
69. Seeing Stars

I pushed. a9.7K

It wasn't a very hard push. Somehow, when pushing away Mr

Ambrose hard body, my arms didn't want to move as determined as I

had ordered them to. But the push caught him by surprise, and he

staggered back, letting go of my wrists. a683

"Who do you think you are, telling me what I can and cannot be?" I

shouted. I was angry. Boiling hot volcano angry! "I can be anything I

want! I could decide to be the member of a yellow piggy dance troop,

and I could make it work if I wanted to!" a1K

The yellow piggy removed its snout from Mr Ambrose's coat pocket

and shook its head vigorously. I ignored it. a421

"You can never be a man," he repeated, not retreating an inch from

his position. His eyes raked up and down my body once more. I was

very conscious of how, without my tailcoat, the fabric of the shirt

barely concealed my form, which, while lacking upstairs, was

definitely feminine in the butt department. a1.9K

But... that couldn't be what he referred to, was it? He couldn't

possibly think of me in that way, could he? He was talking about

women's rights and liberties, not about me and him doing... a924

No! a102

Definitely not. a75

Oh God. a120

"I don't want to be a man," I somehow managed to say. Especially

when you're looking at me like this, with eyes as deep and dark as the

Atlantic Ocean. "All I want is to be  treated the same!" a567

"Where's the di erence?" he demanded. a371

The di erence is the way I feel right now. The way the blood is

pumping through my veins twice as hard. a62

"The di erence," I said, with clenched teeth, "The di erence is... it

is...." a82

He regarded me like a scientist would regard a strange, undiscovered

creature, while I searched for words that I could speak aloud. There

were none to be found. All I could think about was how fast my heart

was hammering, and how hot my face felt. a48

Well, what if it did? I was angry at him! So of course my heart was

hammering and my face was flushed. And of course his being such a

chauvinistic bastard was the reason. It had nothing whatsoever to do

with how his deep, sea-coloured eyes were boring into me right there

and then. a61

"You see?" he said coldly. "You can never be like a man." a198

I glared at him with all the force I could muster. a5

"Will you ever give me anything but scorn?" I demanded. a146

"Yes." My hopes flared—until he continued: "I will give you your salary

at the end of the month. If you do your work properly, that is." a355

The flare of hope I had felt extinguished. a15

Why? Why did disappointment flood through me? A er all, money

was all I wanted from him. The money to give me my freedom. What

else would I want from him? a287

He was still looking at me like that. In that way that made my knees

feel weak. a59

"Good." I raised my chin, and, ignoring my knees, turned away from

him. Marching over to the visitor's chair I sank down on it. "That's all I

want. Money enough to be free." a50

"Oh, you'll have money." His eyes glittered. "You still won't be free,

though." a557

My head whipped towards him. "How so?" a28

He marched back to his own chair and sank into it with a grace I

couldn't hope to match. From behind his desk, projecting

paramount, cold power and authority, he looked at me over his

steepled fingers. "Just like in marriage, you'll still be tied to a man –

to me." a5.3K

My eyes narrowed. "Yes. But other than in a marriage, at the end of

the day I can go home and recuperate. And other than in a marriage,

if I ever get sick of seeing your stony visage every day, I can resign." a543

Abruptly, his hands tightened into fists again. "But nobody else would

give you a position." a847

"True," I mumbled. "Seems you're stuck with me for now." a358

Was it my imagination or did his hands relax again marginally when

he heard that? We glared at each other for a moment or two, at a

silent stalemate. I didn't know what the heck he wanted, what would

make him stop hating me so much! God, when he was looking at me

like that, I didn't even know what I wanted anymore! But whatever it

was, it had nothing to do with him! a742

I sat there for a while. But a er a few minutes, something intruded

upon my befuddled brain. A feeling... something about my feet... a115

Did they feel colder? a74

Yes, they did. Colder, and colder and colder. And I couldn't quite

figure out why. Glancing down, I saw they looked perfectly normal.

Two feet, with five toes each. But wasn't there something missing? a54

Shoes! Shoes and socks, you idiot! I had le  them in the bathroom. a348

Of course! a9

Carefully, I rose. The floor seemed to be peaceable right now. Should

I dare dash across the room to the bathroom to get my shoes and

socks, or would the evil beast try to buck me o  again? Thoughtfully, I

regarded the stone tiles. They seemed to be solid and still. a53

On a sudden impulse, I took a step forward, then another. Yay! The

floor was apparently asleep and not intent on making trouble for me!

I reached the bathroom door in no time at all, and without falling

down once. a45

Mr Ambrose turned towards me as I passed. a8

"Is something the matter, Mr Linton?" a38

"My shoes," I growled. I wouldn't be polite to him. Not now. Not a er

he made me feel so... so strangely alive just by looking at me. That

was too damn peculiar! "I forgot them in the powder-room, and my

feet are getting cold." a157

He nodded, coolly. "Be careful. You didn't look too steady on your

feet, earlier, and it would be a shame if you survived the gun fight

only to break your neck in my o ice." a890

"I was perfectly steady! The floor was attacking me!" a1K

"Pardon?" a384

I just shook my head, not wasting my time on an answer.

Unbelievable that a man who was supposed to be clever enough to

have amassed an immense business empire couldn't even

understand that his own o ice floor was conspiring against

unsuspecting visitors. Though I had to admit, it seemed to be quiet

enough right at the moment. I had probably frightened it into

submission with my implacable courage and determination. a288

I found my shoes and socks under the sink and returned to the o ice

carrying both with me. Mr Ambrose was standing at his desk, turned

towards me, a strange look on his face. He was probably finally

considering the conspiracy of the o ice floor—as well he should! But

at least I was safe. It wouldn't dare attack me, seeing as I was so

courageous and determined. a307

It was when I had crossed about half the distance to the visitor's chair

that the evil floor struck! a276

I felt my bare foot slipping on an unusually slippery piece of polished

stone. My socks and shoes went flying, and I fell backwards, my arms

flailing – until another pair of arms caught me in their strong hold. I

gasped as they hauled me up. Not all the way up. Just far enough so I

could feel my body pressing against that of the man who held me. a1.9K

"What did I tell you?" a524

Blinking, I tried to dispel the layer of mist that seemed to cloud my

vision. Sparkly lights danced in front of my eyes. When they slowly

disappeared I looked up into the dark, sea-coloured eyes of Mr

Rikkard Ambrose. a33

"What," he repeated very slowly and clearly, "did I tell you, Mr

Linton?" a589

Once again his face was only inches away from mine, and suddenly

my shoes and socks didn't seem quite so important anymore. a113

I gulped. What was happening? "T-to be careful. You told me to be

careful." a122

"Yes." His eyes darkened further, until they resembled the deepest

abyss imaginable. "Too bad I don't ever listen to my own good

advice." a4.1K

Then he plunged down. a4.1K

For a moment, all my fuzzy mind could manage was the thought:

What is he doing? Is he going to butt heads with me? a760

A second later that question was answered with a resounding

negative, as his lips reached mine and enveloped them, so  as velvet

and yet unyielding. They started to move, pushing my mouth apart

and my conscious self out of my body. a22.3K

What... wait, this couldn't be right, could it? If somebody was

touching his lips to mine that would mean that they were... kissing

me? a897

So he was. a227

Waves of heat raced through me as the realization hit my befuddled

brain: Mr Ambrose was kissing me! His lips moving against my mouth,

caressing, demanding. How... curious. For a moment, I was just

numb. a731

Then, I remembered the world again, and I felt rage flood through

me. How dare he? A er treating me so abominably for the last few

weeks, a er humiliating me in public and insulting me again and

again, a er trying to rid himself of me a dozen times and wreck my

dreams, how dare he take such liberties with me? First he conspired

with his o ice floor to trip me, and now he was kissing me! a2.1K

And worse, far worse – he wasn't just kissing me. He was making me

like it! And he was somehow, by some nefarious chauvinistic manly

trick managing to make me kiss him back! a2.2K

How dare he make me do this? How was he able to force me to

respond to his kisses in a way I had never even imagined? I was sure it

had to be his fault. Under no circumstances would  I ever consent to

let a man knead my lips like this, least of all him! The idea alone was

abominable! Horrible! Horrific! a466

Though... now that I thought about it, the reality of it was actually...

not... quite... so... horrific... a310

Somewhere along the line, the thought dissolved and vanished. The

clarity of my mind was gone in the blink of an eye. Not drowned in

alcohol this time, no. Drowned in the so  touch of his mouth. a298

His lips on mine felt so so  yet so strong, moulding themselves to the

shape of mine, as if they had been meant to be there. As if on their

own volition, my teeth opened and bit down on his lower lip, drawing

it and him closer towards me. My hands grabbed his waistcoat lapel

and pushed and pulled, venting my anger and frustration and...

something else. Something I couldn't name or define. I heard a

strangled moan as if from a distance and realized, startled, that it

came from my throat. a4K

Suddenly, he broke away from me, leaving me gasping and weak-

kneed. I was still in his arms, looking up into his chiselled face for the

first time since our lips had touched. I could see something in his

eyes, something dark and dangerous. They had widened and I could

see to their utmost, darkest depths. a660

"Now do you believe me?" His voice was still cold as ice, but rough

now, as though covered with fresh frost. "You could never be like a

man. Trust me, I would not have done that if you were one." a5.2K

Before I knew it, we were kissing again. My hands wandered from his

lapels, over his rock-hard chest and onto his arms. My small hands

weren't large enough to fit around the muscles of his arm, so I

grabbed hold of his shirt sleeves to... what? Push him away? Pull him

closer? I seemed to be trying to do neither and both at the same time.a2.1K

I was shaking him. That's what it was. Shaking him like he had been

shaking me, forcing all my anger onto him and into him. I wanted to

punch him, to pay him back for all the ways in which he had hurt me,

for all the times he had tried to get rid of me, again and again. And

now he was kissing me, as if all he wanted was to possess me and

never let go – and I was kissing the chauvinistic son of a bachelor

back! a793

Why the heck was I kissing him back? And why was I bloody enjoying

it? That wasn't fair! a169

The world had stopped making sense. a87

His lips moved from my own then, to the side of my mouth. Another

sound escaped me – not a groan this time, but a growl, like that of a

feral beast. a697

"Let... go... of... me!" I managed with enormous e ort. a2K

My hands, though, seemed to have other plans: they grabbed him by

the lapels again and pressed my lips forcibly to his. Traitors! a1.9K

We were clenched together like this for I knew not how long. Finally,

we broke apart. "Why?" he rasped. His voice was a winter storm. "You

don't seem to mind." a2.5K

His hold tightened around me. I fought against it, fought very hard.

When I broke free, I grabbed his collar and pushed him backward

until we both rammed into the desk. a1.1K

"I'm a girl!" I growled. My anger was burning like a furnace. The world

around me seemed to be lit in colours brighter than the sun, and he

was brightest of all. Damn him! "I'm not supposed to be in control of

my emotions. That's your job! So stop the hell touching me!" a1.1K

"Why don't you stop?" a258

I traced my fingers down the side of his hard, chiselled face. "Because

I don't bloody want to!" a1.4K

"Well, I'm similarly disinclined." a3.6K

Oh, bloody hell! If he wouldn't stop making me feel this treacherously

good, I would have to force him! Drawing back my hand, I prepared to

slap him. a265

"Oh no, you don't." a971

He caught my hand in mid-air. Drawing back the other one, I let it fly!

He caught that one, too. Before I knew how, my hands were on his

face and I was drawn down towards him. Our lips collided. a5.4K

On the rare occasions that I glanced between the covers of a romance

novel, I had chanced upon an expression that seemed to be a

favourite with romantic writers – lips 'melting together'. a274

Well, our lips didn't melt. They collided. They collided like a ship and

an iceberg. They collided like two stars, one red hot, one icy blue.

They collided like two wolfs, bent on devouring each other. And so

did we. a2K

I nearly knocked him over backwards and rammed his head into the

desk. He didn't seemed to mind, though. He was too busy pulling me

down towards him. His hands had found their way to the small of my

back. The feel of him there, his fingers skimming over me, holding me

close... it was like nothing I had ever felt before. a2.2K

Oh, I had been touched there before – by insolent fellows at some

ball or other who didn't know how to keep their hands to themselves.

But those touches had only ever make me want to reach for a bucket

to puke into. His touch had quite a di erent e ect. It made me just

want to touch him back. Maybe not even by punching him. Just...

touching. So ly. a347

What was wrong with me? Help! a742

Slowly, I sank forward until I came to rest on his chest. I was resting

against a man's chest. And I didn't want to cringe away in horror!

What the bloody heck was wrong with me? a475

This is what you've always worked so hard to avoid, a small voice in

my head whispered. Get away! You don't want this! You didn't ever

want a man to touch you like this! But the voice was getting smaller

and smaller, until I could no more hear the want a man, and all that

was le  was an echoing touch... touch... touch... a387

Something touched my face. I jerked back, breaking the kiss, and

gasping. His fingers! He had his fingers on my face, stroking my

cheeks. a973

Dear God! How could I have ever thought him cold? The tips of his

fingers on my face were like torches, sending sparks racing down my

spine to somewhere deep, deep inside me, a place I had never known

about before. A place that only waited to be kindled. a400

"Come." a7K

It was an order. But this time one I didn't mind. His fingers grasped

my face tighter, pulling it back towards his. I had never seen it this

close: his smooth, raven-black hair – how had I never noticed how

shiny it was? – his classical, chiselled features – beautiful, simply

beautiful – and above all, his mouth. His mouth. The word suddenly

held a whole new meaning for me. No longer was it just the origin of

curt, demanding orders and misogynistic balderdash. It was the

source of a touch that was so intimate, so inflammatory, that it was

beyond anything I could have imagined. a566

His arms were still around me, holding me tight. His eyes didn't leave

mine for a moment. Was this, I wondered, what it was like for Ella

when Edmund was holding her? What it was like to be close to a man,

to open yourself and let all barriers fall? a758

It was an unearthly thing, in the truest sense of the word. I could even

see bright stars dancing at the o ice ceiling, behind Mr Ambrose

chiselled face. a113

My head felt strange. What was happening? The fire was slowly

burning out. And the stars... the stars were no longer dancing behind

Mr Ambrose. They were also dancing in front of his face. And they

were multiplying, obscuring my vision. Mist came, flooding in from

the edges of my sight, and I slowly sank into the darkness. From very

far away I heard a voice calling out: "Miss Linton! Miss Linton!" a4.3K

Now who could that be? I wondered. Mr Ambrose never calls me Miss.a466

Then the darkness swallowed me a1.4K

---------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

--------- a3

STORM AND SILENCE FOR THE WATTYS 2015?!! a683

My dear Lords, Ladies and Gentlemen, a17

I have wonderful news! (Besides the fact that Mr Ambrose finally

cracked, I mean ;-) a86

STORM AND SILENCE will be TAKING PART IN THE WATTYS 2015,

both for the People's Choice Award, and the Hot Genre Award. a50

Please tell me what you think, my dear Lords, Ladies and

Gentlemen? is Storm and Silence 'hot' enough to win the Hot

Genre Award? ;-) a256

As far as I'm aware, the voting shall not be happening straight

away. The Wattys shall most likely still take some time to start.

Yet one thing I can already tell you now is: Wattpad has told us

that this year's voting  shall take place on Twitter.com. Thus, I ask

all of you, my dear readers, to flap your wings, paint yourself a

nice shade of twitter blue and fly over to my twitter page. In case

you're already a follower of mine on Twitter once the Wattys

begin, that means that you'll be all ready & set to go when the

contest o icially gets going. As soon as I hear any more news

regarding the competition, I shall instantly post an

announcement about it on Twitter, including things like the start

date & other pertinent information! a3

To reach my my Twitter profile, please click on the external link in

this installment. Or you can just type this link into your browser's

address bar: a2

https://twitter.com/TheSirRob a1

Or, alternatively, just open your Google "Twitter @TheSirRob",

and pick the first result from the list of search results. a6

Thanks so much for your support, everyone! I am completely

convinced that with your help, Lilly & Mr Ambrose can squash our

competition! ;-) a5

Yours Truly a35

Sir Rob a486

Continue reading next part 
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