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He always knew how to touch her to get her blood pumping and core tightening and tonight was no exception. Exhausted from work, Sally had flopped onto the sofa unable to move, her mind mush after a gruelling week at work. Bed and sleep were her only thoughts. That was, until Shane got home. Sally’s eyes were barely open as Shane walked into the living room; but when she saw the look on his face, they opened wider, her pupils dilating as he stalked towards her. He slowly scanned her body, his eyes hooded, and his hunger for her evident. Dropping to his knees he teasingly ran his hand up her inner thigh. How right had her selection in clothing been today, her skirt suit a winner. His rough hands roaming over her soft skin made her pussy feel electrified and she couldn’t help the moan that escaped her lips.

Moving to place himself between her legs, Shane continued his exploration, pushing her skirt upwards until it was around her hips, her satin covered mound now on display to him. Sally could see his arousal through the stiff work shorts he wore and couldn’t help but smile. That was all because of her. Taking her smile as an invitation he dove onto her pussy, nipping at her through her panties. He kept his mouth on her sex while he undressed. When he got back to his feet his rock hard erection stood free of his body as if it were a monument in its own right, making her ache to have him fill her. Sally moved her hands wanting to rid herself of her clothes but gasped as Shane grabbed her and yanked her towards him, pulling her so that her arse was now off the couch and she was partially suspended in mid air. Shane then ripped her soaked panties off and groaned as he plunged into her wet folds. The depth of penetration was breathtaking and watching his muscles strain as he slammed into her over and over was almost enough to make her come. He kept himself in excellent shape and that had never been more evident than right now. They made love into the night in so many different positions she lost count, but the common denominator was the look of absolute adoration on Shane’s face. He loved her – and to Sally, he was a God.

That night was one she would never forget. Unfortunately for all the wrong reasons – because it was after that that her world descended into a downhill spiral of degradation and abuse that would leave Sally a shell of her former self.
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Watching the credits roll to their straggling end, Sally swatted at the tears that streamed down her face and blew her nose again. 

You are pathetic, she thought to herself, crying over a happy ending in a movie. What a sap! What had happened to the strong-willed, strong-minded young woman she’d been who never shed a tear, nor had the need to? Oh, that’s right, Shane had metaphorically beaten that girl into the ground over the course of two of the three years they’d been together and now she was a waterlogged mess who cried at the drop of a hat - including the lame movie she had just watched which was so bad that it didn’t even get a mention from the critics and yet was still able to reduce her to tears? 

“Really Sal,” she chided herself, “pull yourself together.” 

The irony was not lost on her that she was now talking out loud to herself. She was pretty sure that if she actually went to the therapist her parents had teed up for her, Mr. Woodward would have had a fair bit to make of the current conversation she was having with herself. Instead of laughing at her new antics, as she would have in the past, Sally sighed a sad, defeated sigh.

Collecting the mountain of soggy tissues from the sofa, she stuffed them into the empty popcorn packet, grabbing her empty mug from the coffee table as she padded to the kitchen. Time to dispose of the evidence of yet another pity fest. As she bent over to empty the contents into her trash can, the thumping overhead began. Stopping mid-bend she groaned. Not again. Damn Jason. Every weekend - Friday, Saturday and often Sunday nights, she had to listen to Jason go at it with whichever tramp he’d brought home. He lived in his half of the converted apartment house, which happened to be above hers. As if she needed reminding that whilst most people in the world were getting lucky and having some fun, here she was on a Saturday night, twenty five years old, single, alone and with nothing but a box of Kleenex and a bag of popcorn. Looking at her hands and what they held, still midway to the bin, she felt overwhelmed with loneliness and resentment. Sinking to the floor, she rested her head against the trash can and let the tears flow freely. The black and white check of the tiles distorted as her tears flooded her vision.

This was not how she had envisaged her life would pan out, alone and sobbing on a cold tile floor. In her original life’s plan she would have been married by now, maybe even starting to think about a family with the man she had thought of as her own private god. She had had a handsome, attentive, intelligent man, and it looked like they would live their own fairy tale life with a happily ever after. But that was before he drove her into the ground, stripped her of herself and showed himself to be the lying, cheating bastard he truly was.  

The reality was, their relationship had only been incredible at the beginning. Sally had simply held on to the fairy tale for longer than it actually existed. She didn’t want Shane back. Despite her loneliness, she actually didn’t want anyone right now. She couldn’t contemplate being with another man, any man - not after all the hurt and betrayal. She didn’t even miss the sex, and that had been amazing. 

In their three years together Shane had been her everything. He was all that she had thought she wanted. They had met at a party through a mutual friend. Teagan had warned her about him, but he had Sally, hook, line and sinker after one look and a handful of words. Shane was unlike anyone she had ever met. Tall and muscular, he had a twinkle in his blue eyes that promised all kinds of things. He had the confidence and bearing of a man who knew how he appeared to others and knew how to work it. 

They’d only spoken briefly at the party, but the attraction and pull was undeniable. Before Sally left, Shane sought her out. Clasping her hands in his he pushed something into her palm. She felt a surge of electricity run through her as his large hands encompassed hers, a warmth spreading between her legs. Kissing her briefly on the cheek he walked back to his friends.

Sally remembered that moment as vividly as if it had happened yesterday. She had been stunned, and it had only been when Teagan had started leading her to the door that she looked at what was in her hand. Shane had written his number on a torn coaster and that was what he’d pressed into her hand. Looking back over her shoulder across the crowded room of people, she saw that his eyes were still on her, glittering with cocky surety. Lifting his thumb and pinkie finger to his ear he mouthed “call me” with his full and sensuous lips.

Well that sealed the deal. Sally was gone there and then, head over heels in lust. Shane Trumble wanted her. Above all the other women, who were trying to pour themselves on to him, he wanted her. Powerless to resist the charms of the most lusted after man in the area Sally fell hard and fast. Not only did Shane have movie star looks, but he was incredibly popular, highly intelligent and had amazing sporting prowess. Shane could have had anyone, but he wanted her. Apparently he was awestruck by Sally, as she was by him. 

After a couple of phone calls where they talked until the early hours of the morning, they became inseparable. She tried to heed Teagan’s warnings that he was a scumbag, but Shane’s silver tongue had gotten under her skin and he was now in her blood. She was addicted to him.

Girls constantly threw themselves at Shane, but Sally believed him when he told her how amazing she was and that he had eyes for no one but her. And for some time this was true. Initially, Shane had been dumbstruck by Sally, showering her with love and affection - his charms and attention soon leading them to a more intense relationship, and they moved in together in a small house in their hometown of Vallen. So at the tender age of twenty, she freely gave her heart and soul to the man that would in turn destroy her and make her the blubbering mess she was today. 

Sally came out of her reverie to discover her legs had gone numb from sitting on them too long, and her tear soaked pyjamas had become decidedly cold against her chest. She must have been there a while, as the banging upstairs had finally stopped, and if there was one thing she knew about Jason it was that he had plenty of stamina. Never experiencing it herself, but living downstairs from Jason, meant that Sally was well aware that he could, in fact, go all night long. 

Gingerly Sally stood on her leg, which had turned from numb to agonising as the blood started to flow, creating pins and needles. She finally got the rubbish into the bin and closed up the living area for the night. Switching on the bathroom light, she gave a humourless, self-deprecating chuckle as she saw her reflection in the mirror. Beside the bloodshot, red-rimmed, puffy eyes, she had a large red mark on her forehead, from the extended “intimate chat” with her trash can.  

“Yeah, that’ll get you laid with some cute-arsed hottie,” she told herself sarcastically.

And there she was again with the talking to herself. And crazy to boot. What a catch she was.

Brushing her teeth she dragged herself to bed. As she lay trying to sleep, Sally thought about the turn her life had taken. A bright, talented student throughout school, with high ambitions she had been quietly popular. Sally hadn’t been one to flaunt her social status. She had simply been comfortable with herself and people were drawn to her inner calm and confidence. 

When she had met Shane, she had still been at college, and he had been supportive and encouraging. Graduating with honours she had landed her dream job as an accounting analyst for a highly regarded legal team at “Marks, Mulholland & West”. Working with a team of accountants, they found money that was being embezzled by criminals to fund illegal activities. She had loved that job and she had been good at it.  

They had been seen as the golden couple. Sally had her high-profile job and Shane had his own business in property maintenance, which was fast becoming very lucrative. They both shone bright. Being successful and good looking meant they turned heads wherever they went. Shane still had women trying to throw themselves at him despite knowing that he was with Sally and he would play along with it, loving the ego boost, but ultimately, it was Sally he would go home with. 

John Deacon was one of Shane’s school buddies was now working for Shane. John had had a crush on Sally since their senior year and had been jealous of any of the guys she had dated, even it was only briefly. He had always been a nasty little leech but he took it to a whole new level when he began making up stories about her. John knew he had no chance with her, but he didn’t want to see her with anyone else either, including Shane - so he started telling Shane that he had seen Sally flirting with some of the guys at the local bar. He created a string of stories about Sally’s “supposed” behaviour, even insisting that he’d seen her give out her mobile number to other men. His aim was to created doubt and mistrust between the happy couple, and much to Shane’s discredit, he believed what John told him and John’s plan succeeded. Without even speaking to her, Shane took John’s word as gospel and began paying more attention to the looks other men gave Sally.

John revelled in the chaos he’d created between the two lovers, watching as Shane began to believe that something was going on behind his back. To this day, Sally still had no idea what his end game was, but his antics did destroy her and Shane. Shane began to accuse her of being too friendly to other men when she was simply being polite, and took to hovering over her when they went out. But as his distrust turned to anger, he began playing up to the women who would hang off him. Looking for a reaction he would dance a little too closely, or put his hand too low on their backs to be proper. He would whisper things in their ears while keeping his eye on Sally’s face. Shane loved to see the pain and degradation that flashed across her face as he acted like that right in front of her.

Eventually Sally stopped going out. She didn’t want to see Shane like that, and she thought it would stop if she wasn’t there for him to play up to. She loved Shane so much, she just wanted to make their relationship work. She didn’t understand what had happened to the adoring lover she’d had. She knew what John was up to but she never believed that Shane would do this to her. It was embarrassing and degrading. 

So she gave up going out to try to keep the peace. This worked for a while until Shane began to wonder what Sally was doing at home while he was out - or more to the point, who was she doing it with. He even started accusing her of having affairs when she would as much as go to the supermarket. 

Sally did everything to try to resurrect the relationship. She had already stopped going out and she stopped seeing her friends, not wanting to hear rumours of Shane’s exploits, the pity in their eyes too much to take. She also distanced herself from her family, finding it too hard to lie to them and pretend that all was well in her household. Finally she’d given up her job, working from home as an ordinary accountant and bookkeeper instead. It seemed that anytime Sally left the house, even if it was to go to work, Shane would become suspicious of her whereabouts. She knew this wasn’t right and she knew she was becoming a shadow of her former self, but her love for Shane was absolute. She just had to make it work.

What tore Sally apart the most was the sex. Their lovemaking, which had been so sensual and emotive at the beginning, had become hard and harsh. Shane used to touch her like she was the most precious thing in the world, stroking her with something akin to that of proud ownership. He would also be aware of where she was in the act of making love and would often hold his own release until she found her own. Once his distrust had set in, though, their lovemaking turned sour. There was a kind of aggression and possessiveness that he would come to her with. In the end, there was nothing gentle about it. Sally would weep silently as Shane pounded into her without even a kiss shared between them.

Sally became reclusive. Keeping to herself, she did her job, cooked and cleaned and tried to be what Shane wanted - but he became more and more distant. 

One day as she made her way around the supermarket, she wondered if this was what life was like for everyone. Was every day a matter of getting by?

Approaching the checkout she looked up and saw Jason Cunningham. He was on the same football team as Shane, and over the time she’d known him he’d proven himself to be a genuine guy. Jason had also been in her year throughout school, but they had been in very different social circles. He was now renowned as the town womaniser, but he’d always been kind to her. When he saw her, his faced softened to that all familiar pitying look that she worked so hard to avoid seeing. 

Turning to avoid his gaze, she was almost at the checkout when two large hands gripped her arms and forced her bodily around to look at the bulk that was Jason. All of a sudden, her head was pressed against his massive chest as she was held in a brotherly embrace. 

“I’m gonna get my arse whooped for breaking the rules of being a guy, but I don’t care. You need to get away from that arse-wipe you call your boyfriend before that last shred of Sally in you has gone forever.”

His words knocked the wind out of her and she inhaled sharply as she looked into his face, tears stinging the back of her eyes.

“Don’t try to pretend you don’t know what I’m talking about, because you know. And Sal, you don’t deserve that. The people you thought had your back are pissing on it.” 

Drawing a breath he’d held her at arm’s length to deliver his next proclamation.

“I always wanted a little sister, and from now on, you’re it. You get your arse over to my place as soon as possible and I’ll set you up in the apartment below mine.” 

Pushing a piece of paper into her hand he’d stalked off leaving Sally stunned in the middle of the supermarket. 

Placing the shopping basket full of groceries on the ground, Sally had walked out of the store. When she got to her car, she sat staring, unseeing out of the windscreen. Eventually she looked at her hand and the piece of paper Jason had shoved into it. There was an address scrawled on it. Jason’s house was in the neighbouring town of Bailiff. Putting it in her purse she drove home.
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Sally didn’t remember driving home. She also couldn’t recall going inside and pouring herself a glass of wine. And she certainly didn’t remember how long she’d waited for Shane to get home or what had given her the courage, but when he did walk in the door Sally had asked, “So, who were you out fucking today Shane?”

At first Shane was shocked that Sally would call him out on his infidelity. She nearly laughed as she watched his mouth open and close, doing the whole goldfish routine in an attempt to speak. Unfortunately, Shane recovered quickly from the shock and her upper hand on the situation quickly deteriorated.

The next thing she knew, Shane was telling her to get her things and get out because he was done with her and her bullshit. He told her that she was sucking the life out of him and draining him of everything that was good, taking the pleasure out of everything in his life. The tables had certainly turned, and Sally found herself being berated and blamed for where they were at and why. His words sliced through her, full of venom and hate, the things he spoke causing a hurt that felt physical – as if he were using words to batter her.

The final blow came when he informed her how much he had enjoyed getting head from her supposed best friend Meagan, while on their cab ride back from the club last weekend. All this was done on a tirade, with a string of obscenities, and many other insults directed toward her, which she had since forced from her memory. He then walked out, slamming the door and telling her not to be there when he got home.

That was when the first tear fell. Then, the second, and the third. Then the torrential downpour arrived, that had followed over the course of the past two years.

So that was how she’d found herself on Jason’s doorstep, blubbering incoherently with nothing but her mobile, keys and purse.  

Jason, being Jason, didn’t know what to do with a woman who didn’t want to sleep with him. But true to his “adoption” of her mere hours before, he did the best thing a man like Jason can do. He rang his cousin Macy to come and help. Macy promptly arranged for Sally to take up residence in the vacant apartment (which was more like the bottom half of an old weatherboard home that Jason’s father owned), underneath Jason’s. He fitted her out with new clothes, shoes etc., as Macy declared that Sally was not to have anything that would remind her of “that heartless scum of the earth that is a parasite to society”.

That was how she had ended up where she was today. Two years on and she still hadn’t gotten her shit together. Jason had ended up with a black eye after Sally moved into his apartment, but Shane had come off second best, with several more injuries and then selling the house they had lived in together and moving to the other side of the state. Apparently Jason didn’t like his “little sister” being upset.

Sally had spent the last two years just trying to get through each day. It made it easier not being in the town where she and Shane had lived together, knowing everyone you met on the street. But she had also stopped doing everything she loved to do because she was too tired or too sad. Her weight had crept up on her and she hadn’t bothered with her appearance to any great length. Her care-factor was non existent. What she did care about and what she couldn’t bear was the look of pity and failure she saw reflected in her parents’ eyes when she saw them. They somehow believed that they were partly responsible for her current situation. She couldn’t make them understand that it was in no way their fault.

Eventually she fell asleep to the sound of Jason’s bed springs creaking once more. Man, that guy’s got some stamina, she thought as drifted into a fitful sleep. 
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The next morning she sat at “Chelsea’s” waiting for Macy. Owned by the ever empathetic Chelsea, it was one the few outings she endeavoured. Ever since Macy had come to save her on that horrendous day over two years ago, she had proved to be the best friend Sally could ever imagine. Chelsea, being a close friend to Macy, had also adopted Sally into the fold. Chelsea had taken one look at Sally when Macy had brought her to the store for a morning “pick me up” after a night of far too many downer drinks, and came over with the biggest hot chocolate and plate of cookies that Sally had ever seen. This was accompanied by Chelsea’s characteristic “tell me all about it” look.

Chelsea was lovely and had had her own fair share of men using her up over the years. As a tall, curvy brunette (the opposite of Sally’s short, straw-blonde, pear-shaped, and now slightly overweight figure), Chelsea had men falling over themselves to get to her. Unfortunately, she always chose the ones that looked at her as a commodity rather than the intelligent, caring woman that she was. So between Sally and Chelsea having bad experiences with men, and Macy being a man-hating, self-proclaimed (but virginal) lesbian, they were a great team. 

Their friendship wasn’t solely based on a fundamental distrust of men, but it certainly helped when the bad days hit. They all secretly hoped that Mr. or Mrs. Right (in Macy’s case) would come along and sweep one of them off their feet, proving to them all that true love did still exist. Sally just didn’t believe it would be her. She didn’t think she would ever be able to trust another human with the remnants of her heart; and, truth be told, there wasn’t much left to give of the fun loving Sally who took hold of life with both hands. In fact, that Sally was long gone.

As she contemplated these thoughts, Macy walked in the door with a man who looked vaguely familiar. His dark hair was cropped short and his warm brown eyes took in everything around him. Feeling an unfamiliar tightness in her chest she realised she had stopped breathing. Macy guided them toward the booth where Sally was sitting. She watched him prowl towards her with the relaxed gait of a man sure of himself, but not conceited about it. His broad shoulders and strong frame moved with the fluid grace of a predator perusing his terrain. Sally was sure she had never seen him around here (and she was pretty sure she would have noticed if he had), yet something about him tugged at a memory at the back recesses of her mind. As they reached the table his beautiful brown eyes hit her face and he smiled, releasing a dimple in the right side of his cheek. She knew that face. It was Damien Johnson. 

“Hi Sal,” he said, as if he’d known she would be there all along.

She’d known Damien in high school as a passing acquaintance that used to come and go within her group of friends, but also kept to the fringes of the popularity standings. She hadn’t seen him since ninth grade, as he had taken a scholarship with the defence force at the end of that year. Gone was the lanky boy, who grinned shyly with that dimple in his cheek. His boyish charm had been replaced with rock-solid sex appeal. Those eyes now not only held humour, but a worldliness, that when aimed on you felt like you had been stripped bare leaving all the scars to your body and soul open like a book for him to read. He was HOT!

Damien was looking at her quizzically, laughter dancing in his eyes, when she realised she hadn’t returned the greeting. Instead, she had simply been staring up at him from where she was sitting, probably with an open mouth.

“Damien. Um, hi,” she finally managed to reply as she looked away, embarrassed at being caught stunned and stupefied, but also because she was just not good at talking to people anymore. Years of avoiding conversation with anyone who knew her before “the apocalypse,” as she liked to think of it, meant that when she did run into someone she’d known previously she turned into a stuttering fool just like now. How embarrassing, considering she actually wanted to talk (amongst other things) to Damien. 

What was that? She thought. This was unfamiliar. That was actually the first carnal thought she’d had since breaking up with Shane. 

Breaking her out of her trance, Macy exclaimed, “Well move along. No need for introductions, so let’s get to ordering because I could eat a horse!”

Macy shoved her along her side of the booth so she was wedged against the wall and therefore had no means of escape. What Macy didn’t realise, was that for the first time in what felt like forever, she didn’t want to escape. Anyway, she couldn’t escape if she tried - Damien’s eyes held her transfixed. 

Sliding into the booth on the other side, the strong line of Damien’s shoulders made the booth look tiny. He kept his eyes on her the entire time as he folded his long body into the booth, as if he were watching a wounded animal. Careful. Not wanting to scare it. Once he was seated, and confident that she wasn’t going to crawl under the table and run away, he placed his large hands placidly on the table in front of him. He had neat hands, but not manicured. They were the hands of a man who kept himself clean, but didn’t do fancy. Sally was willing to bet those hands would be slightly rough on the inside. That was just how she liked a man’s hands to be.

Chelsea was there immediately to take their order and Macy ran off a huge order of sickeningly sweet breakfast for herself, and started yabbering on about never having enough time to have a decent, healthy breakfast. Damien placed an order for a flat white with one sugar. Simple and straight to the point, just as she’d thought he’d be. Through all of this Sally couldn’t take her eyes off Damien. She watched him like she was seeing something wondrous for the first time. Her heart was thumping so loudly that she was surprised someone hadn’t struck up an instrument using her beat to keep time. 

A blow to her arm brought her attention back to the table. 

“Sal!” Macy exclaimed, “Isn’t it amazing that we both know Damien? Damo and I have been buds since I did a stint in the Navy for six months. He was my training officer, but of course we all know how well I respond to discipline. Anyway, despite the fact that he wanted to kill me every other day and had me doing latrine duty for insubordinance at least twice a week, he did like my wicked sarcasm. So anyway, we’ve kept in touch over the years and somehow your name came up. So when Damo said he was coming to town for a few days, I thought we could all get together. And I didn’t tell you because I wanted to surprise you. So, ta-da!” 

Macy finished her usual fast-paced ramble with a flourish of her hands in Damien’s direction.

Whilst Macy talked, Damien had returned his attention to her. She tried to keep her eyes in her now empty mug, but kept finding herself looking into those brown eyes, which on closer inspection, had rivers of caramel running through them. They were almost hypnotic. She wanted to gaze into those eyes and let herself revel in the warmth that shone from them.

“Sal, Damien here is one of the senior training officers for one of the elite teams the Navy has to source information on persons of interest,” Macy stated proudly.

Damien watched her over the rim of his mug, which Chelsea had delivered along with Macy’s banquet of food just minutes earlier.

“That’s impressive,” she murmured, wishing she had her own mug of something that she could hide behind, Chelsea having taken her empty mug away when she delivered the food.

She idly mused that Damien had turned into a stud muffin with brains and elite military standing. Nothing like making a girl feel intimidated. 

But then Macy spouted, “Sal here was promoted to lead analyst with Marks, Mulholland & West in the accounting forensic division by the time she was twenty.”

Macy was playing matchmaker. Great, she groaned inwardly. It wasn’t so much what she was doing, but how. Macy was failing to disclose that Sally actually no longer worked for Marks, Mulholland & West. That had been when her life was in her own hands and she was working her dream job. 

“That’s great. You must be very good at what you do and enjoy your work,” Damien remarked.

“It keeps me out of trouble,” Sally murmured, keeping her eyes on the table so as to avoid Damien’s intense gaze. But he didn’t miss the stab of pain and disappointment that flashed across her features.

She hoped he didn’t know about what had happened with Shane - to know how she had been played for a fool, used, sucked dry, shattered and thrown to the curb. But how could he not know? The way he was looking at her, like he was afraid if he moved too quickly or spoke too loudly that she might crumple to the floor. Macy must have told him. 

Macy had resumed her steady stream of conversation with Damien which allowed Sally to get her bearings. Bringing her head up she started to listen to the story Macy was telling.

“...you were so mad at me I thought you were going to throw me over the side of the boat and leave me to the people smugglers.” 

He laughed a deep rich laugh that made Sally’s skin tingle, and her female parts throb with desire. 

“Don’t worry,” he said. “I nearly did. But I should have you to thank. Due to the degree of self-control I showed in managing the trainees, I was put forward for the specialist task forces.” 

His lips curled into a smile as he looked at her again and she saw that dimple return.

Losing focus again, Sally wondered if he had any dimples anywhere else, and imagined how good his lips would look latched onto her nipples.

She shook her head and looked up again. The conversation was coming to an end and it looked like she was going to be able to make a break for it. Now that she had realised that Damien must know all about her, her instinct returned to “protect and preserve” and retain the small amount of dignity she still possessed by fleeing the scene. 

What on earth would an obviously accomplished man like Damien see in her? She no longer had a magnificent career, was ten kilos overweight, living underneath her “adopted brother’s” apartment, and she didn’t do anything anymore to make her interesting in any way, shape or form. Sally had thought it a terrible fate to lose all feeling towards the opposite sex - but she realised that it was better than realising that you were damaged goods that no one in their right mind would consider.

The conversation came to a close and they all stood, Sally mumbling her quick apologies while looking at her feet, and bolted out the door and onto the street. She headed towards home at a very brisk walk. Two blocks down, she ducked into an alley to regain her composure. Running along the street like a mad woman was not a good look. She’d run out of the cafe into the chill late autumn air without donning gloves, scarf, or coat, simply snatching her coat from beside her in the booth and taking flight.  

Standing with her hands on knees, back to the wall, trying to steady her breathing and heart rate, Sally realised that she had indeed become a crazy lady. Conversations in her head, panic attacks over past acquaintances, and that whole little chat she had with the trash can last night. What on earth was happening to her? 
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Damien couldn’t believe that after all these years he could still see the innocent girl in Sally. She still had a look in her eyes that told him that deep down, she still believed in fairy tales and magic, but there was a hurt standing in front of it, like a bodyguard who was not taking any prisoners. What on earth had happened to her?

The line of work he was in had honed his skills at reading truth from lie. He could tell if someone was protecting someone else, or if they would sell their own young to benefit themselves. What he also had though, which no amount of training could produce, was his own natural ability to sense peoples’ vulnerabilities. In Sally’s case, it was her generosity of spirit. She would just keep giving and giving herself until there was nothing left, which was nearly what had happened. But he saw there was still some of the Sally he remembered left in there, you just had to look a bit harder to see it. Her other downfall was her pride. She was obviously ashamed of who she had become because she felt she had allowed it to be that way. No wonder she looks as frail as a broken bird, he thought.

God, Sal, what had happened? He could easily find out by asking Macy, but he didn’t want to invade Sally’s privacy. Embarrassed enough by her current situation, he didn’t want her to feel worse - but damn, he just wanted to hold her and take that hurt away. He wanted to keep her close and help her heal so she could take flight again and soar like the Sally he used to know - the Sally who looked at the world as her playground, one that she could mould to her will.

Damien had never felt this way towards anyone. He didn’t, as a general rule, like women who needed fixing. He wasn’t a “damsel in distress” kind of guy, preferring his women to be strong and sure of themselves, both in and out of the bedroom. Having to make all the hard calls at work, he liked to come home and have someone around who was capable of making decisions for him. Not all of the time, but an equal amount of the time. But when Damien had seen her looking up at him with her eyes somehow wide in open innocence and yet hooded with desire, he had to sit down quickly before his pleasure at seeing her again became obvious to everyone.

Sally had noticed the change in him since she had last seen him. Who wouldn’t? He’d been a fifteen year old pre-pubescent boy who was on the gangly side due to the amount of sport he did and his amazing metabolism. But after joining the navy, puberty hit and so did the weight training, the fitness regime and the mental training that had been required to undergo specialised missions, which were closely guarded by the defence force. He’d excelled in his training and had been exceptionally young to gain his placement in this elite team. Not only had his body expanded, but so had his mind and his horizons. 

During his absence from the area, he’d seen some terrible things and had to make some hard calls, so that now at the age of twenty-six, he had a vast amount of worldly knowledge, some of which he wished he’d never had to witness. He didn’t let it make him bitter, though, as often happened to some of the guys. Instead, he used it as a tool, to allow himself to make the most out of every good thing that came into his life.

Seeing Sally again had made him feel more than he thought he would. When Macy suggested catching up for coffee, he went along eagerly because he was curious to see how Sally had turned out. She had always been pretty and smart in school, but he’d liked her mostly because of her kind nature. She had never been unkind to anyone despite being part of the popular group, and the times she’d spoken with him she had genuinely paid attention to him. Sally had the ability to make the people around her feel good about themselves, making them feel important, even if it was just for the brief time they spent with her.

What he hadn’t expected was his dick to respond to her as if he was actually fifteen again, and he did not expect his protective instincts to kick into overdrive. He wanted to put her over his shoulder caveman style, take her home to take care of her. But he could tell immediately that he needed to tread lightly, so he let his training override his instinct and placed himself as unimposingly as a man of his stature could and try to coax her out of her hidey-hole. 

He could tell that she was aroused by him by the shortness of her breath and the dilation of her pupils, and he had to stop himself from pumping his fist in the air. Damien had watched with fascination as her arousal increased to the point he could almost smell her juices as they gathered down below, only then, to see her shut down. All her defences going up and he could see the flight instinct take hold of her.

She had sat quietly, obviously trying to feel comfortable in the situation Macy had put her in. Damien saw her trying to relax and she was coming around, but then something clicked and he saw the panic reappear. Her reaction was immediate and he thought he saw disappointment within that fear, but he didn’t have time to analyse that as she made a run for it. Macy and he just looked at each other after her murmured goodbye and her dash for the door. 

“Maybe I should bring some cuffs and shackles with me next time,” he joked to Macy, “but I thought I’d grown out of needing to restrain women to at least have a coffee and a chat.”

Macy tried to laugh at his joke, but the concern for her friend was written as plain as day on her face. She just shook her head and said, “Let’s go get a real drink.”

“Mac. You do realise it’s only 10:30 in the morning, don’t you?” Damien asked.

“Aww, rats,” sulked Macy.

But as they walked down the street Damien actually thought he could do with a stiff drink himself to calm his own emotions after seeing Sally again, and to take some time to figure out a way to slip into her life so that he could become her protector, and maybe in time, something much more. 

––––––––
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Sally went home from the coffee shop and flopped onto her bed. Her nerves had calmed a little by the time she made it home; she hadn’t, however, controlled her mind to stop thinking about Damien and that dimple in his cheek, the curve of his lips and his broad shoulders filling the booth opposite her. Her mind wandered south and she started to imagine her legs slung over those shoulders, and his beautiful mouth covering her wet mound. She groaned as she pressed her fingertips to her opening. Oh god! Just thinking of him made her want to come! She hadn’t felt this way since...well, actually never. Not even Shane had had this affect on her. She snatched her hand away and sat up abruptly. This is crazy. How could she feel so much after having not felt anything at all for so long? It was like the gates to the sexual part of her brain had been unlocked, and now her senses were alive and wanting. Needing. 

Her whole body felt like it was tingling she had so much desire running through her, and the one thing that kept flashing in her mind was the look that Damien gave her that stripped her bare. Her vagina pulsed on that thought and she groaned again. Getting up she went to her closet. Searching for the box at the back she found what she was looking for. Still brand new in its packet, she eyed it off like she didn’t know if it was friend or foe. And then she saw his eyes in her mind again. Tearing open the package she hoped to god batteries were included. Clever Tina had packed some of those in the side of the packet. Quickly inserting the batteries she quivered with anticipation. Sally didn’t even make it back to the bed. She needed release and she needed it now.  

The blunt, cold shaft was barely inserted when she felt her body tense like a spring. As soon as the stimulator touched her clit her body bucked and her toy worked its magic. As she climaxed, Damien’s face was all she saw, the dimple in his cheek, and the caramel rivers in his eyes. 

That afternoon, as Sally was preparing her suits and shirts for the week ahead, her phone rang. She picked up and answered in her usual soft and unsure manner, “Hello?”

“Sal, its Mac. So-o-o-o...how’d you enjoy coffee this morning?” Before Sally had a chance to reply Macy went on. 

“I’m sorry I didn’t tell you. I just didn’t want you to freak out on me, and Damo was so keen to catch up with you. I think he’s got the hots for you, Sal. Did you see the way he was looking at you?” Macy talked like this all the time. She spoke fast and on a roll like she had to get out as much information as she possibly could as quickly as she could - as if she only had a limited time in which to do so.

“Ah Mac, I don’t think he had the hots for me at all. The way he was looking at me was like I was crazy. I’m tipping a man like him doesn’t do crazy let alone crazy chicks that are broken.” Sally sighed.

“We’ll see.” Macy declared, sounding very sure of her assessment of this morning’s coffee catch up.

“I don’t think there is any ‘see’ about it Mac. I don’t think I’m his type, and even if on the flip side of the universe I actually am his type, I don’t know if I’m ready to go there yet,” Sally reluctantly admitted to her friend.

“So you have at least thought about it? I knew it! I knew it was a good idea to get you two together!” Macy exclaimed.

“Mac, stop! You need to calm down. There was no ‘getting us together.’ Damien was not, and is not, interested in me. Nothing happened. I barely even said two words to him and then I ran from there like a CRAZY LADY! I find it highly unlikely that Damien Johnson would come within twenty feet of me, let alone close enough for anything else. Please, just let it go,” Sally pleaded. 
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