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‘EX HABIT’ IS A COMPILATION of some of my experiences, fantasies, dreams and desires pertaining to the greatest love story of my life. What goes on in the mind of an artist who is deep in the throes of love, passion and obsession? In many of my books, I tend to merge fiction and reality because I realized that is how I create best as a writer. Hope you enjoy this latest creation the same way I enjoy my insanity. Highly recommend checking out the playlist while you’re at it.


-  Mr. Storm.
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1.ENRIQUE IGLESIAS - ‘Tonight I'm Lovin’ You’

2. The Cranberries - ‘Linger’

3. Rosenfeld - ‘Her’

4. Rosenfeld - ‘I Want To’

5. Ex Habit - ‘Who Do You Want?’

6. Johnny Huynh - ‘Hell On Me’

7. John Legend and Faouzia - ‘Minefields’

Listen to it here.

Blurb

Author Julian Savage meets a beautiful and eager fan at a book signing which leads to a wild night and an unexpectedly passionate love affair. Their relationship soon becomes toxic, however, and Ava Storm decides that it may be time to end things with her sexy but emotionally unstable writer boyfriend.

But Julian doesn't know how to let her go. He is convinced that she is the love of his life. He becomes obsessed with his ex even when she moves on with another man. What follows is a series of hot, forbidden sexual encounters between them as they both grapple with unresolved feelings and wonder if they will ever be able to fix what broke in the past.

For those who lost a love they wanted to keep forever.
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AND FOR ZAYN AND ANA.

EX HABIT
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​Prologue
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THERE ARE ONLY TWO things in life which I am deeply passionate about. My writing and her. It doesn't matter to me that one of those things claims not to be mine. She is mine. She will always be mine.

Sometimes I have fantasies of her begging for me to take her back, tears running down her pretty face as she stands next to my bed while I watch her for a tense minute, enjoying her groveling. And then I would ask her to strip and spread her legs wide for me as I do all the things I have wanted to do to her for months.

She calls me her ‘ex’ now.  God, how I hate that word. I don't need no fucking labels defining whatever we have. And we do have something. It doesn't matter how much she denies it. I don't care. Nothing she says or does will ever convince me that she and I do not belong together.

She told me she doesn't like it when I act like a villain. But what man won't from time to time when he breaks the way I did? I don't want to punish her. I don't want to hurt her. I want to love her until she screams from the pleasure of it. Why doesn't she understand?

Ava belongs to me. Julian Savage. And I will stop at nothing to make sure nobody gets in the way of that.

As for that ‘boyfriend’ of hers, he has no fucking idea that he is only there with her because I let him exist. I let that guy exist because he isn't worth my time and energy. I am only interested in her. But I swear to heaven and earth that one day, she will come back to me again. I will patiently wait for that day. I know it will happen. It is just a matter of time.

I am starving for my baby girl. Craving the taste of her. I want to hear her moaning for me again. Women moaned for me all the time before her, but it is her moans I miss. She has a particular way of saying my name during our lovemaking which affects me unlike anything else. The day will come soon when she will do it again.

***
[image: ]


	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​Chapter One
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Julian

I love this part of my job. Creating is a lonely business most of the time, so being in this space with the fans who love and appreciate my work and enjoy talking to me, is an amazing experience. There are dozens of people in this room, but I try my best to give each of them equal amounts of attention while signing books and answering questions. I only have a couple of hours till this signing is over, and I want to make the most of it. One of the readers in the crowd makes a joke, and I laugh lightly, folding my arms across my chest and adopting a more relaxed pose. The joke has something to do with me writing nothing but melancholy books. They want to know if I simply don't believe in happy endings.

"Happiness doesn’t need to be a part of every piece of art," Ava speaks up from beside me, her hand coming to rest on my arm. “I like the stories he creates because it’s more relatable.”

“Yeah, but it can’t hurt to give us some uplifting endings every once in a while, Mr. Savage,” someone says in amusement from the crowd.

I don’t reply because they have started to discuss the merits of happy endings versus the questionable ones I come up with, amongst themselves. My attention is diverted by the touch on my arm, red-tipped fingers applying the slightest bit of pressure. The details of this small interaction fascinate me for a while. The elegance of her shapely hand, the way it lingers on my shirt sleeve before she slowly removes it, the way her lips part when my eyes meet hers before I have to quickly look away.

God, she is pretty.

Stop, Julian. Don’t go there.

But it’s hard not to when my body is already perked up just from the knowledge that her touch hadn’t been casual. The possibilities of where this can go race through my mind before I discard those thoughts with some effort, keeping my expression neutral. Why did she need to touch me like that? What is she thinking? What does she want?

“This was such a great signing, Mr. Savage. We’re sorry to say goodbye.”

“I’m sorry to go,” I reply with a wry twist of my mouth.

It is partly true. I love meeting with readers, but I am starting to get a little restless. And my curiosity is escalating to unhealthy proportions as far as this one particular fan is concerned. I need to get the hell out of here. Last time I slept with a fan, consensually, I may add, it had led to scandalous social media posts and disapproving publishers. This one doesn’t seem as young as that last reader, but still...my agent has warned me off from repeating this behavior.

It takes me about twenty more minutes to finish up, say my goodbyes, take a few last-minute photos and make my way out to the back of the building where the staff prepared an easy exit for me. When I step out in the alley, I take a moment to just breathe in the fresh, night air and dig into my pockets for a cigarette. Sometimes, I forget how these events drain me of energy once I am done.

“I had no idea you smoke, Mr. Savage.”

I almost drop my lighter at the sound of that unexpected voice.

Looking to my side, I spot Ava leaning against the wall beside the back door watching me.

“Sorry. Didn’t mean to freak you out,” she says in an amused tone before coming forward to stand beside me.

It is just the two of us here, out in the night, cool air surrounding us with some far away sounds of cars and people on the streets. I keep looking at her as I smoke, knowing that I should not. Look at her, that is. She is insanely beautiful. And I am more than a little flattered by the obvious attention.

“I enjoyed that meet-up so much,” she tells me, gazing up at me with a sultry expression in her eyes. “Part of me didn’t want it to end, but the other part was kind of waiting for it because it meant I can finally speak to you alone.”

I swallow slightly at the huskiness I detect in her voice, at the invitation which lurks there. She wants way more than just a conversation, that is for sure. The question is, am I stupid enough to take the bait? One more misstep, and my reputation is done. But still, the possibility of taking her back to my hotel room and prolonging this interaction has my cock all excited.

“I can be very discreet,” she murmurs in the silence, as though she is reading my mind.

“What do you mean?” I pretend to sound innocent, but she gives me a knowing smile.

“You know what I mean,” is her response as she does that thing she did back in the bookstore and places a hand over my arm. “You wanna get out of here, Julian?”

Hell, yes. I clear my throat and put out the cigarette before looking at her hesitantly. “I don’t want any trouble, Ava. You're my reader. This is kind of inappropriate.”

Ava moves closer to me, this time daring to place a hand on my chest, her breath warm and lips so close to mine as she lifts her face. “But that’s what makes it so hot,” she breathes. “I want you to take me back to wherever you’re going, and do some very inappropriate things to me, Julian Savage.”

Fuck. My cock is hell-bent on responding to her attempts to seduce me. How long has it been since I last had sex? This London tour has kept me too busy to find time to fuck around. The thought of burying myself within Ava’s wet, warm, willing body is very, very tempting. Compared to the possibility of spending the night in a lonely hotel room, this sounds a thousand times more appealing.

“Are you sure?”

The second the question pops out of my mouth; I know I am doomed. She has me by the balls and she knows it, judging from that impish smile.

...

“God...you’re exactly like I imagined,” Ava breathes ecstatically from on top of me.

She is way more than I even dared to imagine. Her pussy feels divine. I thoroughly enjoy those few minutes of burying my cock inside her greedy wetness, losing myself in the euphoria and refusing to worry about the consequences. She knows exactly what she is doing. Rewarding me for showing her special attention at the signing, with her tight little cunt. It’s hot. Maybe I should just give up on being the nice author who is trying to correct his public image. Maybe I am just born to be this asshole who likes to fuck his readers. A cheap, sordid man who doesn't care about boundaries or ethics.

“Harder,” I mutter, closing my eyes and gripping her hips painfully, making her move on top of me with more vigor. Might as well indulge in this sinful pleasure because it is too late to say no now. “I need you to do better. This isn’t good enough for me.”

She moans loudly, the little witch, apparently turned on by my heated words and grinds on top of me faster.

“Is this better?” she gasps, bouncing like she wants to break my dick or something. 

Damn. If I had known she fucked this good, I’d have taken her to bed without any discussion at all. My balls are about to burst from her riding me so hard.

“Yes, better,” I growl, pummelling into her from below until she lets out yelps of pleasure mixed with a little pain.

“Oh, fuuuuck, Julian,” she cries. “I’m gonna come!”

“I’m gonna come too,” I say, reaching up to wrap my fingers around her neck. “So hard, baby. Right in that pussy. You want it?”

She nods in response, clawing at my chest with her red fingernails and squeezing my cock with her cunt. “Give me. Fuck.”

I do. Not even concerned about things like safe sex or pregnancy for the first time ever. Fuck all of that. I want to blow my load in her sweet pussy, and I am fucking going to. She is, undoubtedly, the hottest sex I have ever had. 

So hot, in fact, that I feel like putting a fucking ring on it.

***
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(ENRIQUE IGLESIAS: ‘TONIGHT I’m Lovin’ You.’)
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​Chapter Two
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Julian

I can’t remember the last time I felt so fucking happy. So complete. I have been smiling all day today. It is past 9 PM, and I still find myself smiling intermittently. Ava introduced me to her best friend today, and her sister, and her niece and nephew, who immediately proclaimed their liking for me. They are the two most adorable kids I have ever come across, and I am glad they will be around us quite often.

After spending just one month in London with my new girlfriend, I am convinced that moving in with her is the best decision of my fucking life. The adjustment period is going to be challenging because I moved here from the States where I had been based for the past couple of years, but as long as I have Ava's love and support, I am pretty sure I will be fine. 

The perfect life. I have the perfect life.

I tangle my legs up with hers on the sofa, my fingers moving slowly down her bare arm as the movie we are supposed to be watching continues playing.

My entire attention is on her though. God, she is mouthwatering. Especially that thing she is wearing right now. Her boobs almost spill out of it. I instinctively lean in to kiss her, feeling horny as usual. Movie nights on the sofa always end up with us never finishing the movie and just falling into bed together.

But I’m not patient enough to move this to the bed tonight. There is too much energy burning in me, especially after how incredible this day turned out to be.

“Babe-”

Whatever my girlfriend was about to say is cut off when I suddenly press my mouth to hers, kissing her with a growing urgency, pulling her tighter against me. I don't waste any time as I finish taking her mouth and then lower my head to her breasts, pulling down her nightie so that those beautiful things are exposed to me.

My cock is already hard. This won't take too long. I am hoping she is ready for me.

“Open your legs, baby girl,” I tell her, pushing her down on the sofa before moving my body on top of hers. 

I have her pinned as I kiss her again, seeking her warmth, her arousal, one of my hands freeing my erection from my pajama shorts and then dragging off her panties.

“Julian, honey, not here. The kids...”

“Here,” I reply with a growl. 

Ava is babysitting her sister’s kids tonight while their mother is on a date. But they are already out for the night. She just put them to bed 30 minutes ago. I want it on the sofa. Not on the bed.

“Julian, I don't think-”

I let out a groan as my penis touches her wet center, twitching at the contact, the eroticism. I wanted in so bad. Fuck.

“Little bit wider, baby.”

I run my hands over her thighs and nudge them further apart, testing her entrance slowly as I push the head of my cock inside her.

“Fuuckkk, Ava,” I hiss, losing my fucking mind at just how much I desire this woman.

I kiss her hard again as I thrust in her deeply, putting the entire length of me inside her in one slow move. But I feel her grow still as the seconds pass. She doesn't respond to me. It is the first time during any of our sex sessions when she completely freezes on me.

Lifting my head in confusion, I stare at her blank expression.

“What's wrong? What happened?” I ask breathlessly, pausing the sex against every instinct of mine.

Ava shakes her head at me, but lies completely still and replies, “Nothing. Just finish, Julian. Finish it.”

I almost come when she says that. It isn't uttered with any emotion, those words, but the way she wants me to get it over with is so arousing. Why am I such a twisted bastard? She clearly isn't enjoying herself. She probably feels uncomfortable because she wants privacy and is worried that the kids might interrupt us. But the fact that she still wants me to find satisfaction makes my cock pulse in response.

I want to finish. I am almost ready. My precum is leaking out so much, and it will only take a couple more pumps. I balance myself on my elbows, straining against her while studying her turned-off expression, and it takes
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