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This novel is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places
and events are either the products of the author’s imagination or
used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons,
living or dead, or actual events and places is purely coincidental.



 
  
  

    

This e-book contains copyrighted material and cannot be
copied, reproduced, licensed or transmitted in public or used in
any other way, which has not been specifically authorized by the
author, in accordance with the terms of purchase or explicitly
provided for by law. Any unauthorized distribution or use of this
text as well as the distortion of the electronic information on the
rights represents a violation of the author's rights and will be
sanctioned civilly and criminally according to the provisions of
Law 633/1941 and subsequent amendments.



 
  
  

    

      
This e-book cannot be exchanged, traded, lent, resold, bought
on hire purchase or spread without the prior written consent; this
e-book cannot have any other form than the original one and the
included terms must be observed by the subsequent user as
well.
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That
    morning some rays of sunshine hit the chair where I was sitting
    on.
    It was a beautiful day, it seemed so when I left home, but by
    then
    nothing cheered me up. I didn't think that the session with the
    psychologist I used to see to help me overcome my insecurities
    and
    the premature loss of Sam would change something. 
  





  

    
The
    pain I confined in a remote part of my mind and my heart
    emerged
    stronger than ever. I felt stifled and in that moment, I
    realized
    that I’d lived in a limbo where nothing happened for
    months.
  





  

    
Mere
    illusion.
  





  

    
I
    was aware that those sessions were to open up new horizons:
    they made
    me feel more self-confident, so much so that I no longer had
    problems
    related to self-doubt. In the end I accepted the small defects
    of my
    body and I started loving and enhancing my voluptuous
    shape.
  





  

    
I
    no longer thought that wearing size 48 was a tragedy. 
  





  

    
I
    had to thank my psychologist who patiently managed to make me
    understand that I had to love and accept myself before I could
    overcome Sam's loss.
  





  

    
The
    road was long, but I was working on it.
  





  

    
But
    no matter how much progress I managed to make, that was another
    story
    with 
  


  

    

      
him
    
  


  

    
.
    
  





  

    
My
    choice to send him away pushed me more and more to hell and the
    love
    I felt was taken away from me in a wink. That decision cost me
    dear,
    but how could I believe that he really loved me after all the
    things
    he did to me? I struggled every day to make him understand, but
    in
    the end, he proved to be a bastard, a man unable to express his
    feelings and accept them.
  





  

    
When
    he revealed his love for me, I realized that the accident made
    it
    happen, otherwise he would have never done that. 
  





  

    
Perhaps
    what he felt was only a weak feeling, a mere infatuation caused
    by
    compassion. Accepting that love would have destroyed me, making
    me
    wonder whether he really loved me. 
  





  

    
For
    a long time, the fury of his words had continued to swirl in my
    mind,
    until I decided to permanently close that door.
  





  

    
His
    behaviour, his sudden escape, without even warning Adam, only
    confirmed what I thought.
  





  

    
There
    was nothing left for me but to keep fighting so as not to sink
    even
    further into pain. But it was strong, much stronger than I
    thought,
    because as much as I wanted to make a clean break, that love
    that it
    was supposed to be buried in the most remote corner of the
    heart was
    more alive than ever.
  





  

    
I
    put a hand on my throat. No, I couldn't let myself be
    conditioned by
    this.
  





  

    
«Take
    a deep breath, Cassie» Rebecca suggested. «Don't hinder it, let
    it
    come up»
  





  

    
«No»
    I said, feeling like someone was holding my heart as if in a
    vice.
  





  

    
«You
    must do it; you can't hide it forever» 
  





  

    
I
    shook my head. «It's my past and it must stay there»
  





  

    
Rebecca
    smiled and crossed her leg. «Are you sure?»
  





  

    
«Yep»
  





  

    
«Your
    love for Logan is still deep»
  





  

    
«No»
  





  

    
«Denying
    it won't help you»
  





  

    
«It's
    over, there's no place for him in my life»
  





  

    
«What
    did I tell you when we started the sessions?» I looked at her,
    puzzled, then opened my eyes wide, remembering. «Lying won’t
    help
    you resolve the conflict in your heart» she continued.
  





  

    
«I
    don't feel anything anymore» I insisted, avoiding her
    gaze.
  





  

    
«Cassie»
    she warned me «Logan is the last topic so that you could get
    ready
    for this»
  





  

    
«We
    can do without it»
  





  

    
«Don't
    drivel, it's not like you» she said. «I want you to tell me
    what
    you feel for him»
  





  

    
«Hatred»
    I burst out, moving my hand to my chest near the heart.
  





  

    
«Why?»
  





  

    
I
    closed my eyes, I wanted to avoid those questions. When I heard
    his
    name, I felt deeply upset. The betrayal of an important part of
    my
    body destabilized me and made me furious because I was even
    more
    vulnerable than I thought.
  





  

    
«Breathe,
    Cassie» she pressed. «You'll see, if you relax a little,
    everything
    will be easier»
  





  

    
«It
    won't at all»
  





  

    
«The
    suffering you're experiencing today, after almost a year,
    should make
    you understand that such a deep-rooted feeling can't disappear
    just
    because you want to» she stared at me and waited a moment
    before
    adding: «Why do you hate him? Why did you test him by telling
    him to
    leave?»
  





  

    
«I
    didn't»
  





  

    
Her
    sceptical look made me feel a little ashamed. I was a different
    woman
    now, but as soon as I heard his name, I cancelled all the
    progress I
    had made.
  





  

    
«Oh,
    all right, yes... Yes», I raised my voice as I felt the tears
    fill
    my eyes with horror.
  





  

    
«What,
    Cassie?» Rebecca insisted «Do you know that the line separating
    hatred from love is thin?»
  





  

    
The
    re-emerging pain was terrible, so shooting, as if something was
    about
    to annihilate and crush me. 
  





  

    
I
    shook my head. «IT HURTS, OKAY?» I cried; tears were streaming
    down
    my cheeks.
  





  

    
«I
    know, but you must accept him as part of you and what you've
    done»
  





  

    
«God,
    I can't, I hate him!»
  





  

    
«Why?»
    She had repeated for the umpteenth time.
  





  

    
«I...»
    I stopped to take breath, I gasped for air. «I gave him all of
    myself and in return he brought up and demolished that love and
    he...
    He»
  





  

    
«Logan,
    you can say it, Cassie»
  





  

    
I
    sank back. «Why am I supposed to feel this pain again?»
  





  

    
«This
    is reality, you can't escape it»
  





  

    
I
    put a hand to my forehead, I felt exhausted. 
  





  

    
«I
    refused him. I was racked by my brother's loss as well as his.
    How
    could he kill that love the day before and tell me later that
    he
    loved me? If that hadn't happened...» I was breathless and saw
    my
    brother's face with wide eyes, as he pushed me hard to save my
    life.
    I pushed my hand to my heart, as if I could protect it from
    suffering, from those memories, from that conversation. «I felt
    nothing anymore»
  





  

    
«Such
    a strong feeling can't be turned off as if it were a household
    appliance. You were suffering and weren't able to contain that
    great
    grief» she said. «What did you do?»
  





  

    
«I
    told him... that I had nothing more to offer him, that I wasn’t
    the
    right woman for him» Eden was. Rebecca looked at my hand, then
    at my
    face. «I’ve never been. It was like a dream that faded away,
    leaving only suffering behind»
  





  

    
«It
    was real, Cassie»
  





  

    
«No,
    it was just an illusion of what I wanted, but not for
    him»
  





  

    
«Why
    do you think he didn't love you?»
  





  

    
«How
    could he?» I replied angrily, his words of that night and other
    things were indelible in my heart. «I wasn’t his type, I’d
    never
    been, and I'm not sure he knew what the word love means»
  





  

    
«We
    talked a lot about this»
  





  

    
«I
    know, but...»
  





  

    
«Your
    pride and sorrow speak for you»
  





  

    
«Maybe,
    but the result is the same»
  





  

    
«What’s
    the result? Your hatred for him?»
  





  

    
Once
    again that question.
  





  

    
Rebecca
    always managed to reach her goal, despite my reticence, and I
    knew
    she wouldn't let me leave, until I answered her.
  





  

    
«HE
    HASN'T FOUGHT! That's why I hate him» I shouted exasperated «He
    said he loved me, but as soon as I told him to leave, he did
    without
    a second thought. He did without looking back, without even
    thinking
    of his brother, without telling anyone. Disappeared. That's why
    what
    he felt was not love»
  





  

    
«You
    hurt him, what did you expect him to do?»
  





  

    
«I
    was the only one who had been hurt! It's true, I didn't give
    him a
    choice» I whispered «But he didn't understand, didn't fight,
    gave
    up as if he didn't say anything, turned round and left»
  





  

    
«You
    had more time to accept your feelings, Logan did when he was
    afraid
    of losing you in the accident» she said. «Have you ever thought
    about the conflict of emotions he felt? It must have been
    difficult
    for him, who had known this feeling for the first time»
  





  

    
«No»
  





  

    
«Don't
    you think you were too rough on him?»
  





  

    
«Yes...
    No... Well, I don't know» I admitted «It was a weak love, it
    would
    only have consumed us»
  





  

    
«It
    was as strong as yours, he proved it for two months, when you
    were in
    a coma» she said «Do you love him?»
  





  

    
«Nothing
    has changed, my life must go on»
  





  

    
«So,
    you still love him»
  





  

    
«No»
  





  

    
Rebecca
    raised an eyebrow, as I wondered when that torture would
    finally end
    and I could close my Pandora's box again. 
  





  

    
«Where's
    Logan now?»
  





  

    
I
    shrugged. «No one knows, my brother-in-law thinks that if
    something
    had happened to him, he would have known»
  





  

    
«And
    how would you feel if something happened to him?»
  





  

    
«I
    would feel nothing. Why should I think about him?»
  





  

    
«Good
    question» Rebecca said, standing up from armchair. «You should
    think about it, so we'll talk about it next week»
  




“

  

    

      
I
      won't
    
  


  

    
”
    I thought, as I stood up too, then said goodbye and went out.
    Closing
    the door behind me, I leaned against it and slowly breathed in
    and
    out. 
  





  

    
All
    the emotions I repressed in those months were overcoming me.
    The
    possibility that I would see him again very soon paralysed me.
    I was
    afraid of not being able to be indifferent and repress all the
    feelings he aroused in me, the certainty of not being able to
    survive
    the different feelings that he would have caused was torturing
    me.
  





  

    
Despite
    showing myself indifferent when talking about him, or swearing
    I
    didn't love him anymore, I lied. My love for him was deep and
    total,
    also because I did know that that night I managed to reach his
    soul,
    feeling the perfect harmony with his mind, his heart and his
    body,
    and I was sure that he felt the same. But at the same time, I
    hated
    him, blamed him for not being the man who knows how to face
    everyday
    risks. He was dominated by fear and weakness, instead of making
    the
    love he said he felt towards me stand out.
  





  

    
I
    was overwhelmed by the memories of our last conversation in the
    hospital. God, I was so tempted to throw myself into his arms
    and
    believe what he declared, despite the pain for Sam's loss. It
    would
    have been so easy, because Rebecca was right: my love would
    come up
    again in time. I could have, but I would have always suspected
    at any
    time that he would look for another woman, who would satisfy
    him more
    than me. 
  




“

  

    

      
It
      hurt so much!
    
  


  

    
”
  





  

    
In
    the last months I refused to think where he was, what he was
    doing
    and with whom, if he was okay. I also felt a little guilty that
    Adam
    didn't know anything about him anymore because of our row. He
    didn't
    answer his calls or the messages he sent him. That behaviour
    was
    immature and typical of a bastard, although he knew how much
    his
    brother cared about him and his job. Every time I had dinner
    with
    Jacklyn and Adam, when we often had a coffee in the living
    room, I
    saw my brother-in-law become silent and a sad shadow in his
    eyes.
  





  

    
Adam
    missed Logan, they had always been close and that clean cut
    baffled
    me. Once, during a dinner with my friend Eveleen, when Ethan
    was with
    us too, I saw them talk and I knew that they were working in
    the same
    base now. 
  





  

    
I
    was happy that Ethan could somehow reassure him and I was
    grateful to
    him for being there when I needed him most. He was a precious
    friend
    for me.
  





  

    
Sometimes
    I forgot he was a marine too, his attitude was totally
    different from
    Logan's, who always had a harsh and ruthless expression, but I
    had no
    doubt that he was like that and much more in the field. He
    risked his
    life too and was ready to do anything to fulfil his duty. When
    I saw
    him, however, I often wondered if he was afraid of love too,
    and if
    he would have behaved in the same way. 
  





  

    
There
    wouldn't have been answers for those questions, because I
    lacked the
    courage to ask what he thought about it. He knew what happened
    with
    his friend, and this was too much. 
  





  

    
«Cassandra?»
    someone called me.
  





  

    
I
    immediately straightened up and tried to seem less shocked as I
    turned my head towards that voice.
  





  

    
I
    smiled when I saw Jack coming towards me. It was the
    physiotherapist
    who helped me for three months after the accident and who had
    been
    attentive since the first moment I met him, until he asked me
    to go
    out for dinner a few days after I finished
    physiotherapy.
  





  

    
He
    was a charming man, but he had nothing to do with Logan's
    majesty,
    physique and sensuality, which nailed and made you melt with a
    single
    glance of his piercing blue eyes.
  





  

    
Jack
    was almost 1.80 m tall and his build was thin, with a
    harmonious
    musculature that shaped his body. His hair was light brown,
    chin-length, with a tuft that fell rebellious over the golden
    eyes. 
  





  

    
Sometimes
    when I looked at him, I seemed to be staring at a small ray of
    sunshine, captured by that slightly almond-shaped eye, with
    long
    light lashes.
  





  

    
His
    nose was aquiline, his cheekbones were marked, a well-defined
    jaw
    with a sparse beard and two dimples on his cheeks appeared when
    he
    smiled. The mouth was thin with the lower lip a little fuller,
    often
    posing in a smile when he saw me.
  





  

    
He
    advanced towards me, smiling. «Hi Jack» I greeted him. «What
    are
    you doing here?»
  





  

    
He
    stopped in front of me, looked at me for a moment, then bent
    slowly
    and kissed my lips. His scent of cologne with lemon and
    sandalwood
    penetrated my nostrils and there was no explosion of senses, as
    usual, which used to happen when Logan approached.
  





  

    
I
    looked at him as he moved aside: he was wearing a green
    T-shirt, a
    fairly clinging pair of jeans, slightly down at the hips, and a
    sports jacket.
  





  

    
Undoubtedly,
    he was a handsome man and in the last few months he had made me
    understand that he felt something for me. Yet I was aware that
    I
    wouldn’t be able to experience the deep love I felt for Logan
    with
    anyone else. All that he caused me would remain unique and that
    was
    fine with me.
  





  

    
I
    couldn't ignore Jack's attempts to go beyond and date. His
    patience
    in waiting for my decision made me understand how deep his
    feelings
    were, but also totally opposed to mine.
  





  

    
«Are
    you okay? You're very pale»
  





  

    
I
    nodded. «Yes, I've just finished a session with the
    psychologist»
  





  

    
«I
    know, I called you and when I saw you didn't answer me, I
    realized
    you were here» he said. «I know how hard it's for you»
  





  

    
«Yes,
    but I'll be okay» I had lied for the second time that day. He
    raised
    an eyebrow as I nervously bit my lip. «Did you want to tell me
    something?»
  





  

    
He
    reached out his hands and surrounded my waist with his arms,
    his face
    brushed against mine and I saw a gleam of desire in his
    eyes.
  





  

    
«How
    about picking you up and dining at mine?»
  





  

    
No
    doubt about his intentions.
  


  

  





  

    
Until
    that moment I avoided making him come up to me, there were too
    many
    things and too many memories that could destroy me. But in that
    moment I realized that I had to face the intimacy with Jack if
    I
    wanted to move on; if that evening had represented the start of
    something new, I wouldn't have opposed, there was no point in
    tergiversating and taking time. 
  





  

    
«Okay,
    what time?»
  





  

    
I
    surprised him, perhaps he expected some objections as usual,
    but this
    time I had none.
  





  

    
«Is
    it too early for you at eight?»
  





  

    
I
    laughed «No»
  





  

    
«Cassie»
    he whispered, before pressing his lips on mine and giving me a
    passionate kiss. 
  





  

    
I
    kissed him back, opening my mouth and looking for his tongue.
    Jack
    was impetuous, his lips moved on mine with passion, involved in
    long
    and deep kiss. He moved away, pushing his forehead against
    mine, our
    gasps, I saw the desire still mirrored in his pupils, as I felt
    my
    aching breasts and turgid nipples, which pushed against the bra
    fabric.
  





  

    
«You're
    a temptation» he whispered. «If I kissed you again...».
  





  

    
«We
    could be arrested» I joked, moving away from him and taking a
    step
    back.
  





  

    
«I'll
    let you go for the moment, but tonight... You'll be
    mine»
  





  

    
I
    learnt from the past that I would belong to no one but
    myself.
  





  

    
I
    turned my head to look around «See you tonight»
  





  

    
Jack
    nodded and led me out of the building. «Want a lift?»
  





  

    
«No,
    I'll take a taxi. I'm seeing Eveleen at lunch time» he kissed
    me on
    the cheek and left, as I started towards the taxis.
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Time
    should heal or at least alleviate wounds, instead every single
    minute, hour, day that pain did nothing but take deeper roots
    into my
    heart, depriving it of any emotion.
  





  

    
The
    infernal moments characterizing my missions as a marine were
    nothing
    compared to what I had felt since I lost Cassie. I burnt in
    that fire
    that she banked up with desire, passion and the deep love she
    gave
    me, taking root in me with no way out.
  





  

    
I
    knew and lost love in a breath, burnt by the fear of not being
    myself
    anymore. My sleep was broken, crowded by her: by her sweet
    face, her
    eyes burning of passion, her heady scent, her body against
    mine; all
    that gave me no respite. Only in those moments I had the
    illusion of
    feeling her still mine, but the awakening was sharp and
    bitter.
  


  

  


  

    
I
    understood that I loved Cassie more than my life, but her
    refusal
    caused me such rage to destroy my heart. I changed, I felt it
    deep
    down, but all I had to do was look at the faces of my
    companions to
    understand what demons I was fighting with. If I closed my
    eyes, the
    memory of Cassie's green and clear ones, who looked at me
    painfully,
    continued to haunt me. I wanted to see them again shine with
    that
    boundless love she transmitted to me when she placed them on
    me.
  





  

    
Almost
    a year had passed... Twelve long months without seeing or
    touching
    her. But even if it had been possible, I wouldn't have trusted
    myself
    anyway, because if I had seen her, I wouldn't have been able to
    let
    her go, thus ignoring her warning.
  





  

    
The
    promise made to my best friend Sam weighed heavily like a
    boulder. I
    wasn’t able to carry out the task he assigned me: to be
    Cassie's
    prince, her knight, to help her overcome the suffering of that
    loss
    and the accident that almost killed her.
  





  

    
I
    missed Sam so much, every day it was heart-breaking to know he
    was
    gone. Sometimes I thought that if he had been still alive, he
    would
    have told me off for my careless behaviour. I often seemed to
    hear
    his voice urging me to think, to reason, as he always did, but
    I
    couldn't.
  





  

    
Pain
    was always with me
  


  

  


  

    
and
    the only things that didn't make me think at any time of what I
    left
    behind were work and my missions. Since that fateful night when
    Cassie's awakening made me fall into despair I had asked to be
    assigned to each task. I didn't mind being in danger, as long
    as I
    could stay away from New York, from her and my family. I left
    just
    that evening, without looking back, spurred on by an
    irrepressible
    fury, because the only thing that interested me at that time
    was to
    put as much distance from everything.
  





  

    
My
    struggle was incessant: I struggled to be unemotional, clear
    and have
    full control over my mind in order to exclude Cassie's memory.
    I
    struggled against myself, so as not to humiliate myself again
    and
    declare my love for her.
  





  

    
I
    wouldn't have done it anymore.
  





  

    
Of
    course, I didn't fall into the oblivion of the feeling I felt
    for
    her, I didn't limit myself and I gave myself to any woman who
    aroused
    my interest or was interested in me. Only one rule: satisfying
    my
    body's need and losing myself in pleasure, without any emotion
    or
    passion, because everything was frozen and sealed in my heart.
    I
    didn't intend to allow anyone else to hurt me that way. I was a
    bastard, I wanted to be to the end, without any
    hesitation.
  





  

    
I
    shook my head as if to shake off those thoughts, which surfaced
    just
    as the plane landed in New York and I got off.
  











  

    
Even
    then, as I trained with John, the feeling of Cassie's body
    against
    mine tormented me. I stiffened and regained the rigid control I
    always had when I faced someone while I was on a
    mission.
  





  

    
«You're
    lowering your defences again» I warned my companion «What the
    hell
    is this blow? You're acting like a sissy, where's the
    experienced and
    deadly marine? Hit hard, with your leg straight and kick your
    opponent's chest with your foot. You must be ready to repel the
    hands
    and arms of those in front of you, who will try to hinder you.
    You
    know it very well» 
  





  

    
I
    pushed him back vigorously, taking his leg, squeezing it
    tightly and
    turning it, to make him understand the mistake he was making,
    since
    he paid no more attention.
  





  

    
The
    moan of pain penetrated my mind, as if it opened the passage to
    a
    memory, and I immediately let it go.
  





  

    
«Logan,
    bloody hell!» he yelled at me.
  





  

    
«You
    would have your leg broken in three parts and would be useless»
    I
    told him off «As well as screwed» John gave me a dirty look.
    «You've never been so aggressive in training» I shrugged. «Next
    mission won't be a picnic»
  





  

    
I
    avoided his gaze and bent down to take the towel from the
    bench, but
    he came up anyway. He was one of the best friends I could have,
    we
    had known each other since I started my career in the marine
    world.
    We often watched each other's back during high-risk
    assignments. I
    trusted him, he had been awarded several times like me and I
    wanted
    him as support when they entrusted me with a team I would be
    the
    commander of.
  





  

    
Since
    I asked to be assigned to other missions, he had followed me
    without
    delay. If my purpose was to forget, John instead - I had no
    doubt -
    did so to keep an eye on me.
  





  

    
«You
    can't sleep, can you?» he said.
  





  

    
«I
    sleep very well»
  





  

    
«Sure,
    I can see that» he teased me. «You have a diabolic light in
    your
    eyes as a ruthless murderer. Do you think I don't know you
    well, to
    notice that you have so much adrenaline in your veins
    supporting you?
    You work out to the point of exhaustion, you've doubled your
    musculature, anyone who faces you must think it over, if they
    want to
    come out alive»
  





  

    
«You're
    exaggerating, John» I said, putting the towel around my neck
    and
    walking towards the changing room.
  





  

    
«You
    should go to her»
  





  

    
I
    got tense like a violin string. «To whom?» I replied
    indifferently.
    «There's no woman in my life, no one worth returning to» I
    lied. 
  





  

    
«You
    like acting like a bastard» he said. «You’ve got a family. Your
    brother is waiting for you»
  





  

    
«Adam
    is used to distance between us»
  





  

    
«Does
    your brother know you've been back for two weeks?» he asked,
    shaking
    his head in denial. «Useless question, isn't it?»
  





  

    
«Stop
    behaving like my mum, I'll call him soon»
  





  

    
«When?
    After you leave again?»
  





  

    
I
    banged the door so as to hit the wall, making my companions
    spin
    round, each one had a weapon in his hand. The tension I aroused
    made
    me calm down a bit.
  





  

    
«Sorry»
    I said as I came in, heading for my locker. «It's good to see
    that
    you never drop your defences, unlike John». Without waiting for
    their answer, I undressed quickly and went to the shower.
    
  





  

    
I
    turned the handle and placed myself under hot water. I closed
    my eyes
    for a moment, staying still, while I felt it slip on my body,
    soothing and partially relieving my tense muscles.
  





  

    
I
    clenched my fists; I had the insane desire to punch the wall in
    front
    of me because of what John told me. I hadn't been in touch with
    my
    brother anymore, he didn't know where I ended up or whether I
    was
    back. I had never answered Adam's messages and I felt a little
    guilty
    about it, because it was the first time I had behaved like this
    with
    him. I knew my brother would ask me questions I didn't want to
    answer. I reached out and took the shower gel. I was soaping
    myself
    when I felt someone behind me. No matter how quietly he came
    in, I
    was used to the smallest changes taking place around me.
  





  

    
I
    had no doubt about who he was, he seemed to have become my
    shadow in
    the past few months. I turned and saw him moving forward naked
    towards the other shower. I was about to speak when I saw his
    gaze on
    my chest.
  





  

    
«Did
    you get tattooed? I didn't think you were the type»
  





  

    
«
  


  

  


  

    
It
    was a moment of madness. I was drunk»
  





  

    
I
    remembered that evening well. I had been gone for a week; the
    pain I
    was feeling didn't give me a moment's peace. Hellfire was more
    attractive to me. I was out with some colleagues and drank a
    lot,
    hoping that the pain I was feeling would relieve thanks to
    alcohol.
    Instead, after a night of revelry, I ended up on the street and
    saw
    by chance the lighted sign of a shop still open. It seemed like
    a
    strange twist of fate, but I went in anyway and a few hours
    later I
    had a tattoo that would accompany me and always remind me my
    madness.
  


  

  


  

    
I
    had my back to my friend as I finished washing, then closed the
    handle, took the towel and went out.
  





  

    
I
    usually avoided taking a shower with other people because I
    didn't
    want them to look at me and ask inevitable questions about what
    was
    drawn on my chest.
  





  

    
«Logan»
  





  

    
I
    replied harshly without stopping «It's just a goddamn tattoo,
    okay?»
    I lied.
  





  

    
I
    wanted to forget I had it, even if I couldn't, it was still a
    sign of
    my past. I went back to the locker room and without paying
    attention
    to anyone, I got dressed and went away.
  





  

    
If
    I thought I got rid of John's questions, I crowed too early
    because
    when I went out of the building, I saw Ethan near my
    car.
  





  

    
I
    was aware that in the end I would meet him or he would look for
    me,
    but I didn't want to give him any advantage. If he had
    something to
    tell me, he had to do it.
  





  

    
His
    gaze was hard, arrogant, dark and cold, the same I had seen
    many
    times when we were on a mission; this time, however, he bent
    his gaze
    on me, peering at me as if he wanted to read me into my
    soul.
  





  

    
«You're
    finally back» he broke the silence as I went down the steps.
    
  





  

    
«I
    didn't think I was supposed to announce it» I said, taking a
    few
    steps towards the car.
  





  

    
Ethan
    knew that the only chance he had of being able to talk to me
    was to
    stand between me and my car.
  





  

    
«You
    went along with her and went away, without thinking about how
    bad she
    was and how much she needed you»
  





  

    
«I
    did what she asked me to do»
  





  

    
«Logan,
    she'd woken up from a fucking two-month coma!» he said, raising
    his
    voice a little, as I clenched my fists so hard that I felt bad.
    «She
    heard about her brother's death, she wasn't thinking, she was
    upset
    and what did you do? You surrendered and disappeared» 
  





  

    
«Ethan,
    it's not your business» I said in an angry voice. «What do you
    care?»
  





  

    
My
    friend stretched out his hand and squeezed my shirt, he was
    angry,
    but I was more.
  





  

    
«Do
    I really have to tell you, asshole? You said you loved her and
    you're
    gone»
  





  

    
I
    narrowed my eyes and anger assailed me, but I stayed still with
    considerable effort, instead of reacting as I would have
    liked.
  





  

    
«Have
    you become her defender now?» I mocked him. «You've a free hand
    now, you can keep coming on to, can't you? I don't owe you any
    explanation»
  





  

    
«You're
    so stupid, I'm just a friend worried about both of you» he
    replied,
    suddenly leaving my shirt and pushing me. «She felt Sam's loss
    and
    yours, as well. She felt guilty when she realized you haven’t
    called Adam even once in these months»
  





  

    
«Ethan,
    once again, it's not up to you to judge what I do»
  





  

    
«You're
    a real bastard» he railed against me. «Call at least your
    brother!»
  





  

    
I
    passed in front of him, but my friend stopped me by the
    arm.
  





  

    
«Logan,
    I know what you're going through»
  





  

    
«I'm
    just overworked, I'm fine» I said sarcastically. 
  





  

    
He
    left my arm and put on his sunglasses. «One thing remains
    certain,
    you're more asshole than I remembered»
  





  

    
«Are
    you done complimenting me?»
  





  

    
«I
    am, for the time being» he said. «I could never get you to
    listen
    to me»
  





  

    
«I'm
    willing to listen to you it if it's about work,
    women...»
  





  

    
«What?»
  





  

    
«They
    serve only one purpose»
  





  

    
«Logan»
    he warned me, stepping forward.
  





  

    
I
    shrugged. «I see you don't agree with me»
  





  

    
«I
    don't and I have to deduce that twelve months of tasks have
    melted
    your brain, if you speak in this way» he observed. «However, I
    think there's much more than you want to admit, Logan... Pain
    sometimes doesn't make you think»
  





  

    
I
    clenched my jaw as I opened the door, cursing Ethan for showing
    up on
    that day.
  





  

    
«Believe
    what you want, I don't have the time to listen nonsense»
  





  

    
«You
    can listen to it tomorrow» Ethan said.
  





  

    
I
    got into the car, closed the door without even saying goodbye,
    started the engine and left, leaving him watch me.
  




“

  

    

      
Damn
      it!
    
  


  

    
”
    I swore, contracting my hands on the wheel.
  





  

    
Seeing
    Ethan again made that terrible day even more complicated. I
    couldn't
    let myself be conditioned by his words, the only thing I wanted
    to do
    was to knock him against the wall and hit him until he was
    exhausted.
  





  

    
Maybe
    he wanted me to lose control to see my reaction, as if I were a
    robot
    put to a damn test.
  





  

    
Hearing
    Cassie's name and Ethan's telling-off was a punch in the
    stomach, but
    no matter how tortured I was by her refusal, I realized that a
    person
    who loves deeply does not refuse that way.
  





  

    
Could
    I have fought for her? Maybe I didn't all the way, but what was
    the
    point of doing it, if she rejected all my attempts to stay
    close to
    her and show her how much I loved her? Cassie made a choice and
    so
    did I. No, there was no possibility and the grudge I felt
    became too
    strong, nobody could blame me for the consequences.
  





  

    
I
    parked the car, got out and went to the lift of my building and
    as I
    pushed the button for my floor, I thought of my brother. It
    would
    only take a few hours now before Adam knew I was in town too. I
    knew
    my brother; I was sure that in those months he tried in every
    way to
    hear from me and Ethan was the only one who could inform
    him.
  





  

    
I
    put the key in the lock and went in the flat, throwing my
    jacket on
    the sofa. I ran a hand over my jaw, feeling the skin rough and
    thinking that maybe it was a mistake not to shave in the last
    few
    days.
  





  

    
I
    sat on the sofa and took my mobile phone from my pocket and
    when the
    screen lit up, I noticed yet another greeting that Eden sent
    me,
    inviting me to call her as soon as I was back.
  





  

    
In
    those two weeks I had ignored them, but because of all the
    adrenaline
    I had on me, maybe I could have agreed to go out with her
    again. I
    put that thought aside for a moment and devoted myself to
    another
    much more important one. At that point I had no choice, I had
    to
    inform Adam and I was sure that as soon as I sent the message,
    he
    would rush to my house.
  





  

    
'
  


  

    

      
I'm
      back
    
  


  

    
'
    I wrote without saying anything else, then I answered
    Eden.
  





  

    
'
  


  

    

      
I'm
      in town
    
  





  

    

      
See
      you tonight at 8
    
  


  

    
'
  





  

    
Concise,
    cold, without asking her if she was available, I knew well that
    she
    would have cancelled any other appointment just to see
    me.
  





  

    
The
    beep of a message lighted up the screen again. I opened
    it.
  





  

    
'
  


  

    

      
Dinner
      at mine. See you there
    
  


  

    
'
  





  

    
And
    here's the answer, as short as mine. This was what I liked
    about
    Eden; we both knew what that invitation implied. Months before
    we
    would have gone out - accompanying her to some party - before
    ending
    the evening giving us mutual pleasure. Now things changed for
    me and
    apparently, she must have understood there was something
    different in
    my message.
  





  

    
I
    stood up and went to the kitchen to make a strong coffee, then
    I
    decided to prepare something to eat, because that evening I
    would
    have done everything except that. I felt a twinge in my lower
    abdomen, thinking about how I would satisfy the need I
    had.
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The
    taxi stopped in front of Eveleen's boutique, I paid and headed
    for
    the shop, thinking about the conversation with Rebecca. I
    opened the
    door wide and as always when I went in, it was like being
    thrown into
    a fantasy world made of sparkling silk, velvet and lace.
  





  

    
Since
    the very beginning my attention shifted to a champagne-coloured
    dress
    on display not far from me.
  


  

  


  

    
Like
    a moth in the light, I was drawn to that mannequin too; I
    couldn't
    explain, but I was spellbound by it. The front of the dress was
    very
    daring. The Greek-style model had the bustier entirely in lace
    and
    the champagne-coloured silk beneath was so clear that anyone
    who
    looked at it would have wondered if what they saw was fabric or
    leather and from there it went up with wide straps. The
    neckline was
    deep, getting to the breast and reaching a pleated band that
    continued down to the ground. I got round the mannequin and saw
    that
    the back would remain naked to the waist.
  





  

    
I
    heard Eveleen's footsteps approach and stop beside me.
  





  

    
«Cassie,
    honey, are you admiring this masterpiece?»
  





  

    
«Mmh...
    You know very well it's impossible not to notice it»
  





  

    
«Beautiful,
    isn't it? It would suit you»
  





  

    
Since
    I went in, I had imagined myself with that dress on and I also
    dreamt
    about who I would impress. I shook my head; I was going into
    very
    dangerous thoughts for my mental health. 
  


  

    

      
He
    
  


  

    

    no longer had to be a constant reflection on what I was doing
    or what
    he would say...
  





  

    
«You're
    right» I agreed «I really like it»
  





  

    
«Can't
    believe it!» she said. «You admitted that you like a dress,
    does
    that mean this time I don't have to force you to wear
    it?»
  





  

    
I
    shook my head «No, although I have some doubts about how much
    that
    fabric will cover me»
  





  

    
«This
    dress is made to dare, what are we waiting for? I'll help you
    wear
    it»
  





  

    
The
    shiny silk slid lightly over my body, underlining my generous
    curves,
    as if it was created especially for me. When I turned to the
    mirror,
    I hardly believed I was the woman in the mirror.
  





  

    
The
    dress was fabulous, it was elegant, unique in its simplicity
    and it
    looked good on me... Rather more than good. I blushed a little,
    when
    I noticed that the silk and lace fabric adhered and barely
    covered my
    nipples, leaving most of the breasts uncovered and exposed. The
    pearly colour of my skin stood out against the one of the
    dress.
  





  

    
«You're
    very sexy» my friend said. «It's perfect for you»
  





  

    
I
    turned my head towards her. «You displayed it before I arrived,
    didn't you?»  I smiled «After all this effort to show it to me
    I'll
    take it, even if I don't know when I wear it»
  





  

    
«Was
    it that easy?» she asked incredulously. «Shall I no longer
    insist?
    I can't believe it! You'll see, you'll know when it's the right
    time
    to wear it»
  





  

    
I
    took off the dress and gave it to her. «I know, you're right, a
    few
    months ago I objected until I was out of breath» I shrugged.
    «The
    sessions with the psychologist helped me»
  





  

    
«They
    just made you more confident» my friend said. «I'm glad you
    finally
    see the beautiful woman you are»
  





  

    
At
    that moment I didn't feel like that.
  





  

    
I
    stepped out of the fitting room and watched Eveleen give the
    dress to
    her co-worker, then turned to me and motioned me to follow
    her.
  





  

    
We
    passed an arch, which fronted onto a long corridor, where there
    were
    several doors on both sides used as fitting rooms, then turned
    right
    on another, where there were only three doors: her office, the
    toilet
    and the third one, where we went in.
  





  

    
Eveleen
    was lucky to find that place. It was a very large room, she had
    known
    that the previous owner was using it as a wedding dress
    atelier, but
    after restoring it he moved to another city; the not too high
    rent
    was the final push that allowed my friend to be able to open
    the shop
    she wanted. 
  





  

    
The
    room was lit by the early summer sun that came in through the
    window
    opposite the door. Two medium-sized sofas were in the centre,
    on the
    right corner there was a rectangular table already set, while
    there
    was a small kitchen corner with accessories on the left.
  





  

    
I
    closed the door and walked to the sofa.
  





  

    
«I
    took something in the restaurant nearby» She informed me. «I
    thought we would be more relaxed here»
  





  

    
I
    glanced at her; I had the feeling that Eveleen was hiding
    something
    from me. This change of plans was strange, besides she looked
    tense;
    on the phone that morning she had another idea of how we
    would
    end that day. My friend looked up from what she was doing and
    smiled
    at me. Maybe I sensed things that didn't exist because of the
    emotional turmoil of that day. I was sure that if she had had
    any
    problems, she would have told me. 
  





  

    
I
    sighed. «No, that's fine» I reassured her, dropping my bag on
    the
    sofa and approaching the open window.
  





  

    
Despite
    the fresh air I inhaled, my mood didn't change, I had a
    terrible
    headache which seemed to increase minute by minute and staying
    there,
    looking out and letting my thoughts wander didn't help me at
    all.
  





  

    
«Cassie,
    what's up?» her question distracted me from the turmoil that
    was
    taking place in my mind.
  





  

    
«I'm
    okay» I replied, reaching her and taking some dishes she gave
    me, I
    sat at the table.
  





  

    
«Did
    something happen? Is it about...»
  





  

    
I
    stopped her immediately. «Shut up... Don't say his name»
  





  

    
Eveleen
    sat down next to me and raised an eyebrow. «Why shouldn't I say
    his
    name?» she replied.
  





  

    
«For
    one year haven't you always said, until you waste your breath,
    that
    you've forgotten him and that you no longer feel anything for
    him?
    Saying his name shouldn't mean anything to you»
  





  

    
«Eveleen»
  





  

    
«Are
    you okay? I see bags under your eyes that you haven't covered
    well,
    can't you sleep?»
  





  

    
«I
    sleep like a log» I said piqued, ignoring her sceptical gaze.
    «I'm
    just a little tired, the session with the psychologist wasn't
    as I
    thought»
  





  

    
«Oh»
  





  

    
«What?»
  





  

    
«I
    suppose it was focused on a certain topic or should I say on a
    certain person?»
  





  

    
I
    raised my eyes «What an intuition!»
  





  

    
«Honey,
    you've made a lot of progress since the accident» she said.
    «It's
    normal that you dealt with the 
  


  

    

      
Logan
    
  


  

    

    topic» she mimed the quotes.
  





  

    
«I
    know, but I didn't expect the pain to be stronger than a year
    ago»
  





  

    
«What
    did you think? Not to try anything anymore?» she answered back.
    «You
    can say and repeat like a mantra that you don't love him, but
    I'll
    never believe it as you can't lie to yourself»
  





  

    
«Stop,
    I hate him»
  





  

    
«Yes,
    I know» she said sarcastically. «I told you months ago and I'll
    repeat it until you get that into your fat head. I've never
    fully
    agreed with you, how could you do it? I'm sure that you would
    have
    found another less drastic solution together than the one you
    chose»
  





  

    
I
    dropped the cutlery on the dish. «But which side are you on?
    He’s
    never been the man for me and I found out in the worst
    way»
  





  

    
Eveleen
    put the cutlery on the dish and gave me a dirty look «I've
    always
    been on your side, but you've been stubborn. I should speak to
    your
    psychologist to ask her if she can take action on this»
  





  

    
I
    twisted the napkin on my legs. «You of all people know what I
    went
    through...»
  





  

    
She
    nodded. «Yes, and I also know how long you've been waiting for
    him
    to finally notice you» she reminded me. «Years, Cassie. You've
    been
    waiting and hoping for years that Logan will notice you»
  




 

  

    
Anger
    assailed me. «It's true, but things didn't go as I always
    wanted»
    The memories were very bitter, I could still feel the echo of
    the
    sensations he gave me and took away. My heart was beating fast
    in
    retracing those moments, the tumult of emotions that I was
    feeling
    were exhausting me. 
  





  

    
«Pain
    has blinded you»
  





  

    
I
    shook my head. «No, it opened my eyes» I objected. «I realized
    I
    would do and justify everything for him, but Logan wouldn't be
    able
    to do the same for me»
  





  

    
«You
    can't be serious» she murmured. «Logan was afraid of his
    feelings,
    we know, in spite of everything, however, he was willing to
    live them
    for you»
  





  

    
«You
    can't really believe it»
  





  

    
«Honey,
    I'm not supposed to be the one to do it» she reached out and
    squeezed my hand «But you»
  





  

    
I
    slumped down onto the chair; I was really exhausted. «It's
    over,
    Eveleen»
  





  

    
«You've
    been saying this for almost twelve months, do you want to
    convince me
    or yourself? I see how much you suffer»
  





  

    
«I
    miss Sam»
  





  

    
She
    shook her head in denial «I'll go along with you and I'll let
    
  


  

    

      
Logan
    
  


  

    

    subject drop, but that's not the end of the matter, you
    know»
  





  

    
«I'm
    done, Eveleen, life goes on»
  





  

    
She
    stood up and I saw her go to the coffee machine «Tonight I'm
    having
    dinner with Jack» I informed her.
  





  

    
She
    turned to look at me. «Where?»
  





  

    
«At
    his house»
  





  

    
Eveleen
    was silent, poured the coffee into the cups and returned to the
    table. When she sat down, she stared at me «Are you sure that's
    what
    you want?»
  





  

    
«Jack
    is a charming and kind person» I tried to justify that
    decision.
  





  

    
«That's
    not what I asked»
  





  

    
«I
    am»
  





  

    
«Why
    today, Cassie?» she insisted. «After suffering this morning in
    remembering, you could take a decision more to fill the pain,
    than
    for personal pleasure»
  





  

    
«It's
    a dinner»
  





  

    
«We
    both know it won't be just that, you've always kept your
    distance
    from going to his house» she said. «It's an important choice,
    Cassie, and it may not be what you expect»
  





  

    
«I
    like Jack. He's quiet, he makes me feel safe and carefree» I
    listed
    what I thought were qualities «He helped me in an unhappy
    moment of
    my life, I started laughing again and I don't have to be
    apprehensive
    when we meet» I had the impression I was justifying
    myself.
  





  

    
«It's
    like you're talking about a puppy rather than a man»
  





  

    
«Eveleen!»
  





  

    
«Are
    you listening to yourself? He makes you feel safe from what?
    There's
    no emotion in your voice, only a cold analysis» she objected in
    an
    accusing tone. «If I didn't love you as a sister, I would
    ignore it,
    but I just can't, honey»
  





  

    
«I
    want a quiet relationship»
  





  

    
«No,
    you just don't want to try something anymore» she said. «Have
    you
    thought about the consequences of your choice, made by a wrong
    reason?» she leaned forward with her bust, reaching out a hand,
    taking mine and holding it in hers, then I saw her take a deep
    breath. «Did you think about when you feel his hands on your
    skin
    tonight? Did you think about his mouth which will give you no
    respite, or when his sex sinks inside you? Can you banish your
    feelings? Will you convince yourself that this is the right
    solution?
    Logan isn't here now, but what will happen when you see him
    again? It
    seems easy now that he isn’t here, but it won't be the same
    when he
    decides to go back to his brother. Believe me, nothing will be
    easy...»
  





  

    
I
    was puzzled and opened my mouth to say something, but I closed
    it
    again staring at my best friend. The serious and pained
    expression
    and her sad speech left me stunned and with a thousand
    questions
    inside my mind.
  





  

    
Why
    did she react that way? It was the first time I had listened to
    something like this from her and even though it was directed at
    me,
    it seemed that something touched her from the bottom. Was it
    possible
    that strange feeling I had felt before was reality?
  





  

    
I
    held her hand too. «Eveleen, I don't know» I admitted. «I
    didn't
    wonder what this dinner with Jack will entail. I just accepted
    that
    something more could happen tonight»
  





  

    
«Someone
    had to open your eyes»
  





  

    
«And
    you know it very well, don't you? I said «I...»
  





  

    
«We're
    talking about you, not me» She said. «I just want you to really
    know what you're doing. Well, what are you going to wear
    tonight?»
  





  

    
«Do
    you really want to talk about this now?»
  





  

    
She
    nodded and smiled at me, letting go my hand.
  





  

    
«A
    dress, I think»
  





  

    
«Great
    choice, it's easier to take off»
  





  

    
«Eveleen!»
    my friend seemed again the same as ever, as if that
    conversation
    never happened. 
  





  

    
«What?
    It's important to be practical and not to waste time»
  





  

    
I
    laughed «You're impossible»
  





  

    
I
    had stayed with her for several hours, but I refused to choose
    something sexy to wear. We laughed until we cried at the
    thoroughness
    of her stories about some things that happened with customers,
    making
    me more serene than when I went in the shop and I was still
    amused
    when I decided to go home.
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The
    doorbell stopped me as I cut a slice of cheese. I looked at the
    clock
    in the kitchen and noticed that my brother took less than I
    thought.
  





  

    
I
    walked slowly towards the door, put my hand on the handle and
    inhaled
    deeply, then exhaled ready to face it. When I looked at the
    furious
    expression on Adam's face, I realized it wasn't going to be a
    picnic.
  





  

    
I
    opened the door wide, stepping aside to let him come in.
  





  

    
«Hi,
    Adam»
  





  

    
«What
    should stop me from punching you as you deserve?» he burst out
    coldly, never taking his eyes off mine.
  





  

    
No
    greeting, the battle had already begun.
  





  

    
I
    had never seen my brother turn to me like that, the fury that
    ran
    through his veins strained him so much that I understood he
    wouldn't
    be able to control himself as he wanted, unlike me.
  





  

    
«If
    that's what you want...» I shrugged indifferently «... do it,
    but
    you should take into account the consequences»
  





  

    
«Consequences?
    Do you know what you've done?»
  





  

    
I
    frowned, returning his gaze. «Should I know?»
  





  

    
«Logan,
    don't play with me»
  





  

    
I
    turned and went to the kitchen. «It's a pleasure to see you
    again»
    I mocked him «I notice that you’re more and more
    arrogant»
  





  

    
«I
    huh? What about you?» he replied sarcastically, taking off his
    coat
    and throwing it on the chair; he was in a dark suit that fit
    him
    perfectly as a successful businessman.
  





  

    
«I'm
    doing my best» I said, cutting another slice of cheese, then I
    glanced at him. «Are you coming from the office?»
  





  

    
«Why,
    where was I supposed to be?» out of the corner of my eye I saw
    him
    clench his hand into a fist. «Do you think this attitude
    frightens
    me?»
  





  

    
I
    ignored his question. «How's your company going?»
  





  

    
Adam
    gave me a furious look. «Do you want to talk about this?» he
    shook
    his head. «I can go along with you, but it won't exempt you
    from
    answering where you’ve been all this time. Logan, you didn't
    call
    me once»
  





  

    
I
    turned around, took a dish from the cupboard, put the sandwich
    on the
    counter, then did the same with the other one.
  





  

    
«I'm
    interested in it» I said, and it was true.
  





  

    
He
    was silent, in those moments I could feel all his frustration,
    the
    inner struggle he was fighting not to do something drastic and
    punch
    me as he wanted. Maybe it was what I wanted after all. The
    choice to
    prepare sandwiches, as if it were a normal and empty day,
    seemed to
    indicate that I really wanted that reaction and thus give vent
    to
    what I felt.
  





  

    
And
    maybe my brother perfectly understood what I was doing because
    his
    voice broke that overwhelming silence.
  





  

    
«I
    branched out; I'm blessed with good collaborators» he told
    me.
  





  

    
«This
    allowed me to be with my wife, to help her overcome the
    tragedy»
  





  

    
«How's
    Jacklyn?» I ventured to ask, aware that I was going into
    dangerous
    ground.
  





  

    
«When
    did you ever care?» he replied angrily. «About her, me, Cassie,
    what happened...»
  





  

    
I
    stopped him before he could say anything else.
  





  

    
«Always
    and you know»
  





  

    
«No,
    I don't know anything anymore» he objected. «I don't recognize
    you
    anymore. Do you know how worried I was about you?»
  





  

    
I
    was about to take the sandwich, but I gave up, so I leaned
    against
    the piece of furniture and crossed my arms over my
    chest.
  





  

    
«I
    know»
  





  

    
My
    brother closed his eyes, they seemed to flash, as he stepped
    forward
    invading my space.
  





  

    
«You
    don't know anything!» he said in an angry tone of voice.
    «You've
    left me in a state of uncertainty since that evening, in the
    anguish
    that something might have happened to you, worried as never,
    when I
    was unable to find you anywhere, not even here at home. Have
    you
    thought about the suffering I felt when coming in your flat
    here, I
    wasn't sure about what I would find?»
  





  

    
«Killing
    me has never been on the agenda» I murmured in the same cold,
    angry
    tone.
  





  

    
«Do
    you think I don't know?» he replied sarcastically «It would be
    a
    great shame for you to do it, the only acceptable thing would
    be
    during one of your missions!»
  





  

    
«Adam»
  





  

    
«Don't
    you want to hear the truth?»
  





  

    
«I
    know the truth, there's no point in yelling at me»
  





  

    
«No,
    no matter how angry I am, it wouldn't change a thing» he said,
    unbuttoning the collar of his shirt and loosening his
    tie.
  





  

    
I
    raised an eyebrow. «Do you want to resort to force? I see
    you've put
    on some respectable muscles» I said, trying to ease that
    tension. He
    was my brother and in spite of everything I loved him very
    much.
  





  

    
«Is
    this what you want?» he asked in turn.
  





  

    
I
    smiled at his attempt to provoke me, but I wasn't a snotnose
    who
    couldn't control himself.
  





  

    
«I?
    I have no intention of punching my brother»
  





  

    
«Because
    you got so much more muscular? You don't scare me, despite your
    hard
    and cold appearance»
  





  

    
«I
    hope not»
  





  

    
He
    moved forward and put his hands on my shoulders. «Logan, you
    may
    exhaust yourself with work, but that won't change
    things»
  





  

    
«Adam,
    listen...» I tried to stop him, but I couldn't.
  





  

    
«Why
    did you do it, Logan? Why did you leave Cassie?» A punch would
    have
    hurt less. «She was suffering, she'd just woken up, heard about
    Sam's death and...»
  





  

    
«I
    advise you to say no more»
  





  

    
«Sometimes
    you have to make compromises when it comes to love» he went on,
    ignoring my attempt to stop him. «And to postpone, when one of
    the
    two isn’t lucid to be able to speak peacefully. You loved her
    and
    Cassie loved you too…»
  





  

    
«Adam...»
    I raised my voice «I don't want to talk about it, it was all a
    huge
    mistake and it's all dead and gone, okay?»
  





  

    
«Do
    you think I believe what you say?»
  





  

    
«It’s
    your problem»
  





  

    
«If
    it was all dead, as you say» he murmured staring at me «you
    wouldn't have run away into the night as if you were being
    hunted,
    tormented by emotions, as if you had a difficult burden to
    forget.
    This happens when people love each other deeply. Like you
    two»
  





  

    
I
    stiffened, I wasn't even moving a muscle, everyone seemed to
    know how
    I felt, what I felt. Nobody could understand what really
    happened,
    how my heart was wrenched from my chest and then turned into a
    lifeless organ. This, however, didn’t stop my body from
    reacting
    differently. Outwardly I could give the impression that nothing
    could
    touch me, while inside I felt like a volcano, a roar that
    boiled in
    my veins ready to explode. A condition I was aware of, which I
    carried with me like a heavy burden and before my brother
    continued
    with that story, I had to stop him at all costs.
  





  

    
Adam
    looked at me as if he wanted to read my mind, but nobody
    could.
  





  

    
«How
    long have you been in New York? Certainly, neither today nor
    yesterday»
  





  

    
I
    moved my gaze to a spot behind him. «For a few weeks»
  





  

    
«I
    understand» he said, taking his hands off my shoulders and
    stepping
    back.
  





  

    
«I
    don’t think so»
  





  

    
«How
    long are you going to stay?»
  





  

    
«I
    don't know exactly» I admitted. «But my departure won't be
    imminent, so you'll still see my face for a long time» I
    added.
  





  

    
«Don't
    joke about that, Logan» he warned me. «And… Will it be
    risky?»
  





  

    
«Yes…
    As always»
  





  

    
«Okay,
    I'm just asking you one thing»
  





  

    
My
    brother seemed exhausted, resigned and this made me stiffen
    even
    more.
  





  

    
«What?»
  





  

    
«Don’t
    disappear, I want to know, okay?»
  





  

    
«Okay»
  





  

    
«Will
    you call in on Jacklyn tonight? She’s really worried about
    you»
  





  

    
«I’ve
    an engagement with Eden» I said intentionally to set the record
    straight. 
  





  

    
«Do
    you think having sex with her or anyone else will solve your
    problem?» he asked. «That need won’t be extinguished with other
    women… You’ll never be satisfied» I knew it well «Tomorrow,
    then?»
  





  

    
«No,
    if your intention is to organize a meet with your
    sister-in-law»
    even though I knew that since I was in town, it would soon be a
    reality.
  





  

    
«You're
    such a fool» he murmured; he was about to leave. «Do what you
    want,
    my house is always open» I saw him take his coat.
  





  

    
Maybe
    it was all the tension built up as we talked, but seeing him
    give up
    insisting on Cassie loosened me up a bit. Or maybe because at
    that
    moment I realize how much I missed my brother, our
    conversations that
    often inevitably ended up making us laugh like crazy, his
    precious
    advice; it was for all this that I couldn’t appear as cold as
    before.
  





  

    
I
    came closer. «Adam?» he froze as if he didn't expect to be
    called.
    I stood beside him and I surrounded his shoulders with my arm,
    squeezing him tightly.
  





  

    
«I
    missed you» I confessed «Always... It was difficult not to call
    you
    or answer your messages, but I was in my hell and I couldn't do
    that»
  





  

    
«It's
    okay» he reassured me, squeezing me. «What matters is that
    you’re
    here and I can say that you’re… Hum… Fine. Don't do it anymore,
    okay? I don't know if I could bear it again and I would like to
    live
    sixty more years with my beloved wife»
  





  

    
«Only
    sixty?» I teased him, moving away.
  





  

    
«It
    would be enough»
  





  

    
«I
    promise you’ll know everything»
  





  

    
«Thanks,
    I’m going home»
  





  

    
«What
    about work?»
  





  

    
«No,
    I just need Jacklyn now» he glanced at me and then left the
    room.
  





  

    
A
    few seconds later I heard the door close as I sat on the stool
    exhausted. That conversation wasn’t only difficult, but
    literally
    devastating.
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Back
    in my flat, I didn’t have the time to think, Eveleen made me
    carefree and I was still laughing at some anecdotes she told
    me. In
    that mood I took a shower and washed my hair, which was dry and
    flew
    in soft waves down my back. A light makeup completed it
    all.
  





  

    
I
    didn't want anything elaborate for that evening and so I chose
    a
    simple green silk sheath dress with a pointed neckline that
    enhanced
    my breast.
  





  

    
Thanks
    to my friend, I had polished lingerie and anything I chose to
    wear
    would have had the same effect on Jack. He didn’t know that
    since I
    decided to change my look, even lingerie had undergone the same
    treatment and if that evening I had chosen to indulge Jack, and
    have
    sex with him, he would surely have thought that I was wearing
    it to
    seduce him.
  





  

    
Instead
    it was first of all for myself, I discovered I liked to feel
    desirable, sometimes those clothes were so sexy on my
    voluptuous
    forms, that I didn’t often understand how they could adapt to
    each
    body and underline its potential.
  





  

    
I
    looked at myself in the mirror, then took the bag, the keys and
    went
    out. It was only a couple of minutes before eight and I
    preferred to
    be found in the lobby when Jack would arrive.
  





  

    
Instead,
    I didn't even have time to get out of the lift that I saw him
    came in
    the building. With quick steps, he stopped in front of me and
    smiled.
    His eyes wanted me to undress as they slid over my body.
  





  

    
Although
    I was aware of what would happen that evening, I couldn't help
    stiffening. Maybe because I had noticed his look full of desire
    for
    the first time or maybe because Eveleen's words were imprinted
    in my
    mind.
  





  

    
I
    hesitantly returned his smile; I didn't want to show him how
    nervous
    I was.
  





  

    
«You’re
    beautiful»
  





  

    
«Thank
    you»
  





  

    
Jack
    reached out and took my hand. «Are you ready?»
  





  

    
I
    stared at him for a moment. “
  


  

    

      
Was
      I?
    
  


  

    
”
    I wondered.
  





  

    
«Yes,
    I am» I confirmed.
  





  

    
He
    interlaced his fingers with mine and carried me to the car. I
    got
    into quietly and looked at him, as he opened the door sitting
    in the
    driver's seat and went in the traffic.
  





  

    
The
    looks he gave me while he was driving were passionate and I
    realized
    at that moment how considerate and patient he had been in all
    those
    months, helping me to overcome them and how much he refrained
    from
    expressing what he felt.
  





  

    
I
    turned my head to the window, thinking it was time to change my
    life
    again. How much I missed Sam! My beloved brother would help me
    deal
    with all those important changes for me by giving me wise
    advice.
  





  

    
I
    still felt guilty for his death. I often believed that if he
    hadn't
    been too worried about me that day and hadn't seen me upset, he
    would
    have paid more attention to what surrounded us.
  





  

    
Rebecca
    repeated to me many times that it wasn't my fault, but I
    couldn't
    believe that, because if he hadn't seen me so sorrowful and if
    he
    hadn't been so involved in our speech, we wouldn't have crossed
    without looking and Sam wouldn't have died to protect
    me.
  





  

    
I
    shook my head, it seemed to me that my mind was in
    turmoil.
  





  

    
«Cassie,
    you’re silent» Jack said.
  





  

    
I
    turned my head towards him. «I'm just relaxed» I replied
    knowing
    that I was lying a little.
  





  

    
«Is
    there something that worries you?» he insisted.
  





  

    
«No»
  





  

    
The
    car stopped at a traffic light. Jack moved the hand on the
    gearbox
    and put it on my cheek. His fingers were delicate as they
    touched my
    skin.
  





  

    
«It
    feels like silk» he murmured, lingering on my cheek, then
    slipped
    near my mouth and ran a finger over my lower lip. 
  





  

    
«I
    want to kiss you»
  





  

    
I
    leaned forward towards him; our faces were so close that I felt
    his
    breath on my face. I raised an eyebrow «What prevents you from
    doing
    it?» I provoked him, letting my eyes slide over his mouth,
    lingering
    for a moment, then I looked at him again.
  





  

    
I
    felt him inhale and his lips touched mine. «If I kissed you, I
    wouldn't be able to stop and...» the sound of the horn of a car
    behind us interrupted him. «I don't want any interruption when
    I do»
  





  

    
I
    laughed and straightened up, returning to my seat. Ten minutes
    later
    Jack stopped in front of a beautiful two-storeyed house. The
    garden
    was well-tended and lush flowerbeds ran throughout the house.
    The
    solid wooden door stood out among the windows painted in a warm
    ochre
    and white spotlights illuminated all around.
  





  

    
I
    got out of the car. «It's beautiful» I said. «Do you look after
    the garden?»
  





  

    
«When
    I can, but the hardest job is done by a gardener I’ve known for
    a
    long time»
  





  

    
I
    saw him take the keys from his pocket, put them in the lock and
    open
    the door. He moved aside to let me in and as soon as I crossed
    the
    threshold, a mixture of orange and beeswax perfume hit my
    nostrils.
  





  

    
Even
    though Jack turned on a lamp in the hall, I couldn't see
    anything,
    because he turned me towards him, surrounded my waist and
    approached
    me, pressing his mouth on mine. The impact was disconcerting.
    He held
    me tight, but my mind remembered other arms. I remembered the
    warmth
    I felt when Logan kissed me the first time, the feelings he
    caused
    me, in that moment I almost melted into those muscular arms,
    while
    his blue eyes looked at me passionately. 
  





  

    
«Delicate
    and sweet like a ripe fruit»
  





  

    
I
    moved away to take breath, shocked by what that kiss caused. I
    didn't
    think Jack speeded things up like this. I naively believed I
    would
    have some more time... The time that dinner would give me so as
    not
    to suffer those memories.
  





  

    
«The
    dinner…»
  





  

    
He
    interrupted me. «I promised you a dinner»
  





  

    
«Jack...»
    I tried to say something, but what could I say at that moment?
    I felt
    upset as if I had been deprived of air.
  





  

    
He
    picked me up and led me down the corridor, while I couldn’t say
    a
    word.
  





  

    
«You’re
    the only one who can satisfy my hunger» he said as he laid me
    on the
    bed.
  





  

    
The
    contact with the sheets distracted me from the thoughts on the
    only
    man I loved with all my heart and who still awakened deep
    feelings.
  





  

    
I
    closed my eyes. Jack's mouth dropped to mine again, my heart
    was
    pumping wildly, I was helpless beneath him while he was kissing
    me. I
    felt the dress slip from my shoulders, his fingers caressed
    every
    point he discovered. I gasped and a moan came out when I opened
    my
    eyes and I didn't see Jack's golden irises, but Logan’s: so
    blue
    and intense in a lustful and wild look that took my breath
    away.
  





  

    
In
    that moments my hands, as if they had their own will, grabbed
    the
    edge of his shirt and feverishly took it off, sighing with
    pleasure
    when I felt his warm, powerful, virile chest.
  





  

    
I
    relished those passionate, insatiable kisses and I surrendered
    to his
    fingers wandering over my body and stopping on my nipples to
    squeeze
    them.
  





  

    
«You’ve
    beautiful breasts» hoarse, passionate Jack's voice made me come
    back
    to earth. «Your nipples look like cherries» he added, taking
    one in
    his mouth and sucking it hard.
  





  

    
I
    couldn’t help but arch for the pleasure he caused me, I was
    lost in
    the desire for the memories that my deceiving mind was offering
    me.
  





  

    
Those
    words were a blow to the heart, because I remembered Logan's
    words
    exactly. “... 
  


  

    

      
They
      look like cherries
    
  


  

    
”
  





  

    
«You're
    so sexy» Jack said passionately.
  





  

    
I
    was naked as he was and lost in that wild spiral of memories, I
    didn't notice that he also slipped off his underwear and I was
    exposed to his gaze.
  





  

    
As
    I felt his tongue wanting to explore me, going down on my
    abdomen, I
    stiffened. I looked at Jack: he didn't have Logan's powerful
    body,
    but he was still in shape. I noticed the muscles of his chest
    dart;
    his biceps swell as he stood on one hand so as not to weigh on
    me.
  





  

    
Then
    he moved between my legs, giving me a burning look as he got
    down on
    his knees. I looked at him, rapt with the flat abs, which
    marked and
    defined that hot flesh. Down-covered groin concealed very
    little his
    already erect sex and it was natural to me to compare it to
    Logan's.
  





  

    
«I
    want you, Cassie»
  





  

    
I
    hesitated for a moment, then nodded. «Screw me»
  





  

    
I
    thought he noticed my tone, instead he smiled at me as he
    leaned
    towards the drawer of the bedside table and took a bag that he
    tore
    with his teeth, finally unrolled the condom on his
    penis.
  





  

    
Other
    memories arose overwhelmingly, but I was distracted by Jack
    who,
    clutching his hands on my buttocks, lifted me up towards him
    and then
    slowly penetrated me, while I saw him close his eyes,
    abandoning
    himself to the pleasure he felt.
  





  

    
I
    felt his penis push into my vagina, this time without any
    obstacles
    as happened to Logan. I moaned because that memory was too
    vivid,
    real, I had Jack inside me, but I longed for Logan with all my
    heart.
  





  

    
Eveleen's
    words were the real coup de grace in that moment. The union
    with the
    love of my life was special, unique. I felt complete as if he
    touched
    my soul, as if we were two kindred spirits who finally met
    finding
    their better half.
  





  

    
Jack’s
    pushes reminded me of another wild desire, the one I saw in
    Logan's
    eyes.
  





  

    
I
    was having sex with Jack and my heart yearned for him.
  





  

    

      
Sex,
      not love
    
  


  

    
.
  





  

    
I
    wriggled because of those pressing pushes, which penetrated all
    the
    way, despite the fact that that charming man couldn’t compete
    with
    him.
  





  

    
I
    fought against myself, I seemed to be divided in half, one part
    demanding reason and the other one love. Once again I felt
    broken,
    but this time in the soul.
  





  

    
My
    mind memorized every moment of that night, every gesture, every
    sigh,
    every kiss, every greedy and passionate gaze. My body, my mind
    and
    heart wanted everything, they just wanted 
  


  

    

      
him
    
  


  

    

    and I was overwhelmed by that.
  





  

    
I
    tightened my legs around Jack's waist and moved my pelvis,
    accompanying his rhythm, while his mouth looted, tickled and
    sucked
    my nipples.
  





  

    
I
    closed my eyes and arched against those lips, feeling the
    desire
    seize me. I bit my lip moaning and once again my deceiving
    thoughts
    focused on other indelible images.
  





  

    
I
    was lost... Lost in a spiral of pleasure that didn't belong to
    Jack.
    Eveleen was right. I was naked in that bed, I was having sex,
    but
    what I saw wasn’t the man who wanted me, who sank inside me
    impetuously, but who stole everything from me, including my
    heart.
  




“

  

    

      
My
      God!
    
  


  

    
”
    I thought, I wasn't ready for this and maybe I never would have
    been.
  





  

    
«You're
    so sensual and exciting, Cassie» I heard his hoarse and
    passionate
    voice, but I was now with another man.
  




“

  

    

      
Oh,
      yes Logan, you’ve that effect on me!
    
  


  

    
”
  





  

    
«You
    drive me crazy» he continued; I felt his fingers touch my
    clitoris.
  





  

    
A
    twinge of pleasure made me thrilled and I arched against him -
    yearning for contentment - overwhelmed by the oblivion of what
    memories demanded. I clasped my hands on his buttocks, while I
    felt
    another push and when his finger pressed once more on the
    clitoris, I
    abandoned myself moaning, while I heard Jack abandon himself to
    orgasm too.
  





  

    
I
    suddenly came back to earth, I wanted to change the course of
    my
    life, but I was anchored more than ever to my past life. I had
    Jack's
    body on me, his face in the hollow of my neck and the only
    thing I
    wanted to do was slip away and run away.
  





  

    
I
    wanted to hide and lick the wounds that I caused myself that
    night,
    in memory of the love I felt for Logan. At that moment I felt
    drained
    of every energy, every certainty, every emotion. My mind was
    like a
    wrapper where all thoughts were wrapped in a great fog.
  





  

    
Only
    one thought emerged, as if it wanted to be shouted out loud and
    at
    the same time dragged me into a great abyss.
  




“

  

    

      
I
      betrayed Logan
    
  


  

    
”.
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