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Blurb



An obsessed teenage girl posing as an assistant. 

A respected, best-selling author in his thirties. 

An affair that rocks the world. 



I fell in love with his mind. 



The way he weaved words like magic and enslaved every part of my soul. 



My life had been tortured and meaningless until the day I stumbled upon one of his novels and found myself devouring it. And when I found out who he was, passion unlike anything else tore through me, making me come alive for the first time in years. 



Suddenly, his words on paper weren't enough. 



I wanted to know more. I wanted to know his real name, what he liked for breakfast, how he looked when he slept, what his favourite scent was. 

Everything. I wanted to know everything. 



My obsession would cost me. I knew that. But I couldn't stop. 



There was a thin line between reality and madness. 



And I was very close to crossing it with him. 



Warning: This book is meant for mature readers. Contains sensitive and heavy themes such as attempted rape, assault, mentions of suicide, body-shaming, obsessive love, cheating and dubious consent. 
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Author’s Note



Dear Reader, 

I am used to writing tamer, contemporary romances. This is my first attempt to delve into darker, heavier themes in romance and explore certain triggering content. However, on a scale of 1-10 when it comes to darkness, I personally would rate this a 5. If you’re a newbie when it comes to dark romance, this book would probably be safe for you to explore. Suicidal topics are quite triggering for those suffering from such inclinations so in no way am I trying to make light of such issues. The cheating and dub con in this novel aren’t things that directly affect the heroine but I can’t explain any further without spoiling the plot. 

If you like age gap, bookish, stalkerish and questionable vibes when it comes to romance novels with a HEA, this could turn out to be an enjoyable read for you. 

Thank you for picking this one up. 

Lots of laughter, 

Zee. 
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Dedication





To the one who inspired this. 

Never stop writing because your words are definitely like magic to me. 







 OceanofPDF.com

Chapter 1





 

Wynter



I lay in bed and watched the storm raging outside through the window, enthralled by its wild beauty and the power it exerted. Sometimes I felt like standing in the middle of it and letting all my rage out as well. Other times, I was glad to be safe and warm inside. But it was always, always fascinating to me. It called out to the fire locked within me, making me feel like I could be just as beautiful, just as powerful. I enjoyed the illusion as long as the storm lasted. 

I should be studying for my finals but I couldn't focus. Mom wasn't back from work yet and Joshua, her boyfriend, was about to come home. I got up to check if the door was locked properly before climbing back in bed and trying to focus on Math. Several times, I flinched and my heart skipped a beat when I thought I heard a noise that wasn't brought on by the storm. 

Chewing on my nails, I picked up my phone to text Mom again and ask her what was taking her so long. 

 Drinks with work buddies, hon, she replied.  Be home soon. 

I swallowed as I read the message and tried to call her but there was no answer. 

 Please come home, Mom. I'm really scared. 

No reply. The thunder roared again and when the noise faded, I heard the rumbling of a truck coming up our driveway and ran to check the door again, holding the phone to my ear and still waiting for my mother to pick up. Closing my eyes, I crawled into bed under the covers and curled up in a ball. I wasn't religious by any standards but in that moment, I prayed to

whatever higher power there was to watch over me until my mom came home. 

I sucked in a breath when I heard the doorknob rattle, frantically typing out another message. 

 Please, Mom. I just feel so scared. Can you call me back? 

"Wynter?" Joshua's voice carried through the closed door, making me freeze. "Hey, Wynnie. You in there? Open up. I want to see you." 

I started to breathe quickly and heavily, not daring to move as the doorknob rattled again, biting hard on my bottom lip and praying even harder. 

 Please don't let him come in here. Please. Make him stop. 

"Wynter, open the damned door." He banged on it harder and I jumped. 

"I know you can hear me. I can't believe my darling daughter is eighteen already. Let Daddy come inside and take a good look at you." 

Tears leaked out of the corner of my eyes while I peered at my blank phone screen. More loud banging from his side caused me to throw the covers away and push up the window, squinting as the cold rain water sprayed inside. A second later, I had hauled myself out in a bid to escape, scraping my knees on the hard ground below. 

Without even checking to see if Joshua had made it into the room, I took off at a run across my backyard and then climbed the low fence to jump on to the other side. Cars whizzed past and honked as I ran blindly across the street, ignoring the pain in my knees. I just needed to get as far away from Joshua as possible. 

I was shivering by the time I reached the bookstore.  The Nerd Stack it was called and my friend Noah's father owned it. His parents were out of town for a few days and so I slapped my palm desperately against the glass doors, unable to see inside because the light was off and everything was closed due to the storm. 

"Noah!" I cried, wishing he would open up. I realized I had left my phone on the bed back at home, exposed to the elements. "Noah! Please let

me in." 

Rain pelted across my back and I hugged myself and pressed against the glass, my teeth chattering uncontrollably. It was starting to get dark, nobody was around on this street and it made me so uneasy. 

The light switched on inside and I sagged in relief as Noah's pale face appeared on the other side of the door. 

"Wyn?" he said loudly as he opened the door just wide enough for me to squeeze through which was pretty wide because I wasn't a slender person. 

"What're you doing here?" His bewildered expression took in my wet, disheveled state. "Jesus, are you okay?" 

I shook my head, unable to speak because I was still shivering so much and Noah took my hand and led me towards the back of the shop where their apartment was. 

"Come on. Oh hell, look at you." He sat me down on a chair in his living room and went upstairs while I waited. When he returned, he was carrying a towel, some clothes and a blanket with him. "Here." He handed them to me gently. "I'll go make you something hot to drink. Don't worry, I won't look." 

He strode out again in the direction of his kitchen and quickly, I stripped out of my wet clothes, rubbed myself dry and then put on the jeans and sweater he had given me. No underwear, of course. I bundled the wet clothes and took them over to the kitchen. 

"Can I dry these somewhere?" I asked as he made me something to drink with his back towards me. 

"Sure. Use the laundry room." 

I did, feeling the need to engage in something simple and keep myself busy because I didn't want to think about the disaster waiting for me back home. Mom was going to kill me. And Joshua...god...there was no cure for men like him. 

He'd moved in with us two years ago and at first, I'd really liked him because he was good to Mom. It had been just the three of us and things had

been fine. But then, he started to get a little too familiar with me as the months passed. 

He would tell Mom to go on and sleep in their bedroom while he stayed back and watched movies with me. I thought it was no big deal in the beginning but he would go in the kitchen to get a drink and then come and sit really close to me on the couch. 

"Nice to have some daddy-daughter time, hmm?" he would say in my ear, the smell of cigarette and beer on his breath making me cringe. 

He wasn't ever going to be my daddy. My real dad had died when I was in grade school and he'd been so awesome. I missed him every single day and knew no other man could live up to him. 

Joshua did that for three nights and on the third night, he shocked me when I saw he had one hand inside his sweatpants, stroking himself as he sat close to me while pretending to watch TV. I'd felt so scared and sickened by what was happening, I'd made an excuse about forgetting to do my homework and gone and locked myself in my room before trying to come to terms with it. 

I'd wanted to tell Mom the next morning but he'd cornered me in the bathroom when she'd still been asleep and threatened me. Told me he'd slit her throat in her sleep if I said one word. 

Over time, he got bolder and would brush against me inappropriately when he found me alone at home and the leering glances he gave me told me he was just biding his time. 

"I'm not into little girls, you know," he told me back then. "I'm going to pop that cherry of yours when you're legal. Me. Daddy's going to be the one to do it, sweetheart. Just you wait till you're eighteen and ripe enough." 

He'd licked his lips like I was some kind of juicy steak and I had wanted to hit him so badly. But I found ways to not be home whenever Mom was out. I avoided him all the time and had a new lock made for my door to keep him out in case he got too eager some night. I thought he had given up when I thwarted his efforts and became an expert at avoiding him but he

reminded me of his promise a few days ago when Mom threw me my eighteenth birthday party. 

"Soon," Joshua had growled at me and his smile had been pure evil as he squeezed the side of my breast in the pretense of hugging me while Mom took pictures. I had been in a state of panic since then. 

I didn't want him to hurt my mother but I couldn't put up with this anymore. What if he raped me one day? I had to tell someone. 

"Wynnie?" Noah called my name and I snapped out of my trance, turning to go back into the living room. 

He was waiting for me with two cups of coffee and a blanket which he draped around my shoulders with a concerned look. 

"Please tell me you're okay," Noah said to me and rubbed my arm while I huddled into the sofa. 

I sipped some of the coffee but it scalded my tongue so I put it aside. 

"Can I just hang out here for a while?" I asked him. "I don't want to talk about it. I just want a place to hide." 

I could tell he was burning to ask me questions but he took one look at my face and nodded. 

"Okay, I'm here if you want to talk," he assured me. "Do you need anything else? Need me to sit with you?" 

I shook my head. "No." Then I paused and said, "Umm...a book would be nice." 

He smiled a little at my answer and got to his feet. "We received a new shipment just this morning. I haven't opened the box yet." He walked over towards the shop and returned a few minutes later with a stack of new books. 

I inhaled deeply, the smell of pages and ink making me forget my troubles for just a tiny second. Outside, the storm raged on but I had new books to lose myself in and I was grateful for that small blessing. 

"Wow." I took the stack from him and went through it slowly. "These are so new." 

"Mmm. Don't damage any of it, please. My dad would kill me." 

"Noah. If I even accidentally did something so sacrilegious to these books, I would go and kill myself," I told him and he stared at me for a minute. 

I didn't tell him I was joking and he gave me a nervous smile. 

"I'll just unpack the rest and set it up on the shelves," he said gently. 

"Drink up. Coffee's getting cold. Call me if you need anything." 

I was already diving into the books, trying to choose which one to read. 

They were all from authors I had heard of but never read so I took my time deciding. One was a paranormal romance, one was a psychological thriller, and the other three consisted of romantic comedies and a religious science fiction novel. I was definitely not in the mood for romance or thrillers considering what my current predicament was so I was left with the science fiction book. 

Religious science fiction though? Was that even a genre? How did one mix the two? It piqued my curiosity so I read a couple of pages, gulping down most of my coffee and then forgetting all about the drink as I reached the end of the first chapter. 

My mind was reeling from what I had just read. The story was about a Christian man who eventually became an atheist because nothing in life proved to him that God existed. But then he had a near-death experience and was temporarily transported to another planet where religion was the way of life for its inhabitants and that made him question a lot of things. 

Reality, his sanity, the existence of God, the purpose of him being given a second chance to live and learn but in an unbelievably bizarre way. 

It was fascinating and gripping and when the man fell in love with one of the inhabitants and it was time for him to return to earth, back to his atheist existence, he refused to let go of the woman he wanted. 

I was falling...falling into the world created within these pages and had to make myself stop and check the cover for the writer’s name. 

J. R. Knight. 

I had heard of him. He was a best-selling author and quite popular with the adults but I didn't read the genre he specialized in so this was the first time I had come across one of his novels. It was mind blowingly well-written and had the power to get me interested in a subject I didn't usually care about. 

Also, it made me curious when I dwelled on the theories and philosophies discussed in the book but then the execution was so raw and unapologetic. I had been a reader for as long as I could remember and I knew when someone's words had the potential to influence and invoke emotions in thousands of people. This person knew how to use his words, his literary voice to achieve that effect. 

I settled back on the couch and wanted to read more but I started to feel sleepy. Shaking my head a few times, I blinked and tried to stay focused but it was really difficult. Even my limbs felt a little sluggish and I didn't understand why because I had had a full night's sleep yesterday. Maybe it had been the shock of escaping Joshua's clutches or maybe it was because of how cold I still felt so I allowed myself to take a tiny nap, hugging the book close to my chest. 

I stirred when I felt cool air brushing across my breasts...my naked breasts, and my eyes flew open in shock. What in the actual hell? 

I was lying in someone's bed completely naked and there was a camera staring at me set up on a stand. With a gasp, I tried to sit up, my limbs still heavy and covered myself with my hands. Fuck. 

"Noah!" I shrieked, grabbing the clothes he had given me which were discarded on the floor and regarding him with dismay as he stood beside the door of his bedroom, watching me. "What the hell is going on?!" 

My heart hammered inside my chest as I put my clothes back on as quickly as possible. 

"I'm sorry, Wyn," he replied in a subdued tone. "They pay me huge amounts of money for it. The store isn't doing well. My parents are hardly coping with the bills. I'm really sorry." 

I felt cold all over again as I listened to him and looked back at the camera, feeling tears gathering in my eyes. No. Not Noah. Not my friend. I had trusted him. 

"Who are  they?" I demanded to know as I controlled my trembling, shudders of revulsion running through my body. "What did you do to me?" 

He rubbed his hands over his face and started to sob. "Wynnie, please forgive me," he sniffled. "It was just a video. I acted like I was fucking you but I swear I didn't. Not really. It was only for a porn site. They pay for such videos. I needed money for college..." 

My ears were ringing from his words and I felt rage cloud my vision. 

Rage, humiliation and a whole bunch of other emotions that ravaged through me. I had come to him for help. And he'd... 

Thousands of people would see that. As the horrific realization sunk in, hot tears streamed down my face and I got up to hurl the camera against the wall. 

"I hate you, Noah!" I cried before striding over to him to punch him in the face. "You son of a bitch. Take the video down!" 

"I can't," he grated, holding his palms across his jaw and backing away from me. "I need the money, Wyn. Nobody will know it's you. They can't see our faces." 

I couldn't believe the excuses coming out of his mouth. In fact, all of this felt unbelievable. Noah had always been my friend, always been good to me. 

"Noah, if you don't take it down-" 

"If you force me to do it, I will tell everyone who the girl in the video is," he replied in a chilling tone which didn't sound like him at all. "I'll leak your name and you won't be able to live it down. You won't be able to prove

it's me either. So just chill, Wynnie. When I get the money, I'll give you a share of it as well." 

I was shaking. Shaking at his audacity and the injustice of this whole situation. Fury ripped through me and I tightened my fists again. Noah noticed the gesture and narrowed his eyes. 

"I think you should leave now," he said curtly. "I thought we could talk about this. I could make you understand but-" 

"You're sick," I spat out at him, quelling the urge to hit him again as I walked out of his room unsteadily. 

What else could I do? He couldn't be trusted and he would reveal it was me in that video. Shit. How would I face the people of this town? My mother? The kids at school? I couldn't bear the thought of being exposed like that. 

"Wynnie, I really am sorry." 

The weakly spoken words dripping with insincerity made me see red and without a second thought, I grabbed the hard cover book which I’d been reading before and swung it across his face. Noah couldn't dodge the blow in time and it hit him right on the nose. He let out a howl and clutched it as he stumbled back and I took the opportunity to make a run for it. I didn't look back or slow down as I reached the door of the shop in front, wrenched it open and took off flying down the street towards my house, the cruel and merciless wind whipping across my face and drying my tears in the process. 
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Chapter 2





 

 

Jude



Thunder crackled overheard and purple lightning forked through the night sky as the tumultuous ocean waves rose and crashed over me, filling up my nose and stinging my eyes. I spluttered, frantically pushing my way to the surface, trying to hold on with every last bit of strength and resolve I possessed. No. The ocean was not going to claim me tonight. Not when I still had so much more to accomplish. So much more to conquer. 

Another head broke through the choppy waters a few feet away and screamed at me for help. 

"Jude!" she cried, coughing and spitting out sea water. "Jude, are you listening to me? Jude?" 

Her voice began to die down, the ocean disappeared in a rush and I was dragged back to the restaurant I was dining at, the roaring sound of my imaginary storm replaced by meaningless chatter, the clinking of forks, knives and glasses and my girlfriend's concerned voice. 

"Jude?" she spoke again, a slight frown marring her forehead. "Are you okay?" 

My fingers twitched restlessly against my wine glass, aching to reach for my phone so I could jot down the idea I had just had for one of my novels but I made myself look at Jennifer and smile. 

"I'm fine," I stated, giving the appearance of a lazy patron just out having dinner with his girl. "I was just...thinking." 

She let out a barely perceptible sigh and shook her head before picking up her fork. 

"Seriously? You can't leave work behind for just a couple of hours and pay attention to me?" she questioned in a disappointed voice. 

 It's not work. It's who I am. I couldn't separate that madness from me even if I tried. 

Out loud, I said, "I'm sorry. I'm here now. What is it?" 

Her berry-pink lips parted and she waved a slim, manicured hand in the air. "I need you to hire someone to take on some of your workload. Baby, you’re always distracted when I’m trying to talk to you these days and it just makes me feel...alone and unappreciated." 

"I appreciate you," I told her at once because it was true. 

Jennifer was awesome. The kind of girlfriend who ticked all the boxes. 

She was supportive, independent, classy and gorgeous. I appreciated her a lot. 

"Listen to me," she continued in a slightly desperate tone. "I understand that your work is demanding..." 

Work. There was that word again. 

"...but you can't keep handling  everything on your own. I was thinking...maybe you could get an assistant to help you out with all the extra tasks." 

I frowned at her. "An assistant? Why would I want an assistant? Phillipa is there to take care of things for me." 

"Phillipa is your agent and publicist both," Jennifer reminded me. "She has enough on her plate. You tend to do so many things by yourself when you could just delegate. Lots of writers have assistants. P.As. We could just find someone to help you out with things. In your office." 

I raised an eyebrow at her when I realised she was completely serious. 

"You know I don't work well with others," I told her dryly. "And I don't like having anyone in my office. Especially when I'm trying to write." 

"Ugh. Fine. We'll give the assistant  her own office temporarily until we can set something up. Jude, you need someone." She let out a sigh and regarded me gravely, her blue eyes imploring in the bright lights of the restaurant. "Please, baby," she added in a soft, sensual tone, the one that managed to get me in the mood for sex even when I was too exhausted or distracted. "For me. If you don't like it, we'll fire her. Or him. Whoever it is. 

Trial basis?" 

I sucked a little on my bottom lip as I considered it. I really, really hated this idea. I didn't like having people all up in my space. And I didn't like delegating when it came to my writing. But Jennifer was feeling neglected and I hated that too. We'd been together for four years and our families had always been close. My parents had loved the idea of the two of us getting together and I decided to give it a shot because I loved my parents and with the kind of personality and quirks I had, nobody else was going to be putting up with me. Jennifer knew what to expect and most of the time, she was fine with it. I didn't want to upset her over something she felt was important. 

"Trial basis," I agreed half-heartedly and noted the pleased smile spreading across her face. "Two weeks, Jen. And I’m going to decide who gets to work for me. No recommendations.” 

"Sure. Leave it to me. I know what you need, Jude. And thank you." 

I nodded once and swirled the wine in my glass, my attention drifting away from the conversation as I eyed the door of the restaurant, itching to get out of here. 

My brain was exploding. I needed my laptop, my desk, a closed room and silence. I needed the muse to flow. Being in public places was my idea of claustrophobia. 

"Um...Mr. Knight?" 

A woman who appeared to be in her forties smiled down at me, holding a pen and napkin in her hand. The smile was both of excitement and embarrassment as she glanced over at Jennifer, who was sitting back with a displeased expression, and then looked back at me. 

"I am really sorry-" she started to apologize, sounding like she was regretting her decision to come over to our table, obviously seeking my autograph. 

"Hey, no problem," I said to her and extended a hand for the napkin and pen. "So nice to meet you...um...?" 

"Dolores," she supplied in relief and beamed at me. I began to sign her napkin with a flourish. "I've been wanting to come over for the past twenty minutes and I know this is so rude of me-" 

"It's not," I told her as I wrote her name with a note. "I'm always happy to meet a fan. Thank you for coming over." 

She hugged the napkin to her chest once I gave it back to her and was red in the face, I wasn't sure why. 

"I've read all your books and I think you're amazing," she gushed, sounding like a schoolgirl and making me smile. "But this last one. I mean, the way you talked about religion, it was so enlightening. I tried to get in touch with your agency but they said you weren't available but if you could just make an appearance at our church-" 

"Um, Jude?" Jennifer said uncertainly, obviously a little surprised at the direction this conversation had taken. 

I held up a hand and nodded at Dolores to continue. 

"A lot of our members are your loyal readers and we needed a guest speaker for the service this weekend. It's nothing formal. But we would be so honored to have you." 

I studied her face for a few seconds, the hope and earnestness shining bright in her eyes. 

"Get in touch with my agent again, Dolores," I told her. "I'll give her your name and let her know to expect your call. I'd love to see your church and meet up." 

She looked like she had just won the lottery and thanked me about a dozen times before finally moving away, the napkin still clutched to her

chest. 

"I don't believe this," Jennifer muttered and stared at me as if I was mad. 

"How do you even know she was telling the truth? She could be a crazed fan, looking to abduct you or something." 

I laughed a little at that. "Jennifer. She's legit. I can just tell. And I don't have crazed fans." 

My girlfriend shook her head at me slowly. "See this is why we need that assistant. To intercept weirdos like her." 

That made me frown at her in reproach. "My family follows that same religion. Have some respect," I snapped. 

Jennifer immediately looked contrite. "Baby, I was just concerned about her true intentions. I didn't mean to make fun of her faith." She paused and added, "Or your family's." 

I sipped my wine to prevent myself from berating her any further on the subject. I was already over this conversation. Over this dinner. I just wanted to go home and write. 

"I'm sorry, Jude," Jen said again and her hand reached out to caress my fist. "I do respect your decisions. I just...I really think you shouldn't mix religion with your career." 

I retrieved my hand from under hers and my lips thinned at her ignorance. Okay, maybe she didn't tick all the boxes after all. Because she didn't get it. 

"It's not even about mixing the two. She loved my perspective on Christianity and asked me very nicely if I could come to their church in person. Meet some of my Christian readers. What is so wrong about that?" 

Jennifer stayed quiet. She was from a Christian background too but she didn't really take her religious beliefs seriously. It was more about appearance and pleasing her family for her. I didn't care. As long as she didn't try to belittle others for it. 

"I'm really sorry," she murmured once more but I was hardly listening. I was back in the ocean again. Back out there in the stormy night, trying to figure out how the protagonist in my head was going to survive the fight against Mother Nature. 
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Chapter 3





 

Wynter



I was sitting on the floor of a public library, crying, crying because this man had reduced me to tears with his words. I mean, people said, ‘it’s just a book’ but it wasn’t just a book for me. It was the ability to rip apart someone’s soul simply by putting words on paper. I had read a lot of novels in my life but so far, nobody’s writing had moved me to tears to such an extent. 

Sometimes, it felt like the author wasn’t just telling a story but sharing a part of himself through this fictional world he had created. And each and every revelation ensnared me until it was all I could think about. All I could feel. 

It was a Saturday, the day after my ordeal with Noah. I had come home last night to find cops on my doorstep, talking to my mother because she had panicked when she hadn’t been able to find me at home or get in touch with me. Normally, you had to wait at least 24 hours to file a missing person’s report but since this was a small town and everyone knew everyone else, the police had decided to help. 

She’d been livid when she’d seen me appear, apparently unharmed and wearing some boy’s clothes. Naturally, she had jumped to the conclusion that I’d been off enjoying myself and not at all worried that my mother might be going crazy. 

I'd wanted to tell her what happened but Joshua was standing right behind her, his entire stance and expression full of menace as he dared me to open my mouth. I'd gone to bed after receiving a long lecture and when I'd asked her why she hadn't replied to my texts, she told me that she knew I

had a history of being dramatic and she had tried calling me back but my phone had been switched off. 

My phone was ruined actually after so much rain had gotten in and so was my mattress so I had to sleep on the floor of my room with the door locked because I didn't want to risk sleeping on the couch with Joshua the animal lurking about. 

All night I kept trying not to think about what had happened at Noah's place, tried to shut it all out because who wanted to remember such moments, anyway? I wished I could get back at him somehow but there really was nothing I could do about it. I'd made the mistake of trusting that guy and now I was suffering for it. 

Dragging myself back to the present, I wiped my tears, got to my feet and walked all the way to the front of the library to check out the latest two books I had borrowed. Both by J. R. Knight. The writer whose words I was slowly falling in love with. 

I'd already finished the book I'd taken from Noah's house, flown through it actually. I couldn't get enough, couldn't stop. It was like an addiction. 

When I reached home that afternoon, I went straight to my room to look up J. R. Knight on my laptop, consumed with a burning curiosity to find out who this man was. Due to my phone being ruined and me losing myself in his stories all day, I hadn't been able to do much stalking online. 

Finally, I had a chance to see the person behind the words and it was kind of thrilling. His bio had no photo on the dust jacket and only said: J. R. Knight published his first novel, ‘ Mercy's End’  (which became an international best-seller) after graduating from Yale Law School. He is now in his thirties and lives in Atlanta, Georgia. 

I needed more than that. I needed to maybe write to him and tell him just how much his one book had impacted me emotionally. How it had made me feel and think deeply about things I normally overlooked. 

Hundreds of results popped up on Google and I was lost for a moment. I clicked on the first article I saw. There was a picture with the same brief bio

and a list of his published books. 

My eyes were glued to his photo. I couldn't stop gazing at it for a long minute. He had angular features and a strong jaw line, piercing bright, blue eyes and jet-black hair. It was a handsome and intelligent face, which was definitely interesting but it was the stubbornness of his mouth that held my attention for several seconds longer. 

So this was what he looked like. J. R. Knight. 

"Who are you really though?" I murmured thoughtfully and then went on a clicking frenzy for the next twenty minutes. 

He didn't have many pictures of himself but I managed to find some and saved all of them. No smiling photos except for one where he was receiving some kind of award for one of his books. He wore a suit in that one and it molded his long, lean body to perfection. 

Well, as perfect as a picture could get. But I wanted to know the man. 

There were thousands of followers on his Facebook page, Instagram and Twitter. Disappointment flickered through me when I realized there was no chance of ever interacting with him personally. I'd never get through. Any fan mail of mine would just get lost in a mountain of others. 

Mom and Joshua were both going to come home late today so I didn't have much to do and strode inside the kitchen to get myself a snack. Then I sat at the table and continued reading the emotional roller coaster of a book I had started in the library. Twenty pages later, I was overwhelmed with just how good his writing style was and was kicking myself for not having read any of his work before. 

"Why do you live so far away?" I mumbled as I flipped a page. 

This novel was titled  The Darkest Storm and there were some very emotional scenes in it which frankly gutted me. It was about a mentally-ill man who tried so hard to fit in and found rejection everywhere just because he was different. And when he eventually did find someone he thought he could connect with, she betrayed him and took their child away as well. He tried to convince people he wasn't dangerous and it was true but nobody

believed him. Only the reader could tell he was truthful and to go through the scenes where nobody else understood his pain made me close the book for a minute and rub my eyes. 

I had to get up and take a breather before I went back in my room and typed up a message, sort of like a letter, to send to him if I ever got a chance. 

For a long time, I sat there looking at the screen and thinking how pathetic I was. As if these authors cared. He was so out of my reach and every message from a reader must sound the same to him. Why would this one stand out? 

 Because it feels like you know him, Wynnie. It feels like he is writing just for you. Like his words are bleeding from his very soul and calling out to yours. 

I ran a hand through my hair and glanced at the time on the taskbar. It was getting late and I was here wasting my energy so I went and took a shower before deciding to study for a bit. 

Mom came home and poked her head through the door, saw me engrossed in my schoolwork and murmured a quick greeting, saying she was going to order pizza for dinner. 

I barely heard her. But I did hear the rumbling sound of a truck coming up my driveway and immediately got up to lock my bedroom door before going to curl up in bed with J. R's novel. 

An hour later, when my mother yelled for me to come and have dinner, I told her I was studying and to just save me some for later. I didn't want to sit across from Joshua at that table and endure his leering when my mother's back was turned. The snacks I had eaten would do for now until they both went to bed and I could sneak into the kitchen quickly. 

It was depressing, feeling so unsafe in my own home. Burrowing even further under the covers, I breathed in the scent of his book, my lips curving ever so slightly. Who would have thought something made from a fallen tree would bring me so much comfort? 







I woke up to find the room bathed in darkness and felt a hand groping one of my breasts. There was someone in bed with me and another hand quickly clamped over my mouth as he breathed, "Don't make a sound, Wynnie, or you and I both know what I'm going to do to your Mom." 

I went completely still when my sleepy brain finally computed the fact that it was Joshua. Shit. How had he gotten in? 

"You've grown up so nice, hmm?" he whispered roughly and I squeezed my eyes shut when the hand he had on my breast slipped down towards my panties. 

"No." I gripped his wrist and tried to shake my head. "No. Please. Don't do this." 

He shook me off roughly and bit down hard on my ear which made me cry out. Then I felt it. The sharp tip of a knife pressing against my throat and my blood went cold with fear. 

"Not one word, sweet daughter of mine," he drawled sickeningly. "Shut up and lie back and this will be over soon." 

Tears began to form in my eyes and I cursed my existence in that moment. How could one girl be expected to endure so much in such a short space of time? First Noah and now him. He would hurt my Mom and I didn't know what to do. 

"Joshua, please don't do this," I sobbed, going as still as possible when the knife blade pressed a little harder against my skin. 

"Sshh," was his reply as his tongue began the task of licking my neck and moving down to my breasts. "You thought a lock could stop me, Wynnie? You thought that would be enough to keep me out? I've been waiting for this for two fucking years." 

 Mom. 

Inwardly, I was screaming, panicking but I still made no move to stop him. He shoved down the front of my t-shirt with one hand and the knife went slack in his other hand for a second as he stared at my breasts. 

"God, these are huge," he breathed out, distracted and while nausea welled within me to have him look at me that way, I made an effort to think of an escape plan. 

I couldn't let him do this. I wouldn't be able to bear it. It would haunt me forever and after what Noah did to me, I wasn't going to let myself become a victim again. 

"Do you like them?" I made myself ask in a whisper and Joshua glanced at my face in surprise before a wide grin appeared on his own. 

"Hell, yes," he answered and licked his lips. "Your mother's so skinny. 

I've always liked mine with a little more meat." 

I clenched my jaw at that lustful gaze and tried a tight smile. 

"I...I think...I'm kind of starting to like it too," I told him, trying not to sound disgusted. "Can you touch them?" 

His eyes narrowed but he kept on grinning as his hand clamped lewdly over one of my tits. 

"Like this?" he asked me roughly and started to bend his head to them. 

"With both hands, Joshua," I said and forced myself to bring my palms to his shoulders and caress them invitingly. "I’m feeling…kind of horny." 

Joshua exhaled heavily and the knife blade slowly skimmed my skin all the way from my neck to my breasts as I held my breath in fear. 

"I knew you would, Wynnie," he said to my relief as he tossed the knife on the rug a few feet away. "All women want me eventually. And girls like you...such a hot, young thing. It's a shame you don't have anyone fucking this ass every single day." 

Saying that, he grabbed me and forcefully flipped me over while I gasped in shock. Joshua was already dragging down my panties and then his big hands clamped around my fleshy buttocks and he growled softly. 

"Look at this," he said, sounding a little awed. "Fuck those skinny bitches who think they're all that. I'd much rather-" 

I didn't give him a chance to finish that sentence before grabbing the only thing in bed next to me and whipping around to hit him with it as hard as I could. It was the book.  His book. The second time something of his had come to my rescue. 

Joshua was stronger and bigger so he wasn't affected much by my blow but it did surprise him enough to release me and I scrambled away from him to go for the knife. 

"Stay the fuck away from me, Joshua!" I yelled, pointing the knife at him. I didn't care about staying quiet anymore. I was done with being treated like this. 

"  Mom. Mom!" I shouted desperately while he climbed out of bed and glared at me, his upper body naked and his boxers making his erection so obvious. Fucking animal. 

"Don't move," I warned him when he made as if to step closer, keeping his eyes on the knife as I backed away. 

"You think you can scare me with that, Wynter?" he asked me in a sinister way. "Put the fucking knife down right now and stop this shit." 

"Wynnie?!" My mother appeared in the doorway, her hair messy and eyes wide with bewilderment. "What in the world-?" 

"Mom, you have to call the cops!" I told her frantically, pinning my eyes on Joshua again. "Please just do it. Don't ask questions. He...he tried to rape me, Mom," I cried and willed myself not to break down because then Joshua might get away. "I told you not to fucking move!" I screamed when Joshua started to approach me slowly. 

"Wynnie, please calm down. Give me the knife," my mother said coming towards me as well. 

"No!" I waved the knife at her and she halted, staring at me uncertainly. 

"Mom, please, please just listen to me. Joshua isn't who he says he is. He'll hurt you. He'll hurt us both. Just trust me and call the police!" 

"Baby, I don't know what's going on with her," Joshua spoke up and gave my mother a confused look. "I heard her yelling in her sleep and I just came to check how she is. Next thing I knew she was waving that knife at me." 

I shook my head in disbelief at the duplicity I was witnessing. What the fuck? 

"Joshua, you son of a bitch," I threw at him in rage and my mother gasped. 

"Wynter!" she scolded me in shock, looking at me like  I was the one who was lying about the whole situation. 

So many things happened within the next several seconds that it left me reeling. Joshua lunged for me all of a sudden while I was busy staring at my mother but I was too quick for him and whirled around to warn him off. 

He let out a hiss and cursed loudly when the blade sliced his arm. 

"You little bitch," he spat at me. 

Fury was making me tremble. Suddenly, the injustice of men like him treating girls this way and getting away with it put a stop to all logic and reasoning in my brain. I reacted on instinct, knowing that he wouldn't let me get away this easy, especially when my mother didn't seem to believe me right now. 

When Joshua reached for me a second time, I lifted the knife and jabbed it as hard as I could into his side. I felt the pressure of that assault on my wrist as the blade went through flesh and muscle and felt like retching. 

Blood began to gush out of the spot where I had stabbed him while my mother shrieked. 

"Joshua!" 

He grimaced in pain and stumbled, clutching at the wound. 

"Fuck," he gritted out, breathing hard and fast as he bled on my bedroom floor and Mom rushed to his side. 

"Wynter! What did you do?" she demanded with a loud sob as she supported his big frame when his legs started to give out from under him. 

"Call an ambulance right now! Joshua? Joshua, oh my god." 

I stared at the scene in front of me with a growing sense of unrealism. I was so scared and in danger and my mother still doubted me but when Joshua got hurt, she leapt to his side without hesitation. That was the moment it dawned on me that I had lost her for good. It didn't even matter whether she believed me or not now. 

"Wynnie, you crazy girl!" she shouted at me as she tried to stop the blood flow while Joshua lay on the floor, moaning a little, his face pale and haggard. "Josh, honey. Hang in there. Please. I'm going to call an ambulance okay. Stay here with him!" That last part, she threw at me before she pushed past me, probably to go get her phone. 

Joshua's eyes promised retribution as he peered at me from his position on the floor while biting hard on his lip. 

"I'll get back at you for this, bitch," he vowed. "I am going to fuck that cunt and that ass of yours until-" 

He stopped speaking when I moved closer to him, those same eyes growing wide as I knelt and wound my fingers around the handle of the knife still stuck in his side. 

His hand shot out to deter me but I twisted the knife anyway, watching as he roared before reaching out to close a grip around my throat. I couldn't breathe but a part of me was welcoming the oblivion as long as I got to take this piece of shit with me. 

"Wynnie!" 

Mom was back and she rushed over to us again, freeing me from Joshua's hold while he let out another howl as I took the knife with me, causing more blood to gush out. 

"What the hell is wrong with you?!" My mother demanded in rage and disbelief, staring at my blood-covered hand. "Jesus. This is a nightmare." 

She began to cry and sidled over to her boyfriend. "The ambulance is on its way, baby. I'm so sorry. Please don't die on me." 

I got to my feet slowly, throwing the knife aside and my mother gave me a wary look while she used a blanket she had brought to press over Joshua's wound to stem the blood flow. He was starting to lose consciousness now. 

Good. I hope he died. 

"The police will come too," she was saying to me in a shaky voice. 

"Wynnie, I don't know what's going on here but they're going to charge you for this. You're eighteen now. And I know that Joshua would never lay a hand on you. Why did you do this? What made you think he would-?" 

Joshua groaned loudly then and it made her shut up and give him all of her attention. Me? I was already packing my things. 

There was no way I was going to stay in this house with people like them. All this time, I had let him treat me like this because I wanted to protect Mom. But when I finally needed her to at least hear me out, she refused to even admit that Joshua trying to rape me could be a possibility. 

I heard her crying softly and reassuring him as I stuffed my laptop, some books, whatever clothes I could find lying around and the cash I had saved up for months in a bag. I didn't even bother to wash his blood off myself as I dragged on a pair of jeans and a dark t-shirt. 

"Wynter, what do you think you're doing?" my mother asked me in a trembling voice. "Where are you going? You have to stay here until the police come. Wynter!" 

I flipped her the bird as I walked out. It hurt like hell but she deserved it. 

Men over her own flesh and blood. Is that how it was going to be, Mother? 

Well, screw you. 

When I heard the sirens in the distance, I strapped the bag tightly to my back and ran off into the night as far away from this place as possible. 
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Chapter 4







 

Jude



"Babe?" 

I glanced up absently from my laptop screen and found Jennifer leaning against my office doorway dressed in a silky robe and giving me that come-hither look that would turn any man's head. Except it did nothing for me because my mind was stuck on the story I was writing. 

Or not writing. Because I'd been staring at a blank page for the past twelve minutes and no words came to me. This was a first. 

"What is it?" I asked Jen, my forehead creasing with worry. I had never known a thing such as writer's block in my life and the fear that this may be what I was experiencing flickered through me. 

"Come to bed," Jennifer suggested softly. "You're not writing anything. I mean, I've been standing here for a whole two minutes and you barely touched the keyboard. Maybe try in the morning." 

I blinked at her then. Wow. Usually, my powers of observation were very keen so it was a surprise to learn that I hadn't even realized her presence until now. I knew she was right. I couldn't force myself to fill that page with garbage. 

J. R. Knight didn't write garbage. Not even as a first draft. 

But then the idea of going upstairs, temporarily defeated, didn't sit well with me either. She sounded as though she wanted to engage me with sex and I wasn't interested. 

Strangely, my sex drive was connected to my writing. The more I wrote, the more driven I felt to push forward, in all aspects of life. And when I wrote a scene or chapter that was particularly spectacular, I tended to exhaust Jennifer with my increased libido. Book releases, which were always super successful and left me feeling exhilarated, were the nights my girlfriend sometimes had to plead a headache because she knew what was coming. 

But tonight, I had nothing to give her. Just like with my words, I didn't believe in forcing myself when it came to sex. 

"I'll be right up," I told her, pretending to shut down my laptop and she gave me a smile and disappeared. 

Letting out a rough breath, I pushed back my chair, interlocked my fingers behind my head and looked out the window. 

The moon was bright and full in the night sky and I concentrated on that, trying to derive some sort of inspiration, some idea. Anything. I wasn't tired; my brain was completely alert so why couldn't I focus? 

With another breath, I gave up, reaching for my phone to check my messages. I'd put it on mute for the past couple of hours and my eyebrows went up at all the notifications that had popped up. 

Oh, boy. Maybe Jen was right. Maybe I did need an assistant. Except for Twitter, I didn't post anything personal on any other platform. They were just courtesy accounts created by my agent, Phillipa, because not every one of my readers used Twitter. 

I hated that I couldn't interact personally but the responses were so overwhelming sometimes. At first, after my debut novel sold thousands of copies, I was ecstatic and answered lots of fan mail but then, I couldn't keep up and Phillipa took over. Still, she was finding it hard to keep up as well because I wasn't the only writer she represented and I didn’t want to hire anyone exclusively. Phillipa and I worked well together. 

I had two accounts on Twitter. One was the official J. R. Knight one, the name by which I was known throughout the book world. And the other one was simply @judethenovelist. I had fun posting random shit there and only

had twenty or so followers but I enjoyed the anonymity that came with it. 

The normalcy. The peace of mind. None of my posts were going to go viral just because I had an opinion on something because sometimes, I wanted to state an opinion without being challenged by some troll or retweeted like a thousand times. 

I frowned when I saw there was a message waiting for me in that account. That was weird. Nobody ever messaged me there. I opened my inbox expecting some spammer or one of those chain messages that made me cringe and instead, found a single, mysterious line waiting for me. 

 I'm in love with your mind. 

Okay. I checked the profile properly and found a picture of a baby polar bear with the name Wynnie. 

That was it. 

I shook my head at that. A bear named Wynnie who was in love with my mind. How random. 

Deciding to ignore it, I took a picture of the night sky and posted it with the caption. 

 Can't find inspiration.    #thisneverhappens

Now if I had posted that on my official account, people would have been coming at me with all kinds of writing advice and commenting with hugs and gifs like it was some huge deal. And tomorrow morning, I probably would have woken up to some tabloid article with the headline:  Is this the end of J. R. Knight? 

Then a week later, a couple of YouTubers would have made a video about it with the context of how writers block is faced by even the best of creators and what to do about it. 

It wasn't the content I had a problem with. It was all that attention. 

Sometimes a guy just wanted to be left alone to post whatever shit he wanted without it being scrutinized with a fine tooth comb. 

A notification sounded at once and I frowned again when I clicked on it. 



@wynnie   commented:  Maybe you need a new muse. 

I raised an eyebrow at that. Who the hell was this person? 

A second later she had followed me but she herself had no posts or followers and then I got another message which sent a ripple of shock through me. 

 J. R. Knight for the world... 

 Jude for me. 

I swallowed at the dryness of my throat, then logged out of the app and put my phone away. Shit. I had to delete that account now. Someone had figured out it was me. My name wasn't a secret but J. R. Knight was the one everyone preferred and addressed me by and why would anyone connect that person who had over five million followers to some random guy named Jude who liked to write and held a few sparse opinions? 

People these days couldn't leave hell enough alone. And also, that message was creepy as fuck. 

I put it out of my mind as I shut the office door and went up to my bedroom. Jennifer was breathing softly, lying on her side wearing a negligee. I sighed and climbed into bed beside her, closing my eyes and trying not to feel angered by this latest invasion of my privacy. 

Weirdos. 





“An assistant?” 

Ella let out a bout of laughter when I filled her in on what I needed to accomplish the next morning. 

I drank some coffee and waited for her to get over her amusement before adding, “I happen to agree with Jennifer.” 

My best friend let out a snort. “Of course you do,” she said and rolled her eyes. “Sooner or later she manages to manipulate you into doing things her way.” 

I frowned at that thoughtfully, wondering if it was true. It never felt as though Jennifer was manipulating me but then maybe that was how manipulative people wanted you to feel to throw you off track. 

I shook my head slightly to clear it and turned to pour myself another cup of some good, strong brew. I was a little out of sorts today after facing my first real writer’s block last night and also getting my first real stalker. A sigh escaped me and I looked gloomily out the kitchen window of my suburban home, hating the clouds that were gathering outside and messing with my mood even more. Maybe I should have slept in today. Mornings were not my thing. 

“Jude?” 

Ella’s voice drifted over to me, sounding concerned and I closed my eyes, not sure what to tell her. Lately, there was this general sense of dissatisfaction in my life and it seemed to be contaminating everything, even my interactions with my closest friend. Ella and I had met each other in law school and formed an instant bond over world views and philosophies. She was one of the top lawyers in Georgia with a very busy schedule and was dating someone casually but she never failed to make time for me or to care about me when she sensed something wasn’t quite right. 

“I had writer’s block last night,” I confessed in order to deter her from the real issue of my depression. 

I heard a gasp and her declaration in a dramatic tone. “The horror.” 

Smiling slightly, I turned to give her a long-suffering look. “It was pretty serious,” I added. 

She shrugged. “Hey. You’re  the J. R Knight,” she reminded me. “You know you’ll get there eventually. And so what if this next book’s taking a little longer to drop than the others? I bet when it does, it’s going to be epic. 

The world will go crazy.” 

I narrowed my eyes at her. “You just did something there, didn’t you? 

You gave me a little pep talk but then also inserted the sarcasm with the

‘next book taking longer’ phrase. That was a jab, Ella.” 

Her expression became a little incredulous and she said, “What? No. 

That was not a jab. I-“

“You may be a lawyer by profession but I’m a fucking writer. I can read between the lines.” 

Ella rolled her eyes at me again and sighed. “Jude,” she murmured before getting up and coming over to me. “Dear, sweet, Jude. Come here.” 

She pulled me in for a hug and said, “Writing is making you a little paranoid, I think. I really wasn’t taking a jab, sweetie. Listen.” She pulled away from me and gave me a bright smile. “Let’s meet for dinner. Come over to my house tonight. Robbie’s gone out of state and I need someone to chill with. Just…take a break from all this writing business and spend some time with your bestie.” 

I turned my nose up at the suggestion. 

“Do I look like a chick to you?” I asked haughtily and she pretended to consider it. 

“No. But sometimes you act like one and also, it’s not about being a chick or a guy. It’s just taking some time off with a friend who won’t judge you for it. You don’t have to constantly keep proving to yourself and to the world that you’re the great and talented J. R. Knight. Just be Jude for today.” 

I smiled down at her then. “Ella,” I said fondly. “You’re a real tr–“

Someone clearing their throat nearby took my attention away from my friend. There was a girl standing in my living room which was just adjacent to the kitchen since my house had an open plan on the ground floor. I had no idea where she had popped up from but she was looking at Ella like she wanted to skin her alive or something. 

“Err…hi,” I uttered slowly as Ella stepped away from me uncertainly. 

“Um… who are you?” 

I was starting to wonder if I should call the police or something when the girl finally took her eyes off Ella and presented me with a polite smile. 

“Mr. Knight,” she said in a husky voice. “I’m here for the interview. For the assistant job. Jennifer said I could come and see you.” 

Jennifer. She called my girlfriend Jennifer like she had known her all her life or something. And Jennifer could have at least given me a heads up that the interview was going to be starting soon. I hadn’t even had my breakfast yet. 

“All right, I’m off,” Ella announced and winked at me before saying, 

“See you tonight, girlfriend.” She aimed a small smile at the new girl but it wasn’t returned. When she reached the front door, Ella threw me a wary look over her shoulder before letting herself out. 

There was a few seconds of silence during which the girl and I just looked at each other. Then I downed the rest of my coffee and straightened. 

“All right then, come on. My office is upstairs. What’s your name?” I asked her as she followed me. 

I was determined to get this over with. It would probably take me two minutes tops to figure out if she could work well with me or not and then I could go have my breakfast. 

“Riley,” she answered after such a length of time that it made me frown at her as we entered my office. 

“Riley,” I repeated absently, pulling out a chair for her before taking a seat on the other side of the desk. “Good morning. Thank you for your interest in the job, by the way. Um…hold on, let me pull up your CV.” 

I clicked away on my laptop, sure that Jennifer must have mailed me something so that I wouldn’t look completely lost here. Why had I agreed to this again? 

“I can see why you had to advertise for an assistant,” the girl, Riley, spoke up after a minute of silence while I scrolled through my emails from this morning. Jesus. There were a lot to get through. 

Then I paused when my mind snagged on her words and I frowned at her slightly. 

“What did you say?” I asked her because I thought maybe I had heard her wrong. 

The look she aimed at me was candid. "You don’t seem to be very organized, Mr. Knight," she stated and though her tone was confident, her voice sounded so young. 

My frown deepened and I went back to my laptop, finally spotting her CV in the pile of emails and opening it up. I took my time skimming through it while she waited, keeping still and quiet. 

My eyes went to her face again. God, she looked unnervingly innocent. 

Too innocent to be twenty-two and as experienced as her CV stated. 

"You look…very young," I finally remarked when I had finished making my assessment and could give her my complete attention. 

Riley smiled at me tightly. "I hope that wouldn’t be an issue." 

I blinked at her. This was the strangest interview ever. I hadn't been on the receiving end of any job interview in my life but I was pretty sure you weren't supposed to behave this way. 

I moistened my lips a little with the tip of my tongue as I studied her, wondering how to pinpoint what was bugging me about her even though her record was impressive and spotless and there was a squeaky clean police clearance attached to the email along with scanned proof of valid IDs. 

Her eyes, behind those square-framed spectacles, shifted to my mouth and refused to move away. My lips parted as I tried to inhale slowly when that smoky-eyed stare made me feel a little...on edge. She watched my throat bobbing as well when I swallowed and then looked at the opening of my shirt where I hadn't bothered to fasten the top two buttons because I had  not realized I'd be sitting across from a potential assistant this early. 

I watched as her gaze sparked with something that seemed almost like satisfaction before she brought it back to my face and smiled slightly. 

God. I had to stop this fucking interview. I had to get out of this office. 

Breathe. That one look of hers had the potential to enslave even the most cautious of men and ruin lives. And I couldn't believe she'd just checked me out so blatantly in the middle of a job interview. 

"You do want this position, right?" I questioned her then, feeling a little uncomfortable. 

She nodded at me pleasantly and replied, "Of course, Mr. Knight. Why do you think I'm here?" 

The question, though voiced casually, did not sound rhetorical. It sounded like she really wanted me to think about the answer. 

Okay, fuck. This was crazy. Now I was starting to think Ella had been right about how I saw too much into things that weren't as complicated as all that. 

I knew most people would think so but I didn't believe this girl was trying to be rude. She looked like someone who didn't suffer fools gladly and maybe if I had been a fly on the wall in this office rather than seated in the potential employer's chair, I would have found the whole scenario amusing. How this practically green girl had managed to fluster the suave worldly guy and shift the power imbalance in her favor without any concerted effort. 

I also knew I should ask more questions regarding her work experience and lay down some of my laws to see if she would have a problem with following any of them but I couldn't make myself sit here and carry on with this interview anymore. The girl was throwing me off my game in a hugely disturbing manner and the writer in me needed to process. 

"Miss. Benson," I said as I pushed back my chair and stood up, holding out a hand to her. "I'll be in touch. Thanks again for showing an interest." 

She appeared startled by the abrupt conclusion and slowly stood up as well, blinking at my offered hand. She didn't shake it and I frowned again, pulling it back in puzzlement. Who was this girl? She seemed determined  not to land herself this job instead of trying to impress me. 

"Will you?" she questioned in that schoolgirl voice that raised my suspicions. 

"What?" 

Her eyes grew uncertain as they searched my face and she said, "You can be honest with me. If you think I'm not fit for this, just tell me now. Don't promise that you would be in touch and then just forget about me." 

Again, I swallowed, confused at the way she spoke to me. So earnestly. 

Like this was about something more than simply the result of the interview and that was just so bizarre. 

"Miss. Benson-" 

"Riley, please." 

I sighed. "Riley. I'll be in touch okay. There are other people I need to see today and you'll know if you made it by tomorrow at the latest," I assured her. 

Her eyes seemed to harden at my words. "Other people," she echoed only those words of mine and nodded almost as if to herself. "Fine. Thank you for meeting with me, Mr. Knight. It was truly an honor." 

I started to say something else but she turned around and stalked out of the office without waiting for me to respond. 

Later on, as I took a shower to clear my head, thoughts of her kept invading my mind. I'd never met anyone like her before. So fearless and yet so vulnerable. 

"Jeez, Knight, write a book, why don't you?" I muttered to myself as water sluiced over me and I ran my fingers through my hair. 

"Jude, are you talking to yourself again?" my girlfriend asked me as the shower door slid open and she stepped inside to join me. 

"Only the voices in my head," I told her and she shook her head at me before stepping under the spray as well. 

She'd been out gardening. Jennifer loved gardening. And now she was just trying to wash all the dirt and sweat away but I was getting turned on. I felt like I needed to release some tension before tackling the rest of the things on my agenda today. 

"So, did you like her?" my girlfriend questioned off-handedly as she turned her back to me and handed me the body wash. "Riley. I thought she fit the bill. She was very persuasive over the phone and her credentials checked out." 

I lathered the wash over her back and replied, "She was fine. Maybe I'll decide after I meet the others." 

Jennifer turned her head to the side so that her profile was visible to me. 

"Baby, there are no others. She was the only one who passed the phone interview." 

"What? That's ridiculous," I said at once, dropping my hands. "I thought you said almost a thousand people applied." 

Jennifer turned to me and rolled her eyes. "Seriously? Do you really think I would interview a thousand people? The ones who made the shortlist were five given their perfect records so yesterday, Phillipa and I did a conference call and I thought Riley was perfect for the job." 

I narrowed my eyes at her then and she instead widened her baby blue ones. 

"Baby, I'm sorry. I was only trying to make your job a little easier." 

I moved away from her and stepped out of the shower, grabbing my towel to wrap it around my hips. 

"I specifically told you that I wanted to choose the assistant myself," I snapped at her as I walked into the bedroom. 

Angrily, I looked for some clothes while Jennifer finished showering and came inside the room, dripping water all over my rug. I gritted my teeth at her careless attitude, not at all happy with the way she'd done things. 

"Jude. Don't be mad. Look at me. Hey." She came to stand in front of me completely naked, her skin slick and smooth and face so fresh and beautiful. "If you don't like her, I'll call the other four I talked to," she placated, placing her hands on my bare chest and starting to play with the smattering of hair on it. 

"But I really think she'd be perfect," Jennifer told me and drew closer until her tits rubbed against my chest. "She'd be working with you so closely and at least I won't have to worry about her trying to seduce you behind my back because God knows you'd never fall for it." 

I frowned down at her in confusion. What in the hell was she saying? 

"Oh, don't give me that look." Jennifer let out a sigh. "I'm not saying you'd cheat on me. I trust you, of course. But...well, people stray sometimes without meaning to. This is for my peace of mind as well." She smiled up at me sweetly. "Trial basis?" 

I looked at her for a while before saying, "I'm curious, Jen. What makes you say that I'd never fall for her if you're so worried about me straying?" 

She caressed my shoulders and then my neck before slipping her arms around me. 

"Isn't it obvious, baby?" she murmured as she rested her head on my chest. "I mean...she's not exactly attractive." 

Her words sent a spark of resentment through me. I barely refrained from correcting her on that. Riley had been plain-faced and a little chubby so maybe that didn't fit the norm when it came to attractiveness but I thought she was pretty attractive. 

That husky voice, those smoky eyes, the confident attitude. That was attractive as hell for me. 

I breathed in slowly and put a halt on that line of thought. That right there, was going to be a huge problem if I didn't stop myself now. 

"Jen, I don't like this," I told her in an unforgiving tone as Ella's words about manipulation came to mind. "But I'll give it a shot. If she doesn't do

the job like I want, I'm choosing the next one myself. And this time, I will do the phone interviews." 

"Mmm." 

I didn't think my girlfriend was listening anymore as her hand drifted towards my cock and she untied the towel from around my waist, letting it drop to the floor before she herself dropped to her knees in front of me, her blue eyes devilishly alight with sensual promise. 
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Chapter 5







 

Wynter



I gazed out the window of my motel room absently, not even seeing the cars and people below as I thought about this morning over and over again. 

I’d seen him. I’d met him. He’d been right there next to me as we’d ascended the stairs and if I had reached out just a few inches, I could have touched him. 

The only reason I hadn’t was because I knew deep down that touching him would be my ultimate destruction. The burn would be too much for me to bear. This man…I had only gone to his house for a chance to talk to him on a one-on-one basis and I had not been disappointed. He turned out to be more than what I had imagined him to be. I already felt like protecting him from the entire world because Jude gave me this sort of vulnerable vibe. 

Like he could easily be taken advantage of by someone because of how trusting he was. 

I mean, any other person in his place would probably have kicked me out for the way I had been behaving but he had been polite and sensitive in handling the awkwardness…handling me. 

He’d looked so scrumptious, I hadn’t been able to help myself from drinking it all in. He’d worn dark jeans and a pale, blue shirt which had fitted his lean body to perfection. When I’d dared to take a peek at the V of his open neckline, I’d seen a sprinkling of dark hair and that had been so sexy. I kind of liked the idea of running my hand over his chest and finding that roughness. And his mouth…god…so pink and sensual. The way he’d

run his tongue over his lips, the way he had frowned at me with an adorably confused expression. 

With an impatient huff, I turned away from the window and went over to the bed, feeling angsty and wound up. I thought it would be enough to have that brief glimpse of him up close and bathe in his aura but no…it only made me crave him more. 

I had spent a whole week travelling as far away from Wisconsin as possible with my hoodie becoming my most trusted companion because my face was plastered all over the news now. I was basically a fugitive, wanted for assault and attempted manslaughter. Wow. 

They'd never catch me though. I'd never let that part of my life get to me. 

The old Wynnie would have been so scared. But she'd been to the jaws of death and back again and now she longer cared. 

That night when I'd left home, I'd gone to the park at the furthest end of town and cried the entire time as I'd tried to wash the blood off me in a pond. Thoughts like ‘the police would come for me and I will never make it’ kept crossing my mind. I had called an Uber and hightailed it out of there before the cops got wind of my trail. 

It dropped me off in the next town which I'd been to with one of my friends before. First, I found a small chapel and went inside and then I allowed myself to fly into panic mode. 

I had paced the deserted structure and gone frantic as I thought of the consequences of my actions. My whole life had just been destroyed in a series of events which I hadn't even brought on myself. Why...why was all of this happening? 

I'd cried all over again and hugged the book to my chest, the book which I had used to save me that day. I even contemplated killing myself to end the agony. I wasn't strong enough to face any of this on my own. To go against the law and be able to prove my innocence. The last straw had been when I had gone online to check the news and my social media notifications had flooded. 

I was horrified by the shitstorm my life had become. Noah...that bastard...he had leaked the video and revealed my name, anonymously. 

Everyone I knew back in my town was talking about it. My face wasn't visible at all like he had told me but people still believed it. 

I broke down when I saw the comments. I wasn't a skinny girl by any means. My body wasn't flat or toned. I wasn't overweight either but I did have some flabby bits and had been the victim of body-shaming all throughout high school for not being 'thin' enough. And now people were making fun of that same naked body which was there for all the world to see. 

Sobs had wracked through me as I laid on one of the pews and cried, wishing my mother could have trusted me. Could have protected me from all of this. Ending my life was the only solution I had in front of me. 

Nobody wanted to live in this kind of hell. 

My stinging eyes had landed on the book once more and loneliness and hopelessness had seized me so strongly. I would never even know him or read his beautiful words again. My fingers traced the pages where the book lay open next to me.  The Darkest Storm. It seemed to fit. 

"They'll come for me soon," I whispered. "They'll put me in prison. I don't know how to fight this." 

The lines in those pages had lain dormant but the allure was still powerful and it called out to me. I opened to the chapter I had been reading and absently gazed at the words. I would never know how that man's story ends. Does he ever get his son back? Do people ever believe him? 

 The greatest agony had latched onto me, burying its claws inside and

 tearing at me until I felt forced to admit defeat. My vision blurred and all

 I could think of was the joy that had been stolen from me. One last time. 

 If I could gaze at him one last time, I would welcome death with open

 arms. He had been the one thing...the only thing that had kept me sane

 during my darkest storm. The only person who had made this purgatory

 worthwhile. If there was ever a reason to hold on in the midst of a

 thousand reasons to give up, he would be it. 

More tears streamed down my face once I finished reading that paragraph and I bit hard on my lip, feeling as though those words were meant especially for me. I knew how crazy that sounded but maybe my desperate mind was eager to believe that right now. 

"I don't want to give up either," I said softly as I stared at the book. 

I lay there for a long time and then finally, a strange sense of calm descended upon me. A tranquility that made no sense given my situation. 

Maybe I was going in shock. 

When I had woken up the next morning, no police had banged open the chapel door and dragged me away. Nobody had bothered me at all. Not sure whether to feel relieved or not, I'd checked the news again. Joshua hadn't died but they were still looking for me and the porn video was still being shared and made fun of in group chats. 

I decided to get of there before my luck ran out. I went into a store, bought some black dye and coloured my hair in a public toilet before changing my clothes and taking the first bus out of town, praying hard that I wouldn't get caught. 

I hadn't. Two days later, I had checked into this motel in Atlanta and had managed to survive against all odds. Those two days had hardened me as well. The internet had been my friend. I'd looked for and made use of all black market procedures to get my IDs changed and documents forged. If I was going to live like an outlaw, I might as well gather all the resources I would need. 

Next step had been to get a job because my money would run out soon. 

But at least I was Riley Benson now instead of Wynter Cassidy the fugitive. 

On the third night, I had been stuffing my face with some chow mein as I surfed the net in my room, looking for vacancies. I'd blocked each and every person I knew on social media. All contacts. Even anyone who knew me remotely. 

The only notifications I had were those from J.R.Knight’s social media or Google alerts about him. 

One of it popped up right in that instant and I stopped chewing my food to check it out. I'd finished  The Darkest Storm and also another book called A Token of Faith just that morning and I needed my fix. Unfortunately, he had only published four books so far and there was still no news on his next release. I'd combed the entire internet trying to figure out what he was working on, if he was indeed working on something but all the results said the same thing. It will be advised soon. 

I felt miserable, like I was having withdrawal symptoms and it sucked. 

But the Google alert drew my attention . 

 Word on the street is, our favourite best-selling author needs an assistant. I wish I was that lucky. 

I blinked at that piece of information, my breath jamming in my throat for a moment. Logging on to Twitter, I searched hashtags and author news until I was sure that this wasn't just gossip circulating within the bookish community but credible facts. J.R.Knight was hiring an assistant. 

I put my chow mien aside then. 

"Well, fuck me," I whispered, my fingers maniacally flying over the keyboard. 

There was this site I had found in the rabbit hole of my stalking which was sort of like an author grapevine. News and speculations about literary figures could be found there and sometimes, the content could be obscure and outrageous whereas other times, it made complete sense. 

There were threads upon threads regarding J.R.Knight’s books and his personal life. Hundreds of them. I had scrolled through as many as possible to absorb all the information I could about him. I already knew his favourite drink, the name of his girlfriend, his best friend, his address, his family’s address, what events he would be showing up at, where he mostly went for dinner, what books he claimed inspired him. My head was filled with knowledge about this guy and yet, I still felt like I didn’t know who he really was. 

I’d posted my speculation as a conversation starter hoping that maybe someone would shed some light on it. At first, nobody had replied to the

post but when I checked a day later, I saw that someone had commented with having the same thought and he had posted a long list of twitter usernames which he felt was the author’s real, legit account instead of just a public platform. He said he had messaged about five of them and then given up because they all led to a dead end and he felt stupid since most of the accounts had less than twenty followers. 

There were about two hundred usernames on that list. I clicked on each and every one of them, reading the posts and using my instincts to guide me. Some of them blatantly used J.R.Knight while some used handles that were a little more mysterious. One in particular caught my eye. 

It had all these random and cryptic posts, about ten in total, many of them completely unrelated to writing but…

It was the way those words were structured. When you read an author’s books long enough, you tend to recognise patterns. This twitter user wrote using the same pattern I had noticed in all of J.R.Knight’s books. The same speculative tone bordering on philosophical with all these emotional undertones. Except this was not fictional. This was a real person. 

This was him. 

I could feel it in my bones. It had to be him. No one else’s words affected me that way. No other writer’s delivery and execution held that kind of power for me. 

@judethenovelist

I had smiled a little to myself. 

“Here’s to more craziness,” I had mumbled and sent him a message after creating a new account on Twitter because I was no longer active on any other social media platform. My post notifications were turned on and around midnight, I heard the beep on my laptop. 

 Can’t find inspiration,  he had tweeted.  #this never happens

My heart had raced as I’d checked my messages and realized he had read what I’d sent him. I commented on his post then, just to throw him off a

little and grinned. I doubted he would reply. If I was in his place, I’d be freaking out. 

Afterwards, I had closed my eyes, thinking about him, up in the middle of the night somewhere looking at the moon and feeling uninspired. 

“Jude,” I said dreamily as my mind began to hatch up a plan to get on that shortlist for J. R. Knight’s assistant position even if it meant spending all of my savings and forging my way through it. He wouldn’t even know what had hit him. 

…

And now that I had managed it, now that I had gotten a single taste of his presence, I was looking for ways to find my next fix. 

It came in the form of a phone call early the next morning. 

“Miss. Bens…um…Riley? You got the job. Please show up at the office around nine tomorrow and I’ll fill you in. Thank you.” 
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Chapter 6





 

Jude



My new assistant seemed to take the phrase ‘highly efficient’ to another level. Within a week, she had become well versed with my routine and schedule and handled everything book-related for me so all I had to concentrate on was my writing, which frankly was going nowhere. I stayed up late at nights and even broke my morning routine of sleeping-in so I could get some work done but it became almost impossible. It worried me that this should happen to me in my thirties when I thought I still had a dozen more novels to write. I started to become stressed out and irritated because of it and Jennifer had to give me a warning to behave or else she would move out temporarily and go live in the city. Yeah. It was that bad. 

One afternoon, after trying to type at least one paragraph of my new novel, I gave up and buried my fingers in my hair before muttering, “Fuck this.” I was going to go insane soon if I kept torturing myself this way. My words weren’t coming to me. Why? 

“Like literally or…?” 

I looked up and glanced over towards the bookshelves at the back where Riley was standing, shelving some non-fiction books I used for research. 

Her eyes were fixed on me as she regarded me expectantly, her question hanging in the air. 

I felt myself wanting to smile in amusement at her response to my cursing and turned back around before she saw my lips curving. She was a strange one but somehow, I didn’t mind it at all. Her dry sense of humour was becoming easier for me to understand the longer I spent time with her. 

I rubbed my face again and dropped my chin in my palm while staring out the window with my elbow braced on the desk. It was around four on a Monday afternoon and sunlight streamed in through the office window while I gazed at it morosely. 

“May I ask…what exactly is it that you’re trying to write?” Riley questioned me again in a quiet manner. 

I didn’t answer her at first. I didn’t like sharing my work in progress with anyone, not even Phillipa. It just felt like I needed to savor that personal connection with my writing and my characters before I shared them with anyone else. But it was an innocent question from someone who wasn’t aware of that rule of mine and in this case, it didn’t feel invasive because technically, I didn’t really have anything to share yet. 

“It’s a…a suspense thriller,” I answered as she appeared in my peripheral vision. 

“Oh. Okay. So what about that isn’t working out exactly?” she probed and again, I kept quiet. 

Admitting things like this felt like I was admitting failure. The great J. R. 

Knight, celebrated novelist, couldn’t even write ten pages worth of content after trying for over two weeks. It was insulting. It messed with my confidence and made me as bitter as the coffee I liked to drink. 

“I’m sorry,” Riley said when I didn’t speak for over a minute and she moved back towards the shelves. “I didn’t mean to annoy you. I just…well, you’re just so…I mean, I thought I could…” I heard her let out a sigh and then continue to shelve books. 

I rubbed my eyes before getting up to walk over to the window. 

“I had this idea,” I spoke up after musing for a few more seconds while staring outside. “It seemed great at first and I was going to write this one with a little bit of adventure thrown in and a survival story in the protagonist’s background. I don’t know what’s wrong. I haven’t been able to focus lately.” 

She kept on shelving the books and we stood in silence with only the chirping of birds outside for company along with the chilly Atlanta wind. 

“Maybe you should try something different,” she suggested and I looked over at her. She didn’t meet my eyes as she added, “Maybe your muse is telling you to work on something you haven’t tried before. If this story isn’t doing it for you, it might be a good idea to dive into another project.” 

I almost snorted. I couldn’t believe I was taking writing advice from a twenty-two year old. And she made it sound so simple. What else was I supposed to be working on? This was my genre. I either did sci-fi, suspense thrillers or religious fiction and philosophy. I loved writing those kinds of books. What other project was I supposed to be doing exactly? She didn’t get it. I felt stupid thinking that she would, given her inexperience with this sort of thing. 

“Do I have any appointments for tomorrow?” I asked her suddenly, wanting to change the topic. 

Riley gave me a strange look and said, “No. Just the one for tonight and then the dinner with your parents on Wednesday and the interview on Friday.” 

I frowned at her then. “What’s the one for tonight? Why am I just hearing about this?” 

She frowned back at me, appearing confused. “I told you twice this morning and then again after lunch today,” she pointed out. “Guest speaker at St. Philips church. Seven p.m.” 

“Fuck,” I cursed strongly at that and she raised her eyebrows at me. 

I clamped my mouth shut before going over to my desk and shutting down the laptop. “I need to go take a shower. Maybe read the Bible or something. God, why did I agree to this? Riley, you can leave when you finish up here.” 

I left the office without glancing at her but I got the weird sense that she was inwardly laughing at me when she didn’t reply. 
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Chapter 7





 

Wynter



God, why was he so cute? So fucking adorable and distracted and complicated and...sexy? 

I'd told him about the church meeting three times and each time, he had hummed a response so I'd assumed he was prepared for it. I had to bite my lip to keep from laughing at his reaction when it finally dawned on him what he had to do this evening. 

My routine with him each day had become a source of comfort for me and every evening, I went back to my motel and took all these memories with me. The things he had said, what he had worn, the way he had looked at me. I'd schooled myself on how to be an efficient P.A and spent hours in the evening looking up more and more ways I could become the perfect writer's assistant. So perfect that Jude would never want to replace me. 

Read the Bible. It was just so funny. He didn't seem like a religious person at all and neither was he hypocritical so I felt that he was only doing this to please those people out of courtesy or respect. I already knew his Christian reader base was quite large. I was happy for him. Maybe the evening out would do him some good because he was so stressed all the time. 

Jude’s girlfriend was hardly around because she had a bunch of other things to do. She happened to be the senator’s youngest daughter, wrote articles for a top-notch magazine in the city and was an Instagram influencer so that kept her busy. By the time she came home in the evenings, I was on my way out. 

It was just as well. I didn't want to see her anyway. I was actually waiting for the day they broke up. Given the fact that they obviously weren't in love, it could be any day now. And if it wasn't...well, I might have to do something about that myself. 

I'd learned to take joy in my situation, this new life of close proximity to the guy I was crazy about but that didn't mean I had stopped looking over my shoulder. Just because I'd changed my name, dyed my hair, wore contacts and glasses and had an entirely new identity in real life and online, it didn't mean I was in the clear. As long as they looked for me, I would have to keep my guard up. I couldn't simply forget the fact that in the eyes of the law, I was still a fugitive. The law was crazy like that. 

I wasn’t the one who should be pursued and convicted. I didn't do anything wrong except try to protect myself. This cruel world was not meant for girls like Wynnie unless they turned into Rileys. 

I didn't even realize how much time had passed as I sorted out his research books (there were so many) and then did some filing, answered several emails on his behalf and tidied up his office. It felt calming, touching his things and taking care of him in this way, even if he did pay me generously. I didn't care about the money as long as I got to keep him close. 

When I heard laughter upstairs, I realised that Jennifer must have come home early. With a frown, I picked up my bag and walked out of the office, intending to get out of there before I had to see that unfairly gorgeous face of hers and the model-thin figure. Ella, Jude's best friend who clearly had a thing for him, was the same body-type. Maybe that's why Jude enjoyed their company so much. Me with my chubbiness and plain Jane looks simply weren't exciting enough. 

"Riley," I heard his voice call out to me from the top of the stairs as I descended them and turned to look up at him. 

The sight of him caused me to stumble slightly and I almost lost my footing before grabbing hold of the banister with a little gasp. 

"Riley." Jude’s voice was concerned now and he took the stairs two at a time with Jennifer trailing him. "Jesus. Are you okay?" 

I didn't think I was. Because he was dressed in a suit, had combed his hair neatly and had a clean, spicy scent clinging to him and all of that combined sent this strong surge of desire coursing through me. 

"Yes," I replied. "I'm okay. But you probably should put a hold on taking the Lord’s name in vain. At least after this evening is over." 

Jude looked at me like he was seeing me for the first time and nodded slowly. "I'll keep that in mind," he said. 

I couldn't look away. He wore a crisp, white shirt and blazer with black trousers and just looked so handsome and sophisticated, it left me breathless. 

"I've been meaning to ask you," Jude said thoughtfully. "Do you not own a car?" 

I wasn't sure how to reply because it was embarrassing that I worked for one of the most famous literary figures in the world and didn't own a car. I mean, lots of working class people didn't but I still felt bad about it, especially when Jennifer gave me a surprised and slightly condescending look. 

Jude put his head to the side to catch my eye so that I wouldn't have to look at his girlfriend. 

"Hey. I was just asking because we're both going the same way so I thought I would drop you," he told me. "You don't have to call an Uber." 

I nodded at his offer and Jennifer spoke up from behind him. "Well, you guys better get a move on then. It'll start snowing soon.” 

We descended the stairs together and I was aware of him every second, the attraction I felt plaguing me until I wanted to corner this man and kiss him without worrying about the outcome. 

"Did you manage to read the Bible?" I side-whispered to him to break the silence. 

I meant it as a joke but Jude nodded swiftly as he grabbed his coat and solemnly replied, "Yes." 

I found that knowledge endearing for some reason. 

"I still think you shouldn't get mixed up with this," Jennifer stated firmly. 

"I mean, they love you now but just wait till you screw up once in their eyes-" 

She stopped when Jude turned to give her a look. 

"What? I'm just saying.” With a shrug, she walked towards the kitchen. 

"See you later, babe." 

Jude let out sigh and I followed him out to his car, wincing as the cold wind picked up speed and flyway strands of my hair whipped into my face. 

We bundled inside quickly and when I chose to sit in the backseat, he turned to cast me a puzzled glance. 

"Um...you can sit in the front, you know," he said to me while fastening his seatbelt. 

I rubbed my cold hands together and replied, "I can't. Watching the road gives me anxiety."  And being that close to you makes me want to throw caution to the wind. 

He paused and considered that for a while and when he seemed satisfied with my answer, turned and started the car. 

As we drove past groves of trees and night began to descend upon us, I looked my fill at him while resting my forehead on the back of the passenger seat. I could watch this man do nothing for hours and never get bored. And while watching, I observed so many things which wouldn't be that obvious to just anyone. 

"You're nervous," I said slowly when he fiddled with his tie for the hundredth time and his gaze was surprised when it met mine in the rearview mirror. 

"You like pleasing people, don't you, Mr. Knight?" I teased him a little. 

"Your public image and relations are very important to you." 

He smiled a little as he continued driving towards the city. "You make it sound like a bad thing," he murmured in a relaxed tone which didn’t fool me. 

I let my eyes drift over his frame as the atmosphere in the car shifted. 

Grew more intimate and cozy. We weren't boss and assistant anymore during this drive. He was just a guy giving me a ride home. A really intelligent, talented and hot guy. If this was a date, I'd be inviting him over for coffee. 

"We're almost there," Jude said, his fingers hovering over the GPS

system in his car. "I'm sorry, I forgot to punch in your address. Is it before or after the Philip's church?" 

I froze, remembering that I didn't have an address for now. I lived in a freaking motel. But he couldn't know that. 

"Um...it's actually before but the street's a little out of your way," I said quickly. "Just drop me off at the next...Starbucks. I'm gonna grab some coffee before heading on home." 

"Are you sure?" he asked with a frown. "I don't mind. I still have time." 

I nodded. "I'm sure. Please. You really don't have to. You should probably use the time to practise your speech." 

Jude widened his eyes a little, looked to the side and cursed again. 

"Damn it," he bit out. "I was supposed to write one, wasn't I?" 

I stared at him for a few seconds and then burst out laughing. I couldn't stop laughing. How could he be so absent-minded and yet possess one of the most gifted minds on the planet? The contrast between man and author was so refreshing and amusing. Also, I think I was crushing on him even more after learning about his quirks. 

The car had slowed and he was peering at me in the mirror as I continued to giggle. 

"I'm so sorry," I said between laughs and removed my glasses to dab at my eyes. "I just...you're just really funny someti-  Jude, look out! " 

The car swerved at the last minute and a loud horn sounded when the coupe coming from the opposite side whooshed past us by inches, its driver swearing angrily because Jude had drifted on to the other lane by a few feet while looking at me. We would have gotten into an accident if I hadn't yelled at him. 

Appearing shaken by the close call, he pulled over and unfastened his seat belt before turning towards me. 

"Riley," he breathed out as my heart pumped wildly. "Are you all right? I am so sorry about that." 

I blew out a breath and put my glasses back on before nodding at him. 

"Yeah. It's okay, Mr. Knight. Mistakes happen." 

He rubbed a hand across his face and ran his eyes over me as if to make sure I really was all right before he turned back around. 

"Fuck, I'm really sorry," he mumbled. "I bet you're never getting into a car with me again." 

Despite feeling a little shaken, I smiled at his profile.  I'd follow you to the ends of the earth if you'd let me.  I frowned to myself then.  Well. Even if you don't let me, I'll still follow you. 

Jude was looking at me again for confirmation so I stopped smiling and cleared my throat. 

"Please don't worry. I'll definitely get into a car with you if you offered to drive me somewhere. And also, your reaction was pretty quick, you know. You actually saved us both." 

His eyes lightened with amusement before he started the car back up again. 

"I think God became angry with me because I didn't bother to write my speech," he mused as we began moving. 

"Yeah but then he decided to let it  go because at least you read the Bible," I quipped. 

Our eyes met in the mirror once more, briefly, and we shared a moment of hilarity before falling into a comfortable silence for the rest of the drive. 

I was a fool because I didn't go to the motel after he dropped me off. I went to get my coffee and then took a cab to St. Philips church. There were almost two hundred people congregated there and I stood at the back, right near the huge front doors and watched him give one of the most moving speeches about faith and the flawed aspect of human nature I had ever heard. 

It made me grin a little. He was so sweetly contrasting in a lot of ways. 

He didn't falter or make any blunders during that speech and the people gathered there sucked it all up with enraptured faces. He was confident, full of knowledge and treated the whole meeting with respect and seriousness. 

No sign of the absent-minded writer he had been just an hour ago. And to think that he'd been so irritated with the idea of not being prepared for this evening… Jude went up there and owned that podium. 

After several minutes, I grew sad though. Who was I even kidding? 

Wanting this man and actually being able to be with him were scenarios that were worlds apart. I was a criminal, a teenage girl, an imposter who wasn't quite right in the head. I was no one. 

And he was this famed public figure who had something valuable to offer the world, who had accomplished so much before reaching his thirties, a contributing member of society, a good citizen and esteemed novelist. He was way out of my league. 

I didn't even want to get into the whole looks thing because my body image issues were a mile-long and this guy could grace the cover of a GQ

magazine. And girls like Ella and Jennifer were the ones who'd complement him. 

Sighing, I dumped my coffee cup in the trash can outside before taking a cab back to my lonely, seedy motel room. 
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Chapter 8





 

Jude



"Why...why wouldn't you talk to me?" I muttered in frustration and straightened to throw my head back against the chair only to find Riley standing in my office doorway watching me. 

We regarded each other solemnly for a minute and then she moved, going over to the desk she usually occupied and putting her bag there. The idea of giving her a separate office hadn’t seemed so important when she had come to work for me. I let my eyes linger on her for a few seconds, taking in her side braid and fitted blouse with a skirt that hugged her thighs, and then moved them back to my laptop screen. 

 Focus, Knight. 

"What happened to you yesterday?" I asked her after a while as Riley booted up her laptop and sat down. My email was synced to her computer now and she dealt with all of it there instead of using the laptop I had reserved for dealing with administration issues. 

She hadn't showed up for work the day after we had that almost-accident and I couldn't help but think it had something to do with me. 

"I was sick," she replied, which was what she'd emailed me yesterday but who got sick and then recovered within a day? 

Well, some people did but I didn't believe Riley. 

"It was because of me, wasn't it?" I prompted. "I gave you a scare with the near miss on the road the other night." 

Riley looked up from her screen and cocked her head to the side before asking, "Do I look like someone who scares that easily, Mr. Knight?" 

Not at all. She looked... 

My eyes went to her lips and I realized she was wearing a different shade of lipstick than usual today. It was...darker. 

Why was I noticing that about her? 

"This isn't cool," I murmured to myself and typed out the sentence I had just spoken to assert the mantra. Wow. Genius. 

"Who's giving you trouble today?" she questioned intuitively as I glared at the laptop screen. 

I sighed. "My protagonist. He's being particularly stubborn right now." 

She grinned and shot me a challenging look. "Well, maybe you need to change the protagonist. Trade him out for someone who  does  want to talk to you." 

I shook my head at that. "You keep saying that. It doesn't work like that, Riley," I said absently and backspaced like a maniac. 

"Mr. Knight-" 

"Jude," I said and she blinked at me. 

"What?" 

I leaned back in my chair. "Yesterday, when we had that close call, you called me Jude." 

She appeared flustered and tucked a stray strand of hair behind her ear. 

"Oh um...I didn't realize-" 

"I like it when you call me Mr. Knight," I told her. "But...I think I like

'Jude' more." 

Riley stared at me and I studied her as she bit on her lower lip and nodded slowly. "If you insist," was her reply. 

I couldn't look away from her. She was a plethora of mysteries and was starting to seem much more interesting than the book I was  not writing. 

"Your speech was awesome by the way," she blurted out, sounding nervous. 

I frowned at her, puzzled. "What speech?" 

"At St. Philips," she answered and then paused as I gave her a confused look. How did she know what my speech had been like? 

"Someone uploaded it on a Christian book channel on YouTube and it went viral," she informed me and I laughed. 

"It did? Well, that's unfortunate. I didn't even know what I was saying half the time." 

I refreshed my screen and looked out the window, trying to think of something to write. 

"Don't do that," Riley spoke softly after a moment. "Don't sell yourself short like that. You're very gifted with words. I know you're doubting yourself right now but they'll come to you eventually." 

I swallowed at the conviction in her tone. I knew what she said was true. 

My words would never simply desert me. I just needed to find the right ones. Find some inspiration. 

 Maybe you need a new muse. 

The Twitter message came to mind all of a sudden and I glanced at my phone. 

Then everything seemed to stop for a second. 

I was hit with a revelation that I was all too familiar with and it made me push back my chair and stand up abruptly as a wild energy coursed through my body, making me want to laugh. 

"Fuck. Me," I whispered into the silence and Riley gave me a guarded look. 

I grinned at her then. "You're an amazing assistant you know that? I just...God, I just..." I peered at my phone again and then at the laptop screen before glancing back at her. "I need to be alone for at least an hour," I told her quickly. "Please. Could you go work in the living room until I call you?" 

She shrugged and got up, gathering her things. "Sure, boss. Whatever you need." 

I was bursting at the seams with excitement and exhilaration. When she left, I sat down again and closed the pathetic word document I was working on to open up a fresh, new one. 

"Girl obsessed," I muttered, typing out the two-word prompt and making it bold with a large font. For several seconds, I sat and looked at that phrase with extreme satisfaction. 

And then my fingers began to fly over the keyboard, unrestrained, uninhibited for the first time in weeks. 
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Chapter 9





 

Wynter



I’d never been inside his room before. It was huge. It took up half of the entire top floor and had so many windows. Light and airy with white walls and pale blue curtains. it had this ethereal sort of ambience and I loved it. It suited him. 

Jude had locked himself in his office and whenever he did that, there was no bringing him out until he had finished having one of his binge-writing episodes. They had become less common lately but the way he had been just now, I knew it was going to be a good couple of hours before he even remembered this world. 

I smiled to myself as I explored but those smiles quickly turned into frowns whenever I encountered any of Jennifer’s things. Random stuff like a hair brush, a ladies’ watch, cosmetics. I wanted to collect all of it and throw them in the dumpster because it felt like a contamination. Ugh. When was he going to realize that this woman did not love him? Sometimes, it was like she didn’t even see him. She just seemed to enjoy the idea of dating someone as successful as him. 

I walked towards the bed and ran my hands over the satin sheets, imagining myself slipping in between them. With him. In a world where Jennifer was out of the picture. I smirked as I imagined it. Jude with his hands and mouth on me, devouring me, making me submit to him. Or me doing the same to him. I turned away as a rush of warmth swept through me and went over to his closet. 

An array of shirts, jeans and suits hung in there and I fingered them, inhaling that clean scent of his. 



“Jude.” Longing erupted inside me, a need to be with him, to own him and make him mine almost bringing tears of frustration to my eyes. “Why can’t I have you? Why won’t you want me?” 

I nuzzled my cheek against the sleeve of a soft, cotton shirt before reluctantly letting it go. Feeling irritated and anxious as I looked around the room again, I picked up the photo of him and his girlfriend from on top of the dresser and stashed it in the trash can in their bathroom and then looked through the cabinet for some empty bottles to toss them in as well so that they covered the photo. 

Finally, I smiled at the result before stalking out of the room. 









Jude came out of his office almost two hours later as I sat answering emails on the couch and he seemed to be suppressing his excitement. His cheeks were flushed, his eyes alight and he was smiling like a mad genius. 

“Word count?” I asked him with a raised eyebrow. 

His grin grew wider and he replied, “Three thousand and seventy-two.” 

I whistled at the number, feeling genuinely happy for him. It had been almost painful watching him search for inspiration these past several days. 

“That’s really good to hear.” I gazed at his back adoringly as he walked into the kitchen and poured himself some coffee. 

I should probably be doing that for him since I was the assistant and all but he never expected me to. My work consisted of organizing and handling his calls, emails and appointments. There hadn’t been any glitches so far and the smooth running of things provided me with relief. YouTube tutorial videos and Google could teach a person quite a lot. 

“Hey, Riley,” Jude said from the kitchen as he went about the task of cutting up some vegetables on the counter. “Have you ever had a stalker?” 

I swear my heart almost leapt out of my throat at that random question of his. Or was it random? Was he finally on to me? Had I somehow slipped up and given myself away? Oh my God. I had never considered the possibility that he might have some hidden cameras installed in the house. Shit. 

“Err…no. But that sounds really disturbing,” I answered carefully, watching him. 

He took some bread out of a container and began to lay the tomatoes and lettuce he had cut up on the slices. 

“I know but…it’s also kind of fascinating, right?” he said to my surprise. 

“The idea that someone could be so obsessed with you that you’re all they think about, all they want. And they would do anything, take any risk just to be able to get a glimpse of you. A taste of you.” 

He actually sounded thrilled as he talked about it and his excitement was doing strange things to me. I could give him a few pointers regarding stalking. God, he thought the idea of someone being obsessed with him was fascinating? I stared at him and he looked up when he realized I wasn’t responding. 

Jude then gave me a wry smile. “I sound creepy, don’t I?” he questioned, putting the sandwiches on two plates and then bringing them over to me. He placed one of those on the low table next to my laptop before biting into the sandwich he had made for himself. 

“I’m just so excited about this. And you sort of gave me the push I needed, you know, to switch to a different project. I’ve never just dumped a story I started until I typed ‘the end’ on it but this time, I think I made the right decision.” 

I watched as he ate his sandwich and didn’t comment for a while. I was still trying to process his mindset towards stalkers and also trying not to act like it was a big deal that he had actually made me lunch. 

“Are you a vegetarian?” he asked me suddenly, stopping mid-bite. “I don’t-“

“Eat meat, I know,” I finished for him and picked up my vegetarian sandwich. I also knew he donated to a bunch of charity organizations dedicated to protecting animals which I thought was pretty awesome. 

“I think Jennifer has some bacon or eggs in there,” he told me, indicating the refrigerator with his thumb. 

 I’m not interested in using any of your girlfriend’s things. “It’s okay, Jude,” I said and bit into the sandwich. “This is tasty. So are you going to need me to stay out of the office for the rest of the day too?” 

He put his plate aside and smiled at me. “I think so. I’m on a roll. Oh and I’m promoting you to research assistant instead of just the P.A stuff.” 

“Research,” I squeaked and he gave me a funny look. 

“Yeah…you’ve done that before, right? In your resume-“

“Oh, yes,” I said quickly and laughed a little. “Of course. It’s just that, I haven’t done any of it with you so I was sort of confused. Um…sure, just let me know what you need info on.” 

He nodded and picked up his plate to go back to the kitchen. 

“Medicine,” he replied. “I’ve never written anything based in a medical setting before. The male protagonist is a renowned heart surgeon and one of his former female patients starts to stalk him. It’s a suspense thriller.” He glanced over at me as he opened the fridge and added, “Don’t tell anyone that.” 

I realized he was giving me the privilege of being the first to find out what his next book was about and it pleased me to no end. He was confiding in me. 

“Why a suspense thriller, though?” I asked slowly, putting down my plate. “Why not…an erotic suspense?” 

He paused and threw me a look that spoke volumes of what he thought of that idea. 

“That’s not my genre,” was all he said though. 

I studied his profile and admired his physique as he took a drink out of a bottle of water, looking attractive in his jeans and black t-shirt. Hell, just watching him do that was seriously starting to increase  my thirst level. 

“Imagine if you did it though,” I said.  “Your first erotic suspense novel. 

Readers would go wild.” 

He lowered the bottle and laughed. “Yeah and my peers would give me the side-eye and seriously start to question my credibility.” 

I gaped at his tone. “Oh my God. J. R. Knight is a snob. Don’t look down on content dealing with erotica. I mean, I love erotica in my books.” 

Jude put the bottle back in the fridge and straightened. “You must not love mine, then.” 

“Are you kidding me? I  worship your writing. I mean, your books helped me get through-” I stopped and sat back suddenly, kicking myself for what I had been about to reveal just now. Talking about books with him was exciting me too much. 

Jude regarded me pointedly but when I didn’t elaborate, he didn’t probe and instead asked, “Why do you want me to change what I write then? I’m not looking down at the genre. I get that there are some masterpieces out there and also a huge audience but my readers expect something out of me and many of them wouldn’t go near erotic novels with a ten-foot pole even if they are steeped with suspense. I don’t want to risk that. They’re patiently waiting for my next release and writing for a different audience this time is a bad move.” 

I nodded at his explanation, feeling kind of disappointed that he expressed his creativity based off of other people’s expectations. I was slowly starting to understand how important his reputation as a credible author really meant to him. He wouldn’t risk anything to jeopardize that. 

“I get it,” I mumbled. “I just thought…if anyone could make such a switch work, it would be you. The prompt sounds so intriguing and readers

like me would love a little bit of erotica thrown in the mix. But it’s okay. 

I’m sure I’ll love whatever it is you produce.” 

I gave him an encouraging smile while he watched me quietly. 

“Thank you for the sandwich.” 

He nodded and then went back upstairs to shut himself inside his office. 





I spent most of the afternoon reading eBooks on medicine and heart surgeries, watching documentaries, brushing up on knowledge and trying to figure out how to gather the information Jude needed in the best way possible. He liked to read hard copies instead of electronic ones because he already stared at a computer screen for hours and the physical books were a nice change. 

I needed to visit the library and get some more books. Shit just got complicated but I also felt like laughing a little. I was a freaking eighteen year old and got promoted to research assistant. It was ridiculous. I wasn’t sure how I was going to pull off this next part of my fraud but I knew I was going to do a hell of a good job on that as well. Jude needed me. He trusted me. I wasn’t going to let him down. 

He emerged from his writing cave just a little before five p.m, his hair all messed up and eyes tired. The energy was still there though. When he glanced over at me, he appeared slightly embarrassed for some reason. 

“It’s okay. I don’t mind being ignored,” I told him with a smile and held up a book which I had taken from his downstairs shelf. “Just doing some research.” 

“Hmm.” He walked into the kitchen and grabbed an apple from the fruit basket. Then he looked at me in that strange way again. I waited for him to say something but he just turned away and began to munch on the apple. 

“Did I do something?” I mumbled, not really talking to him as I went back to the book. It was actually pretty interesting. 

“What was that, Riley?” 

I gave him a sideways glance but his back was turned to me as he ate. 

“Nothing. I was just thinking out loud.” 

He finished eating the apple, threw the core in the trash and then walked over to me casually. 

“I have dinner at my parents’ place tonight.” 

I pushed my glasses up my nose and said, “Hey, you remembered.” 

He put his head to the side, regarding me in amusement. “I’d never forget them. Are you doing anything? You could join us. There will be other writer friends of mine there. Maybe you could give them some of the advice you gave me earlier.” 

I was gaping at him, unable to believe my ears. He wanted me to accompany him to his parents place for dinner? Whoa. Talk about a promotion. 

“That’s okay. I appreciate the offer but I need to catch up on some reading.” 

His brow puckered slightly. “That’s your excuse?” he questioned. “At least come up with a better one.” 

I sighed. “It’ll be too weird?” I suggested slowly. “I don’t know anyone except you and Jennifer. And they’ll probably think it’s rude of you to invite me over at the last minute.” 

Jude shook his head at me and put his hands inside his pockets. “Riley, now that I know you have no plans apart from burying your nose in a book, I’m going to insist that you join us. I look at you and I see a loner and while there’s nothing wrong with that, I really think you’d enjoy hanging out with us tonight. Also, my agent needs to meet you and she’s going to be there so…” 

I thought about that for a minute. About the chance to spend the evening in this man’s company. I would probably kick myself later if I didn’t take him up on his offer. 

“Will Jennifer be okay with it?” I asked tentatively, watching for his reaction. 

Jude frowned. “Why would Jennifer’s reaction matter? It’s not a date. 

It’s a dinner with my family and friends.” 

I blushed at his response and he widened his eyes a little and said, “I meant not a date as in between me and Jen, not you and I. Sorry.” 

God, all this attention from him was starting to overwhelm me. And just the impossible idea of being on a date with him and having to look forward to his kisses and touch all night…

I stood up abruptly and Jude backed away a little. 

“Thank you. Umm…I’d like to join you.” 

He smiled at me then and nodded. “I’ll pick you up around seven. You can leave now. We’ll resume work from tomorrow. What’s your address again? God, I keep forgetting to look for it in your resume.” 

I hesitated for a few seconds before giving him the address I had put on my CV. That place which I had chosen as my fake home was right next to the motel and I believed it was vacant at the moment. I hoped to God that would still be the situation till this evening at least. 

As I said goodbye to him and left, I felt the first traces of guilt creeping inside my heart. I hated lying to him. The more he showed me his trust and treated me with kindness, the more I hated myself for being such a fraud. 

But Jude could never know my truth. Nobody could anymore. 
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Chapter 10





 

Wynter



His home was large and stately, set amidst acres of pine trees with a circular driveway, high security gates and a fountain to top it all off. 

Basically, the works. I felt nervous as I followed Jude and Jennifer inside, barely smiling as the introductions were made and starting to feel more than a little intimidated. Jude’s favourite question, ‘Why did I agree to this?’, kept wanting to burst out of my mouth. 

Everyone at the dinner was over thirty, except for Jennifer who was around twenty-seven, I think. And they all had such distinguished jobs or careers whereas there was eighteen year old me, a criminal amongst royals. 

Jude’s parents were nice and all but they did raise their eyebrows subtly when Jude introduced me and I caught Jennifer giving them a long-suffering look. Either they were used to him making impulsive decisions or he was prone to bringing the occasional oddball to his dinner engagements. 

The expensive bottle of wine I had carefully selected was ignored in favor of the  more expensive stuff served at their table. Jude and I were seated next to each other, thank god for that because I felt like I needed some moral support. Jennifer sat on the other side of him and one of Jude’s writer friends was seated next to her. Opposite me, there was Ella and Phillipa, Jude’s agent who was the only one whose smile seemed genuine to me. And then another man who was a writer and Jude’s mother sat next to them with Mr. Knight senior right at the head of the table. 

A party of nine. I was already bored and if it wasn’t for Jude’s electric presence next to me and Phillipa’s open-hearted and witty style of holding a conversation, I’d be dying to get out of there. 

Jude nudged me with his elbow in a subtle gesture halfway through dinner which made me glance at him in surprise. Did he just  touch me? Did he not understand what him touching me had the power to do? I guess not when he smiled at me a little and flicked an eyebrow at me, maybe to ask me if I was all right or just to let me know he remembered I was there. It made me blush and lower my eyes to my plate. I felt insanely attracted to him and the close proximity wasn’t helping. I could brush his thigh with mine if I shifted just a few inches. That was how close we were. 

When I lifted my eyes a minute later, I caught Ella studying me with a narrow-eyed stare. I stared back at her, unperturbed. Jude wasn’t aware of Ella’s feelings but like called to like and I knew from day one that this woman was the real threat here. She wanted him. She may be a good friend and have a boyfriend of her own but I could tell she would not hesitate to move in on him if he and Jennifer ever broke up. She looked at him the same way I did. Like she wanted him to belong to her. 

And Jude, my absent-minded idol, had no clue. Because Ella was smart and she knew that cultivating a friendship with him was in her best interests. Girlfriends could be temporary but friends got to stay in your life forever. 

“Riley, is it?” The snake in her seemed to slowly rear its head as her green eyes glittered, promising me a good amount of unpleasantness. 

“Where are you from, originally?” 

I couldn’t control the automatic bobbing of my throat at her question and she noted the movement. A lawyer, wasn’t she? Maybe she could detect the imposter in me already. 

“Kansas,” I answered without thinking, naming a place which was as far away from my home state as possible. 

Jude gave me a surprised look at that and so did Phillipa and some of the others. 

“Really? Jude asked. “You’re from Kansas?” 

I realized that I had made a mistake and Ella seized on that one blunder like the predator she was. 

“You can’t be from Kansas, darling,” she drawled at me as everyone stared. “You don’t have the accent.” 

I blinked and started to think fast, swallowing again, my fingers tightening around my fork. “Yeah, well. I was born there but then I had to move to Washington when I was just a toddler. My parents…umm…they got transferred there.” 

Ella narrowed her eyes at me again. “Oh. That sounds interesting. What do your parents do exactly?” 

I wished they would stop staring at me and scratched my neck a little, wondering what to tell her. “They…um…they teach at a high school in the suburbs. We…aren’t close anymore.” 

I glanced at Jude as I said that and found him regarding me gravely, taking in the information. Did he believe me or was he also suspicious like his best friend? 

“I’m sorry to hear that, Riley,” Ella spoke up again, taking my attention away from Jude. “But they’re your parents. I hope you work things out with them. I mean, they obviously cared enough to send their daughter off to Harvard. That must mean something.” 

I blinked at her, feeling a little lost then. How did she know I had faked a Harvard degree on my resume? 

“Harvard, wow,” Phillipa said and gave me a smile. “I went there too.” 

I hoped she wouldn’t start asking me questions about the place because I had never set foot inside that campus in my life. 

“It’s a great college,” was the only response I could think of. 

Ella picked up her wine to take a sip out of it then. “It is, isn’t it?” she said to me, still keeping her eyes on me. “What year did you graduate? You seem a little too young. Early admission?” 

I opened my mouth to tell her yes but Jude was the one who spoke this time. 

“Ella. This isn’t your courtroom, you know.” 

Everyone around the table went silent then. Even the clinking of glasses and utensils stopped. My eyes shifted to Jude’s profile and even though he had pasted a smile on his face, he sounded angry. I glanced back at his friend who was regarding him with a tiny amount of shock. 

“I know that, Jude,” she replied, trying to laugh it off. “I was just making conversation.” 

“You’re not making conversation, Ella. You’re making her uncomfortable,” he replied tautly. 

This time, everyone was staring at him uncertainly, including me and Jennifer who didn’t look too pleased. As for Ella, she clamped up and busied herself with drinking her wine and when Jude shifted the attention away from me by starting a conversation with the man sitting next to Phillipa about one of his latest novels. I breathed a sigh of relief and leaned back in my chair. 

I didn’t miss the cold glance Ella threw my way before starting to talk to Phillipa but I wasn’t really concerned about that. All I could think of was the way Jude had defended me. The way he’d shut her down when he realized I didn’t like being questioned this way. His best friend since God knows when. 

Why did that turn me on like crazy? I mean, I wanted to kiss this guy all the time but that action of his made me want to kiss him even more in that moment. He had sounded so damn protective of me. I honestly couldn’t keep my eyes off him for the rest of that dinner even though I think Ella was the only one who actually noticed. 
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Wynter



Friday was quite a busy day for me. While Jude was engrossed in writing his new book, I ran myself ragged trying to organize everything he would need for the interview he had that evening with Elias Stokes, the talk show host. The man was quite popular and his guests usually consisted of celebrities, politicians and authors. The audience was huge; millions of viewers with very high ratings for the show. Jude’s publishing firm, Hierchay, had decided that it would be a good idea to generate some publicity before his next book was out and since Phillipa had some commitments with another author in the city, she’d put me in charge. 

Jude hated publicity but he agreed to attend these things because he claimed that he didn’t want to become some washed-up old author who had flourished in his twenties and then disappeared forever. He wanted to be right up there with the likes of Stephen King and John Grisham. 

As if he could become a washed-up old author. No way was that ever going to happen. Jude was one of the best in the industry. 

Phillipa had emailed me all the details of tonight’s event and told me to go over it with Jude. He’d done this sort of thing dozens of times before so there wasn’t much to go over except for some pre-written questions. At around five, Jennifer knocked on his office door and called out for him to get ready. She was eagerly planning to write an article based on the interview for her magazine and also get some additional clout since sharing details about dating a hot, successful writer was something her social media fans loved to lap up. 



“You do have proper clothes for tonight, right?” she asked me when I stepped outside the office and began to make my way downstairs. Her eyes ran over me critically and I found myself wishing I could make myself smaller somehow. “Do you have a gym membership, by the way? I know this great one just down the road from where you live. The owner’s my friend. Let me talk to her for you and set something up.” 

I wanted to strangle her. I did imagine it for a moment as she continued to look me up and down in that condescending manner but then Jude appeared in the office doorway and said, “What’s cooking, ladies?” 

He sounded so cheerful and I instinctively smiled at the sight of him in rumpled clothes, a day’s growth of stubble and untidy hair. His eyes shone with a fervor which only came when he wrote non-stop. He called it ‘the flow’. 

 “There is writing, Riley, which every author does and then there’s the flow,”  he had told me this morning . “When words seem to flow out of your head and page after page gets effortlessly filled. That is my euphoria.” 

“Are we going somewhere?” he asked in confusion when he finally noticed that Jennifer was all dolled up in a Coco Chanel dress with a full face of make-up paired with high heels, definitely looking like she stepped out of a Vanity Fair magazine. 

“Jude,” she said in an admonishing tone and gaped at him in disbelief. 

“Your interview! Oh my God, I can’t believe this.” She shook her head and brushed past him, muttering, “Come upstairs and get dressed, please.” 

He glanced over at me and winked and I realized that this time, he was actually joking and hadn’t forgotten the interview. 

“I hate gym, by the way,” he told me sweetly. “And please don’t listen to her. You look beautiful.” 

He said that and left and I just stood there and stared at the empty hallway, my heart filling up with emotions I could not articulate. 



 

The interview was held at  Suave Studios in Midtown Atlanta and we were there an hour early. Jude spent about twenty minutes in hair and make-up before prepping with the host backstage. The studio was packed and I didn’t know why I was so excited when he was the guest there. Maybe because I’d learned from Phillipa that the church appearance was the only public appearance he had made in weeks so this was a huge deal for the J. 

R. Knight fandom. 

I watched from the sidelines as Jude walked onto the platform, and it hurt seeing just how beautiful he looked tonight, glowing with accomplishment and praise, the adoration of millions of people. Sometimes I couldn’t believe I got to bask in that glory a little as well now. I was his trusted assistant (even if I wasn’t quite trustworthy) and that  meant something to me after thinking he was unreachable and unattainable when I had first discovered his books. 

The thing was, all this time I had been obsessed with him because of the way his words affected me, because of the gift of writing he possessed. But slowly, I was getting to know the man as a human being, and sometimes I saw him without his talent, his success and he still seemed admirable. 

Remarkable. I wished so badly that I could tell him that. 

For about forty minutes, the interview progressed while I sat in a comfortable chair side stage and observed. I could have been in the audience, in the front row with Jennifer but I hadn’t wanted that. Despite my changed appearance, I was so afraid that my face would have flashed across God knows how many screens and the police would have descended upon me before this show was even over. I wanted to study him away from all the noise and people surrounding me, in the privacy of the curtains even though he was sitting opposite me and we could see each other clearly. Jude did glance at me from time to time as he spoke to the host, Elias, and answered questions from the viewers, charming his way through the whole show. 

He mentioned his new book as well but refused to explain what the story was about, only that he was writing it and people would know about it soon

enough. 

“Tight-lipped, as usual, Mr. Knight,” Elias commented and Jude shrugged, looking all poised and mysterious. 

“Eric wants to know what the inspiration was behind your new story,” 

Elias asked him as he went through some questions displayed on the huge screen behind them. 

I widened my eyes a little as Jude looked at me for a fraction of a second and replied, “One of my biggest fans.” 

That was it. He didn’t elaborate even when Elias probed about who this fan was. 

“Does this fan get to know that he inspired the next story of one of the most successful novelists in the world?” his host finally queried in one final attempt to satisfy everyone’s curiosity. 

“She’ll know when I mention it in the dedication,” Jude revealed and some people in the audience glanced at Jennifer while I sat there, feeling overwhelmed by the information. 

Was he talking about me? But he was writing a ‘stalker’ story, a suspense thriller. Why would I be the inspiration behind that? He didn’t know who I was or how I felt about him. 

Did he? 

I didn’t have time to dwell on that because the interview was wrapping up and people were clapping while the back stage crew rushed around, preparing for the next program. I was the last one to get up before finally exiting the studio to approach the waiting car outside. 

Again, Jude had insisted on giving me a ride tonight but instead of taking me home first, he decided to make a stop at his favourite restaurant in the city. It made sense since it was time for dinner but after what he had said during the show and the charged atmosphere of this evening, I’d just felt like taking an Uber and heading straight home. 



Home. I almost laughed at the word. I had no home. I supposed it would be a good idea to look for somewhere to rent now that I had a job but I still didn’t feel safe enough to set up base anywhere. Without a permanent address, I could still run, still move at the drop of a hat. If I got a place of my own, it’d make me feel like an easy target, knowing that the cops could rush through my door at any second and I’d have no way to escape. No. It was better not to put up roots for now. 









The restaurant we went to was the kind I preferred. Low lighting and cozy seating which afforded heaps of privacy. It was the kind of place where high-profile people took their lovers to on romantic dinner dates so as not to be disturbed. 

I snuck a peek at Jude as we were shown to our table, wondering if he even realized that. There were three of us seated at a table for two and one of us should not be here. I cast a sour look at Jennifer who wouldn't stop talking about how much great content she had for her next article. 

"You were so awesome tonight, babe," Jennifer gushed, briefly touching his arm. "I'm so proud of you." 

I wanted to roll my eyes. She wasn't so thrilled when he had gone for the church appearance. Now  that had been awesome. 

"Shall we order? I already know what I want," Jude said. "Same thing I always want whenever I come here. What about you?" 

Jennifer shrugged, not bothering to pick up the menu. "Sure." She cast a sidelong glance at me then. "We should let her decide first though. Do you need help with that? How about a salad?" 

God. It was all I could do not to snarl at her. She was so damn snobbish and insulting. Skinny as bitch. 

We were interrupted by the appearance of a man next to our table who called Jude’s name before smiling and shaking his hand. 

"Fancy running into you here," he expressed and looked down at us, speaking a few words to Jennifer before regarding me curiously. "And who is this little butterfly?" 

His choice of words and the casual way he uttered them made me frown in response. 

"Riley," Jude said to him, his lips thinning slightly. "She's my writing assistant. Riley, this is William. We were in Yale together." 

William let out a bark of laughter and replied, "Man, you make me sound like a stranger." He turned to grin at me and held out his hand, "Hello, Riley. I was a class below Jude in law school but we became good friends and it's only recently that we've gotten too busy with our respective careers." 

I didn't want to shake his hand. And I hesitated for just a second before finally doing it. Something flickered in his eyes, as though he sensed my wariness. 

"Now I'm feeling kind of pathetic because you all have each other for company," William sighed and glanced towards an empty table which I assumed he had booked for dinner. 

We all realized he was fishing for an invitation and Jude offered it, of course. We had to make a few adjustments but a minute later, William was seated between me and Jude, his cologne cloying and his thigh and arm brushing against mine. I pressed my legs together as much as possible but he only seemed to widen his stance as the food came and conversation started. 

I wanted to go home again. Why did every dinner with Jude's friends have to turn out this way? For once, I wished I could enjoy myself when he

asked me to accompany him somewhere. And I also wished it could be just the two of us. 

I was busy imagining that scenario when William reached for the wine bottle to pour himself another glass and his elbow brushed against the side of my breast. I threw him a sharp glance, biting the retort on my tongue only for Jude's sake. A little personal space would be really good right about now. I let it go but then he moved his thigh again and this time, I was pretty sure it wasn't an accident. He deliberately grazed it along the side of mine under the table and I pulled away abruptly, getting to my feet in a swift motion and rattling some of the dishes. 

"Jesus, Riley," Jennifer said with a frown. "If you need us to get you another table-" 

"I don't," I snapped at her and she blinked at me, taking in my angry tone and expression. "I don't need  that much space, Jennifer. I'm a human being, not a hippo." 

Turning around, I walked away from the table towards the bathroom, ignoring the looks being thrown my way by other patrons who had overheard my outburst. My cheeks burned with humiliation and my eyes glistened with unshed tears. 

I was a size ten with a few chubby bits here and there and she made it sound like I was overweight or something. I hated to think how she treated people who were thicker than me. 

In the bathroom, I splashed some water over my face, shutting out the discomfort and fear I had felt when William had touched me against my will, trying to make it look like an accident. It took me back to my life in Wisconsin with Joshua. Blinking back tears, I took deep breaths to compose myself. 

If Jennifer or Jude decided to fire me after this, I was going to be fine with that. My entire being protested at the thought of not being around Jude anymore but I could find other ways to get my fix of him now that I knew his routine. 

There was no way I was putting up with this much disrespect from his girlfriend and friends just to be close to him. Jude lived in me. He lived in me every minute I was awake and I took his dreams to bed with me every night. That was never going to change even if I had to physically distance myself from him. 

With a new resolve, I wrenched open the bathroom door and came face to face with William. He cocked his head to the side and studied me while I plotted ways to get rid of that smug face. When I moved past him, he moved with me and blocked my path. The passage in front of the bathrooms was well-lit but empty for now, sounds from the restaurant muted. The place wasn’t fully occupied and I wasn't sure how long it would be until someone came this way so I bared my teeth at him to warn him off despite feeling scared. 

William just grinned at me, his own teeth sparkling unnaturally. "Riley," 

he spoke my name with a relish before lowering his voice. "I am so sorry if I offended you with all that touching. I get a little too excited when someone plays hard to get. When did Jude hire a busty thing like you, anyway? That lucky bastard." 

I glared at him as he continued speaking and flinched when he lifted a hand to place it on the wall next to me. 

"Curvy girls with glasses are my absolute weakness," he told me. 

A roaring filled my head then, Joshua's words and reference to my body pelting across my brain. Why couldn't men simply understand the word

'no'? William didn't look stupid. He  knew I wasn't interested in him and that was exactly why he wanted to push me. 

"William." 

It was Jude's voice that carried through the quiet passage and I turned my head to see him standing there looking at us. William pushed off the wall quickly and gave his friend a nonchalant glance before walking away as though he hadn't just tried to accost me

"I was just making sure she was okay," he lied when he passed Jude and retreated into the restaurant. 

I made myself appear nonchalant as well, even though I was consumed with the urge to go and stab that man with a fork and walk out while he sat there howling in pain. Maybe I should give him a taste of what I had given Joshua. 

 No, Wynnie. You're not that girl anymore. Don't be stupid. 

"Hey." Jude hadn't moved from the spot and stopped me when I tried to walk past him as well. "Did he touch you?" 

His question was unexpected. I thought he was going to ask me why I had snapped at his girlfriend earlier but he was frowning at me in concern. I couldn't tell him anything. This was his night. Everything had been so good until William had showed up. I didn't want any drama or to call attention to myself. 

"No," I lied, making sure to keep my tone neutral. "He was just checking on me. Listen, I'm sorry about how I spoke-" 

"Don't be," Jude cut me off firmly, his eyes piercingly bright as we stood close together in the passageway, barely out of sight of the other patrons. 

"She's the one who needs to apologize to you and I already told her that." 

I dropped my gaze to the floor then, not sure what to say to that. I really didn't care if Jennifer apologized to me or not. If she did, she wouldn't mean it. And if she didn't, it wouldn't make any difference to me. 

"I'm going home, Jude," I informed him. "I'll take a cab, don't worry. 

Thanks for dinner and enjoy the rest of your evening." 

"Riley-" 

"Please don't call me that," I said without thinking and then felt ridiculous. 

Ridiculous because I missed being called Wynter or Wynnie. I missed that so much. Riley Benson was a name I had randomly picked but it wasn't who I was. How could he know that, though? 

"What do you want me to call you, then?" 

I looked up at him and he genuinely seemed to desire an answer, his gaze so serious and expression rueful. 

"Nothing," I replied. "If you don't want me to come to work tomorrow-" 

"I didn't say that. You're good at your job and I need you. Please come to work tomorrow." 

I let out a sigh and nodded unsmilingly, deciding to think about it once I was out of here and back in my motel room. 

"Good night," I mumbled and braved the walk back to the main area of the restaurant, endured the glances and few, random chuckles when I went to my table to pick up my purse, ignored Jen's heated face and William's leering, and exited the place with the intention of never stepping inside it again. 

While I tried to hail a cab in the busy streets, William came out of the restaurant as well, followed by Jennifer and Jude. I turned away and hoped Jude wouldn't offer me a ride back. I couldn't stand to be around his girlfriend anymore. 

"Do you need me to drop you home, Riley?" I heard a man's voice ask in my ear and cringed away from him. 

"No. Fuck off," I bit out but William just chuckled and then...he put a hand on my back. 

"Come on. I'm dying to take you for a spin." That hand drifted lower, just inches from my ass and I stiffened. "In my car, I mean. What do you-?" 

He was wrenched away from me the next second and I let out a gasp when Jude punched him in the face. Hard. Just once but it was effective enough to split the man's lip and William, enraged, pinned his friend with a fierce look while Jennifer cried out Jude's name, looking shocked. 

"What the fuck, man?!" William shot at him angrily, clutching his jaw as the people around us paused or slowed their walk to witness the drama. 

Jude ignored him, turned to me with irises like twin blue flames and asked tightly, "Did he touch you  now, Riley?" 

I swallowed, unable to catch my breath for a few seconds when I absorbed what he had done for me. 

"Hey! I didn't-" 

"Shut the fuck up, William," Jude gritted out, glowering at him. "And take your sorry ass home before I punch you again." He whistled loudly then and a cab pulled over a moment later. 

Jude held the door open for me, his gaze intent on my face. I moved hurriedly, again with my cheeks burning because people were staring and I also saw a few cameras flashing which made me panic so much. I didn't even thank Jude before ducking my head inside the cab. He shut the door without a word and then I was off, my arms folded tightly against my chest as I forced myself not to turn around and look at him while he faded away. 

I couldn't believe he had done that. Publicly punched someone, a friend, to protect me. No matter how hard I tried, I couldn't get that scene out of my head for the rest of the night. Men have only ever wanted to take advantage of my helplessness and there he was...standing up for me even though I hadn't really needed it. 

I couldn't stop myself from messaging him later because I had words to say and I couldn't say them to my boss. I could say them to Jude though. 

The real Jude.  The Jude he kept hidden from the rest of the world. 
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Chapter 12





 

 

Jude



The car ride back to my place was filled with a tense and heavy silence but Jennifer exploded the minute we walked inside the house. 

"I don't believe you, Jude! Do you even realize how rashly you behaved tonight? We  just got back from having you feature in one of the best talk shows in the nation and getting you all that awesome publicity and then you went and punched somebody. Your friend of all people!" 

I ignored her raging and went inside the kitchen to get myself an ice-pack to put over my knuckles because they were starting to swell. 

"What the hell came over you, for God's sake?" Jennifer demanded, throwing her purse on the counter and following me. "I've never seen you lay a finger on anyone before." 

She was right about that. I had never hit anyone in my life. Never wanted to as much as I'd wanted to hit William tonight. I hadn't bothered to turn on the kitchen light because the light emanating from the living room was enough and that was good because I didn't want Jen to see my expression. 

How shaken I felt inside for losing control like that in public. 

"Oh and don't you ever talk to me like that again," she warned me, her tone cold and angry. "I do not want to hear my boyfriend scolding me in a public restaurant over some other girl. I am  not Ella, okay?" 

Raising my head, I frowned at her when I felt my blood boiling again at her words. 

She didn't notice and ran her fingers through her hair in frustration. 

"God, how am I going to write that article now and wax lyrical about you after you decided to ruin all of tonight's work by going and acting like a savage animal? I already received a few notifications on Twitter that someone dubbed you as such." 

Savage animal. Wow. It was one punch. And he had deserved it. I stalked past her to head upstairs without a word, not interested in getting into this argument with her. My girlfriend was mean and a bully. I'd only ever seen her around Ella, my mother and Phillipa so I had no idea that this was how she treated women she thought were beneath her or something. 

She followed me there too, still going on about my 'savage' behaviour so I went inside the bathroom and slammed the door in her face. My hand was throbbing like crazy and in the light on top of the vanity mirror, I studied the bruised and swollen flesh, trying to flex my fingers but realizing I couldn't without wincing in pain. 

"Shit," I whispered and rubbed my other hand over my face, taking a minute to calm down. I hated violence of any kind. I wrote about it all the time but to actually physically assault someone left an unpleasant taste in my mouth. 

Jennifer banged on the door suddenly, startling me. “I need to use the bathroom and get some of my things.” 

I strolled over to open the door and paused at the mutinous look on her face as she narrowed her eyes at me. “I’m moving out for a few days,” she announced. “Until all this drama dies down and you finally think it’s important to apologize to me for insulting me in front of William like that. 

Over your assistant.” 

“Fine,” I clipped and walked into the bedroom, trying to unbutton my shirt with my left hand. It took longer than usual. 

“Jude, what the hell!” 

Jennifer came out again, holding a picture frame with a livid expression on her face. “Did you just stuff our picture in the trash? Talk about next level immaturity.” 

I gaped at her and then at the picture, feeling confused. I hadn’t touched that picture. I didn’t even remember it existed, barely looked at it. 

“I didn’t-“

“You know what? I think I’m going to take a week-long break at least and let you sort out your priorities,” she cut in, going over to the dresser and putting the photo back in its place with a thud. “Seriously,” she muttered, shaking her head. 

I scowled at her, thinking that maybe she had moved that picture herself and it might have fallen into the trash by accident. She was always placing unnecessary stuff in the bathroom. 

“Take all the time you need, Jennifer,” I told her, still icing my knuckles as I sat on the bed. I should have done it right away instead of waiting almost an hour. The swelling was not going down. 

“Oh, wow. What a response,” my girlfriend threw at me. 

I held on to my temper with a tight leash because I didn’t like fighting but if she kept this up…

Now I knew how Riley must have felt…with the constant criticism and bullying. Just because someone was quiet, it didn’t give you the right to walk all over them. But I waited for Jen to leave, breathing a sigh of relief when I heard the front door close. She had an apartment in the city which she hardly ever used but kept it anyway in case her parents ever decided to visit her. They were pretty conventional and weren’t aware we were basically living together. 

A writer’s life was lonely most of the time and I had liked having her around, thinking we would grow together and getting used to the comfort she offered at nights because I wasn’t into casual dating or one night stands. 

But I was beginning to understand that Jennifer was only good to you as long as you served her purpose. Ella had been the first to point that out to me but I had brushed her off. 

My phone beeped in my pocket and I removed it to see a message on my Twitter. 



 I saw what you did tonight, Jude. It was very admirable. People ignore

 such things these days because they don’t want to get involved. You were

 awesome. – @wynnie. 

I stiffened as I read the message and stood up to go and look outside the window which faced the street. My home was a little out of the way of other houses in the area but I didn’t see any car parked out there or some figure lurking in the streets. All I heard were leaves rustling in the wind. I wanted to ask her who she was but then, she might get the wrong idea. 

I hadn’t even realized that this girl might actually be stalking me instead of just trying to get in touch with me from behind a keyboard. This was kind of serious. I should have felt threatened but I didn’t. It intrigued me that someone might be watching my every move because they admired my talent so much but then again, I had to draw the line somewhere. What if she broke into my house? My bedroom at night? 

Jesus. That wasn’t cool at all even if I didn’t receive any menacing vibes from her. I typed out a single message and sent it to her. 

 Leave me alone. 

Then I deleted the messages and prowled the house to make sure everything was locked up properly before taking some painkillers and crawling into bed, exhausted after a long day of writing and my unexpectedly eventful night. 









The next morning, I woke up to a call from my agent asking me if I was okay and if I had seen the news. 

"I'm barely awake, Phillipa," I grumbled and then hissed when I felt a throbbing pain in my hand. Shit. It seemed to have gotten worse overnight. 

Was I really this weak? One punch and I couldn't even use my hand. 

"Jude, it's bad," she informed me, sounding serious. "Really bad. 

Especially after all the publicity we got from the show. People are comparing that charming persona you put on during the interview with the man who assaulted one of the city's biggest lawyers in public. We need to do some serious damage control." 

I sat up slowly and rubbed my eyes, trying to take it all in. And failing. 

"I need coffee," I said to her after several seconds of silence. 

"J. R, do you even realize how deep in shit you are right now? People have already made the video go viral. Your publishers questioned me on it first thing today. It gives them a bad name as well. William hasn't pressed charges. Yet." 

"I suppose nobody's going to give me the benefit of the doubt and say that I might have had a good reason for punching the guy?" I groused as I trudged downstairs to the kitchen to brew myself some coffee. 

Phillipa sighed on the other hand. "I don't doubt it for a second. I'm pretty sure without even asking that you wouldn't do that for kicks. But this is serious, Jude and people are demanding answers. A statement from Hierchay and maybe from you as well on your official accounts or website." 

"Okay," I said, still unable to process so much so soon. "I will call you later when I'm feeling a little sane.” 

Phillipa hung up and I stood there for a minute, staring unseeingly at the television screen, wondering if I possessed the strength to turn it on. I had really bad anxiety when it came to such things; being scrutinized and criticized or getting backlash for something I had done. I hated those things and tended to stay out of drama but Phillipa was right. William could press charges. I hadn't been thinking and I needed to fix this before it blew up any further. 

After gulping down the first cup of coffee, I poured myself another and carried my mug over to the living room where I reluctantly tuned in to the

news channels. It was almost eight a.m and there would be an update soon. 

I made myself sit through it to get a feel of how bad the situation was. 

Like Phillipa had said, it was pretty bad. A lot of people had a lot of things to say about me. Especially those who wanted to see me fail, peers who were always envious of my success. Assholes. 

I switched off the TV and made the mistake of going online and that was when my phone blew up with all the tags and notifications. News pages, BookTwitter and BookTube. People were surprised by my actions because my record so far had been spotless as an author and as an American citizen. 

One internet user, who wasn't a fan, posted something about me being bipolar because ‘who went from having a cheerful discussion on a talk show to this violent display of behaviour in such a public place?’

"It was one punch," I growled and scrolled through some more posts with the tag  #jrknight. 

What I read made sweat form on my upper lip and I switched off my phone and dumped my coffee in the sink in favor of some wine. I didn't like getting drunk but the occasion called for it. My anxiety was getting worse and so I shut out the entire world, locked myself in my office and dove into my writing. 
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Chapter 13





 

 

Wynter



I walked into a dark, silent house at nine in the morning, looking around me warily while making my way upstairs to the first floor. Jude liked his house to be airy and had to have the windows open and sunlight pouring in during the daytime so this was a dramatic change. I tried the knob on his office door and noted that it was locked so I knocked and called out his name, not wanting to disturb him while he wrote but also needing to see him after last night. 

The rumors floating around regarding him had me worried because I’d detected early on how much Jude’s image meant to him. Overnight, it had been tarnished, just like that. The world didn’t even wait for him to explain. 

The internet could be brutal like that. I should know. My porn video was still circulating. I knew I shouldn’t bother to check but I did and it made me so mad. They’d even made memes out of it and were now putting a picture of a cow in place of my head. Classic. 

The door opened and I was relieved to see Jude standing there on the other side, regarding me calmly. He was the only thing, his face was the only thing that made all of this bearable. That made me want to get out of bed and show up to work. I may be an imposter but I did take my job seriously and I was determined to get a lot done today even though it was a Saturday and he wasn’t even expecting me. 

“Riley,” he said, no…he  slurred before tucking his tongue in his cheek and giving me a thoughtful look. “Good morning.” 

My eyes went to the wine bottle on his desk and then back to his face. 

I’d never seen him drinking before and definitely not this early in the day. 

“I’m glad you came,” he spoke again before stepping aside and letting me in, strangely unsurprised by my appearance. “The world is out to get me today. Sorry about the alcohol. I have bad anxiety. Please come in.” 

I did and dumped my things on my desk before looking at him again as he rounded his own desk slowly and sat down. He was dressed casually in a white t-shirt and grey sweatpants and he hadn’t shaved. Last night he had told me to leave him alone but looking at him now, how fragile and gloomy he seemed, I knew I wasn’t going anywhere. 

“Could you come over here?” Jude gestured with his hand and leaned sideways to drag a chair towards him before letting out a hiss. “Just grab that chair, will you?” He winced a little and straightened. “I dictated some stuff today but I need you to look it over. It’s not that good. Mainly because I was slurring my way through most of it.” 

Frowning, I went over and dragged a chair to his side, wondering why he wanted me to do that. He didn’t need any help with his writing.  Then my eyes fell on his right hand and I sucked in a sharp breath. 

“Jude,” I breathed and unthinkingly, reached for his hand. “Oh my god, that looks awful,” I said, studying the bruises and grazed skin on his knuckles. 

"Yeah, you'd think I punched a fucking wall or something right?" He removed his hand from my grip. "I should have cleaned it. I don't know first-aid therapy for throwing punches. You should see the other guy, though." Jude paused and then glanced at me sideways. "Or not." 

I stood up determinedly. "I'm going to clean that up now and bandage it okay." 

"No, Riley. It's fine." 

"It's not fine. It's not going to heal like that, Jude. Hold on." 

I hurried upstairs to his bathroom to get the first-aid box and then rushed back down before placing it next to the laptop and then starting to apply

some disinfectant on his knuckles. 

"How did you know where to find the first-aid box?" he asked me with a frown and I stilled, blinking up at him. 

"Um...I just...well, I looked around," I replied and he fell quiet, probably too drunk to process my answer. 

He hissed when I dabbed at a particularly raw spot and I muttered an apology. 

"Riley." 

I felt like such a fraud whenever he spoke my name in that sincere and earnest tone. 

"I'm really sorry for how Jennifer spoke to you,” Jude told me. “And for William." 

I acknowledged his words with a curt nod. I knew he felt bad because he took me to have dinner but he was not responsible for their actions. 

"Are you going to make a statement?" I asked him carefully. 

He shrugged. "I'm going to have to. William could press charges." He swallowed. "It could get ugly because of how well-known I am. Don't worry. I'll try to keep your name out of the media circus. No one filmed the actual punch but they did record what happened after I hit him." 

I wanted to assure him that I would be there to defend him if William did press charges but that would mean coming forward about William's advances and I would make the news again. My cover would be blown. 

They would take me away for good and Jude would hate me for my deception. 

Jude touched his finger lightly to my chin and I stopped dwelling on it to blink at him. 

"I  won't involve you in this," he said, making it sound like a solemn vow and I hated that I couldn't support him. 

"It's all done," I finally croaked and he glanced at his bandaged hand and gave a self-deprecating smile. 

"All this fuss over a punch," he murmured and turned to pick up his wine glass. 

I studied him as he sipped from it slowly. "Those hands are made for writing, boss. Not for fighting," I told him and he laughed a little. 

"Yeah about that-" 

"Oh, right." I straightened, put everything away and went into the guest bathroom to wash my hands before returning to the desk. "I'm ready to make sense of whatever mess you created." 

"Hey. Careful. That's my sweat and blood on those pages." 

Smirking, I pulled his laptop towards me and studied the Google document he had open. He'd been using voice dictation and everything was scrambled. 

"I'm not good at dictating," he explained, pouring himself more wine. 

"You want some?" 

I glanced at the wine and then at his face which was completely serious. 

"Err...Jude, you're my boss," I reminded him. "Offering me a drink at work is probably a bad idea." 

He smiled but said nothing as I started to edit the sentences on the screen and only asked for his input when some of the words didn't make sense. An email popped up twenty minutes later and I peeked at it. 

"It's your Dad." 

Jude didn't look at me as he swallowed. "Ignore it, please." 

I kept looking at his profile for some time before going back to my work. 

Jude's father was one of the top industrialists in the country with a reputation of his own in the business world and I was pretty sure he had seen the news. He usually called but I was willing to bet Jude had turned his

phone off. I felt sorry for him, especially when I remembered his words from earlier. 

 The world is out to get me today. 

"Do you know what this is?" he said to me quietly as he swirled the wine in his glass, sounding more and more depressed. "It's one of the finest Tuscan wines known as Masseto. My father gifted it to me at the launch party of  Mercy's End  and I kept it with me all these years because the man doesn’t believe in giving gifts. But he was so proud of me that day, Riley. 

He's been proud of me ever since." 

I sucked on my bottom lip and felt like reaching out to give him a hug. 

"People make mistakes, Jude. It wasn't your fault. Thank you for standing up for me like that. Sure we always think we could've handled it better but...we're all human, right?" 

He drank the wine and didn't answer me so I resumed editing. Halfway along the fifth page, I paused. I was definitely confused because the next paragraph was really scrambled, maybe because he'd been slurring it even more by then but that wasn't what gave me pause. 

It was...it was... 

My attention shifted to him. The fingers of his good hand were curled around the stem of his wine glass while his bandaged hand lay on his thigh. 

And even though his posture was casual, he was studying me with that sharp blue-eyed gaze of his. Jude hadn't opened the curtains in the office either today and outside, it seemed to be getting cloudy so the atmosphere within darkened even more, shrouding us in intimacy. 

"What is it?" he asked me, barely able to string two words together. I should take away that bottle of wine. But I didn't. 

"This next scene," I whispered, shifting slightly towards him. "It doesn't seem to make sense." 

He shifted closer as well and the scent of him washed over me. I almost closed my eyes and moaned. 

"Which part?" he inquired. 

I pointed at the paragraph and he narrowed his eyes at it. 

"You...you wrote-" 

"A sex scene," he finished for me and I felt my face burn. "You're finding that confusing? I was hoping you could go over it for me since you've read so many of them. Tell me what works and what doesn't. Make some changes if you want. This is just a rough draft." 

I held his gaze for some time and then nodded, my tongue feeling all tied up because I wanted to ask him if he had done this for me. Turned his suspense thriller into an erotic suspense. But quiet settled in the office as I clicked, typed and read while Jude finally emptied the wine bottle. 

My god. He was good. Really good. The words were scrambled but his delivery and style had the same impact on me as usual. An even bigger impact this time because Jude writing about sex was both poetry and filth combined. 

I clenched my teeth and folded one knee over the other as I continued to read the scene. Read just how roughly the surgeon and his stalker fucked each other in various positions in his apartment when she went there under the pretence of getting some medical advice. 

Jude's stalker was cunning and psychotic but the doctor, who behaved so respectably during the day, turned into a dirty animal at night and took her in ways he had never taken a woman. And she was old enough to be his daughter. 

I ran a palm over my forehead which felt clammy and then adjusted the hem of my skirt, wishing I could open up a few buttons. Also, I could feel his eyes on me and Jude watching me while I read the smut which was a product of his powerful imagination was too much for me to bear. 

And the story...the scenario was so similar to my situation right now. 

Was this all in his sub-consciousness or was he trying to send me some kind of message? I didn't have the courage to ask him but I did glance at him once more in as subtle a manner as I could and yeah, he was still watching me. 

No, actually, he was looking at my legs which were crossed and which I had absently been rubbing against each other because I was getting turned on by the mastery of his words. With a shock, I stopped my movements and his eyes lifted to mine again, his drunken gaze filled with arousal. 

Was I imagining this? Was my obsessed brain so deep into this madness that I was actually imagining him wanting me back the way I wanted him? 

He didn't look away from me so I grew more and more confident that this was actually happening. He was aroused by me. But he was also intoxicated so maybe that played into it to a certain extent. 

"Do you like it?" he asked me softly and instead of answering with a

'yes', I wanted to throw myself into his arms and show him just how much I did like it. 

How much I liked this side of him which was so relaxed and sensual. 

How much it meant to me that he had let me read part of his story and had taken my suggestions. How crazy I felt right now in his presence. He didn't remind me of guys like Noah, Joshua or William. He didn't repulse me like them either. 

I felt a desire for this man that made me feel almost primal. Like he was mine to claim. And he was obviously tempted so maybe I should claim him. 

Maybe just for today. 

"Jude," I whispered, drawing closer to him but that action of mine made him blink and sit back stiffly in his chair. 

"I..." He rubbed his face and ran a hand through his hair slowly. "I should probably take a nap or something. Sleep this off," he muttered, licking his lip. 

I couldn't stop looking at his mouth then, feeling my own lips tingle with the yearning to touch it. To taste him. 

"Can you wake me up in a few hours?" he asked me and began to get up. 

"Continue editing that and make some notes if you're not sure. When you're done, just move to research. I've put some points down in that folder, things you need to look up." 

How he could instruct me so calmly when he was not even sober was beyond me. When it came to his writing, Jude didn't fuck around. He steadied himself a little as he stood up and I frowned at him worriedly. 

"Are you okay?" I asked. 

"Hmm. Just a little dizzy." He kept his palm on the table as he rounded it and tried not to sway on his way to the door. 

I was genuinely concerned about him so I got up to follow him out, prepared to steady him if he stumbled on those stairs. He tried brushing me aside but I insisted I wasn't leaving until he was safely in bed. In response, Jude mumbled an apology about being so unprofessional. As if any of that mattered to me. 

Once he entered his room, he thanked me and crawled into bed, grabbing a pillow and lying face down on the mattress before closing his eyes. The curtains in here were drawn too and it was such a direct contrast to how the room had looked on my last visit here. Had it only been yesterday? 

I glanced towards the dresser and realized that the picture had been returned to its original position. My eyes narrowed and I wondered which of them had discovered it and if they suspected me of anything. Neither had mentioned anything to me about it yet. 

I looked at Jude again and a deep yearning unfurled inside my chest as I watched him sleep, his hair falling over his brows, his body relaxed and...in such great form. 

He had a long, lean frame instead of a broad one but he packed muscles. 

I had seen them rippling under his shirt whenever he moved, desperately wishing I could see bare glimpses of his skin. Most guys would walk around their home without a shirt but not Jude. Or maybe he only did it in the evenings. With Jennifer. 

My lips tightened at the thought, at her getting to see all of him. I was hardly even thinking as I moved towards the bed and lifted one knee to place it on the soft mattress, my eyes fixed on him. 

"Jude?" I whispered but he was passed out and all I heard was his soft breathing coming out of those beautiful lips. 

Out of their own volition, my hands seemed to smooth over the sheets and slide towards him and my body followed, the mattress dipping with the added weight. With a dreamy smile, I stretched out next to him and lined my body up with his, snuggling in close. 

For the next couple of minutes, I simply ran my gaze over that attractive face which was so precious to me. I might have counted his lashes, the sparse freckles on his nose and the barely-visible lines around his mouth and eyes. 

Leaning in close, I inhaled him, taking a long, deep breath and closing my eyes briefly, exactly the way I had wanted to do in the office downstairs. 

I reached out a hand tentatively to take his bandaged one in mine and brought it up to my mouth to kiss it. 

"I'm sorry you got this because of me," I whispered and lowered his heavy arm but instead of placing it back on the pillow, I put it across my chest where it settled on top of my boobs deliciously. 

Wetness pooled between my thighs and I turned my face to his, desperately wishing he was awake and we were touching each other properly. What would that hard body feel like against all my curves? In a deliberate move, I dared to let my hand press against his chest, dared to let it slide down to rest at the place where his heart was beating and then dared to trail it down even further as desire spread through me slowly. 

He was so fucking firm and solid, so damn sexy. 

"I want you, Jude," I told his sleeping form boldly and palmed him through his pants. 

He was soft but I felt like I could arouse him if I stroked a little, skin against skin maybe. My body burned for him, screamed for satisfaction. I began to breathe fast as I rubbed him there and lifted my lips so I could kiss him. 

Jude seemed to frown a little then. Just a slight puckering of his brows as though he was protesting in his sleep and I stopped. 

I took my hand away and stared at him as the reality of what I was doing dawned on me. God. How was I any better than Joshua, Noah or William? 

I sniffed and turned away from Jude, my beautiful, tortured Jude, with tears in my eyes, feeling sickened at just how desperate I had become for him. How low I had decided to stoop this time. After moving his arm from over me, I placed it on the pillow and climbed out of bed, walking out of the room without looking back at him. I didn't trust myself to hold back at all if I turned around and caught another glimpse of his beautiful body lying on that huge bed again. 
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Wynter



"Okay so I have everything you asked for," I said promptly and placed a bunch of papers on his desk containing my notes. 

I'd learned so much about heart surgery and how hospitals operated just from a week's worth of research, I felt like I could qualify to be a medical professional. It reminded me of that movie,  Catch Me If You Can starring Leonardo DiCaprio. Not that I was as smart as all that. 

"Mmm." Jude’s gaze skimmed over at the materials as an acknowledgement and then he concentrated on the screen in front of him. 

I gave him a resentful look as he continued working and then went downstairs to make myself a snack. I was bristling inside. One week of only the two of us being inside this house all alone, sometimes till late in the afternoon what with all the research and the media attention surrounding him lately, and I was ready to either smash something or rip his clothes off. 

Jennifer had moved out, temporarily. Jude informed me that it was no big deal and she did it every time they had an argument which wasn't all that often. So now I had to deal with the fact that she might reappear anytime, maybe even in the middle of me seducing him. But if I wanted to create a rift between them that never mended, this was the perfect opportunity. 

But Jude hardly even looked at me. He seemed to have forgotten the way he had checked me out while drinking in the office that day. When I had woken him up later, he'd hydrated himself with copious amounts of water

and spent the whole afternoon making calls and answering emails late into the evening. 

To my surprise, William the scumbag hadn't pressed charges against his friend. Good for him because if he had, I might have decided to pay him a visit late in the night to teach him a very important lesson. The matter was sorted within a few days and they called it a ‘misunderstanding’. Even though talk hadn't died down completely, things weren't as bad as before and Jude could finally relax and concentrate on his writing. 

As for me, I couldn't concentrate at all when he was around me. All I thought of was that day when he had been more open with me than on any others. When I'd gotten to look at him and touch him so closely. How I had almost tasted him and how the hunger ignited every time I saw his face and remembered everything. He'd sat there and watched me read a filthy sex scene with desire in his eyes and now he behaved as though it was no big deal. 

"Riley?" he hollered from the office doorway a minute later. "Can you set up an appointment for me at St. Martin's hospital for tomorrow?" 

I ignored him. I had already set up an appointment for him at St. Martin's for tomorrow because he had asked me to do it two days ago. And then I'd told him when it was done and even put a reminder on his calendar. 

"Riley?" 

I was starting to hate the sound of that name coming from his lips more and more. 

"It's Wynter," I gritted to myself as I sat in the kitchen eating a croissant I had brought with me that morning. 

"Hey." Jude appeared downstairs a moment later, looking ridiculously hot in jeans and his black Henley. "Did you not hear me?" 

I pretended to be startled and said, "No. Sorry. I was lost in thought." 

He frowned at me a little and then came over to stand in front of me. 

"Are you okay? You've been acting so distracted lately." 

I almost rolled my eyes. He thought  I was distracted. 

"I'm fine, thank you, Mr. Knight. I booked your appointment two days ago," I informed him tightly. 

His eyes narrowed at me. "I thought you said you didn't hear me." 

My own eyes widened slightly and I wasn't sure how to respond. Was he going to fire me? He probably should. I was being rude and unprofessional. 

I was here to do a job, after all. He didn't owe me his time or attention. 

"Sorry," I mumbled and he continued to study me for a while. 

"Riley." He cocked his head to one side and put his hands inside his pockets. "Grab your coat. Let's take a walk." 

~~~

Surprisingly, the walk we took around his property was rejuvenating. It was winter and stray bits of snow crunched beneath our boots as we made our own path under tall, cypress trees. I breathed in the forest scent, enjoying the bite of cold air on my face. 

Jude walked only a few meters ahead, speaking to me from time to time. 

He had somehow gotten it in his head that I needed a team-bonding experience or someone to talk to about personal matters. So far, the only information he had managed to glean out of me (which was nothing new) was that I was living on my own and had no contact with my family. He was finally giving me some attention and it was just nice to talk to him about something other than work. But on the other hand, he appeared to feel sorry for me and I did not want him to think I was completely pathetic so I blurted out something totally random. 

"I have a lover." 

That made him stop walking and look at me over his shoulder with a frown. Wind whipped his hair around and tinged his cheeks, making him look so attractive, I wanted to tackle him to the forest floor and grind against him. 

"You do?" he questioned in a flat tone. 

I nodded. "Yeah. He's really smart and sexy. And talented. Also, he's much older than me," I shared, watching his blue eyes grow sharper. "And he fucks like a dream." 

Birds sang and chirped around us and branches swayed in the wind while we kept our eyes on each other, neither of us blinking. I didn't allow myself to cringe after what I had just told him, didn't allow myself to dwell on the fact that he was my employer. 

All I saw was Jude. My Jude. He was mine in my fantasies and he would be mine in reality, even if all I ever got was a taste of him in bed. I'd take it. 

I'd take anything before Jennifer came back and drew him away from me. 

"Do you know I’m planning to work till late tonight?" he asked me suddenly. 

I was puzzled by the change of subject. "Err…no. I guess we should go back inside.” 

Jude's razor-sharp gaze never faltered from me as he spoke. "I need you tonight…to do more things for me, Riley. I need you to work late with me.” 

I tried to control my breathing, hearing the command in his tone and the way he phrased those words. His words were my kryptonite. 

"We can order lunch and dinner to eat in. And you can sleep in the guest bedroom." 

My stare was quite obvious, my heart thumping at his suggestions, of what he had in mind for the rest of the day. There was no way I could spend the night at his house and not go crazy trying to keep myself from ravishing the object of my obsession. 

"I don't have any spare clothes," I muttered the only excuse I could think of. 

Jude shrugged. "You can wear something of mine." 

I might have stopped breathing at that. Was he serious? Wear his clothes? Like actually put on Jude's clothes, clothes that smelled like him, 

clothes that had been against his bare skin? Put on those clothes and sleep in them, having the same fabric rubbing against my nakedness? 

I felt a tightening between my legs and regarded him with barely concealed lust in my eyes. He didn't balk or look away. 

"Okay," I said and my voice sounded all raspy and clogged. I cleared my throat and swallowed, hoping night would come faster as I thought of the boon he had offered me without even knowing what it would mean. 
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Jude



I had penned a lot of scenes in my life, lived them through my imagination, submerged myself into scenarios I knew I would never get to experience in real life and done a hell of a great job on all of it. But nothing had prepared me for this. I didn’t write sex scenes. I had never written them before now. My books contained vague references to characters having sex sometimes and that was it. My strong point was plot and dialogue delivery. 

Not erotica. 

But I was writing it now and I was actually enjoying it. I loved how it played into the story, changed the dynamic between my protagonists. He knew…he knew that she was obsessed with him, had found out by now and yet, he was still fucking her. He couldn’t help himself. 

She haunted his every thought, consumed him and made him feel like a god amongst men. He couldn’t get enough of her. Of her wildness and her energy, her desire for him at all times of the day. They seemed to have lost themselves in their pleasure, their world of obsession and testing boundaries. He started making mistakes, getting condemned for it but she had become his addiction just like he had become hers and there was no stopping them. There was no getting through to him, no changing the fact that she had isolated him from each and every person who cared about him just so that she could keep him all to herself. One glimpse of her body, her luscious curves and one crook of her finger and he couldn’t think straight anymore. 

She was to become his agony, his destruction, his hellfire. 

“So let me burn,” I whispered and sat back after typing out my last sentence for the chapter. Looking out the window, I felt a stiffness in my jeans and heat crawling across my body. 

I needed a shower. 

When I pushed back my chair and stood up, I went completely still. 

Riley was there in my office, standing by the bookshelves, staring at me. I had forgotten about her. I mean, I hadn’t actually forgotten but I just hadn’t been paying attention. Once I dived into my writing cave, I didn’t see reality anymore. And she had been super quiet, I realized, for me to not even be aware of her presence. 

And now she was watching me before letting her gaze fall to my crotch where I was kind of hard after living through that lusty scene. She should have looked horrified, right? But she appeared almost enthralled by my state of arousal. And I should have been embarrassed but…I was all pumped up and ready to go. 

 Jennifer,  a voice whispered in my head. The voice of reason and conscience and sanity. 

But then another voice sounded and obliterated all of those good and reasonable inclinations. 

“Do you want me to take care of that for you?” 

I blinked at her in surprise, pretty sure my ears were not deceiving me. 

She really had said those words to me. 

“What?” I asked anyway because this was so bizarre. It was like I was suddenly thrust into a porn movie and things were seriously starting to escalate. 

She licked her lips, eyes smoky behind those glasses and said, “The scene. You want me to put in some feedback on this one too?” 

I breathed out slowly, unable to stop looking at her as my erection started to abate. “Yeah…sure. Have a look if you want. I think I’m getting better at it.” 

She smirked at me, looking absolutely mischievous. “I’m sure you are.” 

I decided that I liked this look on her, wanted her to look like this more often. Were those glimpses of a girl she usually kept hidden from the world? Sometimes when I observed her closely, it felt like she was harboring a different persona altogether. Normally she was serious and quiet, a little withdrawn. But I couldn’t stop believing that she wanted to be so much more. That there was a beast caged within her that she tried every day not to unleash. 

“Jeez,” I said to myself and shook my head. I needed to step out of writer mode for a minute and get back to normal. Except this  was my normal. 

“I’ll come downstairs in an hour. Order something for lunch, please. Just use the restaurant down the road from here.” 

I went upstairs, stripped off my clothes and hopped in the shower right away, keeping the temperature warm. I needed to write something else today, something not so sexual. It was messing with me, making me think all kinds of filthy things even when I stepped away from the laptop. My mind seemed to be working at a much faster pace than usual these days and I seemed to find flashes of inspiration at every corner. 

It was a good thing but then too much of it made my body come alive as well, filled me up with this restless energy. Jennifer hadn’t called or texted me since she had left and frankly, I didn’t miss her all that much either. My girlfriend’s grumbling and complaining was something I could do without right now. 

I was standing next to the bed toweling my hair when my phone screen lit up, signaling a message on my Twitter account. The novelist one. 

 Haven’t seen you around lately. My eyes are starving for a glimpse of

 you in public - @wynnie I blew out a breath and shook my head, my thumb hovering over the block user option. I suppose she was referring to the fact that I hadn’t gone out since that night at the restaurant when I’d punched William. How was

she keeping track of me this way? I knew I shouldn’t but I typed out a message and sent it to her anyway. 

 You need to stop this. You can’t say such things to me -

@judethenovelist

She replied a few seconds later with,  Somebody needs to. 

I read it and fought the urge to smile.  Christ, Jude. She’s a fucking stalker. She isn’t right in the head. Stop. For all you know, it could be a ‘he’. 

 I have a girlfriend, you know, I messaged back and stretched out in bed, enjoying the feel of the cold breeze coming in through my open windows. 

 I don’t care. She doesn’t seem like what you need, anyway. 

I raised my eyebrows at that, drowsiness spreading through me as the breeze kept caressing my body and the bed warmed me. 

 Yeah? What do you think I need, then? 


I wanted to take a nap because I had woken up at five in the morning today to write. I hadn’t been able to ignore the creative urge. 

 What you need…is some hot, hard loving, baby. 

I tossed my phone aside as soon as I read that, ignoring the images that sprang up in my brain and the sharp current of desire shooting to my crotch. 

I needed to block her. I should have done that already and reported it a long time ago. So why hadn’t I? 
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Wynter



He was sleeping again. I had come upstairs to check on him after two hours had passed and he still hadn’t come down to have lunch. At first, I’d tried to call him and sent him a text to let him know that the food had arrived but he hadn’t responded. So I’d come up to see him and found him asleep. 

I hadn’t dared to step inside the room this time, instead opting to watch him from the doorway. His phone was right beside him and I wondered if my Twitter message had been the last thing on his mind before he drifted off to sleep. I couldn’t believe he had actually replied to me and not sounded angry about my stalking this time. It was like he had wanted to talk to me. 

Leaning against the doorjamb, I ran my eyes over him slowly. This time, he only wore lounge pants and nothing else as he slept, clutching the pillow under his cheek with one arm, his beautiful body relaxed and alluring again. 

I wanted to get closer, give him some of that hot, hard loving which I knew he really did need but I stayed where I was, thinking instead of how he had looked in the office earlier when he had stood up after writing that sex scene. 

His cheeks had been flushed and eyes glazed, the bulge in his pants pretty evident. I didn’t think Jude realized that he sometimes talked to himself while writing. I would be working quietly, listening to him tapping on the keyboard and then he would just say something completely random

and I’d look up to find him engrossed in the story, not even aware that he had spoken out loud. 

The words he had uttered today while typing out that sex scene... I’d been curious as hell but I hadn’t wanted to interrupt the process so I’d pretended like I wasn’t there. My pussy was tingling again and I was on fire for him. Especially after reading all the nasty, filthy ways he had made his characters perform that scene. I had felt the urge to put my hand between my legs and rub myself. 

I wondered what he would do if he opened his eyes suddenly to the sight of me touching myself like I couldn’t help it. I wanted to tempt him so bad but I wasn’t sure of his feelings for me. Sometimes, he acted like he was attracted and other times, he was so distant and polite. 

After the things I had gone through, I didn’t want to make moves on him sexually if he felt uncomfortable about it or wasn’t sure. I wanted him to want me. Crave me. Become helpless in his desire for me. 

“Dream on, Wynter,” I mumbled to myself before backing away from the doorway and going back to the office. 
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Jude



The unexpected snow hit hard that night and I had to lock up every window and door before switching up the thermostat. We'd had such a productive afternoon; I'd written several good, sex-free chapters and Riley had made a lot of my work easier with her research which was clear and thorough. 

It was around eight now and we'd already had a heated up dinner of pasta and meatballs for her and pineapple and cucumber salad for me. I felt sated and comfortable as I lounged on the living room couch, watching some television; an informative crime documentary called  Night Stalker.  I enjoyed the psychology behind it and it helped me learn a lot about the way a stalker's mind worked. 

Riley came downstairs to join me after a while. I had told her to use the shower in the guest bedroom and spend the evening however she wished. 

"Hey, do you want to watch-?" 

My question died on my lips before I could complete it. She stood there wearing my shirt and my boxers with her long hair down and her curves filling out my clothes and I forgot to breathe for a moment. 

She never dressed like this, was always looking modest even when she'd gone out with us. But tonight, I could see how full her breasts were and her shapely thighs, her bare feet with that in-step and how the fall of her dark hair changed her entire look from serious and proper to downright seductive. 

But her face, free of make-up and without those glasses, looked so young. So innocent. 

"Night Stalker," she said as she peered at the TV and I clamped my gaping mouth shut and looked away from her. 

She hadn't even noticed me staring at her and that was good. She had chosen to spend the night alone in my home with hardly anyone living within walking distance. I didn't want to be  that guy. Although, it did amaze me a little that Riley trusted me so much. 

"It's fascinating," I stated after she came and sat next to me on the couch. 

I kept my eyes averted and we watched the show for a while before I realized that she smelled like the soap I always used. I blinked at that but still didn't look at her, didn't let myself wonder how she'd gotten a hold of my soap. Jennifer always stocked the guest bedroom with things she herself used. 

"Most people would be creeped out by this, you know," Riley said to me, her voice low and husky. 

Well I wasn't. Maybe something was wrong with me. I could try to figure out the workings of a stalker's mind for hours. The fire crackled in the corner and the wind howled outside, rattling my windows a little. I turned up the volume to listen properly just as Riley stretched her legs out in front of her. 

My eyes went to them involuntarily and I knew it was probably time for me to get up and bid her a good night. I couldn't do this to her. Just because I was horny and was tempted by her, it didn't mean I was going to take advantage of her this way. I was her employer. I was someone she trusted and I was in a relationship. Which seemed to be going nowhere but that wasn't the point. 

"Riley, I'm going to head off to bed," I muttered, bending forward to rest my elbows on my knees. "Will you be all right?" 

She stood up quickly upon hearing my words. "I'm pretty sleepy as well, as a matter-of fact," she told me. "Bed sounds like a good idea." 

She didn't move though and neither did I at first. But when I finally got to my feet and faced her, our bodies mere inches from each other, she was looking at me with want in her eyes. Her plump lips were parted, her gaze dark and drowsy and her breasts rose and fell with heavy breaths, the dark V of her cleavage enticing and visible because she hadn't fully buttoned that shirt. 

I clenched my fists to my sides. "I thought you said your lover fucks like a dream." 

She didn't even blink as her gaze fell to my mouth and she replied, "He does. But it's not enough. I need...more." 

My own chest was rising and falling heavily at the way she was looking at me, at the need in that one word she had uttered.  More. 

One night wouldn't make a difference, right? We could indulge in this, get it out of our systems and let it go the next day. She was willing. She wanted me. And I was starved. 

My cock stirred in my pants at the temptation she represented but I still didn't make any move towards her. It was Riley who slipped her fingers in mine, warm and confident, taking the lead. 

"Let's go upstairs," was all she said before tugging on my hand. 

I was mesmerized by the swaying of her hips and the roundness of her ass as we walked and fell even deeper under her spell. Just one night. 

When we reached the first floor, her hand still in mine as though she didn't want to risk letting go of me, I tried to head inside the guest bedroom but Riley kept going upstairs, making me follow her in silence. My heart pounded in my chest as we reached my room, the sheets already turned down and rumpled after the nap I had taken this afternoon. 

This wasn't right. I shared that bed with Jennifer. I couldn't-My mouth went dry when she walked over to the bed and slid her palms over the mattress as though she was claiming that spot for herself before lifting her knees and crawling inside. Once she was settled in, Riley turned around and waited for me with a small smile playing around her lips. 

Without a second thought, I shoved my pants down my thighs and stepped out of them before whipping my t-shirt off, my cock already at full attention just from anticipating the sex we were going to have. 

"Fuck me like you made that good doctor fuck his stalker in your novel, Jude," she told me when I climbed into the bed. 

"He was very rough," I rasped at her, my eyes narrowing as wave after wave of lust slammed into me. The media had dubbed me a savage animal just a week ago. 

They honestly had no idea. 

With cool determination, I bunched her shirt up in my fist, pulled her to me and then-

"Jude?" 

I blinked, looking at her in confusion. Her voice sounded so far away. 

"Jude, wake up. It's almost five." 

What? 

I opened my eyes then to Riley's innocent face peering down at me, a cup of steaming coffee in her hands. 

"I waited for you. The food got cold. Oh and you left the windows open. 

You were shivering. Here." 

She held out the coffee to me but I couldn't reach for it from this angle. I was lying on my stomach and I couldn't turn over because I was hard as a pole. 

"Just put it on the night stand," I told her in a hoarse voice and she frowned at me a little before doing so. 

"Are you okay?" she asked me, her eyes searching my face. 

 No. I’m really fucking horny.  I had half a mind to ask her to get in bed with me right now and make my dream come true. It had been so vivid, so erotic. Nothing but raw lust and mutual need. 

"Thank you for the coffee, Riley. I think you should go. I'll join you in a minute." 

She nodded at me, the corners of her lips turned down at my abrupt dismissal. I felt bad but it had to be done. Normally, I would’ve smiled at her and chatted as I drank my coffee but my boner was demanding some attention. 

"Close the door behind you," I told her softly when she stepped out into the hall. 

She turned to give me another searching look. I had a habit of leaving my door open no matter what I was doing but of course she couldn’t know that. Quietly, she pulled it shut and I heard her footsteps fade away on the wooden floors. 

I closed my eyes and tried to recreate the dream in my head. What would have happened if she hadn't woken me up? I would've fucked dream Riley like a savage animal, that was what. 

It was okay. It was only a fantasy. It was healthy sometimes. 

"Sometimes," I reminded myself with a whisper before my hand went to my dick. 
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The way his clothes hugged the curves of my body made me want to savor the feeling forever. Standing in the guest bedroom later that night, I studied myself in the mirror and decided I liked what I was seeing. Maybe Jude would like it too. His pale blue shirt clung tightly to my breasts and hips and the boxers showed off my legs. I kept my feet bare, hair down and glasses off as I headed downstairs. 

Jude was in the living room watching TV on the couch. The snow had begun to fall quick and heavy and it was so rare and beautiful, I smiled every time I looked outside. He had started a fire, lending a cozy and relaxing vibe to the atmosphere and after the very productive afternoon we had had in the office writing and researching, I felt like I needed that. 

My boss gave me a startled look when I approached him and I hid a smirk before looking at the television. Whoa. The show he had put on was called  Night Stalker. The guy seemed to be fixated on the idea of stalkers now or something. How ironic. Deciding not to comment, I settled down next to him to watch as well. 

Several times, I noticed him glancing at me out of the corner of my eye and finally, I met his gaze directly, wondering why he appeared so fidgety. 

His cheeks had turned slightly pink and I frowned at him in puzzlement but before I could ask him about it, he stood up abruptly and said, “I think I’m going to head off to bed now.” 

I blinked at him and stood up as well because I wasn’t interested in hanging out here alone in the living room. 

“We can’t, Riley,” Jude said in a rush and I stared at him in confusion. 

“Can’t what?” 

His throat worked as he swallowed and his eyes were wide and worried. 

Feeling concerned, I reached out a hand to touch him and Jude flinched, stepping away from me quickly. It hurt, the way he withdrew from me as though my touch was so despicable when I was only trying to offer him comfort. Shaking his head at me, he turned around to walk away from the other side of the couch. 

“Goodnight. Please do let me know if you need anything else.” 

I watched him leave with a sad expression, baffled by his behaviour and also, a little irritated. If my presence was bothering him so much, why did he even ask me to stay in the first place? He had seemed so determined to keep me here during our walk and now, he acted like he was repulsed by me. 

And what else would I need? We’d already had dinner; pizza and salad with chocolate cake for dessert. With a sigh, I headed upstairs to the office to find myself something to read. I was never, ever going to force myself on Jude no matter how much he tempted me. I worshipped the ground he walked on, yes, but I wasn’t so pathetic as to make a man touch me sexually when he wasn’t interested. If I believed even for a minute that he would be receptive to my touch or closeness, I wouldn’t hesitate to seduce him but he had pulled away from me twice now and that was a clear sign for me. I told myself that being near him was enough, seeing him and talking to him was enough. I didn’t need the physical stuff. 

Except that I did need it. 

I left the office door open as I walked inside so that there would be enough illumination provided by the hallway light. It was warm in here, thanks to the thermostat and I only switched on a small lamp next to the shelves to choose my book for the evening. I didn’t want to go to bed straight away. I knew what would happen if I did. I would lie down and feel

all drowsy and horny thinking about him and then I would do something stupid. Like touch myself and cry out his name. Maybe even go to his bedroom in the middle of the night and watch him sleep again, hoping he might be naked this time. 

Groaning to myself in exasperation, I angrily yanked out one of the books and caused several others to fall down in the process. With a slight cringe, I bent to pick them up, feeling a little sorry for the inanimate things because I loved books so much and they didn’t deserve to be on the receiving end of my frustration. 

Another pair of hands with strong, lean fingers and sure movements joined me in picking them up after a second. I dragged in a slow breath and rose to stack the books without looking at or speaking to him. What did he want now? And why hadn’t he gone to bed like he so adamantly had declared a while ago? His presence was stimulating as he quietly helped me shelve the books in perfect order, not even bothering to check the spines. Of course. These were his books and he probably knew their positions by heart. 

“Why aren’t you in bed?” I asked him, unable to stop myself from sounding grumpy. 

Maybe he enjoyed teasing me, wearing those sexy sweats and a white vest that showed off his strong arms. 

“I wasn’t really sleepy,” he replied as I placed a hardcover book on the counter beneath the shelves and opened it to flip through the pages absently. 

“Oh, okay,” I mumbled. “Well, thanks for helping me. I got it from here.” 

Jude didn’t move away. I flipped through the pages some more and my pulse raced when I felt the heat of his body drawing near me, almost pressing into my side. Almost. He didn’t touch me though. 

Instead he asked in a careful, hesitant tone, “Is this okay?” 

I blinked at the pages, not daring to lift my gaze and look him in the eyes. Is what okay? Him standing close to me? Should I even bother to say

anything and then be humiliated when he pulled away from me again? 

“I don’t know,” I said, biting my lip even as heat gathered in my core and curls of desire ran up and down my spine. God, I sounded more like my eighteen year old self now than ever. He must be thinking I was so lame. 

His chest touched my arm then and I held my breath, unable to believe that this was actually happening, that he was coming on to me. Or trying to? 

He seemed to be waiting for my consent or something. Jude Knight was a thirty-one-year-old, sophisticated, successful guy so why did it feel like he wasn’t as experienced as I believed him to be? According to public knowledge, Jennifer was his only girlfriend on the record but I was pretty sure he must have dated others. I mean, who could resist him when he looked like that and his brain worked a million miles per minute? 

A second later, I felt the heat of his hand on my back through the fabric of my shirt. Shit. He really was coming on to me. I had not expected this. I wasn’t prepared for this. What the fuck was I supposed to do? I was a freaking  virgin. 

“Are you uncomfortable?” he asked me in a husky voice, his breath whispering against my temple. “Please say something. Just because you work for me, I don’t want you to think that you have to-“

He stopped speaking when I finally mustered up the courage to turn and face him, looking into his eyes and letting him see the desire in mine. I didn’t dare show my uncertainty though in case he stopped and left me alone. Because then he might never come close to me again. 

Jude studied me for a while, let his gaze flicker towards my lips and then bent his head slowly, stepping even closer. I felt like he could hear just how hard and fast my heartbeats were. This was happening. Jude was going to kiss me. I was going to-A moan escaped me, involuntarily, when those lips of his touched mine. 

So soft and sensual. Coaxing. Exploring. And I responded like a typical horny teenager by throwing my arms around his neck and pulling him tightly against my aching body. 

It felt good, the long, hard length of him lined up against me, the crush of my soft breasts against his solid chest. Jude’s tongue dove in my mouth and swirled while his hands encircled my waist. 

“Mmm,” he said into my mouth and shifted us. “Come up here,” he whispered and lifted me on to the narrow counter with a grunt. 

“Sorry. I’m kind of heavy,” I said to him with an embarrassed look and he gave me a small frown. 

“I like your curves,” he told me solemnly and as if to prove that to me, he swept his hands over my thighs, my waist and then cupped my breasts almost reverently. “God, Riley,” he breathed as though he was entranced by the sight of my impressive cleavage. 

For the first time in my life, I felt proud of my body. And I felt happy that he wasn’t only into slender girls. He wouldn’t be looking at me that way if he was. 

I pushed his hands aside and unbuttoned my shirt, exposing my naked breasts to him. His eyes zeroed in on them, slumberous and hungry and his tongue ran over his lips in that characteristic way of his, like he was contemplating something. But then Jude’s hands were on my bare skin, like fire, heating me up and kneading my heavy globes as our lips met again. 

“Fuck, you’re gorgeous,” he told me while continuing to kiss me and massage my tits. 

I let out another moan and instinctively hooked my legs around his hips, pulling him closer. The taste of him, the heat of him was so fucking invigorating, I closed my eyes and absorbed his very essence in me. Jude began to rock his hips slowly, the hard bulge of his cock through his sweats pushing and rubbing along the slit of my soaked pussy, which was covered only by the thin material of his boxers. 

My arms were twined around his neck and I gritted my teeth as the rising tide of desire washed over me again and again. God, his cock…the way it slid up and down my crotch like that, so raw and needy. 

“Jude,” I gasped as his mouth left mine and he sucked on a sensitive spot on my neck, moving harder against me. 

“You’re soaking my sweats. Jesus,” he said with a groan and gave me another firm kiss before starting to drag my boxers off. “I want to taste you.” 

I watched him do it through a hooded gaze, slumping against the bookshelves and simply giving myself over to him. Once he had removed my boxers, he bent his mouth to my nipple and swirled his tongue around it, causing me to utter a soft cry. That liquid heat of his mouth completely drugged me until I found my own hands moving to the waistband of his sweats and pushing them down. 

Jude straightened to help me do it properly and that was when every part of me just froze. 

I stared at him. At his dick. Fucking hell. That was…that was…

It was so thick and dripping with precum, the head swollen and pink and the length of it proud and jutting against his stomach. I’d never seen one up close like this and it scared the hell out of me. 

Jude glanced at my face, noticed my stiffness and frowned. 

“What’s wrong?” 

I shook my head, feeling my cheeks warm at this insanely virginal reaction of mine. 

“Is it…are you…I’m not sure-“

“Riley, I thought you said you have a lover,” he said to me a little roughly, his voice thick and raspy. 

I didn’t want my lie to be exposed. Well, it hadn’t exactly been a lie. I did have a lover. In my fantasies, it was him. Always him. I had been describing him the way I pictured him in my head. 

“He…he isn’t… Jude, I don’t think…” 

God, why couldn’t I string a fucking coherent sentence together? It was like my brain had turned to mush at the sight of his enormous cock. 

“That’s okay,” he said tightly, bending to pull up his pants and tucking himself in. “I didn’t mean to freak you out.” 

I looked at him miserably, not sure how to explain this to him. He wasn’t going to like it. If I told him I’d been lying about having a lover and that I was, in fact, a virgin, he would never touch me again. I mean, why would he? He was a grown man and could get easier access to sex anywhere. Why would he waste his time, trying to make sure I had a good first experience? 

Why would he forego his enjoyment just to be careful with me? 

“I’m sorry,” I said softly, bowing my head. 

He stepped away and then picked up my boxers before handing them to me. 

“Please don’t be,” he replied quietly. “I told you…you don’t have to do this because you feel under pressure or coerced-“

“No,” I said loudly at once and he started. “No, Jude,” I added in a milder tone. “I never felt that way at all, not even for a second. You’re amazing. I just-“

“You feel guilty?” he guessed and nodded to himself. “About the cheating. I get it. It’s okay.” 

My brows slanted together because honestly, I didn’t give a fuck about Jennifer right now. I had momentarily forgotten she even existed. 

“Yeah,” I lied, seizing on that excuse momentarily even while I considered giving him the right explanation. 

Jude let out a breath. “I’m sorry too,” he murmured and ran a hand through his hair. “I guess this means you’re not going to show up to work tomorrow, huh? I just made things so awkward.” 

I wanted to pull him back to me and hold him close, keep him in my arms for the rest of the night. I wanted to be that girl who was experienced in sex and knew exactly what to do, how to please him. 

“Please don’t feel bad,” I replied softly. “I’m okay. I just…got a little nervous.” 

His response was to smile a little before turning away. “Don’t worry about it, Riley. Have a good night,” was the last thing he said to me before disappearing upstairs. 
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Chapter 19

 

 

 

 

Jude



After locking my bedroom door behind me, I walked straight into the bathroom, my brain refusing to function until I found a release from the physical agony I was in. I removed my clothes, got under the shower and wasted no time in soaping myself, my cock, lathering it up and then pumping it hurriedly. 

God, I needed to come so bad. Gritting my teeth, I braced a hand against the tiles and pulled on my shaft, roughly and quickly, feeling like some junkie who couldn’t wait for his next hit. My balls tightened in a few seconds and my eyes rolled as I groaned deeply, cum shooting out of my cock like a fucking fountain. 

I squeezed all of it out, every last drop, not seizing my stroking until I had completely drained myself. When I was done, I breathed hard, keeping my eyes closed and head bowed while trying to clear the haze in my brain. 

A small smile curved my lips as I felt satisfaction spread across my body and I washed myself quickly before heading back inside the bedroom. 

For a long time, I lay in bed and just looked up at the ceiling, thinking hard. I didn’t want to cheat on Jennifer but I couldn’t deny my attraction to Riley anymore. Although, I would have to tamp it down, now that I knew she wasn’t sure about sleeping with me. I hadn’t meant to scare her like that but…I found it really strange. 

She was twenty-two years old and had just told me this morning that she had a lover who fucked ‘like a dream’. I rolled my eyes at that. Obviously, 

he didn’t fuck like one because she acted like she had never seen an erect penis before in her life. 

My phone beeped and I tried not to look at it at first because I knew who it was. Recently, I had logged out of all my social media accounts except for that one. But my hand picked up the damned thing anyway and I read the message because I couldn’t help myself. 

 Are you asleep?  - @wynnie

I sighed and typed back.  Yes. Stop disturbing me. 

She replied at once.  I can’t sleep either. Sometimes it gets so lonely…in

 my head. 

I looked at the message for a long time before turning on my side to stare at the emptiness of my bed. I felt lonely too. Not because I missed Jennifer but because…nobody seemed to care about Jude anymore. The world just wanted J. R. Knight. Everything I did was connected to that name. I frowned deeply, trying to shut out these thoughts. What did it matter? I had chosen this life for myself. I had wanted the glory. 

After typing out one final message, I turned my phone off and put it away firmly. 

 It gets lonely in my head too sometimes…Wynnie. 

…



Riley was gone when I woke up the next morning. The bed in the guest room was less immaculately made than the way Jennifer preferred and the clothes she had worn were in the hamper but apart from that, there was hardly any sign that she had ever spent the night here. I had to go to the hospital around eleven and I noticed that she had left notes for my appointment on the desk calendar and highlighted it in yellow. 

After making myself some coffee, I headed back inside the office to get some writing done. At around ten, Riley still hadn’t shown up, called or emailed and I started to grow worried. Last night had been such a huge

mistake. She was too young, barely in her mid-twenties and she worked for me. I had put her in an uncomfortable position. It didn’t matter that she found me attractive as well. That was no excuse to take advantage of her when she was supposed to feel safe while spending the night at my place. 

I buried my fingers in my hair and closed my eyes, thinking that I should drop by her place on my way back from the hospital and apologize to her personally, promise her that I wasn’t going to act like that again and that she could trust me. She didn’t have to give up her job over this. Riley loved this job. She was so passionate about it and worked really hard every single day. 

The appointment at the hospital took about three hours. I met up with the assistant head surgeon and manager and they were both very helpful and accommodating, allowing me to observe what I wanted while remaining discreet. It wasn’t about the technicality for me as much as it was about getting a feel of the environment and emotions involved so that I could recreate it in my novel and make sure it packed a powerful punch. 

At twenty minutes past three, I reached Riley’s apartment and rang the doorbell. An old lady answered which threw me off because she had told me she lived alone. Once I recovered from my surprise, I introduced myself before inquiring about my assistant and the lady told me that she had neither heard of a Riley Benson nor of any J. R. Knight. Feeling utterly confused, I nodded to her and turned to leave but that was when I spotted her. 

She was getting out of a cab just in front of the next building which appeared to be some kind of shabby motel and after adjusting the bags in her hands, she walked inside the place with the confidence of someone who had done it a dozen times before. I stood there and breathed in slowly, trying not to feel the bout of disappointment or anger that threatened to erupt from inside me. I hated it when people lied to me. I fucking hated it. 

Without bothering to go and confront her, I got back inside my car and drove off, apology be damned. 
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Chapter 20





 

 

Wynter



It was five pm by the time I finally felt ready to show up at Jude’s place. 

I knew I should have called or emailed him but I hadn’t been sure when I would come back here after the disaster that was last night. My reaction in the office had been mortifying and made me feel like I had pushed him away for good. And then there was that Twitter message. When Jude had confessed he felt lonely too, it had taken all of my willpower not to go to his room, crawl into his arms and tell him that he would never have to feel that way again if I was with him. Pathetic. 

The emotions that had raged through me combined with unfulfilled desire had made sleep very, very difficult. I kept imagining him in his room, in his bed, naked and drowsy. I kept fighting the urge not to go to him. And what would I have done if I had gone there? Started fucking shuddering at the sight of his erect cock? Pathetic times a million. 

But it was fine now. I had taken care of my little problem this morning. 

I’d lain in bed in my motel room after leaving his place, had started to fantasize hard about him and all the things I wanted him to do to me, gotten as wet as a leaking faucet and then used the new dildo I had bought to fuck myself until my hymen had broken. I’d gritted my teeth and done it and even though the toy hadn’t been as big as Jude’s dick, I figured it would do the trick. I’d needed several hours of sleep to get over the soreness and discomfort afterwards. 

Then I’d taken a warm compress to my vagina, eaten some soup and chocolates and told myself it hadn’t been so bad for a first time. I wasn’t a

virgin anymore and I didn’t have to be afraid of having a dick inside me. I wasn’t shying away from him this time. Not tonight. 

He was in the living room watching TV when I entered the house. When he saw me, he lowered the cup of coffee he had been drinking from and regarded me gravely, standing there with one hand in his pocket and wearing nothing but slacks. 

Oh so he  did  walk around shirtless in the house, just not when I was in here. 

“Hi, I’m so sorry, Jude. I know I’ve been really unprofessional today but I can explain. Please just let me explain,” I said earnestly as I dropped my purse on a sofa and moved towards him. 

What kind of assistant showed up at her boss’ house at five in the afternoon in this manner? Wynter Cassidy, the psycho-stalker, that was who. 

He appeared angry and I hesitated as I reached him, trying not to glance at his bare chest and drool. Jude let his eyes travel slowly over my body before they finally settled on my face. I knew I looked different. I was wearing a short, red dress that showed off my curves and my hair was in a casual ponytail. No glasses. Expertly done make-up. This afternoon, I had gone shopping and also visited a salon. I hadn’t come to Jude’s place today because I was interested in work. 

“Let’s hear it then, Riley,” he drawled as he finished his coffee and sat the cup down. “I’m all ears.” 

I licked my lips and watched his eyes zero in on them at once, at the peach-pink lip gloss that was shining there. I might have pouted a little for added effect. 

“I was…a little sore…after last night,” I told him in a breathy voice. 

He narrowed his penetrating gaze at me, probably trying to figure out what I meant. 

“I mean, you rubbed me pretty hard through the fabric so I got chaffed.” 

At my blatant explanation, Jude’s face lost a little colour and he seemed to have forgotten how to breathe. 

“I’m better now though. I took care of it,” I continued hurriedly. “And also, I wasn’t sure if continuing to work for you was the best idea so I didn’t inform you about my plans. But I had time to think about it and I realized I love my job too much. I mean, I’m really into it. And you know I’m good. I work well with you. So please let me continue. There won’t be a repeat of this. Ever. I promise.” 

After my little speech, Jude continued to study me and I shifted on my feet, feeling like this was my first day of high school all over again. I’d wanted approval and had been nervous about not being good enough. About being judged. 

“I need you to tell me your address again,” he spoke up after a minute in a deadly serious tone. “Your real address, Riley. Please do not lie to me.” 

I widened my eyes at him, my heartbeats accelerating at his request. The look in his eyes, so dark, like a warning. Fuck. He knew. Somehow, he had found out that I had lied to him about where I lived. The only explanation I could think of was that he had dropped by at the place I had told him I lived and found somebody else there. Damn it. I knew I should have checked to see if anyone had moved into that house. 

I swallowed hard as he continued to give me that ‘don’t-you-dare-lie-to-me-again’ look and then I took a deep breath before launching into an explanation about not being financially independent enough to rent an apartment yet (which was true) and how I hadn’t wanted people to feel sorry for me or bear Jennifer’s mockery so I had kept my real address a secret. That the motel offered a cheap monthly deal if you stayed long-term and I just hadn’t been ready to move out and live on my own after the fall-out with my parents. 

I tried not to tear up but talking about it felt so overwhelming. To tell him about my situation just amplified how alone I felt and how he was all that kept me anchored. If Jude turned me away now, I would…



I would go back to that dark place from which he had dragged me out of, unknowingly, with his words. There was no saving that Wynter. Not without Jude. 

He stepped towards me then and I tensed, bracing myself for his rejection or his disapproval. Why would he even care about my personal problems when he was this hot-shot author who could get another assistant at the drop of a hat? Someone without all this baggage. 

“Are you still sore?” he asked me quietly and I stared at him, blinking. 

“Umm…” 

“I just want to know. If you need to rest-” 

“I don’t.” I shook my head in emphasis. “I’m fine.” 

He regarded me with slightly lowered brows and after a few seconds, seemed satisfied with my answer. “I was just going to cook something for dinner,” he told me in a lighter tone. “Would you like to stay?” 

The tiniest trace of a smile teased my mouth when I realized that he was actually okay, not angry anymore or determined to get rid of me. And what a question he had asked. I planned to do  more than just stay for dinner tonight. I planned to make him mine once and for all. No backing out this time. And if the way his eyes kept drifting surreptitiously to my body was any indication, I didn’t believe I would be facing much protest. 





“Can I help?” 

The aroma emanating from the kitchen as Jude cooked was mouth-watering. I had been inside the office for the past hour, trying to catch up on the work I had missed today and also, going through the voice notes Jude had made during his hospital appointment to make sense of the research and get it typed and printed out in a style that made a little more sense. 

For that one hour, the sound of his voice coming in through the recorder kept me smiling and alert. I loved the way he dictated. Most of it was pure rambling that only he could perfectly analyze but after over two weeks of working with him, I was starting to figure out what he meant when he talked like that, what was really on his mind. 

I’d decided to take a break after an hour and wandered over to the kitchen to find him stirring something in a saucepan. Another weird scenario. My boss was cooking dinner for me while I worked overtime at his house. 

“Sure. Could you grab that bottle of wine for me?” Jude asked without looking at me and pointed to a spot behind him. 

I did, noting that it was white wine and he probably intended to use it for cooking. 

“What’re you making?” I questioned as I handed him the wine and went to stand beside him. 

“Vegan scallops,” he answered absently, stirring whatever was in the pan. “Mushrooms in white wine, cream sauce and pasta. Have you ever tried it?” 

I hadn’t but I enjoyed how varied his vegan diet was and told him so. It brought a smile to his face and then he nodded his head towards the refrigerator. “Grab some red wine from there, please. We’ll be drinking that one.” 

I went over and took out the only chilled bottle of wine I could see and Jude moved away from the stove to place two glasses on the opposite counter while handing me the corkscrew. I gave him a sideways look and he raised an eyebrow at me. 

“Can you uncork it? I have to stir this.” 

I was very nearly frozen trying not to let on that I had no idea how to uncork a wine bottle. Had never even touched one before tonight. Jude had already moved away while I regarded the bottle and corkscrew in my hands helplessly. It wasn’t that hard, was it? 

“Umm…” 

I didn’t know what to tell him short of the truth and sound ridiculous doing so because what twenty-two year old woman did not know how to open a wine bottle? 

“Here. Give it to me.” He was beside me in a few seconds and expertly did what I had been dreading to try before pouring out two glasses for us. 

“This was also a gift. From one of my friends. Good, right?” 

I honestly was no lover of wine but I took a measly sip before nodding. 

He was smirking at me, his eyes shining a little and I had a feeling he knew how unsophisticated I was when it came to such things but he never said a word. He finished the whole glass after the first few sips and might have moaned slightly at the taste as well. Or maybe that was just my lust-addled brain wanting to hear such sounds coming from his mouth. 

“Fine wine is my absolute weakness,” he told me lightly and poured himself another glass before taking it over to the stove and getting busy with his cooking again. 

I leaned against the counter and watched him with my head to one side, considering his words. Was it weird that I was actually jealous of a bottle of wine now? The way he seemed to savor it and delight in consuming more of it. The way he admitted it was his weakness when he barely spoke so fondly about anything or anyone else. The way he relaxed and opened up whenever he had had a little bit more than was average of the good stuff. 

I studied his back as he moved, the stance of his body, the tautness of his butt in those jeans and how his shirt hugged his muscles as I remembered the previous night when he seemed to have been intoxicated by me. He hadn’t flirted or made any moves on me today since I had arrived and I was getting a little impatient. When Jude finished his second glass while adding whatever ingredients only he knew of to the pan, I went over casually and poured him some more of his favourite stuff. 

He murmured a thank you and I smiled and offered to set the table. 

When he finally brought over the food while I was scrolling through my

phone, I was surprised to see that he’d included chicken salad on the menu as well. 

“Jude, you didn’t have to,” I said as he sat down and began dishing out the vegan scallops on his plate. 

“Oh, it’s not a problem,” he replied. “Just because I’m eating this doesn’t mean that you need to as well. More wine?” 

I shook my head and dug into the salad he had made. “None for me, thanks.” 

Giving me a brief nod, he poured himself a fourth glass before starting to eat. At first, we simply talked about his book and his notes from the hospital appointment but then I fell quiet when the sexual tension I was feeling became a little too overpowering. I was aware of each movement of his hands, every sigh he let out, every sound of appreciation he made after a bite or a drink of wine and the shift of his legs beneath the table. And when I couldn’t take it anymore, I had to lift my eyes and sneak a glance at him. 

I found him already watching me, a contemplative expression in his eyes as he chewed his food. 

“This is really delicious,” I said quickly because there was nothing else I could think of and Jude smiled slightly. 

“Thank you,” he said and put down his fork. “Can I just say something? 

It’s hard not to comment. I mean, you must hear it a lot, anyway but…I just can’t get over how young you look, Riley. You could pass for someone in high school.” 

I cracked a nervous smile before replying, “You’re right. I do hear it a lot.” 

He drank some more wine and said, “It must get annoying, I suppose. I’d hate it if people kept telling me I look like a teenager.” 

I took a moment to admire his handsome face, the width of his shoulders and his strong, confident pose before biting on my bottom lip. “No one could ever mistake you for a teenager,” I said a little breathlessly. 

Jude looked at my lips again. He kept doing that as if he couldn’t help himself. As though he thought of kissing me as much as I thought of kissing him. But then he averted his gaze and frowned at his plate. 

“You can stay the night if you want,” he offered curtly. “It’s pretty late and I hate the thought of anyone sleeping in that motel. It looked very…

disreputable. Excuse me.” 

I watched as he got up to go into the kitchen with his plate and smirked at the word he had used to describe the motel. So like Jude. Following him with my own plate and empty glass, I started to help him with the dishes even though he protested. 

“Come on. You made us dinner. It’s the least I can do,” I insisted and went over to grab the wine. “Here. Why don’t you sit back and relax? You had a pretty busy day. Let me take care of this. Please.” 

At first, he hesitated and stood there looking uncertain due to the fact that I wanted to take over the rest of the kitchen duties but then he disappeared upstairs. I was a little disappointed to see him leave, thinking he was going off to bed because maybe he did not want a repeat of last night. 

But then, five minutes later, he reappeared and settled on the couch, turning on the TV. I waited for about twenty minutes, letting the wine work its magic before finishing up in the kitchen and going to join him. 

Deliberately, I sat down close to him on the sofa but he didn’t seem to notice at first because he was engrossed in some sort of documentary on the television. Again. 

He appeared completely relaxed now and I noticed that the bottle was almost empty. It made me smile and also, caused me to become bolder in my inspection of him. Tucking my legs underneath myself, I leaned back slowly, almost touching his arm. 

For a moment, all I did was close my eyes and allow myself to feel the intoxication I always felt when I focused on him and him alone. He was my addiction. My dark obsession. The object of my unfiltered desire. I

imagined a world where he felt the same about me and spent every minute of his time wanting to ravish me. 

“Jude,” I whispered but it came out sounding more like a plea, a moan. 

I sensed his gaze on me then and unhurriedly opened my eyes, letting him see exactly how much he affected me, how much I craved him. He didn’t look surprised by the lust he could clearly witness as he slowly released a breath. 

“Riley,” he said and I detected the hesitation in his tone. He was about to tell me no. I could feel it. And that was something I could no longer tolerate. No more refusals. 

Daringly, I placed a hand on his denim-clad thigh and allowed it to slide firmly up towards his crotch. His Adam’s apple bobbed as he swallowed. 

“Riley, I don’t think I’m sober enough for this,” he revealed uncertainly. 

I loved hearing the slur in his voice, the evidence that he was finally, deliciously tipsy. 

“I know,” I told him and smiled before getting up on my knees. 

Sober Jude caused me to become shy and nervous. Drunk Jude was very easy to handle. Also, I felt braver doing all the things I wanted to do to him when he wasn’t shrewdly trying to figure me out, when I knew that even if he saw right through me to the person I was inside, he wouldn’t remember much of it in the morning. 

“I’m ready for this tonight,” I said in a husky voice and palmed him through his jeans. 

He let out a hiss and closed his eyes. “Riley, no,” he said, his voice barely above a whisper. 

“You don’t mean that, Jude,” I crooned and leaned forward to kiss his neck, inhaling deeply again, letting his male scent arouse me even more. “If you really didn’t want this, you wouldn’t be getting so hard right now.” 

And he was. Getting so wonderfully hard. I kneaded him eagerly and licked the side of his neck while pressing into his body. 

“I want your hands on me,” I told him, lifting my head a little to nip his earlobe. 

Tonight, he was mine. Mine to do whatever I wanted with him and then some. 

Jude groaned softly, one of his hands coming up to my ponytail. He held it a little tightly before tugging on it and causing me to move my head back so that I was looking into his eyes. His own gaze was drowsy but smoldering, his skin drawn tight over his cheekbones. 

“You are so tempting,” he breathed out and I responded with a mischievous smile. 

“You’re even more tempting though. I feel like doing very, very bad things to you, boss.” 

Jude’s blue eyes glittered as he ran them over my face, pausing on my mouth for a few seconds and then moving down to my cleavage. He did the lip-licking thing again which brought out a soft moan from my throat in response. 

His expression grew pained, the internal struggle he was having clearly evident as he said, “I had too much wine again. I don’t think-” 

I captured his lips before he could finish that sentence, keeping one hand firmly against his erection and using the other to explore the tight muscles on his stomach underneath his t-shirt. 

“Please,” I whispered softly and gasped when he reacted swiftly and abruptly by hauling me against him until I was seated on his lap with my knees bent. 

What followed was the wildest kissing session I had ever engaged in during my adolescence. He was so thorough in the way he explored my mouth and tasted me. My fingers curled in his hair as I moaned at the feel of his body against mine, at the way he slid his hands up my thighs until his thumbs hovered near my pussy. My pussy which was already leaking from the hormonal overload I was experiencing. 

“Jude, please,” I whined, not even sure what I was asking for as I writhed against him but he seemed to know because he shifted us until I was lying underneath him and his weight above mine was so delightfully heavy and hard. 

He kissed me again, his tongue swirling and exploring the cavern of my mouth like he couldn’t get enough. Then his lips moved to my neck, showering intense, hot kisses on my sensitive skin before sucking on it gently. 

Instinctively, my legs fell open and he settled into the space between. I began moving against him then, needing the friction but Jude stopped me by placing his hands on my hips and growling, “No. Not like this, Riley. 

Last time, you got chafed, remember?” 

I almost roared at the ferocity of my feelings for him. That he would remember that bit of information in the middle of getting intimate with me, that he would even care in the midst of his lust was too much for me. 

“I’m okay now,” I replied and lifted the bottom of his t-shirt because I wanted to see more of him. I wanted him naked and pumping in me right away. 

Jude helped me remove his t-shirt and my gaze snagged on his chest, my hands moving over the sprinkling of hair and thumbs rubbing across his nipples. He hissed again and I smiled before lowering the straps of my dress. Down, down they went and his eyes followed as I revealed more and more of my skin. When the fabric caught on the tips of my breasts, his lips parted in a rush of air and he took over from there, yanking the material down impatiently. 

The heavy globes seemed to beguile him and he narrowed his eyes at them before bending his head to lick one of my nipples. The sharp sting of desire that shot through me made my hips lift slightly and a short cry escaped my mouth. I watched with growing lust as his pink tongue circled my brown tip and suckled on it for a few seconds before he lifted his lashes and his mouth quirked a little at the corners. 

“Better than fine wine,” he murmured appreciatively, causing a gush of arousal to flow through my pussy as I waited for him to do the same to my other breast. 

He didn’t. He just watched me, studying my face while playing with that one nipple he laved with his tongue and I bared my teeth at him. 

“Please stop teasing,” I growled and Jude’s eyes seemed to glow with repressed excitement. 

“I like how you seem to be a completely different person most of the time but then, you show me another side of you during such moments,” he said with a contemplative furrow of his brows. “Which one is the real you, Riley?” 

 You don’t want to know. 

I said nothing but splayed my fingers on the sides of his head and lifted my upper body until my breasts were pressing against his face. 

“Taste them,” I invited, boldness completely taking me over and he complied by first rubbing his stubbly cheek against my softness and then taking my other nipple in his mouth and drawing on it deeply. 

The sound I made this time was more like a deep whine. I could have cried with the aching sensation that started in my breasts and crawled across my entire body. 

“So beautiful,” he whispered against my tits but I didn’t think he was actually talking to me. 

“You know what else is beautiful?” I asked him breathlessly and snaked a hand down between our writhing bodies to lift up my dress and then proceed to remove my panties. 

They were soaked with my arousal and he moved to pull them off, grinning a little at the sight of my wetness clinging to them. 

“Fuck, yes,” he breathed as he tossed them somewhere behind the couch and then returned his attention to me. Specifically, my glistening pussy. 

I felt so raw, exposed and completely turned on by the intensity of his gaze and my spread out position. He touched me with just one finger while I watched, teasing it up and down my slit and letting the glistening wetness coat it. 

“Jude,” I begged hoarsely, lifting my hips again. “I want more.” 

“I’ll give you more, don’t worry,” he assured me seriously. Lifting that same finger, he kept his gaze locked with mine and deliberately ran his tongue over it. 

I almost combusted with lust. Shit, the sight of him licking my juices off his long, lean finger while he watched me was so erotic. He wasn’t what he always seemed to be either. So respectable most of the time, so serious and yet, there was a fire in him which burned bright, a sensuality which he seemed to suppress most of the time. He reserved that sort of passion only for his writing. But now  I wanted to receive all of it. 

“Give me your cock,” I ordered him in an urgent tone and he lifted an eyebrow. 

“You mean this cock? The cock that scared you off last night?” he teased, regarding me with just a hint of amusement. “Are you sure you want it?” 

I responded by placing one of my feet firmly at the centre of his chest and letting it slide down his torso and settle at his groin where I gave it a firm press. 

“Pretty sure, Mr. Knight.” 

His response was to lift my leg up and put my toe in his mouth. After sucking on it a little, he grazed his teeth across it as he dragged it out and then pushed my leg back slowly until I was even more exposed to him. He braced that leg against the couch so that his hands were free to open his zipper and rid himself of his jeans and briefs in short, clumsy movements. I chewed on my lips as I waited, hoping he wouldn’t pass out before we got to the main part. 

Once he was naked, I looked my fill and decided I liked what I was seeing a little too much. All that bare skin and hardness with his enormous cock jutting out so proudly, the tip of it gleaming with his precum. I wanted to lick it off but there would be time for that later. For now, I didn’t want anything to distract him from fucking me. Nothing to make him change his mind or think better of this. No delays to give him time to come to his senses. 

Taking his cock in one hand, he touched it to my cunt and firmly slid it up and down my slit to prime me up some more. As if I needed any more priming. It only took a few seconds for his dick to become wet from my juices and Jude clenched his jaw while I gritted my teeth, waiting, waiting…

Then he tucked his forearm under my thigh, the one resting on the back of the couch and pulled me a little closer to him before starting to feed his cock to my pussy, inch by aching inch. My eyes rolled to the back of my head at the pleasure and fullness of him entering me at last. My walls clenched around him, greedily sucking him in, needing the whole thing tucked inside, hard and heavy, pumping with heat and energy. 

“Oh my God,” I moaned and laughed a little because it was better than I had imagined. So, so fucking good. 

My hips began moving of their own accord, trying to match his rhythm as he fucked me while my hands went to my tits and gripped them because they just felt so empty and were demanding some attention. His pumping and my kneading made me wetter still and I might have growled at the hot sensations, at the triumph I felt upon knowing that I was finally claiming him the way I had wanted to for so long. 

At least in the physical sense, he was going to be mine and I may not be all that experienced but I had read enough books to know that you could make a man crazy for you just by luring him with the promise of hot, unrestrained sex. That was what I was going to do to him. I would make him so damn crazy, he would begin to hate the idea of me leaving his bed. I wasn’t going to be the shy and hesitant Riley anymore. Not after this. 

“Harder.” The word fell from my lips without thought and Jude obliged by pushing his hips roughly against mine. 

It felt like I was being split apart with my legs spread so wide and the force of his thrusts but I loved the feeling. I loved that he was giving it to me so good. 

“Fuck, Riley,” he groaned while his balls slapped against my skin and the wet, loud sounds of our fucking filled the room, drowning out the monotonous audio coming from the still-playing documentary on the television. “Fuck, yes. Take my cock. Take it.” 

I was taking it like I had never taken anything else before in my entire life. I wanted his kisses and his weight on me too but for now, his powerful cock will do. 

“Jude!” I cried out sharply and squeezed my eyes shut as my orgasm rushed through me, making my vaginal muscles clench so hard around his length as my knees turned to jelly, my legs quaking from the climax. 

“Oh, Jesus, you’re fucking squirting,” he said in a pained voice and kept on driving his cock in, his movements becoming a little frantic with every passing second. 

He thrusted a few more times, let out all these enticing, deep-throated sounds and then stopped moving suddenly. I opened my eyes just in time to see that expression of exquisite and agonizing pleasure on his face as he drained himself into me, his mouth opening a little at the orgasm before he licked his lips, breathing in and out heavily. 

When Jude finally pulled out of me, his cum leaked out deliciously from the space left by his cock. That was sexy. I felt him cover my body with his then, finally, as he nuzzled my neck. I couldn’t stop the smile from spreading across my lips or my hands from caressing his broad, sweaty back gently. As I turned my head to the side, our lips met in a lingering kiss before he mumbled, “Riley, I’m so sleepy.” 

“Mmm.” I kissed his cheek then and then his forehead, noting that he was already closing his eyes even as his sticky wetness remained between us. I fucking loved it. 

“Goodnight,” I whispered but he did not answer me. 

He was breathing evenly, his warm exhales caressing my neck. I didn’t ever want to get up from this position. And I wished mornings were a thing of the past so I wouldn’t have to face the possibility of him withdrawing from me again. 
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Chapter 21





 

 

Jude



I opened my eyes to a grey ceiling and the morning news filtering through the television. My body felt cramped and heavy, my tongue was stuck to the roof of my mouth and I felt a dull headache coming which I was not ready for. It took me a minute to discern why I was folded up on the couch in my living room when I never, ever slept there and then vague recollections of last night began to spike through my cloudy brain. Riley. 

The sex. The wine. The sex. That documentary I had been watching from which I had to derive writing points for later. The sex. 

Shit. Had I even used protection? Because I honestly didn’t remember that part. 

When I heard sounds coming from the direction of the kitchen, I forced myself to raise my upper body and look over the back of the couch. I grew still when I saw Riley walking around the kitchen, humming to herself and making breakfast. Also, she was wearing my shirt.  Only my shirt. 

She glanced my way suddenly and when she noticed that I was awake, a beautiful smile curved her lips. 

“Hey, good morning,” she called out and I watched as she poured me some water in a glass and brought it over. 

I took it from her even though I only craved the taste of coffee first thing in the morning. But given the way I was feeling, water seemed like the best option. 

“Thank you,” I managed to croak after my throat was moist and working again. 

“More?” she asked and I blinked at her because that word coming out of her mouth had a familiar ring to it. 

I shook my head and winced when the action gave me an ache in my temple. “Riley…I…I didn’t take advantage of you last night, did I?” I questioned worriedly. 

It didn’t feel like I had but I tended to behave strangely whenever I had too much wine and I hated to think that she might have felt forced to indulge me. 

Riley gave me another sweet smile and her hand cupped my cheek, cool and reassuring. “No, Jude,” she said. “You didn’t. Why don’t you go freshen up and I’ll set the table for breakfast?” 

She flitted back towards the kitchen before I could respond and I observed her with a puzzled frown, wariness poking at my senses. Her behaviour was so…well, I couldn’t put my finger on it but…she was acting very odd for an assistant who had just slept with her boss in a random, drunken one-night-stand scenario. Shouldn’t she be feeling a little awkward at least? 

After a minute, I got up from the couch and adjusted my bearings as dizziness crept up on me before making my way upstairs. I should shower. 

It was the only thing that helped clear my head whenever I felt anxious. 

Jennifer was going to kill me. Or not. I mean, it wasn’t as though she cared whether I lived or died at the moment. 

I let the warm water relax me as much as possible as I stood under the spray a moment later, making up my mind to tell my girlfriend about this. I had to. And I was going to invite her over and talk to her properly about where this relationship was going. I knew I shouldn’t have slept with Riley this way but…I was very attracted to this girl and it was hard for me to ignore that. 

The glass door slid open and I turned around to find Riley stepping inside, completely naked. I stared, knowing full well that I should send her



away or protest or something but it was like she had me under a spell. Her breasts were so full, her curves so alluring and her eyes…they seemed to be pleading with me and worshipping me at the same time. 

“Hey,” she said casually and pink spread across her neck and face as she blushed. “I thought you might need some company in here.” 

My dick was starting to look up very hopefully and she noted it and smiled. I said nothing when she came forward and then went to her knees before me, holding my cock reverently in her hands and simply studying it for a while. 

My blood began to heat up with desire as water sluiced down our bodies, cocooning us into an intimate, guilt-free zone. Riley parted her pink lips and kissed my tip sensuously, slowly, as if savoring the taste and texture of me. A strangled sound escaped me and I found myself moving my hips forward just a tiny bit so she could take more of me in. 

 Jude, stop. What the fuck are you doing? Talk to Jennifer first. 

That was when Riley let out a long, slow moan and started to lap the precum from my tip like she couldn’t get enough. 

“Fuck,” I groaned and that was the end of me. 

I let her suck me off just the way she wanted while I held back her hair and enjoyed it, letting the water wash away all my concerns and inhibitions. 

Who even gave a fuck if she blew me in the shower? I needed it. I wanted this so bad. I wanted her. 









“So, are we going to get any work done today or are you too tired?” 

Riley was seated opposite me at the breakfast table an hour later, wearing another shirt of mine and my boxers too. For some reason, I didn’t find it weird anymore. Maybe it had something to do with that mind-altering climax she had given me in the shower earlier. I’d never had anyone revel in the feel of my cock against their tongue that way. I couldn’t stop thinking about the way she had devoured me and how she had appeared almost fascinated and unbearably aroused. 

“I didn’t get much writing done yesterday so I need to make up for it,” 

was my answer as I chewed on the apple she had sliced for me. “Will be using those notes you outlined.” 

She nodded and then sounded kind of sad as she mumbled, “I need to go home and take care of some things. Could you give me a couple of hours to do that? I’ll come back later and put in overtime.” 

Some deep, primal part of me strongly protested at the idea of her going back to that motel, alone and unprotected. 

That same part of me was probably the one that reached out to grip her hand and state firmly. “You’re staying here with me.” 

Riley blinked at me in surprise and her mouth fell open a little. “Jude. I can’t-“

“You’re staying with me, Riley,” I told her adamantly. “We’ll go get your stuff and you can live here until we find a better place for you. Okay?” 

She was so still, it seemed as though she was barely breathing. Her grey eyes were uncertain but also glazed with the hint of tears. 

“What about Jennifer?” she asked me in a whisper and I took my hand away and shrugged. 

“I will handle her.” 



…



I didn’t handle shit. My lust-consumed brain wouldn’t let me focus on anything but my novel and my assistant as the next few days flew by. 

During the day, when it was all business, we would get a lot of work done. I was very much at my peak when it came to my writing and that was something nothing could distract me from. However, at all other times, I only thought about fucking her. But it seemed like Riley was just as determined to show me her professionalism. She didn’t come near me during her normal working hours even though she still wore my clothes afterwards and made me breakfast while I cooked her dinner. For lunch, we usually ordered take-out. It was the nights that were laden with madness and abandonment. The nights I looked forward to as soon as I finished dinner and a shower and went to bed. 

Riley was so eager to let me devour her, master her body and senses and was ravenous for the things I did to her in bed. 

She made my heartbeats thump hard in my chest the minute her footsteps approached my bedroom, nine p.m on the dot, every night. My cock swelled simply from the sweet scent of her perfume, her midnight-blue hair now cut in a sleek, short do which only reached her chin and her voluptuous body clad in nothing but my shirt. 

"I need you," I said to her the third time it happened, not bothering to hide my hunger from her after all the familiarity we had been indulging in for the past two nights. She didn't scare easily and despite being almost a decade younger than me, Riley knew how to give as good as she got. 

"Jude." Her soft voice whispered to me before she mounted me and spread her hands over my chest. "I need to-" 

"I know," I interrupted, my brows drawing together in fierce concentration as I gave her what she wanted. 

Riley cried out as I pushed into her from underneath, my thrusts merciless and unrelenting. I was in a fever sweat as well. Fuck, I needed her. I couldn't last more than a day without wanting to bury myself in her sweet, hot cunt. 

We panted, sweated and groaned as our mating grew almost frantic. 

Then she was crying out in a manner that suggested she had finally had her fill of me. For now. 

When cum shot out of my engorged penis inside her, I gritted my teeth at the hedonistic pleasure overwhelming me. My girlfriend, my family, the whole fucking world would condemn me if they knew. If they knew the things I did to her behind closed doors in the dark of the night. But none of it mattered anymore. 
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Chapter 22

 

 







Wynter



Jude and I indulged in a rare morning make-out session on the kitchen counter one day. I tried to keep my hands off him during working hours because he stirred such powerful emotions inside me anyway and the sex just amplified all of it, making it impossible for me to regard him as my boss. A few times, I had come dangerously close to blurting out my real name or the way I truly felt about him whenever he touched me or spilled his cum inside me. So I made myself create and live by a simple rule. 

During the days, I was going to be the best writer’s assistant that ever existed. But during the nights, I was his to do with whatever he wanted. I was going to let myself go and unleash all of that ferocity in his bed once darkness covered the world. Darkness…like the kind my soul was made up of. 

For I still lied to him. Every second of every day, I lived a lie and I was afraid to let him discover it. He would hate me for sure. I was Wynnie. I was the girl he probably believed was some nut job stalker. It didn’t matter that he seemed to respond to me positively online. As soon as he found out that she and I were one and the same person, he would freak out on me. 

I couldn’t bear that. I couldn’t handle the thought of him looking at me with disgust or repulsion. The way this man worshipped every inch of my body now had me good and truly hooked. I was having an affair with Jude Knight, famous novelist and my fucking boss. And I was thriving because of it. 

He’d grabbed a hold of my waist and started to kiss me as I sat on the counter. And when our kisses turned heated, he pushed me back until I was lying flat across the ceramic surface before he climbed on top of it himself and lowered his body over mine, forcing my mouth open and making me submit to him. 

That was how his girlfriend found us when she suddenly walked into the house at around eight in the morning that day, suitcase and all, once again looking like she had stepped out of a fashion catalogue. 

“Oh my God, Jude! ”    she shrieked, dropping her purse to the floor in shock and clamping a hand over her mouth. 

Jude shifted quickly and got off me at once, stepping down to the floor with his back to me as I straightened my clothes and sat up, looking at Jennifer and feeling like I had just won the lottery. 

“Jenny. Listen, I…look, please don’t cry. I’m sorry-“

“You bastard,” she threw out at him and I wanted to claw her eyes out at the tone she used with him. “All this time I thought you were missing me and waiting for me to come home and you’re…you’re…you’re here fucking her! This bitch.” 

Narrowing my eyes at her, I wished Jude wasn’t in the room with us so that I could show her exactly how bitchy I could be. 

“Jennifer, please calm down. Let’s go in my office,” Jude said remorsefully and moved towards her. “Let’s talk.” 

“Talk?!’ she demanded shrilly. “Now you want to talk to me? Because I interrupted you when you were about to stick your dick in her. You asshole! 

How could you do this to me, Jude?!” 

“I’m sorry,” he said in a pained voice. “I didn’t want to upset you. 

Jennifer, you and I…we’ve been over for a long time now.” 

Her eyes widened and she gaped at him when he said that. “Excuse me? 

What are you even talking about? We have been in a partnership for four years! What the fuck is wrong with you?” 

I watched as Jude buried his fingers in his hair, appearing highly frustrated. This bitch was getting on my nerves now. As if he had ever even truly belonged to her. Where had she been these past several days when he had been feeling lonely? 

“Jude? Are you okay?” I asked him softly, my hand going automatically to his shoulder. My poor baby. He shouldn’t have to deal with this drama at eight in the morning. He wasn’t a morning person. 

“You?!” Jennifer rounded on me then, her eyes spitting fire. “Get your hands off him. And get the hell out of his house!” 

“She’s not going anywhere, Jen,” Jude stated to my astonishment. “It’s you who needs to go. That’s what I’m trying to talk to you about if only you’d listen.” 

My heart was doing somersaults inside my chest and I wanted to curl up against him and purr like some kitten. I couldn’t believe he was speaking up for me and kicking her out. Was it really so easy? Enslaving him? 

“You are  not  throwing me out of here over some little slut who couldn’t keep her hands to herself when I wasn’t around,” Jennifer gritted out and peered at us dangerously. “I won’t let you do this to me, you fucker. I am going to tell your parents. I’m going to tell your friends. The whole world! 

Do you hear me?” 

I sensed a change in him then. All this time, he was trying to go easy on her but I saw his jaw clenching and anger making his profile appear stark. 

“Go ahead, then,” he told her in a soft tone that wasn’t at all pretty. “Go tell the world what I did to you and see if I care.” 

I took a deep breath and swallowed, worrying my bottom lip when he said that. Jude cared. He would definitely care. He just didn’t want her to know that. 

But Jennifer already did, it seemed and she sneered at him, her eyes filling up with tears at the same time. 

“Good luck whoring around with your assistant, J. R,” she said tightly and picked up her bags. “I think you’ve forgotten who you were dating all



this time. The media will remind you soon.” She looked from me to him and then shook her head, bitterness evident on her face. “I swear, I am going to destroy you. I am going to destroy everything you have fought so hard to achieve.” 







He was forcing himself into me with hard, punishing drives and I was loving it. I fucking loved every second of it. Something seemed to have possessed him after that confrontation with Jennifer and it was like he was determined to make me his sex doll. 

“Jude,” I gasped as he crammed his dick into my pussy, taking me right there on the counter like his life depended on it. “Do you…want to…talk about it?” 

“No,” he said with a scowl as he kept on fucking me, sweat forming over his naked chest. “I don’t. I just want to fuck.” 

Okay. Fair enough. I could talk to him later because I knew he would worry about it regardless of what he had said to Jennifer. I had seen him during the scandal with William over that punch. He hated bad publicity and feeling like he had disappointed his fans and parents. If Jennifer’s threat held through, Jude was going to need some comforting. 

My pussy was fucked raw by the time it was over and he growled out his release right before mine. When he pulled out of me, I immediately went to him and put my arms around his sweaty neck, feeling deeply possessive of him and worried over the storm he might have to face. 

“Please talk to me,” I whispered to him and kissed his earlobe. “I know it bothered you, what Jennifer said. I just want you to know-“

“Ella will deal with it for me,” he said and I stilled at the name he uttered. 

“She’s the best lawyer I’ve ever seen. My skills are nothing compared to hers. She’ll find a way to settle this so that Jennifer won’t be accused of slander and work some angle to my advantage. Don’t worry about it.” 

With those words, he unhooked my arms from around his shoulders and left the kitchen to head upstairs. I started to feel a little angry then. The sensible part of me knew he would need Ella’s skills as a lawyer to avoid scandal but the part of me that loved him…

At that unfinished thought, my hands flew to my mouth and I stared at the entrance to the kitchen where he had disappeared from a few seconds ago. 

Fear crawled inside my heart then as I allowed myself to reevaluate my feelings. Why did that surprise me? Admitting that I loved Jude Knight. I had always been obsessed with him so it should only be natural that after being around him for weeks and sleeping with him, I’d fall even deeper in love. Instead of him remaining an unattainable fantasy, he had turned into this real person whom I had let into my body and my heart. Someone who could actually hurt me if he ever got to know who Wynter Cassidy was. 

I felt lost all over again and I knew deep in my soul that if that day ever came, I wouldn’t want to live in this world anymore. Not with the knowledge that Jude hated me for having deceived him. I would rather die. 

That night, I clung to him tighter than usual when he made love to me. 

Jude didn’t say anything and neither did he pull away when I wanted to cuddle afterwards. He was so quiet, it was unnerving but I finally slept soundly wrapped up in his strong arms and praying that there would be no media storm to deal with tomorrow and that Jennifer wouldn’t actually follow through with her threat to destroy his career. 

She would have hell to deal with later if she didn’t keep that mouth of hers shut. 



The next morning, when I went downstairs after seeing that the bed was empty and he wasn’t in the shower or his office, I found him on the living

room couch with a worried frown on his face. He wasn’t alone though. Ella was with him. 

And not only was she with him but she was all over him. 

I stood at the bottom of the stairs and studied them with a growing tide of jealousy and anger as Ella talked him through the process of dealing with a potential public scandal and the things Jennifer was and was not allowed to say about him which could harm his public image or career. She was good with her skills and I was glad Jude would have that legal protection against something that was obviously so important to him but she didn’t have to do those other things like put her hand on his thigh or rub his arm and keep her face so close to his. 

She was like a vulture circling her prey, waiting for the moment when he was too weak to defend himself so she could swoop in and devour him whole. Bitch. 

I was gritting my teeth and contemplating how to get back at her for laying her hands on him while he was so vulnerable when Jude received a phone call and excused himself to answer it. 

“It’s Brent,” I heard him say to Ella in a surprised tone as he stood up. “I should take this. I’ll be right back.” 

He walked towards me then and I held on to the banister as he approached with his phone stuck to his ear and already chatting with whoever this Brent guy was. I waited for him to frown at me, maybe feel resentful of the fact that I was there wearing his clothes and in plain view of Ella but he simply squeezed my shoulder with a hand and nodded a greeting before heading upstairs. 

With a smug smile curling my lips, I strolled casually over to the living room and lowered myself on the couch opposite Ella, crossing my legs and regarding her coolly. She did the same to me and we stayed like that for about half a minute before she broke the silence. 

“You know…I get the appeal,” she drawled. “I mean, he’s very attractive. Charismatic. Gifted. Passionate.” 

I narrowed my eyes at her because even hearing her talk about him that way was grating on my nerves. 

“But it’s not going to last, Riley,” Ella told me in a supremely confident tone. “Don’t get too attached.” 

I lifted my chin at her and leaned back on the couch lazily, casually swinging my leg. 

“You should be telling  him that, sweetie,” I stated in as condescending a tone as I could manage. Payback for how she had talked to me during that dinner. “I mean, that last part. He’s the one who can’t keep his hands off me.” 

Ella’s eyebrows slanted at that. 

“He’ll get tired of you soon,” she said curtly. “Just like he did with Jennifer. Just like he did with the girl he dated before Jennifer. It’s only a matter of time. What Jude and I have is a stronger bond than any of his passing girlfriends can hope for. And when you’re out of the picture, Miss. 

Riley Benson, I’m the one he’s going to be unable to keep his hands off. 

And you must have noticed how he doesn’t mind  my hands on him at all. 

That’s never going to stop.” 

I had the sudden urge to smash her head against the coffee table in front of her when she smiled after that last sentence, sounding like a possessive, entitled bitch. Straightening slowly, I pinned her with a fierce gaze, making her look into my eyes and see the viciousness I felt towards her at daring to stake her claim on my lover. 

“Touch him and I’ll make sure you never see the light of day again,” I told her through gritted teeth and Ella’s expression switched to one of shock. 

She floundered for a moment before leaning forward and saying, “Did you just threaten me? I’m a  lawyer. One of the best in the state of Georgia.” 

I almost snorted at that, way past caring about who she was and what she could do to me. “Wow,” I said lightly and flicked an imaginary piece of lint off my shoulder. “So…you want a cookie?” 

When I slid a glance towards her again, she was regarding me with venom in her expression and I waited for her to finally size me up and come to the realization that she had actual competition here. 

“You really aren’t as quiet and innocent as you pretend to be most of the time, isn’t it, Riley  Benson?” she questioned me slowly. “What did Jennifer let inside her house that day?” 

I smirked at her and cocked my head to the side. “One of the best in Georgia, huh?” I taunted idly. “Took you long enough. 

She opened her mouth to reply but then Jude came downstairs and I excused myself to go in the kitchen and make breakfast. I had made my point. She could do whatever she wanted with it.  I didn’t care as long as she kept her hands off him. 

Later that afternoon, I went out to do some shopping and coming home to Jude's apartment with a handful of bags felt so domesticated and natural. 

I still couldn't believe I was living with him now. 

Jude was sitting on his bed with one foot on the floor and the other leg folded in front of him as he focused on his laptop. He didn't look up at me when I entered and said ‘hi’. Neither did he notice when I went inside the bathroom and came out wearing the new lingerie I had just bought. A red, lacy number. 

My body image issues were fast fading away with the way Jude openly admired and enjoyed my curves. He loved them and so it helped me to see that there was a lot to be loved as well. 

"Um...so I bought something," I spoke up after observing him for a while and shaking my head at the fact that he still hadn’t noticed me. I didn't really mind the lack of attention because he got like that whenever he went into writer mode. It was nothing personal. 

Jude lifted his head at last and did a double-take before gawking like some schoolboy. I had to remind myself that this thirty-one year old man actually hadn't been with that many girls sexually. I was his fourth lover so far. He'd told me that a few days ago. He'd also told me that nobody had

ever fucked him this way and responded so enthusiastically because the girls he had been with were usually very...tame. 

Yeah. That was the word he had used and I had felt kind of proud of myself for being the only wild one out of the lot. The only one to match his passion. Me. Eighteen year old Wynnie. 

Amusement flickered through me as the talented writer actually grappled with words while he took in my appearance. Then he put his laptop away and growled, "Come here." 

That was all the encouragement I needed before I was all over him, kissing him eagerly and moaning out loud when he palmed my tits, my love handles and then my ass. 

"Damn it, Riley. You’re so fucking sexy," he breathed and tugged on my bottom lip with his teeth. "These curves are going to be the death of me." 

I swept my hair to one side and angled my head to give him access to my throat, loving it when he nibbled on my skin there and spent a few good minutes licking and kissing that part of me while I held him close, not letting him see all the love I had for him in my eyes. 

"You're really fucking sexy too," I whispered and ran my fingers through his hair. "Mmmm, Jude...I want you everywhere." 

That was how I felt. Like I wanted him to fill me up in every way. Take every part of me and make it his. 

"Oh yeah? What about here? Do you want me here too?" His finger was probing my asshole and his tone was just the right amount of desperate and lewd. 

“Yes,” I answered, squirming slightly as he did that and growing extremely curious. “Even there, Jude. I want you to hurt me. Rip my clothes off. Take me even when I tell you no.” 

Jude pulled away at my words and frowned at me uncertainly. “You are aware that such a thing is known as rape?” 

I gave him a sinful smile, uncaring, unbothered. “As long as it’s you doing it, I really don’t care.” 

His response was to search my expression like he honestly couldn’t figure me out but I never blinked or averted my gaze because I needed him to know I was serious. Consensual non-consent with him was something that excited the hell out of me instead of making me dread it. That was how much faith I had in this guy. 

With a little sigh, he gathered me to himself and kissed my hair, saying, 

“You’re too trusting of me. Too young. Don’t you  ever  say those words to any other guy, do you hear me?” 

A delightful shudder ran through me because he sounded like he was up for me saying it to him though. Maybe at some point later in our…

relationship. I smiled and kissed him lovingly just for being so cool and open about indulging me when it came to my fantasies. He was absolutely amazing. 

“For now, I really want to fuck my boss,” I informed him cheekily, grinding against his hard dick. 

His hands moved to my panties and he growled, “You want to fuck your boss, huh? You want to be my dirty, little assistant?” 

I couldn’t nod fast enough as I moved my hips faster and replied, “Yeah. 

So, so dirty. Just fucking take me.” 

That was when he ripped my newly-bought panties and I gasped and looked down in shock, feeling my cunt getting even wetter while lamenting over the fact that the beautiful item of clothing was destroyed even if I had just told him I wanted him to tear off my clothes. Jude turned us around suddenly and tossed me on the mattress before grabbing my hair and rasping in my ear, “We’ll get you some more, don’t worry. I just realized that I like doing that a lot.” 

I let out a giggle but then moaned when his fingers dug crudely into my pussy and fucked me. God, I wanted this man so much, I felt like I would burst with desire sometimes. 



“On your hands and knees, Riley,” he ordered me, reaching forward to cup my tits and squeeze almost painfully. “Let’s take this to another level.” 





An hour later, I lay there sated and happy as he got up to go into the bathroom and I heard water running in the sink. He’d spent about ten whole minutes just eating my pussy and ass before he had proceeded to fuck me. 

God, I could kill for this guy. No, I mean I  really could if I had to. Jude returned after a minute, running a hand through his slightly wet hair and got into bed next to me, letting out a sigh. 

I noted his peaceful expression, thinking how he appeared so boyish, how little it actually took to keep him content. It surprised me a little when he leaned towards me suddenly and dropped a soft kiss on my forehead. 

"You're so good to me, Riley," he murmured and caressed my cheek. 

"You don't hold back. You like everything I do to you. You...seem to like me too although I'm not sure why. I'm just the guy you work for who couldn't keep his cock in his pants." 

I caught his hand in mine and brought it to my lips to give it a firm kiss. 

"No. You're so much more than that," I told him, keeping my eyes locked on his. "I've always admired you for your talent and mind. But...I'm also impressed by the guy you are in everyday life. You're kind and so full of passion. Sometimes, even a little vulnerable. You've just been sharing yourself with the wrong people." 

Jude was gazing down at me as if he had never seen me before. I waited for him to say something about how he felt or what he thought of me but he just kept quiet. I tried not to let that faze me. I'd wanted him long before he had known I existed and I’d had a longer time to process and get used to my feelings. I was willing to give him the space to figure out his. But...he better not turn me down. The world didn't need to see that version of Wynter Cassidy. The one who had been spurned by the man she loved so much. 

"I don't think I know this guy you're referring to," he finally responded before lying on his back and looking up at the ceiling. "You've put me on a pedestal. Please don't do that. What have I ever given you that makes you think I'm kind?" 

I didn't reach out to touch him even though I badly wanted to smooth my hands over his shoulders and his bare chest and run my fingers lovingly through his hair. I just wanted to keep touching him and hated it when he withdrew from me. 

"It's not just about giving," I insisted. "It's who you are as a person. The way you care about people. Even Jennifer." 

"Riley-" 

"Yes, you cheated, Jude. A lot of people do. You got involved with me because you didn't feel like your relationship with Jennifer had a future. 

You tried to tell her. It's not like you were just going to keep fucking me behind her back and fool her into thinking you were faithful." 

His chest heaved as he let out a heavy sigh, contemplating my words. "I texted her today," he admitted after a moment. "I apologized. I explained. 

She wouldn't talk to me. I know I should've broken up with her before..." 

We lay there in silence for a long time and again, I ached to reach out to him. To ask him how he felt about me. Was it only sex or did he feel some kind of connection? Did he see me as someone he could actually be with in the long term? What did he want out of this? 

But even teenage me knew it was too soon. Too soon to be pushing a serious relationship with him. He'd  just ended one so badly. 

So I told myself to wait a while and kept my feelings to myself for the time being. 

"What does R stand for?" I asked him curiously, steering the conversation towards something less intense. 

Jude gave me a sidelong glance and raised his eyebrows inquiringly. 

"J. R. Knight," I prompted, feeling silly because he couldn't read my mind. He couldn't see how he lived in it every minute of every day. "I was wondering what the 'R' was." 

He looked away from me and very casually replied, "Reginald." 

I couldn't have heard that properly. My eyes widened slightly and I peered at his profile. "What?" 

He gave me a strange look and repeated, "Reginald." 

I tried not to. But I couldn't stop the burst of laughter that sprang out of my mouth. 

"Oh my god," I said between laughs. "Reginald? Seriously?" 

For a moment, he simply observed me as I laughed and I noticed a hint of amusement on his usually serious face. Like he was trying to be sober but failing. 

"Yeah. Why are you laughing?" 

I snorted again and turned on my side, putting a hand over my mouth and willing myself to stop. 

"I don't know," I answered with a grin. "I guess I just thought it would be something a little more...majestic sounding when I first read your name on a book cover." I deepened my voice dramatically and said, "J. R. Knight." 

Another giggle escaped me. "Reginald sounds so…anticlimactic." 

Jude shook his head at me calmly. "I am offended on behalf of all the Reginalds of this world." 

That made me giggle even harder because of the way he said it, in an almost bored voice. He  knew...he knew it sounded kind of funny when said out loud with his other names. 

"No wonder you don't tell people that," I said in amusement. 

"A lot of people don't know my first name either," he told me. "In the literary world, I'm just J.R or Mr. Knight. Unless someone looks it up, they wouldn't know to call me Jude." 

"I knew," I said without thinking. "Even before I came here-" I stopped and almost cringed visibly at what I had started to reveal. "I mean...well, I read your books and I was curious so..." 

I trailed off and found him regarding me with an interested expression so I simply smoothed a hand down one of his biceps and said, "I think we should sleep now." He blinked and nodded at me and inwardly, I breathed a sigh of relief when he didn’t probe further about my fangirling. 

Jude settled into the pillows and I pulled up the sheets, feeling so happy to just be here like this with him. The world could go to hell for all I cared. 

"Ella said she would talk to Jennifer and be able to avoid a public scandal," he murmured sedately. "But I might need to get out of the city for a while just in case there is an uproar. I mean, she's the senator’s daughter and she has a lot of female supporters. They would crucify me in the media if word gets out. I may not even be able to step out for a meal." 

My happiness quickly melted away at the thought of him leaving the city because I couldn't bear to be away from him for more than a few hours. It drove me insane. 

"I know," I whispered, biting my lip. "I'll handle your socials. Try to minimize the ‘cancelling’. Post something positive to divert their attention." 

Jude’s hand reached out to take mine and he squeezed it, frowning a little. "I don't know why I'm like this. I should be able to keep a cool head at my age." He blew out a breath. "But...I faced cyber bullying as a teenager and...I don't know...I've just always hated the thought of people targeting me. It...affects me on a deeper level than is normal. My career...my readers mean so much. To jeopardize all of that…Jenny knows what it will do to me. She's well aware of my anxiety." 

I squeezed his hand back, feeling a surge of protectiveness for him rising in my chest. Nobody was getting to him as long as I existed. Nobody. 

"I understand, Jude," I said softly and I did. I was a victim of keyboard cowards targeting me too, especially when it came to body-shaming. It was a cold world out there sometimes. 

"Brent is an old friend of mine in Florida," Jude continued. "He invited me over this weekend. I told him I was busy but after talking to Ella, I think maybe I should go see him. It's been a couple of years and the guy hardly ever calls but we're still close. We used to hang out all the time when he lived in Atlanta." 

I swallowed down my own anxiety as he spoke of going away. What was I even going to do without him during the days? How was I going to sleep in this bed and not have him touch me or hold me while we slept? 

"Will you come with me?" Jude asked. 

I turned to look at him in surprise, unable to believe he really was asking me to accompany him. Take a trip to Florida with him in the middle of an impending scandal. 

"Really? Are you serious?" I breathed out in astonishment. 

He smiled. "Well, you  are my assistant," he said in a lighter tone. "I'm going to need a lot of help while I'm working." 

My lips curved joyfully and without thinking twice, I put my arms around his neck and kissed him. "Sure thing, boss," I quipped and he squeezed my ass in response. 

He drifted off to sleep while keeping his arms around me and I admired his features like I always did, allowing my eyes to soften just a bit. I could look at him for hours if resting wasn’t so essential. 

Sometime in the middle of the night, I woke up with my heart thundering loudly. My hand reached for Jude and I felt warm, bare skin which was enough to make me breathe out a sigh of relief. I'd had a bad dream. In my dream, Jude said he hated me. He'd kicked me out of his home and his life and never wanted to see my face again because of all the agony I had caused him. Because of my deceit. 

"Riley?" He stirred and mumbled my name before squinting at me in the faint illumination coming from the bathroom light. "Hey. What's wrong?" 

I wiped a sheen of sweat from my face and rubbed my eyes, trying to shake off the dread. His hatred...it had been such a tangible thing. Even in

my dream, it had shattered me. 

"Jude," I whispered shakily and wished he wouldn't find my behaviour ridiculous. "I... I just..." I breathed in and out a few times and felt him shift beside me. 

When I looked up, he was holding a glass of water and asking me to drink it. "Are you okay?" he questioned with a frown. 

I drank the water and kept the glass in my hand while I thought of what to say. 

"What do you hate the most in this world?" I blurted out suddenly. 

It was all that came to mind and I burned to know the answer to that. 

What would it take to drive a man like Jude Knight to hatred? 

"Why are you asking me that?" he inquired in a puzzled tone. 

I shrugged. "I just...want to know. Please. Can you tell me?" 

He was quiet as he took the glass from me and drank the remaining water in it before placing it on the nightstand. 

"I don't know," he said as he turned back to me. "I've never really hated anything in life." He seemed to be considering it and then added, "I can't stand people judging me, I guess. I...can't stand criminals. Maybe because I was determined to become a lawyer before I started to write full time. But I hate being lied to most of all. It's hard for me to tolerate that. It's...my hard limit, I suppose." 

I might have turned to stone and I didn't even care that tears were falling down my cheeks at his words. I didn't care if he saw me. I felt in that moment that I had already lost him. It was only a matter of time before it all became official. 
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Jude



Brent's home in Florida was in such a great location, it was hard not to feel like I was on holiday even as worry plagued me regarding my situation. 

He lived right near the beach and it had been a while since I'd visited. The guy had a huge family house where he stayed with his wife and daughter and then another cottage reserved especially for his writing. I asked him for the cottage even though he wanted me to stay in the main house with them. 

But I needed my privacy and with the way Riley and I fucked, I wasn't entirely comfortable with the idea of anyone hearing our business. 

Brent's wife, Caroline, gave me a warm, welcoming hug but her pleasant demeanor turned slightly sour when she saw Riley. She and Jennifer were in touch so I didn't know if the cold shoulder was because she knew about my cheating or because she was just surprised that my assistant was there with me, looking incredibly hot in her tight shorts and tank top and holding on to my arm as I introduced her. 

Riley liked to touch me a lot and be touched in return. I didn't mind. In fact, there were so many things about her now that were growing on me. 

Her vulnerability, her capacity to get highly emotional, the fierceness I detected in her eyes whenever she felt something was bothering me as though it raised her protective instincts. And then there was the way she let me take her. Such beautiful abandonment. I'd never experienced that kind of responsiveness from a woman before. Her passion was all for me. Riley cared about me. Even when I was down and sulky, she stayed with me and treated me like I was some boy in need of comforting. 

And that rare laugh of hers. That was always unexpectedly delightful. 

She laughed with the same abandonment with which she made love. I didn't know what was happening to me but I couldn't get enough of her sometimes. I suppose that was what affairs boiled down to. Suddenly, you found yourself so wrapped up in that other person that you started to forget some very crucial things. Like maybe you shouldn't have brought your young, sexy assistant with you on a trip to your friend's house when your ex-girlfriend had just threatened to destroy you for cheating on her. Jennifer would definitely hear about this but I couldn't keep away from Riley. 

She went shopping with Brent's daughter, Elaine, the next day while I locked myself up in the cottage and wrote furiously. The novel was coming along so great. I'd long since admitted to myself that I was pouring out my own addiction into this book. Addiction to a person whom you knew wasn't the best choice for you. At first, it had been about my subconscious feelings for Wynnie, who still sent me random but meaningful messages from time to time, but now it was all about this other woman in my life. 

Riley Benson. She was my addiction. I hardly thought about my stalker when I was with her because of how Riley devoted herself to me. My emotions and experiences were vaguely portrayed in this book as well. I felt a thrill in my bones at the knowledge, the kind of knowledge the world didn't have about this story which was going to make headlines. J. R. 

Knight writing erotica. I smirked to myself as I penned out the last paragraph for the chapter I was working on and then, went for my shower to get ready to meet with Brent for drinks later at his place. He was probably locked in his office as well for the whole day but evenings were a time for him to unwind. 

An hour later, I lounged in the front yard of his home and gazed out at the beach, waiting for the sun to set because Florida sunsets were really a sight to behold. Brent's wife was inside the house and Elaine and Riley were strolling on the beach, talking to each other with the orange sun casting a glow over their figures. Elaine, who was a senior in high school, made animated gestures as she spoke and Riley barely smiled but she seemed to be in a good mood. I couldn't take my eyes off her as I sipped on my wine and thought of all the ways I was going to have sex with her later. 

Maybe we would try the beach when everyone went to bed. I'd never had sex on a beach before but Riley inspired me in so many wonderful ways. 

I didn't realize I was smiling to myself until Brent spoke up from the lounger next to me and his question wiped that smile off my face completely. 

"So...what's it like fucking a teenager at your age?" 

My heart seemed to stop beating momentarily as I turned my head to stare at him. 

Brent tipped his wine glass towards Riley in a discreet manner and smirked. "Dude...I mean, I shouldn't say it but there's something about her and I understand the attraction but never thought I'd find you in such a position. Not judging you. Just curious." 

I swallowed hard at his words, not being able to comprehend what he meant at first. A teenager? 

"Riley's not a teenager," I corrected him. "She's twenty-two." 

Brent let out a snort and sipped some wine.  "Jude, you don't have to lie to me," he said. "I told you I'm not judging. I did think it was weird at first that you hired someone so young for the position but now I get it." 

I scowled at him then and his incorrect assumptions. "I know she looks really young but Riley's not a teenager, Brent. Why would you say that? Of course I'm not into teen girls. The fact that you'd even ask me that is ridiculous." 

His own eyebrows lowered at my response, his eyes boring into me in a thoughtful manner before he shook his head. "I'm sorry," he mumbled. "She looks almost as young as Elaine and being around a teenage daughter and her friends, I just took one look at Riley and felt like she would fit right in. 

There's an air about her. A kind of youth and innocence you only see in high school girls. I thought it was pretty obvious." 

He still sounded uncertain and even though my breathing was starting to go all uneven, I kept my voice firm and steady as I looked at him and repeated, "She's  twenty-two, Brent." 

My friend was quiet as he took in my warning tone to back off the subject because I didn't appreciate his prying so he just nodded and settled back in his seat, swirling the wine in his glass. 
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Wynnie



Jude was super quiet when we got back to the cottage later that night after a wonderful dinner with Brent's family. And I mean it when I say that it was wonderful. I don't remember the last time I dined with other people apart from Jude and actually enjoyed myself. Brent's wife seemed a little stand-offish but then so was I, to be honest. I wasn't going to judge someone for not having a more outgoing personality. At least she wasn't rude to me. Brent was the life of the party, a very cheerful and entertaining host and so at odds with Jude's calm nature so their friendship was really interesting to me. And Elaine... I had never met a girl my age who was so kind and humble. We actually had a lot of fun shopping and she was the one who ended up convincing me to buy a bikini, something I hardly ever wore due to not feeling secure enough in my own skin. Elaine was so nice about it though and I felt really glad to have met her. 

But then, Jude was acting really weird and at first I thought it was just writing stress because he was on his laptop for over an hour so I went off to bed and busied myself with some reading and updating his social media profiles. When he joined me later however, he still wouldn't say a word. 

He just lay on his side facing away from me and seemed to be lost in thought. I couldn't keep my hormones in check anymore though. He was wearing just his boxers with his gloriously sexy body on display and after a long day of hardly even touching each other, I yearned to hold him so I scooted over to his side, tapped him on the shoulder and said, "Hey." 



Jude's only acknowledgment of me was to blink into the distance he was staring at. 

"Is everything okay?" I asked him, feeling apprehensive. 

He rumbled something deep inside his chest and I felt my lips quirk slightly. He was being moody. Maybe it had nothing to do with me but just a state of mind he was in. I guess I could live with that. For now. I stretched out next to him and placed a kiss on his smooth back before going back to my book. Jude didn't even respond or make any move to reach for me that night. Something seemed to have changed between us all of a sudden and it was all coming from his side. It filled me with dread the next day when he maintained his distance and I was forced to spend my time with Elaine again. 

"What's going on with you?" I questioned him on the second night when he continued to behave strangely. 

He only shook his head and said goodnight to me, claiming he had a lot on his mind before going off to sleep. 









The explosion came the next afternoon when we made it back to Atlanta and found Ella waiting for us at Jude's place. What the fuck? Did he just give his keys to anyone to enter his apartment whenever they pleased? 

"Jude," she greeted lightly and gave him a kiss on the cheek and a tight hug while looking straight at me. 

She really was asking for it. I actually found myself running the pad of my thumb along the sharp tips of my nails while glaring at her. Jude gave her a tiny smile but it seemed forced. He obviously had been expecting her, 

however, because they went inside his office after that to have a private conversation. 

With a frustrated sigh, I headed off to his bedroom and resisted the urge to do something completely immature like go and slash her tires. I couldn't wait for Jude to get rid of Ella. Then I could finally sort things out with him and get back to my work-hard-fuck-him-harder routine. 
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Jude



"Okay, what's wrong?" I asked as my friend settled into the chair opposite me at the desk and regarded me gravely. She'd called to let me know that she'd be waiting for me back here and had something important to discuss. I assumed it was regarding my situation with Jennifer. "Is she going to make trouble for me?" I inquired, frowning at the unpleasant thought. 

Ella just gave me a look and said, "She did find you with your dick almost buried inside your assistant at eight in the morning on the kitchen counter." 

I winced a little at the graphic reminder. And I might have started to feel kind of turned on as well. Riley made me so horny. It had been an effort to keep my hands off her for two days straight but Brent's words had sunk in deep. Now I couldn't stop picturing her as a teenager. It didn't matter that she was in her twenties. People would look at her and know that I was too old to be screwing her. It didn't look good at all when we stepped out in the real world. 

"I have tried so many times to apologize to Jen, Ella. I do feel bad about how she found out." 

Ella's lips thinned as she studied me thoughtfully. "Jude," she began in a low voice. "I probably should have done what was required of me as a law-abiding citizen but I had to talk to you about this first. I can tell that you have feelings for Riley-" 

"It's just sex," I interrupted in a clipped tone, not wanting to get into the whole having-feelings-for-Riley conversation with her. The first part of her sentence had put me on guard. 

She closed her mouth and I was surprised to see a faint blush creeping along her cheeks as she looked at me. It caused me to frown at her again and she glanced down quickly and started to search for something inside her briefcase. 

"Well, this would be easier then. I didn't want to...hurt you or anything by involving the police until I had spoken to you about her. Jennifer's fine, Jude. She's dealing." Ella slid a bunch of papers towards me and her face was pale as she whispered, "It's Riley you should be worried about." 

I picked up the papers carefully and studied them, feeling puzzled as the seconds passed by. It was a police report regarding a person of interest, some teenage girl called Wynter Cassidy who was also known as... 

My blood chilled at the name written beside that, the name she was known as by her friends and family. 

I looked up at Ella and she immediately got up from her chair and came over to me. 

"Are you okay?" she asked me, putting a hand on my shoulder. "Jude, you've gone so pale." 

I didn't tell her about my stalker. That her name was Wynnie too and all of this was just so baffling. 

"Why are you showing me this?" I questioned in a voice that wasn't quite steady. 

Not my Wynnie. Not the girl who I believed was harmless and maybe even a friend who understood me. She couldn't be a criminal. She had never tried to hurt me or push herself on me beyond the Twitter messages. 

"Jude." Ella sounded a little shaken as well. "Listen to me carefully. The girl in the report, Wynter Cassidy, is the same one who is in your house right now. Riley Benson is a fake identity. She...I don't know how she got

here and managed to fool all of us but I did a lot of digging and found out that your assistant is a fraud, a fugitive and quite possibly sick in the head." 

I swallowed a couple of times, my fists clenching as I absorbed the truth of Ella's words. As the facts hit me in the face even before Ella turned another page and a black and white photo of Riley...no,  Wynnie stared up at me. She looked only slightly different with lighter hair and no glasses but it was her. There was no mistaking it. 

"This report says she is only eighteen," I whispered to myself. Shock had settled into my system, making me numb to the horror and anger I should be experiencing. She was fucking eighteen years old and hadn’t even graduated from high school. 

"We need to call the police now," Ella told me determinedly. "She's dangerous, Jude. The way she tried to kill that man...and all this planning and deception. I'm not sure exactly what she wants. Whether it's money or-" 

"Me," I said numbly and glanced back at the report. "She wants me." 

Ella was quiet and then I felt her dropping a kiss on my temple and speaking to me in a soothing tone but I hardly paid attention. 

Riley was...she was my stalker. 

She was Wynnie. 

She had been here the whole time, under my roof, in my office, working with me and then...sleeping with me. 

My throat worked again and I got to my feet, tears blurring my eyes as the news really sunk in and the numbness began to fade, replaced by fury and hurt. She made me feel things for her. She made me think that it was okay to fuck her in all the ways that I did. She lied to me and used me just to fulfill some dark desire of hers. I genuinely felt sick as I thought about everything I had done to a teenage girl. All the depravity and roughness I had unleashed upon her. I'd trusted her. I'd thought she was a good person who maybe even cared for me. 

"I need to talk to her first," I said to Ella slowly, disliking my choked-up tone. "She's…just a kid, Ella." 

"Wynter Cassidy is no kid," my friend informed me in a hardened tone; the tone she used in the courtroom with criminals. "She knows exactly what she is doing. She orchestrated this con so perfectly, we never had a clue despite being lawyers. She let that innocent facade fool us. And she has been smart enough to cover her tracks, stay out of any media exposure. 

Don't get soft with her, Jude. No kid can manage all of this. And the girl I spoke to on Friday was definitely not somebody who sounded like she was innocent. She messed with the wrong person." 

I blinked away the moisture in my eyes and ran my hands through my hair, my heart pounding at a thousand miles per hour. Hearing all these ugly things about Riley... It didn't fit with the image I had of her. Of the way she had been with me. But like Ella said, it was all a facade. 

"I still need to confront her first," I stated firmly. "And when I'm done, I will call the cops myself. Can you please not say anything to anyone until then?" 

Ella looked at me with a frown, her gaze searching my face. "I'll come with you," she offered but I shook my head. 

"I need to do this alone." 

She appeared disturbed by the thought and put a hand on my arm. "She's not normal, Jude," my friend stressed again. "You can't reason with her. 

And don't let her convince you that she's somehow the wronged one here no matter how young she is and how innocent she looks. You  know this," she insisted. "You're a lawyer too. Criminal law was your specialty." 

I gritted my teeth at that. Was Ella right? Was I somehow being manipulated by Wynnie on a psychological level that made me blind to her flaws? Was the girl I had been with for weeks and grown so close with these past several days just someone incapable of being a good person? Was she unhinged? 

"Ella, leave us," I ordered in a brittle tone. "Don't inform the police yet. I want to handle this properly. If she...if she tries to hurt me, I know how to defend myself. But right now, I need you to leave." 

There was a flash of hurt in Ella's eyes followed by concern and fear. 

"Jude," she whispered, shaking her head. "You can't excuse her crimes-" 

"I won't," I snapped and she flinched at my tone. "I know the laws, Ella. 

I don't support criminals either. Riley...Wynter will be punished for what she has done. I will turn her in myself. Give me some credit here. You think I can't confront a teenage girl and live to tell about it?" 

She chewed on her lip and appeared so tortured so I leaned in and put an arm around her shoulders. "Please. Let me do this. This is personal. She used me, Ella. I trusted her with my work, my home...my body. I tried to help her. Before I take any sort of legal action, I need to hash this out with her okay. Now go home. I'll call you when I'm done here." 

She hesitated for another minute and then took me by surprise when she reached up to plant a firm kiss on my lips. When she drew back, I was staring at her, stunned. Ella gave me a weak smile. 

"Please be safe. And keep your phone turned on. Mine will be with me and I'm going to wait for your call." 

I nodded, unwilling to process her soft, intimate tone and the emotional expression in her gaze in light of my other bigger problems. Ella squeezed my arm and then left, her footsteps slow and reluctant. I waited until I heard her car pulling away from the driveway before heading upstairs. 
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Wynter



I was in bed going through some of my notes for Jude’s novel when he entered the room, appearing grim and exhausted. 

“Hey. Everything okay?” I asked, getting up quickly to go over to him. 

He held up a hand and I halted halfway between him and the bed. “Don’t come near me,” he said in a tight voice and I saw the rage banked in his blue eyes. 

“Jude-“

“I know who you are,” he cut in, keeping his stare fixed on me, his chest rising and falling in swift movements. 

I swallowed at the accusation I heard in his tone, the anger and judgment. I tried to open my mouth to respond but words deserted me. 

“You really had me fooled, Riley,” he continued in a subdued manner and then I felt the ground move from beneath my feet when he added, “Or should I say,  Wynnie?” 

My breath caught in my throat, my eyes filling up with tears. The first time he ever said my name and there was so much hatred spilling from his tone. I wanted to explain everything to him then. My secret was finally out. 

It was pretty obvious that Ella had discovered who I was before informing him. The fear I had anticipated was overwhelming but so was the relief. 

Even if he said it with hatred, at least my name had fallen from his lips. He

knew me. He knew I was the one he had shared parts of himself with that he never dared share with anyone else. 

“You violated my trust,” Jude hissed at me. “I thought…I was safe with you. I let you in my life, my home, my bed.” 

I began shaking my head at him slowly, finally ungluing my tongue from the roof of my mouth to whisper, “You are safe with me, Jude.” 

His disbelieving scoff cut through me painfully. 

“You are a criminal,” he stated aggressively. “A psychopath. A  liar. I came up here to tell you that I know about your deception and I hate you for it. If you thought this was going to get you me, you thought wrong. I should have reported you that first day you sent me that message. You know what sucks the most, Ril-?” He stopped and dragged in a rough breath. “The knowledge that I was taken for a ride by a fucking teenager. An eighteen year old girl.” 

I frowned at him when he spat out those last words. The way he reduced my existence to something so simple and made it sound derogatory. An eighteen year old girl. Like it was my curse. 

When I stepped towards him once more with determination, his frown matched mine and he bit out, “I said, don’t come near me. I’m calling the police. I didn’t want them bursting in on you without giving you a warning first because a small, stupid part of me felt like I should let you know what’s about to happen.” 

"Why bother?" I asked as I approached him, ignoring his command to stay away. "Since you've taken it upon yourself to be my judge, jury and executioner, why not just turn me in right away now that you know I'm a dangerous criminal?" I reached him and we stood face to face, staring into each other's eyes. "It sucks the most that you were fooled by an eighteen year old because you hate admitting how much you liked  fucking this eighteen year old," I taunted, not breaking my stare. 

His words had hurt me but I was hell-bent on making him admit to this one last thing. Whether he agreed with anything else or not, he would agree to this before the police came and took me away. I tried not to think about

that as I reached out a hand and touched his abdominal muscles through his shirt. 

"Stop it, Riley," he snapped at me and I smiled, pressing my palm against that solid strength of him. 

"It's Wynnie," I said softly and it felt good, saying that after so long. 

Being able to tell him that. "Say it. Say my name." 

He shook his head at me and dug into his pocket to fish out his phone. 

"Oh, come on, Mr. Knight," I crooned, pressing into him and inhaling his scent, my sex-hungry body craving his again. "We all know what a bad boy you are. How much you enjoyed fucking this teenage cunt of mine. Why not do it again one last time before you condemn me to a prison sentence? 

God knows I won't be getting any in there." 

Saying that, I gripped his erection through his jeans and we both paused because there was the evidence that even in the middle of telling me he hated me, he was turned on. He wanted me. Jude Knight still wanted me. 

I smirked at him again and raised an eyebrow, dropping all pretense of even trying to be that pathetic, undemanding Riley Benson who was unsure of his feelings for her. I had power over him now. 

"Your cock really seems to prefer this eighteen-year-old pussy," I murmured and raised my mouth to his. 

"I don't want it," he said stubbornly through his teeth and yet, when my lips touched his, light and teasing, he didn't push me away. 

"Yes, you do," I replied and tugged on his bottom lip with my teeth. 

"One last fuck, Jude. Consider it a parting gift." 

When I kissed him fully on the mouth a second later, he exploded. It was like having rough waves of his passion breaking against my shores. I took all of it and gave back just as strong. It wasn't long before our clothes were off and tossed aside and he was on top of me in bed while I writhed against him, both of us panting like a couple of animals in heat. 

"I want you to say it," I gasped as I licked the side of his neck and he plunged his cock inside me, raw and hard. Just the way I wanted. "Say you want this pussy, Jude. Say you love this cunt." 

"Yes," he growled in response, setting a rough, fast pace with his thrusts and revealing his desperation for me. "I love this cunt. I fucking love your teenage cunt okay. Fucking take my cock." 

I laughed and moaned alternatively as he fucked me, thrilled, crazed and ecstatic at getting that confession out of him, even if he had only said it in the grip of lust like almost any guy would during such moments. 

"Come inside me," I whispered and bit his earlobe. 

Jude groaned and crashed his mouth onto mine, bruising my lips, taking everything he could from me. 

"Come inside me, Jude," I whined, digging my heels into his taut ass and he finally did, letting himself go completely. Like always. 

"Fuck," he grunted and didn't stop kissing me the entire time he climaxed. 

When I reached my own orgasm, I scratched his back with my nails, knowing that I had drawn blood when Jude hissed in pain. But his cock throbbed in me still and his assault on my mouth only deepened. Once I was gone, as long as those scratches stung, at least he would remember me. 

As he pulled out of me and rolled on to his back, as we tried to get our breathing back to normal, as we lay there saying not a word, silent tears fell down my cheeks and I wiped them off, turning away when I felt his gaze on me. 

He already thought I was a psychopath. He'll only think my tears are another way to manipulate him. Wordlessly, I looked for my clothes and put them on, not daring to glance his way. I'd never been inside a police station or even in a police car. A false sense of calm slowly settled over me. If he didn't want me, I was better off dead. I'd find a way to end the agony I knew would come when I was forced to live my days and nights without him, forced to endure the pain of having lost him. 

Instead of focusing on the reality of my situation, I took my mind to a place where contemplating death felt like another task I needed to accomplish. How would I do it? A knife to my throat? Poison? Maybe a bottle full of sleeping pills? All of those options felt so bleak though. 

Why did death have to be so clinical and lonely? Why couldn't it be dramatic, an exclamation of freedom, an ecstasy? I could picture myself standing at the edge of a cliff somewhere out in the wilderness, nature and the call of birds and animals around me my steadfast companions. 

Witnesses to my freedom from this agonizing existence. 

"Wynter? Wynter!" 

Jude was shaking me, frowning down at me as I stood near the door. I stepped away from him and bent to retrieve his phone, which he had dropped on the floor earlier. Silently, I handed it to him. Permission to send me towards what he believed was considered justice. I didn't have it in me to fight this anymore. 

He'd pulled on his jeans again but his chest was bare and I fixed my gaze on it rather than his face. 

"Get out of here," he told me in a rough voice. "Go as far away as possible. And don't ever try to contact me again. I won't be so forgiving next time." 

Something shattered inside me at his words. Jude was letting me leave. 

He wasn't going to get me arrested after all. But the way he made me feel like his forgiveness was a benevolence after he'd fucked me to his heart's content was too much for me to bear. I'd thought my Jude was different. I'd been wrong. 

I turned to leave, not even bothering to question him about why he had changed his mind. Was my pussy really that convincing? I walked out of there with my shoulders straight and my chin up, letting the crushing pain guide me but refusing to allow him to see me that way. I was going to find that cliff and set myself free soon. But first, I needed to find my courage. 
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Jude



I knew as soon as Riley… Wynter  left that I had made a mistake. The bleakness in her eyes stayed with me, along with the lingering scent of her body on mine. I sat on my bed and stared off into space for almost an hour, replaying the past few weeks in speed mode. The night she had first messaged me, the day she had arrived for her interview, the dinners we had gone to, me giving her rides, our growing attraction during work and the most passionate affair I had ever indulged in. The kind of intimacy I had shared with her and the vulnerability she had revealed to me had felt…so special. Somewhere along the way, this girl had gotten under my skin. 

I ran my hands through my hair and gritted my teeth, trying to shut out the thought of her out there, struggling to find a way to start afresh. She was only eighteen. 

 And a criminal, Jude,  I reminded myself but the words felt hollow. 

God, but this was her game, wasn’t it? To get so deep in my head that I would start making excuses for her, doubting my own judgment. This was how people like her fucked with someone’s good sense. 

After getting up to take a shower, I headed downstairs, deciding to put all of this out of my mind and focus on what I had to do for the evening. 

But every place in this house now reminded me of her. Not Jennifer, the woman I had shared this apartment with for almost seven months. But Wynnie, the duplicitous teenager who probably couldn’t tell the difference between genuine emotions and a sick obsession. 

With hands that shook, I poured myself some coffee and frowned when I received an incoming call on my mobile. 

“What?” I barked at Ella, not even bothering to be polite. 

“Hey. Is everything okay?” she inquired in a concerned tone and I hated hearing that so much. She was the reason I had lost…

“Everything’s fine, Ella,” I replied curtly. “I’m sorry to tell you that Wynter escaped while we were in my office talking about her. I went upstairs and she was gone. I’ve alerted the police and I’m hoping they would catch her soon.” 

“Shit,” Ella cursed and my frown deepened. “Jude, I’m so sorry. God, she could be anywhere by now if the cops haven’t apprehended her yet. I’m really worried about you. Do you want me to come over? She knows everything about your house-“

“I’m fine, Ella,” I snapped at her. “There’s no need to babysit me. I’m a grown man. Goodnight.” 

I disconnected the call before she could ask me any further questions like her instincts were probably telling her to do. Standing there at the counter, I closed my eyes and tried to get a hold of myself. I’d lied for Wynter. Aiding and abetting was a crime as well so now I was a fucking criminal too. This was what she had reduced me to. Me, Jude Knight, believer of justice and someone who has always tried to uphold the law. This girl came in my life and ruined all of that just by existing. 

Feeling bitter about the whole situation, I went into the living room with my coffee and sat on the couch to brood some more. I must have dozed off, exhausted after the travelling and ordeal of today because I woke up to a dark and empty living room and realized that night had fallen. 

"Wynnie," I whispered and felt stupid for missing her. 

It was normal. We'd been close for so many days now and her sudden absence was going to take a while to get used to. Rubbing my face, I sat up and the first thing I did was check my phone. She hadn't called or messaged me. 

As the minutes passed, I began to feel worried about her again. Where could she have gone now? Shit, I was a lawyer for fuck's sake and I'd just told her to take the worst possible route when it came to dealing with her crimes. I'd been so shocked and angry, I hadn't sat her down and questioned her on anything. She had never hurt me or tried to hurt anyone close to me in the time I had known her. She didn't seem like the violent type at all although maybe that was part of her deception. 

But I should've asked her. Why had she assaulted Joshua Andrews? She wouldn't be convicted if I didn't press charges for fraud and stalking but the fact that she was running from the law would prove to be a huge hindrance when appealing to the court. Still, she had a long life ahead of her and running away wasn't going to fix shit. 

"Fuck," I cursed and dialled her number only to receive a drop call tone each time. She wasn't going to answer me. 

I went online then, thinking of the only other method I could resort to in order to get her to talk to me. 

 Where are you?  I sent a message to her Twitter. Wynnie's Twitter. 

She didn't respond. 

 Wynnie, please. I need to talk to you. 

 Leave me alone, Mr. Knight. I'm staying away from you okay. What

 more do you want?  - @wynnie

I didn't appreciate this formality and detachment from her. I knew how perverse that sounded but I didn't like that she had given up so easily. What kind of obsessed fan/stalker/lover did that? 

 Where are you, Wynter? 

She took a long time to respond and when she did, it was so cryptic, I almost hurled my phone in the fireplace. 

 A place between heaven and hell. 
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Wynter



I wasn't sure how he found me but an hour after messaging me, Jude walked inside St. Philips church. The same church I had come back to that night to hear his speech. He joined me on one of the pews at the back and we sat there, not breathing a word. 

The place was so empty and tranquil. Beautiful. I had come here to make peace with the fact that life didn't always work out the way we wanted and that it was okay to give up. It was okay to throw in the towel and not force ourselves to endure the pain and difficulties. 

I ignored his presence beside me, not wanting him to weaken my resolve to find that blessed cliff tomorrow and leap off to my freedom. I even smiled a little to myself, suddenly realizing that my silent conversation with God seemed to have made me a braver person somehow. I wasn't going to bother Jude with my wretched obsession anymore. 

"You came back here that night when I made the speech, huh?" he guessed. "There was no viral video." 

I pursed my lips and looked straight ahead as I replied, "Oh the viral video was there. I watched it like about eight times afterwards before falling asleep." 

Silence again. But when he spoke a minute later, his tone was light and amused. 

"Wynnie with a bear pic?" he questioned. "Really?" 

I didn't want to smile so I just shrugged. 

A current of electricity ran through me and I gave a start when his fingers laced through mine on the bench. I stared at his face, his downcast eyes and when he looked at me, there was sadness and regret in his expression. 

"You know my story," he said in a husky voice. "You know everything about me. Tell me yours." 

I tried to extricate my fingers from his but he held tight. 

"Tell me your story," he pleaded with an earnest look in his eyes. 

"Why?" I challenged defiantly. "Why should I? You called me a criminal, a psychopath and a liar. Why would you believe anything that comes out of my mouth now?" 

Jude ran his gaze over my face and then lifted his other hand and caressed my cheek softly with the backs of his fingers. My eyelids grew heavy as he did that and I wanted to lean into his touch so bad, to take that comfort. 

"I should run in the opposite direction," he murmured, his breath whispering over my mouth. "But turns out, I like the idea of having a stalker in my life. Having someone want me to the point of obsession. 

Smother me with her possessiveness. Burn me. Ruin me. Own me." 

With a huge effort, I pulled away from his touch and turned my back to him, not daring to believe that he was sincere. 

"Sir…this is a  church," I reminded him, trying to sound unbothered when every vein in my body was starting to sing with pleasure. He was using his magical ability again to weave words like spells and entice me. 

"Tell me what happened back in Wisconsin," he insisted firmly. 

I closed my eyes, wondering if I could bring myself to talk about any of it, to relive those ugly moments. 

"Wynnie," he continued when I didn't answer. "I'm sorry for everything I said. I should've given you a chance to explain. But you would've freaked

out too if you were in my position." He let out a sigh. "I want to help you. 

I'm  going to help you but you need to tell me the truth. Every detail. We'll do this the right way. No running away from the law." 

"You want me to turn myself in, huh?" I questioned bitterly. 

"Yes. And as soon as that happens, I'm going to pull some strings and bail you out. You'll stay with me while I handle your case. Please trust me." 

I wrapped my arms around myself and chewed on my lip. "What if I am guilty?" I asked him quietly. "Will you still fight for me?" 

Jude chose not to answer that directly and I grimaced at what his evasion meant. 

"I don’t think you attempted to kill Joshua without probable cause and I need you to give me a chance to prove that in court," was his careful and practical response. 

I stared off into space then. I did trust Jude and knew he wouldn't promise me this if he wasn't serious about helping me but that wasn’t what tempted me to confide in him. It was the hope that he would finally know all there was to know about me and maybe, just maybe…he would grow to love me too. 

So I dragged in a steadying breath and forced myself to open my mouth and get the words out. To tell him everything about my past. Noah. Mom. 

Joshua. My escape and how I came to be his assistant. How I started to hang on to the idea of him as a lifeline. I even told him I had suicidal thoughts sometimes and that jumping off a cliff would be my preferred method of ending my life. I left nothing out except the part where I touched him without his consent when he was passed out. That was next level creepy and I didn't think he needed to know that. Not that it would shock him much after learning the rest of it. The trauma and pain I had suffered all came to the surface in that church where only God and this man were my witnesses. 

“I was scared,” I finished in a small voice. “Mom wouldn’t believe me and I didn’t want to be arrested or questioned by the police. Who knew

what Joshua would do afterwards? To her. To me. I thought running away would help keep us both safe.” 

At last I heard him blow out a breath and then he shifted towards me and placed a hand on my shoulder. 

“Wynter,” he said and squeezed slightly. “I’m so sorry for what you went through. I’ll do everything in my power to sort this out if you turn yourself in and testify against Joshua. Against Noah too. We can solve this together. 

You don’t have to be afraid.” 

I shook my head at that. “I left that life behind, Jude. Those people, those memories. You became everything for me. I don’t want to go through the ugliness. I just want to forget about it,” I told him wearily. 

“Wynter, the only way I can help you-“

“Is to be there for me,” I interrupted and turned around. “It’s enough that you want to try. That you’re on my side. I don’t need justice. I need you.” 

He looked at me gravely, his blue eyes shining with tears. Tears for me? 

For my pain? 

“We’ll go home tonight,” he said to me gently. “Sleep this off. And we’ll work on a solution tomorrow, okay?” 

I smiled at him gratefully and nodded, feeling lighter and happier. Jude reached for my hand once more and we sat in that church for another five minutes or so, my head resting on his shoulder as I breathed a little easier than I had when I had left his house today. 

“Thank you for changing your mind,” I whispered in his ear and nipped his neck playfully. 

He smirked at that and then cleared his throat before assuming a serious tone. “Um, ma’am…this is a  church.” 

That made me laugh and I wanted to climb on his lap and fuck him right there, church or not but he got up and tugged on my hand, leading me out of that place between heaven and hell and taking me home. 
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Part of me was so afraid. I hadn’t fought a case in my life but here I was planning on doing so for Wynter. And this was extremely personal so it complicated things even more. We holed up at my house for a week instead of the one night which I had intended because she wouldn’t stop touching me every damn minute we were free. She was like a drug seeping into my bloodstreams. Now that there were no reservations, no secrets and lies between us, Wynnie let her true personality shine through and it was fucking beautiful. A little scary but still beautiful. 

The way she looked at me was both captivating and terrifying. Like I was the very air she breathed but she wouldn’t hesitate to cut off my own oxygen if I ever betrayed her. 

I dived into that well of emotion and obsession like it was my mission in life. I wrote like a maniac, fucked her like a maniac and then spent hours poring through my law books and her case file to find a way to help her without her having to testify. But it wasn’t looking good. 

One afternoon, she got me to fuck her against the bookshelves in my office until my cum was leaking down her thighs and when I tried to talk to her about her case, she kissed me on the mouth fiercely before walking out and closing the door behind her. Her response was the same each time. Kiss me to shut me up and tell me that I was enough for her and that she could stay locked up in this house with me forever. 

“I’ll even come back to haunt you after I die if you want,” she proclaimed one night when we were lying in bed after a thorough sex-session. “You’ll hear my voice every time you are alone in a room. And every time you so much as look at another woman with lust, I’ll cause her to turn into this horrific creature before your eyes. Except it’d be just a hallucination but enough to turn you off completely.” She frowned and thought about it some more. “Or I could somehow become this tangible ghoul thingy where I come and give you a blowjob every night and touch you and fuck you-“

I placed a hand over her mouth to shut her up. “I get it,” I responded in amusement. “Sex with a ghost has never been my kink but I could make exceptions for you.” 

Wynter removed my hand and shot me a dangerous smile. “You  will make exceptions for me, Mr. Knight.” 

Lazily, I bent my head to suck on her nipples as she lay naked and sated beside me. “Please stop talking about dying, Wynnie,” I said to her, feeling sad for some reason. “You have me now. I’m not going to give up on you.” 

She hummed something as she ran her hands through my hair and replied, “I like the idea of a ride or die relationship. I don’t want a mediocre love.” 

I lifted my head and pinned her with an intense look. “This isn’t mediocre,” I growled in protest. “Nothing about us is mediocre. And it  is ride or die.” 

Wynnie appeared to be insanely pleased with the idea of dying together or dying before we gave up on each other. 

“How would you prefer to die, Jude?” she asked me casually as if she was asking me to go shopping with her or something. 

I let out a sigh. “I’d rather not die willingly,” I informed her in a careful tone. “Unlike you, if I ever find myself standing at the edge of a cliff, I’d prefer you to come and save me.” 

She made a face as if the idea was boring. “I’d rather jump with you,” 

she quipped. 

Widening my eyes at her, I shook my head slowly. “Okay. I am never asking you to come and save me in that case.” 

Wynnie burst out laughing at the wariness in my tone and l ended up laughing as well while holding her close. It just went to show how crazy I was about her now when this kind of eerie conversation seemed normal to me. 

The next afternoon at around four, Wynnie popped her head inside the door of my office and said, “Hi. Sorry I’ve been MIA, boss. Did you need anything?” 

I was studying her file again with my hands buried in my hair and muttered, “Yeah. My sanity.” 

She out a giggle and then disappeared again, not showing up till it was almost sunset. 

“Jude,” she said softly as she entered my office. “I need you.” 

And just like that, my fingers stopped moving over the keyboard and I lifted my head to give her a burning look. That sexy voice saying such things to me and the pleading, longing expression on her face were my undoing. I pushed everything in front of me aside and nodded to her. 

Shutting the door behind her, she ran her tongue seductively over her lips. Again, her only attire was a shirt of mine and she crossed those curvy thighs in front of her in a deliberately enticing gesture. Fuck me, I was a goner. This girl had me in all the ways that counted. 

“I was going through some of your emails and…I noticed a P. Sylvia reaching out,” she informed me in a low voice. “She wants to do a collab, apparently. Sent in a pitch and everything.” 

P. Sylvia was another author friend of mine who lived in Kansas. She was a bestseller as well and we wrote in the same genre. I had never co-written anything before so it did pique my interest. 

“All right. I’ll have a look and get back to her tomorrow. Just mark it on my calendar.” 

Wynter responded by narrowing those smoky eyes at me and I frowned. 

We looked at each other for a long moment before I finally realized the reason behind her displeasure. 

I laughed at her then and said, “My God. You’re so sexy when you’re jealous.” 

Her lips curved as well but in an uncompromising and cool manner. “I’m also lethal,” she declared calmly. “Very, very lethal.” 

And damned if her attitude didn’t turn me on. I wanted every part of her, even the dark and questionable ones. My cock stiffened in my pants and my fingers went to the buttons of my shirt, working on them slowly as I studied her with lust tightening my features. 

“Come here, Wynnie,” I ordered her in a no-nonsense tone. “Show me some of that lethality.” 

She walked over slowly and climbed on to my desk in a sensuous manner, shifting over to me and spreading those sexy legs of hers by placing each foot on either side of me on the chair. I licked my lips when I discovered she was naked below the waist, her pussy gleaming at me and making my mouth water. 

“Stick your fingers in me, Jude,” she told me and already her hands were clutching my hair and dragging me closer to her sweet, hot core. “Lick up all my wetness and tell me you love the taste.” 

“Yes, baby,” I replied huskily and leaned forward but then paused when my eyes caught on the bit of pink skin on her inner thigh. 

Where my name was tattooed boldly in black ink. 

I stared at it for a good long minute and then looked up at her in surprise. 

“Is that real?” I whispered in astonishment. 

Wynter cocked her head to the side. “Yeah, I just got it today. Do you like it?” 

Rage began to fill me up at her confession. She had marked herself with my name permanently and had gone out to do it without even informing me about it. 

“Shit, Wynter, what if someone had seen you?” I snapped at her and pushed back my chair to stand up. “You know what your situation is right now. Ella thinks you escaped! If she finds out-“

“I don’t give a fuck what Ella thinks,” Wynnie snapped back, anger causing her cheeks to appear flushed. 

“Well, I do!” I yelled at her. “She is my friend and I lied to her when she tried to help me. This is obstruction of justice, damn it! I could get arrested as well.” 

“Ella isn’t trying to help you, Jude. She was trying to help herself.  To you. Learn the fucking difference. Don’t fight with me over her.” 

I snorted and turned away even as the kiss Ella had given me in the office that day came to mind. I knew Wynnie was partially correct. But still, someone else was aware of her real identity and her connection to me. She had to have realized that she was taking such a huge risk by going out today. 

“Why do I even bother reasoning with a teenager?” I said tightly and huffed out a breath. “Sometimes, you can be so immature. So foolish. You know we can’t live like this forever, Wynnie. You have to face the music soon and let me help you for fuck’s sake. We’ve had our fun and reality isn’t just going to go away if you ignore it. We need to talk to the police about your-“

I stopped when I turned around and found her gone. Gritting my teeth, I walked out of the office as well, slamming the door behind me and going off to the kitchen to get myself something to eat. At least one of my hungers would be satisfied for the time being. I wished she would stop being so damn unreasonable. 
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Chapter 30

 

 

 

 

Wynter



I sulked in bed for most of the evening, leaving my… boyfriend to fend for his own dinner. Usually when he was busy, I liked to cook for us or order take-out but I was pissed off at him right now and not in the mood to care about his needs. 

I’d thought he’d be happy to see my tattoo. I’d sat there and endured that burning, stinging pain just to have his mark on me and symbolize my devotion to this guy and he totally overreacted. Nobody had seen me. I’d been hiding in plain sight for months now and I was an expert at it. 

Jude came upstairs at around eight and brought me dinner. Steaming, aromatic food was piled on to a plate and there was even some desert. 

“Because I know how much my girl loves to eat,” he said to me indulgently, his anger, apparently forgotten. 

I shot him a fierce look. “Are you calling me fat?” I demanded to know. 

He widened his eyes at me. “Baby, I would never,” he replied in a hushed tone and leaned forward to brush his lips against my cheek. “Now about that pussy-” 

“Sorry. Not happening, tonight,” I announced and took the tray from him to place it in front of me on the bed and begin eating. 

Jude watched me for a while and when I looked up, he asked, “Is it good?” 

I shrugged, playing at being nonchalant but he had made me some delicious lamb stew and my heart was already melting at his thoughtfulness. 

At how much he kept in mind that I liked my meat. With a sigh, he went off to the bathroom and I knew he was going to have one of those showers he took when he was feeling stressed or needed to sort things out in his head. 

I finished eating, took the tray downstairs and busied myself with cleaning up the mess he had made in the kitchen. I knew he was worried about me. About our situation. When Jude had found me in church, I had been so hopeful that we could be together properly as a couple. But…I couldn’t go through with what he wanted. I couldn’t testify against Joshua. 

Not because I was weak but because I was no longer interested in letting that ugliness taint the beautiful little world I had created here. Joshua wouldn’t come nicely. He would retaliate. He might even hurt my lover when my back was turned. And the scandal that would erupt would affect Jude deeply because even if, by some miracle, he managed to get all the charges against me cleared, there was nothing that could be done regarding the porn video. 

I was fine hiding out and assuming a false identity for the public as long as I could be myself with Jude. He hardly went anywhere anyway, preferring to spend his days writing in his office and then his nights on the couch watching TV. He did have a treadmill upstairs which was his only form of exercise during the afternoons. As for his life outdoors, there were the occasional public appearances and the regular bi-monthly dinner with his parents. I could work around his schedule. 

 Yeah but for how long, Wynnie?  I questioned myself, knowing I was being idealistic. Sooner or later, the bubble would burst. I had to make a decision and I had to do it quickly so that he wouldn’t be implicated in this crime. 

God. I buried my face in my hands and wished that things could be easier. That my mother had never met Joshua and brought him into our lives. That I had simply bumped into Jude at a book signing or something and he would have noticed me enough to ask me out properly. That all of this wasn’t some huge, ugly  mess.  Was this happening to me because I deserved it? Because deep down, I wasn’t a good person and had done so

many deceitful things. Why, why did I have to put myself through the ordeal of a trial and be forced to  prove  my innocence to strangers? Why couldn’t I just live a normal and happy life with the guy I loved? 

My palms grew moist with tears and I gasped into them, suddenly feeling an aching need to be with my mother. The mother she had been before she started seeing Joshua and her feelings blinded her to his reality. 

Jude was amazing but…how long was he going to put up with my stalling? 

When I finally composed myself and went upstairs, he was lying in bed with the sheets up to his waist and his forearms tucked behind his head. The white, silk sheets on his bare skin appeared tempting but I was so depressed that I didn’t make any move to touch him as I got in bed. Jude shifted next to me and nuzzled my neck, his stubble pricking at me but in a comforting sort of way and his warmth seeping into me. His cock was hard against my spine but still, I said and did nothing, unable to shake off my dark mood. 

“I’m sorry I got mad at you,” he apologized sincerely and kissed my temple. “Are you okay?” 

I couldn’t even bring myself to reply. 

“Wynnie, I’m with you,” he said to me and tightened his arm around my tummy. “I get scared for us but I’m with you every step of the way. It’s not as bad as you think. If you plead self-defense-“

“Please, Jude,” I interrupted in a pained voice and closed my eyes.  Don’t bring him into our bed.  I just couldn’t talk about it or think about it anymore. 

“Okay.” Jude kissed my cheek and then my neck and brushed back my hair. “Okay.” He seemed to understand what I needed and so he fell silent afterwards. 

I was about to close my eyes when I felt his lips trailing my arm before lifting my t-shirt to kiss my breasts. Physically, I was capable of responding to his touch but my mind was in such a heavy, dark place that the thought of sex just put me off. Jude never failed to arouse me, his body was a place of worship for me but tonight, I just wanted his comfort and his reassuring presence. 



When he moved down and parted my legs, I sucked on my lip, knowing I wouldn’t say no to him if he decided to get sexual. I loved this man and I was willing to please him this way. It was my own pleasure that I wasn’t interested in seeking tonight. 

His mouth brushed my inner thighs and I shuddered. Then he did it again, lightly. And again, a third time. That was when I realized Jude was simply kissing the spot where his name was tattooed on my skin. 

“Wynnie,” he sighed and it tickled a little so I smiled slightly. “I have no words. And that’s saying a lot because you know how great I am with those.” 

My smile widened when he moved back up to settle his weight upon me before wrapping me up in his arms. 

“Ride or die, Wynter,” he whispered to me and I felt my heart crumble with emotion. 

“Yes,” I whispered back and tightened my own arms around his warm body, breathing him in as I fell asleep. 









I awoke to find light streaming in through the thin curtains and Jude’s figure standing in front of the dresser in formal clothes. Black pants, a pale blue dress shirt and black coat. He looked incredibly handsome but I was confused to see his attire. Until I remembered what day it was! 

“Shit,” I said and threw off my blanket. “Jude, I’m so sorry. I forgot. You have that interview thing, oh my god.” I slapped a palm over my forehead and groaned. “I made notes for you yesterday but I forgot to give them to you.” 

He chuckled at my frantic worrying while adjusting his tie. “Wynter, go back to sleep. Believe it or not, I remembered to check my calendar before bed and I did find the notes in the living room earlier. I got this.” 

I regarded him with a bit of shock and marveled at that for a minute. 

Wow. This was new. 

“But I feel like such a slacker,” I whined and started to make the bed, determined to make up for my lack of diligence. “Shit. I’m really sorry. I wish I could go with you.” 

He came up to stand right behind me as I bent to straighten the sheets and his groin pressed against my ass, his legs on the back of mine, trapping me in that position. 

“I wish so too but it’s all right. You can watch me on TV and I’ll be back around lunch. Keep the house locked and don’t go anywhere.” 

The command in his tone was sexy and I wished there was time for a quickie because the guy was definitely getting a boner. 

“Mr. Knight,” I teased in a little girl voice and wriggled my ass a little. 

“What  is that? And why does it feel so good.” 

He stepped away from me and I straightened to find him regarding me with a neutral expression. “Promise me you won’t go anywhere,” he insisted and I rolled my eyes. 

“I promise,” I said. “I’ll stay out of trouble and I will catch up on more work while mooning all over you on TV. Happy?” 

Jude placed his arms on my waist and kissed my forehead. “I mean it, Wynnie. You stay indoors till I get back. We can go for a walk in the afternoon, okay. I’ll take you out. Be safe.” 

I hugged him tightly and wished him luck for his interview, reassuring him about my determination to behave today. I really did wish I could have gone with him. He was finally going to talk about his new book, would be revealing details about his work in progress to the world on live television and I was so excited to see that. Jude was going to kill it. I was monitoring his social media and the hype was strong. All his fans were excited and

anticipating his next release now after the last talk show he did where he spoke about dedicating the book to someone who had inspired his new story. Thousands of people were streaming in and Jude told me his parents were going to be watching as well. 

It was going to be a lonely day for me. I knew he’d come back in a few hours after he’d played his part in promoting and mingling, with Phillipa accompanying him this time. But then he’d have to leave to attend dinner at his parents’ place in the evening and I would be alone again. It shouldn’t make much of a difference but I was so used to being with him now that even these small periods of absence began to feel like a sacrifice I needed to endure because being seen with him was no longer an option. 

I freshened up, grabbed my notes from the office and made myself a sandwich before going to the living room to settle down on the sofa and switch on the TV. His interview wasn’t starting for another forty minutes so I had time to get some work done; organize his calendar for the next month and think of how to use this latest TV interview to do some social media promotions. I felt so fucking proud of him and couldn’t wait to hold the finished book in my hands. He still hadn’t chosen a title and I was dying to see how it would turn out but I’d observed first-hand just how hard he worked, how much effort and thinking went into writing a book like that and for an author of his calibre, the expectations were quite high. I was going to be as patient and supportive as possible. 

The interview began and I went to grab a soda, hurrying back into the living room just in time to hear the host introduce his esteemed guest to the audience (as if he needed an introduction). Popping open the soda can, I sipped on the ice-cold beverage while gazing at my real life love interest with adoration. 

Just like he had in the church that night and just like he had during his last interview, Jude commanded the attention of everyone present and exuded confidence and charisma. It was a treat simply looking at him and hearing him speak in that sensual voice of his while harboring dirty thoughts about what I was going to do to this man once he got back home. I squirmed in my seat as I fantasized but then made myself sit up and pay attention to the show. I’d promised him I would watch it. 

“Mr. Knight?” It was time for questions from the audience and Jude nodded at the person who had spoken up as the camera shifted to zoom in on a middle-aged woman in a pant suit frowning at him while holding a notepad. “I wanted to know if there is any truth to the story that you cheated on your girlfriend, Senator Steele’s daughter, with your assistant.” 

There was a hushed silence all throughout. I gaped at the TV in disbelief and stopped breathing while I waited for someone to call ‘cut’ on this footage and cue in a commercial. But the camera instead shifted to focus on Jude’s shocked and pale face as he sat there speechless. 

“Shit,” I bit out, digging my nails into my palms. 

“No,” Jude denied after a long while, sounding annoyed and defensive. 

“There is no truth to that statement. Can we please stick to talking about my books?” 

He glanced at the host who cleared his throat and mumbled an apology, clearly rattled by the question too but the woman was like a bloodhound. 

“But you did break up with Miss. Steele recently, right?” she persisted in a passive aggressive tone. 

I scowled at her through the television screen. Who the fuck was this woman? This was  live for fuck’s sake. Why did she feel the need to air his dirty laundry on national television this way during such an important event? 

“That is personal and I choose not to comment,” Jude replied, clenching his jaw. His Adam’s apple moved as he swallowed and I bit on my lip, knowing that his anxiety was going to reveal itself soon if someone didn’t stop this rude interrogation. Why weren’t they calling for a fucking break? 

“There’s another rumor going around that the girl you hired as an assistant is actually barely out of high school. Is that true?” the crazy lady inquired and I swore again, picking up my phone so I could text him. Tell him to stay cool and not engage. I knew Jude was impulsive at times but this could not be one of those times. All those people were watching…

“What is this, Barry?” Jude demanded angrily, turning back to the host. 

“What kind of rude and unprofessional people are you letting in the audience these days?” 

“Jude, please don’t say anything,” I prayed, clutching my phone tightly. I kept it in my hands but if I called him now, he might panic and the spotlight was on him terribly at the moment. He’d reveal the truth to the whole world simply by his reaction. 

“Mr. Knight, I do apologize-” Barry was saying but the woman in the audience talked over him as the others who were present started murmuring amongst themselves. 

“Is she still under your employment, J. R? This young assistant you hired because of whom you-” 

“That’s enough,” Jude snapped at her and I sucked in a breath at the fury in his tone and eyes. “You need to stop asking me all these questions, lady. 

My private life is none of your business. It’s  nobody’s business.” 

The woman actually laughed at his response and as she did, I began to get the feeling that she had been planted there by Jennifer specifically for the purpose of humiliating Jude in such a public manner. Jennifer hadn’t backed down. Jude had been right. She had decided to strike where she knew he would hurt the most and she had absolved herself of the crime by staying out of the picture and getting someone else to do her dirty work. To make Jude look bad and herself seem like a woman scorned and not reduced to petty accusations. I felt so bad for him, sitting there and having to deal with all of that. 

“Mr. Knight, I take offence at that because I’m one of your fans and so are many of the people in attendance and watching this show. Naturally, they are curious and worried that you and Miss. Steele would break up your partnership this way. We deserve to know the truth about the kind of person we are supporting, don’t you think?” 

Jude was quiet as he grew even more pallid and I screwed up my expression in pain, hurting for him. He was caught between being diplomatic towards his beloved fans and demanding that they mind their



own fucking business as people should. Nobody had the right to expect an author to share their personal life with them just because they were attached to their work. But he was not just some anonymous writer so maybe the world felt like he owed them an explanation because they had accorded him the status of a celebrity. 

I stayed frozen as he ran a hand over his face and released a breath before saying, “Whom I choose to fuck or not is actually not up for discussion on a public platform no matter how much anyone claims to love my books. Everyone needs to understand that. I don’t owe you people anything, do you hear me?” 

I slumped against the sofa as the murmuring increased in volume and at last, the dratted, stupid commercial came on, cutting him off from my sight. 









Jude came home an hour later looking extremely flustered and pissed off and I, the girl who had stuck a knife in a huge man's stomach and twisted it with the intention of killing him, actually felt afraid of my lover. My lover who gave off dark, devilish vibes with his shirt halfway unbuttoned, sleeves rolled up and tie missing. His hair was messed up and his eyes stormy and angry as he stalked inside and slammed the door shut, so far removed from the persona he had shown me this morning. 

Walking swiftly around the house, he drew all the curtains closed, ignoring me standing there in the middle of the room. I absorbed all that fierce energy emanating from him and despite the uncertainty of my predicament, my pussy still tingled when I thought of all the angry sex I could have with him in this mood. Just like that day he had discovered my secret. That rawness and vitality I had felt from him was unforgettable. 

"Jude-" 

"I'm going in my office," he cut me off abruptly after he had finished securing the house. "Don't disturb me." 

I studied him thoughtfully as he headed upstairs and debated on whether to follow him or not. This was bad. Really bad. He had just lost his composure on live television and the video was already making the rounds on social media. The press was going nuts now that his break up with Jennifer was public along with the alleged reasons behind it. I wasn’t worried about myself at all right now. I just felt awful for him. That had not been an interview. It had been an ambush. 

I inhaled and exhaled several times, telling myself to be calm because this was not the end of the world. Sure, there was going to be a lot of backlash over this but it wasn’t going to last forever. His fans loved him. 

 But would they support him now that his cheating was public knowledge? 

I sighed heavily and my fingers hovered over Jennifer’s number on my phone, aching to call her and tell her exactly where she could go and stuff herself. She knew how much support she had from the female population here in Georgia and also throughout the States as the daughter of a politician. She in her own right had a huge following and engaged in numerous charity events and fundraisers. She was an influencer and would find sympathy amongst her fans but Jude…

I waited about an hour and then went into the kitchen and poured him some wine before taking it upstairs and gingerly knocking on his office door. He didn’t call out for me to come in but I did it anyway, unable to leave him alone while knowing that he was going through a tough time. 

“Jude,” I said when I entered and found him standing by the bookshelves just rifling through his books in the same disheveled state he had arrived in. 

Asking him if he was okay was stupid. He clearly wasn’t. I remembered what he got like the last time he was under the media spotlight and received negative attention. 

Without saying anything else, I placed the glass of wine on his desk and went over to hug him. What else was there to do except offer some physical

comfort? He was stiff and silent as I held him and I rubbed a hand over his arm, thinking of the mess we were in. This was deep shit. Regardless of the rumors, if they found out that his eighteen year old assistant was also a fugiti-I straightened suddenly and pulled away from him, cold spreading through my veins at the unfinished thought. Before I could open my mouth to tell him what I knew to be true now, the doorbell rang and we both froze. 

Jude looked so stressed as he ran his hands through his already untidy hair and then barked at me to stay hidden before going downstairs. 

I kept the door open a crack as I listened to him invite someone inside. 

My palms grew clammy and I wished I could drink some of that wine to soothe my dry throat but I didn’t want to miss the conversation happening downstairs. 

There were no cops, thank God, but Ella was speaking to him, getting angry with him for shutting her out for so many days and offering to deal with Jennifer for him. She informed him that she had no clue Jennifer had decided to go back on her word. Jude apologized…actually  apologized  to that witch, apparently too distracted to connect the dots. Ella was the reason he had been publicly humiliated today. Didn’t he see that? 

I couldn’t even say anything as I stood there and prayed for him to realize the truth and kick her out. She was taking advantage of his distress to get close to him and he was lapping it up. I barely held back my growl of frustration but finally, I heard Jude tell her to give him time to sort himself out and that he would call her tomorrow. 

A relieved sigh escaped me when the door was finally shut and he trudged back upstairs. 

“I’m sorry,” I blurted out as soon as he walked inside the office. The apology fell from my lips unbidden because watching him appear so devastated messed with my own peace of mind. “Jude, you can’t trust Ella. 

She knows about me. I think she saw me yesterday. Or found out somehow that you lied.” 

Jude sat down in his chair and peered at the computer for a minute and I waited for him to say something. His silence was torture. 

“I know,” he replied after a minute in a brittle tone and I blinked at him. 

“But I had to act like I didn’t so she would fall for it and I could buy us time.” 

I breathed another sigh of relief upon realising I didn’t have to convince him of his friend’s betrayal. She was the only one who had known how old I actually was. Not Jennifer. This was all Ella’s doing. She had found out that Jude lied to her and resorted to vengeance. Maybe she hadn’t meant to hurt him but had intended to show him how his involvement with me could ruin his career, his life. Ella wasn’t as smart as she claimed to be if she had overlooked the fact that we would suspect her after the information about my age was leaked out. 

But then, she wanted to play at being smart by offering her support when she thought Jude was susceptible to her influence. Jude wouldn’t give in to her though. I knew that now. My biggest worry with Ella was that she might grow tired of waiting to see if the havoc she had caused was going to make him change his mind about me and pick her instead. We weren’t safe anymore. 

Jude was probably thinking along those same lines because he looked up at me and said, “You have to turn yourself in.” 

I balked at the order and pressed my back against the door, every part of me deeply protesting against that idea. 

“Wynnie, you  have  to,” Jude stated firmly and stood up to glower at me. 

“This has gone on for too long. The matter has gotten way too serious. 

There’s too much scrutiny on me now. We’ll wake up tomorrow and reporters will be swarming the place, do you understand that? We cannot risk it anymore!” 

The air I inhaled tasted acidic and sour. I couldn’t do it. I just couldn’t. 

“Jude, please don’t make me,” I begged him softly. “Can’t we just go somewhere, far away from all of this? What if…what if you fail to prove

my innocence? What if they actually send me to prison?” I asked in a whisper, 

His eyes were cold and uncompromising. “You need to own up to this, Wynter. This is the real world. Snap the fuck out of the fantasy and turn yourself in. I will handle it from there.” 

I shook my head at him as the implications washed over me. There was already enough scandal and drama. Enough boycotting and cancelling with regards to his name. And it had only been a couple of hours. If he decided to fight my case… If this was also publicized…

“It’s not a good idea,” I told him and gave him a regretful look. “You know they won’t let you live in peace-“

“They won’t let me live in peace either way!” he shouted and I winced, knowing it was true. There was no future for us. No future that would be free of insults and accusation. As long as he was who he was, people would condemn him for staying with someone like me after learning of his infidelity. They would accuse him of betraying a ‘sweetheart’ like Jennifer who added to his respectability and would denounce him for choosing a girl who was in her teens and someone who had almost committed a murder. 

Jude’s position, his success, his family’s reputation, all of it was on the line right now. He would be ruined because of me. 

“For fuck’s sake, Wynnie, stop thinking so hard. We don’t have a lot of time.” 

“But you know it’s only going to cause more scandal,” I cried. “Jude, if you acted as my lawyer, they would know it’s true. They would know that you did cheat and they would hate you for it.” 

“We won’t confirm it,” he said in a deadened tone and I stared at him as he continued. “I have connections in this city, Wynter. We won’t have a public trial and nobody needs to know I’m representing you. Whatever rumors fly around, we’re just going to have to deny it, okay.” 

My brows puckered at his suggestion and inside my chest, something seemed to break. Jude was withdrawn again and completely serious. Under no circumstances did he intend to acknowledge our relationship in public. 

Under no circumstances was he going to tell the world that we were in a relationship. Even when there was no reason for me to hide from the law anymore, he still wanted to keep my name unattached to his. 

“J. R. Knight for the world, huh?” I questioned in a bitter tone and managed a mocking smile. 

Yeah. Here I had been thinking of saving him from further humiliation but…he couldn’t even bring himself to brush aside my doubts and tell me he didn’t care about what those people said. That it didn’t matter what the world thought. That he was going to be with me even in the face of all that gossip and criticism. That he would own up to what he did just like he expected me to. 

“I thought it was ride or die, Jude,” I whispered, feeling my dark mood threatening to engulf me just like yesterday. “Are you really so ashamed of me?” 

He growled a little and turned away, his posture depicting frustration. 

“Wynnie,  focus on what you have to do right now. Tell me that I can call the police and that you’re ready to confess. Tell me that you are willing to let me do this the proper way. The legal way.” 

“I’m not ready!” I threw at him, thinking of Joshua and his malice, the porn video with my name stamped on it forever. “Don’t force me to confess when you know I am neither mentally nor emotionally prepared to endure a trial. You  know  I’m not guilty, Jude! I didn’t ask for  any  of this! I didn’t ask for what happened to me! I was innocent! I trusted my friend. I trusted my Mom to protect me!” 

I was sobbing loudly now and slid down to the floor, burying my face in my hands as the memories flooded my brain. Even the man who had helped me through so much pain and despair didn’t seem to understand that I simply preferred to fade away into nothingness rather than deal with that trauma all over again. 

I rocked myself back and forth on the floor, wishing he would come and hold me but he didn’t. He was distant and arctic. Heartless and unbending. 

“You know what, Wynnie?” he finally grated and walked over to his desk. “Do whatever the fuck you want. You and I both know there’s only one solution to this and you’re refusing to acknowledge that. You’re determined to act childish and are resorting to emotional manipulation just to get me off your back like you’ve been doing this whole week. I bent my fucking rules for you!” 

I flinched at his raised voice before lifting my head to shoot him a death glare. I wasn’t going to sit here and tolerate him speaking to me this way just because I loved him and was feeling vulnerable right now. 

But what Jude did next was what broke me in the worst way possible. 

“No one’s going to print this crap now,” he said in irritation and stuffed the incomplete manuscript I had printed out a day before into the trash can beside his desk. “Any idiot would know it’s about us.” 

I looked at the pages sticking out of the trash. Pages that mocked me. 

Weeks of hard work on both our sides, weeks of him pouring his heart out into that story, a testimony of his feelings for me both conscious and buried. 

His analysis and projection of whatever this was between us explored in a masterpiece which I had inspired and he had just decided to dump it because he was ashamed of us. 

Tears rolled down my cheeks as I kept staring at those pages and made myself speak. Try one last time to salvage this. To hang on to that thread of hope that he wasn’t going to become another ugly part of my life. 

“I love you, Jude,” I said softly into the silence. “I would die for you. I would go to the ends of this earth for you. I would jump off that cliff for you.” I paused and looked into his eyes, searching and pleading. “Would you do the same for me?” 

My life seemed to be hanging on the balance, stuck on the answer to that one question. Jude turned away from me and sat down hard on the chair, burying his fingers in his hair and bracing his elbows on his knees. 

There. That was my answer. His action was the equivalent of giving up. 

And all he represented now was a picture of defeat. 
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Chapter 31

 

 

 

 

Jude



I got drunk again that day. Took a bottle of wine to bed instead of the girl I wanted to hold. Wynnie needed to realize how serious this was. I didn’t intend to coddle her and even though I understood that she was trying to protect herself emotionally by staying out of any court-related drama, it wasn’t practical. If she wanted a normal life, she had to face her fears. 

The wine helped me to drown myself in misery and cowardice. Some people could disregard everything and carry on with their lives the way they wanted. I had never been one of those. My father was gutted by the news that had spread across the media. Jennifer’s dad and him were childhood buddies and had such good relations. Now that the cat was out of the bag about what a wretched human being his son was, my father had made his displeasure quite apparent. Mum would take his side as well. 

Phillipa was the only one I could trust at the moment but even she was skeptical of me being able to rise up from this latest scandal unscathed. The hashtag #boycottJRKnight was trending right now on Twitter and God knows how many other places. I was only logged into the

@judethenovelist account. 



- Damage control starting tomorrow. 



The text was from my agent and I turned my phone off because I didn’t want to think about it. I didn’t want to think about how bad it was, what kind of statement I needed to release, how many apologies I should make, how viciously Jennifer’s fans must be dehumanizing me online right now and how some hateful people must be trying to work out who my assistant actually was. Wynnie was in danger and instead of letting me help her, she was being dramatic. 

We were both in a dark place right now. It hurt. It hurt seeing her so devastated. But I had my own demons to fight, past experiences with cyber bullying coming back to haunt me. I was that insecure boy in high school again and Wynnie was demanding so much from me. A part of me even considered calling the cops and forcing her to confess but I was afraid she might run or fight against it. It would be very difficult to save her then. 

Frustration overwhelmed me and I drank the anxiety down each time. 

Fame was both a blessing and a curse. Everyone wanted to be recognized for their work and talent. Everyone loved being dubbed as brilliant or outstanding. But it came with its ugliness too. The ugliness Wynter sometimes referred to. She always tried to create beauty from a place of darkness and I admired her ability to do that. I admired that even when she had felt like giving up, she had found my words to hang on to. 

I loved her for that. God, I did love her. But was it enough? Would I really do the same for her like she would do for me? Was I brave enough to claim her in front of the whole world and not care about the consequences? 

Not care if people ripped me apart for being the bad guy after all the work I had put into creating a spotless image. 

I bet the folks at St. Philips were regretting ever asking me to make that speech now. I bet they thought I was a hypocrite. I bet I was going to lose a whole host of Christian readers who would now read those same stories and spit at my work because they knew the true colours of the author. 

Anxiety gripped me so hard, I almost screamed. I didn’t want to be J. R. 

Knight anymore. I didn’t want to be in his skin, living his life. I wanted to be normal. I wanted to be happy. 

I wanted Wynnie. 

Forcing myself to get out of bed, I stumbled drunkenly downstairs to my office and found her still sitting there on the floor, hugging the pages of my discarded manuscript. I blinked several times and took them from her to place them back on the desk before bending to pick her up. 

“Jude, stop it,” she protested in a weary voice but I was determined to show her that even at my weakest and even when I was drunk, I had the strength to carry her. And so I did, one step at a time. 

“Ride or die, baby,” I slurred and she rolled her eyes but tightened her arms around me. There were tear streaks on her face which made my heart ache and as soon as I dropped her in bed, I proceeded to kiss away her unhappiness, gliding my lips over her cheeks and eyelids and murmuring things I didn’t even understand myself. 

“I want to fuck you,” Wynnie told me, grabbing my shoulders and staring into my eyes. My brain was sluggish and I could hardly focus on her words. 

“You’re going to let me fuck you till you black out with my name on your lips and scratch marks all over your body,” she told me, digging her nails into my heated skin. “Consider it a parting gift.” 

Upon hearing that statement, fear and dread both threatened to engulf me and I widened my eyes at her, trying to concentrate. The alcohol was numbing my ability to think straight but I still knew what she meant. I remembered those words. 

“No, Wynnie,” I whispered and tried to hold on to her. “No, please, don’t leave me. Don’t do this.” 

She pushed me on to my back and I felt a heaviness settling over my limbs as she mounted me, her pussy slick and bare against my crotch as she pulled my cock out and stroked it. 

“You probably won’t remember this,” she uttered sadly and leaned forward to kiss my mouth. “But it doesn’t matter. You’re always going to be mine, Jude. Always. J. R. Knight belongs to the world. But Jude belongs to me.” 
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Chapter 32

 

 

 

 

Jude



The world was out to get me. That was what I had told her once. I hadn’t even understood the meaning of the phrase until now. It was like my very own private storm had been unleashed and there was no sign or hope of it abating. More rumors began to spread like wildfire about the cruel way I had cheated on and dumped Jennifer, about how I had been emotionally abusing her in secret and generally being a scumbag of a boyfriend. My Christian readers were the first to go. 

St. Philips church actually issued a public apology to its patrons for ever having me as a guest speaker or for promoting my books. And then the media got hint of the fact that Wynter wasn’t who she had claimed to be and I had been harboring a fugitive in my home because of my affair with her. 

That I had deliberately assisted a criminal despite being a lawyer and knowing what a serious crime it was. Of course they couldn’t prove that I was guilty of this and Ella never butchered my image to that extent so I could only sit back and watch the claims get wilder and more aggressive each day. 

The cancel culture was strong enough but then, some of my former readers began to send me an influx of hate mail. I couldn’t even go out without some tabloid reporter asking me about my connection with Wynter or Jennifer. 

A month later, as the news continued to circulate, my sales began to drop. A lot of literary hotshots began boycotting me at events which I started to avoid more and more after realizing how useless it all was. 

J. R. Knight had fallen from grace. Period. 

The worst of the blows came from my publishing house,  Hierchay. Due to public outrage and pressure from the media and the bookish community, they were forced to drop me. They didn’t want to be associated with me after the allegations about me aiding and abetting a criminal while ruining my relationship by having an affair with a teen girl. I was labeled everything from a predator and a cradle-snatcher to a pervert and groomer. 

One morning, I even woke up to find my front window shattered with a stone wrapped in paper. The note inside said:



 I had so much respect for you, you fucking prick. I have a daughter

 who is in high school and she never missed a single book of yours. Way to

 put such thoughts into a girl’s head who is barely old enough to make her

 own decisions. I hope you burn in hell. Same way I’ll be burning all your

 fucking books. 



Wow. I felt like that was a bit extreme. But Phillipa, who had been attending to my mails all these years before Wynter came to work for me, assured me it was not. 

“They worshipped you, J.R,” she informed me with a pained expression. 

“Your fandom has always been strong. They had a passion for your books and believed you were a good man. This is how it is these days. Even if many of your fans still love you, they will be afraid to show support or speak out for fear of backlash due to the majority of readers standing against you.” 

Phillipa was the only one who hadn’t left my side in all of this. Jennifer had actually called to check up on me one night, saying that she wasn’t holding a grudge and had tried to curb the rumors by not speaking out against me publicly or confirming any of it. But that was as much consideration as she had decided to show me. Lying for me was not part of her future plans and I didn’t blame her for taking that stance after what I had done to her. 

Ella tried to see me several times but I knew that I could never bring myself to forgive her after the way she went behind my back and sabotaged everything. She was the reason all of this was happening right now. I could have convinced Wynnie to be brave and do the right thing if I had had a little more time with her but Ella’s betrayal ruined all chances of that happening. 

Three months went by since that wretched day when the world decided to crucify me and Wynnie decided to leave all of this behind. The morning after my fight with her and the drunk sex, I had woken up alone. All her things were gone as well and she never answered any of my calls or texts. 

She did leave me one final message on Twitter though. 

  

 I thought you could save me from myself, Jude but I ended up

 destroying you instead. Giving you back to the world now. I never should

 have tried to claim you for myself. 



God. Did she know? Did she know what was happening to me right now? What this world she had  given me back to  was doing to me. They were torturing me on a daily basis and I could barely walk the streets without being hounded by haters. I had become a joke, a terrible example, someone on his way to ruination. The same people who had put me on a pedestal were now spitting at me. The ones who had cherished my books as though they were religious scriptures were burning them now to show that they would not support a monster like me who preyed on young girls. 

When I went outside one morning and found my tires slashed, I dragged in a fortifying breath and admitted to myself that the situation was becoming dangerous now. I hadn’t reported any of the hate crimes against me because that would be irony itself for me to want to seek justice and seek to punish these criminals. Hadn’t I been guilty of breaking the law too? 

Phillipa took one look at my car when she came over that same day and ordered me to get out of the state until things had cooled down. 

“You aren’t safe, J.R,” she told me gravely and pleaded with me to understand. “The longer you remain silent and refuse to issue a statement, the harder they will make it for you. They want answers.” 

My parents could be in danger too if I went to stay with them. Already, my father was disassociating with me in public to let his stand be known regarding my crimes and actions. I would find no sympathy or help there. 

Brent was the only person I could think of who would help me and it was difficult to ask him after the way I had shut him down about Wynter months ago at his Florida home. I made myself swallow my pride and do it though. I didn’t trust myself to be able to make it on my own. The darkness in me, the weakness and mental pressure was pushing down on me so painfully. 

The day I moved into Brent’s beach cottage temporarily, I threw myself back into my writing again. It was the only solace I had and the only way to speak to Wynter. Through my words. The words I wanted to write to her but knew she wouldn’t care about anymore. I had failed her. She had asked me to choose between her and this world and I hadn’t chosen her. I hadn’t been strong enough. I hadn’t wanted to lose my credibility. 

But now, after all these months of enduring the hate and harassment, I didn’t want to bother with any of it. I didn’t even want to live anymore. 

“One more story,” I told myself every day when I woke up wanting to end my pathetic existence. “One more story and then you can leave this world knowing you did something right. That you fought back using the only weapon you had. Your words.” 

Wynnie once told me that death was a freedom and not cowardice. I wanted to be free now. 

Brent came by every day and tried his best to make me laugh, tried to get me to step out of the cottage and accompany him and his family at the main house for meals or just go out where nobody would recognise me. But my story had become my end all and be all and I refused his offer every time. 

My friend’s response was to give me an encouraging smile and leave me to my madness. But I had to hand it to him. He never gave up on me. Maybe if

he hadn’t been there, I would have said to hell with this wretchedness and claimed my freedom a long time ago. 

It took me six more weeks but I accomplished what I had set out to do and when I finally managed to get my last book out there through a vanity press with Brent and Phillipa’s help, I breathed easy for the first time in months and went to sleep that night with a bittersweet smile on my face and a fierce pride in myself. Pride I hadn’t actually felt in ages. Pride I was never going to feel again because tomorrow…tomorrow was going to be the last this world ever saw of J. R. Knight. 
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Chapter 33

 

 

 

 

Wynter



I jumped slightly when Karen, the bookstore owner and my current employer, dumped a heavy box on the counter in front of me with a stern expression. 

“These need to be catalogued, sorted and shelved  today,” she ordered me in her usual stringent manner before stalking off towards her office at the back. 

It was a wonder I hadn’t murdered her by now with the way she spoke to me. Or maybe not. Because according to official records, her store was the only store in Oklahoma that refused to take Jude’s books off the shelves no matter how much controversy surrounded his name. I respected her for that. 

She said that whatever mistakes he had or hadn’t made didn’t have shit to do with how good his novels were and she wasn’t about to let anyone make her feel bad for reading them. Her customers bought those books too without any guilt or shame because of Karen’s no-nonsense attitude and I always smiled whenever I packed any book of his which someone proudly bought from here. 

Those were the only customers to whom I said, “Thank you for purchasing.” It was a heartfelt ‘thank you’ rather than a polite, professional one. 

That was also the reason I had walked into this shop months ago and asked for a job; discovering that this was a bookstore where his art was respected and given a place like it deserved. Of course I had altered my

appearance again and was sporting a new identity so nobody recognized me. I’d lost some weight too because after leaving Jude, I hadn’t been eating well at all. 

It hurt so much. Living my life without him. Watching him suffer at the hands of the cruel media and public for months. I thought the storm would die out by now. That it would all wash over and become old news so Jude could go back to living a normal life, away from my terrible influence. But they were relentless. I wanted to burn them all for continuing to attack him this way and prayed he was strong enough to come out of this intact. 

His anxiety and fear were things I constantly worried about. It kept me up at night until I wanted to reach out to him again. But I controlled those urges. It had only brought him pain and humiliation. So much disgrace and so many problems. I had turned his entire life upside down. My reappearance was only going to make things worse. His messages had stopped a month ago and I assumed it was because he had decided to give up on me. 

It broke my heart a thousand times over. 

When news of him disappearing reached me about six weeks ago, I contacted Phillipa from an unknown number, the only person I knew Jude could trust. She was very formal with me but did tell me Jude was safe and with a friend. The only friend who had sprung to mind at that time was Brent so I had gotten in touch with him. 

To my surprise, Brent had sounded relieved to hear from me and asked me if I was going to come back. But I had begged him not to let Jude know and said that I had simply wanted to know how he was doing. 

“He’s…I don’t know, Riley…er…I mean, Wynter.” Brent had paused and let out a heavy sigh over the phone. “All he does is write. Hole up in that cottage and write his book all day and night.” 

That made me smile and I might have laughed a little as well. “Brent, that is a good thing,” I told him. “It’s when he doesn’t write when you should worry. Just take care of him okay.” 

He had started to say something else but I had hung up, gone to my run-down apartment which I shared with two other girls, locked myself in the bathroom and cried for an hour. Shelly, one of my flat mates who had been home at the time, had asked me if I was okay but then gone away when I hadn’t answered. 

“Jude,” I had sobbed and clamped a hand over my mouth with another over my stomach, trying to block out the bawling and the anguish. 

I was going to read that book he was writing. His words were all I had lived for once and I was going to do it again no matter how difficult life became in future. As long as he wrote, I was going to be falling in love with him through his words over and over again. 



Taking a deep breath to control my rampant emotions, I reminded myself that I was in the middle of work and needed to focus. If I let my mind wander towards him, I would retreat to a very dark place from which even Karen’s bossiness wouldn’t be able to drag me out of. 

So I stood up determinedly and tore off the duct tape and labels from the huge box before shifting it aside to make space for the books I was going to be placing on the counter. I held each of them reverently, the touch and smell of new books making me feel lighter as I unpacked. 

Almost five whole minutes passed like that before I saw it. 

Before I saw the book. His book. It was a thick, matte black hard cover with glistening white font, spelling out a title which rendered me even more shocked than seeing his name. 



 Ride Or Die. 



With hands that began to tremble, I ran my fingers over the raised lettering before turning it over to read the synopsis, my heart skipping beats inside my chest and my skin feeling unusually heated. It was the same story. 

The story he had thrown in the garbage. Jude had gone ahead and published it. 

The release was a surprise because there had been no news of this in the media, no hint of it at all in the reader grapevines or publishing circles. 

Even when Brent had told me Jude was writing, I hadn’t imagined it to be this story. I hadn’t believed for a second that he would be brave enough to defy the odds and do this anyway after all the outrage and censure it would result in. This book was going to perpetuate the rumor even more, add fuel to fire and destroy his credibility even further. 

I didn’t understand why he would do this as I flipped through the pages and caught glimpses of passages which I recognized from reading it months ago. The sex scenes were still there, in explicit detail. He hadn’t changed the storyline at all. Why, why would he do this to himself after I left him so he could live in peace and restore his broken reputation? 

It wasn’t until I flipped to the front of the book and read the dedication that I understood. My limbs grew slack and my heart turned to metal inside my chest at the words I encountered on that page. 

  

 Wynnie. 

 I’m standing at the edge of the cliff now. 

 Come save me. 

  

“No,” I cried out sharply and pressed the book to my chest, fear taking over every other instinct. No, Jude. He couldn’t mean it. He wouldn’t do that. But my tears fell uncontrollably because deep down, I knew he wasn’t joking about it. I had seen his anxiety up close and I knew he had lost the fight against this vindictive world. 

I put the book down and fumbled in my pocket for my phone, my hands shaking when I dialled his number after so long. He didn’t answer and after trying three times and getting the same result, I dashed away at the wretched tears before dialing Brent. 

No answer. 

“Shit,” I cursed and then went to my Twitter to type out a message to him. 



 Jude. Please don’t do anything stupid. Please. I love you. 



But how could I get to him on time? If I was too late, he might…

He lived so far away. 

“Girl, what in the world is wrong with you?” Karen’s voice interrupted my meltdown as she appeared at the counter and scowled at me. 

I was a wreck and I didn’t care if she saw me. I didn’t care about anything except getting to Jude right now and…saving him. Like he had saved me. 

I lifted the book and ran my hand over it again, my heart squeezing painfully in response. After opening the dedication page, I turned it around so that she could see. 

“This is me,” I cried softly as I looked up at her. “I am Wynter Cassidy. 

He wrote this book…for me. For us.” 

Karen’s stunned stare lasted so long, I thought she might yell at me to get the hell out of her store or call the police but all she did was take the book from me and peer at the page again, unblinkingly, before hurriedly checking out the title and synopsis. 

“My god,” she said as though in awe and moved her gaze back to me. “I ordered this book weeks ago when it was still untitled from his website because I just wanted a copy. I thought it wouldn’t be published, that he had gone AWOL and there wasn’t going to be a delivery since there was no news of him but…I didn’t realize…” She shook her head at me then. “What does it mean?  Come save me?” 

I held my arms across my middle and cried even harder as the truth struck my soul like lightning over and over again. That he had made this grand gesture to show me, to show the whole fucking world that he was  not ashamed of his relationship with me. In the end, Jude had chosen me. He just didn’t believe I would choose him back as well. He would rather die than live in this world without me. 
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Three months later…

  

 Best-selling author J.R. Knight has sold 6 million copies of his book

 ‘Ride Or Die’ which fans believe is a semi-autobiography about his affair with Wynter Cassidy, the eighteen year old fugitive. The two seemed to have eloped together and authorities have been unsuccessful in tracing them for months despite the pair’s influential online presence. The author continues to write books and remains one of the best writers of this generation, gaining over four million new followers on his social media overnight. 

 ‘Ride or die’ has been reinvented as a popular catch phrase amongst fans of his work now which may not necessarily be a good thing as many feel that it romanticizes such toxic, law-breaking relationships. 

  

 

 

 

Jude



I skimmed through the article as I breathed in the cold, morning air and sipped my coffee before tossing it carelessly and watching as it fluttered for a while only to be snatched away by the harsh, mountain winds. Alaska. 

That was where I had finally ended up. Living in isolation at a cabin in the

woods. Acres of greenery and silver streams below were my view every day as I literally stood at the edge of my cliff and…smiled. 

I smiled because I felt no inclination to jump anymore. I smiled because I was living my best life, doing what I loved to do most and I didn’t give a flying fuck who wrote or said what about me anymore because I had never been richer or more successful in my life. I couldn’t believe my book had become so popular. I had lost many fans but I had also gained new ones who more than made up for that loss and were already dying for me to release another novel.  Ride Or Die had made history and even the critics had no choice but to praise it for its literary value no matter that they felt that the author was a shunned member of society now. Fuck their society. 

I had a whole world with me. My world. 

Wynter. 

I looked over my shoulder at her where she sat on the porch a few meters away reading a book while huddled inside a thick coat and looking small and adorable. She’d come to me three months ago and ironically, had threatened to kill me herself if I ever even thought about suicide. 

She’d brought me back to life with her love and determination despite the fact that she faced backlash and criticism on social media every day while promoting my work on any platform she could find and defending me like a devoted soldier. No one could trace her IP address thanks to the help of those black market friends she had whom she wouldn’t even tell me about. Brent had seen to it as well that we remained protected and undiscovered. He and Phillipa were my only connection to the outside world even if they both denied it whenever they were questioned about it. I even had a secret printing press now and Phillipa oversaw everything with Wynnie organizing things online for marketing and distribution. 

 As long as you write, Jude,  she told me with conviction,  people are going to read your books. It doesn’t matter how they get their hands on it. 

 You better believe that we have way more supporters than haters in this world. 

It was true. She had released a statement herself online exposing everything about her past, her experiences with Noah and Joshua Andrews. 

She’d come out and broken her silence regarding the abuse she had endured and why she had taken up the path that she had, why she didn’t believe that she needed to justify herself in a courtroom and let someone else decide whether she was innocent or guilty. 

The number of people who had responded with, “You should have killed those pricks when you had the chance’ had been surprising but it made my heart glad to see that Wynnie had shared her story and put it out there. 

Sometimes, I did online interviews; written ones on popular blog sites. 

No videos. Twice, I even let them have my picture, taken very professionally by Wynne. 

We had become notorious celebrities now. Legends. 

Some still crucified us on the daily. But many held us up as the modern day example of epic love. They called us the Bonnie and Clyde of this generation. 

“This is so cool,” Wynnie had gushed when we had first seen what they had dubbed us online. “We’re what other lovers aspire to be now.” 

“Bonnie and Clyde killed people,” I told her dryly, not liking the comparison. 

Wynnie had rolled her eyes at me. “They don’t mean we’re murderers, Jude. It’s the notoriety and the fact that we share that as lovers which gets them to root for us. Most famous writers wouldn’t follow their law-breaking teenage lover into the wilderness to live an isolated life, choosing them above all others.” 

I hadn’t let her see me smirking at that.  You’d be surprised what most famous writers crave sometimes, Wyn. What that clawing need to escape this reality would lead us to do. That is why we make writing our biggest love affair. 

I didn’t tell her that though. She would scratch me if I mentioned having a love affair with anyone and anything other than her. 

“It’s a beautiful morning, isn’t it?” Wynter observed dreamily as she came up to me and stood beside me with a smile on her face. So much peace. There was so much peace here. No one was ever going to judge us in this place because there  was nobody to judge us. We didn’t have to wake up every morning and feel uncertain as to what we might find on our doorstep. 

And if we ever did crave to be around people, there was no country in this world I couldn’t get us to with the kind of money and power I possessed now. 

I placed an arm around her shoulders and drew her to my side, warmed by her body as I kissed her hair, her natural blond hair. “I love you, Wynnie,” I told her and I could have wept at the powerful emotions running through me in that moment. 

This life, this beauty, the place we had ended up, the passion and bond between us… It felt as though I had been reaching for this all my life and simply hadn’t known. That everything was fucked up and meaningless except what we had right here. She had given me this gift and I couldn’t be more grateful to this girl. 

“Tomorrow, we are going to learn hunting,” my girlfriend declared heroically. “I know Brent said he would restock everything but I still think we should learn to survive without his help if worst comes to worst.” 

I visibly cringed at the idea of hunting animals and Wynnie stiffened in my arms. 

“Oh my god, Jude, baby, I’m so sorry,” she said and gave me a wide-eyed stare. “I didn’t mean… It’s okay. We can just grow vegetables or something. We’ll start a garden.” 

My smile was indulgent as I bent to rub my nose against hers affectionately. “If my girl wants to hunt, she’s going to hunt,” I told her, placing a kiss on her forehead.  “You’ve always been more vicious than me. 

I don’t want you to suppress that instinct just because I’m a softie.” 

Wynnie hugged me back as the cold wind hit us but we both stood tall and proud against it, at the edge of our mountain, and surveyed the beauty beyond. Our life. Our world. 

“I’m excited,” she told me, her lips tracing my collarbone and her breath warm against my chilled skin. “And I’m happy. I’m happy to be living with you here.” 

So was I. Very happy. I woke up every morning looking forward to the day, wondering what new direction we were going to explore in. There was one thing that worried me though and it was her safety. But when I voiced my concern to her, Wynter raised her head and pinned me with that steely grey gaze of hers. 

“Whoever decides to come for me  or  my lover is not leaving this place again,” she informed me in a cold voice. “I’m just going to need you to look the other way while I kill them.” 

My heart gave a jerk against my ribcage at the firmness of her tone, the total badass way she dealt with the fear of anyone coming to hurt us in this isolated wilderness. My dick began to harden as well and I took a deep breath before throwing my cup of coffee aside and pulling her against me while crushing her lips with mine. 

We stood there and kissed like wild animals, not even caring how dangerous the spot where we stood was because with Wynter, nothing ever felt wrong. When we came up for air, she gazed at me with sultry eyes and I narrowed mine at her and made her a promise which I knew I would never regret. 

“Wynnie,” I said, sounding just as cold as she did. “I won’t be able to look the other way at all, you know.” She frowned at me uncertainly and I stared deep into her eyes until it felt like there was an invisible thread connecting our very souls. “Because I’ll be too busy helping you bury the bodies.” 

Her eyes went wide at my statement and the slow grin that spread across her face was everything. Maybe we were both twisted if seeing the darkest parts of each other made us admire the other even more. Or maybe we really were legendary because we witnessed each other’s depravity and still chose to love each other through it all. 

“Ride or die, Wynter,” I whispered to her, touching my lips to hers once again and shutting out everything else but the feel of her. 

This whole thing had started out because of her obsession with me. But I was the one who was obsessed now. I was the one willing to kick everything away so that I could live and breathe her every day. And why shouldn’t I allow myself to revel in this insanity? Nothing else in this world made sense without her anyway. 















THE END

 OceanofPDF.com

Playlist





1. Kehlani: Gangsta

2. Ed Sheeran: Bloodstream

3. London Grammer: Nightcall

4. One Republic: Counting Stars



 OceanofPDF.com



 

 OceanofPDF.com

Other Books by Zee Shine Storm FORBIDDEN series books



'Forbidden'                   (Book 0.5 - prequel. Jasmine's story.)



'Three's A Crowd'        (Book 1)



'Once A Cheater'         (Book 2)



'Twice Inflamed'         (Book 3)



'Taming Wells'            (Book 3.5 - A Jasper Wells novella)



'Shameless'                 (Book 4 - Ziad's story)



'Wicked'                      (Book 5 - Jacob's story)







Stand-alones



Dirty Secrets (Chick-lit, contemporary, NA, sister’s fiancé)



Girl Obsessed - A Dark Romance

 OceanofPDF.com

Acknowledgements



First and foremost, I would like to give a huge shout-out to all the bookstagrammers and bloggers who were so willing to share, read and post reviews for this book in advance of its release. Your support and interest in my work mean a lot to me. I am glad to have discovered such amazing readers during the writing of ‘Girl Obsessed’. 

Also to the author friends I recently discovered on IG, wow…what a great bunch of people you lot are. I love the indie author community and consider myself lucky to be a part of it. 

Thank you to my family for always putting up with me when I am in serious, crazy writer mode and sometimes forget that you people even exist. 

Lastly, I want to thank the person whose books and work I am so in love with that I couldn’t NOT write an entire novel based on my obsession. I could never be Wynnie though. She got lucky, I guess. 

 

 OceanofPDF.com





Document Outline


	Chapter 1

	Chapter 2

	Chapter 3

	Chapter 4

	Chapter 5

	Chapter 6

	Chapter 7

	Chapter 8

	Chapter 9

	Chapter 10

	Chapter 11

	Chapter 12

	Chapter 13

	Chapter 14

	Chapter 15

	Chapter 16

	Chapter 17

	Chapter 18

	Chapter 19

	Chapter 20

	Chapter 21

	Chapter 22

	Chapter 23

	Chapter 24

	Chapter 25

	Chapter 26

	Chapter 27

	Chapter 28

	Chapter 29

	Chapter 30

	Chapter 31

	Chapter 32

	Chapter 33

	Chapter 34

	Playlist

	Other Books by Zee Shine Storm




index-178_1.jpg





index-210_1.jpg





index-138_1.jpg





index-205_1.jpg





index-1_1.jpg
Gl
Cbsessed

ZEE SHINE STORM





index-153_1.jpg





cover_image.jpg
Ge]
Glrl Obsessed: A

7 Dark Romance






index-160_1.jpg





index-70_1.jpg





index-28_1.jpg





index-95_1.jpg





index-240_1.jpg





index-82_1.jpg





index-85_1.jpg





index-167_1.jpg





index-37_1.jpg





