up with something.”

Cece nodded and we set up a time for her to sit with a sketch artist, then we walked out of the building to the parking lot. Cece held her head high as we left the police station, but I knew that had been a blow for her. I’d just have to be her shadow for a while, something I would willingly do. Now I just had to convince Cece that it was for the best.




















CHAPTER THIRTEEN

Cecelia




He was still out there and they didn’t know if they would be able to find him. I didn’t know quite how to take that news. It was very possible that this man saw me, attacked me, and had never seen me before in his life. However, that didn’t match up to what he had said to me. Everything that he said suggested that he had been watching me or at least had seen me a few times. On top of that, he had known that I was in the office after hours, which meant he had to have been watching me. I tried not to let on how much that creeped me out. I had become a confident woman over the past ten years and I wouldn’t allow this asshole to take that away from me. 

Before I realized what was happening, Logan had taken me back to the hotel and ushered me inside. I was so lost in my thoughts that I hadn’t realized where we were going. Now I wasn’t sure what to do. Logan had been great with me, but I couldn’t forget what he did to me all those years ago. He had been great with me back then also, until he wasn’t. Logan wasn’t someone that you could rely on. Logan was someone that you fucked and he was excellent at it, but it would never be more between us and I needed to keep that in focus.

As we walked into the hotel room, I had a new plan that included sex and getting over that creepy guy’s hands on me. Logan would do that for me or I would go home. That was what I needed from him and I would get it. 

“Do you want to order some dinner or go out to eat?” He picked up the room service menu and started flipping through it.

“I want something to eat, but it has nothing to do with food.”

Logan stopped his perusal and looked up at me uncomfortably.

“Yeah, I’m not in the mood right now. I’m kinda beat. I think I just want to eat dinner and go to sleep.”

I called bullshit. I walked up to him and grabbed his cock and started stroking him. He hardened instantly under my touch and I knew what this was about.

“Hmm. Either you’re lying to me because you think it’s too soon for me to want sex or you don’t want me because you think I’m damaged goods. Based on the size of your cock right now, I would say it’s the first one.”

He gulped and closed his eyes for a second before pulling my hand away from him. “Look, I get that you want to feel normal, but this isn’t the way.”

“I didn’t ask you for your opinion. I want to fuck, so either give me that or I’ll go find someone else that will give me what I want.”

He stared at me, his eyes turning cold. Obviously, he didn’t like my demands, but I didn’t give a shit at the moment. I knew what I needed and nobody was going to tell me differently. 

“I’m not gonna fuck you right now. You were attacked last night and you may not see it, but fucking me is not going to help you feel better about yourself.”

Grabbing my belongings, I turned and walked out the door, not looking back. If he wouldn’t fuck me, I’d find somebody else that was willing. Right now, all I wanted was someone’s hands on me that would erase the memory of the creep from last night. I got in my car and headed back to my apartment. Vira wasn’t home, so I would be going out alone tonight. It didn’t bother me, I used to do it all the time in Philadelphia. I had a few girlfriends, but no one understood me like Vira. I picked up some Mexican on the way home and sat in front of the TV while I ate. I had a few hours before I would head out, so I took a shower and gave myself a manicure and pedicure. I took extra time to do my hair and makeup. I needed to look spectacular tonight. Not just any guy would do tonight. I needed the best of the best and getting the best required looking your best.

I got into the club with no problems when the bouncer recognized me. He gave me an appreciative look that normally gave me a confidence boost, but tonight made me self-conscious. Forgetting that feeling, I strutted to the bar and ordered an amaretto stone sour. I didn’t need to be drunk tonight, but I wanted to let loose more than what I was currently feeling. As I drank, I scoped out the tables, looking for a guy to take home. A table in the corner had five guys drinking beer and laughing. A few of them were pretty good prospects, but I wouldn’t know for sure until I got closer. 

I swayed my hips as I walked over to their table and immediately caught their attention. Three were particularly interested, which I assumed meant that the other two were already taken. One was extremely good looking, but the other two were also hot. I would be lucky to go home with any of them tonight. I felt like myself again as their eyes roamed over my body. I was wearing skin tight jeans, a halter that had a deep v down to my belly button with a strand of beads holding the two sides together, and black stilettos.

“Hey, boys. I’m looking for someone to have fun with tonight.” I raised one eyebrow and gave a saucy smile. “Anyone game?”

I turned on my heel and strutted my stuff over to the dance floor. I started dancing and felt two arms wrap around my waist and was slightly surprised when one of the other guys appeared in front of me. I didn’t normally dance with more than one guy at a time, but tonight I wanted to let loose and feel like me again. It may be slightly reckless, but my body was telling me to go with it. The three of us spent the next hour grinding on the dance floor, our sweaty bodies rubbing against one another. It was erotic and exactly what I needed.

I was ready to get out of there, so I turned to them and gave a wicked grin. 

“I’ll be heading back to my place now. Care to join me?”

I hadn’t even gotten their names and I didn’t need to. They were fun for the night and nothing more. One looked at the other and they seemed to agree to both go because they followed me out the door a minute later. I told them to follow me home and I got in my car, excitement running through my veins. When we walked into my building, the stairs sounded like a good idea. No better way to get in the mood then by having them stare at my ass for a few flights.

When I rounded the corner to my apartment though, my smile faltered. Logan was standing outside my door and he clocked me as soon as I rounded the corner. There was no mistaking what was going on here. I had two men that were following me back to my apartment. Then it registered that this was the perfect form of revenge. I was taking two men back to my apartment to fuck and I would walk right past him. My smile returned as I walked to my door.

Logan glared at me and the two men following. 

“You’ll fucking leave if you know what’s good for you,” he snarled.

“I didn’t know we were expecting a third guy. No offense man, but I’m not really cool with that. I don’t know you,” handsome man number one said.

“You weren’t invited to the party, Logan.” I turned and opened my door. “Boys, why don’t you go ahead and make yourselves comfortable. I’ll be right in.” 

They walked through the door and I caught a glimpse of one taking off his shirt. He had a nice body and I couldn’t help staring. Logan grabbed my arm and spun me against the wall. Anger poured off him and his eyes pierced through to my heart. He was begging me not to do this, but I had already made up my mind and I wouldn’t back down. 

“Don’t do this, Cece. This isn’t going to help. Please. You’re only going to regret this.”

I stared straight into his eyes, giving him my best bitch face. “Logan, for some reason, you seem to think that your opinion would matter to me. We fucked and that’s it. Don’t go making it out to be more than that. Besides, I already offered myself to you and you turned me down. What I do in my spare time is no longer your concern.”

He pulled back sharply. I could see that my words stung and that’s precisely what I was going for. It wasn’t exactly the way I had planned my revenge, but it worked nonetheless. He stepped back further and put his hands in his pockets, then he turned and walked away. I needed to get him out of my mind. Shaking off his look, I stepped into my apartment and faced two gorgeously naked men. They each still had their boxers on. I’m guessing it would have been uncomfortable for them to both be standing around with their junk hanging out. 

I had never done this before, so I didn’t really know where to start. Luckily, hot guy number one walked over to me and pulled me in for a hot kiss. I felt his hands grip my ass, but then there was a body behind me. Warm lips caressed my neck at the same time that another set of lips took my mouth. There were so many sensations running through my body. My nipples tightened, my pussy clenched with need, and my heart hammered in my chest. Hands roamed over my ass and my breasts. Erections pressed at me from both sides. 

Fingers untied my halter and pulled my top over my head, exposing my breasts to the man before me. His mouth covered my nipples and sucked them playfully. The man behind skimmed his hands down my sides and removed my shoes. His hands ran across my pussy as he reached up and unzipped my jeans, dragging them down my legs. I was losing track of who was touching me where. When I felt fingers pressing at my wet folds at the same time my nipples were being pulled, I shot off like a rocket, moaning and screaming in ecstasy. I practically collapsed and one of them caught me and carried me over to my bedroom. He placed me on the bed and told me to get on my knees, my body willingly following his command. 

Over the next hour, I was fucked in every hole possible. My body was deliciously used and I couldn’t take much more tonight. Luckily, I didn’t need to ask them to leave because when they caught their breath, they started getting dressed. I thanked them for the fun time and walked them to the front door. One of them asked for my number, but I wasn’t interested in repeating. I hardly ever did, except with Logan, but that was different. I was using him. I let the guys out and watched them walk down the hall. I was just about to close the door when I heard his voice.

“I guess I don’t have to ask how it went.”

I turned to see Logan walking towards me from the other end of the hall. I couldn’t read his face. Normally, I could tell what he was thinking, but he was closed off now. I wondered if he thought I was a slut or if he pitied me. The anger of his rejection still coursed through me and I had a hard time feeling bad at the moment. I crossed my arms over my chest and leaned against the doorframe.

“Spying on me? Trying to see if I moaned louder for them than I did for you?”

He looked down and let out a small chuckle. The thing was, that chuckle sounded so sad and that made me feel like shit. I wasn’t sure why. He deserved everything I was dishing out. When he looked back up at me, he almost looked like I had hurt him, but that couldn’t be possible. Logan only cared while it was good for him.

“I was worried that you might freak out, so I stuck around.”

“Well, as you can see, I’m perfectly fine and I’m sure you heard how much I enjoyed it.”

He stared at me in concern, his eyes studying my face for any sign I wasn’t okay. Then he wiped all emotion from his face. “I just wanted to make sure you were alright.” He turned and walked down the hall before I could say anything else. I was a little stunned. Everything in me was screaming that Logan didn’t really care that much. He would have walked away eventually and if I had stuck around, I would have ended up with a broken heart again, but that didn’t jive with the man that had just walked away.

I shut the door as he disappeared and looked at my apartment, my clothes strewn on the floor. I didn’t feel bad for what happened here tonight. I thoroughly enjoyed myself and that was what I needed tonight, but for some reason, I wanted to cry. My chest started to hurt and I felt tears prick my eyes. I didn’t want to admit it, but I was upset because I had hurt Logan. I could see it in his eyes as I baited him. He had wanted to help me and I tossed him aside. He stuck around to see if I was alright and had heard everything that was going on in my apartment. That was cruel and unusual punishment to put himself through, and he had done it for me. To make sure I didn’t get hurt. 

A cry tore out of my mouth and I sank to the floor. I had meant to get my revenge on him, but I never knew it would hurt so much. I had slept with many guys over the years, but they always knew there would never be more. I had told that to Logan also, but he didn’t let me push him away, and when I was hurting, he was there for me. Revenge had been sweet, but the aftermath was excruciatingly painful.




✯✯✯✯✯




The next morning, I woke to the smell of coffee, which was unusual because Vira never willingly got out of bed in the morning on a weekend. I climbed out of bed and went to the kitchen where Vira sat on a stool. Her look said that I was in big trouble. I needed coffee to deal with her this morning, so I grabbed my cup and doctored it up before sitting down with her.

“Okay, lay it on me.”

“Would you like to tell me why Sean texted me that I needed to keep an eye on you because Logan would no longer be around? I thought that was the plan, but you didn’t tell me you were that far along.”

She eyed me skeptically and I knew I was busted. She could always tell when I was trying to hide stuff from her. Better to tell her now and move on with my day.

“Let’s just say the plan moved forward unexpectedly.”

“Meaning what?”

I explained to her what happened at the police station and a look of sympathy crossed her face, then rage.

“You mean to tell me that he wasn’t gonna stick around because that asshole’s on the loose?”

“No. He was perfectly willing to stick around, but when we got back to the hotel, I asked him to fuck me and he wouldn’t. He said it wouldn’t help me and I would only be hurting myself. So, I walked out the door and last night I went to the club and picked up someone….someone’s.” I turned my head away and blushed. I normally wasn’t a prude, but this was a lot even for me. 

“You picked up two guys? Nice. Were they good in bed?”

“That part was great. They were exactly what I needed. I just wanted to get out of my head and not feel, but Logan seemed to think it was moving too fast after the attack. He just didn’t get that that’s what I needed.”

“Honey, there’s nothing wrong with what you did. Not everyone is going to feel the same way in that situation. You did what you had to do and screw him if he doesn’t understand.”

This was what I loved about Vira, unconditional support. She never judged me, probably because I learned from her, but she always knew what I needed.

“Well, it was all good until we got back here and Logan was waiting in the hallway. I basically told him that since he wouldn’t give me what I needed, I found it somewhere else. Honestly, my first thought was that it was the ultimate revenge.”

“I’d say. Waving two guys in his face had to be a shot to the nuts.”

“Well, like I said, they were great in bed and I was very satisfied, until they left and Logan was still in the hallway. He had waited around to make sure I didn’t freak out and he heard everything. I wish I could say that it made me feel good, but when I realized how sincere he was being, I felt like a total shit bag. I got my revenge, but I totally hurt him.”

“That’s what you wanted though. You can’t tell me that you honestly didn’t think he would be hurt by the time you were done with him?”

“It’s not that.” I fiddled with my coffee mug as I tried to think about what exactly I was trying to say. “No one ever tells you how horrible you’ll feel when you hurt someone else like that. I only thought about how I felt after he left me ten years ago. I thought revenge would feel great, but the look on his face…it wasn’t worth it. I don’t feel vindicated. I feel like I’m lower than him. He doesn’t even know who I really am. I manipulated him.”

“And you’re trying to tell me that he didn’t totally ruin you ten years ago? You changed everything about yourself to the point that he doesn’t even recognize you.”

I was ashamed now and I couldn’t look at her. My voice was quiet as I finally came out and said the truth of the matter. “Come on, Vira. It was ten years ago. We were both young and stupid. How many guys do you know that wouldn’t run when a girl clings to him and tells him she loves him at that age? I’m not saying it was right, but we were so young. I’m older now and I know better than to play with someone’s heart like that. I know the damage it causes.” Tears filled my eyes as shame took over my body. “He said horrible things to me, but I let two guys into my apartment, ready to fuck them, while knowing that he knew exactly what was going on inside. He may have been an asshole, but I’m scum for what I did. Even if I wanted a chance with him, I could never get it now.”

“Is that what you want? A chance?”

“I don’t know and I guess now I’ll never have the opportunity to find out. He was starting to wear me down and I wonder now how much longer I would have lasted before I started to fall again.”

“You know, if you want a chance with him, there are two little words that can go a long way to helping you.”

“Fuck you?” I said as I threw a pillow at her. No one liked being told they needed to apologize to someone else, but she was right. Even if nothing came of it, I owed him an apology for my behavior.




✯✯✯✯✯




I basically spent the rest of Sunday drowning in my own sorrow and sleeping. I contacted my boss and told him I needed to stop at the police station tomorrow to meet with a sketch artist. He was very understanding and apologized profusely for what happened. He said he’d taken security measures to ensure staff safety. I hoped he was right because right now, I was not feeling like walking back into that building. I wanted to ask to work from home, but if I got stuck in that way of life, I might become a hermit. 

Monday morning, I walked into the police station at eight-thirty. My palms were sweaty and I felt like my heart would leap out of my chest at any moment. Could people see it pounding through my blouse? I looked down, relieved to see that it wasn’t that noticeable. 

Sean came out when the receptionist called him and he led me back to a room where I could work with the sketch artist. He couldn’t stick around because he had a case he had to follow up on. It took about an hour to finish the sketch and by the time I was done, I was a wreck. I didn’t understand it. I had been attacked by a man, yet I went out the next night and picked up two guys, but today, giving a description made me sick to my stomach. 

When I left the room, Sean was trying to ask me how it went, but my only thought was getting away from here as fast as possible. The room kept spinning and everything seemed to be moving on fast forward. As I looked at Sean, his face was moving in yawning motions and the sound coming out of his mouth came at me from a distance. Air. I needed air. I staggered to the door and stumbled down the sidewalk. I knew that I couldn’t drive right now, but I needed to get home. There was no way I could work like this. I knew I couldn’t pull it together and walk into that building. If I couldn’t finish the sketch without losing it, there was no way I could go up into the building where it had happened. 

Cars blurred past me as I made my way down the sidewalk, tripping over my feet in my desperate attempt to get home. I looked around the street, trying to figure out if I was even headed in the right direction, but I couldn’t see through my blurred vision. I barely made out a sign across the street that seemed familiar and stepped off the sidewalk to head towards it. Horns blared and I felt myself being pulled back onto the sidewalk. In my confusion, I was sure that my attacker had found me and screamed like I was being murdered.

“Calm down. Let’s go to that bench and sit down.”

In my haze, I recognized Logan’s voice and somehow that helped me to keep the panic at bay for a little bit longer. When I got to the bench, he pushed me into a seated position and then pushed my head down between my knees.

“Take deep breaths, sweetheart.” He began rubbing up and down the length of my back and after about five minutes, my breathing returned to a more normal pace. The world had stopped moving so fast and I no longer felt like I was on a rocking ship. Logan handed me a tissue and that’s when I realized that I had been crying. I dabbed at my cheeks and blew my nose, now thoroughly embarrassed for my freak out. 

“How about we get you home?”

I nodded, not knowing what else to say. He led me over to his truck and I climbed inside and buckled in.

“I knew you had your appointment this morning, so I came to see how you were doing. I was close by when Sean called and said you ran out and looked like you were gonna pass out. I just happened to see you on the sidewalk when I pulled up. You scared the shit out of me. You almost walked right into traffic.”

“I wasn’t…my mind…” I had to stop. I didn’t know how to be vulnerable around this man. I had hurt him and he came back to check on me, again. “The world was spinning. I wasn’t trying to walk into traffic, I just didn’t really know where I was walking. Thank you for calming me down.”

We were quiet the rest of the way to my apartment and he walked me upstairs to check it out and make sure it was safe. Vira was still home, so I wasn’t worried about anything, but it was comforting to have him looking out for me. We must have woken her up because Vira came out of her bedroom looking very tired, but she perked up when she saw Logan. 

“Did we wake you, Vira?”

“No. I’m actually working a double today, so I have to leave in an hour.”

That bitch. She had told me her schedule yesterday and she never worked a double. She was trying to get Logan to stay so I could talk to him. I wasn’t sure I was ready for that, but Vira always meddled if she thought it was for my own good.

“Why are you back home?”

“I kind of freaked out at the station. I don’t think I’m ready to go back to work yet.” Tears threatened to emerge again, but I was no whiner, so I blinked them back and walked over to the couch.

“Shit. Honey, I can’t stay. Logan, do you think you could stay with her? I don’t want her to be alone.”

I couldn’t look over at him. What he must think of me, and now Vira was asking him to stay with me. He probably would rather be at a knitting group than sitting here with me.

“I have to call and move a few things around, but I think I can work it out.”

Logan pulled out his phone and stayed in the kitchen to make his calls. Vira came over to the couch and I glared at her. 

“You don’t have to work, bitch.”

She raised an eyebrow at me. “I don’t know what you’re talking about. Now, if you’ll excuse me, I need to get ready for work.”

She got up from the couch and went to her bedroom, shutting the door behind her. Staying in my work clothes was definitely not something I was interested in. I needed comfy clothes now. I went to my room and put on a pair of sweats and a sweatshirt that was still soft on the inside. Then I grabbed a pair of socks and a ponytail holder. I took it one step further and washed all the makeup off my face. I was slightly worried that without the makeup, Logan would recognize me, but honestly, at this point, I almost wished he knew who I was. It would be so much easier. I curled up on my bed and stared out the window, thinking that my life had taken a drastic turn in a short period of time. I could hear Logan on the phone, telling someone that I wasn’t up to working yet and we’d have to see how tomorrow was. He walked into my bedroom, looking unsure of what to do. It was time to apologize.




















CHAPTER FOURTEEN

Logan




If you looked up self-inflicted torture online, there would be a picture of me sitting outside Cece’s apartment Saturday night. When she stepped off the elevator with two guys, my stomach about bottomed out. I didn’t want to take advantage of her vulnerability and sleep with her, and I stupidly didn’t believe her when she told me she would find someone else. I tried pleading with her not to sleep with them, but I could see in her eyes that she had already made up her mind. Nothing I said would change what she was going to do. She was punishing me for not giving her what she needed and I paid, but I didn’t expect her to be so ruthless. A smart man would have known when to give up and move on. A smart man would have walked away, and I tried, but I didn’t even make it to the lobby before my mind told me to go back to her. 

When I got back to her apartment, I waited for her screams of fear, but they never came. All that I heard were her moans of pleasure. They were the same sounds I heard when we’d had sex. Again, a smart man would have walked away, but for some reason I stayed until the end. I saw the sated look on her face when she walked the men to her door. She had enjoyed herself and I had been the ass that thought he knew better. She told me what she needed and I assumed I knew better. I could live with her sleeping with the other men. I knew exactly how Cece felt about relationships, but I couldn’t live with the way she looked at me when she saw me still waiting in the hallway, her callous remarks about me hearing her. It was like a knife to the heart hearing her enjoying someone else and not being able to do a thing about it. 

I had been thinking that I could change her mind and make her want something more with me, but she proved she was true to her word. I guess part of the reason I stuck around was morbid curiosity. I wanted to know if she would go through with it. I had almost hoped she would kick them out and call me, but she didn’t and now I had to accept that she didn’t want me as much as I wanted her. 

I would never sleep with her again because I wanted her too much and I needed more than she could give. When I walked away from her, I realized how much it sucked to be on the receiving end of someone’s lack of interest. I thought about all the women I had so casually thrown away after I was done with them. Mostly, I thought about Cecelia. It was ironic that I had thrown Cecelia away and now a woman named Cece was doing the same to me. I would almost say they were the same woman if it weren’t for their different looks, personalities, and last names. Karma was a bitch sometimes.

I remembered Monday morning that Cece had an appointment at the police station. I tried to forget about it and went to work, but I couldn’t concentrate. I kept wondering if she was okay as she described her attacker. I must have been a glutton for punishment because I grabbed my keys and headed to the station. When Sean called and said Cece had walked out and wasn’t holding it together, I was glad I had come. When I parked in front of the station, I searched for her car, but she wasn’t by it. My eyes scanned the sidewalk and I ran to her, just catching her before she stumbled into the street. She was a wreck. Her breathing was ragged and she couldn’t seem to focus. 

I took her back to her place so her co-workers wouldn’t see her like this. There was no way she would want anyone to see her this freaked out. I called her boss and let him know she was in no condition to go in after the stress of giving her assailants description. He was very understanding and told me to have her let him know when she was ready to go back. I called in to work and let Ryan know what was going on. My assistant could have my projects spread out to other people for the day. We were waiting on the call from Cassandra and until then, all our other projects were already moving. 

I went in search of Cece and found her snuggled up on her bed, staring out the window. She looked so vulnerable sitting there in her sweats and I noticed she had removed her makeup and pulled her hair up. She looked younger and more innocent this way. Something nagged at me, but I couldn’t figure out what it was. I stared at her a minute, trying to figure it out, but I couldn’t make the connection in my brain.

She turned her gaze to me and regret shown in her eyes. I didn’t know what to say to her. I wished I could turn back the clock, but that wasn’t possible. I was man enough to admit that I was hurt by what went down last night, but for now, I would help her through today and then move on.

“Logan, can we talk for a minute?”

“Sure.” I walked towards her and sat down on the edge of the bed. It was too close to her and felt too intimate, but before I got a chance to move, she started talking.

“I’m sorry for what happened Saturday night. The things I said were cruel and if I could take them back, I would. You didn’t deserve that from me after everything you did for me.”

I nodded. “I’m sorry I tried to tell you how to deal with what happened. Obviously, you knew more what you needed than I did.” I couldn’t help the bite that came out in those words and I saw her flinch back slightly. God, I was being an ass. “Let’s forget about it. What’s done is done. Time to move on.”

She looked down and fidgeted some more. The tension was thick in the room, as neither of us knew how to move on. An apology was nice, but it didn’t change the way things were between us. 

“What would you like to do today?”

Tears welled in her eyes as she looked at me. She was trying to hide the hurt I had inflicted, but she was doing a shitty job. I hadn’t meant to get any digs in. She’d had a rough enough day, but the damage from Saturday was still raw and I didn’t feel totally in control right now. I had too many emotions swirling and I had a feeling it would be hard to control. Staying here with her might not be such a great idea, but it was too late to back out now.

She swiped at her face and shrugged. “Honestly, I just want to lounge around all day. I think I’m gonna sleep, so you should probably just go and do something productive with your day.”

There was no bite to her tone, just finality. She was dismissing me and ending this awkward tension. I should take the out and leave. I should, but I promised Vira that I would make sure she was okay and I hadn’t even been here a half hour yet. 

“How about you get some sleep and I’ll just hang out in the living room for a little bit.”

“That’s really not necessary. I’m a big girl and I’ll be fine on my own.”

“Humor me.”

She turned away from me and laid down in the bed, effectively shutting me out. I closed her door and went out into the living room to watch some TV. Normally, I would get some work done if I was at home for the day with nothing to do, but I didn’t have any of my stuff with me. 

About an hour later, I went to check on Cece. She was sleeping, but it didn’t look peaceful. She was frowning in her sleep and she kept shifting. I thought about waking her up, but if she was fine, I would feel like an ass. This morning must have taken it out of her because she slept well into the afternoon. I had put together some dinner for her and was just sticking it in the oven when she came out of her room. If anything, she looked worse now than before she went to sleep. She had dark circles under her eyes and she still looked exhausted. 

“Maybe you should take another day off of work. You look like you’re still pretty tired.”

“I’m fine. I’m just a little hungry.”

“Well I put together a casserole for you. It’ll be ready in forty-five minutes.”

“Thank you. That was very nice of you.”

Silence stretched between us, making us both very uncomfortable. I was ready to leave. I’d had enough of babysitting for one day. If things hadn’t gone down the way they had, I’d stay with her as long as she needed and probably insist on sticking around longer. But things had ended badly and while I didn’t wish her ill will, I had no desire to stick around someone that could treat me like crap when I was trying to help. I understood why she did what she did, but that didn’t make it alright in my book.

“I’m gonna head home. Will you be alright here?”

“Yeah, I’m fine. Are you sure you don’t want to stick around for dinner? I mean, you made it.”

“No, that’s okay.” I picked up my jacket and headed for the door. “I have stuff to do. Don’t forget to lock the door when I leave.”

I opened the door and then walked out, waiting until I heard the lock click in place before heading down the hall. When I got in the truck, I called Sean for an update.

“Sean, give me some good news. Tell me you have a lead on this guy.”

“Sorry. We’ve got nothing. We ran his sketch through the database, but we haven’t gotten any hits yet. We sent out an APB, but we haven’t heard anything yet. How’s Cece holding up?”

“She slept all day. You should have seen her when I found her. She was practically in the street and she was hyperventilating. I don’t know how she’s gonna make it back into the office.”

“You never did tell me what happened between the two of you.”

“I’m aware.”

“That was my way of politely asking what happened.”

“Yep. I’m aware.”

“But you aren’t going to tell me.”

“Nope. Just leave it alone. What’s done is done and nothing’s gonna change that. Just keep me posted on what’s going on with the case.”

“If you two are done, then why do you care?”

“Because I’m not an asshole.”

I hung up the phone before he could say anything else. I didn’t need my friends asking a lot of questions. In their eyes, I was already a screw up. I’d had the hottest fucking girl in the world and I had screwed it up big time. I wasn’t the only one to blame, but I put the wheels in motion. A huge part of me wanted to run back to her and make everything better for her, but I wouldn’t be the idiot that pined away after a girl that had no interest in me other than sex. 
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I threw myself into work throughout the week. I tried my best not think about Cece and wonder what she was up to. That was difficult to achieve considering that I called Sean every day to find out if there was anything new on the case. He’d taken the police sketch to her workplace and shown it around the building, but nobody recognized the guy. Then, he went by her apartment and showed it to the building manager and they’d agreed to hang the sketch in the lobby along with a notice to call the police if he was seen. 

Still, none of this made Cece any safer and I didn’t think I would be able to sleep well at night until this guy was caught. As much as I tried not to care, she had gotten under my skin and I was hooked. I wasn’t sure what I was going to do about that fact. Unfortunately, Sean knew my secret. He hadn’t come out and said it, but the way he talked to me suggested that he was well aware of the depth of my feelings for Cece.

Sean called me on Friday while I was at the office. I was in a meeting and it bugged the shit out of me that I couldn’t get up and leave to call him back. If he was calling, it meant he had something and I was dying to know what that was. As soon as I left, I went to my office and called him.

“Sean, tell me you have good news.”

“I don’t have good news per se, but I do have a possible lead. I showed the sketch down at the club and the bartender said that he’s usually there on Friday and Saturday nights. He didn’t have a name, so I have nothing to go on, but I was thinking that if this guy really wants Cece, maybe we could draw him out.”

“You want to use Cece as bait? Are fucking kidding me? No. No way. There’s no way she’ll be able to go to that club knowing that he’ll be there.”

“She’d be okay if you were there with her. I already got approval to take a few officers to the club on Friday and Saturday to be there, if Cece is willing to work with us. This is our best shot at catching this guy.”

“Don’t they have video feed at the bar? We could find him on video and track his credit cards…”

“He always pays in cash. Logan, we have no other way to track him.”

I was quiet as I thought about it. I didn’t want to put Cece in any danger, but it might be more dangerous to leave this psycho on the loose. Even if he never came after Cece again, she would always wonder if he was watching her, and as long as he was free, he could do the same or worse to other women.

“Alright, I’ll talk to Cece about it, but if she doesn’t want to do it, I’m not going to try to persuade her otherwise.”

“That’s all I’m asking. Let me know what she says. We could go tonight if it works for her.”

“Yeah. I’ll call you later.”

I hung up and then made my way over to the firm where she worked. This was going to suck big time. I hadn’t spoken to her all week and now I was showing up to ask her to help me find her attacker. I was stopped at a new security checkpoint in the lobby and asked where I was headed. Then they called up to Cece to ask if I was allowed to be sent up. I was glad to see the new changes in place. Hopefully it made Cece feel safer here.

I took the elevator up to her floor and walked over to her office. She stood when she saw me coming and had a smile on her face. Shit. She thought I was here to see her in a friendly manner. Not that my visit was unfriendly, but I had a specific purpose in mind. She stepped out from behind her desk and walked over to me. 

“Hey, Logan. I was surprised to hear you were downstairs.”

Her tone had changed a lot since her attack. The once ‘always confident’ Cece was barely there anymore. I saw glimpses of her, but right now, she looked uncertain. That killed me. I wondered briefly if I had given in to her that night, would she still have that confidence? Did I help strip that away from her?

“How are you, Cece?”

Her smile faltered a little. Over our brief time together, I had gotten used to calling her sweetheart a lot. Now wasn’t the time to think about that. She pulled herself together and smiled again.

“I’m good. It’s a little strange being here, but it’s gotten easier every day. The new security measures are great.”

“That’s good.”

“So what did you want to see me about?”

“Um, well Sean has an idea and I’m here to see if you want to go along with it.”

Her smile died and she walked back behind her desk and sat down. Shit.

“Okay. Lay it on me.”

“Well, Sean showed the sketch down at the club and the bartender said that your attacker is usually there on Fridays and Saturdays. He thinks we might be able to draw him out if you were there.”

Something crossed her face and I wasn’t sure, but it looked like fear. I didn’t have time to decipher it because she straightened her back and her face went blank a moment later.

“Of course. Anything to catch this guy, right?”

“Cece, you don’t have to do this. This could be dangerous and I don’t want you to do anything that you’re not comfortable with.”

She cut me off, looking up at me with defiance and resignation on her face. “It doesn’t matter whether or not I’m comfortable. If I ever want to feel safe again, this guy needs to be caught. So tell me what the plan is and let’s get on with it.”

“Basically, the plan is for you and I to go to the club and Sean and a few other officers will keep an eye out for him.”

“You’re going to be there?” She looked at me in confusion.

“Of course. I’m not going to let you go there by yourself.”

“But if you’re there, he won’t try to approach me.”

“No. You can go to the club with me, but I’m not leaving you alone where he can get to you. Sean won’t have enough officers to watch the exits and look for him, so we have to be smart about this.”

“I want to talk to Sean about this. It doesn’t make any sense to go there, but not allow him to get close to me. We’ll never catch him that way.”

“If he gets close to you and I’m not there, he could easily grab you without anyone realizing.”

“What are you talking about?” She threw her hands in the air as she tried to keep her calm. “We’ll be in a crowded club with a couple hundred witnesses. He wouldn’t try anything.”

“Are you really that naive? That’s the easiest way for him to get to you. Do you know how little people pay attention when they’re out partying? He could drag you away and nobody would think anything of it. He could spike your drink and then carry you off and people would think you’re drunk and he’s trying to help you. There are so many things that could go wrong and we wouldn’t know it because there won’t be enough police officers at the club to keep eyes on you at all times. We do this my way or I’m telling Sean we’re not doing it.”

I must have put some fear in her because I could swear I saw her lip tremble for a second. I didn’t want her scared, but I needed her to realize how dangerous this could be. She swallowed thickly and then blinked a few times, regaining her composure.

“Tell Sean that I’m good with it. I’ll go home and get dressed up and be ready when you pick me up.” She turned back to the paperwork on her desk, effectively dismissing me. I turned for the door, pissed off that we were actually going through with this. It felt wrong to do this to her, but she agreed and there wasn’t anything I could do about it. 

“I’ll be at your place at eight o’clock. We’ll check in with Sean and then head to the club. His team will already be waiting there.”

“See you tonight.” She didn’t look up as she said it. I didn’t know if she was pissed at me or trying to seem indifferent, but I didn’t like her reaction. She was way too calm about the possibility of seeing this guy again. I had some work to finish up at the office, so I headed back there, but honestly, I wasn’t very productive. I kept worrying about how things would go tonight. Ryan came into my office and talked to me for a good five minutes before I realized he was in there. I filled him in on what was going down tonight and he told me to go home. He knew my mind was somewhere else and I would be of no use the rest of the day.

I headed home and got ready for tonight, then headed over to Cece’s. I was a few hours early, but I thought she might need a distraction for tonight. When she answered the door, she looked pale and I seriously questioned whether this was a good idea. 

“Are you okay? You don’t look so good.”

“I think I ate something bad, but I’ll be okay.”

“Cece, you don’t have to do this.”

“I’m fine. It’s really…” She took off for the bathroom and moments later was puking in the toilet. I walked in behind her and held her hair as I rubbed her back.

“I think we should call Sean and cancel. This isn’t good for you.”

She wiped her mouth and stood as she flushed the toilet. “No, what’s not good for me is knowing that asshole is out there and probably has a hard on for me. I can handle this. I just need to get my shit together.”

“Would it make you feel better if Vira was with you? Maybe we could have Sean and Vira together as a couple and then there would be an excuse for Sean to be closer all night.”

“I don’t want to put Vira in any danger.”

“Sean would be with her the whole time.

“Only if she’s okay with it. I don’t want to guilt her into anything.”

“Okay, I’ll call Sean and see if that plan works for him. You call Vira and see if she’s available.”

After a fifteen minute call with Sean where he argued against involving Vira, I finally convinced him this was the best way to keep eyes on Cece and keep her comfortable. Sean wasn’t too thrilled that I suggested Vira tag along. In fact, he was quite adamant that it was a stupid idea, but I needed to keep Cece from freaking out and Vira was probably the best thing for her right now.

We had a few hours before we left and I did my best to distract her, but it wasn’t going so well. She paced around the apartment, not able to focus on doing any one thing. She tried to start some laundry, but forgot to add the clothes. She made dinner, but forgot to set the timer and it burned. She wouldn’t have eaten anyway. She was way too keyed up. When Vira got home, she distracted her with picking out outfits and doing her hair and makeup. It helped a little, but knowing what she was dressing up for was a mood killer.

Sean showed up at the apartment a little early, but when he saw how upset Cece was, he decided that we might as well leave early and see if we could loosen her up a little. She was determined to go through with this, so we headed for the club. Vira and Cece got us in with no problem and we headed straight to the bar. The bartender was aware of what was going on and was being compensated to let us know if our guy was spotted. He was to send us each a vodka tonic as a signal that our guy was around.

Cece almost fell over her feet several times just walking over to the bar and she was anything but relaxed. If her attacker spotted her looking this agitated, he might think something was up and head out. I grabbed her hand and headed to the dance floor. I needed to loosen her up a little.

Play That Funky Music by Wild Cherry was on and I got her to dance a little, but she was stiff. I attempted to swing my hips and make her laugh and it worked. I could dance slow and sensual, but I was not a good dancer in general. She laughed at my crazy moves, but I saw her eyes continually darting around the dance floor looking for anyone that looked familiar. She shook her hips a little, but there was no confidence in her dancing. 	When Fire by The Pointer Sisters came on, I pulled her against me and did my best to make her forget everyone else around us. I grasped her hands in mine and ran them up her body and over her breasts and up through her hair. When she lifted her hair off her neck, I leaned in and started to suck her delicate skin. Her body shivered in response and I took that as a sign that I was taking her in the right direction. I ground my hips against her ass and lowered my hands to her hips, following her movements. My mouth trailed along her shoulder leaving wet kisses along her smooth skin. Turning her around, I moved her arms around my neck and kissed her hard on the mouth. My tongue slipped in her mouth and my hands trailed her body, my body vibrating with need. She felt so right in my arms and I forgot all about why we were here. A week without her had been torture for me. The more her body moved against mine, the more I knew I couldn’t give her up yet. I needed to fight for every kiss she would give me, for every touch. She was mine and she may not realize it yet, but she would not be walking away from me again.




















CHAPTER FIFTEEN

Cecelia




Looking into Logan’s eyes as he danced with me, I felt my body coming alive again, my spirits lifting. Coming here tonight had been one of the hardest things I’d ever done. My emotions had been all over the place this week. Sometimes I felt like myself, while at other times, I felt like a scared kitten. I couldn’t figure out which way was up and it was exhausting. I hadn’t slept all week. Every noise made me think that my attacker was back to get me. I didn’t think I would ever feel safe again, but Logan changed all that the moment he pulled me into his arms. He knew that I needed some way to find myself and he made it happen. 

Then he kissed me and I about cried at the relief that swept through me. I hadn’t realized how much I needed him. This was probably what he was talking about that night, the night I walked away from him. He wanted to help me in a different way and I was hell bent on doing things my own way. It helped, but the relief was only temporary. In the long term, I hurt us both and I didn’t feel any better about myself or feel any safer. If I hadn’t pushed him away, he probably would have been with me the whole week, helping me chase away my demons.

As the music changed throughout the night, I continued to dance with Logan and every dance made me feel more and more like my old self. I caught him glancing around the room from time to time, but most of the time his eyes were on me, trailing the curves of my body. 

Vira and Sean were dancing close by, but I never really paid attention to them. Logan assumed that I needed Vira by my side to get through this, but he was wrong. I loved Vira like a sister, but he was the one that made me feel safe. It was closing in on the end of the night and we still hadn’t seen the creep, so we decided that it was time to head out and try again tomorrow. I hadn’t gone to the bathroom all night, so Vira and I headed to the bathroom with Sean and Logan trailing closely behind.

Vira and I were chatting as we entered the ladies room, but as soon as Vira entered, she stopped in her tracks leaving me to run into her from behind.

“What the hell, Vira? A little warning next time.”

I looked up to see none other than my attacker standing off to our left pointing a gun at Vira’s head. He reached behind me and turned the lock on the door, blocking our only escape.

“Brought some friends with you tonight, did ya?”

My body shook as I looked at the man who had assaulted me a week ago. I reached forward to grasp Vira’s hand, hoping that it would bring me a little comfort. Her grip was tight and it helped to ground me when panic threatened to take over.

“I just came here to have fun. What are you doing here?”

“Have fun huh? I saw the cops at the doors and your friend here is dating one. I’ve seen them together several times. Did you think I wouldn’t notice you stepping out on me?”

“What are you talking about?”

Panic was clawing at me and I did my best to hold it together. Maybe I could talk this guy down or at least get him to point the gun away from Vira. If I stalled him long enough, the guys would come looking for us.

“My girl doesn’t get to screw other guys. I saw you here last weekend and you left with two guys, you slut!”

This guy was off his rocker. His girl? I had never met this guy before in my life and he was acting like the disgruntled boyfriend.

“Look, I don’t know..”

“Shut up, you bitch. We’re leaving. Go open that window or I’m gonna put a bullet in your friend.”

As I tried to step away, Vira squeezed my hand. Her eyes pleaded with me not to go, but there was no way I would let her get shot. All that would accomplish is a bullet hole in her and me still at his mercy. I stepped to the window and pushed it open as much as possible. Hopefully, one of the cops would see us making our way out and save me before this asshole took me and cut me up into little bits. 

“Crawl out the window and wait for me. If you try anything, I’ll kill your friend.”

“Vira, Cece, let’s go,” Sean called to us as he pounded on the door. I heard him try to push the door open and he cursed when it wouldn’t budge. “What the fuck? Why is the door locked?” There was more pounding and asshole walked over to Vira and whispered in her ear. She paled and then turned her head towards the door.

“We’re almost done. Chill the fuck out.” It had all the attitude that Vira normally spoke with, but I could hear the shaking in her voice. Apparently, so could Logan and Sean because they started slamming into the door, trying to break it down.

The asshole pushed me to climb out the window and when I was out, he quickly followed behind me, stopping on the sill. He pointed the gun at Vira and took a shot before I could do anything. I leapt towards him, pulling on him, hoping I could catch him off guard.

“No! You asshole!” As he fell to the ground, I climbed on top and started punching him. I lost all sense as I thought of my friend lying on the floor dead or bleeding out. Red swarmed in front of my eyes and all I could think about was killing this asshole. My hands hurt from punching him, so I stood to give him a swift kick. He grabbed my ankle and twisted, causing me to fall to the ground. I caught myself, but scraped my hands as I fell to the ground. He grabbed me by the hair and in seconds was hauling me away from the club. We were in an alley away from the exits and there was no one around to witness anything. His gun was pressed in my side as he pulled me to the end of the alley to a dark street. There was an old beater on the side of the road that he threw me into from the drivers side. I tried to get to the passenger side, but he held the gun against my head.

“Try anything and I’ll put a bullet in you. No bitch of mine gets to fuck me over. You need to learn your place.”

I’d always heard that you did whatever you could to not be taken to a car, but if you did get taken, to fight because there was a smaller chance of being found once they got you to another location. This wasn’t the time. I needed a distraction. He started the car and pulled slowly into traffic, doing his best not to draw attention. We drove through the city for a few miles and so far there was nothing to give any distraction. I was getting anxious to get away from here before I broke down in sobs. I couldn’t break in front of him. I wouldn’t. 

His gun was still aimed at my head and we were driving closer and closer to the edge of town. Soon there would be no one around to help. I had to take my chance now or I may never get another. Better to die trying than to never try at all, right?

I flung my left arm up, pushing his gun towards the back seat and thrust the heel of my right hand up into his nose as he turned to me. I was momentarily stunned that it had worked and quickly got my brain back on track. I flung open my door and threw myself into the street, rolling several times. His car was swerving all over the road, so I took my opportunity to make a run for it. It didn’t look like any of the shops on this street were open, so I ran down the closest alley, sticking as close to the buildings as possible. I heard his tires squealing and quickly turned the corner to another street. I had to find someone to help, but it was past one in the morning. No one was out. I didn’t have my purse on me and there were no pay phones anywhere that I could see. I zig zagged through several streets, trying to stay in the shadows and off one street for too long. 

I was just coming around the corner to another street when I saw his car creeping down the road looking for me. Turning, I ran until I saw a fire escape and started climbing to the top. Hopefully, he wouldn’t look up and would look only at the street. When I got to the top of the building, I watched from above to see where his car had gone. Luckily, he didn’t seem to have seen me. Just as I thought I was safe, he pulled over and got out of his car, looking around the street. I held my breath as he looked up and down both sides of the street and then walked back to his car, kicking his tire and cursing. I could feel his anger from up here on my perch.

He drove away and I watched his taillights disappear down the road. I waited for about a half hour, making sure that he didn’t circle back. The longer I sat there, the more I came down from my adrenaline rush. I started to feel every ache in my body from jumping from the car. 

As I sat there, I realized I didn’t even have a coat on and that I was shaking from the cold. I knew I needed to get moving, but fear had paralyzed me. I needed to get to Logan. I had wasted so much time with him and it was over something that happened ten years ago. I felt like such an idiot. Logan was a good man and I could have had him back, but I pushed him away. If I got out of this, I swore that I would find a way to tell him the truth and get him back. 

I wasn’t sure how much longer I sat there, but it must have been a while because I was completely numb. It finally registered in my brain that if I didn’t get down from this roof, I would probably freeze to death up here. 

I made my way over to the ladder and started to climb down. It took me a long time because I had to concentrate to get my fingers to wrap around the rungs and to make sure my foot was actually on the step. I was about five feet from the ground when my foot slipped on the rung and I lost my grip. I fell to the ground and pain shot up my leg. I couldn’t tell what had happened because my mind was in such a fog. I just knew I needed to get someplace safe. I hobbled down the street until I came to a cross street that had a few cars. I hurried over and waved down a few cars, but none of them stopped. 

Finally, I was able to flag down a cab. The driver was older and had a kind face. He got out of his car and came to my side. 

“Ma’am, are you okay?”

“No,” I managed to whisper. “I need to go to the hospital. Can you take me?”

The cabbie didn’t say another word. He ushered me quickly into the front seat and got back in the car, speeding off to the hospital. I knew that if Vira had been shot, she would have been taken in, so I would start there. I needed to make sure she was okay. 

The cabbie cranked up the heat and ten minutes later, we were pulling up to the emergency room entrance. He got out of his side and came around to help me out. I gripped on to his arm as we walked through the doors. I wasn’t sure how much longer my legs would hold me up, but I was hoping it would be long enough to find Vira.

There was a flurry of activity as we walked further into the ER. People in scrubs came running towards me and started asking me questions. When they started grabbing at me, my heartbeat picked up and I started to scream. I didn’t want anyone touching me. I just wanted to find my friend. 

“Cece! Cece!” Logan’s voice broke through the chaos and I sighed in relief when I saw him running towards me. When he wrapped his arms around me, I finally broke, collapsing into his body. My legs wouldn’t hold me up any more, so I let Logan pick me up and carry me over and set me down on something. The ceiling was moving above me as I felt myself being wheeled down a hallway. Logan stayed by me and held my hand, concern marring his handsome face. I had never been so happy to see anyone in all my life. Tears spilled down my cheeks at the realization that I might never have seen his face again if I hadn’t gotten away.

As we went through some doors, I heard someone tell Logan he wasn’t allowed back with me. He started arguing with the nurse, but she told him she would call security if he didn’t go to the waiting room. I wanted to fight for him to stay, but exhaustion was pulling me under and my eyes slid shut.
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When I woke, the first thing I noticed was that I was warm again. The second thing I noticed was that my body hurt everywhere. Opening my eyes, I was grateful that the room was dark. Even the small light in the corner burned my retinas. I closed my eyes and mentally took stock of my body. My hands hurt and I could feel some kind of wrap or gauze on them. My whole right side hurt and I tried to think back to what caused it. It must have been when I jumped from the car. I didn’t feel anything at the time, but I most likely didn’t escape that jump unscathed. My right thigh felt tight, like it should hurt, but that was all I felt. As far as I could tell, that was all as far as injuries, but my whole body ached, like I needed a lot of rest.

I opened my eyes once again and looked around the room. Logan was sitting in the chair next to my bed with his eyes closed. I should probably let him sleep, but I needed to find out about Vira. Moving felt like it was too difficult, so I had to use my voice. 

“Logan.” My voice came out raspy and low, so I cleared my throat and tried again.

“Logan.”

His gorgeous eyes opened and looked right at me. I had never been so happy to see him in all my life. We stared at each other for a moment before he leaned forward and grabbed my hand, blowing out a long breath.

“I didn’t think I’d ever see you again.”

“How’s Vira?”

“She’s doing okay. He shot her in the shoulder.”

I breathed a sigh of relief, staring at the ceiling. It could have been so much worse. I had seen him pointing that gun at her and all I could think was that my best friend was dead and it was all my fault. Tears filled my eyes, but I took a deep breath, willing my body not to break down right now.

“How are you feeling?”

“My body aches, but I think in a few days I’ll be fine.”

Logan stood up and leaned over my bed, his eyes finding mine and forcing me to look at him. “I’m so sorry I wasn’t there. We thought you would be safe in there together.”

“Please don’t blame yourself. We’re both okay and that’s what I want to focus on.”

He sat down on the edge of my bed and held my hand, brushing his fingers over my wrist. It was awkward because I didn’t know what we were doing. I mean, we had been fighting, but then something happened in the club and I felt like things had changed, but now? Now I had no clue if he wanted me back or if he was just helping me to stay calm in the club. Part of me didn’t want to know. I liked the idea that I could imagine that he wanted me back because if he didn’t, I’m not sure my heart could handle that right now. 

We sat in silence for a few minutes and I felt myself dropping off to sleep again. I wanted to stay awake and look at Logan some more, to see for myself that I was really back here where I was safe. I was afraid that the next time I woke up, I would be back on that roof or worse, in my attacker’s presence again. I fought to keep my eyes open, but they kept drifting shut, only for me to jerk them back open.

“Go back to sleep. I promise I won’t leave.”

“Will you lie down with me?”

“I don’t think I’ll fit in this bed.”

“I’ll scoot over.” 

I tried sitting up to move over, but pain shot through my body and I moaned at the movement.

“Shit. Cece, let me help you.” He walked around to the other side of the bed and worked his hands under my body and gently pulled me over to the side of the bed. Then he walked back around and kicked off his shoes before climbing into the bed with me. He moved his arm behind my body and pulled me in close. I rested my head on his chest and let my eyes drift closed. I needed him more than I was willing to admit at the moment. The only question was, would he still want me once he found out who I really was?
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We were waiting for my release papers and Logan was fussing over me, making sure I was warm enough. He had gone to my apartment and gotten me some sweatpants, a sweatshirt, and some warm, fuzzy socks. It wasn’t exactly stylish, but at the moment, I was fine with comfort. We had fought over where I was going to be staying over the next few days. I wanted to go to my apartment and be with Vira, but when Logan figured out that was the reason, he started laughing. Apparently, Sean had plans to take Vira back to his place so he could watch over her, so there was no reason for me not to go with Logan.

I was discharged after being in the hospital for a day and a half. I had been out of it for the first day and luckily, my injuries weren’t enough to warrant a longer stay in the hospital. I ached all over, but what I really needed was rest. When I went to get dressed before I was discharged, I took a good look at myself in the mirror and saw that my entire right side was covered in bruises. I also had a deep puncture wound in my thigh from when I fell off the fire escape. I had fallen on a piece of metal and it had torn a deep hole, but luckily didn’t cause much damage. I was on antibiotics for the next ten days and they gave me some pain pills which I gladly took. I wasn’t into that kind of pain. If something hurt, I wanted to feel better. 

Logan brought in the wheelchair for me and took me down to his truck where my luggage was waiting. He had already planned to take me home with him and had packed accordingly. An officer had stopped by my hospital room this morning, but Logan told the officer he could find me at his place later today. I was happy with the interference because I didn’t want to make a trip down to the station. In fact, I mostly wanted to stay indoors, away from prying eyes.

When we got to his house, I insisted on walking, which I regretted once we got inside. My leg was killing me and I needed to sit down before I fell down. It wasn’t just my leg, it was the combination of my whole body hurting and my leg wound. Plopping down on the couch, I sighed in relief, knowing it would have been easier to accept help.

“I think you need to call in to your boss and take a few days off work.”

“I don’t think I can. I’ve already taken off time and I’m still the new employee. I don’t want to give them a reason to fire me.”

“That’s bullshit. You were attacked at the office. It’s not like this is all happening outside of work. Call them and request some time off.” I gave him a stern look that said I wasn’t going to do what he said. “I’m serious. You call now and do it, or I’ll chain you to the bed and call myself.”

“Logan, I don’t need you to tell me what to do. I’m perfectly capable..”

I didn’t get to finish my sentence because he covered my mouth with his hand, stopping me from saying what I wanted to. His eyes darkened as he brought his whole body in closer to mine. I could feel his breath on my face as he practically sat on top of me.

“I don’t want to hear one more time about how you are capable of taking care of yourself. You proved that the other night. Please. Do this for me. I need to take care of you and make sure you have everything you need. Stop running from me and just go with whatever’s happening here.”

My throat constricted and I had a hard time getting anything to come out, so I nodded my agreement. “Does this mean I’m forgiven?”

“There was never anything to forgive. I’ll admit, my ego was a little damaged, but nothing I can’t recover from.”

“I’m so sorry that I did that to you. When I was on the roof, waiting for him to leave, all I could think of was how much I regretted pushing you away. I was afraid that I would never see you again.” We hadn’t really talked yet about all that happened, but I had given him a general idea. The police had to come by this afternoon, so he would hear everything then.

“I’m not going anywhere.” His hand ran down my face, caressing the bruises from my fall. He leaned forward and placed a gentle kiss on my lips. I needed more from him, but he was trying to be gentle until I was healed. He pulled back and sat down next to me on the couch, linking his hand in mine and pulling me down to lie on his lap. We laid in silence with me drifting in and out for most of the morning. I looked around his house, noticing that there was a lot of new stuff.

“Why did you get new furniture?”

“The old stuff was damaged when the house flooded. It might have been okay, but I didn’t want to risk getting mold. I got new carpeting also because the other stuff had a weird smell, but the wood was able to be dried out and salvaged.”

I felt horrible. I was an evil person. My need for revenge had taken me too far over the edge. I didn’t even recognize myself anymore. Sure I had changed over the years, but I used to be a sweet girl that took into consideration everyone else before myself. Now I was destroying Logan’s life all in the name of revenge. I was about to tell Logan who I really was when there was a knock on the door, which was no doubt the police coming to take my statement. Logan eased me into a sitting position and got up to answer the door.

Two officers were standing in the doorway glaring at Logan like he was a murderer.

“Logan Walker?”

“Yes.”

“You are under arrest for destruction of property at Disco Fever last night. Officer Calloway, cuff him and read him his rights.”

The officer yanked Logan’s arms behind his back and started reading him his rights, while the other officer smirked at him. I could see the anger pouring off Logan. I didn’t understand what was going on. I got off the couch as quickly as I could and walked over to the door trying to figure out what was going on.

“Excuse me, what are you arresting him for? He was trying to rescue me last night.”

“Ma’am, you need to step back before we arrest you for interfering in an arrest. Now stand back.” 

He put his hands on me and pushed me backwards on my bad leg. Pain shot through me and I teetered falling into the officer putting cuffs on Logan. I tried to grab his arm so I wouldn’t fall down, but I wasn’t fast enough and I fell into him, knocking him to the ground. In a flash, the second officer had me on my stomach and was wrenching my arms behind my back. Logan lost it and was struggling against the cuffs, screaming at the officers not to touch me. I heard Officer Sawyer get on his mic and request backup for two suspects resisting arrest.

Everything went by in a flurry after that. Police officers showed up at the house, Sean being one of them, and Logan and I were hauled into separate police cars. We were taken to the station, but Sean had us out before we could be processed. I was terrified the whole time and I didn’t have a clue what was happening. Nobody would talk to me. We had been brought into separate holding rooms to wait for the chief to sort out what had happened. I could hear a flurry of activity in the hallway, shouting and loud bangs. Sean came into the holding room after fifteen minutes and had another officer take the cuffs off me. He told me not to speak until we were outside. I limped along behind him as he guided me out of the holding cell and over to the chief’s office. 

The chief asked me a few questions about what happened and then apologized for what happened, telling me both officers were being placed on suspension. Apparently, they had done this to other people as well, a friend of Sean’s being one of them. They were also the officers that had been harassing Logan, something that I knew to be my fault. I was pretty sure these were the officers that Vira had an in with and I couldn’t say anything without getting her in trouble. I needed to talk to her as soon as possible to see why this was still going on. After I was attacked, I asked Vira to talk to her friend, Eric, who I now know as Officer Eric Sawyer, and we agreed to put an end to this. I didn’t understand why this was still going on. I had to be missing something here. 

Sean led me out of the police station where Logan was waiting for me. I walked into his waiting arms, but guilt took over as he comforted me because I knew the truth. Everything crappy that had happened to him in the past month was my fault and if I had any hope of having a future with him, I was going to have to tell him the truth. I would talk to Vira and we would try to figure this out, but one thing was certain, I was either telling him the truth or walking out of his life forever.




















CHAPTER SIXTEEN

Logan




I couldn’t figure it out. For some reason, these assholes had it out for me. All the other officers in the police department were great cops, but these two seemed to have it out for any citizen they didn’t like. Harper had been on the receiving end of their anger also. If Sean hadn’t heard the call, I’m not sure how long we would have been stuck there. Not to mention, Cece had already had a shit couple of days and then she got manhandled by two asshole cops. I could tell she was hurting when she walked out of the police station with Sean. She was limping pretty badly and Sean looked like he was ready to pick her up and carry her. 

When she collapsed in my arms, it took everything in me to not walk back into the police station and beat the crap out of Sawyer. He was the one that cuffed her like a criminal after he pushed her. I needed to get her home and getting thrown in jail was not the answer right now. I just wanted to lie down in bed with her and hold her in my arms. Once we got home though, Sean had to get her statement about what happened the other night. 

Sean and I had already filed a report about what happened that night. We had walked back with the girls to the bathroom and we’d assumed all was clear. Big mistake. No one had seen the guy all night and we let our guard down. When Sean tried to open the door and we realized it was locked, I went ballistic. It took a few tries, but I broke the door down. It had been too late though. We heard the gunshot a minute before I got us in and the fear I felt was indescribable. I felt even worse when I saw that it was Vira that had been shot because I was relieved that it wasn’t Cece. What kind of person did that make me? Cece was long gone by the time we got in there and a new kind of fear took over. Fear that I would never see her again, and not because I chose to walk away, but because a psychopath had her and I had let her slip through my fingers.

I spent an hour driving around looking for her, but I didn’t even know where to go. We had no leads to look into. No one had seen anything. I went back to the hospital in case she showed up there. Hours passed when finally she walked through the ER doors. She looked almost blue and she had blood running down her leg. When they wouldn’t let me back with her, Sean had to restrain me to keep me from getting thrown out of the hospital. When they finally let me in to see her, they said she had minor injuries and she could be released when she woke up. I stayed with her the whole day and that night. They had tried to make me leave, but Sean convinced them it would be best for me to stay considering she was a kidnap victim.

Guilt ate at me the longer she stayed asleep. The doctors told me her body was recovering and she would wake up when she was ready, but all I saw was that I let her down. I had promised to protect her in that club and I made a huge error in judgment, one I would never forgive myself for. 

When we got back to the house from the police station, I helped Cece inside, taking her to the couch and wrapping her in a blanket. I didn’t know if she was cold, but I wanted her to be comforted and a blanket was comforting. I went into the kitchen to grab some coffee for her and I grabbed snacks for her also. I’d make dinner later. I carried everything in on a tray and set it on the coffee table in front of her. Sean was standing in the doorway watching me, but I couldn’t look at either of them. I needed to take care of Cece right now. That’s what needed to be done. Looking at the tray, I saw there was no cream or sugar. I started towards the kitchen when Cece stopped me.

“Logan. What are you doing?”

“I forgot the cream and sugar. I’ll be right back.”

“Wait. Please come here.”

I turned to look at her and saw a sympathetic look on her face. I didn’t understand it. 

“I don’t need to you to get me stuff. I just want you to be here with me when I give my statement. I just need you.”

“Why? You got taken because of me. You got manhandled today because of me.”

“No, I got taken because a psychopath was after me. I got manhandled because two assholes have a vendetta against you. None of that was your fault. Come sit with me.”

Against my better judgement, I sat down next to her and spent the next half hour reliving what she went through the other night. She gripped my hand when she recounted details of her escape, her terror shaking through her body. I wrapped my arm around her shoulders, pulling her close to me. When Sean finished with her, he got up to head over to the station.

“Sean, how’s Vira doing?”

“She’s fine, sweetheart. In a few weeks, she’ll be almost new.”

Something crossed Cece’s face and I couldn’t place it, but then she got up and went in the other room, leaving me alone with Sean.

“What are we gonna do about this guy, Sean? I can’t be with her all the time and she can’t be walking around alone with this guy after her.”

“I can put a protective detail on her, but it won’t be for long. The department won’t let her have protection forever.” He sighed, running a hand over his face. “We’ve had no luck with identifying him. No one saw him at the club or around her building. I’m gonna check traffic cams where she said she was taken, but that’s not a good area and there aren’t as many cameras. Chances are, it’ll amount to nothing.”

“She can stay with me until this guy is caught. Will Vira be staying with you?”

“For now. That woman is so stubborn.”

“What’s going on with you two?”

He huffed as he looked at me. “Not a whole lot. I told her I wanted to date her exclusively. She’s pretty wild, ya know? She told me she would consider an open relationship, but that she doesn’t do exclusive.”

“Ouch. Sounds very much like Cece. Where did these girls come from? I have never met a woman that didn’t want to string me up by my balls.”

“I don’t think they were wanting a relationship if they were going to string you up by your balls.”

I flipped him off as I stood. “You know what I mean.”

Laughing, he stood and started walking for the door. “I’ll be in touch after I look into the traffic cams. Don’t be surprised if you see cops hanging out on the street.”
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It had been three weeks and we were no closer to catching this guy than we were the night Cece was taken. Frustration was building with both Cece and I. Cece, because she didn’t appreciate my hovering and me, because Cece didn’t listen to a thing I said. She was always taking off without me, insisting that the police were watching and she would be safe.

Cece had grown more distant from me during the past several weeks and I could only assume that’s why she was always trying to get away from me. I wasn’t sure if it was the attack that had her backing away or if she just needed space, but no matter how much I tried to get her to confide in me, she just pulled away further. 

The good news was that I hadn’t been harassed since Sawyer and Calloway had been put on suspension. The department was looking into a shit load of complaints from people who claimed they were harassed by one or both of them. It was all great for me because I had a big meeting coming up and the last thing I needed were two rogue police officers coming after me with bullshit traffic tickets.

Ryan and I were scheduled to meet with Cassandra this morning about the funds that were being raised for VAS. She hadn’t clued us in on the phone whether or not she got all the funds needed or if we were even hired for the job. Ryan and I were both antsy to get to the meeting and find out what was going on. My body was practically vibrating with the tension running through me. We were driving over to Cassandra’s office and Ryan was driving me crazy tapping the steering wheel.

“Would you fucking stop that?” I was on the verge of losing my mind in the car with him.

“Stop what?”

“That tapping. You’re driving me nuts.”

“And you think your leg bouncing isn’t driving me crazy?”

“You should have just fucked her. Maybe then we wouldn’t be waiting to find out if we got the job.”

“Is that your solution to everything? Just fuck her? Shit, I thought we wanted to get the job based on our merits, not whether or not I could please her in bed.”

“If you’re questioning whether or not you could please her in bed, then it’s a good thing you didn’t sleep with her yet.”

“You’re such a fucking asshole.”

I grinned at him. Our back and forth had released a little tension for both of us and we were ready to go by the time we walked into her office. Cassandra was sitting behind her desk wearing a pair of glasses that made her look like the naughty librarian. I smirked at Ryan when he attempted to talk and croaked instead. I stepped forward to cover his inability to speak.

“It’s good to see you again, Cassandra. How did it go with the investors?” I asked as we both took a seat.

“I’m pleased to tell you that all the investors are in and we actually raised money for more than what is needed because some of them thought we should expand further than what was planned. One of the investors suggested that we have some kind of work program on sight. There are studies that show that veterans who participate in work therapy have a better chance of working through their issues and coming out on the other side ready to acclimate back to civilian life.”

“What exactly are we talking about with work therapy?”

“Well, some people do art therapy or music therapy, which could be included in this facility. Some veterans may need something that they can do with their hands that’s more like work.”

Ryan sat forward with an inquisitive look. “Like rebuilding cars?”

“Something along those lines. There’s not one thing that would work for every veteran, but we could have several small programs if I work the financing the right way.”

“We have a friend that does woodworking with his father. It seems to be something that really helps him with his issues.”

Her eyes lit up. “That sounds like it would be perfect for the facility. Would you be able to add on to your current plans for a shop?”

“I’m sure that wouldn’t be a problem,” I said, feeling the excitement growing. This project could be huge for us, but it also stood to help a lot of people. 

“Maybe I could have veterans incorporate their woodworking into the building somehow. What kind of woodworking does your friend do?”

“Mostly furniture. He mostly does custom orders for people. Some come to him with a specific design, while others ask him to come up with something unique.”

“Would he be willing to donate some pieces to the facility?”

I looked at Ryan and he nodded. “I think so, but he’s got some stuff that he’s dealing with right now. I’m sure by the time the facility is up and running, he could have some pieces for you. Let me talk to him and see what he says.”

“Sounds perfect. Now, Ryan, let’s talk about when we can break ground.”
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“This is going to be great for us. What do you say we go out and celebrate tonight?” Ryan suggested.

“Yeah, we could head over to The Pub. Why don’t you ask Cassandra to join us? Ya know, to celebrate VAS getting off the ground,” I raised an eyebrow, knowing that he really had a thing for her and would jump at the chance to invite her out to celebrate.

“Sure. That sounds good. I’ll give her a call.”

“I’ll see if Cece is available to go out.”

We all met up at The Pub that night and had a great night drinking and celebrating. Cece was still being a little reserved with me and I had big plans to find out what was going on with her. When we left, I drove straight back to my place and pulled her inside, slamming her up against the door.

“Are you gonna tell me what’s wrong? You’ve been different for the past three weeks.”

“Nothing’s wrong.”

“Really? You seem like you’re holding back about something, but I can’t figure out what it is. What aren’t you telling me? Is this about the attack?”

“No. It has nothing to do with that.”

“Then tell me what the fuck is going on.”

She looked away from me and looked so vulnerable. I wasn’t used to this Cece. I wanted the old Cece back. I turned her around and slammed her front into the wall, then ran my hands down her breasts to her pussy.

“If you aren’t going to tell me what’s going on, then I’m going to fuck it out of you.”

I heard her whimper as I shoved my hands down her pants and stroked her wet pussy. I ground my erection into her ass as I grabbed her hair and yanked back her head. Nipping at her neck, I slid down her body, yanking her pants down. I pulled her around to face me and threw her over my shoulder, her pants were still down around her ankles giving her no room to move. I threw her on the couch and took off my belt cinching it around her wrists. I spread her legs at her knees and crawled up between them. With her pants still around her ankles, she had no way of escape.

“Are you going to tell me what’s going on?”

“Nothing, I swear.”

I tore her panties off her body, then undid my pants and shoved them down my waist. I lined up my throbbing cock with her pussy and looked at her one last time.

“You sure you’ve got nothing to tell me?”

She shook her head and I slammed inside, not giving her another minute to think this over. I rammed into her so hard, it felt like my dick would fall off, but the sensations were amazing. She moaned as I continued to thrust inside her. I reached forward and grabbed her tit through her bra.

“Eyes on me, sweetheart.” 

Her eyes popped open and there was something there that she was trying to hide. I could see it plain as day mixed with lust. She was hiding something from me. I pulled out and picked her up, toeing off my boots and wiggling my pants off. I almost took her down doing it, but managed to stay upright. Walking over to the bookcase, I held her up against it as I slammed back into her. Books and pictures fell to the ground. Something made of glass shattered at my feet, but I kept thrusting into her. 

“Oh, fuck!” She screamed as I rammed her harder and harder, her bound arms wrapped around my neck.

“Are you going to tell me the truth?”

“I am.”

“You aren’t,” I growled. “Tell me or I won’t let you come.”

She glared at me. “You wouldn’t dare.”

I pulled out of her and rubbed my dick against her clit. Her eyes shuttered as I felt her body tremble against me. 

“Oh, God. Logan, yes!”

I pulled my dick away from her and her eyes popped open. “Put your cock back inside me.”

“Not until you tell me what’s wrong.”

“Do it now or I’ll never fuck you again.”

“Sweetheart, I’ve got you trapped against my dick right now. I don’t think you’re in the position to make demands.” My mouth moved to her neck and I whispered against her ear. “I could slip back inside you right now and make you come so hard that you’ll forget your name. Or, I can tease you with my dick and keep pulling away right before you orgasm. What’s it gonna be, sweetheart? I’ve got nowhere to be.”

I rubbed my dick against her again and felt her breath hitch as need roared through her.

“My name is Cecelia Clark,” she yelled as I slammed my cock back inside her and stilled an instant later.

I pulled back slightly and looked at her face. Uncertainty crossed her features and I finally saw it. Before she reminded me slightly of Cecelia, but now I could see it in all her features. She wore her hair differently and it was a different color. She wore makeup now and she held herself differently. Her body was definitely different. She had filled out in all the right areas and toned up in others. I felt like such an ass for not seeing it earlier, but she had changed so much in ten years. 

I didn’t waste another minute as I fucked her hard against the bookcase. I had once loved this woman and now she was back in my arms. I didn’t want to contemplate how I felt about that right now. I had her back and I would think about the rest later.

She squeezed me tight with her legs and her pussy clenched as she came. I slammed into her one more time as I came, biting her shoulder and leaving my mark. Slowly, her legs became limp and her arms hung loosely around my neck as her breathing slowed. I walked back over to the couch and slowly extricated myself from her, then took my belt from around her wrists. Rubbing my hands over the red on her wrists, I brought them to my mouth, kissing the red marks I had left behind. Then I pulled her shoes and pants off and carried her up to my bedroom.

I laid her down in bed and stripped her of her t-shirt and bra before taking off my own shirt. I pulled her close to me and kissed her temple. There was so much I didn’t understand and I wasn’t sure I would like her answers, but I needed to ask.

“You’ve changed a lot.”

She was silent for a minute and I didn’t think she was going to say anything, but then she finally spoke.

“When you left me, I changed everything about myself. The thought that I wasn’t good enough really cut me deep. I met Vira and she helped me become the person I am today.”

My callous words to her that day rang in my mind. I had been young and stupid with no thought for how my words might affect her.

“I was stupid and afraid. I’m sorry I said those things to you.”

“What were you afraid of?”

“I loved you and I thought I was too young to be in love. I didn’t want to be tied down to one person yet. I had this stupid idea that I needed to experience more women, to find a woman that could give me more.”

“Well, you certainly got that,” she sniped at me.

“I had no idea that what I said would hurt you so much. I’m more sorry than I can put into words.”

“It wasn’t just that you hurt my feelings. You made me question everything about myself.” She sat up and glared at me. “I changed who I was so that no one could ever make me feel as small as you did that day. I’m not the same girl I was back then. When I said I didn’t want a relationship, I wasn’t lying. I haven’t been with a man more than once since I was with you ten years ago. I’ve fucked a lot of men and I enjoyed every minute of it. I will never be that woman again.”

“I know, and I will never be that kid again. I can’t change what happened ten years ago, but that doesn’t mean we can’t move forward as the people we are today. I would be lying if I said that I wasn’t attracted to the woman you’ve become. You have to admit we have great chemistry. Before, we just didn’t have that.”

“I don’t see any reason why we can’t continue our relationship the way it is, or lack of relationship. I wouldn’t mind continuing to fuck you, but don’t get any ideas of more.”

“Fair enough. So, why did you change your last name to Baker?”

“My dad cheated on my mom. Actually, he had been cheating on her for years. I decided that I didn’t want anything to do with him and that included having his last name.”

“You must have thought I was a real ass when I didn’t recognize you in the club.”

“Honestly, I was relieved. I kind of panicked when I saw you there. When you didn’t know who I was, my confidence came back. No girl wants to run into an ex-boyfriend and be a bumbling idiot.”

“No guy wants to fuck a girl and realize later he’s fucked her before.”

She chuckled and then climbed on top of me. “Well, the solution to that is to just keep on fucking her.”




















CHAPTER SEVENTEEN

Cecelia




I would be lying if I said I wasn’t enjoying my time with Logan. In fact, we could hardly keep our hands off one another. I felt this desperate need to have him all the time. If we were home, we were screwing and sometimes when we were out too. He seemed to want me just as much, so I didn’t feel bad about using his body. However, lately I was feeling something more than just desire for him. I was afraid that I was falling back in love with him, but I just couldn’t allow that to happen. I didn’t want to mess up what I had with him. 

I hadn’t let Logan in on everything that had happened. I hadn’t said a word about the revenge I had taken upon him. I couldn’t without exposing Vira. When Sean finally let her out of his sight for more than five minutes, Vira and I had a long talk about whether or not I should tell Logan everything. We were sitting in our apartment while the guys were out running some errands. We were supposed to be getting bags packed to stay with them. Instead, we sat in the living room discussing what to do about my deceit.

“I told Logan who I really am.”

“Was he completely pissed? He’s still looking out for you, so I’m guessing not.”

“He actually was pretty great about it. I just feel like I’m still not being honest with him.”

“You mean you want to tell him what we did.”

I sat there picking at the non existent lint on my pants. My feelings were at war with one another. I had no idea what the right thing to do was.

“I don’t know. If I tell him, that means telling him about flooding his house and it implicates you in what happened with the police. I’m not sure how he would react to that and I’m not willing to get you in trouble.”

“But…”

“But if I don’t tell him everything, we can never really have anything more than what we already have. It would eat at me to keep those secrets from him.”

“Would it really be so bad if he never found out?”

“Okay, he might never find out about me flooding his house, but what if Sawyer came out and told the police chief that he was asked to pull Logan over and harass him?”

“Why would Sawyer tell the chief though? What’s in it for him?”

“Well, the chief is looking into all his cases where he was accused of harassment. I’m sure he knows by now that you and Sean are together.”

“We are not together.”

“It doesn’t matter. If he can get to Sean through you, don’t you think he would?”

“Hmm. I’m not sure. If it comes out, it comes out. I’m not going to worry about it right now.”

“If I tell Logan, there’s a chance he’ll forgive me, but if I don’t and he finds out because of something else, I don’t think he would forgive my deceit.”

“On the other hand, he might not forgive you at all if you tell him, but there is the chance that he’ll never find out from Sawyer. Babe, you have to decide what’s best for you here.”

“I don’t think Logan would go to the police over a few tickets, but do you think Sean would turn you in for asking Sawyer? He seems very black and white to me.”

“He hates Sawyer, so I don’t know. Wouldn’t it be like taking a bribe or something?”

“Something like that. I doubt it would be very good for Sawyer.”

We sat there contemplating things for a few minutes when I finally came to a decision. 

“I’m not going to say anything. If Sean finds out about Sawyer, we’ll cross that bridge when we come to it, but I don’t want to give him any ammunition.”

“Are you sure?”

“Definitely. This thing with Logan is new. I don’t even know if it would go anywhere. I’m not willing to risk what could happen to you if Sean ever found out. I think it’s best this way.”

“Under one condition. If you change your mind, you come talk to me. I’m sure I could find a way to persuade Sean to keep his mouth shut.”

“Deal.”




✯✯✯✯✯




It had been close to two months since I confessed who I really was and we were heading out for New Year’s Eve at The Pub. I had done my best to keep things with Logan purely sexual. If I thought of him as anything more than my sex toy, my feelings would get in the way of everything else. 

Vira was joining Sean at The Pub tonight and I wondered if something more was going on there. Vira seemed to really like him, but she was still seeing other men. I wasn’t sure if Sean was doing the whole open relationship thing with her or if he was just screwing her when she felt like it.

When we walked in The Pub, Logan’s friends were already seated at a table. A big round of hoots went up as we walked towards the table. Sean and Vira were right behind us and she was stunning as ever.

“Cece, these are my friends. You met some of them when we went paint balling, but now you can actually see them. This is Jack and his wife, Harper.”

“Nice to see you again. It’s about time we hang out with the woman that’s had Logan all tied up. We haven’t see much of him lately,” Jack said as he shook my hand.

“I definitely have had him tied up a time or two. How else does a girl get exactly what she wants?”

“Oh, damn. Logan where did you find this one? She’s a wildcat.”

Logan punched Jack in the shoulder. “You would know one when you saw one.” Then he turned to me. “Harper over there is quite feisty. I think you two will get along well.”

“Men are such neanderthals.” Harper stepped forward and shook my hand. “Stick with me and I’ll help you survive this group of cavemen.”

“This is my friend, Vira. She’s with Sean.”

“Actually, I came with Sean, but I’m not with anyone.”

Sean rolled his eyes and Harper chuckled under her breath and smiled. “Good to know.”

Logan pulled me over to another man that was as huge as a truck. He was extremely sexy, but he didn’t really smile except at Harper. “This is Drew. He’s Harper’s part time lover.”

“Logan, you know he’s not, so shut your mouth or I’ll shut it for you,” Harper growled.

“Hey, I had your back when you were making threats against Jack. You just remember that.”

There was some crazy dynamic that was going on here and I had a feeling I was way out of the loop. Drew gave me a chin lift, but other than that, was pretty quiet.

“This is Ryan, my business partner.”

He gave me a quick handshake and said hi, but his eyes assessed me, like they were looking for something deceptive. I quickly looked away because I felt exposed under his gaze.

“This is Cole, and his girlfriend, Alex, is tending bar tonight.” He pointed over to a small woman behind the bar. She was beautiful, just like her boyfriend. In fact, all of these men were extremely good looking.

“This ugly fucker is Sebastian.” He had to be shitting me because Sebastian was one of the most handsome men I had ever seen. My panties practically melted when he looked at me.

“It’s nice to meet you all.”

“So, you know Logan from a long time ago, right?” Ryan gave me a smile, but his voice said something completely different.

“Yeah, we knew each other ten years ago.” 

Logan handed me a glass of something and I gripped it tightly as Ryan narrowed his eyes at me.

“So, you knew our boy from the start, but chose to keep who you were a secret. Why is that?”

“Dude, chill out. It’s water under the bridge. I’ve made my peace with it, so just shut the fuck up and let’s have a good night.”

“Just looking out for you, man. Seems a little strange that she would hide who she was.” He shrugged and downed the rest of his drink, but his eyes continued to watch me throughout the night. I had a feeling that he saw right through me and he wasn’t buying what I was selling.

The rest of the night went by pretty well. Vira and I partied with Harper, who was completely awesome, but wasn’t drinking because she was pregnant. She ragged on Jack with so much ease, but I could tell that she truly loved him. Their friends, Anna and Luke, showed up later and Anna joined us in drinking away the night. 

I was well and truly tipsy as midnight approached and we were all having a great time. Cole excused himself a few minutes before twelve to go find his woman and that’s when all hell broke loose. Fire alarms screeched all around us and before we could move towards the door, thick smoke started to pour out of the back of the bar, most likely from the kitchen. Panic erupted around us as people pushed towards the exit. We were in the far corner, so it didn’t seem like we would ever get to the exit. All the men around us gathered the women and started ushering us towards the door. 

One minute Logan was holding my hand and the next, my hand was wrenched from his when someone knocked into me and shoved me to the ground. I barely had time to register what happened before a body pressed on top of mine and hot breath flooded the side of my face. 

“You’ve been well guarded, Cece. You won’t always be protected though.”

Fear tore through me when I recognized the voice. I prayed that Logan was nearby and trying to get to me, but even as I laid there scared, I could feel people shoving around me. The weight suddenly lifted from my body and disappeared from sight, but people were stepping on me, keeping me from standing. I pushed myself to my knees, but a shoe connected with my stomach and a person fell on top of me, smashing me back into the floor. More people fell around me and I felt the air being pushed from my lungs as the pile on top of me grew. 

The air was getting thick around me and the people lying on top of me made me dizzy. Black spots appeared in my eyes and I was sure I was about to pass out. There was a person laying across me and their shirt was close to my face, so I buried my nose into the material, hoping that it would protect my lungs from the smoke.

“Cece!”

I prayed I wasn’t imagining Logan’s voice, but a second later, he appeared in front of me, kneeling and talking to me.

“It’s okay, Cece. I’m gonna get you out of here.” I felt the weight being lifted from me, little by little, and then Logan had me in his arms and was carrying me out of the bar. My head lulled against his chest as the cold air hit my face. My head was fuzzy and the lights and sounds around me left me just as dizzy as when I couldn’t breathe.

Logan placed me on the back of an ambulance where a paramedic placed an oxygen mask over my face. The rest of the night was a blur of doctors and being poked and prodded. After thoroughly checking me over, I was released in the early morning and told to get plenty of rest. We were walking towards the exits when we saw all of Logan’s friends and Vira in the waiting room. This couldn’t be for me over a little smoke inhalation, which meant that someone else had been injured. I noticed that Cole and Alex weren’t in the waiting room.

“What happened?” Logan asked as he looked at all the stricken faces.

“Alex was attacked. We don’t know for sure what happened yet, but she was in the back and when she was brought out, she was bleeding pretty heavily from her head. They don’t know if she’s gonna make it. Cole was carrying her out, but he passed out when he was almost to the door. He’s being treated for smoke inhalation, but he isn’t awake yet.”

I looked at Logan and saw the devastation on his face. He closed his eyes as he looked up at the ceiling. I gripped his hand firmly in mine and prayed that they would be okay. Vira walked over to me and pulled me into a tight hug. 

“Are you doing alright, sweetie?”

“Yeah, I’m just a little sore.”

She pulled away quickly. “Oh my gosh. I’m so sorry.”

“It’s okay. I just need to lie down for a little bit.”

Logan wrapped his arm around my waist. “How about we get you home.” I looked up at him and saw the battle in his eyes. He wanted to stay and find out what was going on with his friends, but he also wanted to get me home.

“Hey. Vira can take me home. We’ll be fine. You can stay here and wait for news on your friends.”

“No, I want to take you home.”

“Okay, how about you take me home and then Vira will hang out with me. Honestly, I’m just going to sleep.”

He looked at me for a minute and I could tell he really wanted to do that.

“I won’t think less of you for not staying with me, Logan. Your friends need you right now.”

He nodded and we all said goodbye as the three of us walked out the door of the ER. Logan got us home in no time and it took me fifteen minutes to convince him to leave us. I didn’t really want to be alone, so Vira and I snuggled up on the couch for a little bit.

“Are you sure you’re okay? You’ve got quite a few bruises.”

“Yeah, I’m mostly tired.” I had been sitting there a few minutes when I remembered the creep on top of me. With everything that happened, I had completely forgotten about him. “When I was knocked to the ground, that guy was there.”

“What guy? You mean the guy?”

“Yeah.”

“Why didn’t you tell anyone sooner?” Her eyes were bugged out at me and I wanted to poke her eyes back into her head.

“Honestly, I forgot about it until just now. I’m not sure that me falling down was an accident. I think he was there watching and he pushed me down. He said that I had been under protection, but I wouldn’t always be.”

“You need to tell Logan or Sean.”

“I know, but not right now. They have enough going on with their friends. I’ll talk to them in the morning. All I want right now is a hot shower to wash all this grime off me.”

“Alright, I’ll be here. We’ll watch a movie when you get out.”

“Sounds good.”

I took a long shower and washed away the night, then got in some comfy clothes and went out to snuggle with Vira. We were watching Dirty Dancing when we both drifted off to sleep. The credits on the TV were rolling when I heard a click that brought me out of my slumber. I looked over at Vira to see she was sound asleep. Looking over at the front door, I saw the door handle moving slowly. If it was Logan, he would have come right in. He had a key to the apartment ever since I was attacked, in case I needed him. I slapped Vira on the arm to wake her from her slumber.

“Ow, bitch. What did you do that for.”

“Shh. Someone’s at the door,” I whisper-hissed.

She got to her feet and stared at the door as the handle continued to move around. “Someone must be trying to pick the lock.”

“I’m sick of this shit. Let’s take care of this fucker. Grab something and we’ll surprise him when he comes in.” I crept towards the kitchen and grabbed the skillet off the stove that still had remnants of eggs from breakfast. Vira grabbed an empty wine bottle from the island and went to stand behind the door. I stood against the wall where the door opened and pushed myself up against the wall as much as possible.

A moment later, the door knob turned all the way and the door slowly creaked open. I held my breath waiting for the intruder to enter, thinking maybe this wasn’t the smartest idea, but it was too late to back out now. He stepped slightly inside the door and I grabbed his jacket, pulling him into the room. I swung the skillet with all my might and whacked him upside the head. Vira came roaring out from behind the door and smashed the bottle on top of his head. I hit him one more time in the face before he went down, falling in a heap on the floor.

“Who says drinking is bad for you?” Vira dropped the neck of the bottle at her side and then turned to me. “Quick, grab some duct tape and we’ll tape his wrists.”

“Do we have duct tape?”

The skillet was dangling from my hand as I questioned her about the duct tape. We were not handy girls, so why we would have duct tape, I had no clue. I heard the guy moan and I immediately jumped, spreading my legs wide, crouching low, and swung my skillet one more time at his face. Then I rested the skillet over my shoulder as I stood tall. I grabbed my pants with the other hand, hefting them up and then spit on him. 

“I could so play baseball.”

Vira burst out laughing and then I did also. I supposed that I should be on the ground in a ball shaking, but I was through being scared of this guy. 

Vira walked towards the living room and grabbed some cords from behind the TV. “Here’ let’s tie him up with this.” We tied his wrists as best we could and then his feet. 

“Ya know, I think I should grab my taser just in case. We don’t want to be caught unawares.” She smirked and then walked into the other room. I went and got my phone, trying to decide if I should call Sean or Logan. Sean was the police, but Logan would kill me if I didn’t let him know what happened. I decided that I would call Logan.

Vira came back out just as I was getting ready to place the phone call. She charged her taser and held it at the ready. I took a good look at the man lying on the ground and confirmed that he was the guy that had attacked me in the office. The guy came to and started struggling with his bonds. I dialed Logan’s number and he answered immediately.

“Cece, are you okay?”

“Yeah, I’m okay, but we had an intruder.”

“What?” His voice exploded through the phone. Vira pointed the taser at the guy on the floor and pressed the button. The guy on the floor screamed and started writhing in pain. “Cece, talk to me. What’s going on?”

“Vira tasered him. He was starting to wake up.”

“Okay, Sean and I are on the way over. Just stay calm. We’ll be there soon.”

“Really, Logan. We’re fine. We’ll see you soon.”

I looked at the man on the floor in disgust. “Do you have anymore cartridges for that?”

“Yep. I’ll go get one.” Vira walked away and returned a minute later, reloading the taser. She handed it to me with a smile on her face. “Don’t waste that. Make sure he’s awake and can feel every second of it.”

“Not a problem.”

We stood there for a few minutes as the man tried rousing himself. He wiggled a little, but I wanted him wide awake when I used the taser on him. Logan and Sean made their appearance a few minutes later, barging through the door with anger on their faces. They looked down at the man on the floor that was now staring at them instead of fighting his bonds.

“What the fuck? You did this?” Logan asked incredulously as he looked at me.

“I told you we were fine.”

“Is this the man who attacked you?” Sean asked.

“Yep. That’s him.”

“Alright.” Sean pulled out his phone and told the person on the other line his badge number and then told them he needed a squad car at this address. Sean was about to pull the guy to his feet, but I hadn’t had my turn yet. I quickly pointed the taser at the man and pushed the button, watching in satisfaction as he screamed and then peed himself.

“He’s already incapacitated, Cece.” Sean shot me a disapproving glare, but I just shrugged.

“He looked like he was trying to get loose to me.”

“Me too. I saw him trying to get out of his restraints,” Vira added. “You get to clean up the mess since you tased him.”

“Totally worth it.”

The police came a few minutes later and hauled the guy off to the police station. Logan stayed behind, not wanting to leave me alone. Sean stayed behind and got our statements and I could see Logan’s anger grow as we repeated what happened.

“Why the fuck would you decide to go after him? He could have hurt both of you,” Logan roared.

“So we should have cowered in the other room while he broke in here and tried to attack us? What would you have had me do, Logan?” I crossed my arms over my chest and when Sean went to intervene, Vira shot him with a death glare.

“If you want to keep your balls, you’ll keep your mouth shut,” Vira hissed.

“What is it with the women in this town always threatening our balls?” Sean turned to Logan and rolled his eyes. “Alright. We’ll get him booked and I’ll let you know what we find out about him. Vira, do me a favor and put the taser away for the night. Logan’s here, so you won’t be needing it.”

“Since when do I let you tell me what to do?”

“Women. I need a drink,” he muttered as he walked out the door.




✯✯✯✯✯




Over the next few weeks, Logan and I grew closer than ever. With my attacker out of the picture, I moved back to my apartment, which really bothered Logan, but I wasn’t about to keep living with him. I still had this nagging feeling in the back of my mind that he would do something stupid and I would end up hurt. Luckily, he didn’t fight me on it too much.

Sean had interrogated my attacker, John Keen. Apparently, the guy had seen me at the club several times with Vira and had developed a sick obsession with me. He had been following me for weeks and I had been totally oblivious. He was in jail now, so I didn’t have to worry about him for a while.

Vira and I met up at The Pub on Saturday night to let loose from the work week. We were drinking beers when Vira shocked the hell out of me.

“So when are you moving in with Logan?”

I almost spit out my beer at her question. She knew me well enough to know that I wasn’t the type to just move in with a guy, not any more. I valued my independence and enjoyed not having anyone at home waiting for me. It was liberating to answer only to myself, and while I really liked Logan, we weren’t there yet.

“Why would you think I’m moving in with Logan?”

“Oh come on. Two lovers reunited after all this time? The chemistry is off the charts with you two. I just figured that you would want to take that next step with him. It’s pretty much the natural progression in a relationship nowadays.”

“Really? So, should I expect you to be moving in with Sean soon?”

She rolled her eyes at me, but conceded my point. “Point taken, but it’s a little different with you and Logan. You know that I’ll never settle down with anyone, but I always figured that you eventually would.”

“You’d have to actually love the person you’re with in order to take that next step.”

She was about to take a drink, but halfway to her lips. “You don’t…you mean to tell me that you aren’t in love with that man?” Her jaw was hanging open and I had a strong desire to reach across the table and close it.

“I’ll always see him as the man who completely devastated me when I was younger. He changed me and I can’t help but look at him that way. He’s great in bed and I have fun with him, but he’s a good time. That’s it.”

Vira looked at me with a sad face. It was the last thing I was expecting coming from her. She was just like me, in it for a good time, so when I saw that look on her face, it made me angry.

“Don’t you even look at me that way, Vira. There is nothing wrong with the way I live my life. I get to choose who’s in it and who I fuck. I’ve kept him around a lot longer than any other man before him. He’ll understand when our time is up. I never promised him more than some fun.”

“I’d just hate to see you miss out on something great.”

“I’m not missing out on anything. That something great is what we have right now. Anything more is just a mess I don’t need.”

She changed the subject like any good friend would, but Logan was on my mind the rest of the night. I lied to Vira for the first time that night. She had always been the one person I was honest with, but I couldn’t tell her that I had already fallen for Logan. I was so afraid that if I admitted it, things would end and I would be devastated again. I knew it was silly to think that way, but I couldn’t handle being hurt like that again. What Logan and I had would end eventually and I just had to keep my head on straight until then.




















CHAPTER EIGHTEEN

Logan




Ryan and I were meeting at the bar tonight for a few drinks. Things were going great with Cece, but I still wanted some time to myself. I was thinking about asking her to move in with me because we had such a great time when she was staying with me, but I knew I had to wait. If she was ready, she wouldn’t have moved back to her apartment a few weeks ago. This required me to make her see how much she meant to me. I would have to really work at it because she was a tough shell to crack, but I loved this woman and I was planning on telling her very soon.

I walked into The Pub and saw Ryan waiting for me at the bar. He was already started on a beer so I ordered one for myself and sat down on a stool. “Hey, man. How’s it going?” 

“Shitty.”

“Why’s that?”

“Let’s just say that a certain woman is on my mind and it’s making my life difficult.”

“Dude. If this is about Cassandra, just go for it. I know you wouldn’t do anything to put the company in jeopardy. She doesn’t strike me as the vindictive type either. If things don’t work out, I can deal with her.”

“I don’t know. I’d still rather wait until the deal is done. How are things going with Cece?”

“Good,” I said with a smile. “I’m gonna ask her to move in with me soon.”

“Really?” he asked in surprise. “Things are that serious?”

“I love her.”

“Have you told her yet?”

“No, but I will be soon. I’m trying to keep things slow with her.”

“Well, ya know, there’s no time like the present,” he said with a smirk.

“What do you mean?” I glanced around the bar and saw Vira and Cece sitting slightly behind a wall. They obviously hadn’t seen us yet. I jerked my head in that direction and we both stood, walking over to them. I stopped when I was just about to them because it sounded like they were talking about Sean and me. Eavesdropping wasn’t something I normally condoned, but it was like pulling teeth to get Cece to have an honest conversation with me.

“Really? So, should I expect you to be moving in with Sean soon?”

“Point taken, but it’s a little different with you and Logan. You know that I’ll never settle down with anyone, but I always figured that you eventually would.”

“You’d have to actually love the person you’re with in order to take that next step.”

Knives to the chest wouldn’t have hurt more than that. It wasn’t so much that she said she didn’t love me, but the vehemence in her voice as she said it.

“You don’t…you mean to tell me that you aren’t in love with that man?” 

“I’ll always see him as the man who completely devastated me when I was younger. He changed me and I can’t help but look at him that way. He’s great in bed and I have fun with him, but he’s a good time. That’s it.”

I pushed back against the wall to keep from being seen. Glancing at Ryan, the firm set of his jaw reminded me of how much he distrusted Cece to begin with. Anger filled my entire body with every word she said. I thought we had moved past all that, but all she saw was the old me. I couldn’t change who I had been, but I thought she saw me as the man I had become. 

“Don’t you even look at me that way, Vira. There is nothing wrong with the way I live my life. I get to choose who’s in it and who I fuck. I’ve kept him around a lot longer than any other man before him. He’ll understand when our time is up. I never promised him more than some fun.”

“I’d just hate to see you miss out on something great.”

“I’m not missing out on anything. That ‘something great’ is what we have right now. Anything more is just a mess I don’t need.”

I felt Ryan pulling me away from where they were seated and a few seconds later, the cold air from outside slapped my face, bringing sanity back once again. The last thing I needed was Cece to keep me around for a good time. I wasn’t the same person I was before I met her months ago. Sure, I had known her much longer than a few months, but this woman was the woman I had truly fallen in love with. To know that she was going to continue to use me until she’d had enough about tore my heart out. I couldn’t deal with it for one more second, but I also couldn’t just storm in there and let my emotions get the better of me. I would find a way to end it with her and break her just like she had just broken me.

I turned to see Ryan looking at me with concern on his face, his hands shoved in his pockets. “You okay?”

“I’m fine.”

“Logan, I know how you feel about her, so don’t try to bullshit me. That was rough for me to hear and I’m not the one in love with her.”

“What do you want me to say? You’ve never trusted her.” He started to shake his head, but I cut him off. “Don’t pretend you did. I saw it every time you looked at her and when you talked to her on New Year’s Eve. You were right. It was weird that she didn’t tell me who she was. All this time, she just wanted payback.”

Ryan didn’t say anything for a moment. There really was nothing left to say. I started walking back towards my car when Ryan called out to me.

“Logan, what are you gonna do?”

I turned and faced him, no longer feeling anything. Ice had seeped into my veins and all that was left was a cold-hearted man. “I’m gonna end it.”




✯✯✯✯✯




I didn’t respond the Cece at all that week. When she called, I ignored her. When she texted, I ignored her. When she showed up at the same coffee house as me, I nodded hello and then headed out the door to work. It wasn’t hard to ignore her. I really did have a lot to get done this week. We were really getting going on the VAS project and it took up a lot of my attention. Still, at some point I would have to address the problem with Cece.

After much debating, I decided that I would take her out to her favorite club on Saturday and then leave her the same way she left me that first time. That would be my final goodbye to her. I could just end things and not tell her why, but part of me wanted one last taste of her before I threw her away.

I told her to meet me at the club because I was going to be working late, but really, I just didn’t want to ride with the bitch. I walked into the club about a half hour after I said I would meet her and immediately dragged her out to the dance floor. I didn’t say a word to her and I could see it was on the tip of her tongue to ask me what was wrong. I danced with her and teased her body all night long before I decided I’d had enough and needed to end this night.

Pulling her from the dance floor, I wound my way through the club, back to the bathrooms. A dirty bathroom seemed a fitting way to end our time together. I opened the girls bathroom and after checking for other occupants, closed the door and locked it. I thrust her up against the sink and lifted the dress from her delectable body. There would be no going slow or kissing this time. I felt no passion for this woman, only a need for revenge. 

I ran my fingers over her slit once and when she moaned, I took that as a sign that she was ready enough. I yanked my cock from my pants and rammed into her so hard that I’m sure it hurt her. I didn’t care right now, though. I pounded into her with all the rage that had been building inside me over the course of the week. I saw her eyes in the mirror questioning the change in me. While we had always been rough with one another, there was passion involved. This was nothing but cold, hard fucking. I took what I wanted and didn’t wait to see if she finished.

When I grunted out my release, I tucked myself back in and zipped up, heading for the door. She hurried to get her dress down before calling for me.

“Logan, what’s going on? You haven’t been yourself this past week.”

She stared at me with hurt in her eyes, begging me to talk to her. I considered telling her what I had overheard, but that would be like admitting that I was hurt and felt used. I didn’t need her pity and I sure as shit didn’t need her excuses. I walked closer to her and stared at her with no feeling at all.

“Cece, you’re a great lay, but I think it’s time we end this.”

Shock tore through her and her head reared back like I had slapped her.

“Excuse me?”

“What’s the problem? You said from the beginning that this could never be more than what it was. You told me you don’t do relationships, so what’s the problem?”

“I just….I thought that….with everything we’ve been through..”

“You thought we would all the sudden become this couple that would get married and have kids?”

Anger and indignation took over her features and fighting Cece came out. “Don’t pretend like we didn’t have something more. I know you felt it just like me. What happened?”

I wasn’t about to tell her what happened, but her argument did provide me with the perfect way out. It would be cruel, but effective.

“You are right about one thing. I do want more, but you’re not the girl I used to know. That girl I could have built something with, but let’s face it, you’re a bit of a slut now. Not exactly marriage material.”

I saw the tears build in her eyes at my low blow, but the next minute, she pulled it back and stiffened her spine. 

“I never said I was anything else. You’re right. I take whatever men I want, when I want. It was getting a little stale with you anyway.”

I turned and walked out of the bathroom and left the club, jumping in my truck and driving away. It had been horrible of me to throw her sexual history in her face. After all, I had originally broken up with her because she wasn’t experienced enough and now I accused her of being too loose. Really, what right did I have to judge anyway? I was a man- whore myself. Still, I felt better as I walked away from the club knowing that that chapter of my life was over. 




✯✯✯✯✯




I wanted to tell myself that I was fine. I wanted to believe that everything that Cece and I had really had meant nothing to me, but the fact was, I was drowning in my own misery. I couldn’t stop kicking myself for falling for a woman that could disregard me so callously. Yet, I couldn’t blame her either. She was the way she was because I had done the same thing to her first. My pride was wounded and that really rankled me.

Just keep moving, that’s what I told myself. I had better things to do than waste my time thinking about Cece or Cecelia, whatever she wanted to call herself. I knew that Cece was nothing like Cecelia anymore, but at times, I would catch a glimpse of the girl I once knew. I was well informed now on who exactly she was.

I went back to my old habits within a week. I needed something to wipe her from my memory and getting lost in new pussy was exactly what I needed. None of them were as good in bed, though I tried to tell myself that I wasn’t thinking about her when I was with them. Still, if I kept on, over time I wouldn’t think about her so much anymore. 

Then I started seeing her more and more around town. She was everywhere I went, though I don’t think she knew it. She never paid attention to anyone around her, so she didn’t see me. I did all I could to avoid her, but she was still always there.

Which was why it really sucked when I ran into her and Vira at The Pub one weekend while I was out with the guys. Jack, Sebastian, Ryan, and I were all hanging out drinking beer when they walked through the door and headed to the bar. I must have been seething because the table got quiet and when I looked back towards everyone, they were all staring at me like I would explode. I hadn’t told any of the guys about what happened with Cece. Only Ryan knew and he was keeping my secret. It wasn’t something that a guy wanted spread around. 

“So, you haven’t talked to her at all?” Jack asked. Jack was probably my least favorite fan. He had always thought that I was a screw off and though he didn’t agree with my asshole ways, he was still a friend that supported me. Most of the time.

“No. There’s nothing to talk about. We had fun and now it’s over.”

Sebastian took a pull on his beer and then started in on me. “Don’t you think maybe it’s time to stop dickin’ around take someone seriously? I mean, you guys were perfect together. You seemed to really be into her and then you ran.”

Ryan started to speak up, but I cut him a harsh look. “When I’m ready to stop dickin’ around, I’ll let you know.”

The last thing I needed was Ryan telling the guys how I was pussy whipped and then got my heart broken. I didn’t need their sympathy and their sad looks. I just wanted to hang out and have a good time.

“Logan, not to get all mushy, but you two were perfect together. I don’t get why you dumped her. She was just like you except with a vagina.”

“Jack, just because you found the woman you want to spend your life with doesn’t mean the rest of us have to be tied down to one pussy the rest of our lives. I like fucking different women and while she was a good time, I don’t need the complication of a girlfriend.”

Luckily, Ryan came to my rescue and changed the subject. “Anyone hear from Cole? How’s Alex doing?”

Sebastian, who had helped with protecting Alex, was taking this whole situation especially hard and made sure he always knew what was going on with her now. He had taken on the role of protective brother where she was concerned.

“I went by to see her yesterday. She’s coming along okay. Her speech is a lot better, still a little slow to come at times. I see it more when she’s tired. She’s still struggling to move a lot, but the physical therapy is helping.”

“That sucks. I wish there was something we could do to help.” It made me feel like absolute shit that Cole was going through this and there was nothing I could do to help. Alex had been seriously injured New Year’s Eve during the fire. Some psychotic detective from her past had attacked her, leaving her with a traumatic brain injury. She could barely function most days. She had to learn how to speak all over again and when she tried to move, a different area of her body would move than what she intended. She was basically left to the care of others all day and night.

“Well, there is something you can do. She needs Cole to give her some space.”

“She doesn’t want him around?” Ryan asked.

“No, it’s just that he’s always there with her and she thinks that it would do him some good to start doing other things. She has his mom to help her during the day, so she asked me to have us help her get him out of the house.”

“Well, we did talk to him about making furniture for VAS. I can talk to him about that again.”

“That’d be great.”

The conversation turned back to more light hearted topics and I did my best to not stare at Cece the whole time. 




















CHAPTER NINETEEN

Cecelia and Logan




Cecelia




I was completely blindsided by Logan’s hostility towards me the last week we were together. He flat out ignored me most of the week and when I saw him at the cafe, he gave me a nod. That’s it. After all we had been through, suddenly I was getting the cold shoulder. I tried all week to figure out what was going on with him. I began to think that he was avoiding me, but his total indifference to me in the cafe led me to believe it was more than that.

When he called me up and asked me to meet him at the club Saturday night, relief flooded my body. He must have been having a bad week and just didn’t know how to handle it. I got all dressed up for him, making sure to look my absolute best and went to the club. He didn’t arrive when he said he would and I was left waiting at the bar for him. When he did show up, he dragged me out on the dance floor and ran his hands all over my body, but he didn’t speak a word to me. Still, I figured that he was still just having a rough time of it.

Even as he pulled me from the dance floor to the girls’ bathroom, I let him ravage my body. I knew that something was definitely wrong when he fucked me hard, leaving out all emotion. Logan was never like that with me. He always had his mouth on some part of my body and his hands always caressed my skin. I watched him in the mirror, seeing the hard set of his jaw and the anger in his eyes. It was like he was hate-fucking me. 

For the first time since I had been with Logan, I didn’t come. He took me hard and left me unfulfilled and then started walking away. I quickly pulled myself together, but I didn’t understand any of it. Then he spoke those hateful words to me, calling me a slut and telling me I wasn’t good enough. For the second time in my life, my heart shattered into a million tiny pieces, all at the hands of the man I loved. Logan. 

The first time, I wasn’t good enough, woman enough for him. This time, I was too slutty for him. I fought back the tears and stood tall, knowing that no matter what I did, I would never be good enough in his eyes. I was through with him and I wouldn’t allow myself to cry one more tear over him.

I walked out of the club that night with a renewed purpose. I was moving on with my life and if I found a way to get my revenge on him, I would take it and leave him in the dust. Men like him didn’t deserve my tears and they sure as hell didn’t deserve my body. I would never be so stupid as to fall in love again. It just wasn’t worth it.




✯✯✯✯✯







A few weeks after my break up with Logan, I was at work going over a new marketing campaign when one of my bosses, Mr. Johnson, came into my office with a rather large file folder.

“Mr. Johnson, what can I do for you?”

“Hi, Cece. We’re getting ready to meet with Cassandra Crawford about marketing for the new VAS building. This is the pro bono job I was telling you about when you signed on.”

“Yes, of course, I remember. Are those the files?”

He handed me the folder with a smile. “Everything you need to get started is in there. The meeting will be next Friday afternoon and I’ll expect you to have some ads drawn up by then. Not anything concrete, but give her a taste of what she can expect from you.”

“I can do that. Is there anything else?”

“That’s it. Thank you, Cece.”

He walked out of my office and I opened the folder to go over what VAS was all about. Something niggled at the back of my mind, but I couldn’t remember what it was. I pushed it away and spent the better part of the day going over the folder and making notes about possible marketing strategies. I was almost done for the day when I came across some notes about the builders they were hiring. 

A huge grin spread across my face when I saw that Jackson Walker Construction was in charge of construction and design. Logan had unknowingly placed himself directly in my line of fire. I had so many contacts in the marketing world that I could make sure he never got another job again. I didn’t even feel bad about it. Well, I felt bad about the people that may lose their jobs, but Logan had brought this on himself. He had toyed with my emotions one too many times and I wasn’t going to take it anymore.

I called a few friends in the marketing industry and spread small tidbits of gossip into the conversation that would eventually trickle down to VAS and possibly get them fired from the job. If not this job, future jobs would be difficult to obtain.

Smiling to myself as I drove home, I walked into my apartment happier than I had been in a long time. Vira was sitting on the couch watching TV when she saw the ginormous smile on my face.

Holding her hands up in front of her eyes, she mocked me. “Ahh. You’re blinding me with that smile. Stop! It’s too much.”

“Haha, Vira. I just had a fantastic day.”

“Nooner at work,” she said as she waggled her eyebrows at me.

“Nope.”

“Went to the gas station and had the attendant fill your tank?” she added suggestively.

“Not even close.”

“Spontaneous orgasm from the vibrations in the car!”

I laughed at her humor. “Sorry, nothing to do with orgasms.”

“Well, then this story isn’t going to be nearly as good as I hoped for.”

I plopped down on the couch and let out a contented sigh. I leaned back into the cushions and twirled a piece of my hair around my finger, imagining my handy work taking place right this minute.

“Bitch, don’t hold out on me. Tell me what happened!”

“I got my revenge on Logan.”

Vira stared at me for a moment. “How?”

“Remember that one of the stipulations for my job was to work on a pro bono project?”

“Yeah.”

“Well, it’s this new building in town for a private military foundation called VAS. Guess who the contractors are?”

An evil smile curled her lips. “No way.”

“Yes way. I called a few people in marketing and I may have slipped a few rumors about the company. I wouldn’t be surprised if they lost the job, but it most definitely should hurt their future contracts.”

“Remind me not to get on your bad side.”

“Hey, he had this coming. I let him push me around the first time, but he won’t get away with it again.”







Logan




Something strange was going on over at VAS. We were scheduled to meet up with Cassandra to go over some final details for the project, but she put us off, saying the investors were having second thoughts. We waited for a few days without hearing anything further and I called back on the fourth day. If we were going to get this project off the ground, we had to get moving.

“Cassandra Crawford’s office. How may I help you?”

“Hi, this is Logan Walker at Jackson Walker Construction. Can you please put me through to Ms. Crawford?”

“One moment please.”

I waited on the phone, trying to figure out why the investors would be backing out of the deal at this point. They had loved everything we had presented to them, so this must have to be more to do with Cassandra’s end.

“Mr. Walker, I’m sorry I haven’t gotten back to you. We’re in a bit of a mess over here.”

“I’m sorry to hear that. Is there anything I can do to help?”

There was a pause on the line that gave me a bad feeling. “I’m afraid we’re going to have to go with a different contractor. Some things have come to light and the investors are not willing to go with your company.”

“What things?”

“I’m sorry, but that’s all I’m willing to say right now.”

“No. We have a contract. If you’re backing out, then you’re going to tell me why. Otherwise, you will stick with the contract or we’ll take you to court.”

Again, there was a pause. My gut was churning, wondering what could have happened to make them back out of our deal.

“We’ve heard some disturbing things about your company. There have been people saying that your company has been overcharging for materials and keeping the difference. There are also reports that you don’t build to code, but nobody has been able to prove it yet.”

“That’s all bullshit. Who’s been saying that?”

“I’m not sure. It’s coming from the investors. I haven’t heard anything first hand, but the investors insist that we go with someone else. I have to start looking all over again. Mr. Walker, I really hope these rumors aren’t true, but the damage is already done. I really thought your ideas were fantastic, unfortunately I am under obligation to the investors.”

“How much time do you have to find a new contractor?”

“I have a few weeks.”

“Will you give me that time to find out what’s going on? Don’t hire anyone else for the next few weeks. Just give me some time to investigate these accusations.”

“Mr. Walker, I can’t promise you anything, but I’ll give you the time. You’ll need proof that these accusations are false for the investors to come around.”

“I understand. Thank you, Ms. Crawford.”

I hung up the phone and slammed my fist down on the desk. What a clusterfuck. Who would do this to our company? It had to be the competition. Nobody else would have a reason to do this. Now I had to go tell Ryan the bad news and then get on finding the source. I walked down to Ryan’s office and sat down in front of his desk. He looked up at me and frowned when he saw my face.

“We have a huge problem.”

“What’s that?”

“I just spoke with Cassandra. She said the investors don’t want us anymore for VAS. Apparently, there are rumors going around about us padding material expenses and not following building code. They don’t want to take the chance it’s true.”

Ryan threw his pen down on the desk and ran a hand over his face. “Who the fuck would do that?”

“I’m guessing a competitor. Cassandra has a few weeks to find a new contractor and she told me she wouldn’t hire anyone in those weeks. We have that long to come up with proof that these accusations are false.”

“Shit. This is bad. This could destroy our business.”

“I know. I’m gonna get on the phone and start to figure this out.”

“Alright. Keep me updated. I have a few people I can call also.”

I left his office and spent the rest of the day trying to figure out what the fuck was going on. Other companies were calling and starting to question us also, so I told them I would show them invoices for their materials and answer any questions they had about building codes. Most of them were willing to hear us out. All of my time on the phone with those other companies was that much time I couldn’t spend investigating. Ryan was having the same luck on his end. Even employees were starting to come to us. Word had spread fast and we had to find out what was going on now and plug this leak or we were going to sink fast.

It was a week later when I finally got some answers. Apparently, the source of the rumors was coming from someone over at JNP, the company Cece worked for. I didn’t even stop by Ryan’s office to let him know what was going on. I was pissed and I was going to find out within the next hour what she thought she was doing.

I stormed into her office building, forgetting that I had to bypass security first. I didn’t want to alert her that I was coming, so I had security call her boss and tell him that I was here to surprise Cece. He let me up, probably not knowing that we weren’t together anymore.

I stormed into Cece’s office and she stared at me in shock before finally coming out from around her desk.

“What are you doing here, Logan? I don’t want to see you.”

“Yeah, well I’m not too fond of seeing you either, but see, there are rumors going around about my company that is set to destroy every contract we have and tank our company. Do you know how many people would be out of work?”

She quirked an eyebrow at me, but didn’t give anything away.

“I know it was you. I have contacts too and they tell me the source is out of this company. Now, who would want to do damage to my company other than you?”

She paled a little at that. Yeah, I’m betting she was thinking she wouldn’t get caught. She didn’t look so self-assured now.

“Nothing to say? Do you really hate me that much that you would destroy a company that Ryan and I built from the ground up?”

She didn’t say anything, just looked away as she crossed her arms over her chest. I stalked up to her and got in her face.

“You hate me that much for breaking up with you? I had no idea you were so vindictive.”

“You broke me,” she yelled at me. I could feel the anger emanating off her now. I took a step back and huffed out a laugh.

“I broke you? I heard you that day in the bar with Vira. I heard you tell her that you didn’t love me and I would always be the person that hurt you.” My voice grew louder with each word. “I heard you tell her that you were using me until you had your fill. That’s why I broke up with you. I was ready to ask you to move in with me. I was going to tell you that I loved you. After all that went on between us, I meant nothing to you.”

She took a step back and dropped her head. When she looked up at me, there were tears in her eyes. 

“You broke my heart the first time around and then you did it again to me. What was I supposed to think?” she whispered. “I only told Vira that stuff because I was scared. I thought for sure you were going to walk away from me like you did the first time. I was trying to protect myself.”

“Well, you did a good job of that.”

Her head snapped up to me again. “It was a private conversation. You weren’t meant to hear me.”

“But I did. You didn’t think Vira might say something to Sean? That maybe it would get back to me either way?”

“Vira would never betray me. If you had told me you loved me, I would have come around. It was a mistake.”

“Yeah, well too little too late. You need to find a way to fix this. We could lose everything if you don’t. The investors for our VAS project need proof that this is all a lie. You do whatever you have to do to convince them that it is, or I will be sure that your boss hears every last word of what you did to us. There won’t be a hole you can crawl into to hide from this.”

Her head bobbed in a jerky nod, then moved to look at the door. Her mouth fell open and her face turned deathly white. I turned to see her boss, Mr. Johnson, standing in the doorway with a guarded expression.

“Mr. Walker, I don’t appreciate you talking to my employee in this manner. I think it’s time for you to leave.”

“Mr. Johnson, this is a misunderstanding on my part. Logan was just informing me of it. I assure you, everything is fine.”

Mr. Johnson didn’t say any more, but moved to the side of the door frame as if to tell me he expected me to leave. I turned back to Cece one more time. 

“I expect a call when this is fixed.” I turned and stalked out of the office and headed back to inform Ryan of the newest developments. I was beyond pissed, but at least now I had a chance of fixing this mess.




Cece




Mortification didn’t even begin to describe what I was feeling at the moment. Not only was I responsible for potentially destroying Logan and Ryan’s company, but the whole office witnessed our argument. After he left, Mr. Johnson asked me if I was alright and I put on a fake smile an assured him I was fine, but the minute he left my office, I headed to the bathroom to pull myself together. I had no idea how I was going to fix this. I could call the people I originally leaked the information to, but that wasn’t proof. 

After spending the rest of the day with my stomach in knots, I had a course of action to take. I wasn’t sure how it would turn out, but it seemed like the most straightforward approach to the whole situation. I called Ms. Crawford at VAS and asked her to set up a meeting with her investors, sighting a marketing meeting. 

She called me back the next morning with a meeting set for the following Monday. That left me the whole weekend to stew over what I had to do. It also gave me the opportunity to prepare myself to fix this mess. Most likely, I would be going down in flames. I couldn’t imagine that my boss would keep me on staff after word spread about what I had done. And word would spread. I would be blackballed from the marketing industry. What I had done was definitely something that was frowned upon, but more than that, it made me untrustworthy and by extension, the company I worked for. 

I packed my stuff up and dragged my sorry ass home. Vira was going to be busy all weekend, with little time for me, so I would be left to think this over on my own. I wished that I hadn’t let my past with Logan have so much power over my future. I wished that I’d had more faith in Logan, but most of all, I wished I had been brave enough to tell him how I’d felt.




















CHAPTER TWENTY

Cecelia




By Monday morning, I decided the best approach was to go speak with my boss, explain what I had done, apologize profusely, and hand in my resignation. I hadn’t been there long enough to have any kind of pull with the company. No company in town would hire me. In fact, I was pretty sure my days in marketing were done. I was going to have to find a completely new job where my reputation wouldn’t matter.

I also had to consider that I may have to leave town and start over somewhere new. What would my parents say? They were going to be so disappointed in me. It’s not that we were overly close any more. Ever since I changed who I was, I could see that they weren’t proud of my choices. They were proud of my accomplishments, but they knew that I wasn’t their baby girl anymore. Luckily, since I hadn’t lived here in town for ten years, they weren’t privy to gossip about just how promiscuous I had become.

The more I thought about it, the more disappointed I became in myself. It’s like the last ten years had led me to this moment in time where I stooped so low that I almost destroyed another person’s life. I had no one to blame, but myself. I made those decisions and now I had to stand behind them. 

Vira knew that I was upset all weekend, but she had been working and hadn’t had time to talk. She must have known something big was going down because she got up early to talk to me before I went to work.

“Hey, don’t you dare walk out that door before you tell me what’s going on with you.”

I sighed and walked over to the kitchen to pour myself another cup of coffee. When I finally worked up the courage, I admitted what was going on.

“My plan backfired on me. Logan figured out that it was me that spread the rumors about his business and he came to my work to confront me.”

She started laughing, not yet knowing the worst of it. “Damn. Payback’s a bitch, huh?” When I didn’t start laughing, she looked at me in confusion. “I don’t understand. Why is this a bad thing?”

“He heard me talking to you when we were in the bar a while ago. He heard me tell you all that stuff about how I don’t love him and I was using him. I guess he was planning to ask me to move in with him and he was going to tell me he loved me, but then he heard me talking to you and he broke up with me.”

“Oh, but you said you don’t love him.”

“I was lying to myself. I didn’t want to admit that I did because I was afraid he would hurt me again.”

“Which he did.”

“Yes, but only because of what he overheard. Now I’ll never know what would have happened. Anyway, his company is in a lot of trouble over my gossip and I have to try to fix it or his company could go under and all those people would lose their jobs. There’s only one way of fixing it that the investors at his company might accept. I have to go and admit to them what I did.”

“Cece, you can’t do that. You’ll lose your job and you’ll never get another job in marketing again.”

“I know, but I made the decision to do what I did and now I have to live with the consequences. I couldn’t live with myself if I didn’t at least try.”

“When are you doing this?”

“This morning. I’ve called a meeting with the director of VAS and the investors to go over marketing strategies. I’ll tell them about it then. Hopefully, they’ll hire back Logan’s company.”

“What are you going to do about your job?”

“I’ll hand in my resignation after I talk to my boss. I think that’s the only fair thing to do. The things I said, it puts the trust of the company at stake. I could never expect them to keep me on and I haven’t worked there long enough to ask for anything.”

We sat there for a minute, contemplating everything I had just revealed. There was nothing Vira could do to make the situation better and she didn’t try. Finally, I got up off the couch to head in for my last day at work.

“I’ll call you when it’s all over. I need to get in to work and explain myself before I head off to my meeting.”

“Good luck, sweetie.” She stood up and gave me a hug before I slipped out the door. 

I would have expected my heart to be racing a million miles a minute all the way to work, but there was a sad sort of resignation that came with what I was about to do. I took the elevator to my floor and went straight for Mr. Johnson’s office. I didn’t feel it was necessary to involve the other two partners of JNP. He was the person I answered to most often, so I thought he would do.

“Excuse me, Mr. Johnson. Do you have a minute?”

“Yes, please come in.” He waved me in and I walked forward, standing in front of his desk.

“I need to talk with you about what happened on Friday with Mr. Walker.”

“Of course. Sit down.”

I took the seat across from him and told him exactly what happened. I didn’t go into details about my relationship with Logan, but gave him a cut and dry account of what transpired between us and how I started the rumors. His face was a mask, but his eyes showed clear disappointment. 

“I’m well aware that my actions are a poor reflection on the company, so I’ve written up my resignation and I will be out of the office within the hour. I have a meeting with VAS to explain myself so that Jackson Walker Construction can hopefully salvage the account. I was also planning to hand over the marketing strategy I had done up for them as a sign of good faith on behalf of JNP, if you give me permission to do so.”

He studied me for a minute and then gave a curt nod. “I’m disappointed. You showed great promise in the company. I would like to say that you still have a job, but you’re absolutely right. Your actions make us look like we can’t be trusted. You will be terminated without severance and without a reference. If you put us down for a reference, I’m afraid you’ll only get a negative one.”

I nodded and swallowed hard. “I know. Thank you for your time. I’ll pack my things and be on my way.” I stood and turned to go, but then looked back one last time. He was studying his blank desk and I hated that I had let him down.

“I want you to know that I regret what I did and I’m very sorry for what I did to the company. I know it doesn’t mean much to you now, but I still wanted you to know.”

I turned and walked out and down to my office. I collected my things and walked out with my head held high. People were staring and gossiping, but I couldn’t think about that now. I had one more stop to make before this day would be over. 

The drive over to the hotel where VAS and the investors usually met left me on the brink of tears. It was a ten minute drive over, which left me plenty of time to think over how I had royally screwed up my life. By the time I reached the hotel and found the meeting room, I was a jumbled mess. It was one thing to admit my transgressions to my boss. It was another to admit them to a room full of men that would now look at me as a woman scorned who took things a step too far. On top of which, Cassandra would be there to judge me also. It was just too many people judging me in one room. Still, I was no coward. I pulled my shoulders back and walked into the room that was filled and ready for the meeting to begin. I walked to the head of the table, where they were expecting me to give my presentation.

I set down the marketing boards I had brought with me and cleared my throat.

“Thank you all for coming today. I know you all think that this is a marketing meeting, and it is to an extent, but I am here to talk to you about another matter. I recently made some very unwise decisions that I’m sure will affect your opinion of me and whether or not you would like me to continue my work with your foundation. 

I found myself in the position to spread some awful gossip about a man I was dating….Spreading gossip wouldn’t be correct. I made up some awful things about his company and used my marketing contacts to spread my lies. I felt I had been wronged and took advantage of a situation that I saw available. It was reprehensible and has now left him in a precarious situation with his own company.” I took a deep breath and looked at all of their wary faces. “The man I was dating was one of the owners of Jackson Walker Construction. I was the one that manufactured the lies about his building codes not being up to par and them padding their pockets with outrageous material costs.

I want you all to know that they are an honest company with good employees that would never do such reprehensible things. This project actually means quite a bit to them because two of their friends are vets. One of which, had a difficult time when returning from war. I’m sure Cassandra could go over some of the wonderful things they had planned for this facility that would have been implemented by their friend.”

One of the investors interrupted me, leaning forward in his seat. “How do we know that any of this is true? You could be doing all this to save your boyfriend’s ass.”

“As of this morning, I was terminated from my job. I went to my boss before I came here and told him what I had done. I will never have a job in marketing again after this and I am sure the only job I would be able to find would be as a waitress. Still, it was the right thing to do. Many people could lose their jobs because of what I did and I can’t live with that. You can confirm my story with my boss if you’d like. Also, he gave me permission to hand you my marketing plans I came up with for the project. If you would like to use them and would like me to further consult, I will, but I understand if you don’t want me anywhere near this project.

As for my boyfriend, we haven’t been together for a while. Yes, I am trying to save his ass because he doesn’t deserve what I’ve done to him. I hope that you reconsider having Jackson Walker Construction as your contractors. They were your first choice for a reason and I ask you to remember that.”

I gathered my things and quietly walked to the door. No one said anything to me and I couldn’t tell what they were going to do. I caught Cassandra’s eye as I left and saw disappointment on her face. The men all looked disgusted with me and I couldn’t blame them. I walked to my car and drove home, finally breaking down when I stepped foot inside my apartment.

Vira found me curled up in a ball on the couch when she got home. That’s where I spent the next week, crying over the loss of Logan, my job, and frankly, my sanity.  
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It turns out that I was pretty spot on concerning my job prospects. I interviewed at several places for a receptionist position, but when they asked about my previous employment and why I was leaving marketing, I was forced to tell them the truth. I wasn’t about to lie and have it come back to bite me later. Turns out, nobody wanted me anywhere near their company, which I had expected. 

After a week of job searching, I decided that getting something temporary would be best for now. I went down to a diner that was usually busy and applied for a job there. I figured that at least I could earn some tips that way. I didn’t dare apply at The Pub. While I would probably earn better tips, I didn’t know how to bartend and that was a favorite hangout of Logan’s. It was best at this point to avoid him at all costs.

The owner of Maggie’s Diner, took me back to the office and sat down behind her desk, waving me towards another chair. I sat down and looked around the office. It was definitely a far cry from where I was working, but then again, maybe I deserved to be knocked down a peg or two.

Her name was Sylvia and she was a beautiful woman in her fifties, I would guess. She had dark brown hair that was pulled up in a bun and she wore jeans and a t-shirt that advertised the diner. Her expression was no nonsense as she looked me over. Straight forward was definitely the best route with this woman. If this didn’t work, I would have to move to a town that didn’t know anything of me.

“So, I see you have quite a bit of education listed. May I ask why you are applying for a job as a waitress?”

“Basically, I got revenge on my boyfriend in a very inappropriate way and I have now been blackballed from any marketing company or any company that has any information that would be sensitive to them.”

“Did he deserve it?”

“I thought so at the time. It turns out I was wrong and I corrected my mistake, but it was at the expense of my job.”

She stared at me, looking me over and judging me. I was really tired of being judged at this point and just wished I could blend into the wallpaper.

“Well, men always need to be taught a lesson. I’m sure he learned his, right or wrong. I have no problem with you as long as you don’t bring that into my diner. I expect a professional attitude and all drama to be left at home. You arrive to work at least five minutes before your shift and always have a smile on your face and you’ll be fine.”

I smiled at her, happy that I at least had a job to go to now. “I can do that. When do I start?”

“You’ll work the morning shift into the afternoon. Come in tomorrow at five in the morning. We open at six. I’ll show you around and teach you how to set up. Then we’ll get you on the schedule for mornings every day. If you want overtime, you let me know. I can always use extra hands. Some of my girls aren’t always reliable. Wear jeans and comfortable shoes. I’ll give you a few t-shirts to take home with you.”

She stood up from her desk and walked over to a box, grabbing a few shirts. She handed me three and walked towards the office door. “If you want more than three, let me know. They’re ten dollars a piece.

“Thank you so much. I’ll see you in the morning.”

I went out to my car and drove home. I was happy to have a job, but the hours would be killer. Still, it was a job and that was more than I had yesterday.
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Adjusting to my new schedule and job was a little difficult. I hadn’t ever gotten up that early in all my life for any reason. Doing it every day was not the most fun and even less fun was the fact that I now went to bed early at night. The work was hard and I only had a small amount of experience in waitressing from nine years ago when I was in school. Turns out, not that much has changed, so it was easy to slip back into that role.

My feet were killing me at the end of every day and my back was always sore. I also ended up taking extra shifts to make up for the lack of income I now had. I had an extravagant lifestyle when I had a good job. Sure, I had saved money, but not as much as I should have. I bought clothes to match my profession and also clothes for my nightlife. I ate out a lot when I was working in marketing because I never wanted to cook, but now I was finding myself at the grocery store more than I ever had in my life.

I’d been working at Maggie’s for two weeks and, for the most part, I enjoyed my job. The people that came in were nice and Sylvia was a great boss. She was actually a lot like me, only an older version. As great as all that was though, when I went home at the end of the day, I couldn’t help but remember how wonderful my life used to be. The move back home was supposed to be a happy one. Instead, in the past six months, I had run into my old boyfriend, fallen in love with him, deceived him, and ruined a perfectly good job, as well as my reputation. It was depressing to think about.

My mom had called, asking me to come over for dinner tonight and I knew what was coming. I had called to tell her I lost my job the day after it happened, but I hadn’t revealed all that I had done. She had been patiently waiting for me to explain things and now was as good a time as any. 

I walked up to the house I grew up in and tentatively knocked on the door. My mom answered the door and wrapped me in a hug. She always had a way of making me feel better, but she was only going to be disappointed by the time dinner was over. There was something fantastic cooking on the stove and the aromas drifted out of the kitchen and wrapped around me. 

Mom walked us into the dining room and pushed me towards a chair. “Come on in. I was just setting the table for dinner.”

I took the seat that I always sat in while Mom fussed over setting the food out and making sure we had everything we needed. She finally sat down and approximately four seconds later, the inquisition started.

“So, are you going to tell me why you got fired from your job?” 

“Okay, before I tell the story, you have to keep quiet and let me finish before I answer any questions.”

She nodded and I told her most of what happened since I moved here. I left out the details she didn’t need to know and a few things that only Vira knew about. She knew nothing about the guy that was after me or being kidnapped. I had asked Sean not to say anything to her. Our town was plenty big and unless someone said something, chances were she would never find out. Besides, it was all over with now, so there was no point in scaring her.

When I got to the part about now waitressing because it was the only job I could get, my mother pursed her lips and minutely shook her head. I could see the disappointment all over her face.

“I don’t understand. This is not the woman we raised. What happened to you?” my mother asked.

“Mom, people change and people make mistakes. I know what I did was wrong and as much as I’d like to go back and change things, that’s not going to happen. I did this to myself and now I have to live with it.”

She looked at me, though it was more like she was looking through me. “I can’t believe this. I just…I can’t believe that you would throw your life away like this. All that money that we spent sending you to college. Did you even consider that you were throwing all that away?”

“Honestly, at the time I wasn’t thinking about that. I was thinking about payback. I know that doesn’t even matter now, but at the time, it was all I could see.”

My mom stood from the table, her face turning red. “You are not my daughter. My daughter was a kind, loving girl that would have never hurt anyone else for any reason, let alone revenge. This person you’ve become is ugly and I want nothing to do with you.” She shook her head at me as tears fell from her eyes. “I don’t want to see you anymore. Get out of my house.”

I was shocked. I had known she would be less than thrilled, but to tell me she didn’t want to see me was a hard pill to swallow. I looked at my mom and felt my heart split in two. She didn’t look at me like her daughter whom she loved. She looked at me like a stranger that disgusted her.

“Mom, I know what I did was wrong and I’m sorry.” Tears clouded my eyes as I pleaded my case to her. “I can only try to make up for that now. I’m starting over, but I need to know that you will stand beside me and help me get through this.”

“Ever since that boy broke up with you, you’ve been a different person. I’ve tried to understand, but this? This is too much. You tried to destroy a person’s life along with all the other people that would have been affected. Tell me, if someone had done that to someone in your family, would you have forgiven them?”

I looked down. There would be no convincing her that I could ever make up for this. I was evil in her eyes, and to some extent, I believed that of myself too. Still, she was my mom and she was supposed to love me unconditionally. 

“You need to leave now,” my mother said cooly, taking dishes to the sink and cleaning up. 

I couldn’t look up at her. I had already seen the hate in her eyes. I knew she didn’t want me here. I could pray that in time she would forget her anger towards me, but for now, the best thing to do was leave. I gathered my purse and jacket and made my way out to my car. I don’t know how I managed to make it home with how hard I was crying, but I somehow made it and walked back up to my apartment. Vira was there and hugging me before I could even say anything.

“Do you hate me too, Vira?”

She pulled away from me. “What? How could you even ask that? If your mom chooses to hate you because of what happened, then she doesn’t deserve you.”

“You should have heard the things she said to me. I know I deserved it and so much more, but she said she never wants to see me again.”

“Fuck her. People make mistakes and if she can’t forgive them, then she isn’t the Christian person I thought her to be.”

“But she’s right. What I did was unforgivable.”

“Maybe to Logan, but sweetie, your mother’s supposed to forgive you your mistakes. Sure it may take some time, but she should still be there for you. Besides, how could I hate you? I’m the one that came up with the idea to begin with.”

I sniffled and made my way to the couch. “I guess this is my life now. Working a dead end job with one friend to my name and the rest of the town hating me.”

“Not the whole town. Just about half.”

I laughed at her teasing. It was only about half. Not bad for six months work.




















CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE

Logan




I could have sworn we were screwed. We had clients calling us constantly asking questions about the rumors that plagued us. There was no way we were going to come out of this in a good light. Ryan was pissed, but not just at me. He was pissed mostly at Cece. She had done a good job of fucking up our business. Yet, he was pissed at me because I did this to myself. Not really, but when you hurt people, it’s only so long before one of them does something back. 

That old phrase hell hath no fury like a woman scorned had never been so true. I don’t think I deserved all this, but if I were honest with myself, I had hurt her deeply and fate was a fickle bitch. Imagine my surprise when Cassandra called and told us the investors had changed their minds about us.

“What happened? What changed their minds?”

“Your ex called a marketing meeting requesting all the investors be there. Then she told them all about how she had sabotaged you in an effort to get revenge. She even handed over her marketing plan for the building before she left.”

“And they believed her?”

“Well, they made some calls and found out that what she was saying was true. They are back on board and send their apologies. They’d like to get the project up and running again as soon as possible. Time is money, you know.”

“Sure. I’ll talk to Ryan and we’ll get going on the project again. Cassandra, I can’t say how sorry I am for this. This could have really hurt the project.”

“I understand. Let’s just hope from here on out there are no more hiccups. I’ll talk to you later.”

“Sure. Bye.”

I went to Ryan’s office and the smile on my face must have said it all. 

“We got the job back? Please tell me we got the job back.”

“We got the job back.”

“What did you do to fix it?”

“I told Cece she needed to fix it and somehow she did. She convinced the board that she had spread those rumors out of revenge and they believed her.”

He heaved a huge sigh of relief. “Oh thank God. That could have ended the company. Wait. If she admitted that to all the investors, she just screwed herself over.”

“What do you mean?” I asked in confusion.

“Well, the minute she walked into that meeting and confessed that to the investors, she probably lost her job. Nobody would ever trust anything she said ever again and no company would want her on their team.”

I stared at him for a moment as I thought over what he said. He was right. I hated the woman right now, but a huge part of me still loved her and didn’t want her to lose her job over this. Which was insane because I almost lost my job and so did many other people.

“Shit.”

“Don’t feel too bad. She tried to screw us over.” When he saw that I didn’t necessarily feel the same, he continued. “However, for a woman to give up everything she’s worked for to save a man, even though she’s the reason he almost lost everything…” I shot him a look that said to shut up. He raised his arms in concession. “I’m just saying, that doesn’t sound like a woman that doesn’t love you. That’s a good woman that did some terrible things for the wrong reasons.”

He didn’t need to say anymore. While I wasn’t anxious to see her again, I couldn’t help that something was happening in my chest. Something that seemed almost like joy, though why the fuck I felt joy when the woman almost destroyed me, I wasn’t sure. If she really did love me, maybe this was her way of showing it. If she really hated me, she would have tried to fix it, but given up when her job was on the line. However, first I needed to be sure that she had actually done all of this for me and not just found a way around all of it.

I called her office and asked to speak with her, but I was told she wasn’t working there anymore, so I asked to be patched through to Mr. Johnson.

“Mark Johnson speaking.”

“Mr. Johnson, this is Logan Walker. I’m calling in regards to Cece Baker.” I heard a grunt on the other end so I continued. “I understand that she confessed some things about a situation at a meeting she was attending for a client of yours. I’m wondering if you could tell me how that went?”

“Let’s not bullshit here, Mr. Walker. Cece came in here and told me that she spread lies about your company to get back at you. Then she turned in her resignation and went to the meeting to tell our clients what happened.”

“You didn’t fire her?” I asked in disbelief.

“No. She quit before I could do it. She knew there was no way we would keep her on here after what she’d done. However, the situation is taken care of and she is no longer employed here. I’m sorry she used our company to attack you.”

I was baffled. She hadn’t even tried to plead her case. She knew exactly what would happen and took it all. I didn’t know if this was because she felt guilty or she did it to save my company, but I would be finding out very soon.

“I appreciate your candor. Thank you for your time.”

I hung up the phone and stared out my office window. I needed to go talk with her and find out exactly where she stood and then I needed to make some decisions. I didn’t know if I could forgive her, but I also didn’t know if I could live without her if she truly loved me. 
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The first place I looked for her was her apartment, but I had no luck when I got there. Either she wasn’t answering or she wasn’t home, but I would bet that she wasn’t home. I didn’t hear any movement on the other side of the door. The next place I tried was the cafe we met at every morning. It was a long shot, but I really didn’t have any other ideas. 

I finally broke down and gave her a call, but she didn’t answer. The more time it took to find her, the more my desire to talk to her grew. I was getting impatient and my skin was crawling with the need to see her. There was still one person I could try.

“Sean, I need your help with something.”

“Sure, whatcha need?”

“I need you to get ahold of Vira and find out where Cece is.”

There was a pause on the other end. “Logan, I don’t think that’s a good idea. You guys are over. No sense in beating a dead horse.”

“Sean, I need to find her. Please. Do this for me.”

I heard a sigh on the other end and I knew it was going to be tough to convince him to do this. “If you’re just trying to find her so you can harp on her some more..”

“That’s not..”

“Because you’ve said enough. Look, I know what she did was horrible, but you have to let it go and move on from her. You guys are toxic to each other.”

I was about to argue with him, but his words stopped me in my tracks. Were we toxic? I had always thought we had explosive chemistry, but to the point of being bad for each other?

“What? Why would you say that?”

“Logan, seriously, you two get revenge instead of working out your issues. It’s  not a normal relationship.”

“She did something for me, something that really helped me and I need to talk to her. I need to know why she did it. I need to know if she still loves me,” I said fiercely.

“Fine. I’ll get in touch with Vira, but if she says no, that’s the end of it. I’m not getting involved any further than that.”

“Thanks, man.”

I hung up the phone and sat in my truck, waiting impatiently to hear back from Sean. I knew I should be at work, but this was too important and I wouldn’t be able to concentrate anyway. I waited for fifteen minutes before my phone rang and my heart kicked into overdrive. 

“Yeah,” I barked into the phone.

“She’s at Maggie’s diner, but..”

“Thanks, Sean. I owe you one.”

“Wait, Logan..”

I hung up before he could finish. I didn’t need to hear about how I should think about this first or I should just leave her alone. I needed to see her and it had to be now. I was across town so fast, I was surprised I didn’t get pulled over. I parked and all but ran into the diner, my gaze sweeping the booths for her. When I didn’t see her, I was so disappointed. I had missed her. 

I turned to leave when I heard her voice float across the restaurant. Turning, I saw her coming out of the kitchen with a tray in hand with plates on top. I stared in confusion and then it dawned on me. Sean was trying to tell me that she was working here. I wasn’t sure if I should stick around or leave. She may not want me here seeing her working here.

Before I could make a decision, she looked up and our eyes locked. Her face paled and shame filled her eyes. She swung around quickly and ran straight into a customer, spilling the food everywhere and causing the plates to shatter on the floor. She knelt down immediately and started gathering the broken plates and food from the floor while apologizing to the customer that was now covered in food.

I rushed over to her to help her clean up as an older woman walked out and stared at the mess on the floor. “What happened here?”

“I’m so sorry, Sylvia. I was clumsy and dropped the tray. You can take it out of my pay.”

“Don’t worry about it, honey. Accidents happen. Let’s just get it cleaned up. What were the orders? I’ll take them to the kitchen to get them whipped up real fast.”

She spouted off the orders and then continued picking up, all while ignoring me. Her hands were shaking and she looked close to tears. When we finished, she picked up the tray and brought it into the back as the woman, Sylvia, came back out front.

“Excuse me, Sylvia is it?”

“Yes.” She eyes me skeptically.

“Could I borrow Cece for a minute? It’s important.”

“Are you the guy?”

“Excuse me?”

“The guy she ruined her career over.”

I blew out a breath and looked away. “Yeah, that’s me.”

“What makes you think she wants to see you?”

“I don’t know that she will, but I have to talk to her. I just found out what she did for me and I need to talk to her.”

“You’re not here to start trouble are you? Because she’s a good worker and I don’t want you running her off.”

“No, ma’am.”

She walked into the kitchen and I heard her telling Cece to take a break. A minute later Cece walked out of the kitchen looking very uncomfortable to see me. She was fidgeting and wouldn’t look me in the eye. 

“Can we go talk for a few minutes,” I asked.

“I don’t think that’s a good idea. I think we’ve said enough to each other.”

“Please.”

She looked up at me and after a minute, nodded in acquiescence. We went over to a table in the corner that was in a secluded part of the restaurant. She took a seat, but refrained from looking at me.

“I heard about what you did.”

She shrugged. “It was the right thing to do. You didn’t deserve that and neither did your employees.”

“Is that the only reason you did it?”

She looked at me with tears swimming in her beautiful eyes. “I made a huge mistake letting my past with you dictate my future. I will always be sorry for that. I ruined something great between us.”

“Yeah, well, I did a pretty bang up job of helping you with that. I should have talked to you about what I overheard.” I shook my head as I continued. “I said and did some horrible things to you at the club. No matter how hurt I was, that wasn’t the way to handle it.”

“No matter how awful you were to me, there was no excuse for me to try to destroy your company. That was…the most despicable thing I have ever done in my entire life. I lost you, my job, my mom..”

“Your mom?”

“She wasn’t exactly thrilled to know that her daughter could be so evil. She basically told me not to ever step foot in her house again.”

I was shocked. I mean, I was the one who was hurt by all this and yet I was sitting here talking with her. “I’m sure she’ll come around. She loves you.”

She scoffed. “No. Apparently I have been a disappointment to her ever since I went off to college.”

“Did you tell them why things changed? What I did to you?”

“It wouldn’t matter. She wouldn’t want to hear it anyway. Besides, I have no right to plead my case to anyone.”

“Even me?”

Her eyes narrowed in on me. “Especially you. I don’t even understand why you’re here talking to me right now.”

I didn’t know what to say. I wasn’t sure what I hoped to get out of this either. I wasn’t sure if anything she said would change my mind or not. I just knew I had to hear what she had to say for herself.

“Just tell me one thing. Do you love me or did my actions ten years ago ruin everything for us?”

Something like hope sparked in her eyes. “I don’t think I ever stopped loving you. I wanted to hate you, but this time around was different. There was a strong connection between us that I don’t think we had ten years ago. I was just a kid then and I was naive to think that we would be together forever. This time though, I knew who I was and I liked who I was with you. I just wish I would have trusted that.”

“I want to believe you. I want to just take you in my arms and pretend none of this happened, but I don’t know that I can and it wouldn’t be fair to get your hopes up. I have to be sure I can get past what you did.”

She nodded, but I saw the hope die. There was nothing I could say though. I couldn’t just magically forgive her. I needed some time to wrap my head around all this. I stood from the booth and looked down at her.

“I need to sort this all out.”

“Don’t, Logan. I think we’ve run our course. I’m through hurting you and I think it’s about time I moved on. It’ll be too hard for me to do that here. Maybe I need to start over somewhere else. Everyone here knows what I did. The only chance I have is to move somewhere people don’t know me.”

Damn it. I wanted so badly to tell her to stay, but I couldn’t. I didn’t know if I had anything to offer her and she was right, moving on in this town would be difficult with everyone knowing what she did. She wouldn’t ever be able to get a better job than she had now.

“Take care of yourself, Cece.”

I walked out of the restaurant and out of Cece’s life. It was time to get back to my own and get it back on track.
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A week had passed since I made the decision to move on with my life. Cece was still part of my thoughts throughout the day, but I made my best effort to push her away as much as possible. She’d made her choices and now I had made mine. 

Thursday night was poker night at Jack’s house and Cole was going to be there. I hadn’t see much of him lately because he was helping Alex recover from her injuries. She had a long road ahead of her and so we rarely saw him. Alex had convinced him that he needed a guys night, so this would be my opportunity to convince him to help us out with VAS.

I started in on him right away, not wanting an opportunity to slip through my fingers. Ryan also took a few turns trying to convince him, but the thing that really worked in our favor was the suggestion Cassandra had.

“The woman running the project, Cassandra, thinks it would be a good idea to start a work program at the center. The idea is that we would set up a workshop and have veterans do what you’ve basically been doing for the past two years. She wants you to run the shop since you’re a veteran and it’s worked for you.”

“I don’t know that it worked. Alex was the driving force behind me getting better.” Cole played his hand as the conversation continued around them.

“Do you think you would have ever met Alex if you hadn’t been working in your dad’s shop? Would you have been strong enough to help her?”

“I don’t know. I don’t think I’m in any position to help others though.”

Ryan threw down his cards. “Who better to help them get through their shit than someone who understands what they’re going through. None of us were really able to pull you out of what you were going through. Sean dragged you out of bed and got you out of the house, but you did the rest on your own. That’s what these guys need is someone to help guide them through their shit.”

The other guys grunted their agreement and I could see we were getting through to Cole. We didn’t push too hard and changed to other topics, hoping that what we said sank in.

“Vira tells me that Cece is moving out of town next week. Didn’t say where she was going, but said that Cece felt she needed to get out of town so she could move on,” Sean said as he played a hand.

I grunted. I already knew all this. “What’s your point?”

Everyone at the table stilled. It was so quiet, you could hear a pin drop. I looked up from my cards to see all the guys glaring at me. I furrowed my brows trying to figure out why they all looked so pissed at me.

“What?”

“You really are a dumbass,” Ryan said.

“I’m the dumbass? She practically destroyed our company. What do you want me to do?”

He shook his head and Jack groaned. “You have so much to learn.”

“You have something to say, Jack?”

“Yeah. You’re fucking stupid. Correct me if I’m wrong, but you love this woman right?”

“I…yeah, I love her, but the things she did…I can’t forgive them.”

“You can’t or you won’t?”

Drew, never one to get involved in matters of the heart, piped up, shocking the hell out of me. “She gave up a career to clear your name. Yeah, it was the right thing to do, but she wouldn’t have done it if she didn’t love you. She condemned herself to a life of being a waitress so that she could save your company.”

“A company she put in jeopardy,” I interjected.

“She’s making crap money working as a waitress, moving to another town so that she can move on. She could have screwed you over, stayed in her cozy, good-paying job, but she didn’t. She gave it all up for you. If that ain’t the love of a good woman, I don’t know what is.”

I didn’t know what to say. Good woman was not the term I would have used to describe Cece. She used to be a good woman, but now she seemed to be the devil incarnate. 

“I don’t get it. Where does this sudden adoration for Cece come from? A few weeks ago she was a bitch and now you guys are shoving me at her.”

Sebastian was the one to speak up. “I’m not saying she’s perfect. I would have paddled her ass weeks ago, but we all make mistakes. We’re all human. She did everything possible to rectify what she did.”

Then Ryan said something that totally baffled me. “You know I’m not her biggest fan after what she did, but I’ve never seen you happier than you were with her. I’d hate for you to miss out on something because you feel you need to be mad at her. I’m not gonna think less of you if you want to be with her. Don’t hold back because you feel you have to.”

“Why would I feel I have to? This has nothing to do with what I feel I have to do. I don’t trust her and I’m not asking her to wait around until I decide if I can.”

“Bullshit,” Cole said. “You’re holding back because she made a fool out of you and you don’t want to risk it happening again. You already know if you can trust her. She already proved what she was willing to do for you. Now you just have to open your eyes and see it for what it is.”

I had nothing to say to that. Probably because it was true. I didn’t want to be made a fool again, but if I didn’t take the chance, I would probably be alone the rest of my life. Cece was a once in a lifetime match for me. I didn’t think I’d ever meet someone as good as her. Someone who fit with me the way she did.

“Shit. When is she leaving, Sean?”

“Don’t know for sure. Vira said in a week, so I figure you got a few days to come up with a way to convince her to stay. You know you can’t just walk in and ask her to stay. It won’t work. Go big or go home.”























CHAPTER TWENTY-TWO

Cecelia




Vira wasn’t speaking to me. She was pissed at me for deciding to leave this town. I knew she understood why I was leaving and she knew I needed this, but she really didn’t want me to go. I couldn’t blame her. I didn’t want to go. I was only leaving because she was the only thing holding me here and I needed more than that in my life. I wanted to be happy with my job and live where people didn’t know every negative thing about my life.

I had already packed up most of my room in anticipation for my trip. I had closed my eyes and pointed at a map and that’s how I decided where I was going. I was headed to Kearney, Nebraska. Yeah, it wouldn’t have been my first choice, either, but I figured my finger pointed me there for a reason. There were a couple of nice restaurants that I could hopefully find some work at and Sylvia said she would give me a reference even though I had only worked at Maggie’s a few weeks.

I was completely shocked by the apartment prices. I found a cute little one bedroom for $545 a month, which would be good for the money I would be making. I put my deposit down on it the other day and I could move in on Saturday. I wasn’t planning on leaving until Saturday, hoping that Vira and I could have one more fun night together.

I hadn’t seen or spoken to Logan in the past week, so I took that as a sign that he really wasn’t interested in picking things back up with me. I mean, I had told him to move on, but if he really wanted me, he would have come back around. I left a message for my mom, letting her know that I was moving to Nebraska, but she didn’t even respond to my message. My brother, sister, and I haven’t been close in years, so I doubted they’d care that I was moving. Really, I only have myself to blame. It does sadden me though that the friends I had made here have all abandoned me. Granted, they were Logan’s friends, but still it reminded me of how little I was wanted around here.

I worked as many shifts as I could at the diner this week to set aside money for my trip. I was only taking what I could fit in my car because renting a truck would be too expensive and I wouldn’t have anyone to help me unload.

By the time Friday came around, I was emotionally exhausted. Part of me just wanted to move today and get it over with. This long, drawn out week was just making it more difficult to say goodbye to Vira. Still, I got dressed up in the same outfit I wore the night I first saw Logan. Call me sentimental, but I wanted to feel like he was there with me tonight. 

Vira and I left for the club around nine and I tried to be in a good mood, but my heart wasn’t in it. I was moping around and I couldn’t even get into dancing. I wasn’t trying to be a Debbie downer, but I couldn’t choose to be happy the night before I left the one place I truly felt at home. 

She dragged me out on the dance floor for song after song and I eventually loosened up enough that I didn’t look like I was there against my will. Vira was obviously looking for her next hookup, as she continued to glance around the dance floor searching for someone.

“Vira, I think I’m ready to go. You stay and have some fun and find a hot guy to take home.”

“What? No, you’re just starting to loosen up. Please, just stay for one more song.”

Her pouty face had me agreeing to one more song, but I was a little confused when the song Cecelia played in a disco club. I gave Vira a strange look and she just shrugged her shoulders and started dancing. I looked around at the confused faces of the other dancers and watched as most of them walked off the dance floor towards the bar. 

It was then I saw Logan as he stalked out onto the dance floor, his eyes burning into me. He reminded me of a panther stalking his prey as he strode up to me and wrapped me in his arms. He started swinging me around the dance floor, his body moving swiftly and lightly, but his gaze stayed trained on my face. I was momentarily stunned at what was happening, but quickly joined him, finding my rhythm with the song. 

I could barely hear his voice over the music, but I realized instantly that he had a beautiful voice and as I leaned my head against his shoulder, I relished in the timber of his voice so close to my ear. He pulled me tighter against him, bringing tears to my eyes. I swear this man brought me to my knees. I didn’t know what exactly he was saying by showing up here tonight, but I knew he was trying to tell me something. I didn’t want to hope that he was asking me to stay because it would break my heart if that wasn’t it. 

When the song finished, he pulled back slightly and looked me in the eyes. There was a glimmer of danger in his eyes. Danger that said I shouldn’t fuck with him right now. He pulled me off the dance floor, his body vibrating with an intensity that I didn’t quite understand. His hand gripped mine as if he were afraid I would take off at any moment. He took me to the private boxes upstairs that were reserved for VIP guests. He shut the door and stalked over to me, pushing me backwards towards the couch. 

He fingered the strap on my halter as he spoke to me for the first time tonight. “Here’s how this is going to go. We’re going to leave this club and you’re coming back to my place. We’ve been dancing around each other long enough and it’s time to stop that. Your stuff is already back at my place and you and I are going to live together and make this work.”

“What? No…That’s not..”

“That wasn’t a question. This is going to happen. We aren’t going to give ourselves another reason to fail. We’re sticking together this time and we’re gonna work shit out instead working against each other. I love you and I am telling you that you’re staying here.”

I stared at him with a gaping mouth. Logan had never been quite so demanding before.

“Say it.” I didn’t say anything right away. He pushed against me, his erection pressed against my clit. He leaned in and kissed my jaw up to my ear. “Say. It. Tell me that you’re staying. No more running. Tell me you’re mine.”

“I’m staying. I won’t run.” I panted as he thrust himself against my body.

He crushed his mouth to mine with such force that I toppled backwards onto the couch. He landed on top of me and ran his hands up my thigh and straight to my shorts. He tore at the buttons and ripped them down my legs. Before I knew it, he was sheathed inside me, pounding me into the couch. My legs wrapped around him as I pulled him deeper into me. It had been too long since we’d been together and I needed him like I needed air. 

“Oh, God, Logan. Don’t stop.”

I clung to his back and then worked my hands up to his hair, pulling his face to mine for another kiss. We didn’t do gentle when we were together. Everything between us was explosive and this time was no different. He thrust into me until I was left boneless on the couch with him panting above me as we both came down from our highs. 

“That wasn’t supposed to happen here. I was going to take you back to my place, but I saw you in this outfit and I just had to fuck you.”

“I’m glad you didn’t wait. I needed that.”

He pulled off me and hauled me to my feet, then handed me my shorts. “Get dressed. We’re going home and I’m going to fuck you properly.”

I had to admit. I liked this side of Logan. He was no nonsense and I found I liked knowing he wasn’t giving me a chance to run, to think things over. He was telling me exactly what he wanted, which cut out all the guesswork and didn’t leave room for misinterpretation. There was one more thing I needed to do though if I was going to move forward with Logan. I had to tell him the whole truth.

“Logan, I need to tell you something first.”

“It can wait, sweetheart. I need to get you home and in my bed.” He started to turn, but I pulled on his hand, stopping him where he was.

“This won’t wait. You might not want me after I tell you this.” I could see the flash in his eyes that said he didn’t want to know, but I couldn’t live with myself if I didn’t tell him. “Your company wasn’t the only thing I fucked with.”

His jaw clenched and I saw his throat working as he swallowed. “Okay. What else did you do?”

“I flooded your house, I used you to get free coffee, I had Sawyer and Calloway target you, and I fucked those two guys to get back at you.” It all flew out of my mouth so fast that I wasn’t sure he understood me, but then he stood and started pacing the room. When he didn’t say anything, I gathered my clothes and quickly dressed, sure that he was going to tell me to get the fuck away from him.

“How did you flood my house?”

“I found your spare key and I snuck into your house and turned on the water. The drain stopper was in one side and you had left your plate in the other side, so I just had to turn on the water. I was in and out in under five minutes.”

“And Sawyer and Calloway? I wasn’t aware you knew them.”

“Vira knows Sawyer. He’s always had a thing for her, so she used him. Please, don’t bring her into this though. This is all on me.”

“I don’t get it. If you were the one they were doing it for, why did they attack you when they tried arresting me?”

I shrugged. “At that point, I had already asked Vira to call them off, so I don’t know what was going on. I assumed they just really had it out for you and no longer cared about me.”

“When did you decide you were done fucking with me?”

“The night I slept with the two guys. After you left, it finally dawned on me that you really cared and wanted to help me. I felt like complete shit for how I acted, but it was too late then. I decided that I couldn’t keep torturing you without hurting myself. You had become too important to me.”

He crowded in close to me, wrapping one arm around my waist and his other hand trailed around my neck, squeezing lightly. “And those fuckheads, were they as good as me?”

“They did the job, but not even two guys could come close to what you do to me.”

He gripped my ass, squeezing tightly and pulling me up against him. “No more games. You’re mine now and I won’t tolerate that kind of shit anymore. We work out our problems together from now on. Understood?”

I nodded and he swooped in giving me a hard kiss. “Remind me to never fuck with you again.”

A small smile played across my lips. “You can fuck with me anytime you want, just expect a little revenge. I’ll keep it in the bedroom though.”

He swatted my ass and dragged me out the door and took me to his house. I didn’t say a word, but my eyes didn’t leave him as he drove me home. Home. He was taking me to his house where I would now live with him. He did want me. I felt a small piece of my former confident self reappearing and urging me to make myself known.

When he pulled into the garage, I got out and met him in front of the car, but I didn’t give him an opportunity to drag me inside. I grabbed his cock through his pants and gave him a kiss that had him throwing me on top of his precious car. He ground himself against me, but I shoved him away to undo his pants. I couldn’t wait any longer to have him inside me again.

He was inside me moments later. I didn’t remember my shorts being taken off or even my boots, but there he was inside me, making me come all over him. At some point, he picked me up off the car and carried me into the house, setting me on the counter in the kitchen, fucking me hard. 

He pulled out suddenly and stepped back. “On your knees.”

I didn’t waste a second following his command. I took him in my mouth and gagged repeatedly as he roughly fucked my mouth over and over. I grabbed his balls and lightly tugged, but as his thrusting got more intense, I squeezed harder.

“Damn, woman. Don’t rip my balls off.”

I moaned around his cock, eliciting a hiss from him. I found the spot behind his balls and pressed down, feeling him thrust wildly into my mouth once more before coming down the back of my throat.

“Holy fuck!”

I swallowed everything and stood, staring at him through my eyelashes. In a flash, he threw me over his shoulder and took me upstairs. We spent the night fucking like rabbits and only fell asleep as morning was dawning. 

In the light of the morning, doubt started to creep in. I wondered if he would change his mind and decide he didn’t want to keep me around. It’s not like I could offer that much financially anymore and he might get tired of that. 

“You think too much, sweetheart. Go back to sleep. It’s still early.”

“I don’t think I can sleep anymore.”

“What’s on your mind, babe?”

“I’m just wondering if you’ll truly be happy with me. I mean, I’m a waitress now. I don’t have a lot I can offer you. We both know I’m not going to get a better job anytime soon.”

“Do you really think I’m with you because of your job? I couldn’t care less about where you work as long as you’re in my bed at night.”

“I just don’t want you to be ashamed of me. I mean, when we get together with people, you’re successful and you own a company. I’m a liar that destroyed my own career and now waits on tables.”

“Babe, your job doesn’t make you who you are. You are still just as wild and just as tempting as you were when we first met. Our chemistry is still off the charts. Your job didn’t change that. I love that sassy attitude that you have and I love that you’re confident. Don’t let that die just because you made a few mistakes. You owned up to them, held your head up high, and moved on. That’s sexy as hell.”

“What about your friends? No doubt they all hate me.”

“Actually, I had my head shoved up my ass about the whole thing. I was scared that if I gave you another chance, you’d make a fool of me again. They all practically shoved me back to you. They were impressed by what you did to set the record straight and they reminded me that we all make mistakes. God knows I’ve made more than I can count, especially with you. Even Ryan said that he had never seen me happier than I was with you and he wanted that back for me.”

I felt horrible because I had not only hurt Logan, but I had assumed that his friends would be just like him. In fact, they were all better people than I gave them credit for. I had been too blinded to see it, though.

“I promise to never hurt you like that again. I want to move forward with you and see where this takes us.”

“There is no seeing, sweetheart. I already know where this is going and so do you. There were never two people that were more meant to be together than us. Now, I don’t want to discuss what happened with you ever again. It’s in the past and we need to move on from that. It’s time we get back to where we should have been all along.”

“And where’s that exactly?”

“With you in my bed and me between your legs. For the rest of our lives.”




✯✯✯✯✯




Logan had once told me that he was going to put a permanent mark on my ass. He had never gotten around to it and I wasn’t so sure that he was really serious, but the next day I was dragged downtown to a tattoo parlor where Logan proceeded to tell them I needed a stamp on my ass. I glared at him, but he just continued talking to the guy at the counter.

“I want the stamp to say Property of Logan.”

“Excuse me, I am not your property!”

“Really? Does that ass belong to anyone else?”

“No.”

“Then it’s my property. I promised you once I would mark your ass and today’s the day. Go sit down in the chair and get it done or I’ll do it myself and it won’t look nearly as pretty.”

Honestly, I didn’t really mind having his tattoo on me. I liked the idea of being marked as his. Still, I would give him shit over it as long as I could get away with it. I walked over to the chair where the tattoo artist was preparing the ink. Logan chose a design and soon I was getting my ass poked by what felt like a hundred tiny needles. 

When it was all done, the guy handed me a mirror and I looked back to see the beautiful letters Logan had chosen. I looked back and saw the dark look on his face that said we clearly needed to get out of here before he bent me over the table and fucked me right here in the shop.

He leaned over me and whispered in my ear so only I could hear. “Now when I smack your ass, I’ll hit you right on that spot as a reminder of who you belong to.” A shiver ran down my spine at his words. “Pull your pants up so we can get home. I have plans for you for the rest of the day.




















CHAPTER TWENTY-THREE

Epilogue




It turned out that Logan was right. I did belong in his bed for the rest of my life. We only waited another month before taking off to Vegas and eloping. It felt right and neither of us wanted to wait. We figured that would give us too much time to talk ourselves out of something that we knew was inevitable. 

We stayed in Vegas for the weekend and that was where we conceived our baby girl. It turns out that some things in life turn out exactly as they’re supposed to. If I had continued working at my job in marketing, I would probably have continued to work long hours and wouldn’t have had time for a family. Or if I did, I would have worked so much that I wouldn’t have seen my children. As long as that job was a part of me, nothing else was that important. 

Logan and Ryan’s company has really taken off over the past few years and a big part of that is their work with the VAS building. I thank my lucky stars every day that I didn’t screw up that contract for him. It really put them on the map and other private organizations have come out to check out the facility and now consult with the director of VAS and Jackson Walker Construction. 

It’s been five years since we married and we are still in the house Logan built, but now we have three children that I stay home and take care of. His friend, Drew has horses on his property now and I go over there during the week to help out. I was enthralled with horses when I was a kid and I really missed that about myself. When he rented out his land to a rancher, I couldn’t help but ask to help out. It felt good to get back to my roots.

I didn’t dress as sassy anymore, but my confidence was still in full swing. I’m now more comfortable in cowboy boots than heels, much to Vira’s chagrin. I still get dressed up and go out with her once a month so that I didn’t lose what made me into the person I am today.

After a few months of my mother ignoring my requests to see her, I finally decided to send her one last message in the hopes that we could repair our relationship. I left some flowers on her doorstep with a card sending my congratulations that she would be a grandmother. It didn’t even take her twenty-four hours to call me and ask to meet. Things weren’t fixed overnight, but by the end of my pregnancy, we were closer than we had ever been before. She absolutely adored Logan and even came over to help the first few weeks that our daughter was born.

Now, my mother and Logan’s parents take turns watching the three kids during the day while I go work at the horse ranch. My dad hasn’t been in the picture since I told him he was going to be a grandfather. He tried to reach out to me, but it never felt sincere, so I didn’t push a relationship. 

It’s strange because everything that Logan and I had was something I desperately wanted with him when we were together fifteen years ago. It turns out that I got everything I wanted with him, we just took the long way of getting there.
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