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Chapter One


Jacob

My arms were stretched above my head,
held by lined metal cuffs dangling from the ceiling, my feet
fastened securely to the wooden floor by the cuffs around my
ankles. My body was stretched tight, my muscles elongated,
strained, but my breathing was sure and steady, my heart beat a
constant tempo in my chest. Sweat beaded on my forehead and when
the thin bamboo cane came down against my shoulders for the tenth
time my eyes rolled back in my head. It felt so fucking good. My
hard-on was throbbing, the skin over it pulled tight. I looked down
at my cock, the head was purple, pre-cum leaking from the
slit.

My eyes shifted to the woman kneeling
directly across from me, Willow, her strawberry blond hair flowing
past her shoulders, to partially hide her full perky size D
breasts. Her large pink nipples peeked through the veil of her
hair. Her green eyes lifted from my cock to my eyes. “Jacob,” she
whispered heatedly, licking those pink plump lips. A slight tremor
ran through her as she watched me.

“Are you ready for her to ease you?” a
deep male voice asked close to my ear. Goosebumps lifted on my skin
and I groaned. The bastard laughed.

“No, not yet,” I answered hoarsely.
The woman whimpered and the male Dom laughed again.

“Then we’ll continue,” he proclaimed
before bringing the cane down on my back twice more in quick
succession.

I sighed in pleasure. I felt like I
was floating on a cloud of pleasure/pain. The bite of the cane
stung; stung like a son of a bitch, but the pain morphed into an
intense pleasure that had me relaxing and wanting to beg for more.
The pain centered me like nothing else could. The sadist Dom ran
the cane down the length of my cock and lightly tapped the head
twice, making it bob up and down. It stung but made me groan with
pleasure too.

After a time of several more strikes
against my body, he asked again, “Are you ready for her to ease
you?” bringing the cane down across my chest one more
time.

I closed my eyes and clenched my ass
cheeks to stop from coming. “Please Jacob,” the soft plea came from
Willow, who still kneeled across the small distance separating
us.

“Crawl,” I instructed heavily opening
my eyes. She bent placing her hands flat on the floor, and began to
work her way over to me. She never took those green eyes off me.
When she was within inches of me she came back to her knees and
grasped my hips in those small soft hands. She nuzzled my cock with
her cheek, purring softly, her eyes closing.

She slipped those plump lips around my
cock and began to suck, hard, just as the Dom started to rain slaps
of the cane against my ass. I called out loudly, not being able to
stay quiet. My body didn’t know in which direction to pivot. Toward
the hot wet mouth working me over so expertly or toward the cane
that was bringing me such exquisite pain.

The last blow of the cane came down
just as she scraped her nail over that thin layer of skin between
my balls and ass and her teeth rubbed the head of my dick. I didn’t
fight the explosion. I came with a loud shout, pushing my dick as
far as it would go into her waiting mouth. She hummed and swallowed
everything I gave her, her hands tightening on my waist.

The Dom waited till I opened my eyes
again before coming into my line of vision. “Ok?” he asked placing
his hand on my shoulder.

“God yeah. Thank you Tommy,” I said
with gratitude. He smiled at me then began to unhook my wrist. I
cringed a little at the tingling in my arms as I slowly lowered
them. I immediately buried my hands in the soft tresses of the
woman kneeling before me. I pulled her head back so she could see
my face.

“Unhook my ankles baby,” I instructed,
and she quickly complied. I brought her to her feet wrapping her in
my arms. My still hard cock brushed up against her bare
stomach.

“Upstairs. Your ass is mine,” I told
her gruffly. She nodded leaning into me. I picked her up, throwing
her over my shoulder and headed for the stairs.

“Jacob!” she admonished slapping my
ass.

“Really?” I growled. I gave her ass
cheek a mighty slap making her cry out. I then palmed the cheek,
sliding my fingers through her crack, down to her wet pussy,
collecting her juices. I slipped my fingers inside of her, further
lubricating them, then brought them back to her anus. I pushed the
two fingers in quick and deep making her clench, cry out and moan
simultaneously.

I kicked open the door of
one of the suites in the BDSM club, Haven, where we initiated our play.
I brought the woman in my arms to the spanking bench in the center
of the room and draped her over it, commanding, “Don’t
move.”

I went back to the door, closed and
locked it then went to the table in the corner of the room and
picked up a tube of lubricant. Those sexy green eyes followed my
every move. When I approached her she licked her lips and her body
shuddered.

“Do you want this?” I asked her
grasping my cock in my right hand, running my fist up and down the
length of it.

“Yes, please,” she moaned, watching
me. She was panting, her eyes glassy with desire.

“It’s gonna be your ass tonight
Willow, and I’m not feeling particularly easy going. It’ll be rough
baby,” I warned her. This was her chance to use the out I always
provided her.

“Jacob, please. Take me now,” she
begged, widening her stance and pushing her ass out
more.

I walked behind her running my hand
down her neck to her hip then to her ass cheeks. I opened the tube
of lube and squirted a healthy amount on my cock. I massaged the
gel all over it, ensuring I was well lubricated, I didn’t want to
hurt her. I spread her cheeks, lining myself up with her small
rosette and pushed just the head in. Her back bowed and she gave a
high mewling cry. I closed my hand around the back of her neck,
holding her down on the bench.

“You’re gonna take all of me Willow.
Every fucking inch,” I growled, sliding more of myself into her
backside. Her little hands had a death grip on the bench and her
backside was clutching me tighter than a fist.

“Breathe Willow, don’t clench baby.”
She took a deep breath, relaxing her muscles and I slipped a few
more inches inside that hot, tight cavern. I pulled out slightly
and slid back in gaining another inch.

“Jacob!” she mewled, pushing back
against me, taking more of me with her movement.

“Almost there baby. Just a little
more.” I pulled almost all the way out then slammed back in. She
took my nine inches completely. She screamed, bucking against me. I
reached down with my left hand and started strumming her hard
little clit as I worked myself in and out of her. Her cries, moans
and pleading were music to my ears. I bottomed out on each thrust
and the grip she had on me was heaven and hell.

“Ah, Will, I love fucking this ass.
It’s so hot and tight. I want to come the minute I bury my dick in
you,” I told her as I pinched her clit and she wailed. I slipped
two fingers inside her wet little cunt and even there she was tight
as a vise. I worked her with my fingers as I fucked her sweet ass,
bringing myself to the brink then backing off time and time again.
I picked up the tempo, fucking her with both my cock and my
fingers.

She came with a loud curse and I
couldn’t hold back any longer. I gripped her hips and started
fucking her with abandonment. I couldn’t stop the grunting or the
curses that escaped. When she reached back with her hand and sank
her nails into my thigh, I came like a shot. Black dots danced
before my eyes.

“Fucking hell!” I cursed coming down
over her. I rested my head on her back for a moment till the black
dots disappeared. I picked my head up and placed a kiss between her
shoulder blades before pulling out of her. She gave a low
moan.

“Shower,” she muttered coming to her
feet slowly.

“Ok baby.” I picked her up and carried
her to the connected bathroom. I sat her on the counter then turned
to the shower to start the water flowing. I adjusted the
temperature then turned back to her. She was twisting her fingers
together, staring down at her hands. I walked up to her and
situated myself between her bare thighs.

“Was I too rough?” I asked with
concern, picking her chin up. Those big eyes blinked.

She shook her head.” You were perfect.
I loved it.”

“Then what's wrong sweetheart?” I
asked, cupping her cheek in my palm.

“Was I enough?” she murmured quietly,
worriedly.

Shit! I’d never wanted her to ever
worry about such a thing.” Baby, you know you are. You’re
everything,” I told her sincerely.

She shook her head. “Not everything.
You called his name out in your sleep again last night,” she said
softly.

Fuck! I ran my hands over my head,
absently reminding myself to shave my head. It was a little
prickly. “Baby. . . I’m sorry. So fucking sorry,” I apologized
heatedly. I never wanted to hurt the woman in front of
me.

She looked up at me, her eyes sad. She
reached out touching my bare chest with her soft little hand.
“Don’t apologize. I’m not hurt or mad. I’m worried about you.
Tonight was intense and I haven’t seen you want to hurt that badly
in a long while. He haunts you still and I worry. I want to be
enough to drive his demon away. I love you.”

I cupped her cheek in my palm. Willow,
my sweet, adventurous, open minded, understanding, patient, loving
Willow. I had no secrets with her. She knew everything about me and
she accepted me.

“I love you Willow. With everything in
me, I love you and you are enough baby. More than enough. I won’t
lie and say there are times I don’t miss him but he made his choice
and I have to accept that. I need to move on with my life and
that’s what I’m doing with you. I love you baby.”

She gave me a sweet smile. “I know you
do Jacob. I never doubt that. I just want to be enough for you. I
don’t want you to feel like you are missing out on something
because you are involved with me. Maybe a man….”

I kissed her hard, to stop whatever
she was going to say. I plundered her mouth, pulling her soft body
against my harder one. The kiss went on for ages and when I finally
pulled away, we were both panting. “No. He was ever the only one
and there will never be another. I’m not missing out on anything
being with you. I’m completely happy sweetheart,” I reassured
her.

Damien St. James had been the only man
that had ever interested me sexually and when I told her there
would never be another, I meant it.


Chapter Two


Willow

He carried me to the shower and
thoroughly washed me from head to toe. When he was done with me he
made quick work of washing and rinsing himself before pulling me
back into his arms.

He leaned his lips close to my ear and
licked the outer shell. His hand roamed down my full waist, over my
back side and down the back of my thighs. In one swift movement he
gripped me and lifted. “Wrap around me,” he instructed
hoarsely.

I did as he said, wrapping my legs
around his waist. It lined his cock directly up with my entrance.
With a quick thrust he was in me. Throwing my head back, I moaned
his name loudly as his fullness stretched me.

“I got you baby,” he said huskily
starting to work his hips. I couldn’t contain the sounds erupting
from me. I was stretched beyond the point of pain but it felt so
damn good. I didn’t know how he had the strength or the stamina to
take me again but I wasn’t complaining. Sex with Jacob was always a
little dirty, a little rough but oh so fucking good.

He leaned forward so that my shoulders
were against the tile wall of the shower. He moved his big hands
from my ass cheeks to my waist where he gripped me tight and
pounded inside of me over and over again. I came with a mighty
wail, my thighs tightening around his hips, while my channel
clinched around the cock that was buried inside me.

“Holy Fuck baby!” Jacob yelled as he
came hard. He leaned his forehead against my own, trying to catch
his breath. “I love you Willow. You are more than enough
baby.”

His words brought tears to
my eyes and they slipped free. Thankfully the shower was beating
down on us and he didn’t see them fall. I knew he believed what he
was telling me but I couldn’t help but feel that in fact, I wasn’t
enough. I knew in my gut he missed Damien, his last lover and his
very best friend. We had been coming to Haven more often in the past few
months so that the sadist Dom Tommy could work him over. He was
missing something and it wasn’t something I could give him. He
needed Damien. My ex special ops soldier was in need and it wasn’t
a need I could fulfill for him. That hurt me but I wouldn’t ever
tell him that.

When I’d met Jacob over two years ago,
he’d been coming out of a deep, dark place in his soul and I didn’t
want to see him slip back into himself. When I’d turned to see
who’d entered the coffee shop that day, my heart had nearly
stopped. A six foot eight inch, muscled, bald, tattooed, green eyed
god had walked into my life and stayed there.

The bruises and cuts on
his poor battered body had just begun to heal when he walked into
my shop. A few weeks prior he’d spent several hours in a place
known as The Dungeon paying sadists to work him
over because his longtime lover had refused to commit to him and
finally go public with their relationship.

We had no secrets from each other and
he meant everything to me. If there was something in this life that
he needed and it was in my power to give it to him, it would be
his. Damien had broken my soldier when nothing else ever could,
and, I wondered if Damien was the only one who could put him back
together.

“Come, let’s get out of
here and back home,” he said turning off the shower. I nodded
pulling away from him. When he turned his back to me I cringed. The
marks from the cane Tommy had used were still very much visible. I
reached out and gently touched one of the red lines. He stiffened
under my hand. I leaned in close, placing my lips against the mark.
He shuttered.

He turned to me, cupping my face in
his big hands. “I’m good,” he said simply. I turned my head so I
could kiss his palm.

I smiled at him and
nodded. He held my gaze for a moment more then reached over and
grabbed a towel to wrap me in. We quickly dried off and I ran my
fingers through my hair before braiding it. Jacob reached into the
duffle pulling out my jeans and a sweater, handing them over with
underwear and bra. I dressed, then folded the slip dress I’d worn
into Haven and
placed it in the bag. Once Jacob was dressed he took my hand and
led me out the room, then down the stairs.

“Want a drink?” he asked pausing by
the bar.

“No, I’d just like to get
home.”

“Ok, baby.” He waved to
Charlie, the bartender, as we passed by the bar and he escorted me
through the sliding wooden door. We stopped to collect our jackets
and my shoes. Subs weren’t allowed to wear shoes in the main room
of Haven. We went
through another door to the lobby where an older gentlemen was
behind a desk. He smiled up at Jacob then called for our car to be
brought around.

We waited in silence for the car and I
was relieved to see it come into sight. I was beyond tired and
ready for bed. Jacob held my door open for me and I climbed into
the BMW with a sigh. I leaned my head back on the headrest and
closed my eyes. Jacob got us underway before I felt his hand take
mine.

“Are you ok Willow?” he asked, quickly
looking over at me then back to the road. “Was I too hard on you?”
he asked again.

I smiled over at him. “You are always
hard on me,” I snickered, squeezing his hand. He laughed. “I’m fine
Jacob. Just really tired. It was a long day at the shop. I’m more
than ready for bed.”

He brought my hand to his lips and
kissed my knuckles. “Okay sweetheart.”

We didn’t talk the rest of the way to
our condo. I’d moved in with Jacob three months prior and things
were working out well. I’d been surprised when he asked me to move
in with him but it made sense. We were always together anyway, so
why not cohabitate?

Jacob pulled into our garage and shut
off the car. He came around to my side of the car and opened my
door. I took the offered hand and climbed out. Jacob pulled me
close, giving me a tender kiss. “Let’s get you to bed
baby.”

He led me through the condo, then
upstairs to our bedroom. He left me standing near the king size bed
and went to his dresser to pull out a t-shirt for me to sleep in. I
toed off my shoes and was working on removing my clothes when he
returned. He helped me pull the shirt over my head then unclasped
my bra. He thumbed my nipples making them peak. I couldn’t hold
back the moan. He looked down at me smiling, knowingly.

He pulled the t-shirt over my head,
then pulled the comforter back on the bed.

“Climb in,” he instructed.

I did as I was told and lying on my
side, watched him. He stripped out of his clothes and climbed into
bed behind me, curling himself around my body. I reached over to
touch the lamp to turn it off casting the room in
blackness.

“I love you,” I told him as my eyes
drifted close. He gave me a light squeeze.

“Love you too sweetheart.” He kissed
the back of my head giving me another squeeze. “Sleep.”

I lay in the darkness surrounded by
the man I loved, thinking of how I could help him. The only answer
that came to me was Damien. I somehow had to get Damien back in
Jacob’s life, but how did I go about doing that? But, would I lose
Jacob to Damien in the end?


Chapter Three


Jacob

I walked into Willow’s coffee shop
just as my phone went off again. Digging it out of my pocket I
looked down at it. It was Damien again, for the third time today. I
hit the cancel button, then buried it back in my pocket before
sitting at the counter. Willow was at the other end of the long
counter helping another customer so she hadn’t noticed me
yet.

There was a part of me that was
itching to know what he wanted, but the part of me that was still
recovering told me it was best not to answer.

Our last time together, was over two
years ago. We’d only briefly crossed paths since then and had been
cordial and polite to each other. The need, the hunger for his
touch was ever present but I wasn’t going to go back there. He’d
chosen his career over me and that was ok. It didn’t mean I had to
sit at home and pine for him. I’d moved on, or so I kept telling
myself.

“What’s got you thinking so
hard?”

I turned my head and smiled. Willow
placed a cup of black coffee and a chocolate chip cookie in front
of me.

“Damien has called three times today,”
I informed her. She lifted her brow just as my phone buzzed again.
I sighed.

“Talk to him. It might be important
Jacob,” Willow suggested pulling away from the counter, and giving
me a pointed look.

I pulled my phone out of my pocket and
got up from my stool to head out the front door.

“Yeah?” I said in a way of
greeting.

“Jesus man, don’t you ever answer the
damn phone anymore?” Damien blurted.

“What do you need Damien?” I asked
instead of answering him. My heart was thumping against my chest,
but I hoped my voice sounded distant and cold.

“Belle told me that she can’t get you
to commit to Dad’s retirement party. He’d really love for you to be
there Jay,” Damien said, using his nickname for me. I rubbed my
head.

“I don’t know. I’m kinda busy these
days,” I deflected. Truth was, I was hoping to avoid seeing him.
I’d been having dreams of him lately and it was driving me crazy.
Apparently I was also calling out for him in my fucking sleep. It
was fucking with my mind and I didn’t like it.

“Jay, please.” Damien’s voice changed.
It wasn’t his usual hard ass, dominant tone. This one was pleading.
“It would mean a lot to him, and me, if you came. Please,” he said
again.

I sighed. Damien’s dad was like a
second father to me. He treated me like a son, a real son, unlike
my own father. I couldn’t disappoint the old man. “Ok. Put me down
for two. I’ll get the details from Belle.” I didn’t say goodbye,
just disconnected the call. I took a few deep breaths then called
Belle for the particulars on the retirement party.

After I concluded my call with Belle,
I walked back into the coffee shop and took my seat. Willow came
back from the rear of the shop giving me a smile.

“Everything ok?” she asked stacking
cups under the counter.

“Yeah, he called to invite me to his
dad’s retirement party. Its next weekend.”

“And are you going to go?”

I nodded. “We, we are going to go.
You’ll need a dress. It’s formal,” I informed her.

“Okay. Maybe I can go shopping with
Belle.”

“She’d love that. She hasn’t been out
much since the twins were born.”

“I’ll give her a call tonight. So what
are you doing here? Why aren’t you at the office?” she asked
curiously.

“I wanted to see you, make
sure you were doing ok.” I’d been pretty hard on her the night
before at Haven.
She’d been up before the sun this morning to get to the coffee
shop, so I didn’t have a chance to check in on her.

She cupped my cheek and gave me a
sweet smile. “I’m perfectly fine Jacob. You worry too much
baby.”

“Did I call for him again?” I inwardly
cringed. I just knew the damn answer but I wanted her to confirm
it.

She sighed and nodded. “It’s ok. Maybe
you should make time to really talk to him Jacob. Get off your
chest whatever is weighing on you.”

I shook my head. “There’s nothing
weighing on me. I don’t know what the hell is going on. I’m so
sorry Willow.”

“Jacob…” she started, but I shook my
head. I wasn’t going to open myself back up to Damien. I said
everything I needed to say two years ago. Whatever we had was over
and it would stay that way.

“I need to get back to the R&D
guys. I’ll see you at home tonight. I’ll bring home dinner so don’t
worry about making anything.” I stood up and leaned over the
counter, placing a gentle kiss to her lips. “I love
you.”

“I love you too,” she said returning
my kiss.

I left the coffee shop and headed back
to Kane Industries. Two and a half years earlier I’d been on the
security team for one of my best friends, Belle Anderson, now Kane.
There’d been a lunatic after her and he’d even succeeded in
kidnapping her. She’d gotten away, not unharmed, but she’d taken
her captor out herself. After the threat was gone and the reporters
had found better things to do, she demanded that I find something
better to do with my time than babysit her. I smiled at the memory.
At the time, she was seven months pregnant with twins, but with
hands on her hips she essentially told me to fuck off and find
something better to do with myself. Her husband, the one and only
Sebastian Kane, billionaire extraordinaire, had hired me as a full
time consultant in his R&D department for the military gear
department. I didn’t think I’d enjoy a nine to five job but as it
turned out I was wrong. It put my engineering degree to good use
and I was helping protect our men and women in the military and
armed forces. Hell, some of our gear was even being used in the
private sector. I was happy, content and very much in love with my
girlfriend. Why the hell I was dreaming and calling out for Damien
was beyond me.

We’d said our piece to each other.
He’d chosen his career of being one of Seattle’s most successful
attorneys over having a relationship with me. I got it, I really
did but that didn’t mean it didn’t hurt like a bitch. I loved him
with everything in me but I hadn’t been enough for him to include
me in his career goals.

When I’d first met Willow I was afraid
I was rebounding, but she’d come to mean more to me than even my
love for Damien. I didn’t put a label on my sexuality. Was I bi?
Who the hell knew? Damien had been the only man I’d ever been
attracted to or had had sex with. Then I’d met Willow and she’d
brought sunshine and light back into my life. She made me laugh,
think and want to be a better man. The kind of man she’d be proud
and happy to have on her arm. She accepted me, warts and all and I
loved her with every fiber of my being. I needed to figure out what
the hell the dreams were about and put Damien back in the box where
he belonged.


Chapter Four


Willow

Another wave of dizziness hit me as I
looked around the beautifully decorated ballroom. Hundreds of
guests milled around. Belle had done a wonderful job in the
planning and execution of Mr. St. James’ retirement party. He’d yet
to make his speech, so dinner hadn’t been served. My dizziness was
telling me I needed to get food- soon.

I left Jacob with the other men
talking shop and started to make my way to the table where several
types of appetizers were laid out. I needed protein or my dizziness
would only get worse. I’d been so busy at the coffee shop that I’d
skipped lunch. A mistake I was coming to regret.

I’d almost reached the table when a
bout of dizziness hit me so hard making my knees buckle. The room
spun around and in a desperate effort to stay on my feet, I grabbed
the arm of the nearest person.

“Whoa there sweetheart, are you ok?”
The deep voice asked as strong fingers wrapped around my
biceps.

I looked up into a very handsome face,
whose blue eyes were filled with concern. “I need to sit,” I said
shakily.

“Of course,” the stranger said leading
me to a table and pulling a chair out for me. He knelt in front of
me, holding onto my shaking hands.

“I don’t smell alcohol, so are you
diabetic? What can I do to help?”

“Anemic,” I said softly. “Forgot to
eat lunch. I need protein,” I replied hesitantly, taking deep
breaths, trying not to faint.

“Sit tight. I’ll be right back,” the
handsome stranger said, releasing my hands and walking away
quickly. I clasped my hands together trying to keep them from
shaking but I knew it wouldn’t stop till I got food in my empty
stomach.

He was back quickly with a plate in
his hands. He knelt in front of me again and took a peeled cocktail
shrimp from the plate bringing it up to my lips. “Take a bite,” he
instructed gently.

I bit into it and chewed, swallowing
the meat down. I looked down at the plate. He had several shrimp, a
few slices of thinly sliced steak, cheese, and nuts. He brought a
slice of the steak to my lips and I took it into my mouth gently.
He kept alternating between the selections till most of the food
was gone from the plate. My hands weren’t shaking as badly and the
room had stopped spinning around me.

Now that I could see him clearly and
could focus, his face was a sight to behold. Blondish-brown hair
topped his head. His eyes were a deep sea blue and he had a few
laugh lines at the corners. His nose was a little crooked, probably
from being broken, full lips and a full nicely trimmed beard on his
jawline. He wasn’t classically handsome, more rugged looking but
the tux did a good job of disguising the ruggedness about
him.

“Better?” he asked picking my hand up
into his after placing the plate on the table.

“Much. Thank you.” I noticed that we
were getting stares from some of the other guests. “I’m sorry for
disturbing you.”

“How?” He asked quirking a
brow.

“Making a scene. People are watching
us,” I explained pulling my gaze away from him.

He shrugged nonchalantly but didn’t
take his eyes off me. “I’m more concerned with you than what anyone
else is looking at.”

I smiled at him, in reassurance. “I’m
fine, now,” I began, when I heard my name being called.

“Willow,” Jacob said walking up to us.
He looked down quizzically at the stranger and our joined hands.
“What’s going on?” he asked gruffly, confusion written all over his
face.


Chapter Five


Damien

I released the woman’s hand and stood
up to my full six foot six inches. Jacob was taller than me by two
inches, the bastard. He looked good. The tux he had on fit him like
a glove and his bald head shone in the overhead lights. There was
just a hint of the tattoos that I knew covered both his arms and
back, peeking through at the collar and wrists of the
tux.

Her name was Willow. I smiled over at
her. She was beautiful. Her strawberry blond hair was piled high on
her head so I couldn’t be sure of the length. Her green eyes
suddenly watched me a little warily whereas, just a moment ago,
they were drinking me up. She stood about five seven and was damn
curvy. The black dress she had on showcased her full bust nicely. I
was guessing she was a D cup at least.

“I almost fainted,” Willow said
looking up at Jacob and releasing me from her stare.

“You two know each other?” I asked. I
was extremely interested in knowing how they knew each
other.

“You might say that,” Jacob grumbled,
as he knelt in front of Willow much like I had done. “Are you ok,
baby?” he cupped her cheek with his big palm.

“I’m better,” she told him with a
smile. She looked over at me. “I’m sorry, I don’t know your
name.”

“Damien St. James,” I said holding












cover.jpg
G/J Cox





