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The next thing I knew, Colt was calling my
name, pulling me back from the blackness that had briefly pulled me under.


“Olivia,” he demanded.  “Fuck, Olivia, what the hell happened?”


He pulled me into a sitting position from where
I was slumped over on the floor and grabbed my chin, forcing me to look at
him.  “Look at me,” he said.  “What happened?  Who did this to you?”  He turned my arm over in his hand and
looked at my wrists, his eyes widening when he realized I’d done it to
myself.  “Christ, Olivia.”


He reached behind him and pulled his shirt off,
wrapping it around my wrists in an effort to stop the bleeding


My breathing was being to return to its normal
rhythm as the initial shock of seeing all the blood began to fade.


“Stay here,” Colt commanded.  “Stay here and do not move.”


I nodded, too weak to argue.  


He returned a second later with a first aid kit
and a bottle of water.  He opened
the first aid kit and then raised my hands up over my head, holding the fabric
of his shirt against my wrists tightly, applying pressure to my cuts. 


“Do I need stitches?” I asked.

“Depends on if I can stop the bleeding.”


I nodded. 
Everything inside of me was screaming to push him away, to tell him to
leave me alone, that I didn’t need his help. I was angry with him, angry with
him for kissing me, for causing me to lose my mind, to be driven almost insane
with lust for him.


I would have let him fuck me, right here in
this room.


But he’d rejected me.


He didn’t want me.


I’d broken my promise to Declan, a promise I’d
kept all these years, for a man who couldn’t have given two shits about me.


Fuck Colt, I thought.  As soon as
I was feeling better, I was out of here. 



Those dark eyes were locked on mine as he held
my wrists so tight I couldn’t move, the tension between us crackling so
intensely I could almost see it, like a taut electric wire joining us
together.  


I hate you, I chanted to myself, begging my brain to accept it as truth. I
hate you, I hate you, I hate you.


After a few more minutes, Colt pulled my arms
down and began unwrapping his shirt from around my wrists.


I winced when I saw what I’d done to
myself.  Marks crisscrossed my arms
like chicken scratches.  I would
have scars.  Not like the ones I
already had, either.  Bad ones.  Ones I might not be able to hide.


The wounds were still leaking blood, but it had
slowed considerably.


Colt reached into the first aid kit and grabbed
an antiseptic wipe, ripping it open with his teeth.


“This is going to sting,” he said, no trace of
sympathy or regret in his voice, just a warning that what was about to happen
was going to hurt.  But even though
the tone in his voice was devoid of emotion, he was gentle as he began carefully
cleaning my wounds.


“Do I need to go to the hospital?” I asked, not
sure I wanted to hear the answer. 
Hospitals meant questions. 
They meant filling out paperwork with spaces for addresses and names of
next of kin.  Hospitals meant
doctors who wanted to send you to talk to social workers, stays in psych wards,
and huge bills I would never be able to pay. 


And that didn’t even include the actual medical
part of the whole thing, which meant needles and stitches and shots and
monitors.


“No,” Colt said.  “I can fix it with a butterfly stitch.”


“What’s a butterfly stitch?” I asked, slightly
panicked.  I went to pull my arms
away from him, but he held my wrists tight.


“Relax,” he said.  “It’s just a special kind of band-aid.”


“Oh.” 
I watched as he finished with the antiseptic and began unwrapping a
band-aid.  It looked like a normal
band-aid except the two sides were held together by some kind of elastic.  He placed one horizontally over one of
my cuts, and the skin tightened around my wound.


It was slightly uncomfortable, and I winced and
averted my gaze.  Once I stopped
looking, I instantly started to feel better.  My stomach stopped churning.  My head stopped feeling so light.  I didn’t know if it was because the
bleeding had stopped, or because I’d been getting woozy looking at what I’d
done to myself.


“I think I passed out,” I said, before
remembering Colt didn’t deserve to know anything about what had happened to me.


He didn’t say anything.


I glanced up at him.


I wanted my eyes to be trained on something
other than my wounds, but the last place I wanted my gaze to land was on him.


But I couldn’t stop.


It was like he pulling me toward him with some
kind of invisible force. 


His forehead was knotted in concentration, and
he bit his bottom lip just a tiny bit as he continued placing the bandages on
my skin.


His eyes were dark, his displeasure with me
written all over his face.


When he was done with the butterfly band-aids, he reached for a roll of gauze and wrapped it
around my wrists, fastening each side together with medical tape.


Once he’d placed the last piece of tape, he
placed everything back in the first aid kit and then he stood up.


“Can you stand up?” he asked, holding his hand
out to me.


“I think so.”


His hand wrapped around mine, and I instantly became
woozy again.  Not from the blood
loss or the cutting, but from Colt’s touch.  I hated the effect he was having on me,
hated that he could make me feel this way.


He’d kissed me, touched me, pushed me beyond
anything I’d ever felt, beyond anything I’d ever even imagined I could feel for
anyone besides Declan.  And it made
me both attracted to him and furious with him at the same time.


A rush of heat overtook me as I remembered what
it had felt like, Colt’s tongue in my mouth, his hands on my body, the scent of
his cologne, the faint taste of alcohol on his breath, how badly I’d wanted him
inside of me. 


I couldn’t help it.  I wanted him to kiss me again.


And for one incredible moment, as I stood there
facing him, his eyes searching mine, I was sure he was going to, was sure he
was going to pull me toward him and crash his mouth into mine.


But instead, he shook his head.


“You’re done.”


“What?”


“That’s it.  It’s over.”


“What’s over?”


“This.” 
He turned my hands over in his, looking at the bandages he’d just placed
on me.  His face softened, and I saw
something in his eyes.  Fear?  Concern?  I couldn’t be sure.  “You’re not doing this anymore.”  The concern was gone from Colt’s face,
the flash of it so brief I wasn’t even completely sure if it had been there at
all.  Now all that was there was a
steely determination.  


“I’m not cutting myself anymore?” I repeated
incredulously, and then laughed.


“No,” he said.  “You’re not.”  He picked up my bag, rummaged through it
until he found my razors, then slid them into his back
pocket.  Then hoisted himself up until he was sitting on the side of the desk, his
legs dangling over the side. “That’s over, Olivia.  I’m not fucking around.”


“You do realize that it’s not that easy,
right?”


“It is.” 
He looked at me again, and a shiver ran up my spine.  “You will not cut yourself again.  Do you understand?”


Something about his tone, about how commanding
he was being with me, made butterflies swarm my stomach.  I thought about how he’d dressed me in
my tiny little outfit, how he’d held my hands down at my sides and let his eyes
rake up my body.


“You’re not in charge of me,” I said defiantly,
raising my chin in the air, daring him to contradict me.


“Oh, I sure as hell am,” he said.  He stood up and crossed the room to the
bar in the corner, poured himself a drink and took a long gulp.  He shook his head, like he couldn’t
believe he was being forced to deal with me.


“No, you’re not,” I said.


“Jesus, Olivia, you sound like a child.”


“I sound
like a child?” I said.  “You’re the
one you ran out of here when you found out I was a virgin.  Talk about childish and immature.”


His hand tightened around the glass he was
holding and I saw something akin to fury blazing in his eyes.  But what did he think?  That I was just not going to bring it
up?  Now that my immediate medical
concerns had been taken care of, I was pissed.


How dare he send me such horribly mixed
signals?  He’d dressed me up in this
skimpy outfit, he’d made it perfectly clear that he liked what he saw, and then
he started kissing me, touching me, making me crazy with want for him.


And then once I decided to give him what he
wanted, he stopped.  Just because I was virgin?  Talk about fucked up.  


“I did you a favor,” Colt said.  He took another long pull of his drink,
draining the glass.  “You don’t want
your first time to be with me. 
Trust me.”


“Why not?”


“Because you just don’t.”  He closed his eyes tight, and bent over
the bar, resting his hands on the side as he hung his head for a moment.  His broad shoulders looked tensed and
knotted, and I had to resist the urge to go over there and comfort him.


I thought about what I’d seen in the office
earlier, how I’d heard him fighting with his uncle, how Colt had slammed his
hands against the desk.   He
looked like a lost kid now, instead of the sexy, confident man who’d held my
hips earlier while I’d danced for him, telling me how to move, how to undress
for him.


I took a step toward him, no longer able to
keep myself from trying to provide some comfort to him the way he’d just done for
me.


But before I could, Colt turned around.


“Okay,” he said.  “Here’s what’s going to happen.  You’re done as a cocktail
waitress.”  


“So you said,” I tipped my chin in the
air.   “I want to be paid for
my time.”  It was only fair.  I’d worked here for the night, I should get the money that was due to me.  I wondered how much it could be.  A hundred bucks?  A hundred bucks could last me a
while.  A hundred bucks was enough
for a food and a few nights in a cheap motel until I could figure out what to
do next.  


“No.”


“No?” 
I blinked at him in disbelief. 
“That’s illegal.”


“You’ll get paid at the end of the week, for
the week.”


I shook my head.  “What are you talking about?”


“You’ll be my secretary.”


“What?”


“I don’t want you working here as a
waitress.  It’s too dangerous.  You can work in the office with me.  I need someone to help with the
paperwork.”


“No.” 
I shook my head.  I didn’t
need his pity.  I didn’t need some
stupid job he’d just invented. 
Paperwork!  What did he think
I was, some kind of accountant?


“Yes,” Cold said, undeterred by my
protests.  “You’ll stay with
me.  At my
apartment.  When you have
enough money saved, we’ll talk about you getting your own place.”


My eyes widened.  “We’ll talk about me getting my
own place?”


“Yes.”


“I’m not your prisoner.”


“Until I can make sure you’re safe, you are.”


“Why?” I asked.  “Why are you so determined to make
decisions for me?”


He crossed the room in two long strides.  He took my hands in his and turned my
wrists over, running his fingers over the bandages.  “Because I’ve never been so scared in my
life as when I saw you lying here on the floor.  And because for some strange, fucked up
reason, I can’t seem to stay away from you.  I have the need to protect you.”


Emotion flooded my chest, and I forced myself
not to look at him.  I knew if I
looked at him, I wouldn’t be able to say no.  And I had to say no.  I had to.  Because if I didn’t, I was afraid of
what would happen.


“Olivia,” he breathed.  “Olivia, look at me.”


I was powerless.  I raised my eyes from the floor, and he
reached out and smoothed my hair from my forehead.


He leaned his forehead against mine, and our
lips were just millimeters from touching again.


“Say yes,” he whispered, and I could hear the
desperation and want in his voice, how badly he wanted me to say yes to his
plan.


“Yes,” I said, before I had a chance to think
about it.


His lips tugged into a smile, just for half a
second before setting back into a strong line.


I closed my eyes, because I couldn’t take it
anymore, the two of us standing here so close, staring into each other’s
eyes.  It was intimate and
confusing.  How could I feel so
deeply bonded to Colt when I’d just met him?  Was this just lust, making me act
crazy?  


I felt his eyelashes brush against my cheeks as
he closed his eyes too, and at that moment, someone in the club decided to turn
up the music and the pounding bass line began echoing through the room, pumped
in through the wireless speaker system.


The sound was jarring, but neither of us moved.


Kiss me, I thought.  Please,
kiss me and finish what you started. 


 I
wanted his hands all over me, on my ass, my back, my
breasts.  I wanted his mouth between
my legs, his fingers inside of me there, too.  I wanted to feel his hard cock push into
my mouth, wanted to know what it felt like to taste a man’s dick.


The rhythm of the music intensified, the tempo
like a beating heart.  I placed my
palm against Colt’s muscular chest, feeling his real heart beat, slow and
strong.


He did the same to me, and my breath caught in
my chest at the feel of his hand against my breast.  


We were locked together, the music swirling
around us into a tornado.


Kiss me, I screamed inside.  Kiss
me.


I tilted my head just the tiniest bit, until my
lips barely brushed his.  It wasn’t
a kiss – in fact, it was far from it.  I’d hardly even felt the soft pillows of
his lips against mine before he pulled back, almost as if he’d been burned.


“Olivia…” Colt started, taking my hand off his
chest and holding it in his.  but I didn’t want to hear it.  I didn’t want to hear why he was wrong
for me, why we couldn’t do this, why it was a bad idea.  Because one of the things I’d learned
over the years was that when someone had all kind of justifications and excuses
for why they couldn’t do something, it was usually just window-dressing.  Because the thing was, it usually just
came down to one simple fact. 
People did what they wanted to do.


Colt didn’t want me.


The urge to cut welled inside of me again.


God, you are fucked up, Olivia.  You’ve already destroyed your wrists,
and now you want to hurt yourself move? 
Over what? 
Some asshole who doesn’t even want you?  Haven’t you learned enough about
investing your emotions in people who could care less about you?


I couldn’t take it.


I couldn’t take hearing his excuses.  It hurt too much.


So even though it was petty and childish, I did
the only thing I could think to do to make sure I didn’t have to.


I lashed out.


“Is our deal still on?” I asked, pulling my
hand from his.


“What deal?”


“Declan,” I said.  “If I come and work for you as your
secretary, will you still help me find Declan?”


I was hoping my words would hurt him, was
hoping they’d get some kind of reaction out of him, even if just for a second.


A vein in his neck throbbed and his jaw set
into a hard line.


But then he shrugged, like Declan was an
afterthought he’d forgotten about, and not the only reason I’d even agreed to
this crazy plan in the first place.


“If you want.”


“I do.”


“Fine,” he said.  


“How long will it take you to find him?” I
asked, annoyed and frustrated by the fact that he was acting like he didn’t
give a crap about me finding Declan, even though I’d told him Declan was the
man I was going to marry.  


He stared at me a long moment, but this time, I didn’t close my eyes.  I kept my gaze on his.  If he thought he was going to intimidate
me, he was wrong.  The song playing
through the club switched, moving from a pounding bass line to something
slower, softer, further serving to break the spell between us.


Colt turned away from me and began walking toward
the door.


“Colt!” I yelled.


He turned around.


“How long?”  I needed to know.  These feelings I had inside of me, this
pull I felt toward Colt even though I knew he was bad for me and could lead to nothing
but devastating heartbreak, made it crucial that this little arrangement had a
time limit.  I couldn’t risk being
around him for too long.  


“I already found him,” Colt said, and then he
turned and walked out the door.


“What?” I exclaimed.  I rushed
after him, chasing him down the hall. 
“What do you mean, you already found him?” I demanded.


“Just like I said, Princess,” he said, and I
hated that he was calling me that, hated that he was back to acting cocky and
like he was way too cool to care about anything.


He continued walking until he was almost back
to the area that housed the main stage, then turned the corner.  We were in the dressing room now, the
room where I’d gotten ready earlier, where Jessa had helped me to put on my
make up just a few hours before she’d sent me back to that bachelor party.


“You found him?” I breathed.  “But how?”


 “It
wasn’t hard,” he said.  “Anyone with
an internet connection could have done it.”


Trepidation skittered up my spine – I had
a feeling it was a lot more complicated than just having an internet
connection.


But whatever.  


Colt’s tactics weren’t important.  What was important was that he knew
where Declan was.


“So where is he?” I asked.


Colt shrugged.  “He’s here.  In the city.”


I let out the breath I was holding, almost
giddy with relief.  Declan was
here!  He was here, in the
city.  I could go and see him!


“What’s he doing?” I asked, the anticipation
flowing hot through my veins.  “I
mean, did you find out anything else about him?”  


But before Colt could answer one of the dancers
came walking out of the tunnel that led from the main stage.  She was wearing a pink glitter G-string,
her skin tan and perfect.  Stuck on
the side of her stomach, right by her hipbone, was a delicate rhinestone heart.


“Colt,” she squealed.  She was topless, her perfectly
symmetrical tits bouncing as she wrapped her arms around Colt’s neck.  The two of them looked like they’d
stepped out of a magazine ad. “What’s new, baby?  I feel like we haven’t talked in
forever.”


 “Not much.  What’s new with you, Ava?”


“Lots,” she purred, trailing one of her long
raspberry-colored nails down the front of Colt’s chest.


Mine.


The word flashed through my mind before I could
stop it.


“Well, we’ll have to catch up then,” Colt
said.  His eyes flicked down her
body, ogling her tits, her thighs, his hand wrapping around her waist and
spreading out over the small of her back. 


“After party?” she giggled.


“Always.”


“See you then.”  She took off down the hall, her tight
ass bouncing as she went.


Colt turned back to me.  “You need to go back and wait in the
office,” he said.  “I’ll come and
get you at the end of the night.”


“Declan,” I reminded him.  “What’s he doing?  What’s he up to?”


Colt shrugged.  “Find out for yourself,” he said, and then
he turned and left me standing there in the hall.



 

**



 

I watched mindless TV on the flat screen in the
office until three am, when Colt finally reappeared.  


“It’s about time,” I said, but he ignored
me.  


His hair was mussed, there was a smudge of lipstick
on his cheek, and he smelled like perfume. 
I could only imagine the things he’d been up to since I’d last seen him.


I watched as he grabbed his leather jacket off
the back of a chair.  “You ready?”
he asked me gruffly.


“I guess,” I said.


“You guess?  You’re either ready or you’re not.”


“I’m ready, but not if you’re going to act like
a dick the whole time.”


“Who’s acting like a dick?”


“You’re all broody and short.  It’s not that fun to be around.”


“I’m sorry, Princess,” Colt said, grinning in
that maddening way of his as I followed him out of the office and down the
hallway toward the back entrance of the club.   “I’ll make sure to change my
attitude in order to maximize your fun and make sure you have as much enjoyment
from my company as is humanly possible.”


When we got outside, I gulped the fresh air
into my lungs, thankful to be out of the club.  Something about that place felt cloying,
the vibe full of darkness that lurked below the surface, just waiting to boil over
and burn everything it touched.


“What can I do to make this night fun for you?”
Colt asked.  “Bowling?  Mini golf?”


“Stop being a smart ass,” I said.  “It’s unbecoming.”


“Yes, Princess,” he said as he opened the car
door for me.  I slid into the
passenger side and buckled my seatbelt.


A second later, he was next to me, the scent of
leather and perfume hanging on him like a cloud.


“How as the after party?” I asked as he started
the car.


“Great,” he said.  


“Did you have fun?”


“Always.”


I thought about that girl, Ava, with her
perfect body and her perfect breasts and her flat stomach and her tiny glitter
tattoo.  


Forget about it, I told myself.  Colt’s a womanizer, the kind of man
who had no problem kissing you, almost sleeping with you earlier, and then
sleeping with someone else just a few hours later.  


Think about Declan.


Declan, who you’re going to be seeing soon.


I closed my eyes and leaned my head back
against the seat.


When we got back to Colt’s apartment he went
right to the kitchen, opened the fridge and surveyed the contents.


“Hungry?” 


I shook my head no.


He looked up at me and raised his
eyebrows.  He hadn’t bothered to
turn the kitchen light on, and the glow from the refrigerator illuminated his
strong features, his defined jaw, his straight nose, the
fullness of his lips.


“Don’t lie.”


“I’m not lying.”


“You have to eat something.”  He started pulling things out of the
refrigerator and setting them on the island.


“Why?”


“Because I said so.  Go take a shower and I’ll bring you
something to eat.  There are clothes
in the bedroom for you.”


“What do you mean there are clothes in the
bedroom for me?”


“I had Kendra pick up some things for you.”


Oh, right. 
Kendra.  The
housekeeper.  “I didn’t know it was
a housekeeper’s job to do your shopping.”


“Kendra’s more of an assistant.”


“Ahh. 
And where is this elusive Kendra?”


“She’s a good assistant.”


“So?”


“So she knows that good assistants aren’t
seen.”


I shook my head.  Wow.  Could he be any more full of himself?


“Olivia,” Colt said.  “Go take a shower.”


I opened my mouth to protest, but I was too
tired to fight him.


So I walked down the hall to the guest room. 


As promised, the dresser drawers were now
filled with t-shirts and jeans and sweaters and underwear and all kinds of
other things.  How the hell did
Kendra know my size? I wondered, as I ran my hand through the slips of fabric.
Colt must have told her, after I’d had to tell him my size earlier when I was
getting my uniform.


I showered, then
slipped into a t-shirt and a soft pair of pajama shorts.


A second later, Colt knocked on my bedroom
door.


He was holding a bottle of water and a plate of
chicken stir-fry.  It smelled
delicious.


I looked at him skeptically.  “You made that?”


“Yes.”


“Like, you heated it up?”


“No, like I made it.”  He shook his head and stepped into the
room.  He set the food down on the
nightstand and then walked into the bathroom.  


I could hear him in there, rummaging
around.  


“What are you doing?” I asked.


But he didn’t answer.


When he returned, he began looking around the
room, opening drawers, his hands moving through the dresser, checking
everything.


“What the hell are you doing?” I asked again.


“Making sure there’s nothing in here you can
hurt yourself with.”


He turned around and held his hand out.  “Give me your bag.”


“No.”


“Give it to me, Olivia.”


“There’s nothing in there,” I said.  “You took my razors at the club.”


“I want to check again.”


I picked it up and thrust it at him.  “Go ahead,” I said.  “Knock yourself out.”


He rummaged through my things.  There wasn’t much there.  He handed my bag back to me.


“Satisfied?” I asked.


The side of his mouth slid up into a grin and
he let his eyes rake over my body. 
I was suddenly aware of the fact that I wasn’t wearing a bra, and that
the shorts I was wearing, while my size, were a little too short, and hardly covered
my ass.


My nipples hardened, and I could feel them
poking against the sheer fabric


I liked the way he was looking at me, liked the
fact that he was staring at my body and not even trying to hide it.  


Kiss me.  


I crossed my arms over my chest.  


“Nothing I haven’t seen before, Princess,” Colt
drawled.


“You’re an ass.”


“Eat,” he said.  “And go to sleep.”  He turned to head for the door.


“Wait,” I said, and he turned around.


“Yeah?”


“What about… “  I licked my lips nervously.  “Declan.  Can you tell me where he is, give me his
number or his email, whatever you found?”


“In the morning, Princess,” Cold said, his
voice low.  “You’ve had a long day.”


“Please,” I said.


Colt sighed.  “Olivia,” he said.  “You…” I felt like he wanted to say more,
maybe about Declan, but then he thought better of it.  “In the morning,” he said.  “Eat.  And go to sleep.”


And then he was gone, the door shutting behind
him, leaving me alone.


I settled into bed, and picked up the stir-fry
he’d made me.


It tasted just as delicious as it smelled, and
I ate the whole plate hungrily.


I fell asleep as soon as my head hit the
pillow.


This time, there were no bad dreams.


There were no dreams at all, just the sweet
relief of a deep sleep.


And when I woke up, for the first time in as
long as I could remember, my first thought wasn’t Declan.


It was Colt.



 

**



 

I blinked in the sunlight that was streaming
through the slats in the blinds, casting stripes of light across the comforter.


The apartment was silent—Colt must have
still been sleeping. It made sense. 
He probably stayed up all night partying and then slept all day.  


I brushed my teeth and hair, then
pulled on a pair of jeans and a grey sweater made of a lightweight material
that felt soft against my skin.  I
felt bad for Kendra, being Colt’s assistant, but I had
to admit the girl had good taste, whoever she was.


I set out to the kitchen in search of coffee.


I was standing in front of Colt’s fancy-looking
coffeemaker, trying to figure out how to use it, when the front door opened and
Colt came walking in.  


He was wearing a black t-shirt and gym shorts,
his hair slightly damp with sweat, the bottom curling
and sticking to his neck.


“Good morning, Princess,” he said, reaching
past me into the refrigerator and pulling out a bottle of water.  He took a long sip and then held it out
to me.  “Thirsty?”


I shook my head.  “No, thanks.”  I was thirsty, but there was no
way I was going to share a water bottle with him.  Something about it seemed way too
intimate.


Colt shrugged, then
downed another long sip.  


“I thought you were sleeping,” I said, in case
he thought I was prowling around his house all on my own.


“I was at the gym.”  He reached down and grabbed the bottom
of his sweaty shirt and pulled it off his body in one fluid movement.


Holy shit.  Heat flooded my body
as I tried not stare.   His body was just so perfect that
every time I saw it, it left me breathless .  His torso was defined and ripped, his
six-pack seemingly chiseled out of granite.  A thin sheen of sweat clung to his skin,
making him glisten.  I remembered
the feel of his body on top of mine, the way it had felt to run my fingers over
every ridge of his abs.  I looked
away, but I was almost positive he caught me blushing.


“So are we going to work or what?”  I asked, annoyed.


He smiled and took another long pull off the
water bottle.  “You seem a little
feisty this morning, Princess,” he said. 



“I’m not feisty.”


“Edgy.”


“I’m not edgy.”


“Cranky.”


“I’m not – “ I started, and then I realized
he was just giving me a constant stream of adjectives in order to annoy me.


“Can you please let me know what time we’re
leaving?” I said.


“I’m going to shower and then we’ll go.”  A mental picture of him in the shower,
water sliding down over his ripped body flooded my mind.  But he made no effort to move, instead
just leaning against the fridge, his bicep flexing.  I was leaning back against the counter,
and I wanted to take a step away from him, but I couldn’t.  I didn’t want him to know he was having
that kind of effect on me.


He was so close I swore I could feel the heat
coming off his body.   


He placed his water bottle back inside the
fridge, then he reached for my hand, and for a second, I thought he was going
to pull me toward him and kiss me.


But he slid the sleeve of my sweater up and
looked at my wrists.


He ran his hand over the tape, making sure it
was still held tight.  


“It hurt?” he asked, his voice softening.


“No,” I said.  “Well, yes.  A little.”


He looked up at me, his eyes filled with
concern.  He shook his head.  “Olivia,” he said, and the way he said
my name, with worry and what I thought (hoped?) was longing, sent butterflies
fluttering around my stomach. 
“Promise me you’ll stop.”


I shook my head.  “I can’t… I can’t promise that.”


“You will.”


“I just told you, I can’t.”  I went to pull my hand away from his,
but he held onto it tight.  He
effectively had me trapped, my back up against the counter, him standing in
front of me, holding my hands.  His
hair fell over his forehead messily, and the stubble that was on his face last
night was just a little darker this morning.  He licked his bottom lip, like he was
contemplating what to do next.


I wanted his tongue in my mouth.  


Wetness flooded my center.


“Promise me,” he said, taking another step
forward and whispering it in my ear. 
His breath tickled the sensitive spot on the side of my neck.


“I can’t,” I repeated, but he was
starting to make my knees feel weak. 
For a brief moment, I thought maybe he would be able to make me
promise.  I felt like if he would
just kiss me, if he would just do something to me, I would do whatever
he said.


“If you promise,” he said, and his hands
intertwined with mine, his thumbs moving over my knuckles.  “I’ll give you something you want.”


I froze, every single nerve ending in my body
on high alert.  Everything flooded
into sharp focus, every sense suddenly heightened.  I could smell Colt’s scent, Axe
deodorant with just the faintest trace of sweat, could feel his body heat
through my thin sweater, could see the tiny scar on the top of his lip that
didn’t diminish even one ounce of his attractiveness and instead just served to
accentuate his smoldering bad boy look.


Time seemed to stop as I waited for him to
speak, to move, to decide what was going to happen.  


“Don’t you want to know what it is, Princess?”
He was still whispering huskily into my ear, his breath brushing deliciously
against my skin.


I nodded.


I didn’t trust myself to speak.  My heart was throbbing so fast and hard
in my chest and he was standing so close to me that I was sure he was going to
be able to hear it, to feel it, betraying the effect he was having on my body.


“Say ‘yes’,” he instructed.


“Yes.”


“Yes what?”


“Yes, I want to know what you have that I
want.”  


Colt grinned wickedly.  “What I have… that you want… is Declan’s
address.”  He reached into the
pocket of his shorts and pulled out his phone, holding the screen out to me.


My cheeks burned with disappointment. 


“What did you think I was talking about,
Princess?” Colt asked innocently, like he knew exactly what it was I’d thought
he’d been talking about.


“Let me see that,” I said, grabbing his phone
out of his hand.



 

Declan Keene


102 Huckleberry Street, Apt 3D



 

Just seeing Declan’s name there, in black and
white, filled me with a calmness I hadn’t experienced in a long time.


I closed my eyes.


Declan.


Finally.


Finally, I knew where he was.


“I’m going to see him tonight,” I
declared.  “Can you… can we write
this down?”


Colt took the phone out my hands and shoved it
back into his pocket.  “I’ll print
you out a copy when we get to the office.”


I nodded. 
I wanted to say ‘thank you’, but then I thought, screw that.  He’d been teasing me, messing with my
mind, getting off on playing with my mind.


I hated that my body responded to his touch,
his presence, his body.  I couldn’t wait to get away from
him.  I would never tell Colt this,
but I was hoping Declan would offer to let me to stay with him.  And if not, all I had to do was buy my
time until I got my first paycheck from Colt.


And then I could stay far away from him.


I had to.


He was making me feel things.


Uncomfortable things.


Things I couldn’t afford to feel.


Things that would only lead to pain.



 

**



 

When we got into the office, Colt immediately
went into business mode, all traces of teasing and cockiness wiped from his
voice.


“Here,” he said, placing a cell phone down and
a ten dollar bill down on the desk in front of me.


I picked it up.  “What’s this?”


“Your phone.”


“My phone?”


“Yes. 
You need a phone if you’re going to be working here.  So that I can reach you.”


“Why can’t you just reach me on the office
phone?”  I picked up the cell and
felt its lightness in my hand.  It
was a shiny new iPhone, gun-metal grey and
beautiful.  I’d never had a phone so
nice.  I’d had cell phones
before  -- tracphones and flip
phones, the kind of phones that didn’t take pictures and charged for each text
message, the kind of phones you had to buy prepaid cards in order to use, the
kind of phones that would get broken if you so much as jostled them.


“I might need to get in touch with you after
hours,” Colt said.


“Oh.” 
I ran my fingers over the smooth surface of the phone.  “Okay.  Well, thank you.”


“Don’t thank me,” he said, making it clear that
he wasn’t doing me any favors. 
“It’s a company phone.”


I nodded. 
“And the ten dollars?”


“In case you want lunch.”


He sat me down at the computer and showed me
how to start entering figures from vendor receipts into spreadsheets.  I’d had computer classes in my group
home that had taught me how to use all kinds of different programs -- Microsoft
Office, Word, Powerpoint, even Quickbooks and Photoshop.


I caught on quickly, and after a few minutes,
Colt left me to my own devices.  I
found the work soothing, the monotony of tapping away on the computer providing
my normally racing mind with something to focus on.


Colt was out of the office most of the
morning.  Every so often I would
hear him talking to Jessa as they passed by in the hallway outside, his voice
low and gruff, hers loud and flirty.


It was around lunchtime when a man knocked on
the open door of the office.


“Oh,” he said when he saw me.  “I’m sorry, I’m looking for Colt.”


“I’m not sure where he is,” I said.  “I can try to find him if you
want.”  I started to get up, but the
man motioned for me to stay seated.


“That’s okay,” he said, wandering into the
office and plopping down in one of the chairs sitting in front of the
desk.  “I can talk to him later.”


He was about thirty, attractive, with dark
blonde hair and a perfectly cut suit. 



“Oh,” I said.  “Um, okay.”


“Who are you?”


“I’m Olivia,” I said.  “I’m Colt’s secretary.”


He grinned.  “Secretary, eh?  Is that what Colt’s calling them these
days?”


Before I could figure out a response, Colt
appeared in the doorway.  He took in
the scene, his eyes darkening into a black storm.  


“Joseph,” he said.  “What are you doing here?”


“I brought you an offer,” Joseph said, making
no move to get up from his chair.


“Not interested,” Colt said, not even bothering
to try and hide his annoyance.  “Is
there anything else?”


Joseph rolled his eyes and then winked at
me.  “This guy,” he said, pointing
at Colt.  “Olivia, can you let him
know that selling this place could be a cash windfall?”


I frowned and looked at Colt.  “You’re thinking of selling the club?”

“No,” Colt said at the same time Joseph said,  “He should be.”


Joseph shook his head, then pulled out a
briefcase and popped it open.  He
pulled out a crisp sheet of paper and set it down on the desk.


I couldn’t help but notice the number on the
front of the page.  


Three million dollars.


Holy shit.


“Is there anything else I can do for you?” Colt
asked, his tone making it clear he didn’t want to do anything else for Joseph
and definitely wouldn’t even if Joseph were to ask.

“Mr. Personality this guy, huh, Olivia?” Joseph asked me.


I laughed. 
“Tell me about it.”


I saw the annoyance flash on Colt’s face.


Joseph stood up and grabbed his briefcase.  “Let me know if you change your mind,
Colt.”  


“I won’t change my mind.”


“It was nice to meet you, Olivia,” Joseph
said.  “I hope to see you again.”


“Yeah, you too,” I said, giving him a smile.


As soon as he was gone, Colt turned to me.  “I don’t want you talking to him.”

“What?”


“You heard me.  I don’t want you talking to him.”


“I don’t even know him.”


“I don’t care.  If he comes back, call me immediately.”


“Why?” I asked.


“Because he’s a dick.”


“What did he do?”


“Did he try to hit on you?”


“No, he didn’t try to hit on me,” I said.  “I hardly even know the guy, he came in
and asked for you.  He was only here
for like two minutes before you got here. 
He seems nice.”


“Yeah, well, he’s not.”


“Oh my God,” I said, swiveling around in my
chair so I could face him straight-on.  “Are you… are you jealous?”


“I don’t get jealous,” he said.


“You seem jealous.”


“I’m not,” he growled.  “If I want something, I take it.”  He crossed the room and picked up the
piece of paper Joseph had left sitting on the desk.


“Three million dollars is a lot of money,” I
said.  “How much is still left on
the mortgage?”


“It’s paid off.”


“Wow.” 
I shook my head and stood up, made my way to the mini-fridge in the
corner of the room and pulled out a can of Diet Coke.  I cracked open the can and took a sip.  “If you sold, you’d be a millionaire.”


“I’m already a millionaire.”


He said it so cavalier, so casual that it made
my heart ache.  What would that be
like, I wondered, to have the money to be able to do whatever you wanted, to be
able to create whatever life you desired?


“Yeah, but this way you could do whatever you
wanted,” I pressed.


“I already do whatever I want.”


“Oh, really?” I pressed him.  “This is what you want?  To be working in some strip club?”


He laughed, tipping his head back.  “That’s what you think I do?  That I just work in some strip
club?”  He slammed his fist down on
the desk again, the way I’d seen him do yesterday after he’d been in here with
his uncle. “You have no idea what goes on here, Olivia.  You have no idea what it takes to run
this place.”


Anger poured into my veins.  How dare he talk to me like that?  “I know that I saw some girl here
yesterday, with her face black and blue and her hair cut.  I know that your uncle said something to
you that made you so angry you punched the desk.  I know that last night some guys almost
assaulted me.  So if the last
twenty-four hours are any indication, then yeah, Colt, I think I have a pretty
good indication of what goes on here.”


“So what? 
After just one day, you think you know me?  You think you know anything about me?”


“I know you’re better than this,” I said
quietly.


He turned on me then, his eyes blazing
fury.  “Don’t you dare judge me, Olivia.  I’ve
never done that to you.”


“I’m not judging you,” I said.  “I just think that if you keep this up,
you’ll – ”


“Enough!” he raged.  “Stop!  You can sit there and give your opinions
all you want, but you had no problem staying at my place last night, had no
problem using me for the things this club bought.”


My mouth dropped open.  “Using you?  Is that what you think I’m doing?  Using you?  If I remember correctly, I wanted to get
the hell out of here last night.  
It was you who made me go home with you, it was you who wouldn’t
let me go.”


“What the hell was I supposed to do,
Olivia?  You cut the shit out of
your arms, you almost had sex with me after knowing me
for one day!  You were obviously
confused and lost.  What was I
supposed to do?  I felt sor – ”  He cut himself
off before he could say it.


But it was too late.


I’d known what he was about to say.


I felt sorry for you.


It hit me like a sucker punch, right in the
gut.


In that moment, I hated him with a fiery
passion.


I didn’t want anyone’s pity.


“Fuck you,” I spat and then I headed for the
door.  I didn’t need him.  He was just a guy I’d met yesterday, a
guy who I’d somehow allowed to work himself into my brain, to invade my mind
with his good looks and his cocky attitude.  But he was nothing to me.  He’d served his purpose.  He’d given me Declan’s address.


I had Declan now.  


I didn’t need Colt, had never needed him.


He was nothing to me.


My brain laid out the logic in front of me, but
my heart argued.  I was angry and
hurt, the two emotions colliding together and creating a hurricane that
threated to sweep me up in its wake.


I needed to get out of there.


I needed to cut.


“Olivia,” Colt said.  “Olivia, wait.”


I was closer to the door than he was, but he
was faster.  He got there first,
blocking my way.


“Move,” I said.


“Olivia, I didn’t mean it like that.”


“Then how did you mean it?” 


He stayed silent.  


“Out of my way,” I said.  I pushed by him, but he grabbed my
shoulders.


“Where are you going?” he demanded.


“I’m leaving.”


“To go where?”


“Away from you.”


“No.” He shook his head and then his hands were
on my face.  “You’re not going.  I won’t let you.”


I looked up at him, and I couldn’t figure out
what the hell was burning inside of me, what this was that I was feeling.  He was so confusing, hot and cold, one
minute teasing me, the next minute looking like he wanted to kiss me, the next
acting like such an asshole that I couldn’t even stand to be around him.


And yet, the whole time, ever since I’d met
him, had been this need, simmering beneath the surface.  Lust, desire, the
need for him to take my body and use it for whatever he wanted.


I took in a breath and my hands balled into
fists at my side.


“I don’t want you to hurt yourself,” Colt
said.  “If you hurt yourself because
of me, it would kill me.”


“Then stop pushing me,” I said.  “Stop tormenting me, stop teasing
me.  You’re causing all these things
inside of me, Colt, and the only way I know how to handle it, to stop from
feeling it, is to cut.”


“Then don’t fight it.  Feel it.”


“I can’t. 
I need to…. I need a release from it.”


His eyes blazed and he reached out and shut the
door behind him.  He turned the
lock, the clicking noise echoing through the room.


  
“Then let me be your release,” he breathed, and suddenly his body was
pressed against mine, turning me around so that my back was up against the
door, trapping me.


He took my hands in his,
pushed them up over my head and then his mouth collided with mine.  His tongue pushed past my lips, claiming
me, and I had that familiar feeling I had whenever he was close to me, the
feeling of being pushed over an edge, of losing control of everything, of
soaring through the air.  My legs
went weak as he kissed me, my heart thrumming against my ribs.


His hand slid down the side of my body, his
fingers skimming over the side of my breast.  He found the bottom of my shirt and
slipped his hand up under it, his fingers blazing a searing trail over the
small of my back.


His pelvis ground against mine, and I could
feel him, hard through the jeans he was wearing, and as his hard dick pushed
against my pussy, a tiny little moan escaped my lips.


“You like that, Princess?” he asked
huskily.  


“Yes,” I said, my voice weak with desire.


He grabbed my ass and picked me up off the
floor, and I wrapped my legs around him as he took me over to the couch in the
corner.  He set me down again and
then sat down on the couch so that I was standing in front of him.


“God, Princess, you are so fucking sexy,” he
said, his eyes raking up my body. 
“Put your arms up.”  I did as
he said, and reached up and pulled my shirt off me, tossed it onto the floor and
then unbuttoned my jeans and slid them down over my hips and off my ankles,
leaving me in just my bra and panties.


I’d never been this naked in front of a man
before, and my skin prickled with hot goose bumps.


Colt was still sitting on the couch, and he
pulled my hips toward him, his tongue sliding down over my belly button,
continuing lower and lower until he reached the top of my panties.  He tugged them down the tiniest bit so
that just the very top of my mound was exposed to him.  


“I wanted to fuck you the first second I saw
you,” he said, reaching up and unhooking my bra.  My breasts spilled from the lacey cups
and he pulled me down onto the couch, sucking my nipples into his mouth,
mauling me with his hands.He
ripped his shirt off and pulled me to him, my nipples brushing against the
taut, tan skin of his pecs as he kissed me, the two of us groaning into each
other’s mouths.  My body was on
fire, his mouth and hands stoking the flames hotter and hotter, making me feel
as if I was going to explode.  His
big hands slid down and cupped my ass, drawing me to him before flipping me
over in one fluid motion and laying his body on top of mine.


He placed his palm flat on my stomach, then slid it down my body and over the front of my panties.


“You wet for me, baby?” he asked, his dark eyes
locked on mine.


I nodded, my breath coming in short gasps.


“Tell me.”


“I’m wet.”


“Look how wet you are.”


I looked down at myself, naked except for my
panties. I could see the dampness on the sheer fabric, so sticky and wet that
they clung to my skin, clearly outlining the lips of my pussy.


I felt his finger slip inside of me, and I
closed my eyes and moaned with pleasure. 


 “Look at me, baby,” he said.  “I want to see your pretty face while I
finger you.”


I opened my eyes and fell into his.  


He was so beautiful he took my breath away.


Our gazes locked as he pushed another finger
inside of me, and I gasped as I felt myself stretch out around him.


“You’re so tight, Princess,” he groaned.


I took in a shuddering breath as he began
moving his fingers in and out of me slowly.  


He lowered his mouth to my neck,
kissing across my collarbone, before taking my tit back into his mouth and
sucking on it hungrily, his tongue swirling around the tip of my nipple.


“I bet your pussy tastes so good,” he breathed
in my ear, that familiar cocky tone back in his voice.  


He pulled his fingers out from between my legs
and brought them to his mouth, sucking on them hungrily.  “You taste like honey, Princess,” he
said.  “I’m gonna need another taste.”


My legs immediately pushed together as he moved
down my body.  He kneeled in front
of me on the couch and pushed my legs straight up into the air, then brought
his hand down and smacked it against my ass.


I moaned as he grabbed my panties and slid them
over my hips, down my thighs, over my knees and off my ankles.


He put his hands on my knees and began to
spread my legs apart, but I felt a blush starting in my face and moving down my
body, leaving me hot and self-conscious.


“Wait,” I said.  “I’m not… No one’s ever…”


Colt grinned wickedly, and then pushed my legs
apart slowly.  “Don’t worry,” he
said.  “I’ll be gentle.  Just relax, baby.”


And then he was down there, his fingers
spreading my pussy open as he licked me, down there, on my slit, his tongue sliding
up and down in one smooth, controlled motion.  I gasped in ecstasy.  I had never felt such pleasure before,
had never known something could feel so good.


He sucked my clit into his mouth, then gazed up at me. 
“You taste sweet, baby,” he said, his thumb flicking against my
clit.  “So fucking sweet.”


And then he was back down there, eating me out,
kissing me open mouthed on my bare pussy. 
I felt my toes curl and I gripped the couch cushion underneath me,
twisting the fabric in my hands.


He sucked my clit and licked my pussy, sliding
his tongue inside of me, flicking it against me like a hot switch.  


Then he started using his fingers again, this
time sliding two inside of me without any problem.


“Look at me,” he demanded.


I looked down at him, watched his fingers
disappearing inside of me, and the sensation of him finger fucking me coupled
with watching him do it was almost unbearably intense.


“Colt,” I said, grabbing his hand.  


“Yes?” he asked in that teasing little voice of
his.


“I think I’m going to…”


“You think you’re going to what, baby?”


“If you keep doing that I think I’m going to
come.”  The words were foreign on my
tongue.  I’d never had an orgasm
before, but I could feel my body building toward
something, the pleasure rocking me to my core.  


“Not until I fuck you,” he said.  He stood up and began unbuckling his pants  and I
gazed up at him, marveling at the beauty that was his body, every muscle and
tendon defined and edged.  And then
before I knew it, he was back on top of me, his hard dick poised outside my
opening, sliding against me, making me even wetter than I was.


“I wanted to fuck you since the moment I saw
you,” he said.  His forehead was
pressed against mine, his big hands on my body, one holding my hip, the other
on the back of my neck.  “I want to
be inside of you baby, I want to feel that little virgin pussy wrapped around
my cock.”


I groaned again, loving the feeling of the head
of his dick rubbing on me, getting me wet and slick, my
juices mixing with his precum.


“Tell me,” he whispered.  “Say it.”


“Fuck me.” 
The words were exciting and thrilling, the anticipation of what we were
about to do, that he was going to take my virginity right here, right now, on
this couch, mixing together with the feel of his body on top of mine, his dick
against my pussy, his hands and mouth all over me.


I was hot and cold at the same time, shivering and bursting into flames, out of my mind and
completely clear.  It was like he
was awakening every good feeling I’d ever had, every hope I’d ever given up on,
every need I’d ever been afraid to admit, every desire I’d ever denied myself.


The way he was playing with my body and the
feelings he was stirring inside of me physically, were too primal, too strong
to be tamped down. For the first time in my whole life, I felt alive.


Colt stared into my eyes, pushing my hair back
from my face.


 ‘“Olivia,” he breathed, and ran his hand
up the side of my body, his fingers intertwining with mine as he crushed his
mouth against mine, his stubble rubbing against my chin, his tongue slipping
past my lips, gentle this time. 
“Are you sure?” he whispered, his eyes filled with want.


I nodded and a second later I felt him press
inside of me in one gentle stroke, pushing past my resistance.  There was a sharp sting of pain and I
cried out in surprise, but he silenced me with another kiss, keeping his mouth
on mine, his tongue moving rhythmically in my mouth as he began moving inside
of me slowly, getting me used to his cock.


His breathing deepened, and mine did too as our
bodies fell into a rhythm as he fucked me. 
He was so slow, so gentle, so tender as he
broke me in.


The stinging pain began to fade to a dull
throb, and then the dull throb began to be replaced with a deep pleasure, one
that seemed to start in my pussy and move through my body, spreading out from
my belly into my limbs.


He began to quicken his pace, to pump his hips
into me faster, and he took his lips from mine and propped himself above me.


I looked down to see him disappearing inside of
me, his cock buried inside of me as our bodies became one.  He was so big, so thick and hard, and I
was shocked that I was seemingly able to take all of him.


“You. 
Are.  So. Fucking.  Tight,” Colt groaned as he pumped into
me, faster and faster.


I could feel that same feeling coming over me,
the same unstoppable feeling I’d had when he was kissing me on my pussy, and
when he lowered his mouth to my nipple, sucking my tit into his mouth with an
audible suckling sound, I felt my body get pushed over the edge.


I came, the sensation indescribable, the
pleasure so exhilarating and unbelievable that I almost felt as if I couldn’t
be happening to me.  


“Look at me,” Colt groaned.  “Let me see you when you come.”


I moved my eyes to his, and just when I thought
the waves of pleasure were done rolling through me, they started again,
twisting through my body, radiating from my core, taking over my body,
shattering me into a million pieces.


“Shit,” Colt said.  “I’m going to come inside you,
baby.  You’re so fucking tight.  I can’t help it.”


He pumped harder and harder, his hands skimming
down my sides, over my hips until he cupped my ass and pulled me into him so he
could get deeper inside of me.


I felt him convulse on top of me, and then I
felt him explode in my pussy, warming me with his come, filling me, making me
his.


When he was done he collapsed on top of
me.  I ran my hands up his back,
enjoying the feel of him still inside of me as I ran my hands over the chiseled
muscles of his back, up the back of his neck and through his hair.


He pulled out of me slowly, then
laid next to me on the couch.


I swallowed, the adrenaline slowly dissipating,
the intensity and meaning of what I’d done finally beginning to hit me.


Colt turned over and propped himself up on his
elbow.  


He reached out and grabbed a strand of my hair,
began absent-mindedly turning it over in his fingers.  I couldn’t tell from his expression what
he was thinking.  Had he liked
it?  Had it been as good for him as
it was for me?  Had I been enough
for him.


I wanted to ask him what he was thinking, but I
was afraid.


 “Are you okay?” he asked softly.


I nodded. 
“Yes.”


“Did I hurt you?”


I shook my head.  “No.  Not too much.”


We lay there for a long moment, not saying
anything, our legs tangled in each other, Colt’s fingertips brushing softly
over my lower belly.


There was knock on the door, and Colt jumped
off of the couch, rushing to put his clothes on.  


I followed suit.


“Colt,” Jessa called from the other side of the
door.  “The door’s locked.”


“Yeah,” he said.  “I’m coming.”


He turned and left, whatever had burned between
us, whatever connection we’d had, disappearing into a puff of smoke.



 

**



 

I went back to my computer.


I didn’t know what else to do.


It was impossible to concentrate.


I couldn’t believe I’d slept with him, right
there on the couch.  I kept glancing
over there, like it was the scene of a crime. 


I wondered how many girls he’d slept with on
that couch.  Probably dozens.


The thought filled me with a sick jealousy.


How could I feel this way about someone I
hardly knew?  


As the hours went by, the panic began to build
in my chest.   


I’d slept with him.


Kissing him was one thing.


But sleeping with him?


I was supposed to go see Declan tonight.  How could I tell him what had
happened?  Did I even have to tell
him what had happened?  We’d
promised each other that we’d never be with anyone else, that we’d be each
other’s first everything.  But we
couldn’t cross that line when we were in the system – if we’d gotten
caught hooking up in our foster home, we’d be separated forever.


Declan had been willing to risk it.


But I knew that if he was
caught with me, they’d blame him. 
Sure, it would be bad for me – I’d be moved, and it would always
be in my file that I had a sexual history with another foster kid.  ‘Sexually acting out’ they called it, as
if two teenagers hooking up was something nefarious and not completely
normal.  


But it would be worse for him.


It was always worse for the boy.


I typed his address into the computer, searching
for clues as to what his life might be like.


His apartment building seemed to be in a nice
area of town, and it made me glad. 
I wondered if he lived alone, if he had a roommate, what kind of job he
had.


When I googled his name, nothing came up, and I
wondered again how Colt had found him. 



“You still going?” a voice asked.


I turned to see Colt standing behind me, his
voice low and dark.


“Oh,” I said.  “What?”


“Deacon,” he said.  “You’re still going to see him?”


“Declan,” I said.


Colt rolled his eyes.  “Whatever.  Are you going to see him or not?”


“I’m not sure.”  For the first time in my life, something
was stronger than my desire to see Declan. 
It was my desire for Colt. 
He stood there in front of me, in his t-shirt and jeans, sexy and
gorgeous and beautiful, and the need to be close to him pulsed inside of me,
pushing everything else out.


I wanted to kiss him, wanted to feel his hands
on me and his body on mine.  It was
a pull stronger than anything I’d ever felt before, more intense than my need
for Declan, more intense than my need to cut.


Tell me not to go, I pleaded silently.  Tell me to stay here, with you.  Tell me you don’t want me to see him, that you don’t want me to be with anyone but you.


Colt turned.  “You can take my car.”


“What?”


He shrugged, then moved to the other side of
the office, pulled a file folder out of the cabinet and began looking through
it.  “I’m staying late,” he
said.  “I can get a ride home with
Ava.”


I felt the sharp sting of tears against my
eyes.


Disappointment filled my belly.


But I should have known better.


I should have known better than to fall for
Colt’s act, his ‘Olivia, are you okay’ act, the way he’d been gentle with me,
how he’d taken care of me last night, how he’d acted like he cared.


The truth was, he didn’t care.


He didn’t care about anything except that he’d
gotten to fuck me.  


He was like any other man I’d known in my
life.  They didn’t care about
anything but their dicks, and as soon as they got what they wanted, they were
just on to the next, ready to cast you aside like you were nothing.


So I did what I’d always done when something
horrible happened to me, when something was so painful that I didn’t want to
deal with it.  I stuffed it down as
far as I could, further and further, to a place where it would lie in wait
until it would inevitably resurface at some point and make me want to cut
myself.


“That’s okay,” I said.  “I can get there on my own.”


He shrugged.  “Fine.”


He turned and walked out of the room, and I
felt myself start to fall apart.


Stop being weak, I told myself.  Stop.  This is your own fault.  You shouldn’t have had sex with him,
what is wrong with you?


I’d ruined everything, for a guy who didn’t
even care about me.


I needed to get out of there.


 I
needed to get away from him.


I would go see Declan.


He would take care of me, and if he wouldn’t,
well, then I could go back to the Walnut Street shelter.


Anything was better than this.


I grabbed the ten dollars that was sitting on
the desk, the money Colt had given me this morning for
lunch.  


I picked up the iPhone and hesitated, wondering
if I should I take it. 


It would be stealing.


I would take it just until I got to Declan’s, I
decided.  Then I would mail it back
to Colt.


I grabbed my bag and headed down the hallway.


The club was still dead at this time of day,
and I didn’t run into Colt or pass anyone else.


When I got outside, I had that same feeling of
relief that I’d had last night, like I’d escaped a bad place that was trying to
pull me under.


A tiny shiver of anxiety slid up my spine when
I remembered what had happened to me the last time I was alone in this
neighborhood, when those two men had attacked me.


But the streets were busier now, with people
going in and out of the stores and restaurants that lined the street.  


I pulled up the bus schedule on my phone,
studying it until I figured out which bus would take me to Declan’s
neighborhood.  There was a bus stop
two blocks away, and the bus I needed was coming in about twenty minutes.


I ducked into a drug store to kill some time.


I picked out a bottle of water and then moved
to the cosmetics aisle and browsed the nail polishes, sliding my hand over the
row of bright colors, wondering which one Declan would like.   I couldn’t believe I was going to
be at his apartment soon.  


 I
tried to conjure up the desperation I usually felt when I thought of Declan.


But I couldn’t think of anything but Colt.


Flashes of him pulsed through my body.


His kiss.


His hands.


His cock.


All of me, tangled up with him, the feeling of him
buried inside of me, our bodies moving in perfect rhythm on that couch.


Longing and desire slid through me.


It was so strong it almost took my breath away.


“Hey,” a voice said next to me, and I turned to
look.  A man was standing there,
giving me a friendly smile.  He
looked slightly familiar, but I couldn’t place him.


“Hi,” I said, smiling back and then trying to
move away.


“Olivia, right?”


I turned around.  


“Sorry, I didn’t mean to scare you.  Caleb, from last
night.  My friends were being
raucous assholes?”  He looked
sheepish.


“Oh,” I said, remembering him from the club,
the guy I’d served drinks to, the one who’d given me a big tip to make up for
his friends being rowdy.  “Oh,
right.  How are you?”


“I’m good.”  He ran his hand through his hair.  “How are you?”


“Good,” I said, and then stood there
awkwardly.  I wasn’t sure how
friendly I was supposed to be with a guy who’d come into Loose Cannons. 


“Listen,” he said,  “this might be a little weird, but do
you want to grab lunch or something?”


“Oh,” I said.  “I’m sorry, I can’t.  I’m running late.  But it was nice to see you again.”  I turned around and rushed to the cash
register.  I paid for my water,
making sure not to turn around, not wanting to give Caleb a reason to try to
talk to me again.


Once I was outside, I still had a few minutes
before the bus was supposed to come, and I wasn’t sure where to go, so I walked
around the corner, looking for another shop or café to duck into it.


But suddenly, he was behind me.


Caleb.


“Olivia,” he said, his strides lengthening as
he fell into step beside me.  His
voice was completely changed now, gone from friendly and flirty to serious and
dark.  “Don’t be scared.   I need to talk to you.”


“I’m sorry, I told you,” I said.  “I’m late.”


I began hurrying down the sidewalk, but he was
able to keep up with me easily.


I quickened my pace, but I couldn’t shake him.


Finally, I darted into a restaurant, figuring
if he was going to try to hurt me, at least there
would be people around.


But I never made it past the lobby.


Caleb stepped in front of me.


He was holding something in his hand.


A badge.


“Olivia,” he said.  “I’m with the FBI.  I need to ask you some questions about
Loose Cannons.”


“I don’t…what?”  My head was spinning.


“Loose Cannons.  We’re investigating the club.  And you’re going to help us.”



 

END OF BOOK FOUR, Look for Book Five, Coming
Soon!



 

In
the meantime, click here to read the first three books in Hannah Ford’s
bestselling WHAT HE WANTS series for only 99 cents!


Twenty-one-year-old law student Charlotte
Holloway isn’t the type of girl to lust after things she can’t have. But when
she starts working for the sexy and mysterious Noah Cutler, Charlotte can’t
help but dream about the gorgeous billionaire, even though she knows it’s just
a fantasy. Men like Noah – gorgeous, dark, and driven-- usually aren’t
interested in women like her. 



Noah Cutler is a man who doesn’t take no for an answer.
His drive to go after exactly what he wants has made him one of the most
powerful men in the city. And while he could have his pick of any woman, his
sights are set on Charlotte. And he won’t stop until he’s taken control of
every inch of her deliciously curvy body… 



 

Click
here to read more!
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