

  

    [image: ]

  




  Forbidden 2: Addicted




  Rebecca Lee




   




  Be sure to stop by Rebecca’s blog at http://authorrebeccalee.blogspot.com to get more books from her collection including any sequels and exclusive previews and offers!




  




  Chapter 1




  “Hey!”




   




  Noah wrote back in less than three seconds




   




  My heart beat furiously after I hit send. I didn't know if he'd respond. Even though he'd said in his text that he would.




   




  It all seemed like it wasn't real.




   




  Until a minute prior, I'd given up completely on having Noah in my life.




   




  There I was being hauled in by the Spanish authorities as a witness against the man I loved. But I was thinking about Noah and what I would say in my response text.




   




  Noah still loved me and wanted me back. It was obvious. But I still couldn't bring myself to believe it. After Matt, I couldn't bring myself to believe in the sincerity of any man.




   




  “Hey. I was schocked to hear from you.” I responded.




   




  “You can't let her use that thing. How dumb are you? She's a suspect,” the guy in the suit who had first talked to me in the terminal said.




   




  “Si,” the uniformed officer responded.




   




  He abruptly snatched my lifeline from my hand.




   




  “Hey! I'm not under arrest here. Give me that back!”




   




  The elevator opened after heading down a few floors. We stepped out as a group into a parking structure that held only one car.




   




  It was a black sedan with tinted windows. It looked like it belonged in a funeral procession. The uniformed officer grabbed my wrist tightly to guide me to the car.




   




  “We're doing you the favor here. Play along and don't be whining about your rights or any of that. You definitely received stolen money for your little foundation. Help us put away “El Gigante” and you'll be fine on the money stuff.”




   




  His grip and a mean look in his eyes, told me it was real.




   




  I wanted to be back in California getting tossed around in bed by Noah. Being free and young and in love. Nothing but our dreams and the powerful energy of our feelings to guide us.




   




  When life was like that, it was the best.




   




  I wanted to turn back the clock for a do over. I wanted to stand up to my parents the first time they told me Noah was bad for me. I let them talk me into dumping him. I let them talk me into coming to Spain.




   




  Because I lacked the courage to stand up for myself, my life and plans were all blown to bits.




   




  Because of my lack of courage, I jumped into a bed with a murderer whom I knew nothing about.




   




  While I was addicted to Bryan, I realized I also missed Noah. But I had neither of them.




   




  It was more than bad luck. It was because of my horrible choices.




  




  Chapter 2




  “Bryan, you just have to tell me the truth. I'll love you either way,” I pleaded.




   




  I looked into his eyes and moved my head side to side in disbelief about what had happened in our lives. No more words. I was terrified and I knew my face said it best.




   




  “Star, I want to tell you more. But my first duty is to protect you. The more you know, the less safe you will be,” he said.




   




  Sitting there in a white jail-issue jumpsuit, refusing to answer the question, he didn't have the powerful presence that made him so impossible to resist. His shoulders slumped even worse then when he was arrested in the airport..




   




  “I...” I couldn't utter another word.




   




  The high of rediscovering our love and those wild passionate hours we spent together leading up to the date of our trip to California were replaced with the devastation of his arrest.




   




  The truth was I knew nothing about the man I was ready to build a life with.




   




  My lips quivered while I bellowed into a loud cry.




   




  “Star, if you love me, you'll trust me. If you don't, you won't,”




   




  “Fuck Bryan!” I yelled before he could get another word out. I banged both fists on the wooden table we shared.




   




  Again and again and again I banged my fists. Each creating an equally loud echo in the small meeting room.




   




  Bryan got to his feet and leaned in my direction, touching me on the hands with his cuffed hands.




   




  The door immediately swung open and two officers entered. They grabbed Bryan by his connected hands and jerked his massive body out the door.




   




  “Bryan I love you! I am going to see this through and we are going to be together!”




   




  I yelled as he left the room and disappeared to the right. Just like when he left me at his secret hideaway in the mountains, he never looked back.




   




  I should have felt renewed strength in recommitting to Bryan. But I felt something totally different.




   




  I was exhausted and frightened. Plus, I still had my meeting with Spanish authorities to deal with that day.




  




  Chapter 3




  “You did what?”




   




  “I told them I loved Bryan, but that I didn't know a lot about him.”




   




  “Didn't you feel stupid?” Liz responded.




   




  “It's the truth. Bryan all but told me when I saw him, he wasn't going to tell me anything.”




   




  “Well that's his thing. Mr. Mystery right?”




   




  “I didn't tell you the whole truth about that. It's more that I never asked. I didn't want to lose him so I didn't bug him like a little girl. I would have done anything to keep him. But now that's different.”




   




  “Because of Noah! You scandalous little skank you Star.”




   




  That's how we talked to each other, but it really meant she was pleased.




   




  Liz was dating a new guy and it seemed serious. I didn't ask because I always found my drama more interesting than anyone else's happiness.




   




  I had a boyfriend being put up on murder charges. I also had a first love whom I had a real second chance with. I had a lot more talk about then she did.




   




  “I always loved him. Even when I was with Matt. There I said it. When I thought he was with that bitch Kelly from the restaurant, I was so sad.”




   




  “What are you going to do?”




   




  “I am going to stand by my man.”




   




  “Which man. LOL!”




   




  I never answered.




   




  “Fuck. Noah. He's messaging me.”




   




  Just like at the airport, Noah took my mind away from my problems. When I was leaving with the police and should have been scared out of my mind, worried sick over Bryan, I was thinking of Noah. Especially of how much I loved the way he fucked me.




   




  It was like a switch flipped. He had that power over me.




   




  But I knew I wasn't going to leave Spain. Not until everything was resolved with Bryan.




   




  The next day I was going to see Bryan again. I also wanted to see the kids. Bryan told me they were with the beautiful young woman and the handicapped man in the countryside. The place where I spied on him that last night in Barcelona.




   




  The kids were so important to me. They made me feel like a mature woman who had a purpose in life.




   




  On the other hand, Bryan and suddenly Noah, made me feel like a hot sexy lover. I liked both feelings. But being sexy always made me feel out of my mind in a great way.




   




  “Hi!” I texted Noah.




   




  “Hi back at you. Are you in Cali? I need to see you.”




   




  “Really (smiley face)?”




   




  “Yup.”




   




  “Why?”




   




  “Your wet tight pussy.”




   




  I gasped for air. Thinking what to say next, I ran my hand into my shorts, running my the tips of my fingers along the stubble of hair above my tingling clit.




   




  A new and exciting game was about to begin. I knew it. I also knew everything was going to get complicated.




   




  And I didn't care.




  




  Chapter 4




  I was going to run out of money in two weeks. Tops.




   




  I could have lasted three weeks if I had found a cheap hostel. But I figured: “fuck it”. I wasn't going to bounce around living like that. Hostels were gross with the sharing the showers and kitchens.




   




  Bryan told me he would get me whatever money to keep me around. I believed him. But he'd been in over a week and he still hadn't given me any money.




   




  So I withdrew what was in my bank account when I split from Johnny and took up a new lifestyle. Supportive girlfriend by day, and girl rediscovering her past with another man by night.




   




  A frustrating visit with Bryan began my day. That was only an hour, because that was all that was allowed. Then I would hit Google on my phone, waiting until it got late enough for “Noah time” back in my room.




   




  I Googled Bryan a lot the first couple days. But that got boring.




   




  Everything checked out fine. He'd made his money honestly. He was involved in tech and also in shipping. It started with tech. He was generous to charities and by all accounts a devoted family man to his beautiful wife Allie (former Miss Madrid) and his special needs children.




   




  There were no interviews but plenty of profiles.




   




  The news stories on the arrest didn't shed any new light on him or his past.




   




  Bryan me told what Allie did in her letter. His father had died suddenly and he was involved in it. But by day three when I asked for details, he stopped talking.




   




  “Star this is no different than people who give to the poor or whatever charity and then advertise it. If I say something to you it looks self-serving. Justice is justice. I'll be fine. You have to believe that.




   




  Being near him and smelling him even in that gross jail turned me on. If I knew we wouldn't have gotten caught, I would have dropped my panties for him right there. I was wanting it a lot during the days after his arrest.




   




  Somehow amid all the chaos of the arrest, Bryan being accused of murder, my foundation going under, and my reputation going down with it, I still loved Bryan deeply. When I was with him he was all I thought about.




   




  He knew it. Just like he knew it the first time he laid eyes on me in that courtyard.




   




  I knew he was in charge and I didn't resist it.




   




  When I left visitation, I'd took that whole experience and put it into some mental lock box. I'd get back to my little motel room, strip out of whatever conservative summer dress I was in.




   




  I laid there in just my panties for hours, like four to ten every night. At that point in my day, the switch had flipped and I was all about Noah. Old emails, looking reviews on places we like to get carry out tacos from, and pictures of places we used to screw.




   




  I couldn't get enough. I had never wanted to leave him. Not really. I would close my eyes and imagine how we'd smoke weed in his living room and then fuck for hours on end on his old threadbare couch. Wild and unbridled. Never worrying about his roommate sleeping in the back bedroom. Never worrying about anything in the whole world.




   




  There never was a worry or care when we were together. But then I went home to my parents' place and reality would beat me over the head.




   




  “What is he going to do for a job?”




   




  “Look at you. Boys with good futures would love to get to know you.”




   




  “You could still date him too. You are too young to be serious like that.”




   




  If they only knew how serious we were, they would have pushed even harder for me to leave him. I know from the way my mom and dad talked, they couldn't have known about the pot smoking and definitely not the sex.




   




  I always remembered how manly Noah was when we made love. He was relentless and didn't ask questions about how I felt. He loved to take me from behind and squeeze my breasts, whispering hot things in my ear about how excited my body made him. I felt how much he loved me without any words. Just by the way his body heat would make me feel.




   




  We were the same age and we loved the same things. I never once worried about losing him because I knew how perfect we were together.




   




  Yeah I was the cute suburban girl with the upstanding dad who had us in the nice house and took us on the vacations every year. Noah didn't even know who his dad was. His mom always had a new guy around. He loved her, but he always said she needed to be on meds. He was an only child. At least to his mom. Dad had many others spread among different women. I met four step-siblings and they came from three different mothers.




   




  He didn't do the nice close-knit family thing. One time when I brought him to a function at my house, the excitement of introducing the man I love to my beloved parents quickly spiraled downward into a disaster.




   




  Noah showed up looking like hell. Or more to the truth, he looked like he always did. He wore jeans with rips in them, jewelery hanging off his arms, and his eyes told me he had been doing some serious prime bud before he arrived. The tattoos were the tattoos. Out in plain sight.




   




  I took some comfort knowing that my dad had one from his Navy days.




   




  Noah never had a chance from moment one. But he made it even worse.




   




  When he came into the house, his kiss was loaded with tongue. His hands ran up and down my ass like he planned to bend me over the little glass-topped table in the foyer.




   




  I heart my dad's footsteps but I couldn't pull my lips from Noah's. I frankly didn't want to. He was so hot the way he wanted me.




   




  What he did wasn't planned, Noah didn't put on appearances for anyone.




   




  His way of doing whatever he felt like doing at all times made my body hot and my sex wet. But it didn't go off well in the suburbs. Especially inside the conservative castle of king Mr. Camillo.




   




  All in all, Noah lasted there for an hour. And it was a miracle he made it that long.




   




  There were no thank yous or pleasantries when he left.




   




  Unless “Sorry babe. But your parents are judgmental snobs”, said at normal room voice with my whole family sitting there, would have been considered a pleasantry.




   




  But when it was all said and done, Noah claimed me. When he touched my body. When he was inside me with his tongue or his big thick cock, he claimed me.




   




  He always had wild sex without apology.




   




  There was something about being back in his life that made me feel so sexy again. I laid in bed n that crummy little motel room and thought of the torrid sex we had that night when I confronted him about his behavior at my parent's. As I did I felt my heart beat quicken.




   




  When the memory had gotten so vivid I could feel it setting off the pleasure centers in my body, the warning went off on my phone.




   




  The time read 11:48.




   




  “Only an hour later than he promised,” I said shaking my head at typical Noah.




   




  But I let it pass without a second thought. Three nights of catching up on boring topics had left me wanting more.




   




  Like always, he knew what I wanted and needed.




   




  He messaged that he wanted to do Skype. That was perfect, because I wanted to see his mighty dick get hard while I did as he commanded.




   




  I knew it would happen like it always did with us: It would just happen.




   




  My legs tingled. I felt a rush of hotness running from my bare calves and up my inner thighs to my needy pussy.




   




  I hit accept on Skype and waited anxiously for my first live view of Noah since those brief glances on my job back in San Diego a couple months earlier.




   




  The rules were going to be tossed right out the window. That's how we were. And I couldn't wait.




   




  My heart was being divided in two, but like a true scandalous skank, I was in ecstasy over the whole situation.




  




  Chapter 5




  When I looked up, it was three in the morning. Each night our chats went deeper and longer.




   




  Noah was looking so ridiculously hot. I remember when we started going out in high school, I wished he was bigger and bulkier. Back then he was rail thin and his chest sort of sunk in.




   




  I really loved to look at the football players and wrestlers with their tree trunk legs and big broad shoulders and ripped arms. A couple of them flirted with me back then.




   




  But I was the little bubbly cheerleader. The cute one. A few inches shorter than the popular girls that every guy wanted.




   




  But I kept myself in great shape. Hoping they'd notice me.




   




  Noah didn't care about any of that. He smoked when he wanted, ate what he wanted, and his idea of exercise was walking to his car to drive up the street for a burger. It was another of many areas where we had nothing in common.




   




  But as I laid on my stomache with my feet bobbing up and down, staring at him on my lap top screen, I marveled at how things had changed. And how they'd stayed the same.
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