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CHAPTER ONE

Sabrina

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

So it doesn’t matter how hard I tried, I just couldn’t get my legs to cooperate with the rest of my body. Maybe it was due to the insecurities that I have had to deal with most of my life, or maybe it was the fact that a hunky piece of man-candy was standing before me with only a pair of shorts hanging low on his hip. There should be a law against a man showing such a gorgeous body, knocking every woman off her feet. 

 

 

“If you don’t concentrate on your center, Brie, you are going to end up getting the shit kicked out of you,” Tyler said, releasing me from my naughty thoughts. 

 

 

“Yeah, yeah, whatever. That’s easy for you to say. Can’t you put on a shirt or something?” 

 

 

Once Tyler grabbed his shirt, I was finally able to concentrate on the task at hand. Tyler was the self-defense trainer that was assigned to me when I signed up for the course. I was tired of being defenseless against a man. I was tired of being used as a punching bag, as well. My ex, Sean Bishop, would never lay another finger on me. Even with the restraining order, I had placed on him, he still managed to get to me. I needed to be prepared. So when I heard about a class they were offering for women at the YMCA, I jumped right away and joined. What was even nicer was the fact that it was free. 

 

 

“Okay, one more time, Brie. Concentrate on your center,” Tyler said, taking his position behind me while wrapping his arm around my neck from behind. Tyler has at least one hundred pounds on me, so for me to be able to flip him over my shoulder is nearly impossible. Finding my center, I bend my left leg and step back enough to give me the leverage I needed to pull his weight over my shoulder.  Closing my eyes and giving it everything I had, I concentrated hard and prayed that I didn’t end up hurting myself in the end. Opening one eye and then the other, his body was lying flat on the mat.  

 

 

 “I did it! Oh, my God!” I jumped for joy and did a victory dance around Tyler’s body. When he rose to a sitting position, I could tell he wasn’t one bit amused by my celebration. 

 

 

Pushing himself to his feet, he said with annoyance, “Are you going to dance around all day, or are you going to focus on learning what you came here to learn?” 

 

 

Being flipped must have hurt his ego because he wasn’t so easy on me the rest of the lesson. By the time I got back to my apartment, my body felt like it had been through the wringer. I didn’t think there was a muscle in my body that didn’t hurt. As a matter of fact, muscles I didn’t even know I had were sore. Throwing my things on the couch, I walked to the fridge and grabbed a bottle of water before I headed to the bathroom for a much-needed soak. I was glad that it was Friday because I knew it would take that long to recoup from my defense class. While the tub filled with water, I slowly removed my clothes. Looking in the mirror, I pulled my hair back into a loose bun. Even though I had a fit and toned body, one imperfection was always there right in front of me. It was something that stared back at me every day. Over time it had gotten lighter, but it was still there. The scar stretching from my navel to the right side of my body just above my hip was a reminder of how close I was to losing my life. 

 

 

 Sliding in the tub, I leaned my head back against the spongy bath pillow I bought at one of those bed and bath stores. It was the best investment I had ever made. Another investment I didn’t regret was the Taser that I never went anywhere without. It had been my security blanket for the past seven years. I don’t know what it was, but I always managed to attract the wrong kind of guys. It was that way seven years ago, and it’s that way now. At least I was smart enough to break it off with my now ex Sean before I ended up in the morgue. Even though he had only hit me one time, it was one time too many. I was never going to let another man ever hurt me again. 

 

 

I pulled myself from the lukewarm water, lifted the lever on the tub, and let the water slowly drain out. Once I was dried off, I pulled the miracle ointment from my medicine cabinet and began applying it to the scar. It became a daily ritual for me to apply the ointment once in the morning and once at night. The nurse at the hospital I was taken to said it would help reduce the signs of the scar. She must have known how ashamed I was of it and how ugly it was. In my eyes, it was even uglier than the way I had gotten it, only because I knew how it came to be. That was the day my life changed forever. 

 

 

Removing the hair tie from my hair, I headed to my bed for some much-needed sleep. Gathering my thoughts, I couldn’t help but wonder what it would feel like to be with someone who actually cared about me. It was something that I had always wanted: to be loved by someone as much as I loved them. I guess I could still dream. I knew that my chances of finding such a person were next to nil. I had a better chance of getting struck by lightning than ever finding love. 

 

 

~****~

 

 

The next morning, I could hear the birds singing outside my bedroom window as I laid in bed thinking about my life. It was just the beginning of summer, and everything was in full bloom, and everything should be cheery and happy. The only problem was, it wasn’t the case, at least with me. Yes, I had a fantastic job that I loved, and Lilly Davis was the best boss ever. I should be happy, but the one thing I needed more than anything was missing, to have someone love me. 

 

 

 Finished with my pity party, I rose from my bed and decided to do something special on this glorious day. After taking a quick shower, I decided to stop by the Happy Cow and say ‘Hi’ to my ex co-workers. 

 

 

When Lilly offered me the job to be her assistant at Séduire Art Gallery, I never thought I would enjoy working there as much as I did. I decided to put in my notice at the Happy Cow and focus my time on being the best assistant ever to Lilly. It was hard saying good-bye to all the people I worked with, who were also the only family I really had. The one benefit of working at the gallery was that the Happy Cow was right across the street. It was almost like I never left.  

 

 

I would have loved to spend time with Lilly, but I knew that she and Peter were still on vacation in the Bahamas for a week. I told Lilly that I thought Peter would pop the question any day, but Lilly thought I was out of my mind. I will know whether or not I was right in a couple of days.  

 

 

After Lilly moved out of her condo to live with Peter, I didn’t see the hunk of a man standing in front of her door any longer. He used to come around the gallery, though, until he got called away on some important mission. I wasn’t sure where he went, but I hadn’t seen him around in about a month. It must have been pretty important to take him away for so long. He seemed really nice, someone I wouldn’t mind getting to know, even though I felt like I really wasn’t his type. Not by his caliber of feminine characteristics anyway.  

 

 

As I headed out the door, I heard a strange noise behind me. Looking over my shoulder, I saw an overweight Siamese cat scratching at the door. I wasn’t sure what was going on, but I knew that Mrs. Jensen would never let Oliver out of her condo. Walking over to him, I picked him up and knocked on her door. When she didn’t answer, I began to worry.  

 

 

Knocking a little harder, I said, “Mrs. Jensen, it's Sabrina from down the hall. I have Oliver. He must have got out. Mrs. Jensen, are you at home?” 

 

 

There was still no answer. What if something bad happened to her? Walking back to my apartment with Oliver, I decided to call 9-1-1 to see if they could make a courtesy visit. I wasn’t sure if it was a real emergency, but the dispatcher said she would send a unit right over.  

 

 

While I waited for someone to come, I treated Oliver to a bowl of milk. I wasn’t sure how long he was perched in front of her door, but he seemed to enjoy the warm milk. I never could understand the life of a cat. What a life. Oliver seemed to be content wherever he was. After he finished his milk, he jumped on the built-in sitting area below my living room window and began licking himself clean. I guess he was enjoying the heat that the sun was radiating through the window. 

 

 

Only ten minutes passed before a response team knocked on my door. Leaving Oliver in the comforting sun, I walked with the two male responders to Mrs. Jensen’s condo. When they didn’t get a response from the other side of the door, one of the men turned around and kicked the door open right below the doorknob. “That is going to hurt Mrs. Jensen’s wallet,” I thought to myself, knowing she was on a fixed income.  

 

 

As the responders walked into her condo, I followed behind. It wasn’t until I saw her lying lifeless on the kitchen floor in a puddle of water that I began to panic. I wasn’t sure what happened to her. I only hoped it wasn’t anything serious, but when she didn’t respond to their voices, I knew it was bad. The EMT guys began checking for vitals, but it was no use. She didn’t have a pulse and based on her body's coldness, she had been lying there for some time. One of the men looked at his watch and said, “I’m calling it. I’ll let dispatch know to send a unit by.” 

 

 

Even though I didn’t know Mrs. Jensen very well, she was a sweet old lady. I remember her inviting me over for a cup of tea and biscuits. I could listen to her for hours the way she talked about her childhood in London. I just loved the way she spoke. Now she was gone. I wasn’t even sure if she had any children. I never did see anyone stop by to visit her. It was sad that she didn’t have anyone. 

 

 

The police showed up a short time later, and I gave my statement, letting them know what had happened. They offered to take Oliver off my hands and to a pet shelter, but I refused to let them take him. I knew exactly what could happen to a cat his age. I loved animals, but really never had the time for them. I guess acquiring a new pet would change that. 

 

 

 Finishing up with the police, I walked back to my condo. When I opened the door, Oliver was still in the same spot that I left him in. Walking over to him, I picked him up and gave him some love. Holding him up so that he was looking at me, I said softly, “Well, Oliver, it looks like you are going to have a new home. Sorry, but your mommy died, but it will be okay. I’ll take care of you.”  Somehow, I had a feeling he understood every word I said. Either that, or he sensed that I had lost my mom too. 


CHAPTER TWO

 Sabrina

 

 

 

 

 

“God, I’m too young to start getting hot spells,” I said out loud, my body overheating. Throwing the covers off of me, I realized that it wasn’t my body overheating, it was the white and gray furball that was nestled against my lower stomach and my hip. Nudging Oliver, I tried everything I could to get him to move. At least I knew that he was still alive, by the way, he was purring and digging his claws into my mattress. Giving up all hope of sleeping in, I pushed away from my new roommate and headed to the bathroom. Looking in the mirror, I grabbed my toothbrush while waiting for the water in the shower to warm up. Stripping off my ratty pajamas, I stepped inside the shower and soaked up the hot spray.  

 

 

As I got ready for the day, I thought about all the things that I needed to do. With Oliver as my new roomy, the first thing I absolutely needed to do was buy him some treats and cat food. I hated the fact that I didn’t have a car and needed to take the subway or walk nearly two miles to the nearest pet store and market. Grabbing my purse, I decided to endure the walk to the pet store and take the subway on the way back. This way I would be able to kill two birds with one stone. I could get in my morning workout and save money on the subway fare. 

 

 

When I got to the pet store, I couldn’t believe the variety of pet food they had. I wish I knew what kind of food Mrs. Jensen fed Oliver, it would certainly make my life a lot easier. Picking the midrange priced food for adult cats who were overweight, I place the 20-pound bag in my cart, along with some other items, and proceeded to the checkout. 

 

 

After paying fifty bucks at the pet store and then another thirty at the market, my wallet was bare except for my I.D. and credit card that already reached its purchasing limit. Even though Lilly paid me well at the gallery, it barely covered my monthly house payment and other essential expenses. It was for this reason that I needed to find a new place to live. That and the fact that my ex found out where I lived.   

 

 

Setting my bags on the counter, I grabbed the bag of cat food and the food and water bowl that I purchased for Oliver, and began filling one bowl with a small amount of food and the other with cold water. Calling for him, I waited as he slowly moved down the hallway in my direction. Once he spotted the food, his pace picked up. I thought it would be best to purchase him a litter box and litter as well.  Filling the box with just the right amount of litter, I headed to the bathroom, where I placed his box in the corner, out of the way. Hopefully, he would figure out where his new box was instead of using the makeshift cardboard box I had stuffed with shredded magazines. 

 

 

After I put everything away, I took a seat in my favorite spot and booted up my laptop. If I was going to have a chance at saving money, I needed to find a new place to live. There were a lot of apartments to rent. Unfortunately, they were all out of my price range unless I wanted to live on the Lower Eastside of Manhattan. The only other option was to see if anyone was looking for a roommate. Changing my search, I waited as the wheel began to spin. My search brought up several possibilities. One was a student looking for someone to share the rent for a two-bedroom apartment near Central Park on Columbus. The only problem was they didn’t accept pets.  

 

 

Getting discouraged, I decided to put my search on hold and visit my friends at the Happy Cow. Oliver seemed pretty content where he was, so I grabbed my things and headed out the door. Hailing a cab, I headed to the Happy Cow. When I arrived at the small coffee shop, the people I used to work for came to me in a swarm. I guess they really missed me. I've missed them, too. Even though it had only been a couple of months since my departure and I came by almost every day that I worked at the gallery, they acted like they hadn’t seen me in years. 

 

 

Propping my elbows on the counter, I order a small Mocha Latte. Everyone who greeted me went back to what they were doing. I took a seat at one of the high tables against the window and watched the people as they walked by.  I was so focused on them, that I didn’t hear Nikki coming up to me with my Mocha. 

 

 

“Here’s your Mocha, Brie,” she said, placing it on the small table. “This one is on me.” 

 

 

“Thanks,” I said, grabbing the warm cup and taking a sip. 

 

 

I watched as Nikki walked away. She was one of the better coffee servers. She was also the best at making Mocha Lattes. She was always applying for modeling jobs. It surprised me that Cover Girl hadn’t swept her up. She was beautiful in a wholesome kind of way, almost like she was raised on a farm or out in the country. She never wore too much make-up, and her skin was absolutely flawless, something I think every girl wished they had. 

 

 

“Hey,” she said, turning her position as she looked at me. “If you want, I can give you a ride when I get off. I should be done in about thirty minutes.” 

 

 

“That would be great,” I replied, grateful that she offered. 

 

 

Nikki and I had become pretty close while we worked together. She told me things about her life that she didn’t want anyone else to know. Even though my life was a shit storm compared to hers, I felt her pain nonetheless. After all, who in their right mind would sell their kids' services for profit? My mother. 

 

 

~****~

 

 

God, how I hated Mondays, especially when I didn’t get enough sleep. Nikki and I ended up ordering a pizza and watching a sappy chick flick after she got off work. It was nice to have someone to do things with. It was late when she finally left. I offered her the couch, but she thought it would be better if she went home. She still had this phobia about not feeling safe. I remember the first time I went to her apartment. I couldn’t believe the security measures she took. There had to be at least five deadbolt locks on her door. She also had bars on her windows, which I felt was kind of silly considering she lived on the third floor with no access to her apartment from the outside, unless you rappelled down from the roof or just so happened to be carrying a forty-foot ladder. 

 

 

Before I headed out the door, I made sure Oliver had plenty of food and water. It was almost like not even having a pet; most of his time was spent lying around. Tucking what I needed in my purse, I grabbed my sweater and left my apartment. I was running a little late and was thankful that the traffic wasn’t too bad. I could hail a cab quickly, which allowed me to get to the gallery only ten minutes late. 

 

 

 Since Lilly was away on vacation, the gallery was pretty uneventful. Leave it to her to make sure I wouldn’t be swamped with showings or meetings. It wasn’t that Lilly didn’t trust me with those tasks, it was that she preferred knowing all of her clients, present and future. Going to the back room where we kept most of our supplies and a small kitchen set up, I began making a fresh pot of coffee. Just as I was walking back to the front of the gallery, I heard the bell chime, letting me know someone had entered the gallery. Straightening my skirt, I looked up to find Nikki standing in the entry, looking at one of the abstract paintings hanging on the wall. 

 

 

“Nikki, what are you doing here?” I asked. 

 

 

“I thought I would stop by before I went to work. I thought that we could grab lunch,” she said, looking at the art on the wall. 

 

 

“I don’t think I can break away for lunch. How about we have lunch here? I could order something for us,” I said, knowing I wouldn’t be able to leave since I was the only one working. 

 

 

“That would really be great. I get lunch at one o'clock. Will that work for you?” she asked. 

 

 

“That would be great.” 

 

 

When Nikki left, I started my day by going through the invoices from the previous week. Not only was I Lilly’s assistant, but I was also the bookkeeper. Lilly said she trusted me to do all the accounting stuff instead of having someone she didn’t know take care of it.  When she offered me a pay increase for the added duty, there was no way I could turn her down. 

 

 

I was working non-stop on the invoices, and I didn’t notice what time it was getting to be, at least not until the chime rang at the door. The delivery order that I placed with a sandwich shop that I knew delivered had arrived. I handed the delivery guy the owed money along with a healthy tip and grabbed the contents from him. As soon as he walked out the door, Nikki walked in. I thought for sure they were going to plow into each other. Thankfully, Nikki moved to the side of the door so he could exit.  

 

 

~****~

 

 

The rest of the week was pretty uneventful. The handful of people that came in were there only to look and not buy. It was Friday, Lilly and Peter were somewhere over the Atlantic Ocean on their way back to the States. When I spoke with her, she suggested we do something fun when she got home. I didn’t have much of a social life, so I had her pick what to do. She wanted to do something special for me since I put in so much work while she was away. She suggested going to a night club called Thrive. I had heard about it, but never went. It was for the more elite crowd. I didn’t think jeans and a t-shirt were exactly the acceptable attire for a place like that. 

 

 

After talking with Lilly, it was time to close up shop. Making sure all the lights were turned off, I headed to the front of the gallery to set the alarm and lock the doors. It was still light outside, and I could feel the warmth of the air blowing on my face. As I waited for a cab to pull up, I began thinking about how I needed to get out more. Spending my time in the company of an overweight Siamese cat was not my idea of how I wanted to spend my nights. I read somewhere that book clubs and dating sites were good places to meet people. The problem with that was that neither one was my cup of tea. I wasn’t much of a reader unless smut books counted, and who knows what kind of men you would meet on dating sites. Sure, they looked like good guys based on their profiles, but they were total jerks or much worse when the date came. 

 

 

When I got home, my trustworthy friend was waiting for me by the door. I could always count on Oliver to give me love when I got home. I was glad to see that he was beginning to warm up to me. I wasn’t sure what went on in his little head, but I was pretty sure he knew that I was his new mommy. Placing my things on the counter, I walked over to where his food bowl and water dish were to make sure that he was eating. Even though he could stand to lose a couple of pounds, I was becoming concerned with the small amount of food he ate. Satisfied that he ate at least half of his food, I headed to my bedroom to change out of my clothes and into my comfy pajamas.  

 

 

Making myself a quick sandwich, I grabbed the romance novel I had been reading and headed to bed. Even though I didn’t get much in the sex department, it didn’t mean that I couldn’t pretend it was me in the book. 

 

 

‘As he slipped his hands down her curvy body, she began to feel the shivers of excitement run through her. His lips pressed gently against her pert nipple, giving her the pleasure she longed for. Slipping his hand further down her body, she could feel the onset of her orgasm build. Her hips lifted as he took hold of her tight ass and placed her long silky legs over his shoulders. With a deep breath, she felt the push of his impressive cock enter her, stretching her so that she could accommodate his rod.’ 

 

 

“Wow,” was all I could say. My body felt so hot, I thought I was going to spontaneously combust. Placing my book on the other side of the bed, I reached under the covers and continued to fantasize where I left off. Lowering my pajama bottoms and my underwear, I slipped my finger between my slick folds. Finding my swollen nub, I began moving my finger in slow circular movements. Dipping my middle finger inside me, I curved it just enough to feel the soft spongy spot in my vagina. God, how I wished it was the alpha-male in the book getting me off. I pictured him in my mind as my fingers dipped further inside. With my other hand, I took hold of my nipple and began rubbing it between my fingers, within seconds, I was on my way to a satisfying release. 


CHAPTER THREE

Sabrina

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Even though I had slept like a baby, my body was protesting that it wanted more sleep. I knew I needed to get going if I was going to try and find something to wear.  Maybe Lilly could help me pick something out. Pushing up to my feet, I headed to the kitchen to find my cell.  

 

 

“Hello,” Lilly said, sounding like she might have been sleeping. 

 

 

“Hey, Lilly. How was your trip?” I asked. 

 

 

“It was the best trip ever. You were right,” she confirmed. 

 

 

“About?” I said, confused. 

 

 

“Peter popped the question. It was so romantic. He rented this boat. It was perfect. He even had the crew set an area on the top deck with tropical flower arrangements placed everywhere. We even had our own waiter that brought us our meal. I will never forget it,” Lilly explained. 

 

 

“I knew he would. You two were meant to be together. Anyway, about tonight, I was wondering if you wouldn’t mind helping me pick out something to wear. My current wardrobe isn’t exactly suitable for a nightclub,” I confessed. 

 

 

“Well, I can fix that. I’ll just take you shopping. Think of it as a bonus for all the hard work you did while I was gone.” 

 

 

After I hung up with Lilly, I was beginning to get excited about going out. I couldn’t remember the last time I went out. Matter of fact, I don’t think I have ever been to a nightclub or even dancing. That was when it hit me: I didn’t know how to dance. What if someone hot asked me to dance? What if I made a fool of myself, or worse, stepped on his toes?  I was totally screwed. I guess my only option was to sit and watch. Maybe I could learn a few basic moves. 

 

 

Lilly showed up at my apartment about an hour later. We decided to make a day of it by grabbing lunch and then heading to the spa for a facial, haircut, and a makeover. After we left the spa, I felt like a different woman. My hair was highlighted with soft red highlights and cut into layers to frame my oval face. My everyday style was to wear my hair straight or in a pony. The cosmetologist's hairstyle picked out for me was perfect, and it was also something I could easily manage. 

 

 

By the time Lilly dropped me back at my apartment, I had five new outfits as well as a perfect dress for tonight. I also purchased a pair of four-inch black heels to go with my perfect little black dress. Thinking that I needed a little relaxation, I decided to delight myself in a bath full of lavender bubbles. Filling the tub, I could hear Oliver meowing in the background. Just as I was ready to check on him, he was at my feet, rubbing his soft body up against my leg. My only conclusion was that he missed me. Picking him up, I gave him a little attention, then set him on the other side of the door and closed him out.  

 

 

~****~

 

 

Lilly and Peter picked me up around seven o’clock. Lilly was wearing a deep blue halter that hung perfectly on her slender frame. When she had tried it on at the dress boutique, I told her it looked perfect on her, like it was made for her. Even though my dress was more conservative, it fit my personality perfectly. It was still very sexy by my standards, given it had thin rhinestone straps that crossed in the back. The neckline was low, but not so low that my girls popped out. I also liked the frilly hemline, which stopped just above the knee. The dress, coupled with my black hose and black heels, made the whole ensemble come together like I was ready to walk the runway. 

 

 

I was in awe as Peter pulled up to Thrive. There was a line outside that wrapped all the way around the block. As soon as we got out of the car, I could hear the beat of the music as the bass echoed from the building. Lilly must have had some pull because when we walked up to the bouncer standing at the entrance, he allowed us to enter without waiting. When we stepped inside, I was amazed at how the energy flowed. The lights were flashing on the dance floor in perfect sync with the music. Everything about the club screamed, “Let me in!” It was no wonder that the line was so long. Evidently, this was the place to be. 
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