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DAMAGED




Makensie Weston escaped a deadly situation and left a bad for her ex behind in Philadelphia. She decided to spend the winter holidays in Miami. Makensie didn’t expect to meet Mason Maddox. Their chemistry was undeniable, but the timing was awful. Makensie was honest about her situation, but she didn’t expect her ex to track her down. Makensie and Mason will be thrown into an emotional storm of lies, deceit, and true confessions. Some secrets can’t be kept. 







  
  

Chapter 1


Makensie Weston





Philadelphia, Pennsylvania 


My life changed in a matter of seconds. I parked near Jeff’s house with plans for an intimate night, but I was grabbed from behind and thrown into a truck. They slapped me and then I was groped and question. I gave up my phone to avoid being searched. More questions happened between threats, but I didn’t know about Jeff’s business. I kept saying that until the truck came to a halt. I was yanked around again. My heel got caught in the broken pavement. I pulled it free only to be shoved. 

They said to keep moving. I was pushed toward an abandoned building. It was cold and dirty inside. A rank smell caused my stomach to twist in knots, but I quietly stood near the brick wall with my thoughts racing. Their low voices sounded desperate.

“Tell him she don’t know.”  

“Nah. He don’t wanna hear that.”  

“Figure this shit out then.” 

“We should send a message.” One of the men looked in my direction. “It’ll get our point across.” 

I cried while staring at the ground, not wanting to look at their faces. I already knew what they looked like down to the smallest details. It was horrifying in the worst way. 

“Don’t hurt me anymore. I don’t know anything. I was there for a date,” my words were a choked sob “Please let me go. I won’t say anything. Please. I won’t tell anyone.” 

“Lady, you’re not a regular of his. We figured that, but nah. You mean something to him. We can’t let you go.” 

“You can. I didn’t see anything. I don’t know anything,” my words kept spilling in a jumbled mess. “I’m scared. I’m hurt, and I really need to use the bathroom.” 

My request was weird under the circumstances, and I honestly expected them to say go right there, but I was grabbed by the arm and steered further into the building.

Our footsteps echoed on the concrete until we stopped near a rickety door. The guy checked inside.

 “Okay, go. You have five minutes.” 

I mumbled something that sounded grateful while stepping in. My fingers shook while trying to fasten the rusted latch. It wouldn’t keep the men out, but I wanted the temporary comfort of having a barrier.

Dull light filtered into the bathroom from the street lamps outside, and the broken tiles were soiled with yellowed newspaper and nondescript waste. I avoided the dingy wall to look at my reflection in the cracked mirror. 

My face was swollen. Blood had seeped through my coat and soaked the expensive dress underneath. I was out-numbered and had zero experience with fighting. One of them was armed. I saw a gun tucked under his jacket, but I wasn’t sure about the other two. 

Someone yelled. “Get your pretty ass out here.”

I took a shaky breath, unzipped the compartment in my bag, and pulled out the stainless-steel gun. It felt light in my hand. I practiced with it often, but I never used it aside from the gun range. I flipped off the safety and prepared by exhaling, pulling the hammer back, and letting the bullet slide into the chamber. Another calming breath. Okay. I unlatched the door to step out. The man with the gun was shot first. His friend by the window was next. I quickly turn to shoot the other guy in his leg. 

“Put your weapons down,” I said loudly while aiming at the guy with the wounded arm. He slowly tossed his gun. The other two said they weren’t armed. I didn’t believe it. It could’ve been honesty, but I didn’t trust them one bit.

 I motioned for them. They moved closer to their friend with the wounded leg. They slowly went further away. I waited to be sure and then yanked my scarf from my bag. My gun was kept on them, so it took effort to crouch and pick up the discarded gun. I tossed it into the trash pile.

Retrieving the bullet casings was more difficult than expected. The men were groaning. I told them to shut up. 

“You’re crazy, lady,” said the one cradling his wounded arm. “My boss will kill you.” 

He laughed. I kicked him in the face and then put my heel against his throat. Pressure was applied until blood seeped from the puncture wound. He started to choke. I didn’t let up. My voice shook, “You’re the one who put your nasty hands in my panties. Where is my phone?” 

He coughed, “Fuck you.”  

I stomped his hand. My heel went through and hit the concrete. He screamed. His friend said he had my phone. I let him slowly reach for it. Lights flashed across the wall when a vehicle pulled up outside. I snatched my phone.

It was time to go. I had to get out and call the police. I frantically looked for another exit, but I couldn’t find one. A terrible decision was made to use a first-floor window. The frame was free of glass, but my arms scraped the brick wall. I winced in pain but landed on the ground and then quietly stepped on rusted pieces of fence. 

I quickly flipped the gun’s safety and slipped it in my bag. An awful sense of relief came at the end of the alley. I took off my heels to run down the pavement. I turned the corner and didn’t break my sprint until I was blocks away.

A taxi was coming. I flagged it down and hurried to get in while rattling off mom’s address between ragged breaths. The driver was staring through the rear-view mirror. “Miss, you should go to the hospital.”  

“I was attacked by my boyfriend’s ex and her friends. We need to leave before I’m found.”

 It was a bold-faced lie, but the driver shook his head. He peeled away from the curb, and I collapsed on the seat to call my Mom. She answered on the first ring. 

“Mom, I know it’s late. Can I come over?”

“Sure Honey, you sound weird. I’m worried.” 

“I’ll explain everything when I get there.”

“I’ll wait in the lobby. I love you. Get here safe.” 

“I will. I love you too.” Our call ended, and I was struggling with deciding to call Jeff. He was the reason for my current situation. I put away my phone. No, I wasn’t doing it. Jeff could deal with his own problems. 

I looked up when the taxi stopped at a red light. The driver kept glancing in the rear-view mirror. I ignored him and searched for my makeup compact and tissues. I tried cleaning my head wound, but the blood stains were noticeable on my torn coat.

The taxi stopped near Mom’s building a while later. I paid the fare and then limped up the steps. Mom was waiting in the lobby. Her expression was a mixture of confusion and concern. She was quiet until we stepped into the elevator. I quickly explained. Her horrified look happened instantly, but she recovered before the elevator doors opened. My stepdad, Kyle, was waiting in the foyer.

I avoided his gaze and let Mom usher me into the hall bathroom. “We need the first aid kit and clothing. Thanks, babe,” she closed the door and helped with my clothes.

 Mom eyed my risqué silk bra, panties, and fishnets. She didn’t ask. My stepdad knocked on the door. Mom opened it wide enough to grab the clothes and kit. 

I sat on the toilet seat to explain all the events from being taken off the street to pulling my gun. 

“I told them Jeff worked in investments. They didn’t believe me. They laughed and asked if I was his regular girl. My dress and heels are provocative, but I was planning to surprise him. I didn’t know anything. Mom, they wanted to send Jeff a message. I had to shoot them.”

She wiped blood from my face, “You’re an excellent marksmen. Did you kill any of them?” 

 “None of their wounds were fatal,” I rattled off their precise locations while Mom cleaned the cut on my head. I flinched, “I have the bullet casings in my bag.”  

 “I’ll take the casings. You get cleaned up. I’ll have Kyle call the police. Do you have your gun license?” 

“Yes, it’s in my bag.” 

“Good. Kyle and I will do the talking.”

“Mom, I can say what happened from start to finish.” 

“That’s the problem. You always remember,” Mom touched my chin. “It must be painful to have all those memories. Kens, I love you. I would die for you.”

“Mom, I know, but you can’t lie about this.” 

“These men abducted you and then they assaulted you. When you were able to, you drew your licensed weapon in self-defense. I thought purchasing it and you knowing how to use it would prevent this, but I was so wrong.” Mom burst into tears. I put my arms around her. She rested her head against mine and then squared her shoulders. “I don’t want them to treat you like a criminal.” 

“I’ll let you and Kyle handle the details.” 

“We’ll wait until you’re cleaned up,” Mom squeezed my hand and then she left the bathroom.

I felt every bruise in the shower while scrubbing away all the dirt and grime. The night had taken its toll. I was exhausted and terrified of being placed in police custody. 

I finished my shower and checked my hair to make sure the blood was out. My red-rimmed eyes had dark circles under them. I looked terrible, but my appearance was the least of my worries. 

Mom’s tank top fit. The lounge pants were a bit snug, but the comfy sweater helped with extra coverage. My feet were raw from running on the concrete. There were only minor cuts, so cotton socks provided some relief. 

I left the bathroom, stepping lightly. My stepdad and Mom were on the sofa. Kyle stood when I walked in. “Kens, the police should arrive soon,” his voice was always calm, but the concern in his blue eyes touched my heart. 

“Are you in pain?” he asked. 

“A little,” I admitted and held out my hands. 

Kyle accepted my affection by gently taking my hands, “Do your fingers hurt? We’re taking you to the hospital.”

I was close to tears, “No. Dad, I’m okay.” 

 Kyle’s eyes flickered with emotion.

 I never called him that before. I took a deep breath, “I love you. Thanks for being so great. I just needed time to figure things out, but I’m sorry it took so long.”  

Kyle smiled, “I love you too. I didn’t mind the wait.” 

We shared a hug. Mom wiped her eyes, “I want to get Kens settled in for the night. Please call the front desk. The officers should be allowed to come right up.” 

Kyle broke our hug, but he wouldn’t let go of my hand. 

I smiled, “I’m not going anywhere.” I stood near the glass panes. Their penthouse had a panoramic view. City Hall and the parkway were lit. The Fairmount and Spring Garden neighborhoods had beautiful parks, trendy bars, and great restaurants. Philadelphia had the historical architecture I loved. The city’s art, culture, and music fueled my creativity. 

The doorbell interrupted my thoughts. Mom glanced at Kyle, well, Dad. It felt odd to be having trouble with it. 

I sat on the sofa next to Mom and took a deep breath when the police officers came in. Mom explained the situation, and I truthfully answered questions. The trauma was fresh, so I could give detailed descriptions of everything, but Mom squeezed my hand. She nodded in approval when I said some details weren’t clear. 

The questioning continued. An hour went past. I was frustrated and tired of repeating what happened for the fifth time. I described the general location of the building, and even where I flagged down the taxi. My ramblings went on and on until Mom touched my arm. I stopped talking. It was too late. Everyone was silently staring. 

“My daughter is exhausted and in shock,” Mom explained. “Is there anything else you need?”

The officers looked uncomfortable. They exchanged a look before one of them spoke, “No, but the information we have won’t be enough to pinpoint an exact location.”  

I stared at him in disbelief, “I just described the street and buildings in great detail.”  

Mom touched my arm and then she motioned for them to explain. The officer cleared his throat, “Everything you described could be any abandoned building or street in the city. We’ll question Jeff Masters and check the local hospitals. You will be notified if anyone matching these descriptions are found. You’ll be asked to the station.”

They wrote down info from my driver and gun licenses. Mom reminded them of my car being parked on the street near Jeff’s house. It could be used to verify the location I was taken from. She wasn’t wrong. I rattled off my license plate number. Mom took their card. 

“We’ll be in touch if we have more questions.” 

The police officers left. I slumped on the sofa, more upset than ever. I could’ve mentioned being questioned about Jeff’s distribution routes and drop times, but I didn’t want them to think I was involved. I wasn’t. 

Jeff worked for an investment firm, obviously, it wasn’t all he did. We dated on and off for two years, and I had no clue he was into anything illegal, but I wasn’t charged, so hopefully I would be allowed to leave the state. 

I was going to Miami next week. Lena wouldn’t mind if I arrived early. It was the worst time to travel with the holiday and the biggest shopping day of the season being days away, but the trip would be so good for me. 












  
  

Chapter 2


Mason Maddox





Chicago, Illinois 


My workout was finished. Sweat was wiped from my face. I grabbed water and went into the living room. My house had a 360 view of the lake and city. I made partner at Carson & Associates law firm last year, but my written resignation was put in hours after Pierce called. It was rare for a senior partner to resign, but this was a special circumstance. 

My contract was terminated, and old man Carson asked if I could put in a good word to Thomas Braxton. I let our conversation end there. I was expected in Miami next week. The Braxtons had private jets, so commuting back and forth wouldn’t be a problem. Chicago was home. 

There was movement, but I kept sipping my water, “Good Morning, Nina. Did you sleep well?” 

“Not really,” she pouted and her hands brushed my abs. “You never sleep late. I wanted to cuddle.”  

Nina kept talking, but I ignored the rest. She had been complaining lately, so I wasn’t in the mood to have a heated disagreement over nothing. 

“Mason, did you hear what I said?” 

“I honestly wasn’t paying attention.”    

Nina distanced herself, “You never listen to me. Do you know how upsetting that is?” 

I didn’t respond, so she pouted more with her hands tracing my waistband. We could have sex again, but I would still reject what followed. Nina pressed her face against my back, so I glanced over my shoulder to speak.

“What would you like to discuss?” 

“Oh, a little of this and that,” Nina slid her hand into my sweatpants, and I was hard on contact. 

“I like when you walk around the house without a shirt,” she sighed. “And I love when you’re hard for me.”

I would’ve responded that way regardless, but her touch felt good, “Nina, what do you want?”

 She reached lower to firmly stroke my erection, “Mason, I want to talk about our relationship.”

My dick throbbed when Nina twisted her hand, but I was in control. “We don’t have a relationship.” I turned to admire her. “Nina, please continue.” 

There was a hint of confusion and then she pouted, “Mason, I forgot what I wanted to say.” 

I slowly pulled her close. “I don’t want a relationship. You knew from the start. Didn’t you?” I wrapped her leg around my waist. Nina wanted to be touched. She pouted until I gently caressed between her thighs.

 “You didn’t answer my question,” I increased the pressure on her delicate skin. 

Nina squealed, “Yes. I understood from the beginning. I knew. Well, I know, you don’t want a relationship.” 

I kept caressing her. “Right. So we went on as agreed. I’ll respect your decision to end our situation.” 

Nina groaned, “No. I don’t want that to happen.” 

I kept my slow caresses going. “I’m not what you need. It’s quite alright for you to express it.” I increased the pace. Nina trembled and then she climaxed in seconds. 

She hissed, “You tricked me.” 

I smiled, “I didn’t. I always make it good for you.” 

My erection was already pressed against her. I flexed to prove my point. Nina whimpered when I eased back to give her space. She wanted to hold on but couldn’t keep balanced. Nina was scooped up with her breasts rising and falling under the satin fabric. She was comfortable on the sofa when I pulled a condom from my pocket. 

Nina seemed disappointed. She shouldn’t have been. I keep protection on hand for company all the time. My sweatpants and boxers were pulled down to sheath. 

“Do you want to choose the position?” 

Nina propped her legs up. “I want sex like this.”

I aimed to please while easing between her thighs. She was entered in one quick motion. Nina’s high-pitched squeals were abrasive, but she had soft, feminine curves. I picked up the pace. Nina’s screams were jarring. I lowered the intensity, not wanting to upset Mikey, but she dug her nails into my back. I dealt with it to fuck her exactly how she needed. The pressure was building. Nina’s rhythm was off. I grabbed her hips to keep my rough strokes going. She climaxed. I came afterward, but the feeling was temporary. I closed my eyes. The connection wasn’t there. 

“Mason, who were you thinking about?” 

I eased out. “Don’t start it up.”  

“I want you to be honest,” she sat up on the sofa. “Who did you imagine I was?” 

I wasn’t in the mood to argue. I took off the condom, fixed my sweatpants, and left to discard it. 

Nina followed me, “Mason, I’m serious.”  

“There won’t be a discussion,” my calm response was all she needed to understand arguing wouldn’t happen. 

“I want more with you. Why can’t we have that?”

“We’re not a couple,” I reminded her. 

“I know you date other women,” she crossed her arms. Is there someone in Miami?”

I shook my head. Nina was a great lawyer, but she wasn’t even close to what I needed on a personal note.

 I walked past her to take a shower. She followed me into the bedroom to wait for a response, but I took off my clothes and walked into the bathroom. 

Nina started whining, “Mason, please talk to me.” 

I turned on the shower, “There’s no point.”

“I love you,” she blurted out.

I laughed while stepping into the steam. “No, you don’t. There’s no point in lying. You’re infatuated.” 

Nina paused. “You’re right. I don’t love you, but it could happen. Does this woman work at the law firm in Miami?”

I turned under the water. “I don’t mix business with pleasure.” 

“Are you saying I was the exception?”

 “No, You came to the firm after I slept with you.”

Nina was silent for a moment. “Mason, I want to be with you. I can transfer to Miami.” 

“This isn’t a firm-to-firm transaction.”

“Tell Thomas Braxton you want me.” 

I shook my head and kept washing. 

“I knew this would happen,” Nina screamed. “I let you fuck me for six months. What do I have to show for it? I’m here twice a week. You won’t commit, and I haven’t met Mikey. I could’ve overlooked that, but you’ve made this major career decision after I came to the law firm.”

 Nina was still ranting when she left the bathroom. I finished my shower, put on comfortable clothing, and my favorite loafers. The guest room’s door was closed. I went into the living room to turn on the fireplace. 

Winters in Chicago were brutal, but the effects from the glass wall, and the view of the lake were phenomenal.

 I went to the kitchen for coffee and something light. I was thinking about putting steaks on the grill. It would feel good to unwind with a few beers. I needed downtime. 

Nina walked into view, wearing a skirt suit, leather knee boots, and a long wool coat. She wrapped a cashmere scarf around her neck and then she fixed her leather bag. Nina was waiting for something. Maybe a cup of coffee, a piece of my soul, or my name written in blood on a contract. I tried not to laugh. It wasn’t the time for it. 

Nina pinched her lips together. “Goodbye Mason.”

 She went to the door. 

I sipped my coffee. “Take care of yourself.” 

Nina spun, “You should beg to be forgiven.” 

“I won’t apologize for being honest.” 

Nina crossed her arms, “Okay, so don’t. At least promise to see me again.”  

“I won’t be dishonest.”  

Nina shook her head. “You’ll miss me.” 

“I don’t doubt it.” 

Nina’s voice softened, “Maybe, I should come over tonight. We can forget all about this silly argument.”  

I sipped my coffee. “I have a date this evening.” 

Nina and I weren’t exclusive, and she was fine with our arrangement until my resignation happened. 

Nina chose her words carefully. “What kind of woman would want to see you days before you’re to leave?”

“A woman who knows our time together is limited,” my honest answer caused an instant reaction. 

Nina stormed out. I shut the door and then hit the intercom, “Miss Fairbanks is on her way down to the lobby. Please have someone retrieve her car.” 

 I waited for a response and went back to the living room. “Mikey, come here,” I yelled for him and then relaxed in a leather chair. Loud thumps were overhead. Mikey was in the loft upstairs. The noise turned into a low rumble as he rushed down the steps and into the room. He came to a stop and then sat next to the chair. 

 “Why did you leave me hanging?” I asked him. 

Mikey wasn’t interested in anything I was saying. I waited until he glanced in my direction to shake my head, “You knew Nina was here. You don’t like the ladies. Do you?”

He moved closer and put his paw up. 

I laughed, “No, I won’t agree with you.”   

Mikey lowered his paw and tilted his head to the side. I laughed harder and then scratched behind his ears. Mikey was a special breed of Siberian-Husky mix. He was the size of a large Saint Bernard and still growing.

 “You didn’t eat dinner last night, so you have to eat now. Do your business before the guys get here to empty your bathroom. Will you avoid every woman I have over?” 

Mikey rested his muzzle on my leg. I rubbed his head, “I’ll take this as a yes. What will you do when we get to Miami? Will you still be antisocial?”

Mikey lowered his head. He was taught how to nod as a pup. This was a serious subject for him. I tried not to laugh. “What if I get a pretty girlfriend for you?”

Mikey trotted away. I laughed more because he ended the conversation at the mention of having a mate. 

“Come on. You might like having a female around.”

 I laughed nonstop when his bedroom door shut. Mikey’s food was waiting. I changed his water dispenser. He came out to eat and then we relaxed near the fireplace. 
















  
  

Chapter 3


Makensie





It was the day before Thanksgiving. I didn’t care for the season. Mom loved the Winter holidays, so, I was being cheerful for her sake, but she sensed I was feeling down. Mom wanted to decorate. I used a palette of warm tones since Autumn wasn’t officially over until December. 

The festive party was in full swing hours later. Everyone laughed when Kyle introduced me as his daughter. He and Mom were married for years, but his toast was heartfelt.

We had an intimate holiday dinner the following night. I felt anxious. Too anxious, so I kept calling the police station. They didn’t find the men who attacked me, and they didn’t know if I would be asked in for questioning, but I was finally cleared to leave the state.

A quick trip home was to clean and pack. Dad had my car picked up. I thanked him during the short drive to the airfield with a promise to call Mom later. 

I boarded the jet, and the trip from Philadelphia to Miami was stress-free. A driver was waiting. He introduced himself while putting my bags in the trunk. 

I took in the sunshine and warm breeze. I spoke with Lena earlier. I wanted to check in to a hotel. She wouldn’t hear of it. Spending the holidays near the beach was the best idea. My life would be put into perspective. Maybe it was time to start over somewhere new or just with someone new. I wanted to forget about Jeff. He didn’t bother calling. Hopefully, he was handling his issues. 

 The drive didn’t take long. Lena was in the lobby. We met our first year in college and were inseparable until graduation. We remained friends through thick and thin. Our lives were different, but it felt good to spend time with her. We settled on her sofa, and I clutched my wineglass while Lena told me everything. 

 I shook my head, “So much changed since my last visit. I remember the drama before your trip to Italy. I’m glad you kicked your ex to the curb. He wasn’t right for you. Are there wedding bells in the future with Brock?” 

Lena sighed, “I’m in love, but we don’t have plans.”

My phone lit for the tenth time. I wasn’t sure why Jeff was calling three days after the fact, but I didn’t care.

My phone was being ignored. 

Lena noticed. “It could be important.” 

“It’s not.” I kept sipping my wine, not worried about it. 

“Kens, I’ll say this. You did a good job with your makeup, but I’m not stupid. Do you remember when I showed up at our dorm room beaten and upset?”  

My eyes filled with tears. “I’ll never forget it. I didn’t know what to do. I called Pierce.”  

Lena sighed, “I’m glad you did, but I was embarrassed, and I didn’t want to disappoint everyone. You never left my side, not for a second,” she studied my face, “We don’t lie to one another. I’m going to ask. Is Jeff abusing you?” 

I sobbed while quickly shaking my head. We sat in an emotional silence until Lena picked up her phone. “Okay. I believe you. Jeff didn’t hurt you, but someone did. You’re not talking about it, so I have no choice.” 

“I filed a police report. It’ll be okay.”   

“I’m glad you did. It’s not okay, but like you said, it will be,” Lena tapped her phone. “Hi Pierce, this is important.”  

They were talking, and I was crying into a throw pillow. Lena ended the call, “This is for your own good. Pierce will be here in twenty minutes.” She filled my glass with more wine. “I’m not saying you have to be stone-cold sober while you explain how you got those bruises.” 

Huge sips of wine helped. “Thanks, I love you.”  

“I love you more, and I know how difficult it is to ask for help, but you don’t have to go through this alone.” 

We sipped wine until the doorbell chimed. Lena signaled for me. I drained my glass while she answered the door. Pierce walked in, but I was too emotional to talk or even leave the sofa. He kissed my cheek and sat next to me. “Kens, it’s good to see you. What happened?”

My voice kept shaking uncontrollably, but I told the truth for how it was. I ended with a sigh, “I shot them on purpose, but I didn’t have a choice. I’m not lying.” 

“My mom taught you how to shoot, so you wouldn’t have used your weapon otherwise. How much do the Philly Police know?”  

“Everything I told you,” my voice faded near the end because I didn’t want to lie. 

Pierce noticed the change. “Kens, I want to help, but you have to tell it all.” 

“The men were asking about Jeff. That’s true, but I was questioned about distribution and drop-off times. I didn’t know anything. I didn’t tell the police. I also picked up the bullet casings because I didn’t want to leave them.” 

Lena shook her head, but she didn’t say anything. Pierce was using his phone, “Kens, you might need legal counsel. I have to call Dad.”

I lowered my head in shame. I couldn’t put anyone else at risk. I needed to leave Miami and find a place to stay until things returned to normal. Everything was screwed up, and I didn’t have the coping skills to deal with it.

 Lena sat on the sofa. I whispered. “I’m okay.” 

“You’re not,” she put her arm around me. “Kens, you were thinking out loud.” 

I burst into tears, “I’m sorry you both heard it.” 

“Don’t be. We’ll help anyway we can,” Pierce said. “But I need Jeff’s full name, contact information, and his home and work addresses. I’ll speak to my Captain. She might reach out to the police department in Philly. I’ll do my best to keep you in the loop.” 

I rattled off the information, too far into it to leave out details. Pierce said he would call in the morning. Pierce went back to work. Lena and I ordered takeout. She sipped her wine, “I’m staying here with you tonight.”

I sighed, “Please don’t change your plans for the weekend. I just want to take a bubble bath and sleep.”

Lena wasn’t convinced until I started unpacking my things. She left a while later. I ran a bath, and the calm scent of lavender and rosehip drifted on the air. I felt exhausted, so I crawled into bed and went to sleep. 

My phone chimed hours later. I rolled over to get it, but the phone hit the floor. It took effort to grab it. I yawned and glanced at the display. Why was Lena awake?” 

I replied to ask about the bath products. She called. I pretended to be cheerful. “Hi, I don’t want to bother you.” 

“I’m checking on you. How are you feeling?” 

“Embarrassed but otherwise okay. The situation’s not over, but I don’t want to be a burden.”

“I’ll pretend I didn’t hear the last thing you said. Did Jeff try to contact you again?” 

“I blocked his numbers.”

“Okay. Please call if you need to talk.” 

“Lena, I’m fine, please stop worrying.” 

“I won’t. Still call. The bath products are from a line at Guilty Pleasures Spa.”  

I smiled, “Oh, that’s a sexy name.”   

Lena laughed, “It looks like you’re feeling better. I’ll send the info. You should set up an appointment.”

“Maybe, I should wait until the bruises fade. I don’t want to explain my current condition.” 

“They’re discreet, and you still have to buy the products you want. Check the place out.” 

I sighed, “I’ll think about it. Please have fun. I’ll see you in a few days.” I ended the call and went to start my day.  
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