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Chapter 1
 Seraphina
“One of these places is going to have to do, however disgustingly awful it may be,” I told myself firmly, as I sat on the tube train one afternoon in September. I quickly scanned again the details of the three rooms I’d managed to track down as possibilities to rent for my final year at university. They were all in a suitably cheap, and therefore rough area of London, but they were near enough for me to be able to walk to my lectures at Central Saint Martin’s College of Art and Design, where I was about to start the final year of my BA Graphic Design degree.
The snotty cow in the university accommodation office had tutted disapprovingly at me having left it this close to the start of term to find somewhere to live when I asked her for a list of approved places. What she didn't appreciate was that I had to save up the deposit that’s always required by landlords, on top of all my normal living costs, so I’d had to work through the summer holidays before I could sort out somewhere to live.
I’d spent the summer sleeping rent free on my friend Abbey’s sofa, but it was not a long term option. Her parents had paid the rent for her to keep the house for the whole year instead of just term time, but it was already bursting at the seams with five other girls sharing, some of whom had made it pretty plain they thought I’d outstayed my welcome.
I could have taken out a student account overdraft with the bank to use for a deposit, but I preferred to just manage on my student loan - that was more than enough debt to deal with as far as I was concerned. And no way was I going down the path of taking out a credit card and running up huge debts on that as a millstone round my neck. So I preferred to live frugally and keep within my means as far as possible.
I’d set aside the small nest egg my mum had left me when she passed away, resolving that it was only to be used for absolute essentials, such as the new laptop I’d had to buy when my old one had finally died, and the photographic equipment I needed for my course. I hated this feeling of living hand to mouth, but realistically I knew it couldn’t be helped when you didn’t have wealthy middle class parents to support you through university.
I’d never really known my father. He’d been killed in an accident on the building site where he was working when I was only two years old, so I don't remember much about him at all. It meant it was just my mum and me when I was growing up, and so we were very close. She never re-married – she simply focussed all her energy on bringing me up. There was a very strong bond between us as we were so similar, both having the same creative, artistic nature.
Then, when I’d only just turned eighteen, my mum was killed as she was crossing the road one day. She was hit by a stolen car that was being pursued by the police, and of course it didn’t stop at a pedestrian crossing. My mum was killed instantly. When it happened and she was taken from me so suddenly, I felt as if my whole world had fallen apart, and it took a long time before I was able to function reasonably normally – most of the time I just operated on automatic pilot.
But the strange thing was, although she was no longer physically with me, sometimes I heard her voice in my head, as if she was trying to guide and help me. My Irish Grandmother said she could see Mum’s aura surrounding me, but she was trying to make me feel better I think. She said all sorts of weird things like that, and my Irish cousins all believed she had special powers, but I thought they were just old superstitions that they liked to cling to.
So sadly, Mum wasn’t around to help me celebrate when I got my place at Central Saint Martin’s, which is where she’d always hoped I would end up studying after my foundation course, and she wasn’t there to support me through the three years of hard work a graphic design degree demanded. This wish of hers, to see me follow her dream, was what drove me on when the pressure of trying to keep my head above water all the time became almost unbearable, and I was tempted to give up and just get a full time job to earn enough money to live more comfortably on.
I glanced up and realised we’d nearly reached my stop on the tube, so I hastily started gathering all my belongings together. I’d come straight from my lunch time waitressing job, and I was loaded up with several bags to carry.
I’d noticed a tall, blonde haired guy sitting opposite smiling at me. He was wearing faded blue jeans that looked effortlessly casual, but had probably cost a small fortune, along with a tight fitting, plain white T shirt with just a tiny logo on the chest that denoted the expensive brand. He was hot, no question. He could have been a model, or at least one of those types who worked at Hollister or Abercrombie and Fitch, but I ignored him all the same.
The guy stretched out his long legs so that they took up a lot of the space in the confined area of the train carriage. He was quite a lean build, as if he hadn’t quite finished growing to fill out his frame yet. He looked to be in his early twenties, the same as me. His dirty blonde hair was messy and tousled, he had cheek bones to die for, and as he smiled, his soft blue eyes twinkled at me. Yep, he was seriously gorgeous, and yep, he was definitely smiling at me. Too bad I hadn’t got time for distractions like him in my life.
Guys seemed to find me reasonably attractive, but the trouble was my looks were often a hindrance to being taken seriously. Most men didn’t seem able to see the real person behind the supposedly pretty face, assuming that if you had looks, you couldn’t possibly have a brain as well. And women were often even worse. They could be bitchy and assumed I was some kind of a man eater, which couldn’t be further from the truth. I wasn’t interested in their men. I didn’t have the time or the space in my life for any kind of a boyfriend, although I did have friends, some of whom happened to be boys.
I inherited my looks from my mother’s Celtic side of the family. My grandmother and cousins still lived in Ireland, but my mother had come over to London to study art and design – until she fell in love and had ended up pregnant at just eighteen years of age, and so had given up her studies to get married and have me.
However she had never lost her imaginative nature, hence her choice of name for me - Seraphina. She said she’d chosen something unusual to balance out our very boring surname of Jones. But sometimes bland can be good; sometimes I’d cursed her for giving me the unconventional name of Seraphina, because it hadn’t helped me to blend in at school at all, and that’s why I preferred using Sera most of the time.
I have dark brown curly hair, which I keep long and basically just let do its own thing, as it’s far cheaper and easier than having it cut into the latest fashionable style. Most of the time I wear it pulled back out of the way in some kind of a ponytail or braid or updo. Thanks to my Celtic ancestry, I have unfashionably pale skin which never tans, and I have green eyes. Witches eyes, my friend Abbey calls them. I’m not sure if that’s a compliment or not, considering her extreme tastes. She dyes her hair a none too subtle shade of bright red, has assorted tattoos and piercings and chooses to wear clashing colours and patterns, as befits a fashion design student.
I’m lucky because we’re about the same size, so she passes on the rejects from her very extensive wardrobe to me when she gets bored of them, and they’re always a very welcome addition. Due to my very restricted income, my wardrobe consists largely of Abbey’s cast offs, charity shop finds, and outfits sourced from the very cheapest shops and market stalls in London. I like to think I’ve developed a talent for picking outfits that look more expensive than they really are, and sometimes just a simple adaption such as changing the cheap buttons or adding a belt can make a huge difference. Like most girls, I love clothes, but I can’t afford designer labels, and in any case I really don’t think they’re worth the ridiculous price tags.
I like to mix up styles to make quirky, unusual outfits – why wear boring clothes when you don’t have to? And anyway, at Art College it’s the norm, in fact it’s expected that you dress pretty outrageously. So I count myself lucky to have a kind and generous friend like Abbey, who has a very extensive and eclectic wardrobe that she’s happy to share with me. She also has the most wicked sense of humour. She loves to shock people with her sometimes outrageous behaviour, which is not always that hard to do. She claims to be bisexual, and happily experiments with some fairly liberated behaviour which I try not to be too shocked by.
As the train reached my stop, I stood up with my bags, and hefted them onto my shoulders. I clutched the sheet of directions I’d printed out, ready to find my way from the station to the first house on my list.
I made my way over to the doors as they opened onto the platform, and headed for the escalator. As I reached the top and walked over to the exit barrier, I fumbled around to find my handbag, which had my tube pass in it. I felt a sickening surge of panic sweep over me as I failed to locate it. Crap, where the hell was it? I frantically searched through all the bags I was carrying, but my handbag wasn’t there.
“No, no, no, please tell me I did not leave it on the train,” I yelled at myself. “You stupid idiot!”
Everything of importance was in my handbag – my purse with my money and cards, my phone, and my battered old iPod. Worst of all, it also contained my USB memory stick with all my course work on it. No use to anyone else, but irreplaceable to me. I felt tears pricking in my eyes, which was stupid. What good would bursting into tears do?
“Shit. Now I can’t even get out of the station, or phone anyone to come and help,” I cursed in frustration.
“Is this what you’re looking for?”
I looked up to see the tall blonde guy from the train standing there. I felt my knees literally sag with relief as I saw him holding out my handbag – it was one of my favourites, a large brown suede one with long tassels. How on earth I could have left it behind I couldn't imagine.
“Yes! Oh, thank you so much, you have no idea how relieved I am,” I exclaimed, as I heaved a huge sigh of relief, and went over to retrieve it from him.
“When I saw you’d left it behind, I called out, but you didn’t hear me, and of course I didn’t know your name to get your attention,” he explained with a rather laid back drawl to his voice that immediately screamed of an affluent middle class background. “So I tried to follow, but with all the crowds of people I lost sight of you.”
“Lucky I was trapped on this side of the barrier then. I couldn’t get out because my pass is in my handbag,” I explained, as I smiled back. “I really can’t thank you enough. Practically my whole life is in that bag.”
“Ah, so what’s it worth to get it back?” Blonde guy teased, as he kept hold of it.
“My eternal, undying gratitude. Will that do?” I replied with a cheeky grin, as I reached over and grabbed my bag back from him.
“Hmm, I’m not sure about that. How about a date instead?”
“I don't think so,” I laughed. “I don't go on dates with total strangers.” Cheeky sod.
“Well, I think I've proved that I’m a very honest and trustworthy individual, seeing as I've gone to all this effort to return your bag, rather than rifle through it to steal all your valuables.”
“You wouldn’t have found much of value in there, I can assure you,” I scoffed.
“I could just buy you a coffee instead if you prefer, we don't have to call it a date. You look pretty shaken up, so I think a shot of caffeine is definitely called for.”
“I told you. I don't go anywhere with strangers.”
“I’m not a stranger. I’m just a friend you haven't met yet.”
“Where on earth did you dig that chat up line from?” I couldn’t help laughing at the faux serious expression on blonde guy’s face.
“My housemate, Toby, has this book ‘The World's Stupidest Chat-up Lines’, and I’ve been studying it. I've been dying to use that particular one for ages.”
“I think you should probably forget about the book, or at least give it back to your housemate.”
“You’re probably right. Look, I’m James Starr, but everyone calls me Jamie. So now we’re not strangers are we?”
“No, I suppose we’re not. I’m Seraphina Jones, but everyone calls me Sera. Look, I really am grateful you returned my bag, but I have to go now, or I’ll be late for an appointment.”
“Where are you headed, Sera? Maybe I can point you in the right direction? I live around here, so I know most of the streets,” Jamie offered hopefully.
“It’s okay. I have directions, so I’m sure I’ll manage.” I held up the papers in my hand to prove my point. Before I could stop him, Jamie had snatched them away and was studying them. Annoyingly, because he was so much taller than me, he could easily hold them out of my reach.
“So you’re looking at rooms to rent? Well, I can tell you straight away that you don’t want to live in this street,” he told me, as he looked at the details of the first one. “Not unless you’re interested in becoming a drug dealer.”
“Oi! Give them back. It’s really none of your business,” I told him angrily. The nerve of the guy, poking his nose in where it wasn’t wanted. But he just carried on and ignored me, as he looked at the details for the second place.
“And as for this place – you don't really look much like a hooker to me.” He stared intently at me.
“I’m sure it’s not that bad. And in any case, I don't have much choice. Term starts soon, and I have to find somewhere in the area by then. I’ll be fine, thank you very much, so just give me back my things.”
“The last one is probably the best of a bad bunch, but even so, it’s in a pretty rough area. I go past there on my way home, so I could walk you there if you like, so you can see for yourself.”
“I keep telling you I’ll be fine, and I don't need your help. I can manage perfectly well on my own.”
“You’re a student, I take it?”
I nodded.
“So am I. Look, I know we’ve only just met, but there is another option. There’s a spare room going in the house I live in, and it’s in a much nicer area than any of these. How about you take a look, see if it would suit you?”
“If it’s in a nicer area, I doubt very much it would be in my price range. So thanks for the thought, but no thanks.”
“Actually, the rent is pretty reasonable because it’s the attic room, which means it has a low sloping ceiling, so it’s no good for anyone taller than a midget. You’d be fine in there though,” he smirked, as he looked down at me. At five foot five, I’m actually a pretty average height, but compared to Jamie, who must have been about six foot one or two, I suppose I did appear quite short.
“Oh ha ha, very funny. Look, thanks for your concern, but really, I’ll be fine. Now please, can I have my papers back?” I glared at him, with my hand held out.
“Okay, but I’ll put my address on here, along with my mobile number, in case you change your mind once you’ve seen what doss holes these places are,” Jamie said, as he produced a pen from his pocket and quickly scribbled on the back of one of the pieces of paper. “Please, I mean it. It’s all above board, nothing dodgy, and I know the landlord personally, so I could put in a good word for you. It’s a decent room, in a decent house. I wouldn’t live there if…well anyway, let me know. Seriously.”
I couldn’t help smiling to myself at how keen this guy was. He did seem genuine and he had returned my bag after all. And he really was rather gorgeous in an effortlessly unkempt but expensively clad way. Somehow I couldn’t see him living in a dump. Everything about him, from the way he spoke, to the clothes he wore, to his rather arrogant confidence, reeked of middle class money.
“I’ll bear it in mind. And thank you again for returning my bag, you really did save my life,” I smiled up at him, and was rewarded by an answering heart meltingly gorgeous smile back from him.
No doubt such a good looking guy had a whole string of girls chasing after him to keep him occupied, which was just as well, as I didn't have time to even think about messing around with a guy like him.
So I left him standing there staring after me, as I hurried out of the station, and headed for the first house on my viewing list.



Chapter 2
Jamie
“Why the fuck didn't you think to get her number before she walked away, you total moron,” I cursed myself as I stared at my mobile, willing it to ring as it lay there silently taunting me on the kitchen worktop. It had been over an hour and a half since I’d got back, and there’d been no phone call from Sera, and now I had no way of making contact with her again.
Naturally I’d noticed the pretty girl sitting opposite me on the tube train, but it wasn’t until she looked up and I caught a glimpse of her amazing green eyes that I started to properly take notice, and was glad I’d decided not to drive today but to take the tube instead. This girl really was something else, and I took full advantage of the fact that I was sitting opposite to appreciate her very sexy, long slim legs being shown off by a cute, short denim skirt. Her loose baggy top intriguingly hid the rest of her figure. Somehow though, I couldn’t imagine it would disappoint. Her long, glossy, raven coloured hair was put up in some kind of a messy, twisted knot effort, and as I saw her glance at me, I think my jaw might have slacked open just a little bit. She was the full package, a total hot babe.
I tried flashing my best award winning smile at her, but she ignored me and cut me dead. Not interested, was the loud and clear message, which intrigued me even more because I’m not used to being ignored. I’ve been told I’m good looking enough to be a model, and I pride myself that women usually find my best smile quite impossible to resist; theirs is usually the heart that leaps when I look at them, not the other way round.
So when this girl left her bag behind on the tube, I grabbed it and quickly seized the opportunity to go after her. I like to think that I’m a decent sort of a guy, so of course I’d have done the same for anyone, but this was a golden opening to meet her that I seized with both hands, even though it meant getting off the tube one stop earlier than usual.
She still blew me off when I managed to catch her up and tried to get a date, but at least I found out that she was a student like me, and that her name was Seraphina. Intriguing – I’d never met a girl with that name before, even though I’d got to know more than my fair share of girls through college and university.
When I managed to get hold of the details of the places she was about to view, I was genuinely concerned for her – no nice girl would want live in those areas if she could possibly avoid it. And Seraphina did seem a really nice girl, so that was when I had the brainwave of offering her the spare room in our house. I suppose I wasn’t really surprised when she’d rejected the offer, as we’d only just met.
Now I wished I’d been more assertive and insisted on going with Sera to the viewings, because maybe she didn't realize the difference being just one or two streets away could make to the desirability of an area, and then she might have been more receptive to the idea of sharing our house.
I was so deep in my thoughts that I nearly jumped out of my skin when the doorbell rang, and I sighed as I went to open it, assuming it was Toby, one of my house mates.
“For fucks sake, how many keys can one person lose…?”
I was completely gobsmacked when I saw Seraphina standing there.
“Sorry, is this a bad time? I hope you don't mind, only you did say…”
“No, no, not at all. Sorry, I just thought you were my housemate, he’s always losing or forgetting his keys, so…” I found myself burbling uncharacteristically, as I just stood there gawping. Sera was even more stunning than I remembered.
“Did you mean it? About the room I mean. You were spot on about the ones I went to look at, they were really bad. The third one would do at a push, but I thought seeing as the address you gave me was only a couple of streets away when I looked it up…but if it was just a joke, I’ll go straight back and take the other room.”
“No, no, honestly it wasn’t a joke at all. Please, come in, and I’ll show you the room.” I just about managed to reconnect my brain sufficiently to speak coherently. “I just assumed you’d ring first, that’s all.”
As Sera carefully picked her way through the shambolic pile of assorted smelly trainers and shoes that had been dumped by the door in the hallway of our Victorian end terrace house, I cursed that I hadn’t thought to generally tidy up a bit, just in case she turned up.
“I didn't call because I haven't got much credit left on my phone, so I'm saving it for emergencies. But if calling in like this is a problem for you…” Sera explained, as she looked around.
“Not at all. You’ll just have to excuse us if the house is a bit messy – we’ve… umm… all been studying way too hard to do much housework.” It was the best excuse I could come up with on the spur of the moment, but it was pretty lame, and we both knew it. “So, where would you like to look first? The bedroom, or downstairs in the kitchen and lounge?”
“I think the bedroom, because if that doesn't suit, there’s really no point in looking at anything else is there?” Sera suggested, a little smile creeping over her face as she took in my rather flustered efforts to quickly tidy things as we walked through the house.
“Right, well, as I told you before, it’s the attic bedroom, so follow me,” I said, as we climbed the stairs to the first landing.
“That’s my room, that’s Toby’s, and the smaller one to the right is Adam’s. He’s hardly ever here, he spends most of his time at his girlfriend’s place. And that’s the main bathroom,” I pointed out each room in turn. “And the attic room is this way. We don’t really bother to go up there, not since Ollie dropped out of uni and left.”
“So it’s just you three boys sharing, is it?”
“Yeah, that’s right.”
I led her up the second much narrower set of steep stairs, bending my head as we reached the second small landing, where the ceiling sloped down sharply.
“This is the bathroom for up here. It’s very small, and I’m not sure if the shower works properly to be honest, but you’d be welcome to use the main bathroom downstairs if you preferred.” Especially if you happened to forget to lock the door while you were showering.
“The room has its own bathroom? Wow!” Sera poked her head around the door to examine the contents.
“I wouldn’t get too excited. Like I said, we never use it, and I’ve a feeling it might not be that great.”
“But still, it’s something I’ve never had before. So is this the bedroom?” Sera asked, nodding towards the other door.
“Yep, sure is.”
She opened the door, and stepped into the room. On first impression, it appeared quite large, but it was deceptive, because it was only possible for me to stand up properly in the middle of the room, due to the sloping ceiling. There was a basic desk tucked against the wall, a small double bed, a small wardrobe, and a very wonky bookcase. The carpet on the floor was a deep red, which could have made the room seem quite dark, but the walls were painted white which helped to compensate. But what made it really light were the two huge velux roof windows, through which the late afternoon sunlight was streaming in.
“Oh, that’s perfect. Does it get the sun all day, or just in the afternoon?” Sera queried excitedly, as she gazed up at the roof windows.
“No idea, I'm afraid. I've never noticed.”
“Really? It’s just that I'm an arts student at Central St Martin’s. I'm doing Graphic Design, and good light is really helpful when I'm working on my course pieces.”
“Ah, so you’re the arty type. I’m studying at the London School of Economics - as are Toby and Adam,” I explained, thinking that Sera looked the part of the quirky art type with her rather weird dress sense and all the unusual jewellery she was wearing.
“So you’re all number crunchers.” She pulled a face.
“Hey, don't say that like it’s a bad thing,” I protested at her reaction. It wasn’t what I was used to - most people were pretty impressed when they learned where and what I was studying.
“Sorry, I didn't mean it like that. It’s just I always hated maths at school. I got by okay in it, but I gave it up as soon as I could.”
“Well, I’ve never been the slightest bit interested in art, but I’d be willing to let you educate and enlighten me,” I offered hopefully. Sera seemed to like the room anyhow, so that was positive.
“Hmm, we’ll have to see about that. So, what’s the rest of the house like?”
“Come on, I’ll show you.”
We returned back downstairs, and Sera looked in the lounge. It was dominated by our huge, flat screen TV – our pride and joy, which we’d clubbed together to buy as soon as we all moved in, as it was essential we had a large screen to watch the rugby on. Sera seemed more interested in the kitchen for some reason, which was just your average type, with most things you need in it. I was taken by surprise when she chose to examine the inside of the oven, of all places. Why?
“That’s surprisingly clean,” she commented.
“That’d be because we never use it,” I winked at her, nodding my head towards the bin, which was stacked up with empty pizza boxes and take away cartons.
“You mean you never actually cook for yourselves?” she asked incredulously.
“Depends what you mean by cook. I do a pretty mean ready meal in the microwave, and Toby’s a dab hand with a pot noodle. Adam lets his girlfriend Chloe handle catering for him I think.”
“That’s dreadful! You can't live like that. Apart from being unhealthy, it’s such a waste of money,” Sera argued, but I just shrugged.
“Perhaps if you came and lived here, you could show us boys how to cook some nice, easy, nutritious meals,” I suggested with a poker straight face. You cook, we eat.
“Oh no, I’m not falling for that one. The old ‘you show me’ meaning ‘you do it for me’ routine.”
“Damn, you must have shared with boys before,” I laughed. It was worth a try.
“Oh, girls can pull that trick too, believe me,” she informed me wryly.
“So, what do you think? None of us are convicted murderers or rapists, but there’s a lock on the bedroom door, if sharing with three blokes would be an issue for you in any way?”
“Oh, that wouldn’t be a problem. I told you before; I can take care of myself, no worries.”
“So, is that a yes, you’re going to take the room?” I asked hopefully.
“Well, I do really like the room. All that space under the eaves would be perfect for storing my art folders, and the light in the room is great. But two things.”
“What?”
“Obviously you haven't had time to run this by your housemates, so how would they feel about a girl moving in, when you’re clearly used to an all-male environment?”
“They’ll be totally cool about it, trust me,” I promised. Was she kidding? A total hot babe like her?
“And we haven't even discussed the most important issue yet of the deposit and the rent. I’d be prepared to stretch to the top of my budget, but if it’s over that, then it’s just not possible. What does your landlord charge?”
“Parents keeping you on a tight rein, are they?”
“No, it’s not that. My parents have both passed away, so I have to manage on my student loan plus whatever else I can earn to top up my funds. I already work as a waitress as many hours as I can fit in around my studies, so there would be no way I could raise any extra funds.”
“How on earth do you find time to study if you’re working so much?”
“Efficient use of my time. That’s why I have to get my accommodation sorted out today. I’ll be too busy working or studying after this. So, is your landlord reasonable?”
I did some quick mental arithmetic, while Sera calmly watched me. When I’d read the details of the other places she’d been going to see, the rent had been written on each one, so I had a pretty good idea of what her budget was. Now I just had to calculate how low I thought I could get our beloved landlord to go.
“Look, why don't you let me make you a coffee, then we can sit down and run through all the figures together. I'm sure we can work something out,” I suggested, buying myself a bit more time. I had to be able to work something out, because there was no way I was going to let gorgeous Seraphina Jones walk away from here until she’d agreed to move in.



Chapter 3
 Seraphina
I tried to keep calm, so I wouldn’t be disappointed if it turned out I couldn’t afford either the deposit or the rent for this place. But the truth was, I really wanted it. I could just see myself settled in that odd little attic room at the top of the house, especially as it even had an adjoining tiny bathroom with a loo and a shower. No doubt it would need a deep clean to bring it up to scratch, but that didn't worry me, I’d shared far worse in the past. This place would be sheer luxury - if I could afford it.
Just as Jamie and I sat down together at the kitchen table with our drinks, we heard the front door slam, and another guy appeared in the kitchen. He had thick, straight, dark brown hair that he wore a bit shorter than Jamie had his, but he had it all swept forward instead of just hanging down. I couldn’t help noticing that he had the most gorgeous chocolate brown eyes. He wasn’t as tall as Jamie, but was a much broader, stockier build. I wondered what the third housemate was like, because so far these two boys were both seriously hot.
“Sorry, am I interrupting?” he asked, as he stared at me.
We females do have a brain as well, you know.
“No, come and join us, because hopefully this is our new housemate, Seraphina Jones,” Jamie breezily replied. I noticed that he studiously avoided meeting his house mate’s eye.
“What, you mean she’s moving in with you? Blimey, that was quick work, mate,” he said admiringly, as he still stared at me.
“No! I mean Sera is hopefully going to be taking the attic room.”
“Really? But… what does The Big Guy have to say about this?”
“The Big Guy?” I queried.
“Liam. Jamie’s older brother. The control freak who owns this place.”
“He’s away in New York on business at the moment. But he’ll be cool. He’s been nagging me for ages to do something about letting that room after Ollie left, but I couldn’t get any of the other guys interested, could I? They all thought the room was too small.”
“You mean Liam doesn’t know yet? This is going to be interesting then. Very interesting indeed.” Toby raised his eyebrows. “But I’m being very rude and forgetting my manners. I'm Toby Harris. It’s a pleasure to meet you, Seraphina,” he smiled charmingly at me.
“Likewise, Toby, and please, call me Sera. So, do you think Jamie’s brother is going to object to having me as a tenant for some reason? Why would that be? And anyway, it’s not certain yet, because we still haven’t discussed the deposit and rent yet, have we?”
“There’ll be no trouble with my brother. He just…he likes…he’s very controlled and organised, so he’ll just be a little surprised that I’ve got this sorted without him, that’s all.”
“He likes control, in all matters, full stop,” muttered Toby under his breath, which earned him a glare from Jamie.
“If it’s going to cause any problems, maybe this isn’t such a good idea,” I said, trying to hide my bitter disappointment. I really wanted that room. It seemed the answer to all my prayers, especially after spending all summer sleeping on Abbey's lumpy sofa, and then seeing the other dreadful rooms earlier today.
“No. There won’t be any problem. Leave Liam to me,” Jamie insisted.
“Gladly,” muttered Toby. “Cos The Big Guy sure scares the hell out of me.”
“Look, before we go any further and worry about this ‘Big Guy’, can you tell me just how much the deposit is?” I queried, wanting to get the facts straight before I got too excited.
Jamie looked over at Toby.
“Can you remember how much we paid? Did we actually do the whole deposit thing?”
“How do you expect me to remember? It was years ago now, and my dad just sorted all that out for me,” Toby replied, as he shrugged carelessly.
“You see, Sera, we’ve house shared since we first started at uni. Liam said financially it made more sense to buy a student house as one of his investment properties, rather than waste money paying out exorbitant rent to a landlord for several years. He’s a bit of a financial genius,” Jamie explained.
“He must be, if he can afford to buy you a nice house like this, right here in London,” I murmured. I’d been right. Jamie came from a nice, comfortable, monied background. No wonder he said he knew the landlord personally – of course he would if it was his own brother.
“Yes, and have you forgotten how he insisted on personally vetting each of us before he’d agree to anyone moving in?” Toby muttered to Jamie.
“It’ll be fine. Trust me,” Jamie insisted, although he looked rather uncomfortable, as if he wasn’t really that confident about the reaction of this older brother of his. “Now I'm sure we can come to some flexible arrangement about the deposit, and I think the figure for the rent is going to be around £500 a month. Is that figure within your budget, Sera?”
I couldn’t help noticing the look of surprise on Toby’s face, and I suspected that Jamie might have kicked him under the table when I saw him wince. I wasn’t sure what was going on here between these two, but I was sure I could handle things if they thought me moving in was going to be a green light for either of them to get an easy lay.
“Is that with bills on top?” I asked nervously, as the figure he quoted was already at the very top of my budget.
“No, including.” Toby winced again – another kick?
“Well, I might just about be able to run to that,” I smiled happily in relief, making a mental note to get a contract signed so there would be no going back on these figures once I’d moved in. Jamie seemed a nice, genuine guy, but I preferred it all to be signed and sealed.
This arrangement seemed as if it was actually going to be possible, I thought to myself. This year, perhaps I was going to be living somewhere half decent for a change. All because I’d left my handbag behind on the train. What a serendipitous piece of luck that had turned out to be.



Chapter 4
Liam
I
was not best pleased when I discovered that Kimberley had not yet got out of the bed in my guest room, when I returned from my usual morning workout and swim.
“Come on. You know I need you out of here by ten at the latest,” I told her, as I pulled back the duvet and delivered a nice firm smack on her naked behind.
“Don’t worry, Liam, there’s plenty of time. Come here so we can more fun and games like last night,” Kim purred at me, as she rolled over to give me a better view of her voluptuous, naked body.
She smiled, as she slowly opened her legs and raised her knees, then let one hand wander down between her legs to start stroking herself, while the other teased the nipple of one of her large breasts.
“No, that’s not our arrangement, as you well know, Kim. Now come on,” I insisted as I stood next to the bed. I found it irritating that she thought she could call the shots and order me around. I knew she was a highly educated and intelligent woman, but when we’d started our arrangement she’d agreed she liked to be dominated and let the man take control.
Not one to give up easily, Kimberley pouted as she kneeled up, and then reached over to take hold of the waist band of my jeans to pull me towards her.
“I’m sure you’d enjoy one of my special good morning kisses, wouldn’t you?” she whispered, as she looked up at me through her lashes. The trouble was, in the harsh light of day, all I could see as I looked down at her was the smudged mascara, the dark roots of her bleached blonde hair, and the orange tinge of her fake tan. If I was honest, I felt slightly repulsed by her.
Last night, the big, busty, curvaceous blonde had seemed the perfect embodiment of the type of woman I always select for a fuck buddy, especially as it had been a while since I’d had a decent lay, having been away on business in New York. I’d been seeing Kimberley for just over a month now, and as usual, at first she’d seemed perfect. She willingly agreed that she was more than happy to have a no strings, no personal involvement, purely sexual arrangement between us, on Friday or Saturday nights, sometimes midweek as well if I felt like it. She said she liked a dominant man, which was perfect for me, as I like control in all matters. I like my own space, so she agreed there would be no sleeping together, we’d have separate bedrooms once we’d finished having whatever type of sex I felt like that week. Then she’d be long gone before my kid brother came over to my place for Sunday lunch, as he usually did whenever I wasn’t out of town on business.
But of course it hadn’t lasted. Women just can’t help themselves, it seems. They always want to complicate things, get more involved, however clear I make it from the outset that it’s not an option as far as I’m concerned. Even though I was always totally honest about the fact that all I was interested in was lots of great uncomplicated sex, women seemed to look on me as a challenge, a man they could tame and domesticate. I’d known the writing was on the wall for Kimberley when she’d suggested that my apartment needed something to make it more homely – some cushions maybe.
For fuck’s sake – do I look like the kind of man who’d want cushions dotted around the place?
My modern Butler’s Wharf riverside penthouse apartment is just how I like it. Uncluttered, no mess, totally organised, just like the rest of my life. The colour scheme is mostly white, with light wood furniture, the same as my office. No glaring colours to annoy or distract me.
Although still in my early thirties, I have several very successful businesses that have made me a wealthy man. I’d had to grow up very quickly and make some tough decisions when my father suddenly keeled over and died from a massive stroke when I was just nineteen. Either we had to sell the ailing family financial management business which had been left in crisis, or I could drop out of university to take it over and attempt to turn it around. It wasn’t an easy decision to make, but I decided on the latter, preferring to put into practise in real life what I would have been studying at university. I worked extremely hard and managed to turn the business around by diversifying into more profitable sectors, while ruthlessly divesting the company of anything that was losing money, however hard that decision was. There’s no room for sentiment in business.
Of course I was no fool; I was well aware that my very comfortable lifestyle was the main reason women like Kimberley fell over themselves to be my friend with benefits. If I’d been a road sweeper, or a dustman, I doubt many women would have put up with my increasingly kinky demands. The trouble was that I was finding I got bored so easily; I had to strive harder and harder to find new imaginative ways to keep myself sexually satisfied.
Women seem to find me physically attractive, although I’m not what anyone would describe as typically handsome, unlike my very good looking younger brother. Some wild teenage years have left me with a couple of scars on my face from assorted fights and motorbike accidents. My dark blond hair is cropped short and left naturally spiky - I don’t have the time or inclination to mess about with it, unlike Jamie who spends hours in the bathroom achieving that casual and supposedly effortless look. He was really rather vain, to be honest, but I assumed he’d grow out of it in time.
“I said no, Kim. Now leave it, just go and have your shower,” I insisted, as I gripped her hand with its long red talons to remove it before she got any further in her endeavours to undo my jeans. I really wasn’t tempted, even though I had to admit she usually gave great head.
Kim finally got the hint, and flounced off towards the shower. But she hadn’t totally given up her efforts to prolong her stay, as I discovered when she came and found me in the kitchen afterwards.
“I don't see what your problem is with your little brother meeting me. I could stay and help prepare lunch for both of you,” she suggested. Now that she was fully groomed and made up again, she looked a lot better, although it had taken her ages, I realised as I checked the time. She was dressed in a very clingy black wrap dress, and no one could deny that she looked like a proper woman with curves in all the right places, just as a woman should. I don't go for these skinny model types who have no tits. That’s not feminine or sexy, in my opinion.
“No. It would only complicate things. And it’s getting late, he’ll be here soon. You’d better leave now.” Could I make it any clearer? No, it was definitely time to move on from Kimberley, and find myself a new less clingy partner before things got out of hand.
“Okay, okay, just let me have a cup of coffee first, then I’ll be on my way and out of your hair,” Kim said as she made her way over to the espresso machine.
I sighed in frustration at the obvious delaying tactic. Good manners held me back from suggesting she simply got herself a coffee from Starbucks on her way home, but I decided that this was the last time she would be staying in my apartment.
~*~
Of course, Jamie arrived just in time to see Kimberley leaving, and of course that led to all sorts of questions I would have preferred to avoid.
“So that’s your latest lady friend? Why didn't you introduce us?” Jamie smirked, having practically drooled over Kim’s cleavage as she’d made a point of leaning over him to get her handbag.
My brother knew all about my lifestyle, because I’d made it clear to him over the years that although I very much enjoyed having sex with women, I was not in the least interested in forming any kind of a lasting commitment with any of them. I’d never been into the whole married with 2.4 kids, living out in the suburbs type of thing, it wasn’t for me. I was very happy in my own company, I just had my sexual needs to satisfy. A fuck buddy provided the perfect solution.
“No point. You won’t be meeting her again,” I stated firmly.
“Oh, I see. Bored with that one are you? How long has it been this time? A month? Six weeks would be an all-time record I think.”
“None of your business.”
“And was she okay with all that bondage shit you like? Did she like being spanked?” Jamie asked with a cocky smirk, having discovered my sex toy collection in the spare bedroom when I’d foolishly forgotten to lock the door one time.
“Like I said. None of your business.”
“Seriously, I'm interested. I mean, it’s useful research for future reference.”
I looked over at my younger brother, as he leaned against the kitchen worktop and watched while I prepared our lunch. Chicken Caesar salad was easy enough to throw together. Agnieszka, my housekeeper who came every weekday while I was out at work, always ensured my fridge was well stocked with meals for the weekend when she finished on a Friday.
Over the years since Jamie had been old enough to fuck, I’d tried my best to guide him to make sure he enjoyed a satisfying but safe sex life. As he was a good looking young guy with an easy going and friendly way about him, it was always obvious he was going to sleep with a fair number of women. I felt it made sense to give him the benefit of my experience wherever I thought it was appropriate, rather than ignore the situation as an embarrassed parent might.
“Women respect a man who takes control; they like it, even if they say they don't. I only give them what they secretly crave, but I never push things further than they’re willing to let me.”
“But how do you know how far that is?”
“Experience, mostly. And of course, picking the right woman in the first place. One who knows exactly what’s she’s letting herself in for with me. One who’s up for a good hard fuck. I’m always totally upfront. I never offer them any of this soppy romance crap. In return, I guarantee great sex for them. They know they’ll leave totally satisfied, because I ensure they experience the best orgasms they’ve ever had. And that’s what keeps them coming back for more. These women just have to understand that there is nothing personal in all this: it’s simply a mutually beneficial sexual arrangement that works equally well for both parties.”
“But haven’t you ever felt anything more for any woman at all? Haven’t you ever fallen in love?”
“Love? What is love? Does it even exist? Or is it just a consumerist myth perpetuated in order to sell more flowers and chocolates?” I scoffed.
I noticed the rather strange, sheepish expression on Jamie’s face, as he stared down at his hands.
“Oh for fuck’s sake, don't tell me you think you’re in love? Who is she? Come on, you might as well spit it out,” I said, exasperated at him acting as if he were thirteen or fourteen rather than in his twenties.
Jamie looked over at me.
“I don’t know if I’m in love. All I know is I’ve met this girl, and I can't stop thinking about her,” he confessed.
“Well, I wouldn’t worry. Just like all the previous girls you’ve managed to charm, I'm sure once you’ve fucked her senseless a few times, you’ll get her out of your system and then you’ll feel a whole lot better,” I laughed, as I clapped him on the back.
“This is different. She is different. She’s very pretty, and a really lovely person. She’s amazing, actually, but the thing is, she’s not interested in me. Not in that way. She’s friendly, but she’s knocked me back every time I've asked her out, or tried to get anywhere with her. She makes excuses, says she’s working, that she hasn’t got time for that kind of thing.”
“Oh, then this girl is clever, very clever. She knows most men want what they can't have. The thrill of the chase. That’s all this is. If I were you, I’d back right off. Sounds like she’s far too much trouble. There are plenty more gorgeous, sexy women out there to choose from. Just as long as you remember to always practice safe sex, there’s no harm in playing the field. So why go after a high maintenance difficult bitch who expects you to chase after her? No, if you take my advice you won't bother to see this one anymore,” I told him.
“Well, that’s kind of difficult,” Jamie murmured, as he squirmed in his seat uncomfortably.
I stared hard at my little brother. Something was going on, something must have happened that Jamie hadn’t told me about while I’d been away on business. I fucking hate not being kept in the picture, and I fucking hate surprises being sprung on me.
“Why, what’s going on?” I asked suspiciously.
“Well, you know how ever since Ollie dropped out of uni, and his room’s been empty and not bringing in any kind of rent, you’ve been nagging me to do something about it?”
“Yes…?” I had the distinct feeling I wasn’t going to like what I was going to hear next.
“I’ve got a new tenant in now.”
“I see. And would you mind filling me in about exactly who this new tenant is?”
“It’s Seraphina. The girl that I like. And she’s a really good tenant, no trouble at all. But now you see why I can't really avoid seeing her.”
I could feel my temper rising. Perhaps I’d spoilt my younger brother, because I’d been determined that he shouldn’t miss out on his youth in the way that I’d had to. Since both our parents were dead, I’d stepped up to become the parent figure.
I made sure Jamie did a decent degree at a decent university, here in London where I could keep a close eye on him. I bought a reasonable house rather than let him live in disgusting student accommodation, and given him a healthy allowance to enable him to have a reasonable standard of living without having to compromise his studies by working. I provided him with a car once he’d finally passed his driving test at the third attempt– not the sporty model he wanted maybe, but still a brand new VW Golf. I’d lectured him extensively about the perils of being a boy racer, even as I’d paid the extortionate insurance cover and all the maintenance costs of his car. I’d also promised that as long as he got at least a decent 2:1 for his degree, I would fund a year off for him to go travelling, before expecting him to settle down in a position in the family business. But it seemed that Jamie was turning out to be a soft touch, sadly lacking in any kind of hardnosed business sense.
“So what checks did you run on this girl, to make sure she’s solvent, before her name was linked to your address? You could end up with all sorts of debt collection agencies pouncing on you otherwise. Did you get her deposit and three months’ rent in advance as security? Did you take up any references for her? Did it even occur to you that having a female in the house would upset the status quo? Why do you think I insisted on interviewing potential tenants in the first place to make sure they were compatible, even though you were all studying for the same degree?”
“Jeez, Liam, lighten up a bit will you? I know how you like to micro manage everything, but isn’t the fact that I believe she’s a decent person good enough? The poor girl’s got it really hard , she’s all on her own, no family to support her at all. And some rent money coming in is better than none at all, as has been the case since Ollie left. That room is really hard to let out to guys because it’s such an awkward shape with the low ceiling as well, but she loves it. So I didn't insist on the deposit and rent up front, especially as Sera has to support herself through uni; she’s working all hours God sends to get enough money to live on, as well as studying.”
“My heart bleeds. The bitch has really done a number on you, hasn’t she? She’s got you thinking with your dick, not your brain. You're not a fucking charity, last time I checked.” Trying to keep my temper in check meant that the tone of my voice was icy cold.
“It’s not like that at all. Why do you have to be so cynical?” Jamie bleated.
“Because that’s the way of the world, little brother, as you will find out soon enough. I take it you met her at uni, that she’s a student at LSE like you?”
“No, she’s an Art’s student actually, and I met her by chance on the tube, as it happens.”
“Give me strength.” I looked up to the heavens in exasperation. “She’s not even doing a decent degree. She’s doing an airy fairy, waste of space arts course that will lead precisely nowhere. No doubt she’ll end up working in a supermarket checkout, that’s if she’s lucky enough to get a job at all.”
“She’s doing Graphic Design actually, which is commercially useful and should lead to a good job. I’ve seen some of her work, and she’s very talented,” Jamie stubbornly insisted.
“Well, because you’ve already let her move in, it’s a fait accompli, so on your head be it. You can take full responsibility for any shit that develops; it will be your problem to sort out, not mine. Maybe this will help to open your eyes to the reality of things,” I told him.
Maybe this would prove to be a valuable learning curve for Jamie. Maybe he needed to learn the hard way about falling for sob stories, and dealing with this girl would give him the wakeup call it seemed he was in severe need of.
“Well, as it happens, I wanted to ask you about a couple of problems, because the thing is, I’d forgotten the radiator in that attic room doesn’t really work, the side window is broken, and the water for the shower never really gets hot. So do you think you could get Andrew to sort these things out, please?”
Andrew is my facilitator – my go-to man, who always sorts out any maintenance issues I have with any of the properties I own. For a fee, he will make all the arrangements for a reliable and trustworthy tradesman to come and fix whatever the issue is, and then ensure the job is completed satisfactorily.
“I’ll certainly give you Andrew’s number, and you can call him yourself. You can also pay his fee, as well that of whoever actually comes out to fix the problem.”
“But that could run into hundreds of pounds! I can't afford that on my allowance, and you’re a fucking millionaire, for Christ's sake!” Jamie protested.
I just raised my eyebrows, and gave my brother a cool smile.
Jamie sighed.
“Okay, I get it, Liam. You’re happy to spend a small fortune on buying yourself a brand new Aston Martin Vanquish, but you’re too stingy to help out a decent, hardworking young woman, who’s been dealt a pretty shit hand in life. So she’ll have to put up with a freezing room this winter, as well as cold showers in that crappy little shower room.”
“That’s about the size of it, yes,” I agreed. “You made this arrangement, so as far as I’m concerned, you are now her landlord. I’m handing over all responsibility to you, because I certainly don’t have any kind of a contract with her.”
“When did you get to be such a cold hearted bastard, Liam?”
“When I had to start living in the real world, Jamie.”



Chapter 5
 Seraphina
“No
Jamie this morning?” I asked Toby. He’d come and sat with me at the kitchen table as I was drinking my mid-morning cup of tea while taking a break from my studies. Sundays were always a good day for me to get on with my course work. That was why I liked working in the restaurant in the evenings at the weekend, because it left me free during the day. Jamie had asked how I could possibly fit in any kind of a social life working those kind of hours when I kept side stepping his offers for us to go out somewhere together.
The truth was I didn't really have any kind of a social life, but that was okay. I didn't see the point of spending money I didn't really have to go out and get totally inebriated, and then have to worry about embarrassing pictures appearing on Facebook or being tweeted to the world.
“He’s gone to have lunch with The Big Guy – his brother. He usually does on a Sunday whenever Liam’s not away on business,” Toby explained.
“Why do you call him The Big Guy? Is he massively obese or something?” I asked curiously.
“Hardly,” Toby laughed. “Liam’s the super fit athletic type who gets up at the crack of dawn every day to go for a swim and a workout. And he’s even taller than Jamie.”
I grimaced as I pictured him. I was far more comfortable mixing with the less overtly macho type of guys I rubbed shoulders with on my arts course. Men who are in touch with their feminine side. I was really not into these big ripped guys.
“But it’s not just that,” Toby continued. “He has this presence, this manner about him, that makes everyone sit up and take notice when he walks into a room. He’s one of those hedge fund financial geniuses – self-made millionaire and all that. I imagine if you worked for him, he’d say ‘jump’ and without hesitation, you’d automatically say ‘how high, sir.’”
“Ugh, he sounds pretty domineering and unpleasant. Is he married? Does he have a wife who has to put up with him?” I shuddered.
“Hardly,” Toby laughed. “You could say he’s not the marrying type.”
“Is he gay then?” I asked innocently, which made Toby roar with laughter.
“Absolutely not. Jamie says his big brother doesn’t believe in all that romance and relationship crap. He goes in for friends with benefits, that’s more his kind of thing. You know what I’m talking about here?” Toby asked, clearly trying to be tactful.
“You mean he has fuck buddies,” I said.
“I was trying to be polite, but yes. Apparently he likes to spend his weekends having lots of kinky sex with big busty blondes. According to Jamie, anyway,” Toby grinned.
“Well, I must say, this Big Guy man-whore sounds an absolute charmer,” I said sarcastically. He didn’t seem to have any redeeming qualities as far as I could tell, apart from being very well off.
“In his defence, he’s good to Jamie, and they’re very close, despite the fact that Liam is about ten years older. Maybe that’s because they don't have any other family, just each other. But he is undoubtedly a control freak. Liam likes to keep a tight reign over everything.”
“You said he interviewed you before he’d agree to you moving in?”
Toby nodded.
“So, is he going to want to see me? Could he decide I'm not suitable and throw me out?”
I’d been in the house several weeks now, and I felt really settled. It was all working out so well. I got on fine with the guys, I could walk to uni, and my job. I could shut myself away at the top of the house to get on with my studies. This was by far the best place I’d lived in since I’d been at uni, and I really didn't relish the thought of having to leave.
“I don't think it’ll come to that,” Toby reassured me. “Although I do think Liam will be surprised that Jamie has actually used his own initiative and done something without seeking his approval first. About bloody time he stood up to him, actually. He’s not a two year old, for crying out loud.”
“I hope you’re right. I can't imagine finding anywhere else to live half as nice as here, and anyway, I don't have the time to go searching for new digs. Perhaps he’d be okay about me if I told him that it’s probably only for a few months anyway, because I've applied for the exchange program next year.”
“Oh, have you? How definite is that then?” Toby enquired.
“I've been told I stand a good chance of being placed on the short list, but that it would help me greatly if I could get some sort of short internship or placement here in a creative design or marketing team first, any decent company would do, to have some actual work place experience to enhance my application,” I explained. “I’ve already applied to loads of companies, but there are literally hundreds of applicants for every place. It’s really hard to get any kind of placement, especially with the recession. You have to be prepared to work for nothing; some companies even expect you to pay them for the privilege, which just wouldn’t be possible for me.”
“Maybe Jamie could speak to his brother about getting you a placement in his company, Starr Capital Ventures?” Toby suggested. “It’s not what you know, it’s who you know that matters in the business world.”
“Thanks, but I really don't think that would be the kind of place I’d like to work by the sounds of things. I can't somehow see me fitting into that kind of corporate world.”
“You said any decent company would do, and if it’s only for a month or so, would it be so bad? SCV would be a really good name to have. Shame my old man’s a doctor; it means he’s not much use for that kind of thing.”
“That’s really sweet of you, Toby, but I’m sure I’ll get something eventually, don't you worry,” I lied. Truthfully, I was getting worried because I knew time was running out to get something sorted, and mine was just one among many hundreds if not thousands of applications. But getting Jamie to ask a favour from his brother just felt all wrong, especially as he sounded so awful. “Anyway, tell me, does Adam ever spend any time here in this house? Have I scared him off or something?”
Toby smiled.
“He spends very little time here of late, but that’s nothing to do with you. More to do with the charms of Chloe, his girlfriend, although I don't know what he sees in her to be honest, because she’s such a stuck up cow. She keeps him on a very short leash anyhow.”
“Right, I see.”
I had met Adam several times now, and he seemed nice enough. He was another tall guy, this time one with jet black curly hair, very dark eyes and olive skin. I think I heard him say that his mother was Spanish, which explained his dark good looks. But when I met Chloe, she threw me a really filthy look after Adam made a joke about spending more time at the house if I was going to be there. There was definitely no love lost between us, and clearly we were never going to be BFF’s.
That’s why I preferred sharing with guys – at least they were usually pretty upfront, with no snide remarks or bitching going on all the time. All you had to remember with blokes was not to give them the slightest encouragement whatsoever about their chances of getting you into bed, so there was not the remotest chance of any kind of a misunderstanding. I often found myself smiling as I studiously ignored Jamie’s none too subtle efforts to try and impress me. He kept wandering around the house half naked in his very low slung track bottoms or pyjamas - he was obviously proud of his body. I continued to keep him at arm’s length, although I had to admit he was persistent. I don’t think he was used to getting knocked back, so maybe I was denting that pride of his by not being overcome by his manly good looks, and managing to resist the temptation to throw myself at his impressive body.
“So…um…you and Jamie? Are you two…?” Toby tried to ask casually, as he took a swig of his coffee.
“What? Are we what? Dating, is that what you mean?” I queried. “What’s Jamie been saying?”
“Nothing, really. I just wondered that’s all, because I think he’s pretty keen on you. Jamie has a reputation for being the number one ladies man, so I just wondered…”
“Let me guess - you just wondered if I’d succumbed to the charms of God’s gift to women yet, is that it?” I asked wryly.
“Something like that, yes,” Toby admitted.
“We’re just friends, that’s all. Nothing more,” I told him firmly.
“Don't you fancy him? Girls usually fall over backwards to get it on with him, but seems it’s the other way around this time. I’ve not seen him like this before, really keen on a girl and getting nowhere,” Toby grinned, seeming rather pleased by Jamie’s lack of success, suggesting there was possibly some kind of rivalry between the two of them.
“Perhaps I'm just not like all the other girls who are queuing up and begging for his favours,” I suggested rather tartly.
Toby’s head shot up when I said that.
“No, I guess you're not. So, umm… when you say you’re not like the other girls…can I just ask, your friend that helped you move in, the one with the bright red hair?”
“Abbey, you mean?” She’d helped me bring my things over in her car when I’d moved here from her place.
“Yeah. Can I just ask if she’s a very close friend of yours? I mean, I know you lived with her before you came here. And I couldn’t help noticing she had a LGBT sticker on her car…” he looked at me expectantly, as he waited for the penny to drop.
Ah, of course. The Lesbian, Gay, Bisexual and Transgender sticker. I realised he wanted to know if I was gay, which if I was would explain why I was so resistant to Jamie’s charms. What to say? Should I let him think I was gay, which wasn't true…or at least I didn't think it was true… was it? I had sometimes wondered if maybe I was, because that might explain why I’d never felt comfortable in letting guys go further than kissing me. I’d been kissed by plenty of guys, but I always froze up as soon as they tried to take things further, when they started touching me, or trying to undo my clothes. Being gay might help to explain why I was still a virgin at the grand old age of twenty one. Or maybe it was just that I’d never met anyone who really interested me enough in that way. But for now I decided it was probably best not to open up to Toby, whom I’d only known a short time. No, it was best to keep these private thoughts of mine just that - private.
“Abbey’s just a good friend, Toby, nothing more.”
“So I take it she is a lesbian? But you're saying you two weren’t a couple?”
“No, we weren’t. And for the record, I think Abbey would describe herself more as bisexual.”
“Ah, she’s greedy – she likes it both ways,” he smirked. “I bet she’d be great in a threesome.”
“Toby! Honestly, you blokes are all the same – you have a one track mind,” I scolded him, not wanting to admit that he was actually right from some of the stories Abbey had told me about her wilder exploits. I often felt like a drab, boring little mouse in comparison when I listened to her tales about exciting adventures with all sorts of exotic characters, both male and female.
“Sorry, I forgot I wasn't talking to the guys for a minute there, which is a compliment really, if you think about it.”
“Hmm, if you say so. Anyway, tea break over. I’d best get back to my studies.”
With that, I headed back to my room, to shut myself away and concentrate on getting on with my latest project. Hopefully I had set Toby right about the state of play between Jamie and myself.



Chapter 6
Jamie
I lay in bed looking up at the ceiling, knowing that directly above me was Sera’s room. I liked her. Really liked her, so much in fact that I thought I might actually want her to be my proper girlfriend, rather than just a girl I sometimes hung around with and fucked. So this total lack of progress with her was really getting to me.
Liam still maintained that I just wanted what I couldn’t have, and that once I’d finally managed to get her into bed the novelty would soon wear off. But as he didn't believe in close relationships anyway, I didn't take too much notice of his biased opinion, especially as he had never even met Sera, or shown the slightest interest in knowing anything about her.
Toby was also highly amused by my lack of progress, and I knew he was watching very closely to see if anything developed between Sera and me, no doubt waiting for his chance to step in should the opportunity arise. Like I was going to let that happen. I saw her first.
I wondered what she was doing up there – she shut herself away for hours, endlessly studying. Of course I had to study too, but not the way she did, I guess because she had so much course work. My economics degree was largely exam based with only minimal course work. So as long as I crammed for the exams, I usually got by with only minimal effort the rest of the time.
But even when Sera wasn’t studying, she was out working at the restaurant until all hours, even at the weekends. She didn't seem to have any kind of a social life, because she claimed she didn't have time, but it wasn’t normal for a student. It’s part of the whole experience to get wasted from time to time, and do all sorts of stupid things that you’ll eventually look back on and laugh about.
So I’d decided to use the excuse of my birthday to have a house party. If Sera wouldn’t come out to have fun, the fun would have to come to her. She’d been living in the house for several months now, but always keeping herself at a distance. I’d thought maybe there would be an opportunity for us to get closer at Christmas time, but Sera had been working at the restaurant right up to the last minute, and then she’d disappeared off with Abbey to her family home for the holiday period. Now by whatever means it took, I was going to get her to join in with us. I was pretty sure that if she would only let herself chill out with a few glasses of wine, she’d maybe become a bit more receptive to my efforts to get closer to her. She seemed to be such an independent loner, I guess because she’d had to support herself as she had no family around to help her out.
I’d found out a little more about her background when I went to her room to see about fixing her radiator. She was listening to what turned out to be Take That as she worked at her desk, surrounded by large sheets of illustrations and pictures all over the floor.
“What the hell is that rubbish you’re listening to?” I asked. Soppy boy bands from way back? What was that all about? I’d have expected her to have much better taste.
“Mind where you tread, I don’t want any of my coursework ruined, thank you very much Mr. Big Feet. And don't you dare dis Take That. They were my mum’s favourites,” she told me.
“Really? I don't know much about them to be honest.” I thought I vaguely remembered some of the au pairs we’d had when I was younger listening to their music.
“I grew up listening to all their tracks, because Mum thought Gary Barlow was a total hunk. I couldn’t bear to listen to them for ages after she died, so it’s only recently I’ve started playing them again. My best friend back then was Emma, and we used to know all the words, with all the dance routines.”
“I’d have thought you’d have been more into the Spice Girls. I seem to remember all the girls were obsessed with them in the nineties. Girl power, and all that.” I raised my arm in a mock salute.
“Oh, we were into them as well, trust me,” Sera laughed. “We used to clutch our hairbrushes as we sang and danced together in front of the mirror in my bedroom, like everyone did.”
“Let me guess; with your dark hair, you’d have been Posh Spice,” I suggested.
“Yep, I certainly was. I spent ages trying to straighten my hair to look like hers, as well as perfecting my moody stare and sexy pout.” She gave me a quick demonstration of her best Victoria expression. “And Emma was blonde and had the same name, so naturally she was Baby Spice.”
“Sounds like you had a lot of fun. Do you still see her? Emma, I mean?” I leaned against the door frame as I watched her, intrigued by this rare insight into her character.
“No, we lost touch when she moved away, but at the time we were inseparable – we lived in the same road, went to the same school. You think you’ll be friends forever, but circumstances change and people move on, don't they?”
“I guess so. It must have been very hard for you all on your own. Don't you have any family at all?” My parents were also both dead, but at least I’ve always had my brother looking out for me, even if he is irritatingly overprotective at times.
A wistful look passed over Sera’s face as she put down her work to answer me. She didn't invite me in to sit with her, so I just remained where I was in the doorway. Sera always seemed to put up barrier that made it hard to get close to her. And after her warning, I didn't dare risk messing up any of her precious work that all over the floor.
“I have my Gran, my Aunt and my cousin over in Ireland, and they wanted me to go and live over there with them. But although it’s really beautiful where they live, it’s a quiet little place with very few jobs and limited opportunities. So I’d have really struggled to make any kind of a decent living for myself, and I wouldn’t have wanted to just sponge off them. And all Mum ever dreamed about was me getting into Central Saint Martin’s to study for some sort of art degree, I think to compensate for the fact that she never made it because she got pregnant with me. So when I got my place there, I decided to take it up and muddle through on my own as best I could, as a kind of a tribute to Mum, because she worked so hard to bring me up single handed.”
“She sounds like quite a woman.”
“She really was. So I can't let her down, can I? I have to get my degree and then carve a successful career out for myself, just as she always wanted me to, to make up for her sacrificing her dreams to bring me up. And of course I’ll need a decent job to support myself once I graduate.” Sera put her shoulders back, her eyes glinting with what looked like determination.
“Have you had any luck with getting an internship yet? You told Toby it would help with your exchange program application.”
“No, I think maybe I’m going to have to admit defeat about that, as time is running out to get anything now before the cut off for applications,” she sighed. “All the best places have no doubt gone to people with connections, those who can get strings pulled, and I’m just not in that league. In any case, whenever I go for any kind of an interview, they take one look at me, and all they see is some silly little girl, not a potential high powered, talented employee.”
“I’m sure that’s not the case,” I tried to protest.
“Jamie, let’s face it. Like it or not, people judge you on your looks. Fact. Sometimes it can work in your favour, other times not so much. Would you have offered me this room in your house if you hadn’t been attracted to me, or rather attracted to my looks?”
I shrugged, as it was a fair point. If she’d fallen out of the ugly tree and hit every branch on the way down, in all honesty I don't suppose I would have made such an effort to persuade her to take the room here.
“I have no trouble getting a job in a bar, or as a waitress, because young girls are considered an asset. But in the male dominated world of graphic design and commercial art, I know I’m going to struggle to be taken seriously, however good I am. Which is why, if I had been able to get an internship, and then a place on the exchange program in the States, I’d have stood a much better chance of eventually landing a good job, because I’d have a couple of decent companies on my CV as proof of my ability.”
“It’s not really fair, but I suppose I can see what you’re saying,” I was forced to concede.
“It’s the way of the world, like it or not,” Sera insisted.
“What if I could get my brother to help? Maybe he would give you a short term placement if I asked him. Starr Capitol would certainly be a good solid company to have on your CV.” I felt it was the least I could offer, seeing as I had things so much easier than she did.
“That’s what Toby said too, but I don't think it’s a good idea. From the sound of it, I really don't think I wouldn’t fit into the kind of company your brother runs.” Sera shrugged as she turned back to her desk.
“But if it were a means to an end, if it got you on this exchange program, and helped you to launch your career more successfully, surely you’d consider it?” I persisted.
“There’s no point in even thinking about it Jamie, because it’s not going to happen. No disrespect, but from what I’ve heard, your brother sounds exactly the type who wouldn’t give me the slightest consideration. Now if you don’t mind, I need to get on with this piece I’m working on, so can you leave sorting out the radiator for now? I’m really not worried about it.”
So I’d left her to her studies, but resolved that the next time I saw Liam, I’d tackle the subject of a short term internship for her. Maybe if I managed to wangle it, Sera would be eternally grateful to me, and I’d finally get somewhere with her.
I felt she really deserved a helping hand. Seraphina was one of the sweetest natured girls I’d met in a long time. She cooked a house meal for us all every Thursday, the one evening we were all usually at home, because she was horrified that we never cooked proper meals for ourselves. I think she also suspected - quite rightly - that we covered some of the bills for her as we all knew how tight money was for her, and this was her way of paying us back. And she was very good cook. She had the knack of being able to effortlessly throw together cheap ingredients to produce a really great meal. Toby, Adam and myself soon found ourselves making sure that we were in on a Thursday evening, and it was usually a pretty good night as we all chilled together with a few beers. Although she hardly ever drank, Sera seemed to relax and enjoy it too – it was just a shame that I never managed to get her on her own.
In the cold weather, I felt really bad that I had not been able to persuade my landlord brother to get the radiator in Sera’s bedroom fixed to make it warmer in there for her, but he was sticking to his decision to stand back and let me deal with any issues that arose with ‘my’ tenant. I fiddled around unsuccessfully with the radiator key that I found in the man drawer in the kitchen, as I’d seen workmen do before, but it had no effect – the radiator remained disappointingly cold. Unfortunately, I was pretty short of funds due to travelling around Europe for most of the summer, and of course there was no question of asking Liam for extra money, so I couldn’t afford to ask his agent to arrange for the repairs to be completed. I managed to fix up the broken window with some cardboard and masking tape, which didn't look very pretty, but at least it stopped most of the draught. Sera insisted that she wasn’t bothered, that she’d had far worse rooms in the past, and that she didn't need an extra heater in her room as it would be too expensive to run. Instead she sat and worked on her huge art projects with fingerless mittens on her hands, and a big woolly scarf round her neck.
“It’s fine, don’t worry,” she insisted. “I’d only get sleepy if it was too warm in here.”
Sera also carried on using the tiny bathroom next to her bedroom, even thought I was pretty sure the water never got much more than lukewarm at best. I was pretty disappointed not to have ‘accidently’ walked in on her lying naked in the bath, or seen her nipping in and out of the main bathroom in her underwear, but I still hoped to get to see much more of her gorgeous body eventually.
When I’d been in her room trying to fix her radiator and window, I’d seen her underwear drying on the airer in her room, so I knew she usually wore either tiny lacy thongs or cute little boy shorts with cheeky designs on. I’d have been more than happy to see her wearing either sort, before removing them as we fell into bed together and then had mind blowing sex in every possible position for the rest of the night. I think my favourite fantasy was having her on top, so I could watch her lovely tits jiggling as she did all the work. These were the kind of thoughts that occupied me as I stared up at the ceiling, thinking of her in the room above.
~*~
The evening of the party arrived. I’d arranged it for the Thursday nearest to my birthday in February, as I knew that was the one evening we were all usually free, and then I invited everyone we knew to come along. Of course the offer of an open house with some free booze and food was irresistible, so hoards of mostly male students turned up. I’d got Sera involved by asking for her help with the catering, and of course she was too kind natured to turn me down as it was for my birthday. As she busied herself in the kitchen getting everything ready, I insisted she have a glass of wine.
“Come on, Sera let your hair down for once. Just one small glass, to celebrate my birthday, that’s all. It can't hurt just to be sociable and get in the party mood, can it?”
“Oh go on then, just one small glass mind, or it’ll go straight to my head,” she laughed. I think she was actually looking forward to this party. It had been a great move on my part to get her involved in arranging it. Maybe she felt more comfortable as it was in the house, and she didn't have to go out anywhere, and she was also very happy that her friend Abbey was coming.
“It’ll be so great to catch up with Abbey. We haven't seen each other for ages,” Sera smiled. I liked seeing her smile. She had a really beautiful smile, and I wished I saw it more often, instead of the worried frown she often wore, as if she had the weight of the world on her shoulders.
She was wearing a short halter neck dress in a shade of green that matched her amazing eyes. I kept staring at her eyes and then her naked back, and then those sexy long legs, unable to make up my mind which I found more fascinating. As she was wearing high heels for a change, her sexy legs won out in the end. I wanted to run my hand all the way up those legs, right up under that tiny dress… I imagined she was just wearing one of her tiny lace thongs that I could easily slip off. I swallowed hard to keep my cool. All in good time, I told myself. I kept topping up her glass of wine when she wasn’t looking, so she didn't realize she’d already drunk a fair amount by the time her friend arrived.
“Abbey! It’s so good to see you,” Sera shrieked, as she hugged her friend closely, then went off in a huddle with her, no doubt to catch up on all their girly gossip.
Toby and I watched this encounter with great interest. He’d told me he’d found out from Sera that this friend of hers that she’d lived with previously was bisexual. He also informed me that Sera claimed they were just good friends, nothing more, but we were both very curious. I think most guys fantasize about having a threesome, and find watching lesbians getting it on together very horny, as proved by the impressive collection of that type of porn we’d amassed. The possibility of actually acting out a scene like that was incredibly hot, but as I hadn’t even managed to kiss Sera yet, I knew I was getting way ahead of myself.
I wasn't surprised to see Toby wasting no time in chatting up Abbey. I knew he hadn’t got laid in ages, and was pretty desperate for some action. And Abbey was certainly no shy wallflower, as she pulled him up to dance with her and was then all over him like a rash, lucky bastard. He was obviously in with a good chance, and I gave him the thumbs up sign behind her back. He grinned as he winked back at me, then nodded his head over in the opposite direction.
I turned round to see Sera dancing to ‘Feel So Close’ by Calvin Harris.
And she could really dance. The wine had done its work to unleash her inner party animal. She was moving her hips around erotically, as she ran her hands through her long wild hair, her eyes closed, and her short dress riding up to reveal even more of her long legs. I was spell bound, as were most of the other guys in the room, because she looked so incredibly sexy and unrestrained as she ran her hands over herself, and then threw her head back as she gyrated to the beat.
I quickly made my way over to her, and put my hands on her waist to pull her to me as I matched her movements.
She opened her eyes in surprise, but smiled when she saw it was me.
“Hi, Jamie. Great music, did you set up the playlist?” she shouted at me, because the music was pretty loud.
“Yeah, that was me.” I took her arms and draped them round my neck so that our bodies were locked closer together. She didn't protest, so I started moving our bodies round together, deploying some of my best dirty dancing moves.
It felt amazingly good to have her tits pressed right up against me. I ran my hands over her hips and then gripped the curve of her sexy little bottom.
“Sera, I’ve wanted you for so long,” I murmured in her ear, and then started kissing her neck as we continued to move together. Of course I already had a serious hard-on, as she could feel when I ground my hips into hers. She looked at me with a slightly bewildered expression.
“It’s okay, Babe,” I whispered. “Just relax, let go and enjoy yourself.”
I kissed Sera’s lips. They were soft and sweet, so I teased her mouth with the tip of my tongue to let me in, and when she did, she tasted of wine and strawberries, a delicious and intoxicating mix as our tongues tentatively started mingling together.
As we continued kissing, I gradually manoeuvred us over towards the doorway, and once we were in the relative privacy of the hall, I pushed her back against the wall, and then started really kissing her. I ran one hand up her leg, and it felt so amazing to finally be touching her this way as I pressed up hard against her. My heart felt as if it was going to explode it was beating so fast, and I was literally aching to get my cock out, it was so up and ready for action. Because of my obsession with Sera, I hadn’t been with another girl for ages, so now I was desperate for a fuck, and thankful that we’d finally got to this stage.
 “Jamie…I…maybe…” she stuttered. She broke off our kiss and reached up to put her hands on my shoulders as she stared up into my face.
“You’d prefer us to go somewhere more private?”
I understood. It was usually around this time that I’d make a discreet exit with a girl to take things to the next level, so I took Sera by the hand and led her upstairs to my bedroom, closing the door firmly behind us. I was glad I’d made sure my bed was neatly made, and my room was tidy, in hopeful anticipation of this event. I was finally going to get Sera into my bed for my best birthday present ever. Yes!
“You are so beautiful,” I whispered as I quickly kicked off my shoes and socks, then pulled my T shirt over my head, before I started kissing her again. I held her tightly against my bare chest while I ran my fingertips over the silky skin of her bare back. I couldn’t wait to get her naked to feel the rest of her bare skin against mine. I’ve often been told by girls that they like my chest, and Sera seemed to as she started running her fingers over me, before pulling away.
“Jamie, I’m not sure…” she murmured, but she didn't actually push me away.
“It’s okay, I’ve got protection,” I reassured her. Boy Scout rule number one – be prepared. Always practice safe sex. Never, ever take a risk. Always use a good quality condom. Never get caught out, always have a plentiful supply to hand. That was the advice my brother had drummed into me countless times, for which I was eternally grateful, as it meant I had a box of condoms in my bedside drawer.
I started kissing Sera again, and pushed her hair to one side as I nuzzled her neck and then felt for her dress zipper with my fingers. As it was a halter neck, I guessed she wouldn’t be wearing a bra underneath. I groaned loudly at the thought of seeing her naked for the first time, as I ran my hand up to feel those great tits of hers.
I suddenly felt Sera tense up.
“Jamie, I’m not sure I can do this.” She tried to push me away.
“Hey, it’s okay, it’ll be a really great fuck, I promise,” I whispered as I pulled her closer again. “Although it might be a bit quick – the first time anyway, but we’ve got all night. It’s been a while, so you know how it is.”
“No, I don’t that’s the trouble,” Sera wailed.
“What do you mean?” I asked breathlessly, puzzled by her reaction.
“I’m so sorry, Jamie. It’s just I’m not very experienced, I’ve never actually…and I thought maybe I could finally do this, but….”
“Are you saying… you’re not saying… are you saying you haven’t ever…?”
Was she trying to tell me she was a virgin? She couldn’t be, she was nearly twenty two, for crying out loud. I lost my virginity as soon as I could at sixteen, and I’ve never looked back. No one is still a virgin at her age, not by choice anyway. And guys would kill to have sex with Sera, so what the hell…?
“It’s true. I’ve never had sex. I'm a stupid inexperienced virgin,” she confessed. She sank down to sit on the edge of the bed as she hid her face in her hands. I slowly sat down next to her, and then gently put my arm around her, bewildered by her confession.
“You’re the closest I’ve ever got, Jamie, and for a moment there I really thought maybe this time I could finally do it, because I really want to. I mean, how embarrassing is it to admit I'm still a virgin at my age? Usually I feel myself tense up the moment a guy starts really kissing me or tries to touch me. I want to let go and have sex, I really do, but something inside me always rebels and starts screaming and kicking, and I just can't do it, so I have to put a stop to things. That’s why I’ve sometimes wondered…”
“Wondered what?” I couldn’t believe how things were turning out, after it’d been going so well between us. I’d been within a couple of minutes of finally living out my fantasies with her and now it had all come to a crashing halt.
“I’ve wondered if perhaps I’m gay, and that’s why I freeze whenever a guy touches me,” she said in a very quiet voice.
“Gay? No, you can't be. That would be such a waste. You have a bisexual friend you lived with, so surely you would’ve tried things out with her if you were that way inclined? Look, you were fine just now, it was only when I touched you more intimately that you overreacted. I didn't know you were a virgin, so maybe I’ve rushed things for you. I just assumed you were used to how things normally play out between a guy and a girl at a party, when they both want to fuck. Come on, we can try again, I’ll take things really slowly, seeing as it’s your first time,” I promised, as I eased her back down to lie on the bed with me, and then started kissing her again. The thought of being the first guy to ever have her was really turning me on, making my cock even harder if that was possible.
She relaxed for a moment as she lay there and let me kiss her again, but as soon as I tried to run my hand up between her legs, she totally freaked out on me again.
“No! No, I really can’t do this!” she cried out, as she pushed my hand away and tried to sit up.
“Come on, Babe, just relax and let me show you how nice it feels when I rub your special little magic button,” I urged, as I tried to pull her back down on the bed again. I was sure I could make her go wild if I could just get my hand inside her knickers to work on her clit.
It was so frustrating. If only she would let herself go, I knew she’d enjoy it, because I always make sure a girl has a really great time. Don’t be a selfish lover. Make sure she always comes - that way women will beg you to fuck them again. Don’t be ignorant. Study the female anatomy so you know what you’re doing. More great tips from my big brother.
Perhaps I should have waited until she’d had a couple more glasses of wine to properly relax her, but she’d seemed so chilled and up for it when she was dancing.
I tried gently kissing her neck and just left my hand resting on her waist, hoping that she would calm down, and then we could get back to taking care of her virginity, but it was no good. She pushed my hands away firmly, and sat up on the bed.
“I’m sorry, Jamie, I know this is really mean of me because it’s your birthday, but it’s not going to happen. I just can’t,” she insisted as she swung her legs over the edge of the bed and started adjusting her clothes.
I lay there face down and groaned in frustration. But it was no good. Seraphina had said no, and I was just going to have to accept it, although I was still secretly convinced that it was just her nerves getting the better of her, and if I could only get past the first awkward stage with her she’d be totally fine. Maybe next time, if I was patient with her.
“I really am sorry if I gave you the wrong impression, if I led you on in anyway. I don’t usually drink so I can only think that’s what made me act that way with you. Please forgive me; I’ll understand if you don't want us to be friends anymore,” she said in a wobbly voice, as if she was about to burst into tears.
I was gutted at how things had turned out, but I wasn’t ready to give up on Seraphina yet. She’d told me previously that she grew up in an all female household. No father around, no brothers. So maybe that had had a detrimental effect on her relationships with men. Maybe she needed to learn to relax with me first, before we could have sex. I didn’t want to accept the possibility that she was gay. If I possibly wanted her to be my girlfriend, then it was clear I was going to have to be patient with her. I’ve always enjoyed a challenge, and I could do the whole mature and considerate thing couldn’t I? So I slowly sat up next to her.
“Look, Sera, there’s nothing to forgive. I’m not angry with you. Maybe if we took things really slowly, went back to basics, had a few dates and got to know each other, you’d feel more relaxed and then things will progress naturally between us, until you’re ready to take the next step with me.”
“Would you really do that for me? Most guys react really badly when I pull back. They usually start calling me a prick tease, that kind of thing,” Sera whispered.
“I’ve been trying to get you to come out on a date with me so I could get to know you better ever since we first met, but you’ve always made excuses, saying you’re too busy. So all I ask is that you make time for me and give me a chance; give us a chance. If you’ll do that for me, I promise we’ll take things at your pace, although I’m not going to lie; it won’t be easy when I'm so crazy for you.” I tried to subtly rearrange my frustrated and unsatisfied cock.
“I’m so sorry, Jamie, I truly am. This is exactly why I keep guys at a distance. I know how things always turn out, so I’ve found it’s much simpler not to let anything start in the first place. But it seems you’re different. You really are quite a special guy, aren’t you?” she said, as she smiled, then kissed me briefly on my lips. She put her hand on my face as she looked into my eyes, and I leant into her hand.
“You’re the special one, Sera. For you, I will wait until you say you are ready. Just come on a date with me, please?”
“Okay. How about Saturday morning? I have to work in the evening, and I’d planned to study in the afternoon, but the morning is free, if you’re willing to get up and go out somewhere?”
I always spent Friday nights drinking with my rugby club mates, and it usually went on pretty late, so I didn't normally get up until around lunch time on a Saturday. But I could hardly turn her down after pleading with her could I?
So that was how we ended up going to the Tate Modern art gallery so that she could show me her favourite pieces of art on the first Saturday, while the following week I took her to a rugby match, because we’d agreed we could take it in turns doing things that were new experiences for each of us.
And we did sort of have fun. I liked walking along the embankment holding her hand, even if I did think the Damien Hirst exhibition we’d just viewed at Tate was a load of old rubbish. And I'm not sure in all honesty that she fully appreciated the whole Twickenham rugby match experience, even though it was an England versus Ireland match, but she gamely entered into the spirit of things and cheered for our team whenever I did.
But how long it would be before she was going to feel relaxed enough to finally let me get her into bed remained to be seen.



Chapter 7
Liam
I’d been
away in the States again, building up my business contacts in order to expand my interests over there. On my return, I’d instructed Simon Draper, my Creative Director, that I wanted SCV to have a complete image makeover, with new logos and brandings, something fresh and stimulating to replace the current boring image we had. I gave him a month to come up with something, and ignored his protests that this was too short a time frame. I wanted the new image in place for some important meetings I’d managed to set up in the States, so they just had to get their act together. I’d given them detailed instructions about what I wanted, and more importantly what I didn't want, so how hard could it be, for fuck’s sake?
It was Sunday, so Jamie was coming over for a belated birthday lunch celebration, since I’d been away at the time. I was curious to find out how he was getting on with this girl he’d been chasing after for months now. Hopefully he’d finally got her out of his system, was bored with her and regretting his decision to let her have a room in the house. Perhaps that would teach him not to think with his dick in future.
Having terminated my arrangement with Kimberley, I’d not had a chance to organise a replacement since I’d been away on business so much lately. Now that I was back, it was something I’d have to turn my attention too. I had needs - very urgent needs. I have a high sex drive, and lack of sex was definitely making me tetchy and irritable. I had someone in mind – the blonde who regularly worked out next to me at the gym had been sending unmistakeable signs of interest, and a few discrete enquiries with Scott Franklin the gym manager, my usual contact in these matters, had revealed that she was into the no strings kind of sex I was interested in. I just needed to set something up, and I’d have to get onto it first thing tomorrow.
Once Jamie had arrived and we were sitting eating our lunch, I broached the subject of this stupid girl he was infatuated with. I didn't beat around the bush.
“Have you fucked her yet?”
Jamie spluttered as he choked on his food.
“Excuse me?”
“This girl. The one who’s been leading you a fine dance, playing hard to get and all that malarkey. Have you screwed her yet?” I watched for his response as I took a mouthful of the rather good beef casserole that Agnieszka had left for us this week.
“I take it you mean Seraphina.” By Jamie’s defensive attitude, he clearly hadn’t fucked her yet.
“If that’s her name, then yes. Seraphina. Have you finally managed to fuck her? Has the novelty worn off so you can move on?”
“Liam, you really are a nasty shit sometimes. It’s not like that, not with Sera. She’s different, I keep telling you.”
“So you still haven’t got around to shagging her yet. Jesus Christ almighty, what is wrong with you? Why the hell are you wasting your time on a prick teasing bitch like her?”
“She’s not a prick teasing bitch, it’s just complicated with her. She’s got issues. If you must know, I did actually get her into my bedroom at my birthday party, but just as I thought we were finally going to make it together, she freaked out on me.”
“She’s got issues. This just gets better and better,” I muttered in disbelief. My brother could pretty much have the pick of any girl he wanted, but he had to go and get himself mixed up with this nutty cow instead.
“It turns out she’s still a virgin. She’s got herself so hung up about guys touching her and having sex that she’s worried she’s a lesbian, which I'm sure she’s not. Well, at least I hope she’s not.”
“So she’s either frigid or gay. Well done, little brother, you certainly know how to pick a great girl. So what do you plan to do? My advice is to walk away now, before she completely does your head in. Oh but wait, you can't; dick brain that you are, you gave her a room in your house, didn't you?”
“I don't want to walk away. I’ve told her I’ll wait. I’ll be patient and give her time. I’ll wait until she feels ready for us to have sex together, and I love the idea of being her first guy. So we’ve been going on dates, spending time together, getting to know each other first.”
“So you want to pop her cherry. How sweet. But what happens if she decides she’s gay instead? You watch her walk off into the sunset with another dyke?”
“Liam, do you have to be so fucking nasty all the time?” Jamie snapped at me. So he was worried that his precious little Seraphina was gay, and that he was wasting his time.
“Just telling you how it is. I think you need a reality check instead of living in cloud cuckoo land. How long are you going to give her to decide? How long can you last without a proper, decent fuck instead of making do with a wank while you watch some porn?”
“We haven't actually discussed any kind of a definite time limit, but I’ve got us tickets for the Spring Ball. I’ve booked us a room to stay the night at the hotel where it’s being held, so that’s when I'm thinking it’ll finally happen between us. Sera might be going to the States on an exchange program at the end of term, so I'm certainly hoping things will have moved on between us by then. I thought maybe I could go and visit her over there when I’ve finished my exams, seeing as I’d planned to do some travelling anyway.”
“She’s going to the States?”
This sounded more promising. Just get her away from Jamie for a while, and he’d soon forget about her and move on. It was only because she was right there in the same house taunting him that he was still so obsessed with her.
“It’s not definite she’s got a place yet. There’s a lot of competition, and she’d stand a much better chance if she could get an internship in a decent company here first, but it’s really hard to get a place apparently. So I did wonder if maybe…”
“What?”
“If you would agree to give her an internship at Starr Capital, just for a month or so. It would look really good on her application.”
“Did she put you up to this?” I asked suspiciously. I wouldn’t put it past the conniving bitch to have had a motive like this all along.
“No! Not at all. When I mentioned the idea to her, she was horrified, actually. She’s fiercely independent, and hates the thought of me trying to help her out. But if it helped her reach her goal, then I think I could persuade her to see sense.”
“Hmm. My Creative Director claims his team is snowed under at the moment, so I suppose I could take her on. She could help out by doing the photocopying, making the tea, answering the phone, running errands, that kind of thing. It would be unpaid though. Her payment would be having Starr Capital Ventures on her CV.”
I wasn’t offering this placement to help her. I was doing it to hopefully enable her to move away from Jamie. I wanted to break them up, one way or another, because my brother deserved so much better than this time wasting female he’d got sucked in by.
“That’d be great! I think it would make all the difference. I’m sure I could get her to agree, and hopefully then she’ll be really grateful and happy…”
“And then you think you’ll finally get laid, eh?” I smirked at my brother. I didn't think he stood a chance in hell, whatever happened. He was just being strung along by this flaky, opportunist bitch, and I was going to prove it to him.



Chapter 8
 Seraphina
The
ultra modern offices of Starr Capital Ventures were pretty much how I expected them to be. Set in an up and coming and area on the edge of the city financial district. Minimalist modern style offices, bare, cold and soulless. Monochrome colour scheme, all black, white and chrome. Everybody dressed in boring bland corporate suits and shirts, as per the strict dress code that Liam Starr insisted every member of staff adhered to, be they male or female, although there weren’t very many women employees in any case, I quickly realised.
I still felt very uncomfortable about the fact that Jamie had persuaded his brother to give me this placement rather than getting it on my own merit, but as he’d pointed out, I’d have been stupid to turn down this golden opportunity to add a sterling name like Starr Capital Ventures to my CV. He had argued that other people benefitted from strings being pulled, so why shouldn’t I? And so I’d taken up the hastily arranged placement, in order to meet the final application deadline for the exchange program. At least it tied in with the Easter break from uni, so I didn't have to miss any lectures or seminars.
I would be forever grateful to Jamie for pulling this out of the bag. He really was such a sweet guy to me, despite the fact that I couldn’t give him what he wanted from our relationship, not yet anyhow. We were working on it, and he was being very patient and understanding of the fact that I’d freaked out when he’d tried to make love to me at his birthday party a while back. It had been so mortifying for me, and exactly what I’d feared would happen yet again. It always did. Jamie was good looking, had a great body, was friendly, kind, a bit immature maybe, but that was only to be expected from a fellow student. So why on earth I couldn’t just let go and enjoy myself with him, and finally lose my wretched virginity with such a great guy, I didn't understand. But I just couldn’t.
Abbey had no such problems – she and Toby had had a great night together, she’d informed me the next day. He’d certainly been grinning from ear to ear the next morning when she’d left, and from the unmistakeable sounds coming from his bedroom in the early hours, it’d been obvious why. Now they saw each other now and again for repeat performances whenever either of them felt the need. So why couldn’t I be more like her? Although Jamie had tried to his best to hide it, he’d obviously been green with envy, and I truly felt sorry for the poor guy. I tried to tell him I’d understand if he wanted to move on and go out with other girls rather than be stuck with a freak like me, but he’d insisted he was happy just spending time with me.
On my first day at Starr Capital Ventures, I was left in little doubt about all the correct protocols, first by the pages of very detailed instructions I received, and secondly by the lecture I had to endure from Simon Draper, the fifty something, old school Creative Director who headed up the team I was doing my ‘internship’ with. General dogsbody was more like it, but as it was only for a month I wasn’t bothered. All that mattered was that I would be able put a well respected company on my CV to help with my exchange program application, and longer term to get a decent job. Everyone bigs up their role on their CV anyway, so I was sure I could be just as creative in describing mine.
Simon had made it crystal clear that all I was expected to do was general running around – the kind of thing a kid on work experience would be allowed to do. I would be entrusted to do the photocopying, make the tea and coffee, go get lunches, that kind of thing. And then, if I was really lucky, after a couple of weeks, if I hadn't stuffed up majorly in any way, they might actually trust me enough to answer the phones and take messages. Whoop de doo. Lucky me.
I was certainly not expected to make any kind of an artistic contribution, but at least I was there in the office, watching what was going on, listening in to all their discussions. It was very interesting and useful, and by lucky chance, the brief the team were currently working on fitted in perfectly with my final coursework assignment for uni:
‘You are working for a mid-sized design agency and have been tasked with a brand refresh for a well-known company to use across multiple channels. The Brief requires a full presentation including conceptual work, a range of options, along with your recommended route.’
Of course the high and mighty Mr. Starr wouldn’t dream of entrusting an outside agency with any of his precious work. He had his own in-house team to work to his very exacting and precise instructions. Toby had called him a control freak, and as I listened to the team trying to come up with some interesting options for their boss to choose from for his new logo and image, I realized that was exactly what he was. He’d left them with virtually no options. Despite the name of the company, he didn't want any kind of a reference or image connected with a star – apparently he considered that too obvious, that it was tasteless, tacky and lazy. Nothing colourful, he decreed. The font must be plain, bold and clear, nothing too fancy or artistic.
He was squeezing the creative life out of his team, leaving them stuck up a blind alley, yet he was still expecting them to come up with something new and exciting. The man was impossible - not that I’d actually met him, of course – I was far too lowly for him to bother himself about, and that suited me just fine because I had no desire whatsoever to cross paths with him. I just kept my head down and did everything that was asked of me as efficiently as possible, so that there would be no possible grounds for them to refuse to give me the reference I needed.
I didn't envy the guys in the team one bit. They were all so in awe of the Big Boss, scared of losing their jobs if they went against his commands. Apparently the last member of the team who’d tried to suggest a new approach had been ‘let go’, because the Big Boss had been so unimpressed. So now no one dared to contradict him, or suggest anything even slightly radical.
For my course work, I had no such restrictions. I had carte blanche to come up with whatever designs I wanted, and I took great delight in coming up with the complete opposite of what the great ogre Liam Starr was insisting he wanted. Each night when I got home, I worked on my own version of their project, and I found it really interesting. I decided it was the kind of work I’d like to get into when I finished uni. I really threw myself into my project, so that I’d have some great examples in my portfolio. Of course, if I was lucky enough to land a place on the exchange program, then hopefully that might lead to a job – that was always the expectation anyway.
Because mine was an unpaid internship, and I still needed to eat and pay all my bills, I had to continue with my part time waitressing job as well as work at Starr Capital Ventures during the day, and also work on my uni assignment, so I was busier than ever, much to Jamie’s disappointment. But that was just the way it had to be, for the next month or so anyhow. He might be miffed about my current lack of availability, but he had to concede that it was his own doing because he’d instigated my placement at his brother’s company.
The Creative Team comprised of two staff under Simon. Of course they were both male, although they acted more like old women as they got themselves in a terrible state about pitching to the Big Boss.
“He’s not going to go for any of these options. He’s asked for radical change, but I’m not sure these new designs fit the bill or look different enough from the existing ones,” Tom worried. He was a serious young man in his mid-thirties, and I’d gathered from conversations I’d overheard that his wife was expecting a baby any day now. And he was right. They might have all the latest equipment and software at their fingertips, but apart from tinkering about with the font and spacing, nothing different stood out at all with their suggestions. Boring and bland about summed up their proposals.
“I disagree. Changing the font and altering the spacing makes a huge difference, but still ensures we’ve followed Mr Starr’s instructions to the letter, so I don't see how he can complain,” Simon whined. “I really don't know what more we can do.”
Grow some balls. Stand up to him. Offer him some decent alternatives. Show him you know what you’re talking about instead of being brown nosed sycophants.
Of course I kept these thoughts to myself. It was not the place of the lowly tea girl to make comments.
“Well, seeing as I’m leaving at the end of the month, I'm not going to work myself into a frenzy over this, when we all know he’s not going to take a blind bit of notice of any of our recommendations, however boring and conservative we make them. It’s just a complete waste of our time, and I don't know why he doesn’t just get on and do it himself, instead of interfering and micro managing every little thing we try to do,” Rob grumbled. “The Boss might know the business inside out, and a tight brief is theoretically supposed to give you freedom by defining the paremeters, but he’s far too restrictive. ”
I’d quickly worked out that Rob Lewis was disillusioned and that was why he was leaving to take up a position in another company after a couple of frustrating years at Starr Capital Ventures. He was only in his late twenties, so I couldn’t blame him for wanting to move on to be able put his creative talents to far more effective use. He was the only one who had shown the slightest interest in me, asking me what I was studying, giving me a few helpful tips when I asked him a few questions about things I wanted to include in my own project.
~*~
It was the final week of my placement. The pitch to the Big Boss was all set for Monday. And with perfect timing, on Sunday evening a threatened wildcat strike called by all the transport unions in London unexpectedly went ahead, because they were determined to show a united front to the government over their latest pay deal. So on Monday morning there would be no trains, no tubes, no buses - and it would be chaos. But that didn't really worry me.
I always walked whenever I could – it saved money and was a great way to keep fit while I saw more of London life. So on that Monday I just walked the few miles to work. I wasn’t going to be beaten by a strike, and I certainly wasn’t going to give Simon any kind of an excuse for a black mark against me for being late. I enjoyed my walk, and I easily made it in time, it was just eight fifty five when I arrived. Ha! to Simon then, who always glanced at the clock when I walked in every morning, just to let me know he was taking note.
But it turned out I was the only one who’d made it into the office so far. As I took my coat off, hung it up and changed out of my walking trainers, the phone rang. As there was no one else to answer it, I took the call.
“Good Morning. Creative Team, Seraphina Jones speaking. How may I be of assistance?” I said, using my best ‘I’m a professional’ voice.
“Seraphina? Simon here. Has Rob made it into the office yet? I can't get hold of him, although I've left several messages.”
“No, I’m the only one in so far.”
“Oh Christ! I’m stuck out here in Surbiton because of the strike - they can’t say when there’s going to be a train into town. Tom’s wife went into labour last night, so he’s at the hospital with her. I was counting on Rob to pitch to Mr Starr in my place this morning. The meeting is set for nine thirty and there is no way I'm going to make it to the office in time now.”
“Well, surely Mr Starr will understand and cancel or at least postpone the presentation– that’s if he’s even made it into the office this morning himself?”
“Oh, he’s in alright, I’ve just spoken to him. He drove in as usual and didn't see what all the fuss was about with the strike, so I had to assure him the presentation would still go ahead. Look, hopefully Rob is on his way and will be there shortly. I made sure I left everything prepared, so can you use the master keys to get the memory stick from my desk as well as all the presentation boards out of the cupboard, and make sure everything’s ready for Rob, so he can take it up to Mr Starr the moment he walks in. Do you think you could do that?”
“I think I can manage it,” I said dryly. Did he think I was stupid or something? “Don’t worry, I’ll make sure everything is ready for Rob.”
If he turned up. From his attitude previously and the fact that he was leaving anyway, I wasn’t at all sure he’d be trying that hard to make it in today, which was probably why he was ignoring Simon’s calls.
“Thank you. And get Rob to call me the moment he gets in, would you?”
“Of course. Anything else, Mr. Draper?”
“No, just make sure you don't muddle up any of the flip charts, because they’re in the correct order to go with the notes. And for Christ’s sake don't spill tea over them or anything. They have to be perfect for Mr Starr.”
“Leave it with me. Look, it’s nearly ten past nine, so I’d best crack on with things, hadn’t I?”
The way that idiot was talking to me, I decided it was best to finish the call before I said something I might regret later.
I quickly got everything out and checked it through. I’d watched them going over and over it, so I was pretty familiar with it all, and it was really quite simple, because they hadn’t got many new ideas to pitch. So when it got to nine twenty, and there was still no sign of Rob, I had a decision to make when Mr Starr’s PA rang down and asked what was happening. She was demanding to know why no one from the team had appeared to set up the presentation yet.
I had a ‘sod it’ moment. I was used to presenting my own ideas at uni. We’d had tutorials on how to pitch, and we’d practiced our skills by running our own version of the Dragon’s Den TV program. I knew there was nothing in this presentation that I wasn’t able to explain. If I set everything up, hopefully Rob would arrive to take over, but if not, then I was more than capable of pitching these simple designs to Mr Big Boss Liam Starr, I told myself. It would be good practice for me, and I should rise to the challenge, not shy away from it. Pitching and presenting were always going to be essential skills in my future career, and it was about time I got something useful out of this unpaid internship apart from just being able to put their precious name on my CV.
“I’m just on my way up now,” I told the PA. Then I gathered everything together, and gave myself a little pep talk.
Passion, preparation and presentation. The three essential qualities for a successful pitch. Keep calm. Keep everything simple and clear. Have all the facts at your fingertips. Act the part. Look the part.
Hmm. I was just about conforming to the strict Starr Capital Ventures dress code. I didn't have a great selection of appropriately boring office clothes to pick from in my wardrobe, so I’d had to be a bit creative, as I certainly couldn’t afford to go out and buy lots of new work clothes. So today I was wearing the black skirt I wore when I worked in the restaurant waitressing. It was quite short, but as I was wearing black patterned opaque tights, I didn't think it looked too tarty or slutty, especially as I was wearing my favourite low heeled pixie boots, rather than sky high fuck-me stilettos. I didn't possess a classic silk blouse like the other women wore to the office, so I’d made do with a white blouse I’d picked up for a bargain price in the sales. On a limited budget like mine, the skill was to pick out the pieces that looked more expensive amongst all the nasty, tacky dross. The blouse I’d picked out was quite clingy, with lace panels across the boobs, but I thought it looked reasonably smart, and not as boring as a perfectly plain blouse. I’d added a nice studded black belt to cinch it in to complete the outfit.
My hair was extra wild and curly this morning after my brisk walk into work, so I quickly twisted it round and pinned it into a bun of sorts. Now it was noticeable I wasn’t wearing the normal conformist banker’s wife diamond stud earrings. Instead, I was wearing my silver angel wing drop earrings that had been a twenty first birthday present from my Irish cousin, Aoife. I always wore earrings, feeling naked if I went out without them. The pair I was wearing today were a personalised design that Aoife’s husband Sean had made for me. He was a very talented silversmith with his own workshop, trying to make a living by selling his handmade jewellery to tourists in the little town of Kinsale where they lived in Southern Ireland. Well, these earrings could be my lucky talisman. I had a feeling I was going to need all the help I could get today.
I took a deep breath as I entered the lift, trying my best to dismiss the butterflies in my stomach, and pressed the button for the top floor. I ignored the phone that started ringing in the office as I was walking out because whoever it was, I didn't have time to answer it right now. It was most likely Simon again, worrying like the old woman he was. He’d probably have a heart attack at the thought of the tea girl possibly being about to pitch to his precious Mr. Starr.
Of course, in true top executive style, I knew Liam Starr was going to have a huge office on the top floor, and of course he was going to have wonderful views across London. I’d never been up there before, but I just knew that’s how it would be. But I refused to be intimidated. I pulled my shoulders back and took a deep breath to calm myself. You can do this. Just pretend he’s a college lecturer. He’s nobody special.
The lift doors opened, and I stepped out, my arms full of folders and flip charts as well as a lap top.
“And who might you be?”
The woman I took to be Liam Starr’s PA was standing there waiting impatiently, her arms folded, her lips pursed. She was blonde, looked to be in her forties, and was wearing the statutory black trouser suit with the statutory white silk blouse. Elegant, but oh so boring.
“Seraphina Jones. From Simon Draper’s Creative Team. I’m here to set up the presentation,” I explained.
“You’re cutting it a bit fine. Mr Starr does not appreciate being kept waiting,” she snapped as she led the way. I didn't bother to argue, or make any comment about the strike that had affected everyone’s journey to work today.
I was led into a meeting room, which was not quite as big as I was expecting, but I guessed that was probably because there were not going to be that many attendees to this meeting. I realised I had no idea of what kind of audience I was about to pitch to, but never mind. I’d just focus all my attention on the Big Boss.
All the furniture was light beech and chrome, the walls were white; even the thick luxurious carpet was white. There were no pictures on the walls. And yes, the windows framed an impressive view of London. The Starr Capital offices looked out onto the Bishopsgate financial district, so there was a great view of the iconic Gherkin building set amongst the other modern and stark buildings.
I quickly set everything up, then popped my head round the door.
“We’re good to go,” I informed the PA, whose name appeared to be Joy Pearce, according to the name plate on her desk. “Only a few minutes late. Not bad all things considered.”
She ignored my words, picked up the phone and pressed a button.
“Mr Starr? The presentation is ready for you now, sir.” She replaced the receiver, then gave me a glacial stare.
“He’ll be with you in a minute,” she stated, then went back to her keyboard again.
“Fine. Be a miserable cow,” I thought to myself, deciding her name was a misnomer if ever there was one, as I went back into the meeting room to wait. It wasn’t long before the door opened, and in walked the man himself.
I could immediately see why my housemates called him The Big Guy. He was at least six foot three or four. He was broadly built, and beneath his obviously expensive well cut grey suit, it was easy to see that he was built. I literally felt my stomach lurch as I instantly felt the powerful aura emanating from him.
I looked up at his face, and saw straight away the family resemblance to his younger brother. But whereas Jamie was handsome in an almost pretty kind of way, Liam was much harder looking. They both had dark blonde hair, but Liam wore his short and spiky. His face had the same high cheek bones but he was rugged rather than handsome, and I noticed he had a scar at the corner of his mouth. He had a strong, straight roman type of nose, and the only slightly softer feature of his face was his full mouth, which was fascinating for some reason, and I found myself wondering what it would be like to be kissed by those lips. But it was his eyes that drew my full attention. They were the most intense shade of steely blue, and right now they were glaring at me.
“Who the hell are you? Joy said you were Miss Jones, is that right? Where’s Simon, Rob or Tom?”
His voice was both deep and melodic, although right now it was laced with irritation.
“Unfortunately they’ve been delayed, Mr Starr. I’m Seraphina Jones, the intern, and I'm standing in for them until they get here,” I explained as coolly as I could, meeting his gaze, refusing to allow myself to be cowed by his overwhelmingly macho presence as I calmly held my hand out for him to shake.
He looked at me for a beat, and then I saw the penny drop. There are some benefits to having an unusual Christian name.
“Seraphina Jones. The girl my brother gave the room to in the student house,” he said, staring intently at me, letting his eyes wander right from the tip of my toes to the top of my head. It must have taken him only a few seconds, but it felt like hours as his gaze burned into me. Then he seemed to shake his head slightly before taking my proffered hand. As he firmly gripped it with his very large hand, I gasped as a bolt of electricity literally shot through me. He snatched his hand away, as if he too had felt it. It must have been static created by the plastic soles of my cheap boots. How embarrassing. We both pretended nothing had happened.
“That’s correct. I rent a room in the house with Jamie and the other two boys. So, how many other attendees do we need to wait for before I make a start with the presentation?” I asked, seeing as no one else had come in with him, and there was still no sign of Rob.
“There won’t be anyone else. The two heads of department that were supposed to be sitting in have failed to make it in this morning, just because of the strike. It’s pathetic. So how come you managed to get to work when so many others have failed miserably?” he looked at me curiously.
“I walked. As for the others, Tom’s wife is having her baby, otherwise I’m sure he would have made it in, and the other two are on their way,” I tried to cover for my colleagues.
“That’s quite a walk,” he murmured as he tapped his finger on his lips and continued to stare at me. I wished he wouldn’t draw attention to his mouth, because suddenly images were popping into my head of his big muscly body pinning me down on a large soft bed, while his mouth wandered all over my naked body. I want him. Where on earth these erotic images were coming from I had no idea, but I had to pull myself together.
“Shall I make a start then? I understand that you are a very busy man, Mr Starr, so I’ll keep it brief and to the point.” Because there isn’t actually much to show you.
“Are you sure you’re up to this? Aren’t you just an art student?” The disdain was apparent in his voice, and again those steely eyes bore into mine.
“As I have sat in on all the recent team discussions, I’m confident that I can present all the relevant information to you, sir. And I am about to complete the final year of my BA Graphic Design degree at Central Saint Martin’s, having specifically chosen to specialise in Design and Interaction.” Which you would know if you’d bothered to read my CV, which clearly you haven't.
I think a hint of sardonic amusement passed over his face as I stared back at him.
“Very well, Miss Jones. You may proceed,” he ordered, as he sat himself down on one of the chairs in front of me. He folded his arms, and arrogantly crossed his legs out in front of him. Bring it on, his body language was saying, because I think you’re going to be pathetic and useless.
Well, although I knew what I was presenting was pretty pathetic and useless, I was determined I wasn’t going to give this horrid man the satisfaction of finding any fault with the way I presented it.



Chapter 9
Liam
I don’t know what I’d expected this girl my brother was chasing after to look like, but when I came face to face with Miss Seraphina Jones, she was nothing at all how I had imagined her to be. I suppose I’d expected her to be blonde and busty to have got Jamie so obsessed with her, despite being led such a merry dance. That’s the kind of overtly sexy female I expected him to be lusting after, I suppose because that’s the type I’ve always enjoyed fucking. Big tits. Curvy. Blonde.
Seraphina Jones was the absolute antithesis of this. She was brunette, petite and slim, with average sized tits, although I could see from the way her blouse was clinging to her that they were a great shape and totally in proportion with the rest of her figure. I imagined they looked good even when she wasn’t wearing a bra, not droopy or saggy like big tits tend to be. And I guessed she was feeling the cold because I could see her nipples standing out through the thin fabric too, which I have to say I rather appreciated. And she had great legs, long and slim and shapely.
Little Miss Jones was dressed in a somewhat unconventional outfit. Most of the women at the office wore trouser suits, but she was wearing a short skirt with lacy patterned tights and funny little ankle boots that had suede tassels hanging from the back. For some reason, on her that combination looked incredibly sexy – I have no idea why as I'm most definitely a stockings and stilettos man.
She stood there glaring defiantly at me with these astonishing green eyes, as if daring me to send her packing. Those eyes were set in a beautiful heart shaped face, and her smooth complexion was a very pale alabaster, just heightened with a tinge of pink, the only thing slightly betraying the nerves she must have been feeling. And I realised my brother had been wrong when he’d described her as pretty. She wasn’t. She was beautiful. Unquestionably Seraphina Jones was a natural beauty, and I began to understand why Jamie was so obsessed, as I found myself staring to take in every detail about her.
Suddenly a picture popped into my head of those long legs wrapped tightly around me as I fucked her hard, while she moaned and writhed under me, her nails raking my back. I want her. I shook my head to dispel the image. Clearly my recent lack of sex was playing havoc with my head, and I needed to organise a good hard fuck to restore my equilibrium as a matter of priority. In any case, Jamie had told me this female was a frigid virgin, possibly a lesbian, and that she had issues about men touching her. So she really wasn’t even worth fantasizing about.
As we shook hands, I felt a shock of electricity shoot through me. I made a mental note to have the carpets sprayed to get rid of the static electricity that must have built up to have had such a pronounced effect. That was the only logical explanation, and I made no comment about it.
All these thoughts passed in a matter of seconds, before my head righted itself to get on with the matter in hand.
To say that I was pissed that so many members of my staff had failed to get into work today was an understatement. I thought it was pathetic. I had managed to, and to her credit, so had Miss Jones. She’d walked in, she stated. That was a distance of several miles and I had to admit I was impressed. I remembered Jamie telling me she was desperate for an internship and how he’d virtually begged me to give her a place, so I guessed that explained why she had made the extra effort to get here today, which I respected. One point in her favour.
And she was a feisty little thing. The way she calmly put me to rights over her ability to make this presentation quite frankly amused me, so I sat back to see what she would come up with, knowing she must have been dropped into doing it at the very last minute, and that she was stuck with presenting other people’s ideas, which is never an easy thing to do. She was going to have to think on her feet, so I decided I’d push her, see what she was capable of, because she intrigued me.
Little Miss Jones efficiently worked through the flip charts and slides of the proposed changes. She explained each of the three proposals very clearly. She impressed me. But the contents of the presentation did not. Bitterly disappointed me more like. What a waste of time.
“I thought I’d made it perfectly clear to Simon’s team that I wanted something much more striking, not just the same old shit rehashed,” I fumed. I wasn’t going to go easy on her just because she was the intern.
“I think if you would just take the time to look more closely, Mr. Starr, you’ll find there are actually quite significant differences, which will help to create a different and more vibrant image for Starr Capital Ventures,” she bravely persisted.
“Bullshit, Miss Jones. I shouldn’t have to look more closely. That’s the whole point. I want something that jumps out at me. I don't expect to have to get a measure out to discover the font is a size smaller, or the underlining is fractionally thicker.”
I was furious. What the hell had the team been spending all their time doing, if this was the best they could come up with?
“I believe your brief was quite specific with regard to what you would and would not find acceptable, sir. The team worked extremely hard within those restrictive confines to come up with every possible concept,” she challenged, looking me straight in the eye.
“So basically I got what I asked for? Is that what you’re saying Miss Jones?” I asked her, not quite able to believe my ears.
She shrugged, as she calmly replied.
“My understanding is that the team have produced exactly what you specified. Nothing more, nothing less.”
Fuck me! This young slip of a girl actually had the guts to tell me this disaster was all of my own doing.
“Okay. Let’s cut all the crap shall we? You agree these proposals are shit?” Miss Jones sighed, as she slowly nodded her head in defeat. I continued. “There’s nothing different here whatsoever. The new image looks exactly the same as the old, yes? And be totally honest, it’ll make a refreshing change.”
“They’re pretty rubbish,” she agreed. “But with respect, Mr. Starr, what did you expect? You have a creative team that you don't allow to be creative in the slightest, because you lay down the law about all the things you won’t even consider.”
“Well, why didn't they confront me and force me to consider other options, rather than waste everybody’s time with this banal crap?”
“You want me to be polite, or give you the honest truth?”
“ I’d prefer the brutal honest truth.”
“They’re scared of you; scared of losing their jobs. You intimidate them.”
“So how come you’re not scared to tell me how it really is?”
“Because I’m only the intern. I’ve got the reference I need, and I’ll be gone in another week, so what have I got to lose? But for them it’s their livelihood, their careers. Rob’s had enough so he’s moving on; he’s leaving at the end of the month. Tom sticks it out and works really hard because his wife’s having a baby, so he’s now their sole provider, and Simon thinks he’s too old to get another job at the same level, and is scared of losing his pension. So they kowtow to you and try their best to please you. They give you exactly what you say you want to avoid confrontation.”
I sat and stared at Seraphina Jones. I had a team of yes men, she was telling me.
“So what the hell am I going to do about the revamp? I’ve set up a whole raft of meetings in the States on the basis of having a new image to work with and now I've got nothing. I’ll have to cancel the whole lot and start again. It’s taken me months to build up these contacts too.”
“There is another possibility, Mr Starr,” a man’s voice said, and we both turned to see Rob Lewis standing in the doorway.
“So kind of you to join us,” I said witheringly, as I pointedly looked at my watch.
“It’s been a little tricky getting into work today, in case you hadn’t noticed, Mr. Starr. So, it’s a case of better late than never. I did ring to say I was on my way, but no one answered the phone. Anyway, I’m here now,” he replied.
I let his insolent attitude pass, intrigued to discover what he could possibly be offering by way of a solution.
“So what’s this other possibility?”
“Sera’s been working on her own designs, as part of a project for her university coursework. Some of the ideas she’s mentioned sounded pretty good, actually. They might be worth your consideration. If you’d be open minded enough to consider other options, that is.”
“No, Rob, I really don’t think Mr Starr would be interested…” Seraphina protested.
“Show me,” I demanded. So far this young girl had surprised me at every turn, so who knew? She might just be the answer to my prayers.
“Go on, Sera. What have you got to lose?” Rob urged, seeing her reluctant attitude.
“I…I...haven’t got anything here. I only work on them in the evenings at home. And anyway, they don't conform to your brief, Mr Starr. In the slightest, actually.”
“From what you’ve been telling me, that sounds like a very good thing, wouldn’t you say?” I asked her wryly.
“I suppose you have a point there,” she conceded with a small smile.
I stood up, and headed for the door.
“Well, come on then, get your coat. I haven't got all day.”
“I’m sorry? What do you mean?”
“Let’s go and look at these designs of yours. Rob can hold the fort for the team here. I need to make a decision one way or another today, whether to cancel the whole project or push it through. Joy told me earlier all my meetings for today have been cancelled, so come on, let’s go.”
~*~
Of course I knew the way to my brother’s house. The roads were only slightly busier than usual as the morning rush hour had cleared, and we were going against it anyway. I’d driven in to the office this morning in my everyday runabout BMW X5 rather than risk my new Aston Martin Vanquish in any potential traffic jams, but as I’d ensured I left even earlier than usual, I really hadn’t encountered too many delays.
I glanced over at Miss Jones, sitting in the passenger seat. She hadn’t bothered to try and make irritating small talk, which pleased me, as I can't abide inane chatter.
“So, you have just a week left of your placement with us?”
“That’s correct.”
“And then what?”
“Back to uni to complete my final course work.”
“I think my brother mentioned something about an exchange program you’d applied for?” I wanted to get a clearer idea of when she’d be gone and when he was likely to get her out of his system to get back to his normal self.
“Yes, I’ve been short listed, but I won’t know if I’ve been successful until the results are out.”
“And if you’re successful, where will you be located?”
“There are several possibilities. My preferred location would be New York, but Barcelona is another option. I’d take anything that offered me suitable experience, because it’s crucial for me to build up my experience and add to my portfolio, if I want to make headway in my career.”
“So that’s why you’ve been working on your own on my company’s design project?”
“Well partly yes, but it just so happened that it fitted in with my latest course work assignment for university. I…I hope you don't mind that I’ve being doing this, do you, Mr Starr? I have been completing it in my own time in the evenings, not at work. Perhaps I should have asked your permission first…” she suddenly looked worried, as a frown creased her face.
“Yes, perhaps you should have, Miss Jones. I’ll reserve judgement until I see if we might be able to use anything you’ve produced.”
I wasn’t entirely convinced this young female student could produce anything worthwhile, when my own dedicated three man team hadn’t been able to. It was a long shot at best, but I felt it warranted checking out. I might be scraping the bottom of the barrel, but sometimes that’s where you found the hidden treasure.
We pulled up outside the house, where luckily there was a parking space available behind Jamie’s car for once. Seraphina quickly jumped out to make her way to the front door, fumbling for her keys while I followed behind.
Having fought our way through the usual tangle of dirty shoes and trainers piled in the entrance hall, she started heading for the stairs, but then stopped and turned to me.
“Could you give me a few minutes to sort my work into some sort of a presentation for you, Mr. Starr, because there is quite a lot to get through? Maybe it would be better if you waited in the kitchen, perhaps help yourself to a coffee, and then I could bring it down to you?”
“I’ll take things as I find them. No point in hauling it all down, because if memory serves, you’re in the attic room. We’ll be here all bloody day otherwise.”
“Okay, just give me a minute to get things in order, as obviously I wasn't expecting you to come round,” she replied.
As she went upstairs, Jamie appeared at his bedroom door, yawning and stretching, all messy hair and barely decent in just his pyjama bottoms. Clearly the lazy sod had only just got out of bed, even though it had already gone eleven in the morning.
“Hi, Babe. What are you doing here? Shouldn’t you be at work, busily making cups of tea for all my brother’s minions?” He grinned as he grabbed hold of her to try and kiss her.
“Not now, Jamie,” she hissed, as she tried to push him away, clearly embarrassed as she glanced over her shoulder at me.
“Good morning, Jamie. Shouldn’t you be at a lecture or studying hard for your finals?” I asked, as Seraphina extracted herself from him, and quickly scooted off up the small second set of stairs to her room.
“I was being productive. I was catching up on some vital sleep. Anyway, what the hell are you doing here?” Jamie looked at me curiously. I couldn’t actually remember the last time I’d been in this house – dirty, messy student houses held no appeal whatsoever for me. That’s why I always had Jamie come over to my place for a decent meal in clean surroundings whenever we got together.
“I’ve come to see some designs your girlfriend has apparently drawn up, seeing as my creative team have failed miserably to come up with anything remotely suitable.”
“Really? Well she’s spent hours and hours working on the wretched things, I do know that, meaning she’s had has even less time to spend with me recently. She’s always bloody working, one way or another.”
“Maybe you should take a leaf out of her book, Jamie. Maybe you should get on with some studying rather than lounging around in bed half the day,” I pointed out to him.
“Just chill, Liam. It’s all under control. Once I've had a shower and something to eat, I’ll be studying hard all afternoon.”
“Glad to hear it.” I left him to it, and climbed the second narrow set of stairs.
“Oh, mind your head,” he called out, just as I cracked it against the low sloping ceiling at the entrance to the attic room. I cursed loudly as I rubbed my head.
As I entered, Seraphina was standing back looking at a whole series of boards, obviously trying to decide how best to display them. I glanced around the oddly shaped room. It was crammed full of art work of all sorts, everywhere I looked – on the small wonky desk, the bed, the floor, propped up against the sloping walls – everywhere.
“Christ, how the hell do you work in such a disorganised mess?” I said, appalled. I hate clutter; I have to have clear work surfaces.
“It’s not cluttered. It’s all totally organised, I know exactly where everything is. I need to have it all out on show, to visualize and compare. It’s the way I work. You can't tidy everything away out of sight all the time if you want to be creative,” she told me as she rearranged some things. “Why don’t you take a seat before you hit your head again, Mr. Starr,” she suggested helpfully, as she pointed to the chair she’d placed in the middle of the room, the only place where the ceiling was normal height.
I sat down on the rather wobbly chair, and looked around. I noticed a clothes airer in the corner that had an assortment of her washing on it, but as it already felt cold and damp in her room due to the unseasonably chilly spring weather, I couldn’t see how it was ever going to dry properly. I certainly didn't feel like taking my coat off.
“It’s bloody freezing in here. I’ll just get Jamie to put the heating on,” I said as I made to stand up.
“Oh I think you’ll find it’s already on. It usually is if Jamie’s in. It’s only the radiator in here that doesn’t work properly.” she muttered distractedly, as she sorted through some large folders to retrieve yet more sheets of art work.
Then I remembered. Months ago, Jamie had told me about the problem with the radiator in this attic room, but I’d refused to pay for any repairs, telling him it was his responsibility. Clearly my brother had not managed to get it sorted yet. I glanced at the window, and saw a piece of cardboard clumsily taped across a hole in it, but I could still feel a cold draught blowing in through it. On her desk, there was a thick woolly scarf, a body warmer, a hot water bottle and some fingerless gloves. Apparently she just wrapped herself up and carried on working that way. Shit. She wasn’t even complaining either.
“Surely there must be a heater you can borrow to warm it up in here?” I suggested. “And why don't you use the tumble dryer for those wet clothes instead of making it even damper in your room?”
She looked up, giving me a puzzled look.
“What for? Heaters and dryers use a lot of electricity. It’s fine. I’m not bothered – I'm used to it. Right, I think I’m all set now. Shall I make a start?”
“Please do.”
“Do you want me to run through all the options I considered, or just the ones that I personally think work the best?”
“Seeing as I'm here, I think I might as well have the full presentation, don’t you, Miss Jones?”
Not having the least clue about what she’d come up with, I wasn’t sure that her idea of what would work best was going to come close to anything I’d be prepared to accept, so I thought I might as well see everything.
“As you wish. I just thought you might prefer the abridged version, as I appreciate that you’re a very busy man. But I’ll take you through the whole process if that’s what you want. So, initially, I came up with nine options,” she began.
“Nine! My team could only come up with three.”
“Oh, I could have come up with far more, there were so many possibilities. I had to really limit myself, actually. But of course, as I told you, in my version of the brief, I was given free reign.”
“No overbearing, controlling boss to spoil your fun, eh?” I interjected, softening my words with a slight smile.
“Exactly. And I have been having a lot of fun with it, actually,” she smiled back.
Here was someone who clearly enjoyed what they were doing – that made a change.
“Is that why you’re happy spending hours working on it rather than going off enjoying yourself with my brother?” I asked. Or, I couldn’t help wondering, was she using work as an excuse to fob him off because she was gay but didn't want to fall out with him and be thrown out of the house?
“I think Jamie understands why I need to focus all my attention on my work at the moment, Mr Starr. This is a very critical time for me. I’m very aware that I'm extremely fortunate to have been given an internship in your company, and I have no intention of wasting this opportunity.”
“Even if it largely comprises of making tea for all my minions?”
Seraphina blushed a deep shade of red as she realised I knew she must have been grumbling to Jamie.
“Of course I never expected to walk in to your company and just be let free in the department. I’m more than happy to just listen and learn. That’s why I’ve been coming home and using what I’ve learned on my course work,” she explained.
“Okay. So show me what you’ve got. Give me your best pitch.”
“Well, let me kick off by saying that the obvious logo for Starr Capital Ventures is, of course, a star, so that was my starting point. And I'm very well aware that you consider this to be too obvious and rather tacky, and to a point I agree,” she quickly silenced my unspoken protest. I was about to let her know that I’ve always hated the whole childish idea of a big star.
“Just hear me out. You did ask for the full pitch, didn't you, Mr. Starr?”
“I suppose I did,” I conceded.
“As I said, to a point I agree with you. So I dismissed this first option as being too close to the ‘My Little Pony’ school of branding, and too similar to some Cath Kidston images. Certainly not the correct branding for your company.”
Seraphina held up a board depicting a large bright blue shooting star with SCV inside the star.
“That’s dreadful,” I scowled. I hoped she was going to come up with something better than this rubbish or I’d wasted my time coming here this morning.
“The next two options were variations on this theme, so I dismissed them out of hand too. I don't like them any more than you, but I wanted to be sure I’d considered all options before dismissing them. But I was happy to eliminate this avenue, having thoroughly explored it.”
“What next then?”
“I went to the other extreme. No stars whatsoever. Just plain, clear, bold fonts pretty much as you have now, using various combinations of your company name and initials. Starr Capital Ventures. SCV. Liam Starr. LJS. Starr. Starr Capital. I came to the conclusion that on their own, any of these were just too boring and lacked the necessary visual impact. Also, any changes in how you wish the company to be known would have to be discussed and agreed before anything could be settled.”
Three more boards showed all the combinations she had come up with.
“However, I didn’t dismiss these out of hand. The final phase of the process was to combine any of these fonts, according to the preferences of the client, with an element of the star logo. A small, discrete, but unmistakably original and unique branding.”
She held up the final three boards. They had Starr Capital Ventures in a bold, thick, clear font, but with the initial letters made up of tiny stars. Then she had broken down her proposals into many different options, with different letters made up of stars, various size and fonts, some were black, some were silver - there were endless possible variations.
“From this platform any variation is possible regarding sizing etc., once the initial concept has been accepted. Different options could be used for different products. It’s stylish and if kept to the simple monochrome theme, it’s not too colourful or garish, which I agree would not be appropriate for SCV. I think this option gives very clear and bold branding, but with an original twist. Therefore this is the option I would recommend.”
I took the final board from her to study it more closely. She was right. It was different, it was slightly quirky but it was not tacky. It was clear and easy to read. I could see immediately that it would work. Hard for me to believe, but I instantly knew that I fucking loved what she’d come up with. It was just what the kind of thing I wanted.
“I think maybe we could work with this, Miss Jones. I’d need some time to go over it with you to decide on all the finer details, but I like the overall concept that you’ve come up with.”
“You do?” she asked incredulously.
“What’s the matter? Surely you have confidence in your proposals?”
“Well, yes, of course, but I thought you’d dismiss them out of hand because of the star element.”
“You’ve convinced me to open up to mind to other concepts, Miss Jones, so congratulations. You have succeeded where many others have failed. But what’s this here? This tiny angel’s wing down in the bottom corner?”
“Oh, that’s my own personal logo, my own trade mark if you like. Of course I’ll remove it from your final designs, Mr. Starr.”
“Why an angel’s wing?”
“My name, Seraphina, comes from ‘Seraphim’, who were the most powerful fiery-winged angels,” she explained.
I smiled. So she was a fiery angel. That about summed her up, really. And that must explain the little wing shaped earrings that kept catching my eye as she was talking. Angel wings.
As I looked at those earrings, I couldn’t help noticing that although she’d tried to restrain her hair, little curly tendrils were escaping, and for some reason, I found myself having to resist the impulse to tuck them out of the way behind her ear. I put it down to my tidy nature.
“I think you’ve earned the right to keep your tiny logo, Seraphina. As it’s very discrete, you can leave it on the designs. Now, please collect up all your work to bring into the office. We have a very tight time frame to work within.”
“I’m afraid I can’t really work on it at the office, Mr. Starr. I use a much older versions of Photoshop and illustrator than you have at the office. Your team work with Adobe Creative Suite 3 and the two just aren’t compatible.”
“Well, can't you just put what you have onto our systems at SCV?”
“I could, but it would mean basically starting all over again, and with your tight deadline, I think it makes far more sense for me to continue on my version. You see at this stage, everything is in lots of different editable layers, but once the designs are finalised, they can be saved as flat images to hand over to your team for completion. It’s not a problem - I can continue working on them here at home, once you’ve decided on all the finer details of what you require.”
“Work from here?” I looked round at this cold, cramped room. She couldn’t be serious. Produce the image for my multi million pound empire from this dump, using out of date technology on the very basic cheap laptop that I'd noticed on her desk?
“Why not? I’d be more than happy to. I like working here.”
“You like this room?”
“Yes, I love it, actually. It’s by far the best room, in by far the best house I’ve had since I’ve been a student,” she insisted.
“What do your parents think of it?” I couldn’t imagine they’d be very happy about it.
“My parents have both passed away, Mr. Starr. I support myself,” she quietly informed me.
“Oh, right, yes I seem to recall Jamie mentioned something about that.” It explained a lot.
“So, shall we go through the various options now, or would you rather have some time to think about it?” she offered.
“Let’s work through them this afternoon, make the necessary choices to enable you to make a start. But first I need to make a few phone calls. How about we go down to the kitchen to warm up and have that coffee you mentioned earlier?” I suggested, as I headed for the door, remembering to duck my head this time. I reached for my phone from my pocket.
“Andrew? Liam here. I’ve got some very urgent repairs I want sorted as soon possible…”
~*~
Seraphina made us some lunch, and we sat together with Jamie to eat it in the kitchen. Adam also wandered in when he realised there was food going, and she just quietly made extra for him too. He looked surprised to see me, but didn't speak or ask why I was there, he just looked over nervously at me.
“Are we still on for our house meal on Thursday, Sera?” he asked, as he wolfed down the tuna mayo roll she passed to him, without so much as a thank you, I noticed. For fuck’s sake, she wasn't the boy’s mother was she?
“Yes, although it’ll probably have to be something quick this week as it looks like I'm going to be kept pretty busy,” she replied, as she glanced at me.
“You’re always busy anyway, Sera. I don't mind, whatever you make always turns out great. And thanks for the personalised birthday card you designed for Chloe. She really liked it.”
“That’s okay. It was my pleasure. I enjoy doing things like that.”
“Cool. Worked out well, didn’t it? I got an original card to impress my girlfriend, and you got your ink cartridges for your printer. They were the right ones, I hope?”
“Yes, Adam, they were perfect. Thanks.”
It seemed Seraphina swapped her creative skills in return for supplies, and I found myself impressed that she showed initiative in finding solutions to get round her lack of funds.
“You haven’t forgotten about changing your shift at the restaurant so you can come to the Spring Ball with me have you, Sera?” Jamie asked her next.
“No, I haven’t forgotten. Don’t you remember, I told you I’d managed to get Maggie to swap, so that’s why I'm working tonight, even though it means missing my yoga class this week,” she smiled briefly at him. “And I’ve borrowed a dress from Abbey, one of her more conventional designs rather than anything too wacky or extreme, so I should merge in with your lot.”
“Great. So umm…don't forget to pack your overnight bag, will you?” Jamie murmured as he came up behind Seraphina. He put his arms around her as he kissed her neck.
“Jamie, I told you…I’m still not sure…” she muttered. She blushed furiously, glancing quickly over at me as she pushed him away. So she was still stringing him along. I knew my brother was pinning all his hopes on this date, but by her lukewarm response, I’d say his chances of bedding Miss Jones this weekend weren’t looking that great. For some reason this rather pleased me. Probably because it would hopefully prove to be the straw that broke the camel’s back, and my brother would finally come to his senses about this girl. Although to be fair, she wasn’t what I’d expected at all, and I was quickly revising my opinion of her. It seemed, much to my surprise, that she was actually a very hardworking and talented young woman.
As we were finishing our lunch, there was a knock at the front door. Both the lads just lazily sat there and ignored it, so Seraphina went to answer it.
“Hi. Is Mr. Starr here?” I heard Andrew’s unmistakeably gruff Scottish accent, so I got up and followed Seraphina out into the hallway.
“Err, which one? There are two here,” she was explaining as I caught up.
“Andrew. Glad to see you. Take that straight up to the top floor attic room, please. And put it on maximum, get some heat going in there,” I ordered, as I saw he’d brought a heater as I’d requested.
“Of course, Mr. Starr. And I’ve organised a heating engineer to come first thing in the morning to overhaul the entire system and authorised him to fix whatever problems he comes across, as well as a glazier to mend the window as you requested.”
“Couldn’t you get anyone in this afternoon? I did say it was extremely urgent.”
“Best I could do at such short notice, Mr. Starr. But this will do the job nicely until the heating gets fixed,” he said, then headed off upstairs.
“What’s going on? Who is he?” Seraphina quizzed me.
“That’s Andrew, my facilitator. He organises all the maintenance for my properties.”
“But that heater…the cost of running it…all these repairs…I don't want to run up huge bills,” she protested.
“Don’t worry about that. I’ll cover the costs. I am the landlord, after all. And as your employer, there are Health and Safety standards I have to conform to. If you’re going to be working for me from here, then it’s my responsibility to ensure the temperature is above the required minimum. Now, how about we get on with selecting the options for all these proposals?”
~*~
We spent a good part of the afternoon going through all the options. I found myself impressed by how much she’d already produced on her own. As we worked, she carefully listened to me, took on board what I specified, but wasn’t afraid to challenge me, as she clearly spelled out what she felt would work and what wouldn’t. It was actually a pleasure working with her, although it certainly wasn’t a pleasure working in that cold, damp, cramped room. At least the heater did improve matters somewhat.
Finally we reached a suitable stopping point.
“I’ll continue on with this until it’s time for me to leave for work,” Seraphina promised. “Then I’ll get cracking on it again first thing tomorrow morning.”
“But you’re working for me now,” I frowned.
“I might be working for you, but it’s unpaid and I still have bills to pay,” she stated.
Oh yes. I’d insisted her internship must be unpaid, hadn’t I?
“Well, I think we need to revisit the terms of your contract, Seraphina.” She looked startled by my use of her Christian name. But I rather liked it. Fiery angel. It suited her.
“I don't actually have a contract. It was just a casual arrangement, if you recall, Mr. Starr.”
Shit. Horrified, I suddenly realised that no contract meant that she could walk out at any time and leave me high and dry in the middle of this revamp. I’d insisted we go that route so we could easily dismiss her if she’d turned out to be troublesome in any way. Now it seemed the boot was on the other foot. I needed her to work for me for at least the next couple of weeks, as it seemed she had more talent in her little finger than most of the team I currently employed. I’d have to get my HR team straight onto it.
“Where do you work? Can’t you cancel? Blame the strike for having to work late or something?”
“I work at a place called ‘Cafe La Divina’ and no, I can't let them down at the last minute. Frankly I'm surprised you would even suggest such a thing, Mr. Starr, as you were so disappointed by your own employees who failed to turn up this morning,” she told me rather cheekily.
“I suppose you have a point,” I reluctantly conceded. “So what hours do you work?”
“Six till around eleven, but sometimes it’s nearer midnight, if we have customers who linger.”
“And how do you get home at that hour? Taxi?”
“Taxi? Hell no! That would be a large chunk of my wages gone straight away on a taxi fare. Sometimes I get the bus if one turns up, but usually I just walk back rather than wait around for one.”
“By yourself? At that hour? Isn’t that a bit dangerous? Doesn't Jamie come and get you?” I always ensured my lady friends went home by taxi if they didn’t drive themselves, and I hated the thought of this vulnerable young woman walking home alone at that hour, in that rough area. Didn’t it bother my brother too?
“Why on earth would I need Jamie to do that?” she retorted. “I’m perfectly capable of getting back on my own. I can take care of myself.”
Jamie is meant to care about her. He should be looking after his girlfriend, protecting her, I thought to myself. So before I left, I made a point of speaking to my little brother.
 
 



Chapter 10
Jamie
“You
told me I had to pay for everything if I called Andrew out, which I told you I couldn’t afford. I tried my best to fix the radiator myself, but I'm not very good at that kind of thing,” I protested, as I hastily clicked down the porn I'd been viewing on my lap top, and quickly shoved some books over the Xbox game that I’d been going to play afterwards. Liam had just come storming into my room, and he was clearly in a foul mood.
“For fucks sake, Jamie, I expected you to have got all this sorted out long before it got to this stage. I thought if I stood back, it might force you to take responsibility, show just a little bit of initiative maybe. But it doesn't even seem to have occurred to you that if you were short of funds, you could have actually gone out and got a job to earn some money for yourself, instead of just sitting back and waiting for your next allowance from me. But, no, as usual, it’s left to me to clear up your mess, while you’re too lazy to even get your selfish arse out of bed at a decent hour. Didn't it occur to you that your girlfriend, the one that you’re supposed to care so much about, must have been freezing her fucking socks off all winter up there? Or was that your plan, your way of getting her into your bed because she’d be desperate to get herself warm with some of your own fucking personal central heating?”
“That’s not fair…” I tried to protest, but Liam was on a roll.
“And yet despite your lack of funds, it seems you somehow managed to find enough money to buy tickets for this ball you’re taking her to, including a hotel room for the night, because it would seem that the chance to get your end away is far more important to you than her personal welfare. And you don't seem to be at all worried about her safety, letting her walk home from work alone in the early hours of the morning, despite the fact that you have your own car sitting outside.”
“It’s not like that at all, Liam. You’re being so unfair. Sera is a very independent person, she does her own thing, and wouldn’t want me fussing over her like that. And she told me she wasn’t bothered about the heating, that she doesn't like her room too warm because it makes her sleepy.”
“And you conveniently chose to believe her, while you, of course, have the heating turned up full blast so you are nice and toasty warm, while she is worrying herself about how big the bill is going to be.”
“We’ve covered her share of the bills between us actually, because we know how tight money is for her. I told you she had things pretty hard, but as always you wouldn’t listen to me. You’re only concerned about her now because it seems she can get you out of a hole. If you remember, I told you she was talented, but of course you didn't believe me. So don't talk to me about being selfish. You wouldn’t be here right now if there wasn’t something in it for you. I tried to tell you how Sera struggled to make ends meet, but you didn't want to know. ‘My heart bleeds’ were your exact words, as I recall, Liam,” I hit back at him.
“If you thought I was being so unfair, you should have tried harder to convince me. You gave up so easily I didn't take you seriously. You should have had the courage of your convictions and stood up to me,” he insisted.
“Oh come on, Liam. You wouldn’t have listened to me whatever I’d have said. No one ever bothers to try and stand up to you because it’s so fucking pointless.”
“Seraphina stood up to me today at work. She had the guts to tell me I was wrong and forced me to consider other options. As I said earlier, maybe you should take a leaf out of her book. Maybe you should try working even half as hard as she does.”
“What’s this? You’ve changed your bloody tune. As I recollect, you called her a ‘high maintenance difficult bitch’, but now you almost sound as if you approve of her. Not changing your mind about her are you? Is it because she’s really pretty and attractive? It’s a good job she’s not your type, or I’d almost be worried you were lining her up for your next fuck buddy.” I knew I was being totally ridiculous, but I was just lashing out at him. I didn't like what he was saying because he was making me feel guilty.
“Now you’re being totally absurd. And as you’ve told me she’s a frigid virgin slash lesbian I still think you’re wasting your time with her. She didn't exactly seem enthusiastic about the prospect of spending the night with you, did she? If it turns out she is gay, you’re just going to have to cut your losses and move on aren’t you?”
“I know. I’ve tried to be patient with her, knowing we’ve got this weekend together planned. I really don't think she’s gay, so I’ve just got to convince her of that, haven’t I?”
My brother gave me a rather odd look – almost one of pity I think.
“Look, I really have to get back to the office. Just to keep you in the picture, as Seraphina will be working for me from here for the next week or two, I expect I’ll be popping in to see how she’s getting on from time to time. And for what’s it’s worth, Jamie, I accept that I was wrong about the type of person your girlfriend is, and for that I apologise.”
With that, The Big Guy turned on his heel and walked out.
I just sat there gaping. Liam had just admitted he was wrong. Liam had just apologised. I couldn’t remember that happening before - ever.



Chapter 11
 Seraphina
We were fully booked and frantically busy at Cafe La Divina that evening, but even so I found it hard to switch my mind off from all my dealings with Liam this afternoon. I called him Sir, or Mr. Starr to his face, but in my head I thought of him as Liam – he’d started calling me Seraphina after all, much to my surprise.
This time yesterday, who would possibly have predicted that I would have spent the afternoon with The Big Guy himself, going through all my designs to pick out his new corporate image? The miracle was that he actually liked my ideas, even though they incorporated the dreaded star element.
Although he made an entirely unnecessary song and dance about my room being cold and insisted on a heater being brought in, I found Liam surprisingly easy to work with. He knew what he wanted. He was decisive. And once he realised that I did actually know what I was talking about, he listened to what I had to say and accepted my opinion. It made such a refreshing change from a lot of the people I’ve had to work in groups with at uni, who faff and dither and prevaricate and never actually get anything sorted or decided.
But Liam just looked so out of place in my room as he could barely squeeze his large frame into the available space. I saw him looking round in horror at my room, but although at first sight it may have appeared untidy and disorganised, it really wasn’t, as I proved to him when I could instantly put my hand on each piece of work I needed to show him.
But what I kept thinking about while I dashed about from table to table that evening, was the fact that for some reason working in such close proximity with Liam had literally made my skin tingle, my heart beat faster, and all sorts of shocking images run through my head in a most alarming way. I'd never experienced anything like it before. It was as if his presence had somehow switched on my sexual awareness. I was shocked, because part of me just wanted him to throw me on the bed, rip my clothes off and ravish me that afternoon in my room. I’d never felt this way about a guy before, and I found it very disturbing.
But the rest of me, the sane part of me, totally rejected these thoughts. I didn't even really know the man, and the part of him that I did know, I strongly disliked. He was a user, a bad boy man-whore. He just liked to fuck a woman, nothing more. He had no interest whatsoever in romance, or love. He just used women to scratch his itch whenever he felt like it. Fine if you were the kind of female who was also into that kind of sex, but that certainly wasn’t me. I much preferred the kind, sensitive type, rather than big muscly alpha males who had to control and dominate everything and everyone.
Jamie was so much more my type. Jamie. He’d been so great and patient with me while I was trying to sort out my doubts about my sexuality hadn’t he? Even so, I couldn’t deny the upcoming night away with him was playing on my mind, but I pushed my doubts away. It was time. I was ready. We got on together so well, after all. So surely I was finally ready to push all thoughts of being gay out of my head, to relax and enjoy a night of great sex with him.
As usual, I spent most of the first part of my shift at the restaurant rushing round while ignoring the wandering hands and drunken offers from our male customers. Then at about nine thirty, Paolo the restaurant manager, called me over to take a phone call.
“Don't be long, Sera. We’re far too busy for personal phone calls from boyfriends,” he lectured, as he handed me the phone. I frowned as I wondered why on earth Jamie would be calling here.
“Hello?”
“Seraphina. Liam Starr. I'm just calling to let you know that when the driver arrives to take you home at the end of your shift, it’s perfectly safe for you to accept a lift from him,” he said.
“What driver? What are you talking about?”
“His name is Greg Charles, of Churchill Chauffeur Services. I always ask for him whenever I need a driver. He’s completely trustworthy, and he’ll ensure you get home safely.”
“But…I don't need a lift…I’ll walk or get the bus,” I protested.
“No, you won't. I need you back safe and sound, ready to start working on my image relaunch first thing tomorrow morning. I’m putting a lot of faith in you, so I can't afford to run the risk of you getting mugged on your way home. You’re of no use to me if you’re lying unconscious in a hospital bed.”
“This really isn’t necessary, Mr. Starr. I can look after myself…”
“Greg will be there at the restaurant at ten thirty sharp, just in case you finish early. He’ll make himself known to you, and then he’ll wait until whatever time your shift finishes, ready to take you back. Oh, and I’ll be calling in sometime tomorrow morning to see how the designs are progressing. Goodnight, Seraphina.” Then he was gone, before I had the chance to argue any further.
I stared in disbelief at the phone.
“Sera! Come on, we’ve got orders ready to take out,” Paolo yelled at me, so I had to go. It seemed I’d just got my first taste of exactly how much of a control freak Liam was. In his eyes, I was his latest business acquisition that needed to be safeguarded, whether I liked it or not.
Sure enough, at ten thirty on the dot, a big black guy wearing a very smart dark grey suit, complete with a cap, came into the restaurant and asked for me. Luckily things had calmed down by then, so Paolo didn't give me grief about having a visitor while I was working, he just made do with a black look instead.
“Miss Jones? I’m Greg Charles, your driver and I’ll be waiting outside to take you home when you’re ready, as I think Mr. Starr explained to you?”
“Look, there really is no need – I don't need a lift. I feel terrible keeping you hanging about, because I'm not sure what time we’ll be finishing up tonight. So you can just go, I won’t say anything.”
Gregg stared at me solemnly with his deep brown eyes.
“Are you trying to get me the sack, Miss Jones?”
“What? No, of course not!”
“Then I’ll be waiting outside.” He handed me a card. “Just call this number, and I’ll meet you at the door.”
“Wouldn’t it be easier if you just waited here inside? It’s pretty chilly out there tonight,” I offered.
“In this locality? I’d rather stay with my car, make sure it doesn't get vandalised, thank you all the same, Miss Jones,” He shook his head slightly in apparent disgust, then made his way out. I imagined he was more used to making pickups in far more salubrious areas than this part of London.
However, despite my protests, I couldn’t deny that it was total bliss to be chauffeured home in luxury after such a busy day and hectic evening, as I was really tired when I finally left work just after midnight. And Greg was such a perfect gentleman, insisting on seeing me safely right into the house before he left.
I set my alarm for six in the morning, before falling into bed exhausted, surrounded by images of Starr Capital Ventures.
Maybe that explained why I had incredibly vivid dreams about Liam Starr that night. Erotic, explicit, hot, steamy dreams about having all kinds of wonderful sex with him. In my dreams, he totally dominated me. I could feel him possessing me, filling me, making me scream out his name as wave after wave of pleasure flooded through me. I woke up in a hot sweat, blaming the heater that Liam had insisted be left on to maintain the temperature, rather than dare to admit the sordid truth to myself. Liam Starr was surely the last man on earth that I should be lusting after. I wanted someone who would make sweet gentle love to me, not some bastard who liked kinky sex with big busty blondes. And as I was about the opposite of busty and blonde as you could find, it meant he certainly wouldn’t be interested in me in a million years. It was Jamie I should be dreaming about, not his big brother, I reminded myself.
I never sleep very much when I have a project on the go, because my mind is always hyper active, filled with all sorts of ideas that have to be got down. So despite my late night and disturbed sleep, I was still up early to go for a run the next morning, before starting work again on my Starr Capital Ventures project.



Chapter 12
Liam
I finally felt myself relax when I got the call from Greg to say he’d returned Seraphina back home safely, and that he’d followed my instructions to the letter to escort her door to door. Good, although I wasn’t happy at the late hour she’d got in from work. That was something I’d have to address with her. I was placing a lot of trust in this young girl to deliver the goods for the SCV revamp, which if she didn't get enough sleep could be a problem.
I’d been tempted to cancel my plans for the evening and head on over to this Cafe La Divina where Seraphina worked to have a meal, and then escort her safely home myself. But in the end I’d organised Greg to collect her, safe in the knowledge that he was completely trustworthy from all the previous occasions I’d booked him from Churchill chauffeurs. So that meant I had the evening free to attend to more pressing needs.
I really needed sex. My lack of a suitable partner had to be the logical explanation of why I’d found myself constantly thinking about Seraphina since I’d met her this morning. I’d imagined taking her the whole time we were working together. This was not customary behaviour for me. I don't normally suffer from constant erotic fantasies in the manner of a horny young teenager. I always manage my needs effectively to keep them firmly under control, so that I don't get distracted. While I'm working is not the appropriate time or place to be obsessively contemplating sex, other than the usual fleeting thoughts every normal male has.
Yet as Seraphina sat next to me, I found myself having to resist a compulsion to rip open her blouse, so that I could get my hands on those tantalisingly pert breasts of hers. When she leant over her bed to reach some more of her work, I wanted to run my hands up those long luscious legs, and I fantasised about taking her from behind. Where was all this shit coming from? I'd never experienced such excessive uncontrolled feelings before, and it really rattled me. Of course I managed to resist all my urges to maintain a civilised front – just about.
So in desperation that evening, as I hadn’t had a chance to set up anything with the blonde in the gym yet, I thought I’d call Kimberley to see if she was free, because she’d made it quite plain on numerous occasions that she’d be up for quick session if I ever felt the need. I even brought her number up on the screen of my phone, but I just couldn’t bring myself to actually go ahead and make the call. Suddenly it seemed sex with Kimberley held no appeal for me whatsoever. It wasn’t her I wanted sex with.
How fucking annoying. I seemed to be developing an obsession with my brother’s virginal, possibly lesbian, issue laden, and very young girlfriend. It would soon pass though, I reassured myself, as I went for an extra swim and workout that evening. It was just the novelty of working in such an unusual environment – her bedroom – combined with my current celibate state.
So tomorrow, I would only call in for a few minutes to assess her progress. I'd make sure all necessary channels of communication were available between us so that I didn't need to visit her in person in her room again. Out of sight would soon be out of mind. She was Jamie’s girlfriend. They would be spending the night together this weekend – that’s if she wasn’t gay.
But that night I still dreamt of her screaming out my name, digging her nails in my back as I fucked her over and over again.
~*~
I decided it would be best if I called in to see Seraphina on my way into the office, first thing in the morning, mainly because I wanted to make sure she was correctly prioritising her work for the day ahead. She needed to finalise the logo and create it in all the various required formats - both on line and printed versions, in all the different sizes and so forth.
But calling in early would also make a point about her late night working - if she wasn’t up and about, it would prove my point that it wasn’t acceptable.
I couldn’t deny that I was also impatient to call in because I couldn’t wait to see her again. But I ignored this. It was irrelevant.
I let myself into the student house with the set of spare keys I remembered I had. I checked the kitchen first, but there was no one in there, so I made my way up to her room. Then it occurred to me that this could be a really bad idea, if Seraphina was still in bed. Maybe naked in bed - I groaned inwardly at this thought.
“For fuck’s sake man, pull yourself together,” I told myself.
I knocked on her door, but remained outside.
“Seraphina, it’s Liam Starr. I’ve just called in on my way to the office. I’ll be down in the kitchen, so when you’re ready, I'd like a quick word, please.”
“It’s okay, come on in,” she called back. I tentatively opened the door and looked in.
She was sitting working at her desk, dressed casually in jeans and a baggy jumper, her dark curly hair loose and tumbling down her back – it looked slightly damp, so I guessed she’d probably just showered. She turned and looked at me, and I was mesmerised all over again by her bewitching green eyes with the long dark lashes. I also noticed her lips were a full cupid’s bow shape. So very kissable. And she had a sweet little button nose. I could have stared at her face all day, but I managed to tear my gaze away.
“Mind your head,” she warned, as I entered the room. “I thought I'd make an early start before these workmen you’ve arranged turn up to disrupt things. And I’m guessing it’s okay for me to ignore your formal office dress code, seeing as I'm not actually in the office.”
She’d noticed that I was staring at her, but she thought it was her clothes I was looking at, whereas I was actually picturing how she’d look without her clothes. I watched fascinated as she absent mindedly scooped her hair round and started plaiting it. When she’d finished, she fastened the long braid with a tie she had on her desk, and then carelessly let it drop down her back. Such beautiful hair.
“From the hour Gregg logged out on his time sheet last night, it seems you were pretty late back from the restaurant, weren’t you?” I stated, trying to steer my thoughts back to professional work matters.
“No more so than usual. Oh, and thanks for arranging a lift back for me, but you know you really didn't need to. I can look after myself,” she scowled.
“I just thought you might appreciate it. Would you really rather have walked back all that way by yourself, in the cold and dark, after working all day and then being on your feet all evening?” I raised my eyebrows in askance.
“No, I suppose not. I don't mean to sound ungrateful, and I suppose it was very thoughtful of you. And Gregg was such a sweetie to see me right to the door,” she smiled. What a great smile. It lights up the room.
“I want you to terminate your employment at the restaurant with immediate effect,” I stated. She opened her mouth to protest, but I held up my hand to stop her. “Let me continue. I need you to concentrate all your energies on this critical project for my company, which you can't do if you’re out working all hours at that restaurant. I’ve had a contract drawn up, backdated to when you first started at Starr Capital Ventures, which includes details of an appropriate level of remuneration, also backdated. So now you have no financial need to undertake any other employment, Seraphina. Just sign both copies, then I can take mine back to the office with me.”
I walked over to her desk and threw down a copy of the contract I'd had HR hastily draw up for me late yesterday afternoon when I’d returned to the office after I'd left here.
“Hang on just a minute, Mr Starr. You can't march in here and order me about, telling me where I can or can't work,” she started protesting as she looked up at me from where she was sat.
“Are you seriously telling me you would prefer to slave away in some dingy restaurant for the minimum wage, rather than spend time doing what you really enjoy? Because forgive me if I'm wrong, but I thought you told me yesterday that you really enjoyed working on these designs. I’m now offering to recompense you adequately for doing something you enjoy. So what exactly is your problem?”
She glared at me. And the expression on her lovely face made me want to laugh, because I could so easily read her thought process. She was annoyed because she knew what I was saying made sense, but she also hated the fact that I was right, and I realised that she wasn’t used to being told what to do. I'd like to tell her exactly what to do. I pushed those images right out of my head. This had to stop.
“I’ll need to read the contract through first, before I decide whether or not to sign it.” She reluctantly picked it up as if it was contaminated.
“Fine. But I need your response by close of business today, please. Is that your mobile?” I asked, pointing at an ancient old Nokia on her desk.
“Err…yes. Why?”
I picked it up, worked out how to use such an old model, called my own number, then cancelled the call.
“Now I have your mobile number, for when I need to contact you for any reason. Here are my details.” I threw one of my business cards onto her desk. “I would appreciate regular updates from you, and immediate notification of any issues or problems should they arise. Is that clear?”
“As crystal.”
“Good. Is everything progressing satisfactorily as per our discussions yesterday?”
“Yes, Mr. Starr. Is that all?”
“I think so, for now.”
“Then perhaps you’d be kind enough to let me to get on?”
Fuck me, but the cheeky little madam was throwing me out! Her expression made me want to laugh again. Why did her attitude intrigue and amuse me rather than irritate me as I would have expected?
“As you wish. I’ll possibly call in again on my way back tonight.”
“I’ll be sure to look forward to that delight,” she muttered.
~*~
 
 
From: Liam.Starr@StarrCapitalVentures.com
To: seraphina.jones@csm.arts.ac.uk
Date: 30th April 2013
Subject: Email account
Why are you using your university email account rather than your securely encrypted Starr Capital Ventures account?
LS.
 
 
From: seraphina.jones@csm.arts.ac.uk
To: Liam.Starr@StarrCapitalVentures.com
Date: 30th April 2013
Subject: Re: Email account
Because tea girls aren’t given securely encrypted SCV email accounts, sir.
SJ.
 
 
Her reply made me smile. Somehow, the relationship between us had changed and evolved as we worked together. She was challenging and answered me back in her emails, but I didn't mind, because I appreciated her wit and sense of humour. She intrigued me because she was different from anyone else I dealt with, and I found myself looking forward to seeing her emails pop up in my inbox.
I picked up my mobile and called her number. We’d already spoken several times, as I’d been concerned the workmen Andrew had organised would disrupt her, but she’d assured me there’d been no major issues.
“Mr. Starr.” For some inexplicable reason I liked the rather irreverent way she said my name. “What can I do for you this time?”
“You’ll be getting your Starr Capital Ventures email account as soon as it can be set up, Seraphina. But I do hope you can at least make a decent cup of tea, seeing as that seems to have been your prime objective in my company,” I said.
“Of course. You seemed to approve of the coffee I made you yesterday, so perhaps you should sample my tea next time.”
“Maybe when I call in tonight?” I suggested.
“What time will that be? Only I’d really like to go to Yoga tonight, seeing as I missed my usual class. After sitting at my desk for so many hours, I really need a good work out,” she explained.
I could appreciate her need for physical exercise and I thoroughly approved. I swam and worked out most days and always felt better for it.
“What time is your class? And where is it held?”
“There’s one at six till seven I thought I’d go to. It’s on the Backhill campus at university, about a twenty minute walk from here. They give subsidised rates for students, and it’s my little luxury, my treat to myself. I really enjoy it.”
“I’ve got a late afternoon conference call to the States, so I won’t be finished here at the office until at least six thirty. I’m just googling where this campus is. Looks like it’s on my way back, so I’ll pick you up and drop you home after your class, then you can go through the latest mock ups for me to approve,” I suggested. “I don't want to risk wasting time if I don't like what you’ve come up with so far. And you were right – I do need to see them printed out rather than on screen to get the proper impression.”
And so it developed between us over the days. Working together, emailing, talking on the phone, meeting up both before and after work. We just fell into an easy companionship that I had rarely experienced before, certainly not with a girl.
Contrary to my initial impression, I found Seraphina to be extremely organised and competent, as well as very talented. So I came to respect her opinion, and I actually appreciated the fact that she didn't hesitate to contradict me if she felt I was wrong. Much to my surprise, I enjoyed this banter between us, and it made me realise that most people just went along with whatever I said, whatever I asked them to do.
Not Seraphina. She was like a refreshing breath of fresh air coming into my very stuffy life.
I found I was thinking about her constantly, although I took great pains to cover it up. It wouldn’t do for anyone to suspect The Boss was going soft. I had my reputation to guard after all.
But right now it seemed to me that thoughts of my brother’s girlfriend filled my every waking and sleeping moment.



Chapter 13
 Seraphina
“What’s this board here?” Liam asked.
Today he was wearing a navy blue suit, pale blue shirt and a contrasting dark red tie with a slight stripe to it. He was always immaculately groomed. He wore a different suit every day, and his outfit was always perfectly coordinated. Liam was the absolute epitome of the successful executive corporate image. He smelled divine, but I had no idea what aftershave or body wash he used – no doubt something hideously expensive, because it was quite subtle, and not overpowering as cheap ones tend to be.
I’d also noticed that he always wore cufflinks, which for some stupid reason I found very attractive. Why, I have no idea, because I’d certainly never been into the suited executive type in my life before. It was just Liam, I decided, the sheer size and magnetism of the man, even though he wasn’t as conventionally good looking as Jamie.
He’d called in after work today, as he’d done every day so far. Morning and evening, as well as countless phone calls and emails. Control freak extraordinaire, that was Liam Starr. But I had to hand it to him, he was extremely thorough and always decisive, which I respected and valued. I could see why he was so successful, because he was so focussed and driven.
At least I understood exactly what it was he wanted from his precise instructions, and so we’d been able to achieve an incredible amount in these few short days. The logo designs had been finalised, and we’d made excellent progress on the Brand Guidelines to ensure consistency for anyone using the Starr branding on any of their products in future. I’d really enjoyed working on this project, and I'd even go as far as to say Liam and I worked extremely well together.
What I wouldn’t say is that I liked the man. No, of the two brothers, I much preferred Jamie, because he was just so much more pleasant, easy going and laid back. I still felt rather intimated by Liam, even though I tried my hardest not to be, and to give as good as I got with him.
“Mmm? Oh that’s a board of possible hairstyles I’m choosing from for my personal image revamp. My friend Abbey is going to cut it for me,” I explained, as I concentrated on putting the finishing touches to an amendment that he’d asked for on one of the designs. It was nearly the end of the week, and most of the basic groundwork was now in place. He’d stood over me while I'd signed the contract he’d virtually thrown at me, and I had to admit he was paying me very generously for my work, which helped me to relax a little as it took some of the financial pressure off. I could hopefully go back to working some shifts at the restaurant once I’d finished at SCV, as they were always looking for experienced staff to cover the weekend shifts, although Paolo had been pretty miffed about me leaving at such short notice.
“What new image would that be?” he queried, as he frowned and closely examined all the various short cropped pixie style haircuts Abbey had suggested would suit me.
“My professional businesswoman look. To help me be taken more seriously when I go for job interviews.”
“Having your hair cut this short would make you look like a dyke. Is that the impression you’re trying to give?” he stated rather shockingly.
What business was it of his what I chose to do with my hair?
“That’s a bit harsh.” I was getting used to the way that Liam always spoke his mind, but even so…
“I don’t mean to offend you, Seraphina, I’m just being honest, because I don’t believe in sugar coating the truth, as you may have gathered this week. So be honest with me. Is that the impression you’re out to create – that you’re a lesbian?”
“No, I just want something radical and different. I’ve always had long hair, so I thought it was high time I had a change.”
“Then buy a new dress or something, but do not have your hair cut. Long hair suits you,” he stated firmly, as if the matter was now decided. “Talking of lesbians…when are you going to put my brother out of his misery?”
“Excuse me?” Here he was again. Just coming straight out with what he wanted to know. I thought this was just going too far, but he carried on determinedly.
“All these weeks I’ve had to listen to Jamie whining on about how you’re not sure if you’re gay or not, leading him along in the hope that he’s finally going to get lucky at this Spring Ball you’re going to with him. So, have you finally made up your mind? Are you gay or not?”
The nerve of the man!
Liam stood back and folded his arms as he studied me.
“I really don’t think that’s any of your business,” I informed him archly, although annoyingly I blushed.
“I disagree. My brother’s welfare is very much my concern. If he’s wasting his time with you, I think it only be fair to be honest with him so he can move on, because at the moment I'm fed up of him acting like a love sick puppy all the time. It’s cruel to keep him dangling, and I’d have thought it’s a simple enough call to make.”
As he stared at me with those intense blue eyes, I supposed he had a point about being concerned for his brother, and somehow I found myself opening up to him.
“I have been totally honest with Jamie, as far as I can be, and I know he’s been incredibly patient with me. But if you want to know the honest truth, I’m still not sure one hundred percent certain that I’m not gay. I really like Jamie. He’s a great guy, and I would never want to hurt his feelings, but…I just don’t know.”
The trouble was, Jamie wasn’t the one I kept having vivid erotic dreams about was he? He wasn’t the one that I kept fantasising about jumping into bed with. He wasn’t the one who made my heart race when he walked in the room. He wasn’t the one who seemed to give me an electric shock if our hands accidently touched as we worked together.
But I could hardly tell Liam that, could I? Maybe my subconscious was diverting my thoughts to someone totally unsuitable and unattainable as a means of escaping from the truth that I was gay.
 “Well, have you done any research? Read up about it on the internet? Had counselling?” Liam demanded to know in his usual forthright manner.
“I’ve spoken to my friend Abbey about it. She’s bisexual, so I asked her advice. She recommended I go to one of the LGBT - Lesbian, Gay, Bisexual and Transgender - clubs she sometimes goes to, to meet different people and try and work out who I'm attracted to. She thinks maybe I’d feel less inhibited in that type of environment.”
“So have you been?”
“No! No way! Um…that is I haven’t had time. I've always been working at the restaurant whenever she’s been going,” I ended lamely. Truthfully the idea scared me, so I'd never accepted an invitation to go with her.
“Well, don’t you think you ought to make the time? My brother is under the impression that he’s finally going to claim your virginity on this weekend away, so I think he deserves to be disabused of that idea if you’re going to tell him instead that you’re a lesbian.”
“What! Jamie told you…he had no right to tell you that I was… How dare you discuss the state of my….” I was so mortified and horrified that I didn’t seem to be able to finish a sentence. I’d also turned pure beetroot red.
Liam, the bastard, seemed highly amused at my discomfort.
“I don’t see why you're so embarrassed. Jamie and I discuss everything, so naturally he confided all the details to me. I must say I find it hard to believe that an attractive young woman like you is still a virgin at what…twenty one or two? So I guess I can maybe see why some doubts about your sexuality may have crept in.”
“I’ll work it out for myself,” I managed to stutter out.
But then I watched in fascination as Liam went over to my lap top and started using it.
“Looks like there’s one of those LGBT events on Friday at The Pink Club. As I told you to hand your notice in at the restaurant, I'm assuming you’re free so I’ll take you,” he stated, as he stared at the screen.
“You!” I stuttered.
“Yes, why not?”
“Aren’t you too busy… working or something?” I had no idea what the man did at the weekend, other than the fact the boys had implied that was when he was usually occupied with one of his special lady friends.
“No, as it happens I have a free evening, and I’ve never been to this club, so it’ll be a new and rather interesting experience for me. Don’t look so surprised, Seraphina. I work hard, I play hard. I’m a very open minded man, and I'm not easily shocked,” he chuckled, as he took in my stunned expression.
Of course, this was the man who was heavily into all sorts of kinky sex according to Jamie and Toby. He’d probably use the occasion to set himself up in a nice cosy threesome or something.
“I’ll be on hand to make sure you don’t come to any harm, so you can just relax and concentrate on getting a clue about your true sexuality. Maybe don’t mention it to Jamie though, not until you see if it’s helped you to make up your mind either way, to discover if you are attracted to any of the other women there.”
As he stared at me, I had the distinct impression that the only reason he was offering to take me was so that he could make sure I didn’t back out.
“I’m usually out working on a Friday evening anyway, and Jamie always goes out with his rugby mates. ”
Jamie and his mates usually got pretty drunk most Friday nights, and when they came back to our house, I was always glad I was tucked up out of the way right at the top of the house. After these lads night sessions, there was usually a disgusting bucket of vomit left in the kitchen to dispose of when I came down the following morning. And Jamie was so hung over that he struggled to get up at a decent hour on Saturdays, so our date mornings had fizzled out after a few weeks. But as I’d been so busy, it hadn't really bothered me. We still saw each other in passing most days.
“What are you trying to prove here? What exactly are your motives? Are you trying to break Jamie and me up?” I asked. I finally saw Liam look uncomfortable for a few seconds before the impassive mask came down again.
“I’m just looking out for my little brother, that’s all. I’d rather this matter was sorted out well before he sits his finals, as he’ll need to concentrate all his energies on them to do well,” he replied brusquely. “And if you cared for him as much as you claim, then I'd have thought you’d be eager to move things on between you one way or the other, rather than leave them hanging in limbo ad infinitum.”
I stuck my chin up in the air defiantly. Who did he think he was, sitting in judgement on our relationship? If it took going to this club to prove a point to him, then I bloody well would.
“Okay. What time shall I meet you at The Pink Club?”
“I’ll pick you up from here at eight. Be ready. I don’t like being kept waiting. Oh, and I suggest you wear something really feminine and sexy, because if you do turn out to be a lesbian, I see you as the femme partner rather than the butch, so you don’t want to give the wrong impression.”
“Friday at eight. I’ll be ready.”
And I’ll be wearing whatever I bloody well choose, thank you very much Mr. Liam interfering Starr.



Chapter 14
Liam
“You’d better call me Liam tonight, rather than Sir or Mr. Starr, otherwise everyone will assume I’m your Dom,” I said quietly, as we wandered into The Pink Club.
“Dom?” she queried.
“Yes. Even though you’re not collared, they’ll probably still think you’re my sub and then no one will come near you.”
That’s a rather appealing notion.
“Collared…? Dom… sub… what on earth are you talking about?” she whispered back.
I held her arm to stop her in her tracks, so that I could look at her face. No, by her look of total confusion, she was being deadly serious. She hadn't got a clue what I was talking about.
“You really have led a sheltered existence, haven’t you? A Dominate and submissive relationship. One where the submissive has agreed to relinquish total control over to her Master or Dom, so that she obeys him without question. Often the sub wears a collar as a sign that she is her Dom’s property,” I explained.
“You mean like a sex save?” Seraphina asked, clearly horrified.
“Well, not really because it is so much more than that. It can be a whole way of life, where the Dom controls every aspect of his sub’s existence. Or it can just be a bit of role play fun for an agreed period of time, such as for an evening or a weekend. As long as it’s safe, sane and fully consensual, it’s fine.”
“Trust you to know all about stuff like that,” Seraphina, muttered.
“What’s that supposed to mean?”
“You don’t think I’m the only one Jamie talks about, do you? I’ve heard quite a bit about you and your sexual predilections as a matter of fact,” she declared, as she stood there glaring at me. It seemed she was still very upset that Jamie had confided in me about her virginal status.
“What’s he told you?” I asked, not appreciating being the subject of their gossip.
“According to the boys, you’re some kind of a legend because you’ve had more women than they've had hot dinners. I’m told they always have to be blonde, with massive boobs, and I’m sure you’ll be thrilled to learn that the boys have spent quite some time discussing whether you insist they have to be natural or whether it wouldn’t worry you if they’d had a boob job. I think they came to the conclusion that as long as the boobs in question looked and felt okay, you wouldn’t be too worried, because you never see any of these women for more than a few weeks at the most in any case. And apparently, you’re really into all kinds of kinky sex, with an awesome stash of amazing sex toys and other equipment.” She stood there defiantly staring at me with her arms crossed.
I guessed it did sum me up pretty well, but hearing it coming from Seraphina made it sound very hard and calculating somehow.
“So that’s what you’ve heard, is it?”
“Yes, so my guess is you’re using coming here with me tonight as an excuse to find yourself a new playmate or two, as you probably think people here will be pretty open minded to that kind of thing. I also think you’re hoping I’m going to discover I’m gay.”
“Is that what you think, Seraphina?”
“Yes, it is, Liam.”
I noticed her use of my name, and for some strange reason I found I liked it.
“Well, you’re wrong. My only agenda here tonight is to assist you to discover your true sexuality, so that your relationship with Jamie can move forward in whatever the appropriate direction turns out to be.”
“I think you want me to be gay because you don’t approve of me. That’s why you’ve brought me here, to try and push me in that direction, because you’d rather Jamie and I split up,” she challenged me.
“As I keep telling you, all I'm doing is looking out for my little brother,” I insisted.
The truth was, I seemed to be caught between a rock and a hard place. I didn’t seriously think Seraphina was gay, I thought she was more likely just confused and muddled about her sexuality. Bringing her here tonight was intended to be a form of shock therapy, forcing her to confront her issues rather than just hide behind them. But if she wasn’t gay, that would mean that she and Jamie could happily go off and spend the night together, and that didn’t sit well with me at all. Not because I didn’t think Seraphina was good enough for my brother, but because I was fast coming to the conclusion that maybe he wasn’t right for her.
But since we were now here at the club, I decided we just had to see what happened, how the dice fell.
“Look, we can stand here and argue all night if you want, but I suggest it makes more sense to go and get a drink at the bar, and see what this club is like,” I suggested in what I hoped was a conciliatory tone.
“I suppose we might as well, now that we’re here,” she begrudgingly agreed, as I offered to take her coat for her. When I'd picked Seraphina up, she’d been ready and waiting for me, so I'd not seen what she was wearing underneath the long and extremely ugly coat that she was wearing, although I had noticed she was wearing heels. The shoes were an unusual design because they seemed to be a cross between a shoe and an open strappy boot.
“You look different tonight,” Seraphina remarked, as she stared at the black jeans and casual shirt I was wearing.
“Different? I’m just dressed appropriately for the occasion. I wear office attire to the office. I wear casual clothes to a club. I don’t see why you should find that so surprising.”
Admittedly my jeans were my usual reasonably smart brand and certainly weren’t the low slung type that Jamie wore, which advertised to the world what brand of designer boxers he was wearing underneath.
Seraphina slipped the hideous coat off, and I caught my first glimpse of what she was wearing. It wasn’t very much, in all honesty, just a very short electric blue dress, which was fitted at the waist and had some sort of underskirt that made it flare out.
It looked as sexy as hell on her.
As I removed her coat and she held her long hair out of the way, I realised the dress was backless, so I got to see the soft, exposed skin of her back before she let her hair tumble down again. How she could even think of having her beautiful hair cut off was beyond me; it would be a crime. If she were mine, I'd forbid it. I shook my head. I reminded myself that this was Jamie’s girlfriend – that’s why we were here after all.
She nervously fiddled with the hem of her dress when she saw me looking at her.
“Abbey lent me this dress because she said it would be perfect when I asked what I should wear tonight,” Seraphina said self consciously.
“Well, you should certainly catch everyone’s attention with what you’re almost wearing,” I stated . If she were mine I'd want her covered up. That delicious body would be for my eyes only.
“I thought you wanted me to wear something like this,” she reminded me. “I'd have come in my jeans, but Abbey insisted I should wear a dress.”
“Who exactly is this Abbey again?”
“My friend, the one who recommended I come to one of these events. She said she’s coming along tonight as well, so you should get to meet her.”
“Oh, isn’t she the bisexual one?”
“I don’t think it’s necessary to label her in that way, but yes, she is.”
I suppose the name of the place should have given me a clue, but I hadn't really expected everything at The Pink Club to be decorated in a sickly shade of pink. I don’t do pink. Some guys wear pink shirts or ties, but I never have and I never will.
“Wow. How cool. Pantone 219. Very on trend,” Seraphina murmured as she looked around. Of course she mixed with arty types who loved all that kind of crap.
“What can I get you to drink, Seraphina?”
“Just an orange juice, please. I don’t really drink,” she replied, as she nervously toyed with the silver necklace she was wearing, which seemed to be some sort of Celtic knot design.
“I suggest you have a couple of alcoholic drinks, just to help you relax, especially as you seem rather on edge,” I suggested. “Just one or two will be fine, as long as you don’t mix your drinks - keep to either wine or spirits.
“I don’t know. I think I ought to keep a clear head, I’m a bit of a lightweight when it comes to alcohol,” she confessed.
“I’m here and I won’t be drinking at all because I'm driving. So I’ll be watching out for you the whole time, but you really need to relax and let go. There’s no point in coming here and then sitting in the corner like a shy wallflower, is there?”
“I suppose you’re right,” she sighed, appearing to regret having come along at all, as she nervously looked around at all the other people.
~*~
What a difference two large mojito cocktails made. I sat at the bar and watched in fascination, as Seraphina suddenly leapt up and headed for the dance floor to join the other people already dancing.
“I really love this track” she yelled over her shoulder as David Guetta’s ‘Little Bad Girl’ came on. Then she started dancing, smiling as she mouthed the lyrics about being a ‘bad boy’ at me.
Her dancing was really raunchy, sexy, and uninhibited. She moved her hips and threw her head back, as she ran her hands all over her body. She was spellbinding, especially in her tiny dress that was only just this side of decent.
Naturally she was stirring up a lot of interest, and it wasn’t long before a couple of girls moved in on her. They started dancing up to her, and at first Seraphina laughed with them and joined in, but when one girl held her face to kiss her, while the other ground into her from behind, I suddenly saw Seraphina start to freak and panic. She looked over at me with a look of sheer horror in her eyes.
I didn’t hesitate for a second. Her eyes were clearly begging for my help, so I headed straight over to the dance floor.
“This lady is with me.” I grabbed Seraphina round the waist and pulled her forcefully towards me.
“Liam! Thank God,” she whispered. She looked up into my eyes as she came to rest against me.
We froze as we made contact. Time stood still, as I gazed into those amazing, beautiful green eyes of hers. The DJ changed the mood by putting on a much slower track, and I found myself taking her hand in mine, as I held her close and slowly started dancing with her. It was as if our bodies melted together, hers so much smaller than mine as she fitted easily into my arms, nestled up against my chest. And it just felt so right and natural holding her, as if this was where she belonged, where she was meant to be. It felt as if she was mine, mine to look after and cherish.
I’d never experienced feeling this way before about a woman.
I wrapped my arm even more tightly around her waist, as I leant down to put my cheek against hers. Her skin was gorgeously soft, and I closed my eyes to drink in her presence as we continued to dance together. It was incredibly erotic as I felt her soft, warm curves moulding perfectly against me, and I started gently nuzzling her neck. She smelled wonderful, a unique mixture of sexy feminine musk and roses.
Somehow, my lips ended up on hers, a soft, gentle kiss at first, but as she put her arms around my neck and ran her fingers through the hair on the back of my neck, it quickly escalated into a scorching, passionately deep kiss, as our tongues danced and entwined with each other. She moaned softly as I found myself clutching her hips against my hardness while we continued to dance together.
Just as we broke off the kiss to stare breathlessly into each other’s eyes, a voice suddenly broke through the powerful spell between us.
“Well, Sera, it seems you’re not a baby dyke after all. You’ve only just got here, and despite the wide choice on hand, you’re already getting it on with a guy.”
“What? Oh, Abbey…well…that is…” Sera stuttered, as we quickly broke apart.
“Aren’t you going to introduce us?” this girl with artificially bright red hair asked, as she stood there with an amused smile plastered across her face.
“Abbey, this is Liam Starr, Jamie’s older brother. Liam, my friend Abbey King.” Sera said, as we both caught our breath and collected our scattered wits.
What the fuck had I been thinking, getting carried away like that?
“It was just an experiment. I thought I'd check out Seraphina’s responses after she’d rejected a couple of advances from some of the girls. Nothing more than that,” I stated firmly, ignoring the puzzled and hurt look Seraphina immediately shot in my direction.
I had to face facts. She’d had too much to drink, she wasn’t thinking straight, and I'd taken advantage of her inexperience and inebriated state, I told myself, trying desperately to ignore the incredible chemistry I'd felt between us.
But I want her, really want her.
“I see,” Abbey said as she looked closely at Sera and then me. “Looked pretty full on between you guys to me.”
“I'm always very thorough,” I stated coldly. It was for the best, and Sera would thank me in the morning. “But since we’ve established Seraphina actively responds to males, I think our mission has been accomplished, so I suggest we head off now?”
“I’ll just get my things,” Sera mumbled, as she slunk off in the direction of the cloakroom. Abbey continued to stare at me.
“Hmm. I know what I saw, and I've never seen Sera act that way with a guy before – ever. And trust me, there’ve been plenty who’ve tried their hardest with her. I would never have put you down as her type, but perhaps that’s been the whole issue. Perhaps she didn’t know what she really wanted. Until now maybe.”
“That is utter rubbish. Seraphina has just had too much to drink, which is entirely my fault. Most women can easily handle two cocktails, but I had no idea she had such a low tolerance to alcohol. So I take full responsibility and will of course ensure she gets home safely.”
“Whatever you say. So I take it you are now perfectly happy to let Sera go off and spend the night with Jamie after the Spring Ball tomorrow?”
“Of course. We’ve just confirmed she isn’t gay. That was the whole point of the exercise, wasn’t it?” I lied through gritted teeth.
The truth was it was going to kill me to let her go, but what could I do? So I felt a strong physical attraction to her, big deal. For fuck’s sake, she was my brother’s very young, virginal girlfriend, remember? I had no right to think of her in any other way. All I’d done was prove a point with her. Job done. Now it was time to step back and let her go back to him.
After an extremely awkward drive back, where Seraphina didn’t speak a single word to me, I felt I had to say something as I saw her to the door.
“Well, at least I think we’ve established you’re not gay, so now you can go to the ball with Jamie safe in that knowledge.”
“Thank you so much for that, Mr. Starr. I am deeply indebted to your vast experience and exceptional prowess for enlightening me so efficiently. I’m sure it must have been highly amusing for you to have had such an easy conquest,” she replied sarcastically. “Oh, and by Monday, all my work for your company rebranding will be at a stage where I can hand it over to your team, so I’ll drop it into the office for them to take over.”
And then she slammed the door in my face.



Chapter 15
Jamie
Sera
seemed in a rather odd mood at the Spring Ball, but I wasn’t really complaining. She started drinking as soon as we arrived, asking for a large mojito, knocking it back quickly before immediately asking for another.
“Steady on,” I warned her. “You need to pace yourself, especially as you don’t usually drink very much at all.”
As I was far more used to drinking, I was already on my fourth large drink while she was still on her second. As we were staying the night, it wasn’t as if we had to worry about getting home.
“I’m just trying to relax and get in the mood,” she insisted. “I thought that’s what you wanted.”
“Of course it is, but I don’t want you passing out on me. Come and get something to eat to soak up the alcohol,” I told her. We headed over to the buffet before all the decent food went, and I made sure she ate something. I was so excited about this night that we were finally about to spend together, and I didn’t want to risk anything spoiling our plans.
Seraphina looked amazing, of course. She had her hair partly up and partly loose. She was wearing a scarlet coloured evening dress, the main part of which seemed to consist of lots of ribbons and different pieces of fabric hanging down, with tantalising slits in the underskirt that revealed her legs as she walked and danced. The top part was cut very low, with just tiny narrow ribbons holding it up, giving the impression they could give way at any moment, which could have proved interesting. She explained that it was one of her friend Abbey’s designs, and I told her I thought her friend was very talented. It was a very sexy dress, no question.
“I'm glad you like it,” she replied. “Come on, let’s dance.”
And then she headed straight for the dance floor, practically dragging me with her. I don’t know what had happened to the quiet, shy, restrained girl from before, but Sera was acting like a wild and provocative creature tonight. I guessed that was just the effect of the alcohol, loosening her up to shed some of her inhibitions.
When a slow number came on, she immediately threw herself in my arms, and then looked up into my face, studying me closely as if she was looking for something. I just pulled her closer to me, and enjoyed feeling her body up against me.
“We don’t have to stay right to the end of the ball,” I whispered in her ear. “We can sneak off to our room any time we like.”
We’d dropped our bags off there earlier when we’d first arrived. I was a bit disappointed as the room was not exactly luxurious, in fact it was pretty tatty, but it met my main criteria in that it had a double bed, so I wasn’t that worried.
“Kiss me,” Sera suddenly insisted.
“Okay,” I grinned, thrilled that she was finally so enthusiastic.
I bent down and kissed her, as she reached up and knotted her fingers in my hair. She seemed almost desperate as she clung to me, and I guessed that finally all her sexual tension was being released.
“Jamie, what do you feel?” she whispered, as we came up for air. She was staring into my eyes with a puzzled look.
“Oh Babe, can't you tell? This is what I feel,” I whispered back, as I ground my rock solid erection into her. “I want you so much. We’ve waited so long, haven’t we?”
I ran my hands over her back, and then cupped her bottom to pull her to me so she was in no doubt about how keen I was, as she could feel my cock impatiently straining to be released. She felt so amazingly sexy, and I couldn’t wait to get her into bed. I just hoped I wasn’t going to embarrass myself by coming too quickly, but as it would be her first time, she probably wouldn't be expecting too much, and I'd make it up to her the next few times.
“You two should get a room,” laughed Calum, one of my rugby mates who was standing nearby watching us, “Oh wait, you’ve got one already. So what are you waiting for?”
There followed much ribald laughter and rude gesturing from the rugby crowd, because they all knew how much I’d been looking forward to tonight.
“Jamie, have you been talking about us to them?” Sera hissed at me, as she nodded her head in their direction.
“What? No, not really. They just know I'm crazy about you, that’s all,” I whispered soothingly into her ear, as I gestured at them behind her back to shut up. I didn’t want her scared off by them, not now, after all this time. And I ignored the looks that Chloe’s friend Poppy kept sending my way. She’d sent me some very suggestive texts, but I’d ignored them, knowing that Sera and I were finally about to fuck.
“I just hate the feeling that…well that they’ll all know….” she whispered.
“Ignore them. They don’t matter and they’re not important. You and me. That’s all that matters.”
“Yes. You and me, of course,” Sera smiled up at me. “Come on. Let’s go up to our room. Let’s do it.”
She leapt out of my arms, grabbed her drink from the table and hurriedly swallowed it down.
“Well, sure, I'm not going to argue with that suggestion,” I replied, rather bemused at her sudden impatience, as I followed her while finishing my drink too. Sera picked up her clutch bag, grabbed my hand and practically ran from the room dragging me along with her.
“Kiss me again,” she insisted when we got in the lift, as she started fumbling around, trying to undo my bow tie.
“Here, let me help you,” I smiled, as I slid my tie off for her, and quickly undid the top buttons of my dress shirt, before I started kissing her again. Then I ran my hand up her leg and under her dress, as Sera clumsily tried to untuck my shirt from my trousers.
We practically fell out of the lift as the doors opened, and stumbled along the corridor towards our room. I guess we were both pretty drunk at this point.
“Have you got the room key?” she giggled. “That would be quite funny, wouldn’t it? If we couldn’t get in our room, after all your plans and preparations.”
“The way I'm feeling right now, I’d just fuck you right here in the corridor,” I replied. “But luckily, I’ve got the key.”
I produced it from my pocket, and after a couple of attempts, managed to swipe it to open the door.
So this was it. Finally. We stepped inside, and I slammed the door shut with my foot.
I threw my jacket on the chair, and pulled my shirt off over my head, so I was standing there in just my trousers. I slipped my shoes and socks off too, as Sera watched me.
“It’s really happening this time,” I smiled, as I pulled her into my arms and kissed her again.
“I guess so,” she laughed nervously.
“Don’t worry, it’ll be fine, I promise.” I searched in vain for the zip of her dress. “Err…you might have to help me out here. This is kind of an unusual dress.”
Sera stared at me for a moment, before she took a deep breath, undid the zipper that was hidden at the side of her dress, and then let it fall to the floor, so that she was standing there in just her underwear. She was wearing a sexy black strapless corset with a black lacy thong, hold up stockings, and still wearing her high heeled red shoes.
“Sweet Jesus, Sera you look fantastic,” I groaned.
“Jamie, before we… I need to ask how you feel about me. I mean, am I just another notch on your bedpost? I know you’ve had lots of girls before me. Is this something special to you? Am I special to you?”
“How can you even ask that? Of course you’re special. Why do you think I've waited for you? I’m crazy about you.”
“You are?”
“Of course I am. Here, this is how crazy I am about you.” I took hold of her hand and placed it on the front of my trousers so she could feel for herself how much I wanted her.
Her eyes flew wide open as she looked up at me.
“Undo my trousers, see for yourself,” I urged, barely able to contain my excitement.
She slowly undid the fastening with shaking hands, slid the zip down, then let my trousers fall to the floor. I quickly stepped out of them so I was standing there in just my boxers, with my solid erection trying to spring free.
But before I got too carried away, I realised that Sera was still very nervous, despite the amount of alcohol she’d consumed, and remembering how she’d freaked out on me before, I decided I needed to get Sera to relax before we took things any further. I had to remember she was still an inexperienced virgin. Some foreplay was in order.
“Come and lie on the bed with me, let me get you in the mood,” I whispered, as I led her over to the bed, and encouraged her to lie down with me.
“Jamie, I’m not sure…” I covered her mouth with mine to silence her. As I started kissing her, I gently forced my tongue in her mouth, as I slowly edged my hand onto her breast, and gently squeezed it. I felt her tense up, but I didn’t stop.
‘Women respect a man who takes control; they like it, even if they say they don't.’
That’s what Liam had told me, and I was sure he was right. All Sera needed was a firm decisive hand to override her silly nerves and allow herself to let go. She needed me to take control to show her how good it could be if she just stopped fighting me. This had gone on long enough. I'd tried being patient with her for months, now it was time for a different approach. She’d virtually dragged me up here to the bedroom, so I knew she wanted us to have sex. All this token resistance amounted to was a case of last minute nerves that I could help settle with just a small amount of persuasion.
“Please, there’s no need to fight me, Babe,” I whispered, as I pinned her wrists above her head with one of my hands. She was so much smaller than me that I could easily overpower her as I eased myself between her legs to force them apart
“Jamie, this doesn’t feel right,” she started to say again.
“It will, just relax. It’s going to feel wonderful, really good, if you just let me work my magic on you,” I smiled, as slipped my other hand in her little lacy thong to feel for her clit.
But she suddenly went wild and started thrashing about under me.
“No! No, Jamie, this isn’t right, it’s not you, you're not the one! Don’t touch me that way,” she screamed out.
“Sera! Stop it! Just try to relax. You're being really silly. After all this time, after the way you’ve been acting all evening, you know this is what you really want, so stop being like this.”
I pinned her down on the bed, but she tried to kick me off with her legs. Her actions made something inside me snap and I felt my temper flare. She was not going to do this to me again.
“For fuck’s sake, Sera, what is the matter with you? Do you want to remain a frigid virgin all your life? I’ve been patient with you for months and months. You told me you really wanted to be with me tonight, you told me you’re not a lesbian, and you’ve been leading me on all evening. Yet now you start acting like this? Enough is enough, because you really need sorting out, and I know you’re gonna love it and be begging for more once I’ve given you a really good fuck, just like all the other girls I’ve had. Do you know how many I've turned down while I've been waiting for you? Loads. Begging me to fuck them. So don’t mess with me anymore.”
As she struggled under me, and kicked, I tried to put my hand over her mouth to stop her from making too much noise, but she bit me and then screamed out.
“No! Jamie I said no! Stop it.”
When she bit me I recoiled instinctively and Sera cried out as my hand caught against her mouth.
And then there was a loud knock on the bedroom door.
“Hotel security. Is everything alright in there? There’ve been reports of someone screaming. Can you open up please, so that I can check there aren’t any problems?”
The distraction was enough for Sera to break free from me, jump up and run for the door. As she opened it a little way, I saw the hotel security guy standing there taking in the scene, as Sera quickly grabbed her dress from the floor to hold it over herself.
“Is everything alright, Miss?” the security guy asked, as he eyed me suspiciously.
“I…err…I… was just about to leave. We’ve just had a bit of a misunderstanding,” she mumbled.
“Are you sure that’s all it was? Has this young man been acting in a threatening or inappropriate manner in any way? We can call the police if you wish,” the guy persisted.
“Like I said. It was a misunderstanding. I’m just leaving. No need to involve the police.” Sera quietly insisted, as she picked up her bag and shoes.
“If you’re sure, Miss,” he glared over at me.
“I’m so sorry, Jamie. I never meant for things to end this way.”
And then she was gone.



Chapter 16
Liam
The
hurt look in Seraphina’s eyes when I’d told her friend I’d just been testing out whether she was gay or not when I’d kissed her made me feel like a total shit, but I told myself it was for the best. Of course I’d be lying if I tried to deny something inexplicable had happened between us, something I'd never experienced before, and I knew that whatever it was went far deeper than mere physical attraction. There had been an irresistibly powerful connection, a bond, some kind of link that had connected us on a deeper level.
But logically, nothing could come of it. She was my brother’s girlfriend. She was very young and very inexperienced. She’d had too much to drink. I’d had no right taking advantage of her in that way. It would be for the best if I cut off all communication with her, and just let her and Jamie figure things out between them. That’s what my head told me, so I listened to it, as I mulishly ignored what my heart was telling me. I’d never had to make that choice before, as my heart had never taken any kind of an active role in any of my previous dealings with women.
When I dropped Seraphina back home after our evening together at the club, I didn’t respond when she verbally lashed out at me with her sarcastic words, and then pronounced that she would be handing all her design work over to my team.
She was quitting, but that was okay, because she’d completed the hard part of the task. She’d come up with all the ideas and designs, and now all someone else had to do was finish them off. So all was well, wasn’t it? I’d got what I needed from her, and I could easily pay her a generous bonus if I wanted to assuage any feelings of guilt I might have.
So why did I feel so unsettled and restless and conflicted that night? Why was I unable to sleep, as I kept replaying that scene between us at the club over and over again in my head? Why couldn’t I shake the conviction that somehow, against all logic and sense, we were meant for each other? It was as if I’d spent my whole life up to now happily bumbling along in my ignorance, not realizing I was missing something until suddenly I unexpectedly found it.
Until I met Seraphina.
By the way she responded when I held her and kissed her, and by how hurt she was when I denied feeling anything between us, I thought it had to be the same for her. Seraphina had felt the same bond between us.
But I'd sabotaged it, and so whatever it was had finished before it had ever really got started.
Forget about her, it was for the best, I kept telling myself. But on Saturday, as I thought of Seraphina and Jamie in each other’s arms at the ball and then heading off to spend the night together, it was like a knife twisting in my heart, and it was all I could do not to head over there and tear them apart.
He is far more suitable for her than you, my head told me. But you know he is totally wrong for her, my heart told me.
I sat by myself in the kitchen, got out a bottle of whisky and a glass, and then just sat and looked at them. This was how I used to handle things when I was younger. I used to get drunk, very drunk indeed. Then I’d get into fights, which is why I have a scar at the corner of my mouth, a memento of a very nasty brawl that involved a broken bottle. Or if I didn’t get drunk, I used to go for exhilarating high speed rides on my motorbike. I’d acted pretty wild at times, but all that had had to change when my father died.
I’d had to grow up – fast. I’d had to look after my little brother because there was no one else and he was reliant on me. So I learnt to control my wildness by channelling all that energy into making the family business a success. It was my way of making sense of having to drop out of university and giving up the life I’d expected to lead. It was hard, very hard, but I did it. But I'd always been glad that my brother hadn’t had to miss out on things. I’d never regretted making sure he’d always had everything he needed and wanted. Until now. For the first time, I wanted something that he had.
Seraphina.
In the end I didn’t indulge in the bottle of whiskey. I decided there was no point in revisiting that scene. Instead I went for a long swim and a very punishing work out. Then once again I considered the option of seeing if any of my old partners were free for a good fuck to take my mind off things. But I ruled out that option as I knew it wouldn’t solve my dilemma. They weren’t who I wanted anymore. They hadn't been since the moment I'd laid eyes on Seraphina. I could only hope that once she got her place on the exchange program and moved away, Jamie and I could both forget about her and get on with our lives. I just had to keep myself busy, and pray that Jamie would knuckle down and do well in his finals.
That evening I worked at my laptop for a few hours to keep myself busy, but when my mobile rang at around eleven, I quickly answered it when I saw it was Jamie calling.
“What’s up?”
“Liam, I’ve messed up…badly,” he mumbled into the phone. It sounded as if he had been drinking.
“What do you mean - what’s happened? Are you alright?”
“It’s Sera. I don’t know where she is. She ran off…”
He had my full attention now, as alarm bells rang in my head.
“What do you mean, she ran off? What happened?”
“I just… it all… she got upset… now they’re talking about getting the police…” he rambled.
“Jamie, listen to me. Calm down and start explaining, because right now you’re not making a lot of sense. Where did Sera go? Is she alright?”
“I don’t know, I keep telling you. She freaked out on me again, and I was so frustrated…”
“What the hell did you do to her?” I felt my worry and anger building, as I waited for him to elaborate.
“Nothing. I was just trying to calm her down, that’s all. She shouldn’t have bitten me, and then I wouldn’t have reacted the way I did…”
“Why the fuck did she bite you?”
“I did like you told me, Liam. You know, about how women respect a man who takes control; how they like it, even if they say they don't. I knew it was just nerves when she tried to stop me, she didn’t mean what she said, so I took control, but then she bit my hand.”
“You didn’t…you didn’t rape her did you?” The words came out as a whisper, as I closed my eyes in dread.
“No! Of course not.”
“Then why is there talk about getting the police involved?”
“Someone reported hearing screams to the hotel security, so they got involved,” he admitted.
“She was screaming at you to stop? But you carried on and ignored her?”
“It sounds worse than it is. It wasn’t that bad.”
“So why did she run out on you?”
“She just overreacted and panicked I guess. It wasn’t my fault, she’d been coming on to me all evening, and she virtually dragged me up to the bedroom, then she suddenly froze up on me again. How was I supposed to keep up? Sera is one weird girl, I’m telling you, Liam. I’m done with her. You were right. She might be really hot, but she’s way too much trouble.”
“Have you any idea where she went?”
“I'm guessing she headed back to the house. The other guys are both away at the moment, so she knows it’ll be empty. Look Liam, I’m worried, because I know she told the security guy not to call the police, but what if she changes her mind and decides to get them involved after all? Nothing actually happened, but you know how these things get blown up. What should I do?”
“You sound as if you’ve had quite a bit to drink, so just stay put there at the hotel. I’ll see if I can track Seraphina down to make sure she’s okay, and find out exactly what’s going on. Has she got her mobile with her? Did she have enough money for a taxi?”
“How the hell should I know? When you find her, just make sure she isn’t going to report me to the police, that’s the main thing, because I didn’t actually do anything to her.”
~*~
As soon as I finished the call with Jamie, I tried ringing Seraphina’s mobile, but she didn’t answer. So I sent a text message, hoping that she would see it and respond.
Where are you? I heard what happened. Please let me know you’re safe. Call me back as soon as you get this. Liam.
I grabbed my jacket and headed out to my car, calling her number again as I walked out, but she still didn’t answer. I sent another quick text before driving off.
I’m concerned for your welfare. Just let me know you’re safe. Please call me back. Liam.
But there was no response, and I felt a horrid sick feeling in my stomach. I couldn’t bear to think of Seraphina all alone and frightened and vulnerable. I had to find her. I felt this fierce overwhelming need to protect her, and I hated to think how my brother had treated her. I couldn’t help thinking that I was at least partly to blame, because I’d virtually pushed her into his arms, hadn't I?
Luckily the traffic was fairly light at that time of the evening, so I got over to the student house quite quickly, and wasted no time in letting myself in.
“Seraphina? Are you here?” I called out, but there was no one downstairs.
I made my way upstairs, thinking that if she wasn’t here, the only other place I could think she might have gone was to her friend Abbey, but I had no idea where she lived. As I climbed the second set of stairs to the attic room, I saw a crack of light coming from under her door. So unless she’d gone out and left the light on, surely that meant she was in her room?
“Seraphina? It’s Liam. Are you alright? I just need to check on you.”
I gently tapped on the door.
“I know you’re in there. Please, just open the door.”
It suddenly occurred to me that she might be scared of me. She might think I was going to jump her too, if she had been really spooked by my brother.
“You have my word that you’ll be safe. I promise that you can trust me not to touch you in any way.”
I thought I could hear the sound of muffled sobs coming from inside the room, which really got to me.
“Please, Seraphina. Let me see that you’re alright. Do you need a doctor?” I pleaded with her, as I tried the door. It was locked.
“I’m fine. Please, just go away and leave me alone,” she finally replied.
“I’m not going anywhere until I've seen for myself that you really are okay. So please, just open the door,” I insisted.
“I’ve told you I’m fine. I don’t want to see you or anyone else. Now go away.”
“And I’ve told you I’m not leaving until I’ve seen you. I’ll wait out here all night if needs be. I’ll wait as long as it takes. You’ll find me still here in the morning, so you might as well just open the door now.”
I stood at the door trying to listen, to see if she was moving about, or still crying.
“Fine, whatever. Have it your own way. Just a minute,” she replied in a weary voice.
I heard the sound of the key turning in the lock, then she called out.
“Okay, you can open the door.”
I slowly opened it. I saw Seraphina, wearing a red evening dress, but with a green fleece jacket draped over her shoulders. She was sitting on her bed with her face buried in her knees that were pulled up to her chest, a box of tissues by her side.
“See, I’m fine. You can go now,” she told me in a shaky voice.
“Look at me,” I ordered her. “Please.”
I gasped as I saw she had a small cut on her lip, and as I scanned the rest of her, I saw red marks on her wrists and arms that would no doubt turn into bruises by tomorrow.
“You look anything but fine. What happened?” I asked her quietly, trying my hardest to control the rage I felt. This was worse than I expected.
“Well, obviously Jamie must have already told you what happened, otherwise you wouldn’t be here, would you?”
Seraphina’s beautiful green eyes brimmed with tears as she looked up at me. I pulled up a chair to sit opposite her as she sat on her bed, desperately wanting to reach out and take her in my arms to comfort her, but as I’d promised not to touch her, I couldn’t. She probably wouldn’t want me to touch her anyway, not after what she’d obviously just gone through.
Because my brother had nearly raped her.
“Never mind what Jamie said. I want you to tell me exactly what happened. Everything. From the beginning.”
She sighed heavily, as she wiped her eyes with a tissue, before she opened up to tell me what the hell had gone on between her and Jamie earlier on.



Chapter 17
 Seraphina
As
I sat alone in my room once I got back to the house after running out on Jamie, I felt totally and utterly mortified. I never wanted to clap eyes on either of the Starr brothers ever again.
It had been bad enough to have been duped by Liam when we’d been at The Pink Club. When Liam pulled me into his arms away from the gay couple who were hitting on me, somehow I’d immediately felt safe and protected. When we’d danced together, it had felt so natural and right. And when we’d kissed, he seemed to blow a fuse in my circuit somewhere, because I was incredibly turned on and aroused, which had never happened like that when a guy had kissed me before.
We’d gazed deeply into each other’s eyes, and just for those few moments I’d felt so happy as I naively thought that Liam felt the same powerful connection that I did. In that moment it all seemed to make perfect sense. Only he had the ability to fire my libido up to such an explosive level. This was what had always been wrong whenever a guy had tried anything with me before. None of them had been Liam. It had to be him. This is right because he is The One, the voice inside my head had insisted.
But it turned out he’d just been toying with me. He wasn’t interested in anything other than establishing my sexuality to solve his brother’s dilemma, so that I didn’t distract him from his finals. A pawn to control in his game of family chess. I must have been out of my mind to have thought of him as The One, and it must have just been too much alcohol in my system that had skewed my judgement so badly.
Well, screw him, I thought to myself. I didn’t need Liam Starr, or his poxy job. His HR team had already confirmed that I’d been employed as an intern in his precious company, so I had no further need of anything to do with him. He could just go fuck himself for all I cared. As he’d driven me back in his big flashy BMW in total silence, I’d made up my mind to hand my design work over to his in-house team to finish off, as all the basic groundwork was pretty much complete. Then I could cut all ties with him. At least all the hard work I’d put into the designs meant that my final piece of uni course work was nearly complete too, so I was actually ahead of myself for once.
I decided the best thing I could do to rid myself of this stupid notion that there was ‘The One’, that only one man could possibly turn me on, was to throw myself into having a great time with Jamie at the ball, to get over this stupid hang up of mine. Once I’d finally lost my virginity, I could be just like everyone else, just like Abbey for example, who let herself freely experience all kinds of sex, with whoever took her fancy. I should let myself be more like her, I told myself.
When I arrived at the ball with Jamie, I made sure I drank a generous amount of alcohol as that always seemed to lessen my inhibitions, but even so, I’m such a lightweight that it was nowhere near as much alcohol as Jamie managed to quickly knock back.
Then I danced with him, just as I had with his brother, reminding myself that Jamie was much better looking and so much more my type than his disgusting man-whore gorilla of an older brother. As Jamie kissed me, I waited for the surge of sexual arousal to kick in, just as it had so intensely with Liam. The previous night I would have practically had sex with Liam right there in one of the booths at the club, I'd been so wild with need for him. But with Jamie, I felt nothing. I forced myself to keep trying and trying, because this had to work. I was desperate to prove to myself that Liam meant nothing to me. It had all been an illusion. Jamie was a very good looking, very sexy and fanciable guy, and now I knew I wasn’t gay, tonight was going to be the night I got myself deflowered. No, correction, tonight was the night I was going to get myself fucked. No more silly euphemisms, call it what it really was. Fucking. Not making love. Love played no part in any of this. Love was not part of the equation.
So when Jamie suggested we go up to the bedroom before the end of the ball, I agreed. And I really threw myself into things, practically ripping Jamie's shirt off him in the lift up to our room, because surely any second now all those sexual urges would kick in I thought, as I ignored the voice in my head screaming out that this was all wrong.
I even stripped out of my dress, down to the sexy black silk corset I'd borrowed from Abbey along with the dress. I saw the look of lust in Jamie’s eyes as he stared hungrily at me. Neither could I miss his enormous erection when he got me to take his trousers off. The thought of that…going there….really scared me, because it was surely going to be really painful, but I carried on anyway.
“You can do this, force yourself to relax, just get it over and done with,” I kept telling myself as I gritted my teeth, ignoring the fact that I hated this sleazy, tatty, soulless hotel room where I was finally going to lose my virginity. I tried to persuade myself that this was a special occasion, and I encouraged Jamie to say some nice words to me.
You shouldn’t have to force yourself. This isn’t right. He isn’t right. He’s not The One, the voice in my head kept arguing.
We lay down on the bed together, but as Jamie tried to touch me and take things further, the voice in my head screamed so loudly that I just couldn’t ignore it any longer. I tried to stop him and push him away as I begged him to stop.
But by then Jamie wouldn’t take no for an answer as he was way past his point of no return, and I couldn’t really blame him after the way I’d acted towards him, could I? He’d been so patient with me for so long, and all evening I’d led him on and on, but now he scared me as he held me down and tried to force my legs apart so he could force me to carry on, and I found myself screaming at him to stop.
Then there was a knock at the door, causing Jamie to relax his grip on me for just a few seconds, and I seized the opportunity to wriggle out of his grasp and run for the door. Then I grabbed my things and fled the scene, pushing past the security guy standing there, just anxious to just get myself as far away as quickly as I could.
I stopped in the ladies cloakroom along the corridor to slip my dress and shoes on again, and check how much money I had, regretting the fact that I’d insisted on going Dutch and buying my own drinks earlier on. I was hoping I could scrape together enough for a taxi back. In the shaken state I was in, I really didn’t want to have to use public transport, especially as in my haste to escape I’d left my coat and overnight bag behind. I totted up all my cash and thought I had just about enough, and as I knew I had a little more cash at home in my emergency fund, I thought I could always get that to pay the taxi driver if necessary.
So I made my way down to the reception, and as I asked if they could call me a taxi, the security guy reappeared. He was a well built, middle aged man, bald with nice kind grey eyes.
“Are you sure you’re alright, Miss?” He looked at me with such concern that I just burst into tears, much to my embarrassment.
“I’m sorry, I’m fine, really. It was just a misunderstanding,” I managed to croak out. “It wasn’t really his fault, honestly. But now I would just like to get out of here, so if you could call a taxi for me, that would be really great.”
“Of course. I can certainly organise that for you, if that’s what you want. Come and sit in the security office while you’re waiting, and I’ll get you something for that cut on your lip,” he frowned, as he indicated the way to his small office.
I hadn't even noticed, but as I tentatively felt my lip with my tongue, I could taste blood. Then it came back to me, how Jamie had caught my lip when he’d pulled his hand away after I'd bitten him.
I realised I was shivering as I sat there in the small office, partly I think from shock, and partly from cold, so I appreciated the fleece jacket that was quietly slipped around my shoulders.
“Reception are just calling our usual taxi firm, so you shouldn’t have too long to wait. Are you hurt anywhere else? I can get a doctor for you – a female one if you would prefer. Or I can still call the police for you. It’s not too late, you know.” He gently placed a cold compress on my lip, and I realised he was trying to assess whether I'd actually been raped.
“Thank you, but I’m fine, really. No major harm done.”
“My name’s Kevin Smith, by the way. I’m an ex copper, and I still have some connections in the force. One phone call is all it would take.”
“No, I know how all this must look, but it really isn’t as bad as it seems. It was just a… misunderstanding.” I didn't volunteer my name to him. I didn’t want any record or connection to this place once I left.
“A misunderstanding? Loud screams were heard, and this is evidence that you’ve been assaulted,” he pointed out as he gently dabbed my lip, and I could see him looking at the red marks on my wrists.
“Things just got a bit out of hand. It’s only a tiny cut, it was an accident, he didn't mean to hurt me,” I insisted as I tentatively touched my lip. “He’s really not a bad guy, and I don’t want to make a fuss.”
“Is there anyone I can call for you?”
I thought about contacting Abbey, but I dismissed the idea straight away. The fewer people who knew any details about tonight’s debacle the better. And anyway, I remembered she was out at a student fashion show tonight.
“No, I’ll be fine once I get home.”
When the taxi arrived, the security guy insisted on seeing me safely into it, also insisting I keep hold of his fleece jacket, telling me I could return it another day.
I told the taxi to take me back to the house, safe in the knowledge that it would be empty tonight as the other boys were both away, but I knew I couldn’t stay on there after what had happened tonight. After I’d quickly worked through all my possible options, I tried ringing Abbey, but when she didn't answer, I left a message on her voicemail asking her to call me back as soon as possible. I had no intention of telling her all the details of why, but I wanted to ask if I could crash at her place for a couple of days, just until I'd handed all my final coursework in at uni. Then I thought I could use some of my unexpected wages from Starr Capitol to buy myself an airline ticket to go and spend some time with my family in Ireland. I really wanted to get completely away, to escape and I felt a sudden strong urge to see my Gran again. And leaving would give Jamie the space to work on his finals that his big brother had warned me were so important, so he’d no doubt be glad to see the back of me.
When my mobile started ringing just as I got back to the house, at first I assumed it was Abbey calling me back. I was horrified when I saw it was Liam instead. I ignored it, but didn't switch my phone off because I didn't want to risk missing Abbey’s call.
This could mean only one thing. Jamie had rung Liam to tell him about the disastrous outcome tonight, and ever the protective big brother, he was on the war path to make sure I wasn’t going to make trouble. Well, he could just go to hell.
I ignored his calls and texts, but what I hadn’t counted on was him turning up at the house and letting himself in. Luckily, I had instinctively locked my bedroom door as soon as I got in there, and although I didn't think he had a spare of the key to my room, I still propped a chair against the door.
Despite me telling him to go away, Liam just wouldn’t leave. He insisted he would wait outside my room until I came out, even if he had to wait all night and I knew he probably would do exactly that. So I reluctantly let him in. And the stupid thing was, the minute I saw him, all I wanted was for him to hold me. All I could think about was how wonderful it would feel right now to be wrapped up in those big strong arms of his, leaning against his broad chest feeling safe and protected as I had before. Stupid, stupid, stupid.
He wanted me to tell him what had happened. What could I say?
“I thought I could go ahead and have sex with Jamie. It turned out I couldn’t. It wasn’t his fault. I acted badly. I should have put a stop to things sooner,” I told him as succinctly as I could.
“There’s no excuse. He had no right to try and force you,” Liam exclaimed vehemently, much to my surprise. I expected him to be the one making excuses for his brother.
“Jamie was severely provoked. It was my fault. I led him on. Don’t be so hard on him,” I tried to explain.
“No, Seraphina! How can you possibly make excuses for him? A woman always has the right to say no. Sex always has to be fully consensual,” Liam insisted, as he glared at the cut on my lip.
“It wasn’t really his fault. I couldn’t go through with it… I couldn’t let him…. because…”
“Because?” He stared at me intently.
I took a deep breath. I was going to be out of here, out of his life after this, so I decided I might as well just tell him the truth, because I didn't have the energy to try and come up with some sort of pathetic lie. Then Liam would leave me alone, scared off by this stupid little girl who had a juvenile crush on him.
“Because when Jamie kissed me, it didn't feel the way it did when you kissed me. I wished he was you. It felt all wrong, as if I was with the wrong person, and I just couldn’t let things carry on. Even though it would probably have been easier, I couldn’t lie back and just let it happen.”
I expected Liam to laugh at me, or make some pithy retort. But he didn't. He looked pained, and he just sat there, as he kept his distance and made no move to touch me. He was repulsed it seemed.
“I see. Seraphina, right now you must be feeling very confused and upset. Maybe we can talk when things have calmed down a bit. But I do need to ask you…”
“What?”
“Jamie said there was talk about getting the police involved. So I have to ask…”
That was why he was here, why he was being so nice to me. He was worried I'd report his brother to the police. I suddenly felt weary and tired, bone crushingly tired, and I couldn’t wait to be done with all this.
“I haven’t involved the police,” I sighed. “There won’t be any come back or any trouble. I just want to forget about it. I’ll be moving out, and that will be an end of the matter.”
“Moving out? But… I thought you liked it here…” Liam looked confused.
“I did, but I can hardly stay here under the circumstance, can I?” For a supposedly clever man he was being pretty dense.
“But where will you go?”
“Abbey will let me stay with her. I hope. Perhaps if I could just ask you to keep Jamie away until I've moved out, say by lunchtime tomorrow, that might be easier all round?”
“Of course, if that’s what you want. But don’t do anything hasty. As I said, we need to talk.”
“What’s there talk about, Liam?” I stared at him, willing him to say something about what had happened between us, to admit that he had felt the same connection that I had. But of course he didn’t, although he did have the grace to look uncomfortable.
“You’ve just been through a terrible experience, so now is not the right time for any kind of a discussion. But you are going to call into the office on Monday, aren’t you?”
Of course. He was worried about his precious designs.
“I’ve already said you’ll have all the designs first thing on Monday morning, haven’t I?” I replied frostily. So now he doubted my word?
“Good,” he smiled in relief. “So, is there anything I can do to help? Anything I can get you?”
“No, I’m fine.” He clearly couldn’t wait to see the back of me, and was willing to offer assistance in order to speed things along.
“I see. Look, I hate leaving you alone, but I really should go and check on Jamie.”
“That’s fine, you go. To be honest, I’d really rather just be left alone right now,” I smiled weakly at him.
“Okay. But please keep in touch, and if you need help, in any way at all, don’t hesitate to ask. And for what it’s worth, I'm really sorry how things turned out, and I’m truly ashamed of how appallingly my brother behaved towards you.” He was obviously pissed at having to get involved in this messy business between Jamie and me.
“Forget about it. That’s all I want to do, just move on and put it all behind me.” I stood up and opened the door to encourage him to leave. “Oh, if you’re headed to the hotel, perhaps you’d drop this back to the security guy who lent it to me? I think he said his name was Kevin.” I handed him the fleece.
“You didn't even have your coat when you left?” he asked, as he stared on the marks on my arms from where Jamie had held me down. I just shrugged. You work it out. I ran out before Jamie could grab me again. Then I watched him get up and hopefully walk out of my life for good.
~*~
Once Liam had gone, I slowly got undressed, but my mind was in such turmoil that I knew I was never going to be able to sleep. The more I thought about escaping to Ireland, the more appealing it became, and so I decided I might as well get on with finalising all my design work, both for Starr Capital, and for university. So I worked through the night until I was satisfied I had everything done.
Abbey rang me back the following morning, full of apologies for not getting back to me sooner. I stopped her when she tried to tell me the finer details of what she’d been up to that had kept her so busily occupied, because I really did not want to know any of the gory details of her sex life. But her delay in getting back to me meant I’d had time to rethink my plans, after making a couple of phone calls and spending some time online.
“So, how was your night with Jamie? Come on, spill all the juicy details. Did it live up to expectations?”
“Not really. In fact it was a total disaster, but I don’t want to talk about it.”
“Oh, Sera, no! What on earth happened? When we talked this through, you seemed so certain things were going to work out with Jamie. Does this have anything to do with Liam?” she asked suspiciously.
I sighed to myself. I really wished she hadn't witnessed what had happened between Liam and me at the club. It was an added complication I could well do without.
“No, don’t be ridiculous. Of course it doesn’t,” I lied.
“I don’t believe you. You can bury your head in the sand if you like, but I know what I saw. There was undeniable chemistry between you and Liam. Something’s going on between you two, isn’t it?”
“No, most definitely not, you’ve got it all wrong, Abbey. Look, like I said I really don’t want to talk about any of this. I’ve just got a couple of huge favours to ask of you,” I pleaded.
“Hmm. I know you're keeping something from me, and trust me, I will get to the bottom of this at some point,” she insisted. “But go ahead. I know you wouldn’t ask if it wasn’t important. What do you need?”
I knew I rarely asked her for favours.
“Seeing as I’ve got all my course work finished ahead of schedule, I thought I’d head over to spend a bit of time with my Gran in Ireland. I rang her earlier, and she’s over the moon about it. I can get a flight this afternoon, so I was hoping you’d drop my completed course work in at uni for me tomorrow,” I explained.
“You’re going away? This is all a bit sudden, isn’t it?” she asked suspiciously.
“Not really. I’ve been wanting to go for some time, and with the extra money I earned working at Starr Capital, I’ve decided I should just do it. Gran is not as young as she was, and I feel bad that I haven’t seen her for so long. So will you help? If I hand it over to you later this morning, will you drop my course work in on Monday for me?”
“You know I will,” she agreed.
“And I’ve got one other favour.”
“Spit it out.”
“Could you drop my final design work into the Starr Capital offices on Monday morning as well? I’d do it myself, but of course they aren’t open on Sundays, and it seems a shame to delay my travel plans when it’s just a case of dropping a folder off. It’s all ready, all you’d have to do is hand it in at the reception desk. Their offices aren’t that far from uni and dead easy to find. Pretty please?” I practically begged her.
“Well, seeing as you're my best friend, I suppose I’ll have to do this for you, even though your holding out on me. I think it sounds like you’re avoiding a certain someone, but I can tell you're not going to open up about it. Maybe when you come back you’ll be ready to talk. How long are you planning to be away for?”
“I’m not sure yet. It depends if I get a place on the exchange program. Otherwise, I was thinking of maybe relocating to Dublin, or even Cork, if I could find a job over there once I’ve graduated. Then I'd be a lot nearer to my family.”
“Really? Well I suppose I can understand that would be cool for you, after being on your own for so long, but are there many suitable jobs that’d you’d be interested in over there?” I could hear the sceptical tone in Abbey’s voice.
“I have no idea, to be honest. That’s what I need to look into,” I explained. Up to now, I’d always imagined I'd get a job here in London once I graduated, but the idea of a fresh start somewhere else was becoming more appealing by the minute.
“Okay, why don’t I come over in my car to pick all your things up, and then drive you to the airport? Where are you going from?”
That’s what I loved about Abbey. She was such a good friend that even though she may not have bought into my whole relocating to be near my family story, none the less she was prepared to help me out.
“Heathrow. That would be really great if you could, Abbey. I’ll really owe you big time.”
And so that was how I found myself on Aer Lingus flight EI713 out of Heathrow bound for Cork that afternoon.
 
 
 
 



Chapter 18
Liam
It
was with great difficulty that I forced myself to keep a hold on my temper all the time I was with Seraphina, but she looked so vulnerable and upset that I knew I had to keep calm for her sake. The last thing she needed was me ranting and raving uncontrollably about the way my brother had acted towards her. But I was enraged by his behaviour. If it had been anyone other than him, I would have fucking killed the bastard who attempted to force himself on her.
What was really eating at me was the fact that Jamie had told me he’d acted that way because he thought that was how I treated women. He’d only been following my example, apparently. Sure, I remember telling him that women like a man to take control, but for fucks sake surely he realised I didn’t mean it was okay to try and force a woman when she was screaming at him to stop? I knew he’d seen some of the sex toys I like to play around with sometimes - nothing too extreme, just a few spankophilia items, but I’ve only ever used those with a woman’s full consent, if they were into that kind of play too.
Was this all my fault? I’d always thought I was setting such a positive role model for Jamie, but now I was left wondering just what kind of an example I had set my little brother. He clearly thought I used physical force to overpower women against their will to get what I wanted, which was certainly not the case and horrified me. Surely he understood that a woman always has the right to call a halt to things? Safe, sane and fully consensual – surely I had drummed that mantra into him countless times, along with all my other advice about safe sex and always using a condom. Had I really given him the impression that women were purely objects used to fulfil a man’s sexual urges?
And another thing. I felt thoroughly ashamed of my whole treatment of Seraphina before I'd got to know her. Until I’d met her for myself and realised she wasn’t the gold digger I’d decided she was, I’d assumed her sole aim was to get her claws into Jamie as her meal ticket. I'd behaved appallingly towards her when she was truly the last person to deserve it.
Because of my cynical attitude, she must have spent the winter living in a freezing cold room, without even a decent supply of hot water for the shower. Yet with one quick phone call and just a few meagre pounds that I certainly wouldn’t have missed, it could have all been so easily sorted out. Seraphina hadn't even complained either. She’d just quietly worked her socks off to make ends meet, while she studied far harder than the average student, certainly much harder than my lazy brother.
What had happened to me? When had I become the kind of man who totally lacked any kind of compassion? Somehow, I’d lost all my basic decency and humanity somewhere along the way while I'd concentrated all my energies on building up a highly profitable business. What kind of a man had I become? I didn't like the answer to that question when I started to see myself through Seraphina’s eyes.
I’d really wanted to talk to her and explain things, but as she’d just been nearly raped by my brother, it wasn’t the right time. And that had only happened because I'd basically thrown her at him, thinking I was doing the right thing, thinking that he really cared for her.
But next week when things had calmed down, I decided that I would have to talk to her, to try and be much more honest. I wanted to ask if we could maybe start again and work out something between us. So I resolved to make sure I saw her when she came to the office on Monday to bring her work in.
But first I had to deal with Jamie. As I left Seraphina, I called him before driving over to the hotel where I'd told him to stay put. His phone rang for ages before he finally answered it.
“Liam. Did you manage to find Sera so she wouldn’t…you know…?” he whispered.
“Yes, I found her. Thanks for your concern, little brother. I'm sure you’ll be very glad to know she made it back to the house safely, no thanks to you, especially as she didn't even have her coat,” I snarled at him.
“What? Oh, of course, but what did she say? Is she… is she going to the police?” he whispered very quietly. Why was he being so cagy?
“No, luckily for you she doesn’t want them involved, even though I think she’s still in a state of shock. How could you have acted in that way? Do you have any idea what your reckless behaviour could have led to? What on earth possessed you to use physical violence on a defenceless female?”
“I can't really talk about this right now,” he muttered distractedly.
“What? Why not?” I asked suspiciously.
“I’m… I’m not alone… and I’m a bit busy,” he murmured, and there were some distinctly female giggling noises. “Look, thanks for sorting things out, but I’ve got to go.”
“Jamie, I really think….”
He’d gone. He’d hung up on me. Un-fucking-believable.
~*~
“Jamie! Open up. I want to talk to you. Now,” I demanded as I rapped on his hotel door. I wanted to find out just what was going on. “Come on, I know you’re in there.”
“Liam? Err… what are you doing here?” his surprised voice called back.
“What the fuck do you think? I want to know exactly what’s been going on.”
“It’s… it’s not a very good time right now. Can't we talk tomorrow?”
“Open this fucking door, or so help me God I will break it down,” I fumed at him. It was now gone one in the morning, and I was in no mood to be fobbed off.
Slowly the door opened just enough for Jamie’s head to appear. I didn’t hesitate. I shoved the door right open and pushed past him into the room, feeling for the light switch as I went.
“What’s going on? Who the hell are you?” a female voice protested as the light flicked on. I glanced around, and saw a pretty young blonde sitting up in bed, as she hastily wrapped a sheet around her naked body.
“It’s okay, he’s my brother,” Jamie called out to her.
“You. Out. Now.” I pointed at the door to her.
“Liam! Now hang on just a second. You can't just march in here and order Poppy around like that,” Jamie argued. He’d grabbed his boxers from the floor and was hastily putting them on.
“Fine, if that’s really what you want, but then I take it you're happy for this Poppy to stay and listen to what I've got to say to you about your earlier behaviour with Seraphina?” I stared at him.
Jamie scowled at me.
“Perhaps you’d better go,” he muttered to the girl.
“Okay, but promise to call me, Jamie? It’s taken me months to finally get somewhere with you, and now this,” she grumbled, before giving me a filthy look. “Do you mind? I’d appreciate some privacy to get dressed.”
“Don’t worry, love, I've seen it all before.” Poppy continued to glare at me. “Okay, you’ve got two minutes.” I rolled my eyes as I turned my back.
“Look, I'm really sorry about this, Poppy,” Jamie apologised. “Rain check for round two eh?”
“I’m going to hold you to that,” I heard her reply, and then there was the sickening sound of them kissing.
“Your two minutes are up.” I turned around to find the girl more or less decent, so she picked up her shoes and flounced out.
“You are unreal, Jamie. There was me thinking you’d be worried and upset about Seraphina because she was supposedly the love of your life, and yet here you are happily getting your end away before the sheets have even had time to cool down.”
Jamie scowled at me again.
“It’s not like that. I realised you were right all along. Sera was nothing more than a prick teasing weirdo with way too many issues for me to ever figure out. So we broke up. And like you’re always telling me, there are always plenty more fish in the sea. So I moved on, just like you always do. After Seraphina left, I texted Poppy to see if she was up for it.”
“And clearly she was.”
“Oh man, she most certainly was, but then you had to turn up and put a kibosh on things,” he complained.
“Oh I'm so sorry. Perhaps you would have preferred to have had the police knocking on your door instead, come to arrest you for assault and attempted rape,” I yelled at him.
“It would never have come to that. Nothing that bad happened. I admit things got a bit heated, but Sera really massively overreacted, and then I panicked a bit, so that’s why I rang you. I wasn’t thinking straight because I’d had a few beers.”
“You’re dead right you weren’t thinking straight. I can't believe you thought it was acceptable to treat Seraphina the way you did. She has a cut lip and bruises on her arms that were inflicted by you. You’re lucky she isn’t pressing charges, and that she even asked me not to be too hard on you. And yet all you’re worried about is yourself. You’re not even the slightest bit concerned about Seraphina apart from wanting to be sure your own neck is safe, when she was so scared when she ran out of here that she left her coat behind. You had no idea how she was going to get back safely, but you didn't let that bother you, because you were too busy getting laid.”
“It was her decision to leave. Sera’s always been very independent and able to take care of herself, as she’s told me countless times, so I knew she’d be okay. And maybe I’ve just hardened up and stopped being a sucker for a pretty face, just as you’ve been endlessly telling me I ought to.”
I wanted to punch my brother. But I didn't, because I felt at least partly to blame, realising that I'd not set him the best of examples with my treatment of women.
“Just stay away from your house for a while. Seraphina is moving out, and she’d rather you didn't come back until she’s gone. I think you owe her that much at least, don’t you?”
“Whatever. Seems a rather extreme reaction to me. I'm over her, so she needn’t flatter herself that I’d waste any more time on her. Anyway, I expect I can hang out at Poppy’s. We have some unfinished business to attend to.”
“Of course. A nice easy screw for you. So satisfying.”
“I don’t know why you sound so disapproving, Liam. I’d have thought you’d have been pleased. This is exactly how you like to do things, isn’t it? No strings sex. Just a great fuck for both parties.”
What could I say? It was true. But now this behaviour just seemed to leave a bad taste in my mouth.
“Just remember not to go back to the house before tomorrow evening. We’ll talk about this further when you’re fully sober.”
Then I left him to it, pretty certain he’d be on his mobile to see if he could get Poppy to return the second the door closed behind me.
~*~
It was pretty late by the time I got to bed in the early hours of Sunday morning, and I slept only fitfully. In the morning, I felt very restless, so I went for my usual swim and gym workout, then spent most of the day thinking through everything that had happened. I took stock of my life and how I was living it.
I didn't like what I saw.
I saw a cold, selfish, heartless man, one who was very successful in all areas, except for the most important one- my shallow personal life. It probably explained why I always got bored so easily and constantly felt restless.
My personal life was nothing but a bare shell. I was a cold and calculating heartless bastard. That could also be interpreted as efficient and driven, but for what purpose? To make more money? I had more than enough for everything I needed. Where was I headed with the rest of my life? What was my goal? What did I want?
However I tried to look at things, whichever way I turned things around in my head, it always came back to the same thing, the same answer.
Seraphina was the key.
She was the element that was missing in my life. I wanted Seraphina. Not just because she was beautiful and I was undeniably incredibly physically attracted to her. It went much deeper than that. This connection between us meant that I wanted to change things for her, so that she didn't have to struggle and work so hard all the time. I wanted to look after her and keep her safe. I wanted to change, to become a different kind of man – one that she would want to get to know and spend time with. For the first time, I wanted to share my life with someone. I wasn’t quite sure how to classify these feelings I had, or even just what they were. All I knew was that I wanted to be with Seraphina in some way.
But I knew I’d messed things up really badly because I'd refused to admit having these feelings. I’d snubbed her when she’d looked to me to acknowledge the connection between us, and now I was paying the price. No, worse than that Seraphina had paid the price, because deep down, I knew it was my denial of anything between us that had made her throw herself at Jamie so foolishly. And yes, he’d behaved atrociously, but I had set him such a bad example. Thank God things hadn't turned out even worse than they had.
How I’d felt when Jamie said Seraphina had run out on him, when I didn't know if she was safe, finally forced me to confront my feelings. I’d felt such immense fear and panic, and I hadn't been able to rest until I'd found her and seen for myself that she was alright. I'd been too scared to acknowledge the bond between us, hiding behind the fact that she was supposed to be my brother’s girl. I'd told myself I was being so noble in standing back, when he hadn't really been that serious about her anyway. It was probably my disapproving attitude towards Seraphina that had made him so determined to prove me wrong and stubbornly continue in his pursuit of her.
Whichever way I looked at things, I didn't come out of this at all well. I’d let everyone down, but Seraphina most of all.
I was determined that the moment she turned up at the office on Monday morning, I would seize the opportunity to try to make amends and ask for a chance to start over with her. I wanted to have this sorted between us before I headed out to the States next week for all my meetings - the meetings that had been the reason for the urgency of the company rebranding that had led to Seraphina coming into my life. At least I had no regrets about initiating that project, because that was the trigger that had set events into motion.
Having thought all this through, I slept a little more soundly on Sunday night, thankful that at least I had a chance to set things right which I was going to grab with both hands.
~*~
I got to the office extra early on Monday morning, and left strict instructions with security that I was to be notified the moment Seraphina Jones arrived in the building, and that she was not to leave until I’d seen her. Then I did my best to get on with some work. There was a lot to get in place before my trip to New York. I’d emailed Simon warning him to expect Seraphina’s work, so he was now on standby to organise finishing off her designs. I knew he was less than thrilled about the fact that I'd opted to use her designs, but he was just going to have to suck it up, seeing as his team hadn’t been able to come up with anything that was even close to the standard of her work.
I was surprised when it got to ten o'clock and Seraphina still hadn't turned up. I tried ringing her mobile, but it was turned off, which I was not at all happy about. So I sent a text and also emailed her, but still got no response. I could feel the worry starting to permeate through me, because I hated not being able to get in contact with her. Finally I got a call, but it wasn’t the one I'd been hoping for.
“Miss Jones’ designs have arrived,” Joy, my ever efficient PA informed me.
“About time. Send Miss Jones straight in.”
“She’s not here. Apparently her friend has just dropped them into reception.”
“What? Why? Is she ill or something?”
“I’ve no idea, Mr. Starr.”
“Then I want to speak to this friend. I want to know why Miss Jones isn’t here in person.”
“I think they may have already left, sir. You only left instructions about seeing Miss Jones,” Joy pointed out.
“Well, get security to go after this other person. I need to speak to them.”
“I’ll try, but it may already be too late.”
I paced up and down in my office as I waited, berating myself for not having foreseen this. I'd just assumed Seraphina would turn up today, but maybe she’d been more badly hurt than I'd realised. Why the hell hadn't I insisted on taking her for a check up, or at least tried to see her yesterday as I'd wanted to, instead of ignoring my instincts and convincing myself the sensible thing to do was to give her space to recover from her ordeal? How was she supposed to know I was concerned about her if I didn't communicate it to her in some way?
I snatched the phone from my desk when it rang.
“Mr. Starr? They’ve managed to locate the friend, and she’s on her way up now,” Joy informed me.
Thank God.
A couple of minutes later, Joy showed the friend in. It was the girl with the bright red hair, Abbey, and she was carrying a large art folder of the type I’d seen in Seraphina’s room.
“Where’s Seraphina? Has something happened to her?” I couldn’t believe how let down and disappointed I felt that Abbey was here instead of her.
“Sera’s okay, although I can't deny she was acting rather weirdly when I dropped her at the airport yesterday. But there’s a letter in this folder for you which she said explains everything,” Abbey informed me as she passed the folder over.
“Airport? Why were you dropping her there?” I asked, with a horrid sinking feeling in the pit of my stomach. She’s left. You’ve missed your chance.
“She’s gone to visit her family. But according to Sera, everything you need for this project she’s been working on is in the folder, all her notes and her memory stick. She said your team shouldn’t have any problems finishing it off in time for this major deadline of yours, if that’s what you’re worried about.” Abbey was staring so hard at me, it almost seemed as if she was trying to read my mind in some way.
“I thought she didn't have any family? So where exactly has she gone?” I realised how little I knew about her. You never bothered to find anything out, did you?
“To Ireland. Her Gran lives over there, and she has some other family as well, I believe,” Abbey replied, as her eyes continued to bore into me.
“Ireland? This is all a bit sudden, isn’t it? And what about her university work? Surely she wouldn’t just take off and not complete her degree when she’s worked so hard for it?” It didn't make sense when I knew how important it was to her to get a decent degree. That much I did know about her.
“I just handed her final course piece in this morning for her, before I came here. She’s been working really hard on it and managed to get it finished ahead of schedule,” Abbey explained.
“Where in Ireland? How long is she planning to stay away for?” I tried to figure out what to do next. I'd pinned all my hopes on being able to talk to Seraphina today.
“I’m not sure exactly where in Ireland. I think she flew out to Cork, but that’s about all I can tell you, because I don’t really know much about her family. Sera’s not one to talk much about anything personal. And I’m not sure when she’s coming back – or even if she is coming back, actually,” Abbey calmly stated.
“What do you mean? You don’t think she’s coming back?” I was horrified by this possibility.
“Sera’s talking about relocating to Dublin or Cork, if she can find a suitable job. I think she’s given up hope of getting a place on the exchange program, and I think she’d like to be nearer to her family instead of always struggling on her own. I guess she’s thinking that once she’s finished her studies, there’s nothing to keep her here in London.” Abbey stared at me as she continued. “I also think something happened this weekend that was a large factor in her sudden decision to leave, but she wouldn’t tell me what it was, apart from when I asked how her date with Jamie went, she said it was a total disaster. Don’t suppose you’d happen to know anything about that would you?”
I exhaled loudly as I scrubbed my face with my hands. I looked at Abbey defiantly standing there, hands on hips as she watched for my reaction, shrewdly taking in the tension that was undeniably radiating from me. She was a similar height and build to Seraphina, but that was where any similarity ended. Her hair was a very artificial bright red colour, and she had assorted facial piercings, including a lip ring and a nose stud. She had some kind of a tattoo on her chest peaking out from the edge of her top. She wore heavy black eyeliner, and some kind of dark lipstick, that almost matched her black nail varnish. And her clothes were a hideous mismatch of a red patterned skirt, a green patterned top and a black jacket. Normally I wouldn’t have given a girl like her the time of day. But she was my only connection left with Seraphina, and I’d gathered from the number of phone calls and texts she’d exchanged with this friend while we’d been working together that they were pretty close.
So, should I take this kooky female into my confidence, or continue to deny there was anything between Seraphina and me, and close the door on any hope of re-establishing some kind of contact? Abbey had witnessed the incident between us at the club the other evening, and it was obvious she was nobody’s fool. Maybe she could help me. I decided that right now, Abbey was my best option. In any case, what did I have to lose by taking her into my confidence?
“Things went badly wrong between Seraphina and my brother on Saturday night, because he behaved atrociously towards her when she wanted to back out of spending the night with him. Luckily nothing too serious happened, thank God. I stepped in to try and sort things out and look after Sera but it looks as if I failed miserably. It seems I’ve only made things worse if she’s felt the need to run away, haven’t I?”
“I saw how close you two were when you were together at the club the other night. I'm telling you I’ve never seen Sera act the way she did with you before, even when she’s been really drunk. After all the doubts she’s had, letting go with you would have been a really big deal for her. For you to casually sneer at her the way you did and deny you felt anything convinced her you weren’t interested. So what’s with all the concern now about where she is and when she’s coming back? Do you have feelings for her? Do you care about her? I mean really care about her?” Abbey demanded.
“Truthfully, I don’t really understand what these feelings I have for Seraphina are, I just know I can't ignore them anymore. I genuinely thought I was doing the right thing by shutting myself off from her the other evening, that it was in her best interests. With hindsight, I can see that perhaps it would’ve been better to have been more honest and maybe prevented the whole fiasco with Jamie. So I'd planned to talk to her today to try and figure things out between us, but perhaps it’s already too late and I’ve missed my chance,” I reluctantly opened up to Abbey. I ran my hands through my hair in frustration at finding myself in this position.
“Maybe you should read what’s in the letter she’s written. That might offer a few clues about whether or not there’s a way forward in this whole mess you’ve managed to create,” Abbey suggested. She unzipped the large folder, reaching inside to produce a white envelope that she handed over to me. It was addressed to Mr. L.J. Starr, in Sera’s distinctive handwriting.
Dear Mr. Starr,
As promised, I am forwarding to you all my design work, complete with full handover notes and an updated memory stick for your rebranding exercise. All the design work is now at a stage where your Creative Team should have no problems in finalising the project to your satisfaction in time for your meetings in New York at the end of the week.
As things stand following recent events, I think it best I have no further contact with either you or Jamie. I never meant to cause trouble or come between you and your brother, as I know you are all the family Jamie has and he thinks the world of you. So please talk to him and make things right again. Please don’t be too hard on him, because what happened wasn’t really his fault, and I can't bear to think that I could be the cause of any kind of a rift between you.
Thank you for the wonderful opportunity my internship with your company has afforded me. Could I just ask one more favour from you? I will be applying for various jobs in the near future, so may I please have your permission to show examples of the work I produced for Starr Capital Ventures in my portfolio, and quote your company for reference purposes? I will of course respect your decision should you decline this request.
Yours sincerely,
Seraphina R Jones.
“Well? What does she have to say?” Abbey prompted me, as I read it through for the third time.
“Nothing very useful for tracking her down. It’s mostly a plea for me to exercise some brotherly love,” I muttered, not sure that Jamie was in anyway so deserving of her forgiveness.
“So, are you just going to give up and let her go?”
“What can I do? I haven’t got a clue where she’s gone other than you think she flew into Cork. If she doesn't want to be found, maybe I should just leave her alone.”
“Liam Starr, I never had you down as a quitter, so surely you want to go after her? Maybe I can find something out about where she’s gone from her next of kin information they must hold at the university admin office, although they probably won’t tell me anything as it probably breaks some stupid confidentiality rules. But, hang on a minute - she must have filled in some paperwork when she applied to work here, mustn’t she?”
“Abbey, you are a bloody genius.” I picked up the phone to buzz through to my PA. “Joy, get me the personnel file from HR for Seraphina Jones – now.”



Chapter 19
 Seraphina
“Seraphina Róisín, are you going to tell me just what’s got you running over here all of a sudden?” Nana was looking at me intently with those green eyes of hers that were the exact same shade as mine while I was sitting at her kitchen table quietly sipping a steaming hot mug of tea. Over here, everyone called her Nana rather than Gran, and I always slipped back into calling her that. I’d been given Róisín as my middle name after her. I told most people in England it was Rose because they struggled with the Irish spelling, but I loved the way Nana pronounced ‘Rosheen’ with her Irish accent.
“What do you mean, Nana? I'm not running away from anything. I just thought you’d be pleased to see me, after all the times you’ve asked me to visit but I've been too busy studying,” I protested, but I avoided her eye all the same. Nana had a sixth sense about these things – well, about a lot of things really. She still believed in a lot of the ‘ancient ways’ and some people even whispered that she was some kind of a witch, but I didn’t believe in all those old superstitions.
“Is it a man?” she continued, as she sat opposite me and pushed a plate with a thick slab of buttered tea bread over to me. “You’re looking awful thin and pale – is it maybe because you’re lovesick, me darlin?”
I smiled ruefully to myself, because I’d known it would only be a matter of time before she’d start with her inquisition. I was glad the small cut on my lip was already healing up and hardly noticeable, otherwise that would’ve led to yet more awkward questions, and I was wearing long sleeves so she couldn’t see the bruises Jamie had left on my arms.
When I’d arrived at Nana’s whitewashed cottage yesterday evening having taken the bus from Cork airport, I’d managed to avoid too many questions by claiming tiredness. I’d made my escape to soak in the big old bathtub, then retreated to the little bedroom that had always been mine when I’d stayed each summer during the holidays when I was little. As I lay in the single bed with the same rose printed quilt and looked at the faded flower print wallpaper, I finally felt some peace descend over me. I’d escaped. Staying with my dear old Nana, I was hoping to lie low while I quietly licked my wounds and figured out where I went from here.
Of course it didn't stop me having vivid dreams again that night. Erotic dreams of him. But worse, nightmares about fighting off the other him. I’d thought it had been serendipitous good fortune when I’d left my handbag on the train which had led to me meeting the Starr brothers. Now I wished I'd just lost my bag – it would have been far less traumatic in the long run.
But even as I fended off Nana’s questions, I knew my cousin Aoife and Aunty Caitlin were going to be equally as curious as to why I’d turned up after a couple of hasty phone calls yesterday. My lovely but nosy Irish relatives were never backward at coming forward in their concerned curiosity.
I certainly wasn’t going to tell them the truth – that I’d had no option but to get away from both the Starr brothers. The plane ticket had been expensive as I’d bought it at the last minute, but I’d decided that it was reasonable use of the unexpected wages I’d earned from the work I’d done for him. Liam. I didn't even want to say his name in my mind, but that was impossible of course. In time, hopefully I’d get him out of my head. The first step had been to put as much distance between us as I could, so that at least had been accomplished.
“Nana, I told you. Because I worked extra hard, I managed to finish my final course work a little earlier than expected, so I decided I’d earned a break, especially as it’s Aoife’s birthday this week. And you know how much I always love it here in Ireland. In fact, I’ve been thinking about moving over here, if I can get a job.”
“Really? And just what kind of a job do you think you’d find here in Kinsale that would be worthy of all those fancy qualifications you’ve worked so hard to get?” she asked sceptically, as her eyebrows shot up in surprise while she let this piece of information sink in.
“I know there wouldn’t be anything here in the village, but I was thinking there might be something suitable in Cork or maybe Dublin – that’s one of the things I want to look into now I'm here,” I explained.
Kinsale is a pretty fishing village some seventeen miles south of Cork, the majority of whose inhabitants rely heavily on the tourist trade and the sailing community for their living. Much as I loved it here, I had to agree that the chances of an opening for someone with a hard earned graphics degree were zilch.
“You’ve always said the best jobs were in London, so you’ve always had your heart set on working there, or else maybe New York. Never once have I heard you mention anything about coming over here to the dear old Emerald Isle. That is until now, after you’ve suddenly turned up out of the blue, looking like death warmed up.”
“It wasn’t out of the blue. I rang you first,” I pointed out.
Nana sighed.
“No matter, darlin. Have it your own way. Of course I’m more than happy to have you here for as long as you want to stay. And no doubt things will sort themselves out in the fullness of time. What will be, will be,” she pronounced.
As it was now Monday lunchtime, I couldn’t help glancing at my watch, wondering if Abbey had accomplished the tasks I’d begged her to do for me. I wondered what Liam’s reaction to my letter had been – relief, primarily I imagined. He’d got his precious design brief completed, and me out of both his and his brothers’ hair. I could almost hear his huge sigh of relief. I just hoped he wasn’t going to be mean spirited about my request for references and using the pieces for my portfolio, as they would be really useful additions to be able to show at interviews.
Abbey had promised to send me a text to confirm there’d been no problems at uni when she’d handed in my final piece, so I reluctantly switched my phone on to check. No signal. Of course. I’d forgotten how poor the reception here always was. I decided I might as well go for a walk, drop in on my cousin Aoife, and beg use of their wifi while I was there.
Aoife and I had always been close. During the summer holidays when I used to stay over, she was the nearest thing I had to a big sister, especially as we looked very similar. She and her husband Sean lived over the small silversmith workshop they ran in Kinsale. He’s a very talented craftsman who forges amazing jewellery by hand using traditional methods and tools. He based a lot of his pieces on Celtic designs from the Book of Kells, a beautiful illustrated manuscript containing the four Gospels in Latin that was held on display at Trinity College Library in Dublin. I was planning to make a visit it to see it, if I ended up in Dublin.
It was now May, and spring was in full flow. Everything was green, wherever I looked as I made my way over to see my cousin. Green, the colour of Ireland, and so beautiful, even if the weather was decidedly chilly as the breeze blew in from the sea. They might call Kinsale the Irish Riviera, but the temperature was certainly nothing like the French Riviera.
“Sera!” Aoife exclaimed, as she appeared from the back of their small shop when the doorbell rang as I walked in. She came running over and enveloped me in a great big hug. I felt tears well up at such a warm and loving reception, which I hastily blinked back as she held me away from her to look more closely.
“Oh Jaysus, aren’t you a sight for sore eyes. Cuppacha?”
I quickly tuned myself into her Irish turn of phrase.
“Yeah, I’d love a cuppa. Thanks, Aoife”
I smiled to myself at how my cousin’s name, the Irish version of Eva, was pronounced ‘Eefah’ when the spelling was nothing like that at all. So typically Irish. I’ve always loved this quirkiness about their way of doing things.
“Sean,” Aoife yelled out. “You’ll have to mind the shop, cos me and Sera are going up to the flat.”
Sean appeared from the workshop at the back. He was of average height, stocky and well built, with a mass of red hair, numerous freckles, and friendly twinkling blue eyes.
“And how’s me favourite cousin-in-law?” He too gave me a great big bear hug. I’ve always been very fond of Sean as he is one of the nicest, kindest men I’ve ever met, and the nearest thing I have to a big brother.
“I’m good, thanks,” I smiled at him, then Aoife and I made our way upstairs to their tiny kitchen.
“While I'm here, can I use your wifi to check my messages and emails?” I asked.
“Sure, no problem. But first, what’s the sca? Why are you here in this backwood instead of enjoying yourself in London?”
“London’s not all it’s cracked up to be,” I muttered, as I fumbled around getting my laptop out of my bag to check my emails, while Aoife busied herself making a pot of tea.
I checked the text messages on my mobile first – I was happy to find one from Abbey confirming there’d been no problems handing everything in at uni for me, so I was pretty relieved about that. My heart missed a beat when I saw there’d also been one from Liam this morning - but it was just a terse enquiry asking me to get in touch - no doubt he’d wanted to know where his design work was. This was born out by the curt email I discovered when I logged into my account on my laptop, also wanting to know where I was. I deleted both the text and the email as soon as I'd read them, anxious to remove all traces of him from my life. Then I turned my full attention to Aoife.
“Oh? And why might that be? You look like shite, by the way.” My cousin never was one to mince her words.
“Thanks for that. I’m just a bit tired and run down. That’s why I thought I'd come over for a bit of a holiday, now that I’ve completed all my work for uni.”
“You’re not caught are you?”
“What? No! I am most definitely not pregnant! Absolutely not! Not a chance. You are way off the mark,” I told her emphatically.
“I see. So does that mean you still haven’t shagged yet?”
“Aoife!”
“So you haven’t. Okay then, not pregnant. So what happened to your lip? You look like you’ve been in the wars. Come on, spit it out. You know you want to tell me,” she cajoled me. Of course her eyesight was much better than Gran’s.
“I …err…tripped up,” I mumbled.
“Oh yeah right. Like I'm going to believe that. So was it a man? You might as well fess up because you know I'm going to get to the bottom of things,” Aoife stated firmly.
“It’s not how it looks. It’s complicated, and I don’t want to talk about it,” I replied.
“Tough shit. This is me you’re talking to. You know you can tell me anything. I’m worried about you. Mam’s worried about you. Nana’s worried about you. We’re all worried about you, so for feck’s sake put us all out of our misery and tell us what the hell’s been going on with you.”
“Oh, I see. Been the subject of all the latest gossip, have I?”
“Of course you have. What kind of family would we be otherwise? One minute you’re over the moon cos you’ve got this internship with some fancy posh company, the next minute you turn up here looking like crap. It’s obviously some kind of man trouble. Is it this Jamie, the one who got you the room in that house you’ve been living in?” She fixed her stare on me as she poured a mug of strong tea from the brown teapot into a large stripy mug.
“Kind of,” I sighed, wilting under the relentless questioning from my cousin. I'd never been able to keep secrets from her, because she had this way of wheedling things out of you before you even realised she’d done it.
“I thought as much. So what did he do? What happened?”
“It was a terrible misunderstanding. I thought I liked him in…that way, but it turned out I didn't.”
“He didn't hit you did he? So help me God, I’ll send Sean over there to sort out the fecking bastard if he did.”
“Things got a bit heated, but he didn't mean to hurt me. It was an accident. It’s no big deal.”
“Hmm. I don’t like the sound of him. Is that why you ran away, to get away from him?”
“Partly,” I mumbled.
“So there’s more?” she probed.
“Oh Aoife, I’ve made such a fool of myself. Not just with Jamie…” I sighed, as I realised it would be good to talk this through with someone.
“Go on. Let’s have the whole story.”
“Jamie has an older brother, Liam. It’s his company I had the internship with, because Jamie put in a good word for me. I ended up working closely with Liam, and…”
“Did he try it on with you?” Aoife asked. “Is that what this is all about?”
“No! If anything it’s the opposite. Despite the fact that we have absolutely nothing in common, I felt this strong connection with him, and I was really attracted to him physically. I don’t understand why, because I don’t even really like him, he’s cold and controlling and domineering, and isn’t interest in relationships and romance. Cut a long story short – we ended up kissing, I read all sorts of things into it, but I misread the signs. I thought he felt what I felt, but he didn't. It was mortifying.”
I’ve never spoken about wondering if I was gay to my family, and seeing as I’d now ruled it out, I sure as hell wasn’t going to bring that up now to explain why Liam had kissed me.
“Bastard, messing about with you like that,” Aoife exclaimed.
“Trouble is, I can't stop thinking about him, because when he kissed me it just felt …different to anyone else. Typical, I finally find a fella who does something for me, and he’s not interested. So I just wanted to get away for a while to get my head straight, and decide where I go from here.”
“I’ll tell you what you need to put the smile back on your face,” Aoife said. “A nice Irish fella. Speaking of which, Finny’s band is playing at the pub for my birthday party. And you know he’s always liked you,” she said with a gleam in her eye.
“Sean’s brother Finbarr? Look, I know he’s a great guy, but I don’t think that’s such a good idea.”
Right now, the last thing I needed was any other kind of complication or misunderstanding in my love life. Sure, Finny and I had hung out together a few summers ago when we were teenagers. We’d messed around and even shared a few kisses, but it hadn't been anything serious. Finny had always been really into his music, so I’d been flattered when he’d tried to persuade me to join his band as their singer, but I always knew I wanted to go to art college in London. I’m not sure that he’d been serious anyway, as my voice isn’t that great.
“All I'm saying is come to my party, and see what develops from there. Have some fun, let your hair down, forget about that stupid English gobshite. He doesn’t deserve you and it’s his loss,” she pronounced.
And so against my better judgement, I somehow found myself going with Finbarr to the local pub a couple of evenings later.



Chapter 20
Liam
Why Abbey was being so helpful in assisting my efforts to find Seraphina I wasn’t quite sure. I was suspicious that she had some sort of hidden agenda.
“She’s my friend. I care about her, and I just want to see her happy,” she shrugged when I queried her motives. I’d got her to leave her mobile number the first time she’d called in, so I’d contacted her to ask if she would call into my office again, to try and glean some more information from her before I went ahead and tried to track down Seraphina in Ireland. “I saw how you two were together, how she looked at you. Of course you were a complete idiot not to act on it at the time. If someone looked at me like that….”
“You’re bisexual aren’t you? You say you care about her - so are your feelings for Seraphina more than just friendship?” I asked her outright.
“I hate convenient labels like ‘bisexual’ and the assumptions people make about you because of them. For me it’s just a way of explaining that I’m adventurous, I like to experiment and try out different things. So I’ve been with women as well as men, but as Sera never gave me even the slightest indication that she was interested in me that way, we’ve never been anything other than ‘just good friends’, as the saying goes. That’s all.”
“I see. But I still don’t get exactly why you’re prepared to help me get in contact with Seraphina.”
“Sera’s a really lovely girl, inside and out, and she’s had a pretty hard time of things, although you’d never know it because she just gets on and deals with whatever shit life throws at her. So I’d like to see her happy, and as I’ve always said she has an old head on young shoulders, I’m beginning to think that maybe an older, more mature guy like you might be right for her, rather than immature blokes our own age like Jamie. Maybe what she needs is a proper man, not a pretty boy, and I think perhaps you fit the bill. And don’t forget I saw you together at the club, and there was undeniably incredible sexual chemistry between you.” Abbey grinned as she pretended to fan herself.
“I see. So you’re sure that Seraphina is still with her grandmother in Ireland, at the address I have on her internship paperwork? If I alter all my travel plans to go and see her, I’d prefer it not to be a wild goose chase.”
“She mentioned being there for her cousin’s birthday this week in her email, so I don’t think she’s got plans to go anywhere else, for the time being anyway. But if you are going to go after Sera, you have to promise me you aren’t going to mess her around again. I think you really hurt her feelings before.”
“I honestly thought I was acting in her best interests by holding back. I’m not used to... I’m not the kind of man… I thought she’d be better off without me,” I tried to explain, feeling distinctly uncomfortable. I wasn’t used to discussing my personal feelings with anyone, let alone a virtual stranger. But to my surprise I rather liked Abbey and her forthright manner. At least I knew where I stood with her, and at the moment she was a vital link with Seraphina.
“So what’s made you change your mind?” Abbey stared at me.
“The way I felt after I found out what had happened between her and Jamie. The way I felt when I didn't know if she was safe. The way I just can’t stop thinking about her,” I admitted.
“Hmm, sounds like you’ve got it bad. Good. Look, Sera wouldn’t tell me exactly what happened with Jamie, but I'm guessing she wouldn’t go through with things and he didn't take it too well?”
“Something like that. He certainly didn't cover himself with glory, put it that way.” I gritted my teeth at the memory.
“Does he know how you feel about Sera?”
“No, and I don’t intend to tell him anything yet. Firstly, because Seraphina may well want nothing to do with me. And secondly, because I want him to concentrate on his finals. Once they’re out of the way, and depending on the situation, I’ll take it from there.”
“Okay. Well, I think you’ve just got to give it your best shot and try to convince Sera of your feelings, which I know you strong silent types always find hard. You’ve got my number and my email address now, so if you think I can help in anyway, just let me know. Going after her like this is so romantic, by the way,” Abbey sighed dramatically, as she clutched her hands to her heart.
Romantic? That’s was last word I would ever have used to describe myself.
~*~
“Wouldn’t it be easier to do a separate trip to Ireland when you get back from America, rather than trying to combine the two? Doing it this way just doesn't seem to make the best use of your time, Mr. Starr,” Joy queried.
My ever efficient PA was clearly puzzled as to why on earth I wanted to change all my travel arrangements at the last minute. She’d worked out that stopping overnight in Cork on my way to New York would mean a three hour drive the next day to Dublin airport, as no airline flew direct to New York out of the tiny airport at Cork.
“No, the business I have to attend to is very urgent and can't be put off that long. So I don’t care how complicated it is, just do as I ask and make all the necessary arrangements,” I snapped at her.
I’d let her assume I was meeting up with an important business contact in Kinsale, because of course she had no idea it was Seraphina I was desperate to see before I left for my trip to the States. I couldn’t leave things unresolved with her any longer as I already feared I’d missed my chance, but I was determined to try to persuade her to at least talk to me. I even seriously considered postponing my business trip, but it had taken so long to set up, and so much work had gone into all the preparations that I really couldn’t justify it, not as I thought I had found a way to see her before I headed off Stateside.
I was leaving a day earlier than originally planned in order to be able to stop off in Ireland on the way. That had panicked Simon because it meant the design work had to be signed off a day earlier. I'd already clashed with him because he’d seen fit to order the removal Seraphina’s angel wing trade mark from the designs without consulting me. I suppose it was out of character for me, but I felt the tiny subtle logo in the bottom corner added another unique feature and I also liked the fact that it was a link with Seraphina. I didn't tell Simon that of course, and he made a huge song and dance over the effort involved when I insisted it had to be reinstated. He was struggling to cope now that Rob had left, Tom was away on paternity leave, and he was having to manage with just the freelancer we’d brought in to complete the designs.
My plan once I’d found Seraphina was to talk to her, and if she seemed receptive, explain how I thought we could make it work between us. I’d given this matter a lot of thought over the last couple of days, especially in the early hours of the morning when I hadn’t been able to sleep. I was hoping I could convince Sera to move back to London while I was away, so that we could begin working things out between us when I returned. Of course I realised there was a very strong possibility that she wouldn’t even agree to see me, or that she may very well tell me to get lost in no uncertain terms - but I was determined to give it my best shot and use all my persuasive skills to win her over.
Faint heart never won fair lady.
~*~
I go away on business frequently, usually to the States, and I always travel first class. For me, the cost is money well spent, because the extra space and facilities mean I can use the flight time for either working or sleeping, minimising the time I waste recuperating from jet lag.
However, none of my favoured airlines flew into Cork, so I had slum it with the hordes in cattle class as the flight which didn't offer first class. But as it was only a short flight of about an hour, I wasn’t too bothered.
As soon as I arrived and collected my luggage, I went over and picked up my hire car. I had to settle for an Audi rather than a BMW as I would have preferred, but no doubt it would serve well enough to get me to Kinsale, and then on to Dublin airport the next day. I entered the address details into the sat nav, and drove the short twenty minute route to Kinsale.
As I pulled into the car park at the Perryville Hotel - supposedly one of the better hotels in this village, I felt a gamut of unfamiliar emotions running through me. Excitement, nervousness, apprehension. I wasn’t quite sure how I was going to handle things if they didn't pan out the way I wanted with Seraphina. I wasn’t used to being rejected, or having my plans and wishes thwarted, and I found it very frustrating not being able to control the outcome of this trip.
It was already early evening, so I didn't waste any time knowing I only had limited window of opportunity to talk to Seraphina before I had to drive up to Dublin to make my flight to New York in the morning. Once I’d booked into the hotel and been shown to my room, which seemed reasonable enough, I took a quick shower, and changed into a clean T shirt and jeans. Then I headed off to find where Seraphina was staying, which according to the map on my iPhone was only a short five minute walk from the hotel. I’d taken Abbey’s advice that it was best not to let her know in advance that I was coming, that I should just catch her unawares by turning up in person, which was all very well but I just had to hope that I'd find her at home.
As I made my way, I didn't spend much time taking in the surroundings, but Kinsale seemed a pretty kind of place if you liked that sort of thing. There certainly seemed to be a lot of tourist type of shops, which would no doubt be very busy in the summer.
It didn't take me long to reach the address, which was a small whitewashed cottage with a yellow front door. I took a deep breath before I opened the gate, walked up the path and knocked on the door. My heart rate increased at the thought of hopefully seeing Seraphina as if I was a young adolescent lad rather than a mature man in his thirties.
The door was opened by a small, elderly woman with thick white hair, and I assumed this was Seraphina’s grandmother. She was wearing a brown pleated skirt, a floral blouse, and a pink cardigan that she gathered round herself, almost as a protective layer against this unexpected visitor at her door. In her slippered feet she was tiny - she barely came up to my arm pit.
“Good evening. Mrs O’Connell I presume?” That was the name Seraphina had filled in on her next of kin form.
“Who wants to know?” Her sharp green eyes, the exact same colour as Seraphina’s, studied me suspiciously.
“My name is Liam Starr. I was hoping that I could speak with your granddaughter Seraphina. I believe she’s staying with you at present,” I explained.
A slow smile spread over the old biddy’s face as she looked up to study me closely. For some reason, she suddenly seemed much happier to see me.
“Ah, right. You’d better come in. I’ve been expecting you.” She held the door open to let me in.
As I followed her along the narrow hallway through to a small kitchen, I wondered what she meant and hoped she didn't think I was a repairman come to fix something for her. I looked around, but disappointingly there was no sign of Seraphina.
“Sit yourself down,” she insisted, indicating one of the chairs at the small wooden kitchen table as she plonked a large mug in front of me. Without asking, she poured some very strong tea into it with just a splash of milk, before sitting herself opposite me as I squeezed myself into the confined space. The cottage was very small and rather like a dolls house.
“Mrs O'Connell, if I could just see Seraphina, that is if she’s here? I don’t have a lot of time….”
“You said your name was Liam? That’s a lovely Irish name,” she declared, still smiling to herself.
“Err, yes, my mother was Irish. But she passed away some years ago.” I explained. “So is Seraphina…”
“Of course. That explains it.” The grandmother clapped her hands together in apparent delight. “So what was her name? And where was she from? And are you her firstborn?”
“Umm, her first name was Aisling, and her maiden name was O’Doherty. I’m not exactly sure where she was from – I was only a boy when she died. I think it may have been Waterford. And I’m the eldest of her two sons.”
My father wouldn’t discuss anything to do with my mother after she passed away in distressing circumstances because he found it too upsetting, so I didn't know much at all about my mother’s side of the family as I'd only been ten years old when she’d died. All I did know was that she had apparently been absolutely insistent that I had to be named Liam when I was born, which I don’t think my father was very keen on, but she compromised with him by agreeing that my middle name could be Joseph, the same as his.
“Yes! This all makes perfect sense. That lot all have those deep blue eyes, same as you. And they're all big strapping men, just like you. But I'm guessing you get your blonde hair from an English father, would that be right now?”
“I suppose so, yes.” What was with all these questions? I’d never really given much thought as to which features I'd inherited from which parent, although I had to admit that at six foot four, I was substantially taller than my father had been.
“So you're the one my granddaughter was running from, is that right? And now you’ve come for her.”
“Well, I’ve come to talk to Seraphina, yes,” I said, thinking this was an odd way to phrase things and that this old woman definitely seemed a sandwich short of a picnic.
“So it’s really happening at last. You’re The One. But why did Seraphina run from you? And why did you let her go?” she asked me in an accusatory manner.
“There was a misunderstanding between us, which I'm hoping to rectify. That’s why I need to talk to her, so if you could just maybe fetch her for me…”
“She’s not here,” she informed me, and my heart sank. I’d come all this way, for nothing. “But don’t worry, she’s not far away,” the grandmother smiled.
“So, where…?”
“Don’t worry young man, I’ll tell you in just a minute. But first you have to promise me not to let my granddaughter slip through your fingers again. Seraphina may not realise it, but because of who you are, your family, you’re the right man for her – The One. That’s why you felt compelled to come after her – you didn't really have any choice in the matter. You mustn't give up on her, or take no for an answer, no matter what she says. It’s fated between you, and it’s no good fighting with your destiny.”
Now I decided the old biddy really had lost the plot with all her crazy talk of destiny and fate, but at least she seemed supportive of me trying to make things right with Seraphina.
“I’ll certainly be doing my utmost to rectify our misunderstanding, Mrs O’Connell, if you could just direct me to where I can find your granddaughter.”
“She’s at her cousin’s birthday shindig down at the pub. Just turn left out into the road when you leave here and keep walking. You can't miss it - it’s called The Spinnaker.”
“Thank you, Mrs O’Connell. I’ll see myself out. I’ll head on straight over there and won’t take up any more of your time,” I said as I stood up.
“Oh, you may as well call me Nana, same as everyone else. We’re practically family already.” She got to her feet and reached up to pat my cheek as she beamed widely at me. “I'm just so glad you’ve found Seraphina at last so you can take care of her and keep her safe. You’re the one she needs, even if the stubborn girl doesn’t know it yet.”
I just hoped her granddaughter shared her sentiments, although I thought it very unlikely, remembering how things had been left between us the last time I saw her.
~*~
Following the old lady’s instructions, I quickly found myself at The Spinnaker, and made my way in. The small pub was packed, probably because according to the posters on the walls there was a live band due to play, and I stood in the doorway for a moment as I tried to spot Seraphina. My eye was drawn to the tiny dance floor, and that’s where I saw her.
Her dark hair hung in loose curls down her back. She was wearing her usual type of little ankle boots, a brown studded suede pair with a small heel, tight skinny blue jeans that showed off her long slim legs and great backside, and a skimpy, low cut, white lacy top that had a frill around the bottom edge. She looked gorgeous and sexy and hot, and I felt an electric thrill as I looked at her, while my cock instantly twitched in recognition.
That’s your woman.
She was standing next to a guy with black curly hair, who clearly couldn’t keep his eyes off her as they laughed and joked together.
He was taller than Seraphina, so he was leaning in to hear what she was saying. He was dressed in jeans, a dark green T shirt and a black leather waistcoat. He had an intricate tattoo on one arm, and was wearing an assortment of leather necklaces and bracelets. I felt my pulse quicken as jealousy surged through me when I saw this guy put his hand on her arm possessively.
I didn't stop to think as I reacted instinctively. Before I knew it, I’d made my way over to the dance floor, and was putting my arm around Seraphina’s waist to pull her away from him.
“What the…? Liam! What the hell are you doing here? How did you even know where I was?” Seraphina exclaimed. I’d taken her completely by surprise as she hadn't seen me make my way in.
“Abbey told me you’d gone to visit your family in Ireland, and I got your grandmother’s address from your intern paperwork. She told me where to find you when I called in there just now,” I explained. “We have unfinished business, Seraphina” I murmured in her ear.
I pulled her into my arms and held her tightly against me. She started to push against me, but I held her firmly and wouldn’t let her break away. She felt so good. So soft and lovely. Mine.
But then the ape who had been talking to her had to try and interfere.
“Just a minute, who the fuck do you think you are? You can't come in here and just grab a girl like that.” He tried to pull my arm away from Seraphina.
“Mind your own fucking business,” I growled back. I shrugged him off and tightened my hold on Seraphina, as I glared down at him.
“Why don’t you just fuck off yourself,” he replied heatedly, as he bumped himself up against me, clearly trying to intimidate me. It didn’t work, and at that moment things could have turned really nasty, as I knew it wouldn’t take much for me to punch him if he didn't back off and leave us alone.
“It’s okay, Finny. I know him. It’s fine, it’s cool. I was just taken by surprise, that’s all. Really, there’s no problem,” Seraphina intervened, as she put her hand on his arm in an attempt to reassure him. He continued to glare at me for a few long seconds, before reluctantly accepting what she said.
“Just who does that fucking langer think he is?” he muttered, as he backed off to stand and watch us from a short distance away. I had no idea what he meant by a langer, but I didn’t imagine it was complementary.
“Who’s your hot headed protector?” I asked, as I pulled Sera back tightly against me.
“That’s Finbarr, and he’s just an old friend. We’ve known each other since we were kids. His brother is married to my cousin,” she explained.
“Well, clearly he’d like to be more than just an old friend.” The guy gave me a filthy look while he pointed me out to a girl who looked a lot like Seraphina, except maybe a couple of years older. Then he went over to where the band were getting ready to play and picked up a guitar, all the while continuing to glare at me with dark eyes.
“Oh ignore him, and just explain what you’re doing here. Shouldn’t you be on your way to New York by now? Was there something wrong with the designs?” She looked up into my face, and I found myself gazing into her beautiful green eyes, thinking that I could easily lose myself in them. The eyes are the window to the soul.
She is your soul mate.
“No, I'm not here because of any problem with your designs. I’m delighted with them, and they’ve all been completed in time for my trip. No thanks to Simon. And I am on my way to New York. This is just a short stopover. Like I said, we have unfinished business, Seraphina. I told you we needed to talk, but you suddenly took off without giving me the chance to explain a few things.”
I put my hands on her waist to pull her even closer. This felt so right; this was where she was meant to be, here with me, in my arms. The incredible bond between us was stronger than ever. How could I ever have thought I could deny it or ignore it?
“What is there to say, Liam?” she replied. “Other than I made a complete idiot of myself, with both you and Jamie.”
“No, you didn't. I was an idiot. Jamie was an idiot. We both let you down, badly.”
“Whatever. It’s all in the past and I just want to put it behind me. That’s why I thought it best to make a clean break and have a fresh start,” she sighed. Just then the band started playing really loudly as Finbarr smirked at me.
“Look, is there somewhere quieter we can go so that we can talk properly? It’s important. I wouldn’t have come all this way to see you if it wasn’t, would I?” I glared back at Finbarr, determined his juvenile attempts to disrupt our conversation weren’t going to succeed.
Seraphina stared up at me. I looked down at her soft, sweet lips. I really wanted to kiss them… our eyes locked, but just as I leant down, we were interrupted.
“Aren’t you going to introduce us to your friend, Sera?”
I looked over to see a slim, middle aged woman, with short dark hair eying me with great curiosity. She was also dressed in jeans, with a bright red blouse. I got the distinct impression that her sharp blue eyes didn't miss a detail as she studied me.
“Of course. Everyone, this is Liam Starr, a work acquaintance of mine from London. Liam, this is my Aunty Caitlin, her husband Declan, my cousin Aoife and her husband Sean.”
She made the introductions as I nodded my acknowledgments to her family. “Actually, we were just going outside, as it’s a bit too noisy in here for us to discuss the matter he’s come to see me about.”
“I think we all know exactly what kind of discussion you two are going to be having,” the girl she’d introduced as her cousin smirked at us. Seraphina glared back at her and mouthed something that I couldn’t make out. She grabbed my hand and led me to the back of the pub, out to where there was a small garden area.
As soon as we were outside, and before she could say anything, I pulled her into my arms to gently kiss her, pleased that the cut on her lip seemed to have healed.
My kiss was full of longing, and I hoped it would convey my feelings far more eloquently than any words could. I wrapped my arms around her and swept her up, and she moaned and threw her arms round my neck to kiss me back. Our tongues flirted together as they entwined to act out an erotic dance. This time when we broke apart, I didn't deny my feelings. I would not betray her like that again.
“Seraphina, I really wanted to tell you how I felt the last time I saw you, but as you’d just been practically raped by my brother it hardly seemed appropriate. So I planned to talk to you when you brought your designs into the office, in fact I was determined not to let you leave until we’d got things sorted between us, but you never turned up - you’d already left. So I never got the chance to try and put things right between us after the stupid way I denied feeling anything between us that time at the club. I don’t know what this is between us, all I do know is I’ve never felt anything like it before, and I can't stop thinking about you. I’m so sorry for the way I acted before, and I need you to give me another chance. Please, can we start again, can we have a fresh beginning and work something out between us?” I asked her breathlessly.
“Liam… I don’t know. I mean…obviously I can't deny there’s some kind of strong physical attraction between us, but that’s not really enough is it? We hardly know each other after just a couple of weeks, and we have absolutely nothing in common, in fact I don’t know that we even like each other, do we?”
I was still holding her tightly in my arms, not wanting to break the connection with her.
“Well I like you, so I think what you’re trying to say is that you don’t like me, and I can understand if you don’t like the man I've been up to now. Since you left, I’ve been taking a long hard look at myself, and truthfully I don’t like what I see either. I’m not making excuses, but I think I've been so driven, concentrating all my energies into making the business a success, because I needed to justify my decision to drop out of university after my father died. But somewhere along the way I’ve lost sight of my humanity and become a cold, heartless bastard, a poor excuse for a human being. I really want to change, but I need you to help me. Please, Seraphina, come back to London and at least give us a chance to try and work something out?”
“Liam, it’s not that simple, is it? Apart from having nothing in common, plus all the other countless reasons why we aren’t suited, I can't come back to London. I can't go back to sharing a house with Jamie, and I have nowhere else to go.” Seraphina pulled out of my arms and led me over to a wooden bench so that we could sit and talk further.
“Of course I realise you can't go back and share a house with Jamie, not after… But if accommodation is the only thing preventing you from returning, that’s easily solved. Some people choose to invest in art; I’ve always preferred to invest my money in solid bricks and mortar. So I own several properties in London, one of which happens to be empty at the moment because the rental market is very flat. It’s a small apartment in a very suitable area, and you would be very welcome to use it for as long as you like.”
I’d pulled her small hand into my larger one, and was gently stroking her delicate knuckles with my thumb as I spoke. I craved any sort of contact with her, having denied myself previously.
Before heading to Ireland, I’d briefly considered offering to let Seraphina move in with me, but I thought this would be probably be a step too far for either of us at this early stage, so a place of her own seemed a better option. I expected her to protest about this, but I’d hopefully thought of some answers to counter any arguments she might come up with.
“Liam, I couldn’t possibly afford the rent on the kind of place you must be talking about. I don’t even have a job, because I'm in limbo until I graduate and find out if I’ve been successful on the exchange program.” She turned to look at me as she spoke, and I found myself brushing a wisp of hair from her forehead as I looked at her sweet angelic face.
“You wouldn’t have to worry about paying me rent, because you’d actually be doing me a favour. It’s never a good idea to leave a property empty in London, so you could look on it as being a house-sitter for me. The place has excellent in-house security, in case that would be an issue for you living on your own. And as far as a job goes, I have a proposition for you,” I said. As I kissed her soft cheek, Sera closed her eyes and drew in a sharp breath - she was just as affected by the close proximity of our bodies as I was.
“Oh? What kind of a proposition?”
At least she didn't immediately dismiss it out of hand.
“You already know I was very impressed with your designs, considering none of my dedicated team had managed to come up with anything remotely suitable . You’re also aware that Rob Lewis has left, so that leaves a vacancy…”
“Stop right there, Liam, because I can see where you’re headed with this. I'm sorry, but even if I were to consider a position in your company, I really don’t think I could work with a Team Leader like Simon Draper. He’d never accept anything I suggested…”
“Seraphina, just hear me out, will you? I agree that Simon would have issues working with you but going forward, quite frankly it’s obvious to me that he’s just not up to the job. You see, your designs have inspired me so much that I want a vibrant new image across my entire business portfolio which is going to be a considerable undertaking. Simon got himself into such a state over the simple enough task of converting your designs in time for my trip that he ended up being signed off work with stress, apparently having had some sort of a breakdown. So I’m going to offer him a decent early retirement package, which I think will be best all round for everyone. But it means I’m left with just Tom Johnson, who is a good solid worker, very technically able, but without the creative flare that you undoubtedly possess. I think the two of you could make a good team, with the possibility of taking on other staff as required. I’m offering you a decent package, with an official contract, just as I would offer to any other potential employee. You told me how much you enjoyed working on my designs, that it was an area you would like to specialise in once you graduated. So what do you think?”
“Wow. I don’t know what to say, Liam. Seems like you’ve got all of the practical bases covered, but…”
“I appreciate maybe you need some time to think this through, although I can't deny I'd be delighted if you said yes straight away.”
“But Liam, even if I did say yes to the job, that still doesn't change the fact that as far as any kind of relationship between us goes, apart from this physical attraction, we have nothing in common, in fact I'd say we’re polar opposites, so how could it possibly work between us?”
“I disagree, because I think in a lot of ways we’re actually very similar, although our skills may lie in different areas. There’s far more between us than just pure physical attraction, and I really think we could make things work between us, otherwise I wouldn’t be here pleading with you. I recognise a kindred spirit because I see how hard working and driven you are. Just like me, you’re driven to succeed and that’s why we worked together so well - we understood each other perfectly, didn't we? ”
“Yes, I can see what you’re saying, but…” I put my finger over her mouth to stop her speaking.
“Don’t give me your answer yet, not if you’re going to turn me down. Take tonight to think it over, discuss it with your grandmother maybe.”
The crazy old bat seemed to be on my side after all.
“Meet me for breakfast tomorrow before I leave, because I'm going to be away for a week, and I'd really love to know I'd be coming back to start working things out with you.”
“Liam, this is all very well, but you seem to be forgetting something very critical in all this.”
“What’s that?”
“I’ve heard enough about you to know that you are very experienced…sexually. You know that I’m still a virgin. How can I possibly be of interest to you when I’m so inexperienced and probably useless and clueless at doing all the things that you would expect.” Seraphina was blushing furiously and looking down at her feet.
I threw my head back and laughed loudly, and then pulled her close up against me.
“Do you have any idea how exciting the thought of being your first lover is to me? How sensual and erotic I would find it to be allowed to introduce you to a whole world of incredible sexual pleasure? It would be my absolute privilege to be your tutor, to show you how wonderful the art of making love can be between a man and a woman. With this incredible chemistry between us, I know it’s going to be sensational. And you should know that I’ve never experienced feeling anything like this before, so it’s all new and exciting for me too,” I whispered. I kissed and nuzzled her neck, pleased to feel her shiver in anticipation of what could be between us as I let my hands slowly wander down her back.
“These feelings just scare me, they’re so strong, and they confuse me,” she whispered back.
“I know, and I do understand, but we shouldn’t waste such powerful feelings, should we? But let me make it clear, as much as I can't wait to make love to you, if you agree to try and make things work between us, I promise we’ll take things really slowly, Seraphina. You have my word that nothing will happen between us until you want it to, not until you feel totally confident that you’re ready. Your first time should be very special, and I promise I will do my very best to ensure it will be, if you trust me enough give me that chance. Everything will be at your pace, and you’ll always have the option to say no. But also be warned that in time, when you’re ready, as your sexual mentor I will push you to experiment and try out all kinds of new experiences , because I know that you’ll love them. I can promise you that sex with me will never be dull or boring, so you’ll have that to look forward to.”
Seraphina’s mouth had dropped open slightly as she listened to me, and I hoped that meant she was as aroused as I was. I tilted her chin up so that I could kiss her, more slowly this time, as I slid my hand under her loose top to touch her silky skin. I felt her breath hitch as I moved my hand slowly upwards to gently brush against her breast through her bra. She moaned as I lightly circled the erect nipple I could feel through the lace with just my finger tip.
“See? I’ve barely touched you and you’re already on fire for me, aren’t you?” I whispered, as I removed my hand but then nipped her ear lobe, which made her suddenly suck in her breath.
“Yes,” she whispered, as she squirmed restlessly against me.
“You know it’ll be unbelievably good between us. We can work all the practicalities out, they’re just minor details. What really matters is how we feel about each other. There’s no problem we can't find a solution to if we really want to. Just say yes, say you’re brave enough to let me seduce you every night if that’s what you want,” I breathed the words slowly in her ear, aware that I was playing dirty now, using every trick in the book in my desperation to get her to agree to be mine.
“Liam…” I silenced her with another kiss, as I held her head in place with my hands and let my tongue slowly and gently slide in and out of her mouth to mimic the act I so desperately wanted to introduce her to. Her lips were so soft and inviting, her mouth so warm and wet … I knew I had to break away before things got too heated and I’d break the trust I was trying to build up between us.
“Please, Seraphina, just come join me for breakfast at the Perryville Hotel tomorrow morning, and I’ll answer any questions or doubts you have. It’ll have to be quite early though, because I’ve got to leave by nine thirty to drive up to Dublin for my flight. Come over at about eight?” I pleaded, as I held her tightly, reluctant to let her go. I liked how I could easily wrap her up in my arms, and I loved the feel of her lovely breasts pressed up against my chest. But I knew I had to let her go, for now anyway.
“Yes, alright,” Seraphina replied breathlessly. “That doesn’t mean I'm agreeing to anything yet though, just that I’m thinking through what you’ve said. It’s a lot to take in, and I’m feeling slightly overwhelmed, as if you’re trying to railroad me into agreeing.”
“I can't deny that I really want you to agree, but the final decision has to be yours. I just want you to be brave enough to agree, and take on all the challenges I’m offering, both in your career and in your personal life, rather than hide yourself away in this undeniably pretty but unchallenging backwater. You deserve so much more, and that’s what I'm offering you. Please, just think about it at least?”
That was as far as I could push her for now, so reluctantly I walked her back to her Grandmother’s cottage and kissed her goodnight, before returning to my solitary hotel room.



Chapter 21
 Seraphina
I
think I was still in a state of shock even after Liam had walked me back to Nana’s cottage, kissed me again, then made sure I was safely inside before he left. I couldn’t help myself; I felt drawn to watch him out of the window until I couldn’t see him anymore.
I’d never expected him to turn up here in Kinsale in a million years, and his huge presence seemed totally incongruous, especially in the pub where he’d stood literally head and shoulders above most people. The Big Guy. Of course poor Finbarr who’d just been trying unsuccessfully to get me to go on a date with him hadn't been at all happy to see Liam, and as I knew he could be hot headed at the best of times, I'd tried to defuse the situation as quickly as possible.
The instant Liam had touched me, I felt the usual magical spark of electricity between us. As I looked up at him, I found myself staring at his strong face with his high cheekbones, piercing blue eyes and sensuous mouth, wondering why I’d ever thought Jamie was better looking than Liam. I even liked the scar he had at the corner of his mouth, and I wanted to touch it for some reason, just as I wanted to touch that thick spiky hair of his. Basically, I just wanted to touch him – everywhere. He was simply dressed in a plain white T shirt and faded denim jeans, and I liked seeing him out of his usual office clothes and more casually dressed. In these clothes, I could see even more clearly how broad and muscly he was. As he’d murmured in my ear about us having unfinished business, I’d felt his rough, bristly cheek brush against mine, and caught his unique smell as he came close. Masculine. Everything about him was so undeniably masculine.
When we went out into the pub garden together he’d immediately kissed me, and I’d struggled to think coherently because of his sheer overwhelming physical presence and magnetism. But as I looked into his deep blue eyes, I saw how sincere he was about his feelings, about how he wanted to change. And he’d come all this way to see me, altering his incredibly busy business schedule in order to do so. All this combined with his undeniable sex appeal, meant that I’d nearly melted on the spot, but part of me had managed to hang on to some sort of reason to remind me that this was total madness.
Once he laid out his plans, I soon realised that being the micro managing control freak that was Liam Starr, he’d got every detail worked out. Flat, job, seduction, sex, everything. I was quite sure he’d have an answer to any objections I might raise, because it seemed I’d become his latest challenge. Men always wanted what they couldn’t have, didn't they? He’d got bored of his blonde bimbos for now and felt in need of a change. I knew he couldn’t possibly be serious about me, because he was quite clearly a commitment-phobe. By my reckoning, Liam was about thirty two and had never yet been in any kind of a committed relationship. So I’d be mad to let myself be drawn in, wouldn’t I?
And yet…when he talked about being my sexual tutor, about how great it would be between us, how special he’d make my first time, my libido had immediately gone into overdrive, and I think if he’d have asked me to go with him to his hotel for my first lesson right then and there, I wouldn’t have hesitated. I wanted to feel his powerful body pinning me down on the bed to act out my erotic dreams with him.
But forcing myself to leave sex out of the equation and turning my attention to the job he’d offered me, I couldn’t deny it interested me, and that it was a fantastic opportunity, but surely it had to be a bad idea for me to work for him? And a flat too – I had no doubt it would be a great place to live, but he would still be my landlord, and I could easily find myself jobless and out on the street when things turned sour between us, as they eventually would.
If I went ahead and accepted all these arrangements, it would mean that virtually every aspect of my life would be connected to Liam, controlled by him, and that worried me. If things didn't work out and ended badly, I’d lose everything in one fell swoop. No, whatever my wanton sex drive might be telling me, it was all just far too risky. I decided that I’d turn him down when I saw him in the morning.
I walked in to find a reception committee waiting for me in Nana’s kitchen. Sitting at the table were my cousin Aoife, Aunty Caitlin and Nana of course. And they all started speaking at once.
“Ah, so here she is. Come on then, tell us how your ‘discussions’ with Liam went then,” Aoife smirked at me.
“Just exactly who is this Liam character? And why has he come all the way over from England just to see you?” Aunty Caitlin wanted to know.
“He found you, just as I knew he would. So when are you going back to London with him?” Gran asked.
“Hang on, hang on, one at a time,” I pleaded, as I sat down with them.
“This Liam is the man you were telling me about, isn’t it? The big boss man of the company you were working for, the one you kissed, but thought you’d misread the signs with?” Aoife asked, with a wicked grin.
“Yeah, but…” I tried to protest.
“They kissed? And what signs? You never told me anything about this,” Aunty Caitlin frowned at her daughter.
“Well, it didn't seem that important at the time. I didn't know he was going to come chasing after her, did I?” Aoife protested.
“Well of course he was going to come after her. You know who his family are, don’t you?” Nana said, with a very smug look on her face for some reason. I sat back and folded my arms while I listened in stunned bemusement as my family discussed my private life.
“No, who?” Aunty Caitlin asked.
“His mother was an O’Doherty from Waterford. He’s her eldest son and she called him Liam, which means ‘unwavering protector’, so clearly she understood what his role was fated to be. He’s even got those forceful deep blue eyes and all. So of course he was going to come after our Seraphina,” Nana said, as she nodded sagely.
Knowledge of this Irish connection of Liam’s family was all new to me, although come to think of it I did remember Jamie mentioning something about his mother being Irish when we had been comparing our unpronounceable middle names one time. I think he said his was Diarmuid.
“Really? Well I never. That certainly explains a lot,” Aunty Caitlin exclaimed as she beamed at me, while Aoife nodded and smiled in agreement as well. “Your dear mother, God rest her soul, would be so happy about this, Seraphina.”
“What on earth are you lot talking about? Liam hasn’t come after me. He just stopped off while he was on a business trip because he wanted to offer me a job, that’s all,” I lied. “So I don’t see what all this talk about his family has got to do with anything.”
“Oh, come on Sera. He must have come miles out of his way to ‘stop off’ here in Kinsale. If it was just about a job offer, he’d have emailed it to you, or rung you, he wouldn’t have come here in person. And it was obvious to everyone in the pub that there was something between you, so stop trying to fob us off,” Aoife said. “And I’m sure Nana will be only too willing to fill you in about our family and his.”
“Indeed I am. I suppose I have to remember that since you didn't grow up around here, you don’t know so much about these things,” Nana sighed.
“What things? I have no idea what on earth you’re talking about,” I said in exasperation. Much as I loved my family, they could be very weird at times.
“You see, Liam’s family - the O’Doherty’s of Waterford - has always had a special connection with our family - the O’Connell’s of Kinsale. Every so often, fate decrees that one of their men is destined for one of our women, and this time it’s you and Liam. That’s why you’re so attracted to each other, why he felt compelled to come and find you, and why you’ll agree to go back with him.” Nana stated with total conviction.
“What total and utter drivel. I’ve never heard so much rubbish in all my life. Liam and I are totally unsuited, we have nothing whatsoever in common, we’re complete opposites in fact,” I protested vehemently.
“Of course you are. That’s the whole point. Two opposing halves make one whole,” Nana insisted.
“Nana’s right. Yin and Yang, the Chinese call it. Seeming opposites who are actually complementary, not opposing forces. You’ll interact perfectly to form a whole greater than either separate part,” Aoife stated.
“Where the hell did you learn that to spout it at me?” I asked, as I looked at her in surprise.
“I don’t know why you’re so shocked by my knowledge. I research all sorts of ancient signs and legends to come up with new ideas and designs for the jewellery that Sean makes to sell in our shop. Yin-Yang charms and necklaces are very popular actually,” Aoife replied rather huffily, as if I’d insulted her intelligence in some way.
“But I thought you specialised in Celtic designs rather than Chinese,” I pointed out.
“We do, of course. But we’re always trying to find new ways to turn a profit, so it’s only sensible to diversify and offer more choice, especially as we’ve been getting increasing numbers of Chinese tourists.”
“Chinese tourists?” I was more used to seeing American tourists touring round Ireland in search of their roots.
“Yeah, it’s all down to a new visa waiver scheme that allows Chinese who come to Britain to also visit Ireland on the same trip without a new visa. And as they all have money to burn in their pockets, we’d be pretty stupid not to try and cash in on that market, now wouldn’t we?” Aoife explained.
“Well, listen to you. You’ll be up for Irish Business Woman of the year next. I'm sure Liam would be very impressed with your entrepreneurial skills,” I said somewhat sarcastically.
“Well maybe he would, especially if he’s going to get it on with my cousin,” Aoife smirked, as she sipped her mug of tea. Rarely did anyone sit at Nana’s kitchen table without a mug of tea in front of them
“Oh stop with all this about Liam and me, please. Okay, so I’ll admit there is some kind of a physical attraction between us, but that’s not enough, not when we have nothing in common. He’s ten years older than me for a start and just so domineering and controlling - someone like him would stifle all my creativity. That’s what he did to the Creative Team in his company, and that’s why in desperation he had to resort to asking me to step in with my designs at the last minute,” I tried to explain.
“Seraphina, Liam’s role is to protect and look after you, which will allow your creativity to thrive and grow. He’ll relieve you of the burden of surviving from day to day that you’ve carried around for so long, and he’ll always be there as your solid rock to lean on. Your role is to challenge him by introducing lots of colour and brightness into his dull, monotonous life,” Nana decreed.
“No, I'm sorry folks, but you’ve got this all wrong, because Liam is just not the kind of man I ever envisaged being with. I know for a fact from his own brother that he’s had countless flings with big busty blondes, so he’s certainly not the settling down type,” I stated firmly.
“With that great body of his and all that experience, I bet he’ll be sensational in the sack. Imagine being lucky enough to have a man who actually knows what he’s doing, rather than having to make do with a quick fumble with an amateur,” Aunty Caitlin winked at me as she laughed, while annoyingly I blushed. Trouble was, I knew she was right.
“That’s why it’s always the eldest son of theirs and the youngest daughter of ours. The age gap means the man – in this case Liam - has had time to sow all his wild oats, and learn to be a skilled lover, ready for when the time comes and he meets his woman – in this case you, Seraphina. You’ve both been looking for each other, waiting for The One. Just neither of you knew about it until it happened,” Gran explained.
“That’s why you’re still a virgin,” Aoife stated matter of factly. “You were waiting for The One, and now he’s here.”
“Aoife!”
Surely she understood I wasn’t comfortable discussing the state of play regarding my sex life in front of Nana and Aunty Caitlin? I was now an even deeper shade of beetroot red.
“So tell us what Liam actually said. He offered you a job, and….?” Aunty Caitlin probed.
“Well, if you must know, if I go back to London, Liam has offered me a job, an apartment to myself, and he wants us to work something out between us. So in effect he wants to have total control over my whole life,” I finally confessed.
“So the man wants to look after you. What’s wrong with that - isn’t that a good thing? Would you rather have someone who didn't give a damn?” Aunty Caitlin demanded.
“No, but…”
“And from what you’ve said, it would be a grand opportunity for your career. Nothing you’re going to find over here is going to compare with an opportunity like that,” Aunty Caitlin continued.
“Yes, but…”
“And a nice apartment in London as well? Are you crazy, girl? What are you waiting for? Even if you don’t believe anything Nana’s been telling you about Liam, what have you got to lose by taking up his offer? Of course you know you can always come back here to us if it doesn’t work out, but you’ve studied so hard and he’s offering you a wonderful opportunity for your career, so why not take it? Why not live in a nice place for once? And why not give Liam a chance - you never know, he might just surprise you,” Aunty Caitlin declared, as she smiled and nudged me.
“And don’t forget about him being a Sex God,” Aoife winked at me.
“That’s it. I’ve had enough. I’m going to bed. I’m meeting Liam for breakfast tomorrow, and I shall be turning his offer down,” I insisted as I stood up from the table, with a lot more conviction than I actually felt.
~*~
The following morning I was just finishing putting my hair up before heading off to meet Liam for breakfast, when there was a loud knock at the front door, so I hurried down to open it to save Nana the bother, thinking the postman never normally came that early. I opened it to find Liam standing there.
“Why didn't you answer my texts or take my calls last night?” he scowled at me.
“Texts? Oh, there’s no reception here, no signal for phones at all,” I replied. He’d been texting me?
“Ah, that explains it. I was worried you weren’t going to show up this morning, because you seemed to be ignoring me by switching your phone off. So I thought I’d come and collect you,” he explained as he smiled down at me, clearly much happier now.
He looked so much younger when he smiled. It was a really great smile too, and I felt myself beginning to melt again, despite my resolve to turn him down this morning. He was dressed more formally today in a pale blue striped shirt and his dark blue suit that I really liked, but no tie. He looked really good in blue, I found myself thinking, as I gazed at him. He was gazing at me too, so no doubt we looked like a pair of love struck fools as Nana came down the hallway behind me.
“Morning, Liam. Grand to see you again. Taking our Seraphina out to breakfast are you?” She beamed up at him, as she patted his arm.
“That’s right, Mrs O’Connell. Shall we?” Liam raised his eyebrows at me.
“Two seconds. I’ll just grab my bag.” I disappeared upstairs to my room again. I gave a quick glance at my appearance in the mirror. Short denim skirt, lacy patterned tights, medium heeled brown suede boots with long fringing, and a green flowery top. I’d hardly say Liam and I looked like a matching couple, with him back in a more formal suit today, but this was me, this was how I liked to dress. At least I'd had time to put some mascara on before Liam had turned up, so now I just added a little lip gloss, grabbed my bag and jacket and headed back down, just in time to hear Nana asking Liam about his mother as they stood together in the hallway.
“So tell me, how long ago was it your mam passed away?” she was quizzing him.
“A long time. It must be, what, nearly twenty two years now,” Liam replied.
“So you were just a wee boy? How sad,” she tsked, as she shook her head. “She never got to see what a fine man you’ve grown into.”
“Come on, let’s go.” I opened the front door and headed outside. It was a lovely spring morning, but still quite chilly. I shivered as I shrugged my jacket on. Then I shivered again as Liam’s fingers touched my neck as he helped me.
“Sorry about the inquisition. My family mean well, but they are all incredibly nosy,” I apologised.
“That’s okay, I didn’t mind,” he replied.
I was surprised when he took my hand in his as we walked up the hill towards the hotel, and I felt a thrill run through me. His warm hand was big and square and strong and easily engulfed my much smaller hand, and that felt nice, reassuring somehow. It was just the same when he engulfed me in his powerful arms and held me against his broad chest. He made me feel safe and protected, as if I could finally relax because someone was watching out for me. Gran’s words came back to me ‘Liam’s role is to protect and look after you….he will always be there as your solid rock to lean on.’
I shook my head. I'd start believing all her mumbo jumbo next if I wasn’t careful. What I needed was to keep a clear head and just think logically.
“Are you looking forward to your trip to New York?” I asked Liam, just for something to say really.
“I wouldn’t exactly say I'm looking forward to it, but as you’re aware, a lot of planning and preparation has gone into it so it’ll be good to get on with all the meetings and hopefully get the anticipated deals in the bag.”
“Of course, yes.”
“So, now I know you weren’t ignoring my calls, can I ask if you’ve given some thought to what I said yesterday?”
He tugged at my hand to halt me in my tracks. His deep blue eyes bore down into mine, and what I saw there made me realise that he was actually quite nervous. Liam Starr, The Big Guy, was nervous. Wow.
“Of course I have. But let’s wait until we’re sat down before we talk,” I suggested, as I tore my eyes away from his. Resisting him was not going to be as easy as I’d convinced myself it would be last night. Now that he was here, towering over me as he held my hand tightly in his grip and oozing sexual chemistry out of every pore, it was another matter.
“I don’t like the sound of that. You’re prevaricating,” he frowned at me.
“No, I’m not. I'm just being practical. It’ll be easier to talk when we’re sat down together, and the hotel is only just around the corner now.” I tugged on his hand to get him to continue walking.
Liam sighed louldy, but resigned himself to continue to the hotel. We headed straight into the restaurant, where the waitress immediately seated us as she passed the breakfast menu over.
“Mr. Starr, good to see you again. And this is the guest you told us would be joining you for breakfast? Are you ready to order yet?”
“Yes. I’ll have the full Irish breakfast and coffee. Would you like the same, Seraphina?”
“No, thanks. I’m not a fan of big cooked breakfasts, especially with the black pudding they give you over here. Could I have a couple of soft poached eggs with some wholemeal toast instead? And tea, Earl Grey if you have it, please.” A more subtle flavoured tea would make a nice change from all the really strong builders brew tea that Nana always served up.
“Of course, no problem.” The waitress collected up the menus and then left us alone. There were only two other couples in the large room, so it was quiet, and I knew Liam was not going to be fobbed off again. Sure enough, he went straight for the kill.
“Is it yes or no, Seraphina? Are you going to be brave enough to take what I'm offering? Are you prepared to give us a chance?” He took my hand and gently kissed it, and then nipped my little finger with his teeth. I almost jumped out of my skin as a surge of electricity shot through me, my heart started racing and other areas immediately responded to create a decidedly moist feeling in my underwear, although he’d barely touched me. And by the smug look on his face, he knew exactly what he was doing to me. I took a deep breath. This was not how I’d planned things would go. I snatched my hand back.
“Liam, I appreciate that the job you are offering me is a great opportunity….”
“Yes, it is. Not many students get offered this kind of position before they’ve even graduated,” he interrupted, as he placed his hand on my knee under the table, and rhythmically stroked his finger gently backwards and forwards.
The bastard wasn’t playing fair.
I couldn’t help myself; I found myself imagining him using those skilful fingers somewhere far more intimate, and I suddenly found myself getting very hot. I pushed my chair back to break the contact with him, and remove my jacket.
“And I'm sure the flat you said I could use is really great, but….”
“I can assure you it’s a very nice apartment. In fact it’s very similar to the one I live in, just a bit smaller.”
He reached over and adjusted my necklace.
“It was twisted round the wrong way,” he offered by way of an explanation. He let his hand linger, and I wished I’d worn a top with a higher neckline as the touch of his hand seared into my skin.
Luckily our food arrived just then to put pay to his subtle seduction techniques. I watched with fascinated interest as Liam tackled his food. He was neat, methodical and efficient as he cut up his food and then ate with enthusiasm. Nana would certainly have approved. She always says she can't abide folk who play around with their food.
“You enjoy a good breakfast then?” I couldn’t help remarking as I smiled at him.
“Hmm? Yes, well I've usually eaten well before now, normally as soon as I get back from the gym. But I waited for you this morning. And I’ll also wait for you until I get the answer I want, you know that, don’t you, Seraphina? So you might as well just save time and say yes right now.”
“Liam, let’s be logical here. Like I said, I don’t deny there is a strong physical attraction between us, but that’s not enough.….”
“Being logical is what led to you nearly being raped by Jamie. I stood back and denied my feelings for you, because logically I thought I was doing the right thing. Now I admit that I was wrong, but in my defence these types of feelings are all new to me, and maybe I panicked. But I can't deny I was being dishonest, which is not the way I do things and why I’ve thought hard to come up with a way forward for us. But if you insist on being logical, let’s cut to the chase. How logical is it for you, after working so hard for your degree, to turn down a fantastic opportunity for your career, one that you have earned totally on your own merits because you are undoubtedly very talented? Is it being logical to take a gamble that you’ll find an equally good opportunity in Dublin or Cork rather than London?”
Liam stared intently at me as he waited for my response. What could I say? He had a very good point, as he well knew.
“Well, I know but….” I mumbled. I looked down and concentrated on finishing the last remnants of my poached eggs.
“And what possible logical objection could you seriously have to living in a decent place for a change?”
“I suppose…”
“You told me you wished it was me instead of Jamie that night at the ball, didn't you? So I think the problem is that you’re just as scared of what you feel between us as I was. But I’ve had the courage to face up to these feelings and I've decided to embrace them wholeheartedly. All I'm asking is that you have the courage to do the same, Seraphina. You have it in your power to help me change and become a better man - are you really going to be cruel enough to deny me that opportunity?”
God, this man knew how to be persuasive. I felt my resistance crumbling when I looked into his eyes, as he reached over to take my hand in his.
“Please? Just come back to London and give me a chance, that’s all I’m asking. Let’s give it everything we’ve got to make it work between us, because I'm not a fool, realistically I know it won’t always be easy. You’re right – in a lot of ways we are very different, but that’s good, isn’t it? It’ll make everything more interesting and refreshing even if it will be challenging at times. I’m so bored with my old stale life, and I need you to shake things up. You must be exhausted from the sheer effort of having to live so frugally day in, day out, and I want to ease that burden so that you can really blossom to reach your full potential. So what do you say? Please, Seraphina, say yes?”
“I’m still not sure…”
“What’s the worst that could happen? You’d end up back here staying with your Grandmother, but at least with some extra experience to add to your CV. What are you so afraid of? What have you got to lose?”
“Me. That’s what I'm afraid of losing, Liam. You’ve got everything mapped out and I find it overwhelming. I'm afraid the real me will get lost as you sweep me along to make me part of your world. I’ve managed perfectly well on my own for a long time now, and it’s hard for me to accept so many changes all at once.”
“But everything was bound to change once you went out into the big wide world after you graduated, wasn’t it? You can't stay locked in your little student bubble forever. Believe me, I have no wish to change who you are, I just want to be there with you to help you live out your dreams.”
“But how can you when you don’t even know what my dreams are, Liam,” I protested.
“Then tell me. I’ll listen. And I promise to try my hardest to give you the space you need to grow. I’ll admit I have a slight tendency to over manage things…”
“You don’t say. Only a slight tendency?” I said sarcastically. At least he recognised this trait in himself, which I supposed was something.
“Well, you’ve already proved you have no problem in asserting yourself and standing up to me, which I respect. And I think you’ve discovered that I’m always brutally honest and up front too.”
“Yeah, like telling me getting my hair cut short would make me look like a dyke,” I commented dryly.
“Well, it would,” Liam laughed. “You have such beautiful hair, Seraphina. It would be a sin to cut it all off, and we can’t have that, can we?”
“I thought you were rather keen on getting me to sin, actually,” I quipped, then blushed as I realised the implications of what I was saying.
“Oh trust me, Seraphina, I am. But only when the time is right, and that’ll totally be your decision – you will set the pace between us. After what happened with my brother… let’s just say I appreciate that you’re going to need time, and that’s one hundred percent fine by me.”
“How is Jamie? Have you seen him since…?”
“He’s fine. Don’t you worry yourself about him, he really isn’t deserving of your concern,” Liam scowled ferociously. “I don’t want to talk about him. What I need to know is if you’ll be back in London by the time I get back from New York next week. Are you going to be brave enough to accept the challenge of what I'm offering you? Or are you going to continue to hide yourself away here in Ireland? Please, just say yes, Seraphina” he whispered, as he ran his knuckles down my cheek, and then skirted my lip with his finger tip.
I closed my eyes in defeat, and then took a deep breath before launching myself into deep unchartered waters.
“Yes, Liam. I’ll return to London. I’ll be there waiting for you when you get back.”
And so it began.
~*~
Knowing how much of a micro manager Liam was, I really don’t know why I was surprised by the fact that before he left, he handed me a large folder containing the following items:
 
	Comprehensive details of the Butler’s Wharf apartment, complete with a set of key cards and security codes, along with instructions that I was to feel free to change any of the décor, hang any pictures that I wanted etc, etc. Butlers Wharf. Of course. Why hadn’t I guessed Liam would just happen to have an empty apartment in one of the most prestigious prime locations in London?

	A contract for the position of Associate Designer at Starr Capital Ventures, giving full details of the very generous package.

	A brand new, latest version iPhone, with a fully paid up unlimited monthly contract.

	Details of the new Gmail accounts he’d set up for us to use to correspond while he was away, as he felt they would be ‘more appropriate for personal conversations than work accounts’ – I was to log in and change my password as soon as possible.

	Details of the Skype accounts he had set up for us for the same purpose.


Liam insisted on taking some photos on his phone before he left, saying he wanted to have some pictures to look at while he was away because he was going to miss me. And I did understand, because I felt as though a huge chunk of me was being ripped out as I watched Liam driving away. Although I felt apprehensive about what I'd agreed to, I knew in my heart of hearts that I'd really had no option, however things eventually turned out between us in the long term. I could deny it no longer. Resistance was futile.
I wanted Liam to be my first lover, nobody else. Only him. He is The One.
And he really had pulled out all the stops to try and convince me to be with him, so I believed that for now at least he was sincere. How he would feel in another month or two when the novelty of bedding a virgin had worn off remained to be seen. But if the worst came to the worst and it all went tits up, if I could just stick the job out for a few months, that would look sufficiently respectable on my CV, wouldn’t it?
So I decided to stop fighting the attraction, and just go with it. I even sent Liam a text that for me was almost slushy, which he would get just before his flight was due to leave.
Missing you already. Have a good trip. Let me know when you reach NY safely. S.x
I was thrilled to get a reply back from him virtually straight away, and found myself grinning like a soppy teenager, as I sat and used the wifi at Aoife’s. Luckily she was busy in the shop downstairs, so I had some peace and quiet for once.
Missing you too, more than you can imagine. Will be in touch. L.x
Oh and get in touch he most certainly did. The next day when I went over to Aoife's to use the wifi again, I discovered a very long and very detailed email that had arrived not long after he must have touched down in New York. I imagine he’d possibly drafted it during his flight, ready to send as soon as he landed.
 
 
From: LiamStarr@gmail.com
To: fieryangel@gmail.com
Date: 10 May 2012
Subject: Some thoughts….
Seraphina,
I want you to know that your decision to return to London has made me very happy and very keen to return as soon as possible. I think the earliest I can get back is probably going to be next Friday, but I’ll keep in touch so we can arrange our first date. And yes, I'm aware that sounds very adolescent of me, talking about dating, but I suggest that’s how we start off, just getting to know each other a little better.
Some additional points for your information.
I hope you remembered to change your Gmail and Skype passwords as I instructed? I presume there are places where you can access the internet even if it’s not possible at your grandmother’s house. Another reason I can't wait for you to be back in the UK – easier communication. Are you using your new phone now instead of that ancient old one of yours?
I’ve transferred sufficient funds directly into your bank account to cover the cost of your flight back to London. Let me know your flight details as soon as you have them, and I’ll arrange for Greg to collect you from the airport and take you straight to the apartment. He’s the chauffeur who took you back when you were working at the restaurant, so you already know him.
I've told you I’ll wait however long it takes for you feel ready for a sexual relationship, and please trust that I mean this most sincerely. However, I think it would be prudent to make some preparations - I assume you’re not already on the pill? If not, The Parkside Clinic in Harley Street has an excellent reputation. It’s where I have my regular checkups, and I suggest you make an appointment there for a consultation regarding the most suitable form of contraception. I’ll inform them that you are authorised to charge my account.
I’ll forward a copy of the results of my latest STD tests, completed after my last partner, which prove that I’m clear. In any case, let me reassure you that I’ve always practised safe sex and had regular screening. I would prefer for us not to have to use condoms if at all possible, but of course I’ll respect your wishes if that is your preference.
As you’re so delightfully sexually inexperienced, I can suggest some informative sites for you to read if you like. And I'm not talking about porn, I’m talking about helpful basics here.
Shopping - I’ll authorise you to charge items to my accounts at Harvey Nichols and Selfridges. Please go ahead and buy yourself some nice underwear, and book yourself any beauty treatments or waxing you require.
That’s all that comes to mind for the time being. I look forward to receiving your reply with any questions or queries you may have for me – please feel free to ask anything at all, and I promise to answer as honestly as I can.
I really want this to work between us, Seraphina.
Liam.
 
 
I sat there gob smacked once I’d read his missive through a couple of times. What had I got myself into? But I decided I was going to give as good as I got.
 
 
From: fieryangel@gmail.com
To: LiamStarr@gmail.com
Date: 10 May 2012
Subject: Re: Some thoughts….
Liam,
First off, how come you chose such a boring email address for yourself, while I get to be a fiery angel, which I rather like, by the way. I’ve opened a new account for you with a far more appropriate name: thebigguy@gmail.com. The password is controlfreak1 – only change it if you feel my knowing it poses a security risk in some way.
I really like the idea of us dating and getting to know each other, because I feel I hardly know anything about you at all. From the way you wolfed down your breakfast, I take it you’re not a fussy eater, but what is your favourite type of food? What don’t you like to eat? Music – what do you like to listen to? There are so many things I don’t know about you.
Now about your other points ‘for my information’
Yes, I changed my passwords. No, I haven’t started using my new phone yet, because I haven’t figured it out, no one has the number apart from you, and most of the time here I don’t even have a signal.
There was no need to transfer money for my airline ticket. I still have sufficient funds left from my SCV wages. Neither do I require Greg to collect me from Heathrow when there is a perfectly acceptable tube link I can use.
I'm very happy that you’re prepared to wait for us to progress our relationship. I’m not on the pill, so although it wasn’t exactly the most romantic suggestion, I accept it’s sensible to sort out some reliable contraception in advance. But I’m more than happy to make an appointment with my usual GP at the university campus health centre rather than take up your offer to attend some snooty and no doubt hideously expensive private clinic.
Your sexual health status - I’m glad you brought this up, because I have some questions for you. Do you have any idea how many previous partners you’ve had? Do you keep a tally of all of them? Have you been seeing someone lately that you need to break things off with? I may be inexperienced, but I won’t be messed around, Liam, so let me spell it out and make it crystal clear to you. If I get even the slightest hint that you’re back to your old man-whoring ways, it’s over between us, understand? Whatever you may have got up to in the past and deemed acceptable, I'm only interested in a totally monogamous relationship. So if this isn’t what you have in mind for us, or if you aren’t sure that you’ll be able to contain your sexual needs until I feel confident to go ahead, let’s call it quits right now and save us both a lot of grief.
Your Sex Ed suggestion - I’m not totally ignorant, even if I haven’t actually done the deed. You make me sound like a little school girl - I hope that kind of role play isn’t one of your strange kinks?
Harvey Nichols and Selfridges? Thanks, but no thanks. I’ll choose where I go shopping, thank you all the same, and if you were suggesting that I buy myself some tarty underwear then I'm sorry to disappoint you but that is not my scene, and frankly it’s such a terrible dirty old man type of cliché that I'm rather disappointed in you.
I too hope we can make this work, but I think we need to make sure we have the same vision before we get too far down the line.
Sera.
 
 
I hit the send button before I could change my mind, and then slammed my laptop shut. I tried my hardest to stop all sorts of pictures flashing through my head of Liam with all the countless other women he’d slept with before. Except sleeping wasn’t what he’d been doing with them, was it? All kinds of kinky sex more like. Jamie and the other boys used to joke about how there wasn’t anything The Big Guy hadn't tried. How could I possibly keep up with him? Obviously I knew all the basics, but after that I was pretty ignorant I supposed. And Jamie had started off by promising to be patient and wait until I was ready, and look how that had turned out because he’d been so frustrated.
I reopened my lap top, and Googled kinky sex, but quickly deleted what came up as being far too pornographic. Then it suddenly occurred to me who I could turn to for some advice. Abbey. I needed to speak to her anyway, seeing as Liam had said she was the one who’d told him where to find me. What had she been playing at? So I sent her a quick email telling her I was coming back, and that we really needed to meet up to catch up. And then finally I shut down my laptop and headed back to Nana’s cottage where I knew I would be incommunicado for a while, and where I could try and get my head around everything that had happened in the last few days.



Chapter 22
Liam
My
first raft of meetings in New York went very well, and the new company logo and image Seraphina had created certainly played a large part in promoting the impression of a vibrant and modern company. So I was feeling in a pretty buoyant mood as I returned to my suite at The Waldorf Astoria. I spoke to the concierge on my way in to organise a light meal to be sent up via room service so that I could continue working, having already eaten a pretty substantial meal at my lunch meeting – one thing you could never accuse the Yanks of was stingy portions.
I was happy to see I'd received a long email from Seraphina, but I decided to wait until I could give it my full attention to read it through properly and reply. So now as I sat at the desk in my suite, I carefully read it. I smiled at the new Gmail account name she suggested, happy to use it if that was her wish. But as I read further, I started to get frustrated with Seraphina. Why did she have such a problem accepting help from me? She stubbornly informed me she didn't need the money I'd transferred to cover her plane ticket, she didn't want to be met at the airport, that apparently she’d rather wait three weeks to see her NHS doctor for contraceptive advice than go privately, and seemed offended by the idea of shopping in the places I'd suggested. And my suggestion that she treat herself to some new underwear seemed to have given her the impression that I was some kind of a pervert. Maybe she hadn't realised I'd seen her rather basic undies drying on the airer in her room in the student house, and I freely admit I enjoy seeing a woman in nice sexy lingerie – what man doesn't?
But when I got to the part of her email where she started asking about how many previous partners I’d had, and calling me a man-whore, the alarm bells really began to ring. Rather than answer her in an email, I decided it would be far better to speak to her, so I tried calling her. This was exactly why I’d given her a new, all expenses paid mobile – so that I could contact her whenever I needed without her having to worry about the phone bill.
‘The person you are calling is temporarily unavailable’
Shit. Either she still hadn't even switched the mobile on, or there was no signal where she was. It was the same with her old number as well, and my back up plan to talk to her via Skype was also useless if she had no internet access. I had the landline number, but working out what time it was in Ireland, I realised I couldn’t ring and risk disturbing her Grandmother. So I had no option but to send her an email and wait until she had a chance to read it.
 
 
From: thebigguy@gmail.com
To: fieryangel@gmail.com
Date: 11 May 2013
Subject: Don’t bite my head off…
Seraphina,
I tried to call to speak to you in person to answer all your questions, but I couldn’t get through. Please tell me you’ve already booked your flight back to London and will soon be back where it’ll be so much easier to communicate effectively with you? As it is, I have no option but to reply by email.
So, first of all, thank you for your comprehensive reply, and I look forward to comparing our tastes in things like food and music.
But can I just ask why you seem to take offence whenever I try to make your life a little easier or offer to assist you in any way? Isn’t that what you do for someone that you care about, especially as you know I’m trying to be a much nicer man? Frankly I’m offended that you seem set on keeping me at a distance and shutting me out, when I thought we’d agreed we’re going to try really hard to make things work between us.
As for using a ‘snooty’ private clinic for contraceptive advice– go ahead and use the NHS if you prefer to wait about a month for a non urgent appointment. I only want the very best for you, so I thought it would be far nicer for you to be examined by a very sympathetic and highly qualified doctor in pleasant surroundings. But the choice is yours.
On the subject of being unromantic, I personally don’t think fumbling about with condoms is very romantic, when with some foresight and planning hopefully we won’t need to. And trust me, I’m planning on giving you the most romantic experience I can when we finally make love for the first time.
With regard to my ‘man-whoring ways’, I’m more than happy to fully answer any questions you have, but I’d far rather discuss this with you in person, face to face, or least via Skype so that I can gauge your reaction and prevent any possible misunderstandings.
However, let me just spell out one thing. I too am only interested in a totally monogamous relationship, and I will certainly not be ‘messing you about’ in any way whatsoever. It may surprise you to learn that ever since I clapped eyes on you, I haven’t had the slightest interest in anybody else. It’s only you, Seraphina, so I’ll be patient and wait as long as it takes for you to be ready.
On a more upbeat note, I thought you’d be pleased to know that your designs have generated a lot of very positive comments during my meetings here, exactly as I’d hoped. So aside from everything else, I’m delighted you’ve agreed to accept the position in SCV, because there are lots of very interesting challenges waiting for you to start working on as soon as possible.
Please let me know when you’re heading back to London, because we can talk everything through so much more easily then. And if you insist on making your way from Heathrow to the apartment on the tube, be aware that it’ll take you over an hour and a half, will involve several changes and then a walk, all with your luggage in tow. Look it up for yourself if you don’t believe me. My offer stands for Greg to pick you up. Look on it as providing him with some valuable employment if that makes you feel better, because it happens to be the truth. You see, I do my research, so I know Greg is self employed and only gets paid for the pickups he’s assigned. That’s why he’s so reliable – he really needs the work because he has a wife and three young children to support. He knows there’s never any quibble from me about paying for his services, so he’s always more than happy to drive me and goes out of his way to provide a good service. It’s a mutually beneficial arrangement. So, do you still want to take the tube?
Really looking forward to seeing you so that we can talk everything through properly.
Liam.
 
 
Once I’d sent it, I tried to push my niggling worries about Seraphina’s prickly attitude to the back of my mind and get on with some work.
If I'm only on a relatively short trip to the States, I try to keep myself on UK time, so that I don’t have to re-adjust my body clock both ways. I'm lucky – I have the ability to switch off and fall asleep practically anywhere, and very often a short twenty minute power nap is all I need to keep me alert and functioning. Going for a swim and a work out in the gym also helps to revitalise me, and so I always insist my PA books a hotel with decent facilities.
But even though I had a mountain of preparation to complete for the following day, as I thought about Seraphina the recent conversation I'd had with Jamie came to mind.
“Don’t you think you should at least try to apologise to Seraphina for your appalling behaviour towards her?” I asked him. I’d insisted we meet up for lunch the day before I left.
“I think it’s best that we both move on, so I don't see the point in contacting her. I know I didn't come out of this well, but Seraphina acted badly too, Liam. She was a total fucking prick tease the way she really led me on and then freaked out after I’d spent months being patient with her. Anyway, you should be pleased, because it turns out you were right about her all along - she is way too much trouble. Poppy is far more my type of girl - one who likes to fuck just as much as I do,” he grinned at me. He certainly didn't seem broken hearted in any way.
“So you’ve no intention of trying to reconcile with Seraphina at all?” I needed to be sure about this. I didn't intend to open up to him yet about my intentions, but at some point he was going to have to know if I succeeded in persuading her to try to work something out with me.
“Absolutely not. I'm going to be a good boy and just concentrate on passing my finals. Then Toby and I are going to travel round Australia and New Zealand, just as we always intended.”
“I see. And where does this girl Poppy fit into all of this?”
“She doesn't. It’s nothing serious between us, it’s just a bit of fun. She’s got plans to travel round Europe with her best friend, so I guess that’s when we’ll go our separate ways,” he shrugged.
“Look, Jamie, I just want to clear something up. You seem to be under the impression that I’m rough with women, that I act as if it’s okay to force a woman to do things she doesn’t want to. But you need to understand that I’ve never forced a woman to do anything against her will. Everything I've done has always been fully consensual. I don’t dispute that I may have pushed them to try a new experience…”
“That’s all I was trying to do with Sera. Liam. I was just trying to use some foreplay to get her to relax so that I could make it really good for her and then she just freaked.”
“Wasn’t her screaming at you to stop enough of a hint that you were pushing her too far? And then cutting her lip, even if was an accident as you claim, is just unforgivable.”
“I know, and believe me I do regret that. It was just a reflex action when she bit me and I pulled away. I never meant to hurt her, I’d never do that intentionally, but I wasn’t thinking straight. I'd been drinking, it had been months since I'd had a proper fuck, Sera was all over me, tearing my clothes off, and then wham, suddenly she called a halt, telling me I wasn’t want the one, whatever that means. I'm telling you, she acted really weird, Liam.”
“Well, just remember in future that however provocatively you think a woman is acting towards you, she still has the right to say no, however hard it is for you to stop. Otherwise next time you could find yourself in court facing a charge of indecent assault or worse still, rape,” I warned him.
“There won’t be a next time. You tried to warn me about Sera but I wouldn’t listen. You told me I should make sure I picked the right girl in the first place – one who liked a good hard fuck, so now I have. Poppy’s perfect for me and I feel much calmer and more relaxed now I have my own little fuck buddy, just like you,” he grinned at me.
“Just make sure it’s always safe sex. And just make sure…oh, never mind.” I wanted to say just make sure you don’t become a cold heartless bastard like me, but I didn't. Jamie wasn’t really anything like me, and for now, I guessed there was no harm in my little brother playing the field.
~*~
 
 
From: fieryangel@gmail.com
To: thebigguy@gmail.com
Date: 11 May 2013
Subject: Re: Don’t bite my head off…
Okay, okay, Liam. Sorry. Perhaps I was a bit harsh, but it’s just the way you take control of everything that makes me kick back against you. It’s exactly what I mean about losing myself, being swept along by you, and I think it makes me panic and overcompensate just a tad.
So, on reflection, now that you’ve explained a bit more about Greg, under the circumstances I would be happy for him to meet me when I get back. I’m booked onto flight EI712 on Monday the 13th, which should get into Heathrow Terminal 1 at 13:05. To be perfectly honest with you, I’ll be glad to get back because my family are driving me nuts with their incessant questions about you. Nana seems to think the sun shines out of your backside for some reason and you can do no wrong in her eyes, poor deluded woman.
I'm very glad to hear that you want a totally monogamous relationship just as I do, and I hope you understand that I just had to put it out there in case we were on completely different pages. I agree that perhaps it’s best we talk through my concerns face to face when you get back. Skype won’t really be any good because I’m afraid I don’t have a web cam. Sorry you find the communication issues frustrating, but there’s nothing I can do about the lack of network reception here. I did come back to spend time with Nana, so I don’t feel it’s fair to keep disappearing off in search of a decent signal, especially now that I'm leaving again after just a few days.
I really appreciate that you’re going to try and be romantic for me when I know this is a whole new concept for you – another piece of information gleaned from the boys in the student house. Apparently you’ve never believed in any of that romance crap, was how I think they termed it. So trust that I’ll do my part to ensure I don’t disappoint you with my choice of underwear, without the need blow a fortune in Harvey Nicks lingerie department. Just try to reign in the micro managing freak side of yourself, then hopefully you won’t wind me up so much.
And what you said about not wanting anyone else? It’s the same for me, Liam. It’s only you. I already told you that was the reason I couldn’t go through with things with Jamie. He wasn’t you. So hopefully you won’t have to wait too long before we can take things further. On that subject, I’ve managed to get an appointment at the campus health centre for the day after I get back. I knew they were usually pretty good about getting contraception sorted urgently – with a large and highly sexually active student patient base, I'm sure you can work out why.
I’m happy that you're happy with my designs, and if they’ve helped on your trip in anyway then I’m over the moon. I found producing them very satisfying, so bring it on with the next phase. But here’s a thought. I don’t want everyone at work thinking I only got the job because I'm seeing the Boss, which inevitably I know most of them would. So can we keep our new relationship under wraps – maybe that’s what you had in mind anyway? Everyone was under the impression that you barely knew of my existence, or that if you did you couldn’t stand me, so maybe we should just allow everyone to continue thinking along these lines? I have no doubt that you can pull it off, the way you scowl at me sometimes.
I have to go now; Aoife is trying to read this over my shoulder. Annoying nosy relatives! Are your plans firmed up enough yet for you to have any idea when you’ll be back? What’s it like in New York? I suppose you’ve been so many times before that it’s all old hat to you.
Sera.
 
 
I was much happier with the tone and content of this email from Seraphina, and very relieved that she’d shortly be heading back to London. I quickly made the necessary arrangements for Greg to be at Heathrow at the designated time, safe in the knowledge that I could trust him to see her right to the door. I also sent an instruction to my facilitator, Andrew, asking him to give the apartment a final check over to ensure everything was in full working order before she moved in. It was a fully furnished, two bedroom apartment, so all Seraphina would need to bring were her own personal possessions. I thought she could maybe turn the second bedroom into a study/studio for all her bulky art equipment that I'd seen clogging up her room in the student house, so I had Andrew set it up accordingly.
I hadn't actually explained to her yet that this apartment was in the same warehouse conversion complex in Butler’s Wharf where I lived. I was hoping this arrangement would work well – we would each have our own space, but be near enough to see each other whenever we wanted. I’d originally bought this second apartment as a buy to let property to add to my property portfolio. It’d been very fortunate that nothing had actually been signed with the latest tenant who’d been about to move in, and I’d been able to cancel the contract at the last minute, much to his annoyance. The lack of rental income from the apartment was of no concern to me under the circumstances, not if it meant that Seraphina would be living close by.
 
 
From: thebigguy@gmail.com
To: fieryangel@gmail.com
Date: 12 May 2013
Subject: Wise Grandmothers
What can I say? Your grandmother is clearly a very intelligent woman with impeccable taste, and you would do well to listen to her.
I'm very happy you’ve booked your return flight, and I’ve arranged for Greg to pick you up. You should recognise him, but in any case he’ll be holding a sign up with your name on it.
I’m pleasantly surprised at how easily you got an appointment at your health centre. All I would say is be sure to complete the necessary research beforehand so you can make a well informed choice, and that I'd be happy to talk through with you any worries or concerns or health issues you may have. Let me know how you get on anyway.
As to how you wish to handle our relationship at work, no one who has seen your designs can be in any doubt that you’ve been offered the position purely on merit. However, I can appreciate that you don't wish to be the topic of gossip any more than I do, and as I’ve always kept my private life totally separate from my business concerns, I’m happy to continue in the same way for the time being. The other reason that it might be best to keep things under wraps for now is Jamie. I imagine he’s going to be surprised about us, and I’d rather he’d completed his finals before we drop this potential bombshell on him. I don't want him distracted from all the studying he needs to complete if he’s to do well. Jamie’s a very bright lad, but he’s also lazy and leaves everything to the last minute, as I'm sure you must’ve realised in your dealings with him. I know you must be finding all this rather awkward, but as soon as the time is right, I promise I’ll sit him down and explain everything. This secrecy goes against the grain for me, I prefer to be open and honest, but I hope you agree that it’s for the best under the circumstances.
You asked me about New York. Truthfully, I hardly get to see much of it as I usually have back-to-back meetings, conferences and various other functions to attend while I'm here, and the inside of one building tends to look much like another after a while. Perhaps you'd like to come with me on a future trip, and then maybe we could take some time out to do some sightseeing?
I’m flying out of New York on Thursday evening, and will be back in London on Friday morning. So that gives you the chance of a few days to settle yourself into the apartment before I’m back. I thought perhaps I could take you out to dinner on Friday evening for our first date?
Liam.
 
 
And so I was left counting the days until Friday.



Chapter 23
 Seraphina
“Of
course
Finny’s broken hearted that you’re leaving already,” Aoife sighed. “But that can't be helped. He was all for raising a lynch mob to run Liam out of town, but I told him he must be blind if he couldn’t see the chemistry between you two. Do you know, he might be good looking but I sometimes think even if that boy had two brains he’d just be twice as stupid.”
“And yet there you were, trying to pair him up with me. I’m sure he’ll soon get over his disappointment if the number of girls I saw hanging around him at the pub are anything to go by.”
“They’re just silly teenagers with a crush because he’s in a band. You know he’s always liked you, Sera, so he’s really disappointed you’re not staying.”
“I blame you for getting his hopes up by insisting he take me to your birthday party. If you remember I told you it wasn’t a good idea, but of course you ignored me,” I pointed out.
“Well that was before Liam the Sex God turned up in person, wasn’t it?” she smirked at me. “I’ll want a full and detailed blow by blow progress report emailed to me daily, once you and him get down to taking care of business.” Her suggestive smile and wink left me in no doubt what she was talking about.
“This is sounding more and more as if you are trying to live vicariously through me.”
“Too bloody true I am, Sera. Sean and me have been married a while, so you know, the spark has gone out of things in the bedroom department. All we seem to do is work too fecking hard to be too tired for anything other than sleep when we fall into bed completely knackered,” she sighed.
“Sounds as if you both need a break. Apparently this apartment Liam’s letting me use has a spare room, so maybe you and Sean could come over to London for a holiday? If you book your flights in advance, they aren’t that expensive,” I suggested. I didn't vocalise my thoughts that they’d better come sooner rather than later in case things didn't work out and I had to leave the apartment.
“That sounds wonderful, but it’s so difficult taking time off when you run your own business. Who’d mind the shop, cos we certainly couldn’t afford to employ anyone.”
“Wouldn’t Aunty Caitlin help you out, if it was just for a few days?”
“Maybe, I suppose. I could tell her we need to check Liam out, although just like Nana, she’s as happy as a pig in shit about you going back to London to be with him.”
“Why is everyone so happy about it? I’d have thought you’d all have hated him as a typical arrogant English gobshite,” I said, using the local vernacular.
“Ah, but he’s as Irish as you are, isn’t he? Neither of you can help the unfortunate fact that you had English fathers, but at least you both come from good solid Irish families.”
“I don’t think Liam or his brother were really aware of their strong Irish connection,” I pointed out.
“Doesn't matter. It’s all in the blood,” she argued.
Ever since Liam had showed up, he was all my family seemed to be able to talk about, and it wasn’t helping me to clarify my thoughts about him. For that reason, I heaved a sigh of relief once I’d boarded the plane from Cork for the short flight back to London, where I knew I had a few days to myself before he would be back.
As I sat on the plane, I still found it hard to accept that they all seemed so sure that things were going to work out between me and Liam. However, after giving myself a serious talking to, I decided to try my hardest not to spoil things by being negative all the time. As Liam had said, it made sense to try our hardest to make things work between us, otherwise there was little point in my coming back. So I should try to graciously accept the help he was offering me, rather than keep throwing it back in his face. He was only trying to show that he cared about me, and he was trying to become a nicer man, although a little doubting voice at the back of my mind said it was very easy for him to generously throw his money around because he had plenty of it. Well, time would tell, and once we’d gone on a few dates together, I’d have a better idea of where things really stood between us, of how compatible we really were.
I couldn’t deny that it was really nice having Greg pick me up from the airport, rather than having to fight my way down to the tube with all my luggage. I spotted him as soon as I walked out into the arrivals hall, because he stood head and shoulders above most of the other drivers waiting for their clients. He held up a big sign with ‘Miss S. Jones’ on it.
“Hi, Greg. No need for the sign, I’d have known you anywhere. Thanks for coming to collect me,” I beamed at him, happy to see his friendly brown eyes twinkling at me.
“My pleasure, Miss Jones. Here, let me take your luggage for you,” he offered.
“Please, call me Sera. And I can manage….” I started to protest.
“I think Mr. Starr would prefer that I call you Miss Jones. And carrying your luggage is what I do, it’s all part of my job. How do you think it makes me look to the other guys here if I just stand back and let you struggle with your bags?” He frowned at me, clearly affronted.
“Sorry, I guess I’m just not used to all this,” I tried to explain, hoping to mollify him. That last thing I wanted to do was offend Greg, especially since Liam had spelled out to me how important his job was to him. “That would be very kind of you, thanks.” I watched as he effortlessly took my shabby suitcase and hand luggage from me, and led the way to the car park.
Once we’d reached the car, he opened the back door for me.
“Would it be okay for me to sit up front with you? Only I think I’d feel a bit like the Queen sitting in the back all by myself,” I asked with a shy smile, hoping I wasn’t breaking another unwritten chauffeur’s rule.
“Whatever you prefer, Miss Jones,” he smiled back at me, as he opened the front door instead. He made sure I was in safely, before closing the door and stowing my luggage in the boot.
Once we were on our way, I found Greg was a very confident driver, and I soon relaxed as he effortlessly negotiated his way around the complicated one way system out of Heathrow.
“I assume Liam…Mr. Starr gave you the address of where I'm staying? I’m not sure how complicated the route is…”
Greg chuckled.
“I think the car could happily drive itself there, the number of times I’ve driven Mr. Starr to and from his apartment to either Heathrow or London City airport.”
“Oh. You mean he lives near where you’re taking me? Butler’s Wharf?”
“Yes, Miss Jones, didn't you know? He lives in the same complex, but he has the penthouse suite.”
“Of course he has,” I muttered. Why hadn't he said anything about living in the same place? He’d said the apartment was similar to his, just smaller, so why hadn't he elaborated? I shook off my annoyance and asked Greg about his family to divert my mind.
“So, do you have any kids?” I asked, not divulging the fact that Liam and I had discussed his personal circumstances.
“Yes, Miss Jones. I have a daughter who’s just turned four, and twin boys who are coming up to two years old now.”
“Wow. Your wife must have her hands full,” I said in awe. “I used to babysit my neighbours’ twin girls when I was a teenager, and they were definitely more than twice the work, especially as I could never tell them apart. And your wife has a four year old to look after too.”
“Joshua and Ezra are identical twins as well. Marcia, my wife, can usually tell the boys apart, but I confess I can't always. But they never fool my little girl, Freya, she always knows which one is which. Luckily my wife’s mother lives nearby, so she helps out a lot; she understands I can't afford to turn down any work I'm offered.”
“That’s lucky then. It must be so expensive bringing up three young children,” I sympathised. Part of me warmed to Liam for always asking for Greg as his driver. I thought it showed he had a kind heart, even if he covered it up as an efficient business arrangement. There was definitely hope for him. I resolved never to turn down an offer of a lift with Greg in future, determined instead to think of it as a worthwhile redistribution of a tiny part of Liam’s wealth.
Once we got to Butler’s Wharf, I was glad that Gregg knew his way around the complex, and was familiar with what codes to enter into which keypads and which cards to swipe to gain access first to the car park, and then into the building. Liam hadn't been kidding about the place having security. When I thought about some of the rundown houses I’d lived in previously, with rotten doors and windows that would’ve given way with one good shove, and dodgy landlords who never fixed anything, I was glad it wasn’t something I’d have to worry about here. And although I'd been annoyed that he hadn't told me, secretly I found the fact that Liam would be living nearby also quite reassuring.
“You must be getting soft, turning into a wuss,” I scolded myself, as I followed Greg when he turned left out of the lift on the third floor.
“It’s this one, apartment 12. You have your key?”
“Sure do.” I unlocked the door and let myself in, and then just stood there in stunned awe once I'd walked into the main living area.
“I think you’ll find everything you need to know in that folder on the table, but if there are any problems, just call Andrew, his number will be in there. He’s the Scottish guy who looks after all of Mr Starr’s properties,” Greg was explaining. “Shall I put your bags in the main bedroom?”
“Err…yes, that’d be good, thanks,” I stuttered.
The simple open plan apartment was totally gorgeous, no doubt about it. Maybe the décor was not exactly to my taste as it was all bland neutrals and whites, but I could live with that. The thing that first struck me as I walked in was the view of Tower Bridge through the large patio doors of the L shaped lounge diner, which I realised opened out onto a small terrace that had just enough room for a small table and two chairs.
Everywhere in the living area had wood strip flooring instead of carpets, and the lounge area had a modern white sofa and two chairs, with a small beech wood coffee table.
The dining area had a round beech wood table, and four high back beech wood chairs with white seat pads, which were so pristine they looked as if they had never actually had anyone’s backside sat on them.
Next to the dining area was the kitchen, all granite worktops and white cupboards and brushed stainless steel appliances, and I looked forward to exploring what was in the cupboards. All my old kitchen equipment was still back at the student house, and I was hoping Abbey was going to help me collect the rest of my things from there. We’d already arranged that she was coming over one evening to bring my things that she had been holding onto for me in the garden shed of her place.
“I’ll leave you to it then, shall I Miss Jones? You’ve got a video entry phone, so you know you don’t have to let anyone in that you’re not sure about?”
“I'm sure I’ll figure it out, Greg. And thank you so much for helping bring my things right up to the apartment.”
“It was no trouble at all. I’ll see myself out,” he smiled warmly as he left.
I continued my exploration. The bathroom was all white and chrome, with the usual loo and an efficient looking shower over the bath, all spotlessly clean of course. There was a large empty mirrored cabinet, just waiting for my things to fill it up.
I wandered into the main bedroom – this room had much cosier oatmeal coloured carpeting instead of wood block flooring. As in the other areas, the walls were plain white. There was a large double bed with pale blue striped bedding, and two white bedside cabinets either side. I smiled when I saw the huge built in wardrobe with sliding mirror doors, and all sorts of built in shelving and hanging rails - there would be more than enough space for my clothes. There were no curtains at the windows, just vertical blinds that could be adjusted to black out all the light, or be pushed right back to allow an unhindered view. I opened another door and found a small en-suite shower room with a loo and hand basin. For heaven’s sake, I had two bathrooms all to myself? Clever use of mirror tiles in the small en-suite meant it didn't feel claustrophobic at all.
Next I explored the second smaller bedroom. Again it had plain white walls, a double bed with cream bedding, just one bedside cabinet, and a smaller built in wardrobe. There was also a reasonable sized beech wood desk and chair with shelving above it, suggesting that this room could be used as a study. And on the desk sat what appeared to be a brand new, top of the range, MacBook Pro, just like the ones the Creative Team used at Starr Capital Ventures. I felt myself literally drooling over it, but it couldn’t really be intended for me – could it?
I wandered back into the living room, and quickly scanned through the information folder Greg had pointed out. It had all the details of how to adjust the heating/climate control system, how the various kitchen appliances worked, and the fact that there was a high speed wifi connection. But there was nothing specifically about the Mac. I went back to the bedroom where Greg had left my bags, and got out the iPhone Liam had given me. I plugged it in to start charging it up, and then after a little playing around, figured out how to send a text to Liam.
Expect you’re busy in a meeting. Just wanted to let you know I’m safely back in London. The apartment is totally amazing! Thanks for letting me stay here till I get something sorted.
Then I headed to the kitchen. A quick inspection revealed that the cupboards and fridge had been stocked with all the basics, so I didn't need to go out shopping for food supplies immediately, although I’d read in the information folder that there was a supermarket nearby – naturally it was an upmarket Waitrose rather than anything more basic. Just as I'd figured out the kettle and started making myself a cup of tea, the iPhone startled me as a I got a text message. Of course I knew it had to be Liam – no one else had the number yet.
Sign into Skype on the Mac.
“Short and sweet as ever,” I muttered as I made my way to the desk where it was located. “Yes sir, Mr. Starr, your wish is my command.”
I’d no sooner signed in than there was an incoming video call from Liam, so I answered it.
“Hi, Liam.” I suddenly felt rather shy and self conscious as the picture came into focus and I could suddenly see him, looking every inch the efficient businessman in a charcoal coloured suit, white shirt and a blue tie. I felt my heart literally swooning at the sight of him. How could he have this effect on me even from the other side of the Atlantic?
“Hello, Seraphina. Good to be able to finally communicate with you properly,” he smiled, as he leaned forward and adjusted the screen of his laptop. “Is everything okay with the apartment? I know it’s quite small, but do you think you’ll be able to settle in there alright?”
“Liam, it’s more than okay, and certainly not too small. This apartment is…well I don’t really know what to say. It’s amazing, and once I start working of course I’ll start paying rent for it…”
“You obviously haven’t read through all the finer details of your contract of employment properly yet, have you? Because if you had, you’d know that accommodation is included as part of your package,” he informed me.
“What? I can't possibly…that’s far too generous…”
“Please tell me you aren’t going spend the first chance we've had in days to talk arguing with me?” he interrupted, ignoring the slight time delay.
“No, okay, but there is something I need to ask you. Why didn't you tell me you lived here too, in the same complex? I felt stupid learning it from Greg,” I frowned at him.
“I didn't keep it from you; I just didn't think it was particularly relevant. And don’t frown like that; it spoils your beauty.”
“It would have been nice to know, that’s all. It just shows how little we know about each other, don’t you think?”
“Yes, but we’re going to be rectifying that soon, aren’t we? Don’t forget, our first date is on Friday evening,” he reminded me.
“Won’t you be jet lagged if you only get back Friday morning? Maybe you'd rather wait until Saturday,” I suggested.
“Seraphina, I take steps to ensure I don’t suffer from jet lag and as it is, I’m already strongly resisting the urge to come and see you the minute I get back, so I do not want to wait until Saturday. I don’t think you have any idea how much I'm missing you, how much I need to see you.” He was staring intensely at the screen.
“Really?” I smiled shyly at him. It seemed so strange to hear Liam talking like this to me.
“Yes, really. I suppose you’ve been far too occupied to give me any thought or miss me?”
“I wouldn’t say that. I’ve missed you too, and…”
We were interrupted by an American voice calling out.
“Mr. Starr? Are you ready to resume our meeting?”
Liam turned away and called back to the person off screen.
“I’ll just be two minutes, then I’ll be right with you.”
“Were you in a meeting when I texted you? You didn’t interrupt things just to Skype me, did you?” I asked, horrified.
“I said I had an important conference call to take, which was true,” he smiled back at me. “But I’d better get back I suppose. We’ll talk again soon, yes?”
“Sure…and…I’m really looking forward to our date on Friday,” I smiled at him. “Where were you thinking of going?”
“I have somewhere in mind for dinner, but I’ll keep it as a surprise. I think you’ll like it though. I really have to go, so bye for now, Seraphina.”
“Bye Liam.”
~*~
“Oh. My. God. Sera, this place is seriously cool,” Abbey exclaimed as I showed her round my new apartment. I’d given her the access codes to get into the underground car park, and then gone down to help her to carry my things up.
“I know. I feel kind of guilty, having this place all to myself, courtesy of Mr. Liam Starr,” I confessed. Secretly though, I already absolutely loved the place, and relished having it all to myself. I was also looking forward to exploring the local area.
“Guilty? Why on earth should you? If your new boyfriend is happy for you to have it, what’s wrong with that?”
“It’s still very early days, Abbey, so I'm not sure he is actually my boyfriend yet,” I argued.
“Of course he is. He goes chasing after you all the way to Ireland to persuade you to come back and give him a chance to work things out – I’d say that’s pretty much an indication that he very much wants to be your boyfriend, wouldn’t you?”
“I suppose so. Anyway, why did you tell Liam where I’d gone?” I asked her accusingly.
“I didn't tell him much, just that I’d dropped you at the airport to fly to Cork. The rest he figured out for himself,” she said, as she avoided my eye and took a sip of her coffee.
“No doubt with some help from you.”
“Well, I thought you two needed to talk. You have a terrible habit of shutting yourself off from things, Sera, so I just gave you two a little shove in the right direction. And see how well it’s working out.” She waved her hand at the apartment.
“That remains to be seen,” I muttered.
“So, what happened when Liam just turned up in Ireland out of the blue?”
“I nearly died of shock. My cousins’ brother-in-law nearly decked him. And then my Gran, Aunty and cousin practically had us married before he left,” I sighed, as I shook my head.
“Really? They approve of him?”
“Oh yeah, you could say that. Turns out Liam’s mother was from some Irish family that’s linked to ours, and they all believe there’s some special connection between us. I tell you, that lot over there are all totally barmy,” I said.
“You and Liam aren’t distant cousins or something, are you?” Abbey queried.
“Not as far as I know, but I suppose it’s possible.”
“But you were pleased to see him?” Abbey pressed me.
“Yes, I suppose I was, so thank you. But it’s all so awkward – with Jamie and everything, you know? I feel bad about how things were left between us…”
“I wouldn’t feel bad about him,” Abbey snorted. She’d managed to wheedle out of me most of the details about had happened the night of the Spring Ball, and had been pretty scathing in her opinion of Jamie’s behaviour.
“Why? Have you seen him? Was he there when you collected my things?” She’d insisted it would be easier for her to collect the rest of my things from the student house on her way over, and that there was no need for me to go with her. And now her reaction about Jamie was very similar to Liam’s.
“Yeah, he was there.”
“Was he okay? How did he seem?”
“Trust me, Sera, Jamie is just fine,” she huffed disapprovingly.
“What am I missing here? What’s going on?”
“I suppose you’ll find out sooner or later. Let’s just say he’s already moved on.” She pressed her lips together firmly and frowned.
“Moved on? Well, that’s good I suppose,” I said slowly, as I let this news sink in.
“Hmm. Look, you’ll hear all the gory details eventually, so maybe it’s best you hear them from me. I heard whispers, but I couldn’t be sure they were true, so I asked Toby, and when I pressed him, he filled me in. You know Adam’s girlfriend, Chloe?”
“The bitchy one. Yeah, I met her a couple of times, but we never exactly hit it off.” Adam was hardly ever in the student house because he was always over at Chloe’s.
“Well, it turns out her friend Poppy has always had a thing for Jamie, so Chloe told her that he’d be at the ball so she should go, even though she knew he was taking you, and gave her his mobile number. Apparently, some of his rugby mates had placed bets on whether you'd actually go through with things, and some had placed bets on Poppy having a better chance. So Poppy went along to the ball, she spent most of the evening giving Jamie the come on, sending him suggestive texts and making it perfectly plain she’d be up for anything he cared to suggest. So guess what? As soon as you walked out, Jamie texted her, and Poppy wasted no time moving in on him. They spent that night together, and have been busily shagging for England ever since. I know this is the case, because when I went round earlier, they were just coming out of his bedroom, barely decent.”
“Oh. So all this time I’ve been worried about upsetting him…after all the things he told me…but none of it was true. He managed to move on from me barely five minutes after I left without so much as a backward glance. I feel like such a fool, Abbey,” I whispered, as I sat with my head in my hands. I’d thought Jamie was a decent guy, but now?
“Don’t. It just goes to prove your instincts not to sleep with him were correct, doesn't it? He’s just a typical boy slut who thinks with his dick rather than his brain – his sort don’t have enough blood to use both organs at the same time.”
“But if I got it all so wrong about Jamie, how can I be sure about Liam? Perhaps I'm just going to make an even bigger mistake with the other brother, and this time I’ve got a hell of a lot more to lose.” I felt myself panicking.
“No, I don’t think Liam’s like Jamie at all. He’s a man, not a boy, and I think he's got all that out of his system, and is ready for something more. Do you honestly think I'd be playing Fairy Godmother to the pair of you if I had any doubts about his true intentions? And anyway, the guy can't be a total arsehole because he wears Sevens,” Abbey pronounced with great confidence.
“Sevens?”
“His jeans. I noticed at the club he was wearing 7 For All Mankind jeans, which are a pretty decent classic image for a guy like him. Not my scene of course, but I can appreciate he has good taste, that’s all I'm saying. Expensive, but good.”
“Trust you to base your judgement of him on his fashion sense.”
“It’s not just that. Don’t forget, I've got a lot more experience in these matters than you,” Abbey pointed out.
“Well, that’s another thing. Experience. How the hell am I going to be able to keep up with Liam? And I’m really nervous about the first time we…you know, in case it really hurts. What was your first time like?”
“Me? Well, I couldn’t wait to try out sex, and then afterwards I wondered what on earth all the fuss was about, a real ‘is that it’ moment. I was only fourteen, and the boy in question – Ian Haynes - was only fifteen. Neither of us really had a clue what we were doing, and it was a real let down. Somehow I don’t think that’ll be the case with you and Liam. Of course it might hurt a little the first time, but not much because he’ll know how to make it good for you.”
“Yes, but…” It was awkward asking the next question, but I knew Abbey was really the only person I could ask.
“What? Ask away, because nothing you can say will shock me,” she winked.
“Well, Liam and I are such different sizes. He’s so much bigger than me. I saw the size of the thing in Jamie’s boxers when we nearly… and I can’t imagine his brother being any less well endowed. How the hell that can possibly fit into my lady bits is beyond me.” There, I’d managed to say it, although I was bright red by now of course.
“Oh Sera!” Abbey laughed. “Firstly, of course it’ll fit; you stretch, especially when the guy has spent enough time on foreplay to relax you. Don’t forget, your vajajay is designed to stretch enough to let a baby out.”
“Yeah, but we all know giving birth is excruciatingly painful,” I muttered.
“Secondly, don’t assume Liam has large equipment just because he’s a big built guy. It doesn't always work like that. In my experience, some tiny, weedy blokes have an enormous willy, and some great big guys have a tiny one.” She grinned and wiggled her little finger at me to illustrate her point.
“Really? Somehow I just know he’s going to be enormous.”
“As in ‘hung like a stallion’ enormous? Well, I guess you're just going to have to wait and see, aren’t you? Don’t get yourself all worked up over this. At least you know Liam is very experienced and will know what he’s doing – unlike my first time.”
“Yes, but that’s another thing. He’s said we’ll take it slow, but I know before long he’s going to want to do all sorts of things that I don’t have a clue about. I tried doing some research on the web, but I just ended up scaring myself when I saw what some people consider ‘normal’. But that’s what Liam’s used to isn’t it?”
“More than likely, yes. You’ll just have to be upfront and tell him what you’re okay with and what you aren’t, and if he can't accept that, then you’ll have to walk away. But my gut feeling about Liam is that he’ll be cool about it. Having said that though, Sera, try not to be too scared and inhibited, because you might surprise yourself by what you find pleasurable. Just keep an open mind, is my advice.”
“I’ll try,” I said. “So have you tried…everything?”
“Pretty much I'd say. Enough to be confident of what I do like and what I don’t.”
“So, what’s a no for you?” I asked curiously. If Abbey didn't like something, I couldn’t imagine I would.
“Guys watch a lot of porn. And in porn, all the girls are perfectly happy to take it up the ass any time a guy fancies it. Real life just isn’t like that – anal sex takes a hell of a lot of skill and preparation, otherwise it can be really painful and cause a lot of damage, but all this porn the guys watch so avidly gives them unrealistic expectations. So now I make it crystal clear with a guy from the outset that I don’t do anal. Maybe sometime in the future, if I was in a more committed long term relationship, I might try it again, but not right now,” Abbey explained.
“Anal? Oh my God, I don’t think I could ever find letting a guy play around with my bum erotic or sensual,” I gasped in horror.
“Never say never, Sera. The anus has a huge number of nerve endings that can increase sexual pleasure. It’s just a case of having a skilled enough lover to make it a good experience for you. That’s one of the reasons I like being with a girl rather than a guy sometimes. Girls tend to be more creative and thoughtful because they aren’t as fixated on one part of their anatomy like a lot of guys are.”
“I can totally get that. Men are so ridiculously proud of their junk aren’t they?”
“Hell, yes,” Abbey laughed. “Like it’s their most prized possession.”
“Okay, anything else you won’t do?”
“Not really, but some things take time to build up to enjoying. Oral sex, for example. I wasn’t that keen on giving head to start with. I found it impossible to even try to deep throat a guy without gagging, but I've worked on my skills, and now I love seeing a guy totalling coming apart because of how I'm working on him. It can be the ultimate control trip.”
“Deep throat?” I asked feebly.
“Taking the guy’s penis right down into the back of your mouth, into the tightness of your throat, so that the really sensitive part of his tip is squeezed and stimulated. Most guys really love that, so they think you're a real star if you can manage it. But it’s very difficult to start with, especially if you have a strong gag reflex,” she explained, not in the least bit fazed.
“I'm not sure about the whole oral sex thing either. I mean, it’s not what your bits were originally intended for, is it?” It all sounded a little bit kinky to me.
“Oh my God, this is the good Irish Catholic repressed and inhibited girl speaking now, isn’t it? You’re happy to kiss a guy on his mouth, right? But you could argue that a mouth is intended only for food, couldn’t you? So if a guy kisses you on the lips of your mouth, or the lips of your lady parts, what’s the difference. You just need to make sure you keep it all nice and tidy down there.”
“You mean shave or wax?”I asked, remembering Liam’s offer to pay for any waxing I needed at the Selfridges or Harvey Nicholls beauty salon – was this what he was expecting me to do? I’d made sure I was basically all neat and tidy down there before my date with Jamie, and assumed that was all that was expected.
“Sure, I mean it’s the least you can do if you're going to expect a guy to return the favour and go down on you. He shouldn’t have to fight his way through the undergrowth to get to the essential parts, should he? Make it as easy as possible for him to find your clit. I've been tempted to have arrows tattooed down there to help point guys in the right direction,” Abbey laughed.
“I don’t know, I think I'd find it way too embarrassing to have a guy between my legs, down there, doing that to me.”
“Trust me on this one Sera, it feels fantastic when a skilled guy works on you. Oral gives you the most intense orgasms, so you soon get over any embarrassment. Do not miss out on this experience.”
“Okay, I’ll try,” I promised, rather unconvincingly.
“Just let Liam guide you – you are so lucky to have such an experienced guy. Don’t you think there must be a good reason why all these women have been queuing up to be his fuck buddy?”
“Not something I like to give a lot of thought to,” I frowned at her. “But I don’t doubt the fact that he has a very affluent life style has influenced quite a few of them. He has this air about him, and he must know so much about all sorts of kinky things. Like how he explained to me about Dominants and submissives when we went to the club that time, how they wear collars and all that kind of thing, because he thought people might make assumptions about us when they saw us together and heard me calling him Sir, or Mr. Starr.”
“Sera, did he actually tell you that he was a Dom?” Abbey asked excitedly.
“No, he didn't say that, but he certainly seemed to know a lot about it, about how it can be a whole lifestyle choice, or just something played out for an agreed time, like a weekend. Maybe that’s what he likes to do sometimes; I have no idea.”
“Liam does have that commanding air about him, no question. How intriguing. I have to admit that’s an area I haven’t fully explored yet, but I’d really like to,” Abbey admitted.
“Seriously? You’d be someone’s sex slave?”
“Who says I’d be the slave? Maybe I'd be a Dominatrix with my own submissive, that really appeals to me. It’s another new area to try out, that’s all I'm saying. You’ll need to open up your mind and push your limits with a man like Liam. You have to make the effort and work at these things, Sera. And then you’ll find you get a lot more pleasure out of sex. The last thing you want to be is a ‘lay back and think of England’ type. It’s your right, your privilege, to enjoy sex just as much a man.”
“I know you’re right and I'm only too aware that there’ll be plenty of other women snapping at my heels if I don’t get into this,” I sighed. Liam had told me he hadn't been interested in any one else since he’d met me, but I knew that couldn’t last. Abbey was right. I mustn’t be my usual negative self and spoil things before they’d even got started.
“Have you sorted out your contraception yet? Get yourself on the pill, then you won’t have to think about that side of things – assuming you’re good to go condom free. I take it Liam has a clean bill of sexual health?”
“Yeah, he’s shown me all his latest test results, and says he’s always practised safe sex with all his previous partners. I’ve got an appointment at the clinic on campus tomorrow, so I should get something sorted out then,” I smiled.
“Anything else you want to ask, or shall we go exploring now?” Abbey asked, as we stood up from the table. We were dying to look around the whole Butler’s Wharf area as it was all new to both of us.
“No. I think I'm all good for now. And thanks, you know, for putting up with all my stupid questions,” I grinned at her.
“That’s alright, I can already see myself with a whole new career as a sex counsellor,” she grinned back as she gave me a quick hug. “I just have this gut feeling that things are going to work out really well between you and Liam.”
“Now you’re sounding just like my family. Are you sure you haven’t got any Irish blood in you?” I joked, as we linked our arms and made our way out.



Chapter 24
Liam
Talking to Seraphina via Skype was both heaven and hell. It was heaven being able to see her and hear her, but it was hell not being able to touch her in anyway. At least she was using her new phone now, so I could ring or text her any time and ask her to log in, although I was disappointed by how often she was busy, or out somewhere when it would have been a good time for me to talk from New York.
Sera seemed pleased with the apartment and found it acceptable, so that was a step in the right direction. She made a fuss about accepting the new MacBook I’d provided until I pointed out she’d need it when she started working at SCV. I was relieved she’d accepted the position, because I had no doubt that other companies would have snapped her up once they'd seen the quality of her work. I just needed to make sure she actually signed the contract so she didn't slip through my fingers. I’d ensured it was a very generous contract so there was no chance she’d think I was taking advantage of our situation to get her signed up on the cheap. I was also revising Tom Johnson’s contract to bring him into line, as I was relying on him for some continuity now that Rob Lewis had left, and Simon Draper was taking early retirement on grounds of ill health, and would be leaving at the end of the month.
I was glad that Tom was a happily married man with a new baby, so having an attractive co-worker like Seraphina hopefully shouldn’t prove any kind of a temptation to him, although naturally I’d still be watching him very closely. Seeing Seraphina with the guy in Ireland had brought home to me how possessive I felt about her, and that I also had a very jealous nature where she was concerned. I'd never felt this way about anyone before, so these were all new and very powerful emotions I was discovering that I had to learn to keep under check.
Finally my time in New York was up and I flew back to the UK, sleeping on the flight back so that I’d be fine for our date on Friday evening.
I took extra care with my appearance for our first date, having my hair cut and a wet shave at the barbers – usually I use an electric shaver for speed.
My suits are bespoke from my Savile Row tailor so they fit my large frame perfectly, and I picked out one of my newer suits to wear for our first date. I chose the lightweight silver grey, with a pale grey shirt and a contrasting purple tie. A pair of plain silver oval cufflinks completed the outfit, along with my favourite Foster handmade black leather shoes.
I couldn’t wait to see Seraphina. I'd never felt such a desperate longing to see a woman, and I was finding it overwhelming and all consuming. Maybe this was why in times of old men swore they’d been bewitched, that they’d had a spell cast over them, because these feelings seemed to defy all logic and sanity to a man like me. I knew that Seraphina’s witch of a grandmother was right – if she left me again, I'd be compelled to go after her and bring her back.
I always pride myself on being punctual, but it was impatience that led to me being a few minutes early in arriving outside Seraphina’s apartment.
I buzzed the intercom to her apartment – I held a key to the place, but I had no intention of ever using it unless there was an emergency. She had to be able to trust me, and I was determined to earn that trust by behaving impeccably.
“Hi. You’re early,” she answered on the intercom after a moment.
“I allowed plenty of time for traffic and there wasn’t any,” I quipped, having made my way down from my penthouse apartment.
“Oh, ha-ha,” she replied sarcastically.
Seraphina opened the door and as I stepped in, our eyes locked, and I found myself smiling. I didn’t think it was possible, but she looked even more beautiful than I remembered. Stunningly beautiful. And she’d agreed to try and work things out with me. I knew I was a very lucky man.
“Hi,” she smiled back at me shyly. She was wearing a short fitted button through cream lace dress, with bare legs and no shoes. She’d put her hair up in a mass of curls, which I liked because it left her neck exposed. She was wearing some rather unusual long dangly earrings with little feathers on them - very Seraphina.
“Hi,” I smiled back, as I handed her the large bunch of white roses I'd brought for her.
“Oh, thank you, Liam, they’re lovely,” she beamed, as she stuck her nose in them and inhaled deeply.
“I didn't know what you liked, but I know your middle name means Rose, so…” I explained.
“Roses are my absolute favourites, although I adore flowers of any sort. How did you know about my middle name?”
“My intention is to know everything there is to know about you, Seraphina.” I followed her through to the kitchen area. Without her shoes, she was even smaller than I remembered. “All your details are on the paperwork you filled in for SCV.”
“Of course. That’s how you tracked me down in Ireland, wasn’t it?” She found a vase in the cupboard, filled it with water and quickly arranged the roses, before taking them into the lounge area and putting them on the coffee table.
“What shoes are you planning to wear tonight?” I asked.
“I was trying to decide when you turned up. Nothing I have seems quite right,” she sighed.
“Try these. I saw them in New York, and having noticed your taste for quirky footwear, I thought you might like them.”
I handed her the Bergdorf Goodman bag I'd been holding behind my back. I’d never bought a woman a pair of shoes before, but these had called out to me when I’d seen them in the window as I'd walked past the store, because they seemed so her, so Seraphina. They were nothing like any shoes I would have picked out before I met her if I'd been asked what I liked.
“For me?” she asked in amazement.
“I don’t see anyone else here,” I said, pretending to look around.
“Liam! You haven’t bought me a pair of Jimmy Choo’s have you?” she shrieked as she took the box out of the bag, then opened it to take the shoes out.
“They are beautiful,” she whispered, as she reverently touched them.
Malika metallic sandals, the very helpful shop assistant had informed me they were called, and went on to tell me that they were a perforated, two-tone metallic leather, peek-a-boo sandal, with an ankle-high cuff, back zip and five inch heel. Fuck all that bullshit. All I could think about was how sexy Seraphina’s legs would look in them, whatever they were called or however they were described.
“Try them on, see if they fit.”
I watched as she sat on the sofa, then slipped them on before standing up. Yes, her sexy legs looked fantastic in them, just as I’d imagined.
“They’re a perfect fit. How did you know what size I was? You didn't get that from my personal details form,” Seraphina asked.
“I have my sources,” I replied enigmatically. I’d emailed Abbey to ask Seraphina’s shoe size, and her somewhat overly enthusiastic response to what I had in mind left me in little doubt that I was on the right track.
“Do you like them? Do they look alright?” she asked shyly, as she paraded up and down in them for me. “They must have cost you a fortune. You really shouldn’t have.”
“They look amazing on you,” I loved the way they made her legs look, and was immediately turned on by her little show. “The cost is irrelevant.” One day before too long I hoped I'd get to see her wearing just those shoes and nothing else as she paraded for me.
The next thing I knew, Seraphina had run over and flung her arms around my neck.
“Thank you. I love them. Not because they must have been hideously expensive, but because it shows you were thinking about me while you were away if you picked out something like this for me.”
I held her tightly in my arms, savouring how she felt.
“Of course I was thinking about you. All the time, to the point of obsession,” I whispered, as I bent down to gently nuzzle her soft neck and drink in her sweet unique scent, glad she wasn’t wearing overpowering perfume. She smells so good.
“Mmm, you smell nice.” She feels the same. “I missed you, Liam,” she murmured as she started planting soft little kisses along my jaw line. She continued with her kisses until she reached my mouth. She planted a very soft kiss full on my lips, then stared into my eyes. It felt as if she could see right into me, in a way no one else ever had - that was what this connection between us meant.
“We have to make this work, Seraphina. I don’t think I can contemplate the alternative, that’s how much you’ve got to me. And it’s not just because you’re an incredibly beautiful woman. I've given this a lot of thought while I’ve been away, while I’ve had some distance, and I want you to know how much I respect you. I hold my hands up and admit that for the most part up to now, I've regarded women purely as sexual objects. No doubt a shrink would put it down to my male dominated upbringing, but that’s no excuse. I’ve already told you I need you to make me a better person, and that’s why I'm so relieved you agreed to come back to London.”
“I guess we all carry baggage from our past, Liam. I admit I hate having to rely on anyone else. Abbey says I shut people out to avoid being hurt and I guess she’s right. You know you don’t have the best track record with women, so if I let you in, if I start trusting you, you won’t let me down, will you?” she whispered as she looked into my eyes again.
“If you just give me the chance, I’ll prove that you can rely on me,” I promised. “I’ve never lied to any of the women I've been with, and I’ve never promised something I couldn’t deliver. I've never two timed any of them either. I may be many things, Sera, but I am not a liar or a cheat.”
I reached down to kiss her on both cheeks as I held her lovely face in my hands.
“We can make this work. We can be good for each other in so many ways,” I murmured.
“I hope so, Liam. Because I'm scared. This is all happening so fast.”
“Don’t be, please.”
We started kissing again, and I loved the feel of her fingers raking through my hair, as I let my hands wander over her enchantingly soft body.
“I hate to be the one to break things up, but we have a table booked and Greg will be waiting to take us,” I said as I managed to tear myself away.
“Oh, okay. So where are we going that needs Greg to drive us?”
“You’ll see, but it’s not far. Greg lives close by, and it’s easier this way because I can have a drink.” I plan on us having some champagne tonight to celebrate the start of our relationship, and I never drink and drive.
As we sat together in the back of the car, I took her hand and threaded my fingers in hers.
“You know, after the way you ripped into me in your email about how you didn't need anything from me, I kind of expected you to reject the present I brought you back from New York,” I admitted as I raised her hand to kiss it.
“Well, part of me very nearly did throw it back in your face, because I’ve no doubt they were obscenely expensive,” she admitted. “But I’m trying to be more gracious about accepting your gifts when I know you’re trying hard to be kind and thoughtful. I just have to get used to the scale of things that you find normal.”
“Actually, I was being very selfish, because I wanted the pleasure of seeing how incredibly sexy those shoes would look on you,” I whispered in her ear.
“Liam!” Seraphina glanced over at the back of Greg’s head.
“Don’t worry, he has selective deafness. That’s one of the essential skills of being a good chauffer,” I teased. Then I pressed the button to raise the privacy screen. “Better?”
“I don't know. That seems rather rude to Greg.”
“He’s used to it - business men don't want their deals overheard. I'm sure he doesn’t take it personally.”
“I hope not, because I like Greg. Anyway, I bet it was Abbey, wasn’t it? She told you what shoe size I was,” Seraphina figured it out.
“Yes, it was, and she also told me to buy a half size larger. Apparently Jimmy Choos come up small, so she informed me. She was a veritable font of knowledge and seemed to know all about these things.”
“Well of course she did. It would be like asking you about stocks and shares, or any of that financial stuff you deal with in your business. Don’t forget Abbey is a very talented fashion design student. Her goal is to set up her own label, and I truly think she could be a top designer one day.”
“That’s your prediction is it?” Somehow, I could also see that happening with Abbey – there was definitely something about the girl that made her stand out from the crowd.
“Yes, it is. I confess I'm surprised that you’ve been in cahoots with her. I mean, another lowly and very whacky arts student for you to have to deal with,” Seraphina said dryly.
“Well, maybe I'm looking at things slightly differently since you’ve shown me how essential artistic skills are in the business world, having seen for myself the impact of your new designs in my recent meetings.”
“You should never underestimate the power of a strong visual image,” Seraphina lectured me with a smug smile.
“Indeed. And I’ve done some research and discovered that it’s very hard to get onto the course you’re studying at Central St. Martins, and it’s very highly regarded. So if you come out with a first, as I’ve little doubt that you will, the world will be your oyster. That’s one of the reasons I'm delighted that I’ve managed to snap you up for my Creative Team. Speaking of which, have you signed the contract yet?”
“No, I haven’t got around to it. And there’s no guarantee that I'm going to get a first, although that is what I've been aiming for of course. Art is very subjective, there’s no right or wrong,” she sighed. “Now I'm wondering if I did enough. That’s another problem with a subject like Graphics – you can always do more, there’s no definite finishing point.”
“I’m sure you’ll have done just fine,” I reassured her. “When do you get your results? And when is your Graduation Ceremony?”
“Results will be posted on 17th June, and then Graduation is 17th July, a month later.”
“And have you withdrawn your application for the Exchange program as we agreed?”
“No, I haven’t got round to it yet, but I wouldn’t worry. The chances of me getting a place were always slim to zero in any case.”
“So, do you have any of your own original art work to hang in your apartment?” I asked.
“Not as such – I wouldn’t feel happy with any of my paintings on the walls as they aren’t up to standard in my opinion. But I might hang some of my photographic work, if that’s okay with you? I have to admit I hate the bland generic type of pictures that are hanging in there at the moment.”
“I told you – you can make any changes you want. So you like photography?”
“Oh yes, I love it, that’s why I chose to do a photography module as part of my degree, and actually it’s come in really useful for several aspects of my course work. I always have a camera in my bag, just in case something catches my eye. Not my big camera, of course, I only take that with me if I’m planning to take some specialist shots.”
“I’d like to have some nice photos of you. All I had when I was away in the States were those couple on my phone that I took of you at the last minute in Ireland.”
“That’s more than I’ve got of you. I’ll have to take some tonight with my new iPhone, which I love, by the way, so thanks for that,” she smiled, as she squeezed my hand. “But I’d really like to do a whole series of you. I think you have a photogenic face.”
“I don’t think so,” I scoffed. “That’s much more Jamie’s domain.”
At the mention of his name, the atmosphere in the car plummeted.
“Seraphina, there’s something you should know about Jamie…” I started to explain.
“It’s okay; I know he’s already moved on.” Seraphina stared resolutely out of the window.
“Have you seen him then? You haven’t been round to the student house have you?” I didn't like the idea of them meeting up behind my back.
“No, Abbey told me. She thought it best I heard it from her. She’d heard gossip, and then she saw Jamie with this other girl for herself when she collected my things from the house in her car for me.”
“I’m sorry if that upset you.” I appreciated Abbey’s thoughtfulness, and agreed it was best to tell her outright as I’d been about to.
“I’m not upset so much as angry with myself for being so gullible and believing that he actually cared for me. That was why I came so close…” she closed her eyes and sighed. “What a mess I’ve made of things.”
“So, how close did you two actually get to…?” All I knew was that Seraphina had fought my brother off, none of the gory details, and it kept niggling at me. He’d insisted that he’d hardly done anything, but then why had she been screaming at him to stop?
“You really want to hear this?”
I nodded, as I studied her face and gripped her hand.
“We kissed a lot. I practically ripped his shirt off, and helped him take his trousers off, so he was down to just his boxers. I took off my dress and let him look at me in my underwear. But the second he tried to touch me…intimately, I freaked out. I just couldn’t let him go any further.”
“So Jamie never got as far as actually attempting to…?”
“Fuck me? You might as well just come out and say it Liam. No, thanks to the security guard coming along and interrupting things when he did, I managed to break away from him. Look, I know it sounds bad, but I don’t think Jamie is such a terrible person, because I really did give him all the wrong signals.”
“But that still doesn't excuse his behaviour towards you…”
“Please Liam, can we let this drop now, and just put it all behind us? No great harm was done, and we’ve both managed to come out of it unscathed. So please, just go back to how things were with him before all this. Are you seeing him for lunch on Sunday as usual?”
“I don’t know, I haven’t arranged anything yet. I'm not sure I want to see him.” I was still angry and disappointed in my brother.
“I really think you should. As I told you in my letter, the last thing I would ever want is to come between you, not when you’re the only family he has. For my sake, Liam, ask Jamie over to lunch. And I've been thinking, perhaps it would be best to tell him that you’ve offered me a job at your company, because I don’t see that you need to keep that part of things secret from him do you? And then maybe it won’t be such a shock to him when he eventually learns about us.”
“I’ll think about it,” I sighed. “But you’re right. For now let’s put it behind us and not let it spoil our first date, especially as we’re here now.”
Greg was pulling up in front of The Shard. London’s newest high rise building had just opened their new glass atrium Oblix restaurant on the thirty second floor, and I’d managed to pull a few strings to get us a prime table right by the full length glass windows, even though the place was supposed to be fully booked for the first couple of months. The views should be spectacular, and would hopefully help to create a memorable first date for us.
“Are we going in here?” Seraphina asked, as she looked up at the stunning modern building, shaped like a shard of glass – hence the name.
“That’s right, ” I grinned, as Greg opened the door to let us out. I offered Seraphina my arm, and headed into the reception area of the building.
“Oh, it’s on the thirty second floor is it?” she asked as she saw which button I pressed in the lift, seeming rather nervous. Of course I had to remember that she was more used to dining as a hard up student rather than enjoying the more top end restaurants of London.
“Don’t worry, it’ll be fine,” I leant down and whispered, to try and put her at her ease.
She just nodded and nervously licked her lips as the express lift effortlessly took us up in seconds. The doors opened and we exited along a dark corridor, which led into the restaurant. It was floor to ceiling glass everywhere, just as I expected.
Once the head waiter had checked his reservation list, he started leading us over to our table right next to the window.
I felt Seraphina gripping my arm and holding back, so I turned to look at her.
“I…I…can’t…” she stuttered, as she shook her head.
“Whatever’s the matter? What on earth…?”
“Get me out of here, please, Liam,” she whispered. She’d gone as white as a sheet, and I noticed there were little beads of perspiration on her brow.
Fuck. I realised Seraphina appeared to be having some sort of a panic attack, as the waiter turned back to us to see what the problem was.
“The lady is unwell. She needs some fresh air,” I explained as I put my arm around her waist to guide her back to the lift as quickly as I could. Sera just clung to me and hid her face in my chest, and I could feel her shaking and trembling. We stepped in the lift once all the other people had exited, ignoring the way they were gawping at us.
“Whatever is it? What’s brought this on?” I asked anxiously.
“Heights. I can't stand heights,” she confessed.
“Shit. And I bring you here of all places. Don’t worry, we’ll soon be back down.”
As soon as we reached ground level, I headed towards some sofas in the large glass entrance foyer.
“No, outside, please Liam.” I guessed the glass around us made her feel as though we were still on the thirty second floor.
“Could you fetch us a glass of water?” I called out to the female receptionist, as I headed for the door with Seraphina.
“Oh, yes, right. Is the young lady ill?” she asked.
“No, no, I’ll be fine in just a minute.” Sera still looked decidedly pale, as the receptionist hurried over to hold the door open for me.
I pushed through the doors and headed for a bench just outside where she could sit down.
“Just take a few deep breaths.” I gently stroked her hand as I sat by her side.
“I’ll be fine in a minute,” she smiled weakly at me.
And sure enough, her breathing started to calm, as the receptionist brought out a cup of water for her.
“Felt a bit faint up there, did you, dear? Don’t worry, you're not the first and you won’t be the last. Let me know if you need anything else,” the woman smiled at her before heading back in.
Finally the colour started returning to Sera’s cheeks.
“Sorry about that.”
“No need to apologise. I take it this has happened before?” I asked.
“Not for a very long time, not as badly as that. It was just all that glass everywhere made it feel so exposed when we were so high up,” she shivered again, and took a sip of the water.
“You should’ve said something when we got in the lift. I would’ve understood. I'm so sorry…”
“It’s not your fault, Liam, you weren’t to know. And I didn't say anything on the way up because I thought it might be alright. I try to push myself not to give in to this stupid phobia, and most of the time I'm fine,” she explained.
“I’ll call Greg and get him to pick us up and take you home.” I reached for my mobile from my pocket.
“No! I don’t need to go home, I'm feeling fine now. There’s really nothing wrong with me now.”
“What do you want to do then? I probably wouldn’t suggest we go back in there…” I joked, as I nodded my head back at The Shard. Seraphina did look much better, more or less back to her normal colour, and I was satisfied that now the cause of her panic attack had been dealt with, she should be fine, although I’d keep a very close eye on her. And we still needed to eat.
“We can still have dinner together. Why don’t you use your phone to search for a restaurant nearby?” Sera suggested.
“Somewhere on ground level, or do you think you could maybe manage a first floor without fainting this time?” I joked, relieved to see her recovered so well after such a disastrous turn of events.
“Oi!” she prodded me. “You’re never going to let me hear the last of this are you?”
“Not a chance. I’d even planned on taking you up to the viewing gallery on the sixty ninth floor. I guess that’s off now?”
“We were only half way up?” she shuddered. “Seriously though, thanks for looking after me, for being so calm and getting me out of there. It made all the difference to how quickly I got over my stupid panic attack,” she smiled and took my hand to squeeze it.
“That’s what I'm here for, Seraphina. To take care of you,” I squeezed her hand back.
We ended up eating at a restaurant around the corner called Quarter. It was fine, even if it wasn’t exactly the type of place I’d planned for our first date, but in the end it didn't really matter. We spent the whole evening talking, and focussing on each other. It made me realise that the simple pleasure of being in Seraphina’s company was far more important than any impressive venue. I couldn’t take my eyes off her as we laughed and joked together, her eyes sparkling with her wit and humour as she teased me about the total lack of any kind of art work hanging in my office.
“Liam, there are so many different types of art out there waiting for you to discover. There’ll be something that you like, you just haven’t found it yet.”
“Works of art are not an area I've ever had any interest in exploring I guess, and I would never invest large sums of money in something I know absolutely nothing about.”
“You don't have to spend large sums of money to enjoy art. That’s not what it should be about. It should be about having pieces that give you pleasure every time you look at them, rather than considering them purely a financial investment. What’s the point of having a masterpiece locked up in a safe where you never see it?”
“That’s a fair point. I’ll have to set you the challenge of educating me about art, Seraphina. I freely admit to being a total novice on the subject.”
“That’s a challenge I'm happy to accept, and I think it’ll be fun. Liam, one way or another, I’m determined to get some artwork on the walls of your office,” she laughed. I loved hearing her carefree laugh, and much to my surprise the idea of wandering round art galleries with her did sound like fun.
“So are there any other phobias or allergies that I should be aware of, to prevent me from organising a disastrous second date?” I queried as I raised an eyebrow at her.
“You think you’re still in with a chance of a second date, do you? I’ll have to see about that. But phobias – nothing else really, you’ve seen the worst. Allergy wise, I have sensitive skin, so I have to be quite careful what I use – no heavy perfumes, only very light hypoallergenic makeup, that kind of thing. Otherwise, the only other thing I’m not very keen on is great big dogs; you know, the type who jump up at you and try to lick your face.”
“Ah, right, I bet you’re more a cat person. Everyone knows witches prefer little black cats with green eyes,” I chuckled. “And clearly you come from a long line of witches who cast powerful bewitching spells over hapless men like me.”
“We did used to have a little black cat as it happens. We called her Marmite. As for being a witch – well, you’ve met my Grandmother,” she joked back.
“You certainly have the same colour eyes as her. You know, you have the most unusual eyes I think I've ever seen,” I informed her matter of factly.
“You mean I'm a freak? Thanks for that.”
“You’re the most beautiful freak I've ever come across,” I found myself saying. This was not like me. I don’t do slushy compliments. But this was the effect Seraphina had on me.
As we relaxed and chatted while she ate her fish and I ate my steak, I found out that she enjoyed running, just as I do. And I asked her about the yoga classes I remembered she’d mentioned, so she explained how yoga helped her to relax and unwind.
“Then I’ll organise membership for you at the complex fitness suite if you like, because you have to be recommended. They also run all sorts of classes that you might like, including yoga,” I suggested, pleased that she was no couch potato.
“Thanks, I’d like that, although I prefer to run outdoors whenever possible. It’s a good way to see more of London,” she said.
“A good way of getting mugged,” I frowned. “If you’re going to run out on the streets, I’ll come with you.”
“I don’t need a personal bodyguard, Liam, I’m perfectly capable of looking after myself. But it might be nice to run together sometimes, although I imagine I’d struggle to keep up with you.”
“I can pace myself in line with you. I also like to swim every day, so maybe we could do that together sometimes?”
“Maybe, although I'm not so keen on swimming, because my hair is so thick and long it takes ages to dry. I'm still toying with the idea of getting it cut; it would be so much easier sometimes,” she sighed, as she toyed with a curl that had come loose.
“Please don’t cut your beautiful hair, Seraphina. I like that it’s very long, and how it’s rather wild and likes to do its own thing, just like you. If I could, I'd forbid you to have it cut, but that would probably push you to do exactly the opposite, wouldn’t it?” I’d worked this out as I was slowly beginning to get her measure. I reached over and tucked the rebellious curl behind her ear.
“But I thought you preferred blonde hair anyway? All neat and perfectly coiffed, not a hair out of place, that’s the look I imagine appeals to you. So why on earth you like this messy barnett is beyond me,” she said, as she ruffled her hair.
“I didn't know what I really liked until I met you, Seraphina. You’ve already changed my outlook in so many ways. The women I picked before were all the same, just empty sex symbols, not real people. I know that sounds really bad, but I'm trying to be as honest as I can with you. A woman equalled sex for me, nothing more.”
“You make your previous partners sound like nothing more than blow up dolls, Liam. Active blow up dolls. So, you said you’d be happy to answer my questions about your ex’s?”
“I did, yes. So what do you want to know?” At least we were tucked away in a fairly private corner of the busy restaurant. Sera leaned on the table so that she could focus on me, while I sat back and folded my arms. I wasn’t looking forward to this inquisition, but I knew it was best to get it all out in the open. Then hopefully we could move on.
“Do you have any idea how many women in total you’ve had sex with?”
“ Not really, no. I suppose for the last few years I must have had a new partner every couple of months or so - when I was in the country that is. So probably on average about four women a year, for the last six or seven years. That would make about twenty eight or thirty in that period,” I calculated. I didn’t bother to add in all the other woman before that. By the look on Sera’s face, I was sure she’d be rounding up the numbers anyhow.
“Have you ever picked up a sexually transmitted infection of any kind?”
“No, because I never take risks. I've always practised safe sex, and as I told you, I always have regular checkups, just to be on the safe side.”
“So how do you find all these women who are so willing to be your fuck toy?”
I frowned at Sera’s use of such a coarse term, but knew I was hardly in a position to make any comment.
“Through various discrete connections with like minded people, who are all prepared to keep to similar standards of sexual protocol.”
“Like a ‘friends with benefits’ club or something?”
“Something like that.”
“So, are you just keeping your membership on hold for a while to see how things pan out between us?”
“No! Of course not. It’s not an actual membership, and as I keep telling you I’m not interested in that kind of an arrangement anymore.”
“You’re prepared to give up that kind of lifestyle, just like that, virtually overnight, after years and years of considering it a perfect arrangement?” she asked sceptically.
“In a nutshell, yes. I realise now I haven’t been content with it for some time, but it wasn’t until you walked into my life that I discovered what was missing. What can I do to convince you that I'm serious about changing?”
“There’s nothing really you can do, Liam. It’s just going to take time, isn’t it? So don’t make any rash promises, let’s take one day at a time, and see how it goes.”
“I guess I don’t have any option on that, do I? So, are we done with all the questions?”
“Not quite. Have you ever been in any kind of a committed relationship, had a long term girlfriend when you were younger, maybe when you were a teenager perhaps?”
“No, I was a pretty wild teenager actually. I got into all sorts of trouble, and I admit I did some things when I was younger that I'm not very proud of. There’s very little I haven’t at least tried - drugs, gambling, drinking, - all those kinds of things. But at least now I can say with absolute confidence that those experiences hold no interest whatsoever for me.”
“So what changed you?”
“Everything changed the day my father died. Suddenly I had to grow up and start acting responsibly especially as Jamie was only nine. First thing I decided to do was take over the family business, which meant dropping out of university.”
“How old where you?”
“Nineteen. I thought I might as well put into practice what I was studying at university a few years earlier than planned rather than sell the company, but I don’t deny it was a wrench.”
“And your mother died when you were only ten, I heard you telling Nana?”
“Yes. But enough with all this family history. I really don’t want to get into all that right now.” My mother’s death was too painful a subject to casually discuss over a dinner date. “My turn to ask you for some information. So, tell me more about your visit to the doctor.”
Now it was Sera’s turn to sit back in her chair and fold her arms as a defence against at my questioning.
We’d had a very brief Skype conversation on the matter after she’d had her appointment, but I wanted to know more. Contraception was a matter I took very seriously, and as this was obviously all new to Seraphina, I felt it was my responsibility to make sure she’d made the best choice.
“I already told you. I’ve just started taking the pill, and it takes seven days to fully kick in,” Sera frowned she fiddled with the edge of the tablecloth, seeming to resent my interest.
“Yes, but which one? The mini pill?”
“No, the combined pill.”
“But aren’t there fewer health risks associated with the mini pill?”
“Health risks are not really an issue for someone my age in good health. For me, it’s far more important that the combined pill is more effective at preventing pregnancy – over 99% if taken at the same time, every day. Yes, Liam, I did my homework before I went, and the doctor was very helpful and informative as well,” she informed me archly.
“I see. So how are you going to remember to take it?”
“Trust me, I have that all planned out. I take it first thing in the morning when my alarm goes off, then I have two extra reminders set to make sure I haven’t forgotten it,” she informed me.
“I'm impressed,” I commented. That’s exactly how I would have suggested she organise things, with nothing left to chance.
“Liam, what you need to understand is that I was an unplanned baby - my mother got pregnant with me when she was only eighteen. All my life I’ve had to live with the fact that she had to give up all her hopes and dreams to have me, and I can assure you I have no intention of history repeating itself with an unplanned pregnancy for me. ”
“I'm very pleased to hear it. But I take it maybe you’ll want to have kids one day?”
“Not any time soon, that’s for sure. Maybe when I'm in my mid thirties and my biological clock starts ticking I might feel differently,” she shrugged at me. “But I'm quite happy to leave all the procreating side of things to Aoife and Sean, and just be a doting aunty. They’d love to start a family.”
“So what’s stopping them?”
“Money, of course. They want to move to a proper house because they don’t think the flat above the shop is really the right place to raise a family, but unfortunately property in Kinsale does not come cheap.”
“What exactly is it they do? Isn’t their business doing very well?” I asked.
“Sean is a very talented Silversmith, and they sell his work in their shop. They do very well with the tourists in the summer, but what profit they make has to see them through the quiet winter period. I’ve suggested they set up their own website to sell his pieces to a wider market all year round, but they don’t really have either the time or the expertise to do it, or the funds to pay someone to do it for them,” she explained.
“I agree that’d be a very sensible option for them to explore, so they really need to take the time to make it happen.”
“Yes, but that’s easier said than done sometimes isn’t it? The other thing I think would really help is if they could get themselves featured in a glossy magazine to generate some publicity with the right kind of affluent market, because Aoife’s designs combined with Sean’s craftsmanship mean the pieces really are very good indeed,” Seraphina told me enthusiastically. “I've asked if Abbey would consider using some of their pieces on the models in her fashion showcase, because all sorts of designers come along to spot the up and coming talented designers, and that might give them the break they need.
“Behind that beautiful face you’ve got quite a shrewd business brain, haven’t you?” I sat back and looked at her.
“This may come as somewhat of a surprise to you, Liam, but it is possible to be a female and have a brain as well,” she replied witheringly.
“I’ll admit, it’s a whole new concept to me,” I joked, as I held my hands up. “I’ve told you, Sera, you’re opening up my eyes in so many ways. Blame my upbringing. It seems neither of us exactly had conventional upbringings, did we? How old were you when your parents died? ”
“Just a baby when my father died. Eighteen when my mother was killed,” she sighed, as she suddenly looked incredibly sad.
“That must have been very hard for you.” I reached over and took her hand in mine to squeeze it.
“Yes, but like you, I really don’t want to delve into all that now. No point in spoiling our first date by getting sad and morbid,” she shook herself and smiled back at me. “Although of course I’ve managed to sabotage things anyway by freaking out like a loony in The Shard.”
“Well, it certainly gave us something to talk about to break the ice didn't it?” I grinned. “Have you finished? Would you like coffee, or shall I get the bill?”
We’d effortlessly talked our way through the meal, a bottle of wine and dessert, and it was actually quite late now.
“No, I’m fine at the moment. Why don’t we have coffee when we get back instead?” she suggested. “I don’t suppose you’re going to let me go halves on the bill, are you?”
I just shot her a scornful look, then rang Greg to let him know where to pick us up from before I settled the bill.
“Thank you, Liam. I've had a really lovely evening.” She reached up to kiss my cheek as we stood up to leave.
“Me too, but it’s not over yet.” I returned her kiss, immediately aroused by this brief contact between us. “My place or yours for coffee?”
“Technically, they’re both yours,” Sera pointed out. “But I admit I'm very curious to see inside your place.”
“Mine it is then,” I agreed.
~*~
I couldn’t remember an evening I'd enjoyed as much as our first date in a very long time. I think the fact that Seraphina had her panic attack actually brought us closer together, because she’d felt able to rely on me to help her through it, and it had made her open up to me perhaps more than she might have otherwise, especially as I suspected she probably felt less inhibited in the restaurant we finally ended up in.
“My apartment is on the top floor – are you going to be okay with that?” I joked as we approached the lift.
“I told you, it was only because we were totally surrounded by glass that I was affected at The Shard. You didn't see me reacting badly in your office when I pitched to you, did you?” she asked me.
“No, I would never have suspected you had any kind of an issue with heights,” I agreed.
“But if you have some sort of balcony in your place, I probably won’t be venturing near the edge of that.”
“I have a roof top terrace, but I think we’ll give that a miss tonight, don’t you?” I smiled down at her.
“Probably best,” she agreed, as we stepped in the lift and headed up.
“Your place has virtually the same plain décor as your office,” Seraphina commented as we entered the lounge area. I’d led her up the spiral staircase from the hallway, having shown her where the bathroom was on the way in. While she was occupied in there, I took the opportunity to hang up my jacket, remove my tie and undo the top couple of buttons of my shirt.
“Yes, because that’s the type of décor I prefer.”
“Don’t you find it rather boring to have it all the same?”
“No, I find it restful and calming.”
“Each to their own, I guess,” she murmured.
“What would you like to drink? Coffee, tea, or something stronger?” I asked, as I headed for the kitchen.
“No more alcohol for me after the wine we had earlier. Just some tea, please. Earl Grey if you have it.” She followed me and sat herself on one of the stools by the breakfast bar
“You're not a big drinker then?”
“No. You saw for yourself what happened after just a couple of large cocktails at the club that time. First I start dancing and singing very loudly, then if I continue drinking, I suddenly fall asleep. It’s all very embarrassing, so I prefer not to drink very much. I only had a glass of wine tonight to keep you company after you specially got Greg to drive so you could drink. I really like that about you, that you never drink and drive.”
“Really? What else do you like about me?” I leaned over her to put her drink down beside her, and then slowly eased myself between her legs where she was sat on the high bar stool, and pulled her arms up around my neck as I stood there. Now we were nearer in height to each other.
“Umm…let’s see. I like how blue your eyes are,” she whispered as she gently touched her fingers either side of them. I closed my eyes as her touch seemed to spark against my skin.
“Anything else?”
“I love the way your hair feels very soft and yet very spiky at the same time,” she murmured as she ran her fingers through it.
“Is that it?”
“I like the shape of your mouth, and even the little scar you have here.” She slowly outlined my lips with her index finger, coming to rest on my scar. By now my heart rate was pounding, and I had such an immense hard-on that it hurt.
“You’re very observant, Seraphina,” I whispered. I started placing little soft kisses along her jaw line. Her breathing was erratic as she tilted her head to one side to let me continue my trail of kisses behind her ear. “There are lots of things I like about you too.”
“What do you like, Liam?”
“Where to start? I love how wonderfully soft your skin is, especially just here.” I kissed the erogenous area just behind her ear, making her moan softly.
“And I’ve already told you I've never seen such beautiful emerald green eyes before.” I kissed her eyelids and felt her shiver. Her face was so close to mine that I could feel her breath against my cheek.
“And you have the most kissable lips I have ever seen,” I murmured. I gently kissed her while I ran my hands up her long bare legs, easing them up around me. Her dress rode up, and even through our clothes, I could feel her soft warmth pressed right against my cock.
“Oh God Liam, I want you so much.” As she slowly rubbed herself against my hardness, she started kissing me.
“I want you too, my little Angel.” I kissed her back, gently biting and sucking her bottom lip and teasing her with the tip of my tongue.
“We…we don’t have to wait. You must have some condoms…” she whispered breathlessly, kissing my chest as she slid her hands inside my shirt once she’d undone the buttons.
Her small hands were soft and warm as they ran over my skin, and my imagination went into overdrive imagining what they’d feel like holding and stroking my cock. But I mentally took a quick cold shower. I had to pace myself and keep in control for things to work out as I planned. I mustn't push her too far, too soon and run the risk of her freaking out on me. Seraphina was far too special and too precious to risk ruining everything for a few minutes of selfish carnal pleasure.
“Oh, no, when I make love to you for the first time, it’s going to be a really special occasion, we’re certainly not going to rush into it by accident. And no condoms; we’re going to wait until you’re fully protected by the pill,” I chuckled, delighted by her enthusiasm and responsiveness.
“But Liam…” she protested.
“Doesn't mean we can't have some fun in the meantime.” I slowly undid the buttons on the front of her dress. “There is so much I can teach you before we get to that stage. That’s as long as you’re happy to continue? You only have to say the word, and I’ll stop immediately. You do know that, don’t you?”
“Yes.”
“Neither of us is going to get fully naked until it’s agreed that we’re ready to go ahead and make love, and that’ll be your call, not mine. Even then, you can change your mind right at the very last moment, but I'm hoping that won’t be the case, because I'm planning to get you to the point where you want to make love every bit as much as I do.”
“Right, so is this a ‘save the best for last’ kind of thing. Like teenagers making out?”
“That’s it, yes. We’re going to take our time while I show you what your body craves, persuade you and tempt you and seduce you with pleasure and desire, all without even getting fully naked.”
“Liam, you make it sound so… sexy… and… dirty and… freaking hot.”
“Then we’re already half way there,” I smiled.
I needed Seraphina to want me as much as I wanted her. I wanted her to be begging me to make love to her, not to be nervous or apprehensive, and although it was going to take every ounce of my self control, it was going to be an incredibly erotic journey getting to that point. I wanted, I needed to bind her to me as strongly as I possibly could, so I planned to use every seductive trick I knew to make it impossible for her to ever leave me.
This is what I felt driven to do. Not to just seek selfish, meaningless, sexual release as I always had up to now, but to create another far higher level of shared pleasure with Seraphina. To conjoin us, to meld us together in such a powerful orgy of mental as well as physical sexual ecstasy that no one would ever be able to break the link we shared, not even when we were apart.
I needed to cast as strong a spell over her as she had cast over me, so that she craved me as much as I craved her. I wanted thoughts of me to fill her every waking and sleeping moment. I needed to dominate her physically and mentally with need for me, for my body, and my body alone to fulfil the desperate needs that I was going to create within her.
I took a long lingering look at where her dress was undone to reveal the lacy white bra that contained her perfect soft round breasts, which were heaving because she was so aroused.
“So beautiful. You are so beautiful,” I murmured in awe.
I slowly bent down to kiss one nipple through her bra, while I caressed her other breast, before swapping sides, and repeating my actions. Her breath hitched as I sucked, and then nipped each nipple, still through the lace of her bra. She threw her head back and grasped my head between her hands as she groaned with pleasure.
“Oh God, Liam, that feels so good,” she moaned in a husky voice.
I lifted my head to see that her eyes were dilated with desire – desire for me, and what I was doing to her.
As I kissed her, I slid my hand down her body and very lightly ran the tip of my index finger over her the crotch of her knickers, just to test her reaction, to see if she shrank away from such an intimate touch. She didn't, in fact she instinctively arched herself towards my hand. It would have been so easy to carry on, take things further, but I resisted the temptation.
“Here endeth the first lesson,” I whispered, as I carefully did up the buttons of her dress, then gently stood her up and pulled her dress down while she leant unsteadily against me.
“Liam…I…” she stuttered, as she looked at me in bewilderment.
“Don’t want you to over stimulate you on your first lesson, do we?” I smirked, ignoring the desperate unsatisfied ache in my balls.
“I’ve been accused of being a cock tease in the past, but you are such a… a…”
“I think the term you are looking for is a pussy tease,” I chuckled.
Seraphina blushed deep red in embarrassment.
“Well maybe I wouldn’t have used that term,” she muttered.
“What word would you have used use then? What do you prefer? The waffley way some people just refer to ‘down there’ or ‘your sex’? Or maybe the correct medical term of vagina?”
She burst out laughing when I said that, but I wanted to get her used to talking about these things. I didn't want there to be any embarrassment or silly whisperings, and truthfully I rather enjoyed indulging in dirty talk in certain scenarios, so I wanted to get her used to the idea.
“Not vagina then. Okay, so what’s wrong with calling it your pussy? I think it’s rather a sweet word, and it’s what I like to use. Of course the dirty word is cunt, which is a very naughty word, isn’t it?” I whispered in her ear. “But sometimes it’s fun to be naughty, wouldn’t you agree?”
“You are such a bad boy, aren’t you Liam? I’m way out of my depth with you,” she sighed, as she clung to me.
“Don’t worry. Your own personal bad boy will always be here to rescue you. I won’t let you sink in the depths.”
Once we were both decent, I walked her down to her apartment.
“One last thing, Seraphina. No touching yourself to relieve the sexual tension I'm building. Do you understand? You are not to touch yourself in any way. Save it all up and I promise it’ll be worth the wait.”
Seraphina’s mouth dropped open in shock, but she just mutely nodded her head before she disappeared inside. I went back to the solitude of my apartment, undeniably frustrated, but also immensely pleased with how Seraphina had reacted tonight.



Chapter 25
 Seraphina
Liam
Starr was a controlling bastard who played me and wound me up over that first weekend that we were together until I was in such a state of turmoil that at times I didn't know whether to kiss him or slap him. All I knew was that I couldn’t resist him, except that I didn't have to resist him because he always pulled back just as I thought I was finally going to get some form of sexual relief, although I still didn't know exactly what that relief would feel like, did I?
He’d forbidden me to touch myself, and he reminded me of that again on Saturday night when we parted, having spent most of the day together wandering around and exploring the Butler’s Wharf area. Then we’d returned to my apartment where I cooked us a simple pasta meal that he enthusiastically wolfed down. Then he started paying all his games with me again.
What was so annoying, what I didn't understand, was that I found myself unable to go against Liam’s order not to touch myself, despite the fact that tucked away at the back of one of my drawers in the bedroom, still in its box, was a scary looking Rampant Rabbit vibrator from Ann Summers that Abbey had given me last year on my birthday, to try and get me to experiment.
“It’s the same model I’ve got. I use it when I'm not seeing anyone and feeling a bit horny, or sometimes I use it to perk things up with a partner. Takes a bit of getting used to, but believe me, this is the best type of BOB there is,” she’d explained.
“BOB?” I’d asked in total puzzlement.
“Battery Operated Boyfriend. BOB. Never lets you down, never suffers from brewers droop, as long as you remember to keep some spare batteries to hand. And this one really isn’t that noisy, in case you’re worried what other people might think,” she’d told me.
I’d never even been tempted to take it out of its packaging before, and the only reason I'd brought it with me was that I'd been embarrassed at the thought of one of the boys finding it if they’d gone in my old room to clear things out.
Now I found myself looking at it longingly, desperate to ease this aching and tingling and craving I had in the depths of my…pussy. Liam made me use all sorts of words that didn't come naturally to me, but they seemed sexy and arousing when he used them. Somehow I knew if I went ahead and played around with BOB, he would know. He would also know if I spent too long in the shower relieving myself, or if I acted out what I wanted him to do to me in bed with my fingers. He was building up my tension like a coiled spring, and he knew precisely how tightly wound I should be. So I just had to suffer, as he well knew. Bastard. I bet he wasn’t holding himself back from some self love. Perhaps I should ask him. He kept telling me that he wanted me to speak freely, to ask him any questions as he was my sexual tutor.
That Liam had amazing self control was without question, even though he made no secret of the fact that he was extremely turned on during our making out session on Saturday evening. We stuck to his rule of keeping our clothes on, but when I let my hand rest against his fly, of course I felt his enormous erection.
“Do you like the feel of my cock? That’s what I call it, but is there another name you’d prefer to use?” he asked me with a dirty smirk.
I blushed and mumbled something about not having any other preference, but I felt unable to remove my hand from this intriguing and fascinating part of his anatomy.
“So answer my question, Seraphina. Do you like the feel of my cock? Because my cock sure as hell likes the feel of your hand.” He slowly took my hand to rub it up against his length.
“Answer me,” he commanded.
“Yes, I like the feel of it,” I squeaked.
“Then undo my trousers so that you can get an even better feel,” he ordered, his deep blue eyes blazing into me.
“I..err..I…” I stuttered, unable to tear my eyes away from his.
“You know you want to. You know you want to feel my length, to help you imagine what it’ll feel like when I finally let your pussy have my cock,” he whispered wickedly. “Because I know you’re soaking wet for me, isn’t that right, Seraphina? So undo my zip.”
I nearly combusted on the spot, but of course he was right. Bastard. I no longer cared or worried about how something that size was going to fit. All I knew was that I desperately wanted him inside me.
I slowly undid the zip of his trousers with a shaking hand, and then felt him through his fitted white boxers. He felt long and hard and massive.
“Yessss,” he hissed, as he sucked the air in through his teeth. “That’s it. Feel how hard my cock is, just for you. This will be my gift to you, this will be your reward for being such a good, patient girl. My cock is going to drive you wild with pleasure when you decide you’re finally ready to let me delve deep into your pussy,” he whispered, his eyes closed as I let my fingers explore.
“Can you feel all of my cock? And these are my balls, you mustn’t forget them, but they need a very special touch.”
He guided my hand downwards, and I found myself fascinated to feel their softness though his boxers. I really wanted to see what I was touching, but of course that wasn’t allowed yet. He was so good at this game. He was ensuring that by the time we actually got around to making love, I would already have lost most of my inhibitions. He was a brilliant teacher, a Master in fact. Oh my God. My Master. He was completely dominating me, wasn’t he? He was calling all the shots, each and every one. And I was loving every freaking second of it. It was the most exciting, sensual, erotic game I had ever played. It was a good job we’d agreed that I wouldn’t start at Starr Capital until Simon Draper left, because with my current scattered wits I would have found it hard to concentrate on my new job.
~*~
I insisted that Liam had Jamie round as usual for Sunday lunch, so when Abbey rang me on Sunday morning and asked if I was free to meet up with her at the Victoria and Albert Museum where she was heading to do some research in their Fashion Collection section, I jumped at the chance, preferring not to be anywhere near the brothers while they met up.
In some ways it would be a welcome relief from the intensity of spending several hours at a time with Liam, but I’d also miss him. How had this all happened so quickly? No, it would be good to get away and spend time with my best friend, I decided.
I’ve always enjoyed browsing round the V & A, so I was happy to tag along with Abbey. We were going to have some lunch there too, and it happily distracted my mind from what might be happening between Liam and Jamie.
Inside the museum, I put my phone on silent, then Abbey and I spent a happy few hours, gossiping and viewing the exhibits. I avoided giving too many details when she asked about the state of play between Liam and me, because I wasn’t ready to share the intimate details until I’d processed them further in my own head. Luckily Abbey picked up my reluctance and didn't push things. She knew me well enough to understand that I’d talk to her when I was ready.
It wasn’t until we were about to part company at around four o’clock that I took my phone out of my bag to check it.
“Shit!” I exclaimed. There were six missed calls and three text messages, all from Liam wanting to know where I was, each one more demanding in its tone than the previous one.
“What’s the matter?” Abbey asked.
“It’s Liam. He’s going totally ape shit because I didn't tell him I was going out, or where I’d be. He thinks I've been ignoring his calls,” I explained.
“Tough. He doesn’t own you. You really need to stand up to him and nip this kind of overbearing behaviour in the bud. Even if he did buy you a pair of divine Jimmy Choos, that still doesn’t give him the right to know your every movement,” she advised.
“I know you’re right. It’s just that everything has been going so well between us,” I sighed. A row with Liam would not be a pleasant experience, that much I was sure about.
“Start off as you mean to go on. He’s so used to controlling every little piece of his empire that he’s forgetting that you’re not part of it. Don’t let him walk all over you.”
“I thought you approved of Liam.”
“I do, but that doesn’t mean to say I can't see his faults. Just tell him you’ll be back when you’re good and ready, and let him stew for a bit longer.”
“Hmm, I’d best call him back, put him out of his misery.”
“Okay, hun, you do whatever you think best. Just don’t be a doormat is all I'm saying. Look, I've really got to dash, so I’ll see you again soon.”
“Bye, Abbey.”
I took a deep breath, then rang Liam’s number. He answered on the first ring.
“Where the fuck have you been?”
“If you’re going to swear at me, I’ll just hang up,” I told him. I heard him exhale loudly.
“I've been worried about you.”
“Why? You were busy, so I met up with Abbey,” I explained.
“But why didn't you answer my calls or texts? That’s why I gave you with a decent phone, so that we could always keep in touch.”
“We were in the V & A; I had my phone on silent. It’s what you do in a museum.”
“But don’t you check your phone regularly, especially when it’s on silent?”
“Yes, and that’s how come I've seen your messages now. But while I was looking round I didn't feel the need to constantly check my phone. I knew you were occupied with your brother.”
“I got rid of him hours ago so that I could spend time with you, only to discover you’d gone missing without bothering to leave a message to tell me where you’d gone.”
“I wasn’t missing. I just assumed you’d be busy all afternoon, because I remembered that Jamie never used to get back from his lunch with you until early evening.”
“He couldn’t wait to get back to this girl he’s seeing, and I didn't mind because I wanted to be with you. I miss you,” he sighed. “I’ll be away on business again this week, so I wanted to make the most of this weekend.”
“Well, you didn't tell me you were going away, did you?” I argued. “You need to remember that I have other friends I want to see, so you can't just assume I’ll always be free and at your beck and call. I do have a life of my own.”
“I suppose we both have some adjusting to do. Look, I don’t want to argue. Are you on your way back now?”
“Yes, and it’s still early. I’ll be back in about half an hour I should think.”
“Come up to mine when you get back?”
“Fine. See you then.”
~*~
It was with some trepidation I stood outside Liam’s apartment, unsure of what kind of mood I was going to find him in.
He let me in without saying a word, so I silently followed him into his lounge. I was surprised to see him dressed in a grey Nike track suit with a white vest top underneath.
“This afternoon I hadn't got a clue where you were, when you’d be back, or who you were with. All I ask is that you keep me informed of your whereabouts, Seraphina. You didn't answer my calls or my texts. For all I knew you could have been in an accident. I was worried about you – is that so wrong?” He frowned as he towered above me with his arms crossed.
“You worry too much. I was fine.” I frowned back at him.
“But I didn't know that, did I? I’m not a mind reader. All I'm asking is that next time you go out like that, you take thirty seconds to send me a text, so I know what’s happening. That’s not too much to ask, is it?”
“No, I suppose not,” I conceded. “But you need to fill me in with your plans, or else how am I supposed to know you won’t be around much this week?”
“Fair enough. I’ll give you access to my schedule, then you can check for yourself. So we’ll both make more effort, yes?” he raised his eyebrow.
“Yes,” I sighed. “I guess neither of us is used to having someone else to consider, are we?”
“No, but I'm sure we’ll adapt and get used to it. Now, do I get a hello kiss?”
“You were the one who went off in a huff .”
Suddenly I was swept off my feet as Liam gathered me up in a great big bear hug and roughly kissed me. I was instantly caught up as his big muscly arms clamped me against his broad chest. He totally swamped me and overpowered me, and I loved that feeling. He will protect you. He is the one.
“I have to know where you are, that you’re safe at all times. Please don’t worry me like that again, hmm?” he whispered in my ear.
“I’ll try not to,” I promised breathlessly, wondering what he was going to do with me next, after the last couple of evenings when he’d driven me insane with his teasing sexy games. But he caught me out again, as he dropped me back onto my feet.
“I thought I’d show you round the fitness centre, get you signed up so that you can use it during the week while I'm away, rather than go out running on the streets by yourself,” he suggested. “When I’m here, I usually go down at around six every morning and spend about half an hour there before getting ready for work. Then I head into the office at around seven thirty most mornings. Now you know my London morning routine,” he grinned.
“Very impressive. I'm not in such a set routine as you. I don’t necessarily run every morning, just when I feel the need. It helps me to think things through, particularly when I’m working on an assignment and all the ideas are buzzing round in my head and getting jumbled up. I also find yoga very good for stilling my mind and letting go of stress.”
“We’ll get you registered for some classes if you like. That’s why it’s so useful having the fitness suite on hand here, and is one of the main reasons I decided to live here when I bought my place, even though it’s not that big. I decided I could put up with the limitations as I'm away so much,” he said as he glanced round his apartment.
“Not that big? Are you kidding me? How much space does one man need?” I asked incredulously. The place seemed enormous to me, and I hadn't even seen all of it yet.
“Well, I would like to have decent wine storage facilities, and the main bedroom is only just adequate once my oversize bed is in there. I’ve also had a battle to buy the extra parking spaces I wanted for my cars. But as I said, this place suits me well enough for now, especially now that you’ve moved in downstairs.” He smiled and kissed my cheek.
I didn't dare ask him how many cars he needed parking spaces for, or how many other places he owned, knowing I’d more than likely find the answers rather overwhelming. I also had more than a sneaky suspicion that Liam liked having me so near because it was going to make keeping tracks on me that much easier for the control freak.
“So, do you want to get changed into your gym gear and come down with me? Then afterwards I thought maybe we could go out and grab a bite to eat.”
“Sure, I’ll go and get changed, but I'm not that hungry. Abbey and I had something to eat earlier, so perhaps something light?”
“Maybe you’ll have worked up more of an appetite after you’ve shown me what you can do in the gym,” he suggested.
“What you mean is you’ll be starving hungry and will want a proper meal eh? You seem to eat like a horse from what I've seen, but I’m sure we can find somewhere to suit both our appetites - there seem to be quite a few decent places around here to eat.”
“Come on then, we’ll stop by your apartment for you to get changed, then head on down.”
When I came out of my bedroom in my gym gear, Liam was looking through the pile of photos I’d got out ready to choose some to hang.
“Are these all your work?” he asked.
“Yes, those are some of my particular favourites.”
“I like this one.”
It was photo of the sea, a beach and some spectacular cliffs. The sky was bright blue, and the sunlight was sparkling on the water. By luck, I’d managed to capture the reflections on the water perfectly in that shot.
“That one is special actually. A very happy memory of a special place and a special time. That’s why I love photographs, because they capture a unique moment in time for posterity. That’s the last photo I ever took of my mum.” I pointed out the lone figure walking way ahead in the distance on the beach. “We’d gone down to West Bay in Dorset, as we did every year to our neighbours caravan that he let us use rent free. We walked along that beach every day, come rain or shine, and I always lagged behind because I love picking out unusual pebbles.”
“Why is this the last picture of your mum? What happened after that?” Liam asked softly.
I was tempted not to answer, but the look in his eyes somehow convinced me to open up to him.
“A week after we got back, she was knocked down and killed in a road accident. That was it. She was gone, with no chance to say goodbye, nothing. So I do understand what it must have been like for you when your father suddenly died. Everything changes forever, in an instant. And no matter who you are, no matter what you do, you have no control over these events, and that’s what makes me so fucking angry,” I found myself telling him. I normally kept these feelings deeply hidden and tucked away, and now I regretted getting that stupid photo out. I thought I was ready to handle it, but clearly I wasn’t. I picked it up and went to put in back in the box.
“Don’t put it away again,” Liam took it from my hand and laid it on the table, and then tenderly wrapped me up in his big arms and slowly rocked me. “It’s still very recent and raw for you, isn’t it? Despite that brave face you show to the world, you’re still grieving for her aren’t you?”
“I guess so. But do you know what the worst thing is? I get so fucking angry with Mum. Angry with her for leaving me. Angry with her for having to cope on my own. Angry with her for not looking before she stepped out into the road. Angry that she was probably lost in her airy fairy dream world as usual.” I'd never admitted any of this out loud to anyone else before, and I was surprised by the way all these horrid ugly thoughts were demanding to be let out all of a sudden.
“I know, I understand,” Liam murmured, as he kept holding me and rocking me. It felt really good being so close with him like this, instead of always keeping myself at a distance from everyone. He made me feel comforted and cocooned from all the problems of the world, just for that moment anyway.
“You do? You aren’t shocked? I mean I loved my mum and we were really close, and yet I’m still so angry with her.”
“I used to joke that I wanted to kill my dad for dying on me the way he did. He was a heavy smoker, and he’d been warned about his health issues, but he stubbornly carried on regardless, which I thought was incredibly selfish when he had his sons to think of. And then when he died, I got all his problems dumped on my shoulders. So believe me, Sera, I get the whole anger and resentment thing.”
I turned my head up to look at him.
“You really do, don’t you?”
“Have you ever talked to a counsellor about any of this?”
“Not really. At the time, the college I was at tried to get me to see someone they arranged, but she was totally useless, really hadn't got a clue. Did you get any counselling?”
“No, I found it easier to bury myself in sorting out the mess my father left behind in his business affairs, trying to prove that I was a better man than him. But in time I worked out it wasn’t really his fault. His problem was that he never got over the death of his wife. He pretty much gave up on life after my mother died and just went through the motions. You see, my mother committed suicide.”
“Oh Liam, how terrible,” I said, deeply shocked.
“As you know she was Irish, and apparently my father swept her off her feet and married her after a whirlwind romance when she was over here visiting some relations. But she was very young, and she found it hard to settle. She got very homesick, but my father refused to let her go back to Ireland even for just for a visit, which made her family all hate him. I think he was afraid that if he let her go, she would want to stay over there and wouldn’t come back. Anyway, he thought having a baby would make her feel more settled here, so they went ahead and had me. Afterwards, she suffered very badly from post natal depression, and I think had some sort of a breakdown. So my father wouldn’t agree to them having any more children, even though she desperately wanted another baby. He considered it far too risky for her health.”
Liam had let his guard down for once and I could see the pain etched on his face.
“So how come they had Jamie all those years later? Isn’t there about ten years between you two?”
“That’s right. I'm not sure of all the details because my father refused to discuss any of it, but my mother somehow managed to get herself pregnant, and then kept it secret from him until it was too late for anything to be done about it. But I think the way he refused to have anything to do with the baby – with Jamie – once he was born broke her heart and pushed her into severe depression. She killed herself when he was just a few months old by throwing herself under a train.”
“That’s so awful and really shocking Liam. No wonder your father found it hard to cope. You must have had such a difficult childhood surrounded by so much grief and sadness. It’s hardly surprising you switched a lot of your feelings off.” He was still holding me, so I slipped my arms around his waist and hugged him very hard.
“It’s taken you to switch them back on again, Seraphina, but I can't deny I’m finding it hard to cope with this sudden rush of unfamiliar feelings. That’s why I need to know where you are at all times, that you’re safe. It makes me feel calmer.”
“I'm sorry I was thoughtless, and I promise to try harder in future not to worry you. You have to remember that all this is new to me too.”
“We’ll both try harder. Now, how about that gym session?” he smiled down at me as he gave me a sweet little kiss on the lips.
I felt privileged that he’d felt able to tell me about his mother’s suicide, certain this was something he never usually spoke about.
~*~
I was discovering that there were many facets to Liam, and he could change which one was on show in an instant, leaving me completely blindsided.
He’d just been so incredibly sweet and kind and tender when we’d been talking about our respective mothers, and I think at that moment I got to see a side of him that very few people had ever seen.
Then we went down to the gym.
Maybe I should have picked up the warning signs when I saw him glowering at the guy down there who introduced himself to me as Scott Franklin, the Gym and Fitness Suite Manager. He seemed to know Liam quite well, which made sense as he was a regular user of the gym.
Scott was a tall, swarthy, very dark haired guy, and obviously into body building judging by the size of his huge biceps and thighs, which were hard to miss as he was wearing just shorts and a vest top. It was also obvious that he was very hairy, which I don’t find attractive in a guy at all. I glanced over to study what I could see of Liam’s body. He didn't appear to have a lot of body hair, and what he did have seemed very fair. No, I preferred his much smoother body, no question.
“I haven’t seen you in here before. Are you just a casual user, or into the more regular scene?” Scott asked, which seemed a rather odd way of putting things.
“Oh, I’d probably say I’m just a casual user,” I replied, as Liam glared at me for some reason.
“This is Seraphina Jones, and she’s my guest,” Liam stared at Scott, who looked very surprised for some reason.
“Ah right, your guest, Liam. I didn't realise, not your usual…So Seraphina, that’s a very unusual name. I certainly won’t have any trouble remembering it, and I’ll be sure to add your details to the list,” Scott winked, as he gave me a cheeky smile. I noticed he had very dark brown eyes, very different from Liam’s sapphire blue eyes.
“Scott, you will not add her to the list. I told you, Seraphina is with me.” Liam’s face looked like thunder for some reason.
“For now, yes, but I'm sure there’ll be a lot of interest, and I’ll certainly be putting my name down,” Scott grinned, as he stared at me. What on earth he meant by that I hadn't got a clue.
“I’m just going to have a word with Scott about the paperwork, Seraphina. I’ll be with you in a minute,” Liam said, as he indicated for Scott to go into his office with him.
I guessed they needed to fill in some forms for my membership application, as Liam had said I needed a recommendation from him before I could join the gym. But I'd already decided that whatever he said, I was going to insist on paying my own membership fees, seeing as I was about to take up a very well paid position in his company. I had to start getting used to the idea that I could afford things like this out of my own money, so I decided I’d have a private word with Scott as soon as I got the chance when Liam wasn’t around.
While Liam was with Scott in the office, I glanced around at all the state of the art equipment, and decided to use just a simple running machine that I could easily figure out for myself. So after completing a few warm up exercises, I took my track suit off ready to start.
And then Liam came back out of the office, took one look at me and threw a hissy fit about what I was wearing.
“Put your track suit back on. You look indecent. You’re to go out tomorrow and fucking well get yourself some more appropriate clothing to wear in here,” he came over and hissed furiously in my ear.
“I’ll be too hot in my track suit. I am wearing appropriate clothing and I do not look indecent.” I hissed back. I was wearing my favourite lycra cropped top and shorts.
“What you’re wearing is far too thin and brief. It leaves nothing to the imagination,” he insisted. “That might be okay for you to wear in the privacy of your own home, but I do not want every man in here ogling you while you’re exercising in public wearing virtually nothing.”
“Don’t be so ridiculous, Liam. No one is interested in ogling me, they’re all far too busy getting on with what they came down here for – exercising.”
“Trust me, Seraphina, the eyes of every man in here are riveted on you.”
I looked around. It was quite busy, there were about half a dozen men and a couple of other women. One of the men winked at me, and another smiled, even as Liam was standing next to me.
“I'm only wearing what the other women are wearing,” I pointed out. “Why don’t you go for a swim to cool yourself down?”
“I'm not leaving you here alone while you’re dressed like this.”
“Good job I'm not going swimming with you then, because from the way you’re acting you’d have me wearing one of those Victorian swimsuits rather than my bikini, wouldn’t you?”
“No, of course not. But…”
“You’re being totally ridiculous, Liam. Now please, you brought me down here to exercise, so that’s what I’m going to do.”
I put my ear buds in, selected my favourite playlist on my iPod, and started running on the machine, steadfastly ignoring Liam, who chose to run on the machine next to me with a very grim expression on his face.
That had put him in his place. He needn’t think he was going to control what I wore to the gym or anywhere else come to that, I told myself smugly. He could just like it or lump it.
~*~
After the gym episode, Liam seemed to have calmed down. We went out and had a pretty decent meal at The Butler’s Wharf Chop House, which was only a short walk from our apartments.
As usual, Liam wolfed down his meal of chargrilled sirloin steak served with horseradish and caper butter, homemade chips and mixed leaf salad, washed down with a pint of one of their specialist beers, a Meantime London Porter that he said was one of his favourites.
I had a chestnut mushroom and goats cheese risotto, along with a bottle of my favourite San Pellegrino sparkling water.
And boy, could that man eat, because even after a huge main meal, he still had a pear tarte tatin with a passion fruit sorbet, and seemed surprised when I said I couldn’t fit in a dessert.
“You’re a pretty cheap date,” he commented. “It’s not as if you need to watch your weight, because there’s hardly anything of you as it is.”
“I really enjoy good food, but I hate that feeling of being bloated when you force yourself to eat more than you really want. Sorry if that means I don’t measure up to your usual curvaceous tastes in women,” I said witheringly.
“That’s not what I meant. I like you just the way you are, and I'm glad you have a healthy attitude towards diet and exercise. You seem to like cooking as well?” I guessed he was referring to the fact that I'd been more than happy to prepare us a meal the previous evening.
“Yes, I do, but I don’t usually bother cooking anything too fancy. I can't be doing with these recipes that call for dozens of fiddly ingredients that you have to trek miles to find, and then never use again. I prefer to stick to the simple good quality basics and let the flavours speak for themselves. Do you cook at all, Liam?” I asked curiously.
“I’m perfectly capable of putting a reasonable meal together. But I don’t usually have the time, so I either eat out, or my housekeeper provides me with meals that I can heat up when I get in.”
“You have a housekeeper? Now you mention it, that makes sense as I can't really see you on your hands and knees scrubbing the loo or washing the kitchen floor.”
“I wouldn’t have a problem with either of those tasks if I had the time, but it’s more efficient for me to employ Agnieszka as my housekeeper. She’s Polish but speaks excellent English, and she comes in every weekday while I’m out at work. I just leave her a copy of my upcoming schedule so she knows which days to have a meal prepared for me. I hardly ever actually see her in person, but she’s very good, she takes care of all my laundry and cleaning as well as the food provision. I could ask her to look after you as well if you want?”
“Good grief no! I don’t need any kind of a housekeeper. I'm more than able to look after myself,” I said, horrified at the idea.
“Yes, but once you start working for my company, I can promise that you’re going to be kept extremely busy with all the demanding projects I have in mind. You’ll be working very long hours, so you might wish to think about having some help, and I'm sure Aggie would be happy to take it on.”
“No, I'm sorry, but it just wouldn’t feel right to have someone else coming in and doing things like sorting out my dirty undies. I’ve always managed perfectly well, even when I've been working several jobs as well as studying,” I insisted.
“Have it your own way, Seraphina. Just remember with the level of income you’ll be earning, you won’t have to struggle to make ends meet any more.”
“Fair point, Liam, but I really wouldn’t like someone coming in, it would seem like an invasion of my privacy somehow. Anyway I'd probably be one of those stupid people who clean up before the cleaner comes in, so what would be the point?”
“Okay, but the offer is there if you change your mind. Now, shall we head back to your place, and I’ll show you how to use the espresso machine that you were struggling with yesterday?
~*~
We were sat together on the large white sofa in my place. I’d put a colourful throw over it, as white was a totally impractical colour, but I'd noticed Liam hadn't bothered on the similar white sofa in his place. Perhaps he was never home long enough to actually sit on it.
“So, what is your schedule this week?” I asked, as I curled up against him.
“I’ll go into the office on Monday morning for the Team Leaders meeting as usual. Then Greg is dropping me at the heliport mid morning for me to fly up to Birmingham. From there, I’m heading up to Edinburgh for a couple of days. Thursday, I have back to back meetings in Bristol. Then I’ll return to the office on Friday for another Team Leaders meeting for me to pass all the follow up actions.”
“Do you always do all the travelling yourself? Don’t you have a second in command to delegate some of the responsibility to?”
“I’m the pathfinder, sourcing out the leads and contacts for new openings that I think are lucrative and worth pursuing – it’s my judgement call. I never allow the business to stagnate. Just because my business is thriving doesn’t mean I can afford to sit back and rest on my laurels - I believe in being proactive rather than reactive. That’s why the business went into decline when my father was in charge – he just let things slide, and I'm not prepared to ever let that happen again. But once I return, I delegate all the nitty gritty to my Team Leaders for them to work through. Then I expect regular reports on their progress. I’m doing more travelling than usual at the moment to drum up new business, but once that’s all in place I can ease back a bit,” he explained.
“Good, because right now I'd say you don’t really have time for any kind of a relationship,” I said.
Liam put his arm around me to pull me onto his lap, pushed my hair away from my neck to gently started nuzzling behind my ear. The closeness of his powerful body was intoxicating and arousing, and I loved how he looked this evening in his casual black jeans and T shirt, so he was a totally irresistible package.
“In future, I promise I’ll always make time for you, Seraphina. This week crammed with so many meetings was organised long before I even met you.”
I was wearing a short flared red tartan skirt, a loose cropped cream blouse and strappy red high heel shoes, which Liam insisted I keep on. The weather had been sunny and warm, so I had bare legs. As I sat on his lap, one of his arms was tucked around my waist, the other was resting on my bare leg, and his touch on my skin literally made me tingle.
“What underwear did Jamie get to see you wearing?” he suddenly murmured in my ear.
“What?”
“At the ball. You said Jamie saw you in your underwear. I want to know what he saw.” He continued to nuzzle my neck.
“Liam, I'm not sure how this is helpful…”
“I want to know. Tell me,” he insisted.
“He saw me in a black corset, a black lacy thong, and hold up stockings,” I whispered.
“Sweet Jesus,” Liam groaned. “My little brother got to see you in stockings. Have you still got that underwear?”
“Not the corset. That came with the dress that Abbey lent me. The thong and stockings were mine though.”
“Go and put them on under the skirt your wearing. Keep those high heels on as well.” Liam commanded, as he moved my legs off his lap and set me standing. “Go on. And put your hair up. I like to see your neck.”
I scuttled off to my bedroom to do as he said, my heart racing in anticipation of what effect this was going to have on him. My hands shook as I smoothed the lacy topped stockings in place, and then slid the red shoes back on, glad I'd made sure my legs were smooth and hair free when I'd showered earlier. I replaced my boy shorts with the tiny black lacy thong – it certainly wasn’t going to provide much of a barrier between us, but it kept to Liam’s rule that we had to keep our underwear on for now.
I went into the ensuite shower room and quickly cleaned my teeth and gargled with some mouth wash. As I glanced in the mirror, I saw that my face was flushed and my eyes were glowing with what I knew could only be sexual arousal. Liam had this effect on me with just a light touch and a few words, because of the delicious anticipation of what he was going to do to me. I twisted my hair up and clipped it out of the way to expose my neck, just as he’d instructed. Right at this moment, I knew I would do whatever he told me to because he had me under some kind of thrall that I was totally powerless to resist. No one had ever had this effect on me before. Because he is The One.
I took a deep breath, adjusted my skirt and top, then walked back to where he was sat waiting for me, his legs spread apart, his hands resting on his knees.
“Come and stand in front of me,” he ordered. “Closer. Between my legs. Lean over and put your hands on my shoulders.”
He placed his fingertips on my ankles, and slowly, very slowly, slid them up my legs, stopping at the backs of my knees, where he lightly massaged the highly sensitive skin there.
“You have such sexy legs, Seraphina,” he whispered. “ I like seeing them bare, but I like seeing them in stockings even better.”
“Th… thank you,” I stuttered, my wits scattered by his touch.
“Bend over and kiss me,” he instructed, as he slumped back on the sofa.
As I complied, my skirt rode up at the back, and I nearly jumped out of my skin as I felt his fingers slowly edging up the backs of my thighs as I kissed him. Then he broke off the kiss.
“Do you want me to continue? Remember, I won’t do anything you don’t want me to. So tell me what you want, Sera. Do you want me to stop?”
“No, no, don’t stop. I want you to carry on,” I pleaded in a breathless voice.
His hands continued upwards under my skirt, caressing the lacy tops of my stockings, then moving on to the bare flesh of my thighs, until I finally felt him take the bare cheeks of my bottom in his hands.
“Oh yes, now I’ve got that sexy little bottom of yours,” he growled as he squeezed and fondled me with his big hands. Suddenly, he lifted me up onto his lap to straddle him, and my legs were wide apart as I dangled between his legs. My skirt had ridden right up leaving me feeling very exposed as he continued to feel my bottom with his big warm hands.
I slid my hands around his neck, and leant into his chest, biting my lip as I felt his fingertips slowly edging closer towards the crotch of my tiny thong. Then he hitched me even closer to him, so that the hard denim fabric of his fly was rubbing against the front of me, even as his fingers were teasing me underneath.
“Is your sweet little pussy aching for me? Is that why you’re so wet here?” he asked, as he lightly ran his finger over the undeniably soaking wet tiny piece of fabric. “Answer me.”
“Yes,” I moaned, as I arched my head back. Liam kissed and sucked my neck as he continued to slowly slide his finger backwards and forwards exactly where the ache for him was worst.
“Do you want me to stop? Remember, I won’t do anything you don’t want me to. Shall I stop?”
“God, no, Liam. Don’t stop, please don’t stop,” I begged as I ground myself against him.
“You know you were a very bad girl today, weren’t you Seraphina?” he whispered in my ear, as he kept up the relentless tortuous pleasure with his fingers, flexing his hips against me so that his erection was exactly where I craved the pressure.
“W..was I ?” I moaned, beginning to lose the power of cohesive thought.
“Bad girls need to be punished, wouldn’t you agree?” he continued, as he flexed his hips into me even harder and increased the speed with which his fingers were rubbing me. “Answer me.”
“Yes..yes..” I moaned again.
Suddenly he raised his right hand and delivered a hard, sharp smack on the right cheek of my bottom. I gasped as I felt it reverberating through me, the force pushing me even harder against his erection as he thrust his hips forward at the same time. Before I could protest, he kissed me roughly, forcing his tongue in my mouth. Then just as suddenly he broke off the kiss.
“That’s for not letting me know where you were this afternoon and making me worry,” he said.
Then he raised his left hand, and delivered an even harder sharp smack on the other cheek of my bottom, as he again thrust his erection right against me, and kissed me.
“And that’s for being rude and defiant in the gym. You will not be wearing those obscenely revealing gym clothes out in public again, will you, Seraphina?”
Part of me managed to draw back enough to rebel against his command.
“I don’t see why…” I tried to protest, as I felt his hands smoothing my bottom again where he’d just smacked me, and his teasing fingers start their torture again.
“Oh don’t even think about arguing with me on this, because that will just earn you further punishments, but over my knee next time,” he whispered.
He suddenly pulled my hands from his neck to grip them both in one of his large hands. He pulled my legs round with his other hand and swung me so that I was held down firmly over his knees with my head dangling down. As much as I wanted to protest, I was so turned on and aroused by his handling of me that I couldn’t actually get the words out, especially as he pushed my legs apart and then slid his finger enticingly right from the front to the back of the tiny scrap of fabric of my thong that was the only barrier between us. I could feel some kind of intense sensation building deep inside me, and I moaned as I wriggled and tried to grind myself against his hand to increase the pressure and get more of this pleasurable agony.
“Liam, please…”
“Oh no, not yet,” the teasing bastard chuckled, as he swung me back up to straddle him again, with his jeans pressed hard against me once more.
“So are we agreed that you’ll let me know where you are at all times? And that you’ll wear proper gym gear that’ll afford you some modicum of decency? And trust me, I’ll know if you don't,” he warned.
“I suppose if it’s that important to you, I’ll wear something else,” I sighed. “And I’ve already said I’ll try to be more considerate and keep in touch.”
“Seraphina, you’ll do more than try, because it’ll be even more important while I'm away,” he insisted as he reached under my skirt to pull my bottom firmly against his hardness again, making me groan in frustration.
“Okay, Liam, you win. I won’t wear that gym gear out again, and I’ll report my every movement to you until you get sick of the constant text messages and beg me to stop pestering you.”
He threw his head back and laughed loudly.
“That’s more like it. Now, I was wondering, do you like being on top like this?” he asked, as he started thrusting rhythmically against me, at the same time as he rocked my hips to match his movements, just as he would if we were actually fucking right at this moment. I could feel those tantalising sensations starting to bubble up again. “Hmm, Sera? Do you think you might like to be taken like this for your first time, so you could control how deeply my cock delves into your pussy?” As he said this, he thrust extra hard against me.
“Ahh…Mmm…yes…I like it but…”
“But?”
“I want you on top Liam. It’s always you on top when I dream about how it’ll be. You pinning me down while you take me. That’s how I want it to be for my first time,” I whispered.
“So you dream about me, do you? About me taking you?”
“Oh God, yes Liam, all the time! You have no idea,” I confessed.
“I’m very happy to hear it. Me on top pinning you down it will be then. And in these dreams, do you come?”
“No, I always wake up just before…even in my dreams you’re a pussy teasing bastard,” I said, and he burst out laughing.
“But everything’s leading to the ultimate goal, isn’t it? Making sure that when the time is right, you’ll have the most amazing first time a man can give a woman. That’s what I want for you, Seraphina.”
“Liam, I want what you’re offering so much, and I don't want us to have to wait any longer than we have to. Please, I want us to go ahead as soon as you get back from your trip this week. You said it’ll be my choice, that I’ll set the pace. Well, I'm telling you I'm sure that’ll be the right time. That’s when I want you to take my virginity. I want you to make love to me, deflower me, fuck me, whatever term you want to use. I want to feel you deep inside me. I need to feel you deep inside me.”
“Seraphina, you know your virginity belongs to me and only me. And we most certainly won’t be fucking, we’ll be making sweet love.”
“So, Friday evening maybe?” I shyly suggested.
“Friday it is. But remember, however much we plan for this, you can still change your mind. Whatever happens between us will happen only with your full consent. I want to be sure you fully understand this.”
“I do understand, Liam, but I'm sure I'm not going to change my mind.” I reached down and felt his hardness through his jeans. “This is what I want. You are what I want.”
~*~
“Oh my God, Sera! Are you seriously telling me that Liam is a Spank Daddy?” Abbey squealed as she clapped her hands gleefully. She’d come round for us to have a girlie catch up evening together while Liam was away, eating junk food and watching rubbish TV.
“I don't know, is that what I’m telling you? What exactly is a Spank Daddy anyway?” I queried. “All I'm saying is I can't believe I actually let Liam smack my bottom a couple of times, and even put me over his knee.”
I was trying to make sense of all the feelings that Liam had stirred up the night before he went away. I was feeling very confused, because during the course of that day, he’d been kind and sensitive, he’d been jealous and irrational, and he’d been domineering and controlling. I couldn’t keep up with the man.
“A Spank Daddy is a man who loves to spank a woman’s bottom, of course. So, did you like it? Did it turn you on?” she asked with a big grin.
“That’s what I don't get. If you’d asked me about being spanked beforehand, I’d have definitely said I hated the very idea, but actually…”
“Go on,” she urged.
“It was really hot, I mean really…arousing,” I whispered. I kept thinking about it, the way Liam had taken control and made it so damn sexy, the way it had felt as the smarting sensation shot through me as he ground against me. Just thinking about it now was making me all hot and bothered again.
“Perfect. This is exactly what I’ve been trying to get you to see, Sera. You should open up your mind, and be willing to try new experiences you don't think you’d like, because sometimes you’ll surprise yourself. Do you trust Liam to stop if you ask him to?”
“Oh yes, he’s always asking me if I want to stop, but he makes everything feel so good that I don't want him to stop even when he does,” I tried to explain.
“But you still haven’t actually had full sex yet?”
“No, he wants us to wait until it’s safe for us not to use condoms, and for me to be really sure I’m ready. But he’s such a Master of tease, that he’s got me practically begging him to get on with things.”
“So have you set a date for the big occasion?”
“This Friday when he’s back.”
“And how do you feel about that? Are you still worried or nervous?”
“No, not really. In fact I can't wait,” I confessed, as I started to blush.
“Aw, that’s wonderful. From what you’ve said, I'm sure it’s going to be amazing. However trying Liam can be at times, he promises to be an amazing lover, so I think you are one lucky girl. And anyway, you deserve to have a fabulous first time, having waited so long,” she smiled at me.
Just then my phone beeped.
“Speak of the devil,” I sighed as I checked the screen. “He wants me to sign into Skype.”
Since he’d been away, I’d been playing him at his own game. He’d insisted he wanted me to text him to keep in touch.
So I had been. Constantly.
I texted him that I was awake. That I’d got up. That I was having a cup of tea. That I was heading to the bathroom for a pee. That I'd safely accomplished said pee. That I was getting dressed.
That certainly caught his attention, because he demanded I send him a picture of what I was wearing, starting with my underwear. I told him he was a cheeky sod, but I sent the pictures anyway. He told me he thought my underwear was boring, and then sent me a link to what he thought I should be wearing instead. I had to admit the Agent Provocateur creamy white undies with layers of pleated silk and lace he’d picked out was not what I expected at all.
On Monday afternoon, I had a call from George, the concierge down in reception, telling me I had a parcel to collect. I texted Liam that I had an assignation with George, thinking he’d kick off about that, but of course he knew who he was, and he knew all about the parcel because it was from him. It was a full range of the latest Nike gym gear, including something called a skapris: half skirt, half capris leggings apparently, and clearly something that met with Liam’s approval. Part of me was tempted to send it all back, but in the end I decided that would cause a huge row, so it was probably easier to just accept the gift and try it out when I next went to the gym.
I’d put the Agent Provocateur underwear out of my mind once I'd looked at the prices. I mean, who pays sixty five pounds just for a tiny thong? Liam Starr apparently, because on Tuesday, George rang to say a large box had been delivered for me. This time the box contained a full set of the Agent Provocateur Fiji range that he’d shown me. There was a gorgeous slip, a bra, and both a thong and briefs, all in my size, as well as an assortment of stockings. They were so pretty and tasteful that I knew I’d feel special wearing any of them, so I didn't have the heart to send those back either.
I texted him to say thank you, and he replied that he’d wanted to prove he wasn’t a dirty old pervert who only liked black underwear, and that this was the most suitably virginal range he could find, which I thought was sweet of him. I didn't dare tot up how much it must have all come to, but when I told Abbey about it, and said I doubted anyone would be able to tell the difference from a much cheaper range, she insisted that a man like Liam would.
“He’ll be able to spot the difference between polyester and silk at twenty paces, “ she said.
And so the flirty texting had gone on every day, and actually I found I liked having this contact with him, and I missed seeing his replies when he was busy in his meetings, or flying off to his next destination. He was inexorably drawing me in closer to him all the time, with all these strong invisible ties.
This was the first time in a very long time that I didn't have to work or study. I actually had spare time on my hands, some of which I spent organising the apartment how I wanted it. I also spent time organising a lot of my art work and photos. I even got round to choosing a frame for the last photo of my mum that Liam had stopped me from putting away again, and I hung that one in my bedroom. Somehow, it seemed talking about it with Liam had helped me overcome some of my conflicting feelings when I looked at it.
I brought my Mac into the lounge to talk to Liam on Skype, as Abbey sat next to me on the sofa.
“Hi,” we both chimed as we waved at him.
“Good evening ladies. What on earth are you both wearing?” he queried as he leaned in to the screen to try and see us more clearly.
“We’re in our onesies – they’re obligatory for a girls night in. Do you like them?” Abbey giggled as she gave him a twirl of her leopard print all in one.
“Is it some kind of a pyjama party type thing?”
“Kind of. Do you like Sera’s? Hers is a black cat one, it even has cute little ears.” She pointed them out on the hood of my outfit.
“Very nice,” he commented dryly, obviously thinking we were both totally mad. I doubted he’d had any experience of such girly things, seeing as he’d not had the pleasure of living in mixed occupancy student houses. Somehow I couldn’t imagine any of his previous blonde bimbos admitting to owning a very comfortable but highly unflattering item of clothing such as a onesie.
“What the hell have you done to your hair, Abbey?” he asked as he frowned at the screen.
“Do you like it? It’s a shaved undercut,” she explained as she positioned herself to show him the brutal look more clearly.
“You’ve actually shaved part of your hair right off?” he asked incredulously.
“Yeah, cool isn’t it?” she beamed at him. “I fricking love it.”
“But you’re a girl. Girls aren’t meant to shave their heads,” he smiled, knowing full well she would bite.
“Oh Liam, you’re so old fashioned and traditional. You crop your hair pretty short, so why shouldn’t I?” she pointed out.
“Men and women aren’t meant to look the same. Where’s the fun in that?” he smirked.
“Liam, clearly you are a hopeless male chauvinist,” she sighed.
“Why thank you, I’ll take that as a compliment,” he joked.
“I’ll go make us some hot chocolate, give you two some privacy.” Abbey jumped up and headed for the kitchen.
“So, how did it go today? I got your text with all the hundreds of ouches and ows in it, but was it really as painful as you expected?” Liam wanted to know.
“It wasn’t quite as bad as I thought it might be, but then sugaring is meant to be less painful and better for sensitive skin, which is why I opted for that rather than waxing. It was really embarrassing though, having somebody working on my private bits,” I said.
“Ah, but I'm sure it was worth it. What did you go for in the end? A Brazilian or a Hollywood?”
“You’ll have to wait and see, won’t you? It’ll be a surprise,” I said shyly at the thought of Liam seeing me in all my bare naked glory.
“I can't wait to see my surprise, and I still think you’re very mean not to send me before and after pictures,” Liam grinned. “In fact thinking about that, and thinking about seeing you in some of that sexy underwear means I’ll shortly have to take a cold shower.”
“Make sure it’s really icy cold,” I giggled. “You deserve to suffer to make up for the pain of me having my bits done.”
“I’m sorry, especially as you’ve such delicate skin, But I'm glad being so sensitive means you can't wear perfume. I like your natural scent so much better.”
“That’s a nice thing to say,” I smiled at him.
“Well, I'm a nice person, or at least I'm trying to be,” he smiled back. “So, are you and Abbey having fun?” he asked.
“Yeah, she’s such a good mate.”
“Maybe she is, but for Christ’s sake do not let her anywhere near your hair, Seraphina. I remember you said about her cutting it for you. Abbey’s hair was bad enough before, but now it looks awful,” he stated with strong conviction.
“I like it. I think it suits Abbey, it’s really her.”
“Maybe, but just remember a style like that most certainly isn’t you. That is, if you can call it a style,” he insisted.
“Your world is so conservative, isn’t it? You should see some of the other art students, what they wear, and how they have their hair. That’d be an eye opener for you.”
“I think I’ll pass on that pleasure. So, I’ll be back tomorrow as scheduled. Are you still happy with the plans we’ve made? No second thoughts?”
“Liam, if you’re asking if I’ve changed my mind in any way, the answer is no, I haven’t. I’m really looking forward to it, and I can't wait,” I whispered.
“That’s good to hear, but there’s still no pressure, you do know that, don't you Seraphina?”
“Yes, of course I do. But do you seriously think I’d have put myself through all that pain today if I had any doubts about going ahead?”
“That’s a very fair point.”
“Come on you two, enough chattering. We need to get back to our girly gossiping, and anyway it’s nearly time for The Vampire Diaries,” Abbey insisted as she returned with two mugs of hot chocolate complete with mini marsh mallows.
Liam and I finished up our Skype call, knowing that this time tomorrow, he would be back, and we would be together again after what seemed to have been a very long week indeed.



Chapter 26
Liam
I hadn't intended to introduce Seraphina to the delights of spanking this early on, but with one thing and another Sunday had turned out to be a very frustrating day, and I decided Sera needed a short sharp shock to bring her into line.
Because I was going away again for the week, for my peace of mind I needed to be certain that she understood how important it was that she told me where she was at all times, and that I absolutely would not tolerate other men being able to see what was for my eyes only. Of course I loved that Seraphina was so young and naive and inexperienced. It meant that I would be able to guide her and help her to discover what she liked and enjoyed as we explored her sexuality together. But that naivety also meant she’d very little idea of the effect she had on other men a lot of the time, which was dangerous and made her very vulnerable. I needed to protect her, and I would take whatever measures were necessary to do so.
There was no denying it felt fantastic to spank that extremely sexy little bottom of hers, and it certainly focussed her attention. But even better, I was extremely pleased by the way she responded. She very nearly had an orgasm after just two light smacks, meaning I had to control her very carefully to ensure she didn’t fly over the edge just yet. I didn't want the frustrated arousal I'd been so carefully building up to be released until I judged it was the right moment to allow it. I wanted her to be ready and very willing to let me take her virginity without any fear or trepidation, so she’d have a highly pleasurable introduction to sex with me.
I knew her body’s instinctive positive response to the stimulation spanking provides boded very well indeed for the future, if she was already this responsive. I was pretty certain that once I'd unleashed Seraphina’s sexuality, she was going to be absolute dynamite in bed, even though she had no clue about this herself yet. Naturally, I couldn’t wait to explore this side of her, and holding myself back and remaining in control hadn’t been easy, but it had been necessary.
So when she became confident enough to start lightly touching my erection through my trousers, I encouraged her to go a step further. I got her to undo my zip so she could feel for herself my length and girth through my boxers, which took immense control on my part to just sit back while she rubbed and squeezed and fondled my cock and balls through the thin fabric. But I could see her growing fascination and curiosity, which was exactly the response I was looking for. I was planning for us to enjoy each other in so many ways, and this was a very positive beginning.
Meeting Seraphina and convincing her to allow me to guide and tutor her had brought new purpose and direction into my life. It made me realise how empty and shallow it had been before, and this was what helped me to take things very slowly with her. It wasn’t just about what I wanted any more, it was about what was best for her, and for us, about what would strengthen this bond between us.
Discovering that we both liked running was good, it showed we had some common interests. But I was in two minds about taking her down to the fitness suite where there were usually quite a few other fit guys hanging around. However, as I wasn’t happy about her safety if she went out running by herself, on balance I decided the gym was the lesser of two evils.
The trouble was, I knew only too well what went on behind the scenes down there. The manager, Scott Franklin, was the focal point for anyone interested in finding themselves a discrete sexual play mate. He was an expert in sourcing out like minded individuals, and he tasked himself with unofficially interviewing any new faces that appeared in any of the network of gyms he was connected with to see if he could recruit new candidates. How did I know all this? Because I’d personally made use of his services many times.
Telling him that you were a casual user was an unspoken code for being interested in casual sex, and he added your name to the list he kept. If someone was nominated for his list, he assessed them to make sure they were suitable and followed all the safe sex guidelines . If Scott had any bad feedback on someone, they were blacklisted and became persona non grata. He was one of the main participants, and that was the reason he was happy to run the list, as it meant he got first pick of any of the new candidates.
So no way was I letting Seraphina go down to the gym on her own when I knew Scott worked weekends, because her inexperience could put her at risk of blindly agreeing to something she didn’t understand and thankfully had no knowledge of.
Initially it obviously never occurred to Scott that Seraphina was with me when he first saw her, because she was not my usual choice of female in any way at all. He knew that every single one of my previous fuck buddies had been a big busty blonde. So all he saw with Seraphina was a beautiful woman that he could potentially sign up to his list, and naturally he made a beeline for her. I also knew that he personally liked his females very young and very slim, so his eyes lit up like a Christmas tree when he saw her. I'd even heard him boasting about filming himself fucking really tiny Asian women brutally hard even though he was a huge gorilla of a guy, a former champion body builder . Truth was, he wasn’t a nice man, but I’d always told myself that whatever he got up to in his own time with other consenting adults was none of my business. As long as he helped provide me with what I wanted, that was all that mattered.
I certainly didn’t want him sniffing around Seraphina in any way, so I tried to head him off by telling him she was with me. But he didn't take the hint, so I took him into the office to spell it out to him, while Seraphina waited out of earshot.
“She’s very young and not your usual type at all Liam, but I have to hand it to you, that is one hot, sweet little girl you’ve brought in. I got a hard-on just looking at her. I bet she gives a really good tight fuck, so I don't blame you for branching out from your usual older women. She’ll make a great addition to the list, and I’ll certainly take her off your hands when you're done with her. I guess that’ll be in about a month’s time, unless you’re up for sharing? We haven’t done a threesome in a long while. I’ll take her ass and you can have her pussy if you like, or we could do a spit roast, I'd be up for that if…”
“Shut your dirty fucking mouth, Scott. Just shut the fuck up,” I said as I clenched my fists and resisted the urge to punch him. I didn't want any reminder of the one time he and I had shared a threesome with a very willing participant. I've always maintained that you have to at least try something once before you can say it’s not for you. But sharing like that was not my scene at all, so it was not an experience I’d ever cared to repeat, and I’d always regretted having got that closely involved with Scott that one time. “I told you Seraphina is with me, and that’s exactly what I meant. She is mine, and you will not be adding her to your fuck list, not now, not in a month and not at any time in the future. You’re not to go anywhere near her, and you’re not to touch her in any way. Do I make myself clear?”
I was standing right in his face as I said this, so he was left in little doubt about how serious I was.
The way Scott spoke about Seraphina disgusted me, but I knew I was being hypocritical because up to now my behaviour had pretty much mirrored his. We’d both treated women purely as a commodity, as mere sex objects, and now I felt pretty ashamed when I saw myself in the same light as this animal. It convinced me even more that I needed to change, that I had to become a better man for Seraphina.
“What’s this, switching to a new scene because you’ve finally got bored of all those big tits? Are you exploring your Dominant side and taking this little girl as your submissive?”
“All you need to know is that Seraphina is off limits to anyone except me. No one else is to go near her if she comes down here without me, and that includes you. You know that I could make your life very difficult if I chose to, so I hope you understand what I’m saying here, Scott.”
If he wanted to think that Seraphina was my submissive, that was fine by me, because it meant he understood that she was out of bounds to anyone else. The truth was that although I undeniably had a Dominant personality, I’d never been interested in that whole scene because a Dom has to be prepared to be totally responsible for the wellbeing of his submissive, and I’d never been interested in taking on that kind of a heavy commitment. Until now?
“Okay, okay, I get it. No touching your precious new little toy. Perhaps you should mark her or collar her in some way as a warning to the other guys, because you know this is not how it usually works here.”
“If there’s going to be any kind of a problem, I’ll sign her up to another gym, but I’d prefer that she doesn't have to go elsewhere. It’s much more convenient for her to work out here while I'm away. I’d like to think I could rely on you to look out for her on my behalf, but I'm doubtful I can trust you. So just be warned. You do not want me as your enemy.”
“Of course not, Liam. I get it. This Seraphina is off limits. But I can't stop other guys approaching her, especially if she’s going to come down here in skimpy little outfits like that,” he nodded out of the office window. “I suggest you have a quiet word with your new little pet if you don't want the bees swarming round that sweet little honey pot.”
I was horrified to see Seraphina had removed her track suit and was doing her warm up exercises wearing a tiny thin pair of shorts, along with the briefest of thin crop tops. Everyone could see the shape of her breasts and the peak of her nipples, and as she bent over, nothing about her shapely bottom was left to the imagination. Every man in the gym was spellbound, and yet she appeared totally oblivious to the effect she was having.
My first instinct was to haul her straight out of there, but I knew she’d make a huge fuss and protest loudly if I did that. So instead I shielded her by running on the machine right next to her, and tried to get her to cover herself up, but she refused to see reason. That’s why I decided to wait for the right moment to make my point more forcefully later that evening with a little light punishment. And that short, sharp shock finally brought her round to my point of view.
~*~
Finally my latest round of business trips were completed, and Friday evening came around.
When Seraphina came round to my place, she seemed to find it strange that I was preparing the meal for our special Friday date.
“I just didn't have you down as the domesticated type,” she smiled as she sat on one of the bar stools in the kitchen, sipping her champagne as she watched me searing the pan fried sea bass we were having.
Tonight, Sera was wearing a short dress made from a silky shimmering pale gold fabric. She told me it was one of Abbey’s designs when I told her how great she looked.
It was very simply cut, almost like a long t shirt shape, with just a simple silk ribbon trim round the bottom edge, but it looked stunning on her. I was pleased she was also wearing the Jimmy Choo shoes I'd bought her, and I hoped those were stockings she was wearing, although I couldn’t be sure just yet. I planned to find out shortly.
She was wearing her hair down, and her loose curls fell around her shoulders. It meant she kept tucking her hair behind her ears, which was a nervous habit of hers I’d noticed. She was wearing her angel wing earrings again, which I liked – I suppose because they were part of Seraphina’s unique character.
I’d opened a bottle of 2002 Perrier-Jouët Belle Époque vintage champagne for us tonight. Sera seemed to like the decorative Art Nouveau design of the bottle as much as the contents, but I’d bought it because it was a decent vintage.
“Just because I don't often have the time, doesn't mean I don't take pleasure in being able to put together a simple nutritious meal. I thought we’d just have a main course and a dessert, if that’s okay – you did say you don't like overeating .”
“Fine by me, but with your huge appetite, won’t you feel a little peckish?”
“Maybe I’m saving my appetite for other things.”
Although this made Sera blush, so far she seemed happy and relaxed, not worried or nervous about spending the night with me for the first time, and I was glad I'd decided against taking her out somewhere. Here in my apartment, we could take our time and not worry about anything else. I’d insisted we both switch our phones off so we wouldn’t be disturbed, just for tonight. I assured her the alarm she’d set to remind her to take her pill would still activate even with her phone off, while she assured me she’d remembered to take her pill every day as regular as clockwork, and I was glad we were in total agreement about how important this was.
I’d cleared my schedule for the weekend, having worked my socks off all week in order to spend some quality uninterrupted time with Seraphina. I’d even left work early to pull together all the plans to make this evening as special as I could for her.
While I laid the food out on the dining table, she wandered over and looked through the music on my iPod.
“Well, Liam, you do surprise me. Kayne West, The Black Keys, The XX, Kasabian, Mumford and Sons, Bruno Mars, Ben Howard, even some David Guetta. This isn’t the type of music I’d have expected you to listen to at all,” she commented.
“Why? What would you have thought I liked?”
“I don't know, I suppose I would have had you down as more into classical music.”
“Really? What makes you say that?”
“Oh come on, Liam, you can't deny how conservative you are in most things. Take your décor in here and your office for example. Everything is so neutral and bland, at least that’s how I would describe it. So I guess I assumed your taste in music would be along the same lines.”
“Well, that just goes to show you shouldn’t make sweeping assumptions, doesn’t it? For your information, I like something quite heavy to work out to in the gym. Of course there are also other types of music I like - I like classical piano pieces when I'm travelling. So I'd say I have a pretty varied and diverse taste in music.”
“There’s hope for you yet, then,” she grinned at me.
“I'm pleased to hear it. Now, please come and eat.”
As we sat down at the dining table, with some soft music playing quietly in the background. Seraphina suddenly blurted out,
“Look, I know this probably isn’t the right time, but can I just ask something about Jamie to get it out of the way because it’s been bothering me. Then I promise we won’t talk about him anymore.”
“If you must. What did you want to know?” I frowned, not really wishing to discuss anything to do with my brother this evening.
“What exactly happened between you two when you had him round for lunch last Sunday? Because afterwards you suddenly started acting kind of weird about him.”
“What exactly do you mean by acting weird?”
“Well, you insisted I go and put some stockings on just because Jamie had seen me in stockings. I'd say that was a bit weird.”
“Sera, I don't deny that I feel very possessive about you. The thought that he’d seen you in stockings and I hadn't didn't sit well with me, so I just wanted to put that right.”
“So as well as being possessive, I'm guessing you’re the jealous type as well?”
 “Unquestionably, and you would do very well to remember that.” I looked her straight in the eye as I took a sip of my wine.
Seraphina rolled her eyes at me.
“And if I don't? Are you going to punish me by spanking me again?” Her words were defiant, but the huskiness of her voice gave lie to her apparent disapproval.
“Only if you want me to, Seraphina,” I gave her my best wicked smile and watched her blush. She was turned on by the thought of me spanking her, no question.
“So, back to Jamie. Did you tell him you'd given me a job at Starr Capital Ventures?” she quickly changed the subject.
“I did, yes.”
“What was his reaction?”
“He was somewhat surprised, of course. But he said he was pleased for you, and that you deserved a break.”
“Did he?” she smiled, as she toyed with the food on her plate. I sincerely hoped her interest didn’t mean she still harboured romantic feelings for him.
“Yes, and then he had the nerve to start lecturing me on how he’d always told me how talented you were, and how I should be thanking him for setting you up as an intern in my company,” I fumed. I'd not enjoyed being reminded of my previous attitude towards Sera.
“You didn't like me much back then, did you?” she stared at my face, watching for my reaction.
“I didn't know you.” I felt myself squirming uncomfortably because she was right.
“Yes, but you didn't like the idea of some stupid little art student Jamie had virtually picked up off the street moving in. As his over protective big brother, you thought I was planning to just use him, didn't you?”
“Maybe initially, but I was totally wrong. I’ve told you, I’m not proud of how cynical I was about your motives. I admit I wasn’t nice to you before. I could have made things so much easier and more comfortable for you, but I didn’t, and I feel very guilty about that. That’s why I need to make amends, so I'm pleased you’ve finally started accepting gifts from me. Speaking of which, are you wearing any of the Agent Provocateur lingerie I had sent to you?”
“You’ll have to wait and see, won’t you?” she smiled tantalizingly at me. She was sat opposite me at the table, and I stared when she crossed her legs because her short dress teasingly rode up even higher. “That fish was very good, by the way. My compliments to the chef,” she smiled.
I collected our empty plates and headed to the kitchen, where I took a deep breath and subtly rearranged my cock because I already had an achingly hard erection. It wasn’t going to be easy pacing myself this evening, but I knew I had to for her sake, however desperately I wanted to take her hard and fast for my own pleasure. I refocused my brain from where it had descended into the gutter, and concentrated on serving up our dessert.
Once we’d finished our simple Affogato ice cream and espresso dessert, Seraphina excused herself to go to the bathroom.
While she was gone, I quickly cleared up and then headed to my bedroom to put the finishing touches to create the perfect ambiance. Trying to be romantic was all new territory for me, but I was determined to make a break with my sordid past and make a fresh start with Seraphina.
I’d never taken a woman into my bedroom before. I’d always had sex with my previous partners in the guest bedroom, after which I’d returned to my own room to sleep. I’d always made it plain that my room was out of bounds, that it was my own personal space that they were not to invade. The guest room had its own en-suite bathroom, so it was self contained and had everything they needed.
Most of my previous partners had happily accepted this arrangement, with one or two exceptions of course. Most notably Kimberley, who’d tried her hardest to inveigle her way into my bedroom and had been very reluctant to end our arrangement. Even now, she still tried to make contact with me from time to time to try her luck again, and I didn't think it was coincidence that I’d seen her hanging around the gym a few times at a very early hour when I knew she really wasn’t a morning person.
The guest bedroom had always been my fuck pad where I kept my assortment of sex toys, along with my favourite tantra chair. The room had several large mirrors to increase my selfish pleasure because I liked to watch when I gave a good hard fuck to whoever had agreed to play around with me.
That bedroom door was locked now because I didn't want Seraphina wandering in there by mistake. She didn't belong in that room. She was different. That wasn’t how I was going to treat her.
With Seraphina I wanted everything to be different. I’d promised that I was going to make love to her, not fuck her. I wanted to create a sensual and romantic atmosphere, so I’d ordered vases of flowers of every possible type and shade to be delivered, specifying that I wanted plenty of her favourite roses included.
Before she arrived this evening, I carefully arranged the flowers on every available surface in my bedroom, so that she would see them wherever she looked. The colourful flowers stood out against the plain backdrop of the white walls, and the dark blue bedding in the room. I'd come in to light the candles that I’d strategically dotted around the room, making sure I wasn’t about to set the place on fire of course. I checked out my bathroom too, which was also crammed full of flowers, interspersed with candles which I was planning to light later on, if things went according to plan.
Satisfied that everything was in order, I returned to the lounge, a little surprised that Seraphina still hadn't returned. I hoped she wasn’t suffering from a sudden attack of nerves or having second thoughts. While I waited, I changed the playlist on my iPod to suit the mood, hoping that the time I'd spent trying to compile some suitably romantic tracks was not going to be wasted. But if she had changed her mind, there was nothing I could do about it. I was just going to have to be patient, as I’d promised her.
Just as Ed Sheeran’s ‘Kiss Me’ started to play, I looked up to see Seraphina standing in the doorway, watching me. I felt my heart literally jump as our eyes locked.
“Dance with me.” I smiled and held out my hand.
She smiled back shyly as she came over to take my hand. I entwined her fingers with mine, and put my other hand around her waist to bring her up closely against me. As she rested her head against my chest, we started slowly moving round to the music.
I gently raised her chin with my finger and bent down to kiss her.
It was a soft and tentative kiss, checking how nervous she was, but that light touch was all it took to ignite the passion between us. It instantly flared into a frenzy of deep kissing with erotic tongue dancing, as we couldn’t seem to get enough of each other.
Seraphina gripped my hair to pull my head down to her, while my hand explored the sensual curve of her hip and then ran along the length of her thigh until I grabbed hold of the back of her knee to wrap her leg around me, bringing her heat right against my hardness. She moaned as she ground herself against my erection.
“Is this what you want?” I broke away to ask breathlessly, as I held her face in my hands to gaze into her eyes. “You want to carry on?”
“Yes, oh yes, Liam, don't stop, not now,” she pleaded as she clutched at my arms. That was all I needed to know, so I lifted her up and she wrapped her legs around my waist while we continued our frenzied kissing as I carried her to my bedroom.
“Liam!” she gasped as she pulled away from me to look round. “All these flowers…the candles…everything looks so beautiful.”
“Only the most beautiful surroundings will do for your ‘deflowerment’,” I whispered as I set her down and stood behind her. I wrapped my arms around her as she took it all in.
“Flowers for my deflowerment,” she murmured as she smiled in delight. “Liam, that is such a romantic thing to do. Oh, and you’ve got candles too. I love candles.”
“I’m glad you like everything. Shall I let you into a little secret?” I whispered in her ear. I brushed her hair to one side and then nuzzled her neck and behind her ear, making her shudder as a little moan of pleasure escaped from her.
“What secret?”
“You are the first woman I've ever brought in here, into my bedroom. This has always been my very private zone, but now I'm sharing it with you. Only you, Seraphina.”
“You never brought any of the others…? I'm really the first?”
“That’s right. Only you.”
“Then I feel very honoured and privileged.”
“I'm the one who’s honoured and privileged, that’s if you’re going to allow me to continue?” I asked, turning her round to kiss her again.
“Yes, Liam, and you don't have to keep asking. I want to be here. I want this, really want this.”
“But promise you will tell me to stop if you change your mind? I need to be sure, I wouldn’t want…” I couldn't forget that she had changed her mind at the very last minute with Jamie. She had to understand that I could still control myself if she needed me to.
“Stop worrying. This is nothing like….then. This is right. This is what I want. You are what I want. Now please, stop with all the worrying. We’re all good here,” she smiled, and I could tell that she was sincere and not just pretending.
So I kissed her again, and put all the doubts out of my mind.
“In that case, I think we’re both a little overdressed, don't you?” I said as I kicked my shoes and socks off.
“I suppose so,” she replied shyly.
“Come here and lift your arms up,” I gently ordered her. “This is a lovely dress, but it’s surplus to requirements.” I’d already worked out that all I needed to do was pull it off over her head. As the dress fell to the floor, I gazed in awe at the sight revealed to me.
Seraphina was gorgeous. Slim but curvy, with the promise of full breasts peeking out from her bra. Long, long legs. Glowing pale ivory skin.
She was stunning.
“Just stand there and let me look at you. Don't look down, be proud of how beautiful and sexy you look. Turn around, I want to see all of your loveliness.”
I swallowed hard, then took a deep breath to control the urge to throw her down on the bed and immediately take my selfish pleasure as my eager cock was demanding. But this evening wasn’t just about me. It was about what was best for Seraphina.
Everything she was wearing, from the Agent Provocateur frilly cream bra and briefs, to the lacy top hold up stockings and the Jimmy Choo shoes, were items that I had chosen for her.
The underwear looked even better on her than I had imagined, which frankly was hard to believe considering how vividly I'd pictured her. The lace and ruffles and demure colour were just perfect set against her dark glossy hair, and her long, slim shapely legs went on forever in those sexy high heels.
“Do you like what you see?” she asked, as she self consciously played with a lock of her hair.
“Like? I love how you look, Seraphina.” My eyes feasted hungrily on her, and I was pleased to see her smile and relax a little more. “Now, why don't you be a good girl and help me take my shirt off, hmm?”
She stood in front of me and undid the buttons of my shirt with shaking hands, her breath hitching as I reached down to very lightly stroke the entrancing curve of her bottom with my finger tips. She had such a sexy bottom that it was hard to resist touching it, especially in those little frilled knickers.
Once the buttons of my shirt were all undone, she pulled it out of my trousers. I held out the cuffs for her to undo, and then let her slide the shirt off my shoulders. I groaned with pleasure when she leaned in and started softly kissing my chest, as she let her fingers wander over my arms.
“Do you like what you see?” I asked her in return.
“Oh yes, Liam. I like what I see very much,” she whispered as she raised her head to look up at me, and I could see desire burning in her eyes.
“Trousers next,” I whispered. “See if you like what’s in there as much.”
She only hesitated for a second before she undid the fastening and then the zip to allow my trousers to fall to the floor. I stepped out of them and kicked them to one side, where I'd also tossed her dress and my shirt.
She gasped as she looked at my erection straining in my boxer briefs.
“Touch me, just like you did before,” I took her hand in mine and guided her to stroke me through the fabric.
I closed my eyes as she stroked and rubbed, a low rumble of pleasure escaping from me, especially when her hand travelled lower and she carefully explored the softness of my balls, just as I’d shown her before. Clearly she had been paying attention in that tutorial session. A very eager pupil.
“Do you like what you can feel?” I asked her.
“Yes… but it’s so big,” she looked at me wide eyed.
“All the better to pleasure you with,” I smiled. “I promise I’ll make it good for you, as long as you relax and trust me. Do you trust me, Seraphina?”
“Yes, Liam, I do trust you,” she smiled back.
“That’s enough for now.” I gently moved her hand away. Her touch was too arousing to allow her to continue.
“Much as I love these shoes on you, today I want us to get fully naked, so I'm afraid they have to come off now.” I bent down to take them off. “And these.” I rolled the stockings down and slipped them off too.
As I picked her up to carry her over to the bed, she slipped her hands around my neck.
“I want you so much, Liam,” she whispered in my ear. “And I do trust you. Just tell me what to do.”
“Oh, I want you too, sweet girl, more than you can imagine,” I murmured back.
After pulling back the duvet, I carefully put her on the bed, then lay down next to her.
“You can touch me anywhere you want, I won’t mind,” I smiled, as I started a trail of kisses from behind her ear, down her neck and then down to her breasts. I licked her skin and then she jumped as I gently bit the swell of her breast that was visible above the frilly bra cup, and tugged at the garment with my teeth.
“Time for this to come off now. Sit up for me, Seraphina.”
I kneeled up and reached behind to unfastened her bra as she sat there and let it fall away to reveal her breasts.
“I've wanted to look at you like this since that first time I saw you in my office,” I said hoarsely, as I stared at her beautiful, perfect body.
“Really? You hid it extremely well.” She let me gaze at her for a moment, only her slight blush belying her nerves.
“You have perfect breasts,” I whispered, as I cupped them with my hands. They felt soft and full and pert as I gently caressed them.
“You don't think they’re too small? I thought you liked really big breasts, and mine…”
“I told you. Yours are perfect. Not too small at all. Look at the fantastic natural shape of them.” I looked at her from the side, and then ran my finger over the top of her soft mounds, and again underneath them.
“I take it you like them then?”
“Oh I like them a lot, believe me, Seraphina. And look at these deliciously pretty pink nipples. Sweet Jesus. They are just begging to be kissed.” I bent down and gently kissed first one and then the other.
“Mmm, I like that,” she whispered, as she held my head in her hands.
“Lie down for me, because there are a lot more things I can do that you’re going to like.” She slowly relaxed enough to let herself sink back down onto the bed.
I licked and kissed her first nipple, then suddenly sucked it hard. Sera threw her head back as she cried out with pleasure.
“I told you you’d like it,” I chuckled, before repeating the process on her other nipple. I fondled and caressed her breasts while I gently sucked and then bit them.
“Oh my God, Liam, that feels good,” she panted, and I was thrilled by how responsive she already was.
While I continued to work on her nipples, I gently slipped a hand down inside her knickers, and waited for a few seconds to see if she would freeze up on me, but she didn't. I carefully found her clitoris, knowing that she would be highly sensitive, but even so she jumped when I started lightly stroking her sweet spot.
“Oh…oh…what are you doing, Liam?” I felt her tense up slightly.
“It’s okay, you need to relax and trust me, just like we said,” I urged, as I rhythmically stroked her very gently with my finger. I kissed her mouth and let my tongue slide in and out to mimic the movements of my finger working on her, and when her hips instinctively began swaying to the same rhythm, I knew she’d relaxed enough to give herself up to the pleasurable sensations she was experiencing.
“That’s it my sweet girl, that’s right, just let the pleasure wash over you,” I murmured in her ear, as I increased the tempo, but as I felt her starting to quiver and moan, I stopped and withdrew my hand. She blinked up at me, confused.
“We need to take these off before I can continue.” I stroked the fabric of her knickers, hoping that she was aroused enough by now not to worry about getting totally naked for me.
“Oh…okay,” she whispered, and helped me to ease them off. I tossed them over with the rest of the clothes piled on the floor.
She lay back on the bed panting slightly as I gently parted her legs so that I could look at her in her full naked glory. By the way her hands were hovering, I could tell that her instinct was to try and cover herself up, but she managed not to.
I stared at the vision of erotic beauty in front of me. She was perfect, just perfect.
“Thank you for taking such trouble to make yourself look so lovely for me. I can't wait to explore that pretty little bare pussy of yours,” I grinned with delight, as I tentatively stroked her soft mound, and then let my finger slip down to touch her soft folds that I could see glistening with her enticing wetness. My cock was aching desperately, but that had to wait.
“I’m glad you think so,” she whispered, blushing deeply.
“Oh, I most certainly do,” I said, as I reached down to gently kiss her.
“No! No, Liam,” she cried out as she started to close her legs.
“Relax, Seraphina, that’ll be for another time when we’ll give oral the full attention it deserves. I just wanted to quickly say hello to your delightful pussy,” I smiled.
I moved back up to start kissing her, and as she relaxed again, she put her hands on my forearms. I started stroking her clitoris with my finger, faster and harder this time, and once her hips started moving with me again, I slipped a finger inside her. When there was no protest from her, I slid it in and out a few more times as she moaned with pleasure and gripped my arms. Inside her depths, she felt hot and wet and slippery around my finger, but I also could feel that she was very small and tight, much tighter than I expected, which meant I was going to have to work even harder to get her ready for my cock. I slipped a second finger in, and then curved my fingers to reach her G spot while I continued to use my thumb on her clitoris. Sera started to really thrash about and moan with pleasure.
“Yes, yes, Liam… Mmm… that feels really good,” she moaned, and I tried to ease a third finger in, but she was still so tight that I decided the best thing was to let her have an orgasm to relax her enough for me to ease my cock in next, which was what I desperately wanted to do.
I took things up another level. I kissed her deeply, thrusting my tongue into her mouth, as I slipped my fingers in to stroke her G spot, and swirled my thumb around her clitoris. Now I could feel her tension building, as her legs began to tremble and she started clenching and spasming around my fingers.
“That’s it, Seraphina, let it go, ride with it, fly with it,” I urged.
She tensed and cried out as her orgasm hit, and I held her tightly while the waves of pleasure washed over her as she whimpered and moaned.
“Liam…” she whispered, as she finally slumped against me.
“I've got you,” I whispered. “I’m here for you.”
She slowly grinned up at me.
“Good?” I whispered, as I kissed her temple.
“Yes. Very, very good,” she smiled at me.
“That was just the beginning. There’s much more pleasure to come.”
“But..Liam…I can't again, can I?”
“Trust me, of course you can, and each time it’ll be even better. But now it’s time for my cock to start joining in, so we need to get rid of these,” I said, indicating my boxers. “Can you help?”
“You want me to get your cock out?” she asked me hesitantly.
“Yes, I do. You can do it, you know you want to,” I urged with a wicked grin as I took hold of her hand and put it inside my boxers. A low moan of pleasure growled in my throat as I felt her soft, warm hand take hold of me.
“What does what my cock feel like to you?” I murmured, as I closed my eyes.
“It feels very hard and yet very soft, all at the same time. Like it’s made of steel but covered in silk,” she whispered.
Her hand continued to feel me, squeezing and rubbing, and I knew I couldn’t let her do that to me for very long, not the way I was feeling right now.
“That’s a very good description, Seraphina,” I said as I took her hand away, and moved back in order to slip my boxers off.
We were both now completely naked, and I lay back on the bed so that she could see my cock in all its glory for herself. She stared, and then reached over to grip me again, making my cock twitch with anticipation.
“Like this. Make a fist and then slide it up and down,” I demonstrated for her.
“Liam, your cock…it seems very big to me,” she said nervously.
“I know, Angel, and I'm not going to lie, we’re going to have to take things very slowly because you are so small and tight. But you do trust me don't you? You trust me enough to still go ahead?”
As I said this, I gently eased her onto her back again, and resumed our foreplay, as I lightly worked my finger tip around her clitoris. This time she started to relax immediately, because she now she understood the magic my fingers could work, and how good the orgasm I'd given her had felt.
“Yes, Liam. I trust you, and I don't want you to stop. I really want you inside me.”
“Good girl,” I smiled, as I slipped my finger inside her again. She moaned with pleasure, and I could feel she was lusciously wet. She was ready for me.
She’d said she wanted me on top because that’s how she always dreamed of me taking her. So I gently eased myself over her, taking my weight on my arms so that I didn't crush her. I positioned myself between her legs as she rested her hands on my shoulders. I looked into her eyes, those beautiful green eyes, and I saw the trust in them. Trust in me. I knew I just had to do this right for her, her needs had to come before mine.
“This is it my sweet little Angel. It’s time, okay?”
She just nodded at me, wide eyed as her gaze locked onto mine.
“Just ease your knees up, so you can open up for me,” I whispered. “We’ll take it nice and slow.”
“Liam, it’s okay. Let’s do this, please. I need you,” she urged, as she gripped my shoulders.
I gently kissed her, then I positioned the tip of my cock at her wet, enticing entrance.
I took a deep breath and then pushed hard against the resistance I encountered, as I let my cock slide in a short way.
Seraphina jolted and cried out, so I stopped and waited. It took all of my control not to give into the urge to slam hard into her all the way, but that would have been far too brutal. Remember. Making love. Not Fucking.
“Okay? I’m in, so that’s the worst part over,” I reassured her as I gently kissed her forehead.
She nodded, so I slid out and then gently eased back in again, just a little further this time. I continued with the momentum, rocking in and out several more times, making each thrust slightly deeper than before, easing my way in to possess her a little more each time.
“Angel girl, you are so tight,” I whispered, as I concentrated all my efforts on keeping myself under control for her, desperate not to give in to the urge to just rip right into her.
It was like easing my cock into a tight silken lined glove. Her tightness drew me in, sucking at me, feeling lush and heavenly as it tempted me to push in deeper and deeper. It felt divine, pure heaven.
Seraphina moaned with each thrust, and dug her nails hard into my back each time I thrust into her seductive tightness.
“Yes, Liam, yes, that’s it. I want all of you, don't stop,” she cried out.
I gently slid in and out of her slowly, and gradually it got easier as she stretched to take me. Her tightness gripped me, clamping possessively around my cock each time I slid in, her body telling me that she wanted this, she wanted me.
Sex had never felt like this before. We kept looking into each other’s eyes, keeping that deep connection between us. This was a different kind of sex, this was very special. I was making Seraphina mine with every stroke, her soft curves fitting perfectly under me as we melded together.
“More, I want more,” she begged. “Harder. All the way. I need all of your cock inside me.”
She gripped my hips to pull me deeper into her.
“Do it, Liam. Just do it. All of you. I want you. I need you. Now.”
So I eased out and then this time I gave into the urge to thrust hard, really hard and finally I slid all the way into her, so that my cock was buried as deeply as possible within her, and somewhere, somehow, I knew that a bond had been cemented. Seraphina was mine. We were locked together in a perfect bespoke fit.
“Liam,” she moaned, as she wrapped her legs around me, just as I had dreamed about her doing so many times.
Now I just waited, letting her adjust to having all of me so deep in her. After a minute or so, I slowly withdraw and then thrust in again.
“Yes, possess me, fill me, take me,” she urged, her inhibitions forgotten.
As she’d acclimatised to take my cock so well now, I slowly began building into a nice easy rhythm, feeling every ripple and rub of her slickness around my length as she writhed in pleasure beneath me.
I stroked into her wonderful silken depths again and again. It felt so incredibly good that I knew I would come very soon, so I adjusted the angle and slowly rotated my hips to grind my cock even harder against those tight walls and hit her G spot. It had the effect of driving her wild.
“Liam,” she screamed again. “That feels fantastic, keep doing it, please.”
So I kept stroking in as I slowly rotated my hips again, and now I could feel she was building to her climax, her insides quivering and clenching around me.
I let myself go to drive in and out hard and fast half a dozen times more. Seraphina tipped over the edge to explode into a powerful climax, her clenching walls tightening around me pushing me to my release. As I climaxed deep within her, I saw stars in front of my eyes because of the sheer intensity of my powerful orgasm. We clung together as we rode the waves of pleasure, letting it all wash over us as they peaked and then slowly ebbed away, until finally we were both spent.
We lay there together just panting for a few minutes, as we both came back down from the incredible high. As I slowly withdrew and rolled to lay next to Seraphina, she winced.
“Are you okay?” I brushed a lock of her hair from her face, and looked into her eyes to try and assess how she was, worried that I'd hurt her more than expected.
“I’m fine, Liam. More than fine, actually. Good, very good,” she beamed at me, as she reached up and tenderly touched my cheek. “That was …wow, so much better than I thought it would be. And it hardly hurt at all, not after the first ….you know.”
“That’s good, I'm pleased you didn't suffer too much discomfort, because you really were very tight indeed, my little virginal Angel,” I said, as I kissed her forehead.
“But now I'm not a virgin any more, am I? And I'm glad, really glad you were the one who took my virginity, Liam. You were incredibly patient, the way you made it so good for me, and I'm sorry if it wasn’t that great for you, taking things so slowly.”
I looked at her in astonishment.
“Seraphina, whatever makes you think that wasn’t good for both of us? That was a wonderful experience for me too.”
“Wasn’t it a bit boring for you though? I mean you're used to far more exciting things I'm sure,” she turned her head away from me. I grabbed hold of her chin and held her face so that she had to look at me.
“Don't do this. Don't put yourself, don't put us down by trying to compare anything I've experienced in the past with what we just shared. There is no comparison.”
“Really?” she asked, as she gazed deeply into my eyes. Her apparent self doubt surprised me, but I suppose I had to remember how young and inexperienced she was.
“Yes, really. You know me, always brutally honest. And that was amazing.” I held her gaze, to show I wasn’t hiding anything from her. Then I gathered her to me and wrapped her up in my arms, as she rested her head against my chest, and curled her leg around mine.
“This is good too, isn’t it? Just holding each other, just being close,” I whispered. I’d never wanted to spend time together like this after sex before, but this was something else that was a new experience for me with Seraphina. I wanted to stay with her, and I didn't want to let her go.
“Yes, it’s very nice. I really like it when you hold me like this.”
We stayed like this for a few minutes, before I reluctantly extricated myself.
“Just wait here for a moment,” I said.
“Where are you going?”
“You’ll see.”
I headed for the bathroom to top up the oil scented bath I'd run earlier with some more hot water, and lit the candles in there. Once I was happy the water was a nice soothing temperature, I returned to the bedroom.
Seraphina was lying on the bed looking worried.
“Liam, I'm so sorry… there’s some blood on your bed.”
“Sweetheart, don't worry about it. It was only to be expected when I took your virginity,” I reassured her as I stroked her hair back from her face.
“But your bed, the sheet…”
“Seraphina, sex is a gloriously messy affair that you should feel free to indulge in and not have to worry about making a mess or spoiling sheets. Besides, I used a specially designed type of throw to protect the bed,” I said as I whipped the messy item off the bed to prove the point. As she said, it was blood stained with the evidence of her lost virginity, a fascinating memento of the evening.
“Oh my God, Liam, you really do micro manage every little thing, don't you?” she said in apparent astonishment. I don't know why Seraphina seemed so shocked at my practical arrangements, when just a little forethought can make things so much better.
“Well, no one likes to sleep on a damp patch, do they?” I whispered as I grinned at her. “Come on. It’s bath time.”
As I scooped Seraphina up and carried her into the bathroom, I looked down at her stained thighs.
“Your virginal blood mixed with my seed. That’s a magical, unique mix, wouldn’t you say, because this is the only time it’ll happen.”
“Liam, you are definitely weird sometimes. Nothing seems to shock you or embarrass you, does it? I suppose because you know so much and have experienced so much compared to me,” she sighed.
“Seraphina, you should know that I've never taken a woman’s virginity before, so this was a very special experience for me, just as it was for you.”
“That’s good to know,” she murmured, as she nuzzled against my neck. “I'm glad it was a first for you too.”
I carefully stood her in the bath, and watched as she effortlessly twisted her hair and knotted it up out of the way, before she carefully sat herself down.
“Okay? Not too sore?”
“I'm fine, really. Are you joining me?” she smiled shyly.
“Yes, so just move forward a bit,” I instructed, then eased myself in behind her. “Now lean back against me. That’s it.”
I cradled her between my legs with my knees either side of her, as she let her head rest against my chest.
“This is nice too, Liam. I love all the flowers and candles you’ve put in here as well. It’s so romantic and relaxing, and whatever is in the bath smells wonderful.”
“Lavender and ylang ylang essential oils, to help relax and soothe you.” I reached for the sponge, and started gently washing her.
“Well, they’re working, because I certainly feel very relaxed and soothed now,” she turned and smiled at me.
“Good.” I kissed her softly on her lips. “So, your first sexual experience hasn’t put you off?” I gently washed between her legs, before I moved on to her breasts. They were a beautiful porcelain white, but the warmth of the water had made her nipples even pinker than before, and I spent some time very carefully washing them.
“Oh no, far from it. In fact I’m looking forward to a repeat performance, as soon as it can be arranged,” she breathed, as she closed her eyes and raised her arm to reach back around my neck..
“You need to recover, so no more sex tonight,” I said firmly, even as my cock jumped at the thought of taking her again.
“But Liam…”
“But there are plenty of other options. We’ll just keep things simple,” I whispered, as I let my hand wander down between her legs. “Just lie back and relax.”
While I gently started stroking her clitoris with my right hand, my left hand tweaked and pinched and rolled first her left nipple and then her right.
“Kiss me,” I ordered her next, bending my head down as she turned to me. I lightly teased her mouth with my tongue.
“Oh God, Liam, what you do to me,” she moaned against my mouth. I held her against me, as I felt her climbing to another orgasm as I carried on stroking her.
“That’s it, enjoy it, breathe it, take what I’m giving you,” I urged, as she shuddered and moaned while I held her tightly, until she finally slumped back against me, spent with pleasure.
“You are so amazingly responsive, sweet girl,” I murmured as I nuzzled her neck and nipped her ear.
“It’s you, Liam. You seem to know my body better than I do.”
“And I intend to get to know it even better, trust me,” I grinned, as I shifted her slightly because of my erection.
Seraphina turned herself around so that she was kneeling facing me in the bath.
“But what about you? It hardly seems fair when you are still so…unsatisfied.” She stared at my cock.
“I wouldn’t complain if you wanted to help me out,” I whispered, as I took her hand and gently placed it on my length.
“Tell me what to do, how you’d like me to touch you,” she murmured, as she continued to stare at my cock, seeming fascinated.
“You want a tutorial? No problem. The head of my cock is very sensitive, and also the underneath, so stroking both these areas is very pleasurable for me. Then if you use your other hand to grip and squeeze my shaft or gently massage my balls at the same time, that makes things pretty much perfect for me,” I explained, amused but delighted at how seriously she was watching as I demonstrated.
“Like this?” she asked, as she experimented. Seeing her take my cock in both her hands, and feeling her delightfully light feathery touch was extremely arousing, especially as she was the one who’d initiated it. And she was a very fast learner.
“Yes, just a little faster and tighter,” I instructed as I leaned back and closed my eyes. “Mmm, that’s it. You’ve got it, that’s perfect. And please don't stop when I come, carry on until I’ve completely finished.”
Naturally it didn't take long for me to climax. I gripped the edges of the bath as I felt myself exploding hard, as Sera obediently did exactly as instructed, and continued with her touch until I was finally done.
I opened my eyes to see Seraphina watching my face, a small smile playing around her mouth.
“Come here, my sweet girl.”
I pulled her up against my chest as I kissed the top of her head. “That was very, very, good. Thank you for pleasuring me so wonderfully.”
“Was it alright? ” she asked shyly, her voice muffled from where she’d tucked herself up against my chest.
“It was perfect. You have very talented hands,” I smiled. “But now I must get you out of the bath and dry you off before you get cold.”
I went to move, but she clung onto me.
“Just another minute. I like it here, with you, like this,” she insisted as she put her arms around my neck.
“I like you here too. But the water is getting cold,” I insisted, as I stood up, carrying her with me.
I carefully dried her off, then myself, and carried her back to my bed. She curled herself against my chest once more as I held her close, and it felt perfect.
And that was how she fell asleep that night. I listened to the relaxing sound of Seraphina’s regular breathing, until I too fell asleep.



Chapter 27
 Seraphina
I
was woken by the sound of my phone alarm, and as I opened my eyes, for a moment I hadn't got a clue where on earth I was, apart from the fact that I was in an enormous, extremely comfortable bed.
“Good morning, sleepyhead,” a deep voice rumbled next to me.
Of course. It all came flooding back to me. I was in Liam’s bed. I turned to look at him as he lay on his side, propped up on one elbow and smiling down at me. He leant down to kiss me, and brushed a strand of hair out of my eyes. I wondered how long he’d been awake and watching me, because that felt rather weird, an invasion of my privacy almost, I suppose because I'd never actually slept with anyone before.
“Sleep well?” he asked.
“Um, yes, actually, I did sleep well, thank you,” I smiled shyly back at him. “I must just go and take my pill, and…well… I need the bathroom.”
“I’m not going anywhere. I’ll be right here waiting for you,” he smiled lazily. He rolled to lie on his back as he put his hands behind his head and then watched me. Damn, I was naked, and there weren’t any clothes within reach, a fact of which he was obviously very well aware.
Why was I feeling so shy after everything we’d done last night? Because that was last night and this was this morning I guessed. I looked at Liam lying there, the duvet only just covering his modesty. Of course he wasn’t the least bit shy or inhibited about being naked in front of me. But that was because he’d been naked with so many other woman, and it all seemed perfectly natural to him. He had a great body to show off, so why should he feel shy? I used to think I didn't go for big muscly kind of guys, but now I loved Liam’s broad chest and strong arms, and there were other parts of his anatomy that I was growing very fond of too. I’d always felt rather intimidated by the thought of a man’s equipment, but now I found myself thinking that Liam’s cock, as he’d told me to call it, was kind of fascinating, much to my surprise.
But before I let myself dwell too much on that thought, I decided I’d better attend to my personal needs. Liam had seemed to enjoy looking at my body last night, so why not give him a proper show now instead of acting like a shy little girl, I told myself. I bet his previous women hadn't acted all shy and prim for him.
Ugh. I had to stop doing this - picturing Liam with all these other women, doing everything he was doing with me, all the while knowing that they were so much better at it than I was, because their experience matched his.
He’d even had to give me a tutorial on how to give him a decent hand job for crying out loud, but at least he’d appeared to enjoy it, much to my satisfaction. I’d surprised myself by how proud that had made me feel, as I’d watched his face when he reached his climax. I remember Abbey telling me how she enjoyed the power of watching a guy come apart due to her actions.
Of course she’d been talking about oral sex, but now I began to understand what she meant. Maybe one day I'd be brave enough to try that with Liam too, because everyone knows how much guys love it, and I bet all his other women…stop it, I told myself again. I took a deep breath, threw back the duvet, and headed for the bathroom, trying to look as sexy as possible and not trip over anything on the way.
“Don't be too long, Seraphina,” Liam called out, grinning as I turned and smiled shyly back at him before scurrying off.
Once I was in the bathroom, I locked the door, leant back against it and took a deep breath. First things first – I got my pill packet from my overnight bag, checked I'd definitely got the right day, popped the pill out of the packet and quickly swallowed it. Job done.
As I attended to my needs, I thought about how Liam had gone to so much trouble to make my first time, my deflowerment as he’d called it, a wonderful experience with the way he’d set the scene, filling the bedroom with beautiful flowers and candles. All the things he’d done to me last night had felt so incredible, that I’d soon lost most of my inhibitions and had ended up virtually begging him to go further. I’d just known instinctively that it was the right thing to do, and there’d been no doubts, no worries, no voice in my head screaming at me to stop. Because he is the one.
Then the sex had been amazing. Totally mind blowing. Better than in my dreams, way better than I had ever imagined it could be.
Liam had been so patient, so wonderful as he’d made love to me. By the time we’d got to that stage, I’d been so ready that it had only hurt a little. It had felt so right, so good as I'd felt the waves of pleasure building and spiralling with each delicious stroke of his powerful hardness surging into me. He was unquestionably a highly skilled and talented lover to have given me such an intensely powerful orgasm the first time I had sex, and I tried to push to the back of my mind the thoughts of how he’d gained all his impressive talents, of all those other women he’d been with to hone his skills.
But at least when I felt Liam releasing deep within me, I’d sensed an immense satisfaction to know that he was experiencing his own intense orgasm because of me, because of my body. Whatever happened afterwards, just for that moment, Liam was totally mine. It was me he was bonding with as I lay pinned down by his powerful body.
Afterwards, he’d been so sweet when he’d bathed me, refusing to have sex with me again in case it made me too sore. Sweet was not a word I would have thought I would ever be using to describe The Big Guy, but that was exactly what he had shown me he could be. Sweet, gentle and kind.
And yet I had no doubt there was another far more wicked and dangerous side to Liam. A jealous, possessive and controlling side. A side that would spank me and do other unmentionably kinky things to me. A shiver of anticipation ran through me at the thought of this. What was I getting myself into? I had no real idea, I just knew I had no option but to continue along this path.
Just take one day at a time. That’s what I had told Liam we should do, and it was advice that I should heed, because I knew I had a tendency to over think things. So I told myself that for now I should just let myself relax and finally enjoy getting to grips with my new found sexuality. Just enjoy the great sex, seeing as I was undoubtedly in the hands of a very skilled expert.
But however much I tried to convince myself that this was a casual affair that could end tomorrow, in my heart of hearts I knew I was in severe danger of falling very fast and very hard for Liam. If I didn't want to get badly hurt, I had to hold part of myself back to keep some distance between us, in preparation for when he got bored and moved on, as he always had, as he always would. A leopard can't change its spots.
I stared at my reflection in the mirror as I brushed my teeth. Did I look different now that I was no longer a virgin? Well, I certainly had bed hair, no question about that, so I brushed it through and plaited it back out of the way. I glanced at my body, still finding the lack of hair down there very odd. But when Liam had stared at me with such a hot look and told me I had a pretty little pussy, it’d made me really glad I’d made the effort for him. He was so naughty in what he said sometimes, but it was also very erotic, as he well knew by the dirty smile on his face.
Typically, Liam was upfront and forthright about what terms he preferred to use for various parts of the anatomy, but I guessed he was right. It was so much better to have it out there, rather than stuttering and muttering in embarrassment. He was also very matter of fact about the messy practicalities of sex, but that was a good thing, wasn’t it?
We’d spent the night together, but what happened now? I very much hoped we were going to have sex again when I rejoined him in bed, but I decided after that I should probably head back to mine, to give Liam some space. The last thing I wanted was to come across as needy or clingy – that was not my style at all, and I was certain he would hate that kind of female.
So I gave myself a final check over in the mirror, wishing my boobs were a bit bigger, whatever Liam had said about them being fine, then took a deep breath as I unlocked the door and headed back.
“I was about to send out a search party, Seraphina. Are you okay?” Liam asked, a worried frown marring his face. He held up the duvet for me to slide under next to him.
“I’m fine,” I curled up against his warm body, loving the way his arms immediately snaked around my waist to pull me closer to him.
“Sure? Are you very sore?”
“No, not at all. Really, I’m fine,” I insisted, as I gazed at him and reached up to gently stroke his rough stubbly cheek. His eyes looked intensely blue this morning, and I noticed that he had very long dark lashes, which seemed at odds with his blonde hair, but made his eyes even more striking.
To prove my point that I was perfectly willing, keen and able to indulge in some more great sex with him, I softly kissed his lips, and bravely let my hand go exploring.
“Morning wood?” I enquired archly, having heard the boys in the student house discussing this phenomenon. Amazing the things I’d learned from them over the months I’d lived there.
Apparently having a huge boner first thing in the morning made things very difficult for guys when they woke up desperate to pee. Adam and Toby had had a long discussion one morning about the best way to get around this problem. It had been a fascinating and enlightening breakfast conversation for me to listen into at the time.
“What do you know about morning wood? I thought you were totally inexperienced in these things,” Liam grinned at me as I gently stroked his length, and satisfyingly felt it grow even harder. “And anyway, my tumescence has nothing to do with morning wood, as I'm sure you can guess.” He flexed his hips to push his erection harder into my hand.
“Your tumescence?” I giggled. “Have you swallowed a dictionary or something?”
“I like to think I can include an impressive vocabulary amongst my many skills,” he smirked.
Then he suddenly rolled me onto my back, swiftly pinning my hands above my head with one of his large hands and manoeuvring himself to hover over me. I could feel his breath on my cheek as he looked into my eyes.
“I’d very much like to make love to you again, but only if it won’t cause you too much discomfort,” he whispered, as he trailed soft little kisses from my temple down to my cheek, then on to my neck.
“I want you to make love to me again, Liam. In fact I think I might have to go off in a sulk if you don't. I told you, I’m absolutely fine.”
“Go off in a sulk eh? We can't have that, can we?” he laughed. “So, do you want to try being on top this time?”
“No. I want it to be exactly the same as last night. You on top, pinning me down,” I breathed, as I felt myself already aroused and wet for him.
“I see. So you like to be restrained, do you Sera? That is a very interesting and intriguing disclosure that’s begging for further exploration in the not too distant future,” he whispered wickedly, as he tightened his grip on my hands that he still held firmly pinned above my head. “It proves what a good match we are, because that is an area I happen to excel in.”
“It…it…is?” I stuttered as I gazed up at him, even more aroused than ever, but confused and puzzled by my own admission.
“Don't worry about it, sweet girl. I’ll look after you; I know what your body craves better than you do. You’ve spent such a long time having to be strong that your body is tired and looking for someone to lean on and hand over control to just for a short while, to let you finally relax and let your guard down.”
Yes, yes, he understands because he is The One, the voice in my head whispered with a huge sigh of contentment.
And although my feminist logic urged me to tell Liam to get lost, that I certainly didn't need him or anyone else to lean on, deep down in my heart I couldn’t deny that what he was saying resonated with me. So I decided to just go with it for now, for however long it lasted, as I’d told myself earlier. Just enjoy the great sex this man could give me.
“I’m going to try something now, to see how ready for me you are,” Liam whispered “Because I think you want this as much as I do, and I think you might be just as ready as I am.”
No doubt my panting breaths, my flushed cheeks, my speeding heart rate and the fact that I was squirming under him, trying to get him to make contact with my desperately aching need were something of a giveaway.
He settled himself between my legs after he’d nudged them further apart, lined himself up against me, and then slowly, very slowly, pushed just the tip of his length into me.
“Sweet Jesus, you are so wet already,” he groaned, as he slid further into me. “And still so wonderfully tight.”
“Mmm, that feels good, Liam,” I moaned, as I threw my head back. I loved the feeling of him possessing me like this, and all I could think was that I wanted more and more of him.
He pulled back and then thrust into me again, harder and deeper this time.
“Yes!” I cried out, as I felt him stroking every nerve ending because of the fantastic way his cock filled and stretched me.
“Your wonderful silk lined pussy is sucking my cock, and she’s very greedy,” he growled as he stepped up the pace, building up to a perfect rhythm as he kept stroking in and out of me. Already I could feel the tension building again, like a coil being wound tighter and tighter, waiting to be released.
I wrapped my legs around his waist to draw him in deeper, and he let go of my hands to grip my hips and tilt me slightly. It meant I had to take more of his weight on me, but I didn't mind. This was what I seemed to crave, this feeling of being overpowered, of being unable to get away or escape from this big powerful man. This was exactly how it had been in my erotic dreams of him, except in real life it was even better.
He plunged into me deeper now, thanks to the change of angle.
I moaned and writhed with pleasure under him as I gripped his back, feeling his muscles flexing under my hands as he moved.
I gave myself up to the pure carnal pleasure that streamed though me as he kept thrusting harder and deeper.
“Oh Angel, you feel so fucking good. I want to fill you up, I’m going to come very soon,” he moaned, as he held my hips tightly in place. He rolled his hips in that fantastic way of his, and I felt his cock grinding against me as he reached some exquisitely sensitive spot.
“Fuck! Liam! Oh Fuck!” I screamed out, as orgasmic waves of pleasure suddenly washed over me. I felt my muscles clenching and gripping tightly around Liam’s cock, seducing him into climaxing deep inside me.
“Yes, yes, that’s it,” he cried, as he thrust really hard one final time and then stilled as he poured into me. The sensation of his spurting release sent me flying even higher, as I clutched his back in a wild frenzy. I wrapped my legs tighter still around his waist, and we remained closely entwined and locked, writhing together as we let the waves ride over us and then gradually die down.
Finally Liam collapsed on top of me, both of us panting and breathless. He withdrew from me and rolled onto his side where he propped himself up on one elbow so that he could look at me.
“Are you okay?” he whispered, as he gently ran the backs of his fingers over my cheek. I closed my eyes and leant into his touch.
“No.”
“No? What’s the matter? Did I hurt you?” he asked in alarm.
“I'm not okay. I'm bloody fantastic,” I grinned at him. “Is it always like this? Is sex always this good?”
“Sex is only this good with me, Seraphina. And as you’re not going experience it with anyone else, I suppose you could say that yes, sex will always be this good.”
“That’s a bit arrogant of you,” I commented, although to be honest right now I couldn’t imagine ever wanting to have sex with anyone but Liam.
“No, it isn’t. I'm just stating a fact. We agreed this would be a monogamous relationship, so you won’t be having sex with anyone but me.”
“Fair point, I suppose. So, umm…did we just make love or did we just fuck?” I asked him with a cheeky smile.
Liam tipped his head back and laughed loudly.
“I suppose you could say it was a bit of both, as it was pretty quick and intense. Both can be fun, depending on the mood and circumstances. There are so many different ways to make love, and so many different ways to fuck, and I plan on demonstrating each and every one to you.”
“I like the sound of that,” I whispered, as I ran my fingers through the soft hair on the back of his head, and then pulled him down to kiss his lips.
 ‘Careful,’ I reminded myself. ‘Don't get too soppy and emotional with him. Don’t kid yourself he’ll be different with you. Never forget this is the ultimate bad boy man-whore you’re getting involved with. That’s why he’s so amazingly good in bed.’
“So, anyway, I’d better grab a shower and then head off,” I forced myself to smile as I pulled away from him.
“What? Oh no you don't,” Liam frowned as he caught hold of my wrist to stop me.
“Liam, I’ve got things to do, as I'm sure you have too, so I’ll get out of your way.”
“I do have things to do - spend time with you, so I certainly don't want you to get out of my way. Come, we’ll shower together,” he insisted as he got off the bed, still holding onto my wrist as if he suspected I was going to make a bolt for the door. He started leading me to the huge walk in shower.
“Liam! Oh my God! Your back…did…did I do that to you?”
I was horrified to see that his broad back was streaked with red scratch marks, and I suddenly recalled how I’d dug my nails into him when I’d been in the throes of my orgasm.
Liam glanced at the reflection of his back in the huge mirrored door of his wardrobe and grinned.
“Marked by my little sex kitten’s claws eh?”
“I…I… don't know what to say. I’m so sorry,” I stuttered, mortified.
“Don't apologise. It’s just proof of how good the sex was,” he shrugged, and then continued to lead me to the large and ultra modern ensuite bathroom, heading for the walk in shower rather than the bath this time.
No doubt he’d had many scratches on his back before with numerous other ‘sex kittens’, I couldn’t stop myself thinking. Shut up, Sera. You can't have it both ways. If Liam had been a shy young virgin the same as you, the sex would have been terrible, so stop doing this. Just enjoy the fact that he’s very experienced. Go with the flow.
Liam set about getting the water in the shower to the right temperature, and fiddled with some of the controls so that the water only came out from the side jets rather than overhead.
“I like your hair in a plait, for some reason,” he said as he watched me unconsciously twirling the long braid in my fingers.
“Maybe because it’s a very effective method of containing my hair, seeing as you said that you’re an expert in bondage,” I said, which seemed to amuse him.
“You make me laugh, Seraphina. That’s one of the many reasons why you’re so good for me,” he winked. “There, the water is just right now.”
As we stepped under the powerful hot jets of water, Liam reached for some shower gel.
“This is actually meant to be unisex I believe, so I hope it’ll be suitable for your sensitive skin.”
“I'm sure it’ll be fine. It’s only cheap nasty stuff I have a problem with.”
Somehow I couldn’t imagine Liam using anything that could be termed as cheap and nasty, and as I noticed the Tom Ford label on the container, I knew I was right.
Once he’d squirted some into his palms, I instantly recognised it as the smell of Liam, and I sighed as I thought I could easily get addicted to that smell. He stood behind me and then reached round to start washing my breasts. His large hands caressed me, and then suddenly squeezed and tugged my nipples between his thumb and forefinger. I squealed in shock as I felt a spark shoot right down into my core.
He was so much taller than me that he could watch what his hands were doing over my shoulder, and as he held me back firmly against him, I could feel his erection pressing into my back.
“I like your lovely pert breasts very much, Seraphina. I like these pretty nipples too. So much fun to play with, wouldn’t you agree?”
He tweaked my nipples again, and then squeezed my breasts together quite roughly.
“There are lots of fun things we can do with these beauties, but not today,” he whispered, as he bit my ear lobe quite hard, making me squeal again. “Right now we need to get clean, that’s what we’re in here for, isn’t it?”
He took some more shower gel, and then washed me all over, very thoroughly.
“My turn now, you can wash me,” he ordered, as he turned me round.
My eyes instantly fixed on his huge, erect cock. Liam grinned when he saw the direction of my fascinated gaze.
“Please feel free to touch as much as you want,” he offered.
I gently wrapped my hand around his solid length.
“You seem to like my cock, don't you?”
“Yes,” I whispered. “I thought I'd be kind of scared because it’s so big, but I'm not. Especially…”
 “Especially…?”
“Especially now I know what it feels like to have it inside me.”
“You like that feeling?”
“I like that feeling very much. And I like how velvety soft your cock is, and yet how hard and powerful it feels. I’d even say it really is rather beautiful,” I whispered, as I continued to stroke my hand up and down his length. Not that I was any expert, but I'd have said that Liam had the most perfect cock that I could imagine. And just for now, it was mine, it was for pleasuring me – only me.
Liam closed his eyes and hissed with pleasure as I concentrated on the sensitive areas he’d taught me about yesterday.
“I'm glad your artistic eye finds my cock so aesthetically pleasing,” Liam smirked, as he grabbed hold of my plait to tug my head back and then bent down to kiss me. “Now I know why I like your hair this way.”
One of his big hands sneaked down in between my legs, while the other kept a firm grip on my hair as he continued to kiss me, his tongue darting in and out of my mouth, our tongues dancing, matching move for move as they swirled together. Then his skilled fingers started working on my clitoris, matching the rhythm of my hand working on his cock. I could feel him circling me, stroking me, then suddenly dipping his finger into me, then stroking me and circling me again, all the while building up the wonderful tension. I found myself working even harder on his cock, wanting to match the pleasure he was giving me. Then, just as I could feel myself climbing ready to fly over the edge, Liam suddenly took both my hands and placed them round his neck before picking me up.
“Wrap your legs around me,” he urged, as he slowly let me sink down onto his cock, until he was buried to the hilt. Then he leant me back against the shower wall as he supported my weight by gripping my hips. Only a strong, powerful man like Liam could do this, and I loved it, I loved the brute force he was using.
“That feels fantastic,” I breathed in his ear as I clung on to him.
“Your sweet pussy feels so fucking amazing,” Liam said through gritted teeth. He slid out and then flexed his hips to slam back into me again. He held me fast against the wall, where I was powerless to do anything but ride his cock.“It feels fucking fantastic to take you this way. You feel… so… fucking… good.”
He kissed me deeply as he started rhythmically pounding into me, and his length seemed to be sliding against the most intensely sensitive parts of me, each of his powerfully deep thrusts ratcheting up another notch of exquisite pleasure. It was as if his cock was perfectly designed for me, the way it seemed he could bring me to orgasm so quickly and effectively.
“Sweet Angel, are you ready to let go?” he groaned.
“Yes, yes, please, Liam,” I urged him, as I tightened my grip and buried my face in his neck.
This time when I climaxed I bit his neck, just where it met his shoulder, as the teeth marks I discovered afterwards proved.
What was wrong me with me? It was as if Liam was unleashing some sort of a savage animal that bit and clawed her mate in the throes of passion to mark him as hers. Is that what I was unconsciously doing?
~*~
Liam insisted on making me breakfast of poached eggs on wholemeal toast, as he remembered that’s what I’d ordered at the hotel in Kinsale, along with a big mug of steaming Earl Grey tea. But afterwards, I insisted that I wanted to return to my apartment, by myself. I needed some time to process everything I’d experienced, and I struggled to think coherently whenever Liam was in close proximity. A nice calming yoga session should do the trick to get my head back into some sort of order.
“Neither of us is used to being with someone 24/7. It’s going to take some adjustment for both of us. We both need our own space. And anyway, I'm sure you’ve probably got stacks of emails and messages to work through.”
“But I thought… most women…. they always seem to want me to spend more time with them, and yet you can’t wait to get out of the door it seems,” he said with a bemused look on his face.
“Perhaps I'm not like ‘most women’,” I retorted frostily. “Perhaps I’m not like all those previous pathetic Barbie clones of yours who can't manage on their own without your company for a few hours.”
“Whoa! Where did that come from?” Liam chuckled. “And I would agree, you are most definitely not like any other woman I've ever known, that’s for sure. Okay, have it your own way, but how about we meet up again later? We could go out for a nice brisk walk, have lunch in a pub, and then come back here? We’ll be going out later, because I have something planned for this evening.”
Liam had come up behind to put his arms around me and was now nuzzling my neck.
“Maybe this afternoon it’ll be time for some further tutorial sessions. I wouldn’t want to be accused of being a neglectful mentor, now would I?” he whispered in my ear, and I couldn’t help shivering involuntarily, wondering what he had planned for us next.
“But going out together…isn’t that a bit risky, seeing as we’ve agreed to keep things between us under wraps? We’ve been lucky up to now, but what if we bumped into someone?”
“I think the chances of us seeing someone we know are extremely remote. But I have no objection to remaining indoors with you,” he murmured, as he continued to kiss my neck. I knew if I didn't make a move away from him now, I’d be lost and unable to leave.
“How about I make us some lunch? Come down to me at around one? We can decide then exactly what we want to do with the rest of the afternoon. Don't forget, I also need to talk to you about starting work,” I reminded him as I stood up.
I was both excited and apprehensive about starting work at SCV next week, and I needed to establish a few ground rules with Liam about how this whole thing was going to work.
“Well, I wasn’t planning to talk shop with you today, but I'm happy to go over anything you need to know.”
“I just thought that seeing as you’ll be with Jamie tomorrow, maybe we should go over some points this afternoon.”
“Who says I'm seeing Jamie tomorrow?” Liam queried.
“It’s Sunday tomorrow. You always see him for Sunday lunch when you aren’t away, don't you?”
“Not every week. And I only saw him last week, don't forget.”
“Yes, but he’s your brother and you should keep in touch with him. Give him a call this morning, set something up,” I urged him.
“Why is it so important to you? Are you trying to get me out of the way or something?” Liam frowned, only half joking I think.
“Jamie’s the only family you have and you’ve always been very close. I can't stand the thought that I’ve come between brothers. I like that you look out for him. Blood is thicker than water and all that.”
“Okay, I’ll call him a bit later. No point now, it’s far too early on a Saturday morning to get hold of him,” Liam sighed.
I looked at the clock and saw that he was right. It was barely ten o’clock; Jamie would be dead to the world for at least another couple of hours – or alternatively he’d be busy in bed with this new girlfriend of his. I didn't really feel jealous, but I did feel worried about him somehow. Despite everything that had happened between us, I knew that he was basically a decent guy who just needed to mature and grow up, and my gut feeling about this Poppy was that she was a very predatory female. I’d just feel happier knowing that Liam watching out for his younger brother, seeing as he was so close to his finals, to try and make sure Jamie didn't screw up at the last hurdle.
Liam followed me as I headed back into his bedroom to collect my overnight bag. The huge oversized bed with its very masculine dark blue covers dominated the room. He’d already tidied up, and all the vases of flowers looked just as beautiful in the daylight as they had by candlelight last night.
I turned to him, reached up to put my arms around his neck and kissed him on the lips.
“Thank you for such an amazing night, Liam. Thank you for making my first time so wonderful and romantic,” I whispered. “I’m a very lucky girl. It was everything and more that I could have wished for.”
“I had a wonderful time, too, Seraphina. You’re a very special girl, you know that don't you? I’m the lucky one here, so very lucky that I'm the one you gave your virginity to.”
He hugged me so hard that he lifted me off my feet, as he kissed me hard on my mouth before he put me down again.
“Do you really have to go? Or shall I throw you on the bed and have my wicked way with you again?” he murmured enticingly.
Somehow I managed to resist the Sex God, although as I sat alone back in my apartment with some of the flowers that Liam insisted I take back with me, part of me regretted not letting him seduce me all over again.
I relished my solitude almost as much as I ached for Liam’s presence, but I knew leaving had been the right thing to do, because the man dominated me mentally and physically whenever he was around. I needed to recharge and reset myself to being the Seraphina who didn't need anyone else to get on with her life, because I must not become dependent on Liam. I had to be able to cope when he moved on from me.
I switched my mobile phone on, and immediately a text from Abbey popped up.
You ok? How was it? I'm here if you need to talk. xox
I smiled. She was such a good friend to be concerned for me. I texted her back.
Was totally amazing. xxx
Abbey must have been waiting for my reply, because I got a text back from her almost straight away.
Totally amazing? You lucky girl. I expect to hear all about it v. soon. xox
I smiled to myself. Abbey was the one person I'd usually feel able to confide in, but right now I just wanted to keep it all to myself. Just for now, all the precious memories of being so deeply intimate with Liam were not for sharing with anyone else. That way, he was totally mine, in my memory anyway. No-one could take that from me.
I wandered into the spare room study where my Mac was set up, and logged in to check my emails. There was one from Aoife, wanting to know how things were going with Liam. By ‘things’, she meant she wanted to know all the gory details, such as if we’d slept together yet, but I ignored her and didn't reply as I wasn’t ready to gossip and share. She said Nana was still convinced that Liam was my one true love, or some such drivel. Well, I’m afraid Nana was living in cloud cuckoo land, because Liam didn't believe in that kind of thing. Making love with someone didn't mean you were in love with them, did it?
I checked the schedule of classes at the fitness centre, and as I’d thought, there was a Hatha yoga class between eleven and twelve, which fitted in perfectly seeing as I'd told Liam to come for lunch at one. So I quickly got changed into the loose yoga pants and baggy top that had been amongst the gym gear that Liam had ordered for me, found my yoga mat, and headed on down.
The class was excellent, and I felt so much better afterwards, centred and calm, much more my old self again.
As I made my way out of the studio, I was just running through in my mind what I could prepare for lunch, when I literally bumped into Scott Franklin, the fitness centre manager.
“Hi, it’s Seraphina, isn’t it? I was hoping I’d run into you again, because we need to arrange your personal one to one gym induction,” he smiled, as he remained in very close proximity to me rather than backing off after our virtual collision. This close up, I couldn’t help noticing that he had a very hairy back and shoulders, and that he was also quite sweaty. Something about his whole demeanour made me feel distinctly uncomfortable, although I wasn’t quite sure why.
“Oh, I don't think that’s really necessary. I've no intention of using any of the more complicated equipment, just the simple running machine.” I stepped back from him, but he just leaned in towards me as my back hit the wall.
“I’m afraid the rules of the gym state that an induction covering every piece of equipment is obligatory - it’s to do with the insurance. And it has to be me who undertakes your induction, as I'm the only suitably qualified instructor. So why don't you step into my office for us to book some dates in for you?” Scott’s eyes were fixed on my chest rather than on my face. He was literally making my flesh crawl. Friend of Liam’s or not, I wanted nothing to do with him.
“Don't you have a female trainer? Only my boyfriend might have a problem otherwise.”
I was clutching at straws by falling back on the jealous boyfriend excuse, although I knew it was most likely true that Liam probably wouldn’t be happy if I trained with another man. But I kept it pretty general as I wasn’t sure if he knew about Liam and me, seeing as we weren’t broadcasting our relationship. Scott knew that Liam had brought me down to the gym last week, but I had no idea what Liam had said to him about me. He might have just said I was a work colleague.
“No, under the terms of our liability insurance, I’m the only fully qualified instructor. But I promise you I'm very good, so I’ll make sure you’re fully satisfied with every aspect of your training,” he smiled. “So, this boyfriend of yours - does he treat you well? Only I'd have thought a gorgeous young girl like you would prefer not to be tied down. I’d have thought you’d rather be free to have fun and experiment, rather than be someone’s obedient little pet.”
“He treats me very well, and I am not anyone’s pet,” I said through gritted teeth. “Now if you’ll just excuse me, I need to get on.”
“Here’s my card,” Scott placed it in the little pocket on the front of my T shirt, letting his hand linger for just a few seconds longer than necessary. “You seem such a sweet, trusting girl, Seraphina, but I happen to know this boyfriend of yours pretty well, so let me just warn you. Don't be sucked in by all the trappings of his wealthy lifestyle, because maybe he isn’t the nice, dependable guy he seems at first. I'd hate to see you get hurt by becoming too reliant on him. I’ve seen the same thing happen so many times before.”
“What do you mean? What are you talking about? I don't think my boyfriend would be happy about what you seem to be inferring.” I retorted angrily.
“Okay, forget I said anything, I was only trying to help.” Scott put his hands in the air as he finally backed off. “Now don't forget, to comply with the terms of your club membership, you’ll have to have an approved induction with me.”
I pushed passed him and made my way up to my apartment, where I threw his card down on the kitchen worktop in disgust. I'd have to ask Liam if Scott was right about having to have an induction with him, or if there was any way of getting round it. And what exactly did he mean about Liam, what was he hinting at? I already knew that Liam had had many sexual partners before me, but Scott seemed to be implying that he’d made them promises and then let them down, contrary to what Liam had told me about it always being a purely no strings kind of arrangement with all these other women. Was he just trying to make trouble and stir things up for some reason? Or was he doing me a favour by warning me not to believe that I was different from all the others. Either way, Liam would deny the accusations, so I didn't think it was worth while telling him what Scott had hinted at. My gut instinct told me that Scott was wrong, but maybe that was only because I didn't want it to be true. Either way, I hoped Liam would understand that I didn't feel at all comfortable with this friend of his and not think I was just being an irrational female.
I tried to put it all out of my mind as I quickly got showered and changed, then concentrated on getting the lunch ready before Liam turned up.



Chapter 28
Liam
It seemed that every time I thought I was a step closer to getting Seraphina prepared to work at a relationship with me, she took a step backwards, and distanced herself. She clearly felt upset, intimidated even, by the number of previous women I’d been with, but there wasn’t anything I could do about that.
Maybe it was her lack of experience that meant she failed to appreciate just how truly great the sex between us was, because she had nothing to compare it to. Well I did, and sex with Seraphina was like nothing I'd experienced before, because it was in a whole new league of its own.
Not just because she’d been a virgin, although I loved that I’d been the one to claim her because it made her uniquely mine. Not just because she had the sweetest, tightest, silkiest pussy I had ever experienced, and we seemed to fit together so perfectly, almost as if we were designed for each other.
It was because we somehow reached another higher plane when we climaxed together. I didn't understand it, but I knew what we experienced was unique. Seraphina wasn’t just another female to slake my sexual thirst. She was far more than that, but she didn't seem to believe me when I tried to tell her, because she lacked confidence, despite the fact that she was an incredibly beautiful, talented and fascinating woman. It seemed she still thought of me as the type of man who was spinning a line to use her, who was inevitably going to dump her.
I realised it was going to take time and a lot of patience to convince her otherwise, helped by copious amounts of orgasmic sex to help bind her to me. At least all my previous experience would be put to good use with that mission.
From how she had reacted to the foreplay I'd initiated in the weeks leading up to our first sex, I’d suspected she’d be a wild cat in bed and I'd not been wrong. There was so much passion in her nature waiting to be unleashed that had been kept locked away until now. I found myself aroused and excited just thinking about how I could get Seraphina to really let herself go. All the boredom and repetitiveness that I’d been experiencing previously in my sex life had vanished, even though there was no one else but her now. Seraphina was the only woman I was interested in, even if she found that hard to believe.
All I knew was I just couldn’t risk losing her, so every time I felt her pulling away from me, I had to handle things very carefully not to break the ties that I was so carefully building between us.
At one o’clock, I headed down to her apartment as we’d agreed. I’d put the time away from her to good use to clear up several problems and queries that had inevitably arisen with my business matters. It made a change to have a woman who didn't seem to want to move in or make a claim on me, which was ironic as I actually wouldn’t have minded if Seraphina had. I was quite put out when she insisted on leaving after breakfast, having assumed she’d want to stay, and now I found myself impatient to see her again, even though it had only been a couple of hours since we’d parted.
“Hi, how are you doing?” she said as she let me in. She was casually dressed in a short denim skirt, a cropped T shirt top and little flat pumps.
I swept her up in my arms to kiss her.
“Better now,” I grinned, as I let her slowly slide down my body. She smiled back, letting her hands linger on my arms for a few seconds, before she pulled away from me and headed towards the kitchen as I followed behind.
“Club sandwich okay for lunch?” she queried. “Oh, and I got a couple of bottles of that Meantime London beer you like, if you want one with it?”
“Fine by me. Our own pub lunch, So, what have you been up to?” I asked, as she busied herself getting the plates of food ready.
“I went to a yoga class at the fitness centre, and…”
“Why didn't you tell me you were going there? And why have you got Scott Franklin’s card?” I interrupted her as I spotted his business card on the worktop. I picked up it up, my hackles rising at the thought of Seraphina having any dealings with him.
“Liam, I really didn't think you needed to know when I was going to a yoga class here in the same building. And I was just about to tell you about Scott. I bumped into him when I came out of my class this morning. He says I have to do a formal gym induction with him as he’s the only official qualified instructor, but…” she hesitated.
“But…?”
“Look, please don't be cross with me, because I know Scott’s a friend of yours, but….”
“But what?”
“Liam, I'm just going to come right out and say this. I really don't like the man at all, there’s just something about him that gives me the creeps, and I'm sorry if that seems illogical and female, but there it is. I don’t want to offend him, but do you know if there is anyone else that I could do an induction with? Scott’s obviously into weight training, which I'm definitely not, so surely there must be someone else, maybe a nice lady trainer who is more likely to understand the kind of workout I want to do?”
I smiled in relief. It seemed Seraphina’s instincts were spot on, because she’d somehow sensed that Scott’s interest in her was less than benign and I was delighted that she was turning to me for advice.
“Scott’s merely an acquaintance, nothing more, so don't worry yourself on that score. I’ll overlook the fact that you didn't let me know where you where this morning, but in future I expect you to let me know where you are at all times, especially if you’re going to have your phone off, as you no doubt will when you’re in a yoga class. But leave this matter regarding a trainer with me; I’ll sort something out for your induction. So, Scott gave you the creeps? Any reason in particular?”
I’d warned Scott to stay away from Seraphina, so what had he been doing that had caused her to react this way?
“I don't know, it’s hard to put my finger on it exactly. He just stood too closely, and when I mentioned my boyfriend, he said something about how I should be having fun instead of being an obedient pet. I have no idea what he was banging on about, but he just made my flesh crawl. Maybe it’s all that body hair. He even has a hairy back and shoulders.” She shivered in apparent disgust.
“You got close enough to see how much body hair he had?”
“I told you, he stood right next to me, and he was wearing just a vest top and shorts. He was all sweaty too.” She grimaced and shuddered again.
“Not your type then?” I asked.
“Absolutely not.”
“So, how would you describe your type?” I moved to back her up against the kitchen worktop, where I placed my hands either side of her to cage her in. The chemistry between us immediately kicked in, sparking and sizzling, and of course I got a rock hard erection.
The thought of another man daring to move in on my woman made me feel wildly possessive, somehow even more so now that I’d claimed her virginity. It meant that Seraphina was unmistakeably mine, and mine alone, so I would be dealing with Scott in due course. But right now I suddenly felt an overwhelming need to possess her again.
“Let me see. I much prefer a blonde man, with nice smooth skin, just like this,” Seraphina whispered in a husky voice, as she slid her soft, warm hands underneath my T shirt to feel my chest. Suddenly, we were both breathing heavily, both consumed by desire, and I had to have her now, this minute.
I lifted Sera up to sit on the edge of the worktop, and pushed her skirt up out of the way as I forced myself between her legs. Seraphina quickly undid my jeans to release my cock, and I pulled her little lace undies to one side.
With one thrust I was inside her, claiming her, as she cried out and clung onto to my arms.
“No other man will ever know the pleasure of this divine little pussy of yours because it belongs to me. Only me. Do you understand?” I withdrew and then thrust hard into her again. She felt so wet and luscious as her tightness encased my cock.
“Liam…” she moaned.
“I… asked…you…a…question.” I drove hard into her over and over. I had to hear her say it.
“Only you, Liam. Only ever you…” she moaned again.
I moved back slightly so I could slide my hand in between us, knowing that I was already very close to coming, needing to bring her up to speed to match my urgency. I found her sensitive little nub, and stroked it with my fingertip, while I continued to thrust hard into her.
She hissed as she sucked her breath in and threw her head back, her eyes closed in pleasure.
“Tell me, is that good for you, Angel girl?” I whispered, as I felt her legs quivering and her tightness beginning to spasm around my cock. Sera just moaned incoherently, and I knew she was close. With one final swirl of my finger on her sweet spot, I sent her flying over the edge.
As she clung to me and cried out as her climax hit, I let myself go, and with three final deep hard thrusts, I joined her. I stilled, buried to the hilt inside her warm, wet depths, and let my release shoot deeply into her, as the intensity of our orgasms intertwined and flowed together. This was what I had never experienced before, the way we seemed to merge not just physically, but on every level, conscious and unconscious. It was totally addictive, totally irresistible, and all consuming.
After a minute or two, I withdrew and opened my eyes to gaze into Sera’s stunning green eyes, as she leaned back on her elbows on the worktop, open mouthed and panting, looking slightly shocked.
I grinned as I bent down to kiss her.
“Seraphina, that was most definitely a very fine example of a great fast fuck. So that’s both shower sex and kitchen sex covered before lunch today. You are such a talented student, you’ve already moved on to advanced techniques before we’ve even covered all the basics.”
“Liam, you’re the tutor setting my curriculum. I can't help it if you choose to skip some pages, can I?” she pointed out, as she kissed me back, and then stared into my eyes. She slowly raked her fingers through my hair, which felt good – very good actually. I really liked it when Seraphina touched me anywhere. It wasn’t in the least annoying as I always used to find it if a woman started fussing over me. It was different with her. Everything was different with Seraphina.
~*~
“Good job I hadn't prepared us a lunch that would spoil if it got cold,” Seraphina commented as we finally sat down together at the table to eat the club sandwiches she’d prepared, once we’d both headed to the bathroom to sort ourselves out.
The deep filled BLT club sandwich was excellent, so I soon polished off mine, then sat back and drank the bottle of beer she’d thoughtfully got in for me, while she finished her food. Sera declined any beer or wine, insisting she was happy with just a glass of water.
“It’s fun to be spontaneous,” I winked at her. “I warn you now, I plan for us to take full advantage of every opportunity that presents itself.”
“Is that how you’ve always operated? You once told me you work hard and you play hard. So, with your ‘special friends’, is that how you’ve always spent every weekend with them, playing hard and taking full advantage of every opportunity?” she asked. Her eyes glinted dangerously and looked an even deeper shade of green somehow, as if signalling her jealousy.
I took a deep breath as I considered how to answer. It was obvious my past played on Seraphina’s mind pretty much constantly, so what should I do? Brush over everything as if it hadn't happened, leaving her imagination to run wild? Or tell her every gory little detail to feed that imagination? I decided to opt for a middle path. Be honest, but only tell her as much as she needed to know and no more.
“No, not really. Whenever I had a guest over to my place, it was for an agreed period of time, usually but not always either Friday night or Saturday night, but not both. Sometimes they came over midweek as well. They stayed the night, we had sex in my guest room, then I went and slept in my own room, by myself, and they went home in the morning. It was just a mutually beneficial sexual arrangement, nothing more. Meeting you has made me realise that it had got very stale, very boring and was totally meaningless.”
I reached across and took hold of her hand.
“It’s completely different with you, Seraphina. I keep telling you I’m not interested in the slightest in that kind of arrangement any more. And although I’m undoubtedly far more sexually experienced than you, in every other way being together like this is just as much a new experience for me as it is for you. But as incredible as the sex is, I know it’s so much more than that, because this is the first time I've ever actually wanted to spend as much time with a woman, with you, as I possibly can.”
“I just feel confused and overwhelmed at times, Liam,” she murmured.
“But you do enjoy spending time with me?” I pressed her.
“Yes, I can't deny that I’ve really enjoyed the time we’ve spent together so far,” she agreed.
“And I get the distinct impression that you don't find the sex too disagreeable, as the state of my mauled back proves,” I teased, as I tried to coax a smile out of her.
She thwacked my arm as she smiled back at me.
“Of course I think the sex is amazing, as you well know, seeing as you’re some kind of Sex God, so don't try being all modest now.”
“Sex God – now that’s a title I think I can live with,” I chuckled. “But seriously, what I'm trying to say is please don't let whatever has gone on in the past spoil the fact that we enjoy each other’s company very much. Nothing should be allowed to come between us when we have such a strong connection, the like of which I have never experienced before. Surely we should just be happy and looking forward to getting to know each other better?”
“Yes, you’re right, I know you are, Liam. It’s just hard, I feel like such an amateur, because I'm so inexperienced and ignorant about all the sex stuff that you know so much about.”
“Trust me, I couldn’t be happier that you’re so inexperienced, and also trust me that I can tell you’re a highly sexual person, the same as me. It’s just been locked away until now.”
“And only you have the key to unlock that side of me it seems. For ages I’ve been worried that I was either frigid or gay because I could never respond to a guy, however hard I tried. Then you come along and wham, suddenly I find myself with all these powerful, intense feelings. I think that’s why I'm feeling so overwhelmed, because I never expected this… you… sex… all of it, to be so… so… all consuming,” Seraphina confessed.
“Yes, but aren’t you glad that you don't have to be worried or confused about your sexuality anymore? I can understand that it maybe takes some time to adjust to all these new feelings, but look on our sexual chemistry as a gift, one that we can share together. Have you researched any of that information on those links I sent you?” I queried.
“You mean the sex info? Yes, I’ve been reading up.”
“So, what are your thoughts? Do you have any questions? Is there anything that worries you? Anything that you definitely would or wouldn’t want to try?” I was very curious to know what might have piqued her interest.
“Well, most of it seemed pretty straight forward, but…” Sera started blushing, as she toyed with her glass of water.
“But? There’s no need to be shy with me.”
“Well, since you ask, no anal. I couldn’t ever imagine… no, never. No anal sex, ever,” she stated vehemently.
“Okay, so I’ll take that as a definite ‘no’ to anything anal,” I laughed, amused by the look of abhorrence on her sweet little face.
Her head shot up as she stared at me.
“I'm sorry if you find it amusing, Liam, and I know that probably seems really repressed and inhibited to a man like you, but you did ask if there was anything I wouldn’t try.”
“I'm sorry, I didn't mean to laugh. No anal. It’s absolutely fine by me to take that off our sexual agenda, Sera. There are plenty of other fun things we can try . Of course, I’ll push you to be open minded and try new experiences, but the final decision will always be yours.”
“Thank you,” she smiled, as she heaved a sigh of relief.
“Anything else that has you worried at all? I always want you to feel you can be open and honest with me.”
“I’m not sure about… that is… I'm not saying I wouldn’t, but…” she stuttered and mumbled.
“Please, just come straight out with it, for goodness sake,” I coaxed her gently.
“Okay… oral sex. Look, I know guys really love it, and I will try to do it, but I find the whole idea… weird, and as for having it done to me, it just seems wrong, but Abbey assures me I'd really love it, if I can just get over my prudishness,” she finally opened up.
“So, you’ve discussed oral sex with Abbey?”
“Amongst other things, yes. She’s my best friend, and she’s had a lot of experience, so I talked through a few of my issues with her.”
“I see. And what other issues did you feel the need to discuss with her?”
“I… err…I was worried that… well that you would be too big to… fit, and that the first time would really hurt, but she assured me that wouldn't be the case, that whatever size you were I could… accommodate you, and that she was sure you would make it good for me. And luckily she was right,” Sera smiled, as she reached over and squeezed my hand.
“Despite her appearance to the contrary, it seems that Abbey is really quite sensible. So what did she say to you about oral sex?”
“She said that I’d be mad not to try it. She also said it took her time to get used to doing it to guys.”
“I'm glad you have Abbey to talk to, but I hope you understand that you can always talk to me about absolutely anything? I promise I won’t be shocked or embarrassed,” I promised. “And as for oral sex, Abbey is right, you really don't want to miss out on such an incredibly pleasurable experience just because you feel rather shy at first. We’ll take our time and gradually work up to it. But you do trust me, don't you? You know I would make it really good for you?”
“Yes, I do trust you, Liam, especially after the way you were so patient and gentle for my first time. I do appreciate that it can't have been easy for you.” She smiled, and squeezed my hand again.
“For you, Seraphina, I will always be patient and gentle, whenever you need me to be.”
Of course she had no real idea of how difficult it had been for me to restrain myself, but I appreciated that at least she was acknowledging my efforts. That was sweet of her.
“But I think I'm more worried when it comes to… I think I’ll probably be rubbish at… giving it to you…that is, going down on you,” she whispered.
“I don’t know why you should think that, but don't worry about it for now. As I said, anything you’re nervous about, we’ll take extra slow. There’ll be no pressure, nothing needs to happen until you feel ready, whenever that is. But at least you seem to rather like touching my cock, so that’s a good start, isn’t it?”
“Yes, that’s very true. I’ve actually rather surprised myself , because I thought I'd be far more intimidated than I am.”
“You just need to relax and let yourself go under my expert guidance, and then I think you’ll be really surprised. As I said before, I believe you have a very sexual spirit just bubbling under the surface that I'm certain matches mine. That’s why we are so good together.”
“How can we be so good together, when we’re so wrong for each other?” she sighed, as she looked down at the table.
She was doing it again; trying to poor cold water over things.
I leaned over and grabbed her chin to force her to look at me.
“Don't say things like that, Seraphina. I don't understand why you feel the need to be so negative, so down on us all the time,” I said forcefully.
“And I don't understand how you can be so sure, so positive that things will work out between us, when all the evidence suggests otherwise. I’m not being negative, I'm being realistic, Liam. It’s self preservation. If something seems too good to be true, it usually is.”
“Just you wait and see, that’s all I can say. I’ll prove you wrong. I know it’s still very early days, but I’ve always been a very decisive man. I usually trust my instincts, and they rarely let me down. I was wrong to ignore my instincts when I first met you, because look how disastrously that turned out. That’s why I'm sure it’s right for us to be together,” I tried to convince her.
“Okay, I don't want to argue with you, Liam. I promise I’ll try not to be so negative. Now let’s change the subject. I wanted to clarify about how to act with you at work, how this whole thing is going to work, and I want you to give me some idea of the projects you have in mind, because I'm itching to make a start. I really miss having something to work on.”
I could see Seraphina was literally bouncing in her chair with excitement, which was great. But first I addressed the issue of our working relationship.
“I’ve given some thought to this, and I just want to make it clear that I’m not in any way ashamed of our relationship, so I don't really approve of this secrecy. I've only agreed for two reasons. Firstly, as you know, I don't want to cause any upset with Jamie just before his finals, and secondly, because you’ve asked me to keep things under wraps to prevent unwelcome gossip and innuendo at the office.”
“Well, quite frankly, I couldn’t give a fiddlers fart what everyone at work will think, because it’s no one else’s business but ours, is it? So as soon as Jamie has sat his last exam, which he’s informed me is on the 17th June, I’m going to fill him in about us straight away, and he can deal with the information however he chooses before he goes off travelling to Australia. He probably won’t bat an eyelid, but I'd rather just wait until then.”
“After that, as far as I'm concerned we don't have to actively broadcast the news about us at work, but I'm not prepared to keep things under wraps either. I want to be able to take you with me to various functions and trips, both as a work colleague, and as my girlfriend.”
“I see. Your girlfriend eh? Well, 17th June is still some time away, so we don't have to worry about that just now,” Seraphina replied breezily, as she avoided my eye. I knew what she was thinking – she wasn’t convinced we’d last that long – but I didn't take it up, not wanting to argue with her again. Actions spoke louder than words, and I’d prove her wrong.
“So, just for now, in the workplace, I'm prepared to play along with the scenario that we don't like each other much, but that I recognise your talent as a designer, and that’s why I've employed you. At work you will address me either as Mr. Starr, or sir, and I will address you as Miss Jones. Every day that I'm in the office, we’ll have a catch up meeting at twelve thirty, so that you can update me on the progression of the projects I’m assigning you,” I stated.
“A meeting every day? That’s a bit over the top, isn’t it?” She frowned.
“Additionally I may, from time to time, issue an amendment to your personal dress code for the office, to enable us to complete any assignments that, as your personal mentor, I deem necessary.”
“What? You don’t mean…we can't…not in the office,” she protested.
“Well, office sex is certainly on the syllabus, just as the shower sex and kitchen sex we’ve already covered were. You didn't seem to have any problems with those assignments, did you?”
Seraphina’s mouth dropped open in shock, and yet by her flushed cheeks and rapid breathing, I knew she was turned on by my words.
With the incredibly strong sexual chemistry between us, I knew it was pointless to try and insist we maintain a platonic relationship at the office. I’d decided it was far better to bow to the inevitable and make sensible arrangements to cater for our needs. I had a lock on my office door, but as Joy, my PA, always went to lunch at twelve fifteen, a few minutes after that seemed a perfect time to set for our assignation. Knowing Seraphina was in the building, knowing how irresistible the draw between us was, I knew I would have to have a fix of my addiction to her at some point, and I thought I could probably just about last half way through the day. That’s how much Seraphina had got to me.
“Liam, it just seems wrong. You’re meant to be employing me as a designer and….”
“Don't misunderstand me, Seraphina. Make no mistake, you’ll be working extremely hard on your designs for me, and I’ll expect only the very highest standards of work from you. But as you reminded me earlier, it is possible to work hard and play hard. You’ll be presenting a full and detailed progress report to me during our meetings.”
“Won’t Tom think it odd if he isn’t included?” Sera queried.
“No, because he’s already scheduled in for his own daily report with me at nine o’clock, and then I’ll know if he’s late for work. Keeps him on his toes, and it’s only for a few minutes. I suggest you take your lunch after our meeting; that way no one will know how long you’ve been with me.”
“Liam, I’m still not sure about all this, but I guess it’s too late for me to back out at this late stage. Just remember that you’ve promised we won’t do anything I'm not happy about, and I'm going to hold you to that, okay?”
“Absolutely. We won’t be doing anything that you haven’t fully consented to,” I smiled at her, all the while confident that with her passionate nature, she would just as keen as me for some discrete yet great desk sex when the time came.
“So, what projects have you got lined up for me?” she asked, obviously still wary of what I'd got planned for us.
“Trust me, Seraphina, we’ll make this work, because I intend that our working arrangement will be productive and rewarding on every level. As for the projects I want you to work on, we’ll go into more detail on your first day, but the two most urgent companies in my business portfolio that I’ll want you to concentrate on initially are Evergreen Financial Solutions, and Arrow Accounting Advisors.”
“So, you own them, but you’re aren’t planning to rebrand them as part of Starr Capital Ventures?”
“No, I want them kept as separate entities. Gives more flexibility under certain circumstances, keeps options open that might be closed to SCV. But without question, they’re in urgent need of a total image overhaul. They both look very tired and lacklustre now, having seen the transformation you worked on the SCV image. So, they are the two main projects I want you to undertake initially.”
I could see Seraphina instantly starting to mull these names over in her head, as she suddenly became preoccupied. She got up and cleared the plates away from our lunch, and then wandered off in the direction of her study as I followed.
“Just because we talked a little shop doesn’t mean I was expecting you to start work this afternoon,” I protested, as I saw her sitting at the desk with her Mac open.
“Hmm? No, I'm not working as such. I just wanted to call up a few ideas that instantly came to mind while I thought of them. I’ll only be a few minutes” she replied distractedly, and I realised the creative process had already begun to flow for her.
I smiled ruefully, and decided it would probably be quicker to just leave her to it for a little while. I looked around curiously to see what she’d done with the apartment since she’d moved in. Here in the spare room that doubled as her study, all her large graphic folders were neatly stacked against the wall. I realised she could do with some sort of a storage rack for them, and made a mental note to get something ordered for her, to help keep her work organised, and prevent it from becoming the cluttered mess her room in the student house had been.
I noticed she’d hung a series of photographs of beaches and seascapes on the wall above her desk, and I assumed they were her own work, like the one she’d shown me previously that had her mother in. They were very good, because of the exceptional way she’d captured the light in all of them.
Seraphina looked up from what she was doing, and saw me studying the pictures.
“Are these yours?” She smiled and nodded. “I really like them. You obviously have a very good eye.”
“Thanks. I love going for walks by the sea, whatever the weather, even if it’s pouring with rain. It looks so different every day, the light changes, the water changes. And I love that it’s always very breezy to blow all the cobwebs away. Basically, I just love being by the sea,” she sighed, looking all dreamy.
“Perhaps we could have a few days away together at the coast, maybe somewhere near that beach you talked about before. You could even collect some more pebbles,” I smiled, as I picked one up from the small dish I noticed on her desk. “Unless you think it would just stir up painful memories for you?
“No, actually, I think that would be really nice, and it might be good to build some new, more positive memories. And some extra pebbles would be good – you can never have too many. I find them very relaxing because they’re so smooth and tactile,” She picked up a pebble as well, and rolled it around in her fingers.
“I’ll look into it then. But come on now, enough with the working. What would you like to do? What do you usually do on a Saturday?”
“Um, normally I’d be studying, and then working at the restaurant. It actually feels very weird not to be either working or studying. I guess that’s why I'm champing at the bit to get on with your projects. My brain feels underused, with all this time off.”
“Monday will be soon enough to start work, so I suggest you make the most of these last couple of days. I told you, you’ll be working very hard for me. So leave that now.”
“Just let me finish this, it won’t take me long,” she insisted.
“Okay, if you must. I have a call to make, but after that, we are going to go for a walk. And don't forget, we’re going out this evening, Gregg is picking us up at six.”
“Sure, I haven’t forgotten. Aren't you going to tell me where we’re going?”
“It’s a surprise. But don't worry, you’ll be fine. This date doesn’t involve any skyscraper buildings,” I smiled at her, recalling her issue with our date at The Shard. Sera just raised her eyebrows as I wandered out of her study, closing the door as I left and headed for the lounge, opening the patio doors to walk onto the small balcony. I took my mobile from my pocket, as I looked out at the view over the River Thames towards Tower Bridge.
“Hugh? It’s Liam. Sorry to disturb you on a Saturday, but an urgent issue has come up that needs dealing with immediately.”
Hugh Wright was a fellow partner of the Butler’s Wharf Fitness Complex, and he was responsible for the hiring and firing of staff, while I was a silent partner who provided financial backing and advice.
“I’m sorry to hear that, Liam. What kind of an issue?”
“Inappropriate behaviour from a member of staff.”
“Really? Which member of staff are we talking about? And what kind of inappropriate behaviour?”
“Scott Franklin. He directly approached a new young female recruit, and mislead her into believing that he was the only member of staff qualified to undertake her induction, despite the fact that she specifically asked for a female trainer. I have to question his motives, taking into account his reputation, of which I am sure you are well aware.”
“I see. That is a disappointing and a highly irregular lapse of protocol,” Hugh agreed. He was a happily married man, but what kept him so happily married was that he liked to have plenty of no questions sex on the side, so he knew all about Scott and the list he ran. He also knew the man’s reputation for being a brutal animal when it came to young girls.
“As a major share holder in this enterprise, I will not have the reputation of the gym brought into disrepute. I don't have to tell you that if word got out about any kind of sexual harassment, that kind of sordid publicity would see membership numbers fall dramatically. I want Scott out, now.”
“That might not be so easy, Liam, not without definite proof or evidence, especially as he has a permanent contract with us rather than being a freelancer. But I could certainly get him transferred to a lower profile gym, out of harm’s way.”
“No, that’s not good enough, Hugh. I want him out, so just do whatever you have to do to get shot of him, or I’m withdrawing my funding,” I stated. “It’s not my problem if you were foolish enough to go against my advice and give him a permanent contract. However, I would suggest checking all the accounts. I think you may find that he has been fairly creative in his book keeping, which will give you a perfectly legitimate reason to terminate his contract with immediate effect.”
“Really? You surprise me because Scott came highly recommended. And I seem to recall that you’ve made considerable use of his talents without complaint up to now,” Hugh pointed out.
Of course he was well aware that my name was included on Scott’s list. The truth was, up to now I’d turned a blind eye to Scott’s unhealthy predilections, telling myself that it was none of my business, but now I felt guilty wondering how many other naïve young girls like Seraphina he might have lured into his sordid web. I wanted no further part in his activities, neither did I want to allow him any new recruitment opportunities.
“I don't deny that’s true, which is how I know what Scott’s potentially capable of, and why I don't want to take the risk of anything untoward going on. Fully consensual sick shit is one thing. Potentially coercing a naïve young girl into it is quite another.”
“Okay, Liam. Leave it with me. I’ll find a way to get shot of him, especially if he’s been cooking the books,” Hugh promised.
~*~
I finally managed to persuade Seraphina to leave what she was doing and come for a walk with me, and so we set off to explore the local area again, which I had to confess I’d never really bothered to do up to now.
“Abbey and I had a quick look round the local market the other day, so do you mind if we head that way? There was a stall selling handmade candles, I thought I might get a couple, just in case you…if you wanted to… you know,” she blushed sweetly.
“Sure, we can go wherever you like. And if that’s your subtle way of asking if I'd like to stay the night at yours, then the answer is yes, I’d be delighted.”
“So, tonight, after this date, you’ll stay over? Even though my bed isn’t a massive oversized one like yours?”
“Yes, I’ll stay over, and I'm sure the bed will be just fine. When you travel as much as I do, you learn to sleep pretty much anywhere, but I don't think sleeping is going to be the main item on our agenda, is it?” I grinned, as I took her small hand in mine. She just smiled back shyly. I was looking forward to spending another night with Seraphina; in fact I could hardly wait. It had been a long time since I'd felt this kind of excitement and anticipation about anything.
That afternoon, I was surprised by how much fun it was browsing round the market with Seraphina, mostly because I just liked watching her. She found the stall selling the candles she wanted, and picked out a couple of pillar candles with a star design, which she seemed to think appropriate, and some scented floating candles.
“How about the ylang ylang and lavender ones, seeing as those essential oils you used in the bath smelled so wonderful,” she suggested.
“Sure, I’m happy to try them out,” I agreed, and then ignored her protests as I paid for them.
“You’re still officially a student as you haven’t actually graduated or started earning a proper wage yet, so please, let me,” I insisted, as she glared at me.
“Okay, but next time I’m paying, when I start getting my wages.”
I just smiled at her, letting her believe I’d let her if she wanted to.
As we wandered along, Seraphina seemed totally oblivious of the fact that she turned heads. She was very simply dressed, with no makeup and her hair loose, but she was still stunning. One guy literally walked into a lamp post because he couldn’t take his eyes off her. I put my arm around her waist to show that she was with me, as we chatted and laughed at some of the items for sale. There was a stall selling handmade cushions.
“Aren’t you tempted by any of these?” I teased.
“No, should I be?”
“I thought all women had an uncontrollable urge to fill a place with as many cushions as possible. That’s always been my experience, anyhow,” I elaborated
“Not me. I have one or two old favourites, but that’s it. I think maybe you’ve been mixing with the wrong type of women, Liam,” she said archly.
“You know, I think you might be onto something there. That’s why I need you to show me the errors of my ways.” I glanced down at her as we laughed together.
Next, Sera’s eye was caught by a stall selling silk scarves of every possible hue of every possible colour. My eye was caught by a couple of them – a green one and silver one, so I picked them out and wrapped the green one round her neck. As I'd thought, the green was the same shade as her eyes. It was perfect for her.
“It’s beautiful,” she agreed.
“I want you to have it, and the silver one,” I said, as I got my wallet out. I had plans for those scarves.
“Liam, you don't have to…”
“No, I don't have to, but I want to. Please, it would make me very happy if you would graciously accept these small gifts from me.”
I stared at her.
“Okay, if you insist. Thank you very much, Liam,” she finally gave way with a sigh, but she was smiling as she stretched up to kiss my cheek.
When we came across the food stalls, we sampled some cheese and some olives before deciding which ones to buy, along with some Italian tomato bread.
“We can have this with a glass of wine when we get back, before we get ready to go out,” I suggested.
“That’d be nice, although I did wonder if you wanted to stop for a coffee maybe? There’s a great little place around the corner that Abbey and I came across.”
I checked my watch – it was already past four o’clock, and we were being picked up at six.
“I don't think we have time today, but maybe next time?”
“Next time? Quite frankly I'd have thought shopping like this was the last way you’d choose to spend your time again, Liam.”
“You know, to be honest so would I up until now. But it’s been fun this afternoon. Being with you makes it fun,” I smiled at her.
And it was true. I’d never have imagined doing something like this, something rather domestic and coupley, would be pleasurable and relaxing. But it was, at least it was with Seraphina. She’d taken quite a few photos of anything that caught her eye while we were out, as well as some of me and a couple of us together. I wanted some copies of those for me to look at when I was away on business.
We headed back to my place, where I cracked open a decent bottle of red wine to have with the bread, cheese and olives, as we sat at the breakfast bar in the kitchen.
“Just one small glass for me, Liam. You know I’m not good with alcohol,” Sera said.
“I know it seems to make you rather uninhibited, which under the right circumstances, I don't have a problem with,” I said, as I fed her an olive, and then gently kissed her, enjoying the savoury flavour on her lips.
“It’s embarrassing, especially if there’s music playing and I start dancing,” she replied, as she returned the favour to feed me an olive too, and then softly kissed my lips.
“It’s not embarrassing. I enjoyed your uninhibited dancing that time at the club. Do you have any idea how incredibly sexy you looked?” I fed her a sip of wine this time, lingering a little longer as I kissed her.
“I don’t exactly have great memories of that night, Liam, so I don’t know about looking sexy. It’s just that when I've been drinking, music seems to call more strongly to me, and I can't help myself. I have to go with it; I have to get up and dance.” She fed me a sip of wine and slowly kissed me back.
“Now I wish we weren’t going out so that I could feed you wine, put some sexy music on, then sit back and watch my own private dance show,” I sighed. “However, I think you’ll enjoy what I've got planned for this evening.”
“Can’t you tell me where we’re going now? I need to know what type of clothes to change into. Please?” She put her hands around my neck and kissed me again, this time just sexily flicking her tongue over my lips.
“Hell woman, if you don't stop tempting me like this, we won’t be going anywhere,” I growled, as I put my hands around her waist and pulled her to me to kiss her properly. She tasted deliciously of red wine, but I forced myself to break away.
“If you must know, we’re going out to dinner in Covent Garden, then we’re going to the theatre to see ‘Les Misérables ’.”
“That’s cool - I’ve wanted to see that for ages.” she beamed at me.
“The show has good reviews, so I hope you’ll enjoy it. As for what to wear tonight, I’d suggest something to show off those great legs of yours, just as long as it’s nothing too short. Only I get to see your legs all the way to the top.”
I'd never really considered myself a leg man until I'd met Seraphina, but hers were something else, so I loved seeing her in a skirt or dress to show them off. And I really liked the quirky type of shoes she wore rather than boring classic stilettos that I used to think were so sexy in the typical clichéd way.
“We’d better not go swimming in a public pool then, hmm?” she teased.
“I’d just make sure you were in the water most of the time, and covered with a towel when you weren’t,” I smiled coolly. She may not have realised it, but I was being deadly serious. I didn't like other men ogling her when she was fully dressed, never mind in a tiny bikini, or even a close fitting swimsuit.
“Well, I’d better go and get ready, seeing as you said Greg was picking us up at six, didn't you?”
She gave me a final quick kiss before extracting herself from me, and I reluctantly let her go.
“Yes, he is. Go if you must, unless you want me to come and wash your back for you in the shower? Save water by showering with a friend?” I offered.
“Tempting, Liam, very tempting. But I think we both know we’d never make it out for the evening if you did that, would we?”
“I knew you were a fast learner,” I smirked. “ We need to resume your tutorials when we get back tonight. I’m afraid we’ve been getting ahead of ourselves, so we’ve some topics that have been omitted and are in urgent need of some expert one to one tutelage.”
“I’ll look forward to that, Professor,” Seraphina whispered.
“Professor? I rather like that,” I chuckled, amused by Seraphina yet again.
~*~
When I collected Seraphina for our date, she was wearing a simple V necked pale pink dress that was gathered under the bust and then flared out. It was short, but not indecently so. She was wearing nude colour strappy shoes which made her legs look a mile long.
“You look lovely,” I complemented her. “Something Abbey concocted?”
“Why thank you,” she smiled at me. “Not Abbey this time. My whole outfit is Primani.”
I frowned, as it was not a label I'd heard of, but she burst out laughing.
“It’s from Primark. You know, the ultra cheap store, heaven for hard up students. It’s considered very chic you know. The idea is to mix cheap high street staples such as Primark, with high end fashion like Armani. Except I don't have the Armani of course. It also gets called Primarche, Pradamark – you get the picture.”
I’ve always believed in buying good quality clothes, so I didn't really approve of such a cheap outfit, although I couldn't deny that it looked good on Seraphina.
“Of course you’d look sensational wearing just a bin bag, Seraphina, but you don't need to dress like a hard up student any more. We’ll go shopping and get you a whole new wardrobe, including some decent work clothes,” I stated.
“Hmm, depends what you mean by decent clothes. You see, I have a problem with ridiculous designer label prices. I think they’re outrageous, and even if I had that kind of money, I still wouldn’t pay those prices, because in my opinion they just aren’t worth it. And if you think I'm going to start wearing boring, bland, corporate black trouser suits and white blouses to the office, you’ve got another think coming. I don't do boring clothes, in case you hadn’t noticed. I accepted the Jimmy Choo shoes and the Agent Provocateur lingerie from you rather than tell you where you could shove them because I was trying to be nice and gracious, but that does not give you carte blanche to start trying to mould me or change my image, Liam, because I'm warning you now, it is not going to happen.” She stuck her chin in the air defiantly as those green eyes flashed her warning at me.
“Of course I'm not trying to change you. I like you just the way you are,” I hastily protested. “But you said yourself the whole look is about mixing in some high end pieces with the cheaper rubb… pieces, but that you hadn't got any. So all I'm saying is that I’d like to provide you with some of those better quality items. Of your choosing, of course, although I’d like to think you’d take my opinion into account.”
“Let me make one thing crystal clear, Liam. I accept that I know very little compared to you when it comes to sex, so I’m willing to let you guide me. But that’s it. You were really pushing your luck with all the Nike running gear you had sent to me, but in the spirit of trying to make things work between us, I resisted the urge to send it all back. You may be used to micromanaging every little detail of everything and everyone around you, but I will not let you take over every aspect of my life and make me into someone I am not. I’m happy in my Primark dress, and you said yourself it looked nice before you found out where it was from. I love the fact that it didn't cost me a fortune. So, you can like it or you can lump it, but you have to stop being such a label snob.”
“Okay, okay, forgive me, but I thought women liked it when their boyfriend offered to take them shopping to buy nice things. I didn't realise it was such a crime.” I held up my hands in defeat at her feisty attitude. Not that it was going to stop me from buying her whatever I wanted of course. If I wanted to see her in nice things, then I fucking well would. I'd just have to be a bit more subtle about it.
“Maybe that’s been the case with all your previous girlfriends, but I thought we’d already established that I'm not like them. I'm not impressed by money being thrown around, because it means nothing when you’ve got plenty of it. What does impress me is thoughtfulness, which was why I was happy when you took the time to pick out the Jimmy Choos for me while you were away. That’s why I accepted them; you’d noticed the kind of shoes I like, and that was very observant and thoughtful of you.”
“Seraphina, what am I going to do with you? You’ve got me all wrong. I’ve told you before, I’ve not had a proper girlfriend before, you are the first. I've never bought presents for any of my previous female acquaintances, because it was never that kind of relationship. Look, I’ve worked extremely hard to acquire my wealth, and now I'm finding it gives me great pleasure to buy you nice things, because you deserve the very best of everything. I don't mean to sound arrogant, but it’s all about scale, as you said before. What seems expensive to you, doesn’t to me, if you look at it as a percentage of what I earn. I don't deny I prefer decent quality things, because in my experience, you get what you pay for. I bet by the end of the evening those cheap Primark shoes will have given you blisters, whereas the Jimmy Choos would be comfortable to wear all night. Now come here and give me a kiss, and stop being so prickly and argumentative. ”
She frowned at me as she stood there with her arms crossed over her chest, before a smile broke through.
“How did you know I’ve got some special blister plasters in my handbag for later on in case the shoes rubbed? Have you been peeking?” As she laughed, I knew we were back on track. I took her in my arms and kissed her.
“Just relax and let me spoil you, Seraphina. It’s fun for me, and it’s meant to be fun for you too, so surely that’s a win/win situation? Look on it as bringing me back into the fold of nice, kind, generous human beings again, hmm?” I rubbed my nose against hers, and then kissed her sweet lips again.
“I’ll try, Liam. For you I will try,” she sighed.
~*~
I’d planned for us to have a nice romantic meal at Silvestre’s near Covent Garden, but somehow we ended up in fits of laughter, which was most unlike me. I put it down to Seraphina’s wicked sense of humour.
“Could the waiter be any more pretentious about the wine or suck up to you any more than he is?” she whispered, and then burst out laughing because she saw him trip up, and then pretend he hadn't.
“There were a couple reasons I picked this place. Firstly, it’s supposed to be one of the most romantic restaurants in London, but now you can’t stop giggling. Secondly, they’re meant to have one of the best wine lists, but seeing as I can only persuade you to have one small glass that’s rather wasted on you,” I said wryly. It seemed every time I tried to take her somewhere nice to impress her, things didn't go according to plan. And yet that didn't seem to stop us from having a good time.
“Well, I’ve told you what could happen if I have too much to drink. I don't think they’d appreciate me getting up on the table here to dance, so you should be thankful.”
“Surely you would struggle to dance to this music even if I got you blind drunk?”
There was a man wandering around playing a violin in what I assumed was meant to be a romantic manner, but it just sounded like a terrible racket to me.
“Are you disputing my undoubted dancing abilities?” Sera whispered from behind her menu, just as the man came our way. I caught her eye and raised my eyebrows, as if daring her to dance.
We both started laughing, and after that, everything seemed funny, even at the theatre.
“Les Mis was very good although it was also rather sad and depressing in parts, don't you think,” Sera said on our way back from the show.
“I guess the title gives a hint about what to expect,” I pointed out.
“Yeah, I guess so. The Miserables. The music was totally amazing though. Thanks for taking me, I’ve had a great evening.” She smiled at me and squeezed my hand
I never usually found the time to go to the theatre, so I hadn’t been in a very long time, but I’d really enjoyed taking Seraphina. We’d had a great evening together, we’d laughed and joked and it had been a lot of fun.
Fun. A concept I wasn’t very familiar with these days, but being with Seraphina was certainly changing all that.
~*~
When we got back to Seraphina’s place, I suggested we finish off the bottle of wine I’d brought over earlier.
“You like your wine, don’t you? I take it you're a bit of a connoisseur?” Seraphina commented.
“I know what I like. Naturally I’d rather drink a decent wine than some cheap nasty rubbish.”
“I know nothing about wine, except that it makes me drunk and gives me a headache the next day.”
“That’s what cheap plonk does for you. Cheap wine has chemical additives that give you a far worse hangover. Here, try a glass of this. I think you’ll enjoy it, even if you don't appreciate the finer points of wine tasting, which I won’t bore you with. Just trust me that this is a decent wine.”
“Okay, Liam. I have to admit that everything you’ve given me to drink so far has been really good,” she smiled, as she took the large glass of wine from me.
Of course, I had an ulterior motive. I hadn't completely given up on the idea of seeing Seraphina dancing for me, here in the safety of her apartment. I’d brought my iPod along with me too, just in case, with a suitable playlist in mind.
We sat together on the sofa in her lounge, and I think because we both knew I was staying the night, there was no pressure to rush anything, so we just chatted as we relaxed and drank our wine.
I noticed a framed photo on the shelf next to where we were sat.
“I take it that must be you and your mother?” I asked, as I studied it closely. It looked to be of Sera when she was about fifteen or so, with a woman who looked more like an older sister than her mother, but of course I knew she didn't have any siblings.
“Yes, that’s me and Mum.”
“I can see where you got your looks from. She was very beautiful too. I'm surprised she never re-married, but maybe she had a partner after your father passed away?”
“No, nobody. Well, I suppose that’s not strictly true. There was Trevor, our neighbour. We lived out in the suburbs – we had an upstairs maisonette, and Trevor lived downstairs. His wife had run off with another man leaving him to bring up his young twin daughters – Willow and Fern - on his own. Mum and I used to help him out with the girls so that he could work, and in return he helped us out with all kinds of practical things. And I’m sure that if Mum had given Trevor even the slightest encouragement, he would have jumped at the chance of a relationship with her. But she never did; she just wasn’t interested in anything other than friendship. She apparently never felt the need for a man in her life after my dad died.
“And this Trevor – what was he like?”
“Oh, he was really good to us. He even taught me to drive – that was his job, he was a driving instructor. He organised his work to fit around looking after the twins as much as possible, but Mum or I used to help out if he had to give lessons when they were around. In return, Trevor got me through my driving test, and he also helped us with the maintenance of our little old Fiat Punto, nursing it through the annual MOT check, that kind of thing. I’m still in touch with him and the twins – he was totally devastated when Mum was killed. I think he’d always hoped that maybe when I eventually left home to go to uni, perhaps Mum might have finally considered starting something up with him, but it wasn’t to be.”
“So you can drive. I somehow just assumed you’d never had the opportunity to learn,” I said, as I quietly topped up her wine.
“No question, if it hadn't have been for Trevor, I would never have learned to drive, because we certainly couldn’t have afforded lessons. But luckily, I really took to driving, and I passed my test first time. It was a sad day when I got rid of Gloria – that’s what we called our old banger of a car. But when I started uni, I couldn’t afford to keep her going, and in any case there’s no real need for a car in London with all the public transport.”
“I suppose not for someone in your position,” I agreed.
“So, how many cars do you have? Only you said about not having enough parking spaces.”
“Only two at the moment. But as the apartment came with just one parking space, it was a bit of an issue for me initially, but I've got round it now.”
I've found that most problems of this type can be sorted if you’re prepared to throw enough money at it, but I didn't pass this nugget of wisdom on to Seraphina.
“Oh, only two. I think it was some sort of BMW you gave me a lift in that time you wanted to see my designs?
“Yes, that was my BMW X5, which is my everyday run-around car. I find the ConnectedDrive system it has extremely useful – it’s basically the internet in the car. And then I have my Aston Martin Vanquish as well.”
“Of course you do. I’ve no idea what one of those is, but it sounds very James Bond-ish to me,” Sera giggled. The wine was clearly having an effect, but as I didn't want to overdo it, I didn't top her glass up any further.
“Well, if we do go down to the coast, I’ll take you in the Aston Martin,” I promised. “So, how about I put some music on?”
“Sure, why not?” Sera beamed at me.
I put my iPod in the dock, selected the playlist, and then sat back to watch Sera’s reaction, as the track that she danced to at the club came on.
“You’ve done this on purpose, haven’t you?” she accused me, as ‘Little Bad Girl’ started playing.
“I don't know what you could possibly mean,” I smirked at her.
“Come on. Dance with me, because this is so you,” she insisted. She grabbed my hands to pull me up to dance as she sang along to the ‘bad boy’ lyrics.
“Liam, you’ve got great natural rhythm. I never expected that from you.”
“Dancing’s not the only thing I’ve got great natural rhythm in either, as you’ve been finding out this weekend,” I whispered.
I put my hands on her sexy bottom as she gyrated her hips round and put her arms around my neck. We were totally in sync as we moved to the music, grinding our bodies together, free to express ourselves however we wanted. I looked into her eyes and saw the close proximity of our bodies had sparked her raw need just as it had mine. So I reached round and undid the zip of her dress, letting it slip down over her shoulders and fall to the floor. Now she was dancing in just her underwear and high heels. I held her at arm’s length and spun her round, so that I could look at her.
I liked what I saw, very much indeed.
She was wearing a pretty pink floral bra and matching tiny little shorts, which looked very cute on the nice round cheeks of her bottom.
I made no comment on the fact that her lingerie was probably from some cheap range, because there was no denying that she looked hot in it.
“Very nice, but I think this will be even nicer.”
I undid her bra and let it fall to the floor.
“I want to see you dance topless for me.”
She only hesitated for a moment, before she started dancing around me, running her hands over her body and through her loose hair, and then over her naked breasts.
“Play with your yourself. Tease yourself,” I instructed, as I forced myself to remain still. I watched, fascinated and incredibly turned on to see Seraphina acting this way, as she pulled and tweaked her nipples.
“I want you, Liam,” she whispered in my ear, as she entwined herself around me seductively.
“Angel, you’ve got me,” I murmured. I lost the battle to remain detached as we feverishly started kissing, while I manoeuvred her towards the bedroom.
She laughed as I threw her on the bed, and then watched as I quickly shucked off my shoes and socks, pulled my shirt off over my head, discarded my trousers, then joined her wearing just my boxers.
“Let’s take these off, shall we?” I removed her shoes and threw them to the side. “And you really don't need these either, do you?” Her knickers ended up on the floor as well.
“I think you’re overdressed now.” Seraphina helped remove my boxers and tossed them to floor.
After having been so shy with me only yesterday, I was delighted at the difference twenty four hours and some really great sex had made to her confidence, exactly as I'd hoped.
I held myself over Seraphina as she lay down, but I didn't actually touch her at all.
“What are you going to do to me, Liam?” she murmured.
“I’m not going to do anything to you. It’s what you are going to do.”
She looked puzzled.
“Remember I told you we still have some basics to cover? Well, it’s you on top tonight. I’m not sure my back can stand any more of your claws just yet,” I joked, as she scowled at me.
I rolled onto my back, taking her with me, forcing her to sit astride me.
I looked up at the vision of pure loveliness now perched above me. Sera looked rather bemused.
“I’m not sure what to do next,” she whispered.
I could feel her warm, wet pussy so enticingly close to my cock, and all I wanted to do was bury myself deeply inside her, but I resisted the urge. I wanted to encourage her to explore her own sexuality, to feel more comfortable with her own body.
“Touch yourself. I want to watch you pleasuring yourself.”
I held her legs wider apart as she straddled me. She hesitated, so I took hold of her hand, and guided it down.
“There are all sorts of fun toys designed for giving this kind of pleasure, but nothing beats God’s own given implement,” I smiled as I helped her to stroke herself, noting that she was already very wet. “Does that feel nice?”
“Yes, yes it feels very nice,” she whispered, as her hips unconsciously starting to rock against the hardness of my erection.
“Now use your other hand to play with your breasts.”
Seraphina was so amazingly responsive, so beautiful in her sexual rapture as she closed her eyes and groaned in pleasure.
“Can you make yourself come this way?”
“Mmm, yes, yes, I think I can.” I watched as she continued to climb, tensed and then moaned as she shuddered and flew over the edge to climax.
“That’s it. Just let go, absorb the pleasure,” I murmured, as I held her arms to steady her. I loved watching her face as she came, seeing how the pleasure affected her.
After a minute or so, she slowly opened her eyes, and smiled a lazy smile at me. She bent down to kiss me.
“Thank you.”
“I didn't do anything. That was all your own work.”
And a very useful lesson in self pleasuring that I was hoping would maybe come in handy for some Skype sex between us sometime in the future when I was away on one of my inevitable business trips.
I sat up slightly so that I could reach her breasts. As my hand caressed her right breast, I gently licked her left nipple, then suddenly bit her quite hard, aware that it would already be quite sensitive from where she had been teasing herself.
“Ah!” She jumped, but I didn't stop, as I immediately sucked her nipple hard into my mouth, knowing that she would the feeling the sparks from the pleasurable pain resonating deep within her core. I repeated the process on her other breast.
“Oh God, Liam, I want more.”
“More of what? Tell me what you want more of.”
“You. I need more of you. This is what I want,” she moaned, as she reached down to take hold of my erection.
“Then take what you want, sweet girl. It’s all for you.”
I helped to position her above my only too willing cock. She looked down at me, her green eyes sparkling, her dark glossy hair curling down over her breasts.
So beautiful.
“Just ease yourself down, you decide how much of me you can take,” I urged. I felt her lusciousness slowly engulfing my length, as her wonderful tightness stretched to accommodate me.
“I love how your cock fills me so completely,” she whispered. “I love feeling you inside me.”
I gripped her hips to help ease her back up again, feeling the tautness of her walls as they reluctantly let me slide out of her, then loving the way they clamped around me as she slid back down to take me inside her again.
“Can you take all of me this way? How deeply can you take my cock?”
I let her decide how far we could go, and gasped with pleasure as Seraphina slowly seated herself right down on me, until I could feel my balls up against her. Every last bit of my length was inside her wonderful heat.
“God, that feels so fucking good. I didn't think you’d be able to take it all.”
“You push me and you stretch me in every way, Liam.”
“My cock owns this sweet pussy of yours, and don't you forget it.” I gently helped ease her up and down on me. “You can ride me all you want, Angel.”
We linked fingers as I helped to support her, and flexed my hips up to meet her as she came down. Then I slowly ground round inside her.
“Mmm, Liam, I really like it when you do that.” Sera threw her head back. We worked out our rhythm to ride together, as I wrapped my arms around her hips.
Inexorably we built up our pleasure, feeling the waves growing as they surfed through us. Making love this way meant we could watch each other, we could read each other’s feelings, linking and bonding us, making it incredibly intense and quite unlike anything I'd experience before.
“I’m close, so close now,” I whispered, as I felt myself right on the very edge of the cliff and about to fall.
“Me too,” Sera whispered.
So I thrust in even deeper, ground round even harder, and that was enough to send us both to our climaxes. We clung tightly to each other, riding out the cresting , until finally she slumped against me on my lap, as we both struggled to catch our breath.
“Are you okay?” I whispered.
“Mmm,” she muttered incoherently, as she snuggled against my chest. I grinned as I rested my chin on the top of her head, my cock still deeply inside her.
“Is that a good ‘Mmm’ or a bad ‘Mmm’?”
“Good of course, as you well know, Liam,” she murmured as she swatted my arm playfully. “I didn't think I'd like being on top, but I do.”
“I think you’ll find that every position we’ll try is good in some way, so just keep an open mind. I don't intend for anything we do to be anything other than entirely pleasurable, even if I push you to your limits sometimes. I hope you’re learning that you can let go and trust me.”
“I am learning. And although I don't have anyone to compare you with, I do appreciate that you’re a very caring and considerate lover. You always make sure I come before you let yourself go, don't you?”
“Of course. Ensuring a woman’s pleasure…” I stopped myself just in time. I’d been about to say ‘ensuring a woman’s pleasure guarantees they’ll always come back for more’ but I realised that was the old me talking. The one who always liked to have a playmate on standby, eager to share a quick mindless fuck to achieve an orgasm, to efficiently tick that box and deal with that urge. That’s not how it was with Sera.
“What were you going to say?” Sera queried.
“Ensuring your pleasure increases my pleasure. Being considerate of your needs as well as mine means we get to share the best possible sex we can. And believe me, we are sharing some truly great sex here. We are very, very good together, my little Angel.”
“Really? You’re not just saying that?” She pulled back to study my face.
“I’m not in the habit of lying or just saying things, Seraphina, as I’d have thought you’d have realised by now. But come on, we need to shower.” I gently eased her off my lap, thankful that I seemed to have avoided saying something that would have undone some of the trust I was trying so hard to build up.
~*~
I woke up on Sunday morning to find myself spooning against Seraphina’s back. We were both naked, she felt warm and soft and lovely in my arms, and I couldn’t imagine why I’d thought I didn't like sharing my bed up to now. I would happily have slept with Sera every night we possibly could from now on, but she was more reluctant, she still seemed to be trying to keep some distance between us.
Just a short while ago, I wouldn’t have believed it possible that I would be feeling the way I did; wanting to spend every possible moment with one undeniably beautiful but frustratingly feisty and independent young woman.
Seraphina made me smile, she made me laugh, we had fun together. Fun. Not a concept I was very familiar with, but one that she was now bringing into my very boring life, and I found I wanted more of this plain simple fun. Walking along holding hands. Sharing a joke. Preparing a meal together. Just being together. So I would do whatever it took to get more of this kind of fun.
Of course there was the sex as well. As I’d told her, the sex between us was incredibly good. Undeniably better than anything I’d experienced before, and there was still so much more ahead of us to look forward to. I couldn’t wait.
Seraphina murmured and stirred as she woke, then turned to look at me over her shoulder.
“Good morning,” she smiled, her green eyes sparkling as she reached out to stroke my stubbly cheek - she often touched me this way, so I guessed she liked to touch my face. I liked it too.
“Good Morning. Sorry – I don't usually shave at weekends if I don't need to, but if it bothers you…”
“No, I like it. I like seeing this rougher and unkempt side of you, the side no one at the office gets to see.”
“Are you saying you like a bit of rough?”
“Maybe I am.”
“I can do rough.”
“I have no doubt you can.”
“You trust me enough for a little rough play then?”
“Yeah, I think maybe I do.”
“You know we can stop at any time?”
“I know, Liam. I trust you.”
My throbbing erection had been nestling against the warm curves of her bottom during this exchange between us. I knew what I wanted to do. And it seemed she might be up for it too.
I pushed her over onto her front on the bed, and then held her down.
“We’ve still got one more basic position to cover.”
“We have?”
“Yes. I still need to take you from behind, but as that can be a little boring, I thought we could spice things up a bit, especially with your penchant for being restrained and pinned down.”
“Liam, ….” her voice sounded all breathy, so I knew this whole idea aroused her, even if she was a little hesitant.
“You said you trusted me, didn't you?” I whispered in her ear as I pinned her down on the bed, then trailed kisses over her shoulders and down her naked back until I reached her gorgeous bottom, which I nipped with my teeth.
“You know you want to play,” I murmured.
“Okay,” she agreed.
I smiled to myself as I reached down by the side of the bed to find the two silk scarves we’d bought yesterday. The bag containing the candles were there as well - we’d never got around to lighting them last night. Never mind, there was always next time.
“Just relax and do as I say, Seraphina. Close your eyes.”
 “What…why?”
I lightly smacked her bottom, which made her jump and cry out.
“Be a good girl and just do as you are told.”
With a sigh, she closed her eyes, and I used the green scarf we’d bought to blindfold her, tying it firmly round her head
“Okay? That should feel nice and silky and not in any way uncomfortable.”
“It’s fine.”
“Now stretch your arms out in front of you, and lock your hands together. That’s it, right out.”
As Seraphina complied, I used one end of the silver scarf to tie her wrists together, then looped it through the side of the metal bed head to tie it there. She was now lying restrained and prostrate on the bed.
“Liam, what are you going to do?” she whispered.
“Trust me. You’re going to love this, so let’s get you into position. Spread your legs. Wider. Now bend your knees up.”
I helped ease her up, so that her lovely bottom was up in the air.
“Perfect. Just perfect. Have you any idea how beautiful you look right now, Seraphina?”
“Beautiful? I just feel very exposed, and I’m not sure I’m comfortable with this,” she said nervously.
“You only have to say the word, and I’ll stop and let you go at once. Remember, I said I would push you, but nothing you couldn’t handle. So just go with it, and it’ll be fun, I promise.” I caressed the cheeks of her bottom, and then ran my finger down the intriguing seam between her two cheeks.
“No! Not my… you promised,” Sera exclaimed, and tried to wriggle away from me as I trailed my finger down.
“Relax. I promised I wouldn’t do anything anal, and I'm won’t. I always keep my word. I am going to explore the rest of you though.” I slid my finger along her pretty pink folds, which were warm, wet and very, very inviting. “As I thought. The evidence from your pussy very clearly tells me that you’re enjoying this. Stop protesting and resisting.”
I lightly slapped her bottom again, and then positioned myself over her, totally restricting her.
“This is what you like, isn’t it? Being overpowered and held in place while I pleasure you. You have no option but to enjoy it because you can't escape. So, tell me how much you like this?”
I curled my arm around her waist, and then reached down for her clitoris, as my cock rubbed against her pussy from behind.
These were all new sensations for her. Being blindfolded. Having her hands tied. Me pinning her down from behind. I hoped it wasn’t all too much for her, and I needed her to tell me how she was feeling.
“Answer me, Seraphina.”
“It.. it’s nice,” Seraphina whispered, as I rhythmically circled and stroked her with my finger tip.
“Do you want more?”
“Yes. More.”
“Is this what you want?” I gently edged the tip of my cock against her entrance and then waited. I was thrilled when she tried to push back against me, obviously wanting more. So she did like this game, no question.
“You have to tell me want you want, Sera. You have to say the words.”
I withdrew my cock and my fingers from her completely, and she mewled in frustration.
“No! Please, Liam. Don't stop. I want you, all of you.”
“Are you sure?”
“Are you trying to make me beg? I want this. I want your great big cock to fuck me. Happy now?” she virtually spat out the words as she squirmed against me.
I slapped her bottom again.
“That’s for having a dirty mouth. You have to ask me nicely.” I lightly stroked her with my fingers, as I dipped my cock teasingly in her entrance again, but held back from giving her anything more satisfying. It was torture for me too, of course, but I wanted her to lose her inhibitions about letting me know what she liked.
“Please, Professor, would you do me the honour of inserting your rather large penis inside my woefully empty vagina, please, sir.”
I burst out laughing, which I couldn’t remember ever doing during sex before.
“We can't have a woefully empty vagina, now can we?” I chuckled. “Very well. Now you can have what want you want.”
I very carefully and slowly slid my length into her. The velvety smoothness of her slick walls begged me to lose myself in her, to drive as hard and as deep as I possibly could into the enticing heaven that was on offer. But I couldn’t lose control like that. I had to do what was best for Seraphina, and it would be too much for her in this position. I stopped and waited once I was buried in her.
“It’s very deep this way, let me know if it’s too much for you.”
“It feels as if you’re driving into my very core,” she whispered. “But it’s good, it feels really good.”
Her body was moulded tightly against mine, her back to my front. With her hands bound and fixed, she was helpless to move away from me. I loved being in total control like this, because I wanted to give her such incredible pleasure that she would never want to leave me.
“Just concentrate on the sensations, the pleasure, the way I am possessing your body. I own it. My cock filling your pussy. It belongs to me.”
I withdrew, then flexed my hips and pushed into her deeply again. Each time I thrust in, I stroked her clitoris with my finger, and I could feel her trembling and quivering with the delicious sensations. Her sweet pussy seemed to be licking and sucking at my length. It was heaven. But I had to think of Seraphina. It was all about making it good for her.
“Tell me how you’re feeling.”
“Oh God, Liam, it just gets better and better,” she moaned. “This is so good, don't stop, never stop.”
“You like it then, hmm? Just as I told you?” Now that I was confident Seraphina was coping well with everything, I stroked in and out, over and over. It was pure bliss.
“I love it. I want it. Please. Just keep doing it.”
No question, the shy, timid girl from before was transforming into a very demanding little sex kitten, and I was more than happy to give her everything she wanted.
As I felt my orgasm building, I kept up the pressure on her sweet spot until I finally felt her explode, her walls squeezing and milking me as she screamed out my name.
“Liam, oh God, Liam …”
I gripped her hips as I carried on thrusting, desperate to join her, finally stilling as my release pulsed deeply into her. It went on and on, blue lights flashed in front of my eyes, as wave after wave of pleasure washed over me. Finally, I collapsed on top of her. She was right. This was just getting better and better between us.
“Sorry. I’m squashing you,” I said after a minute, as I rolled over to the side to try to catch my breath.
“S’okay. I don't mind. But can you undo me now?” she mumbled.
“Of course.”
I slipped the scarf from her eyes first.
“That was something else,” I whispered, as I tenderly kissed her forehead. “You liked our little rough play?”
“I liked it very much,” she smiled back, as I undid the scarf binding her hands. I rubbed her wrists, before I pulled her into my arms.
“You’d do something like that again? You were okay with being blindfolded and having your hands tied?”
“It made it more intense, not being able to see what was happening, so I guess that’s good. But I did have to tell myself not to panic when I couldn’t move away when I thought you were going to touch me….there.”
“Never forget that you can always tell me to stop. You have to be confident you can trust me. If you prefer, we can use recognised safe words.”
“I don't think that’s necessary. Not at the moment anyway.”
“But if I were to push things a bit further, if things got a bit rougher? Would you feel happier knowing you had a safe word to fall back on?”
“Maybe. Depends how much rougher you were to get. I’m a bit wary to be honest. I’m not sure I’d still enjoy it as much.”
“You just have to trust that your Professor knows his subject very well, hmm?”
“I guess so. No question, with all your previous experience, you are the undoubted sexpert.”
Fuck. I felt her suddenly cooling towards me. That was all it took with Seraphina. Just a tiny hint or reminder of the previous women I'd been with was enough to make all her insecurities resurface, and cause her to immediately withdraw from me again.
“There’s never been anyone like you before, Seraphina. Nothing matches what we share. I keep telling you. When are you going to start believing me?”
Just then the alarm on her phone sounded to remind her to take her pill. She smiled at me, slipped out of bed and headed for the bathroom. I sighed as I lay back. Winning her trust was obviously going to take a long time.
~*~
“I’d rather be with you than see Jamie.”
“I seem to recall we had this conversation last week, Liam. And anyway, it’s all arranged. You’ll need to get going shortly. Jamie will be at your place soon.”
“Are you throwing me out?”
“If that’s what it takes.”
“I’d like to see you try.”
I raised myself to my full six foot four as I loomed over her. We were in the kitchen, clearing away after breakfast.
“I could if I had to - I’m tougher than I look.” She ducked under my arm and headed for the sink.
I wasn’t happy about the fact that she was insisting we wouldn’t see each other later, and neither would we be sleeping together tonight.
“Surely we can see each other for a while later,” I pleaded.
I wasn’t used to this. I’d never done any kind of pleading or chasing after a woman before, so this was a whole new experience for me. I was used to being in control, being the one who set the agenda, and I was finding all this somewhat unsettling.
“In case you hadn't heard, I’m starting a new job tomorrow where the boss is a complete ogre. I need to prepare, and I need an early night to get some sleep,” she stated firmly.
“We can just sleep together, if that’s what you want.”
“Yeah, right. Like that’s going to happen if we’re in the same bed.” She raised her eyebrows at me sceptically.
“Fair point,” I conceded with a grin. “But if we went to bed early enough, you could still get plenty of sleep.” I tried to pull her into my arms to persuade her, knowing our strong chemistry would work in my favour, but she was having none of it.
“Just leave it, Liam. Don't push me. I need some space. I need to clear my head. Don't try and use your Sex Godliness to bamboozle me .”
“Fine, if that’s what you want.” I sighed, accepting defeat. “But at least let me give you a lift to work tomorrow, rather than take public transport.”
“We’ve been through this as well. It hardly matches the story that we can barely tolerate each other if I turn up to the office with you.”
“I’ll drop you at the corner and you can walk in by yourself. No one will be any the wiser.”
“No, Liam. It’s best if I make my own way in, and we keep our distance, keep things just as if I was any other employee at SCV. That’s the only way this is going to work. I intend to do a really good job, so I have to be able to get on and concentrate. I also have to build up a good working relationship with Tom, seeing as we’re going to be working together so closely. No doubt he still thinks of me as the silly little intern who could just about handle making a decent cup of tea. I have to prove to him that I’m more than that.”
“Tom has seen the quality of your work, so he understands why I’ve taken you on.”
“Even so. Please Liam, just step back a little. This is my first job, the first step on my career ladder. I have to prove myself, without you meddling and micromanaging everything. I’ve always managed by myself. That’s the way I am.”
“Very well. And for the record, I’ve no intention of showing you any special favours. If the work you produce is shit, I’ll have no hesitation in telling you so in our daily meeting. I offered you the job because of your talents and skills, because you were the best person for the job. I don't carry deadweight. I’ve worked too hard and too long to risk my business in any way.”
“Good. I'm glad we understand each other. So I’ll be at my desk, bright eyed and bushy tailed first thing tomorrow morning, Mr. Starr.”
“I look forward to that, Miss Jones.”



Chapter 29
Jamie
“But
why do you have to go and see your horrid, rude brother? You only saw him last week, so I don't see why you can’t stay here with me instead,” Poppy whined as she clung to me in bed, and pouted in a way she clearly thought was endearing. It wasn’t.
“I told you before, it’s a family thing. It’s what we always do when Liam’s not away on business.” I managed to extricate myself from her grip. “Haven’t you got things to do? How about you hang out with Chloe?”
“I expect she’s busy with Adam, and anyway, I want to be with you. You are way more fun,” she smiled, as she pushed back the sheets from her naked body in an attempt to entice me back for yet more sex, having spent the last two nights with me.
Poppy was so annoying. She couldn’t take a hint that I wasn’t interested any more. At first, all the sex had been great, after going for months without while I'd been pursuing Seraphina. Now it had actually got rather tedious, and I totally understood why my brother never kept any of his playmates longer than a month. Poppy had morphed into this creature who seemed intent on organising me and taking over my whole life, rather than just being happy for us to share a great fuck together now and again.
I’d tried cooling things between us by telling her, perfectly truthfully, that I had to spend all my spare time studying for my finals. But Poppy kept just turning up, using the excuse that’d she’d make dinner while I was studying. Trouble was, she couldn’t cook, so the meals she prepared nearly always tasted like shit. Then we ended up either ordering food in or going out to eat, disrupting my study schedule further.
I knew I'd left it all to the last minute, but that was the way I always worked. I needed that pressure to push me to get on with it. But it meant I had to stick to my timetable to make sure I covered every topic. No way was I going to come out of uni with anything less than a decent 2:1 degree.
The stupid thing was, Liam had been worried that Sera would distract me from my studies, but she wouldn’t have. She would never have selfishly interrupted a carefully planned out study timetable in the way that attention seeking Poppy had numerous times now. And unlike Poppy, Sera was a great cook. We really missed her Thursday evening suppers.
Seraphina.
Boy, I’d really fucked up with her. The more time I spent with Poppy, the more I realised what a great girl Sera was - apart from her issue about sex of course. Maybe she just needed some therapy to help her overcome whatever her problem was. But the more sex I had with Poppy, the less important it seemed somehow. I’d even go as far as to say sex became boring and repetitive when you didn't actually like the person you were with very much, so I guess that was a valuable lesson for me to learn.
I felt bad about how things had ended between me and Sera, and I’d been thinking about trying to meet up with her to apologise and clear the air, maybe after my exams and before Toby and I headed off to Australia for our year out. I hoped that she’d accept that we’d both had too much to drink at the Spring Ball, which was a large contributory factor in how things had turned out between us. I’d tried asking Abbey how Sera was when she was over one day hooking up with Toby, but she’d been decidedly frosty towards me.
“What’s it to you?” she’d glared at me.
“I just wondered, that’s all,” I’d shrugged, but hadn't pursued my enquiry any further.
So I decided I’d talk to Liam about Sera today, knowing he must have some contact with her, seeing as he’d offered her a job at Starr Capital.
I’d initially been surprised about the job offer, remembering his original very sceptical attitude towards her, but I knew my brother was very shrewd in all his business matters, and he’d seen for himself that Sera was a very talented graphic designer, as I'd tried to tell him in the first place. I was very happy that she’d got a decent job at SCV, thanks to my intervention on her behalf. She deserved a break, no question about it, because she’d certainly had a crap few years up to now.
I was so keen to get away from Poppy that I actually ended up arriving early for lunch at Liam’s place – an unheard of occurrence up to now. Even so, I was surprised that he appeared to be out when I buzzed to be let in, but just as I was calling his mobile to find out where he was, I spotted him coming out of the lift and heading back to his apartment, carrying a couple of bags of shopping. He was preoccupied as he looked at his phone, and he appeared to be smiling. Smiling? Liam? What was that all about?
“Hey there. Aggie let you down this week or something?” I queried, as I nodded at the bags of food from the supermarket. His housekeeper normally made sure he was well stocked up with everything he needed.
“Hmm? Oh, I’ve eaten at home more than expected, so I just needed a few extra things for our lunch, that’s all,” he replied absent mindedly, as he put his phone away in his jeans pocket and then let me in to his apartment. “How come you’re here early?”
I followed him into the kitchen and watched as he unloaded the supplies, and set about preparing our lunch. It looked like we were having some sort of chicken salad from what I could see.
“I'm early because I needed to get away from Poppy, if you must know. She’s driving me nuts.”
“Poppy? Oh that girl you’re seeing. I thought you liked her. I thought she was the perfect little shagging companion for you.”
“She was at first. Now she isn’t. She’s round at my place all the time, and seems to want us to get more serious, but I'm not interested. You of all people know how that is. It’s time for me to move on, just like you always do, but Poppy is proving hard to shake off. She’s even talking about changing her travel plans to come to Australia with me and Toby.”
“Just come right out with it. Tell her it’s over and you don't want to see her again. Sometimes you have to be cruel to be kind. For Christ’s sake don't wait until she’s bought her plane ticket for Australia before you dump her.”
“I know you’re right. You’re the undoubted expert at dumping relationship baggage, the number of times you’ve done it over the years to get away from all those women keen to get their claws into you.”
Liam gave me a funny look, but didn't say anything. He took his phone out, checked the screen, then sighed and put it away again.
“Has Seraphina started working for you yet?” I asked. Liam’s head shot up and he stared at me.
“She starts tomorrow. Why do you ask?”
“I just wondered, that’s all. I… um… I was thinking about getting in touch with her. To apologise, clear things up between us.”
“Don't you think it’s a bit late for all that?”
“No, I think now the dust has had a chance to settle it might be a better time actually.”
“You’re not thinking of trying to start things up with her again are you?” He sounded totally horrified.
I just shrugged by way of an answer.
Liam virtually bristled with hostility. So he still didn't approve of me having any kind of a relationship with Sera, even if he was prepared to give her a job. But with Liam, I guessed he didn't have to actually like his employees, all he cared about was whether they could do their job.
“I think you’ve burnt your bridges there, Jamie. Sometimes it’s best just to move on and leave well alone.”
“Perhaps you’re right. I just wanted the chance to clear the air with her, try to put things right before I headed off to the other side of the world.”
“So, how’s the studying going?” Liam swiftly changed the subject, making it clear he had no wish to discuss Sera any further.
“Okay, at least until Poppy finds an excuse to interrupt me.”
Liam paused with his food preparations.
“Just deal with her, Jamie. You can’t afford to let this go on. You’re the one who is going to have to live with it if you bomb in your finals.”
“I will. You’re right. As soon as I get back, I’ll spell it out to her.”
Liam’s phone buzzed and he quickly grabbed it to check it out. I watched incredulously as a big smile spread across his face. Maybe it was news about some special deal he had going on that was making his face light up like that. I couldn’t think of any other reason.
“So, did you throw your latest playmate out extra early this morning?”
“I’m sorry?” Liam wasn’t really listening as he was busy sending a reply on his phone.
“I didn't see any blonde bimbo leaving on my way in today.”
“I don't have one anymore.”
“Oh, you’re in-between partners at the moment are you?”
“Not exactly.”
“Liam, what is the matter with you today? You seem distracted, and well… odd. Different somehow.”
My big brother was not his usual self at all. There was a different look about him. I’d seen him smiling several times now instead of just scowling and frowning as he usually did. And I got the distinct impression that he was not really listening to me, as if his mind was elsewhere.
“There’s nothing the matter with me. I’m fine. But I do unexpectedly have somewhere to be later on this afternoon, so we’d better get on with this lunch, hadn't we?”
Impossible as it seemed, it suddenly occurred to me that there could be another reason for Liam’s unusual behaviour.
“If I didn't know better, I’d swear you were maybe seeing someone, and that’s why you’re acting all weird and goofy.”
Liam avoided my eye by turning his back on me to get something from the cupboard. A classic avoidance tactic – I should know, because I was an expert at avoiding pointed questions from my brother. He was just as terrible a liar as I was.
“I’m right, aren’t I! That’s it! You’ve finally met someone.”
“I don't know what you mean by me acting weird and goofy,” he replied evasively.
“You can deny it all you like, Liam, but I can tell there is definitely something going on. So it seems even you are not immune to Cupid’s arrow, eh?” I grinned.
“Don’t talk such rubbish. Now come and sit down for your lunch, and tell me all about your plans for Australia now that you’ve got your visa sorted.”
I smiled to myself as I sat down with him and started to eat. He could deny it all he liked, but I knew I'd hit the nail on the head. It seemed that some woman had finally got my big brother acting like a love sick teenager.



Chapter 30
 Seraphina
Thanks to Liam, I went from being a shy, repressed and ignorant virgin who thought she might be gay because of a total lack of interest in sex, to a sex-crazed, nymphomaniac sex addict. That was the effect he had on me. Thoughts of Liam dominated my days and my nights. I craved him, craved his presence, his body, all the time, every minute of every day. I only had to see him, he only had to walk into the room, and I wanted him, needed him, to the point of obsession. I would happily have spent all day, every day in bed with him, having any kind of sex he decreed, because he always made it so amazingly, addictively good.
Of course I did my best to fight this insane obsession, which wasn’t easy, because Liam appeared, at the moment anyway, to feel the same way about me. He seemed just as obsessed as I was, probably even more so, because he was so intensely jealous and possessive. He insisted that he had to know where I was at all times. He hated it if another man so much as looked at me, or if I appeared to take the slightest interest in a guy, which was really stupid because I wasn’t even remotely interested in anyone other than him.
Liam wasn’t the only one with a possessive nature. I found out about jealousy the hard way when I discovered Liam coming out of his apartment one evening with a gorgeous tall blonde draped around him. What little she was wearing showed off her fantastic curvy figure, and her bright red lipstick emphasised her full pouty lips. The woman just oozed sex appeal. Liam put his hand on the small of her back, and she gazed up at him adoringly, then kissed his cheek. She leaned against him as she put her hand on his shoulder, and I heard him say something like ‘my pleasure’ when she thanked him.
‘Get your fucking hands off my fucking boyfriend’, I wanted to scream at her, instead of which I was struck dumb as I just stood there staring gormlessly at the pair of them like an idiot.
Liam’s face froze when he saw me. Was that a guilty look on his face? Had I caught him out because in my excitement to see him I’d turned up a few minutes earlier than arranged when I’m usually late?
Then the blonde turned and looked at me, but she hardly batted an eyelid as she dismissively turned her gaze back to Liam. She clearly didn't see me as any kind of threat or rival for his affections, and she made me feel like a silly little girl compared to a proper woman like her.
“Please wait. I’ll be back in just a minute,” Liam said to me curtly as he headed towards the lift with this woman. He didn't introduce us or make any kind of explanation, he just walked off with her, leaving me standing there like a lemon.
I was so livid, so angry that no way was I capable of just standing there calmly waiting for him to return from walking this bimbo back to her car or wherever, and then have to stand there and listen to him making some lame excuse about what was going on. I stormed back to my apartment, slamming the door behind me.
What had I just witnessed? Had I just inadvertently stumbled on Liam reverting to type? The sexy blonde with a great rack had always been his playmate of choice, so had he been messing around with her behind my back? Was this why he always wanted to know where I was, so that he could keep all the different strands of his life safely separated? Was everything he’d been telling me a pack of lies?
I paced up and down taking deep breaths trying to calm myself. Perhaps there was a simple, logical explanation for this…yeah, that’d be that he was fucking her as well as me. Grow up, you silly little girl. This is the real world, not some twee, schmaltzy Disney story about a Prince finding his one true love with a Happy Ever After ending. Wake up and smell the coffee.
Once a manwhore, always a manwhore. Liam wanted to have his cake and eat it. Naïve inexperienced girl for the novelty factor on the one hand, experienced fuck buddy on the other. Best of both worlds.
It wasn’t long before Liam was at my door. I let him in without saying a word, and he followed me through to the living area.
“I asked you to wait, Seraphina,” he frowned.
“Well, perhaps I have better things to do than stand around waiting while you get rid of your previous assignation.”
“It wasn't like that. You were early.”
“Oh I'm so sorry for curtailing the fond farewell with your friend. How rude of me,” I replied sarcastically. I stood there with my arms folded across my chest, trying to hold it together, but in serious danger of losing it big time because of the incredible jealousy sweeping through me and the pain at the thought of Liam’s betrayal.
“I can see how things maybe looked, but Kimberley…” Liam started trying to make his excuses, but when he started using the bitch’s name, I really lost it.
 “Kimberley, is it? Well things must have got pretty fucking cosy between you and Kimberley, seeing as you’ve got her lipstick all over your face,” I interrupted him. “Kimberley looked very flushed and satisfied as if you’d just fucked her brains out actually,” I spat at him.
Liam looked shocked. He tried to wipe his cheek with his hand, but that just smudged the lipstick and made it look even worse.
“Seraphina, if you’d just calm down and listen for a minute…”
“Calm down and listen to the lies you’re going to spin me? No thanks. I’m not stupid and I know what I saw. I warned you that if I got even the slightest hint that you were back to your old ways, that would be it between us. I won’t be messed around, Liam. We’re finished.”
“No, we are not finished. You’re being irrational and childish because you won’t let me explain that this is all perfectly innocent ….”
“Perfectly innocent? I saw the way Kimberley was looking at you, the way she was rubbing those big tits of hers up against you. She’s the type you’ve always gone for isn’t she? So I can imagine she’d pretty much be your perfect woman. Are you denying there’s ever been anything between you?”
“No, I'm not saying that…”
“I knew it! Kimberley’s one of your playmates, isn’t she?”
“She was, but she’s not anymore.”
“Okay, so what was she doing in your apartment?”
“As I was trying to tell you, she’d gone out for a run when a man started following her and made her feel unsafe. That’s why she looked flushed, she’d been running, not for any other reason. She came in here to ask for my help.”
“She just happened to be jogging past your apartment when this happened, wearing the skimpiest of skimpy outfits, with a full face of makeup including that slutty red lipstick, and you just happened to be there to welcome her with open arms?”
“What was I supposed to do, Seraphina? I could hardly turn her away could I? She asked for my assistance and I felt obliged to help her as I would anyone under similar circumstances.” Liam stood there with his arms folded defensively as he scowled at me.
“I bet you did. So what happened to this mysterious threatening man? Did you go after him?”
“No, by the time Kim explained what had happened, he’d gone.”
“How convenient for Kim. I'm sorry Liam, but it sounds like a complete pack of lies and I’m not buying any of it. I wish you’d had the guts to tell me straight out that you were bored and ready to move on, but I’ll do it for you. I want you to leave. We. Are. Through.” I started marching towards the door to open it for him.
“No, we fucking well aren’t, because I've done nothing wrong. If we were over I would tell you to your face, but we are not. You’re jumping to the wrong conclusion without listening to the facts. We are not over and you will hear me out whether you want to or not.” Liam grabbed me by the arms and held me firm as he practically yelled in my face.
“Yes, Kimberley was my fuck buddy, and maybe she still wants to be, so tonight possibly was a ploy to get back with me, but it doesn’t matter because I am not interested. That’s what I made clear to her when I took her down to her taxi. I told her that I’ve changed and I don't want that kind of lifestyle anymore.”
“But you didn't tell her about me. You didn't introduce me as your girlfriend when you had the chance.”
“You were the one who suggested we keep things under the radar. I only agreed because of Jamie.”
Liam took hold of my chin and forced me to look at him, his deep blue eyes boring into me.
“We agreed that we’d be monogamous. I’m not a liar. I wouldn’t cheat on you, Seraphina. How many times do I have to tell you?”
Part of me wanted to believe him so badly, while the other suspicious part of me refused to be convinced. It could still all be lies. Of course he would deny it all, wouldn’t he?
“How would you feel if the roles were reversed? If you saw a really hot guy leaving my apartment kissing me and thanking me?”
“I’d want to fucking kill him, of course. But it would be him I didn't trust, not you. I would at least give you the benefit of the doubt and give you the opportunity to explain things rationally to me.”
Liam’s words hit home. Perhaps my fiery temper had made me fly off the deep end and I was being unfair. When he saw me hesitate in my wrath for a second, he bent down and softly kissed me on the lips.
“When are you going to start trusting me, Seraphina? When are you going to start believing that what we share is different from anything else I’ve ever experienced, and that I wouldn’t do anything to risk ruining it?”
He released the grip he had on my arms to pull me into his embrace. Feeling his arms slide around me, inhaling his wonderful smell, resting my head against his broad chest all persuaded me to believe him. I really wanted everything he said to be true, because it felt so right to be with him like this.
“Okay, perhaps I overreacted just a smidgeon,” I finally mumbled into his chest as I let myself relax against him. “But you have to promise me that you won’t see this Kimberley again.”
“I hadn’t planned on seeing her today, and I certainly have no plans whatsoever to see her in the future,” he assured me, as he kissed the top of my head. “You’re the only one I’m interested in seeing. No one else.”
“I don't understand why,” I murmured. “Kimberley is really stunning. I can totally see why you’d want to be with her, and you two looked so good together. I guess that’s why I flipped.”
“I used to think Kimberley was attractive, but not anymore. There’s nothing natural about her appearance whatsoever. Not like you . You are a natural beauty. You don't need to wear layers of makeup or bleach your hair to look good. You look just as beautiful when you wake up first thing in the morning as you do at any other time of the day. But it isn’t just about your looks, Seraphina. Kimberley is a nice enough girl, but I never had any kind of a connection with her the way I do with you. I want to be with you every chance I get, every spare moment. I've never wanted that with anyone before. Only you.”
As Liam kissed me again, I pushed to the back of my mind the little niggling doubts that still festered there. I let him make love to me, swamped and overwhelmed by the intensity of the feelings he always stirred in me.
Only Liam. Because he is The One.
~*~
I struggled to stick to my plan to maintain a healthy distance between us, to keep myself as a separate entity who would be able to carry on with my life when the day came that Liam got bored of me and was ready to move on. But I tried my best, because seeing him with Kimberley like that had been a real wake up call, whatever he’d said to convince me that we should carry on seeing each other for now.
I insisted that we only spent Friday and Saturday nights together, usually spending one night in his apartment and the other in mine. The rest of the time, although we usually saw each other after work when he was around, I tried to insist that we returned to our own apartments and made our separate ways to work. Sometimes though, I just couldn’t help myself and my resolve weakened. Liam would text some suggestions about what we could be doing, and somehow I’d find myself at his door, or inviting him down to mine. That’s what had happened the Sunday before I started at Starr Capital, when he’d been meeting Jamie for lunch. I’d said I wouldn’t see him again that day, but somehow after we’d exchanged a few texts, I found myself unable to resist seeing him again once Jamie had left, and of course we’d ended up in bed together – again. It scared me how out of control I felt, because this was not like me at all.
Work was my salvation.
I absolutely loved my job at Starr Capital, and it provided a welcome relief from my obsessive thoughts of Liam, because I could throw myself into concentrating on my designs rather than him. Of course, I still had to get through the challenge of my daily meeting with him.
Naturally Liam was very different in the office to how he was with me at the weekends. Outside of work, he looked every inch the bad boy rather than the serious business man as we explored the local area together, laughing and joking together as we held hands, him scruffily unshaven and in his casual jeans and T shirt. I found myself unable to take my eyes off him, drinking in the sight of his great body, his intense blue eyes, and his relaxed, smiling face. He looked so much younger when he was like this, than when he reverted back to his office persona.
But I also found office Liam, the man I had to deal with at work, incredibly sexy because of the powerful aura that emanated from him. He was always the ultra smart, highly efficient and well groomed big boss, with his impeccably sharp suits, and perfectly coordinated shirts and ties.
Everyone at work was totally in awe of Liam, and always referred to him as ‘The Boss’. I loved the fact that I knew another side of him, a very different side that few people would even suspect existed, but I tried to ignore the uneasiness I felt about how effortlessly he seemed to be able to switch off towards me. Did that mean he was also a very good actor when it was just us? Certainly by the way he acted towards me at the office in front of everyone, no one would have had the slightest inkling that there was anything going on between us. I had to hand it to him, no one did cold, commanding and intimidating quite like Liam.
“Don't let him get you down, Sera. I don't know why The Boss is still insisting that he personally needs to check your designs daily, when he can see for himself that your work is outstanding,” my co-worker Tom sympathised with me.
Although I hadn't had much to do with Tom when I'd been the intern, once I got to know him a bit better, I found him to be a really nice guy. Of course, he was nothing like Liam. Tom wasn’t much taller than me, and his curly brown hair hung over his shirt collar. He wore glasses, but they couldn’t mask his soft brown eyes. Tom was the very proud father of a new baby boy that he and his wife Alice had named Noah. Every day he showed me new pictures of the baby on his phone, which I duly admired.
I’d been worried about how we would get on working together, but it turned out that we made a really great team. Technically, Tom was amazing. He knew every little detail of all the latest programs and updates and the best way to effortlessly achieve a really professional look for the designs I spent my time coming up with. To me, it seemed as if I had the easy part of the deal, but Tom didn't see it like that at all.
“I can't tell you what a relief it is for me not to have to try and come up with all the new ideas. That side of things has never been my forte and has been really stressing me out since Rob left. He was always the one to come up with the ideas, then he’d hand it over to me to work on the technical side. Simon was a useless Creative Director, a proper pain in the arse who spent all his time faffing about but getting nothing done. So I'm really glad, if somewhat surprised, that The Boss had the good sense to snap you up. By the way, your designs that you came up with for Starr Capital were a dream to work on.”
“Thanks Tom. I was somewhat surprised to be offered a job here. And don't worry about The Boss being hard on me. I don't blame him for keeping a close eye on me – he’s taken quite a gamble, seeing as I haven’t even officially graduated yet.”
I was trying to deflect any suspicion about my daily meetings with Liam. Truth was, behind that locked door while his PA was out at lunch, our meetings were scorching hot and filthy dirty. They were the highlight of my working day. I needed to take my lunch break immediately afterwards to regain my cool façade before I returned to work. But at least I’d had a fix of my Liam obsession to keep me going for the rest of the day.
It all began on the first Monday as I was getting ready for work. I had a text from him.
Wear stockings today.
What? Obviously this was part of his special dress code for me. Part of me shivered in excited anticipation of what he had planned, but part of me was affronted. I texted back.
Stockings? How predictable and clichéd of you.
Almost immediately he replied.
Just wear them or deal with the consequences.
I sighed to myself. What should I do? Wearing stockings under an evening dress was one thing, but I didn't want to go to the office feeling like a tart in a short skirt and stockings, especially not on my first day.
But I did have some nice patterned hold ups that could be classified as stockings, and I had a black dress that was knee length, fairly conservative, and wouldn’t flash any stocking tops. With my black ankle boots that would have to do. I twisted my hair into an updo to try and look more like the professional I was supposed to be, but I wore my favourite angel wing earrings as my lucky charm, because once again as I headed for the offices of Starr Capital Ventures, I was pretty sure I was going to need all the luck I could get. I certainly wasn’t up to dealing with any ‘consequences’ that Liam might have in mind, so I decided it was easier to go along with what he wanted for now.
All morning I wondered what Liam had planned, and Tom noticed my distracted mood and general nervousness as he went through all the projects that were planned for us to work together on, but he put it down to being worried about having to deal with the boss by myself later on.
“Look, I know The Boss said I didn't need to come with you, but if you don't feel very confident about your meeting with him, I’m more than happy to come along for moral support, just until you get to know him a bit better,” he offered, as he made me a cup of tea to buck me up. Everyone knows that a nice cuppa always solves everything.
“No, it’s fine. Thanks anyway, Tom, but I just have to get on and deal with him, don’t I?”
Then I received a text from Liam.
Take your knickers off before you come to my office
I nearly spat my tea all over my keyboard as I read it.
“Sorry, it went down the wrong way,” I spluttered, as Tom looked over at me. I hastily deleted the offending text before he could catch a glimpse of it.
“I think you need to stand up to him from the beginning, so don't take any unfair criticism from him lying down, Sera,” Tom advised.
I just about managed to stop myself from spewing my tea again. I was pretty certain that I was going to be lying down for Liam in one way or another, but I had to try and look as cool as cucumber if I was ever going to be able to pull off working here and dealing with the boss.
“I’ll bear that in mind,” I smiled.
~*~
“Miss Jones. If you could arrange your paperwork over here on my desk so that we can go through it?” Liam said, as he ushered me into his large and airy office for our first meeting, quietly locking the door behind him. He obviously intended us to use our formal titles with each other all the time at work, even in private, which was fine by me. I’d noticed as I walked through that Joy, his miserable but highly efficient PA, was not at her desk, she was out to lunch as expected.
Liam looked divine of course, wearing a crisp white shirt complete with silver cuff links, grey tie and his dark charcoal grey suit trousers. His suit jacket was slung over the back of his chair. I hadn't seen him since yesterday, and it was all I could do not to launch myself at him, to make up for all those hours I’d been without him.
“Yes, Mr. Starr,” I said as calmly as I could, while trying to ignore the thumping of my heart, and not even daring to look at him directly. As I spread the papers out on his huge beech and chrome desk, Liam stood right behind me.
“Talk me through your thoughts for Evergreen, as I want you to concentrate on their rebranding initially.” He pointed to the sheet of paper furthest away.
“Well, there’s nothing whatsoever about the current branding that makes Evergreen stand out from the competitors…” I started to explain, as I leant over the desk to point to the current logo, but then stopped as Liam lightly ran his hand up the back of my leg, stopping as he reached the top of my stocking. He lent down to whisper in my ear.
“Just checking that you followed my instructions. I like these unusual stockings, they’re rather quirky and therefore very you. Now, please carry on with what you were saying, Miss Jones.”
I took a deep breath to regain my scattered wits, but that meant I also breathed in his wonderful smell, the mixture of masculinity and cleanliness that was just so Liam.
“So, I think we need to…” I lost my train of thought as Liam kissed me just behind my ear, and ran his hand all the way under my dress until he reached the bare cheek of my bottom, and then softly squeezed it. I’d stopped off in the ladies on my way to his office to remove my knickers as he’d ordered. My heart was now pounding loudly in my ears, as I felt Liam pressed right up against me, pushing me against the edge of his large desk.
I could feel him grin as he nipped and nuzzled my neck.
“I’m glad you followed all of my instructions, Miss Jones.”
“To the letter, Mr. Starr. I’m a very conscientious employee.”
“I’m pleased to hear it. Now, what were you saying about Evergreen? Can you point out which logo you were referring to?”
As I reached out over the desk, Liam pushed me down and lent on top of me, so that I ended up with my face turned to one side with my arms splayed across his desk, trapped in place by his weight. He kicked my legs apart, and then I felt his hand snake down to start touching me between my legs. My dress had ridden right up of course, leaving me exposed to him.
“I think what you were trying to say, Miss Jones, is that we need to come up with a new unique logo to kick off this rebranding exercise, hmm?”
His fingers were circling and rubbing me in such a wonderful way, that I felt myself drifting as my hips started to move against him, and I could feel his erection straining against me through his trousers.
“Mmm, yes, Mr. Starr. A new unique logo…” I stuttered.
“Which is your particular area of expertise and why I employed you,” he continued. “So by this time tomorrow, do you think you’ll have some draft proposals to show me?”
I nearly screamed as he slid a finger inside me. It felt so good, and then got even better when he slid two fingers in to expertly finger fuck me.
“Liam…” I moaned, which earned me a sharp slap on my bottom, which smarted, but also increased the arousal that was rapidly building within me.
“You’ll refer to me as Mr. Starr or sir at all times in the workplace. I don't expect to have to remind you again, Miss Jones.”
“Y…yes, Mr. Starr, sir,” I mumbled, as I pushed my bottom against him to encourage him to start touching me again.
“So, answer me. Do you think you’ll have some proposals to show me tomorrow?”
“Yes, Mr. Starr, because I already have some ideas roughly drafted,” I managed to reply.
“Excellent. You can bring them to our meeting tomorrow.”
Liam finally started touching me again, gently stroking and teasing me so that I was literally putty in his hands.
“I know you had your doubts, but I think this arrangement for us to meet daily here in my office is going to work very well, don't you? Your soaking wet pussy seems to think so anyhow.”
His touch was exquisite, and I closed my eyes in pure bliss. I was totally surrounded and trapped by Liam, and it was heaven.
“Yes, sir,” I murmured. “You were right.”
“So you don't wish me to stop?”
“God, no!”
Liam gave a deep chuckle, before he removed his hand, shifted back slightly, and then I heard the sound of his trouser zip being undone.
As I lay face down pinned over his desk, I suddenly felt Liam thrust very hard and very deeply into me, making me cry out.
“You are so ready for me, which proves how much you really needed this, hmm, Miss Jones?”
He withdrew and then slammed back into me again. I couldn’t move, I just had to take the full force as he slammed into me over and over again, stretching me and filling me perfectly. It felt so good that all I could do was whimper and moan with pleasure.
“I think we want the same thing, but I'm more honest about it. You need to get over your inhibitions, Miss Jones.”
“I think you’re doing a pretty good job of taking care of that for me, Mr. Starr,” I groaned, as I relished everything that he was doing to me. I could feel the tension inside me coiling tighter and tighter with every delicious stroke of his length. I knew I was on the verge of coming as my legs trembled, and I started to feel that unstoppable force building up ready to explode.
“Please, sir, fuck me harder and make me come,” I begged, beyond caring how crude that sounded.
“With pleasure, Miss Jones,” Liam said, and although I couldn’t see his face, I could tell he was grinning. He pulled me slightly nearer to the edge of the desk so he could grip my hips to raise them slightly, before he slammed into me again. The adjustment meant that now he hit some extra sensitive spot that made me nearly scream out, almost forgetting that we were in his office, so I had to bite my lip to stop myself.
“That’s it, Angel, that’s so fucking good, take all of me now, every last bit in that tight little pussy of yours,” he growled, as he built up the satisfyingly good rhythm to such a pitch that I soon exploded into an intense orgasm, feeling my release clenching around his cock to reward him for giving me this pleasure.
“Yes!” he grunted, as he now thrust hard into me to reach his release, stilling as he gripped me against him. It wasn’t possible to be any closer, to be any more deeply bonded together than we were at that moment. This is what I needed, this deep connection, because at that moment, as he climaxed deep inside me, he was mine, totally mine, and no other woman’s.
We drifted together for a few minutes, letting every last drop of orgasmic pleasure wash over us, until finally Liam moved to release me from his desk.
“Are you okay, Miss Jones?” he enquired softly, as he brushed my hair out of my eyes.
“Yes, I'm fine, Mr. Starr.”
“I think that took care of our business rather satisfactorily, wouldn’t you agree?”
“I would indeed.”
“You can use my private bathroom to get cleaned up,” he offered as he indicated a door in the corner of his office.
I picked up my bag and headed for his executive bathroom. I retrieved my knickers from my bag and slipped them on again, then smoothed my dress back down. As I looked in the mirror, I couldn’t help noticing my very flushed pink cheeks. A great orgasm was way better than any blusher I was discovering. Thoughts of Kimberley’s flushed cheeks instantly came to mind, but hers had been down to blusher I told myself. I quickly redid my hair, then went back out to rejoin Liam,
“If it’s okay with you, I’ll head off for my lunch break now,” I smiled sweetly at him.
“Of course. I’ll see you later?”
“I’m planning on going to a yoga class this evening. There’s one at the fitness centre at seven.”
“I’ll come down with you. I’ll go for a swim while you take your class. We can meet up afterwards and then get something to eat,” Liam suggested. And with the thought of my unpleasant encounter with Scott Franklin still fresh in my mind, I didn't argue as I might have done before, instead rather welcoming Liam’s protective presence.
~*~
And so the pattern was set for our working relationship. Liam organised things so that he didn't have to go away on business for at least the first week I was at Starr Capital, and so every day I went up to his office for our meeting. And they were productive meetings work wise, much to my surprise. Liam still managed to go over my suggestions and state what he did and didn’t like, even as we were having sex in a different position every day. On his desk, in his chair, against the wall, on the floor. Liam had told me I should lose my inhibitions, and he was ensuring that I most certainly was. These trysts were raw sex, fucking rather than love making, but it was what we both wanted and needed.
In the evenings when we met up, things were more leisurely and relaxed, so we could take more time. Any kind of sex between us was wonderful as far as I was concerned and it seemed to be the same for Liam as far as I could tell. I tried to convince myself that all this sex we were having meant that I was beginning to catch up with his highly experienced previous partners.
All I knew was that I'd never felt so alive, so exhilarated – or so scared. I’d never had so much to lose before, and I knew one day before too long this was all going to come crashing down around me. I buried my head in the sand and refused to let myself think about how I was going to cope when this roller coaster ride I was on came to an end, telling myself to just enjoy it while it lasted.
We often we went down to the gym together, and I was relieved that I didn't see Scott around. When I mentioned this to Liam, he scowled as he informed me that Scott had unexpectedly left at short notice.
“But what about the formal induction I was supposed to have with him? I thought that was a membership rule?”
“A new manager is being recruited, so don't worry about your formal induction for now. I can go through any of the equipment you’re not sure about.”
“As I told Scott, I'm really only interested in the simple equipment. Nothing fancy or complicated. I don't want to build up muscles like yours,” I smiled, as I punched his impressive biceps.
“I know you also like to go out for a run sometimes, but I would really prefer that you don't go on your own. It’s too risky. So next week while I'm away, I want you to promise that you’ll only use the gym and not go out running on the streets by yourself.”
“You worry far too much, Liam,” I started to protest, but the look on his face indicated that this was not an issue he was prepared to argue about.
“Why do you have so little regard for your own safety, Seraphina? Why take unnecessary risks? I don't want anything to happen to you, so please, for my peace of mind, just do as I ask?”
“Okay, okay. Perhaps we can go out for a run together at the weekend, get some fresh air, and then next week I’ll use the gym, or take a yoga class instead.”
I wasn’t looking forward to Liam being away for a whole week, but I told myself it was good practice for the future, and would be a chance to catch up with other friends, like Abbey. I'd always disapproved of girls who dropped all their friends the moment they got themselves a boyfriend, but then expected those same friends to be there for them when they needed then. I didn't want to turn into that kind of person just because of my Liam obsession.
~*~
“I'm planning on pushing your limits tonight, Seraphina,” Liam smiled wickedly.
So far this Saturday, we’d had a great chilled start to the weekend, having been out for a run together in the morning, and then explored more of the local area again in the afternoon. I loved discovering this relaxed side of Liam after having to deal so formally with him at work all week. We’d had a great pub meal that evening, chatting and laughing easily together. Now we were headed back to Liam’s apartment to spend the night together, holding hands as we strolled along.
“What do you mean? Pushing my limits how?” I asked nervously.
Butterflies fluttered around in my stomach. We may have had a lot of sex, but it had been pretty straight forward sex, albeit in a wide variety of positions. So what did he have in mind for us now?
Liam squeezed my hand in his much larger one. I liked his hands; they were big and strong, just like him.
“Surely by now you trust me enough to just go along with what I suggest? Don't I always make it good for you?”
“You know you do,” I agreed.
“So if you can relax and be brave enough to just comply with my instructions, you know you’ll love what I have in mind. But if I tell you beforehand, it’ll spoil the element of surprise, won’t it?”
“I suppose so,” I agreed hesitantly. Already my heart was thumping in my chest in anticipation of what new adventure Liam was going to subject me to this time. He’d promised that sex would never be boring with him, and he was certainly being true to his word.
As we reached his apartment, Liam bent down and whispered in my ear.
“ Seraphina. I want you to go into the bedroom, strip off, and then lie on the bed, fully naked with your eyes closed and wait for me. Do you think you can do that?”
“Where will you be?”
“I’ll be joining you at some point, have no fear. So, are you happy to do that for me?”
“Okay, but whatever you have planned isn’t going to hurt is it?”
“As long as you do exactly as I tell you, you’ll only experience immense pleasure.”
As we reached his bedroom, he wrapped me in his arms and kissed me. It was a long, lingering, sensual kiss that instantly sparked our chemistry and helped put me at my ease, and I found myself actually looking forward to whatever it was that Liam had planned. The Sex God knew what he was doing after all.
“I hope you trust me enough to push your limits just a little bit, but I think it’ll help to reassure you if we agree some safe words in advance. We’ll go with green means you’re fine, yellow means you’re okay but nervous, and red means stop immediately. So, if things really become too much, just say ‘red’ and I’ll stop, but remember it’s only a precaution to reassure you and I really don't think it’ll be necessary. So, can you repeat the colours for me?”
“Like traffic lights. Green, yellow and red. I’ve got it.”
“Good girl. Off you go then,” he smiled, as he patted me on my bottom, and then closed the bedroom door as he left me to it.
I took a deep breath to calm myself as I looked round his bedroom. I pressed the button to lower the automatic blinds for the large windows, and then switched on one of the bedside lights. Now the room felt a bit more cosy and atmospheric, although it was such a plain masculine bedroom that I felt rather out of place in here without Liam, as if I were somehow intruding. It had looked so different with all the flowers and candles, but I couldn’t expect that every time.
I decided there was no point in prevaricating, so after freshening myself up in Liam’s bathroom, I quickly peeled off my clothes. I carefully folded the duvet cover back, and then lay myself down on the bed as instructed, closing my eyes and letting my arms rest by my side.
I took a few more deep breaths to calm my jangling nerves, and then waited. And waited. And waited. What on earth was keeping Liam? Just as I began to think about opening my eyes and getting up to see where he was, I finally heard the bedroom door open, and had to resist the very strong urge to open my eyes.
“I’m glad to see you’ve done as instructed, and that you’ve been waiting nice and patiently for me. Just remain exactly as you are unless I move you in any way. I don't want you to speak, unless it’s to answer a question from me, or to call out a safe word. Do you understand, Seraphina?”
“Yes. I understand.”
“Good. Then we begin.”
The bed dipped as he sat next to me, and I felt something slipped over my eyes and round my head. An eye mask?
Next I felt something soft wrapped around my left wrist, and tightly fastened, possibly with Velcro. He stretched my arm above my head and then repeated the procedure on my other wrist, until both arms were spread out and restrained. I felt very exposed, but managed to keep calm.
I couldn’t help whimpering when I felt something being fixed around each ankle as well, and then my legs being stretched apart. I was going to be lying naked and spread eagled across the bed. This was too much, wasn’t it?
“Hush now, trust me. This is going to be so good for you,” Liam whispered in my ear, and then softly kissed my neck as he carefully brushed my hair away. “What colour are you?”
“Colour? Oh, err…green, I think.”
“Excellent. You look so beautiful lying here like this, Seraphina. Your breasts look so delicious that I’m going to taste them now.”
He didn't touch me anywhere else as I felt his tongue flick over my left nipple, and then my right one. Because I couldn’t see what he was doing, everything felt more intense. Already I could feel arousal tingling in my core, and I had to stop myself from calling out his name. I wanted run my fingers through his thick hair as I loved to do, but of course I couldn’t.
“And this belly of yours is so soft and inviting,” he murmured as he worked his way down, licking and sucking my skin in such a way that it tickled, and I found myself trying to wriggle away from him.
“Oh no, you don’t. This is exactly why you’re restrained, Angel. You have to learn to accept the sensations my mouth and tongue can bestow on you, however intense they get. Tonight there will be no escaping or avoiding the pleasure,” he chuckled.
Still he didn't touch me with anything other than his mouth and tongue as he worked his way down over my hips and headed towards my right leg. I could feel his breath as he very slowly worked his way up the inside of my thigh. I tried not to cry out, but it was so hard.
“Your skin is soft and silky and tastes so good,” he whispered against my left thigh as he turned his attentions there, licking and kissing and nibbling me.
“But I think my favourite place to taste you is going to be here.”
My hips bucked as I felt Liam slowly lick me right there. I couldn’t see what he was doing, but I could certainly feel it.
“No! Liam no, please, you can’t…”
“Oh, but I can, sweet Angel and I am. Just relax, you knew we were always going to try this one day. And remember, I said no talking, but I’ll let you off just this one time. Now tell me what colour you are?”
“Y..yellow..” I whispered.
“Duly noted. I’ll go very slowly and carefully, but cunnilingus really is something you have to try. And your sweet, pretty pussy is just begging to be kissed. So will you please let me?”
I remembered what Abbey had told me, that I had to try oral sex because it was so amazingly good. And here I was, at the mercy of an undoubted Master. What the hell, I just had to go for it, didn't I?
“Okay, but…”
“No buts, Seraphina. Just trust me. Just relax. Just enjoy.”
I calmed myself. I forced myself to relax, using some of my yoga breathing techniques. At least I couldn’t see what he was doing, so that made it less embarrassing, although more intense. That was Liam’s plan of course. He knew I’d never have been able to relax enough for this experience unless I had no option because I was restrained. Now, as he sensed my tension easing, I felt his tongue very gently start to lick my highly sensitive clitoris, which felt incredibly intense, far more than when he used his fingers. He gradually increased the pressure, and then swirled the very tip of his tongue round and round on me until I almost couldn’t breathe because of the dizzying sensations he was creating. He stopped for a moment to let me calm down, just gently rubbing my legs to soothe me.
“You are so responsive, sweet girl,” he murmured, then slowly started working his tongue on me once more. This time he also slipped a finger inside me, gently curving his finger to reach a specially sensitive spot. The combination of stimulation was literally mind blowing, and I couldn’t help myself, I moaned and writhed under his ministrations.
And then Liam took things to an even higher level as he gently sucked my clitoris.
That was all it took. As he continued to gently suck me, I was gone, flying away to some place I had never been before, floating higher and further into an intense orgasm that rolled on and on for what seemed like forever. It almost felt as though I lost consciousness as I drifted in a state of euphoria, and I was only vaguely aware that my wrist and ankle restraints were being released, and that Liam was on top of me, gently easing himself inside me.
“We can fly together now,” he whispered, as he slowly stroked his length in and out of me, and incredibly I felt myself building again, as I relished the feeling of fullness that always made me feel so connected to him. He was gentle and giving and considerate of the fact that I was still trembling and quivering as he pushed us higher and higher, until we peaked, clinging together as we both cried out.
After that I don't remember much. I must have fallen asleep almost immediately, completely shattered, overwhelmed and sated.
~*~
After discovering for myself that Abbey was right about just how amazing oral sex could be, I worried that Liam must really miss having it performed on him, considering that all his previous partners would certainly have had no issues with it, unlike me.
“So, is oral just as intensely pleasurable for a guy?” I asked Liam at breakfast the next morning.
“Pretty much I guess. But you were exceptionally sensitive and responsive, Seraphina. In all my previous experience, I’ve never…” he frowned as he stopped what he was saying.
“Go on. In all your previous experience you’ve never what, Liam?”
“Let’s not go there. You’ll only get upset and start shutting yourself off from me again. I've worked out that’s what you do whenever anything like this comes up.”
“I don't,” I lied.
“You know you do. You don't like any reminders of how I acquired my experience. And I get it, truly I do. But as I keep saying, I can’t change my past. ”
“But I take it you do really enjoy oral?”
“Yes, of course.”
“So, you must miss it? You’d really like it if I could…if I was able to…do it to you?” I stared into his face to gauge his reaction, all the while knowing that of course he’d love it.
“Don’t worry about it, Seraphina. In time, you’ll feel more relaxed and comfortable about both receiving and giving oral sex, and I'm perfectly happy to wait for that time. Last night, I just wanted to introduce you to a great new experience. It certainly wasn’t my intention to put any kind of pressure on you to feel obliged to reciprocate. There’s no rush.”
His deep blue eyes bored into mine, as he’d tried to convince me he was happy to wait.
I let the matter drop, not wanting to spoil what time we had left of our precious weekend together, knowing he was away all of the following week.
But it was on my mind as I thought about how things were going.
Life was pretty good at the moment, I realised.
I loved living in my apartment, and having so much space to myself – it was sheer luxury as far as I was concerned. But I also loved the fact that Liam was nearby, so we could easily see each other when we wanted to. This arrangement seemed to be working out very well indeed.
I really enjoyed my job, and didn't mind putting the hours in to get the work done.
I loved the fact that I got to see Liam at work every day - when he was around anyway.
I also couldn’t deny that I loved the fact that I was going to be earning a decent wage, that’d I'd be able to relax and not worry about every little penny for the first time in my life.
But not everything was hunky dory.
It was hard to ignore how desperately I knew I would miss Liam while he was away. I didn't dare examine my feelings for him too deeply, because I knew it wouldn’t be good news. Unquestioningly, I was in very severe danger of getting in way over my head, because of how much I cared about Liam. In fact, it was already probably too late, as I tried to ignore the growing seeds of hope that maybe he cared about me as much as I cared about him.
In an effort to keep hold of him for as long as I could, I wanted to really please him when he got back from his business trip. And I knew there was something I could do that would definitely please him. Go down on him. I had to get over this stupid hang up of mine and give him a surprise to remember. I bet Kimberley never had any problems like this.
It was hardly as if I found him physically repulsive, was it? And I didn't have any kind of phobia about touching him in any other way. So surely it should just be a natural progression.
I talked it through with Abbey on the phone one evening while Liam was away. She was busy preparing for her London College of Fashion catwalk show, where she was showcasing all her final designs, so we had to make do with catching up by phone. She’d been quizzing me to get all the gory details about my new found sex life in her normal forthright and uninhibited way, but I didn't mind because I found it a relief to be able to talk to someone apart from Liam to get their opinion about things. Abbey declared herself thrilled to hear how well things were going.
“He makes you come every time? You lucky girl. I knew he’d be a totally amazing lover,” she sighed. “His type always are.”
“What do you mean ‘his type’?”
“The confident, commanding, Alpha male type. Clearly he knows what he’s doing in bed, and that he’s very good at sex. So he knows he has something to be commanding about, and that kind of confidence and self assurance is very attractive. That’s why he’s never had a problem attracting women. That, and the fact that he’s loaded of course. Naturally that always helps.”
“And yet he’s hanging out with someone like me, someone who can't even bring themselves to go down on him.”
“Just give it time, and don't worry about it. I know what you’re like, Sera. You’ll blow this up out of proportion and get yourself in a state if you’re not careful. You’re enjoying lots of great sex, he’s says he’s happy to wait, so just relax about it, takes things gradually. One day, it will just seem the most natural thing to do, and you’ll wonder why on earth you were so worried about it,” she advised.
So in preparation for that time, I scoured the internet and did my research. I wanted to make sure I did my best to give Liam as good an experience as he’d given me. He’d told me exactly how he liked to be touched with my hands, so all I needed to do was adapt that knowledge to go oral. That shouldn’t be too difficult, should it?
Liam wasn’t due back from his business trip until Sunday afternoon. He hadn't been too happy about being away all weekend, but he told me it had all been arranged for him to attend this conference in Barcelona long before we’d even met. I managed to keep myself busily occupied all weekend. I worked on my Evergreen designs once I’d caught up with all the usual housework chores such as the laundry, and cleaning the bathrooms. I would have hated for Liam to find my place dirty compared to his, bearing in mind that he had Aggie, his trusty housekeeper, to take care of all his chores for him.
Because of his trip away, I’d agreed that we should spend Sunday night together at his place. I couldn’t wait to see him again, and I was determined to give him his welcome back surprise at some point during the evening.
Of course we’d spoken on the phone, texted, emailed and Skyped each other while he was away, but it wasn’t the same as actually seeing him and touching him. So I found it hard to hide my excitement when he rang to say that he’d landed, Greg had picked him up, and he was now on his way back from Heathrow.
“So, I’m planning on taking a nice long hot shower as soon as I get home, and I wondered if you would care to join me,” Liam suggested, his voice sounding meltingly seductive.
“I think I could be persuaded to wash your back for you.” I practically drooled down the phone at him.
“Other parts of my anatomy spring to mind that are in far more urgent need of your attention.”
“Really?”
“Yes, really. How about I call in to collect you on my way up?”
“I was going to cook you a nice meal.”
“You still can. Just prepare it in my kitchen instead. I really would like to sleep in my own bed tonight. With you.”
“Okay, I’ll come up to yours. See you in a while then.”
I smiled happily to myself as I collected up all the food and prepared my overnight bag. Liam was back. All was well with the world.
~*~
We just about made it through his apartment door before we started kissing and trying to rip each other’s clothes off, letting our bags drop carelessly to the floor in our haste.
“I want you. Now,” Liam growled, as he pulled my top off over my head.
“I want you too,” I replied breathlessly, as I tried to undo the buttons of his shirt, but he stepped back and impatiently pulled it off over his head before I'd finished. Now I had free reign to let my hands wander all over the wonderful smooth skin of his broad chest, as we started kissing again, stumbling our way towards his bathroom, losing my bra somewhere along the way.
“God, I love your breasts,” he groaned as he caressed them. His touch on my naked skin felt even more powerfully electric than usual, because it had been days since we had last touched each other.
“Nice skirt. Take it off,” Liam ordered as he watched me.
I’d spent ages choosing what to wear to look nice for Liam, so I suppose I should have been pleased that at least he’d commented on my skirt before it ended up on the floor, along with my knickers, quickly followed by his jeans and boxers.
Liam’s walk in shower was huge, much bigger than the one in my place, and perfect for sharing a shower. Once he’d set things up to get the hot steamy water cascading over us, we resumed our passionate kissing.
“I missed you… this… us,” Liam whispered.
“Me too. I’m really glad you’re back. Now, I think you mentioned there was a part of your anatomy that needed some special attention?” I smirked, as I looked at his impressive erection.
“There most certainly is.”
“Then let me see what I can do about that.”
Right at that moment, I felt incredibly empowered as I couldn’t wait to see Liam’s reaction to what I was about to do.
I dropped down onto my knees in front of him, and watched his look of astonishment as he realised my intention.
 “Seraphina…?”
I smiled up at him, as I took hold of his beautiful cock, and then slowly licked the tip. I didn't feel nervous or worried, because all I could think about was bestowing pleasure on him as I lovingly laved him with my tongue.
Liam closed his eyes and made wonderful pleasurable noises in the back of his throat as I tentatively started sucking him.
“Sweet Angel that feels fucking amazing,” he moaned.
My confidence growing, I sucked his big cock further into my mouth, while at the same time gently cupping his balls in my hand.
I’d read that a man finds it very erotic to look down and see a woman’s mouth wrapped around his cock while she gazes up at him, so that’s what I did. And I also found it a big turn on to watch his face as he lost himself in the intense pleasure that I was giving him. As he started thrusting into my mouth, I hummed gently to increase the stimulation.
“Oh sweet Jesus, Seraphina my Angel, you are a fucking natural at this,” he groaned, as he started thrusting deeper into my mouth while he held my head firmly in place with both hands.
I tried to keep myself relaxed as I concentrated on swirling my tongue round, but I could feel myself beginning to panic as he kept thrusting deeper and deeper into my mouth. I tried to pull back, but as he was still gripping my head I couldn't.
I looked up at his face again, and I realised that he’d lost himself in his intense pleasure, just as I’d intended. I really wanted to see this through to the natural conclusion, so I just closed my eyes and hoped for the best, trying to ignore my natural instinct to pull away as he continued thrusting.
But then he flexed his hips extra hard and his cock went too deeply down into my throat for me to cope with, and I couldn’t help my involuntary reaction as I gagged and retched. I just had to push him away and tear his hands from my head.
“No! Liam, I can't…”
As he looked down at me with glazed eyes, I realised he was on the very verge of climaxing. Remembering how he’d previously instructed me not to stop when he came, I quickly replaced my mouth with my hand, and almost immediately he reached his release with a loud garbled groan. He held me to him while I remained kneeling there, until the waves of his orgasm had finished washing over him. Then he pulled me to my feet and wrapped his arms around me.
“Thank you. That was a most unexpected pleasure,” he whispered, as he hugged me tightly.
“I'm so sorry,” I whispered back, mortified that my appalling technique had meant that I’d pulled away at the worst possible moment for him, when he’d so effortlessly given me such wonderful oral sex. I was such an amateur compared to him and the level of skill he must be used to.
“Sorry? What on earth for? You were wonderful, and I’m the one who should be apologising. It’s just that you took me unawares, so I was unprepared, and after not having seen you for a week, I rather lost control, which is unforgivable of me.”
“No, Liam, I should have been able to finish what I started, not pull away like that when you were so close. I really wanted to give you a special surprise and then I spoilt it. All I can say is that I’ll try to get better at it doing for you.”
“Angel, I couldn’t be more thrilled that you took the initiative in this way. That was really impressive because it takes time and practice to develop fellatio skills.”
I was sure Liam was just trying to be nice and covering up his disappointment. I was so cross with myself for not having the self control to overcome my stupid gagging reflex. But apart from that, I'd surprised myself by how much I’d enjoyed going down on him. I hadn't found it in any way unpleasant or disgusting as I'd previously thought I might. It was just another way of using our bodies to pleasure each other. I enjoyed it, he enjoyed it. Until I messed up.
“Now it’s my turn to return the pleasure,” Liam smiled. He pulled us both down onto the floor of the shower, adjusting the direction of the hot jets of water downwards.
I sat with my back propped up against the wall of the shower, knees bent as Liam knelt between my parted legs. Maybe it was because of what I’d just done to him, maybe it was because of the soothing, relaxing hot water, but I didn't feel embarrassed as I might have expected as I watched Liam’s head going down between my legs. He used his fingers to gently expose my clitoris, then started lightly flicking the tip of his tongue over my extremely sensitive nub.
“Oh, God, Liam, that feels amazing,” I moaned, as I knotted my fingers in his hair, while he continued to lick and tease me with feather light touches of his expert tongue.
“Hmm-mm,” he replied, his deep voice reverberating against me. “Just try to relax and keep still.”
But it was hard to relax as my hips seemed to have a mind of their own, jerking up each time he gave me a long sensuous lick, then circling round, imitating his actions as he circled over and over with his tongue.
“Oh God, Liam. I… I..think…I’m going to come,” I yelled out at the overwhelming sensation as I held his head in a vice like grip.
“Then just let yourself go.”
Liam looked up from between my legs and grinned wickedly. He firmly gripped my hips to prevent me from bucking away from him, and then concentrated his efforts on that one focal point, until it felt as though the entire universe was centred on just that tiny part of my body. It was excruciatingly intense and excruciatingly pleasurable.
I exploded into an intense orgasm, as every part of my body seemed to go into paroxysms, almost as if I'd been hit by a bolt of lightning.
“Breathe, Seraphina. Don't forget to breathe,” I heard Liam whispering in my ear, as I realised that somehow I had ended up in his arms.
I could hear my own racing heartbeat pounding in my ears, as I struggled to get my breath while the overpowering waves continued to surge through me. Finally they started to subside, and I could feel the tension inside me easing as I managed to take a couple of deep breaths.
“That’s it. Take it slowly,” I heard Liam murmuring as he rocked me against his chest.
Slowly I looked up at him, managing a rather wobbly smile.
“Wow. That was…”
Words failed me, so I just tucked myself closer against him. We sat there together for a while, as the hot water continued to flow over us.
“Thank you,” I smiled, as I kissed him softly on his cheek. “You always know how to make it so incredibly good for me, don't you?”
“I like to think so, but it isn’t hard because you’re incredibly receptive and responsive. And don't forget that you also make it wonderful for me too.” He kissed me back very softly. “However, right now I think we need to finish up our shower before we both end up looking like a couple of old prunes.”
And so he carefully washed me and shampooed my hair, massaging my head with his big hands in such a relaxing way.
“Your hair is even longer when it’s wet. It’s right down to your waist ,” he commented as he directed the shower to rinse off the shampoo. “
“I guess it’s hard to tell just how long it is when it’s doing its normal curly thing,” I agreed. “I really ought to get it cut and tidied up.”
“No. I like it just how it is. I’ve told you before. Don't get it cut,” Liam insisted.
“Just a trim, that’s all,” I argued.
Liam scowled his disapproval. Maybe I'd borrow one of Abbey’s wigs and pretend I’d had something really drastic done, just to shock him. Or maybe not. Angry Liam would be pretty scary.
Then I returned the favour and washed him, enjoying getting to know his body, and enjoying shampooing his hair too.
Finally we made it out of the shower and dried ourselves before heading for the kitchen to prepare our meal. I just towel dried my hair, combed it through to let it dry naturally.
“Have you ever had longer hair?” I asked, as I watched Liam quickly comb his through, as it naturally spiked up in the way I liked so much. Weird thing was, I'd always thought I liked long dark wavy hair on a guy, that I didn't like it if he was ripped, and that I preferred the more artistic sensitive type rather than the Alpha male dominant Liam Starr type of guy. Knowing how powerful the attraction between us was, I couldn’t have got it more wrong, could I?
“When I was a teenager, yes. In my wild motor-biking, rebellious teenage years, I had shoulder length hair.”
“I’d love to see some pictures of you with long hair.”
“I’m not sure I have any. Everything got cleared out and thrown away when my father died.”
“Surely not all your family pictures?” I asked incredulously. The box of family photos I had was amongst my most treasured possessions, and was the first thing I would grab if there was ever a fire. The thought of someone just casually throwing away such treasures was horrifying to me.
“There might be a few left amongst some of the boxes of documents that were put into storage,” he shrugged. “But most of the photos we had didn’t exactly hold happy memories, so there didn’t seem much point in keeping them.”
That just seemed so sad that I went over and hugged him. Maybe this little peek into his childhood went a long way to explaining the apparently cold hearted man that he’d grown into. I hoped that the changes I'd seen in him of late were signs that he was finally finding a way to overcome his dysfunctional upbringing.
~*~
We made gentle love that night in his bed, before we went to sleep in each other’s arms. We both woke early on Monday morning, and while Liam headed off to the gym for his usual swim and workout, I headed back to my apartment to get ready for work.
“I have a very busy schedule today after being out of the office all last week. I’ll try to fit you in for our usual meeting, but give me a quick call to check beforehand,” Liam suggested.
“Okay,” I agreed.
I sighed because weekend Liam had only come out to play for a such short while this week, but I had to accept that was how things were always going to be with him. The reason he was so successful was because he was so driven and focussed and worked extremely hard. I was lucky that he’d been spending so much of his precious time with me lately.
I was so busy that the morning just flew by, as Tom and I worked through the best way to take forward some of the designs I’d come up with before I showed them to Liam.
I made my way through to Liam’s office for our meeting, but I stopped at the closed door when I heard the unmistakable sound of animated voices – Liam’s deep voice intermingled with a woman’s. Clearly he had someone with him, which was unusual because he normally made sure he kept this time slot free for us to meet up, but he had said he had a very full schedule today. Crap, I forgot that I was meant to ring him to check first. Never mind I was here now, so I might as well just wait. In my eagerness to see him I’d ended up being early, but Liam never usually minded – in fact the door was usually open because he was waiting for me. So naturally I was curious to know who was with him, and why they were both raising their voices behind closed doors.
I decided I’d better wait in his PA’s anteroom for this other person to make their way out. If Joy hadn't been on her lunch break, I could possibly have found out from her who this mystery visitor was, but of course I always came up to see The Boss while she was conveniently absent.
I wandered round the room, nosing at Joy’s tidy and disappointingly unrevealing desk, and then took a seat in the corner. It was a perfect vantage point to get a good view of whoever this female was when she made her way out.
Finally the door opened.
“It’s been a pleasure, Liam,” a husky female voice said. Liam? No one at work addressed him by his Christian name, not even me.
“Just remember what I told you Kim, and there won't be any messy repercussions,” he replied.
Kim. Fucking Kimberley. I thought the voice sounded familiar.
The statuesque blonde emerged wearing a very tight pencil skirt as she walked out of his office with a smug grin on her face , doing the button of her silk blouse up as it strained across her impressive cleavage. She didn’t notice me sitting quietly in the corner as she swept by, licking her lips and looking very much like the cat who’d just got the cream.
I glanced into Liam’s office from where I sat out of sight. I could see that he was also smiling smugly, and that he appeared to be doing up the zip of his trousers….
What? No!
This couldn’t be how it appeared. He couldn’t have been, not with that woman, not after everything he’d said before. Liam wouldn’t do that to me would he? Cheat on me right here in his office, with that woman?.
I tried to remain calm and logical, but I couldn’t deny what I'd just seen with my own eyes, even though I didn't want to accept it. I sat frozen to the spot in total shock and horror. I suddenly forgot to breath as I realised what must have been going on. I’d been such a gullible fool. He’d been seeing Kimberley all along, and after my pathetic attempts last night he’d decided to slot in a quick blow job from an expert in the only available time slot in his busy schedule. That’s why he’d told me to phone him first, so he could make sure Kimberley was safely out of the way first. Despite all his fine words and promises to me which had seemed so sincere at the time, Liam had reverted to type and was up to his old tricks.
The more I considered things, it all made perfect sense. Liam had never before in his life been with the same woman for longer than about a month, and we must have known each other for about that time now. So he’d got bored of his little virgin because the novelty had worn off. And who could blame him, when I'd not even been able to perform decent oral sex on him, gagging and pulling away because I was such a pathetic amateur. Kimberley would have no such problems and no doubt she was knew exactly how he liked it.
Who knew what Liam got up to on all his business trips away? Is this what Scott Franklin had been trying to warn me about when he’d dropped hints about me not knowing what Liam was really like? And was it coincidence that Scott had now disappeared from the scene, or had Liam engineered things because he was worried about what else he might say?
He wouldn’t do that. He wouldn’t. Not my Liam.
But he wasn’t my Liam was he? Liam had never really been mine, I’d known that all along. The lying, cheating bastard could at least have told me to my face that I’d been dumped, seeing as the hypocrite had adamantly insisted we would both be monogamous, and gone on about how he always told the truth. Perhaps he’d been trying to convince himself that he didn't have the morals of an alley cat.
Perhaps in the beginning he’d meant it, but he couldn’t stay the distance when I hadn't lived up to expectations. Now he was stringing me along until he’d worked out how to extricate himself, regretting having given me a contract for the job and the flat. Either that, or perhaps he thought he could continue to have me working for him and providing some novelty nookey, while also having these secret assignations with the bitch on the side to compensate for my lack of ability. Or perhaps I was the bit on the side and Kimberley was his proper girlfriend. That was more like it, and why he hadn't introduced us before.
I’d warned him that if I ever got the slightest hint that he was back to his old ways, that would be it. He’d already had a second chance when I swallowed his lies and excuses last time, so he obviously thought he could get away with it. I’d specifically asked him not to see Kimberley again, yet here we were. Once a liar, always a liar. If he’s cheated once, he’ll do it again. And again.
This latest betrayal had to mean that we were over. I wasn’t going to be so easily fooled this time around. Liam was just another lying cheating Starr brother, even worse than Jamie, because at least we’d actually broken up before he’d started fucking someone else a whole ten minutes later.
Liam and I had come to an end, just like that, just as I’d always known that we would.
But nothing could possibly have prepared me for how painful it would be.
I felt icy cold fingers grip my heart as it froze and then literally shattered into a million tiny pieces. In my head I was screaming, but no noise came out. I’d known it would hurt, but I’d never imagined the pain would be this bad. Liam had not only stuck a knife in me, but by lying and cheating so callously he’d viciously turned it too, and it was agony.
My first instinct was to march right in there, confront him, scream and shout at him, and then slap his face repeatedly. But what would be the point? I’d confronted him last time, and he’d managed to sweet talk me round, using the physical attraction between us to divert my attention. This time there was no doubt in my mind that Liam had betrayed me. Nothing could take that back or undo that fact, so there was no point in even seeing him. It would just make things even more painful for me.
No, I just had to get out, get away from the bastard who had shattered my illusions, because despite all my resolve, I had foolishly begun to let myself hope that maybe Liam actually meant at least some of the things he’d said to me, about how I was different, how he wanted to change. But it turned out the lying bastard had been toying with me all along because I was a new, different little game to play for a change. So much for all those little voices in my head whispering about him being The One.
In a daze, I quietly slipped away before Liam noticed me, and then headed back down to my office, where I frantically started gathering all my things together. Tom noticed my frenzied activity.
“Are you alright? You look as if you’ve seen a ghost, Sera.”
 “Err…umm…sudden migraine,” I muttered, as I shut down my laptop. “The boss was too busy to see me today anyway, so I’m going to head off home to try and sleep it off in a dark room.”
“You poor thing. You look really dreadful, you're so pale. Do you want me to run you home?”
“No, it’s fine. I’ll grab a taxi. You need to stay here and hold the fort,” I smiled wanly at him. It was nice of Tom to offer, but I really needed to be on my own right now. I knew my world was about to implode but I thought I could just about hold onto things until I got out of the office.
There was a taxi rank just across the road, so that would be the easiest option. I would head on back to my apartment – no, that was wrong, it was his apartment, wasn’t it? I would head back, collect my things, and then work out a way to put as much distance between myself and Liam Starr as possible.
I was fine on my own before I met him, and I’d be fine on my own once again now. I didn't need him. I didn't need anyone.
At least that’s what I told myself as I sat in the back of the taxi. But then the tears rolled down my cheeks as I started to sob uncontrollably, knowing that this chapter of my life was now over, and a new unchartered one was about to begin.
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Here is a teaser from the Prologue of ‘Starr Destined’.
 
 



Prologue ~ Kimberley
I’ve always been a very determined and strong willed person, and I’ve always believed that if you want something in life badly enough, you just have to keep trying and not accept rejection. Life is full of knock backs, but you keep plugging away until you get what you want. That’s my philosophy in life, and it’s how I got myself through law school then clawed my way up to achieve my goal of landing a position with Lewis and Kirk, the prestigious law firm based in the iconic Gherkin building in London. Dogged and persistent is how I’ve sometimes been described, and I wouldn’t disagree.
When Liam Starr called time on our relationship, I admit I was disappointed. Disappointed, but not deterred…
~*~
Here are some links for you to keep in touch and be advised of the release date for ‘Starr Destined’ to find out what happens next:
 
 
http://www.gegriffin.com/
 
 
http://gegriffin.blogspot.co.uk/
 
 
 https://www.facebook.com/pages/G-E-Griffin/569280126439617
 
 
http://pinterest.com/gegriffinauthor/starr-fated/
 
 
https://twitter.com/GEGRIFFIN1
 
 
http://www.goodreads.com/GEGRIFFIN
 
 
Hope to see you all there.
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