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	Burn With Me

	 

	
BLURB:

	 

	In the aftermath of the attack, Lillian will need to rely more on Zack than she had wanted to, but she understands now that her apartment is not safe. In the back of her mind, she knows more than she’s saying, but due to the concussion, she’s having trouble remembering it herself.

	Now that she is living with Zack until she can get back on her feet, Zack is starting to see two sides of her. Unfortunately, he’s not sure which side he wants to be with. When he pushes her away to protect her from his confusion, she decides it’s time to stand on her own two feet alone—except a four-legged hero appears and is welcomed quickly into her life.

	Now Lillian needs to move into her new safe apartment, get back to work, find a way to figure things out with Zack and pray that no one claims her new four-legged friend as theirs before she gets burned.

	In Part 1, Zack wanted Lillian to burn for him. When the tables are suddenly turned, will they be able to burn together? 

	 

	 

	Fire: When a blue flame appears, you have complete combustion. All carbon molecules fuel the fire.

	Blue flames burn hotter than orange flames, with temperatures reaching up to 3,000 degrees Fahrenheit.

	Will Smoke and Whiskey finally find that complete combustion?
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Chapter 1 – Smoke

	 

	One look at her, and it took everything in me to keep from exploding. Lillian’s face was swollen on one side, her head wrapped with thick gauze. Her cheek was red with angry scratches, and scabs covered her beautiful skin from something that she had been pushed against roughly.

	I had no clue what had happened to her. The nurse only said that she had been attacked. Booker had left word that I could see her, even though I was not family, and asked that I stay here until he could return—like leaving her would be an option.

	She opened her eyes and began to crumble before me into life-altering sobs that I would never be able to forget.

	“A dog saved my life. You have to find the dog, Zack. You have to find him.”

	“What? What are you talking about, Lilly?”

	She hiccupped around another sob, “You have to find the dog that saved my life.”

	I took her hand, pulling it to my lips and kissing it. Her hands were cold, and I held them tightly to warm them up. “A dog saved your life?”

	“Yes! You have to find him.”

	“Okay, I will find him later.”

	“No!” She shouted, “You have to find him now.”

	I caressed the unmarred side of her face as I leaned over her and saw the angry bite mark on her neck. Fury rushed through me, “I can’t leave you right now. Booker asked me to stay with you until he returns, but I promise we’ll find the dog that saved you.”

	She nodded and winced, her crying subsiding a little bit as she closed her eyes again. I closed mine too, and I prayed that the person who did this never met me face to face. I would fucking pulverize them.

	As I studied her battered face, I wondered if Wade had something to do with this. I wanted to rush out to my car, drive the three hours and find the son of a bitch, but I also didn’t want to leave her side.

	She opened her eyes slightly and sniffed, “I’m sorry.”

	I blinked down at her, “Sorry? What the hell do you have to be sorry for?”
      “I should have listened to you and Lydia.” A tear eased from her swollen eye. “I never should have gone back there.”

	“What happened, Lillian? Who did this to you?”

	“I don’t know who it was.”

	I observed her as I asked the following question, “Was it Wade?”

	She hesitated but then shook her head slightly as if confused and winced, “No, it wasn’t Wade who did this.”

	“Are you sure?”

	“It was not Wade who pulled me into an alley, Zack. Or Wade, who slammed my head against the brick. It wasn’t Wade who also tore my clothes away and tried to rape me.”

	I leaned away from her, dropping the hand I had been holding. Then stepped back with my hands fisted at the sides as a fury I had never felt rushed through me. Someone attempted to rape my woman?

	Lillian stared at me, “Zack?”

	I put my hand up and turned, “I need a moment, Lilly.” I walked out of the room and down the hallway. My stomach roared with acid, and I thought it might spew from my lips. I found a bathroom and locked myself inside, going to the sink and hanging my head.

	Someone hurt her and tried to rape her. The thought of someone doing that to her made me sick, and I turned quickly to the toilet and heaved up what was in my stomach. Most of it was acid mixed with the whiskey I had been drinking at home. The burn in my throat matched the one in my soul.

	I made sure I was done vomiting and then rinsed my mouth and splashed cold water over my face. When I thought I could face her again with my emotions in check, I let myself out and started that way, only to be met by a stone-faced Booker.

	“Did you find the guy that did this?”

	“Not yet.” He replied and glanced at the door to Lillian’s room. “Let’s take a walk, and I’ll fill you in.”

	“She told me she was almost raped.”

	“Yeah, the man who found her said she was unconscious in the alley beside his duplex. Her pants were around her ankles.”

	“Jesus Christ, Booker,” I growled as I stopped in the middle of the hallway. The image of what he told me was so vivid that I thought I would have to run back to the bathroom.

	He put his hand on my arm, “She wasn’t raped, though. From the little I know, he was about to, and then a dog showed up and attacked him.”

	“She said the dog saved her life.”

	“Yeah, it probably did.”

	“Whose dog was it?”

	He shrugged, “I have no idea. The guy who found her said a large black dog was barking up a storm, and when he came out of his house to scare it away, the dog kept running into the alley and barking, then coming back out and barking at him. He thought it was strange, so he followed the dog into the alley and found her.”

	“She told me to find the dog.”

	“Dog deserves a medal or at least a nice steak.”

	“Yes, it does.”

	“Did you learn anything else out about what happened?”

	He shook his head, “And before you ask, I wasn’t here because I was on the phone trying to get a cop in the area where her ex-husband lives to check on him. I wanted to know if he was home.”

	“And?”

	“He was home, having a beer and watching the news.”

	“He had something to do with this. I know he did.”

	“She hasn’t mentioned his name. She said she didn’t know the guy, but I want to talk to her again now that Lilly is calmer and see if she can tell me anything else about him.”

	“Okay, well, maybe now that she’s calmer, she can remember more details.”

	“Are you going to stay here with her?”

	“I’m not going anywhere, and when she leaves here, she’s going back to my place.”

	“Your place? Was she there before?” We started back toward her room.

	“Yeah, after the break-in, I talked her into coming to stay with me for a few days. She returned to the apartment last weekend, said it was safe enough for her, and that the break-in was a fluke.”

	“Maybe it was.”

	I gaped at him, “And you’re going to tell me this wasn’t connected? Bullshit! Someone is out to get her. If it isn’t her ex, it’s someone else, and I am determined to figure out who.”

	He gave me a stern look. “When you do figure it out, you better tell me and not take justice into your own hands, Smoke. You don’t want that kind of trouble.”

	“Yeah, I know, but damn, I’d like to have two minutes alone with the man who hurt her. Just two fucking minutes.”

	“Stand in line, buddy.” He slapped me on the shoulder as we stepped into her room.

	She opened her eyes immediately, fear evident until she realized it was just the two of us.

	“How are you? Do you need anything?” I asked as I stepped to the side of her bed.

	“You came back.”

	I startled back, “Of course I did. What did you think I was going to do?”

	“I don’t know, but I thought that you were leaving for good after you left.”

	I took her hand and kissed her knuckles, “Whiskey, I’m not going anywhere. You’re stuck with me, probably closer than you want me to be, but I will not argue with you over this. I should never have let you go back there.”

	“You couldn’t have forced me to stay at your place, Zack.”

	“I could have tried harder. I feel like this is my fault.”

	She grabbed my hand with her other one, “No! It is not your fault. Please don’t think that. I was stubborn and thought I could do it alone.”

	I smiled tenderly at her, “Are you going to let me help you now?”

	“Yes. If the offer is still available, I’d like to stay at your place until I find a safer building to live in.”

	“Whiskey, you can stay as long as you want.”

	“Can I bring a dog?”

	“A dog?” I asked her, and she nodded. “Oh, you mean the dog that saved you?”

	“Yes.”

	“He might already have a home, Lilly.”

	“But if he doesn’t. Can he come too?”

	“Let’s see if we can find him first, alright?”

	“Okay.”

	Booker stepped closer to the bed, “I’m glad you’re going to stay with him, Lillian. I think it’s a good idea. His building is like a fortress.”

	“I’ll let the security guys know what happened.”

	“Can you leave out the part about being almost raped?” She asked quickly. “I don’t want people to know about that.”

	“I will tell them only what they need to know.” And if I thought they needed to know that, I would share it with them.

	“Alright.”

	Booker took a small pad of paper out of his pocket, “Lillian, I need to ask you a few more questions. Is that okay?”

	“Can Zack stay with me?”

	I scoffed, “He couldn’t drag my ass out of here.” 

	Booker snickered, “Yeah, he can stay.” He pulled a pen out of his other pocket and opened the notebook. “Can you start from the beginning and tell me as much as you can about what happened?”

	“How far back do you want me to go?”

	“What made you leave your apartment?”

	“Oh,” She shifted higher in the bed, and I found the controls for her so she could sit up better. “I got home from dinner with my friend, and when I got inside, I realized I forgot to pick up coffee and a few other things. I decided to drive down to the store a few blocks away. When I got to my car, I found one of the tires flat.”

	I flicked my eyes to Booker as he took notes.

	“Do you know what time that was?”

	“Almost nine.”

	“What time did you get home?”

	“I was only home for about five minutes.”

	“Did you drive home, or did your friend bring you?”

	“I drove home.”

	“And your car was fine then?”

	She nodded and then glanced at me. “Wait, do you think the man who attacked me deflated my tire?”

	“I’m not saying that. I’m trying to get the full story and want all the details. Nothing is too small.”

	“Oh, alright. Well, when I saw the flat tire, I decided to walk. I could see the store from where I was parked. It wasn’t that far. I was on my way back when a man stepped out of the alley and right into my path.”
      “What did he look like?”

	She shook her head, “I don’t know. He had a hat on, and I couldn’t see his face. It was dark, but he wore a coat and dark pants.”

	“You never saw his face?”

	She shook her head.

	“Do you remember anything about the hat he wore? Like what kind?”

	“It was a baseball hat.”

	“Was there a logo?”

	“Not that I noticed.”

	“Alright, what happened when he stepped in front of you?”

	“I tried to step around him, and he grabbed my arm, told me not to scream, and then shoved me into the alley.”

	“What exactly did he say?”

	She shifted her gaze to mine, and I squeezed her hand, “It’s okay, Lilly. What did he say?”

	“He said that if I screamed, he would cut me from neck to cunt.”

	“Did you see a knife at any time?”
      “No. I didn’t see any weapons.”

	“But he said he’d cut you?”
      “Yes.”

	“Did you believe he would?”
      “Yes!”

	“Okay, and then what happened?”

	“He pushed me further into the alley and slammed me against the wall. My head hit the cement or brick or whatever it was. I only remember it was hard. He did that several times, but I don’t remember the exact amount. Everything started to get hazy after the second one, and I was confused about what was happening.”

	“Did you try to get away?”

	“I did.”

	“Alright, I know this next part will be difficult, Lillian, but I need you to tell me everything he said or did to you.”

	“Um,” Her gaze drifted to mine, and I nodded before she returned her focus to Booker. “I don’t remember him saying much other than he wanted to rape me.”

	“He told you that?”

	“Yes.”

	“What exactly did he say?”

	“He said he wished I was at my house so he could tie me up and fuck me all night.”

	I fought not to hang my head as more anger surged through me. Instead, I ground my teeth and held her hand tight.

	“Do you think this is the same man who broke into your house?”

	She shook her head slightly, “I don’t know. He didn’t say anything about that.”

	“Do you remember him saying anything else to you?”

	Her gaze cut back to mine, and she swallowed, “No.”

	 


Chapter 2 – Whiskey

	 

	My body hurt everywhere, especially in my head, but it wasn’t just physical pain tormenting me. It was the emotional pain that was worse.

	For some reason, I felt like Wade had something to do with this. Had the man mentioned Wade? Had he said something about paying him to hurt me? Those words were almost like a dream as if my mind might have made them up, and that’s why I didn’t voice them. I had no proof that Wade had another to do with this attack. 

	It didn’t make sense, and my mind was so foggy that I couldn’t make sense of it right now. If Wade had something to do with this, why? What reasons would he have for trying to hurt me after he had filed for divorce and upended my world? I left without giving him any issues, so what would his motive be to do this to me? 

	I couldn’t fathom the reason, and until I could figure out who had hurt me, I wasn’t going to mention the other twisted dream-like memories that filled my mind. No one needed to know right now. Least of all, Zack. I had little doubt that if Zack discovered that Wade was involved, he would have hunted my ex down.

	I couldn’t allow Zack to get himself in trouble for my sake. Especially when I didn’t even think the thoughts or memories were accurate. However, I would accept Zack’s help. It was now very apparent that I did need to live someplace safer, and until I could afford to do that, I would stay with Zack. Perhaps I would accept the loan from Lydia after all.

	“Does Lydia know?”

	He shook his head, “No, but I should call her and let her know.”

	Booker told Zack, “Why don’t you do that now while I finish up questions with Lillian.”

	I watched the two men, and it was as if they were having a private conversation I didn’t understand. Zack finally smiled at me, kissed my hand, and excused himself from the room.

	After the door closed, Booker studied me carefully, “Is there anything you want to tell me that you didn’t want to say in front of Zack?”

	Oh, I thought I had hidden my confusion better. “Um, no.”

	“Are you sure, Lillian? You can tell me anything, and if it is something you don’t want him to know, I won’t tell him.”

	“There is nothing else.”

	“Did the man penetrate you with his fingers after he pulled your pants down?”

	“No. He rubbed his penis against my buttocks but didn’t penetrate me at all.”

	“At least that is one good thing.” He dug in his pocket for a moment and handed me a card. “This is a therapy service for women who have been attacked. You might want to reach out to them, and they can help you get through this.”

	“I’m fine.”

	“You might think so now, Lillian, but the time will come when you’re not feeling so right about it. You don’t have to call them today or even this week. If you need to talk to someone two weeks or two months from now, you call them.”

	I eyed the card, “You can put it on the table.”

	“Alright, I will.” He set it on the side table. “Is there anything else you can remember?”

	“Just that a large black dog attacked the man. He bit his ankle and scared the man away. When the man ran, the dog followed him.”
      “Have you ever seen the dog before?”

	“No, but I hope I can find it.”

	He smiled down at me, “I hope you can too.”

	“When can I leave?”

	“I’m not positive, but I think they want to keep you overnight. Please tell me that you will go to Smoke’s house and stay there.”

	“I will. I think I learned my lesson.”

	“Hard lesson to learn. I would feel better knowing you were tucked inside that fortress until we find this guy.”

	Yeah, good luck with that, I thought. “I agree with you.”
      They might never find the guy, but I already planned on staying with Zack until I could find a way to speak with Wade and ask him if he had something to do with this. Not that I would tell the police if he did—okay, maybe I would tell the police. I think it was going to depend on what his answer was.

	Booker made small talk with me about the dog until Zack returned. “Lydia wanted to know if you wanted her to come down here.”

	“No, she doesn’t need to. I will be here overnight, and I want to rest.”

	“I told her that but said if you did, to let her know, and she’ll be right down. I also spoke with the nurse. They are moving you up to a room for the night but said they would release you tomorrow after another scan of your head to ensure everything looked the same.”

	“Booker thought that was what they would say,” I replied.

	“Well, I have to get back to the station and start the paperwork on this. Lillian, you have my number if you remember anything else.”

	The nurse stepped into the room right before he moved to the door. “We have a room.” She focused on Zack, “But you’ll have to say goodbye to her here. It’s past visiting hours.”

	“Yeah, that’s a big fat no. She was just attacked, and the guy got away. I’m not leaving her side.”

	“Sir, you can’t stay.”

	Zack stood up, and Booker practically jumped between him and the nurse. “Sandy, I’d prefer that he stay with her. I don’t think it’s smart to leave her alone, and we don’t have the staffing to put a guard on her tonight.”

	“Fine, but if he causes any problems, he’s out.” The nurse growled toward Booker.

	“He will behave,” Booker said to her back as she hustled from the room. He turned to Zack, “You better behave.”

	“I’m not going to do anything. I’m going to sit by Lilly’s side and make sure no one comes in that shouldn’t.”

	“Alright, then do that and nothing else.”

	Booker said his goodbyes, and I was glad that Zack was staying with me. I was exhausted, but I was also too afraid to sleep. If Zack was there, I knew he would protect me and allow me to rest.
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