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Prologue 


 


 


“What would you do for love?” 


The
silky smooth voice of authority, across from me in the dark luxurious bedroom,
commanded me to answer.


“If
you are at all the girl whom I imagined Collins finally giving his heart to,
then I suspect, my pretty little kitty, that you are willing to do anything.” The
owner of the voice got up from the plush armchair covered in crush red velvet
which she sat in and walked over to me in her five-inch heeled boots which
reached above her knees. With her long straight dark hair, big hazel eyes, high
cheekbones, and pouty lips, she was too beautiful to be terrifying. Her
movements were smooth, elegant, and very deliberate…enough to mesmerize me as
she seemed to glide towards me like a jaguar about to approach its prey. With
an iron grip, her hand shot out to grab my jaw and twist it up so I had to look
into her eyes. “You’re a smart girl, Sam,” she said in a sweet but icy voice.
“I know you would choose to come to me.” She stared down into my hazel eyes. I
almost gasped at what I saw.


My
reflection staring at me from her eyes.


We
could be sisters, with the same coloring and build. Feminine curves, but
athletic and trimmed. Yet, she moved with deliberate seductiveness, owning the
power of her feminity.


And
of course she was older and sophisticated. She was a woman of the world, a
judge, and someone who held so much power in her hands…power she used to turn
people’s lives around with just one phone call.  


She
was also Collins’ ex-lover. The woman who seduced him when he was just a teen,
a troubled youth nicknamed “Daggers” because of the jagged dagger he carried
with him for protection living on the streets when she acquitted him of his
crimes. 


She
taught him everything, yet also made him deeply troubled. 


The
resemblance between Judge Seevers and me was too much of a coincidence, and my
heart jumped thinking that Collins may had been attracted to me, had fallen in
love with me, because I looked like his old flame and tormentor, Judge Seevers.


She
saw my expression and pulled back slowly, walking around me, circling me while
slapping her hand with a leather riding crop. I was still reeling from my first
initial shock at seeing the Judge out of her frock and into some kind of tight black
leather dominatrix outfit when she surprised me at Club Casablanca, thwarting
my plans to surprise her. “Yes,” she said, “it appears Collins have found
himself a doppelganger of mine in you.” She laughed. “And he was telling me how
he had moved on…found someone new. Bullshit. All he’s done was found a younger,
more naïve version of me.”


She
pulled up a chair and sat down in front of me, using one finger to caress my
cheek. “Such a pretty sweet thing. So young and pliable. You haven’t had sex
yet, have you?”


I
pulled my face away from her finger and got up. “How dare you,” I said. “I
don’t care what you are or who you are, but you don’t deserve to know anything
about what goes on between Collins and me.” I turned to grab my purse to head
out the door of the private bedroom we were in at the club. “I don’t know what
kind of game you’re playing with me, but I’m here only because of Collins.”


“That’s
why you’re in this room with me, Sam, my private VIP room at Club Casablanca.
To talk about Collins,” Judge Seevers said. She aimed the tip of her riding
crop at my breast and traced it up to my chin, lifting my face to meet her
gaze.


“I
know you haven’t had sex yet with Collins…technical sex, because you’re here.
And, Kitty, I could see very clearly how innocent you are…Collins couldn’t
possibly completely claim you if he had to go vanilla to have you. That’s
impossible.”


My
head was reeling. I had a vague idea of what she was saying, but I hated how
much she knew about Collins and what he liked and didn’t like in bed. A year
ago, I wouldn’t even think of walking into a place like Club Casablanca. “Maybe
he’s changed,” I said firmly but projecting my voice loud and clear. I refused
to be intimidated, although I was out of my element at this place. 


“Obviously
not. Your first time here? You don’t know how lucky you are to get invited into
this room. My room. I believe I’m the only woman at Club Casablanca with a
dedicated room.” She reached out a finger to tuck a strand of hair behind my
ear. “Such flawless skin, no lines, no wrinkles. Exquisite. You are a find. If
I was not accompanying you in Club Casablanca, you would be gobbled up by any of
the men and some women around. Count yourself lucky, I found you first.”


“Yes,
but here you are touching me and trying to get into my mind…” I said drily. I
may look innocent around here, but I sure as hell was not going to let anyone
mess with me. I was feeling bolder and more confident since facing my childhood
tormenter Billy and finally putting him back behind bars. “Tell me, Judge,” I
pulled away from her, got up and went to the other side of the room. I crossed
my arms. “Why Collins? You can have anyone. Any man would want you. You’re
beautiful, you’re smart and so accomplished. Why Collins McGregor? He’s moved
on from you, has a new life, is doing great, but here you are…still trying to
mess with his life.”


“You
want to know all about Collins?” the Judge asked. “Once there is this bond,
there is no turning back. He and I…we’ve done so much together. I’m a little
sentimental sometimes, and I prefer some of my lovers to others. Collins? There
was no one like him. He has a way of making you believe you are the center of
his universe. He has a way of pulling you in so you can’t let him go.”


She
was watching me and as soon as I acknowledged what she meant, silently agreed, with
a flicker of my eye or a slight opening of my mouth, she said, “You do know what
I mean, Kitty, or you wouldn’t be here for him. You’re the kind, altruistic
girl who drives me up the wall, so I know you’re here not for yourself. You are
here for Collins. So this is what I’m doing. I’m letting you find out for
yourself what Collins is like…the hidden dark desires he seek, the part of him
he’s kept hidden from you all this time because he’s afraid that if he reveals
himself to you, you’d run away.”


I
nodded, trembling at how accurate the Judge was at hitting my thoughts on the
head for me.


“You’ve
seen his tapes?” she asked. 


I
nodded.


“Then
you know that part,” she nodded. “You’ve been to his private room?”


“You
mean his production room and bed?”


“I
see that you have,” the judge said. “That hasn’t gotten to you?” She smiled.
“It seems the Pastor’s child really does have a dark side to her.”


“There’s
nothing really dark about that,” I said. “So what if he likes to film himself
with someone. Maybe he’s doing it to preserve the memory.”


Judge
Seevers laughed. “Preserve the memory!”


“What’s
so funny about that?” I asked, getting annoyed at this game the judge was
playing. “What do I don’t already know about Collins that you’re not telling
me?”


Judge
Seevers got up and walked over to the closet in the room. “Funny you should ask
right about now,” she said. “I was about to introduce you to Lesson number 1.”


Lesson
number 1?  Both my id and ego Lola and Susan asked, their faces looking
skeptical.


She
opened the closet and turned on the lights in there, revealing an arsenal of
strange objects…some pointy, some flat, and some sharp and painful-looking. She
took one of them out, and I realized it was some kind of paddle. She ran her
fingers up and down the paddle lovingly and sensuously. “See this? It’s one of
his favorites. Stick out your hand.”


I
hesitated, but she fixed me with a piercing look. “Do you want to know what
he’s so afraid to tell you? What he’s into?”


I
nodded. 


“Then
stick out your hand.”


I
stuck out my right hand. 


The
judge raised the paddle and slapped it down hard on my hand, causing my eyes to
tear up in pain. She raised the paddle again and struck harder, causing me to
cry out. 


The
judge smiled. “Good. Now you know the intensity of pain he’d like to be hit
with…correction, he’d like for you to hit him with. Shall I try it one more
time for you to get the feel of what Collins want?”


“No,
no, please,” I said, still feeling the sharp pain from where the paddle came
down hard on my hand. “I can’t believe he’d want this.”


The
judge’s eyes glinted as she said, “Believe it. He wants this, with his wrists
handcuffed and chained to a bedpost, and especially to the point where he
collapses.”


My
poor Collins – my entire being cried out silently. 


I
couldn’t understand how he’d want this kind of pain, especially since all I
wanted to do was run away…far away from it.


The
judge saw the shock on my face and laughed. “Don’t tell me it never occurred to
you why Collins chose you to become his ‘intern’…to find you at your school and
offer you a scholarship opportunity?” 


“He
did, but he changed his mind,” I said. 


“Well,
that is only part of it, my sweet innocent.  You really don’t know how messed
up our boy really is, don’t you?”


I
braced myself for what the judge was going to say. I did know Collins had dark
desires that I was worried about fulfilling in our relationship, which I wanted
to help him overcome. We were moving well along, too, except for the hiccup
right in front of me. Judge Colleen Seevers.


“Whatever
it is, Judge Seevers,” I said, “We’ll get through it.”


“I
love your optimism, Sam,” she said. “But when I found him on the streets, he’d
already had those tendencies, that self-destructive nature.”


“What
are you trying to say?” I asked. “What is it?”


Judge
Seevers grew solemn then. “Collins chose you because you look like me, a judge,
a cruel one, too. One who can dole out punishments. He wants to be punished
severely because that’s the only way he can feel clean again. The harder you
beat him, the more he feels redeemed…the more alive he feels.”


“Why?”
I asked, feeling Collins’ pain and internal anguish wash through me like a
tidal wave. What could make Collins feel such a need to be punished?


“The
man he stabbed with his dagger,” the judge said, “died in the hospital. It was
self-defense, and I ruled it as such, but Collins was a wreck afterwards.”


My
mind immediately imagined seeing Collins as his 14 year-old self, traumatized
over the guilt and horror of what happened. “No wonder,” I said to myself.


“You
see me as the evil seducer, Sam,” the judge said, “but I’m not. Collins’ need
for pain can be so self-destructive, he can really hurt himself. I was just
channeling that negativity into something a lot more pleasurable for him.” She
smiled a large wide smile. “And for me.”


At
that moment, no matter how out of my league I was with her, no matter how she
just shared a story about Collins to me as though we were bonding like besties,
I remembered why I was here. 


To
get Collins fully out of the clutches of Judge Seevers. No matter what it
takes…no matter how many lessons this sick, twisted judge would have me learn
in order for her to think I was “worthy” of Collins…”worthy” to take her place.



In
some strange way, she saw herself saving him from himself, but in a stranger
way, I was drawn to her charisma and her lessons…believing if I learned them, I
would be saving him, too.







 


Chapter 1 


 


 


            I sped back to my luxurious apartment Collins
had set up for me in Newport Beach, and parked my car in the garage before
heading up the elevator to the top floor. I was late. It was late, and I was
sure Collins would be worried. The Judge didn’t keep me long after the first
lesson, but she did make sure I wouldn’t miss the next couple ones following.


            “If
you don’t continue with the lessons next week, same time, same day, I would
give Collins a call, and we will be back to square one, and your time today
with me will be in vain. But if you come back, as I told you, I will provide
you with another interesting bit of information for you about Collins, and you
would be sure it is something he would never admit to you or let you know. It
is something he craves all the time, and if you can’t provide that for him, he
will walk.”


            I
gulped, feeling extremely underequipped for providing whatever Collins craved
so much of, and feeling as though it was a matter of time when Collins would
get tired of my sexual inexperience, the waiting, and find someone like Judge
Seevers to provide him with what he wanted.


            I
looked at my phone’s clock and saw it was past midnight now. There were several
texts from Collins, asking to call him. He was worried about me and was going
to come get me himself from Sawyer House now. 


            I
stepped on the pedal, and in a few minutes, the elegant glass and steel
high-rise which I recently moved into came into view. Collins had insisted I live
in this penthouse apartment instead of getting a dorm room at the University of
California at Irvine where I was starting to take classes. He bought the whole
damn building so I couldn’t refuse the suite. It was incredibly sweet, but
borderline too possessive, and I would have been happy starting my college life
staying in the dorms.


            Yes,
I was such a nerd that I was already taking classes this semester along with
Derek, my friend, and a freshman psychology major. Derek was also my trainer at
Sawyer House where I was a peer counselor who worked the hotline at the center
to help teens and young adult with issues.  


            The
high-speed elevator stopped at the penthouse floor, where Collins had set up my
apartment, and the doors opened. I stepped out, and immediately felt a rush of
air swept by me, and myself lifted into the air by strong hands and arms which
encircled my waist.


            “Sam,”
Collins’ deep velvety voice whispered into my ear as he kissed me. “I was so
worried, I was about to send Vincent over to Sawyer House to see if you were
alright.”


            I
cringed at hearing Collins mentioned Sawyer House and his trusty driver and
bodyguard Vincent. Not wanting Collins to know I was going to Club Casablanca
to confront Judge Seevers, I had told him I had a very late night shift at
Sawyer House tonight, and I won’t be back until late. I hated having to lie to
Collins about that, but he could not know about my meeting with Judge Seevers. 


            “You’re
shivering,” Collins said. “Are you cold?” He took off his t-shirt and slipped
it over my head. Much too big, the t-shirt fell to the middle of my thigh over
my own t-shirt and jeans, but smelled wonderful…sexy and masculine like
Collins. His icy blue eyes assessed me from my head to my feet. 


            “Are
you alright?” Collins asked. “You looked a little shaken up. Did something
happen at Sawyer House?”


            “I
just had a very rough day,” I said. Surprised. Shocked. Whatever you can call
it, I was not expecting to be so badly shaken by my meeting with Judge Seevers.



            “Oh
baby,” Collins said, crushing me to him in a tight hug. “Let me make it
better.” He was shirtless, and I can feel the instant warmth of his smooth bare
skin on me. He smelled so good in person, like spicy musk and cinnamon. My face
was crushed up against his hard chest, and my mouth and lips were lined up
against his right nipple. 


            He
looked and smelled so good, I was instantly filled with the desire to devour
him. I stuck out my tongue and began licking his skin. Playfully at first, then
more enthusiastically. I wanted to get Judge Seevers out of my head. Get the
image of the seductress and Collins together, out and crushed. Whatever history
Collins had with her, I wanted to erase all of it, especially with what I know
Collins liked…even if I have to find out from his ex-lover herself.


            Collins
groaned as soon as my tongue hit his salty skin. I licked his nipple and
circled it, causing him to groan again. “Sam, careful or I’ll keep you up all
night. It’s already late as it is, but…oh, that feels good,” he stopped
talking.


            I
kept licking and moved up to his neck to his jaw and then his mouth where I
kissed him, and he kissed me back deeply, plunging his tongue into my mouth.
The kiss fueled both of us, and we began pressing hard against each other. We
kept kissing passionately while my hand reached down to brush against his
crotch. I squeezed hard, and he groaned. 


            “God,
I want to fuck you so badly right now,” Collins said. “I want to taste you
first, and…oh fuck, enough talk…” he lifted me up so I was straddling his waist
before he lifted my two t-shirts up, pushed aside my bra, and dipped his head
down to lick and suck on my nipples, which were hard like pebbles. 


            He
carried me to the soft plush sofa and gently laid me down before he positioned
himself on top of me, never leaving his mouth from my nipples where he was
sucking so hard, my stomach was clenching. “I can’t get enough of you, Sammy,”
he said. 


            “I
can’t get enough of you,” I slapped his tight butt hard, remembering what the
judge said was the intensity he liked feeling pain. I almost hesitated before
the slap, but when I saw his jaw twitch, and his eyes lit up with a burning
almost blazing raw desire, I knew he was on fire with arousal. “God, what’s
gotten into you, Sam? I like you taking charge like this. So fucking sexy.”


            He
unbuttoned my jeans and slipped it down along with my panties. “I’m not even
going to glance at what panties you’re wearing, I want to go down on you so
badly right now.”


            Within
seconds, he was true to his word and licking my freshly shaven core back and
forth, his sinful tongue making my body writhe with pleasure. His fingers went
up and found my nipples, where he squeezed them and rubbed them as he sucked on
my clit. I moaned, raising my hips higher towards him/


            The
tension in me was mounting quickly, and I felt my body clenching and wanting
more. 


            “Collins,”
I panted. “I want you in me.”


            Collins
looked up from below where he was devouring me. “That’s what I was thinking,
too,” he growled before his long skillful tongue plunged into me and licked me
up from inside to out. 


            He
used both hands to spread me wider apart to have a better angle and plunged in
again, sending me crawling up on the sofa with the intensity of his tongue. 


            “Delicious,”
Collins said, “I’ve been thinking of how much I wanted to taste you all day, I
couldn’t concentrate on work.”


            “Collins!”
I scolded. 


            Collins
kissed his way up my stomach, breasts, and mouth where I could taste myself on
his lips. I never thought I would enjoy the thought of tasting myself, but on
his lips, it aroused me. 


            He
stopped and licked his lips before closing his eyes. “I love the taste of you.”
He groaned. “Yummy.” 


            He
lifted my legs and placed it on his shoulders as he went down on me again,
licking my clit and all around it, while his fingers plunged into me to hit me
on the spot. He pushed and pushed until I was moaning with wave after wave of
intense pleasure coursing through me.


            After
I was spent, and Collins was lying next to me, his face nuzzled into the crook
of my neck, he smiled happily at me. “So, are you warmed up now?”


            I
laughed. “Yes, I am.”


            “Want
me to warm you up a little more?”


            “To
where I’m toasty?” I asked innocently.


            “More
like to the point where you’re sweaty, completely naked, writhing from the
multiple orgasms you will have.”


            “Collins!”
I blushed. 


            “What
can I say,” Collins said, “I’m so in love with you, it’s making me plan my days
around when I can see and taste you.” He kissed me tenderly, and said, “I want
you all the time, Sam. All. The. Time.”


            I
blushed. “You have tomorrow off?” I asked.


            Collins’
blue eyes twinkled with amusement. “The perk of being the boss so if I want to
take tomorrow off to spend the day with my girl, I will.” 


            “Then
we can spend all night continuing what we started,” I said. 


            “I
like how simple that was,” Collins said. 


“I
know,” I said, kissing his collarbone. “I like when things are simple.”


“Then
let’s make it simpler,” Collins said, ripping off all the clothes I had on.
“Lying completely naked in bed where my hands can massage and touch every inch
of you makes it much simpler now.”


Before
I can say anything, Collins lifted my lower half off the sofa and brought it up
to his mouth where he furiously and thoroughly ate me with such a hunger, he was
relentless with his tongue, covered my entire core with his mouth and sucked
until I was screaming for release. I had bite down or scream louder, so
Collins’ fingers filled my mouth and I bit down. Collins groan, and I opened my
eyes briefly to see his eyes closed and his entire face strained with
unadulterated pleasure. When he opened his eyes to look into mine, it was that
of a feral animal. Starving for me, relentless in devouring me, savoring me. 


“Fuck,”
Collins growled. “I want more!”


He
bit down on my flesh, and I cried out Collins’ name. My stomach never clenched
so hard, and my body never shook from such intense concentrated pleasure, that
my breath was taken away for a moment. 


Soon,
all my trembling from my meeting with Judge Seevers was gone replaced by the
here and now of having Collins licking and thoroughly devouring me.


And
taking me completely into another world.


This
was the Collins I knew…not the one she had described. This was the one I
wanted…the one who could give love, receive love, and made me feel that
everything I was, was already enough for him.


 







 


Chapter 2 


 


 


            All day long at Sawyer House the next day, Derek
eyed me with an unfamiliar expression on his face. It was unreadable. 


            “Something
happened to you yesterday,” Derek said. 


            “Um,
yes,” I said absently, drawing a circle on a blank piece of paper I had in
front of me. I could still feel Collins on me, in me, and tasting me. If I
wasn’t careful, I would be too aroused to concentrate on anything all day. I
tried to think of anything else other than Collins skillful mouth on me, his
beautiful naked butt, the taste of his hot skin on my tongue.


            “Did
you and Collins finally…” Derek swallowed and looked away. Although he had
accepted and acted like he was fine with Collins and I being together, I knew
he still had feelings for me. 


            “Listen,
Derek,” I said gently. “I can’t really talk to you about any of that, but I
want you to know, I think I had a breakthrough yesterday on one of my callers.”



            Derek’s
expression changed from looking a little sad to one of interest. “You have?
That’s great!” He came over and pulled me into his chest for a hug. “That’s
amazing, Sam,” he said into my hair. He was so close I could smell the clean
soap fragrance he had on that was very much Derek. Clean-cut, but scruffy like
a college guy, Derek was very handsome.


And
very observant. His hands stayed on the top of my hips as he pulled back to
look directly into my eyes. “It’s that one caller you always get, isn’t it?
Well, the one you used to get when you first got started. I’m not privy to any
details, but you seem to talk to this one caller with the same phone number for
a long time.” The same sad look came over Derek’s eyes. “You two must have
bonded for him or her to call all the time. Usually it’s just a couple of calls
and that’s it, but with that one, it seemed you have become close.”


            “Derek,”
I said, sighing. I didn’t want to talk to him about “Daggers” or Collins, but
in a way, I wanted to assure him everything was fine with that caller. “Yes, I
did have a recurring caller for a while in the beginning, and it was something
that really helped me feel more connected to Sawyer House. I should hope people
call Sawyer House because they do feel that level of comfort and trust calling
us so…”


            “Hey,
I get it,” Derek said. “No big deal. I just noticed, that’s all, and if you
were able to help him or her with their issue after all, then that’s wonderful.
But if it’s because they’re calling thinking they can establish a relationship
with you outside of Sawyer House, then that’s not something Sawyer House would
encourage. Or if it’s something where he is calling because he really keeps
having recurring issues, and it’s not solved, then his case needs to be
escalated to Gail or me or one of the head counselors.”


            “Derek,”
I smiled, looking into his eyes. “It’s okay. He stopped calling months ago.”


            Derek’s
brown eyes searched my face briefly as I blushed thinking about how I was
trying to cover up the fact we’re still talking about Collins, and said, “Good,
because the thought of someone who is disturbed, darkly disturbed calling you
and flirting with you, thinking he’s got a chance with you just because you’re
friendly and beautiful…”


            I
snorted. “Gah, beautiful, please. How could they tell that from a phone call?”


            Derek
smiled then, his eyes warmly gazing into mine. “Guys could tell, Sam, when a
girl is beautiful. If she has a warm, sweet, and sexy voice like yours…they can
imagine you being just as beautiful as your voice. It’s enough to keep a guy on
the line and calling back.”


            “Derek,
come on…”


            “You
may not know it, Sam, but you attract guys all the time, even on the phone.  I
know you’re with Collins right now, but I’m still your friend, and I want to
protect you from perverts out there…like that kid who came in wanting to be a
peer counselor…”


            “Billy…I
know,” I said with disgust, remembering how a teen boy came in to be trained as
peer counselor only to play a cruel prank on me, pretending to be my childhood
tormentor Billy. All that changed, though when I found out who he really was
later on. 


            “Talking
of which…” Derek said. “I know how angry we both were with him when he pulled
that prank, but after talking to Gail about it, she said that she knew him, and
it was a shame he turned out to be a prankster, but if he was to step back here
again, be very apologetic to you, then we can try him out as a peer counselor.”


            My
mouth dropped. “Really?”


            Derek
shot me an apprehensive look. “I know. I couldn’t believe it, too.”


            “I
mean, the real Billy is in jail so I’m not worried about that, but…I’m not sure
if it’s a good idea.”


            “Me
neither,” Derek said.


            “So
why bring it up? I don’t even think he will have any interest in this kind of
stuff.”


            “Because,”
Derek said. “I think he might. Gail told me this morning to expect him to show
up this week.”


            I
was about to text Collins about that, when I looked down and saw that a text
had come through from Collins.


            CollinsM:
Sorry I couldn’t spend the day with you as promised. I’m still savoring the
taste of you from this morning.


            I
blushed remembering how it felt to wake up with Collins giving me a thorough
tongue bath, as though the night before wasn’t enough. 


            I
texted back: You more than made up for it already.


            CollinsM:
Can’t wait to see you again to have a repeat performance soon.


            SamS:
I have to be at Sawyer House.


            CollinsM:
You need a break. I have the person in mind to help relieve you of your
counselorly duties. I’ll let Gail know.


            SamS:
No need. I’m fine, and we’re understaffed. All volunteers.


            CollinsM:
All the better. I need you to be there for me when I need you. Can’t have you
working your ass off there when all I want is to grab it and…


            SamS:
Collins! I’m at work!


            CollinsM:
A place which I funded…


            SamS:
Incorrigible.


            CollinsM:
Only when it comes to getting what I want, and when I want it. You should know that
by now, Sam. When it comes to you, I’m insatiable. There are no boundaries.


            I
must have closed my eyes then and made an expression of sheer orgasmic pleasure
because I felt Derek’s body shift. 


            “Um,
Sam,” Derek said, letting go of my waist and stepping back. I flushed with
embarrassment, thinking he probably knew I was reliving memories of a hot
endless night with Collins. “I better go see Gail about some things.” He
cleared his throat. “I’m just happy you’re okay, Sam. I missed you when you
took a few days off following that incidence at your apartment, but…” he hugged
me tight again and kissed the top of my head. “I love having you back here, and
I can’t wait having you start early at UC Irvine.” 


            He
was still holding me tightly with his mouth to my hair when we both heard a
cough from behind us. 


            I
turned around, and nearly gasped with surprise. Of all the bad timing in the
world. Here I was in Derek’s arms, with him kissing the top of my head, while
there in the hallway standing with Gail, was my hot billionaire boyfriend who
gave me one of my most amazing nights of my life last night and this morning
and Tate, his younger half-brother, who was the very prankster Derek and I had
just been talking about. 


            “Are
we interrupting something?” Collins’ steely velvety voice asked, his blue eyes
staring hard at Derek’s hands on my waist, which Derek quickly removed.


            “No,
nothing,” I said, looking straight into Collins’ eyes. “Derek was just
welcoming me back to Sawyer House. After all, I haven’t been back for a few
days since the incidence with…” I glanced over at Tate… “Billy.”


            Gail
stepped over to Derek and patted his shoulders. “We’re all glad Sam is well and
fully recovered.” She smiled at me, a warm smile that softened the dark harsh
blunt hairstyle she had. “Including Tate, here.” She gestured over at the tall,
muscular teen boy with long blonde hair covering one half of his face, which
had piercings over his nose and lips. As he was dressed last time I saw him, he
was wearing a thin white t-shirt with black paint splashed on it with a big A
for anarchy, loose black pants, and black converse. 


            Seeing
Tate stand side-by-side next to Collins made me gasp. The same icy blue eyes
stared out at me, two pairs, one filled with fury, the other filled with mirth.
Same strong jawline, full lips, and blonde hair, styled differently.


            It
was as though I was seeing Collins as he was now – a successful young
billionaire mogul, and the way he was when he was a lost teen from a broken
home living on the streets. My heart went out to Collins and at that moment,
Tate. 


            “Hi,
Sam,” Tate said, with a slight wave of his hand. He shuffled his feet. “Bet
you’d never thought I’d turn up here again.”


            “Hi
Tate,” I said going up to him and giving him a hug. I let go quickly, but felt
his hand lingered on my back. I couldn’t help but smile inwardly. Like his big
brother, Tate had a certain charm, and definitely a way with women.


            It
wasn’t missed on Collins, too, who shot Tate a look that bordered on jealousy. Collins
looked from Tate to me and then back to Derek, whom he seemed to have the most
animosity towards. 


            I
broke the ice before Gail spoke. “So, Collins and Tate, what are you both doing
here at the same time? Holding a family reunion at Sawyer House?”


            “Family?”
Derek’s eyes widened with surprise.


            I
turned to Derek. “Derek…this is Tate, Tate, this is Derek.  You’ve met already
before under different circumstances, but now here we are… Derek, Tate is
Collins’ half-brother, and I know what he did here last time was…”


            “Unexcusable,”
Tate interjected. “Downright rude and unforgivable…”


            “But…he’s
turned a new leaf, hasn’t he?” I asked Tate, but looked over at Collins and
Gail. 


            What
was he doing here? Did Collins and Gail have some plans for him?


            “It
was my idea,” Tate said. “I really want to make it up to you guys. I knew I
blew the chance I had before about being a peer counselor for teens, and I made
a joke out of it, but I feel horrible, and maybe I can help by volunteering a
few hours a week. I mean, I’m not perfect, but at least I’m coming from
somewhere that might help. And I am truly sorry for making a joke out of
everything you do here.”


            Gail
looked over at me. “Sam, I already discussed the possibility of having Tate
here with Derek, but it’s up to you since you were the one whom Tate had pulled
a prank on. No need to make a decision now, but you can tell me what you think
in my office.” She looked over at Collins and Tate. “But since Collins and Tate
are brothers...”


            I
glanced at Collins, who seemed to have calmed down a little from being angry at
seeing Derek having his arms wrapped around me. “Gail, I think it’s probably
best to have a conversation with you, Collins and Tate in your office right
now,” I said.


            Gail
nodded. “Derek, hold down the fort while we’re in meeting.”


            “Sure,”
Derek said, looking a little flustered.


            “And
while you’re at it,” Collins said, walking up close to Derek. “How about
keeping your hands off of my girlfriend?”


            Collins
stared hard into Derek’s eyes and walked over to me, placing his arm around the
back of my shoulders while we walk down the hallway to Gail’s office. Somewhere
between the call room and Gail’s office, right in front of Derek’s eyes,
watching us walk away, Collins’ hands found its way from my shoulder down to my
ass which he was cupping possessively. I couldn’t help sneak a peek over at
Collins then, and all I saw was this wicked smile on his face as his eyes
stared straight ahead. 


            He
leaned over to whisper to me, “After last night, no one but me will be owning
your ass. I’m more intimately acquainted with you there than you probably are.”
He glanced over at me, and I saw his eyes burning with desire as he looked down
at my lips, my breasts and my crotch. “Am I right?”


            I
blushed profusedly as I tried to answer him. “Yes.”


            He
smiled. “Then I’d like to see you two get much better acquainted next time.” He
sneaked a small kiss to my lips before resuming his serious billionaire Collins
McGregor and big brother to Tate face.  “I love how you blush at the littlest
things. You’re so so different than…”


            “The
women you know,” I answered for him. I almost said, “Judge Seevers” but caught
myself. Inwardly I stiffen. Slowly, after having so-called “Lesson number one”
with her, I wondered if what I was doing, learning what dark pleasures Collins
was into, would help me get closer to Collins or would it tear us apart?







 


Chapter 3 


 


 


Tate sat next to Collins and I in front of
Gail’s desk at Sawyer House, looking uncomfortable for the first time since
I’ve seen him walked in with Collins. 


Gail
clasped her hands together in front of her and looked over at me. “Sam, let’s
speak freely here since this is not just about Tate volunteering, but it’s
about something else, isn’t it?”


“Well,”
I began, catching Collins’ eyes. “I was the one who told Collins we have to
give Tate a chance. I’m fine with Tate volunteering at Sawyer House, as long as
he’s properly trained.”


“Then
what is it?” Gail asked. “What did you want to talk about?”


“Give
me a moment with Tate,” I said. 


“Tate?”
Collins asked. “Why?”


“Because
this affects him more than it will affect anyone else,” I said. “Tate?” I got
up and cocked a finger at him. “Come with me outside. Meanwhile, Collins…maybe
you can discuss something about our progress to Gail. I think she will be very
please how much we’ve progressed with our relationship since putting Billy
behind bars.”


Gail
looked expectantly over at Collins. “Well, this is the first I’ve heard of it,
Collins. I’d like to hear all about it.”


Collins
looked down at first and then he smiled this sweet wide smile that showed how
happy he was. “Last night and even this morning,” he began, licking his lips.
My heart melted at the way he was blushing and smiling, happily, as though he
was embarrassed to be so happy for once. “Was incredible! Sam was incredible. And
we didn’t even have to go all the way, but Sam…Sam was open, free, wild …she
didn’t hold back on expressing how she felt…”


I
looked over at Tate, who was staring incredulously at Collins talking to Gail,
and I quickly pushed him out the door, stammering to forget what he’s just
heard. 


Oh
man, now Tate knew all about last night with Collins and me. And from how Tate
was now staring at me, his eyes wide open like he was seeing me for the first
time, and then licking his lips; he was probably imagining how I looked naked and
writhing with Collins. 


“Um,
Tate,” I stammered again. “God, that was embarrassing. You weren’t supposed to
hear that.”


“That
good?” Tate muttered, looking at some spot to my right. “You must be a tigress
in bed, but all classy cool beauty the remainder of the time.”


“Tate!”
I scolded him. “It’s your own older brother for goodness sakes.”


“And
you, Sam,” Tate said. He licked his lips again, looking me up and down while he
slowly tongued his hoop earring at his lips. “Wow,” he shuddered. “Collins gets
all the luck.”


I
took a deep breath before facing Tate again. My face was burning. There goes my
effort for trying to look authoritative in front of him.


Tate
laughed. “You really are pretty innocent. You’re beet red from blushing.” He
let out a deep breath. “It’s sweet and sexy at the same time. Funny, I always
thought Collins would end up with some worldly siren-type. Fashion model,
actress, someone very unapproachable. You know how many girls he’s been with…I’d…man,
I’m dumbfounded.”


“Um,
Tate, can we get off the subject of sex. You’re still a kid, and…”


“Wait,
hold on,” Tate said, puffing out his broad chest. “You said you didn’t think I
was a kid a while back…”


“I
meant you don’t look like one, Tate,” I said. “You have the body of a young
man,” I looked him up and down. He was built like a quarterback, and was
already as tall as Collins. “But technically, you’re still…”


“Fifteen
almost sixteen,” Tate said. “And you’re just maybe two or three years older
than me. Not much of an age difference. Meanwhile, you and Collins…he’s
probably ten years older than you.”


“Seven,”
I said. “He’s about seven years older than me.”


Tate
smiled, displaying dimples similar to Collins’. “You’re closer to me in age
than you are to Collins.” 


“But,
I’m with Collins, Tate,” I said. “There is more to a relationship than age.”


“So,
you wouldn’t mind being with a younger man?” Tate asked.


“Gah,
Tate, I can’t believe we’re having this conversation. I’m with Collins.” I took
a deep breath. I was with Collins. But there was a time when Collins had
planned for me to be with Tate. For me to tutor him when he got out of jail and
returned back to normal life, attend the same school as I, and for me to become
his girlfriend. The age difference Tate mentioned wasn’t too far-fetched.
However, things changed. Collins’ plans changed. 


Collins
and I fell hard for each other. Collins’ plans for me to get together with Tate
never happened. Instead, Collins had taken me on as a potential lover, complete
with conditions. So, Tate was Collins’ charge now until he turned eighteen or
could declare himself independent. 


“Look,
Sam,” Tate said, “I can see clearly how uncomfortable you are with me talking
about the possibility of you and me…”


“There
is and could never be a you and me,” I said. “Like I said, I’m with Collins.”


“Alright,
I get it,” Tate said, “but you probably know already, I find you extremely
attractive.”


“Thank
you,” I said. “But it makes this difficult, too. If you’re going to be working at
Sawyer House with me…”


“I’ll
be professional,” Tate said. 


“You
really want to work here at Sawyer House?” I asked. “Not forced to by Gail or
Collins?”


Tate
shook his head up and down. “Why not? I need some hours every week for
community service, as part of my deal with the Court. Apparently the judge who
took my case, let me off from being an accomplice with Billy by mandating I do
some community service projects. So when Gail mentioned it to Collins for me to
be able to come back, and fulfill my role as a peer counselor, I said I’d do it.
So here I am.”


“Good,”
I said. “As I said before, I’m fine with you being at Sawyer House than you
being on the streets or in jail.” 


“So
you’re fine with me here?” Tate asked. 


“Yes,”
I said.


“Then
it’s settled? I’m going to be coming here, and you won’t be weirded out?”


“Tate,
I want you here.”


“Good,
because I want to be here with you. I could learn a lot from you.”


I
smiled and reached up to hug him. “I’m glad you’re with your brother now. He
needs family, and you need a chance in life. I hope you can turn your life
around. I really do.” I hugged him tighter, and I could feel his arms around me
tighten, and his cheeks pressed closer against my cheeks.


“You
smell so good,” Tate said, tightening his arms around me, and moving his face
so that his lips were now on my cheeks. I was trying to pull away when I heard
a familiar voice.


“So,
how’s it going?” a deep male voice asked, cold as ice. 


Tate’s
arms fell like a rock off of me, and he stepped back away from me. 


Collins’
face was expressionless as he looked at me and then at Tate. “Every time I see
you, Sam, you’re in the arms of some guy.”


“Giving
Tate a hug,” I said, almost feeling like I had to justify myself. 


Collins
eyed Tate. “Um huh,” he said. “Hopefully that was what that was just a moment
ago.”


“Just
a hug,” Tate said seriously. Was there some kind of sudden animosity in his
voice? “Just a friendly hug, Bro.”


“Good,”
Collins said, walking up to Tate. “Because I see the way you look at Sam.
Brother or not, if you touch or harm one strand of hair on her, you will go
back to juvie, you hear?”


Tate
narrowed his eyes at Collins, and he clamped his jaw tighter. “I know.”


“Good,”
Collins said. “Because right now, I’m thinking you volunteering here with Sam
is not such a good idea.”


“Hey,”
I stepped up to Collins. “What about the extra help you promised Gail and me so
I can have more time for you?”


“I
didn’t say exactly who it was,” Collins said.


“So
I can choose who will be helping? Well, in that case, I choose Tate.”


Collins
stared back at me, his eyes blazing with anger. “Sam…”


“I
thought you and Gail wanted Tate to help out here. Isn’t that what this meeting
was about?”


Collins
took me aside to an area down the hall and said, “I thought it was a good idea
at first since he would bring a lot to Sawyer House…to help Gail. She was
looking for a boy counselor who was younger but mature enough to be able to
counsel. I thought it would help Tate out because he would get a sense of
gratification from doing good work. He would be able to see how his experiences
in life can help others get through theirs. He could turn the negatives into
positives. And with you guiding him, he would have a good role model.”


“So,
it seems there are many reasons why we should have Tate here at Sawyer House,”
I said. 


“But…”


I
bit my lips and looked up into Collins’ eyes. “But, you see him making googly
eyes at me, and it suddenly makes you feel threatened? Jealous?” I wrapped my
arms around Collins neck and pulled him in for a kiss. “You have nothing to be
jealous about, Collins. Not from Derek and not from Tate. No one else can make
me feel the way you make me feel, Collins. I know that sounds vague, but
remember I gave up going to Stanford for you. I want you. I love you. I. Am.
Yours.”


Collins’
eyes searched mine for a second before he kissed me hard. “I love you so much,
Sam, I can’t think straight. You trusting me with so much love scares me. Half
the time, I can’t believe a girl like you would want someone like me. Most of
the time, I think I don’t deserve you.” He took my hands in his and caressed
them, kissed them, and placed it on his heart. “You own this, Sam. You own my
heart.” He smiled. “And my mind, because you are all I think about. You are all
that I want.” He kissed me again. “Sam, I’m sorry how I reacted, but the
thought of any man other than myself touching you, makes me feel some caveman
urge to haul you off by your hair to my lair and keep you there just for myself
to look at.”


“Is
it because you’re the only man I trust enough to touch me, to undress me and
nearly make love to me?” I asked. “Because you are, Collins. My body has not
reacted to anyone more strongly than you.”


“That’s
part of it, Sam,” Collins said. “But it’s also because I’ve never wanted to be
so normal, to have a real loving relationship with anyone but with you.” He
reached up to push a strand of hair behind my ear, and said, “God, I love you
so much, my beautiful sweet Sammy.” He kissed me tenderly before releasing me.
“It’s going to be hard for me, but if you want Tate to be here, I’ll have to
trust you with him. I’ll just have to, as jealous as I am already.”


I
grabbed his hand and held them in mine. “There’s nothing to be jealous about,
Collins. He’s a kid to me, a younger brother of yours. That’s all. But most importantly,
I love you.”


“I
love you, too,” Collins said, kissing my open palm. Then he visibly flinched.
“What happened here?” His long fingers traced a red welt on my palm.


I
haven’t really noticed it before, but I knew where it came from, and was trying
to think of a way to explain it to Collins. The welt came from my meeting with
Judge Seevers and how she hit my hand hard with the paddle, showing me how
intense of a pain Collins enjoyed. “I, um, wanted to tell you that…”


“Where
did you get this mark?” Collins asked. “It looks like…” He didn’t finish his
sentence before his eyes widen with recognition. “Only a special instrument can
provide this…”


“Um,
Collins, I’ll tell you all about it, but not right now.” I gestured towards
Gail and Tate walking over to us.


Collins
looked hard at me, his forehead frowning into concern. “We’ll talk about this
later.”


“Well,”
Gail said. “I had Tate sign a few papers to get started. I kinda destroyed the
first set he had here after that prank he pulled so all this paperwork had to
be signed.” Gail handed some paperwork to Collins and a pen. “Since you’re
listed as his guardian now, you have to sign a few, too.”


Collins
took a look at all the paperwork, and signed. “Anything for you, Gail,” he
said, causing Gail to giggle like a schoolgirl. 


When
Gail got her paperwork all done, she looked over at Tate and said, “Welcome
back, Tate. We hope you will have a beneficial experience here.”


Tate
nodded at Gail, but his eyes were on mine, devouring me. “Oh, I will, Gail,” he
said. “I will.” 


I
inwardly gulped as Lola took a second look at Tate, his abs, his boyish good
looks, and bad boy vibe. It was bad enough Derek still didn’t get that I have
boundaries, but with Tate, too? Maybe Collins was right to trust his instincts
about Tate. Maybe I was too hopeful about people changing their ways. Maybe,
but I was willing to give it a try. Tate needed it, and maybe when he got a
chance to make more friends, meet girls his own age, he wouldn’t be infatuated
with me. After all, he had been in jail for a long time that any woman would
look good to him…maybe even Gail. 


Collins
took my elbow and led me away. “Tate’s going to be enrolled at your high
school, and he’s moving in with me at my Newport Coast home. I’ve never had a
roommate before so this will be interesting.”


“You’ll
be fine,” I said. “Tate’s practically grown, and he’s been on his own for so
long, he’s not like any ordinary teen.”


“No,
he isn’t,” Collins agreed. “Which is why,” he smiled charmingly. “I sorta need
your help with him.”


“I’ll
help in any way, Collins,” I assured him. 


“Good,”
Collins said. “Because I’m afraid he’s even more disturbed than I was when I
was at his age…and we haven’t seen that part come out yet. Anyone who spent
time in jail and went through what he did, would. Just be prepared, Sam. Tate
is a wild card. There is nothing ordinary about him. If you need Vincent to accompany
you while you’re with Tate, I’ll reassign his duties so he can be with you all
the time.”


I
stopped suddenly and turned to Collins. “Collins, if you think Tate will be
dangerous to me, then why have him come live with you? If he will be dangerous
to anyone, why wouldn’t he be under some kind of treatment?”


Collins
smiled. “Who said Tate isn’t?”


I
turned to look back at Tate, who was a distance away, walking and talking to
Gail. 


“He’s
here at Sawyer House because of Gail?” I asked.


“In
a way. It’s also part of my treatment. Gail thinks I need my family around.
Gail thinks I need to look back into a part of my life that I’ve closed off for
so long.”


It
dawned on me then. “So Tate being here at Sawyer House was really for you, as
part of your therapy.”


“It’s
good for Tate, too, and even Gail,” Collins said. “But only if it was fine with
you.”


“We’ve
just gone through the fact that I’m fine.” 


Collins
kissed me softly on the lips. “And that’s the most important thing to me, Sam.”


 







 


Chapter 4 


 


 


            


It didn’t take long for Tate to be integrated
into Sawyer House on Day One. Collins was right. Tate was not ordinary at all.
Like Collins, he was quick, smart, and charismatic. Like Collins, he was also
very persistent when he wanted something or rather someone.


In
this case, unfortunately, he wanted me.


 


*****


 


Of
course I was flattered, but that was the extent of it. But because I knew there
could be tension between the brothers, I didn’t visit Collins at his Newport
Coast home at all while Tate was there. And if there was any chance of him
being anywhere I was going to be alone, Vincent always accompanied him. Funny
how that turned out. Because I refused to have Vincent as my chauffeur, as
Collins had suggested, it worked out that Vincent drove Tate everywhere,
including to Sawyer House, since Tate did not have a driver’s license yet. 


That
kept me reminded that despite me being only “two years older” than him, we were
a world apart. I was already starting college at UC Irvine, taking a psychology
classes with Derek for the summer, while Tate had enrolled into my former high
school, which also had summer classes.


When
he wasn’t at Sawyer House and not in summer classes, he took up surfing at
Huntington Beach, the surfing capital. 


I
found out to my delight and surprise one morning when Vincent showed up at
Sawyer House with a bright neon yellow surfboard strapped to the top of his
limo. “Hey Vincent,” I said, when I saw the limo pull up to the door. “What’s
this?”


“This…”
Tate got out of the limo with wet hair and a wet suit peeled down to his torso,
revealing his muscular bare chest and abs, “is Nuna, my surfboard.”


“Cool
name,” I said, trying to shield my eyes from the glaring sunlight and the
brightness of the board’s reflection. “Now are you going to be answering phone
calls all day in that or are you going to change into something?”


Tate
grinned a cocky smile that showed how white his teeth were against his tanned
face. “Of course I’m going to change.”


He
went to the back of the limo, popped the trunk, and took out a duffle bag.
“I’ve come prepared.” Without any warning, he stripped down his wet suit right
in front of me, pulled on a t-shirt, his underwear, and a pair of khaki shorts
before sliding his feet into some sandals. 


Before
I could say anything, he stuffed the wetsuit into the duffle and had it back in
the limo’s trunk. “Stop looking so dumbfounded, Sam,” he said, walking past me
to the front of Sawyer House’s door. 


“I
can’t believe you just did that, Tate,” I said.


“It’s
early Saturday morning, Sam. Early morning. No one is around at 6 am in the
morning around here. I doubt anyone but you and Vincent saw me. And Vincent
probably is used to seeing all kinds of things.”


“Tate,
that’s not the point,” I said. “You’re supposed to be a peer counselor when you
get here. You have to hold yourself up to some standards and not…”


“When
I walk through that door, Sam,” Tate said. “I’ll be a professional. But right
now, I’m just enjoying being out in the sun. Being out, free.” He shot me a
bitter look for a moment, and I immediately felt guilty. 


Tate
did not act it, but he had just been released from jail, which he was in for a
long time. I couldn’t even imagine what he’d been through growing up in jail
and not having any freedom. I’ve forgotten how everything I’ve taken for
granted like fresh sea air, being able to go anywhere, or even being able to
see anyone at any time was still new to Tate. Even me talking to him, as a girl
was a new experience. 


I
felt bad for being so insensitive. I was about to say something about it to
Tate, but he reached over me with his muscular arms and opened the door to
Sawyer House wide to let me walk in first. “By the way, you look particularly
lovely today.”


“This?”
I looked down at my green skinny jeans and loose white V-neck t-shirt. My hair
was pulled back into a high ponytail, and I wore little makeup, just gloss and
mascara. 


Freshly-showered
in the morning, after Collins spent the night reminding me in bed how much he
loved me and how much he wanted me to remember his touch and only his touch
throughout the day. I probably had this glow on my face that told the world
I’ve experienced multiple orgasms with my mind-blowingly sexy boyfriend the
night before.


I
found myself blushing…something which I haven’t done much except recently. Why
was I blushing so much now when I used to not blush very much at all? It must
be because I finally got some closure on the Billy incident and began feeling
everything again. 


You’ve
opened yourself up to experience every kind of feelings again, Samantha, my
subconscious rational self Susan told me. 


Tate
flashed me a knowing smile, which I probably wouldn’t believe a guy his age
would know how to, except he was Tate, who was not an ordinary teenage boy. He
was street-smart, wise beyond his years, and had already lost his innocence and
virginity years ago. At fifteen years old, he had probably seen more in life
than many thirty-year-olds.


“Nice
outfit,” Tate said, “but I liked how you look overall. Something about you this
morning looks…refreshed, relaxed, and happy.”


“That’s
because,” I said brightly. “Your big brother makes me happy.”


“Uh
huh,” Tate said, raising his eyebrows. “I bet my big brother does. I bet
you make him pretty happy, too.”


“Tate,
none of your business, but what Collins and I do…we’re consenting adults and…”


Tate
held up his hands in surrender. “Okay, okay, Sam. I’m just playing with you. No
need to get your panties bunch up. At least I’m glad one of us is getting
some.”


“Tate...I
think you need to be a little more sensitive to who you’re talking to. I’m
dating your brother and…”


“I
know. I know. Sorry, Sam. I forgot. I mean…I forgot I actually have a brother. All
of this…big brother, family life, having friends, having the freedom to go out,
being able to go to school…all this is still so new to me. Especially being
brother to Collins McGregor. So…if you can excuse me when I act as though I
don’t have one, it’s because I haven’t really known of one for the last
thirteen years.” 


I
took a step back. It was true, it must be hard for Tate and Collins. I put my
hand on Tate’s shoulders. “Sorry, Tate. I didn’t realize how difficult it is
for you with all these major changes in your life. I’m the one who should be
more sensitive.”


Tate
looked at me hard then, his blue eyes commanding my entire attention. “You are
more family to me than I am with Collins. At least you seem to care.”


“That’s
not true, Tate,” I said, leading him to my desk and having him sit down while I
sat down next to him. “Collins cared so much about you that he couldn’t wait to
get you out of jail and living with him. He visited my school to make sure it
was the right fit for you, and he even had it planned that I would be tutoring
you.”


Tate’s
head shot back in surprise. “He did? I was going to go to the same school as
you, and have you as my tutor? He planned all that? Then why didn’t it turn out
that way?”


I
took a deep breath and glanced over at the caller screen. Already the green
light was flashing, indicating there was a caller waiting. 


“Sometimes
things don’t turn up as planned,” I said.


“What
happened?” Tate asked.


“Collins
changed his plans.”


“Why?
Why did he go back on it? You know, if he didn’t, I would have gotten out
earlier…I wouldn’t have gotten mixed up with Billy in that idiotic plot, nor
with my father. I wouldn’t have had one of my worst years in jail.” Tate looked
angrily at the green light flashing. “Maybe we should get that,” he muttered.


“Okay,”
I said. “Watch me? You can put on those headphones there so you can hear what
the caller is saying without interrupting. I know you’ve already been trained
by Derek and have taken calls on your own already, but…”


“Hello?”
Tate answered the call before I could. “Welcome to Sawyer House, whacha want to
talk about?” He eased back into his chair and winked at me. 


From
the way he was sitting, relaxed and calm, you’d wouldn’t guess just seconds
ago, he was frustrated and angry about how strained his relationship with his
brother was.


I
went along with him and put the headphones on so I can listen in on the call. 


“Hi,”
a reluctant female voice that sounded like it belonged to a cute teenage girl,
answered. 


“Hi…um…”


“Jennifer,”
the perky voice said.


“Jennifer,”
Tate said keeping his eyes on me. “What a pretty name. Bet you’re as pretty as
your name and voice.”


I
raised my eyebrows. Tate was openly flirting with the caller, who happened to
sound cute. Why didn’t that surprise me?


Jennifer
giggled. “You sound cute, too,” she said. 


“So
Jennifer,” Tate said smiling his wide cocky smile. “What are you doing calling
Sawyer House this morning, and keeping me from getting more surf time in?”


“You
surf?” Jennifer asked.


“Yes,”
Tate said, “Not very good, but it’s become a new passion of mine. It’s one of
the things I like about being here in California. All that sun and surf. But
let’s talk about you, Jennifer. I want to know all about you.”


“Well,
there’s nothing special about me. I’m sixteen, blonde hair with blue eyes. I go
to a local school around here, and I guess I’m pretty typical.”


“Typical?”
Tate asked. “Do all ‘typical’ girls at your school sound as cute as you?”


Jennifer
giggled again. I shifted my position in my chair and crossed my arms at my
chest. Susan crossed her arms and shook her head. 


Yup,
Susan, remind me to tell Tate after the call to keep the flirting down.


“Well,
my friends and I all kinda do, but it’s nothing,” Jennifer said. “Just girls
being girls.”


“So
Jennifer,” Tate said, still looking at me, his tongue licking the corners of
his mouth in a way that showed how much he was enjoying the conversation with a
“cute” girl, while trying to look cool and confident around me, “care to tell
me, your new favorite person, why you’re calling? You must have a reason…can’t
be because you’re lonely and just wanted to hear some random guy’s voice
talking to you about stuff?”


“That
would be an idea!” Jennifer giggled into the phone.


“What?
You calling just so you can talk to the surfer counselor guy at Sawyer House?”


“Now
that I know how you sound like and how hot you probably look, I might just keep
calling all the time just to talk to you,” Jennifer joked. 


Tate’s
eyes shot wide in panic as he looked at me. Then he pulled away from the phone
and gestured, “What do I do?”


I
gestured back, “Calm down. Keep talking normally.”


Tate
nodded and said, “Wow, I’m flattered, Jennifer, but for all that you know, I
could be this bald 500 pound slob with a comb-over, a beer belly, and bad
breath.”


Jennifer
laughed. “I doubt it. You sound HOT!”


Tate
chuckled. “How little you know me, Jennifer. How little you know me. So in any
case, looks aside, I want to hear your story. What’s going on with you?  How
can I help?”


“Well…I
don’t even know your name,” Jennifer said.


“Call
me Sawyer,” Tate said. “It’s easy to remember since it’s the name of this
place.” Tate grinned at me. So, Tate was going to be ‘Sawyer’ now from Sawyer
House. Cute. I grinned back.


“Well,
Sawyer,” Jennifer said, “It’s this. Don’t judge because unless you’ve ever been
in this situation before, you don’t know what it’s like.”


“Ok,
Jennifer, I’m not going to judge. Hell, what I’ve been through, I don’t even
have the right to judge anyone. I. Am. Not. A. Saint,” Tate said to the phone,
but his eyes, burning with desire, told me, he was talking to me. “I’ve done,
said, and thought things that could make even a harden criminal blush.” He
stuck out his tongue and began tonguing his lip ring, while moving closer to
me, his eyes moving from my eyes to my cheeks, my breasts, and then my lips. 


God,
he was hot, but I had to stop thinking of him that way. He looked like a
younger Collins, but wilder, untamed, and dangerous. I pushed my chair further
away from Tate and gestured for him to remember he was on a call with someone.


He
barely blinked before continuing on smoothly with Jennifer. Yes, he was a
smooth talker. No wonder why he was able to survive so long on the streets and
in jail. He was smart, and he was charming. The kind of qualities that probably
made him run the group he was in at jail. 


“Well,
Sawyer,” Jennifer said. “I feel strange talking to a guy about this, but I’m
calling because of a guy.”


“Guys
are good at giving guy advices,” Sawyer said. “So, what did this one do to
you?”


“I
broke up with my ex a few weeks ago because I caught him having sex with one of
my best friends. I got over him, but last night, we were at a mutual friend’s
house watching a movie and getting drunk (a bunch of my friends who are all on
the cheerleading squad and I always hang out after a rally) and we invited some
of the football guys. Of course my ex was there, and he came along. So one
drink after another, my ex started coming over and talking to me. He totally
looked hot. He and I went to a room to talk privately, and he said he was sorry
and wanted me back, but I said I couldn’t. He had hurt me so badly. Then he
began kissing me, and I kissed him back. One thing led to another, and we ended
up having sex on the bedroom floor. It was the best sex I’ve had in a long
time. We were so wild. I was so drunk, I think we had sex in front of the
football team. It was such a rush having him go down on me in front of all
these hot horny men. Afterwards, though, I felt like I shouldn’t have had sex
with him, and that I gave him the wrong message. I think he thinks we’re back
together because of it, but I still can’t trust him.”


Tate
had closed his eyes and when he opened them, he had a look of hunger in them as
he looked into mine. I didn’t want to look, but I think the front of his shorts
got a little tighter.


“That
sounds very, um, hot, Jennifer,” Tate said. “I mean, to a guy, having that kind
of spontaneous sex where you can get caught sounds like such a turn on. No
wonder it was good. That’s one of the best kinds there is. Did you go down on
him, too?”


“Tate!”
I almost shouted at him, but realized Jennifer could hear me. 


“I’m
embarrassed to say that’s how it started. I unzipped his pants and went down on
him as soon as we went upstairs.”


“Jennifer,
Jennifer, Jennifer,” Tate said. “Sounds like you are one naughty girl. That is
the holy grail of an invite to a guy to think a girl wants more with him,
especially when you said he wanted to get back together with him.”


“Like
I said, I was drunk, Brent looked so hot in his jersey and tight pants, his bulge
was sticking out so visibly, I wanted to relieve him.”


Tate
drew in a breath. “Wished I could find an ex so generous in relieving me every
time I have a hard-on.”


Jennifer
giggled. “Are you built?”


Tate
whispered into the phone. “Like a stallion.”


“Oh
my,” Jennifer laughed. “When do you get off, oops, I mean, you’re at Sawyer
House, right?  You’re a peer so I assume you’re around my age? When do you get
off work?”


I
was about to end the call, my finger poised to push the “end” button when Tate
groaned, “Oh Jennifer, I’d love to meet you, and you sound so lovely, but we
have rules around Sawyer House against a caller meeting with a counselor.
Besides, you sound like you are on a rebound, and I wouldn’t get into any kind
of serious relationship with a guy right now until you’re over your ex. Sounds
like you and him still need to work some things out, and even if it means
meeting him again, talking things through, then that’s probably what you have
to do.”


Jennifer
sounded disappointed when she said, “Seriously? You think I still harbor some
kind of feelings for Brent?”


“Feelings
or no feelings” Tate said, “when you have sex with a guy who just said he
wanted to get back together with you, you’re sending him a signal that you want
to continue doing what you’re doing. If you don’t have sex with him, then he’ll
know it’s truly over…even if it’s just the friends with benefits type of sex.”


“So
you think Brent is just wanting sex or do you think he really wants to get back
together?”


“If
all he does is pressure you about the sex, then that’s what he wants. Hell,
most guys just want the sex at this age. At any age. We don’t know anything
about love and stuff. We’re thinking with our dicks. Fact of life. We see a
pretty girl. We like what we see, the first thing on our mind is f-ing her.”
Tate actually winked at me then, and for some strange unexplainable reason, I
blushed.


“Okay,
thanks, Sawyer,” Jennifer said. “I think I’ll give Brent a call right now to
tell him I can’t see him later today for that quickie.” She let out a big
breath. “You were really helpful. I needed a guy’s perspective, someone I
didn’t know, and it just worked out. Too bad we can’t meet up, though. I’m sure
you’d be someone I’d like to get to know a lot better.”


“Me,
too, babe. Me, too,” Tate said before hanging up. “Take care.”


I
pressed the “end” button then, and got up.


Tate
got up at the same time from his chair and we were just a finger-width apart
facing each other. Being Collins’ height, he towered over me as he looked down
into my face, while I looked up into his. 


“Well?”
Tate asked after a while of looking me up and down. He looked genuinely
concerned with what I was going to say, how I thought of him.


I
looked down, biting my lips. “Well…you started off a little too flirty…and
that’s not what most counselors would do, but then again, because of your
personality…charming personality, I have to add, you got her to open up to you.
It’s not how I would handle it, but each counselor brings their own background
and personalities into being a peer counselor.”


“So?”
Tate asked. “What do you think?”


“I
just told you?” I said, a little flustered. 


He
placed his hands on my shoulders and pulled me in close to his chest. It was a
surprise move that threw me off guard. He stroked my back, as though he was
massaging me. “Thank you,” he said.


“Why?”
I was truly perplexed.


“For
giving me a chance, Sam,” he said. “I didn’t think I could do this in a million
years. I didn’t think I could give a shit about anyone else’s problems besides
my own. I saw you looking at me with this look on your face the entire time.
You looked skeptical at first, but you also had this encouraging little smile
that kept me going. I was scared to death I would screw up, but when I looked
at you. Focus only on your face, I knew I could finish this call without
screwing up.”


“Aww,
Tate,” I said, hugging him tighter. “I had no idea you were nervous. You
handled that like a pro. Actually better than anyone I’ve seen, including Derek
and myself. You are a natural.” 


“Ha,”
Tate laughed. “I about lost it when she was telling me how she was sucking on
her ex’s dick, though. That visual plus her voice, and me looking at your
beautiful face with your smoky eyes looking back at me, you biting your lips
raw like that…”


“Tate!”
I said, quickly pulling myself out of our embrace. “I was not trying to look…”


“Seductive?”
Tate said. 


“Right,
me trying to look seductive…ha!”


“You
don’t even have to try, Sam. You are,” Tate said, pulling me to his chest
again, this time with some force.


His
pull had plastered me against his hard body, and I could feel his unmistakable
hard-on against the crotch of my jeans. “I can’t stop thinking of you being
naked with him,” he whispered into my ears. “Ever since the day we were all in
Gail’s office and you were saying how he could make you come often.” Tate moved
a finger along my cheeks and traced it to my lips. “I’d like to see how you
would look when you’re coming. Ever since I knew of you, I’ve dreamt of you. You
were meant to be for me. Collins had planned you for me, to be mine, not his. It
isn’t fair you’re with him.”


I
pushed him hard to make him let go of me. “Tate, I don’t want this to be
awkward between us, but it is getting there. I’m with Collins, and that’s that.
If you can’t accept that, then maybe I shouldn’t see you here at all.”


Tate’s
expression went from possessive to contrite. “Oh, I’m sorry, Sam. I don’t know
what got into me. I have such respect for you. You’re Susan, and I have to
admit, you’re kinda my fantasy girl. Billy talked about you all the time when
we were in jail. Then I heard your voice, and when I met you in person…But…I’m
sorry. I won’t make you uncomfortable again.”


“Good,”
I said, looking behind Tate. “I don’t think Collins or Vincent would like that,
too.”


Tate
turned his head to look behind him, and muttered, “Big brother is acting like
big brother.”


“Hi
Baby,” Collins said, striding up the hallway with Vincent following close
behind. 


He
came up and wrapped his arm around my shoulders before kissing my cheeks. “I
missed your beautiful face so much already. I want to steal you away for the
afternoon.”


“But
I have my shift here.”


“Oh,
Tate can cover it,” Collins said. “I think he’s ready.” 


Ready?
How would Collins know without being here to observe?


Vincent
walked up to Tate and handed him a note. 


I
saw Tate’s face drain for a moment before he shot Collins a hard look.


“What?”
I asked. “What is it?” I walked up to Tate who sat back down at my chair.


“It’s
nothing,” Tate said. “Just big brother playing big brother.”


I
gulped. This tension between Tate and Collins was not good at all.


I
took a look at the note and my face went pale.


Scrawled
in a hasty feminine handwriting was a note…from Jennifer to “Sawyer”:


 


Hi
Sawyer – great job! I’d like to meet you after your shift at Sawyer House. I’m
Jennifer, but I’m not really a cheerleader with an ex. I’m an actress, and I
really really like how you sound. You passed the test. Let’s celebrate on me. 
Literally on me.”


 


            “So
that call wasn’t real?” I asked Collins and Vincent. 


            “It’s
a way for me to measure how much progress Tate was having here,” Collins said.
He looked over at Tate. “From Jennifer’s response, I’d say you’re doing really
well. You’re capable of working as a peer counselor on your own now.  That’s a record,
isn’t it, Sam?  You were able to only after a month. Now Tate… he’s able to
after only a few weeks.”


            “So
Jennifer isn’t at all what she was,” Tate said, still surprised.


            “No,
but she really wants to meet you,” Collins said. “Maybe you’ll make a friend.
Who knows. Her father works for me, and she wanted to try to break into acting.”



            Tate
looked over at me and said, “Sure.”


            “Good,”
Collins said. “Then I’m taking off for the day with Sam, while Vincent can be
your company today. I have some important things to do with Sam this afternoon
and maybe even this evening. Vincent can drive you and Jennifer anywhere you
want to go tonight.”


            Tate
looked down at the note before smiling back at Collins. “In that case, I will
give Jennifer a call.” 


            Collins
grabbed my purse and jacket while leading me out of Sawyer House to his shiny
new Silver Jaguar.


            “I
heard everything that horny little bastard said on the call,” he said. “He’s
right about that advice, though. Guys at that age are thinking only with their
dicks. I did, and I know Tate is.” Collins opened the passenger’s door for me
for me to slip into his new car where he buckled me in before getting into the
driver’s seat. He had bought this new car when he had reassigned Vincent to
drive Tate around in the limo. 


            “I
thought he did a great job talking to Jennifer,” I said.


            “He
did,” Collins said. “Which is why I think he and Jennifer may hit it off.”


            “But
all the things she said,” I said. “Do girls in high school really…”


            Collins
laughed. “It is true about what they say about Pastor’s kids…well, not in your
case. What do you think?”


            “I’m
a naïve sheltered one to ask,” I said, “given that I have a history of trying
to avoid anything related to sex before I met you, but I do know of some girls
who are very experienced while some who aren’t.”


            “So…Jennifer,
well, she’s precocious, which, of course, Tate is, too.”


            I
nodded. I got it. 


            “I’m
hoping that would get Tate’s mind and hands off of you,” Collins said. “I still
see how he looks at you. The boy craves you like a dog craves meat. I don’t
blame him, though. He takes after me, in many ways, including being highly
attracted to the same woman.”


            “Collins,”
I said, “Please. I see Tate only as a little brother.  Yours.”


            “Good,”
Collins said. “Because it would hurt me deeply, if you and Tate were to betray
my trust in you two.”


            “You
don’t have to worry,” I said.


            “He
didn’t try to kiss you or touch you after the ‘hot’ call with Jennifer?”
Collins asked.


            Oh
God, did Collins set up that call to test me out with Tate, too?


            I
couldn’t answer.


            “Did
he try anything?” Collins asked. 


            I
bit my lips and said, “You already answered your own question, Collins. You
know he liked me. He didn’t try to kiss me, but we did touch. We hugged, and it
was for good reason, too.”


            Collins
turned to me and kissed me hard, his tongue dipping in to taste mine. “You are
mine,” he said. “And I will spend every waking hour letting you know how much
you mean to me. I brought Tate back into my life after reconsidering it before
because of you…because of us.  There are ghosts, demons, whatever you would
call them haunting me which I have to put to rest before I can truly be free.”


            “And
Tate is one of them?” I asked.


            “Tate
is one of them.”







 


Chapter 5 


 


 


 


            I would never have guessed what Collins was up
to when he stole me away from Sawyer House. He was unpredictable, which made
everything with him so exciting.


            “Where
are we going?” I asked as he maneuvered the Jaguar through traffic on the
highway heading straight to the airport. 


            Collins
gestured towards the back seat of his car. There was a duffle bag and a leather
jacket. “It’s a surprise.”


            “So
sneaky,” I said. “Is there an occasion?”


            “Nope,
don’t need one,” Collins said. “I don’t need one ever to treat my woman like a
queen.”


            “Queen?”
I asked. 


            “Queen,
of course, Sam. Every woman should be treated as a queen by her man.”


            “I
don’t need to be a queen,” I said. “I’m happy being me.”


            “You
are a queen,” Collins said, taking my hand and kissing it. “You are the Queen
of my heart.”


            I
took his hand and kissed it right back before placing it against my cheeks,
caressing it. “You’re the King of my heart, Collins,” I said softly. 


            Collins
pulled into a parking space, got out, took the duffle out and the jacket, and
came over to my side to open my door. “I want to share everything with you,
Sam. I want you in my life. I want you part of my life. Tonight is just a slice
of it, Sam. I hope you will enjoy it.”


            “I
wish you could tell me what it is,” I said, laughing. 


            “I
would but I want to surprise you,” Collins said. “I want to see your expression
tonight.”


            “Okay,”
I said. “But it better be good because I’m missing tonight’s re-run of Breakfast
at Tiffany’s with Audrey Hepburn, and I was planning on wearing my hair up
and go full dress up for it.”


            Collins
stared unbelievingly at me, his mouth dropping slightly open. “Really? I didn’t
know you did that.”


            I
smiled wide and said, “Gotcha. No, sometimes I do get dressed up in fancy long
dresses with Nydia and Mom to watch a movie on television. It was a memory I
love because Mom was always sober for those occasions. Her favorite films were
the classics…especially with Audrey Hepburn and Grace Kelly. Mom is such a
fashionista, and I loved those films with such style.”


            Collins
smiled cryptically. “Those are good memories, Sam. I’m happy you have them.”


            “Me
too,” I said. “Mom was such a dreamer, and I’m glad she did have big dreams.
Hopefully one day she will, or I will, or even Nydia will fulfill them.”


            Collins
nodded. “Maybe someday you all will.” He kissed me lightly on the cheeks and
took my hand, leading me into a building off the side of the main airport where
there were private planes parked in hangars.


            We
walked up to one of the hangars, and a man in an Armani suit greeted Collins.
“Sir, your plane is ready.”


            I
glanced at Collins, and he said, “Thank you, Robert. Is everything in place?”


            “Yes,
sir, as you ordered,” Robert nodded. “May I escort you to your plane?”


            Collins
said, “Of course, Robert. Please do. And Robert, this is Miss Samantha
Sullivan, my girlfriend.”


            “Pleased
to meet you, Miss Sullivan,” Robert said. 


            “Samantha,
this is Captain Robert Smith,” Collins said. “He will be flying us to New York
today.”


            I
nearly dropped my purse. “New York?” I asked. “That’s the surprise?”


            Collins
beamed. “That’s one of them.”


            He
stuck out his elbow for me to put my hand on it, and led me, while following
Captain Smith to a sleek Bombardier Challenger jet. For some reason, I knew
what kind of jet it was because of Dad’s interest in jets. How ironic, now that
Dad had divorced Mom. Dad would have gotten along well with Collins with their
shared interests in business and other things.


            “A
Bombardier Challenger, Captain Smith,” I said when I stepped into the luxurious
sleek jet. “Very impressive.”


            Both
Collins and Captain Smith’s eyebrows rose. “Thank you, Miss Sullivan,” Captain
Smith said. “Mr. McGregor only prefers the best.”


            I
smiled, just knowing that Captain Smith had just paid Collins and myself a
compliment.


            A
beautiful tall blonde lady almost Collins’ height and dressed in a black sheath
dress with a Hermes scarf tastefully knotted, greeted us. “Mr. McGregor and…”


            “Miss
Samantha Sullivan, Janna,” Collins said.


            “Miss
Samantha Sullivan,” the lady smiled. “Welcome. We have everything you ordered
for dinner and entertainment. And your private room is well-stocked.”


            She
took Collins’ leather jacket and duffle bag, placed them in a closet, and led
us to our seats. 


            Although
I’ve read about them almost all my life, it was the first time I’ve been on a
private jet, and it was more luxurious than I had imagined. Decorated in rich
woods and cream leather with flashes of gold and silver fixtures, it was
impeccably furnished like all of Collins’ places. 


            When
Janna left to go get us drinks, I turned to Collins. “This jet…it’s yours,
isn’t it?”


            “I
guess so,” Collins said. “Technically, it is the Collins Companies’ corporate
jet, but yes, I do own it.” He took my hand and squeezed it. “So my little
Valedictorian. You know a little about airplanes, do you?”


            “Just
having grown up reading airplane magazines that Dad had around his office at
church and always visiting flight museums as a kid. I do appreciate the
craftsmanship of airplanes. Knowing and deciphering how things work, had always
been a fascination of mine. Does that make me less of a girl?”


            Collins
laughed. “No, Sam, it makes you a whole lot sexier and intriguing, that’s for
sure! I love it when a woman has a genuine interest in things considered a
manly sport. It’s the ultimate man’s dream…a sexy woman whom they can talk to
like a guy about sports, business, or anything considered a man’s interest. Sam,
going from Audrey Hepburn to talking about jets…you really are full of
surprises.”


            “Well,
Mr. McGregor, since you are the King of my heart,” I said, pretending to bow my
head, “I aim to please you, sir, in each and every way possible.” I looked up
at Collins after down casting my eyes for dramatic effect, and when I saw his
eyes, they were filled with a sudden hunger, along with amusement.


            “Ah,”
Collins said. “I can imagine so many ways that you can please me…so many
delicious ways.” 


            His
eyes looked up as Janna came back with drinks and a plate of fruit and cheese
on a tray.


            After
she set it down, Collins said, “Eat up, Sam. I want you to have energy for what
we are about to do and for tonight.”


            A
thrill shot through me with the way Collins’ eyes blazed at his hint of what
was to come tonight or later on this afternoon, at least.


            I
ate up, not having had anything to eat for a while, and was about to reach for
a magazine on the wall next to me when Collins handed me a box wrapped up in a
Tiffany blue bow. 


            “For
me?” I asked. “Collins, you don’t have to…”


            “I
want to, Sam. Plus, it’s much better than that magazine you were reaching for.
Open it.”


            I
didn’t want to ruin the pretty bow and packaging on the box, so Collins took it
and opened it for me. He then took the gift out of the box and handed it to me.


            The
latest brand new Kindle Fire reader that I had my eyes on. 


            “Here,”
Collins said, taking it from my hands. He turned it on, and began showing me
what it could do. “Look at the clarity of the screen,” he said. “I also bought
and downloaded hundreds of kindle books for you, especially those hot romances
that would get you in the mood for me and even psychology books, self-help
books, cookbooks, foreign language guides…there are so many books, magazines,
and even newspapers that you could read right in one small device.”


            “Wow,
Collins,” I said. “This is amazing. This is something I know I would use all
the time…not like some fancy dress I’d wear once to a gala or an expensive
necklace. I love love love this, Collins.” I threw my arms around Collins’ neck
and kissed him passionately on his lips.


            “It
makes me happy to see you happy, Sam,” Collins said. “I know how much you are
doing helping me out with Tate, and I appreciate it. I know you have your own
family issues so I am doubly appreciative of you mentoring and spending time
with Tate.”


            “Collins,”
I said. “You don’t have to buy me things to show your appreciation, though.
Although I love love love my Kindle, I would help you in any way I can, without
strings attached. I love you, Collins. You. Not for your money or fame, but for
you. That and your hot body.”


            Collins
unbuckled his seatbelt and reached over to unbuckle mine before he swept me off
my feet, literally, and carried me to the back of the plane where he pressed a
panel in the wall, and a door slid open, revealing a private bedroom, complete
with a soft bed, and a closet.


            “Wow,”
I said, looking around. “I didn’t know Bombardiers come with this.”


            “They
don’t,” Collins said. “I had this installed into the jet. I could never really
sleep well in a chair, and I need a comfortable bed to get well-rested for my
18 hour days.”


            He
closed the door shut behind us and pushed me unto the bed with his knees. I
fell back onto the softest, most luxurious bed that felt like I was floating in
air. Then he was on top of me, kissing me and undressing me. 


            “So,
this bed,” I said between kisses. “It serves to provide endless restful sleep
on flights?”


            “Yes,”
Collins said, between kissing my mouth, my neck, and my shoulders.


            “And
endless amount of pleasure?”


            “With
you,” Collins said. “That’s what I had in mind when I installed this room a
week ago.”


            “So
no one else had ever been with you in this room, on this bed?” I asked, hoping
to not sound jealous if he had.


            He
kissed the hollow of my breast, while slipping off my bra. “No one else but
you, Sam. You are the only one I’ll let into this room. Onto this bed. This room,
this bed…it’s ours.”


            Then
he proceeded to show me how much he meant it, as we spent the rest of the
flight in that bed.







 


Chapter 6 


 


 


            “As soon
as the jet landed, Collins took my hand and led me off and into a limo that
drove us to the Waldorf=Astoria where he checked us into a suite. The room was
tastefully furnished, and instantly comfortable yet grand without being
ostentatious.


            My
mother would be so impressed with this New York adventure, since it was the
type of dream adventure out of a scene from her favorite movie Breakfast at
Tiffany’s. 


            “Although
you must still be full from the steak dinner we had on the plane,” Collins
said, “we have to get ready for dinner.


            “More
surprises?” I asked.


            “Of
course,” Collins said. “This is your well-deserved New York adventure, Babe,
and I intend for it to be the best first trip to New York experience you’ve
ever had.”


            “Okay,”
I said. “I’ll get ready.”


            Collins
opened the closet and handed me a long black velvet and diamond dress with a
halter top encrusted with diamonds, pearls, and gold beading. “How’s this
dress?”


            My
mouth did drop then. “This dress…this beyond gorgeous dress, was in that
closet?” I asked. It was the most beautiful dress I’ve ever seen, no doubt
custom-made, and something out of a high-end couture fashion magazine. 


            Collins
slipped off my clothes and slipped the dress over me. “A beautiful
one-of-a-kind dress fit for my queen.” He kissed my shoulders from behind me,
and buttoned the back of my dress.  Once completely buttoned, he twirled me
around to take a look at me. 


            It
was more a gush than a gasp as he took me all in. The exquisite gown clung to
every curve, yet flowed gently and seductively down, emphasizing the feminine
figure. It was backless, and the back dipped down low past my waist to the top
of my tailbone, providing for a sexy exit as well as an elegant and sexy
entrance. With it going down so low, it meant I had forego wearing any bra or
underwear. I’ve never felt so exposed, yet so glamorous.


            “You
are stunning,” Collins said. 


            “Thank
you,” I said. “I feel overdressed for dinner, though.”


            “You’re
not,” Collins said. “Listen, there’s going to be some ladies coming to our room
to help you prepare while I’m getting into my tux.”


            “Tux?”
I asked.


            Collins
smiled. “Yes, my penguin suit. It’s that kind of dinner.”


            “Ah
huh,” I said. “The plot thickens.”


            “And
boils,” Collins joked. Just then the doorbell rang, and Collins went to get the
door. “They’re here! Your hairstylist and makeup.” Collins greeted them.
“Ladies, this is Samantha, my girlfriend. While I’m getting ready, work your
magic on her.  It’s her big night.”


            The
blonde and redhead smiled while looking appreciatively at Collins.


            Probably
thinking how did I get so lucky to land someone like Collins, I thought nervously,
looking at their skeptical faces.


            As
soon as I sat in front of the vanity table and mirror, my nervousness went
away, as we chatted about New York, all the sights to visit, their families, their
boyfriends, and girl things. We were all suddenly each other’s best friends and
favorite people. 


            And
I looked like a fashion model. I couldn’t even recognize the sophisticated
almost flawless woman staring back at me in the mirror.


            The
door from Collins’ room opened, and he stopped in his tracks. “Whoa,” he said.
He gulped. “It is impossible. How can you get more beautiful than you are
already?  He came up to me and kissed me, his tongue swirling in so gently to
touch mine before he pulled away to look me in the eyes. “I had to see if
you’re Samantha Sullivan.” He licked his lips. “From the taste of you, I’d say
it’s definitely you.”


            The
two women smiled a secret smile at me and excused themselves from the room. He
barely noticed them as he slipped on a pair of diamond earrings into my ears
and took my arm. “There. We are ready to go.”


            


*****


 


            The
limo took us around some of the major sights at night in New York, which
Collins pointed out. It turned out Collins knew New York so well, traveling
back and forth between Los Angeles and New York every month. 


            “I
may end up buying a hotel here,” Collins joked. “With the amount of time I
visit, I might as well get a place of my own in New York.”


            “Why
don’t you?” I asked, not wanting to push him into that decision or not. I
didn’t know anything about his company or business…only that he must be doing
really really well.


            “For
some reason, I felt that if I did, it would mean me spending less time at home
in California. At the time I was considering it, we had started seeing each
other, and I knew I didn’t want to spend less time with you than I have to. I
didn’t want to get something permanent here because you were back home and
attending school.” 


            I
nodded. I got it. “So why did you think about it just now?”


            “Because
you’re with me now. You’re the woman I wanted to share my New York experience
with. Just as long as you’re with me, even New York can feel like home to me.”


            “I
don’t know if you should or shouldn’t,” I said. 


            “Well,
there’s plenty of time to think about it,” Collins said. “For now, sit back and
enjoy.the ride.”


            I
did, and when we pulled up to a curb, I looked out the window and could not
believe my eyes.


            Outside
were swarms of partygoers, fans, and press. There was a red carpet, and
limousines were pulling up in front with statuesque women dressed in beautiful
dresses and chiseled-faced men wearing custom tailored suits stepping out. 


            “Collins,”
I said, “where are we, and why are we here?”


            Collins
beamed. “Surprise, my lovely beautiful Sam. This is your first premier
attendance with me, and I want to show you off.”


            “But
what is this? I’m not even a movie star. You mean I’m supposed to walk on that
red carpet into that theater – The AMC Lincoln? I’ve never done that before.”


            Collins
took my hand and kissed it. “Don’t worry, you are a natural with poise, and
your natural beauty far exceeds what is out there…” he gestured at all the
botoxed and plastic-enhanced figures posing. 


            “Collins!”
I said. “How can you say that? They’re beautiful and so gorgeous, famous, and
I’ve seen most of them in one movie or another.”


            “Well,
I can say that because this is one of the films Collins Companies financed,
produced, and distributed. Making films – blockbuster films to artistic
award-winning indie films that showcase at film festivals is one of the things
we do…all the time.”


            It
never occurred to me what a powerful and highly influential person Collins was
when he was with me, especially with the way he treated me like I was the
center of his universe. But seeing the crowds, the press, the photographers,
and movie stars pouring into the theater showed me a small, but awe-inspiring
glimpse into the very powerful, talented, and worldly man Collins truly was. 


            Collins
saw my insecurity and moved over to hold me in his lap, while kissing me,
careful not to smear my lipstick. “Do you want to do this, Sam?” he asked. “I
know it looks intimidating, but it’s no different than being in front of a
group at your church playing piano or making an announcement. It’s no different
than you being your school’s President and giving the commencement speech at
your graduation. You are a natural for this, Sam.”


            “Really?”
I looked at Collins, trying to see what he saw in me that made him say that.


            “Really,”
he kissed me on the tip of my nose. “Come on,” he grabbed my hand. “I want the
world to see who I am totally and completely in love with, Sam. I want them to
see that Samanatha Sullivan is the love of my life.”


            The
door on Collins’ side opened, and our limo driver extended a hand for Collins
to step out.  He gracefully walked out and extended a hand to me, which I took,
and he pulled me out of the limo.  As soon as Collins stepped onto the red
carpet with me on his arm, the photographers swarmed around us, snapping lots
of photos, and the crowd started whispering how more handsome Collins was in
person, along with who was that girl next to him. Is she an actress? A model? 


            We
stood for some photos, greeted a few people ahead of us and around us, and was
soon inside the theater where it was brimming with many recognizable faces. 


            A
lovely brunette beauty slightly older than Collins in a plunging barely there
golden dress walked up to Collins and kissed him fully on the lips in front of
me. “Collins,” she declared. “I was looking forward to seeing you here.” She
kept her hand on his chest while staring into his eyes. “I missed you. It’s
been so long. You were so active in the scene, and then suddenly, you
disappeared. Stayed out in California too much, I hear, and have stopped coming
to your own films’ premieres out here.” She had her hands all over Collins
chest and abs. “Still so handsome. So hot…If you’re not busy tonight, after the
showing…”


            “Claire,”
Collins said, glancing at me uncomfortably. “Wonderful to see you again, too.
And you’re looking so lovely. But I have plans tonight…with my girlfriend
Samantha.”


            Claire
finally noticed me and looked me up and down. “Oh, do I know you? From some
modeling assignment or a small film somewhere?”


            “I’m
sorry,” I said, “but this is the first time we’ve met.” I extended my hand.
“You are a vision of loveliness, Claire. It is so nice to meet you.”


            Claire
smiled then, and turned to Collins. “Charming Collins. Very charming indeed.
She’s young, but she’s a definite step up from the rest.” She shook my hand and
said, “Hope to see you again soon.” Then she left, seeing some friend she
recognized and had to go say “hi” to.


            Collins
chuckled. “I told you you were a natural. If you can charm Claire, then you’re
doing pretty well.”


            “Who
is she?” I asked.


            “An
old friend of mine,” Collins said. “An famous actress in her own right, mainly
in Europe, but she attends many premieres.”


            “Did
you and her?” I had to ask. The way she was groping him openly and the way she
had kissed him…


            “Once,
a long time ago, way before you,” Collins said. 


            “Oh,”
I said, feeling not so friendly towards Claire now. 


            “Didn’t
mean anything, and it was during a time when I was, mind my expression, a
fucking machine manwhore.”


            I
swallowed. I knew Collins was experienced but it never hit me how experienced
he was until I met the Judge and now Claire. Two women who obviously knew how
to please an experienced and worldly man like Collins. 


            I
was feeling a little intimidated by the ritzy crowd, except for the strong grip
Collins had on my hand. He never once left my side for the night, during the
film, and afterwards when we stopped by a few parties, said our hellos, and
then left.


            “What
did you think of the film?” Collins asked.


            I
smiled widely. “I loved it. It was the right touch of everything…what a sweet
love story, Collins. I absolutely loved it.”


            “Good,”
Collins said. “I want to produce more of those. I knew you would see the value
in them.”


            “It
reminded me of films like Breakfast at Tiffany’s,” I said, “but with a
little more steam.”


            “Exactly,”
Collins said. “That was my intent…”


            I
turned towards Collins now and my mouth dropped open. “Collins, you didn’t…did
you…” I stopped stammering and started over again. “It’s your film,” I said.
“You wrote it.”


            Collins
looked away at first and then back at me with a small shy smile on his
beautiful angelic face. “Yes,” he said. “But no one should know that. It’s
written under my screenwriter pen name, and I want to keep it that way. No one
needs to know that I, Collins McGregor, write sappy tearjerker love story
films, too.”


            “Oh,
Collins,” I said, tears welling up. “You are so incredibly talented. That film,
it showed so much depth. I’m so proud and so impressed that you wrote something
that would touch so many people.”


            Collins
laughed. “I know it’s a disconnect, but it’s an outlet for me. I love this
whole film, media world, which is why I built Collins Companies all around it.
I guess it’s my way to help change the world we live in, to turn my negative
experiences in life to something positive.”


            I
grabbed Collins’ face and slammed my face to his, kissing him with all the
emotions I was feeling. I was so moved by today, by tonight, I wanted to show
my appreciation, and started fumbling with his belt, his zipper.


            “Hold
on, Speed Racer,” Collins joked. “Do you really want to do this?”


            “I
do…with you, Collins. I want my first time to be with you. In any way you want
me.”


            Collins
gasped then, and there were unshed tears in his eyes. “I didn’t do all this
today so you would finally agree to give in to me…”


            “No,
Collins,” I said, feeling his hardness against me, and wanting nothing more
than to give myself fully and freely to him. “I want to do this because I’ve
been craving you for so long. I want to do this because I want to give you
pleasure. I want you fulfilled. I want to do this because I love you so much,
it hurts, and when I think of how much I love you, I can’t help but cry.”


            I
was doing that now…tears were flowing down my cheeks, and Collins was kissing
them off, drying my face with his kisses. 


            “Then
tonight, we’ll make love…all the way,” Collins said. “But not here in New York.
I want to do it at our place.”


            I
agreed and we continued kissing all the way back to the hotel where we ended up
undressing each other, falling into bed, and Collins taking over pleasuring me
until I was writhing and climaxing over and over again. I wanted to please him,
to reciprocate, but he held me off, going into the shower by himself while I
fell asleep from exhaustion. 


            I
didn’t know if he came back to bed or if he had slept at all. I was completely
knocked out, and I think the only time I opened my eyes to see where Collins
was, he was on the phone talking. 


            When
I finally opened my eyes again, it was either really late night or the wee
hours of the morning, and Collins was dressed casually in jeans and a grey
t-shirt, his hair freshly washed, and his face looking rested. 


            “You,”
I said, “did not sleep. How is it possible for you to look so good in the
morning when I feel like something an elephant dragged in.”


            Collins
laughed. “An elephant?”


            “Well,
they’re big and wild, and can lift a ton. That’s how I’m feeling, as though I
weigh a ton.”


            “Come
here,” Collins said, opening his arms.


            I
got up and stumbled over to him, falling flat into his arms, with his catching
me. I looked up at him and was trying to shield my face with my hands. Boy was
that graceful…not.


            Collins
chuckled. “An angel had fallen into my lap.”


            “An
awkward dis-graceful, one,” I said. 


            “One
whom I adore beyond words,” Collins said, kissing my temple. “Good morning. How
was your night?”


            “Splendid,”
I said. “You made my dream come true.”


            “What
was that?” Collins said, cocking an eyebrow.


            “Secretly,
I don’t even know how you could’ve guessed, but I wanted to experience what it
would be like to be a princess for the day or to experience what it would be
like to be a movie star. I mean, it’s Mom’s dream really, but she kind of
instilled it in me, too.”


            Collins
kissed my forehead. “I shall think it’s every girl’s dream to at least
experience what it would be like for a day.”


            “You,”
I touched his nose playfully before kissing it, “have so many layers in you,
which I’m beginning to see can be all kinds…sensitive, deep, emotional,
romantic, dark, and even so incredibly heartfelt. You have such a deep
understanding of people, Collins…that film, this trip, your ability to
understand people’s dreams and ambitions. You are the most amazing, incredible
man I’ve ever met.”


            “And
you,” Collins said, “make it possible for me to find those layers within me,
those facets of me.”


            “More
than you were ever given any credit for. More than you were told you would ever
amount to,” I said, remembering how Collins’ drug-addicted mother treated him
like he was nothing but trash, an inconvenience to her life, a way for her to
make money to support her drug habit. Collins had overcome a lot to be where he
was today.


            “More
than anyone, except you, have ever given me credit for…and Gail,” Collins said.
He looked at me tenderly. “No one had ever refused me the way you have, never
wanted anything from me, not the scholarship, not the job, not the money, not
even my body. All you’ve ever wanted from me was a chance to help me, to give
yourself to me. You are like no other, Sam. I see that. I recognize that in
you. You are true, and that is one reason why I would give anything for you.
Why you are the Queen.”


            “And
you, Collins,” I said, “hold a very special place in my heart.”







 


Chapter 7 


 


 


            Like all dreams, I had to wake up the next day
to find myself back in California, and attending a field study psychology class
at UC Irvine with Derek.


            It
was my second time in class since starting summer course at UC Irvine, and I
walked into the large auditorium where the class was held.


            Professor
Melton, a trim man in his forties with glasses and a buzz haircut stood at the
podium. “I realize it’s summer, and most of you have other plans than to spend
it in class sitting for hours while I lecture on stuff you can pick up a
textbook to read on your own. So, the way this class would be handled is for
you to be partnered up at a field site, which had been approved for this class,
and to come up with a paper at the end of the course about your experience
there, how you would improve anything, the observations you’ve had, and if you
were given the chance to run the program, what would you do the same.  What
would you do differently?”


            Derek
glanced over at me and handed me a sheet of paper.


            List
of approved field sites:  


 


1)     
Orange County Mental Health Institution


2)     
Halfway House of Santa Ana


3)     
School for Troubled Youths


4)     
Orange County Juvenile Corrections Center


 


            “These
two,” I said, pointing to School for Troubled Youths and Orange County Juvenile
Corrections Center.


 


            “Okay,”
Derek said, “we can try for either. I heard School for Troubled Youths never
get filled up, while Orange County Juvenile Corrections Center does.”


            “My
first choice is Juvie,” I said.


            Derek
raised his eyebrow. “Not the Halfway House? I’d think that would be something
you might want to take a look at.”


            “I
would, but I’m interested in seeing what goes on in Juvie. Tate…he spent so
many years there. Not here in O.C., but one out-of-state.”


            “Tate,”
Derek said. “So that’s why.” Derek let out a slow breath. “He is a charmer
alright. Just three weeks into counseling, and he’s become the most popular
peer counselor requested at the center. Even beating you.”


            I
laughed. “He does have a way of just being himself, and that seemed to work
well with his peers. He has that way with him, as though it’s easy to be able
to tell him anything.”


            Derek
observed me for a minute before sinking back down into his seat. “So you two
are getting along?”


            “I’ve
forgiven him for his prank a while back, Derek. Yes, we are getting along now.”


            “Good,”
Derek said. “I thought maybe he might come across as too strong.”


            “What?”
I asked, “Why? For what?”


            “He
obviously likes you,” Derek said. “I see him trying to flirt with you all the
time.”


            “That’s
all he is doing…” I said. “Flirting.”


            “Well,
good, because you know he is underage, and you are eighteen. It wouldn’t be
good if you two take that flirting beyond flirting.”


            “Derek,”
I said. “Are you saying this because you’re jealous?”


            “No,
well, honestly, a little, but I’m moving on. I know all you want between us is
friendship. I accept that, although I’m a bit broken-hearted. But no, I’m
bringing this up because I know Tate is Collins’ little brother, and he has
that same charm, even some of the same features. Tate is very persistent, and
he’s the type of guy who can smooth talk anyone into anything. I know. I’m
practically best buddies with him now.”


            I
laughed. “Best buddies…you and Tate?”


            “I
know, ironic, isn’t it. I like the kid, but I don’t trust him sometimes. Not
that he has bad intentions and all that, but that he’s harden and street smart.
He’s used to taking things, doing what he needs to do in order to survive. He
may be young and underage, but he’s already lived a long hard life, a life you
have been sheltered from all your life.”


            “He’s
told you about some of his experiences?” I asked.


            “A
little…just a snippet here or there. He’s keeping a lot of it bottled up. But
when I sit with him and observe him during some of his calls, he does talk
about some of his own experiences with the callers…to help them relate to him.
He’s a natural at it. Just like you are.”


            “So
you think I should be careful around him?”


            “I
know he has a crush on you, and that he mentioned he once went too far with a
girl he had a crush on and ended up hurting her. He regretted it, but felt he
lost control,” Derek said. 


            “Well,”
I said. “I don’t see him very often outside of Sawyer House. Like a teenage boy
his age, who suddenly acquired many friends…especially friends who are girls, he
has his own life. Collins sees him for dinner, and he keeps tabs on him through
Vincent.”


            “Good
that Collins has Vincent on Tate’s tail.”







            “Why
so distrustful of Tate?” I asked Derek, getting up to hand in my top field
sites choices to the T.A. in front of the class.


            Derek
got up with me and handed his in, and as we were walking out the lecture room,
he turned to me and said, “I heard him on a phone call recently. His own phone,
not Sawyer House.”


            “Was
Vincent nearby?” I asked.


            “No,
it was when Vincent went to the restroom, and Tate thought he was by himself.”


            “So,
why all this secrecy?”


            “Tate
was acting nervous and was glancing around as though he didn’t want anyone to
hear. I caught a little of his conversation, though because the walls can be
thin around Sawyer House…”


            I
looked down. Thin walls? In that case, could anyone have heard anything said
between Daggers and me, Gail and me, etc.?  I knew I was being paranoid, but
this conversation about Tate was making me nervous.


            “Tate
was telling someone that he would get the money soon to pay him back and then
he wanted out.”


            “Did
you get the name of who he was talking to?” I asked.


            “No…I
thought at first it was that asshole you just put behind bars, but it couldn’t
be.  He’s behind bars. But it’s someone, and I think that someone is up to no
good.”


            I
bit my lips. I felt responsible for Tate being out of Juvie. I felt responsible
for him suddenly living with Collins. For the first time since I had asked
Collins to give Tate a chance being free from Juvie and trying to resume a
normal life outside, I felt apprehension about my decision. What if Tate really
wasn’t reformed and was putting on this act so he can carry out some scheme,
which might end up hurting Collins or me? Tate was obviously smarter than he
seemed…also charismatic and a smooth talker…


 


            “Miss
Sullivan,” the T.A. called. “You will be having your field study at the OC
Juvenile Center.”


 


            I
smiled happily at Derek. “I got my number one choice. What about you?”


            Derek
said, “Don’t know yet. They haven’t called my name.”


            “Go
check then,” I said, getting my backpack from my seat and turning to go.


            Derek
went up to the blonde T.A. graduate student and smiled. She smiled back,
noticing Derek’s obvious good looks. 


            I
would have felt a tinge of jealousy because Derek and I always had that
something that if it wasn’t for me being so madly in love with Collins, we
would probably be together. But I didn’t. I wanted Derek to find someone he can
be with finally, and to move on. I was his friend foremost, and I wanted the
best for him, even if it meant that I would no longer be the object of his
affections.


            Derek
came back to me to pick up his backpack. “Looks like we’re going to be
co-conspirators,” he said. “I got Juvie, just like you.”


            “Yay!”
I said, reaching up to hug him happily.


            He
smiled. “I like how the little things in life just make you so happy.”


            “Yeah?”
I said. “It beats getting depressed or feeling sorry for yourself, you know.” I
took his hand and swung it back and forth.


            He
looked surprised at first but went with it. “What are you doing?”


            “Just
doing a little celebratory gesture with you, to show how happy I am with all
this.”


            “Boy,
whatever it is Collins is doing…as much as I’m still jealous of him…if he can
make you this happy, I’m beginning to be fine with it.”


            “Good,”
I said, walking hand in hand with him outside the lecture hall. “Because we’re
going to be partners at Juvie, and I want you at my back, and I’ll be at yours.
Agreed?”


            “Agreed,”
Derek said. “Sounds like we’re about to go into territory we’re going to need
some support from each other for.”


            I
nodded. Juvie and also, if what Derek heard was right about Tate, then I’m
going to need all the support I could get.







 


Chapter 8


 


 


Collins had promised to be there with me when I
attend my Dad’s church with Nydia and my mother for the first time since my
parents’ divorce.


Going
back to my father, well, actually my ex-stepfather’s church was going to be as
awkward as anything, especially since my parents were no longer together.


But
they had joint custody over Nydia, who I learned recently was my half-sister.
Although the divorce was almost finalized, my mother still pretended to be wife
of a pastor, still leading the ladies at church with her book club meetings,
while Nydia attended youth class.


Because
it was much more awkward without me there for support, Mom pulled me with her
to church, where once again, as though I never left, I would be playing the
piano. 


I
looked forward to having Collins with me during the entire time, but he had to
take the jet out last night to go to Europe on an important deal for his
subsidiary. He apologized profusely when he came over to my apartment last
night to tell me he couldn’t be there with me when I returned back to my
ex-stepfather’s church in perhaps the most awkward meeting that could ever
happen.


“Take
Tate instead,” Collins said. “I think he’s free, and it will probably do him
some good.”


“Tate?
I don’t think he would want to go.”


“Did
you ask him? Maybe he would,” Collins said.


“Alright,”
I said. 


“Here,”
Collins said, on the phone, “I have Tate on the phone.” He handed me his phone.


“Hi
Tate,” I said cheerily. 


“Hi
Sam,” he said after a moment of hesitation. “How are you doing?”


“Good,
Tate,” I said. “What are you doing tomorrow?”


“Well,
I was going to go surfing in the morning and then meet up with Jennifer and her
friends for burgers, but do you have something in mind, Sam? I can cancel out
on all if you need me to. I mean, I heard a little of what Collins said, and
sure, I’ll accompany you anywhere.”


I
smiled. Tate was not the smooth talking Tate he usually portrayed at Sawyer
House. He was just Tate…Collins’ younger brother. Tate was street smart, but
around me, there were moments of awkwardness around him that made me realize he
still had a bit of innocence to him. 


“Would
you like to escort me to church tomorrow morning?” I said.


“Church?”
Tate’s voice was surprised and even incredulous. 


“Yes,
church,” I said, looking at Collins. “I’ll be going there to help out with some
things tomorrow morning. Collins was supposed to go with me, but…”


Collins
held out his hand, with a look of annoyance. “Little brother, I need you to
step in for me tomorrow. I made a promise to Sam that I’ll be there for her at
church, but I have to be in Rome tomorrow.”


Collins
looked over at me and gave a thumbs up, which would have been comical coming
from Collins. I didn’t expect him to let down his guard even with Tate enough
to be so playful.


“He’ll
go,” Collins said, ending the call, and pulling me to him to kiss me soundly on
my mouth. “I wished I could be the one going with you, but this deal will fall
apart if I don’t go. I have to, Sam.”


“So
you finally trust Tate alone with me?” I said.


Collins
shrugged. “Why shouldn’t I?”


“I
just thought last time…”


Collins
began undressing me. “I can’t be jealous of every man who finds you attractive
or would try to get into your pants, Sam. If I do, I would spend all my time
fighting men off. You are a beautiful amazing young woman, and I’ll have to
accept that you will get that kind of attention from men. Including from Tate,
but…I want this to all work out, Sam. I want you in my life, and I want a new
start with my brother.”


The
following morning after we spent the night together, he left for Rome for a few
days, and I waken by the constant buzzing of my doorbell.


I
was dressed only in my underwear when I got up and wrapped my black silk robe
around me. My hair was tousled and I ran my fingers through it once to tame it
a little before opening the door. 


Tate
was standing in front, an odd expression on his face, when he saw me. He stood
frozen for a second as he took me in with his icy blue eyes from head to toe. They
were eyeing me like a piece of candy when I realized what he was looking at… my
robe was short and thin, and he could clearly see the outline of my entire
naked body underneath, including my erect high-beaming nipples, thanks to the
cold morning air. I pulled the robe tighter around me.


“Oh,
excuse me,” I said. “I just got up and threw this on, not expecting anyone this
early except the cleaning lady…Tate, come in, though.” I opened the door wide
open and gestured for him to step in.


He
did slowly, looking around, as though he was being cautious, as though he was
remembering some memory. “This is kind of awkward,” Tate said. “Maybe I should
wait outside?”


“Why?”
I said, closing the door. “I’ll just go get dressed. You look good by the way.
I like that sports coat on you, and those jeans look clean.”


Tate
smiled as though he was relieved. “I’ve never been to church before, Sam. I
thought I’d dress nicer, not the usual.”


“You
looked good either way, Tate,” I said, eyeing his perfect body clad in clothing
straight out of a Ralph Lauren catalogue. With his pierced lips and nose, his
muscular build, he looked…. Not that I was noticing, but he looked good. 


Stop
thinking that way, Sam!  Susan reminded me. He’s still a kid.


I
hurriedly changed into a cream lace sheath dress, silver sandals, and silver
jewelry. I ran my fingers through my hair again into elegant waves that flowed
down my shoulders and back. I walked out and found Tate looking at the kitchen
counter and the wall…the wall where he and Billy had the fight. Tate was
fighting Billy off of me, and Billy had crushed him against that wall, knocking
him out cold.


“Hey,
Tate,” I said coming up behind him and startling him.


“Oh
Sam, whoa, I didn’t expect you to come up behind me.”


“Is
everything alright?”


Tate
turned around and stopped breathing. After a second, he said softly, “You look
like an angel dressed that way.”


“It’s
church, and I just want to look nice,” I said echoing what he’d just said. “Now
that we’re ready, let’s get going.”


He
still had a frustrated and torn look on his face as he took in the scene at my
apartment. “I can’t believe what I’ve done just a month ago. To you, to
Collins.” His face crumbled. “I can’t believe what I was planning on doing.” He
fell down on his knees and grabbed my legs. “I’m so sorry, Sam. God forgive me,
I am so so very sorry for what Billy and I did to you.”


“Tate,
get up,” I bent down to his level, on my knees to face him. “Tate, look me,” I
reached out and held his shoulders so he can look at me. His icy blue eyes met
mine shyly. 


I
took his hands in mine and said, “Tate, I know what you did was wrong, but I
forgave you already.”


Tate’s
head bent down and looked up again. “You have? How could you?”


I
stood up and held my hand to him to help him up. “I have to in order to move
on, Tate. I don’t want to wallow in the past. It’s held me captive for so
long…it’s like Billy held me in captive for so long.”


Upon
hearing Billy’s name, surprisingly I didn’t have the paralyzing reaction I used
to have. My entire body no longer tremble in fear and dread just from the mere
mention of my tormentor’s name.


The
effect was different on Tate, though. His eyes blinked, and a strange
expression fleeted across his beautiful face. Was it fear, hate, loathing? It
was one of those or all of them. One thing was clear, however, Tate had some
unfinished business with Billy still.


 


*****


 


            We
were running late after I fixed Tate breakfast in my kitchen. Scrambled eggs,
bacon, and toast. He gobbled it up, and said, “Delicious. Another reason to be
half in love with you.”


            “Tate,”
I joked, picking up his dishes and tossing it in the sink. “You’ll find someone
special someday soon, and then you’ll forget all about me.”


            Tate
stood up and came over. He touched my shoulders slightly before he pulled me to
him. His lips was on my temples when he said, “I will never forget you, Sam.”


            I
pulled out of his embrace quickly, and took a step back. “Tate, um, we better
go.” 


 


*****


            When
we arrived at church, Mom and Nydia were already seated in the pew up front
where our family usually sat, with my father. I drew a small sigh of relief
seeing how things appeared to be the same. Of course, despite my parents
getting divorce, they were still trying to maintain appearances. 


            Like
clockwork, we went through the entire motions of being in church with me
playing the piano during songs, and mother heading off to conduct her book club
meetings with the other ladies in church. Nydia was about to go to youth class
when she turned to me and said, “Why isn’t Collins here? I missed him. I like
seeing him with you, Sam.”


            I
bent down to talk to her. “He had to be at a meeting for his company today.
He’ll see you when he gets back.”


            “Who
is that man who looks a little like him?” Nydia asked.


            “Come
see for yourself,” I said. Next, I walked her over to Tate, and although they
were very briefly introduced right when Tate and I arrived and sat in the pew
with them, I said, “Nydia wanted to know who you are, Tate.”


            “I’m
whatever and whoever you want me to be,” Tate raised his eyebrows and glanced
at me with a smirk on his face.


            “In
that case,” Nydia said in her precocious way, “You’re going to be Collins, and
help my sister a little but play with me a lot today.”


            Tate
gave me a knowing nod before saying, “Smart, aren’t you? You don’t know how
much I want to be Collins, Nydia. Thank you, I’ll be just like Collins today
and take very good care of you and Sam.”


            Nydia
shot me a wide smile and said, “Can we keep him, Sam? I like him already.”


            If
I was not head over heels in love and lust with Collins, I would have fallen
for Tate and the way he instantly won over Nydia. But as I said, I was head
over heels in love with Collins, and seeing Tate trying hard to be like Collins
only made me love Collins even more.







Chapter 9 


 


 


            Things in my life always manage to work in
mysterious ways. Without me even knowing it, I thought I was helping out my
mother and Nydia by going to church to be with them today, but I ended up being
the one who needed the most help.


 


After
introducing Tate to Nydia and everyone I knew, he quickly and seamlessly
integrated himself into the congregation, much to my surprise. Tate had been
the fresh air and the distraction everyone needed at the church to take away
the attention from Mom and Dad’s divorce. Everyone seemed interested in him,
including Pastor Michael, who thought Tate would be great to have at the Youth
Center. Tate certainly was the center of attention for all the young women at
church, especially the ones who were relentlessly flirting with Pastor Michael.



“Help
me find someone his own age to date,” I told Pastor Michael when he asked me to
his office to talk.


“Why?”
he asked, looking at me curiously. “He seemed to have no problem attracting
anyone. Why would he need help, and why the urgency?”


“Oh,
nothing,” I said to my old friend the young handsome pastor whom I had helped
start the Youth Group at my father’s church with, which he now ran. 


“I
know you’re with Collins McGregor. It’s all over the tabloids and magazines.
You are his new hot conquest,” Michael blanched. 


I
covered my mouth in surprise. “It’s not like that at all, Michael.”


“Well,
from what the media says, and the way everyone sees Collins McGregor, you are
merely arm candy.”


“I
went to New York to one of his film premieres and the press was all there. I
behaved appropriately, like a lady. There is no reason why the press or anyone
would think I’m just after Collins McGregor’s billions and fame.”


“No
one has to have a reason. They just assume that because he’s who he is, Sam,”
Michael said gently. “You know, anyone he dates, especially someone as young
and beautiful as you, will be thought of in the worst way.”


“Well,”
I huffed. “I’m with him for the right reasons. You know me, Michael. I’m not
some floozy. I’ve never dated anyone before until Collins.”


“I
know,” Michael smiled. “It’s one of the things that made you very attractive,
Sam. I bet especially to someone like Collins, who will find that a challenge.
Forbidden fruit.”


“Michael!”
I scolded him. “I can’t believe you would say such a thing.”


“I’m
only saying this as a friend, and as your pastor,” Collins said. “You are
young, inexperienced, and very sheltered. I know what it’s like to be a
pastor’s kid. I was one.”


I
shook my head. “I didn’t know that, Michael. I thought you were a world
traveler, a vagabond who traveled from place to place, roughing it.”


“I
was before I became a pastor, Sam,” Michael said. “I used to be an
investigative journalist, a photojournalist, and an environmental activist. I traveled
all over the world helping villages with water and food issues, photographing
women and children, photographing disaster areas, and the most impoverished
conditions.”


“What
made you become a pastor?” I asked.


“I
was a pastor’s kid from a very strict family, and I always felt I wasn’t good
enough for my father. I never felt I could live up to the perfect older brother
I had who went to Harvard and ended up becoming the founder of a successful
non-profit. So I rebelled in college. Took off after my senior year to Africa
and then Indonesia, Cambodia, Thailand, and everywhere I got an assignment to
go. I finally ended up being caught up in a rebellion in the Philippines, that
nearly cost me my life. God has a funny way of putting you back on the right path,
Sam, and I knew with clarity what all that was leading me to…back to church,
Sam. So I went to seminary, and found my way to your father’s church.” He
smiled. “I never looked back.”


“So
you feel you’re at the right place now?” I asked.


“I
do, Sam.” Michael sat down and gestured for me to sit in his office across from
his desk.


I
sat and placed my hands in my lap. I had always been friends with Michael since
moving to Newport Beach years ago, but never talked to him on the level of a
peer. He was always my father’s young pastor associate, and I was his helper at
church.


“I
know you’ve taken on a lot of responsibilities on your own…many of which are
out of your control, Sam. What you’ve done already has been remarkable. I know
you’ve had so much to deal with including your parents’ divorce, and facing
that attacker, that dark spot from your past, but now I see you’re also taking
on the role of trying to be everything for Collins McGregor, including trying
to help Tate along the way. It’s admirable of you, Sam, and I know you could
handle it because you are you, but you’ve just come from facing the demons of
your past which takes time to heal from.”


“What
are you trying to say?” I asked. 


“I’m
saying, Sam, let Tate slowly find his own way, with some guidance from us, but
in order for him to be able to truly be free of his past and his own demons,
you need to let him be. I see how you’re trying to tame him. I see how he is
trying to be the kind of young man you want him to be…”


“You
can see all that just from today?” I asked, astonished.


“I’ve
been there, Sam. I’m a guy, just like Tate. I find you attractive as I’m sure
Tate does. When a guy finds a woman attractive, and he really likes her, he
tries to change a bit for her. It helps to attract the girl right back, but in
the long run, if the man doesn’t change for himself, because he wants to do it
for himself, instead of for a woman, he will resent changing.”


“So
I’m trying to change Tate?” I asked. “I really had no intentions to, just to
help him get off the streets, get him on the right path so he doesn’t end up in
jail again. Is that so wrong?”


“No,
Sam,” Michael said. “It isn’t. All I’m saying is, you don’t have to do it all,
you don’t have to try so hard. Let things happen. Allow God’s will to happen.
You are only one person, and I’ve seen how much you’ve been through just within
the last few months. I’m worried about you, but I know you have your pride,
too.”


“So,
what do you think I should do…” I finally asked. “Tate and Collins hardly know
each other, and I brought Tate back into Collins’ life. Now Tate is involved
between us. He is my responsibility. I promised him that I’ll give him a
chance. I’ve forgiven him already for his part in the Billy incident, but…” I
stopped, afraid I revealed too much to Michael. Did I ever tell him about the
Billy incident? 


“He’s
already volunteering at Sawyer House?” Michael asked. “He should find that when
he gives of himself selflessly like that, he will get a lot back in terms of
self-worth and confidence. I’d like for him to continue coming here on Sundays,
though, to help with the younger kids, too.”


“I’d
like to be here to help him, but…” 


“Don’t
worry, Sam,” Michael said. “I’ll watch him. I’ll keep an eye out for him.”


“Really?”
I said. “Why would you do that?”


Michael
sighed, his green eyes looking down at his hands before he looked up into mine.
“I want you to be happy, Sam. I want you to find your way on your own but still
know that whatever choice you make in life, you will always have a friend in
me.”


I
stood up and went up to Michael, wrapping my arms around him in a big hug. “Thank
you, Michael,” I said. “You will always have a friend in me, too.”


Michael
pulled back and patted my shoulders. He smiled tenderly at me. “I want you to
know…some good things have happened since we saw each other in court.”


“I’m
happy for that,” I said, my eyes lighting up with anticipation for good news.
“What?”


“Since
your parents’ divorce, I noticed your father had been saying only kind things
about your mother…and you. I think he realized what he had, despite some bumps
in the relationship, and miss that, miss being a family.”


“I
hope so,” I said, feeling a lump in my throat. “Mom’s almost completely sober.
She’s really taken to heart her fight with alcoholism.” My voice cracked. “I
think she realized how much it’s hurt the family. How much she had lost because
of it.”


“I’ve
been praying for her, for Nydia, your father, and you,” Michael said. 


“Thank
you,” I said. “You will be a wonderful Senior Pastor one day, Michael. My
family was fortunate to have you be there for us throughout this entire ordeal.
You handled my parents extremely well. I know my father put you in a difficult
position having to pick sides between my parents, but you were able to handle
it well. I know my mother and father both consider you a good friend.”


“That
I am,” Michael said, reaching out to hold my hand. “I feel like I’m part of the
family. Their divorce affected me deeply, too.” Michael’s face broke for a
second, and I saw a part of him I’d never seen…the human, the man behind the
pastor. 


I
reached out and hugged him again. “You are family to us, Michael. 


Michael
reached out a finger to gently touch my chin. “Good, because Sam, I care a lot
about you. If you find yourself in trouble, if you need to talk to someone
about anything, about things you may not want to do, if you are being pressured
to do anything you’re not comfortable with or anything; please please please do
not hesitate to come to me for anything.” He kissed the top of my head and
said, “I’m so incredibly sorry I did not help you through the turmoil you went
through with Billy. I remembered your father mentioning his name once bitterly
when I first came to this church, but I never realized how much pain you must
have been going through because you couldn’t turn to anyone about what was
happening to you.” He swallowed and looked down. “That shouldn’t happen at a
church. That shouldn’t happen between friends and family. I’m sorry if I failed
you…that you couldn’t come to me as a friend or even as your pastor to seek
help for so long.” He shook his head and held me.


I
broke down in tears then. I thought I was so strong holding all my emotions in,
even after sending Billy back to jail, even trying to put the past behind me by
trying to change Tate. I sobbed and sobbed into Michael’s shoulders. “I’ve
always felt so alone like I couldn’t tell anyone about it,” I cried. 


“It
was not your burden alone, Sam. You’ve always had someone. Why were you so
afraid to let anyone know, to talk about it, to ask for help?” Michael asked.


“Because
I didn’t want to fall apart,” I said. “I had to stay strong for Nydia, for Mom.
I couldn’t tell anyone at Sawyer House, not Gail, not Derek. I’m a peer
counselor, I’m supposed to have all the answers. I can’t be more damaged than
the kids who call. And Collins…how could I possibly tell Collins what happened.
It’s too horrific. It was so horrible, the thing Billy did to me, said to
me…the mind games he played, the threats… that I had to block it from my mind
or I’d go insane. Plus, Collins…he and Tate…I’m their pillar. I’m the one
they’re relying on to help them through their demons. I can’t ever fall apart
in front of them.”


Michael
patted my back, and held me close. “Cry it all out, Sam, I’m here. I’m here for
you.”


“But
Michael,” I pulled back, wiping my eyes with my hands. He handed me a tissue
immediately. “I know how you feel…about me, about Collins…how could I possibly
tell you everything I’m feeling?”


Michael
rubbed his eyes and took a deep breath before saying, “I admit to wanting to have
a relationship with you when you turned of age, but I could see how you respond
to Collins…” He looked away. “Some things are things you just can’t help, and I
have to accept you being with someone else. My broken heart will mend, but in
the meantime, I’m still going to be a friend. However, if it’s at all awkward,
you don’t have to tell me anything.”


I
laughed. “No, not awkward at all, Michael.”


“Good,”
Michael said. “I’d rather set aside my romantic feelings and stay friends just
so you can have someone removed from your situation, to talk to. I mean it,
Sam. I don’t ever want you to worry about how things will affect our
relationship or what I’ll think of you, if you ever find yourself in need of
help.” He smiled into my face. “I’m a servant of God, as a pastor and as a
follower. I don’t judge. It’s not in my place to make judgment on others. We’ve
all done things we’re not proud of. I know I have so don’t feel that just
because I’ve chosen to make my career and role in life, one that is clearly a
servant of God, that I will judge you or be critical of you.”


“I
wished my father had more of the same attitude,” I said. “If he did, I probably
would be able to talk to him about Billy a long time ago. I probably would have
trust him to help me rather than condemn me.”


Michael
shook his head. “I’m sorry to say, sometimes even Pastors are much too human,
despite our good intentions. Sometimes the most devout misinterpret what God
wants us to do. We’re not here to judge others, to stone them to death, to
condemn them and think we are much holier and righteous than anyone else. As
far as everything I’ve read in the Bible, we’re here to love one another.”


“For
those without sin, let him be the first to cast the stone,” I said, reciting
from the Bible. 


“So
you see, Sam,” Michael said. “No one has the right to judge you. No one has the
right to say you can never ever be good enough. Because in God’s eyes, you are.
You are perfect.”


Again,
I felt tears washed over me, and a sense of enormous relief pour through me.
This was what I needed to hear. 


I’ve
forsaken that part of me the last few years since the Billy incident. Not only
had he stripped me of my confidence, self-worth, and sense of security; but he
had stripped me of my faith. I had let it strip me of my faith. 


And
like it or not, as much as I kept denying it, kept wanting to believe how
strong I was without it, having it was a strong part of me. 


“Thank
you, Michael,” I said, after I again blew my nose and wiped my face with the
tissues Michael handed me. 


“You
don’t need to thank me,” Michael said.


“Well,
I do, I don’t like taking people’s kindness and help for granted,” I said. “One
could always say a simple ‘thank you’.” 


Michael
laughed. “So Samantha Sullivan has come back to us!”


“I
hope so,” I said.


Michael
tapped me on the head gently with his fingers. “It’s great having you back.”


I
said shakily but firmly, “I have always been here, all along, but now I’ve come
out of hiding.”


 







 


Chapter 10


 


 


            After saying good-bye to Michael, my parents,
and Nydia; I received a ride back to my apartment from Vincent. Minus Tate. 


            I
was relieved and happy with the turn of events at church for my parents,
myself, and Tate. I couldn’t have imagined it to be any better. As I was
getting ready to leave with Tate, Michael asked Tate if he could stay to help
him coach the small basketball team of eleven and twelve year old boys that
formed last week. It would only be an hour or so. Tate hesitated at first, but
when the boys began saying, “Come on, Tate, please be our coach,” Tate gave in,
looking over at me in defeat.


            I
went up to him and said, “Get used to your popularity. You’ve got the McGregor
charm.” I thanked him for coming with me to church, and said, “I’ll send
Vincent back to get you after practice.” Then I whispered, “See it wasn’t that
bad.”


            He
beamed at me and said, “That’s because you’re here with me.”


            “Nah,”
I said, “It’s because you’re making friends.” I looked over where Michael was
helping one of the boys with his shot, and waved.


            Michael
waved good-bye, looked over at Tate, and back at me again. I nodded. Michael’s
got Tate for me. Although I liked and cared for Tate, having a community around
me (although it was just Sawyer House and Michael), it made a world of
difference to me. 


I
wished I had trusted Michael or Gail or even Derek earlier with my
problems…with Billy’s grip on me. It would have prevented Tate from ever
getting involved with Billy. Billy was a bully and a sociopath. No doubt, if
Tate didn’t help me fight Billy at my apartment that day Billy came after me,
Billy would have killed me.







Chapter 11


 


 


 


            “How was church?” Collins asked me on the phone
as soon as I arrived home to my empty apartment. I missed Collins already,
although he was gone for just a day.


            “It
went well,” I smiled into the phone. “Really well. I was expecting all hell to
break loose between my parents, but they were cordial with each other, even
friendly. Michael said my father even mentioned he missed Mom and me.”


            “Oh,
Baby,” Collins said, “I wished I could be there to share that experience with
you. I miss you so much, I brought along your special heart undies.”


            I
blushed. “No, you didn’t.”


            “On
every trip, Sam,” Collins said. “I bring a reminder of you with me on every
trip I take.”


            “Collins,”
I said, feeling as though he was right in front of me instead of thousands of
miles away. “I want to be open in every way to you from now on.” Did I just say
that? I guess my opening up to Michael today was making me realize how much I
needed to be open and honest with my feelings and fears with the man I loved.
Just like I needed Collins to be more open with me.


            There
was a hesitation on the other end of the phone before Collins said, “I’d like
that, Sam. I would, but I thought you were already pretty open to me. What else
do you need to tell me?”


            I
shook my head as I answered Collins, “Just that I wished I told you about Billy
a while back. I wished I told you how scared I am to be touched intimately, how
I loathed my own body, didn’t see myself as desirable at all, after what Billy
did to me for years.” I was on the brink of tears again as I told Collins all
about my fears and how it had held me back from giving myself fully to him, to
any relationship. I finally couldn’t hold back the tears and was crying again with
the weight of all the years of repressing those strong emotions of guilt, pain,
shame, and fear. As I grieved all the years I’ve let the memory and fear of
Billy rule me, tears of guilt and now with relief flooded me, and I didn’t know
when they would ever stop.


            “Baby,
oh Baby,” Collins said, crying with me over the phone. I could hear his throat
constrict with raw pain for me. “I can’t tell you how much I love you right now
for being so brave in facing this. I can’t tell you how much I want to break that
asshole’s neck for everything he’s done to you, to your family…” Collins said.
“If it wasn’t for someone not being able to show for this meeting until
tomorrow morning, I’d be there with you, holding you in my arms and kissing
away your tears. I wouldn’t be stuck halfway around the world from you. It
sucks that I can’t be with you all the time. You are all that I think about,
you are everything to me, Sam. Everything.”


            I
sighed, taking a deep calming breath. “Collins,” I said softly. “You are
everything to me, too.”


            “I
think I’m ready,” Collins said softly.


            “For
what?” I asked, wanting to be sure I’ve heard him correctly.


            “For
going the next step. For being open and honest with you, Sam.” Collins took a
deep breath and let out a hoarse sigh. “God, Sam, I’ve got some major issues.
I’m scared to let you know everything, to let you see more of me…I’ve been
holding back, too. I’ve got demons that keep me from truly giving my all to
you. But now I want you to see that part of me, too. Just as you’ve allowed me
to see all of you.”


            “I’m
ready to see all of you, too, Collins,” I said. “I’m so eager to move to the
next step with you. In every way.”


            There
was another hesitation. This time a bit longer before Collins answered back.
When he did, I noticed a shift in him, a change, which scared the hell out of
me. Daggers was back. “I’m scared, Sam. So terrified.” 


            I
gulped. Then it was as though the Susan within recognized that little lost boy
of Collins. “Don’t worry, Daggers,” I said. “It will be alright.”


            “How
do you know?” Daggers asked. “You left me once before. You’ll leave me again.
How can I trust you? You’re just like the rest of them, only wanting to use me,
only wanting me to satisfy your urges.”


            ‘No,
I’m not,” I said. “I’m not like the rest of them, Daggers. I love you. I love
you so much I want to know everything about you.”


            “Including
the bad?” Daggers asked.


            “Including
the bad, if there is a bad,” I said. “When I say I love you, Daggers, it means
I love you, as Daggers, and you as Collins. I love everything about you so you
don’t have to be afraid of what I’ll think.”


            “I
am, though,” Daggers said. “You are the only one who matters. If I lose you
because of me letting you in, I would never be able to trust anyone again.”


 


*****


 


I
wanted to call Gail to ask her about Daggers’ fears and past…what was Collins
so afraid of that he would instantly become Daggers again?  


I
was ready to call her when I received a strange text message.


MC: 
It’s time for your next lesson.


Next
lesson? Who was this, and what were they talking about?


I
texted back. “What lesson?”


MC:
My my my, how this little kitty has already forgotten about our arrangement.
Lesson 2. It’s time for the next lesson.


It
dawned on me who it was. Speaking of the devil.


I
texted back: Where do I meet you?


The
doorbell rang right after I sent the text, and I jumped.


MC:
At your place. I’m standing at your door.







Chapter 12


 


 


“Sam! It’s been a while since I’ve seen you,”
Judge Colleen Seevers greeted me like an old friend at my door.


MC
– she was the one who texted me. “MC” – stood for “Mistress Colleen”.


I
blinked again, not believing my eyes. Judge Seevers was standing at my door on
a Sunday night, wearing a white blouse, tight navy pencil skirt, and a navy
cardigan sweater. She was even wearing reading glasses, the type librarians
wore. She was still clearly a strikingly beautiful woman with her bright hazel
eyes peering out of the glasses and her red lips full and pouty, as though she
had just spent hours kissing someone.


I
shuddered. I was not expecting her at all, and I was not expecting to see her
looking like a school teacher. She was deceptively harmless-looking, which
unnerved me. What was she planning?


“I
was just in the neighborhood, and I thought, why not pay Sam Sullivan a little
visit,” she said cheerily.


“I’m
a little busy at the moment,” I said, realizing I was alone again with her. She
looked harmless, but I also knew she was the woman who scarred Collins for
life. 


“Before
you close that door on me,” Judge Seevers said, putting her flat Chanel shoe
against the door, “I think you need to think hard about your next step with
Collins.”


I
was a little taken aback. Either she was psychic and could read my mind or she
just had an uncanny timing for things. “What do you know about that?” I asked.


Judge
Seevers peeped through the door. “I have an uncanny ability to think ahead. I
think Collins mentioned to me that he and you were taking it slow. From meeting
you that other day… I noticed a few things about you, which…” she looked
around, “I think you would want us to discuss this in private instead of in the
hallway…”


“I’m
fine discussing things out here,” I said, almost crossing my arms.


“So
we can discuss Collins’ secret desires and monstrous appetites out in the open
like this? You know he is a public figure and whatever I am going to say to you
should be kept underwraps.”


So
Judge Severs wanted to talk about Collins. Was she trying to help me or was she
trying to play me?


Again
the uncanny ability of hers worked. Although we were in the penthouse of the
building, the elevator door opened, and the building’s cleaning crew stepped
out, carrying buckets and towels to clean the common areas. Judge Seevers
glanced at them and nodded to me. 


“I
understand Collins has set up a ‘room’ here. I’m curious to see what it’s like.
If I see it, I could tell you what to expect from Collins as the next step.”
Judge Seevers tapped her foot impatiently. “The wrong move on your part can
cost you Collins…”


I
gritted my teeth. Being with Judge Seevers was like being in the same room with
a tiger. Pretty to look at, awesome in majesty, but dangerous. But I needed to
know what Collins was so afraid of, what could trigger him into becoming
Daggers. I wanted to be prepared for when he comes back home and we go the next
step. I looked at Judge Seevers’ lovely and friendly face. She was a little
taller than me by an inch or two, but she was slighter, too, and I was
confident I could defend myself against her physically, if I needed to. I had
taken self-defense classes during my senior year at school, and I was athletic
enough. I opened the door wider, and Judge Seevers walked proudly inside.


“Nice
place you have here,” she said, taking in the living room, the kitchen, the
amazing view of the city and the Pacific Ocean beyond. “Besides tasting good,
Collins always did have impeccable taste.” 


I
nearly looked away in disgust when she said that, but crossed my arms instead
and face her. “So, Judge Seevers, I’m not joking when I said I’m busy tonight.
What did you want to tell me?”


“Is
this how you treat a guest?” Judge Seevers raised her eyebrows. “Is this how
you would treat your mother and sister? Weren’t they in my court not that long
ago where I ruled in favor for your mother, despite having such a strong case
from your father, or rather, your stepfather for him to have full custody of
Nydia? Instead, your mother happened to benefit quite a bit from the ruling, I
wonder why.”


“Would
you like a glass of wine or a soda,” I asked, trying to act pleasant. 


“A
glass of wine would be wonderful,” Judge Seevers said. 


I
went to the kitchen, grabbed the first bottle from Collins’ collection of
wines, and poured the wine into a wineglass I took from the cupboards. As much
as I wanted to, I didn’t have one myself. I was not drinking age yet, and I
wasn’t going to let the Judge see me drink at all. 


I
handed her the glass, and she took a sip. “Impeccable taste, Collins.
Impeccable as usual.”


After
gulping down the wine with one toss of her head back, she said, “Now, show me
the room.”


I
hesitated, but the Judge was already walking down the hallway, knocking on the
walls. It didn’t take long before she stopped at the camouflaged wall/door that
led to Collins’ room of play. She was already feeling the wall for the door
knob. Within seconds, she was sliding the door open and walking into a dark
room lavished in red and black velvet. She felt the wall inside, and switched
on the light. Soft amber light illuminated the room in front of her, and she
exclaimed. “Just what I thought, Collins. Just what I thought. You naughty
boy.”


I
froze in place. Why was Judge Seevers smiling like that…a secret little smile
that was both wicked and innocent at the same time? “What is it?” I asked.


Judge
Severs walked to the Casanova bed, a very large bed framed with ornate wooden posts.
She ran her fingers along the bed, the light set up, and the mirrors. “Home
sweet home,” she smiled widely. “It appears Collins has replicated my room. The
hidden door, the bed, and even the swinging birdcage in the corner.”


My
heart sank. Not only did I look like the Judge, but he had also created the
same room he and the Judge spent months, perhaps years, being lovers. In my
apartment. 


“What
is Lover Boy trying to do?” Judge Seevers asked. “Even I’m baffled, yet
flattered, to see this.”


“You
mean you have no idea?” I asked.


“I
thought he’d changed.”


“Maybe
it’s slightly different,” I said. “There are cameras everywhere in this room.
I’m also sure you wouldn’t have that in yours.”


“No
I wouldn’t, but we’ve had other toys. Instruments of pain and pleasure that he
cried out for me to use on him. Truly, he was deviant.”


“Deviant?”
I didn’t think of Collins as one. He was Collins to me. 


“He
was no vanilla,” Judge Seevers said. “He craved more. That’s how he gets off.
As much as he would’ve like having vanilla sex with you, he will only come when
it is during one of the rougher plays.”


I
gulped. I was so new to this…to this world, I have no idea what to expect. Rougher?
The birdcage with cuffs on there? What could that mean?


Lola
immediately came out of retirement, reached her fingers to her mouth and
whistled.


It
woke Susan up, and she was wondering why I was in this room with the Judge.


“What
can I expect?” I asked “What is ‘rougher’?”


Judge
Severs actually looked reluctant to talk. 


I
was starting to feel a panic attack forming. “I allowed you into my space, and
you all of a sudden clam up?” I asked. “What is it that Collins crave?”


“The
Chase,” Judge Seevers said. “Collins crave the chase…before the actual
relationship. Then when he’s ready to do it, to thrust himself into you, he’s
going to ask you for some special requests.”


“What
is it?” I asked. 


“You’ll
find out soon,” the Judge said. “I don’t want to ruin the surprise for you, but
if it’s like anything from his past, be prepare to be brave.”


 







Chapter 13


 


 


            I couldn’t stop thinking about Collins’ room
after the Judge left. Could I back out of whatever Collins wanted to do now?
Was I brave enough? 


            I
spent the night tossing and turning from dreams involving medieval torture chambers,
men wearing latex masks wielding whips, women dressed as kittens and poodles
parading around in heels, led by a chain to their collars by their ‘masters’,
and naked people covered only in feathers swinging in human-sized birdcages. As
the night went on, the dreams became more and more bizarre. 


            Until
I woke up covered in sweat, panting as though I ran a marathon. 


            The
Judge’s visit did little to help me feel ready for finally going all the way
with Collins. Instead, it made me fear the worst.


            Collins
was returning tonight, and I wanted to be ready for him, to try to be as
understanding and loving to him as I could. I knew it was hard for him, too…to
take this next step in our relationship. 


            I
started shaking. Could love overcome this obstacle, if it became one? If I
couldn’t satisfy him, couldn’t fulfill his needs, would he go to someone else
who could? Would he go back to the Judge, who seemed eager to have him back as
a lover? 


            Desperate
to find any clue what Collins needed to fulfill him, what he was so afraid of
me to do with him that he held off all this time to find release for himself, I
ran into Collins’ room, the production room, as you will. I took out all of
Collins’ tapes which he gave me to watch a while back, and went through all of
them again, looking for anything that would give me an idea what Collins was
holding back. 


            They
were tapes filled with snippets of him with someone in various states of
undress, pleasuring each other. Watching him go down on another woman was
surprisingly turning me on. I could imagine and feel him going down on me when
I watched the videos. I could imagine his tongue flickering over my clit, his
mouth sucking on it, and his fingers pushing deep into me. 


            After
the fifth tape of seeing his talented mouth and hands make a woman orgasm and
cry out in ecstasy, I was on the verge myself. My hands were mimicking his in
the video, on myself, and I was rubbing my legs together. Within seconds, I was
moaning and climaxing in my chair. 


            The
early morning sun had already broken through the night sky when I was finished
watching the last video. Physically, I was spent, having tried the various
poses in the video, each of them once again, bringing me to ecstasy. The
valedictorian in me was relentless in trying to study all I could from the
tapes in order for me to prepare. Was this some kind of exam? Some test I had
to take to pass in order to pass the class, not flunk out of Collins’ sexology
class? The stakes were higher than that, though. I knew deep down that if I couldn’t
fulfill his needs, it would diminish our relationship. Sex was such a strong
part of Collin’s psychological makeup and a core need for his relationship with
women. He was such an alpha male, driven by a high level of testosterone, his
drive for sex was physically higher than most men. It was one of the traits
that made him relentless enough to become the successful young billionaire he
was. 


You
must have a strong sex drive, too. Lola was strutting her stuff over Susan’s
neatly kept almost bare desk. 


Me?
How could Lola think that? I was a frigid, can’t touch me, type of girl before
Collins unleashed this wild passionate side of me.


You’re
insatiable especially when it comes to Collins. You match his passion and
desire equally. 


But
most of the time, I don’t know what I’m doing.


You’re
his match. You two are the same…driven by passion, led by desire. He is
successful in his chosen field, and you are quickly becoming a success in
yours. 


But
I’m not some kind of nympho. 


You
give off a strong sense of pheromones. Men flock to you, desiring you…Derek,
Michael, Tate, and of course Collins. They could sense you have the potential
to be a highly virile sensual mate. 


You
mean, they are thinking with their dicks when looking at me, standing next to
me?


You
got it. A large part because your body is sending their body a signal how
virile you are…how desirable. 


Men
really do think with their dicks then.


When
it comes to pretty women they find attractive.


I
don’t know if I want that. I see Derek, Michael , and Tate only as friends now
that I’m committed to Collins. 


Your
body doesn’t. They could all be potential mates. 


Eeesh,
you mean I could be a slut machine waiting to happen? 


You’re
the female equal to Collins. Look how women flock around him, wanting him, desiring
him. You could be a slut machine if you let me loose. Lola smiled at me
seductively. 


But
you aren’t, Susan stepped in, pushing Lola off her desk. You have some
respectability. You wonder about the consequences of your actions, including if
you sleep with all the men whom your body has chemistry with, you will end up
hurting someone, getting that slut machine reputation, or even pregnant, if you
don’t take precautions. 


I
am being careful. You don’t see me jumping around from bed to bed. I’m friendly
to all my male friends, but I don’t sleep with them. 


You
are not a slut, Sam, Susan said. Just because men find you desirable, and you
get their attention, does not make it your fault for having attracted that
attention. Women get the blame for being attractive when it is really the man’s
responsibility to put the filter out on a woman who is already known to be with
someone. But it is the law of survival, Sam. Our desire to survive necessitates
our need to have sex. We are hard-wired to find mates who will help us survive.
It is a human invention and social norms that dictates we only have and stay
with one mate. But in reality, we are capable of having more throughout our
lifetimes.


Eww.
That’s so slutty. Just having one will be enough for me. I can’t imagine having
the energy and time to satisfy more than one man.


Especially
with Collins McGregor. He is enough man for any woman.


I
agree Susan and Lola, I told my warring subconscious sides. Collins is enough
man for me. The question is, am I enough woman for him?


He
was so sexy that the mere thought of him, the mere viewing of him on video,
even with someone else, sent me into multiple ecstasy. No one had ever had that
effect on me. I hope to God that I would do the same thing for him. That he
would find me that desirable. 


I
sighed. Viewing all the tapes merely made me more insecure. Nothing in there
was over-the-top crazy sex. In fact, they were muted, tastefully done, like a
film project, like one of his films. Only sexier and definitely very arousing.
They were all tasteful images of pleasure, foreplay, and sensual touching. No
acts of consummation. No fucking. All very loving touches. Nothing as what
Daggers had described as his darkest desires.


Before
I knew it, I was slapping myself on my forehead and cursing out loud. “Dammit,
why didn’t I see this before?”


Collins
had created these tapes for himself, as bits and pieces of making love…the
tender, sensual, and loving side of it. Not the dark kinky side he was used to
with the Judge or any of the women who abused him, used him. These were tapes
he made for himself as therapy…to retrain his desires to find simple vanilla
loving acts as arousing too. 


It
was a revelation beyond any of my expectations. Collins was trying so hard to
help himself overcome his dark desires, he actually made tapes of himself to
re-condition his psyche and his body. 


His
entire setup with the production room, his condition on our agreement to tape
us during lovemaking, was not as perverse or crazy as it seemed. It was genius
and innovative. It was an act of a man who took it into his own hands to try to
cure his addiction to hurtful and painful abusive sexual relationships. 


            “Oh,
Collins,” I said aloud to the Casablanca bed in front of me, the cameras and
equipment in the production room around me, “How could I love you even more?” I
had misunderstood his tapes, his need for the arrangement. My heart was filled
with overwhelming love for him, for the amazing resourceful man he had become,
and the troubled Daggers that he harbored deep within himself.







 


Chapter 14


 


 


 


            Collins lifted me up high in the air by the
waist, and swung me around easily and effortlessly as though I was as light as
a doll. “I missed you so much, Baby, I wanted to skip the meeting this morning
and go straight home back to you.”


            I
opened my mouth in shock. “You couldn’t do that, Collins. You went all the way
there to close the deal. You couldn’t leave just like that for me.” 


            Collins
laughed. “Luckily we held the meeting earlier, and because we did everything
right leading to that meeting, it was a smooth closing.” He kissed me soundly
on the lips and whispered in my ear. “So I high-tailed it out of there so I
could make it back in time to spend my afternoon and evening with you.”


            “Lucky
me,” I said kissing him back. I couldn’t believe how much earlier Collins
arrived back, and surprised me while I was emerging bleary-eyed and exhausted
from the production room. I barely slept, and I must have looked a mess when
Collins came bursting through the door of my bedroom, as I walked out of the
showers in my bathrobe. I would have tried to go back to sleep, but I felt the
need to wash away the sweat and anxiety I felt last night before attempting to
sleep again.


            But
in rushed Collins, wearing jeans that hugged his tight body, a soft black
t-shirt, and a leather jacket that smelled rugged and masculine. His entire
being flooded my senses, and I felt my body immediately responding to him,
despite how little sleep I got. 


            From
the way he was pressing his entire length against me, the way his mouth was
devouring mine and the way his hands had wandered underneath my bathrobe to cup
my breast, rubbing my nipples until they were hard enough for him to suck on;
he wanted me as much as I wanted him.


            “I
dreamt all night of you, Sammy. My mouth was aching for a taste of you. I was
surrounded by delicious gourmet food from the most exquisite restaurants in
Europe, but all I could think about was your taste. I craved you more than
anything or anyone, Sammy.”


            He
lifted me up and carried me to my bed where he laid me down, tore open my
bathrobe, and stood back. 


            “Lord
have mercy,” he said, his eyes blazing into mine. His icy blues eyes swept over
my naked body hungrily and slowly. “You are definitely one of God’s loveliest
creations.” He climbed on top of me, still fully dressed, and kissed my stomach
down to my core. With each hand, he grabbed hold of my thighs, pulling me wider
apart and kissed my inner thigh trailing back towards my core where he
vigorously licked and sucked me until I was writhing and moaning. Nothing beat
having Collins mouth actually on me. Seeing him in action on the tapes was no
comparison to the real thing, and I grabbed a handful of his hair and pulled
him down closer to my core. He made his way up, kissing each breasts before
crashing his mouth to mine. 


            “I
don’t think I can ever get enough of you,” his tongue dipped into my mouth,
swirling with my own.


            “I
don’t think I could ever get enough of you, Collins,” I said, bolding reaching
down to rub and grab his hard-on inside of his jeans and boxers. I squeezed,
and could feel Collins let out a hiss of air through his teeth.


            “Oh,
God, that feels good,” he said. 


            I
squeezed harder, and he let out a groan, pushing himself closer to me. I rubbed
him in circles, then grabbed him again hard, pulling him against me. 


            “Sam,
you keep this up, and I won’t be able to wait until tonight to take you. I want
to fill you up until you are brimming with me. I want to join together with you
to the point we are breathing for each other.”


            “Why
wait for tonight, Collins,” I said hoarsely. After all the tapes, after trying
to satisfy myself while thinking of him, I wanted him now. I unzipped and
unbutton his jeans, tugging hard on it down so they were gathered at his
calves. 


            I
flipped him around so he was now lying on the bed and I was on top. I continued
peeling off his boxers and jeans until they were off, and his magnificent
tanned and muscular lower body was fully exposed to me. “For skipping all those
gourmet dishes, for taking the earliest flight home so you can be with me as
soon as possible, I want to show you how appreciative I am,” I said looking
directly into his eyes. Then I was on him, licking and sucking on him as though
he was the most delicious popsicle I’ve ever had. I grabbed him and worked him,
while continuing to devour him, my eyes never leaving his.


            He
groaned and closed his eyes, throwing his head back. “I never thought straight
vanilla could be this good,” he muttered more to himself than to me. “So fucking
good,” he groaned. 


            “You
like?” I asked, acting innocent, while I sucked him deeper. It was a move I
picked up from one of his videos. 


            “I
like it a lot,” he groaned, pulling my head down closer to his groin. “Now use
your teeth,” he said. 


            “Hmm?”
I said between sucks. Teeth? Now that was something I haven’t seen in his
videos. I grazed his hard-on with my teeth, gently. 


            “Oh,
that felt good,” Collins said. “More. Harder.”


            I
applied my pressure with my teeth, and he groaned out, “Bite me hard.”


            I
chomped down on him, sure this time I would leave teeth marks. I could taste
him, his essence, his salty and intoxicating musky manliness. I closed my eyes
and relished in the sensation of him pulsating in me. 


            “Aww,
Sam,” Collins grunted. “That was deliciously good.” 


            I
licked him where my teeth made its mark, and looked up at him expectantly.
“What do you want me to do now?”


            He
reached down and gently ran his long fingers through my hair. “I want to come
in you, Sam. I want to enter you and rock your senses to the moon and back. But
I don’t want to exhaust you right now.” He pulled me up until I was facing him,
and kissed me long and hard. “Thank you for that, Baby. That was unbelievably
fucking amazing, but what I want to do to you, for the very first time I enter
you, I need you to be fully rested.”


            I
stopped kissing him and said softly. “How did you know I barely slept?” 


            Collins
chuckled against my cheeks. “I didn’t, Baby. From how hard you were going on
me, I couldn’t tell at all. I just know, from what I want to do with you, for
you to experience the most incredible mind-shattering first time, you will need
your energy.”


            “Oh,”
I said, again imagining the worst, and then seeing the bizarre images from my
dream or nightmare popped up in my thoughts.


            As
though sensing my trepidation, Collins kissed my brow, and held me tight again
him. “If you’re not up for it tonight, it’s alright. I’ve waited this long for
you, I could wait a little longer.”


            I
shook my head. I needed to get this fear out of my head. I need to find out if
I could handle Collins, now. If it was something I could learn or work up to, I
could try. “No, Collins, do what you need to do. I want this. I don’t want to
wait any longer.”


            He
kissed me on my lips and traced my cheeks with his fingers. “I don’t either.
I’ve wanted you for so long, Sam. I wanted you first because of your beauty,
then because of you, but now I want you because it is an ache I have, a deep
ache that I can’t fulfill unless I have you.” He wrapped his arms around me and
caressed my hair. “But I’m scared. You know why? I’ve never had a normal
relationship with someone I love before. I’ve never had just plain vanilla sex.
I’ve always associate pleasure with physical pain.”


            “You’ve
always been gentle with me…well, passionate, but you’ve never ever hurt me or
caused me any pain,” I said.


            “I
know,” Collins said. “I hold back when I’m with you. I try to be as gentle as I
could. I don’t want to break you.”


            “Collins!”
I cried. “I’m tougher than that. I’m not some kind of delicate porcelain doll.
I’m a woman with needs. Although I’ve held back before, although I’ve been such
a good girl, it doesn’t mean I don’t think about and that I don’t want sex just
like you or any guy. I bet a lot of women are like me in that sense. We want
sex. We want good sex, and we want it often.”


            Collins
was staring at me as though I’ve grown another head. “So you’re saying you want
it?”


            I
nearly punched him, “That’s what I’m saying. I not only want it, I crave it. I
crave your touch. I crave your lips all over me. I want you, Collins. All. The.
Time.”


            Collins
broke into a wide smile. “I’ve never thought I can have my cake and eat it too,
but Baby, you just made me the luckiest man on the planet.”


            I
grabbed his hair and pulled his face down to mine where I kissed him fiercely
and thoroughly, sucking on his lips. He kissed me back equally as hard and ran
his finger down my chest, to my stomach and around my clit where he used his
fingers to rub it in a circle.


            I
was whimpering with need when he dipped his fingers into me hitting me in my
most sensitive spot, pressing and rubbing until I was grabbing his hair and
riding his hand. “Collins,” I cried. “Oh my God.”


            “Come
for me, Sam,” he groaned. “I want to see your face when you do.” He increased
his pressure and pace until I was writhing and whimpering. “Let it go!”


            I
wanted to, but all of a sudden, I was so very conscious of myself, of Collins’
fingers in me, and how I looked.


            “I
can’t,” I said, my face suddenly worried.


            “Yes,
you can, and you will,” Collins said. He turned me around and was pushing me
from behind. It was such an intense sensation, but I was feeling nervous. “You
are so fucking beautiful, Sam. I love grabbing your butt and…” he traced my
lips from that angle, and suddenly I felt something hard and wet rub against my
skin. Instantly I felt a thrill shoot through me. I knew Collins was rubbing
the tip of his erection on me now, and the possibility of him entering me made
me shudder with anticipation. He dipped his fingers in me and continued his
rubbing. “I love that you are so wet for me,” he said. “I love that you have
waited for me. You don’t realize what a gift you are to me, Sam.” He kissed my
shoulders, my neck and bit my collarbone, making me shudder. With him rubbing
me, kissing me, and dipping into me; I was a quivering bundle of
pleasure-filled nerves. When he spanked me and said, “Come,” I was so ready, I
exploded instantly. 


 


 







 


Chapter 15


 


 


I fell asleep in his arms afterwards and slept
for hours. When I awoke, he was sitting on one of my armchairs in my bedroom, wearing
nothing but a pair of loose pajama pants working on his laptop. 


“Oh,
what time is it?” I asked, rubbing my eyes.


Collins
flashed me a happy brilliant smile that lit up his face. “Time for my princess to
wake up, although I wouldn’t mind if you slept the entire day away. Looks like
you needed it.”


I
got up and stretched my arms. “How could anyone not be spent and feeling
thoroughly relaxed and satisfied after being with you?” 


Collins
turned off his laptop, set it aside, and crawled into bed with me. “I’m ready
to see how far you can go again…” His eyes twinkled. “But I have some plans for
tonight, that I want you to be part of.”


I
raised my eyebrows. 


“We’re
taking a rest in that area,” he kissed me, “if we could…who knows if that plan
will fall through.”


“What
do you have in mind, Collins,” I kissed the palm of his hand that had reached
out to cup my face. 


“Just
an experiment. Some project I’d like you to help me with.”


“Oh?”
I asked. 


“It’s
something that I need to do…for closure,” he said quietly. 


I
stopped smiling and took his hand. “Whatever you need me to do, if I can help
you get closure, I’ll support you in any way.”


He
kissed me first tenderly and then passionately. “I appreciate that, Sam. I really
do.” He got up and out of bed and went to the closet to put on a fresh crisp
white shirt, and a black Giorgio Armani suit. 


“That
kind of meeting?” I asked. “I have to dress up?”


“You
were made to wear couture gowns and sparkling jewelry. Then again, you were
made to look even better wearing nothing,” he grabbed and covered me in kisses.
“Speaking of which…” he walked me to stand in front of my full-length closet
mirror, dropping my bathrobe so I stood completely naked. I could feel his
arousal pressed against my butt through his pants. “So beautiful,” he whispered
into my hair as he stood behind me with one hand cupping my breast, and the
other on my hipbone, peering at the reflection of us in the mirror. He bent and
kissed the crook of my neck. “You don’t need anything to make you more
beautiful than this, but I couldn’t resist picking up something for you when I
was in Europe.” He slipped a sparkling object out of his suit jacket’s pocket
and fastened it around my neck. A beautiful diamond and emerald necklace set in
a pattern of leaves against stars…the emeralds formed the shape of leaves
against a diamond background. It was the most beautiful necklace I’ve ever seen.



“Collins,
it’s breathtaking! But I can’t take it. It must be worth a fortune, and I don’t
want you spending like that on me,” I gushed. 


“Sam,
I bought this because it reminds me of you. The leaves are like life. You bring
life to everything you touch, even the stars.” He turned me around to face him.
“I want you to have it, Sam. It is worth a fortune, but you are worth every
single penny of it.”


He
left me briefly, and I suddenly felt the space grew cold without the warmth of
his presence. I also began feeling self-conscious of my nakedness in front of
the mirror. With Collins, I’ve always felt beautiful and desired. Every single
look and touch of his upon me was designed to make me feel like a queen. Even
completely naked standing in the bright lights of the early morning sun, I felt
sexy and strong. Not weak, vulnerable, and shameful as Billy had always made me
feel. 


Collins
returned with a strapless emerald green and blue silk dress which he slipped on
me. “I thought your new necklace needed a little something to go with it,” he
said. “And, these…” he went to a box and took out a pair of crystal-studded
pumps that looked like diamonds. I felt like Cinderella when I slipped on the
shoes. 


Collins
sat me down in front of my vanity mirror and brushed my hair for me. He gently
arranged it into a smooth elegant Veronica Lake style that reminded me of the
movie stars of the 1940s. Then he applied sexy bold red lipstick on me, peacock
green eyeshadow and purple eyeliner to bring out my hazel eyes. When he was
done, he added diamond stud earrings to my ears, and stepped back to admire my
total look.


“Perfect,”
he said, smiling. “You are stunning.”


I
couldn’t believe my eyes. Except for the night we went to the premiere of his
film, I’ve never dressed more elegantly. But this, I never seen a more stunning
combination of fashion and elegance. I looked like royalty, like Grace Kelly
did in her old films. 


“Well,”
Collins smiled. “What do you think?”


“I
have no words,” I said. “I’m stunned, Collins.”


His
face fell. “You don’t like it?”


I
reached up to kiss him. “No, I love it. You constantly surprise me, Collins.
Not only do you write the most sensitive films, but you have an eye for
fashion. How did you learn to dress women like this?”


Collins
looked away for a while and then fixed his icy blue eyes on me. “I’ve had a lot
of practice dressing the rich older women I used to service.”


I
visibly swallowed and wrapped my arms around his neck, pulling him to me. I
kissed him gently. My poor sweet Collins. I was instantly reminded of his
troubled past, and how his mother had prostituted him in order to feed her drug
habit. I looked at his face and saw the young boy that he was…Daggers staring
back at me. “You did well,” I said. “Very well. I love it, Collins.” I kissed
him again, “And I love you.” I leaned in and traced my tongue along his ear.
“Let me return the favor, Collins. Later on, I want nothing more than to
service you.”


Collins
trembled slightly when I pulled away, but not before he grabbed my shoulders
and fixed me a hungry raw gaze. “I can’t wait.”


I
stepped away and went to my closet to look for a purse for my outfit. 


But
Collins had thought of that, too. He handed me a small crystal-studded clutch.
“Looking for this?” he asked. 


I
smiled. “You think of everything, don’t you?”


“I
tried,” he said. 


He
stuck out his arm for me to hold onto and we walked out of my bedroom and into
my living room where I received another surprise.


Standing
in the middle of the living room was Tate, and he was dressed up in a black
Giorgio Armani suit like Collins. His hair was cut shorter, like Collins’, and
his piercings on his lip and nose were gone. He was gorgeous like Collins, and I
had to blink twice to see if it was Tate, and not a younger version of Collins
staring back at me.


Lola
and Susan both did a double take.


Then
at the back of all of our minds, we wondered, why was Tate dressing and looking
like Collins.


“Tate?”
I asked walking out.


“Sam,”
he said, taking me all in. He let out a deep breath. “Wow. Just wow.”


“I
could say the same about you,” I smiled. 


Collins
went to get a cashmere lace wrap for me and placed it over my shoulders. “I
asked him to get dressed up for this evening, and when I realized he didn’t
have any suits, I ordered an additional suit just like mine for tonight. Of
course, he needed a haircut to go along with the outfit,” he smiled.


“Collins,”
I said, “where are we going?”


“You’ll
see,” Collins said, ushering me and Tate out the door, down the elevator, and
to his Jaguar. “Vincent has the night off so I’m driving. Buckle up, because I
can’t wait to get there.”


Tate
and I shot a look at each other with the same question in mind: Where were we
going?


 


*****


 


If
I haven’t been so excited about getting dressed up, if I haven’t been so
pleasantly surprised by Tate’s transformation, I would have been able to
recognize the route and familiar buildings we were passing. 


“What’s
the occasion?” I asked. 


“Again,
Sammy Baby,” Collins said, “Being back home with you is occasion enough.”


I
turned to Tate who sat next to me in the back seat. “Any clue where we’re
heading?”


Tate
shook his head slightly. “No clue.”


“Okay,”
I said, “Whatever it is, I’m sure it will be memorable.”


“That,”
Collins said in front, “It will be.”


At
that moment, I noticed the view outside of the jag. We had pulled up to a
swanky standalone building with a neon blue strip of lighting running on the
edge of the building. A large building with the most exotic cars parked near
the entrance, the building looked elegant, chic, and intimidating.


It
was not the first time I’ve been here, though. 


We
pulled up to the front, and the valet opened our doors, while Collins came over
to help me out.


Tate
got out on the other side, straightened his jacket and came over to my side. 


Collins
turned around and said, “So, we’re here. Welcome to Club Casablanca.”


 


*****


 


            After
my initial surprise, I had to act like I’ve never heard of the Club and have
never visited when Collins led Tate and I inside. 


            But
I did turn to Collins and asked. “Isn’t Tate a little young to be here?”


            Collins
whispered to me while Tate walked ahead of us, led by the beautiful brunette
hostess wearing a red Jessica Rabbit dress. “I’m one of the top VIP here, Sam.
I could bring anyone I want.” 


I
watched Tate’s eyes completely glued to the swaying rear end of the hostess.
“Including Tate? He’s still under 18,” I said.


“That’s
what I was going to tell you, Sam. I’ve found out a few things recently.”


“Are
we here to celebrate that?” I asked.


“Something
like it,” Collins said. “We’re here for a couple of things, which I’ll explain
later.”


“Aren’t
I a little young to be here, too?” I asked.


“As
long as you don’t drink any alcoholic beverages,” Collins smiled. “This place
is crawling with prominent people – including a cop, a judge, a few
politicians, actors, dignitaries, and tycoons. You wouldn’t want to be caught
drinking by any one of them.”


“And
you’re VIP here?” I asked. “Then you come here often?” It took me a while for
me to realize what Collins was saying. “Why would you want to be a VIP here?”


Collins
sighed and reached for my hand while we continued following the brunette hostess
to a corner booth hidden in the dark, but gave us a good clear view of the
stage area and the other booths.


Collins
sat to my right while Tate squeezed into my left, sandwiching me between two
gorgeous men. I felt envious eyes from the women in the room focused at me and
the McGregor boys. 


Collins
ordered sodas for me and Tate, but a glass of wine for himself. When our drinks
arrived, Collins raised his wineglass to Tate and me, “Here’s a toast,” he
said. “To Sam and Tate for having an amazing time at church yesterday without
me.”


Tate
and I raised our glasses of soda and toasted. 


Collins
raised his wineglass again. “And here’s a toast…to Tate. Congratulations on
being declared independent. You are now considered of age, and are free to go
live anywhere you please without a guardian. But from what I’ve found out
recently from my sources, it seemed you were already old enough to walk out
from under my guardianship.”


I
blinked in confusion and look questioningly at Tate.


Tate
took a sip of his drink, turned to me and said, “I’m sorry, Sam, I should have
told you, but I’m really 18 years old. My father, um, Collins’ and my father
had me listed in public records as two years younger so he could go on
collecting welfare for another two years for me when I was a kid and in his
custody.”


My
mouth dropped open. Unbelievable. No wonder why Tate had the physique of a man.
No wonder why Tate seemed so much more experienced. He was the same age as I
was. He was clearly not the boy I thought it was.


“I’ve
been two years ‘younger’ for so long,” Tate said, “and it helped that I was
younger in jail, that I basically became that age.”


“So,
we’re here to celebrate Tate’s sudden proclamation of adulthood,” Collins said
wryly. “It’s time for Tate to come into age, don’t you think, Sam?”


I
could only nod slightly. I was still in shock. 


Meanwhile,
I was amazed at how calm Collins took to finding out this news. Collins had
spent years trying to get Tate released from jail, and had did so much to
prepare for guardianship of Tate. 


“Like
I said,” Collins said leaning into me. “Tate is of age. He’s welcome here…like
when I first came here at 18. Been coming here regularly since then.”


My
heart jumped, and my whole being filled with dread. Was Collins coming to Club
Casablanca this entire time to see the Judge? Or some other woman?


Collins
saw my face fell, and he took out a wad of bills, handing it to Tate. “Tate, I
need to be alone with Sam right now. Why don’t you go get yourself a lap dance?
I did when I was your age. It’s time for you to experience the pleasures of
being a man, if you haven’t been initiated yet.”


Tate
shot Collins an angry glare and said, “I’ve been initiated already…many times
over, but I’ll leave you two alone. I’ll go to the bar, and order dinner
there.” Tate stole a glance at me, and clenched his jaws when he saw Collins’
fingers traced down my shoulders to the top of the curve of my breasts.


I
wasn’t sure if I wanted to join Tate. Collins was acting strangely, and I
wasn’t sure if I wanted to find out why Collins was coming to Club Casablanca
regularly. 


When
Tate left, Collins turned to me and pulled me roughly on top of his lap where I
could feel his arousal. Did being at Club Casablanca change Collins like some
trigger? He reached underneath my dress and began rubbing my clit. I
involuntarily closed my eyes and moaned. I realized I didn’t have underwear on tonight
because Collins dressed me without it. He must’ve planned that as well.


“I
want you all the time. No need to be jealous of anyone, Baby,” Collins said. “I
love you, only you.” He continued rubbing me until I was writhing. To stop
myself from coming, I stopped his fingers and slid off his lap to face him.


“But
Collins, why do you come here all the time?” I asked. 


Collins
swallowed, and I suddenly felt his nervousness, his fears. “I come here for
Daggers’ sake,” he said. 


I
felt the breath nearly knock out of me. Daggers?


“Daggers
like this environment,” Collins said. “It reminds him of when he was a manwhore
to rich, powerful older women. It drove him, fueled him into working harder to
prove to those bitches that he was more than a slave to them.”


            I
wanted to ask him more, to ask him about Judge Seevers, but Collins went on. “I
have a room here, the one I had when I was here to meet those women. Of course
they wanted the best one, so the Judge arranged for me to have the most
luxurious one.”


            “The
Judge,” Collins said, as though I would know which one. “Judge Colleen Seevers,
the one who presided over your parents’ child custody case.”


            “Oh,”
I said, nodding. “Her.” My shock and dread earlier was now being replaced with
anger. Anger towards those women who had Collins service them, anger towards
the Judge for apparently prostituting him, and anger towards Collins’ mother
for mistreating him, for everything she’s ever done to him.


            “Collins,”
I said, snapping back into my indignant self. “I don’t think you should keep
coming back here. It’s not healthy to dwell on your past like that. It’s time
to move on, like I did. We need to, in order to have a healthy relationship
with each other.”


            Collins
said, “That’s why we’re here. I want to move on, but I need you and Tate to
help me out.”


            I
didn’t need to be asked twice. “How can I help you, Collins?” I took his hand
and squeezed it. “I’ll do anything so you can move on.”


            “Good,”
Collins said, getting up from the booth and then holding out a hand for me to
join him. We walked up to the bar where Tate was eating a steak and chatting
with a pretty red-head. Collins whispered something into Tate’s ears, and Tate
got up immediately, leaving his food behind.


            Then
we went into Collins’ VIP suite.







 


Chapter 16 


 


 


            It was luxuriously decorated in copper silk,
and black velvet drapes. The sheets of the bed were soft black Egyptian cotton,
and the rugs on the floor were plush sheepskin. Stylish black and white leather
armchairs decorated the sitting area of the room, along with a leopard print
chenille oversized chaise. Mirrors decorated the room like a small version of
the Palais de Versaille. 


            Tate
blew out a whistle. “Nice,” he said.


            “I
promised you it would be,” Collins said.


            I
looked around. It didn’t look like it was a ‘play’ room like Judge Seevers’
room here, but the penthouse suite of a swanky hotel. Looking around, I
couldn’t believe this was the room Collins used to “service” women like the
Judge. I wondered why he kept the room, why he needed it still since he no
longer serviced them. At least that was what I believed.


            “I
have this room,” Collins said, as though he read my mind again. “Because it
makes me strong…it motivates me to succeed.” He took my hand and led me to sit
with him on the bed. “I see this room, and it reminds me of how powerless I
felt, how hopeless I was when I was bound by my debt to the Judge.”


            Again,
rage towards the Judge, shot through me. I had to ask, even with Tate in the
room. “Have you been back here again after we started dating?”


            Collins
nodded. “Yes, and I’m not proud of it. But it isn’t what you think. I needed to
get my demons out, and I didn’t want to take it out on you.”


            I
gulped. Did he mean he needed some dominatrix to beat him until he came,
satisfying his dark desires, because he couldn’t find it with me?


            “Collins,”
I said, “Whatever dark desires you have, you can trust me with it. I can handle
it. I’ve faced mine head on. I’m stronger than you think.”


            “Then
I need you to do something for me. I just need this for closure before I can be
fully with you, Sam.” He looked pained. “Unfortunately, I had to bring someone
else into this sick need I have…” He looked over at Tate. “But he’s not getting
something met from it, as well. Like I said, this is an experiment for me, and
hopefully it would accomplish a few things all at once.”


            “What
is it?” I asked.


            Collins
looked over at Tate, and Tate was removing his jacket and unbuttoning his
shirt. Collins got up from the bed and walked over to a panel in the wall. He
opened it, revealing an intricate camera system, with one camera pointed at the
bed, one from the top of the bed, and another from the side of the room. 


            “Now,
Tate,” Collins took the camera on the side off its tripod and walked over to
him, directing him. “Unbutton the top of your pants, but don’t take it off. Go
to Sam, stand in front of her, and make her take off your pants.”


            My
eyes flew open, and I got up. 


            Lola
and Susan’s hand flew to their mouths in shock.


            Collins
was by my side, whispering into my ears. “Trust me, Sam, please? I’m filming
this so I can use it to help me put to rest this constant rope around my
neck…this hold the Judge and those memories of her friends have on me. I need
you to play this role, while Tate will be playing me at eighteen when I began
servicing them.”


            It
hit me then what Collins was doing. Oh. My. God. This was far darker than I’d
ever thought. He wanted to film me with Tate? “Collins, what are you asking me
to do? I don’t understand.”


            “Don’t
worry, Susan,” Collins said. “You won’t go all the way. I’m saving that for me.
But I want to film some tasteful scenes with you playing Colleen, and Tate
playing Daggers. It’s the final piece of my videos, the final scenes needed for
my film.”


            Mother
of all things fucking kinky, I would never have thought Collins, my Collins was
this far gone. I shot a look over at Tate, and he stared back at me, his eyes
devouring me. God, no wonder why he agreed to do this. He would happily have
the chance to be with me, and this was Collins’ way of allowing him.


            I
wanted to tell Collins he was one sick puppy, but I couldn’t. Didn’t I know
that already? Wasn’t that the reason why I was so entrenched in him, in helping
him? “Collins…I don’t know what you’re trying to do…”


            “Please,
Susan,” Collins said, “I need you to do this for me, just this once, and I will
be free.”


            “What
about Tate?”


            “I
need him to play Daggers, Susan,” Collins said. “I need to distance myself from
it so I could see Daggers for who he is. Tate will be Daggers for me.”


            “What
do you need me to do?” I asked.


            “Go
along with my directions, Sam,” he said, switching back to Collins, the man in
control, the media mogul. “Every direction I give you, you have the choice to
say ‘no’. I just need some scenes. It won’t be bad, I promise you, and if you
feel you couldn’t act out those directions, we can try something else.” Collins
kissed my cheeks and wrapped his arms around me. “Please, Sam. After today, I
will never return to Club Casablanca. I will close my VIP account. I’m hoping I
would never have to return back. Because I will be truly free to be with
you…physically, psychologically, and mentally.”


            I
looked over at Tate. “What about Tate?”


            “He
knows what this is about. I told him. He’s gotten really perceptive since
working at Sawyer House, and he wants to help. He knows it’s all acting. He
knows it’s role-playing. Trust me, Sam, I know this sounds bizarre, but even
Gail thought it might be worth trying.”


            I
nodded and said, “Gail thought it would be alright?”


            “It’s
unconventional therapy, but if we can find a way to cure me, then it’s worth
the try.” Collins faltered. “I need to be able to control myself. I need to be
able to put Daggers to rest. He’s my demon…my past…if I don’t move past
Daggers, he will forever haunt me. Colleen and all those who abused me in the
past will continue to have control over me, will continue to keep me trapped in
time, as Daggers. If I don’t do this, I will never be able to be free of
Colleen, her friends who not only used me and abused me, told me lies about
myself, how I was not good enough, how I must always remain submissive to
them…” 


            Collins
had tears in his eyes, and they flowed down his cheeks freely. My heart broke
at the immense pain he was feeling, the utter feeling of worthlessness he had
felt from birth…how everyone had failed him. He was a brilliant man, who was
kept back from finding love, kept back by his past, stunted in growth, trapped
in time. Daggers. I’ve seen him, I’ve heard him. Now it was time to set Daggers
free.


            I
closed my eyes and nodded. As nervous as I was about the whole thing, I had to
do it for Collins. Afterwards, I hope to feel the same.


            “Good,”
Collins said, gesturing to Tate, “Stand in front of Sam and reach out to grab
her shoulders.” Collins began filming while Tate stood in front of me while I
sat at the edge of the bed. His smooth bare chest covered in tattoos and
muscles filled my view as they tapered down into a V hidden halfway by his
pants. God, he was beautiful, in another way than Collins. He was wilder and
smelled like sweat and earth.”


            “Sam,”
Collins said, “Reach out and unzip his pants, pull it down and off of him.”


            My
hands were already tugging and pulling on Tate’s pants. In my mind, Tate was
Daggers. He was my Daggers, and I was eager to show him how much I cared for
him. How much I loved him. How he was a worthwhile human being, and not just a
body meant for abusers like Colleen to use. Before I knew it, his pants and
boxers were off, and I was caressing his fullness with my hands. Cherishing
him, loving him.


            “Oh
God!” Daggers was moaning while I pleasured him with my hands. He reached down
a shaky hand to my shoulders to steady himself. I was about to put my mouth on
him when Collins shifted Tate away from me. “That’s enough,” he said. “For that
scene.”


            “Now,
Daggers, I want you to sit where Sam was sitting, while you pleasure yourself.
Sam, I want you to slowly strip in front of him.”


            Tate
and I switched places, and while he sat back watching me with hunger, I reached
for the zipper in back of my dress and tried to unzip it. It was stuck so I
turned around, lifting my hair to the side so Tate could unzip me. He stood up,
standing close against my back, his hardness press to me, while he pulled the
zipper down. His breath became ragged as he slowly slipped the dress off of me,
with his hands brushing against my breasts, my nipples, my stomach and the
curve of my hips. He bent down to help me step out of the dress, and placed it
aside. Then his lips were kissing my hips, my waist, my breasts, and my neck.
His fingers reached down to touch and stroke me gently at first, then more
vigorously when a soft moan escaped my mouth. 


            “Oh
God,” Tate said hoarsely against my shoulders. “I fucking want you.” 


            He
laid me down on the bed, while Collins continued filming. Then his mouth was on
me. I reared my back up writhing with pleasure as Collins captured the ecstasy
on my face on film. 


            “Now
Sam, get on top of him. Straddle him.” 


            I
placed my hands on Tate’s long silky blonde hair pulling him closer while he
continued licking and sucking on my core, sending me to shuddering. I wanted to
follow Collins’ directions, but I didn’t want Tate to stop. Finally, he did,
and he groaned loudly, while flipping me over so I was on top of him, sitting
on his waist. 


            “I
want you to kiss his entire body, Sam, while saying loving words about him,
about each part of him that you kiss.” Collins directed.


            I
looked down at Tate’s beautiful almost angelic face, which looked back at me in
awe. He was Daggers. He was my Daggers. I could finally tell him what I feel
for him. How much I wanted him to feel loved. How worthy he was as a human
being, as a person. I bent down and gently kissed his lips, telling him, he was
one of the most amazing person I knew. I kissed his chest and licked his
tattoo, telling him how artistic and creative he was. How he was capable of
giving and receiving so much love. I kissed his rock hard torso, relishing in
the taste of his salty skin and told him how delicious he was. 


            I
worked my way all the way down to his toes and back up again until I was
kissing him on his full lips. This time, Daggers opened his mouth to capture
mine and his tongue swirled against mine, causing me to press my naked body
harder against his. I felt his need brush against my core, and I shuddered. I
could feel how strained he was, how much he wanted to enter me. For a moment, I
broke character. 


Then
I was suddenly aware I was with Tate instead of with Collins, whom I was
imagining myself to be with.


            Tate
was getting so into it, into his role, that he now had his hands and mouth all
over me, including in me. His fingers dipped into me, and began stroking me. 


            I
looked over at Collins, and saw that he was aroused, too. He was filming, but
there was a faraway look on his face. 


            “Make
Daggers come,” Collins said. “I want him to experience what it is like to come
in a loving way, from a woman who loves him.”


            I
hesitated, but Tate pulled my face to his waist, and I was using my mouth, my
hands, and my body to pleasure him to the point he cried out, “Fuck. Mother
fucking goddess, I love you.” He froze for a second before he exploded. 


            I
couldn’t help myself. I was beyond moved with how Daggers had broken through
his need for a rough beating from his lovers in order to climax. I kissed him
hard on the mouth and said, “I love you so much, too, you beautiful man,” I
said. “You are forgiven; you have nothing to feel guilty about. And everything
between you and me. As Judge Seevers and my friends will be forgotten. I no
longer have any claim or hold over you, Daggers. You are free to go.”


            Collins
stopped filming, and came over to pull me off of Tate and told Tate to go take
a shower in the bathroom. While Tate was showering, Collins took out some wipes
and wiped me clean. Then he wrapped his arms around me, hugging me tight, his
face against mine. I felt something wet against my cheeks, and knew Collins was
crying. “I’m so sorry to put you through this,” he said. “I love you so much,
and if I hurt you in any way. If Tate had hurt you in any way…you don’t know
how much this means to me, Sam. To us.” He kissed me.”


            When
Tate came out of the shower, a towel wrapped around his waist, I couldn’t help
blushing. I knew it was just acting, that I was playing a role, and Tate was
pretending to be Daggers, but I still remembered the feel and taste of him. 


            He
shot me a quick look too before looking away. 


            I
was back to Sam again, not a younger version of Judge Seevers. Lola was fanning
herself, while Susan was nowhere to be found.


            Collins
began packing up all his camera equipment and extra clothing, toiletries, and
even some kind of instruments into a suitcase he took out of the closet. He
avoided looking at Tate for a while until he said, “Let’s get out of here. I
want to see the last of this place for good.” 


            Fully
dressed as though none of this ever happened, we walked out of the room and
Club Casablanca never glancing back.







 


Chapter 17 


 


 


It had been about a week after what happened at
Club Casablanca. I haven’t seen Tate at Sawyer House the entire week, but
Collins had come by everyday to be with me.


“Where’s
Tate?” I asked, after hearing he had taken some time off from Sawyer House.
“Where did he go?”


Collins’
face was unreadable. “Since being declared independent by the Courts, Tate was
free to go anywhere. I was no longer in charge of him so he moved out of my
place. He’s an adult, Sam. Just like you. He no longer need my permission or
the Court’s permission to live anywhere.”


“So
he just disappeared?”


“No,
he’s somewhere. He’s had a lot to think about since being released from jail
and spending so much time at a place like Sawyer House and even at your
father’s church. I doubt he would return to a life of crime, if he could help
it.”


“I
should hope so,” I said. “I don’t want anything bad to happen to him. He’s a
good guy. I saw him with Nydia and the boys at church. He needs to continue
staying out of trouble…”


Collins
rubbed the stubble growing on his jawline. He looked sexier than usual. “I
could help him find a place of his own, get him set up with a job at one of my
companies…but I think he’s decided to do it his way.”


“His
way?” I crossed my arms over my chest. “Collins, I don’t like the sound of
that. What do you mean?”


“Tate’s
gone, but so is your emerald and diamond necklace which you gave back to me
after we left Club Casablanca.”


“I
thought you would have returned it, Collins,” I said. “I can’t think of wearing
something that could cost as much as a million on my neck.”


“Like
I said, Sam, you are worth that and more to me. You’re priceless to me, and I
couldn’t return it. I kept it for safekeeping. I hope you will want to wear it
again for me someday soon.”


I
shook my head. Me wearing that necklace with that gorgeous dress and without a
stitch of clothing on was already well-documented in Collins’ video. 


I
knew my old self before meeting Collins would never have agreed to be filmed.
But who I was now, someone who personally had to struggle with demons of a
sexual nature and a haunted past of fear and loathing for years, knew
traditional psychological methods and treatments did not work for someone like
me or Collins. We were not cookie cutouts that had an everything fits all solution
to our problems. Each of our histories, past, and influences were unique, so
our treatments had to be unique. 


I
was a bit worried about the film slipping out into the wrong hands, though. But
that concern was gone as soon as Collins showed me the final tape. Like he
said, it was tastefully done, with barely there close ups and quick scenes of
sensuality. Our faces were blurred, and the only names used in the scenes were
“Daggers” and “Susan”. Collins had edited out anything graphic, but he kept the
sounds, the voices. If anyone was to see the tapes, they would be viewing
something close to a rating of R or NC-17. 


“It’s
not the same,” I said, turning to Collins.


“It’s
what I saw in my mind,” Collins said. “It was beautiful, like art is
beautiful…two people who loved each other, coming together to express their
love in a very natural and human way. I remember all the details, and to me,
that is enough.”


“Why
did you make the tapes then?” I asked.


“As
a reminder of the beauty of it. As a reminder that a man and a woman can have a
loving, caring relationship full of pleasure, without pain.”


For
the past few days since Collins had shown me the tape, we’ve been gradually
building up to the point where he’d let me squeeze and lick him to climaxing,
but we still haven’t fully consummated. I was technically a virgin still, and I
was desperate to have him finally change that.


He
was so different from Tate in that way. Despite all his successes and talent,
Collins still was afraid to let go. But Tate, he was ready from the start to go
all the way with me. He would have during filming, if things had followed its
course. I saw it in his eyes…how much he wanted it to be for real. But he had
the sense to realize what we were doing. For that, I had grown to admire him
greatly.


Tate
was so different from Collins. He had no hang ups despite being in jail. He was
like Collins in looks, had have a rough childhood, but he wasn’t scarred
sexually by it. Tate, despite his more rugged exterior, seemed to be a
well-adjusted man. 


Except
for his criminal tendencies. If he was the one to have stolen the emerald and
diamond necklace, then that was a major crime. The necklace was worth millions.


For
his sake, as well as Collins’ sake and their budding brotherhood, I hope Tate
wasn’t the one to steal the necklace.


But
something deep within me told me he did.







 


Chapter 18 


 


 


Collins


 


The tapes were a risky proposition, but I knew
I had to try it. With Sam and with Tate. Watching the snippets of videos I had
compiled over the years of me with women in loving ways had helped me so far in
being able to appreciate vanilla-type of foreplay. You should have seen me
before Gail suggested to me about them. It was my own way of dealing with my
problem…using my own creative talents and skills to find a way I would most
likely respond to treatment. 


Before
those tapes, I would jump right into handcuffs, whips, masks, and ropes for
foreplay. Then there would be some fisting, some burning with hot wax, me
piercing her tongue or nipples with a hot needle without antiseptic, and even
the use of razor blades. Yes, I was one hot kinky mess. And I wanted it all the
time. It didn’t matter if I cared for them at all, and vice versa. What matter
was getting my dark urges instantly satisfied. Total strangers would strip me,
chain me up to poles or bedposts, and butt fuck me with a strap-on or slap me,
titillate me, degrade me, press their sharp stiletto heel to my face while I
laid on the ground. 


It
was the only way I could feel something in the world of emotional pain I was
in. The harder they slapped me, pull at my dick or kneed me until I collapsed,
the more alive I felt.


For
years I existed for this type of connection with people. For years I gladly
submitted myself to this torture. Especially after the guilt I felt when the
man I used my dagger on, in self-defense even, died at the hospital. My mind
could not process what was going on, I had a nervous breakdown, saved only by
my mind shutting down all of my senses and emotions. 


It
was until I bumped into Sam that day at her school that I felt a jolt in me,
like electricity, that shocked me out of my shell. She was so gorgeous, too, I
could not take my eyes off of her. She was sweetness and goodness embodied so
unlike the worldly selfish women I’ve known throughout my entire life. She
didn’t want anything from me, even refuse my offer to her for a job and
scholarship. Her world was so very different from mine. She grew up in a family
with parents and a little sister, attended church regularly, was popular and
well-liked at school. My heart instantly melted when I saw her first smile
through the glass doors of her guidance counselor’s office. I caught sight of
her beauty even then. 


Being
a skeptic and from the school of hard knocks, I never believed in fairy tales
or love at first sight, except when that moment Sam was sprawled out on the
ground, her books and backpack thrown everywhere, and her skirt hiked up to her
waist, exposing her panties; that was when cupid’s arrows hit me hard. I knew
at that instant, this girl and I were going to be seeing a lot more of each
other. At that moment, my original plans for her with Tate fell through the floor.
I wanted her for myself. I couldn’t picture any man having her. If they did, if
they touched her pure sweetness, I’d rip out their balls and stuff it down
their throat until they would be shitting it out. So possessive was I over her
even before getting together with her, I knew Sam had what it took to
drastically change me.


So
we made the video with Tate as Daggers and Sam as Colleen Seevers and even
Susan. I had to block out all kinds of feelings to make it possible. I had to
try to pretend it didn’t bother me that Tate was all over my woman, and Sam was
all over him. I was jealous as hell, but then I remember I was in control. 


It
was my film. It was my directions. I had asked them to do what they did. Now I
shouldn’t feel any sense of jealousy for what they did. 


From
the way Sam act around me, she didn’t appear affected by being with Tate at
all. Thank goodness because if I lost her to Tate, I would be consumed with
jealousy. I’d lose it. But in a way, because she had been with Tate and saw
that he didn’t have any major hang ups like the ones I have, she may prefer him
over me.


I
knew Tate had a crush on Sam. For what it’s worth, no matter what I do, I
couldn’t change that. But I wanted to see how she was with him. I wanted to
test her…the final test of her love to me, her commitment to me before I commit
fully to her. I never really noticed her uncanny resemblance to Colleen until
that day I saw them both in court for her mother’s case. Did my subconscious
actively choose her for me? Was this resemblance the reason why I cannot let
her go…like I couldn’t let my past go? 


Again,
shooting this video was what I needed to see the truth. The camera doesn’t lie,
as I was told. That is why I’d like to see everything through the camera. 


So
what did I see? 


A
man in love with a woman so desperate to win her love, he would do anything. That
was me. 


For
Sam, I saw a woman whose heart was so giving, her soul so pure, and her love so
complete that she would forego any conventional notions of right and wrong to
follow her heart. 


For
Tate, on the other hand, I saw myself at his age, struggling with doing what is
right versus doing what feels right. I knew it would be cruel to have him do
what he did with Sam, yet it was the only chance he’ll get from me, to ever
feel and see what he felt for Sam. If he was able to convinced her through this
one physical connection to give up me for him, then we would all know it was
fate. She would never have to guess, and he would never guess. It would be. 


It
was a gamble I had to take, as all things I do in life is a gamble. For a
moment I thought I’d lost however when Sam and Tate looked like they were going
to actually fuck. He was actually going to enter her, but she hesitated, broke
character, and even looked worried for a split second. 


Thank
God for that! It reaffirmed her love for me, and that she was only role-playing
with Tate. But that whole incidence made me desperate to get to the point where
I could make love to her finally without resorting to my dark ways. It forced
me to finally make a move.


So,
about one week and one day after making that video, I surprised her at Sawyer
House, took her out for a romantic dinner and a stroll along the beach, and
brought her back to my place in Newport Coast. The bedroom was  filled with
scented candles, and I had various sensual objects around like chocolate
strawberries, a tub of ice cubes, honey, cubed fresh fruit…not that I think I
could take it that slow with her. 


Despite
how many women I’ve wooed and dined, I have never been more nervous than with
Sam.


Like
doing it for the first time, as if I was the virgin instead of her, I wanted
everything to be perfect. All that didn’t matter as we crashed against the
walls in the garage, kissing each other hungrily, while we ripped off our
clothes. She was so ready for this, as I was, and we wasted no time with
foreplay. Our entire time spent together up to now had all been foreplay. 


Before
I knew it, Sam had unzipped me, pulled my pants down, and was on me. Her mouth
and tongue teased me to the point my dick was so large and hard, I was afraid
when I enter her, it would hurt like hell.


Again,
it didn’t matter. Our passion ruled us, and we stopped overthinking it. We just
let it happen. 


I
pulled Sam’s face up from where she was kneeling and lifted her to wrap her
legs around my waist. Then with a quick pull, I ripped off her panties. A black
silk one that barely covered her round delectable butt. I dipped my fingers
into her, working her, widening her, making her slicker for easier entrance. 


Her
wetness nearly made me explode, She was so ready for me. 


I
had to carry her back to my bedroom from the garage to prolong myself. It
didn’t help that Sam was doing everything to me that made it nearly impossible
for me to even take a step towards my bedroom door. Her hand was gripping me
tightly, squeezing and massaging me in painfully pleasurable strokes, while her
sweet lips was kissing my chest, licking my nipples, licking my neck and then
plunging her honey tongue into my mouth to shyly and then vigorously taste me.


“God
almighty,” I cried, when she slid her sweaty but sweet body down my body to
position herself on top of me. 


“Collins,
it’s time,” she said between clenched teeth. “I’m going to orgasm, and I’ll be
damn this time if I don’t do it with you at the same time.” Without warning,
she slid onto me, her warm wet body enclosing on my pulsating hardness. 


We
both cried out with the intense connection we felt. I felt a rush like I’ve
never had before. It was as though we were made for each other. Then I felt
myself thrusting within her, the need for me to fill her, to fulfill her, to
take her to a place where all she saw was stars. 


She
had the same thought in mind as she met each thrust with her own. She rode me
long and hard, as I pounded into her at the same time reaching reaching
reaching to the point where we felt our bodies lift with the sensation of
weightlessness before I felt her body squeeze me tightly so tightly I couldn’t
hold on any longer. 


“Collins!”
Sam cried. “Oh my God!” She clenched tightly before clinging to me while an
intense shaking overcame her entire body. I pumped into her a few more times before
I went still and then I felt the biggest most pleasurable warm rush flow
through me. 


I
couldn’t stop throbbing afterwards, and when she smiled up at me shyly at first
and then with more desire, we continued what we started, all night long.


 







 


Chapter 19 


 


 


Collins


 


            As if my world was not much better because I
had Sam in my life and I was now in a loving healthy relationship with her; I
received a strange surprise from an old friend or lover.


            Judge
Colleen Seevers had sent me a letter, which she signed and dated. 


            “Dear
Collins McGregor,


 


            It
is with regret that I am leaving my post as Judge after 15 years of service. I
have been offered early retirement, which I have decided to take. I will be
going on a long deserved trip around the world, which I had planned for
retirement and will not be available for any questions. If we have any
unfinished business or dealings, consider it finished. I relinquish any claims
or authority for any agreement entered into while I was in the service of the
courts. So long and take care.


 


Yours,


Judge
Colleen Seevers


 


*****


 


I
never believed in love before I met an angel in girl’s school clothing. I never
believed in miracles until I was shown love and acceptance; I never thought I
was good enough for anything until I realized no one was perfect, and I was
already as I should be. 


Because
one person believed in me, because a special someone believed in me, I was now
the happiest and luckiest man alive.


And
although she was only 18, I knew I wanted to spend the rest of my life with
her, if she would have me.







 


Chapter 20 


 


 


Sam


 


            I never knew what happened to Tate, and
although we had our moment, I was thoroughly and deeply in love with Collins
McGregor. 


            After
the video was made and Collins was still on the fence, I had to do something
since I was feeling an intense itch. Tate was one sexy bundle of bad boy and
vulnerability. He had help ignite my intense lust for all things McGregor. But
Collins was the one who held my heart.


            The
first chance we got to be intimate, I pounced on him. I knew it wasn’t lady
like. I knew it wasn’t appropriate for a girl to be that aggressive with a man,
but when a girl’s been waiting and waiting, and she has a libido just like any
adult human being, she should take action as much as the man. 


            I
was glad I took the initiative. It made things far more intense and climactic
than if I was just there for the ride. I was an active participant in our road
to orgasmic revelations. I was the Queen of my ship.


            Like
everything I did, I realized, I was not one to wait for destiny to occur. I
went out to grab it. So…I paid the good old judge a visit one night at Club
Casablanca.


            She
was sitting at her usual table, eyeing a handsome young man wearing nothing but
jodhpurs and riding boots. His chest rippling with sleek muscles. He was a
spectacle to see, and I had to acknowledge his hotness before proceeding to the
Judge’s table.


            I
was dressed in a kind of riding outfit myself, but more like a huntress.
Studded riding boots, sleek leather black pants, a red lace corset top, and a
collar necklace. Over my outfit was a sleek black lace duster that fell to the
ankles of my spiked and studded riding boots. I carried a studded black leather
satchel and approached the Judge’s table confidently.


            She
turned from her dreamy eye fucking of the hot rider, and carefully looked me up
and down, not at all surprise I was standing in front of her. “So, what brings
you here, Kitty?” she asked. “As you probably know, Collins is no longer a
member here, checked out a week or so ago, and left nothing behind.”


            “I
know,” I said. “I also know we fucked every which way for days without having
to resort to me causing him any physical pain.”


            The
Judge visibly gasped, and she looked lost for a moment before recovering
herself. “Impossible,” she said.


            “Very
possible,” I said. “We have a very healthy and positive relationship built on
love and trust. You no longer have any emotional and psychological hold on
him.”


            “Is
that right?” the Judge said, irritation flickered across her lovely face. “We
still have some unfinished business between us…Collins knows it.”


            “Consider
it finished, Judge,” I said, taking out a tape that was formatted to play at
any television station’s news room. “You know everything you’ve ever done to
Collins. All those friends of yours whom you pushed onto him so he can fulfill
your favors for him…it’s all here.”


            Judge
Seevers balked. “Impossible.”


            “I
did a little research, Judge. Surveillance cameras at the front entrance of
Club Casablanca shows you are a regular. What is a nice judge like you doing at
a place like Club Casablanca? And at hundreds of dollars a pop for
‘entertainment’ and for food and drinks at the highest end, how is it possible
for you to afford to have a VIP suite here on a government worker’s salary?”


            The
Judge looked from left to right, trying to see if anyone was nearby close
enough to hear. “I had an inheritance,” she said. “I don’t need my judicial
job.”


            “But
you like abusing the position of it…especially on young men and broken
families, desperate for help.”


            “I’m
only doing my share to help them,” Judge Seevers said. “Look how I was able to
pull Collins out of jail and off the streets. Look at how I was able to grant
joint custody for your sister Nydia to both your parents although your mother
is a nut case. And Tate…don’t think he’s so very innocent that he could and
should be out of jail. He’s got a record long enough to have him stay there
until he’s at least 40,” the Judge said.


            “So
all these things you ruled on, without my or my families’ knowledge, without
Collins or Tate’s knowledge, you expect favors back for them?  Concessions?”


            “No,
no, that’ll be wrong,” Judge Seevers said. 


            “Then
I’m sure you would sign this document,” I handed her a letter I drafted up and
a pen.


            She
read it quickly and said, “Hell no. I’m not signing this.”


            “Then
I guess you’d rather spend time in prison?”


            She
looked scared now. “Prison?”


            “Yes,”
I said. “I’ve fought a rapist face to face. I’ve overcome obstacles most people
would run away from, but I’ve stayed. Don’t think I would hesitate to take you
to prison if you don’t stop tormenting Collins and anyone else.” I thrust the
paper and pen in front of her face again.


            Without
protesting, she hastily signed the letter, and I looked through it before
saying. “There are many inmates in California behind bars that you put in
there. Thanks to overcrowding and no state funds, some of them will be
released, free from jail. Some of them have written death threats against you.
I’d suggest an early retirement with a quick escape to the tropics or anywhere
in the world where they can’t find you.”


            I’ve
never seen a person’s face drain of color so fast as the Judge’s as I left her.
When I was done with the letter, I made copies and mailed one from the
courthouse to Collins. 


            I
kept a few copies with me in case there were more victims of the Judge’s
around, thinking they have to do the Judge’s dirty deeds still.


            Then
I headed back home to where the love of my life was waiting for me. Nothing
could make me happier.







 


Epilogue 


 


 


Tate


 


I brought the necklace, as directed, to the
meeting place outside of the club, in some little coffee shop nearby. I would
have kept the necklace so I could return it to her, but I was under pressure. I
had a rap sheet as long as a hard day’s night, and it was going to suddenly
reappear in my records out of nowhere.


I
fingered the emerald and diamond necklace, loving the feel of it, remembering
how beautiful it shone on Sam’s neck. I sighed. I should have never agreed to
do that video with Sam. I was already in love with her, but to have been able
to taste her, feel her, and nearly made love to her; I could not get her out of
my mind. She would never choose me, I know, over Collins. She loved him as any
man could wish a woman could love a man. It was such a hopeless love I have for
her. So hopeless, and to live under the same roof as the man who could touch
her everyday, who could kiss her whenever he wanted, to fuck her, to make love
to her; it was too much. I had to move out of Collins’ house. 


Then
to see her at Sawyer House and not be able to hold her, it would be torture. So
as much as I’ve grown to love the place and Gail, the people around, even the
callers, I had to leave. My plans were not completely formed. I only know that
I’ll still be around the O.C. area, but working a real job, hopefully be able
to attend local college and build my academic records up so I could attend UC
Irvine. 


 


I
was early for the meeting and went to the table where I was to hand over the
necklace. I fingered the necklace again, bringing it to my nose to smell it. It
smelled like her, like her jasmine and orange blossom scent that she wore that
day we shot the video. Instantly my mouth watered, and my dick hardened. This
necklace was the only connection I had to her. My only souvenir of the
incredible time we spent together. 


I
quickly put the necklace back into the pouch and into my backpack. Then I
walked out. 


Screw
whoever is coming to pick up the necklace…some mysterious women’s voice that
said all my debts would be forgotten if I provide the necklace Collins McGregor
gave Samantha Sullivan. And if I don’t, my rap sheet would be back out there
for review. 


I
bumped into a beautiful older woman with long dark hair, hazel eyes, and a
killer body dressed in a designer jumpsuit on my way out of the coffee shop.
She looked so out of place there that I immediately realized she was the woman
I was supposed to meet. 


She
looked familiar, as though I’ve seen her before, like she resembled someone I
knew. She gave me a quick once over before heading to the table we were
supposed to meet. My heart was racing, and I knew I’d better get out of the
coffee shop before she recognized me. 


My
heart was racing. Shit. I just bumped into one of the most predatory elements
on the streets…someone even criminals were in awe of…Judge Colleen Seevers. And
she wanted the necklace I now held in my hot sweaty palms.


 


With
a necklace worth millions, no doubt she would not just let me walk. I needed
help, and I needed it soon. Unfortunately, the only person whom I could trust,
whom I know would drop everything to help me is the owner of this necklace, and
I wasn’t too sure how she would react to me coming back.


 


*****


 


Freeing You
Freeing Me is the last book in the You & Me Trilogy with Samantha, Collins,
Derek, and Tate.


 


Look for a
Spin-Off Coming in 2014 Featuring Sawyer House Characters, Samantha, Collins,
Derek, and Tate!


 


Did you know You
& Me Trilogy has been optioned to become a film or television series?  To
stay in touch with the characters, the author, news and announcements with You
& Me along with other series from Kailin Gow, visit http://www.theEDGEbooks.com
and sign up for the newsletter.
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much about the subject, of course, not just because the college class was made
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