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To My Lovely Readers







Hi beautiful!




How’s your day going?




I hope you kick up, relax and enjoy reading this fun, steamy romance!




If you haven’t already, come join my Exclusive Mailing List to get sneak previews, cover reveals, the latest news on my upcoming releases, promo deals & giveaways!




Click on the below link to sign up! =)




http://vanessabryce.com/




I love to hear from my readers! Feel free to drop me a message on Facebook! Also, keep a look out on my page for contests, giveaways, and prizes!




https://www.facebook.com/Vanessa-Bryce-1997664363886445/

















CHAPTER ONE

Amelia







It was a busy flight back to Sydney, as passengers flooded on board trying to find their seats. I jostled past a mother of three as she stood in the aisle, trying to sort out her kids who were misbehaving and wouldn’t sit down. I slipped past them, in search of my own row, my eyes taking in the sea of unfamiliar faces around me as I walked by. 


There were a number of screaming children and crying babies as I made my way down the plane. 


I sighed. 


This was going to be a shitty flight.


I finally made it to row forty-two. I slipped my travel bag off my arm, and temporarily rested it on the armrest of the aisle seat. I’d made sure to confirm my booking earlier yesterday, choosing the window seat for the flight so I wouldn’t be disturbed by people getting in and out. 


The week had been exhausting enough, as I tried to sort out my life and get my shit together. I really didn’t need the presence of annoying strangers trying to get past me every thirty minutes to go to the loo, adding to that. 


Hopefully, the people sitting next to me would turn out to be the quiet type. The last thing I wanted was a couple of sticky-beaks pestering me with awkward questions about my personal life and why I was flying back to Sydney.


I hoisted my medium-sized travel bag up into the overhead compartment. Since I had a petite frame, it took me some effort, but I somehow managed without asking for help. Going up on my tippy-toes, I gave my bag one final shove to secure it for good measure, before dropping back down on heels. I dusted my hands and moved into the row, sliding into my seat by the window. 


My eyes looked over to the two empty chairs next to me. Maybe I’d luck out and they’d stay unoccupied for the whole flight.


Settling myself in as best I could in such a small confined space, I plugged in the grey headphones hanging from my neck into the plane’s entertainment system. They slipped over my ears easily. 


My finger tapped on the in-built screen on the back of the chair in front, navigating to a suitable music channel. 


I spotted just the playlist I needed for my sad, angsty mood: who better else to accompany me in my heartache than the Queen of bad-break up songs herself, Taylor Swift?


Before I allowed myself to close my eyes and wallow in self-pity, I made sure to buckle my seatbelt on – safety first my mum always said. 


The words were ingrained in my mind; her voice popping up to remind me even when she wasn’t around. With this done, I finally sat back and let the music roll over me.


I was full of stormy emotions. The break-up with David had left me a hot, angry, blubbering mess. There was even a point after the break-up where I couldn’t see myself climbing out of my own pit of despair. Thank heavens for Trish. She had come and kicked some sense back into me. Without her, I wasn’t sure I would’ve made it through my emotional breakdown. 


In hindsight I should’ve moved out of the apartment I’d shared with David sooner. But I hadn’t, and it had turned into a warzone: upturned furniture, broken glass, and shattered plates strewn everywhere in the heat of anger. David and I had shouted abuses at each other, each blaming the other for our rocky relationship. 


At the time, I couldn’t believe he was trying to make it sound like it was my fault. In a fit of rage, I’d thrown a small vase at David’s head, and called him an asshole. Afterall, he’d been the one who’d cheated on me, not the other way around.


This hadn’t gone down well with him, and he’d jumped up to defend himself accusing me of being a cold, heartless bitch, and justifying his actions without shame or remorse. 


“You’re always too busy with work and you never spend any time with me,” he’d said. “Not only that, you never want to have sex, and on the very few occasions we do, you’re like a limp starfish – you’re not even interesting to fuck.”


I’d gasped, and stared back at him in horror, feeling my heart plummet to the ground. His words had been brutal and cruel, stabbing into me like a knife.


“That’s unfair,” I’d croaked out, hot tears streaming down my face. 


I’d been working hard to make a better life for the both of us. Yes, that’d meant overtime most nights and weekends, but San Fran was an expensive city to live in, and the two of us were only managing to get by. The most we were able to afford was a shitty one bedroom apartment on the cheap side of town. I’d thought if I got the promotion next month at work, we’d be able to move into a nicer apartment and save to get married in the next year. 


All that went down the drain the moment I’d walked into the garage one Saturday morning and found David fucking some young brunette from his workplace in the back of his car.


At first, I thought I was seeing things, as I watched two bodies writhing around behind the glass of the front windshield, their limbs entangled around one another. But then I’d blinked and the image was still there. 


An unbelievable rage had filled me and I’d wanted to kill David on the spot. 


David, that mother fucker, and his work mistress had both stumbled out of the car, their clothes a disheveled mess; his shirt loose and buttons and zips undone, her dress hanging lewdly off her body, each looking to the other for an explanation to give me. The girl had been smart and sensed the murderous intent emanating from my eyes and excused herself, making a quick escape. She’d run out of the garage without a backward glance.


David had been left standing by himself in front of me, hands fiddling nervously with his buttons, while he tried to straighten his clothes. He’d cleared his throat, wondering how to begin. He could feel the waves and waves of hostility rolling off me as I stood there waiting, barely suppressing the urge to throttle his throat. 


In the end, I’d found out he’d been cheating on me for the past four months, sneaking behind my back while I was working late nights in the office and every other chance he got I suspected.


He’d said it was my fault our relationship had fallen apart – I’d been neglecting him so he’d had no other choice than to seek comfort and fulfillment elsewhere – only that elsewhere had turned out to be in the arms and bed of another woman.


That was the moment I’d told him it was over. 


From there, everything took a rapid nosedive. 


I’d stayed at the apartment at first because I was strapped for cash and there had been no where else for me to go. 


This had been a bad idea.


The atmosphere between us became cold and tense. Pockets of silence would settle in, only to explode in outbursts of bottled up rage and resentment afterwards. An argument would ensue and things would get thrown across the apartment from one end to the other. 


It got to a point where enough was enough. 


As soon as my next paycheck cleared, I packed my bags, and walked out of the house. I booked myself into a hotel in the city, and I spent the next few days and nights on a bender, bawling my eyes out.


Trish, my closest friend had called me at some point and found out what had happened. She’d come over to the hotel to find me sprawled on the floor of my room like some dead animal, a bottle of vodka still clasped in my hand. 


After surveying the mess and damage I’d made, she’d tip-toed over the empty cans of beer and bottles of alcohol scattered across the floor, and picked me up. With a grunt, she’d moved my deadweight body to one of the lounge chairs on the side of the room. She’d plonked a bottle of cold water on the side table next to me and forced me to drink the whole thing. 


Next was coffee. 


This continued along, until I gradually sobered up. 


Meanwhile, through all of this she tried to comfort me. She cussed at David and called him all sorts of names under the sun. By this time, I’d recovered somewhat and I was able to appreciate her humor. I let out a small chuckle, and momentarily forgot my misery with Trish by my side. But as with most emotional break-ups, this was short lived, and it wasn’t long before I began crying and wailing again.


Trish had stayed overnight to keep an eye on me, worried I would do something stupid. When the next morning came, she shoved me into the bathroom and forced me take a hot, steamy shower to clean off the dirt, grime and sweat from not bathing over the past three days. 


While I was in the shower, Trish had picked up the clothes I’d taken off and left on the floor. She’d held them delicately out in front of her, pinching her nose, trying not to breathe in the fumes of alcohol, vomit and sweat. Without a moment’s hesitation, she binned them. 


Next she’d gone over to the bag I’d packed and taken with me from the apartment, and pulled out a set of nice clean clothes. She’d made me change into them as soon as I’d gotten out of the shower and dried myself.


“I’m checking you out of this hotel,” she’d said, grabbing my bag to make herself clear. I protested for a few minutes but she looked at me sternly and took my arm. “You’re going to stay with me for a while until you get back on your feet.”


She’d pulled me along and I’d wobbled unsteadily after her out the room, my hands clutching my head due to the effects of a killer hangover. I vaguely remembered entering the elevator and Trish pressing the button for the ground floor. 


I stumbled out of the lift behind Trish, who walked with purposeful, measured strides towards the front desk. I hung to the side, massaging my temples, trying to get rid of the throbbing pain, barely registering Trish’s voice as she checked me out of the hotel.


Trish settled my account and I followed her dazedly outside. The next thing I remembered, she was pushing me into the back seat of her car, and buckling my seatbelt on for me. She’d hopped into the drivers seat after she was sure I was okay, and drove me to her house where she lived with her husband Geoff and their two sons. 


We entered the house, and it was lucky no one else was home as I wasn’t in any shape to greet anyone, especially Trish’s family who I’d known for several years now. It would have been mortifying bumping into Geoff or her kids in the state I was in. I felt so sick at this point, I was surprised I hadn’t vomited in the car.


Trish guided me through the house, trying to be gentle as she saw I was still suffering from a hangover, and put me up in the spare guest room. Over the next two days she helped me completely sober up. 


I’d felt awkward at first, walking around Trish’s house feeling like a total stranger. Once in a while I’d bump into Geoff or one of the boys, but Trish had spoken to them beforehand and told them Aunty Amelia was having a hard time, so they made sure to treat me kindly and give me enough space.


She’d also called up my workplace and told them I was sick and wouldn’t be in for the next week. I’d sat on the bed listening to the conversation, breathing a sigh of relief I had Trish to take care of these things. 


After Trish hung up, I thanked her gratefully, my heart too overwhelmed to speak. Trish had hugged me and patted me on the back, soothing me with words like ‘everything’s going to be alright.’ 


Things got better over the next few days, and I was able to pick myself back up slowly. I think Trish had been relieved to see me start to recover. She’d been worried about my state of mind but had done a good job hiding it. 


Late one afternoon, while I sat on the porch out the back sipping a tall glass of ice tea, Trish had come outside from the back door of the house and had sat down next to me. “I’ve called your parents and told them what’s happened. They want you to phone them tonight,” she’d said sipping her mug of coffee.


I’d sat up abruptly in surprise, ice tea spilling all over her hand. “Why would you do that?” I’d spluttered feeling angry and slightly betrayed.


“Because you weren’t going to, and you need to,” she’d stated bluntly. 


My brows had creased in consternation, crinkling my forehead. “I’m not ready for this…” I’d frowned, feeling myself getting worked up. 


“Yes you are. Stop holding it off. Just call them,” she’d snorted, knowing full well I wasn’t going to do it unless she pushed me. I was too much of a chicken shit. 


“You need to do it,” she repeated, trying to hammer the point home as I sat back grumpily in my chair, folding my arms. I’d put my ice tea down on the small wooden table between us, no longer in the mood to drink it, looking the very picture of a big, sulking kid. 


Trish rose and kissed my forehead. “I’m only doing this because I love you,” she said, then left me alone to brood over it.


Scowling, I’d licked the sweet liquid off the back of my hand as I thought over what I was going to do. I honestly didn’t want to call my parents and tell them what had happened. They’d never wanted me to follow David when he’d moved to the States from Sydney, in the first place. 


I was feeling ashamed and like a failure since things hadn’t worked out. It was like they had told me so, and it irked me they’d been right.


When I picked up the phone later that night, there was a sense of dread churning in the pit of my stomach. I held my breath in as I waited; my parents picked up after the third ring. “Hello. Mum…dad…” I’d started hesitantly, wondering on a scale of awful to disastrous, how badly this call would go.


“Sweetheart,” my mother’s voice greeted me, full of emotion from the other end. I don’t know why – maybe it was because I was an emotional wreck at the time – but I broke down crying then. My dad tried to calm me down, telling me we would work things through together. 


Hot tears continued to pour out, and I cried like a little baby. It wasn’t long before I started telling them everything that had happened, although I still had the presence of mind to omit the crasser details of David’s sordid affair. My dad Henry swore over the phone, calling David a deadbeat scumbag. It was the first time I’d heard Dad swear, and I had laughed, brushing away the tears spilling from my eyes. 


“You’re coming home,” my mother Susan had then said in a tone of voice that brook no room for argument. “I’m booking the next flight home for you after I get off this call.”


I’d shaken my head against the receiver, swallowing the lump rising in my throat. It had been a long time since I’d spoken to my family like this and I realized how much I missed them. It brought fresh tears to my eyes. “Give me two days so I can wrap things up here,” I finally managed to say.


My mother had made a disgruntled noise on the other end but at last agreed, on the condition I was not to stay any longer than this. Finally, we said our ‘I love you’s’, both my parents telling me to look after myself before we ended the call and hung up. 


I allowed myself a few private minutes to wipe my eyes dry and blow my nose before I went to find Trish. She was sitting in the family room with the kids. She saw me approach and noticed my blotchy face immediately.


“Go and play with your father,” she’d said ushering her kids away so she could speak to me in private.


The boys had squealed and run past me with curious looks on their faces, but thankfully hadn’t stopped to ask me any questions. I tried to mangle a smile together so they’d know everything was okay, but was sure it came out strained. They were soon out of the room. I took a deep breath and walked over to sit down next to Trish. 


“I’m going back to Australia,” I’d told her, deciding not to beat around the bush. Trish had looked at me gently and taken my hand lightly in her own. “I thought you would. It’s okay. Even though I’ll miss you, I think you’re making the right decision.” 


We both hugged each other then, and spent the rest of the afternoon chatting about our lives and recalling the memories we’d made together since I’d come to the States. I knew I would sorely miss her when I left. 


That night, I joined Trish’s family for dinner for the first time. I was able to smile and laugh and joke around with the kids as they told me about all the mischief they’d gotten up to at school recently.


Two days went by in a blur. 


I handed in my resignation at work, explaining to my manager and my team I was moving back to Sydney to be closer to family. My manager was disappointed, telling me he’d been planning to promote me in the next month, but could understand if I wanted to return home to my family. Hearing his words, a part of me had felt a sense of regret and loss at throwing away all the hard work and extra hours I’d put in to get to this point. But such was life.


I went into the city and closed my bank account, pleasantly surprised to pocket almost a thousand dollars. With this money, I’d bought a luggage bag and packed it with my clothes and a few prized possessions I’d taken with me when I’d left the apartment: a photo frame with a picture of me and Trish with some of my work friends, a music box I’d bought during my holiday to Disneyland, a small Santa figurine I’d won during my first Christmas in America, and a signed book from my favorite crime author, a gift my brother had sent me for my birthday.


On the day of my departure back to Australia, the sun was out shining brightly in a clear blue sky. Trish had insisted on driving me to the airport herself, and we spent a pleasant drive together enjoying the beautiful weather and the last few hours of our time together before I flew off. 


We sat at the airport enjoying an early brunch, then in a blink of any eye it had been time for me to leave and enter customs. Trying to say goodbye to Trish had been hard. I’d bitten my lip, hardly knowing what to say and how to express my thanks to Trish for everything she’d done for me over the past two years. 


“It’s okay, you don’t need to say anything,” Trish had said, seeing my struggle and reading my mind. “Just promise me you’ll look after yourself and keep in touch. I’m expecting you to be my personal tour guide when I take a trip down to Australia.”


I had grinned. “Sure. I can’t wait to show you the kangaroos,” I’d joked, already missing my friend. 


“Hey, don’t give me that look,” she’d clucked shaking her head. “This isn’t goodbye forever. We can still call each other any time.”


I’d nodded, but hadn’t said anything, my chest too swollen with emotion. I squeezed my friend tightly in one final hug before waving goodbye to her, and walking through the gates that would inevitably lead me back home.


Back to my old life.










CHAPTER TWO

Jason







I sat in my seat on the plane staring appreciatively at the sleeping beauty next to me. It was a nice surprise given the stress of this morning. The meeting with my new clients had ended late, I’d had to rush all the way to airport to make my flight, and barely made it through the boarding gates before they closed. 


Once on board, the flight attendant had quickly glanced at my ticket and told me to follow him as he took me to my row. While he ushered me into my seat, I had time to notice the attractive young woman already seated in the chair next to me. She had her head leaning against the window and her her eyes were closed. A set of grey headphones sat on top of her head, covering her ears. The other seat next to me closest to the aisle was empty.


As I continued to gaze appreciatively at the woman, I observed underneath her light summer dress, she was slim with nice curves, shapely legs, and a great rack. I allowed my eyes to trail downwards over her entire body, taking her in. No ring, I noted amused. 


Maybe this flight wouldn’t be so boring after all.


I found I couldn’t stop looking at her as the flight went on. Every so often, my eyes would glance her way, hoping she’d wake up and maybe start up a conversation with me. That’s all I really needed to initiate. I knew where to take it from there. 


My eyes looked down at her through partially lowered lids. I wondered whether she was wearing the sexy kind of lace underwear I liked underneath her dress. I swallowed feeling a twinge of lust in my lower regions and brought the beer I was holding up to my lips, taking a much needed drink. 


I could imagine how fun it would be to strip off her dress, then her lacy underwear bit by bit and have her wrap her bare legs around me. Her tits would look lovely as she lay there naked beneath me, her tanned skin so soft and smooth under the dim lights. My eyes flickered to her juicy pink lips and my cock twitched as I thought about how her mouth would feel around my big, swollen dick.


My throat made a low growl. 


This was getting bad. There weren’t many places for a man to ‘relieve’ himself on an airplane. I had to stop before I got a raging hard on.


The woman must have sensed someone was looking at her as her eyes blinked open suddenly. 


Most guys in this situation would’ve typically looked away and pretended they hadn’t been caught checking out some girl. 


That was a rookie error. 


The idea was to make your attention known; hook the girl in and handle her smoothly like a pro. Be available and unavailable at the same time. She’d realize she wanted you from the very start and then…well it was game on.


I flashed the young woman a cocky smile. “Drink?” I mouthed to her, raising my beer to indicate, knowing she couldn’t hear me through her headphones. She looked strangely at me, before sliding them off. 


“Sorry, what did you say?” she asked. Her ocean blue eyes were wary but mesmerizing, a stunning contrast against her golden tan and light honey colored hair. 


I scratched my six o’clock shadow. 


“You look like you could use a drink,” I said, trying again. “Can I get you something?”


“Uh – ,” she opened her mouth to respond then stopped, and made a sound of clearing her throat. It was obvious she was uncomfortable.


“I’m Jason by the way,” I said, extending my hand, trying to put her at ease.


She shook it, and seemed to relax a little, but I could tell she still had her guard up. 


“I’m Amelia,” she replied.


“Well Amelia, it seems we have the pleasure of each other’s company for the next fourteen or so hours. What can I get you to drink?” 


I flashed her one of my famous smiles, the one that usually made women melt inside. Then with a practiced movement, I ran my fingers through my dark hair. I hid a smirk as I noticed Amelia’s eyes glancing at my muscular biceps as I bent my arm. She bit her lips and lowered her gaze in embarrassment, a clear sign she was attracted to me. When her eyes darted back to my face again, I was ready. I threw her a dark, smoldering look; one that I’d always found worked effectively on the ladies.


It didn’t seem Amelia was immune. Her face flushed pink with heat. It was cute. Although I did have to give her credit for trying to hide it. 


“I’ll have a glass of white wine,” she finally said, throwing me a small awkward smile. I could tell I was making her nervous. I wondered how much more nervous she would be if she knew the dirty thoughts flitting through my mind at this moment.


I pressed the calling light on the armrest and flagged over a flight attendant. 


“What can I get you sir?” a male attendant asked while turning the light off. I noticed his gaze wandering across to Amelia, and frowned as I saw it lingering on her face. I coughed to get his attention, and shot him a warning look. 


“My girlfriend will have a glass of white wine,” I said, placing my hand on top of Amelia’s. It felt warm and small in my own, and I imagined how soft and smooth they’d feel stroking my body. 


The attendant looked away, embarrassed. “Of course sir,” he replied and scuttled off.


By this time, Amelia had gotten over the shock of having her hand grabbed by a stranger, and she tugged it angrily out from underneath mine. 


“What was that for?” she said glaring at me, demanding an explanation.


I shrugged and answered honestly. “The guy was staring at you. I was trying to make him stop.” 


“And there was no other way to do that but to pretend I was your girlfriend?” she asked, rolling her eyes.


“Nothing which crossed my mind that would’ve been as effective. Now he won’t pester you again during the flight.” I pointed this out to her, but she still had a troubled expression on her face. She seemed uncertain of whether to believe me or not, and she wasn’t altogether sure of my motives.


She was still silent and cross when the attendant came back and handed me the glass of wine and left.


“Look, I’m sorry. Can we make up and be friends?” I said offering her the drink as a token of peace. I had to get into this girl’s good graces again if I was even going to have a chance of making a move on her and succeeding.


She let out a loud puff of air, but relented, uncrossing her arms. I handed her the glass of wine and she took it from me. Our hands brushed during the exchange and I looked up at her in that instant to find her staring directly back at me. There had been an undeniable spark of electricity. 


She pulled her hand away self-consciously and sipped at the glass of wine, trying to look everywhere but at me. Her nervousness only made me want her more, and I felt my desire to take her and dominant her growing with each moment. I was getting a massive hard on. 


Amelia continued sipping her wine, clueless to my lustful thoughts and to the ever increasing tightness in the area of my crotch. I shifted uncomfortably in my seat conflicted between pleasure and pain as I sat there getting more aroused as images and thoughts of Amelia’s naked body and soft lips played seductively inside my mind. Part of me wondered if I should go to the toilet and take care of my burning need. 


I decided to ride it out like a man. 


After her first glass of wine, Amelia ordered two more and I could see her gradually relaxing as the buzz from the alcohol took over. I chatted with her all the while, trying to get to know her better, hoping this would make her more comfortable with me. I found out she was a marketer and had been living in the States for the past two years but had now decided to return home to be close to family. 


Something in the way she said this, left a nagging feeling in the back of my mind, one that told me there was more to her story then she was saying, but I let it go, deciding not to pry.


Soon the blinds went down as the entire plane went into night mode and people started falling asleep. We stopped chatting and both of us turned on our screens to watch a movie to pass away the time. By this time, my erection had died down, so it made things more comfortable, but I was still too distracted by thoughts of Amelia to pay much attention to the movie.


All of a sudden, I heard a sharp intake of breath from beside me and I turned to see Amelia fumble and drop her wine glass. Luckily it was empty, otherwise there would’ve been spilt wine across her dress and all over the floor. I decided to be chivalrous and bent down to help her retrieve the glass. She had the same idea and we ended up bumping against each other. 


We both hastily mumbled an apology.


I was quicker than her and managed to get a hold of the glass before she did. As we both made our way back up, I tried to avoid colliding with her again, but in the small, cramped space it was difficult and I unexpectedly felt my arm brushing up against her soft breasts. I heard her suck in a sharp breath.


It’d been completely accidental, but I wondered if, given her previous reservations, she’d think I’d done it on purpose. I straightened up, preparing to defend myself, but to my surprise the accusations never came. She looked at me, her eyes round as saucers, surprise and uncertainty flickering across them. I opened my mouth planning to apologize, but found I didn’t want to, so closed it again. 


Our gazes locked, and I was sure my need to taste her was reflected in my eyes as they glimmered in the dull light from the screens. For a moment, I thought I saw a look of desire flash across Amelia’s face, but I wasn’t sure whether I’d imagined it. My gaze dropped to her lips and I saw her wet just the corner of them with the tip of her tongue. 


It was enough of a signal for me, and I decided to go in for the kill, my heart thrumming in my chest.


“You’ve got something on you face,” I said, reaching out with my hand and gently rubbing an imaginary mark near the corner of her mouth. Amelia stilled, her pupils dilating, then without warning she flicked her tongue out and licked the tip of my thumb.


This time, I was the one in shock. That tiny gesture had inflamed my lust once again. I could feel my cock swelling in my pants, begging to be released. I swallowed hard, quickly recovering. I needed to move fast on this or it wasn’t going to happen. 


I couldn’t resist glancing down at her full, round breasts peeping slightly out of the low neckline of her dress, before leaning in and pressing my lips against hers, kissing her deeply.


Amelia moaned as I slipped my tongue inside her mouth, massaging the inside of her cheeks. Her lips were soft and sensual and felt so good against mine. 


I could feel her body melting into me as I caressed the back of her neck and placed my free hand on her bare leg, gliding it up her smooth skin and underneath her dress. I waited to see if she was going to smack my hand away. When she didn’t I took this as a sign to continue.


My hand travelled over her thigh and dipped in between her legs until I reached her panties. I pushed them aside and found she was already dripping wet. 


I now definitely knew she wanted me. 


I began stroking the folds of her pussy making her whimper, her noises turning me on. I pressed my mouth harder against hers, muffling her soft moan as I flicked the nub of her clit with practiced ease. 


Part of me couldn’t believe what I was doing in the middle of a flight, surrounded by rows and rows of strangers who could catch us at any moment. But there was another part of me who didn’t give a shit, who wanted to have my way with Amelia, wanted to shove my big, hard dick deep inside her dripping, wet pussy and fuck her hard; screw the consequences. I was not to be denied.


I broke off the kiss and my lips moved down, gently grazing her neck as I made my way towards her perky breasts. Bringing my hand up from between her thighs, I began rubbing her erect nipples that poked out from beneath the fabric of her clothes. She sighed in pleasure. 


Unable to contain myself, I took in a mouthful of one of her breasts, gently biting the nipple underneath. She groaned arching her back towards me.


“Come with me,” I murmured into her ear, deciding to take my chance. I pulled her up from her seat, and we stumbled out of our row into the aisle. A few passengers glanced curiously in our direction, but I chose to ignore them as I pulled Amelia along behind me. It was too dark for them to see the bulge in my pants and it was unlikely they’d suspect what we were doing anyway, given how risky it was. Amelia let out a small giggle from behind me. 


I couldn’t wait to get my dick between those soft, juicy thighs.


The toilets on the plane were situated behind a set of curtains, and lucky for us, there was no one around when we arrived. 


Next thing I knew, I was slamming the toilet door shut and pushing Amelia up against it, my mouth tasting her lips once more. Her hands fumbled as she tried to unzip my jeans, while I hitched up the skirt of her dress and pulled the top half down, revealing a lacy black bra. 


I grinned – I’d been right.


I felt my cock pop out, as Amelia freed it from where it’d been trapped inside my briefs. It was slippery in her hands as she stroked it gently up and down. 


“You are driving me fucking crazy,” I said, growling in her ear. I wanted to be inside her so bad. 


Needed to be. Desperately.


Amelia grabbed my head, drawing my mouth down to her now exposed breasts. I knew exactly what she wanted and took one of her pink nipples in my mouth. I sucked and licked it, while my hands held her up, squeezing her plump, juicy ass.


“Oh god, that feels so good…” Amelia groaned, feeling the pleasure building up inside. She sunk her fingers into my back, clawing at my skin, desperately wanting me to swallow her whole. My smooth, hard abs pressed against her pelvis, and she couldn’t hold back, she started grinding against me, her wet pussy gliding easily against my smooth taut skin.


Unable to hold back any longer, I growled and with one swift thrust, shoved my raging, stiff cock deep inside her, until I was completely sheathed all the way to the base of my erection.


Amelia cried out in pleasure at the sudden intrusion, and moaned loudly as I started moving and hitting pleasure spots she’d never known existed. Her breasts bounced up and down as I fucked her, turning me on even more.


My thrusts grew faster as I pounded her, deep and hard. I grunted, “you’re so fucking tight. It’s amazing.” 


“Uhhh – “ was the only response Amelia managed to give as her eyes fluttered open and close. Her vision blurred and her awareness of her surroundings faded further and further away as her body readily met each of my thrusts. 


“You are so damn sexy,” I said, thrusting deeper, sending waves of pleasure coursing through her body. She sunk her teeth into my shoulder, biting me. I moaned – it felt painful and good at the same time. Her sweet sweat and perfume filled my mind, leaving no room for any other thoughts except my carnal desire to take her and make her completely mine.


I could feel myself ready to come. I didn’t think Amelia was far off herself given the loud moaning sounds coming from her mouth. She clung desperately to me rocking her body back and forth, her pleasure building into a crescendo as each of my thrusts became more powerful than the last. All of a sudden, she cried out as she peaked and orgasmed. 


I could feel the walls of her pussy clamping down on me, as waves and waves of ecstasy washed over her. The guttural sound of her orgasm pushed me over the edge, and after a few more hard successive thrusts I let out a deep groan and exploded inside her, the intensity of the pleasure momentarily blinding my vision. 


Exhausted, my head slumped onto her bare shoulder.


We both clung to each other, panting. 


“I’ve never fucked a guy in the air before,” Amelia finally said chuckling, still trying to catch her breath. 


I lifted my head to look at her.


“Welcome to the mile high club then,” I grinned.










CHAPTER THREE

Amelia







I wheeled my luggage bag behind me out to the car park’s express pick-up area, still in disbelief over what I’d done. Never in my life would I have imagined having sex with a complete stranger on an airplane while it was in mid-air. 


Squeezing my eyes tightly shut, I recalled my lewd behavior; embarrassed. I didn’t know what had come over me – I hadn’t even been that drunk!


It was just that Jason had been so damn sexy, and I had wanted so badly to be reminded I was still desirable. I had thought fuck it, why did other people get to have random flings with strangers or one night stands – for once in my life I felt I deserved to have some fun. So when Jason had cupped my face in his hands, I’d broken all my boundaries and gone for it without hesitation.


I’d found him hard to resist with his dark rugged looks and captivating whiskey eyes that you found yourself wanting to drown in the more you looked at them. The encounter had been thrilling and the best sex I’d had in my life. 


As I stood waiting to cross at the pedestrian lights, I wondered if I’d made the right decision in leaving the airport without trying harder to find him. But he had been gone when I woke up and then the plane had started unboarding. I had no idea where he’d disappeared to, and even wondered if this was his way of avoiding me after our wild encounter. I’d tried looking out for him in the throng of people inside the airport terminal as I grabbed my luggage from the carousel and made my way through customs, but I wasn’t able to spot him.


I shook my head as the light turned green, and shifted the travel bag on my shoulder before crossing the road. It was probably for the better. Guys like that usually had a hoard of women trailing after them. Their version of relationships was riddled mainly with one night stands. I doubted my time with him would be more than a small blip in his memory.


When I reached the white cement island that stood in the middle of the car park, it was packed with crowds of people waiting to get picked up. Mum was waiting amongst those faces and waved energetically to me, trying to catch my attention. I hurried over to her, and we spent the next few minutes hugging and re-acquainting ourselves with one another. I’d missed her more than I’d realized. 


“Oh, darling! Welcome home!” Mum said as she embraced me tightly in her arms. She was feeling relieved I’d returned safely home to Sydney, although perhaps a bit worse for wear. She, herself, hadn’t changed much since I’d last seen her a year ago when she flew out to visit me in the US. She was still slim and pale, and wore her grey streaked hair spun up in a bun. For today, she’d put on a light blue dress that matched her robin blue eyes. 


“Thanks Mum, it’s good to see you,” I said grateful for her familiar presence. It made me feel safe and warm, emotions I hadn’t felt for a very long time.


“How was your flight?” she asked releasing me from her embrace. I paused, her words triggering flashbacks of Jason’s muscular naked chest and strong arms. 


“The flight was fine,” I finally murmured, trying to keep my face straight, while my mind recalled the steamy encounter I’d had with Jason, and the feeling of him being deep inside me. I looked away, feeling my face heat up.


Luckily my mother was too busy navigating between the mass of bodies and cars to notice. I followed after her at a slight distance so she couldn’t see my expression. 


“Dad’s parked further down. He’s looking forward to seeing his little girl,” she said.


When I didn’t respond, my mother looked back at me and gave me a strange look. “Is everything okay?” she asked, sensing something wrong.


“No, no. Everything’s fine, just feeling a bit tired,” I lied, trying to reassure her. I squeezed the handle of my luggage bag hoping my mother would believe me. When she didn’t press the issue further, I breathed a sigh of relief.


After walking through the carpark for a few minutes, we stopped in front of a familiar white Range Rover. The driver’s door opened and a weather worn face with silver hair and warm brown eyes stepped out.


“Dad!” I cried, letting go of my suitcase and dropping my travel bag, as I ran to my father. 


“How are you pumpkin,” he said enveloping me in a fierce bear hug. 


I smiled dryly. “I’ve been better,” I said looking up – I’d forgotten how tall he was. He nodded in understanding. “We’ll take care of that, now you’re home.”


Dad let me go so he could lean into the driver’s side and pop open the boot.


“I’ll help you with your baggage,” he said grabbing my two bags and taking them to the trunk. While he was taking care of my stuff, my mother slid into the passenger seat, and I climbed into the back, buckling up my seatbelt. I began bracing myself for a possible awkward car ride home. 


Although I’d missed my family over the two years I was living overseas and I was glad to see my parents, I still couldn’t help dreading the drive home since I knew they’d ask me about David. 


And I was right.


At first neither of them said anything as Dad drove us out of the airport parking lot, but as we got onto the highway, my parents started to talk about my break-up.


“I knew David was bad news the moment I saw him,” Dad said, shaking his head as he steered the wheel of the car and merged lanes, “the lying, cheating dirtbag.”


My mother agreed with my father, and added her own thoughts to the discussion. “Amelia, I hope you’ll never see him again. He’s not good for you, and I don’t want you getting involved in his nonsense or getting hurt by him again.” 


I sighed, struggling to hold in my frustration. I knew my parents meant well and were only trying to look out for me, but I always found it annoying whenever they tried to give me advice on my private life.


Given the circumstances this time, I bore with it and agreed with them, deciding it was better than starting an argument on my first day back in the country. “Mum, Dad; I know he’s a jerk. Don’t worry, seeing him again is the last thing on my mind,” I reassured them. “Can we move on to more pleasant things instead now?”


By some miracle, my parents took the hint. They must have gotten better at this after I’d moved overseas. My mother mercifully didn’t bring David up again for the rest of the drive home. Instead she talked to me about her new gardening club and how she was trying to redesign their backyard and plant more flowers to brighten it up. 


I tried to act interested. Meanwhile my mind was a thousand miles away as I stared out the car window, thinking about Jason and how great the sex with him had been. My memory brought back images of his broad shoulders, his thick muscular arms, and his glowing tan. And then there was his sexy chiseled jaw – the kind you just wanted to kiss and run your lips and fingers over – powerful, masculine and exquisite. I sighed, wondering again where he might’ve disappeared to at the time I’d woken up. I still remembered the salty taste of his skin on my lips.


I rubbed my face, telling myself I needed to stop. It was pointless fantasizing and brooding over a guy I’d never see again. I needed to recognize my encounter with Jason for what it was – a one time fling – put him behind me, and move on with the rest of my life. But this was something easier said than done.


The drive from the airport back to the house took about thirty minutes. As the car turned down the familiar street corner, I felt a rush of relief and a growing sense of anticipation. The warm fuzzy feeling in my chest became stronger as we pulled into the driveway of the one-story brick house I recognized as my childhood home. It still had the same white bay windows that I loved to sit in as a child, and the double garage where I use to keep my bicycle.


“We’re home,” Dad announced in a cheery voice, pulling the brake handle up and turning off the engine. He twisted around in his seat so he could smile at me. “It’s good to be back,” I said and returned his smile with one of my own.


We all got out of the car. Mum and I waited for my dad as he took my bags out of the trunk and locked the boot. Then all three of us headed inside.


“I’ve left your room as it was before you left,” Mum told me as we walked through the house towards the bedrooms. I stopped in front of the door to my room and turned to speak to my parents. “Thanks Dad,” I said taking both my bags from him. “I think I’ve got it from here. I’m just going to unpack and rest a bit before dinner if you don’t mind – it was a long flight.”


“Sure honey, whatever you need. We’ll be in the lounge room if you want anything,” Dad replied. I breathed a sigh of relief as I watched my parents and their retreating backs. I grabbed my two bags and headed inside my old room. 


What my mother had said was true. Behind the white bedroom door, the room was just as it had been when I’d left two years ago. I was greeted by the same grey walls, pine wood desk and large double bed. My bookshelf was still there stacked with my precious collection of books, and my guitar was still racked in its usual corner. Even my giant, stuffed, grey teddy bear was still there.


The quilt and covers on the bed had been recently changed and everything seemed clean and tidy. My mother must have dusted the room and prepared it for my arrival. 


I went over to my bed and flopped face down onto the mattress, feeling tired. I let out a groan, allowing myself to vent out some of my inner frustrations. 


I was back now, but I had no idea what the hell I was going to do with my life. 


I guess there was time enough tomorrow to worry about it.


Even though I could feel my body protesting against getting up, I forced myself up off the bed. 


It had been a long flight, and I needed to shower. 


Then, after that, I planned to take a nice, long nap.










CHAPTER FOUR

Jason







I rang the doorbell, checking the address on my phone again. Lifting my head up, I looked at the number on the wall next to the door, confirming it was the right house. 


It seemed I was worried for nothing.


Shortly afterwards, I heard the thump of footsteps coming to the door from inside the house. The door swung open and my friend Simon stuck his head out through the gap.


“Jason!” Simon hollered, opening the door wider, grinning from ear to ear. He embraced me in one of his famous big bear hugs, squeezing the shit out of me. I laughed, and patted him on the back, happy to see him.


“How have you been?” he asked, leading me inside. “It’s been a while, hasn’t it?”


“Good, things have been busy but going well,” I said wondering where all the time had flown since we’d last seen each other. 


“I thought you were going stay in London for at least another few years,” he said to me, taking me through to the kitchen. Opening the fridge he asked, “did you want a drink?”


“A beer would be great,” I replied, sitting down on the bar stool at the kitchen bench. 


Simon’s head disappeared inside the fridge. He re-emerged with two bottles of Little Creatures in his hand, and set them down in front of us. 


He rummaged in his pocket and pulled out a bottle opener. He popped the caps off the bottles, and slid one of them to me. I caught it in my palm, and picked it up. The craft beer went down my throat cold, crisp and refreshing.


He plonked down next to me. “So, what have you been up to mate?”


“Just got back from the States. Had to meet a client over there. Been crazy busy lately with the new business I’ve set up.”


Simon raised an eyebrow, “Oh, is that so?”


I nodded my head. Ever since I’d gotten back from London a few months ago, I’d been trying to get my new ecommerce business off the ground. The past three years before this I’d spent living and working abroad in the UK. In fact, Simon and I had first met when I was still working there. He’d been traveling around Europe on holiday, and we’d been introduced to each other by a mutual friend. 


“Sorry I haven’t been able to drop by and catch up with you until now. Everything’s been pretty hectic,” I chuckled, thinking about the rollercoaster ride of the past three months.


“No worries. It’s good to see you, I’m glad you could make it to dinner tonight. I’ve told my parents a lot about you – they’re so excited to meet you!” Simon laughed, slapping his knee.


My brows furrowed. “Why’s that? What have you been saying about me?”


“Just the usual. You know, the young, successful boy wonder shit,” he said swigging his beer.


I punched him in the arm. “Dumbass. Stop spreading crap about me around,” I laughed. 


In truth, I was actually quite flattered. I’d worked hard to get to the top of my industry, and the fruits of my labors were finally paying off.


“You’ve actually come at a great time,” Simon continued.


“Oh, why’s that?” I said, arching an eyebrow.


“Well, my sister just got back from America a week ago, so you’ll get to meet my whole family this time! She’s been living overseas for the past few years too, so I’m sure there’ll be lots to talk about with both of you in the room.”


“Cool. What does she do?” I asked.


“She’s in marketing,” Simon replied. “She’s pretty damn good at what she does too. When she was working in Sydney, she had heaps of the big brand names in her client portfolio,” he said, his voice full of pride.


I smirked. “Is this big brother syndrome I’m seeing here?”


“Fuck off,” Simon chuckled. “Yes, she’s my little sister – but I’m not making it up when I say she’s brilliant at what she does.”


I laughed, amused at seeing this side of my friend. I shook my head changing the subject. “So what have you been up to?”


“I’m training for a marathon at the moment. Lots of early morning training sessions. The good thing is, the running group I’m in has a lot of hot single chicks,” he said grinning. “Interested in joining?”


“Where is it at?” I asked, thinking it might not be a bad idea. I needed to keep fit, and having nice eye candy while doing it wouldn’t do any harm. 


Without warning, a memory of clear ocean blue eyes entered my mind. Then images of soft breasts with pink tips, and plump cherry lips moaning sensually against my ear. 


I realized my mind was wandering towards the girl from the airplane once again. She was hard to forget. Partially because I’d never been so turned on before while having sex – the danger of being caught had given me one of the hardest erections I’d ever had. 


The other part…well I was still unclear about that.


I wondered where she was now. 


Amelia had been fast asleep when I’d gotten up to see the cabin crew. I had needed to collect the expensive cognac I’d bought from duty free – I’d asked them to store it for me since it was fragile. When I’d returned, she was gone. There wasn’t a sign of her as I unboarded the airplane nor of her in the airport terminal. I wondered if she’d purposely avoided me after the reality of what we’d done had sunk in. Maybe she’d been too embarrassed to see me again.


It was disappointing since I was planning on getting her number. 


Sex like that; you didn’t pass up on. 


But there were plenty of fish in the sea, and it was stupid wasting my energy thinking about a girl I would never see again. It was time I get back on the horse.


I listened carefully as Simon gave me the details of the training sessions.


“It’s at Rushcutter’s bay,” he said. “We normally start at seven every morning during the weekday. You should join us tomorrow.”


I shrugged. “Sure,” I said with amusement. Maybe I’d pick up, get laid and forget about this mysterious girl from the airplane. I’d learnt the hard way it was never good to brood over these things. Pining after girls was not my style.


“You want to play some pool before dinner?” Simon asked, opening the pantry to our left and pulling out a bag of chips.


“Sure, why not,” I said downing the last of my beer and standing up. I tossed the bottle into the bin, and walked over to Simon to grab a fistful of crisps from the bag he was holding.


“Loser takes wingman duties tomorrow.”


Simon chuckled. “You’re on.”




❖ ❖ ❖







“You lucky bastard,” Simon said shaking his head as the black ball rolled into the left corner pocket. 


“Luck’s got nothing to do with it mate; this is pure talent.”


“What a load of bull,” he laughed putting his cue stick away. I did the same and returned the stick I was holding to the rack.


“I’m hungry,” I grumbled patting my stomach as it made a rumbling noise. 


“It should be time for dinner,” Simon replied checking his watch. “It’s six-thirty already.”


“Let’s go inside then,” I suggested and made my way out the door. I lifted my arms up and stretched them, yawning, as I left the game room and walked into the sunroom, following Simon’s lead.


“I’ll introduce you to my parents,” he said turning around and walking backwards. “My sister will be there too. But she’ll be late.” 


He swiveled back around and headed past a corridor, taking a right which took us through to the dining room, where his mum and dad were setting up clean plates, cutlery and food on the table.


“Simon,” his dad smiled as we walked in. He nodded in my direction. “And this must be Jason, I’m assuming.”


I nodded my head. “Yes that’s right, hello.”


“He’s the guy I was talking to you about the other week – you know the tech genius,” Simon said popping a cherry a tomato he’d pinched out of the salad bowl into his mouth.


Simon’s mum’s face crinkled into a warm smile. “It’s lovely to meet you Jason,” she said coming forward and giving me a hug. “We’ve heard a lot about you.” 


“Don’t believe everything Simon tells you,” I laughed. She let me go and I took his dad’s outstretched hand shaking it firmly. “We’re glad you could join us for dinner. I’m Henry by the way.”


“Dinner’s just about ready, why don’t you all take a seat and I’ll bring out the bread?” Simon’s mum suggested, before disappearing into the kitchen.


I took a seat at the table next to Simon. “So, Henry, what do you and your wife do?” I asked, wondering what Simon’s parents were like since we never talked about our families.


“Well, Susan and I are semi-retired. We run a small nursery, and that keeps us busy most of the time.”


“That’s cool. Do you enjoy gardening,” I asked, seeing Henry’s eyes light up enthusiastically.


“We do enjoy gardening – it’s one of the things we try to do in our spare time. I’ll take you out the back later to show you how we’re re-landscaping the garden.”


“Sure,” I answered politely, although I really had no interest in plants or flowers whatsoever. Simon knew this and gave me pointed look, raising his eyebrows. Luckily, his mother Susan walked in at that moment so I ignored him.


She placed the basket of bread down on the table and sat down herself. “Well, help yourselves,” she said smiling, and started spooning some salad onto her plate while Henry cut off a piece of the roast lamb for himself.


“So, what did you boys get up to today?” Simon’s mum asked.


Simon started telling her about his day as he reached out and grabbed two bread rolls and tossed one onto my plate. I sat back and listened, enjoying the conversation between Simon and his parents. They were very down to earth and had a good sense of humor. It seemed they’d travelled a bit and we ended up talking about the different places in the world we’d been to.


We were still talking when I heard the faint sound of the front door opening and closing, then the noise of approaching footsteps. The others were too engrossed in their conversation to notice. I found myself turning my head a few minutes later as a young woman entered the dining room. “Hi – “ she started, and that’s where she stopped. A look of horror slowly spread across her face as our eyes locked and recognition dawned on her. 


I could hardly believe it myself. It was an uncanny twist of fate. The girl who’d entered the room was no other but Amelia, the girl from the airplane.


I felt my face lighting up as my mouth stretched into a wide grin. All at once I felt a surge of excitement and wicked humor. My eyes were glued on her, watching her every move and reaction with extreme interest. She quickly schooled her expression and looked away, but she couldn’t stop the pink tinge from creeping up her neck and to her cheeks. Her embarrassment was almost palpable.


I laughed inwardly. This dinner just got a lot more interesting.


“Amelia,” Susan got up and gave her daughter a kiss. The rest of the table had missed our exchange. “Come, sit down and have dinner.”


“Ahuh,” she responded muttering something indistinctly. It seemed like she wanted to bury herself inside a hole. I chuckled inside as she squirmed with awkwardness over the situation.


“Hey Amelia, this is Jason, an old friend of mine,” Simon piped up just then, forcing her to place her attention back onto me. In that brief moment, several emotions flitted across her face .


Panic. Shame. Embarrassment. Disbelief.


I felt kind of bad for her, but at the same time I couldn’t help but want to have some fun.


“Hi, I’m Jason.” I stood up and offered her my hand, my eyes twinkling with mischief. 


She stared down at it like it was infected, and it was obvious to me at least, she didn’t want to touch me. Hell, I knew there was nothing more she wanted to do right now than to run away. But as her family sat waiting, she was forced to shake my hand out of politeness. 


“It’s nice to meet you,” she muttered, avoiding eye contact. She didn’t dare look at me directly. 


“Likewise,” I said, winking at her.


Susan seated Amelia in the spare seat beside me at the end of the table. 


Inside I was holding back my laughter. I couldn’t believe my luck. The hot girl I’d had sex with in mid-air was my friend’s sister. I couldn’t help but shake my head at the irony of it. If Simon found out, I was a goner. He’d probably cut my balls off for touching his little sister.


Somehow, I didn’t regret it. Even with the possible repercussions. It had been the best sex I’d had in my life, and seeing Amelia again, having her this close to me, I wanted to take her again, naked and bare.


“What’s wrong,” Simon asked, nudging me with his elbow as he chewed on some mash. “Nothing,” I said, looking at Amelia out of the corner of my eye. She was playing around with the food on her plate and didn’t look like she had much of an appetite.


I felt a minor stab of guilt. She was probably freaking out. “Here,” I said cutting some lamb and placing it onto her plate. “You should eat more.” 


All that did was earn me a glare from her.


Henry cleared his throat. “Sweetie, is everything okay?”


“Everything’s fine Dad. Just tired,” Amelia said, and forced herself to eat some of the roast vegetables on her plate. She seemed to be putting food into her mouth just so she didn’t have to talk.


Later on during the dinner, I pretended to drop my fork and bent down to retrieve it. As I rose up, I purposely brushed my arm against Amelia’s bare legs since she was wearing a skirt.


I saw her visibly stiffen. I glanced in her direction, and her eyes seemed like they were about to pop out from shock or outrage.


Either way, it was really funny. I wondered what she’d do if there was just the two of us here. My question was answered shortly, when she kicked my leg underneath the table moments later. I sucked in a sharp breath, and bit my tongue so I wouldn’t shout out from the unexpected pain.


While no one was looking our way, she took the opportunity to throw me a death glare.


I don’t know why, but I really wanted to provoke her so I smirked back.


She narrowed her eyes at me and rolled them, turning away and ignoring me.


When dinner ended, Amelia quickly scraped back her chair and excused herself. “I’m feeling pretty tired. I think I’m just going to go to bed early.”


“Okay then. Have a good night,” Susan said getting up to clear the plates.


“Let’s go watch the football in the living room,” Simon suggested, nudging my arm, while my eyes followed after Amelia’s retreating back as she walked out of the room. 


“Sounds like a great idea son,” Henry said, joining in. “Arsenal are playing Newcastle United. Should be a good game.”


“You want a beer Jason?” Simon asked, making his way to the kitchen. “I’m going to grab one for myself.”


“Sure, I’m just going to go to the bathroom. I’ll join you guys in the living room after,” I said hardly caring about the football – my mind too preoccupied with thoughts of Amelia. 


“Down the hallway, to your right,” Simon bellowed after me as I rushed off. I was hoping I could catch up to Amelia and talk with her privately.


I saw her form walking slowly ahead of me. She was shaking her head and muttering to herself. She swore and clutched her head in her hands, groaning; no idea I was behind her.


“…what a fucking mess…how could this happen to me…” 


My ears caught bits and pieces as her voice fluctuated from a bare whisper to a loud cry.


Suddenly, she stopped in her tracks and started banging her head against the wall.


“Uhhhh…you alright there?” I asked, sneaking up beside her.










CHAPTER FIVE

Amelia







I squeaked in surprise, jumping away from the wall; the deep, husky baritone catching me off guard.


“What are you doing here?” I snapped, glaring at the bastard who’d made tonight the most awkward family dinner I’d ever had. Not only had he purposely grazed my legs in the middle of dinner, he’d kept throwing me smug, knowing looks the entire time. I’d been sitting on the edge of my seat, anxious that at any minute now he could spill the beans to my family about our sordid tryst.


“Well, I was trying to find the bathroom, but then I was distracted by your strange display. If I’m interrupting something important, please do continue.”


I scoffed. “Har har; very funny. What do you want?”


“Well, that depends,” Jason said walking right up to me, he’s voice deepening and sounding sensual. I backed away. “What are you offering?”


I felt my back hit the wall. A quick look around told me I was trapped. 


“What do you think you’re d-doing,” I stuttered, feeling my voice hitch. My eyes looked wildly about in panic – someone in my family could step into the hallway at any moment now.


“Nothing that you don’t want,” Jason replied smoothly, bending down towards my neck, a low growl thrumming in his throat. “You smell nice,” he murmured, he’s sizzling voice sending shivers down my spine.


I pressed my hands against his chest, intending to push him away, but he stood firm, a smug look on his face, as he eyes looked down at where I was touching him. I gulped, as I felt his firm pecs underneath. My mind flashed back to a memory of his broad naked chest, and the feeling of his smooth, rock-hard abs. I bit my lower lip, as I sucked in a breath and raised my eyes to find Jason looking at me with a mocking smile. 


It seemed the bastard was finding this very amusing.


“Back off. Someone might see us,” I hissed, frantically trying to push him away. But it was useless. It was like a like a kitten trying to push against a rock wall – I couldn’t even get him to budge!


My struggling only made him chuckle. He grabbed my hands, stopping me and leaned in inches from my face


“It’s worth the risk, don’t you think?” he smiled, his eyes challenging me.


I opened my mouth to respond, but before I could say a word, his lips were pressed against mine, and he was kissing me hungrily. For a moment, I was frozen in shock, but then I found myself groaning involuntarily as he inserted his tongue inside my mouth, exploring it. At the same time, he began grazing his fingertips down my cheek, sending a tingling sensation across my face. 


Fuck, this asshole was good.


He deepened the kiss and I couldn’t help but kiss him back.


His other hand roamed down to my ass, and it looked like he was going to do more, but at that moment we heard voices coming towards the hallway. 


He broke our kiss abruptly and panting, turned his head away from me to check the entrance. My own breathing was heavy and loud. Seeing him this close up, my eyes drank in his thick, dark lashes, straight nose and strong jawline. Despite the situation, I had to admit he was freaking hot. Although I was anxious someone was going to catch us, a part of me also felt a sense of thrill at the danger of possibly being caught.


“Come on,” Jason said in a low voice, as I felt the weight of his body lifting off of my chest. He grabbed my arm, pulling me into the closest room, and shut the door behind us. 


As soon as we entered the room, his eyes glanced around. “Where is this?” he asked, his brows furrowing at the large, adult sized, grey bear in one corner of the room.


I folded my arms and cocked my head to the side. “This is my room.”


Jason dropped my arm and burst into laughter. “Seriously?” he said, raising an eyebrow. 


He started walking around, taking a look at everything. 


“Hey, hey! Stop snooping!” I ordered, running over to him and stretching out my arms, blocking his path. He eyed me carefully, amused at my reaction. 


Without warning, he looped his arm around my waist, bent his knees and lifted me up off the floor. 


“Put me down!” I hissed, slapping his arms as he carried me towards my bed. He didn’t pay any attention. 


“Asshole, put me down this instance,” I demanded, trying again.


He stopped and gave me a wicked smile. I stopped hitting him and looked at him suspiciously. What he was he planning? Next thing I knew, I felt him tossing me lightly onto my bed.


Grrrr! 


I growled as I glared back at him while he stood towering above me.


“You asked me to put you down,” he said innocently, holding up his hands. He placed one knee on the bed and started lowering himself down on top of me.


“What the hell do you think you’re doing?” I spluttered, my eyes widening in disbelief.


“You know, you don’t have to pretend so hard,” he said huskily, his beautiful whiskey eyes turning into dark liquid pools. I opened my mouth to retort but saw his gaze lower to my lips and down to my breasts. My voice caught in my throat, and all I could do was stare wordlessly at him.


“I haven’t been able to stop thinking about you since we had sex on the airplane,” he said grazing his lips along my jawline and down my neck, planting light, delicate kisses as he moved towards my breasts. 


“Really? I’ve forgotten all about it,” I lied, not wanting to give an inch.


He snickered. “Is that so?” he asked. Before I could respond, he slipped off my spaghetti straps, and pulled down my top exposing my bra. He glanced at the purple lace, a self-satisfied smile spreading across his face. I blushed, turning my head to the side, too embarrassed to make a sound.


Pushing my bra down, he took my right breast into his mouth and started sucking and biting my nipple. I moaned at the pleasure of the sensation. 


His hands travelled down to my skirt, and in-between my thighs. I bit back a groan as he touched my pussy, stroking it through the soaked fabric.


“You’re so wet,” he murmured, his voice thick with desire and need. He slipped his hand inside my panties and stuck his finger inside my pussy. I whimpered as he started moving it in and out. “Now tell me again how you’ve forgotten how good my touch feels. As I recall, I had you screaming and begging me to fuck you harder and harder last time.”


A scrunched my face. “Go to hell,” I panted, breathing hard.


Jason chuckled. “I’m not going to fuck you unless you admit you want me.”


Like hell that was going to ever happen. 


I heard myself gasp as Jason stuck another finger inside me and stroked me faster. “Say it,” he growled. 


At that moment I both hated him and wanted him with a passion. I could feel myself getting wetter and wetter, as his fingers flamed my desire to have him penetrate me with his thick, throbbing cock. I was going to lose my mind, if he didn’t stop. 


“Tell me you want my big, hard cock inside you,” he whispered nibbling my ear.


Damn it, I cursed internally. I couldn’t hold my desire back any longer. I desperately wanted to feel Jason inside me again – his thick staff stroking me deep and hard. 


“I want you,” I said through gritted teeth.


“You’re going to have to do better than that. Beg me.” His tongue flicked out licking my exposed nipple.


Oh god, this was becoming unbearable. My mind and body were screaming with urgency, craving for him to have his way with me. At that moment, I decided to forget about my pride and dignity. 


“Please. I need you inside me. Badly. I want you to shove your big, juicy cock deep into my pussy and fuck me so hard I forget my name,” I said.


Jason smiled. “Now that wasn’t so hard was it?”


I bit back a retort. No – it had only cost me my dignity. But I could deal with that later. After he’d fucked me good and hard.


Jason pulled his fingers out of me and I watched as he stood up. His hands went to unbutton his jeans, but just as he was about to start taking them off, we both heard Simon’s voice coming up the hallway.


“Jason?” he called out, trying to locate his friend. We heard the sound of a door opening close by as Simon checked if Jason was inside. “Where could he be?” Simon muttered out loud. He knocked on my door. 


My desire instantly died.


“Hey Amelia, have you seen Jason? I can’t find him,” my brother asked through the door.


My face turned a sickly shade of white. Oh shit, oh shit, oh shit. What do I tell him? 


I looked over at Jason, who was urging me to speak with silent gestures. Stay calm, stay calm, I breathed, trying to think clearly. Simon didn’t know Jason was in here. I just had to make sure he didn’t open the door and find out.


I cleared my throat, hoping my voice would come off sounding natural. “No, sorry. I haven’t seen him since dinner. I’ve been in my room trying to sleep.”


“Oh, sorry. I forgot you were trying to have an early night,” Jason said and paused. “It’s just weird. He said he needed to go to the bathroom but I can’t find him there or anywhere else. Anyway, don’t worry. He’s probably just stepped outside.” 


“Okay then. I hope you find him. Have a goodnight,” I replied and held my breath, hoping Simon would go away soon.


“Yeah, thanks. You too. Night.” I didn’t dare release the breath I was holding in until I was sure we were safe. 


I let my entire body sag as I heard the sound of his footsteps retreating back down the hallway towards the living room. I breathed normally once again, relieved Jason and I hadn’t gotten caught. My heart was still hammering loudly underneath my ribs, as I placed a hand on my chest to feel it. 


That had been a close one. Too freaking close.


I reached over and grabbed a pillow from the top of my bed and threw it at Jason’s head, glowering at him. “You freaking asshole! Do you know you almost got us busted!” I hissed, pulling up my bra and top.


He caught the pillow easily in his large hands. “You seemed to be enjoying it,” he smiled smugly.


I shook my head angrily, straightening my skirt. “You’re insane. I’m insane. I can’t believe I let you do that to me. My brother almost walked in on his little sister having sex with his friend!” I moaned, clutching my forehead. 


Jason tucked the pillow underneath his arm and walked over to me. He gently pried my hands apart. “So what? Why are you so worried about it?”


So what? My eyes bulged out. I pulled my hands away. “We’re not even going out. That’s what! I’m not the type of girl who just sleeps around with random guys.”


Jason paused, thinking something over.


“Okay, then go out with me,” he said, looking down at me with serious eyes. 


My mouth gaped open speechlessly like a goldfish. “You can’t be serious,” I said finding my voice at last. 


Jason shrugged. “Why not?” he countered.


“We barely know each other,” I spluttered.


“That’s how most relationships start.”


I shook my head. Even if I wanted to date Jason, it was too soon after my break-up with David. “It’s a terrible idea. We’re not compatible,” I said.


He snorted, “what do you mean by that?”


“Well, you’re cocky. And I’m feisty. We’ll only end up fighting all the time.”


A big smirk appeared on Jason’s face. “Then I guess we’re in for a lot of incredible, hot make-up sex.”


I had to hold back a laugh. “I’m trying to have a serious conversation with you here,” I said rolling my eyes. “Also, you need to get out of here before Simon comes back looking for you again.”


Jason nodded. “Okay. Give me your phone.”


“Why?” I asked, looking at him warily.


“Just hand it over,” he said starting to sound exasperated. He opened his palm, indicating for me to give the device over to him. 


I pursed my lips and stomped over to where my mobile sat on my bedside table. I retrieved it and gave it to him without ceremony. 


He took one look at the screen and handed it back. “Unlock it,” he ordered.


I crinkled my nose. “So demanding,” I muttered in a low voice. I wanted to argue with him, but at this point it was more important that I get him out of my room as quickly as possible. So I did what he asked me to.


“Here,” I said, handing him the phone after punching in my password.


Jason took it and gave me the pillow I’d thrown at him in exchange. I grabbed it and watched as he quickly typed something into my phone. I heard the noise of a message being sent.


“What are you doing,” I panicked, moving closer to him so I could see the screen. I was right – he had sent a message to someone. I snatched my phone back from him. Glancing down, I realized the SMS he’d sent was to himself, who he’d nicknamed ‘Sexy Beast’ in my contacts list.


I threw him a dirty look. 


I was going to change this to ‘annoying asshole’ instead when I got the chance.


“Friday night at six. Message me. I’ll come pick you up,” he said, flashing a smile. He did up a loose button on his shirt and walked over to give me a quick peck on the cheek. “Don’t forget,” he said as he moved to leave. He paused at the door and winked at me before he walked out.


I threw myself on top of my bed, bursting with relief that he’d gone. 


About the date – of course, I had no intention of listening to him at all. 


But he didn’t need to know that.










CHAPTER SIX

Amelia







The next morning, I woke up and changed into my gym gear. Tying my long, thick hair back in a ponytail, I swung my duffel bag over my shoulder and headed outside. Simon was already sitting in the driver’s seat of his car, parked in the driveway. I jumped into the passenger side and pulled the door closed, throwing my bag into the space between my feet.


“Ready to rock and roll?” my brother asked, giving me a wide smile.


I laughed and nudged him in the ribs affectionately. “Start the car dumbass.”


It was an easy drive down to Rushcutter’s bay. The morning traffic wasn’t too bad as I sat there singing along to the latest pop songs hitting the charts on the radio. Simon teased me, saying I could try out for X-factor if I kept going at this rate. Not to be outdone, I offered him a job to be president of my fan club. 


We continued to poke fun at each other as he pulled into the carpark attached to the large park where our group held its running sessions, and made our way to our regular meet-up spot.


I was laughing at a joke Simon had made when we arrived. We said hello to the regulars and I started warming up and stretching along with the others. Simon was busy striking up a conversation with a blonde girl named Claire, who I suspected he fancied so I stayed out of their way and just stood aside watching.


Not long after, I saw a few of the girls suddenly turn their heads, looking behind me. Something seemed to have caught their interest. Some of them were even whispering to each other about it, but their voices were too soft for me to hear. I straightened up from my lunge and turned my head around, wondering what it could be.


Fuck. You’ve got to be kidding me.


It was Jason, and he was sauntering in a direction which looked suspiciously like he was making his way towards our running group. I groaned inwardly. This couldn’t be happening to me.


Dressed in black shorts and matching running shoes, he had his dark hair slicked back, and was completely shirtless. I heard one of the girls in the group giggle from behind me. A quick glance around told me all the women within a hundred meter radius were currently busy checking him out. 


He’s golden tanned body looked powerful under the warm morning sunlight, its rays showing off his broad shoulders, muscular arms, wide chest and killer abs. I gulped. He looked as sexy as ever. 


It wasn’t long before he reached our group. He casually nodded at me. “Hey.”


“Uh, hi,” I said in return, trying not to stare.


Act normal, I scolded myself. 


“Hey Jase!” Simon called out, jogging over and giving Jason a friendly thump on the back. “Glad you could make it.”


“I’m glad I could make it too,” he commented with a sly grin, his eyes briefly slanting my way. I looked away, pretending I hadn’t noticed.


“So I guess you’ve come to collect on our bet,” Simon laughed.


Although I hadn’t been intending to join in on their conversation, Simon’s remark made me curious.


“What bet?” I asked, peering at them inquisitively as I stretched my upper arm across my chest.


“It’s nothing,” Jason cut in quickly. “Just some silly wager,” he smiled smoothly, making it hard for me to tell if he was lying or not. Simon gave Jason a weird look, but didn’t say anything to contradict his friend. They were both acting real suss.


I was going to probe further, then thought better of it. It was probably some dumb thing guys did. “They’re about to start the run,” I said noticing the group gathering together. “We should join them.”


I began walking towards the others; Simon and Jason following me from behind. The people at the front started running off so I picked up my legs following their trail. “I’ll catch you guys at the end,” I yelled over my shoulder as I ran ahead, leaving my brother and Jason behind. 


I noticed a few of the other girls who were normally keen runners, dawdling around. I squinted in the direction of their gaze and realized with wry amusement who they were waiting for. They were clearly hoping to run with the hot newcomer.


Really, they could have him, I thought kicking up the pace and leaving them behind.


The fresh air felt good as a slight breeze blew against my face as I ran down the familiar track. I’d managed to separate myself from the rest of the group and was running by myself, making good time I noticed, as I did a quick check of my smart watch.


My mind started wandering and I started thinking about David again. What was he doing right now? Did he regret what he’d done? I hoped the bastard did, and was drowning in an ocean of guilt. Maybe he’d even realized how badly he’d fucked up and what he’d lost. 


The thought of him being miserable over me made me feel good. It made me smile.


“What are you so happy about?” a voice asked unexpectedly from my side. “Is it cause you’re glad to see me?”


He was as cocky as always. “Hardly,” I said, rolling my eyes. “How did you manage to catch-up? I thought you’d be lagging behind?”


“I’m a fast runner,” Jason said, puffing lightly. “I didn’t know you ran,” he continued with a grin, exposing his perfect white teeth.


It was unfair that one person could be so genetically blessed.


“I guess you know now,” I said, keeping my response short.


“Yes, I do…”


I thought he was going to stop there, since it was pretty hard to run and talk at the same time. But I was wrong.


“… It explains how you have such a tight ass and nice, toned legs,” he finished, turning his head to throw a smirk my way.


My jaw gaped open. I stared at him, slowing down. 


Did he just say what I thought he did? I was about to retort with a scathing remark, when he suddenly kicked up his pace and powered ahead. “Winner takes all,” he shouted from in front of me.


My eyes threw daggers at his disappearing back. I immediately sped up, chasing after him. I knew I wouldn’t live it down if I allowed that cocky asshole to beat me. But he was much faster than I’d expected. Gritting my teeth, I forced myself to keep up my pace. I was still at least thirty meters behind him. 


With my lungs on fire, and my leg muscles burning, I didn’t think I was going to last much longer. 


Suddenly, I took a misstep on the grassy pathway and stumbled forwards, my foot twisting. 


“Owww!” I cried, barely able to brace the fall with my hands. I tried to move, to right myself up, but ended up groaning, as I felt my left side, sore and bruised, from then impact of the fall.


Jason appeared by my side, crouching down on the ground.


“Are you okay?” he asked, looking worried and helping me to sit up.


Feeling put out by the fall, I snapped at him without meaning to. “I just fell on my ass. Do you think I’m okay?”


Jason pressed his lips together and gently took a hold of my leg. He ignored my outburst and looked over my ankle and foot.


“Can you walk?” he asked at last. “Come on, I’ll help you up.” He put my arm around his shoulders, and slowly lifted me back onto my feet.


I took a step forward and my face became paper white. I gripped his arm, squeezing hard. “Fuck that hurts,” I hissed through clenched teeth.


Jason frowned, “you must have sprained or twisted it.”


“No shit Sherlock,” I sneered. I took my hands off his arm, and tried to stand up again by myself, making sure not to put weight on my right foot.


Jason shook his head at me and crossed his arms. “Tsk. Tsk. Stubborn to the end.”


Ignoring him, I tried to hop a few steps forward. It looked ridiculous.


Jason sighed loudly from behind me. I heard his footsteps as he came over to me.


“For once in your life, just admit you need someone else’s help,” he said lowering himself down to pick me up off the ground. My face flushed red, as he carried me in the same position he had the night before. I started to squirm.


He rolled his eyes. “Come on, you don’t seriously think you can get back by yourself with your injury?” he rebuked.


“I’ll call a cab.”


“We’re in the middle of a park.” He looked at me like I was crazy. “Just quit complaining okay? I’m going to carry you back to the car so you can get your foot checked out by a doctor.” 


I really hated having to rely on him, but he was right – there was no way I’d be able to get to the car on my own. 


I relented.


“No funny stuff,” I warned as he carried me across the grassy field.


“What, you don’t want to get frisky in the middle of a public park?” he teased, his eyes dipping to my chest.


“I. Am. Dead. Serious,” I said emphasizing each word with a stab of my finger against his naked chest.


“You know if you keep touching my bare skin like that I might not be able to help myself,” he shot me a wicked grin, his gorgeous eyes sparkling with mischief.


I immediately stopped, heeding his warning and turned away. 


It sucked. 


I was vulnerable and defenseless at the moment. 


I decided silence was the safest option at this point and refused to speak or respond to his teasing as he carried me back through the area where we started our run. A few members of the group who’d finished early were standing around talking. I could feel their stares as well as those from other strangers nearby as Jason carried me along. Too embarrassed to meet anyone’s gaze, I made sure to look away from their faces.


Before long, we were at the perimeter of the carpark. “Where are you going?” I asked, realizing we weren’t heading for my brother’s car.


“I’m taking you to the doctors,” Jason said curtly.


“What? In your car?”


“Yes,” he responded, shuffling my weight in his arms so he could reach his hand inside the pocket of his running shorts. There was the distinct beeping sound of a car unlocking, and we walked towards this noise until we reached a blue four wheel drive not too far off. 


Jason slowly helped me down onto the ground, leaving his arms firmly looped around my waist to support me as he pulled open the passenger door.


“Get in,” he ordered, seeing my mouth pressed in a stubborn line. He gave me a look of warning and I bit back a smart retort. We had a brief stare down, and I realized how stupid I was being by not getting into the car. My ankle was throbbing at this point and I knew Jason was right about needing to get it checked out by the doctor. So with a huff, I hobbled into the passenger seat without another word.


Jason, looking relieved, shut my door closed and walked around to the other side. Soon he was sliding into the driver’s seat, and turning on the ignition. He quickly dialed my brother’s mobile as he shifted the gear stick and turned the steering wheel, driving out of the parking space.


Simon didn’t pick up and the call went to his voicemail.


“Hey mate,” Jason started. “Amelia’s hurt her foot – nothing too serious – but it’s best to get it checked out by the doctor. I’m driving her there now. I’ll drop her off at home afterwards.”


He hung up and became silent.


I started to feel guilty immediately after the phone call. He’d only been trying to help me after all, and I was acting like a real pain in the backside about it.


I decided to swallow my ego and break the awkward silence.


“Thanks,” I grumbled and turned away, embarrassed.


“So you’ve finally decided to speak to me,” he said, sparing me a quick glance before focusing back on the road. My face flushed a deeper crimson red. I stayed quiet, fidgeting with my fingers, not knowing what to say.


Jason sighed. “Just be more careful next time,” he said unexpectedly.


I looked up at him. He was staring straight ahead. 


Nodding, I grumbled out a yes, as I felt myself go all warm and fuzzy inside.


“I guess it’s my fault for provoking you,” he admitted with a sigh. “I know to do better next time.”


I swallowed, wondering what he meant by a next time.


It was lucky he wasn’t looking my way. I was sure even if I looked down to try and hide my face, he would be able to see that the tips of my ears were burning a very bright pink.










CHAPTER SEVEN

Jason







‘Where are you?,’ I texted Amelia, as the meeting finished and I walked out. Brian, the Sales Director had gone through the current quarter’s projections, and everything looked set. The campaign for the latest product launch was on track, and it looked like the release would happen next week as intended.


The past few days had been hectic and I hadn’t gotten a chance to see Amelia after dropping her home from the doctor’s that day she sprained her ankle. The doctor had said it wasn’t too serious, but she needed to stay off her right foot for a few weeks and prescribed her crutches to use for walking around. 


Amelia hadn’t received that last bit of news well. She’d been firm and stubborn on that point and I’d had to force her to use the crutches.


My phone went off as I was packing my stuff up at my desk, ready to leave.


‘I’m at home. Why?’ was Amelia’s reply.


I screwed my eyes up at the message wondering if she’d forgotten about our date.


‘Let’s have dinner. I’ll pick you up. There’s a great restaurant not far from your house.’


I waited with bated breath. There was a chance she wouldn’t want to go out, but I had a strong urge to see her, which I hadn’t been able to shake off all week. 


There was radio silence on her end and I imagined she was trying to think of a way to squirm out of this.


‘I’m actually not feeling too well. Maybe some other time,’ she finally texted. 


“As expected,” I murmured to myself. By that time, I was already in the car driving towards her house. I decided to ignore the message and pretend I didn’t see it. 


When I rocked up at Amelia’s front doorstep and rang the bell, she was surprised to see me. Luckily, Simon was out, which saved me from having to get into an awkward explanation about why I was over at his house, looking for his little sister. His parents, I was more comfortable in handling.


“Wh-wh-at are you doing here?” Amelia stammered standing in the open doorway, her eyes wide with surprise.


“I’m here to pick you up for dinner,” I replied simply, flashing her one of my charming smiles.


She frowned. “But I messaged you back saying we should reschedule.”


“Did you?” I asked, feigning ignorance. “I must have missed your message since I was driving.”


“Well, I said I’m not feeling well so I can’t go out tonight,” she said lying, and avoiding direct eye contact with me.


“You look perfectly healthy to me,” I mocked lightly.


“Looks can be deceiving.” 


I felt my lips twitch as I tried not to smile. She leaned against the doorframe, shifting her weight further to her left foot. 


“Where are your crutches?” I asked, noticing she didn’t have them with her. 


“You know what,” Amelia said, pretending not to have heard me. “I’m feeling really tired. I’m going to go have a rest, but thanks for dropping by.” As she spoke, she tried to slowly close the door on me. 


I stuck out my hand, blocking the door in its path and impatiently slipped past her inside the house. My eyes roamed around as I walked through the hallway and into the living room, searching for her crutches, while Amelia hobbled after me, shouting.


I spotted them lying sadly in a corner behind the couches and went over to grab them. 


“What do you think you’re doing?” Amelia huffed irritably as she stopped in front of me.


“The doctor said you needed to use these for two weeks, so your sprain can heal properly.”


“I’m well aware of what the doctor said,” she rolled her eyes. “But I feel fine.”


“A moment ago you were telling me how unwell you were feeling,” I said, pointing out her lie. 


She blushed a cute rosy red. 


“Take it,” I ordered, handing her the crutches. There was a silent battle of wills before she humphed and snatched the offensive items from my hand. She tried to walk off, but in her anger and haste, she lost balance as she pivoted around and fell backwards, dropping the crutches from her hands.


I caught her securely in my arms. “Clearly, I can’t trust you to be alone by yourself,” I stated with a heavy sigh as I looked down at her upturned face. Her face was an even brighter shade of red than before as she glared indignantly up at me, and struggled between my arms to stand upright. 


“Let me go!” she demanded, floundering like a fish. 


Exasperated with her behavior, I lifted her up by the waist and threw her over my shoulder. She pounded her fists against my back, yelling for me to let her down and I smacked her ass to get her to calm down. Ignoring her cries, I carried her over to the the couch and dumped her body onto it. 


“Behave,” I warned in a deep, commanding voice, and pulled out my phone from the pocket of my pants. Thankfully she was intimidated enough to obey and sat their sullenly with her mouth tightly shut as I dialed the number of a local pasta place. I ordered some food and asked them to deliver it.


“You didn’t even ask me what I wanted,” she opened her mouth and complained as soon as I hung up.


“Well, you didn’t give me a chance to ask. You’ve been kicking and screaming since the moment I’ve been inside.”


Amelia pursed her lips, looking completely put out. Part of me wanted to spank her, while the other part of me wanted to ply those lips apart with my own and make her apologize. 


It was her stubbornness. It was both an interesting challenge and a frustrating one at the same time.


“Where are your parents tonight?” I asked, wondering why no one had come out to see what the raised voices were all about.


“They’ve gone out to dinner with some friends,” she said sulkily. I guess that explained things. It was good in a way. I would get to spend some time alone with Amelia.


I picked up the remote off the coffee table and flicked the television on, sitting down next to her on the couch. I scrolled down the list of shows on the screen, looking for something to watch. 


There was a rustle as Amelia sat up, her mood seeming to brighten as she spotted something of interest on the list. “Can we watch Die hard?” she asked, looking over at me.


“You like this movie?” I asked, and received a nod in response.


“I watched this move with Simon a lot when we were growing up. It’s one of my favorites.”


I smiled, amused. This girl was really strange. She was smart, sexy, feisty and full of attitude, a combination that normally made me turn away. But there was something alluring about her, something sweet and down to earth. She was different from the women I normally dated, who tended to be either seductive vixens or sweet, docile lambs. These were personality types I found much easier to handle than Amelia’s type.


I sunk back into the leather sofa, relaxing as the movie played. Beside me Amelia was the opposite, she leant forward, her body full of excitement, gluing her eyes to the screen. She barely looked up when the doorbell rang signaling the arrival of our food.


“I’ll get it,” I offered standing up. She nodded, sparing me only a brief glance before turning her attention back to the movie. My ego was a little bruised. It seemed she was more interested in watching a rerun of an old movie than the hot, sexy guy sitting next to her.


I opened the door and paid the deliveryman, who handed me several bags full of food. I carried them inside and started laying out the pasta, pizza and salad I’d ordered onto the coffee table. 


“Mmmm…” Amelia murmured appreciatively, eying all the food, her attention finally off the screen. She was hungry. 


I passed her a plate and some cutlery and we both dug in.


“So, is the food to your satisfaction your highness?” I asked after a while.


Amelia took a generous bite into the pizza slice in her hand and closed her eyes savoring the flavor. “It seems you’ve passed the test this time,” she conceded, opening her eyes again. 


“I guess I should feel flattered. You’re never this gracious,” I laughed. 


Amelia frowned and shook her head. “You make me sound ungrateful,” she protested.


“Well, aren’t you?” I said mockingly, raising an eyebrow.


She paused to think.


“I suppose I have been acting short and snappy with you…” she sighed. “I should really thank you for helping me when I sprained my ankle and for taking me to the doctor.”


“Finally, some gratitude. I thought I would have to wait until I died to hear those words,” I joked sneaking a hot potato chip into my mouth.


“Sorry, the past few weeks have been tough for me and I’ve been a bit grumpy. But you haven’t made it easy for me either,” she said narrowing her eyes accusingly.


“Then mission accomplished,” I grinned and winked at her.


She rolled her eyes. “I seriously want to punch you right now.”


I picked up a napkin and wiped my mouth. “I don’t mind wrestling with you tonight,” I replied suggestively. She threw me a disgusted look.


I chuckled and tossed the napkin down. I decided to change the subject and began asking her about her time living overseas. She was hesitant at first, but as our conversation got going, she started opening up to me. I found out she’d had a bad break-up with her boyfriend and had returned from the States to get a fresh start. She didn’t go into detail about what had transpired, but it was enough for me to feel a rising anger that her ex-boyfriend David, had cheated on her and thrown her away like garbage.


“He’s a dick. You’r better without him,” I said assuring her she had made the right decision in leaving him.


We then spent some time talking a little bit about my new business.


By the end of the night, I had neither touched her or tried to make a move on her – which was new for me. Even though there had been several times during our conversation where I’d thought about kissing her, or wondered what it would be like to take her here and now on the thick carpeted floor, I’d kept myself under strict control. I was slowly realizing I wanted more than just hot, mindless sex with Amelia. 


Don’t get me wrong. I still wanted to sleep with her. But I wanted more than just her body at this point.


I brushed the crumbs off my clothes, and started tidying up. “Finished?” I asked Amelia, checking to see if she was done. “Yes,” she nodded and leaned back against the foot of the couch, rubbing and patting her full belly, looking incredibly satisfied. 


I laughed and cleared the rest of the mess off the coffee table. 


I took the rubbish into the kitchen and dumped it into the bin. 


I gave my hands a quick rinse in the sink and dried them on a tea-towel hanging off the oven rack. “It’s getting late, I’m going to head home,” I said, turning to look at Amelia standing in the kitchen doorway.


“Yes…I guess it is,” Amelia said, sounding a bit disappointed. She bit her lower lip, hesitating. I could tell she wanted to ask me to stay as she stood there nervously, leaning against the doorframe. 


Truth of the matter was, I wanted to stay too, but I knew it was a bad idea. I was certain things would start to escalate if I remained, and we’d probably end up having sex again. 


Although it would be good and it’d feel great, it wasn’t going to help me get closer to her in the long term. Even if Amelia hadn’t realized it yet, I wanted to start a real relationship with her, and until then I wasn’t going to touch her.


Before she had a chance to say something to change my mind, I walked up to her and gave her a quick, chaste peck on the cheek. 


“I’ll see myself out. Thanks for a great time. Have a good night.”


“Goodnight,” she murmured as I moved past her, longing clearly etched in her eyes. 


I forced myself to keep walking.


‘You did good, you did good,’ I kept telling myself as I got into my car parked outside. Only, these words did little to sate my own cravings. 


I groaned. It was going to be a long night ahead and my hand was going to get a tough work out.










CHAPTER EIGHT

Amelia







“Tell me everything,” Karen said as she sat down across from me, placing her designer handbag delicately onto the ground, and taking off her dark sunglasses. 


“Could we eat first,” I grumbled, looking around the cafe for a waiter. Karen frowned.


“Fine. But you need to spill as soon as we make our order,” she said, her voice firm. I winced, knowing I wouldn’t be able to put her off for much longer.


Karen spotted a waitress and impatiently waved her over. 


“Could we order please,” she said briskly, picking up the menu, hardly caring about what she was going to eat. She was dying to find out what had happened that had driven me to fly all the way back to Sydney, and didn’t want to waste any more time waiting. Without a second glance, she picked out a chicken and avocado salad and I quickly put in an order for fish and chips to placate my grumbling stomach.


Karen began bombarding me with an onslaught of questions as soon as the waitress left.


I held up my hands and shook my head, signaling her to stop. “Holy cow Karen. Slow down. Give a girl a break, won’t you? You’re making my head dizzy asking a million questions at once.”


Karen sat back and pursed her lips. “Well, what do you expect? You leave the country for two years; I hardly hear a peep from you during that time, and then suddenly the next call I get, you tell me you’re back here in Sydney. Not a word of warning beforehand.”


I scrunched up my face, grimacing. “Trust me, it wasn’t planned.”


“Okay, then tell me, what happened?”


“David cheated on me,” I stated bluntly.


Karen uncrossed her legs and sat up abruptly. “He what!”


“Yes, you heard correctly. I found out he’s been cheating on me for a while. I caught him banging one of the women from work in his car. It was horrible.”


“Far out,” Karen whistled. “What an asshole. Are you alright?” she asked, putting her hand on my arm and looking at me with concern. 


I shrugged. I wasn’t, but what could I do about it? My heart still hurt when I thought about David’s betrayal. 


“I’ll get over it eventually,” I said, putting on a brave front.


“Oh sweetie,” Karen sighed, pulling me into a tight hug, not buying my act for a second. 


She let go, tucking a loose strand of hair behind my ear. “The guy’s a dirtbag. You’re better off without him anyway. I just wish he was here so I could punch him in the face.”


I laughed. “I’d pay to see that.” Karen’s small, angelic face and tall, slim frame were deceiving. She was a karate black belt and a tough, strong independent woman. I’d witnessed her skills in competition, and could definitely confirm she packed a mean punch.


“It’ll get easier,” she said reassuring me with her years of experience dating streams of guys who never seemed to work out. “Maybe you should try seeing someone new for the time being, and just let yourself loose – you know have a bit of fun?”


“Erm…” I said, looking down as I sipped my coke, wondering if I should tell her about my situation with Jason. Karen’s eyes narrowed. 


“Spill,” she commanded. 


Like a hunting dog scenting blood, I knew she wasn’t going to let this go now she’d latched onto it.


I looked up at the sky, taking a deep breath in, and rubbed at my temples. Before I knew what I was doing, my mouth opened and a gush of words streamed out. 


I told Karen everything. From how I had banged a hot, random stranger on the flight back to Sydney, how the guy I’d banged then turned out to be my brother’s friend, and how we now had this weird pseudo-relationship where we weren’t quite friends but we weren’t quite dating either. 


I told her how Jason had taken me out several times in the past few weeks: dinner, movies, picnic lunches and a few days at the beach. He’d been a gentleman each time, and I was seriously confused as he hadn’t tried to kiss me or make any moves on me at all. 


“I think he may have lost interest,” I concluded with a sigh. “He hasn’t tried to touch me since that time we were in my bedroom.”


“Do you like him?” Karen asked, which was a good question. I wasn’t even sure myself. He was definitely attractive, and he brought out the feisty side in me, a side which I had buried for a very long time to please David, who disliked seeing this trait in women. I felt I could really be myself around Jason. 


There was a part of me I recognized, which hungered after Jason, and I wanted to know I drove him just as wild and crazy with need. But he hadn’t attempted to make a move on me lately, and I wondered if he was getting bored. Maybe I was just another plaything to him, and he’d throw me away just as David did.


I felt my eyes tear up, as I spilled all my fears and insecurities to Karen. Her voice was gentle as she tried to comfort me. She patted me on the back. 


“Have you tried asking him about it?” she suggested.


My face blanched. “No. I’m afraid to hear the answer. My ego is pretty fragile at the moment as it is.” 


Karen nodded in understanding. “Come on, let’s finish lunch and we’ll go do some retail therapy. I’m sure that’ll help cheer you up!”


I laughed. Trust Karen to come up with a solution like that. There was nothing she loved more than shopping. But I agreed it might help take my mind off things. 


We finished eating our food and paid the bill at the front counter inside. My ankle had healed by now, so luckily I didn’t have to walk around with crutches to support me anymore. 


It was a peaceful walk down Pitt Street to the shopping mall with Karen chatting away about her new sister-in-law and her family. It seemed there was a bit of drama with her brother’s new wife acting like a stuck up, queen bee about her mum’s sixtieth birthday. She wanted to control and have the final say in everything, which would’ve been fine except she had terrible taste, according to Karen.


I was still listening intently to Karen’s story, when out of nowhere I felt a sharp tug from my handbag strap, as someone tried to pull it off my shoulder. Before my brain could register what was happening, my handbag had come off my shoulder and disappeared from my sight, as a male figure blurred past me.


“Thief!” I yelled, finally reacting, my legs starting to run after him on their own. Karen had been quicker to react and was already ahead of me. She tackled down the man running away, shoving him to the ground, and started hitting him with her fists. 


The scene was laughable, if I hadn’t been so concerned about retrieving my bag. “You asswipe,” I shouted snatching my purse back from his hands which were held up high above his head as he tried to defend himself from Karen’s blows. The scruffy looking man cried out loud, begging for Karen to stop. 


It was then that I noticed we had attracted quite a crowd. I nudged Karen, whispering to her about the onlookers, and she stopped. Huffing, she planted her hands squarely on her hips as she looked derisively down at the thief while he tried to crawl away. 


I planted my feet in front of him, blocking his escape. “No you don’t,” I said angrily.


Someone must have called the police. Two officers soon showed up, pushing themselves through the crowd of spectators.


“What’s going on here?” one of the male officers asked glancing between Karen, myself and the thief. His eyes took in two angry indignant females, and a man in a khaki t-shirt and black baseball cap cowering on the ground.


I opened my mouth to explain that this asshole had tried to snatch my purse, but before I could get a word in the bastard started accusing us of physically assaulting him – he even rolled up the sleeves of his jacket to show them his non-existent bruises. 


I crossed my arms, pressing my lips into a thin line and tapped my foot impatiently, as he continued to dramatize how he’d been unjustly tackled to the ground, kicked and punched; how he’d done nothing wrong and how it’d all just been a big misunderstanding on our part.


“Are you done?” I sneered when he’d finally stopped talking. He was now pretending to wipe fake tears from his eyes like he was the victim here. 


The officer writing down the man’s statement cracked a smile, but tried to hide it surreptitiously behind his hand. Karen threw her hands up in the air in frustration. She was past her tolerance level. 


“This lying asshole tried to steal my friend’s bag!” she growled. It seemed she needed to vent, so I let her tell the officers the story – with much cussing – and stayed quiet on the sidelines. The officer’s partner in the meanwhile dispersed the crowd and shooed them off.


“Nothing to see here folks. Please go on your way,” he said.


In the end the officer in charge told us he would need to take us down to the precinct because of the thief’s allegations of abuse. I seriously couldn’t believe it as he explained to us this was normal procedure. So we ended up having to get into the backseat of a cop car, with the bastard who tried to steal from me stuck in between us. 


It was a very uncomfortable ride, with the purse thief trying to elbow us during the drive. I was getting sick of his antics so I stepped hard on his foot. He hooted in pain and started swearing at me. The officers at the front frowned and told us to pipe down.


Down at the precinct, we were left with a female Constable named Mandy. She took down our statements again, while the thief was given to another officer to process. He looked at us with a gloating expression as he passed us by and I glared back venomously at him. 


I hoped the dickhead was going to rot in jail – he certainly deserved it.


Mandy told us to wait while she went to sort out our paperwork. 


Karen was stewing over the whole situation and barely said a word, only making grunting sounds every so often. I could feel she was trying to hold herself back, otherwise a dam of expletives was going to burst.


Mandy came back and based on her expression things didn’t look good. “I’m going to have to book you girls.”


“What?” Karen exclaimed, finally speaking. She looked like she was going to explode. I wasn’t far from it myself.


“The guy’s demanding to press charges – “


“You’ve got to be kidding me,” I blurted, barely believing my own ears. “He’s the one who tried to steal from me!” 


“I’m sorry, but you did hit him. A number of witnesses confirmed it.” 


My face went red. “I never – “


“Amelia’s right,” Karen cut in. “She didn’t touch him. It was me who hit him, but it was in self-defense. He was trying to run off with Amelia’s handbag!” 


“He’s saying you both assaulted him, so we’re going to have to keep you in lock up until someone makes bail on you. Is there someone you can call? A lawyer you know?” she asked. 


She explained to us it was very unfortunate, and although she didn’t want to lock us up personally, she had to follow procedure.


Karen looked at me. “I can’t call my parents or my brother. They’ll blow a gasket!”


I nodded, thinking my family would have a similar reaction. I don’t know why, but at that moment, Jason’s face popped into my head. I bit my lower lip, weighing up the situation, and came to a decision.


“Hold up, let me call someone.”


I stood up and moved away to give myself enough distance from Karen and Mandy. Once I was safely out of earshot I dialed Jason’s number. The phone rang three times before he picked up.


“Hello,” his deep, steady voice came over the line. 


A sense of relief immediately flooded my body. Before I could lose my courage I blurted my words out. 


“It’s me, Amelia. I’m about to be jailed.”










CHAPTER NINE

Jason







My feet flew rapidly across the tiled floor of the police station as I stepped through the entrance of the precinct. Spotting the front reception desk, I immediately made a beeline for it. 


“I’m looking for an Amelia Sutton,” I said to the female officer attending there. “I was told she’s in booking.”


The officer nodded and told me to wait while she did a check for me. I held back the urge to drum my fingers impatiently across the countertop as she enquired after Amelia over the phone. While she listened to the person on the other end of the line, she did a search on her computer. Once she was off the phone, she turned back to me. 


“She’s in there with her friend Karen. I’ll buzz you in.”


Amelia had briefly mentioned Karen on the phone, so I wasn’t surprised.


Opening the door to the right of the reception desk, I walked through to the back office of the police station, my eyes rapidly surveying the room, searching for Amelia’s face. I found it, and with a grim face, I walked quickly over to her. She stood up. 


“You’re here,” she said breathlessly, almost as if she was surprised to see me. I gave her a confused look. Did she think I wasn’t going to come after she’d called me?


“Are you okay?” I asked her, my eyes giving her a quick once over to check for any injuries or bruises. She nodded her head, looking like she was about to fall apart from exhaustion. A pretty blonde girl stood up beside her, and helped to support her. Her eyes shifted between me and Amelia with great interest. 


A silent message, almost like an invisible tug of war, seemed to pass between the two of them as the blonde’s face broke out into a sly smile and Amelia blushed, looking down at the floor. 


“I’m Amelia’s friend Karen,” the blonde said introducing herself. “You must be Jason. Thank you for coming to help us. We’re both feeling tired and over this whole ordeal.”


“Amelia told me what happened over the phone. You two just sit tight, while I speak to the police officer in charge of your case. Where is he?”


Karen cleared her throat, and pointed to my left. “He’s actually a she…and she’s coming over this way now,” she added quickly.


I looked in the direction of Karen’s finger and felt my breath catch in my throat. My body stiffened as a familiar face came into view, and for a moment my heart seemed to stop beating.


“Jason!” Mandy’s face lit up in surprise as she smiled brightly at me. “What are you doing here?”


I flinched. After all that’d happened I couldn’t believe Mandy could still smile at me like that. It really rubbed me up the wrong way. I tried to appear unaffected, replying cooly back at her. “I’m here to sort out the situation with Amelia and the guy who tried to steal her purse.”


Mandy glanced at Amelia and Karen, as the connection dawned on her. “Oh, right. Well, we’re in the middle of booking the both of them since the guy wants to press assault charges.”


“So I’ve heard,” I said smoothly. Out of the corner of my eye I could see Amelia and Karen watching the interaction between Mandy and me closely. “Of course it’s bullshit,” I said frankly. “The guy’s just trying to stir trouble.”


“That may be so, but I have to follow protocol,” Mandy said standing firm. I raised an eyebrow, wondering how she could talk about following protocol after she’d left me alone at the alter three years ago. Did she think she was standing firm then?


I scoffed lightly. “Let me speak to the guy. I just need five minutes.” Mandy shook her head. 


“No can do. That’s against the rules.”


You’ve got to be kidding me. Once again she was cock blocking me.


“Excuse us for a second,” I said to Amelia and Karen as I took Mandy by the arm and pulled her away until we were out of hearing.


“Let me go!” Mandy whispered, her voice edged with annoyance. 


We both smiled and tried to act natural as I basically dragged her across the room to a quiet spot. Once I was certain we wouldn’t be interrupted, I released my grip on her arm. I knew my actions looked strange, and Amelia and Karen would probably get the wrong impression, but I was losing my cool being near Mandy after not seeing her for so long.


“Look, I know it may be against protocol, but I need to talk to this thief so I can get him to drop the charges.”


“Alleged thief,” Mandy corrected, crossing her arms and knotting her brows. “You can’t just ask me to break the rules. I could lost my job.”


“We both know that’s highly unlikely,” I said looking at her, my lips pressed tightly together. “You know these charges are baseless. Weren’t you always one for fairness and justice.”


“Are they though? Maybe the guy is telling the truth,” she retorted back. “Those girls don’t look so innocent.”


A laugh escaped my mouth, dry and without humor. “Are you getting jealous? You’re the one who left me, remember?”


Mandy let out a loud sigh. “That was a long time ago Jason. Look, I’m sorry for leaving you like that. It was wrong of me, but it was still the right decision. You need to get over it. Or are you going to hold it against me forever?” 


“Well, I’m glad to finally hear you admit you were in the wrong. But at this point it’s little consolation,” I said bitterly, my gaze dark.


Mandy sighed again. “You are impossible, you know that?” 


I clenched my jaw choosing not to reply. 


“Okay, so what do you want from me? What do I need to do for you to forgive me?”


“Let me speak to the thief. You owe me this at least.”


She narrowed her eyes at me. 


“Fine,” she finally said, exasperated. “Ten minutes. That’s all you get. Then we’re even – I won’t owe you anything more after this.”


I responded with a grunt. Her conditions were barely acceptable – not after all the heartache, turmoil and self-loathing she’d put me through. But they seemed like the best I was going to get. 


She took this as agreement from my end and led me to a different section of the precinct, into another area full of desks and more police officers. 


“Stay here,” she ordered and went over to talk to one of her colleagues, a tall male with light brown hair. He glanced over at me a few times as she spoke, while I stood there patiently waiting for an outcome. After a few minutes, their conversation ended and he gave her a small nod.


Mandy walked back over to me. “Come with me.” 


I followed her and she lead me to a desk where a scraggly, dark haired man wearing a faded khaki t-shirt and jacket sat, one arm handcuffed to the chair’s wooden armrest.


“Ten minutes,” Mandy reminded me before leaving me alone with the guy.


There wasn’t much time so I didn’t bother sugar coating anything. I sat down next to him and looked him dead in the eye. 


“You don’t know who I am, and it doesn’t matter. However, it would be in your best interest to listen to me,” I said, projecting my voice authoritatively.


“And why’s that?” the guy replied with an ugly sneer. 


I felt an instant dislike for him and held back an urge to punch him in the face. It pissed me off knowing he was the current source of Amelia’s distress, and could’ve easily injured her in the process of trying to steal her handbag.


I took in a deep breath to calm myself. “I’m going to get my lawyer on the phone. Just listen to what he has to say. You really have nothing to lose, only something to gain.”


He looked suspiciously at me, but didn’t refute my words. Taking this as consent, I quickly dialed my friend Brian’s number, and the call connected right away.


“Hey, I’m here and I’ve got the guy with me,” I said into the receiver. Brian told me to pass the phone over to the other man. 


I offered my mobile to the thief in front of me. 


He hesitated for a brief moment, his eyes looking uncertain, before taking the mobile into his own hand.


He put it against his ear, and asked who he was speaking with. I sat back and watched as Brian talked to him from the other end. I’d briefed my friend beforehand, so he was aware of the whole situation. 


Brian said something, and the thief’s eyes suddenly lit up in excitement. A nasty, greedy smile appeared on his face, revealing stained crooked teeth. I held back an urge to cringe. The thief nodded, agreeing and the call ended a few moments later. 


The thief grinned at me, looking like he’d just won the lottery. I looked at him coldly and handed him a white envelope full of cash. He handed me back my phone. “Nice doing business with you,” he smirked as I got up to go.


I threw him a scalding look. “I wish I could say the same. I only hope we never see each other again.” 


I shook my head in disgust and walked away to find Mandy. Neither of us spoke about what had just happened. We both walked silently back to the other office where Amelia and Karen were waiting anxiously. I sat down calmly next to them. 


“Is everything ok,” Amelia asked quietly, noticing my cloudy expression. 


“Everything’s fine. It’s all taken care of,” I said reassuring her, then sat back and waited.


Mandy was called away five minutes later. Karen and Amelia whispered amongst themselves wondering what was going on, while I tried to concentrate on calming the storm in my mind. I was still pissed at seeing Mandy, especially because I could sense Amelia had noticed there was something between us and was probably worrying over it. But it wasn’t the right time or place to bring it up with her and explain things.


Another ten minutes passed and Mandy reappeared. “It seems the charges have been dropped,” she said looking pointedly at me. I inclined my head, returning her stare, challenging her to start something. She was smart enough to let it go. 


“You’re all free to leave,” she said and tossed some folders onto her desk. She pulled out her chair and sat down on it. “I don’t want to see you girls back in here again. Got it?”


Karen and Amelia scrambled up, both letting out sighs of relied. They reassured Mandy they wouldn’t, and promised they’d be more careful next time. I let them head off first, choosing to give them some space.


“Goodbye Jason,” Mandy said meaningfully just as I was about to leave. I turned my head to look over my shoulder. 


“Goodbye Mandy. May there not be a next time,” I said coldly before walking away. 


I imagined I saw a brief flicker of regret and sadness on Mandy’s face, but it could’ve just been my imagination. Either way, I was determined to bury the past and put her behind me.


I felt a rush of relief as soon as I walked out of the police station and stepped onto the street. I could see Amelia and Karen walking in front not too far ahead, and before long I’d managed to catch up to them. 


Amelia seemed to have regained some color. She’d been looking a bit pale back at the station, which had worried me. After checking they were both okay, albeit a bit exhausted from all the drama, I led them to my car parked on the street nearby and insisted on driving them home. Karen said she wanted to stay at Amelia’s place for a while, so I dropped them both at her house. 


Amelia was quiet the entire car ride home. Karen had tried prodding her a few times during the drive, but she didn’t seem to be in the mood to talk, and simply shook her head. I sighed inwardly, watching from the rearview mirror, wondering what was going through Amelia’s head. I knew I needed to talk with her soon and clear things up between us.


We reached Amelia’s house and they both climbed out of the car. Amelia murmured a soft thanks and Karen waved a quick goodbye, before they both entered the house. I pulled out of Amelia’s driveway as soon as I was sure they were safely inside, and dialed Brian’s number.


“Thanks man,” I said when he picked up. Brian chuckled from the other end. “You know, as an attorney I don’t usually get involved in this sort of stuff, but since you asked me as a friend I couldn’t really say no. I hope she’s worth it mate.”


“She is,” I said firmly. 


Without a doubt in mind, Amelia was definitely worth it.










CHAPTER TEN

Amelia







The entire week had been depressing. I’d avoided all of Jason’s calls and barely replied to his text messages as I tried to work through my unsettling feelings of insecurity, disappointment and sadness since the day at the police station. 


I was thankful he’d come to help us, and had somehow gotten us out of the big mess, but at the same time I wish I hadn’t called him. That way he wouldn’t have run into Mandy, the Constable assigned to our case.


It was immediately obvious to me there was some intimate history between the two of them. Jason had grabbed her by the arm like someone familiar to him, and she’d allowed him to lead her away. 


They must have dated before. I was certain of it.


Jason hadn’t explained himself either, afterwards. Instead, he was distant and tense the whole time he drove Karen and me home. 


I swung myself listlessly in my seat.


At the moment, I was sitting on a swing at the children’s park near my house, by myself like some loner. Attempting to clear my mind, I had thought it would be a good idea to chill out here for a while. The place had once been a favorite of Simon’s and mine – we’d often hide out here when we were upset. 


I sighed. Thinking of my brother only reminded me of Jason again.


I gazed up at the blue sky and thought how much things had changed since then. Those childhood memories seemed to be far, far away. The happy, carefree days seemed to be long gone.


After the car ride, Karen, reading me like a book, had tried to snap me out of it. She told me to ask Jason about what was the go between him and Mandy, but I really couldn’t bring myself to do it. I was scared the answer would not be something I’d like.


I looked up again. The sun was starting to get a bit too warm; it was probably time for me to return home. Rising, I brushed the back of my jeans in case there was any dirt on them. 


Simon or my parents would start wondering where I was if I didn’t get back soon. It was Saturday and they knew I didn’t have any plans. 


For almost the entire week, I’d basically holed myself up inside my room without venturing out, only leaving it on those rare occasions when I needed food or water, since my room had its own bathroom attached. During that time I’d only left the house once, on the one afternoon when Karen turned up at my doorstep and forced me to leave the house. 


Today was my first time out by myself. So that indicated some progress I guess. But not alot.


When I reached home, I noticed there was an unfamiliar grey sedan sitting in the driveway. I wondered who the visitor was as I wiped my shoes on the doormat. Stepping inside, I heard raised voices coming from the living room, so I went to check out what was going on. 


“Amelia,” came a low voice I thought I’d never hear again. I stood in the doorway of the lounge room, too shocked to speak or move. 


“What the fuck are you doing here David?” I finally managed to spit out, glaring at the handsome face I’d once loved, but now loathed to look at.


“You shouldn’t swear, Amelia. It’s not very attractive,” David frowned, looking at me disapprovingly, the prick.


“I don’t give a rats ass. Just answer the question.” I looked over at my parents who were sitting on the large lounge chair, concern lining their faces.


“I think it’s best you leave David,” Dad said firmly, seeing I was getting upset. “I told you Amelia wouldn’t want to see you, and I was right.”


David saw my dad getting up from the couch and quickly walked over to me. “Amelia, please. Just let me talk to you in private for a few minutes. It’s important.” He looked pleadingly at me, he’s eyes shifting worriedly to my Dad as he came closer.


“There’s nothing I want to say to you and there’s nothing I want to hear from you,” I said making myself extremely clear. There was no chance I was going to forgive him for cheating on me.


“So after going out with me for four years, you won’t even give me the time of day to explain myself? I travelled all the way from San Francisco you know?” he said, sounding frustrated. 


At that moment, the front door squeaked opened and my brother walked in with Jason. 


Shit. It seemed this day wasn’t going well for me at all. 


Simon appeared behind me with Jason in tow. 


“You bastard – “ my brother started, storming towards David. David backed away, holding his arms up in surrender. “Look I’m just here to talk to Amelia. I’m not after any trouble.”


“The hell you aren’t,” Simon growled, his brotherly instincts taking over. He’d always been like this since we were little. I knew things were going to escalate if I didn’t take over.


Jason was looking at me with a cool and measured look. “Is this why you haven’t been returning any of my calls?” he asked quietly. 


My eyes widened in surprise. Why would he even ask me something like that? Didn’t he know I was just as dumbfounded as he was that David was here. But I didn’t have time to ask him what he meant or clear things up. It looked like Simon was about to pummel David any second now, and that would make things messy.


I ran over to Simon and David and positioned myself in-between them. 


“Sorry Simon. I know he deserves it, but I can’t let you hurt him.” By that I meant I didn’t want him to get arrested for beating up my scumbag ex-boyfriend. This seemed like a real possibility given my experience at the police station earlier in the week.


I quickly grabbed David’s arm and dragged him away, racing past Simon who shouted after us. 


“Don’t go with him,” Jason said, blocking my path, his face stormy and grim. “I have to, I’m sorry,” I said pushing past him. I thought I saw a brief expression of pain and grief flicker across his face, but it was so quick I wasn’t sure I’d actually seen it.


I shook my head trying to clear the questions starting to cloud my mind. I’d deal with Jason later. First thing was first: I had to get David out of here before my brother killed him; literally.


I shoved David towards his car. He stumbled but caught himself in time. As he hurriedly fumbled for his keys to unlock the car, I glanced nervously around fearing Simon, Jason or my parents would come outside any second now. Finally, I heard a click. 


“Drive,” I barked as I jumped into the passenger seat and pulled the door shut.


David didn’t need any more convincing from me. He slammed his foot on the accelerator and backed out of our driveway in a matter of seconds. He did a quick turn on the road and drove off. I gave him directions to the park where I’d come from earlier, and got him to stop there in the carpark. As soon as he turned off the engine, I got out of the car, and slammed the door shut. 


“Okay talk,” I ordered, walking to the wooden picnic table close by. He hastened to keep up with me.


“Look Amelia, I’m really sorry for everything,” he began awkwardly. “I shouldn’t have cheated on you. I was an idiot for doing it and throwing away what we had together.”


“Ahuh,” I said, waiting for David to continue.


He sucked in a deep breath, realizing he was going to have to really grovel to get my forgiveness. What he didn’t know was there was no way I was going to give it to him.


“I know you must hate me; and you have a right to. But it was a moment of weakness, and I’ve regretted it ever since.”


I peered at him with a dubious expression. He’d hardly seemed remorseful the last time we’d argued from memory. 


David went on, painting a perfect picture of guilt, shame and regret. He could’ve won an Oscar for his performance. 


The past me would’ve probably bought his lies and forgiven him, but I’d grown and changed since then. I was no longer in love with him or blind to his faults and flaws. I’d admitted since coming back to Sydney what I’d previously tried to ignore: that he was a needy, attention seeking, self-absorbed asshole. 


His selfishness had sucked away at my soul and my true self for too long already – I’d shaped myself into a person I wasn’t just to please him, becoming this docile little lamb, when really I knew I was this fierce, fiery woman. There was no way I was going back to that.


“If you can look past this incident, I’d like us to get back together again…” David finally finished, trailing off. He looked over at me, trying to gauge my reaction.


“Sorry David,” I said, because I realized in fact I was sorry. I was sorry I’d wasted the last four years of my life with him and I knew I was partially at fault since in some ways I’d deceived him and pretended to be someone I wasn’t.


“I’m not the person you think I am. It’s not going to work out between us. I forgive you for what you did to me, but I’m glad it happened. I never thought I’d say that, but it’s true. We would have been terrible together and I, at least, would’ve been miserable staying with you.”


“You can’t mean that…” David replied, hardly knowing how to respond.


“I mean every word of it,” I affirmed without hesitation. I realized it was time for me to end this and take responsibility for the part I’d played in this mess.


David’s face fell. “I know you can be stubborn…but I never imagined you’d hold onto your grudge this strongly.”


I frowned. Again, this was David being David. He wasn’t able to see past his own self-conceit and thought everything once again was all about him. I sighed giving up. Pushing myself up off the bench, I stood up, and looked down at him. From his expression, it was obvious he wasn’t happy with where this was going. 


“David, I know it’s hard for you to understand – to be honest you may never understand – but I truly do forgive you. But I still don’t want to be with you. I can’t make myself any clearer to you than this.”


I held up my hand to stop him from speaking and interrupting me. 


“I really don’t have anything else to say to you. Besides I have to leave, there are some urgent matters I need to attend to,” I said thinking of Jason’s dark expression when I’d pushed past him. “So I’m going to say goodbye, for the last time.”


Without waiting for his reply, I left, striding quickly away. Behind me, I could hear David blustering after me, shouting words of hate. I simply laughed hearing him swear as he tried to kick the picnic table but only ended up stubbing his toe. 


I grinned up at the blue sky, feeling free at last. The weight I’d been carrying for these past few years lifting from my shoulders as I began to jog. 


I needed to get home and sort things out with Jason. I’d been holding back all this time because I was scared of being rejected, and because of that I’d become a shadow of myself. 


I thought no one could love or want me ever again after David had cheated on me and I broke things off with him. But after seeing David turn up at my parent’s house, I realized the situation for what it had been: a bad relationship. It wasn’t that I wasn’t lovable – it was just that David wasn’t the right guy for me and I wasn’t the right girl for him. I’d been so desperate and wound up in turning myself into someone he’d approved of, I’d forgotten who I was and what I wanted.


But now I was clear about what I wanted. And it had a name: it was Jason Turner.


I was almost out of breath by the time I reached home. I took a minute to compose myself, opened the door and walked inside. Simon was sitting in the lounge room alone, a sour expression on his face as he watched the rugby on TV.


“Where’s Jason?” I asked. It hadn’t crossed my mind he’d no longer be here when I arrived home.


Simon switched off the television. “He left,” he stated blandly. 


“Shit,” I muttered wondering what to do. 


“Why did you go with him?” Simon asked, confusion written all over his face. It was clear he was still unhappy I’d left with David. I let out a heavy sigh. “I’m sorry Simon, I just couldn’t let you get in trouble for hitting him. David’s caused enough grief for me already – I didn’t want to drag the rest of the family into it.”


“Was that all there was to it?” Simon asked, looking doubtful.


“Yes! That’s it,” I said, almost shouting. “I don’t know why you don’t believe me. David and I are over. Finito. Okay?”


Simon humphed. “Okay, I’ll take your word for it.”


“Look, I really need to speak to Jason. Where is he?” I asked.


Simon’s expression turned complicated. “Why do you want to know? Do you have feelings for him?”


I hesitated, but then nodded my head, thinking I should come clean. My brother was going to find out sooner or later anyway. 


Simon screwed up his eyes. “Do you really care about him or is this just a passing thing?”


“Are you asking me if this is some fling?” As I expected, my words made Simon extremely uncomfortable. 


“I know you’re not that sort of girl and you wouldn’t do it on purpose…” he said, struggling to find the right words without offending me. I stopped him. 


“Simon, it’s ok. You can say it. But I assure you I am serious about Jason.”


My brother let out a sigh of relief, muttering “good, good.”


“What is it you’re not telling me?” I asked, curious why my brother was acting so guarded.


“You know I love you right. You’re my baby sister,” he smiled after some hesitation. “But Jason’s a really good friend of mine. I’ve watched him get badly burned by a girl before, and I just don’t want to see him hurt like that again.”


“What happened?” I asked.


“He doesn’t like talking about it, so I’m not surprised he didn’t tell you. But he was engaged once. She abandoned him at the altar and ran off with another guy.”


My throat went dry. “Who was the girl?” 


Even though I suspected who it was, it was still a shock hearing her name from my brother’s lips.


“The girl’s name was Mandy,” he said quietly. 


I felt the puzzle pieces click together. Everything now made sense. I had been a real idiot. There was no time to waste.


“Where is Jason now?” 


“Probably at home. That’s where he said he was going when he left. He was pretty devastated when you ran off with David. I think he likes you.”


“I hope you’re right,” I said striding over to Simon to give him a quick hug and a kiss on the cheek. 


“I’ve got to go. I’ll explain everything to you when I get back,” I added sensing he was holding back a number of questions. 


“Good luck,” he said gruffly but affectionately, messing up my hair. I said thanks before rushing off to my room. 


I knew I needed a plan if I was going to convince Jason to give me a chance and hear what I had to say. 


Slamming my bedroom door closed, I pulled my phone from out of my pocket and dialed Karen’s number. I threw open my wardrobe doors as I waited for her to pick up.


“Hello,” she said from the other end. 


“Karen,” I said staring at my clothes with a steely look of determination, “I need your help.”










CHAPTER ELEVEN

Amelia







The walk up Jason’s driveway was nerve-wracking as hell. I was completely out of my element and feeling very insecure, my fingers checking the knot over my trench-coat several times, making sure it was still secure. The red stiletto heels I was wearing were higher than what I usually wore, but I’d traded away practicality and comfort for visual impact. It was worth it if they made my legs look longer and slimmer. 


Part of me wanted to turn back and run home, but I forced myself to move forward, step after step. I wasn’t sure this plan was going to work, even though after talking to Karen, we both agreed this was the best idea we had. I’d never done anything like this before, so I wasn’t sure how it would play out. I’d had very little experience seducing men, but I trusted Karen – she was an expert in this area. If I got rejected at the door by Jason…well I really didn’t know what else to do then. I had no Plan B, so I could only pray that Plan A worked.


I took in a deep breathe and blew it out slowly, trying to clear away my uncertainties and fear. It was going to be alright, I assured myself. 


Maybe.


I slapped some color into my cheeks. “Come on,” I muttered. “Get a grip on yourself.” 


I groaned looking up at the quarter moon in the night sky. The walk seemed to take forever – of course the heels didn’t help either – but finally I was standing on Jason’s doorstep.


I closed my eyes and took in a deep breath. Then I pressed the doorbell before I could change my mind. 


At first I thought he might not be home, but then I heard rustling from inside the house and the sound of footsteps coming closer and closer. I quickly ran through what I was going to say in my head, as I heard the sound of the door being unbolted. I felt queasy. My heart was thumping so hard I thought it was going to explode in my chest. 


At last the door swung open. 


“Hi,” I said smiling nervously. I cringed internally as I was met with Jason’s frosty expression. My smile faltered, and all the lines I’d practiced saying in my head disappeared as my brain turned to mush.


“What are you doing here?” he asked coldly.


I swallowed, collecting my courage and took a step forward. “I think we should talk.”


“Can this wait until another time? I’m busy right now,” came his blunt reply. Although I had expected him to push back, it still stung. 


“Please, just a few minutes,” I pleaded, holding my breath as I waited for his answer. 


It was at that moment he seemed to notice my outfit. He frowned, wondering what I was up to. I forced myself to stare confidently back into his cold whiskey eyes and even managed a small smile.


“Please Jason,” I tried again.


He grunted uncooperatively. Although it was clear he had misgivings, he moved aside and let me in. 


“Just a few minutes,” he reminded me as I gazed around the hallway, appreciating the beautiful decor. I turned around to face him and took in a deep breath.


“Look, I think there’s been a huge misunderstanding,” I started.


“What sort of misunderstanding?”


“Today at the house. It may have looked like I was choosing David and getting back with him, but that wasn’t the case. I just wanted to get him out of the house before Simon punched him. I didn’t want my brother getting arrested for trying to stick up for me,” I said, hoping Jason believed me. 


He gazed back at me, his face unreadable. “What’s it to me whether you get back with David or not. To be honest, I couldn’t care less.”


I flinched, his words cutting me like a sharp knife. I felt my heart drop, as he stood there like some immovable marble statue. But I’d known beforehand this wasn’t going to be easy. I knew if I wanted him, I would have to fight for him.


“I’m disappointed to hear that,” I said holding his gaze steadily. It was now or never. 


I continued, before he could interrupt. “I came here hoping to hold you to your previous offer, thinking you were a man of your word, but I guess I’m just wasting my time.” I shrugged carelessly, as if it was a trifling matter.


“What are you talking about?”


I smiled. “Well, you did say once that if we ever fought, you promised we’d have amazing, hot make-up sex,” I said and watched as Jason’s eyes widened in surprise. “I even got dressed for the occasion.” 


I showed him, giving the knotted bow securing my trench coat one strong, solid tug. The knot unravelled, letting the coat fall wide open. 


Jason’s jaw dropped and his cheeks flushed red. He realized underneath my coat I was almost naked. I was clad in sexy, black lingerie – the skimpiest set I owned – and if not for the patterns on the lace, the translucent fabric would barely cover anything. You could even see my pink nipples through the bra cups, which I hoped would turn Jason on.


It did. I could see his Adam’s apple bobbing up and down as he tried to swallow in quick succession. 


“It’s a real shame really,” I continued more confidently, now I knew I’d gotten his attention. “But I guess I should leave since you’re not interested.” 


I turned around, making sure to give him a generous flash of my bare legs, and pretended to go. A hand gripped my arm, stopping me from taking a step further. My eyes looked up and I found myself staring at Jason’s troubled face. He spun me around.


“What is this?” he asked in a low, gravelly voice. His eyes seemed to shake. 


I peered innocently up at him. “Well, like I said, I thought of making it up to you, but you’ve made it loud and clear you’re not interested.” 


Jason remained silent, looking conflicted. I decided to help him along.


I raised myself on my tippy-toes and whispered into his ear. “To be honest, I’m really disappointed. I’m pretty wet since I’ve been imagining you having your dirty way with me this whole time…” I naughtily nipped a tiny part of his ear and he groaned. 


He grabbed hold of my naked waist and pulled me close against him, gazing down at my face. “Amelia Sutton, you really know how to drive a man crazy. Do you know how pissed I was when you went off with David?”


I bit my lower lip and shook my head, pleased Jason was finally speaking to me, and happy to be in his powerful clutch. 


“Well then, I’m going to show you. I’m going to ruin you for all other men and make you mine.” 


I made an approving murmuring sound.


“I’m going to drive you crazy and wild with need, until all you can think of is my name. Then I’m going to fuck you, long and hard, until the only touch you’ll ever crave from a man again is mine.” His words were powerful and possessive, and really turned me on. 


“Jason…” I whispered, my need evident in that one word.


His heated expression melted my insides as he bent his head down and captured my plump, red lips in a passionate kiss. I felt him slip my trench coat off, while his tongue explored my mouth inside. My skin felt cool and exposed. 


With his free hand Jason began stroking my bare back. It was a delicious feeling. His hand roamed further down until it reached my plump, juicy ass. He gave one of my cheeks a squeeze. The sensation sent shivers down my spine, and flamed the desire building between my legs. I let out a moan and pressed my body closer to his, encouraging him to continue, my own arms wrapping tightly around his neck. 


He broke off the kiss, his breathing rapid and heavy. “Hold on tight,” he murmured, and I felt him lift me up by the hips. My legs went around his waist instinctively, gripping him in a firm hold. My burning need for him growing with each second.


He kissed me along my neck and collarbone and started carrying me deeper inside the house, until we entered what I presumed was his bedroom. My hands clutched at his shirt. I wanted to tear off his clothes. I was desperate to feel his naked, bare skin underneath my hands. 


With one strong pull, his shirt split open, buttons flying everywhere.


He chuckled. “A little impatient are we?”


“I thought I’d just even the game, since I’m clearly wearing less clothes than you are.”


His eyes gleamed at my retort as he stopped beside his bed, lowering me down quickly but gently. I pushed myself up onto my knees and hastened to unfasten the button of his jeans. He grabbed my hands, stopping me. 


I stared up at him, and saw him shake his head. “My go first,” he growled. 


He pushed me back down onto the bed. From where I lay, I saw him lowering his head towards my thighs. I waited in anticipation. He pressed his mouth against my mound through the sheer fabric of my panties, and I gasped at the touch. The next second, I felt him pull my underwear down, and his lips touched my exposed wet pussy. 


My body writhed as he started licking it, his tongue running between the lips of my folds, finding my clit with expert ease. I moaned thrusting my hips up as he sucked on me, his hands firmly cupping my ass cheeks, helping to tilt my pelvis up further. 


He started thrusting his wet tongue in and out of my pussy, and I thought I was going to lose my mind. His delicate ministrations were pushing me over the edge and he wasn’t even inside me yet. 


I cried out, grabbing a fistful of his hair and pushed his head deeper between my legs. I could feel my body’s pleasure steadily climbing. “Don’t stop,” I moaned. “That feels so good.” It wasn’t long before I could feel him inserting his fingers deep inside me, his tongue sucking and licking my clit at the same time. My body rocked with him as he pushed his fingers in and out, driving me wild with the sensation. 


The pleasure continued to build, making me moan loudly, until suddenly I felt myself peak and orgasm. My body stilled as my juices gushed out, and Jason lapped them up. “You taste amazing,” he murmured against my skin from down below.


Pulling his fingers out of me, he tore off his clothes, throwing his shirt and jeans onto the ground in mere moments. I watched in anticipation as he undressed, desire and lust glazing my eyes as I stared at his big, hard, throbbing cock as his briefs came off. 


Unable to resist, I scrambled up onto my knees and took his shaft into my hands. Jason groaned as I began sucking him off, my tongue twirling against the tip of his dick as I moved my mouth up and down his stiff rod. He tasted salty and masculine, and I felt a sense of thrill as he grabbed my head, thrusting his dick deeper into my mouth, his own self-control melting away in the heat of his need.


All of a sudden, he pulled my head back. “Enough,” he said, staring deeply into my eyes. His hands slid down my back and stopped midway to unclip my bra. I laid back down, allowing Jason to do whatever he wanted with me. He lowered his head and began sucking my erect nipple while massaging my breast. I whimpered in pleasure, my back arching to meet him. 


My body ached for him. 


“I need you deep inside me,” I gasped my voice hoarse.


“Like this,” he asked, demonstrating with his dick as he slid its tip up and down my wet entrance.


“You’re killing me,” I groaned as he teased me. “Please Jason, I need you now.”


“Say that you’re mine,” he said gruffly.


I whimpered, hardly able to contain my aching desire for his hard, throbbing cock. “I’m yours Jason Turner. I’m yours. I’ve been yours ever since that time on the plane. I love you,” I cried as I felt him rubbing my clit with his thumb.


“Good. Remember it.” 


My hands clenched the bed covers and I cried out again, as he pushed the full length of his shaft between my slick folds until he was completely buried inside me. He let out a loud groan of his own, feeling how tight I was around him. I lifted my hips, desperate for him to start moving. 


Catching my signal, he started thrusting, a determined look on his face. I dragged my nails over his broad back as he plunged inside me over and over again, hitting all the right pleasure spots. 


By now I was meeting him thrust for thrust. My breathing growing faster, until I was gasping, as he continued to thrust inside me with growing intensity, pushing me to climax. Suddenly, he flicked the nub of my nipple, pushing me over the edge and I screamed out in ecstasy as I came. 


Waves of pleasure continued to wash over me as he continued to thrust, slamming his cock into me harder and faster. 


I planted my hands across his powerful chest, feeling his muscles working as he grabbed ahold of my hips and tilted my pelvis up further, getting even deeper inside. He breathed heavily, his strokes becoming more powerful, until he finally let out a load groan and came, emptying his massive load deep inside my pussy.


For a few brief moments, we stayed still in this position, silently enjoying the throbbing pleasure of our release. He then lowered my hips back down onto the bed, his cock still inside me. He caressed my face, lightly kissing my mouth and eyes. 


“That was amazing,” I panted, still trying to catch my breath. 


Jason made a low growl showing he agreed. “I didn’t want to tell you this until after having my way with you.”


“What is it?” I asked, looking at him.


“I love you too.”










CHAPTER TWELVE

Jason







The smell of meat sizzling on the barbecue wafted through the air, making me hungry.


“How are you and Amelia getting along?” Simon asked me from across the table. We were sitting in the backyard at his parents’ house. 


“Good. I’m going to ask her to move in with me,” I said looking over at Amelia by the grill, turning over some sausages and chicken wings. She was working on her task with fierce concentration and looked so adorable, I couldn’t help but smile.


Jason whistled. “That’s a big move. Are you sure you’re ready?”


“Yes, I’m sure.” There was no doubt in my mind Amelia was the girl for me, and I wanted to take the next step in our relationship.


“Well, as her brother, I just want to say you better be sure. If you hurt her, I’ll break you. But as your friend,” he continued, grinning, “I’m really happy for you.”


“I’m glad I have your consent,” I laughed. “But there’s someone else’s consent that’s even more important than yours I’ve got to ask for.” I got up. “Can you take care of the barbecue while I speak to her alone for a few minutes?”


“Sure,” Simon nodded and followed me as we walked over to Amelia.


“Hey, let’s take a walk,” I said stopping in front of her. She spared me a brief glance. “Sure, just give me fifteen minutes so I can finish cooking this stuff.”


“Just leave it. Simon will take care of it,” I said, my voice insistent. She looked at me, then looked critically over at her brother. “Are you sure you can manage this?” she asked, clearly doubting Simon’s cooking abilities.


“It’s fine Amelia. Since you’ve been away, my cooking skills have improved dramatically. I’m a real expert at grilling and barbecuing food now.”


“Hmph,” she made a sound, and glanced back at the grill looking unsure. 


“It’s fine,” Simon reassured her again, winking. Amelia grumbled, and although she still didn’t look completely convinced, under pressure from the both of us, she took off her apron and handed Simon the tongs. 


“Don’t burn the food,” she warned.


“I won’t,” Simon promised. “Good luck,” he added giving me a sidelong look as he started turning the meat over on the grill.


Amelia cocked an eyebrow. “What’s he talking about?” 


“It’s nothing,” I said, taking her hand in mine and leading her across the yard to the gate at the side of the house. We exited onto the street. 


I wasn’t planning on taking her anywhere in particular, I just wanted to get her alone.


“I have something to ask you,” I said as we made our way leisurely up the footpath. She looked quizzically at me, having no idea what I was going to say.


“I want you to move in with me.”


Her face cracked into a smile. “Seriously?”


“Yes, seriously. What do you think?”


“Of course! I’d love to! But we’ve only been dating for three months. Do you think we’re moving too fast?” she asked, a worried look furrowing her brows.


I was prepared for this question. I knew it was something she was going to ask me when I decided to have this conversation.


“Listen carefully, ‘cause I’m only going to say this once,” I said sternly.


She closed her mouth and nodded, staying quiet.


“I want to spend the rest of my days with you. You make me happy and I need you in my life. Eventually I want to have babies with you, but that’s still a few more years ahead of us. In the meantime, I want us to enjoy our days together as a couple. I love you and want you to be in my life.”


As I said all this, Amelia’s eyes began welling up. She brushed the tears from her cheeks as they spilled over, and jumped on me, embracing me in a tight hug. 


She smiled. “That was so sweet. I feel so lucky to have you in my life. I love you, and I can’t wait to move in with you.”


I held her firmly to my chest and kissed her on the lips.


My heart swelled up. Once again I felt grateful for my chance encounter with her on the plane.


That one unexpected meeting. And our first ever wild encounter.










***
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Broken Hearts




Chapter 1

 




How the fuck could this get any worse?


I sat in the kitchen and stared out the window, listening to the patter of the rain on the metal roof, running down the gutter. There was a time when this was my favorite sound in the world, but right now, the sound was the most depressing thing I had ever heard.


I sat in a sheer nightgown hanging open in the front, my lace lingerie out for the world to see, except I was alone. There was also a time when drinking a cup of coffee in my nightgown was my favorite thing to do, but that was when I was with my husband.


The man I could now refer to only as my ex-husband.


I shook my head, not understanding why I was so surprised. It wasn’t any secret that celebrity marriages were short lived, and though I wasn’t a celebrity, he was.


Well, he was a producer anyway.


One of those hot shots who had risen to fame in Hollywood with his explosive films filled with the world’s greatest actors. I, of course, was nothing and no one. I was the girl who dealt with the boom boxes and microphones. I was the girl who was always behind the scenes.


That didn’t stop Robert Foulkes from taking notice of me the first time I worked on his set, and it didn’t even stop him from attempting to cast me in several of his films. Shy as I was, I never accepted the position, but our relationship had been fireworks all the same.


We married after only a few months of dating, and he moved me into his multi-million dollar estate at the end of a quiet drive in Hollywood’s ritziest neighborhood.


I fell in love with the neighborhood and the house immediately, and naively I thought this was going to be forever.


I took another sip of my coffee, trying not to think of the night he told me he was leaving. I tried not to think about the woman he cheated on me with – the woman he ultimately ended up leaving me for. Though I tried to erase all this out of my mind, all I could think of was the last thing he said to my face.


What did you think was going to happen, Nik? This is Hollywood, none of our relationships last very long.


Robert was gracious enough to not fight me for the house, knowing how much I loved it. After all, on his income it was all the same to him. This was just another place in a long list of properties he owned.


But, I knew it wouldn’t be long before I lost the house anyway. Even with the alimony he was set to pay me, I didn’t make enough money combined with my sound technician work to own a place like that.


Part of me almost wished he would have fought me for it. At least then I didn’t have to face the fact the place would end up with someone who wouldn’t appreciate the Persian rug, the chandelier, or the pool in the backyard nearly as much as I did.


I was trying to enjoy the house while it lasted. Hard as it was, I knew this was likely the last time I would ever have a place like this, so I knew it would be best to take full advantage of it while I could.


I angrily wiped a tear out of my eye. I was so sick of crying over that stupid man and this stupid house. I was just ready to be done with it all.


Suddenly, there was another sound that filled the air. Confused, I got up with my cup of coffee, closing the front of my gown as I walked to the living room. I was at the end of the street, and I wasn’t expecting company, so the sound of vehicles was confusing.


That’s when I saw them.


Movers.


They had pulled in front of my house and the house to the left – the house that had been vacant since the day we moved in. Confused, I stood watching them unpack, letting my gown fall open. I knew the reflection on the window would mask my presence, and I could watch them in peace.


I assumed it would be some wealthy real estate family with their bratty kids, but my attention was quickly captured once more by another car that pulled into the drive.


A black corvette with tinted windows. 


Intrigued, I continued to watch as the driver’s door opened, but nothing could have prepared me for who stepped out.


The most gorgeous man I had ever seen – I guessed him to be in his mid-thirties – stood up and closed the door. He was wearing ripped jeans and a leather jacket, a tight white t-shirt and flip flops.


I could see through his shirt a dark tattoo that covered his pec, and I was mesmerized by his beard and trendy haircut adorning his angular face. He walked up to one of the movers, and the two of them stood discussing something as I stared, dumbfounded.


Suddenly, he looked toward my house and I panicked, forgetting that they couldn’t see me. I ran toward the kitchen, sloshing my coffee down the front of me and swearing under my breath as the searing liquid stained my lingerie.


I mopped myself off as I glanced back toward the window, but they were gone.


I shook my head, embarrassed that I had just ruined the nightgown and lingerie, but even more depressed that the man had chosen then to move into the house next door.


As if I didn’t have enough reasons to be upset about leaving, this was the icing on the shitty cake.


My life had become a living hell.
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