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CHAPTER ONE – A BLAST FROM THE PAST
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THE BEEP OF HER CELL phone sliced through her concentration, and she scowled. What the fuck now? she cursed.   

The damn phone had been ringing all day, interrupting her work. Every time she checked, it was a private number. She never answered to private numbers.

Curious, Fiona glanced at the screen and saw a message – of course, from another damn private number. Or maybe the same private number. Her black eyebrows arched in annoyance. 

What the heck? Someone really wanted to tell me something, she reflected and decided to listen to the message. 

Answer to the fucking phone, Fi. If not, you won’t like the consequences. 

Fiona’s blue eyes widened at the direct threat. Uneasiness crept in her mind. 

That very second, the phone rang again and she winced. She thought not to answer, at first. She didn’t react well to threats, and never backed down in confrontations. Yet, her curiosity was aroused now. 

She slid the bar on the screen and answered, “Hello!”

For a second, she heard just someone breathing, and, with a disgusted frown, considered she’d better ring off. Before she could do it, a throaty manly voice reached her ears.

“Fucking difficult to get to you, Fi.”

Fiona froze in shock. She knew that voice. She’d thought she’d forgotten it, but she was wrong. 

“Logan,” she said quietly. 

“Yes, Logan,” he replied in a mocking voice. “I see you still remember me, you two-timing bitch,” he pushed through his gritted teeth.

“If you talk to me like that, this discussion is over,” she replied very matter-of-factly. 

She’d never taken abuse of any kind, and she wasn’t about to start then. 

“You don’t dictate conditions anymore, little girl,” Logan replied in a soft voice. 

He always would call her little girl and, every single time, her insides would melt. Hell, just a look from him, and she would melt.

“I do dictate the conditions of my interactions with people,” she snapped. “You know me, and nothing’s changed.”

His throaty laughter filled the line, and forgotten butterflies came back to life. Her nipples puckered, and she cursed the predictable reaction of her body to that sexy laughter.

“Not anymore. You made a fool of me once, but that’s in the past. I want payback now,” he said in a terse voice.

“What the heck are you talking about, Logan? I think I paid enough,” she inquired, her puzzlement very clear in her voice.

“Still playing games, I see,” he remarked drily. “Well, not for long, Fi. I’ll make you to be honest for once in your life,” he assured her in an authoritative voice.

“Are you out of your mind? What the hell are you talking about? When did I play games with you? I think you forgot you were the one who left and even had the guts to ask I returned the money you paid for the vacation in Mexico. Did you suffer a blow to the head?” she replied in a mean voice. 

She felt like a shrew, but it didn’t matter. Logan had hurt her, and not only because he’d left. He hadn’t even bothered to tell her directly he’d had enough and wanted out. 

She didn’t really care he’d asked her to pay for the trip in Mexico. She’d have paid from the beginning if he’d said something. 

“I asked money from you,” he said with bewilderment.

“Have you had a loss of memory?” she inquired sarcastically. “Anyway, get to the point, I have work to do and don’t have time to waste.”

“With the likes of me?” he growled.

“You said it, not me,” she shrugged, as if he could see her. 

“Doesn’t matter,” he replied in a hard voice. “I’ll be there in half an hour, Fi. To tell you how you’d pay. I’m done forgiving and forgetting.”

“What to forgive, you muddle head?” Fiona shouted. “I’m the one who should say that. Don’t come here, you hear me? I have work to do, and I definitely don’t want to see you.”

“Half an hour, Fi,” Logan warned her. “And you’ll answer the fucking door if you don’t want all your neighbors watch the show,” he said and disconnected the call. 

Fiona froze, watching the phone. She wasn’t afraid of him. Logan was a tough guy. There was the truth of it. Yet, he’d never abused her or any other woman for that matter. 

She was afraid of herself. Her body always reacted very strongly to Logan, and she’d never been able to resist the darn hunk. 

It’d been almost two years since she saw him last time, and, damn him, he made it impossible for her to enjoy another guy.

She became aware her fingers shook with anticipation and sighed disgusted with herself. Then, she remembered Logan said half an hour and she jumped off her chair. 

She’d been working for about two days, with a four hour break in between and she hadn’t bother to shower. She had a deadline and her job was on the line. She could get another, but she liked this one. It offered enough challenges. 

She touched her hair. It hung dull, and she needed to shower, and fast. Logan had many flaws, but lack of punctuality was not one of them. 
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CHAPTER TWO – A NOVA 
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A FIST BUMPED INTO her front door repeatedly. Logan had never been too patient. Well, maybe just in bed. 

Fiona looked around frantically. She had just gotten out of the shower and started drying herself with a towel. She thought she’d had more time. 

She knew Logan and his stubbornness. He matched her very well in that department. If he promised to offer a show to the neighbors, nothing would stop him. Not even the thought that someone might call the cops.

She gave up drying herself properly and forgot about drying or combing her hair. She rushed down the stairs, wrapping herself in the towel. 

When she got to the front door, Logan had already started shouting her name, in between the hard knocks on the wood. 

She didn’t give herself time to think. She opened the door hurriedly, caught his wrist and pulled him inside. 

She noticed Mrs. Bart from across the street immediately. She had already come out to see what all the racket was about. Fiona didn’t bother to check for other neighbors.

She closed the door immediately, so the old biddy couldn’t see she was almost naked, and then turned to Logan. 

Her mouth dried instantly. Logan had always been a hunk – broad shoulders, well defined abs, bulging muscles, and thick thighs. Now, he looked meaner, stronger and, what the hell, much more tempting. 

His black and intense eyes scrutinized her, and she fidgeted on spot. They drilled deep into her soul, and every fiber of her body reacted, filled with excitement. 

Logan looked her from the top of her head to the bottom of her feet, taking his time in the middle. She blushed under his scrutiny, and her nipples puckered, leaving visible indentations in the towel. 

Logan’s nostrils flared, his eyes, narrowed and he licked his bottom lip. He looked up at her and said softly, “Hi, Fi. Long time, huh?”

She didn’t even have the time to nod. The next seconds, his fingers burrowed in between the towel and her skin and he jerked the towel off. 

He pushed her to the wall, and his hard mouth was on hers in a second, cajoling her lips to open for his tongue. He thrust his tongue inside her mouth, and at the first touch of his tongue on her, she moaned ruggedly and slid her arms around his neck.

It was like coming home. She’d compared all the men after Logan to him, and all fell out short, all two of them. With one, she didn’t even go all the way. What was the point, when she knew she’d be left unfulfilled?

Fiona welcomed the hard thrusts of his tongue, and aligned her naked body to the hard planes of his. His fingers held her face captive and he feasted on his mouth. She sucked his tongue and stroked it with hers. Their teeth clanked when he tried to find a different angle, to deepen the kiss. 

When he realized she’d given in and kissed him hungrily, he lowered one of his hands, stroking the length of her neck, and down toward her breast. He covered the plump boob with his wide hand and molded to his satisfaction. 

While nibbling to her lips, his fingers found her nipple and pulled. She moaned again and he sucked her lower lip in his mouth. His fingers rolled her nipple and pulled at it, until her moans became more desperate. 

He pinned her to the wall with his chest, continuing to taste her mouth. His other hand slid along the side of her body. His fingers burrowed in the generous flash on her hip and slid behind her, covering one cheek of her ass, patting it and squeezing it hard.  

Fiona enjoyed his mouth, sucking on hers, and then, wandering to her ear, where he sank his teeth in her lobe. She yelped, but hundreds of sparks exploded inside her. 

She felt the planes of his chest pressing over her and his fingers tormenting her nipple. Ripples of lightning shot through her. 

She felt his cock, straining at the fly of his pants. It was long and hard, and pulsated when she touched it hesitantly. 

Logan’s hand left her ass and, without warning, he thrust two fingers inside her and this time, she couldn’t stop a cry, which he swallowed with his voracious mouth. His tongue thrust inside her mouth again, in the same rhythm he drove his fingers inside her pussy to the hilt. His thumb rolled over her clit, while the fingers on her nipples squeezed it and pulled it hard. She moaned in his mouth again, and he growled. 

He left her nipple alone to open his fly, carefully. Yet, the fingers inside her never stopped thrusting and turning around, to reach the most sensitive spots. 

Fiona wanted to close her eyes – the sensations were so strong, she couldn’t even focus on keeping her eyes open. 

“Oh, no, little girl,” Logan growled. “Open those big blue eyes for me,” he nudged her. “Haven’t you missed my cock?” he teased.

Fi nodded, and with effort, she opened her eyes and looked down between them. His cock was long and thick. She touched the head, and it pulsated under her finger. 

Logan growled, leaned over her, and whispered, “Next time, I’ll fuck your beautiful mouth, Fi. I can’t wait to push my cock in there and feel your tongue on me. But not today,” he said and pushed his pants down his hips. 

He lifted one of her legs and draped it around his hip. He guided the engorged cock to her pussy with his other hand, and pushed hard, to the hilt. 

The feeling was so sharp that Fiona wailed. Logan covered her mouth with his, instantly, and swallowed her shouts. 

Logan waited a few seconds. The snug fit drove him crazy, and he didn’t want to
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