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PROLOGUE

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

“You are such an imbecile. How could you allow her to be rescued without finishing the job? I knew I shouldn’t have counted on you to carry out my plan. I should have realized that when you got yourself transferred from Northgate. Stupid, stupid, stupid,” she belted. 

“How was I supposed to know that she would bite me? She almost took my whole finger off. Don’t you even care? What does it matter that she got rescued? She told Rade she never wanted to see him again. Wasn’t that the whole purpose of your plan? To make sure they would never be together,” he argued. 

“I hate leaving things unfinished. You thought that sharing that bit of information with her about Rade owning Northgate Financial would have steered her away from him. We know how well that turned out. Somehow you need to get close to her. The best way for you to do that is to get hired at BlackStone Industries. She has no reason not to trust you. With your theatrical background, she would be none the wiser,” she advised.  

 “How do you expect me to get hired there? It’s not like they are looking for a gay administrative assistant,” he asked. 

“It shouldn’t be that difficult. After all, you managed to get hired at Northgate, didn’t you? I remember distinctly they didn’t need an administrative assistant then either. I don’t care what you need to do. You will get a job at BlackStone. It’s the least you can do with the screw-up you caused me,” she spat. 

“Yeah, yeah. If I do this, will I get a reward? I could really use a little attention. How about I let you tie me up and have your way with me?” he requested. 

“The only thing you are in for is a good spanking. Maybe the punishment will remind you to do what you are told.” 


CHAPTER ONE

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Staring out the window, Rade could never forget the night at The Castle and the heartache it caused him. A week had passed since that horrible night. There wasn’t a moment that went by that he didn’t think about Dylan. He tried every day to get in touch with her, with no success. He even went to Northgate to talk to her, only to find that she had taken a leave of absence. Rade knew he should have followed her when she left that night, but Richard convinced him that she needed time. Letting her go only left him feeling empty and helpless. He couldn’t stand not knowing how she was. It was beginning to take a toll on him. He couldn’t eat, sleep, or concentrate on anything other than her. 

As Rade watched the clouds roll in through his office window, there was a beep from his phone intercom.  “Excuse me, Mr. Matheson, but Veronica is on line one for you.” Rade turned as he heard Gwen’s voice coming over the speaker. 

“Thank you, Gwen,” Rade said as he acknowledged his call.  

 Picking up the receiver and pushing the lit button on his desk phone, he answered sternly, “Veronica, what can I do for you?” 

Veronica had been worried about Rade since she received the call from Dylan three days ago notifying her that she was taking a leave of absence. It did not sit well with Rade. Now she had to share something worse. It was not going to make this day any easier for him. 

“I’m afraid I have some bad news, Rade. Dylan contacted me this morning. She will be giving Northgate her resignation,” Veronica said in a soft voice as she told Rade the news. “There’s more. She said she wouldn’t be living in the apartment any longer and she will be turning in her keys.” 

This was the last bit of news Rade wasn’t in the mood to hear. “Did she say where she would be staying or where she could be reached?” Rade needed to find a way to get in touch with her. 

“She only stated that she could be reached through her friend Lilly Davis. She didn’t leave any other contact information or where she would be staying.” Veronica wished she had more information, but this was all she had. “Rade, if you need anything, just let me know.” 

“Thanks, Veronica. Keep me posted if you hear anything else from Dylan.” 

Nothing could have been added to this already gloomy day other than finding out that Dylan was moving further away from him. Everything he had with her would soon to be gone forever. There had to be a way that he could reach her. He needed to explain to her that he had nothing to do with what happened to her. He would stop at nothing to find the asshole who was responsible for hurting her. He already had a pretty good idea, but there was no proof. No one had come forward to admit witnessing Dylan being led to the dungeon rooms in the basement. There was no sight of the man who brutally laid his hands on her either. If he ever found out who the man was, he would kill him. His concern now was to get in touch with Lilly. Maybe that would be where he would find Dylan. But first he needed answers. 

“Richard, it’s Rade. Is there any more information on the assault on Dylan?” Rade was pacing his office floor as he talked with Richard.  

“Yes, sir, but it isn’t good.  Unfortunately, there are no cameras in the dungeon rooms. There are only cameras located in the hallways. We already know that Dylan was led by someone in a cape, which we know was a woman. We can’t say for sure who she was since her face was hidden. The footage doesn’t show anyone else entering the room other than the woman and Dylan. Whomever entered the room had to know the location of the cameras in order to enter the room without being seen. We still don’t have any leads on who that was. Everyone has been accounted for. Whoever it was wasn’t on the guest list. If any new information comes up, I’ll let you know.” Richard wished he had better news for him, but there just wasn’t a whole lot to go on without being able to talk to Dylan. 

When Rade left his office, he was utterly drained. It wasn’t from the lack of sleep he had, but from the continual thoughts of Dylan plaguing him. Pulling up to his spot in the parking garage, he could see that Peter was leaning on the Mercedes. Rade had recently found out that Peter had been dating Lilly. He asked Peter to meet him at the penthouse so he could get some information from him. 

Rade climbed out of his Aston Martin to greet Peter. “Hey, Peter.” Rade walked up to Peter extending his hand to him. “Thanks for coming by.” 

“Not a problem, sir. What can I do for you?” Peter asked, having a pretty good idea as to what Rade was about to ask him. 

“I understand that you ‘re dating Dylan’s friend Lilly Davis. I need to find out if Dylan is staying with her. If there’s a chance that I can get in touch with Dylan there, I need to know,” Rade said with desperation in his voice. 

“If I tell you where she is, I need to be assured that it won’t come back to me. The last thing I need is to have Lilly mad at me.” Peter was concerned about giving Rade what he requested, but he also knew if he didn’t, Rade would make it hard on him. 

Once Rade convinced Peter to let him in on Dylan’s whereabouts, he headed up to his penthouse. Sure, he could have waited for Richard to find out for him, but he wasn’t sure how long he could wait. He needed to talk to Dylan as soon as possible. Too much time had already passed and he wasn’t going to wait a minute longer. 

Rade quickly showered and changed his clothing before heading to Lilly’s condo. Changed into a pair of faded blue jeans and a button-down shirt, he was out of his door twenty minutes later. On the way down to the parking garage, Rade got a ping on his cell notifying him of an incoming text message. 

Richard: Got more information from Dane. May know who was with Dylan that night. 

Rade: Who is the fucker? 

Richard: An uninvited guest. May have been let in unnoticed. We’ll get more details. 

Rade: Let me know what you find out. 

Rade was furious. He knew Dane would never allow an uninvited guest to enter his club. With the amount of security Dane had covering the club, he was pretty sure that either an employee or another guest let the assailant in. For now, he would let them figure out these details. Rade’s focus had to be on getting to Dylan so he could sort things out with her. 

Rade pulled up to Lilly’s apartment building in record time. He was lucky he didn’t get pulled over for speeding. Lilly’s apartment was located in upper Manhattan. The building looked to be secure. At the very least, he was assured that Dylan would be safe staying with her friend. When Rade stepped inside the building, he saw the same two security guards manning the front desk as before. As he walked over to the front desk, one of the men greeted him. 

“Can I help you out, sir?” the bigger of the two men said. 

“I’m here to see Ms. Davis. Please let her know Rade Matheson is here to see her.” Rade felt that the two men were not happy to see him by the way they snickered at his request. “Please tell Ms. Davis it’s important I speak with her.” 

Rade couldn’t hear the conversation on the other end of the line, but he could tell that Lilly wasn’t willing to see him. His hunch was confirmed when the security guard handed Rade the phone. 

“Ms. Davis would like to speak with you,” the guard said as he handed Rade the phone. 

“Lilly, I just want to talk to Dylan. Please let me up,” Rade said as he pleaded with her. 

“She isn’t here, and even if she was I wouldn’t let you near her,” Lilly responded firmly. 

“Can you at least tell me where she is? I really need to talk to her and she isn’t answering any of my calls.” Rade had gone beyond pleading. He was begging Lilly for the information. 

“She has a new number. She knew you would try to contact her so she got rid of her cell and got a new one. You really did a number on her. She would kill me if I told you where she was. I gotta go.” Lilly was ready to hang up when she heard Rade’s confession. 

“I didn’t know. I never should have taken her there. I knew it was a mistake. She threatened to find someone else to take her if I wouldn’t. I couldn’t let that happen. I’m doing everything I can to find out who did this to her. Please, Lilly, tell me where she is.” 

“Sorry, Rade, I can’t, but I can tell you this much, she’s safe. She asked that I leave the cell you bought for her at the front desk. Goodbye, Rade.”  Lilly hung up before Rade could say any more. 

After talking with Lilly, Rade was pretty certain Dylan would have gone to her dad’s home. It was the only other place she would have felt safe. He just didn’t know where that was. 

*****

Dylan wasn’t sure what to do with herself. Even though it had been a week since her ordeal, she was still unable to eat and sleep. She thought that by getting out of New York, she would be able to get over what happened. She was wrong. Not only was she continually having nightmares, she remembered the look on Rade’s face when she told him she never wanted to see him again. She thought staying with her dad for a while would help, but all it did was raise questions. Her dad kept at her constantly, trying to figure out what happened to her. The only thing she could tell him was that she had a bad breakup with a guy she had been seeing. Dylan was pretty sure her dad didn’t buy her story, but this was the one she was going to stick with. The last thing she needed was for him to find out the truth about what really happened. It would kill him to know his daughter was bound and beaten in a private BDSM club.  

It was Monday and her dad had left earlier than usual to get to work. A few of his co-workers were let go, so the rest of the crew had to put in extra hours to cover the extra workload. It would only be for a short while, until more people could be hired. Even though Dylan’s dad was working long hours, she was thankful for the alone time. The last thing she wanted was for her dad to catch her crying or question her about what really happened between her and Rade. When Dylan wasn’t crying or thinking about Rade, she spent her time searching the net for potential jobs. There was a couple in the city that fit her qualifications. The problem was most of the offices were located near Rade’s office building.  

While surfing the job listings, she came across one that would fit her qualifications. 

Financial assistant - responsible for analyzing corporate spreadsheets while assisting management teams with budgeting and expense planning. Must be comfortable analyzing monthly cash flow projections while maintaining financial databases and account reconciliation. Must have a Masters Degree in accounting or Business.  

Salary will be based on experience with a starting base of $50,000 to $75,000 per year.  

When Dylan saw this, she got excited, then withdrawn. She didn’t want to be in the same predicament again as she was with Northgate. She decided it would be best to Google the company just to make sure there was no affiliation to Rade or his companies. As she typed BlackStone Industries, she added Rade Matheson to the search engine. As the company’s information came up, she was relieved to find that no matter how she changed the wording of her search, there was no affiliation between the two. Nor were there any affiliation hits to Northgate or RIM Global. Blackstone Industries was owned by two men, Keeve Black and Mason Stone. It was then that Dylan decided to give it a go. She filled out the online application as best she could. Even though she didn’t have the three years’ experience they required, she hoped that her high academic achievements would give her the edge she needed to at least get an interview. Her next step would be to find a new place to live. Even though she loved staying with Lilly, she needed her own space. Working at Northgate allowed her to save enough money so she could afford to rent a secure apartment. She just needed to make sure that she would be able to afford it without depleting her savings. “Job first, apartment second,” she subconsciously said to herself. 

Just as Dylan hit the send button to submit her application, her cell phone began to ring. There were only two people who had her new cell phone number, her dad and Lilly. Looking down at the screen, Dylan saw it was Lilly calling her. 

“Hey, Lilly, what’s up?” Dylan questioned as she waited for Lilly to respond. 

“How are you doing, girlfriend?  I didn’t hear from you yesterday and I got a little worried,” Lilly said with a hint of concern in her voice. 

“I’m okay. At least when I don’t think about what happened or Rade. It just really hurts, you know.” 

Lilly could hear the sadness in Dylan’s voice. She wasn’t sure if she should tell Dylan about Rade. “I know, sweetie. Give it time. It will get better, I promise.” 

“I know. So why did you call?” Dylan could tell there was something else on her friend's mind. 

“I was calling to let you know that Rade stopped by yesterday. He was insistent on talking to you. I told him you weren’t here and that you were safe.” Lilly hesitated before she continued. “Dylan, you know how I feel about him… but he seemed really concerned when I talked to him. I hate to say this, but I don’t think he knew about what was happening to you that night. He said he would find out who did this to you. Anyway, I didn’t let him know where you were.” Lilly hoped telling Dylan about Rade wasn’t going to make things worse for her. 

“Thanks, Lilly. I know I can’t hide at my dad’s forever. I need to get my life back. I put in an application in online, maybe the gods will be good to me and give me another chance. I’ll let you know for sure when I’m coming home.” Dylan ended her call with Lilly. If she could pull her life together, maybe she would be able to get over Rade.   


CHAPTER TWO

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

It had been three weeks since Dylan had seen Rade. It was time she went home. Each day without him was getting easier. The only time she cried was at night. She missed having him near her. Remembered how he held her close to him at night. How secure she felt in his arms. The way he caressed her body when they were together in the tub or on the couch while watching a stupid movie. Everything she had with him was gone. She would never be able to get it back. The memories of that night still haunted her. Even sleeping was becoming nonexistent. All she could see was the monster with no face. 

Dylan was packing the last of her things when her dad entered her room. Dylan looked up as he walked in. She could tell that he was sad to see her go. No matter how much she wished she could stay with her dad, she knew she needed to get back and face what was waiting for her. 

“Are you all packed, pumpkin?” her dad asked as he walked closer to where she was standing. 

 “Yeah, I think so,” Dylan said as she lifted her tote bag off the bed. 

“Let me take that for you.” Her dad took her tote and slung it over his shoulder. 

As they headed out of her room, tears began to form in Dylan’s eyes. She was going to miss her dad. She didn’t know what she would have done if she didn’t have him.  

When they arrived at the airport, the check-in line was short. It had taken only a few minutes for Dylan to check her bag and get her boarding pass. Why do goodbyes always have to be so hard? Dylan gave her dad a long and extra tight hug as they said their goodbyes. 

“I love you, Daddy,” Dylan said as her tears began to fall, full of sadness. 

“I love you too, pumpkin. Call me when you land.” Her dad kissed the top of her head as he pulled away from her embrace. 

The flight home allowed Dylan to think about what she needed to do once she landed. It was all too clear she needed a job, an apartment, a car. It seemed like she was reliving the same scenario from three months ago. Who knew that her life would lead to where it was now? She wasn’t going to let the turn of events get her down. She had been down that road with Michael and she wasn’t going back there.  

Lilly was waiting for Dylan outside the terminal. Even though it had only been a couple of weeks since she saw her friend, Dylan missed her terribly. Once they set eyes on each other, they couldn’t help but hug and cry, and then cry and hug some more. Lilly helped Dylan with her bag as they walked to Lilly’s car. With Dylan’s bag loaded in the trunk, they headed out onto Belt Parkway to I-678. The traffic was horrendous. Dylan had thought about taking a red-eye flight to avoid the traffic, but she decided on an earlier flight to save her friend from driving in the dark. 

As they turned onto the highway, John Legend’s “All of Me” began playing on the radio. The lyrics kept running through Dylan’s mind. Tears began forming in her eyes as she looked out the window. She thought there were no more tears to shed, but she was wrong. Lilly looked over and saw how torn up Dylan had been by the song. She reached over to the dial and scanned for another station with an upbeat song. Worried about her friend, Lilly gently took Dylan’s hand and gently squeezed it. 

“Everything will work out, Dylan. You can stay with me as long as you need to,” Lilly reassured Dylan as she moved her eyes from the road to Dylan. 

“I know you’re right. I just want the hurt to go away,” Dylan replied as she brushed away her tears. 

“I almost forgot. I brought you a letter you got in the mail yesterday. It’s in my purse,” Lilly said as she pointed to the back seat. 

Dylan grabbed Lilly’s purse and tugged it between their seats. “Jesus Christ, Lilly, what all do you have in here?” 

Lilly rolled her eyes as Dylan began looking for the letter. Once she located the envelope she read BlackStone Industries as the sender.  

“Oh, my God, Lilly, this is the company I applied to online.” Dylan explained as she ripped open the envelope. “It says they received my application and are interested in meeting with me. They want me to call them to set up a time.” 

“Well… that’s good news, right?” Lilly said as she patted Dylan’s leg. “This could be what you need, Dylan.” 

Dylan was so excited about the possible interview that she momentarily forgot about Rade. That lasted all of fifteen minutes, until they drove past the Northgate Financial building. Her high just tumbled like a ton of bricks on her heart. Even though this was what she wanted, she still wished her time with Northgate wasn’t over. She knew there was no other choice for her if she wanted to get over Rade.  

Lilly parked her car in the parking garage to her building and helped Dylan grab her bag from the trunk. Once they got to Lilly’s apartment, Dylan took her bag and headed to the office/bedroom. Lilly was kind enough to make room in the office closet so that Dylan could hang up her clothes. The items that didn’t require a hanger she stowed away in plastic storage drawers that they picked up before she left for her dad’s. It wasn’t anything fancy, but it worked for her. As she put her things away, she thought about the space she had in her old apartment, which brought her back to her room at Rade’s penthouse, which brought her back to thoughts of Rade. It didn’t matter what she did, everything reminded her of him. She was beginning to think she was never going to get over him. 

There was one thing she could do, make a call to BlackStone Industries and schedule a meeting with them. Since it was Saturday, she hoped she would be able to get in touch with someone who could arrange that for her. As the phone rang, she searched for a pen and paper in case she needed something to write about. There was a slight pause before someone greeted her. 

“BlackStone Industries. How can I help you?” a female voice answered on the other end. 

“Um… Hi,” Dylan began. “My name is Dylan Adams. I received a letter from BlackStone Industries stating they wanted me to come in for an interview. I was wondering if I could set that up today or if I needed to wait until Monday.” 

“I can help you with that, Ms. Adams. Let me check the schedule. Mr. Black and Mr. Stone always like to meet with potential employees themselves. I just need to check their schedules. Can you please hold for a moment?” the girl asked. 

“Yes, that would be great,” Dylan replied, trying to hide her excitement. 

Five minutes later, Dylan had an appointment set for Tuesday at two o’clock to meet with Mr. Black and Mr. Stone. She was happy that someone was there to make the appointment. She also wondered if it was like that every Saturday and if she would also be working Saturdays if she got hired. At this point she didn’t care. She would even agree to work holidays if it meant she would get the job. 

Even though it was early evening, Dylan was exhausted. She decided she would take a quick shower and head to bed. Leaving her room, Lilly passed her as she stepped into the hallway. 

“Hey, girlfriend, I just opened a bottle of wine if you want some,” Lilly said as she headed to her own room. 

“Thanks, Lilly, that sounds good. I’m going to shower and head to bed. I’m exhausted.” Dylan wanted to make sure Lilly knew she was all right, just a little beat from the trip. 

Dylan headed to the kitchen to pour herself a glass of wine before she showered and turned in. There was a buzz on the intercom just as she was leaving the kitchen. She back stepped to the kitchen to answer the intercom. 

“Hello,” Dylan said as she pressed the button and waited for a reply. 

“Hello, Ms. Davis.” Dylan let the gentleman continue before she corrected whom he was speaking to. “I have a letter addressed to Ms. Adams that was dropped off earlier today.” 

“This is Dylan Adams. Do you know who dropped it off?” Dylan replied with curiosity. 

“I’m not sure of the gentleman’s name, but he was tall, about fiftyish, well built, bald with a goatee. If you’d like I can bring it up or you can come get it.” 

Dylan knew who it was that delivered the letter. It was Richard. She didn’t want Lilly to inquire about the delivery, so she decided to go down. “I’ll be right there.” 

Dylan quickly changed into a t-shirt and a pair of yoga pants. When she got to the lobby, she saw the security guard sitting behind the check-in desk. All she could think about was the letter waiting for her.  She had a pretty good idea that the letter came from Rade. Dylan wasn’t sure what she would do with the letter once she had it in her hands. She didn’t even know why she came down to the lobby to retrieve it. If she had been smart, she would have just had the security guard shred it.  

Nervously she walked up to the desk as she greeted the security guard. “Hi, I’m Dylan Adams. I believe you’re holding a letter for me.” 

“Oh, yes, Ms. Adams,” the security guard said. “I have right here.” 

The guard handed Dylan the letter as she smiled down at him. “Thanks,” she said as she took the letter from him. 

Dylan held it in her hand as she inspected the writing on the envelope. It was definitely from Rade. She would know his handwriting anywhere. As she got in the elevator, she continued to stare down at the envelope. Her thoughts went back and forth. Open the letter. Words can’t hurt you. Don’t be a fool, just throw the letter away. Nothing he could say could erase what he let happen. Dylan was so engrossed in her thoughts that she didn’t realize that the elevator doors opened to her floor. They were just about to shut when Dylan came back to reality. Dylan raised her hand and pushed at the door, causing it to retract.  

Lilly was standing outside the apartment door, watching Dylan come down the hallway. When Dylan looked up and saw Lilly’s expression, she knew she wasn’t happy.  Lilly’s arms crossed at her chest were also a dead giveaway. Dylan passed Lilly with no words. The only gesture was Dylan’s hand raised in a “Don’t say a word” motion. Dylan could feel Lilly’s eyes burning in the back of her head. 

Dylan returned to the kitchen to finish her glass of wine. As she sat at the bar, she placed the envelope in front of her. Lilly took a seat beside her and watched as Dylan began spinning the letter with her thumb and middle finger.  

Lilly was getting dizzy from the spinning letter. Taking a firm hold of Dylan’s wrist, she snapped, “Dylan, stop! You aren’t going to read that, are you?” 

Dylan just stared at the letter. She didn’t know what she wanted to do. “I don’t know, Lilly. After what he told you, I just don’t know what to do.” 

“Tell you what…” Lilly began as she reached for the letter and took it in her hand. “I think you should wait. Let him stew for a while. I’ll hold on to it. Personally, I think you should burn the damn thing and move on.” 

Dylan looked at Lilly with surprise. “What if it wasn’t his fault, Lilly? Maybe he didn’t know what was going to happen… to me.” Dylan broke off as tears slowly began to surface. 

“Let’s just give it time. Maybe a day or two.” Lilly pulled Dylan in for a small hug as Dylan nodded in agreement. 

It was late when Dylan and Lilly finished their dinner and polished off two bottles of wine. The exhaustion from the trip was finally taking a toll on Dylan. That and the fact that she drank more than she ate. All she wanted to do was sleep. Not just the two to three hours she had been getting for the past three weeks, but the kind of sleep that took her completely and left her refreshed. 

Stumbling into her pull-out bed, Dylan pulled the covers over her and tried to think of nothing but happy thoughts. That lasted for about ten minutes, and then she started thinking about Rade. There was so much she missed about him. The time they spent together. No matter how much he controlled her life, she could only think about how good it felt when he touched her, how he kissed her. The passion that he showed her whenever they made love. Was their time together real? Could he have shown her so much compassion without feeling anything?  Was the anguish she saw reflected in his eyes the night at The Castle a lie? Not possible. No one could show that much pain and not feel it.  Maybe she needed to find out the truth. The only way she would be able to do this was to face Rade. It would have to be on her own terms.  She just wasn’t sure if she was ready. She would give it a couple of days.  

With the clock showing 3:00 a.m., Dylan knew trying to fall asleep was going to be a lost cause. The best cure for restlessness was making herself exhausted and the only way to do that was to work out. Dylan pulled herself from her bed and headed to the gym located on the first floor. With her iPod in hand, she headed out the door, careful not to wake up Lilly.  

No one was in the gym at this ungodly hour, which made for a very lonely workout. Even though it was quiet, at least Dylan had her choice of equipment to work out on. She decided to tackle the treadmill first. A little run would increase her heart rate. After ten miles on the treadmill, twenty minutes on the elliptical, fifty squats and one hundred crunches, Dylan’s body felt like jello. When she finally made it to the apartment, it took two seconds for her to fall on the bed and about ten more to fall asleep.  

*****

Dylan’s body felt like it had been through the wringer as she gradually woke up to the light blazing through the office window. Too lazy to get up and close the blinds, she grabbed her pillow and placed it over her head to shield her eyes from the bright sunlight.  Her body fell back into a deep sleep, only to be woken by the sound of clattering pans coming from the kitchen. 

“Oh, my God, can’t you be any louder?” Dylan yelled, hoping Lilly would hear her over the noise she was making. 

When the noise didn’t stop, Dylan had no other choice but to get out of bed. The noise could not be blocked with the pillow she held tightly over her head. She loved her friend, but at this very moment she wanted to kill her. Lifting her sore body from the pullout bed, Dylan headed to the kitchen, making a pit stop at the bathroom. Finishing her morning ritual of peeing and brushing her teeth, she went to the kitchen, only to be greeted by the out-of-tune screeching sound of Lilly mutilating Pharrell Williams’ “Happy.” 

Holding her hands over her ears, Dylan began yelling. “Lilly… Lilly… please stop. You’re hurting my head.” 

Lilly looked up at Dylan as she removed the ear buds from her ears. “Did you say something, girlfriend? Breakfast is almost ready.” 

“Yeah… yeah,” Dylan said as she waved her hand to Lilly and walked to the living room and plopped herself on the sofa. 

Dylan was thankful the noise finally stopped. Just as she was beginning to doze off again, the scent of bacon and eggs seeped into her nose. Opening her eyes, Lilly was holding a plate two inches from her face with one hand and a freshly brewed cup of coffee in the other. Dylan looked at her friend and took the cup of coffee with one hand while pushing the plate of food with the other. 

Lilly placed the plate she prepared for Dylan on the coffee table. “You know, Dylan, if you don’t start eating, you won’t be making a very good impression for your job interview Tuesday. People will think you’re sick.” 

“Okay, fine.” Dylan hesitantly grabbed a slice of bacon from the plate and began eating. 

As Dylan finished her breakfast, she was beginning to feel human again, but she didn’t think food would be the cure, based on how she felt earlier. Taking her empty plate and her coffee mug, she walked to the kitchen and deposited her dirty dishes in the sink. Turning to leave, she noticed the envelope from Rade lying on the counter where she left it last night. She knew she wasn’t ready to read what he had to say, but she picked it up anyway. Heading back to her room, she placed the letter in her underwear drawer. Out of sight, out of mind was her reasoning.   

Grabbing a change of clothes, Dylan headed to the bathroom to take a much-needed shower. Looking in the mirror, Dylan could not believe what she saw. Her   hair looked like a bird decide to build a nest in it. The sight of her hair was no comparison to how her face looked. There was no happiness reflecting back at her. Her once glimmering emerald green eyes looked dull and lacked the confidence they once held. Her skin was also paler than normal. As she turned to her right, she could see that even her body looked different. Even though she still had a firm, toned body, it was thinner. Her hip bones were more prominent and the indentation of her abdomen was deeper. She knew she had lost weight in the past three weeks, but what she saw was far from the woman she used to be. She needed to change this, or at least try. She couldn’t let what happened to her take over her life. Hopefully the job interview she had would change this for her and bring back the woman she once was.  

Dylan spent most of her day choosing an outfit for her interview and putting her portfolio together. It seemed like only yesterday she was doing this very thing. Once she had finished, she decided to take a break before she began her hunt for a place to live. Even though she loved her friend dearly, sleeping on a pull-out bed was not her cup of tea. She wanted her own place with her own bed.  Grabbing her purse, she headed out of the apartment to take advantage of the warm spring air. April was one of her favorite months. The trees were beginning to blossom and the daffodils were beginning to bloom. The air felt cleaner. It was like the start of a new beginning. 

It was mid-afternoon by the time Dylan got to her destination. She wasn’t sure what possessed her to take a cab to Riley’s, but for some reason she felt the need to see Evan. When the cab pulled up to the curb outside of Riley’s, Dylan wasn’t sure if she made the right decision. Paying the driver, she stepped out of the cab and stood in front of the pub debating if she should go in or turn around and leave. Her decision was made for her when Evan walked out of the entrance door and saw her standing there. 

“Dylan, hey. I haven’t seen you for a while. You look different,” Evan said, taking in Dylan’s appearance. 

“I… um… A lot has happened since I saw you. It’s good to see you.” Dylan was unable to look at Evan in the eye. She was afraid of what he would see if she did. 

“I was just on my way home, but we can grab a coffee if you’d like,” Evan said looking down at Dylan. 

 “That would be great.” Dylan’s gaze switched from the sidewalk to the coffee shop down the street. 

Being mid-afternoon, the sidewalk was jammed, packed with people. Evan took hold of Dylan’s hand as they headed to the coffee shop. Dylan knew it was just an act of kindness on Evan’s part to make sure she didn’t get swallowed up by the crowd. It felt nice nonetheless. It took ten minutes to walk from the pub to the coffee shop. Once inside, they both ordered plain coffee, with Dylan adding cream and sugar and Evan taking his straight. Dylan spotted an empty table towards the back of the coffee shop. With coffee in hand, Evan followed her to the table for two. 

Evan waited for Dylan to take a seat before he sat down across from her. The silence between them was a little awkward for Dylan.  

“So how have you been?” Dylan asked as she tried to break the silence. 

“I’ve been good… busy… and you?” Evan looked closely into Dylan’s eyes as he spoke. He could see something different.  She looked thinner to him and her eyes seemed smaller, shallower. 

“I’ve been good. So much has happened. I moved out of the apartment building, I quit my job.” “Oh yeah, the man I love betrayed me with a big B.” Even though Dylan didn’t tell him that last piece of information, she was still thinking about it. 

“Whoa… why… what happened?” Even showed his concern as he took hold of Dylan’s hand. 

Dylan did everything she could to stop the tears that were ready to fall down her cheek. Looking away she told him as little as possible. “It just didn’t work out for me. I just couldn’t work there anymore and the apartment came with the job. I couldn’t afford to stay there, so I moved.” 

“So… where do you live now? Evan inquired. 

“I’m staying with a friend until I can find a place of my own,” Dylan said as she looked down at her coffee cup. 

“Dylan, please look at me.” Dylan slowly raised her head as she looked at Evan. “Whatever you need, Dylan, I’m here for you.” Evan pulled a pen from the pocket inside his jacket and jotted his number down on a napkin. “Here’s my number. I want you to call me anytime if you need anything, or if you just need to talk.” 

Dylan took the napkin from Evan. “Thank you, Evan.” She tucked it safely in her jean pocket and began standing. “It was nice seeing you again. I really need to get going.” 

Evan stood and pulled Dylan into his arms and gently kissed her on the forehead. “I know something else is going on with you, Dylan. I can see it in your eyes. When you’re ready to talk about it, I’m a good listener.” 

Dylan pulled away from their embrace and sidestepped past Evan to the entrance door. She couldn’t bear him seeing her fall apart. A cab just pulled up to the curb, letting his fare off, which left Dylan with a quick getaway. 
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Rade was finishing his presentation as the twelve potential investors looked on from the expanse of the conference table. “Gentlemen, with the resources we have in China, it would be insane not to take advantage of this opportunity. All the research has been completed and the numbers alone speak for themselves. We can’t delay this venture any longer. Either you’re with me on this or you’re not. Look over the material and let my financial advisor know your decision by tomorrow morning.” 

The group of men gathered up their material and shook Rade’s hand, acknowledging the impressiveness of his presentation. As the last investor left the conference room, a call came in on Rade’s cell. Waiting until he was the only one left in the room, Rade swiped his finger across the screen to answer his call. 

“Richard. I was just finishing up,” Rade explained as he propped his body against the conference table. 

“I have news for you regarding Michael Stewart. He has been located in St. Croix. Seems he’s living the life of luxury on your money. Our investigator spotted him two days ago. I’m sending you his report and confirmation as we speak. Let me know how you want to move on this,” Richard said as he waited for Rade’s reaction to the report. 

Rade opened the file and scanned over the documents and the photos that were attached. It was definitely Michael and he wasn’t alone. An attractive blond was clinging to him like he was the last man on earth. Most of the pictures could have been sold as pornography, based on the amount of flesh revealed and the indisputable sexual acts that were taking place. “Keep a man on him. If he so much as blinks, I want to know about it. How about Dylan? Has Peter checked in with you?” 

“Yeah. It seems that Ms. Adams has also been busy. Peter followed her to Riley’s. She met up with Evan Taylor. They walked down the street to a coffee shop. I’m not sure what their relationship is, but they didn’t leave the coffee shop together. Ms. Adams got into a cab. Heading back to Ms. Davis’ apartment building, I presume. Peter doesn’t have anything else to report, but he is still watching her.” Richard wasn’t sure if this was what Rade wanted to hear, but he knew it might be what he needed to hear to forget about her and move forward. 

“Thanks, Richard. Let me know if anything unusual comes up.” As Rade hung up the phone, his fist somehow landed against the wall.  A month ago when he confronted Dylan about Evan Taylor, she denied there being any intimate relationship between them. Even though he had caught them in a heated kiss, he believed her when she told him it was a mistake and that her relationship with Evan was no more than friendship. Given what he just heard from Richard, he wasn’t so sure.  

There was still no word from Dylan regarding the letter he wrote to her. He thought for sure that once he explained his feelings for her, she would have contacted him. Maybe it was wishful thinking. Maybe her little get-together with Evan Taylor was the telltale that she was over him. He couldn’t let her go. His connection to her went way beyond him finding Michael. It went way beyond him wanting to protect her. And most definitely beyond him caring for her. 

There was a soft knock on the conference room door, which brought Rade back to reality. That, and the throbbing sensation in his hand. “Mr. Matheson, I have the final preparations ready for your review for the foundation Gala,” Gwen said in a soft voice as she watched Rade rub his reddened fist where some swelling was beginning to set in. 

“Put them on my desk, I need to go out for a while,” Rade said as he walked passed Gwen. He needed to clear his head. The only way he was going to do that was to see his brother.  

Six hours later, Rade pulled up to the cemetery where his brother was buried just outside of Toronto, Canada. Visiting his brother’s grave had always been uneasy for him. Not because of the grave, but because he was worried about running into his father, whom he declared dead thirteen years ago when he shipped him off to boarding school. On the day that Isaac died, he lost his mother as well. Both deaths were at the hands of his father. Rade would never forgive his father for causing their deaths. They should never have died that day. Since that day, his father had been dead to him.  

*****

Dylan was so excited about her interview. Even though she was a little nervous, she knew whether she got this job or not, this day was going to be the start of a new life for her. This was the day she was going to get her shit together and she was going to move on with her life. No matter how hard it was or how long it took, she would get over Rade.   

When she got to BlackStone Industries she was more than nervous. Butterflies were having a heyday in her stomach. She wasn’t sure what was going on with her, but she needed to calm her nerves. Taking deep breaths, she said to herself, “In and Out. It’s okay, Dylan, you can do this. In and Out. Just breathe. Relax. In and Out.” Finally, when she was able to enter the building, Dylan took in her surroundings. Even though the building was nicely decorated, it was no comparison to the Northgate Building. The furnishings were neutral in color, with only a few paintings of different landscapes adding to the décor. Where Northgate had marble flooring, the flooring here was covered in commercial carpeting, which must have been recently installed. Dylan could smell the new carpeting along with a hint of glue that was used when laying it. The lobby also lacked a security desk, which left Dylan wondering why such a profitable company would choose to have an office in a less than posh building. 

Pushing her thoughts aside, she headed to the set of elevators located on the back wall of the lobby. When Dylan walked up to the elevator, she noticed a directory board strategically placed between the two elevators. Running her finger along the glass, she stopped when she came upon BlackStone Industries. The company was located on the 15th floor of the building.  As she entered the elevator, she hit the fifteenth-floor button. Several other people also entered the elevator, pressing the appropriate floor for their destination. Dylan was the only one left in the elevator as it settled on the fifteenth floor. Once outside the elevator car, she scanned the hallway in search of the office she needed to go to for her interview. There were only two ways she could go, either left or right. She chose to walk to her left.  

At the end of the long hallway was BlackStone Industries. Dylan took a deep breath as she entered through the double glass doors that were propped open. “BlackStone Industries” was displayed above the glass doors in thick brass lettering. When Dylan walked in, there was a long reception desk in front. Two young women were sitting behind the reception desk as Dylan approached them.  

“Hi, my name is Dylan Adams. I have an appointment with Mr. Black and Mr. Stone at two o’clock,” Dylan said as she looked from one woman to the other. 

“Oh yes. They are expecting you. Please have a seat and I’ll let them know you’re here,” the younger of the two said as she pointed to the waiting area. 

“Thank you,” Dylan said as she walked into the small waiting area. 

While Dylan was waiting, she could hear the hustle and bustle in the office. There were people walking back and forth through various doors, talking to each other as they went by. Dylan liked that the office was really busy. She could also see herself working there. 

It wasn’t long before one of the women behind the reception area walked up to Dylan. 

“Mr. Black and Mr. Stone will see you now. If you would follow me, I’ll show to the conference room. That’s where they will be interviewing you. My name is Jessica Martin, by the way,” she said as she guided Dylan into the conference room. 

“Nice to meet you,” Dylan said as she continued following her. 

“Here we are,” Jessica said as she stepped aside to allow Dylan to enter the small meeting room. “Mr. Black and Mr. Stone should be with you shortly. Just make yourself comfortable.” 

Jessica left Dylan in the large room, quietly shutting the door behind her as she left. The conference room was larger than the one at Northgate. The table itself sat at least fourteen people, six on each side and one on each end. There was a large screen TV on the wall, which was located at the head of the conference room. To the right of the table were windows that extended the length of the room. Even though they were not floor-to-ceiling, they were very big and let in the magnificent sunlight.  

Dylan was just getting ready to go over her portfolio when the conference room door opened. Looking up, she saw two men step in. Both of them were very handsome. She wasn’t sure who was Mr. Black and who was Mr. Stone, but at this point it really didn’t matter. 

“Hello, Ms. Adams. Glad you could make it. This is Mason Stone and I’m Keeve Black,” he said as he introduced his partner. 

“It’s so nice to meet you. Please, call me Dylan.” Dylan held out her hand as they each gently shook it. 

 “So, let’s get started. We were very impressed by the application you filled out online. It states here that you worked for Northgate Financial. They had nothing but good things to say about you. Matter of fact, they were very impressed by your attention to detail and reliability. They were very sad to see you leave,” Keeve stated as he scanned her application. “This is a very prestigious company. I’m curious as to why you left.” 

“I… um… for personal reasons. I would rather not get into that. I would like to say that I enjoyed working there, even though it was for a short time,” Dylan confessed as she tried to be as frank as possible. The last thing she wanted was to get into the real reason for her departure. What would she have even told them? Yeah, well, I was screwing the boss, but I didn’t know he was my boss at the time. It was only after he took my virginity that he told me he was technically my boss and I worked for him. And to top it off, he took me to a private club and let’s just say it didn’t go so well.  

“Dylan… Ms. Adams… We would really like you to consider being part of our team,” Keeve said trying to get Dylan’s attention. 

“I’m sorry… Did you just offer me the job?” Dylan said, unsure about how much of the conversation she missed. 

“Yes, we did,” Mason began. “I think you could bring a lot to our company.” 

After the interview was complete, Dylan walked away with a new job that she desperately needed. Her salary was only half what she made at Northgate, but it was in line with her experience. Even though her benefit package didn’t include a luxury apartment, it was still pretty impressive. 

Now her only other goal to find an apartment that was within her budget.  

Seeing as they wanted her to start tomorrow, she would need to wait until the weekend to search for an apartment. Her main focus was getting settled into her new position as a financial assistant. She wanted to be ready when she began her new venture tomorrow morning at eight o’clock sharp. 

*****

The next morning Dylan was up early to begin her new job. She had a hard time deciding what she should wear. One thing that she missed about her time with Rade was the wardrobe he bought for her. What she wouldn’t give to have some of the outfits. Most of her current collection of clothing consisted of jeans, sweaters and shirts. Scanning her choices, she decided to go with a black pencil skirt and a white button-down shirt. It was simple but professional. She needed to make a point to go shopping for more business attire once she got her first paycheck. 

Dylan was rummaging through her makeshift underwear drawer when she came across the letter Rade left for her at the security desk. It had been three days since she received the letter. She still couldn’t bring herself to read what he had to say. Tucking the letter at the very bottom of her drawer, she grabbed a matching bra and panties and headed to the bathroom.  

It was 7:45 a.m. when Dylan entered BlackStone Industries. Jessica and Lucy, the other receptionist she met yesterday, were already manning the reception desk when she walked in. Dylan gave them a quick “Hey” before she went to her designated cubicle. She missed having her own office. The cubicle did offer some privacy, but in no way did it compared to being able to shut the world out.   

As Dylan was settling in, she noticed Keeve Black pacing back and forth in his office talking on his cell phone. He was very handsome, Dylan thought as she watched him. He was tall and slender with a medium build. His hair was light brown and wavy. He wasn’t as tall as Rade, but he still was over six feet tall. Dylan also noticed that his eyes were brown and very intense. Like he was surveying everyone’s thoughts, not wanting to miss anything. Keeve was unlike his partner, Mason Stone. Mason Stone had a larger build, but still slender. He was taller than Keeve, but not by much. Where Keeve had wavy hair, Mason’s hair was straight and darker. He also had almond-colored eyes offsetting his darker hair.  

Keeve saw that Dylan was intently looking at him. To break her from her trance, he gently knocked on the glass window to get her attention. Once she moved her gaze, he motioned for her to come inside his office. Dylan quickly stood, grabbing a notepad and walked to his office. All she could think about was what she must have looked like staring at him. He gestured for her to take a seat as he took a small step to close his office door.  

“I will need to get back with you on that. Give me a few days and I will give you my decision.” Keeve finished the call he was on and rounded his desk to take a seat. 

Dylan sat uncomfortably as she waited for Keeve to speak. When there were no words from him, she broke the silence. “Is there something you needed me to do for you, Mr. Black?” 

Keeve Black looked up from what he was doing to acknowledge Dylan’s question. “Please call me Keeve, Dylan. I know it’s your first day, but I feel confident that you will be able to handle the assignment I’m about to give you. There’s a new company struggling to get off the ground and we may be interested in investing in them for a controlling stake. I need you to look over their finances and let me know how deep in debt they are and if pulling them out would be worth it for us. The name of the company is Spectrum. They specialize in an app that can do virtually anything through voice recognition.” 

“I’m not sure how I can be of assistance. I’m not a tech geek,” Dylan said with hesitation. 

“Dylan, you don’t need to worry about the technical side of the business. I just want you to look at the financial side and let me know if it would be worth our time and money to invest in them. Something tells me that they are on to something. I just need to know if investing in the company will be a smart move for us,” Keeve said as he held up a thick file.  

Dylan took the file. “Let me see what I can come up with. How long do I have to let you know what I find?” 

“We need to move on this as soon as possible. We aren’t the only company interested in Spectrum. The sooner we can get a handle on their finances, the sooner we can make a decision how to move on this,” Keeve said. 

“I’ll do my best.” Dylan stood, concerned about what she was getting herself into. She knew that Keeve wouldn’t have given her this assignment if he didn’t have confidence in her. 

Dylan began looking at the file she was given. By the time the day was over, she was more confused about what the company actually did. She knew she wouldn’t be getting any more done today, so she decided to clear her desk and head home. Maybe she would have a clearer head tomorrow to tackle it again. 

Just as she was heading out, Mason walked up to her desk. She could see that he had an envelope in his hand. 

“Dylan, I wanted to give this to you before you left. It’s an invitation to a gala that is held every year by the Broken Heart Foundation. Keeve and I have attended every year and this year we were given two extra invitations. We would like for you to be there to show support. It’s being held next Friday. Bring a guest. It’ll be fun,” Mason said as he placed the invitation on her desk. 

Dylan picked up the invitation and opened the envelope. 

 

The Broken Heart Foundation cordially invites you and 

                a guest to their 9th annual fundraiser. 

 

                             Friday, 28th of April 

                             7:00 p.m. – 12: 00 a.m. 

                             The Ritz – Battery Park 

                              New York, New York 

 

Dylan got excited looking at the fancy invitation. She had never been invited to a formal gathering. She wanted to ask Mason more about it, but he already disappeared out of sight. She would need to ask him in the morning. 

In the cab drive home, all Dylan could think about was the invitation to the gala next Friday. She knew that she wanted Lilly to go with her. The invitation didn’t specifically request that the guest needed to be of the significant other sort, so she was sure Lilly would make a great date. Besides Lilly probably knew a lot more about these types of events than she did. 

The apartment was quiet when Dylan entered. Placing her belongings on the couch, Dylan called for Lilly. “Lilly, are you here?” Dylan didn’t hear a response, so she decided to go investigate. As she was checking the apartment, she typed a quick text to her friend just in case she wasn’t in the building. 

Dylan: Just got home. Where are you? 

Lilly: At the market grabbing ice cream. Had a really shitty day. Need anything? 

Dylan: Nope, I’m good. See you when you get here. 

At least Dylan knew where her friend was. She wondered what could have made Lilly’s day so bad. Lilly always ate ice cream when she had a bad day. It must have been pretty awful if Lilly needed to stop and get some. 

Dylan was getting ready for bed when she heard the door to the apartment open. She called out to her friend. “Hey, you.” 

“Hey, girlfriend. Do you want some ice cream? You have your choice. Mint chocolate chip, Cookies ‘n Cream, or plain Jane Vanilla,” Lilly yelled back to Dylan. 

 “It must have been a really bad day if you got three kinds,” Dylan yelled back. 

When Dylan got to the living room, she could see Lilly on the couch with her elbows propped on her knees holding her head. She walked over to Lilly and sat beside her friend. 

“Lilly, are you okay?’ Dylan asked with concern. 

Lilly looked at Dylan with sadness in her eyes. Just as she spoke, tears began to flood her face. “Peter and I got into a huge fight. I told him I never wanted to see him again. I didn’t mean what I said, Dylan. I was just so mad.” 

“Oh, Lilly. It will all work out.” Dylan wrapped her arms around Lilly’s shoulders as she tried to comfort her. “Tell me about it?” 

Lilly didn’t know what to say. “There really isn’t much to tell. He said he had to leave to go out of state and he didn’t know when he would be back. He didn’t know when he would be able to contact me. When I asked where he was going… he said he couldn’t tell me. The less I knew the better. I got angry with him for not telling me. I told him if he can’t be honest with me, there was no reason for us to be together. You should have seen his face, Dylan. I should never have said what I did.” 

“Lilly, look at me…” Lilly lifted her head to look at her friend. “Whatever his reasons were, I know that he cares about you. You need to trust him. His line of work probably took him away to protect someone important and he can’t tell you the details. When is he leaving?” Dylan asked as she handed Lilly a tissue. 

“Today. I tried calling him, but he didn’t answer. I also texted him. I still haven’t heard back,” Lilly sobbed as she wiped her tear drenched face. 

“Everything will work out, Lilly,” Dylan reassured her as she gave her friend a much-needed hug. 

Dylan wasn’t fully convinced that the explanation to Lilly of Peter’s sudden departure was correct. Peter worked under the direction of Richard, who worked for Rade. Dylan wished things weren’t so messed up between her and Rade. At least she would be able to talk to him and find out what was going on with Peter and put Lilly’s mind at ease. She could talk to Richard, but it would get back to Rade in the end anyway. Maybe it was time that she read Rade’s letter. 

OEBPS/images/cover.jpg
Next

Shattered

ways

A. L. LONG





