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"Come on Logan loosen up!" Mark yelled over the music of the club. "In a week you will be tied down for the rest of your life. You need to live it up tonight." Logan just shook his head at his best friend. He was right; in one week he was going to be marrying the girl of his dreams. So why didn't he feel excited, it was just cold feet he kept telling himself. He loved Julie. She was the one he wanted to spend the rest of his life with, right? He needed to enjoy his time at The Cage while he could. After all, he'd given up this lifestyle for her. She had to be the one if he was willing to give up the things that brought him pleasure.

This used to be his favorite place to hang out and enjoy his proclivities. Now as he walked around watching all the demonstrations set up just for his party, he wondered why he had given it all up. He missed it and he missed having someone to share it with.

Julie was the one though, and she wasn't into this kind of lifestyle, he thought as he past Master Wayne spanking a very lively brunette over his knee. Seeing her ass red and seeing her face in clear ecstasy made his cock jump. Sighing he moved on deciding it was time to get out of here before he broke down and joined the fun.

The Cage was decorated just for his bachelor party. A huge banner that read "So Long Logan" was hanging from the rafters; balloons in blacks, reds, and silver were everywhere. All of the equipment had been polished till it shined; from the Saint Andrews cross to the spanking benches, everything was beautiful. The staff was all women dressed in leather that clung to them in all the right places and showed enough to entice even a saint. They went all out, knowing this would the last time he would ever be able to come to the club again. Julie wasn't into BDSM and Logan agreed to cut ties with the club in order to make her happy. She refused to even consider trying it, so he'd stopped coming. He really missed the thrill of spanking a nice little sub and having her scream in pleasure. Turning to Mark, Logan sighed, "Yes well you, my dear friend, are just jealous." Mark about spit his drink out on his friend thinking to himself, ‘please let him wake up and realize what a bitch Julie is’. "I think I'm going to head out." Logan leaned in to tell Mark.

Shaking his head at Logan, Mark responded with, "You can't leave yet, you're the guest of honor and you'll upset everyone who came out to wish you well." Nodding in agreement but not really wanting to stay, Logan sat down at the bar and ordered him a Jamison on the rocks.

Two hours later, Logan was still not feeling very festive. Grabbing Mark, who was having some fun with the whip and a petite blonde, he told him he was heading out. "Dude you can't leave your present isn't here yet," Mark explained. Logan gave him a puzzled look he didn't know about any present. "Give me five minutes and I'll go get 

it ok; just five more minutes?" Mark pleaded as he walked backwards toward the rear of the club. When Logan nodded his acceptance, he turned around and headed away quickly. What the hell was Mark up to?

While Logan waited, Mark went to where the present was waiting. "Are you ready?" The beautiful lithe blonde nodded because she couldn't talk with the ball gag in her mouth. She wasn't Marks type, she was much too thin with small tits, but she was definitely Logan’s. She was just the way Logan like his women, tied up and gagged. Logan was going to be so freaking happy. Grabbing the sub leash he led her out to his awaiting friend.

Logan saw his friend coming from the back trying to see what was behind his back but with the crowd of people, it wasn't possible until he was within five feet or so. Damn and double damn, he was bringing one hell of a present with him. Stopping in front of Logan and presenting him with the leash, Mark said, "Master Logan, I present you with this sub for your pleasure." Mark was grinning from ear to ear. He was so proud of himself for finding just the right one for Logan. His friend smiled wide but he could tell it didn't reach his eyes. What the hell? He used to love this shit? That bitch had de-balled him: taken away his essence and replaced it with this non -Logan in front of him. It pissed him off. "Thank you Master Mark but I must decline and leave." With that, Logan hightailed it out of there, before he gave into his urge and grabbed that sub and spank her ass till it was red and she was screaming her release. He promised Julie and he was going to keep that promise, even if it killed him.

Meanwhile at Julies Bachelorette Party

"Julie this party is amazing. The food is delicious." Julie’s friend April boasted. Julie simply nodded, eyeing the waiter who was moving through the throng of women to deliver the delicious canapés’. He was Latin or Hispanic, she wasn't sure but the way his pants hugged his ass made her want to bite him. She needed to talk to him. Ok, maybe talk wasn't exactly what she wanted from him. Excusing herself from her friend, she made her way through her guests. The stripper would there soon. Should she wait or go ahead and corner him. She chose to wait and see what the stripper had. Maybe he'd be able to take care of her instead. It’s not that she didn't want to marry Logan, she did, she needed stability and she knew he had money, even if he tried to conceal it. She wasn't sure how much, but it was enough to keep her in Jimmy Cho’s and Coach and that’s all that mattered to her.

An hour later and steaming from the hot stripper declining her offer, she stomped outside in a huff. Seriously, that asshat turned her down, he had to be gay, no straight man had ever turned her down. She turned the corner and almost collided with the hot waiter she'd been scoping out before the stripper. He grabbed her by the arms to keep her from running him over. "Miss, are you ok?" His voice was slightly accented, very sexy. Startled, Julie didn't know how to respond so she simply stared at his hands on her arms. She normally wouldn't allow someone of his caliber to touch her, but she needed release so she didn't stop him. "I'm fine, just not having a good night is all." He started running his hands up and down her arms, making her heated. "I'm Louis. Would you like to go home? I can take you if you don't have a ride or call you a cab?" Julie smiled up at him batting her eyes, "Julie. Yes please take me home. I can't bare this party anymore."

All the way to her house, Julie complained about Logan. How horribly he treated her; how he never gave her enough affection. None of it was true, but she needed him to not have any doubts about what they were going to do. He wasn't the first, and she didn't plan on him being the last, even after she got married. Logan was wonderful in bed, but she needed more and he didn't give it to her. She had a feeling this hot, Latin man would though. His demeanor said it all; the man knew how to handle a woman. Turning towards her soon to be Latin lover, Julie started rubbing his thigh, moving closer to her goal. Louis started groaning in the back of his throat. Just when she thought she had control of the situation, he turned the tables on her. "Put your hands behind your back and keep them there until I tell you to let them go." What the fuck thought Julie? Who the hell did this man think he was talking to like that? She'd always been the one in control, but when he spoke like that, all her body wanted to do was obey.

Arriving at her place, he didn't waste any time jumping out of his side of the old Ford pickup and going to her door. She started bringing her arms from around her back when he gave her a stern look, she quickly put them back. What had she gotten herself into? Her panties were soaked just from his commands. "How am I supposed to open the door for us if I can't move my arms?" she smirked at him. Reaching for her purse he retrieved her key and took off towards her door, forcing her to following after him. Once inside, he slammed her against the door, causing pain to shoot through her arms. She didn't care because his mouth was too busy distracting her. Releasing her mouth he growled out, "Which way to your bedroom?" Nodding towards the hallway, he grabbed her by the hair and proceeded to march back to her room. It was on the border of pleasure and pain, having her hair pulled, but she kept her hands behind her back. Throwing her onto the bed made her put her hands out to catch herself. Tsking behind her he warned, "I told you not to let them go until I said so. That’s going to have to be punished." She gulped. She knew Logan had been into this kind of thing but when she'd told him to stop she'd never thought it was anything like this. "Please, I promise to be good. See, I'm putting them back behind my back."

Shaking his head, "Oh sweetheart, it’s too late for that. Strip down to your bra and panties, now." His command rolled over her, making her pussy flood. Doing as she was told, she stood before him with her arms behind her back pushing her breasts out. They weren't big but they were perky and they matched the rest of her figure. He circled her a few times before bending her over the bed. Caressing her ass, making her shiver, she never saw the swat coming until it made a sharp crack against her ass. Yelling at Louis she tried to wiggle out of his hold but he was stronger than he looked. "Oh no sweet thing, we are only getting started." With that, Louis began spanking her in earnest until she was panting with need. She'd never felt this way before, her panties were soaked. Flipping her over, Louis divested her of the rest of her clothes and lining up his cock, he slammed into her, making her cry out in pain and pleasure all at once. It was like a switch had been flipped on and she was nothing but nerve endings. When she cried out from her orgasm he was right behind her yelling his. Rolling off her he grabbed her and brought her snug against his body. Damn she had told Logan they could never do these things but she had clearly enjoyed every moment of it.

"Sleep woman, tomorrow your training begins." She couldn't keep her eyes open or she'd ask him what the hell he was talking about, this was a one-time deal.

Waking up next to Louis, Julie knew she needed to get him out of her place. She needed to make sure he understood that what happened was a one-time thing and they needed to part ways. For Christ sake she was getting married in six days’ time! She couldn't risk that for some waiter. Attempting to sit up, she was quickly tossed back down and Louis was looming over her. "Where do you think you are going my pet?" He nuzzled the side of her neck, making her arch towards him. "You need to leave Louis. It was fun but, I'm getting married in less than a week and not to you," she answered huskily, clearly getting distracted by his attention. "Oh my sweet; you are mine and aren't going anywhere now." He replied with finality that Julie really couldn't think of a reply except to shake her head no. "Julie, my sweet, I'm going to take you away from here to where you will be treated like a princess during the day and my slut at night." Gasping at his outrageous statement, she tried to roll out from under him only to find that he had positioned himself at her entrance and was gradually making shallow thrusts. She was instantly wet for him. Groaning, she gave herself over to him, reminding herself she could get rid of him after another round of fun.

As it turned out, she couldn't get rid of Louis. Just like he said, he packed her up and took her to Brazil that very day. She kept thinking, ‘how could a waiter afford this kind of luxury’ as she walked into his home, a lavish estate with white pillars and grand staircase. She didn't have much time to enjoy all the sights around her because he kept her locked in their room all week spanking and fucking her brains out. Julie kept reminding him she was supposed to be getting married, but he wouldn't listen. Her wedding day came and went without her, and she didn't really care. Louis explained that he went to America to find a wife to bring home so his parents would get off his back to produce grandchildren. He seriously thought it was going to be that easy with her. Steal her away, and she'd marry him. She eyeballed him and he started to laugh. "Oh beautiful Julie, don't worry. You are merely here to distract them while I looked for a proper wife. One who will stay faithful to me and raise my children with love. No dear Julie, you aren't that woman." Now she was pissed and she was fuming. "So you take me, keep me from my wedding day, and all you wanted was for me to be a distraction while you look for someone better." By the time she finished she was breathing heavily and clinching her fists at her sides. Grabbing her suitcase she began throwing all her things in it. Raising his hands in surrender he tried to reassure her, "Julie, as a fellow man, I couldn't let you marry some poor man only to cheat on him. That’s just not fair to him. So I did the only thing I could of think that would benefit me and him. Don't act like you didn't enjoy our time together. We could continue to enjoy ourselves if you just stay and keep my parents off my back." 

Julie turned on him screaming, "You sonofabitch! I won't be used as some whore while you go look for the ‘perfect wife’, are you fucking kidding me." She continued to fill her suitcase, hoping he would stop her and tell her he was going to marry her. It was clear he had money, enough to keep her happy for a very long time, and his bedroom skills were more than enough to keep her content. Louis didn't even try to stop her; he simply called her a ride. Standing at the door to his beautiful mansion, she turned with tears in her eyes. He didn't need to know they were from humiliation, "You're sure this is what you want? Once I walk out this door, I won't return, and you will lose me for good." Running his hand through his long black mane he sighed looking her in the eyes, "Julie, what I need and what you can give me are two different things. It was fun, but I need a woman who will remain by my side, that I can trust in all things, and who will be a good mother." With those final words he watched her walk to the cab and leave. Well, now he had to face his parents, lovely. At least he had been able to save her poor fiancée from marrying her and ruining his life.

Logan waited and waited for Julie to show up but after two hours of nothing, he finally gave up and told everyone to go home. His parents, James and Lorna, approached him as he sat on the steps of the church.

His father placed his hand on Logan’s shoulder, "Son, sometimes things happen for a reason. Whatever the reason for this is, you will find out sooner or later." 

Logan looked up at his parents, so full of love for their son. They'd been married for forty years now and it never stopped amazing him how happy they were. Sure, they fought at times while he and his sister were growing up, but they always loved each other. Even when his mom got cancer two years ago, his father had done everything to make her life easier, even moving closer to the hospital so she wouldn't have to travel far to and from for treatment. Yep, that was the kind of love he wanted. Sighing he said, "I hope you are right pop. I thought she was the one."

"Please, that bitch needed to go a long time ago bro, and I'm glad she ditched you for that waiter before she made your life miserable." And there was his sister Gabriella’s two cents worth about Julie. Those two had never gotten along; to the point where Logan and Julie had actually fought over him seeing his own sister. When he wouldn't budge, she finally gave up and told him fine; as long as she didn't have to deal with Gabriella, he could visit her. "Gabs what do you mean? What waiter? Spill it sis before I get even more upset than I already am." 

Gabriella fidgeted with her purse strap. "Look, I went to her stupid bachelorette party, like you asked, and half way through she went outside with this hunky Latin waiter and never came back. What do you think happened to her Logan?" The last she said with a smirk.

"What if she was kidnapped Gabriella? Did you ever think of that?" 

Sighing in exasperation, Gabriella responded as calming as she could because she really didn't want to hurt her brother’s feelings any more than that bitch already did, "Logan I love you, but please don't ask the details and believe me when I say, she left with him of her own free will." Logan knew it was true even though he didn't want it to be. Sadly, he thought several times Julie was cheating on him, but he couldn't prove it so he had pushed it out of his mind. Now here he sat on the church steps, surrounded by the people who loved him most, feeling like shit.
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The ice clinks in the glass as Logan sat in the aisle row seat, he wasn't usually this rude to people but he was already three sheets to the wind so who cared. Glancing over at the window seat, he's reminded why he's drinking once again.  She didn't want him; she left him at the altar for Pete’s sake. No warning, no excuses, no note, nothing simply just didn't show up. He had just talked to her twenty-four hours earlier and everything seemed fine. She said she couldn't wait to be Mrs. O'Donald. No warning bells went off, he even cut his bachelor party short so he wouldn't have to deal with the sub his buddy set him up with. What did he get for his loyalty, his devotion to his bride? Nothing but heartache and a big fat bill for everything that's what.

His friends managed to convinced him to go and get away for a while; maybe have some fun while he was away and get over her sorry ass. So instead of wasting the amazing honeymoon they had planned together, he was taking it, with or without her. ‘Her loss’ was what they said, he wasn't convinced. Surely there was something he had done wrong something he could have done differently. His buddy Mark said he wasn't surprised because he always thought Julie was a total bitch anyway. What did he know, he'd never kept a woman longer than one night let alone asked her to marry him, jackass. Julie had been his everything for the last five years and she had torn his heart out in one move. Gutted him like a fish. Apparently, she hadn't felt the same. He found out before he left that she ran away with one of the caterers. Seriously, the caterer!

Now here he sat getting drunk while flying to what was supposed to be the most romantic honeymoon ever in Ireland. They were supposed to see all the sights and enjoy the beauty together. It had been his dream to take Julie to see the Emerald Isle, where his family came from. Sighing, he jiggled his cup one more time to get the flight attendant’s attention. She slowly made her way over to him giving him the look that said don't-you-think-you've-had-enough-to-drink-already. No, he hadn't. He was going to keep going until Julie was wiped completely from his memory, or die trying.

"Sir, can I help you?" she asked me in a tone that said I really wish you were already passed out so I didn't have to deal with you anymore.

"Yeah, I need a refill and make it snappy," rolling his eyes as if to say what-do-you-think-I-need. 

"You know what, how about drinks all around; because if I can't be happy, at least let me make those around me happy instead." A cheer went up all around the plane. Drinks were on him and it was going to be a fun rest of the trip, at least for everyone else.

With refill number, oh hell he'd lost count a couple of drinks ago, he sat there staring out the window over the seat thinking about all the places he planned on taking Julie while they were here. Well, time to make the best of a bad situation he thought. Time to have some fun, time to enjoy the single life again as Mark said get some payback. He just wanted to get away and sort out his head. No women, just him. Determined more than ever to forget about the woman who ripped his heart out, he swallowed the last of his Jameson in one gulp as the sign to put your seatbelt back on dinged.

Glancing out the window, he could just make out the land below. ‘Man, even this high up its beautiful,’ he thought. He couldn't wait to get to the Castle Hotel and get some rest before starting his honeymoon. Even the word twisted a nerve in his gut. Grabbing his luggage and hailing a cab, he made his way to the hotel to begin his Ireland adventure.
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The hotel was everything the brochure had claimed and so much more. It wasn't like the upscale, corporate kind of hotels; this was rustic without losing the luxury he wanted to give Julie. It had a little dining area, with a quaint sitting area around a fire place to have tea, and the little bar whose walls had been in place for the last 200 years. Julie loved it when she had seen the pictures, jumping up and down begging him to go to this one. Now, here he was walking through the front doors and thinking maybe this wasn't such a good idea. What if all he did was think about her the whole time he was here? His heart couldn't take that shit. Thinking maybe he should turn around and find somewhere else to stay, the receptionist called a welcome grabbing his attention.

Shuffling toward the check-in desk, he looked around thinking this was definitely a bad idea until his eyes found her. He hadn't gotten a good look at her from the door but now, damn, she was breathtaking. He didn't understand it, but there was something about her that captured his attention. She wasn't what he normally went after; model types with waifish features. This woman had curves in abundance, and in all the right places from what he could see. Her breasts would make even the holiest of men think twice about celibacy. 

Shaking his head, ‘No Logan, you are done with women. Stay away from her’, his mind told him. Damn she was hot though, maybe she could be his payback. Again he argued with himself and finally approached the counter.

"Hi welcome to the Castle Hotel. I'm Bella. How can I help you," she greeted him with a timid smile. Oh shit, she even has a beautiful name. He was in trouble. 

"Yes, I'm Logan O'Donald and I have a reservation." He watched her closely has she typed in his name with her delicate fingers. ‘Snap out of it Logan’, he chided himself.

She looked up seemingly distracted for a moment before saying; "I see here you have the honeymoon suite?" She looked at him confused.

"Yes, that’s me." he said kind of sharply. Blinking a few times with her mouth slightly open Bella thought of course he's married, look at him, he's a freaking God but, where was his wife.

Tilting her head to the side in confusion, Bella didn't want to ask him but since there were two people on the reservation she had to. "Will your wife be joining you shortly and will she need an additional key?" She saw something flash across his uber sexy face that looked very pained. What the hell was she thinking? She was engaged. Why was she ogling this man? Keep your mind on your job woman.

"No there is no wife. She left me at the altar,” he hurried to say, feeling the need for her to know he was single, but unsure why it mattered. 

Why had her belly done a flip at that information, it’s not like it should matter to her; she's engaged to wed herself in a weeks’ time.

Shaking herself out of her stupor, "Oh okay, well, I'll just remove her from the reservation for you. Would you like a different room then?" She hoped not because the only one available wasn't even close to as nice as the honeymoon suite and this guy clearly needed to be cheered up after that disaster.

Logan thought for a moment but figured he'd already paid for everything might as well enjoy it. "Nope, already paid for the honeymoon so I'm going to live it up while I'm here, thank you though,” he added the last with a small wink at her. She blushed at his wink. ‘Did she seriously just blush from head to toe?’ Wow that’s sexy as fuck he thought. ‘Stop that Logan!’ he reminded himself.

"Okay well, here’s your room key and if you need anything please let me know." ‘Please, please say you need something, anything’ she thought. ‘Oh lord I need to think about Duncan, not this hot hunk of man.’ Not that he would be interested in her with all her extra fluff. She knew his type; always with the model types with their long legs and no waist; yeah so not her. She'd learned a long time ago guys like him didn't really want women like her.

"Thank you. And if I think of anything I will definitely let you know." Logan grabbed his key brushing her hand in the process. It felt like electricity had surged through him from her. From the intake of breath, and the flush on her face she had felt it too. That’s when he noticed the wedding ring. 

"How long have you been married?" He didn't know what made him ask this question and he wanted to kick himself as soon as it was out of his mouth. Why did he feel like someone punched him in the gut, knowing this woman was taken?

"Not married yet, engaged actually. We're getting married at the end of this week, right here in the hotel." She felt the words stick in her throat like a paste. She should be thrilled to be saying this to him, so why did it feel like she was walking the plank instead of marrying the man of her dreams.

Duncan wasn't perfect, but he accepted her, for the most part; for whom she was scars and all. Sure occasionally he'd make a wisecrack about her weight or tell her to make sure her back was turned away from him when she undressed, but he asked her to marry him, so he must love her, right. She'd said yes so she must love him too, right. Damn it, why did this hot piece of man have to walk into her hotel right this minute. Maybe it was cold feet, maybe if she just ignored these butterflies they would go away and she would walk down the aisle to Duncan without second guessing herself.

Something inside Logan suddenly felt wrong at that declaration. Why did he care, why did it matter to him? He just didn't understand his response to this beautiful woman. Was it her auburn hair that flowed down her back, the emerald green eyes that seemed to pierce him straight to his heart, or her curvy as hell body that made his cock jump to attention? Mr. Happy clearly liked her a lot, but she was taken, so he needed to calm the fuck down. Too bad Logan’s little head didn't seem to agree with his big head. Shit, fuck, damn it to hell. Stop ogling the engaged woman. His pants suddenly got very uncomfortable and he needed to exit without her noticing. 

"Congratulations, to the both of you,” he managed to say, before he turned tail and practically ran to his room.

Opening the door, he was astounded by the huge four poster bed with a canopy in the middle. It seemed to consume the entire room. ‘Well, that's only getting used to sleep in,’ he sadly thought, even if his cock wasn't thinking the same thing. ‘Stop thinking about the hot receptionist you asshole,’ he thought to himself. Alright time to get some sleep, tomorrow he had a whole day of adventuring he was supposed to be going on. Sighing he made his way to the bathroom. He needed a shower A.S.A.P., preferably a cold one. Maybe that would help with his tight pants issue.  Grabbing his Old Spice body wash, he entered the shower thinking maybe cold wasn't the best idea, and slowly added hot water until it was just right. He put a small amount of body wash on the wash cloth and started lathering himself up. ‘Just wash your body and go to bed,’ he thought to himself. Yeah, that didn't work. As he got to his cock, he had a flash of green eyes and he was lost in the moment. Thinking of her plump breasts and how they would look spread before him to feast on, he stroked himself, "Bella, Bella, BELLA,” he bellowed at completion.

‘Damn’, he thought. That was the best orgasm he'd had in what felt like forever. Not that he and Julie didn't have a great sex life, they had fucked like jack rabbits; but this had been intense. He had felt this one from the tips of his toes to the back of his spine and back down again. He had to grip the wall to keep from falling to his knees. Maybe it was just because he hadn't been with any other woman but Julie for the last five years; something new and exciting. Yeah that had to be it. Walking out to the bedroom with the towel wrapped around his waist, he stopped dead in his tracks. The woman, whose name he was just screaming was standing stock still, staring at him.

"Ummm.....they asked me to bring you more towels. I knocked but...here are your towels." She practically threw them at him as she whirled around to leave.

Had she heard him in the shower, screaming her name? Damn, that shit was hot. Fuck! With that look of terror in her eyes, that’s exactly what had happened. He needed to fix this shit and quick. "Bella, wait let me explain." How the hell was he going to explain yelling out her name while he came? Shit, Fuck, Dammit!

"It’s ok, I gotta go. I just wanted to make sure you had enough towels; that’s all really,” she stuttered out. Moving so fast she barely had time to register it, he was over the bed and blocking the door.

She had been trying to sneak in and out without being noticed when she realized he was in the shower. Then, she'd heard the most erotic sound in her life. He was chanting her name; getting louder and then, it was quiet. Shit, he was masturbating to her name in there. ‘Holy fuck that’s hot,’ she thought. How could a man like him even find her attractive? Tall, with wide shoulders that tapered down to a six pack dusted with tiny hairs and a happy trail that she wanted to run her fingers down. Raking her eyes back up his body, his eyes were the most beautiful shade of blue she'd ever seen, and he was bald, totally smooth on top. Fuck her, he was bald. She had always had a thing for a bald head and rubbing her hand over it. Now, here he was; naked from the waist up and she noticed he had tattoos too, so many tattoos. She wanted to lick the water off them that was starting to drip. Oh shit she was in trouble. Turn around and run Bella, just turn around and run.

"No, Bella, please don't run. I'm sorry if you..." If what, if you heard me coming while screaming your name. How did you handle this kind of shit? "I didn't mean for you to hear me." Yeah that sounds perfect he kicked himself internally. He moved to block her from leaving so quickly she didn't even notice until he had her cornered.

“It’s ok, really. I gotta go."

"Wait please,” he begged, again drawing closer to her. So close, she back up to the edge of the bed. Closing in, she could smell the Old Spice on him. Damn that shit smelled sexy on him; all rugged and manly. Duncan used some gross body spray for teenage boys that smelled like a whore house. She could feel the heat radiating off him now. Her body was going rogue and trying to lean into him. ‘Stop it,’ she told her body, but it didn't listen.  He looked into her eyes and saw the change in her posture, he had her, and all he had to do was take her.

"I didn't mean for you to hear me in there. You're just so damn sexy I couldn't help myself,” he said huskily. She blinked up at him, lost in his blue eyes.

"It’s ok; I shouldn't have just walked in. I should have left the towels in the hallway." Somehow she managed to talk, even though her brain felt like mush. He ran his finger down her cheek and leaned in as if to kiss her. Suddenly she snapped herself out of it. "I'm sorry I can't." And just like that she was out the door and gone.

Should he go after her? No, absolutely fucking not. She was engaged and he just got dumped. Not happening. No way. No how. Again, Mr. Happy wasn't thinking the same way. Shit, he'd just taken care of himself a few minutes ago. He hadn't been ready to go again so soon in over a year. He had chopped it up to getting older but clearly, that was not the case.
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Chapter Four
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After a sleepless night, dreaming of Bella’s sexy as sin body nestled under his, Logan got ready for his tour around the Emerald Isle. Dressing in comfortable jeans and a black Harley t-shirt, he was ready to start his honeymoon. ‘Vacation you nimrod, just call it a vacation it sounds less pathetic,’ he thought shaking his head. No one would suspect he was a billionaire, just the way he liked it. He liked the freedom money gave him, but people seemed to change the way they treated him simply because he had money. He tried to keep how much he was worth a secret from everyone, so he could be normal, whatever normal was.

Strolling through the front desk area Logan took a peek at the reception desk only to be disappointed when Bella wasn't there. Must be her day off he sighed. It’s probably for the best to limit their interaction as much as possible. Still it would have been nice to catch a glimpse of her before he headed out. The less he saw of her, the better. She was engaged and he didn't want to mess that up for another guy like the caterer had done to him. Even if last night he'd wanted to push her back onto the bed tie her to all four posts and have his way with her, she probably couldn't handle his deviant ways either just like Julie couldn't. He'd stopped everything for her; the ropes, the whips, even the toys, just for her. Apparently it didn't matter how much you gave up for someone, they still wouldn't love you. At least now he could start going back to the club, maybe find someone to play with on a regular basis; someone on a contract: no strings attached, no worries of heartache. He could do that. Damn it if he didn't think of Bella, strapped to a cross with beautiful red marks all over her ass. Down boy he told his cock he needed to stop thinking about this girl, especially when it came to the club and whippings.

Almost time for his bus tour, ‘better get some breakfast, stat,’ he thought just as his stomach grumbled. Heading into the dining area he came up short. There she was, sitting having breakfast with a man. He was tall, scrawny, with a comb over that begged to be shaved. Logan would have never let it come to that, that’s why he started shaving his head early. He didn't want to become that guy who combed over. They seemed to be having an animated conversation so he ambled over to a table and ordered something. Not close enough to hear what they were saying, but he could tell it wasn't friendly. Sipping his coffee, he looked over in time to see Bella with her face in her hands crying. What the hell was wrong with this guy that he made such an amazing woman cry? He was going to kick his ass! Chill out man it’s not your business she isn't your concern. ‘Sure,’ he thought, ‘keep trying to convince yourself of that.’ 

Suddenly, the man jumped up pointing at her and yelling "You asked for this you stupid bitch! If you weren't so fat, I wouldn't have had to find someone else to take care of my needs." Bella just sat there sobbing looking up at this scumbag in total disbelief.

Logan didn't realize it until he was standing in front of this douche that he had gotten out of his seat. "What the hell man?! Did you need to hurt her like that in front of God and everybody?"

"Who the fuck are you? She's my fiancée not yours, so back the hell off. I'll talk to her any way I choose to."

Logan found his hand in a fist beside him. He'd never been a violent guy, but this asshole deserved his ass kicked for talking to Bella that way; that’s when he felt a soft hand on his "Logan please don't."

"Bella are you sure?"

"Yes, he was just leaving with this." She said as she took her ring off and handed it to dipshit.

"Who is this guy? You whoring around on me or something?"

"That’s rich, considering you just told me you have been sleeping with my used-to-be best friend Holly. How dare you!" Good for Bella yell at this asshole.

"What the hell Bella I didn't tell you that because I don't want to marry you. I told you about Holly so you would know how things would be once we were married."

"Well, Holly can have you. I may be fat, but I have enough respect for myself not to put up with the same shit my mom did."

Somehow Logan felt like he should give her a round of applause or a hug or something shit. Instead he stood there waiting for the asshat to take his ring and leave. "This isn't over Bella!" He shouted at her as he left in a huff.

"Oh I think it is asshole." Logan responded, more for Bella than for him.

"You keep your hands off my fiancée jerk. Just because she's pissed now doesn't mean she won't come crawling back to me. No one else will ever want you Bella. You know what you are; you know no one will want to look at you,” he yelled as he stormed out of the dining area.

Turning to Bella he saw her eyes still red from the tears. Lifting his thumb to her cheek, he wiped off the remaining tears. That’s when she looked up at him and the whole world tilted. "Are you ok?" he whispered.

"No, but I will be. Thank you for trying to stick up for me. I always knew he wasn't happy with my weight, but I thought he loved me anyway. Clearly I was wrong."

"He's an asshole. You're not fat; you're just the right size, all curves and sexy. I can make you forget all about him." What the hell was he thinking trying to pick her up right after she just dumped that moron? Yeah, smooth move, jackass.

She blushed; if that’s what you could call it, it was more like turned red all over. Logan thought it was the cutest thing he'd ever seen, but Bella found it just annoying. 

"Thank you again but I know what I am, and curvy is putting it nicely. Anyway I have to go and let the hotel and everyone else know the wedding is cancelled because he certainly won't do it. I can't believe he's been sleeping with my best friend."

"Wow some friend you got there. Sorry that was an asshole thing to say." 

"It’s ok, you're right; she's not much of a friend." Sighing, she turned to leave when Logan grabbed her arm. The same electricity she'd felt when their hand touched yesterday was there again.

"Come with me and forget about all that stuff for today. You can worry about cancelling everything tomorrow. Right now you need to get away from here and have some fun. I have a bus tour that’s booked for two already."

She looked at him like he had two heads. Really this god of a man wanted to hang out with her fat self? What was his angle, did he think she would be an easy fuck after what he just saw? Man, did he have another thing coming. She was not just going to jump in the sack with him, no matter how gorgeous he was. "I'm not sure that’s such a good idea Logan,” she reasoned.

Damn, he liked hearing his name from her lips, he wondered if she would scream his name in bed. Stop, just stop thinking that way. She just found out her scumbag fiancé had been cheating on her. This was not the time, or was it.

"Come on. I won't bite, unless you ask me to and if you have a horrible time we'll come right back here, I promise,” he said, smiling a megawatt smile.

Her stomach gave a skip when he offered to bite her if she asked. Damn he was sexy. How could she say no to that smile with those dimples? Oh hell, he had dimples! She wondered if he had dimples anywhere else. Snap out of it Bella you just found out your fiancé was sleeping with your best friend and you're already thinking about this man in naughty ways. Don't swoon Bella, don't you dare swoon over this man’s smile. She was already wetter than she'd ever been with Duncan. Her mind kept conjuring up steamy sex scenes starring him in her mind. Oh this man was dangerous to her. Oh the hell with it, what’s the worst that could happen if she went with him?

"Ok, here’s the deal; I'll go with you, on one condition. We both agree not to talk about our exes,” she told him, with hands on hips giving the ‘I mean business’ look.

"That’s a deal I can most definitely agree to," Logan beamed, even brighter if that was possible at her acceptance. 

"Awesome, let’s go. The bus will be here soon." He grabbed her hand and headed out the door, feeling lighter than he had in days. Her hand felt so natural in his, like they had been holding hands for years instead of the first time. He'd never felt this natural with Julie, it always felt forced, like he had been walking through the process with her instead of enjoying it.
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Chapter Five
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"So, what are we touring today?" Bella asked him, biting her lip.

‘Damn, to be that lip,’ he thought. Crap, there goes his cock again. He could think of something else he had that she could put against her lips. Suddenly his thoughts turned to her tied up with her hands behind her back kneeling before him. Holy shit his pants were getting more uncomfortable by the minute. Shaking himself, he responded to her question as cheerfully as possible. 

"Not sure, I didn't book the tour, I just agreed to it. I originally wanted to wander around Ireland, but she decided we needed a guide."

They both knew who she was; they didn't need to say her name, but Bella hesitated for just a second, feeling like an intruder in someone else’s life. 

"Are you sure you want me to go with you? You know you don't have to feel sorry for me and take me." She looked away, afraid she would see pity in his eyes if she didn’t. She didn't want pity and she was sure he didn't want it either.

"A beautiful woman to share Ireland with is exactly what I need, so no; I'm not doing this because I feel sorry for you, but because I genuinely want your company." And it was true; he wanted to get to know this sexy woman in front of him, even if he was leaving in a week. She could see the honesty in his eyes.

"Alright then if you insist, let’s do this." She smiled up at him and he almost stopped breathing. Her eyes sparkled when she smiled, not like the timid smile she'd given him yesterday; this was a full-fledged, bring-you-to-your-knees kind of smile. He was tempted to kiss her right then and there, the hell with swearing off women for a while. He was afraid one kiss wouldn't be enough though. Once he started, he knew he'd want to drag her back to his bedroom, tie her to the middle of the bed, and fuck her till she screamed out his name. No, he reminded himself, don't get involved with a woman who's on the rebound while you're on the rebound you idiot.

"Great let’s go, and don't dream of paying for anything while we are out; it’s all on me since I invited you."

She looked him up and down thinking, ‘he must have used his savings for this trip’, and didn't want him spending more money than he had to while he was here. 

"It’s ok; usually the bus tours are all inclusive. I shouldn't need anything."

"Ok, but if you see something you want, just tell me. It’s the least I can do for you, considering you're going with me."

They boarded the bus together a short time later. "So how did you come to live in Ireland because it’s obvious you’re American?"

Bella's mind flashed back to that night three years ago, when her life had been forever changed. Her parents weren't perfect, her father constantly cheated on her mom, but they loved her. She'd met Patrick while in college, he was extremely wealthy and her parents thought she hit the jackpot. He'd always been polite when people were around, but when they were alone he turned in to Mr. Hyde; chaining her to the wall in the basement beating her until she'd bled, pleading for him to stop. When she tried breaking up with him the first time, he told her that he had connections and knew how to make her disappear. The second time she left him, she moved back into her parent’s house. She refused to tell them why, just that her and Patrick broke up and she need time to heal. 

She'd come home from work one night to find both her parents beaten to death and the words "I WARNED YOU" written in their blood on the wall. The cops spent hours asking her if she knew who it was and she refused to tell them, for fear he would find a way to get her too. As soon as her parents were buried, she'd grabbed everything she could stuff in a suitcase and gotten on the plane to Ireland; hoping that she would be far enough away from Patrick for him to forget her.

Shaking herself mentally, she answered him, "Well I decided after my parents died that I needed a fresh start. They always bragged about how wonderful Ireland was when they were here that I had to see it for myself, makes me feel closer to them in a way. I know it sounds stupid, Duncan always said I sounded stupid when I told someone that."

Logan could sense she was leaving something out of her story but didn't press for more information. "First of all, we agreed no talk of exes, second, that’s not stupid at all, it’s kind of sweet. Both sets of my grandparents were from here and my parents used to tell me stories of the Emerald Isle. That’s why I chose it for my..." he trailed off.

"It’s beautiful isn't it? Not that you've seen much of it since you just got here, but it’s still gorgeous, right?"

He looked down at his watch and realized they had been driving for over an hour. She became animated when she spoke of Ireland like it was her paradise. He had to admit, it was pretty damn close for him too.

"I've only seen what’s between the airport and here, but yes I couldn't agree with you more; it’s gorgeous,” he said, gazing directly into her eyes. It made her breath catch just a little, thinking he wasn't just talking about Ireland’s country side.

"Well, you're missing more of it by talking to me. We've already passed several places and you've missed them all,” she giggled. She actually giggled at him and damn if it wasn't sexy as hell. Shit he was in trouble.

"What if I told you I was looking at the most beautiful part of Ireland already, so I didn't need to see those things,” he countered, smirking at her.

Yeah sure, he probably says that to all the women around him. He's probably used to women throwing themselves at his feet. No way was she falling for that crap; nope, not happening. ‘Fuck me,’ she thought, ‘that smirk; I'd like to nibble that lip of his.’ Focus Bella, focus. Don't let him get to you. Don't let yourself be sucked into his hotness. 

"Well, I would say, Logan, you are full of it, because Ireland has far lovelier things than me to look at it,” she said, ending on a whisper and bowing her head in embarrassment.

She blushed from head to toe; again, damn that shit was sexy as hell. He wondered how her skin would change colors with the paddle. His hand started to itch in anticipation. Down boy, he tried to reel himself in.

Just then, the bus seemed to sputter and then stopped altogether. Logan could see smoke billowing out the hood from where he was sitting. Crap on a cracker, they were broken down on the side of the road next to what appeared to be a castle. Wow an actual, factual castle. He watched as the driver got out and lifted up the hood to take a look, after he had conferred with the attendant in hushed voices too low to hear. The attendant then went outside and was on the phone pacing back and forth his hands animated. 

The attendant came over the loud speaker, "We regret to inform you that the bus has had some mechanical difficulties and we will have to wait for another bus. This could take up to 24 hours from now. We apologize for this but we will have to stay in the bus until it gets here."

"What about that castle up there. Does it have rooms for rent or something?" Logan asked, hoping for some place to sleep for the night while they waited.

Again, the attendant came over the loud speaker. Come on dude I'm right here Logan thought. "That’s Grantstown Castle, and it’s for sale but no, it doesn't rent rooms,” he replied, like Logan was a complete idiot, with disdain.

‘Oh,’ Logan thought, ‘it’s for sale.’ "Can I step outside for a second, to stretch my legs?" Logan wanted to call his accountant, but didn't want all these other people listening in. 

"Sure just please, stay close to the bus, it’s starting to get dark and we don't want you to get lost. It’s safer if we stay together."

As soon as he stepped out of the bus and around the corner, he phoned his accountant. "Harvey, it’s Logan O'Donald; I need you do something for me right this second. There’s a castle in Ireland I want to buy so I can have a place to sleep tonight."

"Seriously Logan do you know what time it is there and here," he asked, stifling a yawn.

"Make it happen Harvey, that’s what I pay you for, right old friend."

"Hey, watch it with that old bit," Harvey laughed at him. Logan rattled off the name and location telling Harvey just to get it done, ASAP.

Twenty minutes later, a very tired Harvey called him back. "It’s done; the real estate agent will be there shortly with the papers for you to sign and the keys. I want you to know, I'm charging you overtime since I was sleeping," Harvey bellowed through the phone.

"Sure, sure Harvey, whatever you need my friend." Logan replied with a laugh.

"Mr. O'Donald?" said a female voice.

Logan turned to see lovely woman of about fifty walking his way in a business suit. "That’s me. Do you have my keys young lady?" He gave her a toothy grin and she melted.

"I don't usually work this late, but when your accountant called and said you needed this right this second, how could I pass up a commission. Sign here and initial here; your accountant took care of the rest. Here are your keys, the utilities can be switched over first thing tomorrow but they are on right now. Enjoy your evening Mr. O'Donald."

As he turned around to go back inside the bus, he heard the gasp and spotted Bella. She had seen and heard the whole thing. How rich was this guy? She thought he just bought a castle worth over a million dollars in less than an hour. He didn't look rich, no power suit with a tie, no iPhone attached to his ear constantly, and his shoes were biker boots for Christ sake. What the hell was going on? "Ummmm...you wanna tell me why and how you just bought a castle?" she asked him with her hands on her hips and a determine stance.

"Well, we needed a place to stay and this was the only place around,” he said like it was everyday someone bought a castle to stay the night in.

"Okay, don't think this is over for a second mister; as soon as we get settled inside, you will be doing some explaining." She stomped her foot on the last statement. Logan thought she seemed pissed, like him having money was a crime or something.

When they got back to the bus and told the attendant what had happened while they waited, he was more than a little taken aback. He'd seen the woman pull up in her expensive car and talk to this man, but this news blew him away. 

"Ok everyone; it seems Mr. O'Donald here has purchased the castle for us to stay in tonight,” the attendant announced to a round of applause. Like always, suddenly the attendant’s attitude changed towards him, knowing he had money. Shaking his head, he told everyone to follow him so they could get comfortable before it got too dark.

As they approached the castle, Logan started taking in his new acquisition with the eye of an investor and a lover of architecture. It was a single tower that was well maintained. Roger, the attendant started to explain it was a 16th century renovation, and that to the south were the Galtee Mountains and to the north the Silvermine Mountains. It was beautiful; Roger even said something about a view of the Rock of Cashel, the seat of the Kings of Munster from the 4th century. ‘All in all, a good investment,’ Logan thought to himself. There were three cottages, a pond, and two acres to roam; what more could a guy ask for. Oh yeah, someone to share it with. He kicked himself for thinking that, he didn't need anyone to share it with. ‘Stop feeling sorry for yourself you idiot,’ he thought.

The group decided to divide up and take the cottages while Logan and Bella were given the castle to themselves. Alone with Bella in a huge castle this might not be such a good idea. Then again, it could be a great idea. The castle might have a dungeon with chains, whips, and, oh shit, he needed to stop because he cock was being strangled by his jeans.

Bella stepped through the hardwood door and gasped. Logan rushed to her side, "Is everything ok did you see a spider, dragon, maybe some fairy folk?" He tried not to laugh at the last two but couldn't help himself. Bella elbowed him and was satisfied by the small grunt he made in response.

"No you idiot, it’s beautiful. Look at the flooring, and the windows; it’s breathtaking." She was in awe of her surroundings and then it hit her; this belonged to Logan now. Now she definitely knew she couldn't have anything to do with him. She'd dealt with one powerful man; she wasn't going back to that kind of relationship. What if he didn't take no for an answer like Patrick had so many times? Suddenly she felt very alone and vulnerable with him. Maybe she should have stayed in one of the cottages with the rest of the bus group.

Turning on her heel, she almost bumped right into him, he was so close. "Ok mister, explain." She was tapping her foot now. Again, she looked pretty pissed off but he didn't understand why. There was a story there, and he was going to find out what it was, eventually. Crap he didn't want to tell her, she'd see him differently once she knew. Sighing in resignation, he realized he had no choice but to tell her the truth. They'd both been lied to already without him adding more to the pot. 

"Well you see, I'm kind of a billionaire in the United States."

"Wait, what are you talking about, kind of. You can't be kind of a billionaire you either or you're not."

"Ok, I am a billionaire,” he whispered, almost apologetically.

"Why didn't you say anything? Why aren't you dressed like a billionaire?" her voice rising as she spoke. She seemed genuinely upset to find out he was loaded.

"Did you seriously just dis my attire?" he half laughed at her.

"No it’s just....what the hell Logan, spill!" Her breathing had picked up and she seemed in distress, he needed to fix shit quick, again.

"Calm down and I'll explain everything, I promise." He tried to reach out to her but she drew back away from him, almost like she was afraid. Why would she be afraid of him? He thought she had some explaining to do too, after such a strong reaction to his wealth. 

"When I was eighteen and in college I designed a video game with some friends of mine. It took off like a rocket. It’s been eight years and I've since started my own business, invented a few more games, and invested my money wisely, thanks to my accountant. There, see, nothing illegal, or earthshattering."

She still seemed off, like something was wrong with having money. "Wow so you're twenty-six then?"

"Really, I just told you how I made my billions and my age is what you got out of that conversation,” he chuckled.

His chuckle did something to the inside of Bella. Suddenly, her breath picked up, her nipples hardened, and she felt flushed. What the hell; all he did was chuckle and my pussy is acting like it’s starved for attention. Down girl! She knew better than to get involved with another man who had power at his fingertips.

"So do you want to tell me why me being rich freaks you out so much?" He had a suspicion that she was hiding something too and didn't want to reveal it to him.

"I didn't freak out!" she defended.

"Sure you didn't. You only looked like you might pass out at the mention of my money." He was going to get his answers too she just didn't realize it yet. "Why don't we find you a room and bathroom to so you can get comfortable?" he suggested, seeming to drop the subject.

Sighing, Bella was quick to follow him upstairs, where the castle seemed to be even more beautiful as they went. He would get his answers eventually; she just didn't know it yet.

Taking the winding staircase up, Bella once again marveled at the beauty of this place. ‘What was he going to do with this castle when he went back in a week though,’ she thought. Maybe he'd need someone to take care of it for him once he leaves. She could totally be his naughty maid. What the hell? Where did that come from?

They finally found her a cozy room with a beautiful view and a bathroom to freshen up. Luckily, the previous owners left a bed in this room; not much else just the bed and frame. Oh well, something was better than sleeping on the floor, because she was pretty sure it got cold on that sucker at night. When she turned to bid Logan goodbye, she was relieved when he didn't try to stay. They said their goodnights at the door; even though she was tempted to invite him in, she knew she shouldn't.

Logan went off in search of somewhere to sleep, even though he really wanted to crawl in bed with Bella and do all the deviant things he had on his mind. Instead, he kept looking for a place for him to sleep, hoping there was another bed in one of the other rooms. He found what appeared to be the master bedroom, minus the bed. He was tempted to go beg to sleep in the bed with Bella, but decided against it. So, he curled up on the floor and tried to sleep. It didn't seem long before he heard screaming coming from Bella’s room. Running, he burst into her room thinking some intruder had made into her room somehow. She was on the bed thrashing about screaming ‘no’. Logan almost tripped in his rush to get to her side. 

"Bella, Bella honey you need to wake up you're having a dream." 

"What, where am I...Logan, it’s you?" she seemed to half ask, her eyes still held fear in them. When he reached out to touch her forehead, she jerked away from his hand and tensed. "Please don't touch me,” she pleaded with tears in her eyes. Clearly whatever had upset her in her dream was still lingering.

"You were dreaming. I heard you from the room down the hall. Are you ok? You were screaming ‘no’ to someone. Did someone hurt you Bella? Who was it?"

Bella sat up feeling battered with questions, she took the defensive stance. "I'm fine Logan, forget it, ok? It was just a dream, nothing to worry about. I have them sometimes. Ok?"

"You had me scared Bella, it looked like you were fighting someone when I walked in. Are you sure you're alright?"

"Yes but can you...can you stay with me until I fall asleep again, please." He knew it was a bad idea but the way she pleaded with him with her eyes did him in. Whatever had scared this beautiful woman needed to be vanquished, and if he was the man to do it, so be it.

"Sure, I promise to stay on my side of the bed even." He lay down on the opposite side of the bed, only to be greeted with Bella snuggling up to his chest.

"I'm kind of cold, do you mind if I use some of your heat,” she giggled.

Fuck, she giggled and his cock jumped to attention. What the hell was it about this woman’s giggle that made Mr. Happy want to come out and play? Down boy she doesn't
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