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Chapter 1



“Alexa, I know this may be uncomfortable for you, but I need to ask the question. Why do you feel the need to stay with a man you clearly don’t have any feelings for?” Logan folded her legs and readjusted her spectacles as she stared at Alexa expectantly.

Alexa was spread out on Logan's couch, with her heels dug into the fabric of her couch. Thank God Logan has throw-overs. Putting her feet, with her shoes, on the sofa is one of a ‘paying client’s right,’ as Alexa fondly put it.

With the back of her head dug into one of the scatter cushions, Alexa rolled her eyes.

“Sweetie. I know you mean well, but why don’t you try keeping the personal questions to yourself?”

“Okay, I seem to have struck a nerve. Do you know why that is?” Logan persisted.

Alexis sighed out loud. She was many things, but subtle is not one of them—making sure Logan did not miss the irritation in her voice.

“Yes, speaking of nerves, you are really starting to work on mine. Now as I have mentioned before, my boyfriend is not paying you to think, and quite frankly, I don’t even want to be here! So why don’t we stick with the plan and I do all the talking, okay?”

Logan sat back and faked a smile.

If she were not a paying client, she would have told her to quit acting like a snob and to work on losing her Brooklyn accent instead.

In fact, if it weren't for the fact that her husband paid her four times her standard hourly rate, Logan would have told the woman to fuck off a long time ago—although, her approach would be a bit more dignified.

Logan glanced over at the jar of candy she kept on the centre of her table, which she kept for her younger clients. During sessions like these, she wished she had something else in those jars—something a little stronger.

Deciding to brave on the session, Logan kept the most neutral face possible. “Okay, what would you like to talk about today?”

“Finally!” Alexa grunted. “The session is about the person paying!”

Logan smiled.

God, please give me strength!

“So, I went shopping with my girlfriends yesterday, and you will not believe what fake bitches they were! So, I had the Chanel Diamond Handbag pre-ord……”

Staring intensely into Alexa’s face, Logan used her smooth skin as a zoning platform as she allowed her thoughts to fill her mind while Alexa continued spewing pointless bullshit.

Alexa is one of her more troubled patients, but with even more concerning arrogance levels, she hadn’t been able to get through to her in the six months they’ve seen each other—a classic case of therapy forced on someone that clearly doesn’t want it.

Alexa, a beautiful busty brunette with classic come-to-bed eyes clearly won favour with her new rich boyfriend, using her enticing good looks to win him over.

As much as Logan cannot judge her patients, she cannot help but think of her as a self-centred bitch with walls of defence mechanisms.

The boyfriend must really struggle to live with her, and that’s why he insists on sending her to therapy. The boyfriend also insists on paying her four times her hourly rate, possibly knowing how difficult a client she can be. Twice a week, for an hour each session, Logan sucks it up and takes the abuse Alexa so eagerly dishes out.

When Logan first decided she wanted to be a therapist, she had a clear goal in mind. She wanted to help other people achieve and do things they never believed possible.

But, nobody just wakes up one day and decides they want to help other people. These people have almost always been through their own shit.

Logan is fast approaching the age of 30 and fears she will die a spinster. Having made a conscious decision to avoid Facebook, Instagram and pretty much every other social platform, there isn’t much excitement in her life. But, she believes it’s for the best. She instantly sinks into a wave of depression whenever she sees their happiness and how much her Facebook friends have achieved. Facebook is a platform for depression, she vowed to only use it again if she was in the mood to read about other people’s perfect lives and watch them bloat with them partners.

This was not always the case.

Logan was once in love. Not just any kind of love—the kind that leaves you giddy and blushing all day for no particular reason. It was a love so intense and filled with passion—she knew that the next relationship would fall short.

But, as with most good things in her life, Logan let that love slip through her dainty little hands—all because of her fear. That is ultimately what drove her into therapy.

Logan figured since she was always too scared to help herself, she would help learn how to help others.

“Excuse me!” Alexa snapped. “Are you even listening to me?”

“Oh,” Logan shook her head. “Yes, of course!”

Alexa stared at her suspiciously. “You know, I honestly don’t know why Ricky insists on sending me to you.”

Logan swallowed hard at the name, and her insides churned. Her patients often told her stuff that left her feeling very uncomfortable, but in the interest of remaining professional, Logan had to hold a neutral look on her face.

“Perhaps, he insists on sending you because he believes I may be able to help?” Logan replied, struggling to hide her undertone of irritation.

“Which is what I don’t get. Because to me, it seems like you don’t give a shit about your clients.”

Logan was seconds away from exploding.

For fuck’s sake!

She glanced over at her watch and realised there were just two minutes left.

Thank God.

“I am sorry you feel that way, Alexa. Now, most of my clients like to be treated differently. Others prefer me leading with the questions and others prefer speaking and asking my opinion. What would the easiest method be for you?”

Alexa rolled her eyes again. “The easiest method would be for you to actually be of help. I’m not paying to listen to your monologue of what your thoughts are.”

Logan stood to her feet and smiled, this time genuine because she wouldn’t have to see this woman in another three days. “Right, would you look at that. It’s time.”

“Thank God!” Alexa muttered under her breath.

Logan faked another smile and extended her hand forward. “Alexa, as always, it has been a pleasure.”

She asked her a straightforward question, but instead, the session was wasted on Alexa talking about her latest shopping rendezvous with girlfriends that sound equally as annoying.

“Let me walk you out,” Logan said, eagerly escorting the cow out of her therapy room.

Alexa’s heels clicked as she walked down the narrow hallway and Logan led her to the receptionist.

“Alexa?” The receptionist called out.

“That’s me.”

Logan turned around, making her way back to her room–taking deep breaths in and out as she walked.

This shitty day can just end already!

“A Ricky Montgomery phoned for you and said he’s running late.”

Logan paused, shooting her head back at the receptionist. Taking a few hesitant steps back to reception, Logan’s eyes grew wide, and her body filled with weakness. “Sorry, Joanna, what was that?”

“She was talking to me!” Alexa interrupted.

Logan took in a sharp breath. “Alexa, please, I was speaking to Joanna, and you’re being rude!”

“Well, the message was not for you!”

“Joanna,” Logan persisted. “Ricky—who?”

“Montgomery!” Alexa confirmed.

Ricky Montgomery.

With pressed lips, Logan looked around the room with discomfort, ready to duck at the sight of him. Every fibre of Logan’s being quivered at the name.

Secrets from our past are never safe. At some point or another, that secret will come back and haunt you.

Logan did not expect to be hearing that name anytime soon, and she especially did not expect him to be linked to the bitchiest client she’s ever had.
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Chapter 2



“Babe! I love you, please don't,” Ricky sighed, his eyes growing puffy with every passing second. “Please, don't leave!”

Nothing could compare to the pain Logan felt when she watched Ricky begging her to stay. This was one of those painful moments she had no control over. “You know I want nothing more than to be with you! Unfortunately, your family does not feel the same way!”

Ricky’s nostrils flared. “Fuck them! I am not willing to lose you because of my grandfather's ignorance!”

Logan looked down painfully at Ricky's firm hand, holding onto her arm for dear life. Placing her tiny hands on his, she slowly pulled him away. "You know I love you. You also know this is the hardest thing for me to do, but as fate has it, we cannot be together.”

Ricky stared helplessly at Logan. Watching her go would leave a void in his soul—an emptiness that cannot be filled! "Please. Stay."

Logan started sobbing violently, her shoulders jerking as she cried. “I’m sorry Ricky, this is goodbye.”

Lightning flashed, and the torrential rain attacked the streets of the Upper East Side as Logan walked away from Ricky. As she walked away, she felt his tear-drenched eyes stabbing into her back.

Every part of her ached to turn around, but she did not.

Ricky stared on helplessly as he watched the woman of his dreams walk out of his life.

***

When Logan discovered her worst client to date, Alexa was dating Ricky Montgomery, every fibre in her being shuddered and not in a good way. The thought of the worst snob she had met dating the only man she had ever loved left her feeling sick, down to the core.

Alexa entered Logan’s therapy room, her heels stabbing into Logan’s carpet as she pranced in with that standard arrogant attitude of hers Logan had come to expect of Alexa. Looking at her client and faking a smile, it suddenly dawned on Logan that the man she was dating, purely for his money, was Ricky!

Logan flung her Louis Vuitton handbag off her shoulder and plumped herself on the therapy sofa.

“Today, we are going to speak about something a lot more serious!” Logan said, in her first attempt at being firm with the woman. “Unless we begin speaking about the stuff that is really bothering you, the sessions are not going to be helpful.”

“Look I don't pay—”

“Yes, you right,” Logan cut her off. “You don't pay for the sessions, your boyfriend does. And right now, with the way things are going you are wasting his money!”

Alexa looked as if she had been knocked over by a truck. How dare Logan interrupt her and still insult her like that?!

Alexa shot Logan a menacing glare, fighting to hold back the fury she was preparing to unleash.

“So,” Logan swallowed. “You mentioned, very briefly in our first session, that you were dating someone for his money. I think it's important that we talk about that.”

“Why? Because I don't particularly find it important.” Alexa sighed. “Honestly, this is the second time you’ve brought that up. Why is it of such interest to you in any case?”

Logan leaned forward. Today would be the day she did not back off.

“Alexa, everything we do is backed by a motive. Sometimes these motives are pure and innocent, other times we are hurting ourselves more, even though we may think we’re helping ourselves. Since my goal is to try and help you, I think it's important that we get to the root cause of why you feel the need to be with the man you do not love.”

Alexa shifted about uncomfortably in the couch. Usually, she would be laying on the couch with her legs spread out and her heels digging into Logan's sofa. But, today she sat upright and stared at Logan with confused eyes.

“You asked me how I would like my sessions,” Alexa rolled her eyes. “I must say, being attacked by my therapist, is not exactly my idea of helpful.”

The truth is, Logan never really paid much attention to Alexa. In fact, she couldn't stand the woman, one of those clients she had marked as hopeless. But now, knowing that Ricky Montgomery is involved, she had suddenly taken a huge interest.

“Be that as it may, I am very concerned," Logan lied. "I don't want you to spend money on sessions that are not helpful to you, and my job is to help you."

“Help me with what exactly?” Alexa snapped. “By making me feel shit? By judging me?”

“Alexa, discomfort is good. When we experience discomfort, we can take comfort in the fact knowing that we are growing.”

“Fuck off.”

Alexa stared at her therapist and pulled back, her shoulders pushing forward slightly. She sat back, staring at Logan with a pained look spread across her face.

“I don't have time for this, I'm leaving!” Alexa barked, deciding this session was a waste of her time.

“But, we still have 30 minutes left of our session.”

“Yeah, why don't you shove those 30 minutes or give it to someone else. Really, I don't care.”

Alexa grabbed her designer handbag, flung it back over her shoulder, gave Logan one final evil glare, before walking away.

As she stood at the door, Alexa slowly turned around. “Oh, and just by the way, this is probably going to be our last session! I tried warning you, but you insist on having shit your way. Good luck finding someone willing to pay you as much as we did!"

As she walked out, Alexa pulled the door, closing it with a loud bang.

Oh, for fuck sake! Logan thought to herself. I did not sign up for the shit!

"Alexa, wait," Logan said, running after her psychotic client.

As Logan watched Alexa walked off, she couldn't help but feel that she needed therapy all right, but not the kind with warm, cushy couches and throw pillows, but more the kind with cushioned walls to prevent her from hurting herself, perhaps even strapped to a bed in the psychiatric ward.

“What!” Alexa snapped. “I already told you, you lost me as a client. Now if you don't mind, I am leaving.”

“Alexa, are you okay?” Said a deep, husky voice.

It was a voice that filled Logan with goosebumps, causing her to pause, stopping dead in her tracks.

"Good. My man is here, and I'm sure he would love to hear about how you treat your clients!" Alexa sniggered.

Logan stared on with her jaw dropped. Hearing his voice, left every part of her body trembling. Nothing could have prepared Logan for seeing him in the flesh again.

“Ri—Ricky,” Logan stuttered.

Ricky’s eyes were equally as large. He opened his mouth to speak, but after a moment’s hesitation, Ricky closed his mouth and shifted his gaze back on Alexa.

Logan has always had pink, rosy cheeks, but her cheeks turned a darker shade of red as she watched Ricky slowly stepping towards her. Her knees felt weaker with every step he took towards her, drawing nearer to the man she never stopped loving—a man that now loved someone else.

“How,” Ricky cleared his throat, “Um, how are you?”

Trying his best to hold a calm composure, Logan responded, “I’m fine, thanks.”

“Wait!” Alexa said, shifting her gaze between Logan and Ricky. “Do you two know each other?”

Logan could hear Alexa speak, but the words flew straight past her, she was more fixated on her ex-lover, standing in the flesh before her.

“No,” Ricky said before Logan could respond and slowly walked forward. With his hands extended, he gave Logan a coy smile. “So good to finally meet you!”

"Um, it's good meeting you too!" Logan said as her tiny hands were consumed by Logan's large, strong hands.

Logan pulled away from Ricky's hands and changed the subject before Alexa grew suspicious. “The session ended a lot quicker today?” Logan said, finally turning to his girlfriend.

Alexa grinned deviously. “Yeah, about that! This woman doesn't know what she's doing, so I quit!”

“No!” Ricky said, a little more eagerly then he wanted to let on. “Um, I mean, why are you quitting?”

Logan turned back to Alexa and shot her a look that said, ‘Yeah, tell him. You want to quit because I asked why you’re using him!’

Alexa flung her long brunette hair back, brushing the few loose strands away from her face and gave Logan a devilish stare. “Would you like to tell him, or should I?” Alexa asked.

Seriously?

Logan faked another smile. With the practice she’s gained with Alexa, she had become quite the professional smile-faker. “Yes, today we started discussing stuff that is more difficult for Alexa to speak about. In my opinion, I still don't think it's wise for Logan to be quitting, just because the sessions have become tough!”

Alexa let out a heavy sigh, rolling her eyes with irritation. “Babe, this is such a waste of—”

“I agree,” Ricky interrupted Alexa. “In fact, now that the sessions are becoming more difficult, this is when you really need to stick it out!” Ricky sunk his head. “Especially with the current state of your mom.”

Alexa shot another devilish look at Logan, returning her glance to the source of irritation. “I will not speak about my mo—”

“Alexa, please!” Ricky cut off her again. “Can we speak about this when we get home?”

Logan smirked triumphantly. She never thought she would gain so much satisfaction out of watching a client being put in her place—and by her ex-boyfriend, no less.

"Well, it has been an absolute pleasure meeting you," Ricky turned back to Logan and smiled, "Dr Jones, is it?"

Logan let out an uncontrolled squeak.

The bass in Ricky's voice still made her insides flutter with excitement and the look he gave her as he said, Dr Jones, was enough to send her to the moon and back.

Logan marvelled at Ricky. After all these years, he still had the power to make her knees weak, with just one mighty stair.

"Yes, sir. It's Dr Jones." Logan blushed.

“Please,” Ricky smiled, holding onto her hand yet again, “call me Ricky!”

Alexa stared at them curiously. “Wait, are you sure you two don't know each other?”

Logan scratched her neck uncomfortably. “Err…”

"Yes," Ricky jumped in, "Well, now we do. Again, it's a pleasure meeting you." He slowly turned back to his girlfriend, "okay, I think it's time we get going. Unless there's anything else you two would like to discuss?”

Alexa pulled her face. “Oh God no! Can we just get out of here already.”

As they walked out of the reception, Alexa turned her head and narrowed her eyebrows, staring at Logan suspiciously.

Logan couldn’t care less, she was more fixated on Ricky’s ass as the couple walked off—recalling the good ol’ days when she held onto that firm ass of his.
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“Okay, so let's just be clear on one thing.”

Alexa stormed into Logan's room, allowing herself in without knocking. She found a seat on the couch, crossed her legs and hunched forward. She looked into Logan's eyes as if she were ready to make a point.

Logan took in a deep breath. “Hello to you too, Alexa. And what would you like to discuss today?” She could tell this was going to be another long and painful session.

"The only reason I'm here is that God knows why, but for some reason, Ricky seems to think that you're the best psychologist out there.”

Logan felt heat rush to her face as she reached for the Aircon remote, and decreased the temperature. If only she could add a new rule and ban that name, Ricky, in their therapy sessions.

Instead, Logan shook her head in agreement, waiting for Alexa to continue.

“And anyway, I have really exciting news.” Alexa let out an exaggerated sigh—one that beamed with pride. “And since you lack any sort of direction, perhaps, we can talk about that today.”

Finally!

Logan’s face lit up. “You have exciting news? That is fantastic, what is this news?”

Alexa slowly lifted her left hand, her eyes beaming with excitement as she slowly extended her hand forward.

Logan gasped as she noticed the large diamond that sparkled on her finger.

Logan's eyes tightened as she stared at Alexa's hands and her own hands tightened into fists. She couldn't help but think that that should have been her. She should've had that massive rock on her finger. More importantly, she should've had the sweetest man she had ever met standing beside her.

Instead, some stupid cow who doesn't give two shits about him, and whose sole purpose is to leech him off his money, had taken her place.

Seeing that rock on Alexa’s finger made it official—Ricky wrote off his grandfather. There was no way he would have agreed to him marrying a girl from Brooklyn!

Logan and Ricky’s relationship reached an abrupt end because, unlike Ricky, Logan did not come from a wealthy family.

With an unknown, middle-class family, Logan was nothing to write home about in William’s eyes. William, Ricky’s grandfather, was one of the financial elites in the Upper East and in his family; status and wealth is everything.

Bringing an outsider into the elite Montgomery circle was just disrespectful. Ricky first discovered the real wrath of William’s fury when he first ran his proposal to Logan by his grandfather.

“I will write you off as my grandson if you ever bring shame to our house and marry that commoner!”

Even with a grandfather set on controlling Ricky’s every move, he insisted on walking away from his family for the woman he loved—Logan just didn’t let him.

“Wow, I am so happy for you,” Logan stammered.

“Thanks,” Alexa gloated, beaming at the rock on her hand. “To be honest, I am happy for myself as well. I deserve every bit of this fairy-tale!”

***

“Hey man, so I finally asked Alexa to marry me!” Ricky told his best friend, Jared.

Ricky looked through the glass case. Underneath the case, Gold and diamonds glittered. The sales associate, a blonde bombshell that looked like a part-time model, slowly approached them. "Can I help you, gentlemen?"

Ricky smiled at a diamond bracelet marked for $68,000. “Yes, I believe you can!”

Jared let out an exaggerated sigh. “Dude, you are seriously making a mistake!”

Jared has been Ricky's best friend since the age of 5—brought together by two powerful and wealthy families.

But, despite them being lifelong best friends, they are very different. Ricky is more of a ‘follow-your-heart’ kind of a person. On the other hand, Jared is more of a ‘money can solve all the world’s problems’ kind of person.

“Dude! You are freaking kidding me!” Jared scolded. “You are seriously not considering getting her that chain!”

Ricky looked away, avoiding eye contact with his future best man. “Um, actually I am! She would love this!”

“Look, that chick is hot. I will give you that, but she is a total gold-digger!”

“Well, that’s where we have a difference of opinions!” Ricky said.

“Okay, but don't say I did not warn you when she takes you to the cleaners one day!”

Ricky laughed. “Dude, for once, just be happy for me!”

Jared pulled his hands to his head and faked a friendly smile. “Okay, fine! I’m happy for you!”

“Finally! Thank you!”

“Yeah, and the prospect of seeing you broke one day.”

Ricky rolled his eyes. “Yeah, whatever. Anyway, guess who I saw?”

“Oh, God! I don’t think I even want to know!”

Ricky rubbed his hands together. “Anyway! I saw Logan.”

“I’m sorry, sir,” The shop assistant said, handing Ricky the sparkly bracelet.

“Wait,’ Jared said. “Just—hold onto that! In fact, at this rate, he may want two!” Turning back to Ricky, “Seriously, what is up with you and these charity case chicks?”

Ricky’s face tightened. “Hey, don't you dare call her a charity case! Logan was an amazing woman!” Ricky shifted his gaze back to the bracelet, “She still is.”

Sensing he touched the sensitive spot, Jared smiled. “Okay, sorry dude. Yeah, so she's the one that got away?”

Jared paused and turned to Ricky. “Which leaves me wondering. If Logan is suddenly back in the picture, why would you suddenly propose to Alexa?”

Ricky's face sank, and his chest tightened. Marrying Alexa could be the biggest mistake he has made. He tried convincing himself when he saw her face light up that this was the right decision for him, but deep down, even he struggled to believe that.

"Yeah, that's the thing, if I did not propose to Alexa now, I might find myself falling for Logan again.” Ricky slowly looked away, “and after the way she hurt me, I don't think that would be wise.”

Jared grabbed hold of Ricky’s hand. The shop assistant stared at them suspiciously.

“She did not hurt you!” Ricky said. “If anything, she was saving you. She knew your grandfather would never approve and without his approval, there's no money!”

Jared narrowed his eyes. “Hey, speaking of which, how are you gonna work this one passed your grandfather?”

Ricky pulled his hands away. “I'm just going to tell him we’re getting married. If they cannot be happy for me, then I will write them off as family. Simple as that.”

Jared smirked. “Yeah, good luck with that.”

Alexa walked into Ricky's Fifth Avenue penthouse, her hands filled with shopping bags from different boutiques.

Making up for lost time and her impoverished upbringing, Alexa shopped religiously daily. When she was not out with her newfound friends or busy with therapy sessions with Logan, she tried her best to max out Ricky's credit cards. Since Ricky has never been one to complain about money, Alexa had free reign.

"Hey, babe!" Alexa leaned in and kissed Ricky on the forehead. "I got you something!"

Ricky's face lit up, “You did? What did you get me?”

Shuffling through her bags, Alexa dug deep and pulled out a pair of socks.

Ricky's eyes narrowed. “Um…Thanks!”

“You deserve it!” Alexa grinned.

Ricky held up the pair of socks, observing them suspiciously. “So, all that shopping and you got me a pair of socks?”

Alexa giggled. “No silly! These aren’t just any pair of socks, these are a $500 pair of socks!” She leaned in and gave him another peck on the forehead. “And my dream man deserves nothing but the best for his feet!”

Ricky watched as Alexa carried the bags of shopping and swayed her curvaceous hips up the staircase.

Shopping at all these exclusive boutiques made Alexa happy, and from the time they met, Ricky's only goal was to keep her happy.

But still, as much as he tried, even with him proposing to Alexa, Ricky cannot brush the thought of wanting to see Logan again.

When Ricky first sent Alexa to Logan, he genuinely believed he was doing it in her interest. He knew she needed all the help she could get dealing with her mother’s illness, and who better than Logan?

Ricky always knew Logan would make for the best therapist, not because he had ever been to one of her sessions, but because he still remembered all the nights she sat up listening to him and giving the most helpful advice.

Grabbing his phone, Ricky stared at Logan’s contact. Even during his darkest days, he was never able to delete her contact details from his phone.

Days would go by where Ricky stared aimlessly at his phone, hoping she would phone. But, the call never came.

Taking a final glance at the stairs, Ricky made sure Alexa was in the room, going through her shopping and safely out of the way.

Ricky took in a deep breath, his hands shaking as he scrolled through his contacts.

“It’s now or never!”

Pausing at Logan’s contact, Ricky pressed dial.
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“Good day, Dr Jones, there’s somebody to see you,” Joanna said over the phone to Logan.

Logan flipped through her appointment book and considered whether she made an appointment and forgot to schedule it in.

"Thanks for letting me know Joanna, but I think there has been some mistake," Logan said, flipping through her diary. "I don't have any clients for the rest of today, and besides, it's almost time to go home!”

Joanna smiled awkwardly at the guest and brought the telephone speaker close to her mouth. “Dr, I tried telling him that you’re fully booked,” Joanna whispered into the phone. “But he insists that it's urgent and that he sees you now.”

Logan sighed. “Who is the client?”

“That’s the thing. It’s not a client, but a client’s fiancé. It's Alexa's fiancé.”

What the fuck is he doing here?

Logan tapped her thumb against the telephone. “Okay, please send him up.”

As Ricky made his way up to Logan's room, Logan scrambled through her handbag, searching for her eye pencil and her ruby red lipstick.

After quickly applying her eye pencil, she pouted her lips—

“You’re beautiful, trust me, there’s no need for that.” Ricky caught Logan midway through her applying lipstick.

Logan blushed awkwardly, brushing a few loose strands out of her face, taking them behind her ear. “Um…Ricky? What are you doing here?”

“Do you do this for your clients?” Ricky laughed, allowing himself in.

"I'm sorry." Logan blushed. Seeing that sexy grin on his face was enough to make her knees quiver. "You were not supposed to see that."

“Well, in that case,” Ricky leaned forward. “I consider myself to be very fortunate.”

Logan swallowed hard, trying her best to put on her professional cap. “Okay, so I assume you’re here to speak about Alexa, but I need to remind you of Dr/patient confidentiality. So, unfort—”

“Actually, that is not why I'm here.”

Logan pulled her head back. “Oh? And why are you here? Look, if this has anything to do with yesterday’s phone call, I already told you, I won’t be able to do coffee, Ricky.”

Ricky edged closer.

Logan twitched her fingers under the table as he stepped closer. “Not only a gifted psychologist, but a psychic as well,” Ricky grinned. “I’m here because I wanted to ask if you’d like to have a cup of coffee with me? And to tell you accept no as an answer!”

Logan shifted uncomfortably in her seat. This is wrong on so many levels.

“I’m so sorry, but I can’t have coffee with clients.”

Ricky grinned deviously and lifted his left eyebrow as he found a seat on her table. His blue Gucci jeans wrapping perfectly around his firm ass. There’s something about his butt that Logan could never say no to.

Dear God, don’t do this!

He leaned in closer to Logan, holding that smirk grin on his face. “Then I guess it’s a good thing I’m not a client?”

"Ricky, stop. I can't do this. And besides, I have to see a few more people today." She lied.

Ricky pulled back, his feet still dangling over her desk. “And is that why I overheard you tell your receptionist you don’t have any other appointments today?”

Logan smiled uncomfortably. “Um, well—”

“Come on! It’s just a cup of coffee!” Ricky pushed himself off the desk and walked around to Logan. “For old time’s sake?”

Logan searched for another excuse, but Ricky stared back at her with eyes she couldn’t refuse. “Okay, I suppose I could do one cup of coffee.”

Ricky jumped up and down. “I knew you would come around!” And blew Logan a kiss.

Heat grew in Logan’s cheeks. “Stop that! You have a girlfriend.” She slowly looked up, until her eyes met with his. “Or, should I say you have a fiancé?”

Walking behind Ricky, Logan walked into Birch Coffee shop, and the aromatic scent of coffee beans left her weak at the knees and her memory racing with fond memories. Loud chatter, dishes clattering and enthusiastic employees serving customers was all around as they enter the coffee shop.

Logan smiled, wondering whether he intentionally brought her to her favourite coffee shop—the very same coffee shop in which they first met.

Despite her love for Birch Coffee shop, Logan hasn’t seen the insides of the shop since they parted ways.

“So, are you going to tell me why you dragged me all the way here for a cup of coffee?”

Ricky smiled. It was a smile that shot straight into Logan’s heart. “Do I need a reason to want to see you again?”

She stared at him curiously. “Well, when you’re dating another woman, it usually isn’t advisable to ask your ex on a coffee date?”

Ricky rubbed on his Adam’s apple. “Logan, I miss you.”

Just like that.

No fluff and no pretences.

Logan could melt, but she knew she had to try her best to keep a straight face.

Turning away from Ricky, she signalled for a waiter.

It suddenly hit her they were seated in the same table she was in the day Logan approached her for the first time.

“Hi, I’ll have an Americano,” Logan ordered and shifted her gaze back to Ricky. “And he’ll have the iced coffee.”

Logan watched as Ricky turned a different shade of red. “You remembered?”

"Of course, I remember. Okay, the waitress is gone. Now, are you going to tell me why we're here?"

Ricky narrowed his eyebrows. “I already did. I just told you—I miss you.”

Logan swallowed hard and turned her attention on the table. "Logan, this is not right. Yes, I miss you too, but you have a beautiful wife, and you're getting married to her. Don't mess that up."

Ricky looked away, gathering his thoughts as he gazed into the distance. “You right. She is beautiful.” He returned his gaze on Logan. “Except, she’s not you.”

Logan lowered her head. He was making this far more difficult than she thought. “Ricky, I can’t do this.”

“No, please stay! Okay, I won’t make it any more awkward than it already is.” Ricky smiled. “Promise.”

“Okay, I will stay on one condition.”

Ricky’s face lit up. “Yeah, I’m listening?”

“You’re not allowed to say you miss me. We can talk about anything else.”

“I don’t recall you being so mean,” Ricky sighed. “Okay, you have yourself a deal.”

After a few more coffees, and with the caffeine boost, Logan found herself chatting non-stop. Having to listen to clients speak all day, it made for a refreshing change having her turn to talk.

She didn't actually realise how much she missed him. But that was what Ricky always loved about Logan—the fact that she could speak for hours and he could just sit back and listen, staring intently into her mouth as she spoke.

In the rare moments when Ricky did all the talking, her eyes wandered all across his body. She would sit and wonder how a single man could be the perfect package?

Apart from having a heart of Gold and the kindest man she’s met, Ricky was a dreamy Sex God.

He always had wide broad shoulders most swimmers would be envious of, but he had made a few pleasant changes since she last saw him.

While Logan spoke, she lost her train of thought staring at his newly defined biceps or that ripped chest that pushed against his white shirt.

Oh, my God! If I could just get my tongue on that chest!

By her fourth coffee, Logan could sense it was time for her to leave. As she felt her urges taking control over her and she stared longingly into his mouth, craving his lips, she knew that if she stayed a minute longer, she would have thrown herself at him.

To make matters worse, she saw the way he was looking at her. If she threw herself at him, she doubted he would have pushed her away.

“I think it’s time for us to leave now. It’s already 20:00, and your wife-to-be should be expecting you home any minute now.”

Ricky stood to his feet, pulling Logan’s chair back. “Well, I would be a liar if I said I did not enjoy our time together.” He leaned in and filled Logan with sparks of electricity that jolted through her body as they hugged.

Dropping her laptop bag at the entrance of her apartment, Logan ran up to her room. She threw herself on her bed, closed her eyes and allowed her mind to take over.

Letting out a deep breath of relief, Logan bit her lower tongue as she imagined Ricky, the new updated and sexier version, naked. With parted lips, Logan laid back, and she imagined herself standing butt naked next to Alexa. She panted heavily as she watched Ricky choose her.

She imagined him walking with that huge prick she vividly recalled. He walked towards her with a devilish glint in his eye, eager to make her squirm.

Her pussy throbbed as she slipped her hand under her panties and cupped her mound. She hadn’t touched herself in months, but after one evening with Ricky, her lustful desires shot through the roof.

A wave of calm flooded over her as the heat of her hand pulsated over her wetness.

She cupped her mound with her right hand and used her other hand to roam against the skin on her torso. Every part of her body ached to be touched. Ripples of euphoria spread throughout her body.

Logan let out a sharp breath and daringly glided her finger in-between her slit, letting out a sigh of relief as her finger soaked up her juices.

Her mind returned to the image of Ricky approaching her, in all his naked glory and with his stiff cock at eager attention. She imagined him lifting her, and she wrapped her legs around his waist as she slowly hovered her entrance at his cock.

With her desires becoming more uncontrollable, Logan squeezed on her breasts and rubbed her fingers against her firm nipples as she allowed her senses to take control over her body. After sliding her finger between her folds, Logan bit her lower lip and squeezed her eyes shut as she slipped a finger inside her opening.

Her body quivered with want, and she felt a cold chill run up her spine as she imagined lowering herself on Ricky's thick prick.

“Oh, fuck!” She moaned as she imagined him spreading her lips apart and filling her with ecstasy.

She increased the speed in which she touched herself, with every image of her bouncing on Ricky’s manhood that penetrated her mind. With two fingers slipped in her entrance, she tightened her pussy and rubbed on her clit. Her body writhed on the bed as the ecstasy took control over her.

“Oh, yes!” Logan cried out in the emptiness of her apartment.

As she found her release, she imagined Ricky shooting his warm seed inside her, coating her insides with his cum.

Her orgasm shook her walls and left her body shaking violently.

"Fuck!" She breathed out, as she gasped for air and relaxed her body—extreme tension turned into blissful ecstasy.

Once she finally regained control over her breath, Logan laid back in bed, and she lifted her hand, smiling at the juices that glistened on her finger. She couldn’t recall the last time she felt this good. 

Even though she should be feeling bad for getting off on the idea of another man’s husband, her pussy was unapologetic.

BBBBZZZZZZZZ

Glancing over at her phone, Logan’s eyes narrowed as she noticed a message from a contact she hadn’t seen pop up on her screen in years. Logan swallowed hard as she opened a message from Pups.

Hey

It's me, Ricky. Just wanted to thank you for coffee earlier. I don't remember when last I laughed so much. I really missed you, and I'm hoping to see you again tomorrow?

Logan laid back, her head sunk deep into her pillow.

This is so wrong. This is so wrong.

She took in a sharp breath and replied.

Hi!

It was so good seeing you too!

Okay, we can meet up tomorrow. Same time and place, provided we meet as friends?

Somehow, adding the little note about them being friends made Logan feel like she wasn’t being a complete bitch—secretly meeting up with a man that’s set to marry one of her clients.

Truth is, she has never wanted Ricky more in her life.
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Chapter 5



“Does Alexa know we’re here?” Logan asked Ricky.

Ricky sighed. “Even if I wanted to tell her, Alexa is never home. She’s always out with friends or shopping.”

Logan stared intently into Ricky’s eyes. Sitting with another woman’s man, especially one that used to be hers, was wrong on so many levels. Adding to the scandal, that woman is a patient. Now on top of feeling like a cheat; Logan felt like an unprofessional cheat.

“So,” Ricky started, “speaking of Alexa, what is she like in her therapy sessions?”

Logan lifted her hand to face, cowering her eyes behind her hand. “Now, now, you know I’m not allowed to give out such information. I could lose my job if I divulged personal client information.”

Ricky grinned. “Oh no, that is the last thing I would want. So, I think it’s safe to agree that we both don’t want to speak about Alexa?”

Logan narrowed her eyes and sat back in her chair. “Smooth.”

Ricky smiled at her, giving her that look he gave her when they first met. That coy, yet mysterious smile that lures you in, craving to know more.

Logan slowly looked up, “Ricky, can I ask you something?”

Ricky smiled. “Why do I get the feeling you will ask me anyway?”

“Are you happy?”

Ricky pulled and rubbed on his Adam’s apple.

“Ricky, I know you’re about to lie whenever you rub on your throat.”

Ricky shied away, but Logan noticed his face sinking. After a few moments of contemplation, he returned his gaze on Logan and softly mumbling, “I… I don’t know.”

Logan had figured as much.

“Logan, I don't know if Alexa is the right girl for me?" Ricky let out a loud, exaggerated sigh. "Which is why I insisted she sees you before I take our relationship any further."

Logan's jaw dropped. “Oh my God, so you knew you were sending her to me all this time?”

“Of course, I did!”

Logan stirred her coffee aimlessly. “Err… I’m confused? Did you have a plan behind this?”

“Yeah. The plan was that I would only move forward, once I had your stamp of approval and I knew she was okay. Alexa doesn’t speak to me much about her personal life, but I could imagine she must be having a tough time with her mom’s illness.” Ricky took a sip of coffee, holding his gaze. “Two nights ago, she finally told me how much you helped her and that soon, she would be ready to stop the therapy sessions.”

“And you just couldn’t wait to ask for her hand in marriage,” Logan muttered under her breath.

“What was that?” Ricky said.

"Oh, nothing. Anyway, I’m very happy for you! Hopefully, your grandfather will be a little more accepting of her?"

“Even though my grandfather was never accepting of you, I always told you that I would gladly write my family off if it meant being with you." Ricky held his gaze into Logan's eyes.

Logan shied away. “Yeah, but you know it's never that simple.”

“Perhaps. But I also know you love taking something that could be really simple and making it far more complicated than necessary.”

“Excuse me?”

Ricky swatted Logan playfully on the arm. “I’m only messing with you! Glad to see I still know how to push your buttons,” he smiled, “priceless.”

After gigging playfully, Logan straightened her face, putting on her serious therapist mask. “Ricky, I know I hurt you when I walked away from you. And I never want you to go through that again.”

“No, it’s—”

“Wait, let me finish,” Logan interrupted him. “What I’m trying to say is that if you are looking for my blessing to marry Alexa, you've got it. The only thing I want is for you to be happy.”

Even as Logan said it, neither of them believed it. From the grogginess in her voice, they both knew she was still madly in love with Ricky and would give her left kidney if she could take back time and claim what was originally hers.

As much as Logan tried not to think about it, she couldn’t help but imagine what life would’ve been like had she allowed Ricky to write off her family for her.

She also knew that if she allowed it then, she would never had forgiven herself when her kids asked ‘where’s their family from daddy's side.’

Something about saying, ‘Sorry kids, but mommy made him choose me over them!’ did not sound right.

Butterflies fluttered inside Logan’s stomach as she walked away from Birch coffee shop and hugged Ricky goodnight. Ricky still had that effect on her—leaving her smiling like a helpless teenager in love, even at the age of 28.

As Logan walked, to grab a cab, something caught her eye. She spotted that luscious blonde hair resting on her generously sized breasts—she recognised it because she had to spend 2 hours staring at it, trying to control her envy every week.

As Logan focused her gaze on her subject, her eyes widened, and she pulled her hand to her mouth.

She stared intently and shook her head as if her eyes were deceiving her.

She left Ricky just five minutes ago, and when she left, he was still finishing his coffee, so she knew the man sitting on the opposite end of Alexa was someone else. But, what she did not know was why she held hands with this man—especially considering she is about to get married to Ricky!

“No, no, no!” She mumbled to herself as she watched Alexa lean in and kiss the stranger passionately. From the way he held her face, Logan knew this was not their first date, nor was it a relative. This was a look of a couple passionately and madly in love.

Standing outside the restaurant, Logan watched in awe as Alexa leaned in for a kiss.

Logan walked on aimlessly staring at the ground, her mind racing in overtime.

Does she tell Ricky?

As much as she wanted to, revealing this information went against doctor/patient confidentiality. If it ever comes out that she told Ricky about Alexa's sideline fling, Logan could lose her practice license for good. To make matters worse, Logan now gave her stamp of approval, advising Ricky to marry a woman that is not only not in love with him, but also using him for his money while seeing another man on the side.

How does she just watch the man of her dreams fall in love and inevitably get his heart broken by such an evil, crooked woman?

When she first studied psychology, Logan wanted to help people who couldn't help himself. She studied psychology so that she could make a difference in people's lives. And yet, she was faced with the most significant decision to make since the start of her career—save her career and help other people or risk losing her job and save the man she was still in love with and prevent him from further heartache.

Logan got home and rushed up to her room, hoping a warm shower would help clear her mind off things; instead, she stood in the shower, staring helplessly at the water rolling down her body.

After tossing and turning, Logan gave up on the idea of finding sleep. If she did not do something to stop this marriage, it might be too late.

She could not stand to see the man she loved get hurt again, even if it meant losing her career.

After removing her caller ID, in case Alexa answered, Logan scrolled through her contacts and dialled Pups.

“Hello?” Ricky answered.

“Um… Hi,” Logan responded anxiously.

“Logan?”

"There's something I need to tell you."

“Yes!” Ricky said, bringing his voice down to a whisper. “You want to whisper dirty words?”

“Okay, but first.” Logan took in a deep breath. “Is Alexa there?”
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Chapter 6



Logan swallowed hard as she watched Alexa walk into her room.

This session had caused Logan sleepless nights, and from the way her face hung to the ground as she walked in, Logan suspected Ricky confronted Alexa following their last call.

Usually, Alexa would barge into her room with her heels arrogantly stabbing into Logan’s carpet. But, today was different, those heels were replaced with plain, black pumps.

Although Ricky had promised not to utter a word to Alexa, Logan wouldn’t have blamed him if he did.

The last time she was this nervous about a therapy session, was when she had to deal with the schizophrenic patient who threatened to kill her last year.

Alexa sat on the couch, with her shoulders slouched forward and her head hanging low. “I want to talk about my mother.”

Logan’s eyes lit up. For the first time, since seeing Logan, Logan wanted to speak about serious matters, and voluntarily at that. "Yes. I'm pleased you mentioned that and hopefully we can start working through any issues you have with your mother."

Alexa sat back and closed her eyes, and for the first time, Logan could see she was desperately trying to hold back the tears. She had always known that Alexa was a broken person, but actually seeing it in person is something else.

Comfortingly, Logan narrowed in on Alexa and offered her a tissue. “There, it’s going to be okay. The sooner we deal with this, the less power it will hold over you.”

After a few moments, Alexa regained control and sat up, avoiding eye contact with Logan. “My mom is dying.”

“I’m so sorry to hear that!” Logan said.

"You asked me why I'm with a do not love?" Alexis slowly lifted her head, and her teary eyes stared heavily into Logan's. "I'm with a man I do not love because I love my mother."

The words pierced through Logan’s soul.

Logan often faced people that were as strong as Logan was, or at least, they pretended to be strong. Watching these patients eventually lose that arrogant shield and break down was a painful sight to watch.

Years of built up pain and angst released in a violent stream of tears. Watching her sobbing patient, Logan felt her chest grow heavy. “Let’s discuss why you feel you must be with someone you don’t love because of your love for your mom?”

Alexa reached out for another tissue. "My mom has a rare and terminal cancer in her neck. Unfortunately, we come from a poor background, so we would never be able to afford her treatment costs. There is one doctor that can help her, almost her last hope, but that doctor is in Finland, and it would cost us $150,000.”

Logan took in a deep breath, feeling like shit for judging the woman. "And that's why you're with a rich man because the money spent on your mother's recovery is pocket change for him?"

“Exactly.”

Logan watched Alexa leave with a heavy heart. She knew this was just the surface of her issues, and that her problems ran much deeper than just wanting to help her mother.

She also realised that she may just have ruined any chance her mother had of getting the help she needed for her cancer.

As Logan walked back up to her therapy room, after walking Alexa out, she reached out for her phone and called Ricky.

“Private number, hello?”

“Ricky. I know I told you last night not to marry Alexa, but I was wrong.”

“What… What do you mean?” Ricky asked.

"It's just—just something she said to me in confidence. I think she is the perfect girl for you and what I said was a lie because I was jealous. I'm sorry."

“Huh?”

“I don’t think we should see each other anymore. That’s all I can say. I’m sorry, I've got to go." Alexa pulled the phone from her ear and could hear Ricky's voice speaking in the background, but she cut the call.

As Logan looked up, she saw Alexa standing at her door. With a clenched jaw and eyes that could pierce, Alexa barged into her office.

“You fucking whore! How dare you!”

Logan stood to her feet. "Wait, Alexa, I can explain!"

Alexa’s nostrils flared as she spat out fumes of anger.

“I should have fucking known from the first time I saw you two together. I should have known you were after my man from the get-go!”

“No, Alexa! I am not after your man! If anything, I am—”

“Keep your pathetic excuses to yourself. This conversation is over," Alexa paused "as are our sessions."

Logan started walking after Alexa, trying to calm her down as she followed her. “Alexa, please, just hear me out.”

“Oh, and one more thing if you utter a word of anything about me, I will make sure you lose your license to practice. I will ruin you, and then you can live on the street, like the rat you are!”

Alexa’s hair slapped Logan in the face as she turned around and walked away from her.

***

“So, you’re not going out tonight?” Ricky asked Alexa as they crept into bed early that night.

Alexa narrowed her eyebrows seductively and bit on her bottom lip. “Oh no, my friends can wait! Tonight, I want to spend my evening with the most special man in my life!”

“Ha ha ha, the most special?” Ricky teased. “Well, I certainly hope I am the only special one in your life.”

Alexa grinned and slowly looked away.

"Babe, I heard something alarming today!"

“Yeah? You want to talk about it?” Ricky asked, pulling Alexa into his big strong arms.

“Yeah! It's just that… It’s just that I don’t really know what to make of it?” Alexi narrowed her eyes and looked into the far distant. “Oh, never mind. It's probably nothing.”

“Babe, if something is bothering you, we need to talk about it.”

“Okay,” Alexa shifted closer, “it’s just that my therapist said something I found a little bit odd."

Ricky swallowed hard. “Err, what did she say?”

Following the unsettling call he received from Logan earlier that afternoon, Ricky was not sure what she told Alexa. Beads of sweat formed at his hairline as he waited for Alexa’s revelation.

“Wait,” Alexa said and sat up, “You did say that you don't know her, right? I would hate to tell her personal stories to you if you knew her?”

"Well, I know she's your therapist," Ricky responded vaguely.

"Okay, so I was supposed to have a session with her today. I mean, that's why you pay her, right? But, instead, she ended up speaking to me about all her problems."

“Okay…”

Alexa looked into his eyes. "She told me that she has recently started seeing this guy and that she was not in love with him at all, but she wanted to get with him so she could use all his money! I just thought that was a really odd thing to say, especially for a therapist, you know?”

Alexa looked down. “But, I suppose it’s none of my business! I’m not even sure why brought it up, really.”

“She did what!?!”

“Ah, never mind, let’s not waste more time speaking about her!”

Alexa flung her leg over Ricky, finding a seat on his crotch and grinned down at Ricky deviously. “Tonight, I’m going to ride you like a bull!”
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Chapter 7



"I am telling you now if you go anywhere near my grandson, I will make sure you regret it for the rest of your life.”

Logan held her gaze, staring into Ricky’s grandfather’s eyes. His eyes were sharp, piercing and unforgiving. “Sir, I love your grandson with all my heart. You have to believe I would never do anything to hurt him.”

“Be that as it may, young lady," Mr Montgomery said, "if you really loved him, you would love him enough to let him go. Unfortunately, someone like you could never be with someone like him. You need to understand that you are from two completely different worlds and that no matter what you do, you will always feel like an outsider.”

Mr Montgomery placed his palms on the corners of the table. "And if you proceed with this marriage, I will be left with no option, other than to write him off as family. Surely, you wouldn't want that for the man you love?”

Logan's eyes grew puffy, and she wiped her nose with the back of her hand, trying to control her sniffing. She looked up in fear as Mr Montgomery walked towards her.

"There, there." He said, and Logan jerked as he placed his arms around her shoulders, giving her a false sense of comfort. “I’m not saying this because I’m trying to be mean to you. If anything, I’m trying to help you. If you pursue this relationship, this is the reality you will face. Do you want to live the rest of your life feeling like you don’t belong and that you’re hated by the rest of the family?”

Still jerking violently, Logan muttered, “no, sir.”

“Then I trust you will make the right decision.”

That was not the first threat Logan had received from Ricky’s family.

The Montgomery family are powerful and wealthy. With that wealth, they are even more conniving and evil, often using their money to get their way. Prior to this meeting with William, Ricky’s grandfather, she was also offered a hefty lump of cash if she promised to leave Ricky alone.

When Logan first met Ricky, she had no idea he belonged to the Montgomery family, and it was not something he felt the need to brag about either.

Ricky was the most down-to-earth and humble man she had ever met. She always suspected he had a lot of money because he would often give away hundreds of dollars to the homeless while they walked on the streets and never flinched when paying for anything, but she had no idea just how rich he was.

Finding out the man of her dreams also happened to be a billionaire was just the cherry on the cake.

“Private number?” Ricky said, his tone abrupt and annoyed.

“Hey,”

“What do you want?” Ricky barked.

“I… sorry?”

“What do you want!”

Logan pulled her phone away from her ear, studying her cell phone as though there was a technical glitch. "Um, is everything okay?"

“I don’t know. Why don’t you tell me?”

“Ricky, quit playing games.”

“Yeah, you would know when someone’s playing games, wouldn’t you?”

“I’m going to cut the call now. I obviously caught you at a bad time.”

“You know, I can’t believe I was stupid enough to fall for you again!”

Logan pulled her eyebrows together. “Seriously, what are you on about?”

“Alexa told me everything!”

“She—she did?”

“To think my grandfather was right about you all along. You were trying to use me for my money!” Ricky’s voice trembled as he spoke.

“Excuse me!”

“Alexa told me all about your filthy little plans to try and use me for my money! I don’t want to see or speak to you ever again!”

Ricky pressed down hard on the red button of his phone as he cut the call.

Logan stared at her phone in awe, still beeping from the ended call.

That little bitch!

Alexa slowly wrapped her arms around Ricky’s shoulders. “Hey babe, I heard you shouting. Is everything okay?”

Ricky, still breathing heavily calmed down. “Yeah, thanks. Sorry, just had a disagreement with one of my business partners.”

“Well, you know I’m here for you, right?” Alexa kissed Ricky on the forehead. “I’m going out. I have some shopping to do, but I’ll be home a little later!”

Logan sat on her bed, still confused about what happened. How the hell could Ricky accuse her of being after his money?

Logan had never chased after a man for his money. In fact, she had enough of her own savings, which she had been saving since she was a kid. Fair enough, it came nowhere close to Ricky’s riches, but still, she did not need a man for his money!

Logan felt her chest tightened at the thought of Alexa. She knew Alexa was behind all of this, and she could only imagine what she must have told him. Her jaw clenched tight as Logan took a few deep breaths in and out.

The words Alexa blurted before walking out of her office played in her mind.

I will make sure you lose your license to practice. I will ruin you…

She had already been playing with fire when she agreed to see Ricky, but she had a feeling that Alexa was not as forgiving. She’s a devious snake, one that would make it her mission to ruin her life if she ever revealed the truth.

“Hi,”

“Yes?” Alexa responded to the doorman.

"We have a delivery for Mr Montgomery."

Alexa studied the parcel suspiciously. “I will make sure he gets it.”

Alexa studied both parcels intently. The first parcel looked to be a neatly wrapped box, and the other was a letter. On both packages, the letters L.J. were writen in a thick, black ink.

Logan!

“I heard Andrew say I have a delivered parcel?”

Alexa jumped back with fright. “Oh—Um, yes.” She handed Ricky the large red box and slipped the letter under her thigh. “Who’s it from?”

Ricky opened the parcel, ripping the wrapping paper apart. He stared at the box of chocolates, and Alexa watched on eagerly as his nostrils flared. "No one important," he said and chuck the chocolates into the trash bin.

Alexa waited until the coast was clear before she opened the letter.

Dear Ricky,

I’m not sure what you heard. But, I would never want to use you for your money. In fact, I was offended because I did not even want to meet you for coffee! Not that I did not want to, but because I know you have a fiancé.

Just know that I love you, always have and always will, and I’m sorry for the confusion that came out of all this!

I wish you well,

Logan,

A bitterness spread through Alexa. Despite her warning Logan to stay away, she insisted on making her a fool!

Her lips were pressed flat as her shaking hands reached out for her phone.

“Hello,” Logan answered.

“You stupid cow!” Alexa barked through clenched teeth. “I warned you to stay the fuck away from me and my man!”

"Alexa, I'm sorry, but Ricky was lied to, and my name was thrown in the mud. I had to clear the air. In fact, how dare you tell Ricky I wanted to use him for his money?”

Alexa smirked. “I tried to do this the easy way, but you insist on doing this your way.”

“Stop threatening me. I’m getting sick of your threats, quite frankly.”

“I’m giving you one more chance. Stay away from my man, because if I catch you trying to contact him again, I will make sure your practice shuts down for good.”

“You can thr—”

Alexa slammed down the phone.

Logan glared at her phone with a tightness in her eyes.

That’s it! I’m done playing nice!
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Chapter 8



“Good day, Dr Jones. How can I help you?”

“Hi,” Logan greeted her private banker. “I need to withdraw everything I have in my trust fund.”

“Um…Sorry? Did you say you want to withdraw everything?”

"Daniel, I need to withdraw all the money in my trust fund, and I need it in cash. I'll come around later to pick it up, around 2pm, this afternoon?"

There was a brief silence on the other end of the line. “Understood, Dr Jones. I will arrange for that.”

“Thanks.”

Logan sat in her office and stared at her phone intently. She was done playing nice. She's played nice her entire life, and it got her nowhere. Sometimes, the best way to fight evil is by becoming evil yourself.

“Alexa. It’s Logan.”

“How dare you call me? I thought I made myself—”

“Meet me in my office at 4pm, this afternoon. I need to warn you, it would be in your best interest to come alone.”

“Don’t you dare tell—”

Logan dropped the call.

She almost couldn’t believe she just spoke to her like that! After months of being bullied by this woman, getting to call the shots felt exhilarating.

As Logan walked into the bank branch, her heart raced in overdrive. This could either go horribly wrong and cost her a lifetime’s worth of savings, or it could end up beautifully.

“This is an awful amount of money to be carrying around with you Dr Jones. Are you sure you want it all in cash?”

“Yeah, I need it all in cash.”

Logan’s banker stared at her with a concerned look plastered on his face. “Okay then.” He handed her a black suitcase. “That’s $210,500.”

"Thanks, Daniel."

Logan had been saving the cash since she was a teenager. Coming from a poor family herself, she learned the value of money and saved cash since her first job as a Newspaper girl. Using the money on what she planned on went against everything she stood for. But, sometimes, when you want something badly, you need to put what you stand for aside and take risks.

On her way back to her room, Logan stopped at a nearby convenience store. If this plan was going to work, she would need to get some equipment.

Logan sat in her chair, anxiously waiting for her phone to ring as the clock approached 4pm. Provided Alexa took her seriously and came alone, she would finally seek her rev—

Her office door shot open. Alexa barged in, without warning.

“I told you not to mess with—”

"Keep quiet and sit!" Logan stood to her feet. "Now you're going to shut up, and we're going to do things my way!"

Alexa looked as if she were ready to slap Logan right across the face. "How dare you speak to me like that? Do you forget you're at my mercy!"

“Oh, I don’t think so.”

Logan walked towards Alexa and pushed her on her shoulders.

Alexa fell down into the couch and stared up at Logan with fear-filled eyes. With a devilish sparkle in Logan’s eyes, Alexa had no idea what she was capable of.

Logan strolled back to her desk and grabbed hold of her black suitcase. The case was heavy, but she managed to throw it towards Alexa, landing beside her on the couch.

Alexa stared at the case curiously. “What is this?”

“That is a little present to make you disappear.”

Alexa slowly opened the case, and her eyes widened as she ran her eyes across the crisp hundred-dollar bills, packed neatly into the case. A smile spread across her face. “Wow! You are even more pathetic than I thought! You think you can throw me with money so I won’t ruin your practice?”

“No, that—”

"Well, I hate to ruin it for you, sweetie. But, I don't need your money. In case you haven't realised, I'm dating one of New York's richest men. So why don't you shove your cash where the sun doesn't shine." Alexa grinned. "Actually, something tells me you will need every last penny once your practice shuts down.”

Logan looked down on the ground, her eyes filled with disappointment.

“What’s wrong? Cat got your tongue?” Alexa grinned.

“This is all the savings I have! It’s over $200,000! Take it and use it for your mother’s medical bills. But, you do not need to be with a man you don’t love, especially not for his money!”

“Are you insane? Why would I want your lousy cash, when this is petty cash for the man I’m about to marry?” Alexa laughed. “Stupid little girl. Now, if you don’t mind. I need to leave—I have a date.”

“Yeah, and I’m sure that date is not with Ricky!”

“For your information, no. I think you and I both know I’m only with Ricky for his money!”

“And yet you told Ricky I was trying to use him for his money?”

“Of course, after the day he saw you downstairs, I had a feeling you knew each other. Imagine my surprise when I found out the two of you were lovers!” Alexa glared at Logan with sharp, piercing eyes. “So, I knew I had to do whatever it takes to make sure he does not go back to you.”

After pushing the briefcase aside, Alexa lifted herself from the couch. “I’m done wasting time here.” She walked towards the door.

“Not so fast!” Logan shouted.

Alexa turned around to find an evil grin plastered on Logan’s face.

Logan slowly pulled out the Philips Digital voice recorder she bought from the convenience store.

“If I were you, I would take the cash.”

Alexa rushed back to Logan’s desk. She grabbed on the recorder, pulling it out of Logan’s hand and pressed Stop. “Okay, I have had enough of you.”  Alexa stared at the recorder in hand and shot Logan a demonic glare. “You tried to trick me, you stupid bitch. Now watch as I do everything in my power to make sure you lose your practice!”

“No! Give that back!” Logan said, extending her hands, desperately trying to reach for the recorder.

“You’re going down. And the best part of it all, the man you once loved will pay to make sure this practice does not see the light of day again!”

“But, you don’t love him!” Logan cried out.

Alexa grinned, smiling at the recorder in hand. “Yeah, good thing, he will never find that out!”

Logan stared at Alexa, struggling to hold her composure, before bursting into laughter. “I suspected you may try and fight me for that recorder, but you can have it. I have no need for it. Especially not,” Logan slowly pulled her top drawer open, “when everything recorded is already being listened in on!”

Alexa looked around, scanning the room for cameras or any hidden microphones. Logan slowly pulled her phone out from her drawer. “The man you love so much, to whom you have now confessed to only using him for his money, is on the other end of the line.”

Alexa eyes widened as she looked at Logan’s phone, with an active call to Pups.

With her phone in hand, Logan found a seat in the chair behind her desk. “Now, as you know from first-hand experience, Ricky does not take well to people using him for his money.”

“Babe! It’s all a lie!” Alexa shouted as she reached out for his phone. “Babe—”

Ricky slammed the phone down.

"So, you have a choice. You can choose to shut my practice down and walk away empty-handed because you know Ricky will never want to see you again!"

Logan casually studied the French tips of her nails. "Or you can take the money I graciously offered you and disappear. Oh, and I must warn you, Ricky is probably on his way here, and I doubt he'd be as giving as I am." Logan smiled and stared intensely into Alexa's eyes.

“The choice is yours.”
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Chapter 9



Ricky stared passionately into Logan’s eyes.

His naked body rubbing against hers.

She forgot how he could make every part of her body ache with want.

Logan closed her eyes as Ricky lowered his lips on hers. After gently sucking on her bottom lip, Logan opened her mouth, allowing his powerful tongue inside her. As his tongue brushed against hers, every fibre in her body trembled, craving more.

After years apart, and never getting over the only man she had ever loved, his kiss was sweeter than syrup. Pulling back, Ricky laid on top of Logan, his hardened cock pressing against her wetness.

Logan looked up at her man desperately. “We don’t have much time,” she breathed.

“I don’t care, they can wait” he growled. “I will take as long as I want!”

Shivers ran down Logan’s spine at the deepness of his voice. She could hear every part of him ache for her.

A coy smile spread across Logan’s face. “I know we agreed to take things slow, but this is not the time for that!”

After staring intensely into Logan's eyes, Ricky dug into her neck, sucking on her neck as his tongue trailed down. Logan allowed her head to fall back as he lowered himself on her.

No one had been able to fuck her the way Ricky did. With that mammoth cock of his, only he could fill her and make her squirm with every thrust.

Ricky continued snaking his tongue down her neck and wasted little time to grab on her breasts—squeezing them gently as his wicked tongue approached.

Logan writhed against Ricky’s body that brushed against hers. The hairs on his legs gently tickling her with his every move.

As he took her breasts into his mouth, slowly sucking on each nipple, Logan let out a loud, uncontrollable moan.

She always remembered Ricky being a beast in bed, but nothing could compare to the ecstasy that filled her at this moment. Years of lust built up was ready to be released. She desperately needed him to fill her.

Ricky rolled his tongue down her mid-section, and Logan squirmed against her possessive man, approaching her wetness.

As he reached her aching cunt, Ricky looked up at Logan, grinning deviously before placing his tongue on her wetness.

“Oh, fuck!” Logan cried out with the first sensation of Ricky’s tongue licking up the juices that glistened on her pussy. She grew anxious with his every touch, desperately aching for him to stick his tongue inside her and devour her cunt.

Ricky continued gliding his tongue in-between her folds, filling his taste buds with her sweet scent.

Logan could tell Ricky grew more desperate at the thought of having his way with her as he studied her beautiful pussy. He lowered his hand and started pulling on his stiffened cock. She caught a glimpse of his cock when he removed his clothes and even though this would not be the first time she got drilled by his tool, she was still anxious to be spread by his thickness.

“Oh, Jesus!” Logan squirmed, running her hands in between her hair. Ricky found her opening with the tip of his tongue and slowly entered her, dragging his tongue along her slit. Her legs were wrapped around Ricky’s legs as he continued filling her with an uncontrollable desire.

The sound of the first bell went off, and Ricky knew there was not much time left.

With her legs wrapped around his waist, Ricky pumped on his cock and placed his head at her entrance.

Logan looked up at him, panting desperately. “Fuck me!” She pleaded.

Ricky held his cock, firm at her entrance and pushed forward—watching as his thick girth spread her pink lips apart.

“Oh, fuck!” Logan moaned. She knew she couldn’t make too much noise, because any moment now, people would be knocking on the door, looking for them.

Once the first inch of Ricky’s cock was inside her, Logan rolled her hips forward, her legs still wrapped around his waist.

Ricky growled as she pushed herself forward and his cock brushed deeper against her flesh.

Ricky looked down at where they joined, and from the desperation in Logan's face, he knew she wanted him to ram his cock deep inside her cunt. All 9 inches of his manhood.

“Fuck me!” Logan pleaded as her tightness wrapped his cock, which was now completely submerged inside her.

Pulling his cock out of her entrance, Ricky thrusted back inside her; this time, he was not gentle.

Eager to fill her cunt, Ricky started ramming in and out of her. Logan’s breasts bounced as Ricky plunged deep in and out of her cunt.

While he continued fucking her, Ricky lowered his hand on her cunt and started circling his finger on her aching clit.

With every thrust, Ricky’s cock brushed against the walls of Logan’s flesh, she felt herself losing more control. Feeling like it was becoming too much, her skin started tingling, and she felt herself lose all control. With her desire growing more uncontrollable, she tried pulling his hand away. 

Ricky shoved her hand back, “Just lay back and enjoy this!” He panted, continuing his vicious circles against her clit while his balls kept slapping against her ass.

“Fuck!” Logan cried out. “I’m coming!”

Ricky slammed harder into her as he watched her body writhe violently and her hips tightened around his waist.

“Jesus!!!!” Logan screamed. A wave of ecstasy and built up desire released and flooded over her. Ricky panted heavily, the image of her gushing all over his cock left his balls heavy, aching for its release.

With Logan’s nails raking against Ricky’s back, Ricky growled and his back arched. “Fuck!” He groaned.

The veins on his cock throbbed with desire as he thrusted hard in and out her cunt until he shot his first load.

His seed shot against the warm walls of her pussy and Logan tightened her cunt around his cock as he shot 4 more powerful jets of his warm, sticky cum.

Knock, knock, knock.

Panting and desperately gasping for air, Ricky and Logan stared at each other.

Logan cleared her throat, trying to hide the fact that she was entirely out of breath. "Who is it?"

“Logan!” Her mom called out from the other end of the door. “How far are you?”

“Just a moment!” Logan cried out.

"The wedding is about to start in the next thirty minutes, and we still cannot find your groom!"

Ricky smiled, looking down as he slowly pulled his cock out of Logan’s opening.

“Well, I guess we found him.” He whispered playfully.

THE END


Dear Diary

Thursday was a sunny day in Chicago, filled with promise, at least until he discovered my secret I have worked hard to keep hidden.

"We must do this again," Alexis told me after lunch.

"Yeah," I blushed, "we must."

"I'll see you soon babe," Alexis said as she slapped my ass. Walking away from that sexy vixen, I felt heat grow in my cheeks.

Dear diary,

Today was something magical, to say the least!

I spent most of my day with Alexis, and as usual, I left with a quivering cunt. 


Every time I see her, it's as if I was seeing her all over again for the first time. How the fuck can one woman have such a strong hold over me?

My insides melt with every passing moment I spend with her. 


I watch greedily as she flicks her hair and I just want to stick my face inbetween those voluptuous tits. 


I cannot help but think that one day my fantasy might just come to life.

Wishful thinking? Perhaps.

But, as you know, Dear diary, my fantasy doesn’t end there. 


I wonder what Storm would think had he known I secretly wanted to watch him spread her tight pussy lips apart and ravish her cunt?

Would he think of me weird? A freak?

Would he, for some unknown reason like the idea?

Oh my God. Would he file for divorce?

As much as I know this is just a fantasy and will probably remain as such, I cannot help but let my mind run loose. 


I don't imagine him lasting very long as she rides his thick cock and explodes inside. 


Perhaps, just for good measure, she would lift herself off his cock and crawl up to his face to let him suck his cum out of her pussy.


Alexis strikes me as the type.

Oh shit, it sounds like Storm's home.

Until next time.

***

"Hey love, I greeted Storm.

"Hi babe," he yawned.

"Hectic day?"

"Yeah, I suppose you could say that!"

"Well, I have good news for you! I made your favorite; spaghetti Bolognese!"

"Thanks, babe, but I'm not hungry. All I want is sleep."

As I watched Storm walked up the stairs, heading for the bedroom. 


My heart sank. 

I miss the small-talk we used to have.

I miss the days we would make passionate love at the end of a long day. Oh, he wouldn’t stop pounding me, until I begged him to stop!

That German blood of his is no joke. He has beautiful sky blues and slick blonde hair, just to seal the deal.

The other gift his German blood gave him is that huge cock of his. Storm is one well-endowed man.

I think back to the times when he would be all over me. We would make love all day, to the point where I struggled to walk. If it weren't for my fingers and my faithful dildo, I would be one frustrated woman. 


My pussy would be tighter than my bank balance at month end. 

Since we were married, Storm has insisted I do not need to work. 


Sometimes, I regret giving up my day job. 


Perhaps, if I worked like an average person, I would be a little more normal? I wouldn't be the wife that has such odd fantasies about her husband taking my best friend…

Dear Diary is a free sexy book, available exclusively to all my subscribers.

Click here to download you free copy.
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