
She tried to pull her hand away from his face, but he wouldn’t let it go. ‘Being with you, 

it takes me too high. Then there’s all this pain, the drama and noise; it crushes me too low. 

Anyway, doesn’t your father want you to hook up with an Italian? The whole keeping it in the 

family, blood thicker than water thing. You’re my cruellest addiction. And as with all 

addictions you’re killing me.’ 

He relinquished his hold on her hand. ‘Natasha, please let me try again?’  

‘I can’t keep letting you try again. This is it! You fuck me up too much.’ 

Seb grabbed her shoulders like he was clinging to life itself, piercing her soul with his 

stare. ‘Trust me. I love you. I do.’ 

His words agonisingly seared into her soul. ‘Seb, we’ve already been here. You’ve 

said this to me before, and yet here we are, again, me hurting terribly at something callous 

you’ve said and done.’ Drifting off, rasping, ‘It’s all too much, too late.’ 

His desperation climbed. ‘This time it wasn’t me. It wasn’t my temper or my words that 

hurt you. It was out of my control, a loose-end from my past that I was protecting you and my 

son from.’  

‘Seb, I need more. You gave me wings and taught me to fly. Then you ripped them 

heartlessly off me. I haven’t just crashed to earth, I’ve fallen back into my personal hell: a 

place I’d just crawled out of.’ She choked on her words, swallowing a hard lump. ‘Life. My 

reality is ugly. It fucks me over. I can’t afford to let you or anyone else break the remaining 

pieces of my heart. There will be nothing left of me if I do.’ 

‘Natasha, please. No. I had to do this because…I do love you.’ 

‘Seb, I need more than words: yours have proven worthless.’ A shudder racked her 

whole body.  

He thought she might break. His heart stilled. 

‘You left our bed to banish me.’ A barb of hurtful anger hit her. She yelled, ‘Trust you. 

Love you. Seb, how…Why the hell should I?’ 

He stood back and ripped his shirt open.  



‘Stop right there.’ Natasha held up her hand. ‘I’m not superficial like Gabby or Nina. 

You can’t turn this around by fucking me.’ She backed up. 

Seb’s eyes didn’t leave hers. His chest was rising and falling in desperate defiance as 

he made a determined declaration. ‘There are no guarantees in life. Fewer in love, but I will 

do anything for you, to protect you, to have you with me. To prove my love, is this a start?’ 

He shrugged off his shirt. Natasha’s eyes fell on a black, triangular design inked into his 

large, gloriously toned pectoral muscle. The light was dull, she leant closer to understand 

what the mark above his heart was.  

Once she comprehended what he’d done, her demeanour melted and at the same 

time, her confusion around this man grew. It was an identical tattoo to hers but with 

‘Natasha’ written in stylish, cursive writing underneath the Celtic knot and heart. The tattoo 

still had the reddish hue of freshness about it.  

His eyes watered. ‘Natasha, please. This is a big thing for me. My father would not 

approve, but I want you to approve. I want you to take a chance with me; again. I can deal 

with Renzo senior. I can’t deal without you in my life or Ren’s.’ 

Maybe later, back in her reality, she’d be cognisant of all the reasons why she should 

leave him and run fast, and far away. She knew this much; he had incredible control over all 

aspects of his life, emotional and physical. It was how he reflexly reacted to her touch as she 

reached out and skimmed her fingers over him. His reaction began convincing her that 

maybe she could stay.  

As she traced her finger along the Celtic knot’s tri-corners and interlocking heart, she 

felt his heart racing at her touch. The skin over the toned muscle, above his heart, was 

stretched like a drum. It amplified the beating of his heart. After she lightly kissed the middle 

of the tattoo, she rolled her tongue over the inflamed skin and felt his heart skip a beat. This 

involuntary act had her wanting to believe him - for now, anyway. 

‘I’ve missed your touch and the feel of your lips too much to let you go.’ His voice was 

low and husky, striking at her core. ‘Please give me another chance.’ 


