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Synopsis

"Let'sfinishoffwherewe'vestartedshallwe?"He

sayshuskily.

Hisvoiceseemstobecallingmylibido.ButbeforeI

couldrespond,Jeremyhastakenmeinhisarms.

Hegivesmeonefinaldarklookbeforehislips

descendsuponmines.



.............

Allherlife,whatLeylaLevyhasknowisconsistent

struggle.Thatwasuntildesperatemeasuresforces

hertosellheroneandonlytruegiftshecouldever

givetoaman.

HerVirginity.

However,itmayseemluckisonhersidewhenshe

meets,ayoung,sexyandincrediblyrichbachelor

whoseemsintentonhelpingherout.Butpridecan

alsoplayahugepartonone'schoicesnomatter

howdesperateoneisinneedofhelp.

Throwinsomeweird,heartfelt,jealous,possessive

andjustdownrightarrogantcharactersandLeyla

findsherlifeinturmoilofcrazy.Howdidherlifeget

sointeresting?Sheisbutlonelygirltryingtofinda

placeinthisbigoldworld.
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Pleasedon'tjudgemeandIwon'tjudgeyou.Whyis

thissonginmyhead?Right,becauseIamactually

doingthis.

Well,Idon'thaveanychoice;thereisnothingelseI

cando.ItellmyselfthisasIwalkintothedark

streets.Graspingmycoatclosertomeasthewind

hitsmyalmostnakedflesh.

Thecoatisbigenoughtohidethefactthat

underneathitI'mbarelywearinganyclothes.

I'malreadyfeelingthebeginningsofhypothermia.

Myfeetarefrozenunderthehighblackstiletto

bootsI'vebeenforcedtowear.Myexposedlegsare

shakingasIswiftlywalkdownthestreets.

Idon'tneedtocheckmyarmstoknowthattheyare

fullofgoosebumps.Myspineissotensedwith



amountofshiversI'vehad,I'msurprisedIhaven't

turnedintoanicesculpture.

Icontinuetowalkslowlydownthesloppyroad.

Wheredidthatwomansaytheplaceisagain?Iask

myselfasIcheckthestreetname.

Ah,justafewblocksleft.It'smidnightandthe

streetsaresoquiet,eerilyquiet.Onlythesoundof

mybootscrunchingagainstthegranitegroundcan

beheard.Icanfaintlyhearthesoundofbarking

dogsasIgetclosertothebuildingsandthisresults

inanothershiverrunningthroughmybody.Iclutch

myselftighter.

MyheartratespeedsupasIgetclosertothecorner

ofthebuilding.Shewasright,Ithink.

Justaroundthecornertherearefewwomenin

lingerie,bras,corsetsandminiskirtsstandingand



waiting.SoswallowingwhatprideIhaveleft,Imove

closertothemwishingandprayingthatIam

discreet.

Istandtothefarend,puttingadistancefromthem.

Asthewindblows,mynoseismetwiththe

penetratingsmellcomingnearthedumpsterwhere

wearestandingnextto.Thestenchismixedwith

thesmellofsmokeandafainttintofcheap

perfume.

IwrinklemynoiseindisgustbutItellmyselftoget

usedtoitforIwillbecomingtothisplaceoften.So

clutchingmyselfcloser,Ilooktothewomennextto

me.

Trashyisanunderstatement.Howcantheynotbe

coldwithwhattheywerewearing?Mybrain

wonders.



Thewomanclosertomehasacigaretteonher

mouthwhilesheclutcheshermake-upcompactin

whichshedrabsherselfwithlipstick.Ihearher

curseassheaccidentlydrophercigarettefromher

mouth.

"Monica!Youhaveanymore?"Heraccentisoffas

shescreamstothewomannexttoher.

Theotherwoman,Monica,isdarkskinnedandhas

morecurvesthanacircle.Shefrownsatherasshe

searchesherbagwhiletheonewhoshoutedather

searchesfranticallythroughherpurse.

"No,sorrySav,minesarefinished,"Monicatellsher.

"OhCakeshìt!"Savcurses.

IbitemyliptohidemylaughbutIdon'tsucceedas



asmallsnickerescapesfrommymouth.

"Youthinkit'sfunny!?"Ihearthemenaceonher

voiceandbeforeIknowit,Savisrightinfrontofmy

facewithMonica.Shegivesmeadisgustingly

scowlbeforesheassessesme.

"Whoareyou?"Shefrowns.

"You'renewhere,aren'tyou?"Monicasneers,giving

meadirtylookassheregardsmeupanddown.

ForsomereasonIfearthesewomen,theylooklike

theyareontheirmiddletwentiesandsomething

tellsthattheymustbeexperiencedinthesestreets.

Suddenly,Savletsoutathroatylaughwhichtells

meabouthowmuchcigarettesshe'sconsumed.



"Monica,lookather,Ithinkwescaredher,"she

laughs.

Monicasnickersalittle.

"She'sjustakid,"Shefrownsandsuddenlyshe

grabsmebycoatandunzipsit.Theybothgasp,

theirjawsdropping.

What?Ialmostask.

Theyarelookingupatmeinshock.Ifrownatthem

astheystareateachotherknowingly.

"Monica,thatcorset,"Savwhines.

"Iknow,"Sherepliesassheshakesherhead.



"What?"Iask.

"Whyareyouinthestreets,kid?"Monicafoldsher

arms,regardingmeclosely."Wheredidyouget

this?"Shegraspsmycorset,runningherlongnails

againstthematerial.

"Howoldareyou?"Savadds.

Iswallowthebilethat'sbeginningtoriseupmy

throat.However,IkeepquietasIwatchthemregard

me.

"Answerus."Savgripsmyhand.

"ThesamereasonyouarehereandI'meighteen

yearsold!"Iwhisperfrantically,myvoicebarely

audible.



"Wheredidyougetthis?"Savasks,"Thisisnew."

Ibitemylowerlip,Ican'tpossiblytellherthatIstole

it.

"Gohome,kid,"Monicastaresstraightintomyeyes.

Ishakemyheadinfrustration,theydon'tknowme,

howdarethey?

"Youheardher,gohome,"Savinterjects.

"No."Iglareatbothofthem.

Shelaughsatme,"Youremindmeofme,"shesays.

I'msureashellthatI'mnotlikeyou,Ithinkin

disdain.



"What'syourname?"MonicaasksandIgetthevibe

thatsheistheoldest,thewayforwardshe'sbeen.

"Leyla,"Itellher.

"WellLeyla,trustmewhenItellyouthis,youdon't

belonghere.Youdon'twantyourlifetoenduplike

ours.Gohome,"shesaysfirmly.

Sheisstartingtoreallypissmeoffnow.

Howdareshejudgeme?

"No.Idon'thaveahome,Ihavenochoicebuttodo

this,Ihavenoone,noone,"Myvoicefaltersatthe

end,andIfeelthetearsbehindmyeyesbecauseof

myanger.



Stupiddamntears.WhydoIhavetocryeverytimeI

gotangry?

MonicapursesherlipsatmewhileSavlooksatme

inamusement.

"That'squiteashowyou'veputonyounglady,"A

newvoiceisheardfrombehindus.Ihavetoflinch

becauseit'sman'svoice.

Iturnaroundslowly.Andstandingbeforemeisa

darkskinnedmanwhohasmorebonesthana

skeleton.Hewearswhatseemstoabeawornout

blacksuitwithmatchingblackshadesonhiseyes

andonhismouthisacigarinwhichheengulfs

exaggeratedlyashepuffsthesmokeagainstmy

face.

Byhissidesaretwowomen,whoclingonhimasif

heisaliferaft.Theywearnothingbutbrasand



miniskirtsandonceagainIwonderhowtheyare

immunetothiscold.

"You'recute,whatbringsyouhere?"Heasks,taking

outhisshadesandIhavetogaspathiseyes.They

areoliveyellow,almostbrownbutmoresnake-like

yellowagainsthisdarkskin.HesmirksatmeandI

gettheimpression,heisusedtopeoplehavingthe

samereactionbecauseofhiseyes.

"I-I—"Iswallowlookingfranticallyforwordstosay.

"She'swithme,"Monicastepsinasshegripsmy

armpullingmetoher.

Themanfrownsdistractedlyather,andIcantellhe

isdisappointedatsomething.

"Oh?"Hisjawclenchesandunclenches."Whoisshe



toyou?"heasks.

"Mydistantcousin,"Monicastateswithaflattone,

notraceofhesitation.

Henarrowshiseyesather,"Whyissheherethen?"

IfeelMonicashifthesitantlyforasecond."Shewas

justcurious...shefollowedmehere?"

Iwatchhimfrownatherforamomentbeforehe

putshisshadesbackandsucksonhisunrelenting

cigar."Wearingthat?"

"Yes,shewantedtobe...inconspicuous."Heraises

hiseyebrowsindisbelief.

"Okay,nexttimekeepyourcousinonaleash,"He



spitsvenomously,emphasisingthewordcousin.

Andwiththathegivesmeonefinallookandthe

twogirlsnexttohimsneeratMonica,SavandIas

theyleave.Ashepasses,Inoticethatothergirlsare

nowstraighteningupandfixingthemselvesathis

presenceandthenhedisappearsoutofsight.

Oncehe'soutofsight,Ifeelthetensionaroundme

sag,thereliefprintedonMonicaandSav'sfaceis

evident.

"Whoishe?"

"Yourworstnightmare,"Savsnickers.

"He'ssomeoneyoudon'tmesswith,"Monica

corrects."Heownshalfofthesegirlshere."



Owns?Asiftheywereaproperty.Iswallowmyfear.

"WhydidyousayIwasyourcousin?"Iaskher.

"Becauseyoudon'tbelonghere.Youshouldn'teven

behere,kid,"Shesays.

Igroaninfrustration.AsfarasI'mconcerned,I'm

anadultnotakid.

"Youwon'tlastinthesestreetsandifhefindsout

youarenobodyhewilljustsuckyouinandyou

would'veendedupworsethanus,"Shecontinues.

Thewayshesaysthisisasifshehasagenuine

concernofme.Isnortinternally,asif.

"Ineedthemoney,"Itellher."Ihavedebttopay,and



Ihavenexttononewhenitcomestomoneyora

placetocallmyownand---"

I'minterruptedbyapurringofacarpullingonthe

road.It'sasleekwhiteAudi,andittellsmethat

whoeverisinthecarsurelyisonerichbastard.

Immediately,likeratsallthegirlsruntothecarand

beginamotionofflauntingandflirtingwith

whoeverisdriving.

IwatchasSavandMonicafixthemselvesbefore

brushingallthegirlsaside.Savcoollydipsherhead

intothewindowandIhearherthroatycigarette

laugh.AllthewhileIjuststandtherediscreetlyand

huggingmyselftightlyasIshiver.

Isthiswhatitwillbelike?Isthishowit'slikeallthe

time?WasMonicaright?DidIreallybelonghere?

ButIhavenochoice.Theoddsareneverinmy



favourorevenluckforthatmatter.

I'vespentmywholelifebeggingandlivingoff

charityuntilIturnedeighteen.Ihaveadecent

educationbutnomoneytogetmetocollege;Ihave

norelativeorevenjustafriendtohelpmewithmy

debttothatoldwoman.Iamjustanorphankidwho

roamsalone.

SuddenlyawhistlecatchesmyattentionandIhave

tolookuptoseethesource.Igaspinshockasthe

maninablacksuitcomesovertome.Heistalland

sturdyandlookswellinshapehoweverhis

impassiveexpressiontellsmeadifferentstory.

"Comewithme,"Hisvoiceisfirm,authoritativeand

eveninmyshockedstateIfindmyfeetfollowing

himmeeklytothecar.

Fromthecornerofmyeye,Iwatchasthegirlsgive



medirtylooksandsomeevenhavetheaudacityto

givemeamiddlefinger.Themanopenstheback

doorformeandIhavetimetodotehismanners.

ButbeforeIgetinthecar,Itakeaquickfinalglance

atMonicaandSavbecausesomethingwithinme

tellsthatthismaysomehowbethelastIseethem.

SavgivesmeasmugsmilewhileMonicashowsa

concernedexpression;IwaveatthemasI

nervouslygetinthecar.

IalmostscreamwhenIrealisethatI'mnotalonein

theback.Anothermanissittingwitharmsfolded,

glancingtohiswindow,ascowlmarringhisface.

HesighsinwardlybeforeheturnstomeandIfind

mybreathhitchonceheturns.

Thefirstthingthatregistersishowgoodlooking

andyoungheis.Goodlookingisanunderstatement.

Themanmustbeasexmodelorsomething.Hehas

floppychestnutbrownhairagainsthisforehead



whichisalmostcoveringhiseyes.Inthedark,I

can'ttellthecolourofhiseyesbuttheyaresleek

againsthislonglashes,theysparklealittle.

HisfaceisthemosthandsomefaceI'veseen.His

jawissturdy,containingalittlestubbleinwhichI

hadasuddenurgetorunmyfingersonhisjaw,just

toknowhowthetexturewillfeelagainstmyhand.

Ifeelmyselfheatingupalittle,Iamgettingway

aheadofmyself.Thismanisastranger,astrangerI

knowwhatIhavetodojusttogethismoney.I

quicklyassessthatheiswearingagreysuitwitha

whitelinelshirt,afewbuttonsopenedtorevealhis

chest.

"Hello,"Hesays,hisvoiceadeepslurrytone.

Iblushquickly,onlythankfulthatit'sdark.Inod

meeklyathim.



"What'syourname?"heasksme.

Andforabriefsecond,Iwonderifthat'showit

worked.Don'ttheyusuallyjusttakeyoutotheir

houseorhotel,dothedeedandgetoverit,money

paidafter,noexchangeofcontactwhatsoever?

"Um...Leyla,LeylaLevy..."myvoicecomesout

croaky,barelyaudible.

"NicetomeetyouLeyla,LeylaLevy,I'mJeremy

Lawson"Hesmirksatme,takingouthishand.

Ishelaughingatme?Iwonder,mesmerisedbyhis

condescendingsmirk.Istareathishandfora

momentbeforeIrealizethatIhavetoshakeit.I

eventuallydobutthenIhavetogaspagain.



Hishandsaresoftbuthisgripisveryfirmanda

sparkofelectricityshootsupmyhand,ricocheting

throughmybonesandIquicklybreakthecontact

asifI'vebeenburned.

Iwatchashefrowns,hismouthformingan"O"and

Iwonderifhefeltittoo.However,hesoonchanges

hisexpressiontoonecontainingasmirkandwary

amusement.

"Um..."Ishiftinmyseatuncomfortable.

"Doyoumindifwegonow?Idon'tknowhowthese

thingsusuallywork,"Hefrownsmomentarilybefore

hidingitwithachuckle.

Inod,notsurewhattosay.Idon'tknowhowthese

thingsusuallyworkeither.



"Good...Hails,tothehotel,"Heordersthemanwho

cametome,andIrealizethatheishisdriver.

"Yessir,"Hailsanswerswithaclippedtone.

Andhedrivesusawayfromthestreetsandoutof

town.

Thejourneyisquietandawkwardandeachofus

seemstolackanythingtosaytooneanotherbutI

can'tblamethesituation.Imean,whatdoyousay

tothemanyou'reabouttosleepwithformoney?

Inyourcase,loseyourvirginityto.Myconscience

decidesthismomenttomakeherpresenceknown.

Isighinwardly.WhatamIdoing?

DoIreallywantmyfirsttobewithastranger,well

nowahandsomestranger,Iknownexttonone



about,andworseheismeanttogivememoney

afterwards?

HowdidIreallycometothis?Isn'tthereanyother

options?No,notreally,thereisn't.Forthepast

months,I'vebeenturneddownbysomanyjobs,

evenalocalrestaurantaswaitresscouldn'teven

takeme.

Therentispilingupandtheladythattookmeinis

becomingverypersistentabouthermoneyandso

I'mledtothis...thisdisgustingfate.Whyohwhydid

mylifehavetosuckthisbad?

No,suckitupLeyla,now'snotthetimetowallowin

self-pity.Itellmyself.



Tobecontinued...

Thisepisodewasstartedwith"don'tjudge."Not

everyonechoosetheirpathoflife...Somedon't

haveanychoice.

Sorryforthelateupdateguys,myphoneishaving

someissues

WhatdoyouthinkaboutLeyla'sjob?

Like,commentandsharetounlockepisodetwo.

Please
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"We'rehere,"JeremytouchesmyshoulderandI

almostflinchatthecontact.Suddenlyfeargripsmy

heart.Thisishappening,thereisnogoingbacknow,

it'sinevitable.

Well,heregoesnothing.ItellmyselfasHailsopens

thedoorforme.Igetouttakingafewdeepbreaths



beforeIfollowJeremytotheentrance.

Theminutewestepinsidetheelitehotelintothe

reception,Igaspatthebeautyandrichnessofthe

hotel.AndIknowdeepinsidethatitmustbe

expensivetoafford,againthistellsmethatJeremy

mustbeonerichsonofabastard.Iwondered

brieflywetherhewassomesortofcelebrityor

something.

NoLeyla,don'tyoudarestartwonderingabouthim,

he'sledyouhereforanotherthingandonething

only.

Thewomaninthereceptionfluttershereyesathim

brieflyandIcantellthatI'mnottheonlyonethat

findshimveryattractive.Istaybackashetalks

brieflytoherandthenhecomestomeandleads

metotheelevator.Iglancebrieflyatthe

receptionistandshegivesmeaflatsmile,Iturnmy

gazeimmediatelyaway.



Afterwaitingforafewmomentstheelevatorpings

asthedooropensandwestepinside.Forone

fleetingmoment,Iwonderaboutwherehisdriver

wenttobutmywonderingsoonfleesasthe

elavatordoorclosesandIrealisethatnooneelse

hasgotteninbutus.Oncethedoorshuts,wesoon

thendriftupwards.

Suddenly,Ifindmyselfgaspingattheatmosphere

thathasshiftedbetweenus.It'sasifanelectricpull

isdrawingmeclosertowardshim.TheminuteI

stareupathimiswhenIfinallymakeoutthecolour

ofhiseyesagainstthosedeeplashes.Theyare

grayishblueandIhavetotakeanothersharpintake

ofbreathashegazesdownatmeinthismostsexy

heatedlookI'veeverbeengivenbyaman.His

pupilsaredilatedslightlyandhiseyesbroodadark

look,alookthataffectsmeinawayI'veneverfelt

before.



Mybreathingbecomesahotpantymessandwhile

theelevatortravelsup,Ifindthatweare

unconsciouslymovingcloserandclosertoeach

other.IthappensbeforeI'mawareofit.

HestalksatmeandsuddenlyI'mpushedagainst

thewall,hiseyestravelgreedilybutleisurelyfrom

thesolesofmyfeetuptomybulgingeyes.Soon

enoughhishandshasfoundawaytomyfaceand

hegripsmehard,pullingmyheadbacksoIcan

lookstraightatuphim.Heinchescloser,our

breathsmingletogether,but,beforehislipscan

touchmine,theelevatorpingstoastop.

I'mpantingasifI'veranamarathonwhileJeremy

pullsmeoutoftheelevatorinaquickmotion.He

dragsmetohispenthousesuiteandIhavenotime

tocollectthedoornumberbeforeI'mhauledinto

hisroom.

Inside,theroomisspacious.Icountaboutfour



doorsacrossalongchandeliercoatedcorridor.It

wasasifwasmoreofanapartmentratherthana

hotelsuite.

However,assoonasweareinsideandbeforeI

couldassessmysurroundingsJeremyhasleadme

tohisbedroom."Let'sfinishoffwherewe'vestarted,

shallwe?"Hesayshuskily.

HisvoiceseemstobecallingmylibidobutbeforeI

canrespond,Jeremyhastakenmeinhisarms.He

givesmeaonefinaldarkheatedlookandsoonhis

lipsdescendsuponmine.

TheyaresoftbutroughagainstmysoftlipsandI

quicklyfindmyselfkissinghimbackwithequally

undulatinglust.Histonguecarassesmylips,

coercingmymouthtoopen.Ilethimtakenoforan

answerashebeginstodeepenthekiss.Thetaste

ofhistongueagainstmineistantalizingandI'm

amazedathowI'menjoyingthefeelofit.



Allmyearlierworriesaboutsleepingwithastranger

soonslideawaytooblivion.I'meagerforhimto

touchme,asifI'vebeencravingforhistouchfor

thepasteighteenyearsofmylife.Againthisisa

raresuddenemotion.

Hedrawsbacksuddenly,leavingmewantingmore

andwearestaringheatedlyateachother,

anticipatingwhattheotherwilldo.Helickshis

lowerlipsandmyeyesmovedowntowatchhis

tongue.Hemovessnakeliketowardsmeashe

unzipsandpullsoffmyjacket.Hissharpintakeof

breathisunmistakableashiseyesrakeallover

whatI'mwearing.

"Wow,you'resosexyinthis,"hisvoiceisa

strangledmoan.

Iflushathiscomment.Hethrowsmyjacket



somewhere--Idon'tknow.Ican'tlookanywhere

elsebuthiseyes.Hemoveshishandstomyarms

veryslowlyleavingtinglysensationsafterhis

fingers.Hethengripsmyneckpullingmeforward

andonceagainhislipscrashwithmine.Hepushes

himselftomesothatIcanfeeltheevidenceofhis

arousalfirmandhardagainstmywaist.

Hestopskissingmetotrailkissestomyneckdown

tomycollarbone,atthesametimehishandstravel

tomyfullperkybreasts,hegripsthemhardagainst

mycorsetandIalmostcryoutattheunfamiliar

touch.

Hishandsroamstomybacktoundomycorsetvery

slowly.I'mbecomingincreasinglyawareofhow

moistI'mgettingbetweenmythighs.Oncehe's

finished,hepullsawaythecorset,roughly,leaving

mebareandexposed.Ifighttheurgetowrapmy

handsaroundmyselfsothatIcancovermy

nakedness.Hegaspsagainashiseyesogleonmy



breast.

"Youbreastsarebeautiful,Leyla.Sofullandperky,"

Hesayshuskily,almosthungrilyashetakesthem

intoacupandthenhesqueezesthemsoftly.His

thumbandforefingerpinchatmynipplesandIleta

loudembarrassinggroanofpleasure.

Oh.My.Wo-esh.Ican'tevenformaproperthought.

Hekissesmeoncemore,hishandsneverleaving

mybreastashepushesmelightlyontothebed.I

liedownflatandlimpnotsurewhattodoashe

trailskissesfromnecktothatonespotthatmakes

mesquirm.Hismouthisatmybreasts,histongue

lappingmynipplesandIgaspfeelingthesensation

travellingallthewaydownthere,betweenmy

thighs.

Hisotherhandplayswithmybreastashesuckand



tease.I'msquirmingandgettinghotinallthesenew

placesthatI'veneverknownIcouldgetthishot.I

havetoadmitthatitfeelsquitegoodbutanother

sanepartofmybrain,thatismyconsciencehasto

remindmethatIamgoingtolosemyvirginitytoa

completestrangerandI'm...enjoyingit?

SurelythisisasignorabeginningofhowIwillbe

seenasawhore.ThetitleI'mdespondentlybringing

myselfdownto.However,Iquicklyoverridethat

partawaytoletmemyselfenjoythisonetrue

momentofbliss.

Mybloodisrunningwildandhislipsaretravelling

downtomystomach,lappingandsuckingatmy

abdomen.Hishandtrailsovermythighs,parting

mylegs.Hisfingersfindthelaceofmypantiesand

heeffectivelycupsme,makingmegaspinshock.

Whatwillhedo?Iaskmyselfinanticipation.



HerubshisfingersonmethroughthelaceandI

squirmuncomfortably,atthesametimeenjoying

theunexpectedfeeling.Myinsidesareliquidating

evenmorefromhistouchanditssuchadisarming

feeling.

"Sohowdoyoulikeit?"Heasks,panting."You've

barelytouchedme."

"Likewhat?"I'msurprisedI'vefoundmyvoice.

Hestopsthekissingmytolookupatme."What

else?"Hefrowns.

"Oh...Um...Idon'tknow,"Iwhisper.

"Whatdoyoumeanyoudon'tknow?Doyoujust

allowthemfúckyouintheirpaces?"Hesounds



angry.

"Um...Idon't..."Istruggletofindtherightwords.

"I'veneverdoneit."

Suddenlyhelaughs,"Funny,isthatwhatyouuseto

getthemexcited?"

Ihavenoideawhyheislaughingandwhathe

meansbythat,"Um..."Isay.

Heglaresatme,"You'rejokingright?"

IswallowthefearasItentativelyshakemyhead.

"Wait.Youareavirgin!?"Hiswordssplutteroutin

disbelief.



Tobecontinued...

Avirginprostitute?!.

WhatwouldbeJeremy'sreaction?

Findoutinepisodethree
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HemovesfarawaytotheedgeofthebedandI

watchdumbfoundedasherunsbothhishands

throughhisunrulychestnutbrownhair.

Ipullmyselfupintoasittingpositionleaningmy

backagainstthebedwall,myheartstillracingwild

fromtheallhormonesinmyblood.Iwrapmyarms

aroundmybodytocovermyexposedself,wishingI

cansomehowpullthecoversovermeandhidein

shame.

"Areyouserious?"Hestaresscepticallyatme.



Inod,afraidtomeethiseyes.Heremainssilentfor

awhileandIlookuptogaugehisreaction.

"Go.Getout.Now!"Heorders,hisvoicecoldand

calculatedashescowlsatme.

SuddenlyIt'sasifmyworldhascomecrushing

downonmelikeabucketoficewater.ThehopeI

hadbeforeshattersintoamillionpieces.

"What....No,please,"Istandup,notcaringwhether

I'mhalfnakedornot.Ican'tquitefightthetearsthat

arenowthreateningtoovercomeme.

"Getthefuckoutofmyroom,"Hehasn'tmoved

fromhisfrozenstanceandthelookhegivesmeis

ofdisgustandregret.



"Please,don'tdothis;I'mbeggingyouIcan'tgo

backthere,please,"Ibeg.

Hecockshisheadtoanotherside,givingmehis

coldsmirkthatdoesn'tquitereachhiseyes."Idon't

giveafuck.Getoutandgofindsomeotherfucker

togetyourfilthyhandstoandfillthemwithyour

fuckinglies,"Hesayscoldly.

Allthehairsinmybodystandasacoldshiverruns

throughmybody."I'mnotlying,"myvoiceisa

whisper.

That'sit,myonlyLuck.Gone.ButwhatdidIexpect?

HimtofallatmyfeetandjustlovemebecauseI'm

avirgin?No,thisisn'tlikeonefairytaledreamstory.

No,thisisrealityandthisrealityisjusttoocoldand

cruel.

"Youarestillhere?"Suddenlyhemoves,grabbing



myhandtightlyhisnailsdiggingonmyskin.His

strengthissurprisingwhenhepullsmeawayfrom

hisroom,grabbingmycoatandmycorset,shoving

meawayfromthehallwaytothefrontdoorandout

ofit.

BeforeIhavetimetoprocessanyofwhat's

happening,thedoorisshutagainstmyface.When

finallytherealityofwhathashappenedhitsme,Ilet

aninvoluntarilysob,thetearspricklingatmyeyes.I

can'tbelievehehasthrownmeout...butatthe

sametimeIcan.

AndhereIamthinkingthere'dbeensomething

moretothatmomentweshared,somethingmoreto

thatthepassionIfeltfromhiskisses.No,Leyla,

stop.Itellmyself.Ishouldbegladthathe'sthrown

meout;itmeansthatIcankeepmyvirginity.

Isnort.Forthatonefleetingmomentinthethroes

ofpassion,Ihadwantedhimtobetheonethattook



it.NeverinmylifehaveIeverfeltlikethatfor

anyoneandnotjustanyonebutastranger?Andnot

justastrangerbutJeremyLawson,myhandsome

stranger.

My?Ihadtomentallyslapmyself.Theguyhasjust

kickedmeoutofhispresenceandI'mreferringhim

asmine.Hedoesn'tbelongtome,hellhedoesn't

evenwantme.ButIcan'thelpbuttohavereacted

tothewayhekissedme,histouches...eventhenI

wasreadytopourmyheartandsoultohim.

NowwhatamIgoingtodo?Yes,realityistrulycold

andcruel.I'vebeensocaughtupintheshockthat

JeremyhasthrownmeoutthatIhaven'trealised

I'mstillstaringblanklyathiscloseddoor,stillhalf

naked.

IinstantlysnapbacktorealityasItakeinmy

surrounding.Andquicklybeforeanyonesees,Iput

onmycorset,notbotheringtogothroughthetime



oftyingit.Idrapeonmycoatandsteponmyblack

stilettoboots.Thentakingonefinallastlookatthe

door,Iturnaway.WipeawayyourtearsLeylaand

moveon,Itellmyself.

Thereisnotimeforcrying,thewomanneedsher

moneyandIhavetofindawaytogetit.Ifeelcold

anddisgustedatmyselfasIthinkaboutgoingback

tothatdarkstreetwheretherestofthegirlswhere.

ThatmeansIhavetosleepwithanotherstranger

andI'msureashellthattherestaren'tas

handsomeandcharmingasJeremy.Ihavenosuch

lucktofindsomeonelikehimagain.

ButIhaven'tachoice.AsI'vementioneditbefore,

theoddsandluckareneverinmyfavour,this

preciouseventhasjustprovedhowunluckyIam.

Butthere'snotimeforself-pitying,noIhavetoget

ridofthesethoughtsandfeelingsforJeremy

Lawson,heisthepastnow.I'malmostluckyto



havehadthatopportunitytoknowhimandalmost

sexually.

IpressthebuttonfortheelevatorandthenIwait,

foldingmyhandsaroundmybody.Ihavenoclue

whereIwillgoafterthis.Ican'tbeargoingbackto

thatwoman'sapartment.

IknowtheminuteI'llstepintoherapartmentsheis

goingtoscoldmeabouthermoneyandrightnowI

feelsolowthatherscoldingwouldsurelybreakme.

Sono,goingbacktherewithoutatleastacentis

outofquestion.

Steps,Leyla,takesteps,Itellmyself.Rightnow

you'rewaitingfortheelevator.Afteryouwillgetinto

it,andthenyouwalkoutofthehotelandtherest

wouldfollow.ItisatthesetimesthatI'mgladfor

conscience.



Theelevatorpingsandopens.Amiddleagedman

inatailorsuitstandsalone;hegivesmeasmall

smileasIstepintotheelevator.Igivethebest

smileIcouldmusterathim.

"Goingdown?"Heasks.

Inod.

Themusicintheelevatorissoothingandit

distractsmefrommywaywardthoughts.

Astheelevatordoorcloses,sodoesmyheart.

GoodbyeJeremyLawson,Isightomyself.

Suddenly,ahandpopsintostopthedoorfrom

closingandtheelavatorobligesandopens.My

heartalmostskipsabeatatthesightofJeremy,

lookingflusteredandabitangryashisgrayishblue



eyesfindmyown.

"I'msorry,"hesaystomeandthengrabbingmy

handhepullsmeoutoftheelevator.

Icanonlywatchinsurpriseandshockashegives

themanontheelevatoran

apologeticnodandthengraspingmyhandwarmly

hepullsmetohispentsuite,onceagain.

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

Tobecontinued...

Whatdoyouthinkishappening?.



Happyweekend,guys

Don'tforgettolikeandcommentbeforeleaving

[03/07,07:30] :Warning!!!Thischaptermight

containscenesyoudon'tlike;Readatyourownrisk.
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ThedoorclosesbehindmeandIturnaround

nervouslytogaugehisreaction.Heleansagainst

thedoor,staringheatedlyandatthesametime

impassivelydownatme.

"Tellme,howareyouavirgin?"Heasks.

I'msurprisedbyhisquestion,ofallthingshecan

saytome,thisiswhathechooses.Notevenan

explanationtowhyhelashedoutatme.Ishrugat



him,staringupathisintensiveeyes.

"Butyou'reawhore?"Hegrowlsangrily,makingme

lookupathimbrieflybeforeIturnmygazeaway,

"Aren'tyou?"Heasksasheseesmyreaction.

Aftereverythinghe'sputmethrough,hestill

managestobeangrytome.Ican'tquiteblamehim,

heseesmeaswhorebecausehepickedmeupina

"whorestation".

"Todayismyfirsttime,"Itellhim,myvoicea

whisper.Ugh,Ihatedhowmyvoicesoundedright

now.

"Yourfirstt-time,"hisvoicecracksinuttershock.

Suddenlyhe'srunninghishandsfranticallythrough

hishairashescowlsatme.Whatishestillangryat

mefor?



"So,what?Youjustthoughtyou'dloseyourvirginity

asaprostitute?"Hefrownsatme.

Ishrug,intimidatedbyhisanger.

"Youarenotserious!"Helooksatmeindisbelief.

"Butwhy?"There'straceofcuriosityinhisvoice.

"Idon'thaveachoice,"Isayfaintly,catchinghis

grayishblueeyeswhicharenowmoregrayandI

wonderifit'sduetothefactthatheisangryorthe

duetothedimlightningoftheroom.

"Everyonehasachoice,Leyla,"hesays,calmernow.

Ishakemyhead,"Notme,"Iwhisper.

Hecockshisheadtooneside,regardingmeandhe



frownsslightlybuthisfrownisnotaimedatme

anymore.

"Howoldareyou?"Heasks,tensingupalittleashe

waitsformyanswer.

AthoughttellsmeIshouldlietohim,givingthathe

hasalreadythrownmeoutbefore.Butthenagain

honestyisbestformofdevelopingtrust.

"Eighteen,"Itellhim,anxiouslywaitingforanother

hissingfit.

Hebreathesoutasighofrelief.Hispreviousanger

seemstohavesomehowfled.

"Tellme,whydoyouthinkyouhavenochoice?"He

asks,hisvoicesofterashemovesclosertome

untilIfeelhisbodyheatradiatingandwaftingover



me.I'mstruckinthisproximity,breathless.

Helooksdownatmebutthefrownhaslefthisface.

Itisreplacedbycuriosity.Theblueofhiseyes

envelopethegrayandthisanswersmyearlier

speculatingthathiseyesturnfullygraywhenever

he'sangry.

Thisisit,I'mcompelledtotellhimnowandsoI

beginby,"Mylifeisamess--"

Hesnorts,"Everyone'slifeisamess."Hemoves

closertomeandImovebackwards,afraidofhis

closeness.

"Atleastnotasbadasmine,"Isay.

"Well,Idoubtit,"heshrugs,takingastepforward,

makingmetakeastepbackuntilmybackis



againstthewall.

"Youdidn'tletmefinish,"Myvoicecomesouthusky,

affectedbyhismasculinity.

"Please,continue."Hegestureswithhishandbefore

pinninghishandsonwall,makingmesquirmashis

eyesbroodthatdarklookthatignitesmyinsides.I

tryclearingmythroatasIbegin.

"Ineverknewmyparents.Thewomanwhogave

birthtome,dumpedmeonthenearestfosterhome

theminuteIwasborn.That'swhereIspentmy

childhood..."Itakeadeepbreath.

IcannotbelieveI'mgoingtotellastrangerthis,not

justanystrangerbutahandsomestrangerwhom

I'vecomethisclosetonearlysleepingwithfor

moneybutthentohavehimthrowmeoutofhis

hotelroombecausesomehowhedidn'tlikefact



thatI'mavirgin.Butthewayhestaresatme,witha

frownnowonhisface--notaimedatmeforonce--

encouragesmetogoon.

"...Littledidsheknowthefosterhomewasafraud.

Therewasareasonwhynobodygotadopted.The

manwhoownedtheplacewasafraud,"Igaspas

heinchesclosertomehisnosealmosthittingmine.

Ihesitate,almostforgettingwhatI'mtalkingabout,

"Um...heneverallowedthechildrentobeadopted.

Heonlykeptusforhissolitaryconfinement,he

mistreatedus,"Igaspagainbutthistime,it's

forloneasIremembertheloss,thecries,the

beatings.Ishiverinvoluntarily.

Jeremyfinallyshiftsawayfromme,givingme

spacetobreathe.Icatchagenuineconcernonhis

face,"Leyla?"



Ibreatheout."Youwantedtoknow--"

"Youdon'thaveto,"hecutsme,takingbothofmy

hands.

Ishakemyhead,lookingathiminconfusion.Why

thesuddenchangeoftrack,Ithoughthewantedto

know."I'vealreadystarted..."Isayindefence.

Henodsformetocontinue.

"Sothat'swhereIspenttwelveyearsofmylife.Only

schoolwasmyescape.Sometimesitgotapoint

thattheteachershadtoforcemetoleavethe

schoolgrounds,"Iblinkthetearsthatwerenow

forcingtheirwaytoreleasethemselves.

"BythetimeHighSchoolcame,Iwasamess,the

pressureofgettinggoodgradesunderthestressof



beingbulliedbymyfellowcontemporariesaswell

ashavingnohome...well,itgottome.Butinthe

endImadeitthrough.Iendedupwithdecent

grades.But,thefactstillremainedthatIwas

homeless.ItmeantthatIwasdeprivedofgettinga

job,goingtocollegeandhavingtheseopportunities

tochangemylife.Iwasabeggar.Iwasforcedto

visitcharityshopsandaskforasleepingplace,but

whocouldtrustastreetgirl?Noone."

IlookuptoseeifhewasstilllisteningandIalmost

gaspattheintensityofhisgaze.Theblueofhis

eyesgleamwithaconcernmixedwithawe.

"I'msorry,"hisvoiceisbarelyaudibleandheclears

histhroat.

"No,Idon'twantyourpity,"Iwhisperinaudibly.

Hepresseshislipstogether,frowning."So,nowyou



wanttobecomeaprostitute?"Heretorts.

"WellIhavenochoicebutto."Ishrug,frowningat

himslightly.

Helooksatmewarilybuttheintensityofhisgaze

makesmesquirmuncomfortably.It'sremindingme

ofhowhistouchfeltagainstmybody,hislips

againstmine.Hemovescloseragain,hishands

piningonthewalloneithersideofmyface,

trappingmeasheleansdown.

"Youknow,I'mstilltryingtofigureouthowagirllike

youisavirgin."Hesayshuskily,hisbodysocloseI

couldfeelmybreathminglingwithhis.

Awarmshiverrunsthroughmybody,makingthe

hairsonmyskinstand.



"Agirllikeme?"Ihavetoaskthis.

"Yesyou.You'retoobeautiful,whyhasn'tanyboy

takenadvantage?"Heasksrhetorically.

Igaspinshock;didhejustcallmebeautiful?

"I'mnotbeautiful,I'mtrash,"Imumbleincoherently.

Heshakeshishead,closinghiseyesashebreathes

out,"Youhavenoidea,doyou?"

"Aboutwh--"

Hislipssmasheswithmine,completelycuttingme

off.I'mstillprocessingwhatishappeningbeforeI

findmyselfunexpectedlyrespondingtohiskiss.My

handsfindtheirwaytohishairandtheyfistonhim,



pullinghimclosertowardme.

Theearliersparkthatdevelopedbetweenusbefore

returnsandthistimeitboilswithanewintensity

thatwhenwestopstocatchourbreaths,myheart

isbeatingsofastIthinkit'sgoingtogrindthrough

myribs.

Wepantthesamebreathaswestareateachother.

Myhandsarestillonhisneckandhairandhis

handsgripmyface.Thatdarkheatedlookonhis

eyespullsmetohim,makingmegriphimtighter,

pullinghimdowntoakissandhegroansinhis

throat,thesoundsosexy.

Ourkissdeepensoncehistonguecoilswithmine,

wetasteoneanother.Hemovesoneofhishandsto

myneckastheotherimpalesonmyback,

effectivelypullingmeclosertohim.Thefire

betweenusburnstoathousanddegrees,each

flickerignitingmybody,shakingitandwakingitup



fromwhereverit'sbeen.

Heslamsmetothewallsuddenlyandbeginsthe

processofrippingmyjacketnewcorsetaway.He

kissesmyjaw,trailingsoftnipsallthewaytomy

neckandcollarbone.Oneofhishandstakeshold

ofmythighandwrapsinaroundhiswaistandI

gaspinpleasureasIfeelhispressingarousal

hittingthespotbetweenmylegs.

Myhandsyankonhishairandhismouthleisurely

movesdowntoteasemynipples,sendingheat

downbelowthatmakesmeevenmorewetwith

need.

Stillteasingme,hesuddenlykneelsdownandruns

hisnosefrommylengthofmykneeallthewayto

theapexofmythigh.It'ssohotthatItiltmyhips

forwardgivinghimaccess.



"Yousmellamazing."Hesaysashelooksupatme

withhisheatedeyes.Igapeathim,droolalmost

convulsinginmymouth.

Withouttakinghiseyesoffme,heslowlypullsoff

mylacepantiesdownmylegs.Hisfingerstrailing

overmyskin,leavingitboilingwithheat.Hegetsup

suddenly,takingmyfaceinhishandsandhekisses

meshamelesslyandrecklessly.

Wemovewithoutmebeingawareofituntilwefind

ourselvesinhisbedroom.Hestopsonceweareat

therearofhisbed.Hishandstiltmyfacetomeet

his."Doyouwantthis?"Heasks,hiseyesgleaming

underthedimlight.

Butterfliesandothersensationchurninmy

stomachasInodfurtivelyathim.Hekissesme

again,movinghislipstobitemyearlobeandthat

resultinmymoaningcry.



"Areyousure?"Heasksagain,runninghishand

downmybacksendingatrailofshiversalongmy

spine.

"Yes."Ialmostyellathim.

Ifeelhissmileonmyneckbeforehemovesaway

tolookatme;hisgrayishblueeyesarenowadeep

bluecolourthatpenetratesthroughme.I'mquite

suremyfaceemitshuesofthetomatored.Slowly,

hepullshisshirtofoverhisheadandIstareathis

perfectabdominalmuscles.Iswallowdeeply;he

hasthesexiestbodyever.

Hepullstheduvetoffthebedandthenhepushes

meslowlyonit.Hekneelsoverme,partingmylegs

sothathe'sinbetweenthem.Hiseyesneverleave

mine.



Hishandscupmybreastsandhelicksandtrail

nipsandkissesfrommyribsallthewaytodownto

mynavel.Ileanonmyelbows,mymouthhanging

outtoseewhathe'sdoing.

Hismouthmovesdangerouslyclosetothatflesh

betweenmylegsandoncehisclaimsme,Icryout

inpleasure,myelbowsshakingvigorously.

Ifeelhistonguetoyingandplayingwithmeandit's

suchweirdbuttantalizingsensation,Iclosemy

eyestoabsorballthepleasurechurningdeepwithin.

"Please,"Icryoutbutheshowsnomercy.He

continueshisonslaughtoflickingandtastingme

whilstbothofhishandscupmybreasts,squeezing

androllinghisthumbsonmynipples.Mybody

bowsashisteethgrazeonmyclitoris.

Thelowerpartofmybodybeginstightening,



tremblingandreaching...towhere?Ihaven'taclue

butmymindhasgivenuptoformcoherent

thoughts.Mybodyisaslavetohismouth.

Herollshistongueoncemoreandthat'sit...my

bodybowsoffthebedasIshatterintothemost

heartwrenchingorgasm,callingouthisname

incoherentlyintheprocess.

Myheart,mind,bodyandsoulareinseventh

heaven,oblivioustowhat'shappeningatthesame

timetryingtograspreality.AsIslowlybecome

awareofmysurroundings,myeyesopentofind

Jeremy'sstaringinwonderatme.I'mquitesure

thatmyexpressionisthesame.Heliesnakednext

tomeandmyeyestraveleagerlytostudyhisbody.

Imarvelatthelengthofhiserection.

Hemoves,suddenly,hoveringovermeashe

reachesouttotheothersideofthebedwherethe

draweris.Hereturnstohiskneelingpositionwitha



foilpacketonhishands.Hetearsitopenandpulls

thethelatexonhiserection.IknowI'mstaringbutI

can'thelpit.

I'mwonderingexactlyhowhewillfitinsidemebut

mythoughtsarecutshortwhenheleansdownon

hiselbows,hisfaceinchesfromme.Myheart

respondstohisproximity,beatingtentimesasfast.

"Areyousureyouwantthis?"Heasksagain,his

voicesohuskyandsosexythatIcanonlynod.

Withfinalcomfirmation,heslamsintomyentrance

sopainfullythatIcryout.Thatpainsoondullsinto

obliviononcehestopsmoving.

"Areyouokay?"Heasks,concerned,buthisvoice

soonhissesintoacurseasItrymovingunderhim.



Iswallowdeeply.I'mtrytoadjusttothealienfeelof

himinsideme.Ittakesawhiletogetmybearings

butonceI'maccustomedtothefeelofhim,Itiltmy

pelvisuptomeethim.

Hecursesagainandtakesthatasacuetomove.

Hethrustslowlyinsidemeandyetitstillhurts.My

cryisamuffleasIbitethebackofmyhand.He

pullsoutagainandthenthistimehethrustharder

inmethatIcryindistress.

"Sorry...It'sjustthatyoufeelsotight!"Hehisses,

kissingmymouth.Somehow,Iforgetthepain.

Hemovesagainandagain,takingmeinhisown

pacebutthistimedesireforthismanunfurlswithin,

Istartmovingwithhim.Iknowheistakingmy

innocenceawaybutIfeellikehe'stakingmymind,

bodyandsoultoanotherlevel.It'sanew

unexploredplacethatonlyconsistofme,himand

ourpassion.Theheatbetweenusissostrongit



meltsallmyinsecurities.It'sjustusboilingtogether.

Ourendlesspantsmatcheachotheraswekiss,

touch,moveandfeel.I'moverwhelmedbyitall.In

eachthrustismycryoutofpleasureanditgoeson

andonuntilIfeelthefamiliartighteningand

buildingagain.Thetighteningofmyinsidesonly

tellsmethatmyorgasmisnear.

Hemovesfasterandharderwhisperingoutwords

ofseductionthatwhenhetellsmetoexplodefor

him.Ido.Ireachmyclimaxagain,callingouthis

nameinagobbledwhisperonmylips.

Hethrustintomeonceortwiceasheclimaxesafter,

hisbreathhissingashispourshimselfinsideme.

Hethenfallsbesidemewithhisheadonmyneck.

Hekissesmeforafinaltime,holdingmeclose

beforepullingoutofme.



Ilayontopofhimenergydrained,myeyes

flutteringtosleepbutbeforeIcanfinallysuccumb

tounconsciousnesstheonlythoughtthatoccupies

mymindisthat;Ifsexisthisgood,thenIcannow

understandwhymenpayforitandwhywomen

offerthemselveswillingly.

Whatdoyouthink,guys?

ShouldIcontinuethestoryornot?

Dropyourcommentsanddon'tforgettolikeand

share,please
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Themorninglightintheroomcoaxesmefrommy

sleep.IgroaninfrustrationasIlosewhatIwas

dreamingabout.



Slowly,myeyesflutteropenandassoonastheydo,

theeventsoflastnightbombardmybrain.Ismile

mischievously.Itossandturntotheotherside,

stretchingmybodyandIregisterthesorenessof

innermuscles.It'suncomfortablebutremembering

howitfeltyesterday,astupidhugegrinspreads

acrossmyface.

Igetupintoasittingposition,realisingthat

Jeremy'snotinbed.Frowningtomyself,Ilook

aroundhisroom.Nowthatit'sdaylight,Ifinally

havethechancetostudyhishotelroom.

Hisclothesmixedwithmyjacketandcorsetscatter

onthefloor.TherestofthestuffIassumearehotel

property.There'samassiveflatscreenTVjust

abovethewallandafewlonepaintingsdecorating

thewall.Otherthanthese,theroomiscompletely

empty,exceptmaybeforthiskingsizedbedthat

takesalmostthewholeroom.Inoticethatthere's

anotherdoor,whichIassumeleadstothe



bathroom.

IsmilemischievouslyasIrubasoremuscleonmy

shoulderandthenwrappingthesheetsaroundmy

body,Iswiftlygetoutofthebed,headingforthe

doorinsearchforhim.Ihaltinmytracks,however,

asIhearfaintvoicescomingfromtheotherroom.

ImakeoutJeremy'svoiceandanotherwhichissoft,

squeakyandladylike.TiptoeingtothedoorIpress

myearagainstthedoortomakeouttheir

conversation.

"Whatdoyouwant,Cassie?"IhearJeremy'sstern

voice,coldandcalculated,makingmerecallhowhe

usedthesametonewithmebeforehethrewmeout.

"Baby,youleftsosudden,"Thewomancriesand

somehowIimagineherpoutingasshesaysthis.



Baby?Whoisthiswoman?

"There'snosurprisethere,isthere?"

"Jer,IsaidIwassorry."

Jer?Okaysotheyknoweachotherandbyher

previoususeofendearment'baby'tellsmetheyhad

orbetterstillhavearelationshiptogether.

Suddenly,helaughsasifwhatshehassaidisthe

mosthilariousthinghe'severheard.Thelaugh,

however,isdrippedwithsarcasm.

"Doyouhearyourself?You'retellingmeyouare

sorry?"There'satoneofdisbeliefinhisvoice.

Itgoessilentforalittlewhileuntilshespeaksina



lowvoice,"Itwasanaccident,I--"

"Accident?!"Jeremybellowssuddenly,andscoffs.

"Getout.ItoldyouIdidn'twanttoseeyou."

"Jer,pleasebaby,itwon'thappenagain,Ineedyou

babyandyouneedme.Iknowyoudo.Iknowthat

behindthatarrogantfaçadeofyours,youloveme,"

Shesays.There'satraceofmanipulationinher

words.

"Cassie,whatyoudidisunforgivable,Idon'tlove

you.Ineverdid.Youprovedtomethatitwas

nothingbutmereinfatuation.Don'tpushme."His

voiceisclippedanditlacksanyemotion.There'sno

angernorremorse,justpureimpassiveness.

There'smomentofsilenceagainbefore,"Whyare

yousuddenlybeingsocallous,Jer?"Isemittedby

thewoman.Hertoneisoneofhurt.



There'snoreplyfromhim.

SuddenlyIhearhersharpintakeofbreath."Areyou

herewithsomeone?"

Noreply.

"Isee."

Noreply.

"Isthisyourpayback?Fine,Iunderstand.Butnow

we'reeven,right?"Icanalmosttracedesperationin

hervoice.

Ifthere'sonethingIhavelearnedfromjusthearing

her,isthatthiswomanisdefinitelyneedy.



"Thisisnofuckingpayback,Cassie."Ihearhis

shoutofanger."Youfúckedupwhenyoudecidedto

fückmybrother.MyfūckingbrotherCassie,for

Christsake,couldn'tyouhaveatleastchosen

someoneelse!"

Ohwow.MyconfusionisrelievedasImakeout

theirstory.Shockregistersinmymind.Sheslept

withhisbrother?Suddenly,Irealizejusthowa

strangerheis,Idon'tevenknowhim.

Andyougavehimyourvirginity.Theinnervoicein

meisfilledwithcontempt.SomehowIdon'teven

regretit,notonebit.

"Jer...please,pleaseI'msosorry.I'lldoanythingto

getyouback.Iloveyousomuchplease."Ican

almosthearthesobcomingoutofhervoice.



"Cassie,ItoldyouIdidn'twanttoseeyouanymore.

We'reover.Moveon,becauseIsureashellhave.

Rememberyou'retheonewhogotyourselfintothis

mess.We'vehadthisconversationbeforeandI

don'tlikerepeatingmyself.Getthefûckoutofmy

hotel."There'snoemotioninhistonewhatsoever.

Thistellsmetwothings:One.He'seitherreally

goodathidinghisemotionsandactinglikehe

doesn'tcare.Two.Heisnotaffectedanddoesn't

care.

ThesecondlatterstingsasIrecallthewayhethrew

meoutyesterday.Hecamebackforyou,remember

hedid!Myinnervoicereasonswithme.

Evenifhedidcomeback,wherewillwegofrom

here?ThefactofthematteristhatIstillsleptwith

himasaprostitute.Hepickedmeupasone.



Nowthequestionis;willhepaymeandthen

disposeofme?Therationalninetypercentpartof

mecouldn'tbeartogobackthereinthosestreetsor

eventothatwoman.However,Iowedher.

Suddenlythelastpartofhissentenceregistersin

mybrain.Shït,heownsthishotel.Againthistells

meagainjusthowstinkingrichhemustbe.Iamso

tornnow,whatifwhatwedidyesterdaywasjusta

onestandtogetoverhisex.WhatwillIdowhenhe

tellsmetogoandgivesmethemoneythathe's

meanttopay?

Icannotbringmyselftothinkoftakinghismoney

now,Ican'tbearthethoughtofit.Itmakesfeellike

trash.Itmakesmefeelcheap.Ohgod,isthishow

it'slike?Isthishowthosegirlsfelteverymorning

after?IsthiswhatMonicawaswarningmeabout?I

questionmyself.

"Whoisshe?!"Cassie'ssuddenburstpullsmeout



ofmydarkthoughts.

ThereishesitationbeforeJeremyspeaks,"Who's

who?"Heasks,confused.

"Themysterygirlthatyouusedtogetbackatme,I

knowshe'sinthere,"AtherwordsIsuddenlyleap

awayfromthedoor,feelingexposedslightlywhich

isridiculousbecauseIknowshecan'tseeme.

Herwordsstingsomewhereinmychest,"Youused

togetbackatme"itrepeatedandrepeatedinmy

head,confirmingmyearlierdarkthoughtsthathe

mightjusthavesleptwithmeforthesakeofgetting

backather,nohardfeelings.

Ohbuttherewerefeelings,atleastformetherewas.

Butthenagain,hemustthinkthatIsleptwithhim

forthereasonIwasbroughthereinthefirstplace.

Hecan'tknowthatnowIdon'twantadimefrom



him.

Sowillyoutellhimthat?Myinnervoiceinterjects.

"Okay,firstofall,therewasnogettingbackatyou,

weareover.Youknowthis.Andsecondofall,whoI

dateorsleepwithnowisnoneofyourfûcking

business,understand?"There'satraceofangerin

hisvoicemakinghislastsentencebecometoo

authorisingandcontrolling.

Mybreathingstopsashiswordssinkinmymind.

Didhejustmentiondating?Doesthatmeanheis

datingme?No,youaren'tdating,dummy.

Iamgettingwayaheadofmyself.Wearejusttwo

strangerswhohappenedtosleepwitheachother,

eachforcompletelydifferentreason.Meforhis

moneyandhimwell,I'mnotsureifitwastonurse

hisheartbreak,getbackatherorwhatever.



Thereisanothermomentofsilencebetweenthem

andafterIhearwhatseemstobesobbing.Cassie

getsreallyhystericalashersobsturninto

downrightwails.

"Ohforfuck'ssake!"Ihearthedisgustmixedwith

angerfromJeremy.

"PleaseJer...I'mreallysorry,I...stillloveyou,it's

you,onlyyou...please,"Thewomanissohysterical

thatIhavetorollmyeyes.

Jeremydoesn'tsayathingandallthatIcanhear

arehersobs.Ittakesaboutfiveminutesuntilshe

composesherselfandhersobbingdiesdown.

"Areyoudone?"There'svenominhisvoice.



IthinkshenodsbecauseIhearhimsay,"Good.

Nowgetthefuckoutofmyhotel,Idon'twanttosee

yourfacenearme,ever,doyouhear.Out.Now,"he

ordersher.

Ihavetoswallowthelumpinmythroat.Thisistoo

familiar,onlyithappenedyesterdaytome.She's

finallygettingthetasteofhiswrathIbet.

"Iamsosorry,"IhearshiftingandIcanpicturehim

shovinghertothedoor.

"Istillloveyou...I'llneverstoplo--"hervoiceiscut

outbythebangofthedoor.

Atthisrate,Ihaven'trealisedhowfastmyheartis

beating.Ihavejustwitnessed,no,eavesdroppedon

themanwhoI'vesleptwith,goingatitwithhisex.

Notonlydidshecheatonhimbutshediditwithhis

brother,hisownbrother.



Thisnewrevelationleavesmeshocked.Itrymy

besttopretendthatit'snoneofmybusinessbut

somehowIwanttomakeitmybusiness.

Idon'tknowifit'sbecauseheismyfirstandsoI

willalwayshaveaconnectionwithhim.However,

thelevelofcareIfeeltowardshimatthismoment

concernedme.

I'vejustknowntheguybarelyaday,Idon'teven

knowmuchabouthimandnowIsuddenlycarefor

him?

.

.

.



TobeContinued...

Whatdoyouthinkisgoingon?

WillJeremyjustpayheroff?

HappySundayguys

Dropyourcommentsandplease,don'tforgettolike

andshare

[03/07,07:31] :DON'THURTME

I'MAVIRGIN

Rated: +



©ILLICTIMAGINATION

EPISODESIX

.

.

.

LEYLA'SPOV

Surelythisissomesortofmistake.Lastnight,Ihad

apurpose,apurposetosleepwithhimformoney,

noattachment,nofeelings,justs*x.Ihadn'tcared

whatitwilllookliketootherpeople.Ihadtodo

whatIhadtodoandnow...



NowIfeelappalledatmyselfasIthinkabout

acceptinghismoney.No,Iwouldn't,couldn't.My

feelingsweretooinvolvednowandifIdoaccept,it

wouldn'tfeelright.Iwouldn'tfeelright.

JustasI'mcontemplatingthis,thedooropensto

revealJeremy.Hestopsinshockasheseesme

standinginthemiddleofhisroom.Ifreezetoo,my

mouthhangingopen,gapingathim.

Inthemorninglight,Icanfinallyseehimproperly.

Hishairisamess,tousledupintoachestnuthaze

andallIcanthinkofisrunningmyhandthroughit.

Hiseyesaremoregreythanbluemaybebecauseof

hisangerfromearlier.Rightnowtheyshowan

elementofsurpriseandIwatchashiseyestravel

greedilydownmybody.Igripthesheetstighter

againstme,suddenlyfeelinganxiousandexposed.

Hiseyesdarkenalittle.



Hisnoseissharpandstraight...perfectandhis

sculpturedlipsagainsthisprominentsharpjaware

allIcanlookataswebothstareateachother.Then

thinkingofwhathislipsdidlastnight,Iflush.

He'swearingaT-shirtwhichclingstohisslender

andyetmuscularbody.Hisabdominalmusclesare

evidentmeaninghemustbegreatatthegym.On

hisbottom,hewearssweatpantswhicharealmost

loseonhiswaist.Helookssoperfect,I'msurprised

he'sherewithme.

"You'refinallyup?"Hegreetsmewitha

mischievoussmirkplayingonhislips.Heknows

thatI'mgawkingandhe'sbeingcockyaboutit.

Infearofhowhoarsemyvoicewillsound,Ireply

himwithanod.

Hecockshisheadtoonesideashestaresme,that



smirkstillonhisfacemakingmyblushreddening

evenmore.Hemovestowardsme,hiseyes

darkeningevenmore.Oncehe'sclose,Ibackaway

towardsthebathroomdoor.Iwinceslightlyatthe

unexpectedsorenessinmygroinfromallthedesire

thatlurchesdownthere.

Hissmirkgrows,"Areyousore?"

Myheadsnapsathimathisunexpectedremark,my

mouthgapingathim.Hehashisallknowingsmile.

HecontinuestostalkmeandIbackaway,tryingto

avoidthewallbecauseIknowIwillbetrapped.To

noavail,mybacksuddenlypinsagainstthatdamn

wall.Jeremytakestheadvantagetogripmyhands,

pullingmeclosertohim.

Oncewearecloseinproximity,Ican'tcontrol

myself.Iknowhowmybodyreactstohistouch

now.Ifeelwarmthofhisbreathashisnose

touchesmine.



Heatwashesovermecompletelyasheenfoldsme

intohisarms,leavingmyhandstomyside.He

pushesmeupuntilI'monmytiptoes.Thenhe

plantsasloppykissonmymouth.

Iknowhisintentionswerejusttoplantapeck,but

assoonasourlipstouch;desirecoursesthrough

mewithspeed,wreckingallmythoughtsintolust.I

findmyhandstravelingtohisface,tohisjawtofeel

thestubbleofbeardthere.Onehandcaresseshis

faceastheotherencampsandfistonhishair.He

moansonhisthroat,thesoundvibratinginmylips,

sendingtinglesofpleasure.

"God,youkissgood,"hesaysthroughmylips.

Ifeelthesheetsslowlylooseningoffmybodyashe

liftsmeupandpositionmeonthewall.Iwrapmy

legsonhiswaist.Ourmouthsarestilllocked



togetherbutwhenhewithdrawsfrommylips

reluctantly,I'mpantingasifI'vejustdoneahundred

lapsacrossafield.

HismouthmovestomyneckandIgroanashenips

andkissthatonespotthatmakesmefeelcrazy.

"Yousmellamazing,Leyla,eveninthemorning,"He

breaths."Idon'tthinkIcanresist,evennow."He

says.

Hiswordsaresoseducing,sosexythatIcan'teven

formathoughtofwhattosayback.

Hegrowlsashishandstraveltomythighs.Hegrips

myass,squeezingtightlytoinitiateacryof

pleasureoutofme.Ifeelhisarousaldiggingupon

innerthigh.



"Jeremy,"IsayandIfeelhissharpintakeofbreathe

nearmysternum.

"Mynamesoundssexyashellcomingfromyour

mouth.Tellme,whatexactlyareyouaredoingme

Leyla?"OurlipslockagainandfromthenonIlose

mytrainofthought.

Imanagetobreakthiskissandhegroanswanting

more.Believeme,sodidI.Buttherewasanissue

weneededtoaddress.

Oneofhishandsholdsmeastheothermovesto

theapexifmythighs.Igaspwhenhisfingersslides

throughmyslit.

"You'resowetalready.Doyouwantmethatbad?"

Helaughs.



Imoanoutloudasherubsslowcirclesinme.I

nearlycombustfromtheforceofhishand.Inearly

givein.

"Jer-Jeremy,s-stop."Istutter.Theconfusionofitall

isIdidn'twanthimtostop.

"Iwon'tstop."Hisvoiceisstrainedinmyneck.I

groanashishandspicksupitspace,rubbingand

palmingmeeventuallyleadingtothatneedto

release.

"Please,"Ibeg,panting."W-weneedtotalk,"Itry.I

reallydobutIcanfeelmybodybowingagainstthe

wall,mypelviscirclingwithhishandasthe

tighteningofmyinnerwallsbecomesunbearable.

"Let'stalklater,rightnowIwanttoseeyou

combust."Ashesaysthis,heslowlyinsertsoneof

hisfingerinsidemeandstartscirclingandstroking



myinnermuscleswhilsthepalmsmyclitto

increasepressure.

MyclimaxreachesbeforeIexpectitto.Iscream

outhisnameandthrowbackagainstthewall.My

eyesclosetightlyasIspiralaroundandaroundon

hisfingers.

WhenIopenmyeyesawhilelater,IfindthatI'm

alreadyonthebed.HowIgotthere,Ihadno

answers.However,Jeremyisbesideme,already

nakedandleaningononeofhiselbowsashisother

handcaressedmycheek.

"Youareincrediblybeautiful,doyouknowthat?"He

whispersashisfaceclosesonmeandhislips

brushagainstmine.Heloomsovermereadyto

takeme.

Churningfireexplodeslikearocketandthistime



thedifferencefromyesterdayisthatI'mprepared.

Heslowlysinksinsideandimmediatelystartsto

move.

********

"Wasthatyourexearlier?"Ifinallygetthequestion

thatI'vebeendreadingtoaskeventhoughIalready

knowtheanswer.

I'mlyingonmyfrontenjoyingthesofttrailof

Jeremy'sfingersagainstmyspine.Heliesbeside

me,onhisside;hisheadonhishandwhileleaning

onhiselbow.Hisotherhandseemstoenjoyplaying

withmyspine,hissoftfingersleavetingleswhich

sendselectricitythroughoutmybody.

Iclosemyeyesandrelax.



Oncemyquestionisout,hishandsstopstrailing

andfreezesinonespot.Iopenmyeyestogauge

hisreaction.Hiseyescloud,hisjawclenches.

"Youheard?"Histonehastakenanosedive;it'snow

drippingwithcold.

Iblush,"Ikindofeavesdropped,"Iadmit.

Hislipstwitchslightlyintoareluctantsmile."Then

youmustknowthatsheis."Hesaysindifferently.

Soundingalittlebitcocky.

Ipressmylipstogether,"I'msorryshecheated,"I

whisper.

"Don't."HetensesandIcantellthatshewasastill

painfulsubjecttohim."It'snotyourfault,anyway

it'sthepast.I'mdonewithher."



Inod,"It'snoneofmybusiness,sorry."

Hesmileslightlyandcaressesmycheek.

After,hecontinueswhereheleftoff.Inthat

momentIforget;IforgethowIjustmethim,Iforget

mysituationandforthatmomentasIlaythereon

hishotelbed,IforgetwhoIam.

Hemovestokissmebehindmyear,trailinghislips

allthewaytothebackofmyneckmakingmemoan

outofpleasure.Oneofhishandmovetomyhipas

theothertakesoneofmybreastandIhearhim

whispernexttomemyearsaying,"Let'sgoagain."

Tobecontinued...



Sooo,whatdoyathink?

Anewcharacterhasbeenintroducedand,whatdo

youthinkofher?

WhatdoyouthinkaboutLeylatoo?

IsJeremyonlylustingoverher,nomutual

feelings?

Happynewweek,guys

Dropyourcommentsanddon'tforgettolikeand

share
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"Leyla,"Ifeelgrazeofhissoftlipsagainstmy

earlobe.Hisvoiceluresmeawayfrommy



daydream.

We'vebeenlyingonthisbedforGodknowshow

long.I'velostcountofhowmanytimesI'velethim

makelovetome,butIcanalmostcountaboutfive

heartshatteringorgasmssofar.I'mexhaustedand

nowhewants...more?

Helaughswhenheseesmyreluctantreaction,his

voiceringingsosweetlyinmyears.Hekissesmy

eyelidsopenandIgroaninannoyance.

"It'salmostonepm,"hewhispersonmyearandhis

knucklestrailmycheekwhilehisotherhandmoves

leisurelydownthecrooksandbumpsofmybody,

leavingtinglesofanticipation.

Istretchmylimbsandhearmyjointscracking

everywhere.Iwince,myinsidesfeelisasifahot

ironispermanentlyetchedthere.Ibecomeacutely



awareofmysurroundingsandwhathehassaid

beginstoregisterinmybrain.

Onepm?

IleapoutofthebedsofastthatInearlyfallface

downonthefloor.Ihissattheunexpectedpain

shootingupinmybones.

IcatchJeremy'seyebrowsdartingupwardsashe

watchesmeinamusement.Hisheadrestonhis

handswhicharefoldedbehindhishead.AllIcando

iswatchhisbicepscontractingandthesmooth

musclesonhischestasthesilkbedsheetsslide

downrevealinghisabdominalmuscles.

Iswallowinstinctively,realizingthatI'mstandingin

themiddleofhisroom,nakedandgawkingathim.

Thisrealizationhasmedartingawayfromhisgaze

insearchofmyjacketwhichisnowaytobefound.



"Icouldwatchyoufumbleallday,Leyla.It'sagreat

showyou'reputtingon."Hepraiseshisview.Iflush

athisremark,instantlydrapingoneofmyarmsover

mybreastsandtheotherovermycrotcharea.

"RememberI'veseenmore,don'tcoverupnow."He

smirksandIthinkmyfaceisthecolourofatomato.

He'ssoimpish,hischarmisirresistible.

"Where'sthebathroom?"Iaskhim,moving

franticallytooneofthedoorsinhisroom.

"Comebacktobed."Heignoresmyquestionand

thatsmirkisinviting,Ialmostcomply.But,Ihaveto

leave.TheoldwomanwillwonderwhereI'matwith

hermoney.Mywholemooddropsatthethoughtof

goingbacktoherwithnomoney.

Jeremyfrownsatmyreactionmomentarilybefore



thatslysmileofhisreturns.

"Iwon'tbite,"hesaysinnocently,hismouthpulls

intoapoutanddesiresparksinsideme.Ithrob

betweenmythighshowever,anindicationthatI

shouldn'tventuretowardthatpath.

IignoretheprotestofthepainIfeelandtry

manoeuvringfromhisimpeccablegaze.Hefollows

me,however,withhisintenseeyes.Thatwrysmirk

ofhisreturningtohisface.

Hesitsup,suddenly,thesheetsonhimsliding

downevenmoretorevealthatsexyVline.Ialmost

combustatthespot.It'soverwhelminghowhecan

affectmebyjusthisgazeandbody.

"Cometobed,please,"hebegsandgivesmethe

cutestpuppydogface.Hisbluishgreyeyes

brimminglargeonhisfaceashislipspouts.



Ohwow.Ipracticallyswoononthespot.Hecanbe

devilishlyadorablewhenhewantedto.SomehowI

yearnedtodiscoverhispersonality.

Iblightmyself,thereisn'tanytimeforwishful

thinking.Soonorlaterthisaffairorwhateveritwas

thatwe'veshared,willcometoanend.Idreadthat

impendingseparation.

Iknowmydevelopingfeelingsforhimweregrowing

andthisscaredme.I'veknownhimonlysexually

andI'mcertainthattohim,ithasallbeenaboutsex.

ImustdepartsoonbeforeIgetdisappointedand

worsegetmyheartinvolvedonlyforittobebroken.

"Ihavetogo,"Itellhim.

"What?!Go?!"Hebellows.Hisscowlmakesmejerk

athisanger.



"Y-Yes,"Istutter,onceagainafraidofhim.

"Gowhere?Ithoughtyousaidyouwereonyour

own."Hefrownsdeeply,thegreyofhiseyes

envelopingtheblue.Hisangersurprisesme.Atthis

rate,hishandsarefistingonthebedsheets,his

musclestautwithtension.

Intimidatedandlostforwords,Iflounder.I'veslept

withthismancountlessoftimesandhestill

managestoshockme.ItmakessensesinceI've

justknownhimforafewhoursandonlysexually.

"Iambymyself,"Ilookawayfromhim,hatinghow

smallmyvoicessounded.

"ButIjusthavetogo,"Isay.Obviously,hecan't

knowthattheonlyreasonIwanttogoistosave

myselffrombeinghurt.



Heissoirresistible--especiallyhowheislicking

hislips,atthismoment--Idon'ttrustmyself

anymore.Oneminutehecanwantmeandthenext,

hemaygettiredofmeanddumpme.I'veheardit

allbeforeandI'veseenitinmovies;thegirlalways

getshurtintheend.

Ineedtocovermyself.Iamsouncomfortablejust

standingtherenaked.

"Why?"Heasksafterawhile.Histoneishesitant

withemotion,asifsomehowwhatI'vesaidmight've

hurthim,thismakesmelookupathim.Histone

confusesme;it'sasifhedoesn'twantmetogo.

Canitbepossible?

No,don'toverthink,Leyla.Hemightwantyounow

butyoudon'tknowhowlongitwilllast.Because

rightnow,IwanthimforaslongasIcangethim.



MaybeIamjustsoeasy,that'swhy.Ihadbeen

easyenoughtohavelethimtakemyvirginity.

Seriously,whereismydignity?Butit'shisfault,him

andhischarmandallthatamazingsexing.

It'shisfaultthatIhadbeenunabletoresisthim

thenandnow.Fromthebeginning,Iwasreadyto

givemyselftoastranger.Lookingbackatitnow,I

feelsoashamedatmyself.Iendedupsleepingwith

himagainandagain.Ithadfeltrightandperfect,I

yearnedtodoitwithhimoverandover.Onlyhim.

"Whereareyougoingtogoto?"

"IhaveatemporalplaceIsharewithagenerous

woman,"Isay,stressingthewordgenerousina

toneofdisgust.

Hecatchesthisandfrownsatme,regardingme.



He'ssilentforawhileandIcantellheisindeep

thoughtaboutsomething.Herestshischinonhis

cuppedhandswhicharerestingonhisfoldedknees.

Hisposturemakeshimlooklikeapetulantboywho

isdeprivedofhistoystoplaywith.

Lickinghislipsabsentmindedly,Ihavetogaspat

theeffectithasonme.Idesiredthatcontactwith

him,Icouldn'tcarelesswhethermyinsideshurt.

I'mreadytolaunchmyselfathim.He'stoodarn

goodlooking.However,giventhesituation,nowis

definitelynottimetothinksuchthoughts

"SoI'mguessingyouwantyourmoneynow?"His

questionseemslikestatementandonceagainI'm

remindedatjusthowIcametoknowhimsexually

inthefirstplace.

"No!"I'mtooshockednottoglare.Iwatchas



emotionsflickeronhisface;outrage,confusion,

relief?Ithappenssoquicklybeforehisexpression

turnshardandbrooding,thelookheworewhen

he'dbeenconfrontingmeaboutmyvirginity.

Tobecontinued...

IsJeremybeingajerk?

Whyisheactinglikethat?

Like,commentandshareforanewepisode
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Ifeeloffendedathisremark;Idon'twantadime

fromhim.ThereisnowaythatIcanaccepthis

money.NotafterwhatIhaveexperiencedwithhim.



"Thenwhat?"Heasksofterthistime,hiscold

expressioncracking.Heleavesthebedsuddenly,

andstalksclosertome.Imovebackinstantly.

Myeyesflickerrapidlyalloverhisbody.He'snaked.

Starknakedandstandinginfrontofme.Ican'ttrust

myself.Mythroatdries,tentativelyflutteringmy

eyesuptocatchhisheatedorbs.Iswallow,hard.

TheangryJeremyhasfled.He'sreplacedbythis

smirkingmanwhohasalookthathasthepowerto

turnmylegsallgooey.Helickshislowerlip,getting

closer,Idrawbackwardsuntilmybackslams

againstthewall.Ifightnottostaredownathis

growingerection.Ifhetouchesme,Iwillsuccumb

withoutresistance.

Hesmirksatmyreactionandpressesahandonthe

wallnearmyface.Hestaresmedown.I'mgladfor



thedistancehe'skeeping,I'mabletoatleast

breathe.

"Whydoyouwanttoleavenow?"Hiseyesholdmy

gaze.

BecauseI'mafraidyou'llhurtme,IthinkbutIdonot

dareutteritoutloud.

"I-I-Ihaveto,"Ibreatheheavily,unabletocontrolthe

hormonesthataresparkingupmyblood.

HeinchesclosertomyfaceandIclosemyeyes,

readytofeelhislips.Hedoesn'tkissme.Islowly

openthemagainandhe'sstaringintentlyatme.

Hecloseshiseyes,breathinginrapidlyandwhen

theyopenagain,he'sresolved.Hedrawsawayfrom

meandmovesovertoachairwherehissweat



pantslie.IexhaleabreathIdidn'tknowI'vebeen

holdingandwatchasJeremyputsonhissweat

pants.Afterhemovestoasetofdrawers,opensit

andItakesoutanotherpairofsweatpants.He

throwsthematmeandIcatchtheminstinctively.

"Putthemon,"hesaysbeforewalkingtowardsa

door.

"Bathroomishere."Hetapsthedoor."Youcan

shower,brushyourteeth,whatever,everythingis

there."Hemovesandthenfrownsatsomethingon

thefloor.

"Lunchwillbereadywhenyou'redone."Hepicksup

anobjectandIdon'tcatchwhatitisasit'spromptly

shoveddeepwithinhispocket.Hesaunterstothe

otherdoorandjustlikethathe'soutoftheroom.I

standdumbstruck,stillbefuddledattheturnof

events.



Sohe'slettingmego?Iquestionmyself.Shaking

myheadasiftorevivemyself,Iwalktowardsthe

bathroom.OnceI'minside,Istandawestruckat

howspaciousitis.There'satleasttwosinksandin

themiddleafloorlengthsizedmirror,abathtub

shapedofaneggsitsonthefarcorner,

neighbouringahugewalk-inshower.

Placinghissweatpantsonatowelrail,Igotooneof

thesinksandstareatmyreflectionthroughthe

mirror.Ilookderanged.Mycurlydarkbrownhairis

atangledmessonmyhead.Mybrowneyesare

wideandwary,obviouslytiredfromalltheevents

thatoccurredsincelastnight.However,mybody

looksasifit'salive,asifithaswokenupfrom

whereverithasbeenandJeremyisthesparkthat

coaxedit.

Iopenthemirrordrawerrememberingwhenhesaid

I'dfindeverythingIneed.Ifindanunopenedpack



oftoothbrushesandtoothpaste.Ibrushmyteeth

quickly.Itfeelsgood,afterwards,thatonepartof

mybodyisclean.

Intheshower,thewateriswarmeronmyskinandI

letitrunforaminuteasmythoughtsscatter.After

awhilewhenthewaterishot,Igrabavanilla

scentedshowerjellandrubitalloverme.Icleanall

thedirtandgrimeoflastnight'sandthismorning's

overlyintenseevents.Iwashmyhairwithhis

shampooandonceI'mdone,Ijustletthewater

cascadeovermeforfewminutes.

So,he'sacceptedthatIhavetogo?Ithink.Whydid

henotwantmetoleavebefore?IjustwishIknew

whatheisthinking.Whydidhewanttokeepmefor

longer?

Ourseparatingisinevitable,attheendoftheday

wearejusttwostrangerswhometincomplete

differentcircumstances,eachwithadifferent



purpose,buthappenedtohaveintensesexwith

eachother.

Attheendoftheday,I'llbeseenasaprostitute,

eventhoughI'vevowedtomyselfnevertotakeany

ofhismoney.AttheendofthedayheisrichandI

amjust...justastreetpoorgirlwithnofamilyand

home.

Gettingoutoftheshower,Idrapeatowelovermy

bodyandtheotherovermyhead.IrealizethatI

don'thaveanyunderwear.Wherearemy

yesterdays'underwear?Ihatedwearingunclean

underwearbutgiventhesituation,Idon'treallyhave

achoice.

Ireturntohisbedroominsearchofmyunderwear

butasIsoonIstepoutofthebathroomandintohis

bedroom,Istopinmytracks.



Jeremystandsarmsfoldedacrosshischest,his

backleaningagainstthewallandoneofhisfeet

pressedagainstit.HelooksupasIwalkinandour

eyesbrieflylock.Iwatchasthatdevilishsmile

overtakeshisfeatures.Myheartskipsabeat.Is

thereanymomentthathedoesn'tlooksoappealing?

"Lookingforthis?"Heholdsupsomethinginhis

finger.

Myunderwear!

Hesmirkswhenheseesmyreaction,"Comeand

getit.Baby."Histoneofvoiceisplayfulbutsultry.

MyheartlurchesathistermofendearmentandI

practicallyswoon,feelingmyinsidesmelt.I

swallowthelumponmythroatasIcommandmy

shakylegstomove.



Hissmirkincreasesasheseesmemovingtowards

himuntilI'matleastthreefeetawayfromhim,

holdingtightlytothetowelonmybodysoitwon't

fall.I'mreadytograbmyunderwear,howeverhe

liftsthehandthathasmyunderwearupwardsand

outofmyreach.Asmallchuckleescapeshis

mouth.

Ican'tjump.Iwon't.

Mytowelwillfallstraightawayand...bthat'swhenI

realizethatitmustbehisintentionallalong.Iscowl

athimandhestretcheshishandupevenmore.

"What'stheproblem,Leyla?"Hesmirks."Whywon't

yougetyourunderwear?"

Thatsonofab...Hewantedmetojumpuplike

somedog.



Noway.

Devisingaplaninmyhead,Idecidefirstlytoat

leasttryandjumpup.Butheisatleastsixfootfour,

andI'monlyfivefootseven.

Inmyfirsttrialjump,Jeremypromptlymoveshis

handdownsothatIlookedlikeanidiotjumpingfor

nothing.Iquicklygoforhishandsbutheswapsmy

underweartohisother.WhatI'mdoingforthenext

threeminutesisjumpingandgrabbingtheair,

missingmyunderwearwhileheswitcheshishands.

Helaughsindulgentlyandsmirksatme.Ifightthe

effectthathasonmybodyandglareathim.

"Tired?"Hetwistshislips,tryingtohidehissmile.

Amusementisprintedonhiseyeswhichare

twinklingbluegrey.Adjustingthetowelinmybody

andtheoneonmyhead,Iscowlathim.Twocan

playatthisgame,Ithink.



"Youshouldn'tfuckwithme."Iwarnhim,inmy

mostboss-likevoice.

Hegrinsatmyresponse,"Shouldn'tI,seems

countingyesterdayandthismorningthatIalready

have."

Iflushathisremarkbutimmediatelycompose

myself."Icanbeverydeadly,"Itellhim.

"Baby,I'msoscared."Helaughs.

InarrowmyeyesathimasIbeginpursuinghim.He

freezesashegazesatme.Ideliberatelylickand

bitemylowerlipwhilestaringinnocentlyupathim.

Ihearhissharpintakeofbreathandwhetherit'sa

goodsignornot,I'mnotsure.Istalkevencloserto

himandthenIstanduponmytiptoesgraspingthe

hemofhist-shirtforsupport.



HiseyesarewaryasheanticipatesmymovesandI

feelhisbodyloosening,Ifeelhisarmsag.Thisis

good.IinchmyselfclosertohislipsandwhatI'm

doingrightnow,istakingmeaforceofwill.

Ican'thidethefactthatalreadybeingthiscloseto

himisaffectingmebutIdon'tbackdown.Iinch

evencloseruntilmylipsarealmosttouchinghis.

Hehasn'tclosedhiseyesandIhaven'teitherand

thisproximityhasmeoverwhelmed.

AsIstareupathisintenseeyes,Ifeelsomething

tuggingatmystomachandthefeelingsurges

upwards,almostrenderingmemotionless,almost

makingmeforgetmyintentions.

JustasI'mabouttoclosethedistancebetweenus,

hiseyesbrieflycloseandthat'swhenIgrabmy

underwearfromhishand.Itug,triumphantwhenhe



seemsunawareofwhatIdid.Idrawbackwards

furtherawayfromhim.

"Dammit,Leyla!"IhearhimcussandIwatchashe

closeshiseyes,inhalingdeeply.Itmakesme

wonder.

DoIaffecthim,thewayhedoesme?Impossible.

Westareateachforamoment,bothofusstanding

stillandanticipatingtheother'smoves.

"You'regonnapayforthat."Hegrowlsbutnot

angrily,there'sasmirkplayingonhisface.

"Comegetme.Baby."Ireciprocatehisearlierwords

inasortofmockingtone.Isoonregretitwhenhe

lungesatme,completelytakingmebysurprise.He

picksmeupbythewaistandIsquealandtryto

trashawayfromhisarms.Ifailmiserably.



"Jeremy,putmedown!"Iscream.

"Okay,"Ihearhimsaybeforeheliterallythrowsme

onthebed.IfallbuttfirstandIbouncebackup.

Thesurpriseofhisforceliterallytakesmybreath

away.Thetowelcoveringmynakedbodysoon

loosens,howeverIgriptightlyonthehembeforeit

completeunravelsme.

BeforeIgetintoasittingposition,Jeremyisontop

ofme.Hislegsareastridemywaistandtaking

advantageofmyvulnerability;hetakesbothmy

handsandpinsthemupmyheadinatightgrip.The

toweluntangles,revealingmynewlyshowered

nakedness.Itryshiftingmyselfawaybuthe'stoo

heavy.I'mlockedbyhisarms.

IlookupathiminfrustrationbutjustasIdo,Istop

movingandstopbreathingatthesametome.My



eyeslockwithhis.Ithinkhestopsbreathingtoo

becausehismouthisslackandhe'sstaringatme

inwonder.

"Youaresobeautiful."Hewhispersthewords

stoically.

MythroatdriesandI'mrenderedspeechlesstrying

toassesshiswordsandtheirmeaning.Hisgrip

loosensonmyhandsasheshiftshisbodyand

incheshisfaceclosertomines.

"Believeme,youare."Hewhispersandstaresatme.

Hisbreathfansonmyfacebeforeourlipstouch.

Onceourlipstouch,Ican'tstopmyselffrom

responding.Ikisshimbackeagerly,lettingthefire

boilinmyblood,thickandready.

Hishandtrailoneofmyarmswhicharestillplaced

upabovemyheadandtinglesspurgesporadically



onmyarm.HishandsmovetomyarmspitsandI

fighttheurgetogaspalaugh.WhenIdoletouta

smallbreathlessgasp,heusestheopportunityto

plungehistongueinsidemymouth,deepeningthe

kiss.

Myheadswimsasthehormonesswirlsandboilin

myblood,movingallthewaydowntowardsthat

area.Unexpectedlythepainshootsupinside,

remindingmethatsexrightnowisano-go.

Igaspagainsthismouth,pullingbackashisother

handimmediatelyfindsmybreastandsqueezes.

"Jeremy,"Iprotestbuthecontinueshisonslaught.

Hemoveshislipstokissmychinandthentrailsthe

kisstomyneckwhilsthisthumbandforefinger

twistandpullonmynipplemakingitharden

immediately.Ithrobbelowinprotest.



"Jeremy,pleasestop.Ican't.Ithurts."Ibeghimand

hestopsnippingmyneck,drawsawayashestares

atmeinamusement.Hishandhasstoppedonmy

breast.

"It'shardtostop,Leyla,especiallywithyou.I'lltry,

baby,Iwill."Hepecksmylipsonefinaltimeand

thengetsoffmeandoffthebed.

"Come,thefoodisgettingcold.Youmustbe

hungry."Hesays,justlikethatbeforehetrudges

outofthebedroom.

Ishakemyheadasmyheadswimswiththoughts.

Canhebemoreirresistible?I'mproudofmyself.I

didn'tgiveinthistime.Whatamoment.He

definitelycanbebrutishlycharmingwhenhe

wanted.

Imovemyselfoffthebedandtakingmydisposed



underwearonthefloor,Ireluctantlyputiton.Back

tothebathroom,Idrapeonhissweatspants.They

aretoobaggyforme,butadjustingthestringsI

makethemfit.Irealizethenthathedidn'tgivemea

shirttowear.

Isaunterbacktothebedroom,lookingforany

shirtsort-shirt.I'mafraidtoopenuphisdrawers,

thatwillfeelliketrespassing.Ireasonwithmyself

thatI'monlytakingouthisshirt.Besides,I'msure

hewon'tmind.Iopenthefirstdrawer.

Icloseitbackinstantly,tooshockedatwhatIsee.It

certainlydoesnotcontainshirtsbut....

Money!Therearetonsofhundreddollarbills

clippedtogether.Mymouthgoesdry.Whywouldhe

havethisamountofmoneyonhisdrawer?

ThenIrememberthatthisishishotel.Itisaseven



starhotelsoyes,it'sadvancedwithsecurity.How

richisthisguyandheiswhat,onhistwenties?

Ishakemyheadtocleartheoverwhelming

thoughtsabouthiswealth.Iopenthenextdrawer

andI'mrelievedtofindt-shirts.Takingagreyplain

tee,Iclothemyselfwithit.Thenclearingmyhead

aboutfindinghismoney,Iwalkawayfromthe

drawerandoutoftheroomandtowardtheownerof

thisendearinghotel.

Tobecontinued...

Iknowthedramaisyettohappenbutifyouarea
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Ienterwhatseemstobethelivingareaandonce

again,I'moverwhelmedbyhowluxurioustheplace

is.Imean,neverinmylifewouldIevenhave

dreamedofbeinginsuchplace,neverwouldIhave

beenabletoexperiencethistoo.

Thefirstthingthatcatchesmyattentionisthehuge

flatscreenTVplasteredonthewallontopofsome

goldplatedorisitplatinumlookingfireplace.

Therearetwocouchesallwideandlongina

reddishbrowncolourandaclearglasstablewith

redstandsinthemiddle.Theplacelooksalmost

likeahomeinsteadofhotelpenthouse.

Ontheothersideoftheroomstandsahugedining

tablewhichissurroundedbyeightsofa-likered

chairs.I'mnowguessinghisfavoritecolourmust



bered.BeforeIcanfullyassessthewholeroom,

I'vecaughttheownerofthiswholeluxuriousroom's

attention.JeremyLawson.

Hesitsinthemiddleofthediningtablewithbothof

hiselbowsonthetableandhisfaceonhishands

ashestaresatmewiththatslylook,asifI'msome

exoticcreaturetobefascinatedabout.

Immediatelymystomachdoesadoubleflipandmy

cheeksredden.Heholdsmygazeforafew

momentsandI'mtrappedinthatbluishgreypoolof

hiseyes.

Itdoesn'ttakelonguntilI'mfreedandthat'swhenI

realizetheamountoffoodonthediningtable.Asif

oncue,mystomachmakesthatembarrassing

growlingnoiseandIclutchit,inanattemptto

subduethenoise.Iknow,however,thathehas

hearditbecausenowhissmirkhasgrowntofull

extent.



"Whydon'tyousitdown?"Hesuggestsafterawhile

ofmestandingthereawkwardly.Ihesitatefora

moment.

"C'monIdon'tbite,youmustknowthatbynow.You

shouldn'tbeafraidofme."Hesayssternly,the

smirkonhisfacegone.

"I'mnotafraidofy-you,"Itrytosayitinmybest

serioustonebutIfailasmyvoicewaversattheend.

I'mnotafraid;I'mjustintimidatedbyyou.He

frownsatmebuthiseyestellmehe'samusedas

theytwinkle.Heputshisindexfingeracrosshis

lowerlipandsmothersit.Onceagainmystomach

doesthatbutterflydanceasmyeyesglueonhis

lips.Mybrain,obviouslyinagutter,beginsrecalling

thekisseswe'veshared.



Ishutmyeyesbriefly,inhalingdeeplyjusttogetrid

ofthesedarkthoughts.It'scompletelydisarming

howmuchheaffectsmebyjustsmallgestureslike

that.Iopenmyeyesatthesametimeexhalingout,

myintentionsresolved.

IavoidhisburninggazeasIcallinforcourageandI

confidentlystrolltowardshisdiningtableandsit

directlyacrosshim.

Myeyesaresetonthearrayofchoicesoffoodto

choosefrom.There'splatescontainingbreakfast

meals;eggs,bacon,sausagesalongwithwaffles

andpancakesandchoicesofbreakfastcerealand

therearealsolunchmeals;sandwichesandfull

meals;pastawithsalmonandvegetables.

Ilookuptohim,inconfusion.Whysomuchfood?

"Icallitbrunch.Youcanhaveeverythingyouwant."



Hesmileslazily,theflickofblueglimmeringinhis

eyes.

Ishebeingcockybecauseheknowshecanafford

hencehowrichheisorhe'sjustamusedbymy

reaction?

Ihavenotimetoassesshismood,mystomachis

growlinglikethere'snotomorrow.Ithinkhe's

laughingatmebecauseofit.I'mafraidtomeethis

burninggazeasIfiddlemythumbsunsureofwhat

todo.

"Doeat."Heordersasifsensingmyhesitation.I

lookup.He'soptedforeggs,baconandwafflesand

Iwatchforamomentasheeats.I'mentrancedby

thewayhismouthchews.Iblushmomentarily,

thinkingofwherehismouthhasbeenonme.He

smirkswhenheseesmyblush.



"Whatareyouthinkingof?"Heasks.

Iblushevenmore,Idon'tevenknowwhy.Ishake

myheadtoanswerhisquestion.Pickingoutabowl,

IaddCocoPopsinthebowlalongwithmilkinthe

mix.Heraisesoneofhiseyebrowsatmychoice

andIignorehim,asItakeaspoonofCocoPops

intomymouth.

Chocolate.I'vebeenlongingforthis.Iclosemy

eyestosavourthetaste.Iopenmyeyesand

Jeremyiswatchingmeheatedly.Hiseyespenetrate

rightthroughme,sendingimpulsestothatfamiliar

pulldeepwithin.Mystomachchurnswith

butterfliesandmyinsidescoilwithheat.Ishift

uncomfortablyinmyseat.

Westareateachotherforafewmomentseachof

usholdingtheirbreaths.Asuddenringtonefroma

phonesomewhereintheroom,disengagesour

contact.Itbreakswhateverpullthatmadeusstare



ateachother.

JeremymovesawayfromthetableandIwatchas

hewalkstowardhisdeskwherethetelephone

alongwithhislaptopandbriefcasesat.I'm

guessingthat'shisminiofficearea.

Ilookawaywhenheturnstofaceme,shoving

cerealintomymouth.Itrymybesttoignorethe

burningholesofmybackfromhisgaze.

"Lawson."Heanswers."Yes...Excellent...Briefmein

myemail...Okay."Hehangsup.

Secondslater,hestrollsbacktothetableandsits.

Hiseyesneverleavemysightashecontinues

whereheleftoffwithhisfood.

"Youknowyouneveransweredmyquestion."He



sayscasually.

Istareathiminconfusion.Whatquestion?

"Aboutyourleaving,"heanswersmyunspoken

question.

Ipressmylipstogetherinthought.Whatexactlyis

heimplying?

"Doyoureallyhavetogooryouwantto?"Heasks.

Ilookupandhe'sstaringintentlyatme,withanew

emotiononhisexpression.It'salmostasifhe's

anxiousformyanswer.

"Ihaveto."



"Why?"

"BecauseI..."Isigh."Becausetheoldwomanwill

wonderofmywhereabouts."Itellhim.

"Areyouclosewiththiswoman?"Hefrowns.

Ishakemyhead,avoidinghisburningeyes.

"Thenthat'snotareasonwhyyouhavetoleave."

Hestabsaforkonhispancakeandtheneats,his

eyesconcentratingonmine.

"Ioweher."

Hefrownsandcockshisheadtooneside."Oweher

what?"



"Money."Itwirlthespoononmyhalfeatencereal,

thebowlnowachocolatemilkcolour.

"Isthatwhyyou--"Hestopshimself.Idon'tneedfor

himtofinishhissentencetoknowwhathemeant.

Onceagain,I'mremindedjusthowImethim.

"Yes."Ianswerhisunfinishedquestion.

HechewsmomentarilyandIthinkheisdeepin

thought.Iavoidhisgazecompletely,staringonlyat

mybowlofcereal.AfteraminuteIhearhimask,

"Howmuch?"

Myheadsnapsupathim,frowningathim.Ishake

myhead.Idon'tknowwherehewasgoingwiththis

butifhethinkshecangivemehismoney,Iwon't

accept.



"Howmuch?"Heinsists.

Ipressmylipstogether,shakingmyheadathim.

"Leyla.Howmuch?"Histoneisinsistentbutatthe

sametimedemanding.

"Fivehundred,"Ilietohim,outofpureintimidation.

Heisevenmoreintimidatingwhenheisdemanding.

Ibitemylowerlipandfrowndownatmycereal.He

isquietforawhileandIcan'thelpbutlookupto

gaugehisreaction.Helookstobedeepinthought.

Hiselbowisonthetableashisindexfingerstrokes

hislips,whilegazingdeeplyatmeatthesametime.

"Iwanttohelpyou,"hefinallysaysafterwhat

seemslikeaneternityofsilence.



Ishakemyheadimmediately.Ican'taccepthishelp.

Iwon'tallowit.

"Please,letmehelpyou."Hepleadsandthatmy

breathhitches.Myeyesbecomelostonthatpoolof

bluegreyfromhis.Theyshowtruegenuineconcern.

Forme?

Whydoeshewanttohelpme?I'matrashynogood

fornoonegirl.Whywillheevencare?

"Why?"Ifindmyvoice.

"Because,Ican'tjustletyouleave,onlyforyouto

gobackoutthereonyourownwithoutevenacent.

Theworldisdangerousoutthere."Hesaysthisasif

it'stheobviousthing.

"I'vesurvivedbefore,"Itellhim."Iknowthese



streetswellenough."

Hescowlsatme."Iwon'tletyou."

Iscowlback.Whoa,suddenchangeofevents.One

minute,I'mnervousandintimidatedbyhimand

nowI'mangryathim.Weglowerateachotherfor

whatseemstobealongmomentbeforehespeaks

again.

"Whywon'tyouletmehelpyou?"Hedemandsan

answer.

"Because.."Itrail.Ialmosttellhimwhy.BecauseI

willfeelliketrashifhegivesmethemoney;Idon't

wanttohimto.Becausewhatwesharedimpacted

medeeplyandifhegivesmethemoney,itwilljust

makemebeexactlylikewhatIcamehereforinthe

firstplace.Itwillmakemeaprostitute.ThatMonica

womanwasright,Idefinitelydidnotbelonginthat



category.

Isighshakingmyheadathim,"Idon'twantyour

help."

Hepresseshislipstogetherashenarrowshiseyes

atme.

"Butyouneedit."Hecockshisheadtooneside.

Ido.Ireallydo.

NoIcan't,notfromhim.

Thenhowwillyoupaybacktheoldlady?Myinner

voicequestions.



Tobecontinued.....
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Whatwillyoudoformoney?Gobacktosquareone?

Ishudderatthethought,thereisnoway,absolutely

nowayIwillgobacktothosepartsofthestreets

again.NomatterhowdesperateIget.



So,accepthishelp!

HeknowsthatI'mfalteringandhetakesthis

advantage,"Fivehundredisnothingtome,Leyla,

justletmehelpyou."

Ilookupathim,considering.IthinkabouthowIwill

befreefromtheoldlady;maybejustmaybeshewill

stopharassingmenow.ButIcan'tacceptitfrom

Jeremy.Istillcan'tquiteridofthewordwhore

screamingoutrepeatedlyinmyhead.

"Ican't."

"Whynot?"

Ihesitate,shouldItellhim?



"PleasetakemyofferLeyla,youneeditmost.I'm

notpayingyouforsex,trustme.Ijustwanttohelp."

Howcanheknowthatdeepwithinmyrefusalisthe

fearthatIwillbeseenasawhoreforaccepting?He

reallywon'tletitgo.ButIstill...Ijustcan't.

"Forfucksake.Don'tbestubborn,Leyla.Takemy

offer,youneedit,"Hebellows,theangeronhis

voicestartlingme.

Isigh;Idon'twanttomakehimangry."Okay...butI

oweyou."Itellhim.

HepracticallyglaressoangrilyasifI'vejust

offendedhim."Youowemenothing,Leyla.I'm

givingyouthismoney.Idon'twantanythingback."

Heemplores,acoldtonestillonhisvoice.



"But--"

"No,Leyla,nobuts.Youareacceptingthemoney

whetheryoulikeitornot."Hesaysinatonenotto

betrifledwith.

Ipressmylipstogether,frowningathim.Hefrowns

back.WearebusyglaringateachotheragainthatI

don'tnoticethechangeintheatmosphere.

Suddenly,Icanfeeltheangersag,becoming

replacedbutthatscorchingheatbetweenus.My

heartlurchesandmystomachdanceswith

butterflies.

Ithinkhefeelsittoobecausehisexpression

changes.Hispupilsdilateandhiseyesburn

heatedlyatme.Isquirmuncomfortably,thepain

betweenmythighsshootingup.Hecloseshiseyes,

inhalingdeeplyandwhenheopensthemagainthey



areresolved.

Hesighs,"Thefoodisgettingcold.Eat."He

commands.

Mygazeneverleaveshisandmyhandsmovein

theirowncordastheypickupthespoonofCoco

Popsandeatautomatically.

"Leyla,stoplookingatmelikethat.Quitefrankly,

youaresoreandIwantyousobadrightnow."He

tellsmeinaserioustone.

Igape,feelingmycheeksburnwithheat.Ibreakmy

gazeandthencontinuewithmycereal.Weeatin

silencethatwhenIfinishmycerealIturntothe

baconandeggs,stillnotquitefull.Ithinkhe's

amusedatthewayIeatbecauseIgorgemyself

withfood,enjoyingtheflavoursthatburstinmy

mouth.WhenI'mdone,Isighinsatisfaction.



Jeremyhasbeenwatchingmeeatforthepastten

minutesbecausehefinishedlongago.It'sbeen

nerve-rackingknowinghiseyeswereonmethe

wholetime,butI'dbeendistractedwithmyfoodto

merelycareforthatwhile.

"Done?"HeaskstryingtohidehissmileasIputthe

forkdown.

Inod.Hegrinsunexpectedly,makingmecatchmy

breath.Thechangeinfeatureswhenhesmilesare

quickstaggering.Seriouslywhyisn'theillegal?

"Good.I'mgonnatakeashowerand--"hestopsas

theknockofthedoorinterruptshim.Hefrownsfor

amomentbeforehegoestotheentrywayleaving

thelivingarea.

"Sir,Ipurchasedtheclothesyouasked."Iheara



womantalkingandbytheshakeofhervoice,ittells

methatshe'seithernervousorseriously

intimidatedbyhimaswell.Soit'snotjustme.Isigh

inrelief.Hereallyistooattractive.

"Thankyou,Samantha."Ihearthesmileinhisvoice.

Icanonlyimaginehowredfacedthepoorwoman

mustbe.

Aminutelaterhereturnsholdingabrandedplastic

bagwhichIassumecontainsclothes.Hesmirksat

meandhandsoutthebagtowardsme.Ifreezein

shock.Thatbagisforme.Theclothesareforme?

"Ithoughttheclothesyoucameinweresortoftoo

unacceptableforpublicdisplayindaylight..So,

here."Hehandsmethebag.Myhandsmove

automaticallytotakethebagbutmybrainisstill

shocked.



Hesmileswrylyatmyreactionandmovescloserto

me.Hepullsupmychininordertoclosemygaping

mouthandthenhisfingerslingerinmyjaw.

Thiscontactdrivesmecrazy.Heatsurgesthrough

me,makingmyheartwarmupandswell.Theskin

whereheistouchingmeburnsandasIgazeunto

hisscorchingbluegrayeyes,Imomentarilystop

breathing.

I'mawareofhisthumbstrokingmylowerlipbutI'm

alsolosttomysurroundings,I'mlostinthatpoolis

hisgorgeouseyes.Withbothofhishands,hetakes

myfaceuptohis.InthatmomentIclosemyeyes,

asIfeelournosetouchbriefly.AndthenIfeelhim

whisper,"You'reenticing,eveninmyt-shirtand

sweatpants.Ican'thelpbut--"

Hislipsdescendsuponminetofinishhissentence.

Desirepoolsinmyblood.Impulsesrunwild

everywhereinmybody.Myhearthammersinchest,



beatingsofastthatIthinkitwillgrindthroughmy

ribs.

Icanfeelit.Icanfeelhowthiskissisdifferentfrom

othersbecauseIcanfeelitmyheart.Itscaresme

becausemyheartissofullwithallofhimandyetI

hardlyknowallabouthim.

Hebreaksthekissreluctantly,groaninginhisthroat.

"IfIkeepthisupthen,Iwon'tbeabletostopand

you'resore."

Hisforeheadispressedonmymineandmyeyes

arestillshutclose.Itrycalmingmyheartratebut

it'simpossible.Idon'tknowifhecanhearitbutit's

audibleinmyears.Hepecksmynose,takesadeep

breathandthenremoveshishandsfrommyface.

"I'mgoingtotakeashower."Hetellsme."I'llleave

youtodressup."HecontinuesbutI'mstillreeling



fromthekiss.

Iwatchhisfiguredepartfromthelivingarea,

leavingmestandingtheretryingtoprocesswhat

hashappened.Howhasmyfeelingsforhimgrown

somehowinthelastmaybefifteenhoursorsothat

I'veknownhim?

Ican'tfeelforhim.Ibarelyknowhimandthe

circumstanceswemetataswell,showsmehowI

can'tbefeelingsomethingforhim.

It'slust,that'sall.Ireasonwithmyself.It'sjustpure

lust.Itrytoreassuremyselfbuttheotherrational

partofmybrainseemsskeptic.

Don'toverthink.Takesteps.

Hewantstohelpme?Whycan'thejustseethatI



don'twanthimto?It'stoomuchandthefactthatI

amreallyindesperateneedofhishelp,doesn'thelp

either.Idon'twanttofeellikeawhore,andhim

givingmethismoney.Well,it'lljustemphasizethatI

amone.

Isighdeeply,tryingtoridofthesethoughts.The

guyjustwantstohelpyou,Leyla,justacceptit.My

innervoicereasonswithme.

Iwaned.I'mgoingtoaccepthishelp,butthat'sall.

Besides,itmeansthatI'llbeabletopaysomeofmy

debt.Oh,howthatwomanirritatedmewiththe

moneyIowedher.

Iamthankful,reallythankfulofJeremyforoffering,

butthatisallIwillacceptfromhismoneyand

nothingmore.Well,thatandtheseclotheshe

boughtme.



Speakingofwhich,Iopenthebagtoseewhatsort

ofclotheshe—well,thewomanwhocamehereto

givehim—bought.

Insidethebag,there'sasummerdress.It'swhite

andthematerialissoftlinen.Thedressisn'tlongit

probablywillreachmyknees,it'sareallynicedress.

Absentmindedly,IcheckthepricetagandIgasp.

No!No!No!Way!SevenHundred?!What?

That'sobsceneandforjustadress?Inthebag,

there'salsoflatshoesandapairofunderwear.I

blushmomentarily.ButmyblushsoonpalesasI

againchecktheprices.

Togetherintotal,thedress,shoesandunderwear

costsonethousandfivehundreddollars!

OhJeremy!Iscreaminmymind.Thisistoomuch.I

canimaginewhatIcandowithallthemoneyhe



usedtobuymejustadress,shoesandunderwear.I

canbuyafreakingstorewiththatmoney.Well,

maybenotastorebutyougettheidea.

It'stoomuch!Istalkofftohisbedroomangrily.If

hethinkshewillintimidatewithhislooksthenIwill

putthatoff,rightnowI'msofuriousthatIdon't

evencare.Iwon'tacceptthis.Atall.

Tobecontinued.....

IsLeylaright,isitjustpurelust?

Youguyswantedtwochaptersandyougotit

Soappreciatebyliking,commentingandsharing



thepost
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IcanheartheshowerrunningassoonasIreach

thebedroom.Good.

Iplacetheplasticbagcontainingtheclotheshe

boughtontopofthebed.Igrabmyjacketalong

withthecorsetandstilettobootsfromthechair.I

wearmyjacket,hastily.Islipmyfeetintothe

stilettobootsandthencoverthemwithJeremy's

longsweatpants.

Myheartandmindareinadilemma;each

screamingsomethingdifferent.Iignoremyever

poundingheartwhichisdemandingme,askingme

whatIamdoing,whilstmyheadisencouragingme

tokeepgoing.

Igetupfromthebedandstillthankfulthatthe

showerisstillrunning.Iruntothelivingarea,



headingstraighttothecoffeetablecontaininghis

laptopandbriefcase.Igrabapenandablankpaper

andquicklyIwritemymessage;Iborrowedyourt-

shirtandsweatpants,hopeyoudon'tmind.

Afterwritingthis,Irunagainbacktohisbedroom

andplacethepaperontopoftheplasticbagwhich

containstheclotheshesupposedlypurchasedfor

me.Idon'tallowmyselftofeelbutjusttothink.

Iquicklygrabmycorsetandleavehisbedroom,

whilstheisstillintherunningshower.Theonly

thoughtthatisforminginmyheadasIexitthedoor

is:thankyoufortheexperience,Jeremy.

Ibreatheintheluxuryofhishotelforthelasttime,

knowingthatthiswillbethefirstandlastIwillever

see,feelandsmellsuchluxury.Andthenswiftly--

sothathewon'thear--Iclosethedooronlytoface

thecorridorofthepenthousesuitefloorhotel.



Don'tfeel.Don'tfeel.Don'tfeel.Irepeatthisinmy

mindasIcommandmyfeettokeepgoing.

Onceagain,Ifindmyselfstandingbeforethe

elevatorandIquicklypressthebuttonandit

immediatelypingsopen.Ican'thelpbutfeel

disappointmenttugginginmychest.

Don'tthinkaboutit.Don'tfeel.Justgo.Myinner

voiceencouragesmeandsoIsubmit.There'sno

onebutmyselfintheelevatorandIconcentrate

fullyonthemusictodistractmefrommythoughts

andtheemotiontugginginmychest.Iknowiflet

myselfsuccumbtomyfeelings,Iwillfindmyself

returningtohim.Themusicispeaceful,an

orchestraIthink.Iletmymindblissonthe

instruments,refusingsorelytothinkoverhim.

Minuteslater,theelevatorpingstoastopandI'm



staringattheopenluxuryofthereceptionroom.

Thecrystalchandeliersarealmostthesameasin

Jerem--Ishakemyhead--hisroom,butthey're

bigger.Idon'thavetimetoassessalltheexpensive

equipmentthat'sintherebecauseIhavetomove

quicker.

Iignorethefrownandquestioninglookofthe

receptionistwomanfromlastnight.I'mone

hundredpercentsureshe'swonderingwhyagirl

likemeishere.Maybeshedoesn'tremembermeas

thesametrashylookinggirlwhowas

accompanyingJerem--ughIshouldstopthis;

thinkingabouthimateverymoment.

Quititnowandmoveit!Myinnervoiceshoutsat

me.Iexitthehotelquicklyandimmediatelytakein

thefreshpromisingairoutside.ButstillIcansmell

him,Icansmellhisvanillabodywash,mixedwith

somecologneandsomedetergent.It'shissmell

andit'ssuffocating.Irealizethesmellisemanating



fromtheclothesI'mwearing.

OhdearGod,helpme.

Ican'tdothis.Iwanthimalready,Ihavetogoback.

Itellmyselfbutmyshakylegsheadstraightaway

fromthehotel.Itakeinafewdeepbreathstoclear

mythoughts.

Iambeingridiculous.HowcanImisssomeoneI

didn'tevenknow;someoneIonlyknewsexually,

someoneIonlyknewforhalfaday;someonewho

hassomehowstartedtocapturepiecesofmyheart.

Stop.Ihavetostopthis.Ihavetoleaveandforgetit.

Itwouldhaveneverworkedoutorevenlasted

betweenus,whateveritwasthatwehadforthat

moment.Heisway,wayabovemyleague.



DecidingtostopthinkingofJeremyLawsonforone

finaltime,merelysavingmythoughtsofhimto

ponderforlater,IrealizethatIdon'tevenknowthis

partofthecity.

WhereamI?IcheckthestreetnameandIrealize

I'matthesouthofthecitywhileIliveintheeast.

NowthatIfiguredthatout,thequestionremained;

howamIgoingtogetthere?Ifindasolitarybus

stopwithbusesthatcouldtakemetotheeast.

Thankfully.

Isitmyselfontherail,stillrefusingtoletmybrain

openupthoughtsofJeremyandwhatI'vejustdone.

Ijusthopetheoldwomanisnotintheapartment.

Sheisusuallyout"shopping"bythistimeon

Saturdays.

WhydoIkeepcallinghertheoldwoman?Youmay

ask.Well,it'sthatherappearanceandherattitude

irritatesmesomuch,sheisnotevenworthyofme



givingheracharacterwhenshe'ssoundeservingof

one.

She'snotexactlyold,she'sinhermid-fortiesandI

knowI'vemadeherseemasifshe'sthe

stereotypicaloldsweetladywhospendsherdays

knittingonasofa.No.MissGreta--assheinsistsI

callherby--istheexactopposite.

She'sacougar.Yes.Hardtobelievebutsheis.Her

faceisalways,alwaysdabbedwithmake-upto

coverupherblottedwrinklesandherclothesare

alwaystacky.She'sdressedasifshe'sateenager,

infactalotlessthanhowIwasdressedyesterday.

Everydayshehashermanicurednailsclutchedon

menwayyoungerthanher,someusuallyyoung

enoughtobeherownchildren.Why--Ialways

wonder--doessheprefermenlikethis?Well,it's

notmetojudgeandbesidesthey'reallconsenting

adults.



Howshefoundme?--youmayask--oreventook

mein?Wellitwasbychance,Ithinkshefeltsorry

formeatthetimebutnow...nowit'sasifI'mher

personalservant.

"I'mhungry,makemefood;makemebath;clean

theseclothes,willyou?Leyla,ohdon'tforgetthe

disheswhileyou'reatit;thelivingroomfloorisdirty;

you'renotlivingforfreeLeyla,Ineedmymoney."

I'veenduredsinceIwasseventeenwhenIhadleft

highschoolandhadnowhereelsetogo.SoI

tolerateheroverbearingattitude.Idoeverything

sheasksbecauseIoweherimmensely,morethan

thefivehundredIliedtoJeremyabout.PlusI'm

muchindebtedtoherfortakingmein,sowhy

wouldIcomplainwhenatleastIhavearoofover

myheadandoccasionallyifI'mluckythreecourses

ofmealseachday.



IbreatheoutahugesighasIseeanapproaching

bus.Itakeoutthehiddenmoneyfromtheside

pocketofmyjacketandpayforthefee.Thebus

takesoff,movingawayfromwhathadseemedto

bemyhope.

Itakeonelastglimpseofthevasthotelthathelda

hugepartofmymemories.Thenasthebusenters

town,Itellmyselftoletgoofthosememories

becauseIwon'tberelivingthemanymore.

**********

IentertheshabbyapartmentofGreta,mybody

tensingupandreadyforherdemandsasIclosethe

doorbehindme.Isighinreliefbecausesheisn'tin

theapartmentatall.

AssoonasIfigurethisout,Iventuretowardmy

bedroom.Callingitabedroomisanoverstatement.



It'sasmallroomcontainingasinglematteredsmall

mattresswhichistheonlythingthatisbigger.I

alsohavetwosmalldrawerswhichhaveallofmy

clothes.Idon'thavemuchclothesandmostof

themdon'tfitmeanymore.

Ontopofthedrawersareafewcheaptoiletry

essentialswhichImanagedtoshopliftfromshops.

Iknowhowwrongitis.Pleasedon'tjudgeme.

AssoonIstepinsidemyroom,Ikickofftheboots

andjacketandthenIfallonthemattress,pulling

thecomforteroverme.ThenthefeelingsI'vebeen

sodesperatelytryingtorepressstarttofluttering

outastherealizationofwhatI'vejustdonedawns.

I'manidiot.Acompletestubbornidiot.Asob

escapesmymouthandIletthetearsfallfreely.He

justwantedtohelp.That'sall.You'vejustlostyour

chancetobetteryourself,achanceoffreedom.



Isobforwhatseemsalongtime,asallthenegative

thoughtspileandpileinmyhead.Icontinue

chastisingmyselfoverhowstupidIamwhen

suddenlymydarkpastthatIhavelockedoutalong

timeagothreatentounleashbutassoonasI

realizewheremythoughtsareheaded,Istopmyself.

Iceasetheridiculoustearsonceandforall.

NowayamIgoingtobringupthepastnow.Iwon't

bearit.Itwillwreckmecompletely.Ihavebeenall

mylifetryingtobuildmyselfintosomethinggood.

No,Iwon'tdareopenthosedarkthoughtsnow.

AsIwipeawaythelasttears,Itakeadeep

cleansingbreathandletitoutslowly.That'sitnow.

Whatisdoneisdone.AllIhavetodonowismove

on.IhavetostartbuildingthosestepsIneededto

takeagain.



Firstly,Ineedajob,anyjob.Ihavetobepersistent

thistimeandnomatterhowmanytimestheysay

no,Ishan'tgiveup.

"That'sthefirststep,"Imurmurtomyselfasthe

drainageofmyenergyfromallthecryingstartsto

affectme.

Myeyelidsbegintodrop,butbeforeIcanfinally

sleep,ItakeawhiffofJeremy'sscentfromhist-

shirt.Thescentissoothing.Irevelinitasithelps

meridofalldarkthoughts.

Goodnight,Jeremy.Iletmyselfthinkautomatically.

Iwonderwhatheisdoingatthismoment,andthen

Iletmyselfsuccumbtosleep.



Tobecontinued......

Shelefthim!*Gasps*

Tellme,whatyouthink?

Didshedotherightthingor?

Doyouhateherornot?

Dropyourcommentsanddon'tforgettolikeand

share

Sorryguys,Iwon'tbeabletoposttwoepisodes

today...Idon'thavemuchdata

Tilltomorrow
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Thesunfromthesmallwindowilluminatesthe

wholeroomandinstantlyasifit'smyalarm,Iwake

up.Ifeelgroggyandenergydrained,andthenthe

eventsofwhatI'vedoneyesterdayhitme.

Ilefthim.IsighasItrytoimaginewhatheisdoing

atthemoment.Probablysleeping.Itellmyself.Itis

afterallonlysixthirtyinthemorningaccordingto

theunkemptclockonthewall.

Ican'thelpitwhenIautomaticallytakeanother

whiffofhisscentfromhist-shirtonlytorealisethat

hisscentissomehowbeginningtofade.Isigh

againasIrelivethememoryofyesterdaymorning.

Hisarmsholdingmecloselyaswemadelove--well

tohim,itmight'vebeenjustcasualsex,sinceIhad

afterallbeenthereforthat.

ItouchmylipsabsentmindedlyasIrememberhis



scorchinglipsuponmyown,andeverywhereonmy

body.Andhistongue.Icanalmostfeelitlicking

andnippingatmyneck;movingdowntomy

collarbone;trailingbetweenmybreastandteasing

andsucking.Icanalmostfeelthatsametongue

downtomynavel;tothatlineofmypelvis,between

mythighs.

Ishiverandsquirmsuggestively,alreadyfeelingmy

insidesmoistup.Ishouldstopthis.Itwon'tdome

good.Iamtheonewholefthim.Thereisnopointin

tryingtotorturemyselfwiththeseexplicitthoughts.

Lastnight,Ipromisedmyselftoclearmythoughts

ofJeremy.Now,I'mnotdoingmyselfanygoodby

bringingthesememoriesup.Iremindmyselfthe

firststepIhavetodo,andthatisjobhunting.

Forathirdtimethismorning,Isighonceagain.I

haveafeelingthatthere'salotofsighingtocome,

atthatthoughtIsigh.IremoveJeremy'sclothes



frommybodyandthenfoldtheminaneatpile

beforeplacingthemonthebottomdrawerwhichis

emptyduetomylimitedclothing.

BeforeIplacetheminthedrawer,Itakeonelast

finalsniffofhisoverwhelmingscent.Iamrelishing

inthearomaofvanilla,detergentandhiscologne

andalsomysweatinthemix.

ThisisthelasttimeIwilldothis.Ipromisemyself

whileclosingthedrawer.Ithentakeoutmylongtee

whichIuseasnightwear,sincetheteereachesmy

knees.Ifinallygetridoftheunderwearfromlast

nightasIputitinmyplasticwashbasket.Iputthe

corsetinthedraweralongwithJeremy'sclothes

andclosethedrawer,justasIlockawaythose

treasuredmemoriesIsharedwithhim.

Imovetowardthebrokenlongmirrornearthe

mattressbutIrefusetostareatmyreflection,

insteadIshiftittooneside.Itrevealsasmallmetal



container.It'sdecoratedinmatteredflowersand

thepaintisalmostdisappearing.Thecontainerhas

allmytreasuredbelongings.

Bytreasured,Idon'tmeanexpensivestuff.No,just

smallthingsIhavecometoinheritfromthe

eighteenyearsofmylife.Insideitincludesaphoto

ofthefraudfosterhomewhereIspentdarktwelve

yearsofmylife.

WhyIkeepthisphoto?Idon'treallyknow.Alsoin

thecontainer,thereisasmallnumberofjewelleryI

cametofindfromthestreets;afallenearring;a

forgottennecklaceorbracelet;andrings.Ialso

keepmysavedmoney,fromallthepawningof

theseintricatetreasuresIfound.

Ijustsimplygotoapawnshopwithagoldringor

necklaceandIcomeoutwiththirtyorfiftyifI'm

lucky.I'vemanagedtohidethismoneyfromGreta

allthislong.I'veneveruseditbefore.Buttodaywith



myplanonset,I'mfinallygoingto.

"It'snotmuch,butit'ssomething,"Imuttertomyself

asIplaceitonthesecretpocketofmyjacket.

Ithentiptoeoutofmyroomtothehallway.Ifaintly

hearthesnoresofGretacomingfromtheroom

across.Good,she'sstillsleeping.

Igotothebathroomandriskusingherhotwateras

Itakeafiveminuteshower.Thewaterfeelssogood,

itremindsmeoftheshowerItookatJer--nodon't

startwithhim.

Iturntheshoweroffimmediatelyonlytothenstart

brushingmyteeth.ItoweldrymyhairsinceIdon't

haveahairdryerandthenkeepingthetowelonmy

head,Iruntothekitchen.



AsIenter,Istopinmytracksinstantly.Why?

Well,becausethere'sasixfootfourfigureofman

leaningagainstthekitchencounterasheengulfs

onhiscigarette.Hehasdarkfloppyhairwhich

reacheshiseyesandinstantlyIthink;bedhair.His

eyesthemselveslookdarkfromwhereI'mstanding

andastheylockwithmine,Ialmostcoweraway.

Hisexpressionshowsanelementofsurpriseatfirst

ashetakesmeinandhisdarkeyestraveldownall

overme.InowwishIworesomethingmorethan

thisstupidt-shirt.Afterhehasassessedme--more

likeundressedmefromheadtotoewithhiseyes--

hefinallymeetsmyeyeswhilecasuallytakinga

puffofhiscigarette.

"Whoareyou?"Hefrownsatme.

Istare.AmInottheonewho'ssupposedtobe



askinghimthat?SinceIwastheresidentofthisso-

calledapartment.Butwithhistone,it'sasifhe'sthe

owneroftheplace.

Iscowlathim,myangerflaring,"Whoareyou?"

Thatmakeshimsmileforsomeoddreason.Hislips

twitchintoasmirkthatdoesn'tquitereachhiseyes.

"Iaskedfirst."

Thenerveofthisguy.

"WellIamtheresidentofthisplace,soIdeserve

someexplanation."Iretort.

Hiseyesnarrow."Soyoumustbetheservantgirl

shetalksabout."



Iblanch.Angerrisesupmythroatashiswordssink

in.Servant!

"Andsoyoumustbeoneofherboytoysheplays

with."Icounterangrily.

Heblinkssuddenly,hiseyesmurderousashedare

takesasteptowardsme.Hisnostrilsareflaring.

Hiseyesareinslitsashestarescoldlyatmeand

fromthiscloseIcanfaintlytraceacolourinthem.

Butthey'renotawarmbluegrayfromJerem--I

swallow.Stop.WhyamIsuddenlycomparinghim

toJeremy?

"Iwon'tbeinsultedbyaservantgirl."Hepuffs

smokerightontomyfaceandIresisttheurgeto

coughasIinternallychokeonthetobaccothat's

nowhittingmylungs.

"I'mnotaservant."Ihiss.Howdarehe?Howdare



hejudgeme?

Heliftsaneyebrow."Feistyone,aren'tyou."

Hesmirksashemovesclosertome,invadingmy

personalspaceandIbackupimmediately.This

makeshissmirkincreaseandthenhelaughsacold

chortle.

Atthisrate,myheartbeathaslongsincespikedup.

Allmyinstinctstellmethatthismanshouldbe

feared,theytellmetorunasfarawayasIcan.

"Ah,notsofeistythen."Hechucklesandgrabsthe

hemofmyt-shirtwithonehandashepullme

towardshim.Theotherfindsanashtrayanddabs

hiscigarette.

Ijerkawayfromhimimmediately,andImanageto



breakfreehishold.ButassoonasImoveaway,he

hastakenholdofbothmyarms.Adrenalinhas

spikedinmylimbs,andatthiscasemyinstinctstell

mefightnotflight.Ithrashawayfromhishold,

tryingtofreemyarmsbuthisgripisstronger.

"Letgoofme."Iwhisperinaraspyvoice.Iintended

toshoutathimbutasusualmyvoicebetraysme.

Hepullsmeflushagainsthim,andIfeelthe

rigidnessofhischestmusclesbuttheyhave

nothingonJer--goodnessmustyoubringuphis

nameagain.

Iwriggleaway,tryingmybesttofreemyarms.My

brainseemstohaveshutdownonthelittleself-

defenceIcametoknowfromyearsoflivinginthe

streets.

Hefreesmyarms,onlytopullmecloserashis



handsmovetothehemofmyteetowardtheback

ofmythighs.Suddenly,hegrabsholdofmyass.I

squeakoutbecauseI'mnotevenwearingany

underwear.

"Nounderwear."Hesaysapprovingly,hisvoiceis

somehowsofterthantheharshwayhewasearlier.

"Ugh!"

Iusemynowfreehandstopunchandslaphis

chestbuthefeelsnothing.Andsothinkingmy

thrashingwon'twork,Istop.

Thissurpriseshimashisintenseicyblueeyesglare

downatme.Hestopsgropingatmybareassbut

hishandsremainthere.Ilookupathim,tryingto

ascertainhischangeofmood.Thenhecloseshis

eyes,hiseyebrowsstillscrunchedupwhenhe

finallyletsgoofme.Hetakeshislighterfromthe



counter,andlightsupanothercigarette.

"Don'tjuststandthere,gaping.Makemebreakfast,

servantgirl."Hecommands.

This,thisman.Whodoeshethinkheis?Andto,to

justtouchmelikethat!

Tobecontinued.....

Anewcharacter .

Whotheheckistheunknown?

Let'sfindoutbyunlockingthenextepisodewith.as

manylikes,commentsandsharesaspossible



HappySunday,guys

Don'tforgettolike,shareandcommentbecauseI'll

bedroppinganotherepisodeintheevening
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Suddenly,itisn'tfearthatIamfeelingtowardshim

now.Itisdownrightrageandhatred.Forsome

reason,Ihadn'tbeenafraidwhenhehadtouched

me.Why?Ireallyhavenoidea.Somethinghadtold

mehewouldn'thavetakentoofar,evenifIhadn't

stophewouldhavestoppedsomehow.

WhyamIhavingthisinclinationtowardshim?And

whyamIobeyinghisordernowbymakinghim

breakfast?Iglareathimwhilehejuststandsthere

suckingonhiscigarettelikeheownedthedamned

place.Ididn'tlikethisman,strangerornot.Hegave

offbadvibes.



Hesmirkswhenheseesmeturningthestoveon

andIbegintomakeeggs.Ifeelhisintensegazeon

methewholeprocessofmakingbreakfast.

"Thatsmellsgood."Hesaysappreciativelyatthe

food.Hisvoicemereinchesnearmyearand

suddenly,Ifeelhiswholerigidfrontagainstmy

back.Itenseandmomentarilystopbreathing,

anticipatinghisactions.InmyheadI'mscreaming;

Backoff!Backoff!IknowthatifIyellthisoutloud,

hewilljustdotheoppositeandsoIstaysilent.

Thetensionisthickasneitherofussaysanything

andthenfinally,Ifeelhimmoveawayfromme.I

breatheoutabreathIdidn'trealizeI'vebeenholding.

Minuteslater,Igivehimaplateofbacon,eggswith

toast.Iwatchhimgorgehimself,moaningoneach

bite.Afterfivebites,helooksupandIlookaway



immediatelyasIfinishnibblingonmytoast.

"Aren'tyouhavinganyeggsandbacon?"Heasks

confused.

Iglareathim,"Likeyousaid,I'maservantand

servantsdon'tfeastontheirmaster'sfood."

HeblinksagainasifI'vestruckhim,butquicklyas

theexpressioncamehechangesittoafrown.

However,thefrownisnotaimedatmeforonce.

That'swhenGretamakesanappearance.

"Leyla,makemesometoo!"Shedemandsalready.

Notevenagoodmorning,howareyoutoday,Leyla?

IsighasIstartbybeatingtheeggs.Ieavesdropon

theirconversationwhileImakeherbreakfast.

"DidIsleeplastnight,Idon'tremembermuch?"



Gretaaskshim.

"Youpassedout."Hereplies.Icandetecta

detachedcoldtoneinhisvoice,asifhecouldn't

careless.

"Idid?"Sheseemshorrified."Sowedidn't...?"She

trails.

IturnoverhereggsonthepanandthenImovetoa

cupboard,sneakingaglanceatthem.

"No,wedidn't."

Icatchhiseyesashesaysthisandhegivesmean

inconspicuouswink.Idartmygazeaway

immediately.



"Oh."Gretaseemstobedisappointed.

ItakeoutaplatefromthecupboardandIserveher

theeggsandleftoverbaconfrombefore.Theplate

infrontofheralertshertomypresenceandforthe

firsttimesinceshecameinthekitchen,shegives

meaknowingsmirk.

"Wheredidyougolastnight?"

IstarttoblushbutthenIfrown.Whydoesshecare,

shehasneverbeenbotheredaboutmy

whereabouts?Maybeit'sbecauseofthisguysitting

nexttoherthat'smakingherputonanact.It'stoo

latetobebotheredaboutbeingpolitebecauseof

guests;healreadyknowsI'mnoonetoyou.Ithink.

"Iwentforawalk."Isay,actingtobedistractedasI

movetotakeherguest'sfinishedplate.Istilldon't

knowhisname.Irealize.



"Allnight?"She'sskeptic.

"Yes."Isayindifferently.

Shefrownsatme,notbelievingawordandI

couldn'tcareless.She'snevercaredaboutwhatI

dobefore,sowhyprolongtheacts?Inoticethather

guesthasbeenwatchingoverourcharadewith

passiveinterest.Hiseyebrowsarchupwardswith

amusement.

IgivethembothblankstaresasImovetothe

kitchensinkandbegintocleanthepotsandpans.

I'mgladI'vemanagedtoridtheattentionfromme

bymovingoutoftheirpresencebecausenowthey

pickupwheretheyleftoffintheirconversation.

"Doyouwanttodothisagain?"Sheaskshim.



Thissurprisesme.NotthatIcaredabouther

relationshipsbefore,butinthetimeI'vebeeninthis

placelongenoughtoobserveher,shehasnever

beenwiththesamepersontwiceinaday.She

usuallydumpsthemortheyleaveintheirown

accordthemorningafter.

Ithenrealizethattheyactuallydidn'tpullofftheir

arrangednightstand,sothismightbewhyshe

wantstoseehimagain.

"Hmm,"isallhesaysandfromthecornerofmyeye,

Iwatchhisformgettingupfromthechairandhe

doesitsoelegantly.

Elegantly?WhereamIgettingthisfrom?Comparing

suchdelicatewordtothisicycoldghostofaman.

"Idon'tknow."Hecontinues."I'llbecaughtupwith



stuffthisweek."

Asimpleexcuse,evenIdetectedrejectioninthose

words.

"Aw,"isallshesays."I'msorryIpassedout,I

usuallydon't..."Shetrailsagain.

Hedoesn'tsayanythingandIimaginehimgiving

herasmileormaybeastiffnod."I'mgoingnow."

Ashesaysthis,Ifinishwiththelastpot.Iwipemy

handsinthedirtydishtowelandthenIfacethem.

Theyaremovingawayfromthekitchentothe

hallwayandIleavethekitchentoo,intenton

headingovertomybedroom.

ButassoonasIstepoutofthekitchen,I'mmet

withanappallingimagethatwillforeverbe



engrainedonmymind.Theyarelockedinan

embrace.Notjustacasualembracebutafullon,

gropingofprivatepartswhiletheirmouthseateach

other.AllIseearetonguesravishingeachother,

andGreta'snightgownslowlyrisinguptoherthighs

almostrevealingherass.

IlookawayimmediatelybutnotbeforeIcatchblue

orbsopeningandlockingmeinagaze.Oneofhis

eyebrowshasrisenupashetakesinmysurprised

expressionandthenIwatchashegivesmeasnide

lookbeforewinkingatme.

That'stwicehehasdonethat!

Imoveawayfromthehallwayquickly,almost

running.IshutmybedroomdoorbeforeIflop

myselfonthemattress.Ibeginbyrubbingmyeyes

rapidlyinanattempttoridoftheimageI'vejust

witnessed.



Theaudacityofthisman!

Whodoesheactuallythinkheis?Andhashebeen

tryingtobeflirtywithmethewholetime?Isnortto

myself.Yes,hemightbeattractiveinhisowndark

way.Icanonlyadmitthis.Butit'shisarroganceand

theI-own-the-damn-placesortofattitudeandthe

rudewayhebehavedbytouchingme,that'saturn

offforme.

Heisdefinitelygoinginmybadbooks.

IwonderwhereGretamethim.Probablyoneof

thoseover-the-topclubsshealwaysgoesto.

Well,IamgladthatIamnevertoseehimagain.I'm

notstupidlikeGreta.Shemighthavenottakenhis

too-soon-exitasanobutIhad.Andthattoldme

thathehadnointentionofeverbeingwithher,even

withtheirgoodbyekissorwhateveritwasIsawin



thehallway.Ugh,thatimagewillhauntmeforever.

Anywayitisn'tmybusinesswhatshedoes,and

evenifsheseeshimagain,itwouldn'tmattertome.

Ihaveotherimportantpressingissuestocare

about.Issueslikefindingajobandtryingnotto

thinkaboutJeremyLawsonateverygivenmoment.

Iamquitegladforthatwholebreakfast,and

ponderingoverGretaandherguesthadquitetaken

mymindoffhim.Otherwise,Iwouldhavebeen

wallowinginregretandself-pity.

Igetupfromthemattressandthentakeoutmy

best-lookingclothesIowned.AllIhavetodonowis

getdressedandgojobhunting.



Tobecontinued.....

Whatdoyouthink?

Onceagain,shareyourthoughtsinthecomment

box,evenifit'sjustcriticismorpraise...comment

away!

ThankstoallthosewhosentmeValentine'sgift...

Ilovey'all

Andtothosewhohaven'tsentyet,it'snottoolate

tosendit
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Istandinfrontofafivestarrestaurant,

contemplatingwhethertogetinorkeepstaring.I'm

surethepeoplewhokeeppassinginandoutofit

arewonderingwhatwaswrongwithme.



It'snoweveningandI'vespentthewholemorning

roamingthetown;askingmanagers,employersin

mostlycafésorcashersjustforajobandsofar

mosthaveturnedmedownexceptforonecafé

calledMillie's.Ithadbeenpastthreeinthe

afternoonwhenIhadenteredthatcafé:

**********

"Excuseme,whoisyourmanager?"Iaskoneofthe

waitresses.

Shelooksatmeupanddownwithanimpassive

expressiononherface.Shewrinkleshernose

beforepoppingthegumsheischewing.

"Whoisasking?"Hertonedetectsannoyancebut

somewherethere'samusementplayinginhertone.



Ifrownather,"Me."

Sheburstoutwithlaughter,"Ohreally?"

"Yes,pleaseIneedajob".

"Don'tweall,honey."Shesmirks.

Iblinkafewtimesatherandthenshesighsand

shemotionstotheback.Shetellsmetoturnleft

andtokeeponwalkinguntilIfindabluedoor.

AndsohereIamstandingbythebluedoor,my

nerveswrecking.Ipraytodivineprovidencethat

whomeverisinthatofficewilloverlookthesimple

clothesI'mwearingandthetangledmessofmy

hairtoatleasthireme.Iknockafewtimes.



"Comeonin."Amuffledfemininevoicespeaks.

Sheisawoman?

WhenIenter,I'mmomentarilydazedintoshockat

whatIperceiveinfrontofme.

Darkness.

It'severywhere.Thewallsarepaintedadarkgrey

colour,contrastingthewhitetilesofthefloor.But

everythingelseintheroomscreamsgothic.

WhyIimmediatelyjumpintothisconclusion?Well

becauseinthemidstofthiswholeroomsitsafrail

butdangerouslookingwomanwhoispettingher

blackhairedYorkshireterrierdog.



Likethewholeroom,shewearsablackplaited

dresswithallgothicaccessories;onherfacethere

arethreepiercings,onejustoverhereyebrow.

There'sanoseringbetweenhertwonostrilsand

thenanotherlipringjustonthecornerofher

bottomblackcolouredlip.

Ithennoticethatonherneck,shehaswhatappears

tobeanecklacewhichiscoatedinmetalskulls.

Whatsurprisesmethemostisthefactthatshe

looksasifsheisinhermid-twenties.Imovecloser

toherblackcoloureddesk.

"Whatdoyouwant?"Sheasksinatoneofboredom,

draggingherwords.

"I'mLeylaandI'mheretoaskifyouhaveaspace

foronemorewaitress."Iintroducemyself.

Shelooksmeupanddownwithablankexpression



onherface."AndwhywouldIhireyou?"Shesighs

andIgetafeelingshe'salwayslikethis;nonchalant.

"Well...um...I...I'mdeterminedtoworkandIcando

longhoursifyousowishand--"Sheholdsouther

palmingestureformetostop.

"Haveyoubustedtablesbefore?"Sheasks

indifferentlywiththesametone.

Ishakemyheadsadly.

Shefrowns."Thenwhyareyouhere?"

"Ineedthisjob."Iplead.

Sheleansbackatherplushblackcolouredchairas

sheregardsmewithherblankexpression.



"Hmm,you'rejustinluckthen...oneofour

waitressesbailedonus.Ithinkyoucouldfillinher

places."Shesays,boredly.

Iblinkather,stillprocessingherwordsandwhen

finallywhatshehassaidhitsme,Igapeather.

"Really?"Iaskinshock.

Suddenlyshebeamssweetlyatmyreaction,"No,

notreally."Shesaysinasweetfaketone.

Wait,what?

Shesmirksevillywhensheseesmyfacefall."I'm

kidding.Youhavethejob."



Isighinrelief.

"Ohit'sfunplayingwithpeople."ShesmirksandI

noticehowherexpressionchangeswhenevershe

pullsitintoasmirk.It'sasifshesomethingmore

thanthegothiclooksshewears.Sheissomehow

beautiful.

"Thankyou."

"Now,nowbeforeyougowehavetodiscussthis.

Firstly,I'mMillieasyoucanseefromthecafé's

name."

Ismileather.

"Secondly,howaboutyoucomeonMondayandget

thefillonwaitressing,sinceyousaidyouhaven't

before,isthatfinewithyou?"Sheasks,herbored



tonebecomingreplacedbyabusiness-liketone.

Isthatfinewithme?Ofcourseitis,sheneedednot

toaskthat.

"Ofcourse."Ireplyher,mysmilebiggernowjustat

thethoughtoffinallyhavingajob.

"Good.Sinceyou'llbefillingthelastgirl'splace,

you'llbeworkingMondayuntilWednesday,morning

untilmid-afternoonandthenFridayandSaturday

noonuntilevening."Sheregardsmetoseeifthatif

thatwasfinewithme.

Isshekidding,thisismorethanIbargainedfor,as

longasIhavesomethingalongthelinesofajob.I

nodeagerlyather.

"Then,I'llseeyouMondayandwewilldiscussthe



paymentthen."Sheholdsoutherhandformeto

shake.

There'sapowerinagreement.IthinkasIshakeher

softhands.Acompletecontrastfromthedarkshe

displays.Ihavefinallygotajobaftermorningof

beggingandbeingturneddown.Iguessmyluck

hasturnedup.

Afterwards,Ispendwholedayroamingaround

townandforthefirsttime,Iactuallyappreciatelife.

Itfeelsgoodtolookforwardstosomething.Evenif

itwasjustminor,atleastitwassomething.It'd

beeneveningwhenIthoughtthatmysudden

changeofluckcouldmaybehelpmegetonemore

job.

And,IknowIwaspushingitwhenIthoughtof

goingbeggingforanother.



***********

ThatishowI'mfindingmyselfstandinginfrontof

thisprestigiousfivestarrestaurantanddoubtingifI

willbeabletoevenpullajobhere.Imean,the

intricatebuildingitselfstoodaloneandscreamed

expensive.

It'sbettertotry.Justtry.ItellmyselfasIenterthe

doubleautomaticglassdoor.Theinteriorispacked

andbuzzing.AssoonasI'minside,Ifindmyselfin

alineofawaitingqueue.

Inside,thewallslookasifthey'remadeofgrey

marbleandtheyseemartisticallyconstructedto

givetheplaceamedievallook.Eventhepaintings

onthewalllookedextremelyexpensive.Notto

mentionthatinsideofthisrestaurantthere'sa

diningareaandabararea.

Thediningareawasonthefarleftwherethewalls



aremadeofwindowsthatoverlookedthecitylights.

Andthebarareawasontherightside.It'spacked

andlooksasifthere'sapartytakingplacewhena

fewalreadydrunkenpeoplespewshoutsoverthe

noiseofthemusic.

It'sacompletecontrasttothesereneandcalmof

thediningareaandthismakesmewonderhowthe

noiseofthebarcannotbeoverheadbythepeople

eating.Theyseemcalmandinnowaydisturbedby

it.

That'swhenIrealizethere'saglasswallsuitedin

themiddlewhichisdividingthetwoparts.How

convenient,Iguessitmustbesoundproof.Iwonder

whothoughtofthis,hencetheowner.

"Youhaveareservation?"Thegirlbehindthedesk

interruptsmefrommyreverie.



Istudyherforamoment.Shewearsablackshirt

withmatchingtrouserswhichIassumeisthe

restaurantuniform.Shehashersandyblondehair

tiedupinaponytailandherblueeyeslook

expectantlyatme.Shereallyisbeautifulina

naturalway.Maybeshecanhelpme.

"Umnoactually...wherecanIfindyourmanager?"I

askher.

Shefrownsandthat'swhensheregardsmeupand

down.

ForamomentIstanduncomfortably.Iremind

myself,however,thatIlookpresentableinmyblue

jeansandlonggreysweater.IremindmyselfthatI

brushedmyhairthismorningsothenaturalcurlsI

hadthismorningwerewavy.

IalsoremindmyselfthatJeremyhascalledme



beautifulonafewoccasions--ohhereIgoagain,I

mean,I'vekindofsucceededintoavoidinghimall

day--sothereisn'taneedformeformetofeel

intimidatedbyher.

"Youhaveanappointmentorsomething?"Sheasks

withafrownmarringherfeatures.

"Orsomething."

Hereyebrowshootsupinamusement.Thenshe

proceedsoncallingsomeoneonthephone.They

haveabriefconversationthatIdon'tcatchbutIcan

tellit'saboutmeassheshootsglancesatmenow

andthen.

Aftershe'sdoneshemotionsformetofollowher

andthat'swhatIdo.Weheadacrossthebarand

thenoiseismerelydominatedbythechitchatterof

thedrunkpeopleenjoyingthemselves.Afewpeople



bumpacrossme,almostmakingmelosethe

personI'mfollowing.Butwithafewpushesand

muttersof"sorry,"Imanagetoescape.

Sheleadsustoasetofstairswhichisawayfrom

thebarnoiseandIfindmyselfinasilentbut

gloomycorridor.

"Justthisway."Shemotionstothedoorthatsays

manager.

"O-kay?"

Shesmilesfleetlyatmebeforesheknocks.

"What!?"Anannoyedvoiceontheothersideofthe

door,bellows.



"Uhsir,it'sHallie."

Sothat'shername.

There'sagruffinresponsecomingontheother

side.Sheopensthedoorandmotionsformeto

follow.Ienterwhatseemstothemostprestigious

officeforarestaurant,Imeanitevenhasaplush

officechairandamahoganytableforadeskand

everything.

Theofficeoverlooksthecityfromitsopenglasses

window.Hallieclearsherthroatbeforeshesays,

"Sir,umIcalledbeforeabout--"

"Yeah,Iknow.Youcanleavenow."Avoicebehind

thechairwhichisfacingoppositeusspeaks.I

noticethatwhomeverisbehindthatchairhasa

cigaretteinhishands.



BeforeHallieleaves,shetapsmyarmandherface

almostlookspitifulatmebeforeshewhispers.

"Goodluck."

I'mrenderedspeechlessandbeforeIcanreplyher,I

hearthefaintcreakofthedoorclosing,indicating

thatsheislonggone.Whatisshewishingmeluck

for?Iwonder.

"Youaskedtoseeme.Why?"Themanlyannoyed

voicespeaksbehindtheturnedchair.

Forsomereason,hisvoicesoundsfamiliar.

Tobecontinued.....



Whodoyouthinkitis?

ForthosewhowantJeremy'sPOV,justcalm

down

Itmightdestroytheplotifitcomestoosoon.

Dropyourcommentsanddon'tforgettolikeand

sharebeforeleaving
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"I'mlookingforajob?"

"Really."Icanalmosttracesarcasminhisvoice.

"Yeah."Imuttertomyself.

Suddenlythechairswingstofaceme.Igasp...in



fact,webothgasp.

Becausesittinginthatplushchairlookingalmighty

asheleanshiselbowsonthearmofthechairis

nonebutGreta'smanfriendwhohadbeeninthe

apartmentearlier.

"Well,well,well."Heproceedstosmirkupatmeas

heregardsme,whileIstandtherewithmymouth

agape,stillreelingfromtheshockofseeinghim.

Suddenly,theeventsoftheinappropriatewayhe

touchedmeearlierspringstomindandthisflares

upmyanger.

"Soyou'relookingforajob?"Hegetsupfromthe

chairandmovessothatheishalfleaninghalf

sittingonthedesktable.



"I...Uh."It'soneofthosemomentswhereI've

completelyranoutofwordsIcanpossiblesay.

Somehow,hefindsmylackofresponseamusingto

himbecausehehasthemostcunninglycoldsmirk

thatmakesthebonesofmybodyevenshiver.No,I

willnotseemweaktohim,notafterwhathedid.

"So?You'rejustgonnastandthereandsay

nothing?"Hefoldshisarms,waitingformyreply.

IfrownathimandthenIdothemostirrational

thing...andtrustme,I'mactingoninstincts.

Becauseinafewstrides,I'mstandingabreath

awayfromhimandasifonitsownaccordmyhand

collideswithhisface...inaharshslap.

Thesmackfromthecontactistheonlything

audibleintheroom.Whenitdiesdown,theonly

thingheardistheshockedgasphissingfromhis



mouth.

Shît,myhandsting!ButIdon'tletthatderailmy

nowfiercecomposure.

Atfirst,shockregistersinthosecoldblueeyesof

hisbeforetheyturnintoanmurderousglare.Before

Icansayanythingormoveaway,hegrabsmyarm

andpullsmeevenclosertohim.

"What.Was.That.For?"Hespitseachwordout.

Itrytomovemyhandfromhistightgripbuthe

doesn'tbudge."Letmego!"

Henarrowshiseyessothattheyareinslitsasthey

staredownatme,butthenhisgazeswiftlytrails

downtowardsmylips.That'swhenIstartpanicking.

Thefeebleattemptstofreemyhandbeforenow



turntofullblowntrashing.

"Whydidyouslapme?"Histoneisicy,nottobe

messedwith.

Finallywithonefinalyankofmyhand,I'mableto

befreedfromhisgrip.Ibackawayfromhimbuthe

followssuit.

"Forearlier,youhadnoright!"Imanagetomatch

histone.

Theglareprintedonhisfaceslowlyturnto

understandingandwiththis,thesmirkonhisfaceis

back."Ihadnoright,eh?"

"Noright!"



Hesubconsciouslyrubsthespotonhisfacewhere

Islappedhim.InoticethatIleftamarkofmy

fingersonhisskin.

Good!Butseeingthissuddenlymakesthestingon

myhandsthrob.Hehadtohaveahardjaw!

"LasttimeIchecked,itwasafreecountry."He

sneers.Hewasreallygettingonmynerves.

"Iwillreportyou!"

"Willyou?"Hetakesastepclosertowardsme.

"Yes!"Ibackawayimmediately.

"Whatexactlywouldyoureport?"



"It'scalledsexualharassment!"

"It'snotsexualharassmentwhenoneresponds

positively."Atthisrate,hehasacompletegrinon

hisfaceandthistimeit'sanactualgenuinegrin

whichreacheshiseyes.Itcompletechangeshis

coldhardfeaturesanditactuallymakeshimlook

attractive!

Attractive!?Ineedtogetagrip.Sure,heis

extremelygoodlookingbutpersonalitywise.Nuh-

uh.

"Iamnotrespondingpositively,"Iglowerathimand

that'swhenmybackhitsthedoor.

Hesmirks,thatfamouscoldsneerasheclosesin

mypersonalspace.Heismerelyinchesawayfrom

me.Icansmellhisscentwhichisamixtureof

cigaretteandatintofbodywash.Iholdmybreath.



"Youare,evennowyou'reresponding."Hisbreath

fansacrossme.

IscowlathimbutinsideI'mscreamingandtryto

decidewhetherIshouldmakeabreakforit.

"Youknow,Iusuallydon'ttoleratepeopleslapping

me,womenornot--ifyoutouchme...well,letme

sparethegorydetails."Hisvoicehasturnedto

somewhathusky.

Don'tletitaffectyou.Donotletitaffectyou!Iyell

atmybetrayingbody.

"But,"hecontinues,"Whenyoudid,ugh.Itwassexy

ashell!"Hehalfgrowls,halfmoansashetakesa

strandofmyhairandplacesitbackbehindmyear.



Theskeletalmusclesthatarepullingmyfaceintoa

frownbegintofalterashedrawsincloserbut

beforeIcansuccumbtotheoverwhelmingfeeling

ofhisfrontmusclesbuglingtowardsme.Iremind

myselfthathehaskissedGretatodayandthatI'm

supposedtoloathehim.

"SoamIsuddenlysupposedtofeelspecial?"The

toneofmyvoiceisvenomousandIcantellthisis

notwhatheexpectedfrommebecausehedraws

awayinstantlyasifrealizingwhereheisandwhat

isdoing.

Whenheisatleastameterawayfromme,Ifinally

relaxandbreathe.BeforeIcangetcomfortable,I

feelcolddaggersofhisglarepointedatme.Ilook

upandmeethisicystare.

"Youknowyouactallfeistyandcontrolledwhenin

factyou'reafragilepieceofcockteasingshit."He

saysthisintheharshestwaythatI'msurprisedI'm



affectedbyhiswords.I'mevenmoresurprisethat

hecanmanagetoshockmewhenIhaveknownall

alonghowcallousheactuallyis.

However,I'mquicktochangewhatevershocked

expressionhehaspulledoutofmewhenIretortby

saying,"Youdon'tknowme!"

Hesmirkscoldly,"Iknowenough."Heturnsaway

sothatI'mstaringathisbackasheheadsforhis

desk.

Ugh!IfIhatedhimbeforenowIfullydespisedhim.

"Ohsothetoyboynotonlysleepsaroundbuthe

hasabrainthatknows."Isaysarcastically.Atthis

point,I'mbeyondenragedIdon'tevencarewhatI

say.Heturnstofacemewithanenragedglare.



"You'rewalkingonthinice,Leyla,thinice!"

BeforeIcanreact,I'mrootedshockedonthespot.

Howdoesheknowmyname?Hecatchesmyfalter

andthatcoldsmirksisback.

"Yousee,Iknow."

"JustbecauseGretamighthavefilledyouinwith

mynameandmystatusdoesn'tmakeyoutheall-

knowing,"Iglare.

"Oh?ButI'mjustprovingmypoint!"

"Youdon'tknowanythingaboutme,nothing."

"IknowwhatIneedtoknow."Heglaresatme.



Ireturntheglarefullon.

"Soyouthinkjustbecauseyoumanagea

prestigiousrestaurant,youcangoaroundgroping

peoplewithouttheirconsent."

"Oh,but,Leyla,Idon'tjustmanageit,thisismy

restaurantandbar!AndIdon'tgoaroundgroping

people;no,you'retheonlyexceptiontothat."He

smirks.

Iamgettingnowherewithhim.Whatareyoueven

stilldoinghere?It'snotlikehe'sgoingtoofferyoua

waitressingjobanytimesoon.Myinnervoice

decidesthismomenttogetinvolved.I'mcertainly

nottakingit,nowthatIknowwhoownsit.There's

nowayI'mgoingtoworkforhim.

"You'retoofragile,Leyla,toughenupabit!Giveme

allyougot."Iknowhe'slaughingatme.



"Youknowwhat.Fuckyou!"Iletoutthatangry

curse.Forsomereason,thismakeshimsmirkeven

more.

"Iwill,gladly,ifyouaretheoneI'llbefucking."

"Ugh!"I'vehadenoughofhisconnivingattitude.

Iturntothedoor,readytoleavebutbeforeIcan

openthedoor,I'mstoppedbyfirmcoldhands

gripingandpullingatmyarm.

"Wheredoyouthinkyou'regoing?"Hisexpression

isdifferent.Goneisacoldsmirkthatseemstobe

hispermanentexpression.Heisfrowningina

concernedlook.Theconcernisalieninhiscallous

personality.



"Farawayfromyou,that'swhere."Iyankmyhand

awayfromhishold.

"Ithoughtyouwantedajob?"

"Asifyou'regonnagivemeone,"Isnort."Andwhat

makesyouthinkafterthat,I'llbewillingtoworkfor

you?"

Hismouthtwistinslightamusementandthat

expressionsomehowlightensuphisfeatures.Okay,

Ineedtostopviewinghimasgoodlooking.

Sure,heisattractiveinhisowncunningway,butI

willbeconfusingmyselfofhowIshouldact

towardshimifIviewhimthiswayandrightnowhe

isinmybadbooks.

"Wellfirst,yesIwasactuallythinkingofoffering



youonebutnowwell,youprovedyouwon'tbe

capableofhandlingit."Hesaysthisasifhe's

talkingofsomethingelse.Somehow,there'sa

doublemeaninginhiswords.Andthisresultsinme

shivering.

Foolishbody!

"Andsecond,"hecontinues,"Fromknowinghow

joblessyouareandingreatdebttowardsGreta,

well,Iwouldsayyou'redesperateandwouldtake

anythingthatpaysevenifitmeansworkingforme."

Thatconnivingsonofa...ugh!Ihatetoadmitthat

he'sright.Myeyesglareupathiminslitsandhe

smirksproudlydownatme.

"Icanhandleanything!"Iretort,knowingfullythat

it'sfutile,thatI'velostinwhatevergameheis

playing.



"Really?"Oneofhiseyebrowreachesforthe

heavens."Thencanyouhandlethis--"

IthappenssoquickthatevennowI'mstill

processingit.Allofasudden,Ifindmyfacedrawn

uptowardhimbyhishandsandinthatmillisecond

hislipscrushuponmineinaroughbutcompelling

kiss.

Myeyes,however,donotclose.Theystare,wide

eyed,athisclosedlasheswhichfanonhischeeks.

What'sevenmoreshockingisthatI'msostunned,I

haven'tbrokenawayyet.

Hislipsfeelsoftagainstmyownacomplete

contrasttohiscoldarrogantattitude.Heletsouta

muffledgroanonhisthroatashebeginstopartmy

lipswithhis.



It'sthefeelofhistonguemeetingminethatpulls

meoutofmyshockedstatebecausejustthen,Isee

thefaceI'vebeentryingalldaytoignoreandavoid.

Justthen,IseeJeremy'sface.

IbreakawayfromhimimmediatelybeforeIslaphis

facebutthistimeit'snotashardasbefore.Damn,

myhandisgoingtoreallystingtonight!BeforeIcan

Ilethimreact,Irunforthedoor,yankitopenand

runfortheexit.

"YoustartworkMondaynight,Leyla.Iexpectyouto

behere.Ifnot,Iknowwhereyoulive.I'lldragyou

hereifIhaveto."Icanalmosttracethesmirk

playingonhisfaceasIhearthosewords.

Thatsonofbitchkissedme!Howdarehe?That

arrogantasshole!Ugh!Irundownthesetofstairs

thatleadmetothebarpartoftherestaurant,andI

immediatelybumpintopeople.Mutteringmy

apologies,Imanagetoexitathrongofdrunkenmen



whopersistonholdingmebackfor"somechat".

Imeanhowcouldhe?Whywouldhe?Ugh!Idon't

evenknowhisname!

IfindmyselfbackatthereservationdeskandI

catchHallie'seye.Idon'thowmyexpressionlooks

likebutwhenshegivesamepitiful,almostguilty

look,Icantellit'snotreallypretty.Iamsoenraged

andatthesametime,sohurt;Idon'tevencarehow

Ilook.

MyheartisscreamingJEREMY!Andbrain

comparesthatroughkisstoJeremy'sheart

shatteringones.

Ihavetoremindmyself,however,thatI'mnolonger

seeingJeremyandprobablywillneverseehim

againforthatmatter.Ihavetoremindmyselfthat

eventhoughI'mnowstupidlyfeelingguilty,Jeremy



andIarenothingbutaonenightstand.Well,

excludingthemorningafter.

Buthehadwantedyoutostay,myheartcries.Yes,

hehad.Butitstilldoesn'tchangethings.Hewould

havegottiredofmeandthenproceededtoridof

me,likehowhehadwhenhe'dthoughtIliedabout

myvirginity.

Justthen,something,rathersomeonecatchesmy

eyeatthediningareapartoftherestaurant.It'sthe

chestnutbrownmessylocksofhairthatcatches

myeyefirstandwhenIturntogetafullview,Igasp.

I'mstandingbehindthelineofpeoplewaitingtobe

served,withmymouthagapeatwhatIsee,rather,

whoIsee.

It'shim!



Talkaboutspeakingofthedevil.

Jeremyishere!

Andoh...wait,he'snotalone?

.

.

.

Tobecontinued......

WhoisJeremywith?

WhoistheMysteryguy?



WhyishealloverLeylafornoreason?

Like,commentandsharetofindoutinepisode16
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Iadmirethemanthatcanonlybedescribedasa

sexgodbeforemyeyes.Helooksextremely

attractiveincasualblackjeansandtightwhitet-

shirtwhichhugshisperfectlytonedmuscles.I'm

busydrinkinginhisfamiliaritythatIdonotnotice

theelegantlydressedwomansittingoppositehim.

She'swearingaredstraplesscocktaildresswhich

showsoffheramazingshouldersandlongneck.

Thedressalsoaccentuatesherperfectfullchest.

Evenfromallthehere,Icanseethroughthe

outlinesofherchest.Thewayshepushesher

shouldersbackeffectivelymakingherbreastprobe

infullview,showsthatsheknowswhatshe'sgot

andshe'snotafraidtoflauntit.



Heroutfitbringsouthershiny60'sstyledwavy

blondehairwhichmakesherlookevenmore

beautiful,shecanbeMarilynnMonroe,herself.

Fromallthewayhere,Icanprettymuchtellthey're

involvedinasomewhatprivateconversationfrom

thewaytheygazeateachother.

What'sevenmoreheart-breakingisthecarefree

laughIhearcomingfromJeremyasheleansboth

ofhiselbowsontopoftheclothedtable.Fromthe

bodylanguagethatcanbeeasilyread,onecantell

thatthesetwoarenotjustonthefirstdatebutthey

knoweachotherwell.

Mybrainwondersifit'sCassie,thegirlwhocheated

onhim.Ifit'snother,thenfromnowI'llbecalling

herMonroe.

"Areyouwaitinginline?"Amanbehindmeasks.He



studiesmeasifIamsomesortoffreak.

Itearawaymygazefromtheperfectlookingcouple

--whomyoucouldcropoutofa60'smovie--and

stareupontheconcernedlookingman.

"No.Sorry."Imoveoutofhisway.

InoticethatIhadn'tbeentheonlyoglingatthe

attractivelookingcouple.Afewwomenareogling

atJeremywhilstafewmenhavetheireyesfeston

Monroe'schest.

Men!Ithinkonlytodistractmyselffromthe

piercingstabthatistuggingatmychest.Iexhort

myselfnottothinkaboutwhatIhavejustwitnessed

withmyveryowneyes.Iurgemyfeettowalkaway

andignorethegutwrenchingtwistofmychest.



IthinkI'mstillinshockwhenIfindmyhead

glancingbackattheirtablethinkingthatImight've

justimaginedthewholething.JustasIturn,Icatch

Jeremy'sheadturningaswellandoureyeslockina

millisecond.Ipromptlylookawaybeforehecan

recognizemeandthenIsprintoutoftheautomatic

doors.

ThecoldairhitsmeassoonasIstepoutsideandI

willmyfeettorunasfarawayfromthisplaceas

possible.It'salreadydarkoutsidesoIhalfwalk,half

runtothebusstopbecauseI'mnowfullyaware

thatI'menteringthedarkpartsofthestreets.

Iconcentrateonkeepingmyfeetmovingandonmy

surroundingsinanattempttoignorethetwisting

painthat'sslowlywreckingme.Don'tthinkaboutit.

Notnow.Iurgemyself.Iruntowardthebusstop,

thankfulwhenthebuscomesjustasquickly.I

concentrateongivingthebusdrivermybusfare

andthenIgositonthewindowsit,rightattheback,



awayfromcivilizationasusual.

Oncethere,Ifinallysuccumbtothetearsthatare

threateningtooverwhelmme.You'repathetic

coward,Leyla,simplypathetic.Ibroughtthison

myselfsoIdon'tevenknowwhyI'mcrying.DoI

thinkthathighlyofmyselftohavethoughtJeremy

wouldwhat?Chaseme?Don'tberidiculous.

Whywouldhechaseme?Iamnothingtohimbuta

girlwhoseintentionshadbeentosleepwithhimfor

money.AfterallI'mwayinalowerclassthanhim,

whywouldhewastehistimetochaseapoorgirl

whoisanonentityinthisworld?

Thereyougoagain,wallowinginself-pity.We've

beenherebeforeLeyla,manytimesjustacceptthat

you'renobodyanddealwithit.Myinnervoice

makesanappearance.



Ofcoursehewillcontinuewithhislife,it'dbeenjust

casualfuckingafterall.AndhereIamthinkingthat

wehadsharedsomethingmorethanjustsex,hereI

amjustrealizingthatI'doveranalysedhisactions

whenhehadsaidhewantedtohelpme.I'veover

analysedeverythingincludingmywholefeelings

towardsourwholeaffair.

Igetoffthebusneartheshabbysortedbuildings

andpracticallyruntoGreta'sapartment.I'macutely

awareofthedarkness,youneverknowwhatdanger

lurkedinthesestreets.Iamabouttoenterthe

buildingwhenIhearmynamebeingcalled.

Thereasonmyfeetroottothegroundisnot

becauseofrecognizingmyname.No.Anunknown

strangerwould'vecalledmynameandIwould've

stillkeptonrunning,especiallywheninthispartof

town.ThereasonIstopisbecausethatvoicehas

beenengrainedonmyheadsothoroughlythatIcan

evenrecognizeitamileaway.



"Leyla!"Hisvoicecallsmeagain,closernow.

Thehairsonmyskinstandaseveryporeofmy

bodyrelishesthesultrywayhisvoicesounded.On

hislips,mynameisacaress,asifit'sthatdelicate

andthetoneofhisvoiceisamixtureofanxietyand

what...relief?

"Leyla?"

Icanfeelhimnow,Icanfeelthattensionbetween

usradiatingameteraway.Ifreezeinspot.ThenI

tentativelyturnaroundtofacehim.Icatchthe

instantsightofreliefpassingthroughhisfaceashe

observesme.Myheartdoesadoubleflipatthe

sightofhim,eventhoughIlastwatchedhimtwenty

minutesago.

"ThankGod,Ifoundyou."Hebreathesasighand



suddenlyinafewstrides,heengulfsmeinhisarms.

ThistakesmebysurpriseforamomentasIstand

therewithmyfacepressedonhischest,however,

it'shisscentthatismyundoingfrommydazed

state.

Thatundeniablescentofhistriggersmyresponse

andmakesmesaginhisarms.Myhandsstart

snakingaroundhim,returningthehug.

"Je-remy,"Ihiccuphisname.

Thetumbledemotionsfromthecryingearlierstill

hasn'tquiteleftmysystem.Jeremytenseswhenhe

hearsmychockedupattempttosayhisname.He

slowlyfreesmefromhisholdandthenmoveshis

handstocupmyface.



"God,Leyla,youscaredthecrapoutofme."A

fleetingemotionpassesthroughhiseyes,those

intensebluegreyeyesthathavehauntedmy

thoughtsforthepastthirtyeighthoursormore.I

closemyeyes,feelingmyheartslowlyconstrict.

"Areyouwell?Didanythinghappentoyou?Youhad

mesoworried!"Hesplayshishandsonmyhead,

myface,myshoulders,mywaist,asiftoreassure

himselfthatIamhereandalright.

Whydoesittakehimtobethisclosetometomake

meforgetthatIlefthim;thatI'vejustseenhimwith

hissupposedlyexandthatI'mmeanttoforget

abouthim?

Theanswerstothesequestions,Ihaven'taclueyet

butfornow--tosavemyself--Ihadtocontinueon

likehispresencehadn'taffectedmeatall.



"Whyareyouhere?"Ifinallyask.

Hefrownsatme,hishandsonmyfaceslacking

andItakethatasacuetobackastepawayfrom

him.Immediately,Ilosethewarmthfromhisbodily

contactbutItrymybesttonotletthatderailmy

hardexpression.Itrymyhardesttoputona

straightface,butinsidemybodyisyearningforhim,

forhistouch.

"Isawyou...AtCavelli'sandyouran.Whydidyou

run?"Hesaysashefranticallyrunshishands

throughhishair,inasomewhatexasperated

gesture.

"Youseemedprettypreoccupied."Ishrug,tryingto

routefornonchalance.

Hepresseshislipstogetherashefrownsatmeand

Ifeeloutofsortsforamoment.Whyishe



scrutinizingmelikethis?

"Iwashavingcasualdinnerwithanoldfriend."He

shrugs.Thefrownonhisfaceaimedatme,breaks

me.

SoitwasCassieafterall.Ohthishurts.Whydoesit

hurtwhenIamtheonewhobroughtthisonmyself?

"Foranonlooker,Iwouldn'tsayitwascasual."My

angerflaresasIglarehim.

Heglaresback."WhyareyouangrythatIwasjust

eatingdinnerwithsomeone?"

Icontinueglaringathimasifhisquestiondoesn't

affectme.



"Notjustasomeone!"Ihiss.

Hepresseshislipsinatightline.

"Leyla,thelasttimeIchecked,you'retheonewho

leftme,sowhydoyoucareifIhaveadinnerwith

anotherwoman?"Hecontinues.

Myexpressionfallsasrealizationdawns."I...I

don't."

"You'rejealous!"Hisfacecompletechangesashe

realizes.

Stupid!Stupid!WhydoIalwayshavetowearmy

heartonmysleeve?Hisexpressioncompletely

changestoonecontainingthatplayfulsmirkashe

seesmyreaction.Itisthatwrysmilethatwarmsmy

heartagain.



"I'mnot."Ifailatacomeback.

"Yes,you'renot.Whywouldyoubewhenyou'rethe

onewholeftme?"Heagreeswithme,shrugging.

"Whydidyouleave,Leyla?"

Ipressmylipstogethertoholdmyselffromspilling

mygutsouttohim.WhatIwouldgivetocompletely

fallinhisarmsagainandjusttellhim!Iwantedthat

easyoption.

Insteadofreplyinghisdemandingquestion,I

simplycounterwithmyown."Whydidyoufollow

mehere?"

"DammitLeyla,stopaskingmewhat'sobviousand

justanswerme!"



"What'sobvious?Whatissoobviousisthatweare

completelytwodifferentpeoplefromdifferent

backgrounds,Jeremy.What'sobviousisthatI

realizeditsoonerthatwecouldneverwork,

whateverwehad,itwasjustthatandnothingmore.

SoIhadto...Ihadtoleave."

"Leave?Why?Becauseyouwerescared?Tellme,

whatexactlyareyouscaredof,Leyla?"Hisvoiceis

reprimand,andhiseyesscorchgrey--fromanger--

onmine,demandingmeforananswer.

I'mscaredofyou,ofthis,ofwhatyoudotomeright

now.Ithinkmyanswer.

However,Ishakemyheadandbreakmygazefrom

him.Ifoldmyarmsaroundme,nowawarethatitis

gettingalittlebitcold.IalsoknowthatIamdoing

thistosubconsciouslyprotectmyselffromhim.I



fearhecanreadrightthroughme.Ifearhecansee

howmuchIwanthimatthismoment.

Myheartcan'tstopthisridiculousthrobbingagainst

mychestandthefactthatheismereinchesfrom

me,makingmefeelhisbodilywarmthandsmellhis

temptingscent,doesn'thelpeither.

"Dammit,Leyla,answerme!"Hisbellowing

commandshocksmeforasecond.

Butuponseeingmyreaction,hesighsdeeplyand

runshishandthroughhischestnutbrownlocks.

Thismakesmyhandsitchtodotheexactsame.I

closemyeyes,holdingmyselftighterasIridof

theseurges.

"Answerme,please.Whatareyouafraidof?"He

asks,softly,thistimearound.



"I'm--"Myreplyiscutshortwhenafamiliar

screechingvoicecallhisname.

Fuck!!

.
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WebothturnaroundtofaceMonroe,orshouldIsay,

Cassie.Shelooksflusteredasshe'sstares

disgustedlyeverywherearoundus.

"Jer,whoisthis?Whyarewehere?"Shestrides

alongtohissideandgrabsholdofhisarm.

Iswallowthejealousythat'schockingmefrommy

throat.IwatchasJeremy'sjawclenchesandhis

eyescloudinannoyance.



"Itoldyoutowaitinthecar."Histoneisclipped.

Shefrownsupathimatfirstinconfusionbutthen

asshemoveshergazetowardsme,herfrownturns

toaglare.Istareblanklytowardsthembutinside

I'mslowlytearingattheseams.Eveninthedark,

theylookremarkabletogether.

"Youleftmeinastrandedcarinthesepartsoftown,

Icouldn'tjustwait.Whatexactlyarewedoing

here?"Sheargues.

"Hailsistheresoit'snotexactlyastrandedcar."He

clencheshisjawinannoyance.

"What'swithyou,what'swithyourchangeofmood?

Andwhothehellisshe?"Shecastsapointyfinger

atme,herfacegivingmedaggers.



"Sheisnooneofyourconcern,nowpleasegoback

inthecar,Cassie,"therestrainedangerinhistone

goesundetected.

"No,I'mnotleavingyou."Asshesaysthis,she

effectivelythrowsherarmsaroundhim.

Atthisrate,I'mbeyondagitated;Iwantnothingto

dowiththem.Ijustwantthesolaceofmysmall

room,justtoescapethisjealousythat'seatingat

me.

"Cassie,whatareyoudoing?"Jeremyunlocksher

limbsfromhim.

Shestaresathimconfusion."Ithought...Jer,you

tookmetodinner,Ithoughtyouwan--"

Ididn'tletherfinishwhenIcutbysaying,"Itwas



niceknowingyouJeremy,"andbegantoturnaway

fromthem.It'sobviousI'mtheintruderinwhatever

theywerehaving.Butdamnittohellandback.This

reallyhurt.

"Leyla,wait...Forgodsake,Cassie,Itoldyougo

backtothecar,don'tpushme."Ihearhisbellowing

voice.

"But--"

"Leyla!"IfeelJeremy'shandgrabbingminetofirmly

pullmetoastop.

"What?Jeremy?Whatdoyouwantfromme?Look,

I'msorry,okay.I'mintrudingtowhateverlovefest

youhavewithher.Idon'tknowexactlywhyyou

continuedwithmethenextmorningwhenitwasto

obviouslyclearyouweregettingbackather.I'm

justgladIleftsoonerbeforeIreallygottangledin



whateverrelationshipitisthatyouhave.Soplease

don'tcomplicatethingsnow,justletmego."I

almostchokeonthetearsthatarethreateningto

unleashthemselves.Hiseyesaren'thelpingwith

mysituationwhentheyshowamixtureofhurtand

longing.

"Isthiswhatyouwant?Pretendlikeitnever

happened?"Heasks.

"Ifit'stheeasieroption,thenyes."

"Whyareyoupushingmeaway,Leyla?"

"Pushingyouaway?"Isayindisbelief."I'mnot

pushingyouaway,you'vejustgoneonadatewith

yourex!WhywouldIpushyouawaywhenit'sclear

thatyou'rewithher?"



Arayofconflictedemotionspassesonhisfaceas

heregardsmein,butafterwardshisfaceturnsto

animpassivestonyexpression."Iamnotwithher."

Hesays.

"Well,whythehelldidyoutakeherondate?"Ihiss.

"It'scomplicated,ifIexplainittoyounow,youwon't

understand."Heclencheshisjaw.

"Wellthenthat'sthat...Goodbye,Jeremy,"Iturn

aroundandthistimeIrunintotheapartmentbefore

hecanstopmeagain.OnceI'minside,Ilean

againstthecloseddoorandcrumbledowntothe

floorasthetearssubmergedmeintodesolate

sorrow.

Withmyfaceinmyhands,Icrymyselfoutbutit

isn'tminuteslaterbeforeIhearGreta'sfootsteps.



"What'swithyou?"Sheasks.

Ilookupandalmostscreamformylife.She's

wearingoneofherbeautyfacemaskwhichmake

herlooklikethegreenogre,Shrekhimself.She's

wearingabathrobeandatowelonherhair.Iwipe

awaythelastremainingtearsbeforegettingup.

"Nothing,"Isaycoldlyather.

"Okay,ifyousayso."Sheshrugs,happilyreturning

tothelivingarea.

"Oh,bytheway,thenextrentisallonyou.Youhave

tofiguresomethingouttogivemethemoneyyou

owemeorelseI'mkickingyouout."Shestrides

bouncinglythroughthedoorasshebeginssinging

oneofthosequirkypopsongs.



Iholdintheangerthathasmewantingtolashat

her.AndbeforeIgointomyroom,Ihearhermutter;

"Don'tevenknowwhyIkeepher."

Ifloponthehardsolidofmysinglemattressand

stareblanklyattheceiling.Ivowmyselfnottocry,

nottostupidlycryoverhim.Hehadn'tbeenyoursin

thefirstplace.Ofcourse,hehadbeenusingyouto

getbackather.It'sagoodthingyouleftsooner,

beforeyoutragicallyfellinlovewithhim.

Myinnervoicereassuresme.ButdidIleavesooner?

CoulditbepossiblethatIalreadyfellandfellhard

forhiminthoseblissfulmomentswespentinhis

hotel?

AsforGreta,nowthatIhaveawaitressingJobat

Millie's,therentisleastofmyconcerns.Icannot

believeI'mactuallybeginningtoconsiderworking

forthatdespicableimbecileofmanwhoownsthe

restaurantCavelli's.



Maybeit'sforthebestnomatterhowIwillsufferin

hisclutches.BecausethesoonerIgetpaid,the

soonermydebttoGretaispaidandthesoonerIget

myfreedom.IreassuremyselfwiththisasIclose

myeyestoletthedarknessofsleeptakeover.

BeforeIcanfullysuccumbintounconsciousness,I

surmisehowthiswouldbealoteasierifI'djustlet

Jeremyhelpinsteadofbackingoutinfearof

gettinghurtandkeepingmyprideintact.

************

Millie's.

Ifoundtobeawelcomingcafétoworkat.I've

somehowmademywaytofitinwithmyfellow

waitresses.TherewasJulianne,Julieforshortthe

waitresswhoIhadaskedforMillietheotherday.



She'stwoyearsolderthanmeandworksparttime

forMillietopayoffherstudentloans.She'sstillat

UniversitystudyingPsychiatry.Ifoundmyself

instantlybecomingfriendswithher.

Despiteherlackofincentive,she'sbubblywiththe

customers.Shehelpedmetremendouslybyfilling

mewithwhowaswhoaroundhereandwhich

customerleftthehighesttips.

TherewasalsoHilary,everyonecalledherHilly.

She'sayearolderthanme.She'sonhersophomore

yearatcollege--studyingthebasisofneurology.

Shesoundedveryeducationalwhenshetoldme

aboutherclasses.She'sverygarrulouswhenit

comestothetopicofthebrain.Onecantellher

passion.

IlearnthatHillyhasaboyfriendwhomwasa

regularcustomeratMillie.Atfirst,Ihadfoundit

sweetuntilIcamerealizethatherboyfriendis



twenty-oh-sooddyearsolderthanherandstill

marriedwithkids.

Shehadlaughedatmeassoonasshehadtoldme

thisandIhadsoonsoftenedmyjudgementwhenI

realizedhowcompletelysmittentheybothwere.

Shehadtoldmethatheandhiswifewereinthe

middleofadivorcesoitwas"allgood".However,

Juliehadgivenmeapointedandalmostprotective

lookwhenHillyhadsharedthiswithme.

Juliehadlatertoldmethateveryonehasbeen

warningherabouthimwhenshe'dfirstbeddedhim.

Hillyontheotherhandtoldmeshecouldn'tcare

lesswhatanyonethought,atthatIbegantoadmire

herstrength.

ThentherewasEffie,adarkskinnedwomanwhom

likeourbossMillie,issortofclosedoff.Effie,Ilearn

isveryrestrainedwhenitcomestotalkingtopeople.

Withherintimidatingdarkbrowneyes,exotic



tattoosandpiercings,nooneactuallyapproaches

hertosimplyshareamindlessconversation.

FromJulie,IlearnthatEffieistwentysixandhasa

sonwho'saninfant.Sheworksherefulltimeasa

cookandwaitresstopaythebillsherpartner--who

abandonedherwithherson--leftpilingintheir

rentedapartment.Afterlearningthis,Ibeganto

softentowardsher,she'snolesslikemeandI

realizewesharesomethingincommonevenifI

didn'ttellanyoneofthemisfortunethatismylife.

Millie,ourboss,rarelyspendshertimeinthe

actuallycaféarea.Insteadshelocksherselfinher

officewithherdog,whichIfoundconsiderably

weird.

IsoonlearnfromJulieagain--Julieseemstobe

theknow-it-all--thatsheissufferingaheartbreak.

It'samoderndaylovestory.Shefellinlovetoo

earlyandthey'dbeentogethersinceshewas



sixteen.TheyweregoingtomarrybutonlyforMillie

totenyearslaterfindoutabouthisultimate

betrayalwithcountlesswomensincetheir

relationshipstarted.Iinstantlyunderstoodandfelt

somethinginthelinesofsympathyforher.

Sheonlycameintothediningcafétochatbriefly

withJulie--sinceJuliewassortofhertrusted

managerassistant--ofhowthingsweregoingand

ifanythingwasneededetc.

I'dbecomeoneoftheminstantlyintheonlyoneday

ofwork.Juliehadtoldmethattheprevious

waitresswhodidmyshiftelopedfromtownwith

hersupposedly"loveofherlife."

MillieappointedmewithhowIhadbeenfinding

everythingandItoldherthatit'sbeengreat.I

thankedherforthejobafterwardsbutshe'dpassed

thatasidewithflickofhandandwesettledmy

earnings.



I'mstillshockedatthegenerositysheispaying

everyoneperhourthatbytheendoftheday,Iam

seventybucksricherincludingthetips.

IcalculatethefourdaysI'llbeworkinghereeach

weekandIfigurebytheendofeachweek,ifthe

tipskeptgoingasthey,I'llbehavingenoughforthe

rentGretaalwaysbugsmeabout.Soontherewillbe

nothingIthatoweher,nothingintheupcoming

months.

IrevelinthisasIsaymygoodbyestotheother

waitresses.OnlyJulieandEffiewerestayinguntil

thecaféofficialclosedfortheday.Iamwalkingout

ofthecaféwhileputtingonmycoatassoonasI

stepintheraindribblingoutside,Ihearmyname

beingcalled.

Hillyisatmysideinaninstant.



"Hey."Shesmilessweetlyatme."Whereareyouoff

tonow?"

"Home."Ifrownattheword.

Shenoticesthisandlooksatmequestioninglybut

whenIdon'toffertoelaborateshesimplyshrugs.I

realizethatshewantsmetoaskofherplans."What

aboutyou?"

Shesmirksknowinglyather."I'mofftoeatat

Cavelli'swithMarcusandthenafter..."shetrailsas

sheblushes.Marcusisthemanshe'shavingan

affairwith.

ThenIrealize,Cavelli's.Shit.Thatsonaofåsssaid

ifIdidn'tcomeatfamouslypopularrestaurantin

thistown,thenhewillcomedraggingmethere.



Iscoffmentally.Asifhewill,hehasprobably

forgottenaboutmybeinginhisofficeinthefirst

place.IbattermyselfasIrealizeevenfromthisday

Istilldon'tknowhisname.IsCavelli'shisname

then?Idoubtedit.IguessIwon'tbefindingout

anyhow.

"Havefun,Hilly,thisismystopforthebus."Itellher.

Shewavesatmeasshecrossestheroads."Seeya

tomorrow,Ley,weshouldreallyhangoutsoon."

Ismilegenuinelyathernicknameforme."I'dlike

that."IwaveandIwatchasshecrossesthestreets

anddisappearsinanotherroad.

**********



WhenIgettotheapartment,forthefirsttime

gettinginsidemysmallroom,Ihaveasmileofmy

face.Thetablesaresortofturningforme,maybe

finallythestarsarefavouringmeforonce.

Iambeginningtoenjoymyluck,maybethiscan

work.MaybeIcanfinallysetmyderangedlife

straight.Hopefully,Milliewillcontinuetobethis

generous,hopefullyIcanbeabletofinallymake

friends.

However,justasmythoughtsshifttosomewhere

else--somewherewhereI'vebeentryingtoavoid

thinkingofallday--theunexpectedtearssoonslide

down.

Whyareyoustillcryingforhim?!

Seriously,Ihavetoletthisgo,eversincehelast

appearedwithher.Mynightswerespentwallowing



overwhatIcouldhavehadifIstayedwithhim.ButI

knowthat'swishfulthinking.IknowIshouldstop

this;Ishouldgetagripandjustforgetabouthim.

ButhowcanIforgetwhenhissmellstillliesinmy

smalldrawer?Ithendowhat'vebeendoingsince

thenightheshowedup.Itakeoffthecaféuniform

andfolditnicelyandneatinmytopdrawerand

thentakingouthist-shirtandsweats,Idrapethem

on.Isuccumbintheremainingscentthatisleftin

hisclothes.

Bydoingthis,Ipicturehimnaked;picturehim

kissingmeholdingme,whisperinghowbeautifulI

amashemakeslovetome.

Itdoesn'ttakelongformetogetarousedbymy

thoughtsandtheacheinmybellyeversinceIgave

myselftohimbeginstoslowlydrivemecrazy.Itis

ridiculoushowturnedonIamjustatthoughtofhim

doingunimaginablethingstome.



Suddenly,thepoundingofthedoorbreaksoffmy

daydream.

.
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Hewasn'tkidding!Andwhataperfecttimingto

choosetoappearwhenGretahaslefttheapartment.

IstanddumbstruckasIstareathisoffending

figureloomingoverme.Hisdarkhairclingsonhis

facefromtherain.Hisdarkblueeyesleeratminein

acoldcalculatedlook.Then,asifI'veinvitedhimin,

hemakeshiswayintotheapartment.

"Whyaren'tyouatwork?"Heswiftlyaskswitha



coldtonethattellsmeofhisanger.

It'sbeenafulldaysinceIlastranawayfromhis

officewhenhekissedme.Thatoffendingkissthat

leftpungentcigarettetasteinmymouth.Ishiver

coldly.

"ImeantwhatIsaid,I'dneverworkforyou."My

angerflaresimmediately.Imean,whothehelldid

heactuallythinkheistothinkhecandictate

everything?

"AndImeantwhatIsaid,Iwillcomedraggingyou

there."Heglares.

Iglareathimbackandforamoment,myeighteen

yearoldrebelliousteenagehormoneswanttodare

himto.But,IknowhewillactuallydoitandsoI

keepmymouthshut."Whyareyousointenttohave

meworkingforyou?"



"Doyouseriouslywantmetoanswerthat?"He

archesaneyebrow.

Ifrown,waitingforhimtocontinue.Heshakeshis

headasifindisbelief."Well,forstarters,itcan

actuallyhelpyougetmoneytopayheroffand--"

"Idon'tneedyourhelporyourmoney."Icuthimoff

midsentence.

HeglowersatmeasifI'moutofmymind,thenhe

doessomethingunexpected.Hecurses,"Stupid

stubbornkid,"hemuttersangrilyashesearchesin

hispocketsforsomething.

Hetakesoutapackofcigarettebutbeforehecan

lightoneup,Ispringintomotion;Ihaulthepack

awayfromhishandsandthrowitoutacrossthe

uncloseddoor.



"Whatthefûck!"Hebellows.

"Ifyou'regoingtosmoke,thentakeitoutsideand

whileyou'reatit,leavethisfuckingbuilding."I'm

surprisedatmyoutburst.

Insteadofhimglaringatmeandgivingmehis

pieceofmindatwhatIjustdid,hedoessomethingI

completelydon'texpect.Helaughs.

Hismusicalchucklefillsoutthewholeapartment

andIcatchgenuineamusementinhiseyes.Butfor

somereason,thismakesmeevenangrier.Whenhis

laughdiesout,hesaysinasomewhatserioustone.

"Itriedtoreasonablewithyou,butyouleaveme

withnochoice."



Suddenly,hescoopsmeupbymythighsandhauls

meontohisshoulders.Iletoutafranticsquealas

theimpacttakesmecompletelybysurprise.

"Letmego!"IscreamasIsquirmawayfromhis

hold,trashingmylegsjustsohecanletmego,but

hisgripisfirmandtightandhedoesn'tseemto

budge.Myfaceisupsidedownstaringathis

offendingbackandIcontemplatepunchinghimbut

IknowwhateverfitfultrashImanagewon'tresultin

anyimpact.

Hestridesoutsidetheapartmentandkicksthedoor

shut.Hecontinueswalkingswiftlydownthefew

stepsasifmyweightisnothingbutasackof

featherstohim.

"Putmedown!"Ihowl,tryingmybestnottoletthe

panicthat'sslowlyseizingfullyattackme.



Heignoresmeashewalkstothepedestrianand

stopsnexttoasleekblackcarandfromupside

downIcantellit'sanexpensivemake.Heshiftsmy

weighttoonehandashisothersdiginhispocket

forkeys.

"Thisisridiculous!I'mnotatwoyearold!Putme

down!"

"Screamallyouwant,butit'snotgonnahappen."

"Ifyouintendtodragmetoyourrestaurantwithout

anyshoesonmyfeet,thenwhatwillthecustomers

say?"Itrytocalmmyself.

"Yourfeetareleastofmyconcern."Hesimplytakes

outhiskeysandunlockshiscar.

Youmusttrusthim.Myinnervoiceconjectures.



Youmusttrusthimtolethimkeepthisup.

"IfIputyoudown,youwon't--"

"Matthew?"Avoicebehindusinterruptshim...not

justanyvoice.

Hefreezes,infactwebothfreeze.

"Matt?Whatareyoudoing?"IrecognizeJeremy's

voiceinstantly.Fromupsidedown,myheartlurches

athisvoice.

Inafewstrides,Jeremyisrightbeforeus.

"Whatareyoudoingtoher?"Thistime,hisanger

goesunnoticed.



SoMatthewishisname?Whatawaytofindout!

Thinksmysarcasticside.

MatthewunceremoniouslyputsmedownandI

slideoffhisshouldersandfallcrouchingonthe

ground.

Jeremyisquicktoreactashepullsmeupand

immediatelydrawsmeintohisarms.I'mtooweak

topullbackandmysensesarenowhyperawareof

hisbodilywarmthsoIsimplymeltinhisarms.

"Whatwereyoudoing?"JeremyasksMatthew.

ImovetostandbesideJeremyandhisarmison

mywaistinapossessivegesture.Thenthewhole

thingsuddenlydawnsonme.Theyknoweachother?

"Whatareyoudoinghere,Jerry?"Matthewfrowns



athim,specificallyonhisarmswhicharearound

me.Hiscondescendingblueeyestraveltomine

andIlookawayinstantly.

"Iaskedyoufirst."Jeremyglares."Andwhywere

youtreatingherlikethat!"

Thenasifrealizing,"Shit,Leylaareyouokay?What

didhedotoyou?"Jeremyturnstome,takingmy

faceinbothofhishands.

Myheartlurchesathistouch,heattranscendingon

myskinandadeepacheinmyabdomentellsmeof

howmuchhistouchaffectsme.

"Letgooffher."Matthewgraspsmyarmsinan

efforttopullmeawayfromJeremy.

"Don'ttouchher!"Jeremyhissesashepullsme



behindhimandheglowersatMatthewwithhisjaw

clenchingandfuryprintedinhiseyes.They'rethe

sameheightandthetensionthat'sbetweenthemis

icecold.

Matthew'seyesareinslitsashefrownsatJeremy

andforthatmomentmybrainwondershowthey

possibleknoweachother.

"Iseeyoustillhaven'tletgooftheCassieincident."

Matthewrudelysmirksathim.

Wait,theCassieincident?Doesthatmean--?

"ThishasnothingtodowithCassie.Brother."Ican

feelJeremytensebesideme.

That'shisbrother!?Ipracticallygrowcoldfrom

inside.



"Orisn'tit?Thenwhyareyouherespecifically,you

must'vehavefollowedme.Howelsewillyouknow

her?"Matthewpointsatme.

"Whatareyoutalkingabout?"

"Leyla."Matthewstatesmyname."Howdoyou

knowher?"

"Howdoyou?"

Foramoment,theyglareateachotherasifhaving

somesortofunspokenconversation.Then

Mathew'sdemeanourchangesasheshiftshisglare

towardsme."Youknowwhat?Icouldn'tcareless,

she'sawhoreanyway."Heleerswithatwitchfrom

thecornerofhislip.



Isnap.IballmyfistupandinafewstridesI'm

beforehimreadytoreturnhisunforgivable

behaviourwithapunch,howeverJeremyswiftly

pullsmeawaysendingmestaggeringafewsteps

back.

BeforeIcanevenprocesswhatishappening,I

watchasJeremydrawsafistonMatthew'sjaw.

There'sanear-splittingcracksoundfromthepunch

fillingtheair.

Matthewstaggersbackfromthecontacthishand

flyingtohisnewlybruisedjawinsurprise.He

wincesasheseesthebloodonhishandandthen

returnhisglareatJeremy.

"Don'teverusethatsortoftermtowardsher!"He

bellowsandIwatchhisformshakewithanger.

"Term?Really,Jeremy?Openyoureyes,lilbro,and



justlookather.Shepracticallyliveslikeone."He

sneersatme.

"That'senough!"Ifindmyvoice.

"Oh,areyoudenyingit?"Heglareswithabsolute

hatredtowardsme.

IglarebackbutbeforeIcandoanythingtodamage

hisface,whichIsowant,Jeremyonceagainreacts.

"You'reafool,Matthew!Pesteringonsomeonethat

can'tdefendonthemselves."

"She'snotjustasomeonenow,isshe?"Matthew

givesmedisgustedlook.

Mybloodrunscold.Whattheheckishisproblem?



"Yes,sheisn'tjustasomeone,she'smorethan.

She'sabetterpersonthanyouare."Jeremyretorts

rightback.

Matthewonlylaughscoldly."WowInevertookyou

forawhoredefender,lilbro."

"Don'tpushme,Matthew!"

"Areyougoingtopunchmeagain?Goahead."He

offershisothercheek.

Jeremyshakeshishead."I'mnotgoingtopunch

you.I'msimplygoingtoleaveyoualoneinyour

blatantmisery."

Great,Leyla!Justgreat.You'reinthemiddlein

siblingfeudandyou'restandingtheregapingatthe



bothofthemindisbelief.Fantastic!Myinnervoice

interjectssarcastically.

Ihaveanoddfeelingthattheirbickeringisn't

becauseofme.FromwhatI'vecollectedsofar,it's

asiftheconflictbetweenthemhasalwaysbeen

constant.

Waitaminute,ifMatthewisJeremy'sbrotherand

theyweren'tonagreeingtermsevenbeforethe

Cassieincident,thenwhythehelldidJeremytake

heronadatespecificallyinMatthew'srestaurant?

.

.

.



.

Tobecontinued.....

MatthewisJeremy'sbrother!!!

CassiecheatedonhimforMatthew?
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IwatchMatthewsneerathisbrotherbeforeJeremy

takesmebyhisarmsandpullsmeaway.

ThelastglimpsefromMatthewiswhenheis

staringatourdepartingfigureswithpureutter

aversion;hisexpressionisasifhehasswallowed

somethingunpleasant.



Jeremytugsonmyelbowasheleadsmeacross

thestreettohisAudi,whichisparkedonacornerof

abuilding.Idon'tthinkofanythingasIlethim.

Beforeheopensthepassengerdoorforme,Jeremy

yanksmeintohisopenarmsandIcan'tdoanything

butsuccumbtohim.

"Leyla?Didhehurtyoubeforedidhe--?"Hisvoice

seemsstrained.Asifhe'sdreadingtheworst.

Ishakemyhead,stillunabletofindmyvoice,"No,"I

whisper.

Hereleasesmefromthehugbuthishandsremain

onmyshouldersashelooksdownatmein

confusion...orisitconcern?

"Thenwhatwashedoing,haulingyouinhis

shoulderslikethat?"Histoneiscalculated.



Ishakemyhead."Itwasn'tlikethat."

"Whyareyoudefendinghim?Theguypractically

calledyoualiving,breathing,smellingwhore!"He

frownsatmebutbeforehecansayanythingmore,I

continue.

"Hewastryingtogetmetoworkforhim."Itellhim

becausethatisasimpleexplanationIcangive

towardsMatthew'sactions,althoughtheywere

childishanduncalledfor.

"Workforhim?"Jeremylookshorrifiedashescowls

atme.

Ishrinkunderhisglare,feelingtheintimidation

onceagain.



"Tellmeexactly,howdidyoutwomeet?"Hedrops

hisarmsthatwereholdingmyshouldersand

immediately,Ifeelstrippedofhisbodilywarmth.

It'soutofpureintimidationthatleadsmetoexplain

exactlytohimhowIfoundhiminGreta'sapartment

andthenagainathisrestaurantwhenI'dbeenjob

hunting.Aftertellinghimthis,hesimplycloseshis

eyesinastrainedangerandwhenheopensthem

again,IfeelasifI'mbeingswallowedwholebythe

intensityofthem.

Hesighs,"Youshouldn'tbelookingforajob,Leyla."

Iscowlathim."Imightnothavebeenclear,before

butIremembermentioningittoyouhowIamat

disadvantage."Myragesurprisesbothofus.

Hescowlsback."Wellifyouweren'tsostubborn

andjustletmehelpyou,thenyouwouldn'tbein



thissituation."Heshootsrightback.

Hereweare,bothseizingeachotherwithourglares,

howeverwithinseconds,thatsameelectricpull

betweenusstemsandourscowlingshiftinto

heatedgazes.BeforeIknowit,Jeremyisbeforeme

withinabreath.

Hegrabsmyfaceandpullsmehardtowardhim.

BeforeIcanevencatchmybreath,mylipsare

drawntohisinapassionatekiss.Theflame

explodeswithinmelikearocket.

Myimmediateresponseistoclosemyhandsonhis

neckandpullhimclosertomeaspossible.My

fingersthreadtothefamiliaritythatishisneckhair,

theyfistuponhissilkylocksandyank.

Hemoansinresponsebeforepushingme

backwardstothesidedoorofhiscar,initiatingmy



moan.Withthepartofmymouth,heplungeshis

tongueinsideandourtonguesdancetogetherina

gameofseduction.

Inside,myheartishammeringinanintangiblebeat

whilstmybloodrunswildtothereleaseofmynerve

endings.Iwanthim,now.Hishandsmovefrommy

faceandroamsdowntomywaistasheyanksme

closer.

"OhGod!"Icatchmybreathwhenhislipsreleases

meandbeginsthetortureofnippingmylineofjaw,

tailingdownwardtowardmyneck.Oneofhishand

graspmyinnerthighandplacesitaroundhiswaist.

Instantly,Ifeelthebulgeofhiserectiondigging

belowmypelvicbone.

I'malreadyconvulsingwithneedinmypantiesand

knowingthathewantsmejustthesame,deepens

thatache.



"Iwantyou."Hekissesmebehindmyearandthen

presseshisarousaldeeperinasawayof

demonstratinghowmuchhedoes.

"Iwantyoutoo!"Igroaninresponse.

Oneofhishandsmovestomybreastandstarts

kneadingatit.Itensethelegthatisathiswaist,

effectivelypushingmyselftohim.

Hemoansatthatandthenlauncheshismouth

againstmineagain."Seriously,Icouldtakeyouhere

andnow,butIdon'tthinkthepeoplepassingby

wouldappreciatethat."Hegrowlssoftly.

HedipsoneofhishandsintothesweatpantsI'm

wearingandhishandfindsmypanties.Isquirm

andshiverwhenhecupsmeandhishandbegins

themotionofstrokingmethroughthelace,making



meevenwetterthanIalreadywas.

Igaspunexpectedlywhenheslideshishand

throughmypantiessothathiswarmfingers

contactwithmyheatedflesh.Ohgod,thosefingers!

"Jesus,Leylayou'redrippingwet."Hehissesonmy

neck.

Igroanashepalmsmythrobbingclitwhilsthis

middlefingerandindexfingerstrokesthefoldsof

myflesh.Thesensationrendersmespeechlessand

Ifindmybreathingratepalpitating.

"Oh,Please."Ibeg.

Iwanthim;allthoughtandreasonhaveallbeen

shredtopiecesonlytobereplacedbythis

undeniableneedforhim.



"Iknow,baby."Hisbreathingisstrained."Iwantyou

too,Leyla,butnothere."

Andatthisdeclaration,hedrawshishandsalong

withhimselfawayfrommeandleavesmehanging.

Iscowlathim.Rightnowmyhormoneshavetaken

overmymoodandallIcanthinkaboutishimbeing

insideme.Hehasdeprivedmeofthat!.

Hesmirksatmyreaction."Frustrating,isn'tit?"

Iarchaneyebrow.

"Beingstrippedofsomethingyouwantsobadly."

Heexplains.



Istareupathiminconfusion."That'swhatyoudid

tomeLeylawhenyouwalkedoutonme."

Igaspasrealizationdawns.

"You'veinstilledalonginginme,aneedthatcan

onlybemetbyyou."Hetellsmeasif,readingmy

mind.

"ButIthoughtCassie--"IbeginbutIstopwhen

glowersatme.

"Cassie?Cassieisthepast,Leyla,she'snothingto

meanymore."Hescowlsatme,histonebreaming

withanger.

"Thenwhywereyouonadatewithher?"Iscowl

back.



"Itwasn'tadate.Itoldyouit'scomplicated."He

dominatesinacalculatedtone.

Icowerathistoneandfrownattheground.Don't

pushhimLeyla.

Hesighswhenheseesmyreaction,"Leyla,I'mnot

withher,ifthat'swhatyouthink.Idon'twanther,I

don'twantanyonebutyou."Hetiltsmychinupto

stareathim.

Hisfingersleaveatingleonmychinandoneofhis

fingerstrokesmyswollenlips."Comewithme."He

says,takingmyhand.

"Okay."Ianswerwithoutanyrestrictions.

Ilethimguidemeintohiscarasheopensthe

passengerdoorforme.Heisinthedriver'sseat



minuteslater.Hestartstheengineandthendrives

usawayfromthedarkbuilding,awayfromthe

Greta'sapartmentandthemiseryofthewholeplace.

Isitinhiscarwithawaitinganticipationtowherehe

willtakeme.

.

.

.

.

Tobecontinued.....

Theyarebacktogether!!!
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Jeremydrivesusouttheeastandheadsdown

southandforamoment,Iwonderifhe'stakingus

backtohishotelbutwhenheblatantlymissthe

roadtothatpartoftownandtakestheroadtothe

freeway,mycuriositypiques.



Wherearewegoing?

Don'tlooktomelikeIhaveanyanswers!Myinner

voiceshrugs.

Iimmediatelyberatemyselfforhavinga

conversationwithmyself.I'mnotcrazy.

"Wherearewegoing?"Iaskhim.

Hegazesatmefromthecornerofhiseyes,his

wholefacebeamingwithaknowingsmirk."Justa

place."Heanswers.

Ifrownatthat,it'dbeentwentyminutessincewe

leftandwewerenowheadingtowardstheoutskirts

oftown.Myfrownisstrippedoffmyfacewhen

Jeremyblatantlyplaceshishandonmykneewhile

theotherstaysonthesteeringwheel.



"What?"Heasks,innocentlyasifunawareofhow

effectivehishandswereonmyknees.

Hisfingersonmykneetravelsslowly,steering

towardmythigh,tracingdelicatelythroughthe

fabricofhissweatpants.Eventhelayersoffabric

donoteludetheheatIfeelradiatingfromhistouch.

Immediately,Icrossmylegsastheachefrom

beforestirssuddenly.Intheprocessofcrossingmy

legs,Ieffectivelytraphishandbetweenmythigh

andthefrictionofhishandmakesthefabricrub

againstmyheatedflesh.Mybreathinghitchesand

beginsitsfranticpant,allthewhileJeremystaresat

theroadwithamischievoussmirkonhisface.

"Ifonlyyouwerewearingaskirtoradress."Hecast

meaheatedlook.



Igulp."Itwouldn'tmakeadifference."Idaretellhim.

Theheatinhiseyesintensifiesashegazesatme

andI'mmostaffectedbythelook.

"Eyesontheroad,Jeremy."Ismirk.Thetableshave

turned.

IwatchasheswallowsmakinghisAdam'sappledo

aflipandthenheswiftlycastshiseyesbackonthe

roadwhilstcussing.

"You'reexasperating."Hesmilesasheshakeshis

head."Simplymaddening."

Ismilesecretlyatmyaudacity.

"Doyouhaveanyideatheeffectyou'reinfusingon



menow?"Helooksatmequicklybeforereturning

hiseyesontheroad.

Ishakemyhead.

Hesurprisesmebytakingmyhandandplacingit

onhislap,movingittowardshisever-growingbulge.

Igulpagainforthesecondtime,unsureofwhatto

dowhenmyhandstaysthere.

"That'stheeffect."Jeremysaysashegazes

heatedlyatme.

"Fuck!"HehisseswhenImovemyhandoverhis

bulge.

Idon'tknowwhatmakesmedoitandIdon'tknow

wherethecourageI'mhavingnowiscomingfrom

butbythestrainedefforttocomposehisfaceasI



movemyhandsonhim,simplyinitiatesmynext

move.

Ibeginrubbingagainstthefabricofhisjeans.His

breathhitchesatthecontactandthisonlymakes

meincreaseineffort.I'mawareofmyown

breathingrateincreasing.

Theacheinsidemechurns.ThedesireIfeelclouds

mythoughts,allIcanthinkaboutishavinghim

insideme.Thisonlymakesmypantiesliquidate

evenmore.

"Stop.God,doyouwantustohaveanaccident?"He

hissesandthentakesholdofmyhandandpushes

itbacktomyownlap.

IpoutathimbutinsideI'mturnedonlikethere'sno

tomorrow.Hegazesdangerouslyatmebutthere's

alsodeeplustinhiseyes.Thepullbetweenusisso



thickandheavythatIfeelthatthewholeclosed

spaceofhiscarisheatingupbyit.

I'msimplyconsumedbyhim,thatwhenheretracts

hisgazebackatthewindshield,mybreathingis

heavy.Icrossmylegseversotightlyinaneffortof

squeezeoutthisache.However,it'swithinminutes

thatthecarstopsonsomeremotelandwhereonly

onehouseresides.

Jeremyunbucklesmyseatbeltandpullsmetohis

lapsoquicklythatIfindmyselfsittingastrideonhis

lapwithbothofmyhandsrestingonhischestin

seconds.

Inthisposition,wearefacetofaceandhedoesn't

takeamomentofrecollectionbeforeheadvances

hislipsonmymine.Iletoutasmallgaspof

pleasureandhetakesthisasanadvantageto

implanthistongueinmymouth.



Myhandsmovealonghischesttracinguptohis

neck.Idrawmyarmsaroundhisnecktopullhim

closerandhishandsroammyback.Theincreasing

arousalinhisjeansrubsagainstthematerialofhis

sweatpantsI'mwearing.

Imoanwhenhishandsmoveunderthehemofhist

-shirtandcontactwithmybareskin.Iremember

thatI'mnotwearinganybrasohishandsmove

freelyonmybackwithoutanyrestrictions.

"God,Iwantyousomuch.Rightnow.Inmycar."He

groanswhenhisheadburiesonmyneckashe

plantskissesthere.

"What'sstoppingyou?"I'malreadybreathingasif

I'mhavinganasthmaattack.

Hegrowls,thesoundsreverberatingagainstthe



skinofmyneckwhichinturnsendstinglesfiringup

mynerveendings.

"Maybenottoday.Come,let'sgo."Heordersashe

opensthedriver'sdoorandswiftlyuntangles

himselffrommeashegetsout.Heholdsouthis

handsformetotakewhilehiseyesstudiesme.

"You'reonlyinsocks?"Hisgazelingersonmyfeet.

What?

IhavecompletelyforgottenthatMatthewhad

draggedmeoutofGreta'sapartmentwithoutany

shoes.IbitemylipasIstareupatJeremy's

disapprovingface.Thenhiseyesmovetomylips

andhisgazeliquefieswithheat.

Heclencheshisjawandthensuddenlyliftsmeup



intohisarmsbridalstyle.Ishriekfromthesurprise.

Iclaspmyarmsaroundhisnecktokeepfrom

fallingbutindoingso,Imovemyfaceclosertohis

neck.

HepullsmeoutofhiscarandIfacewhatseemsto

metobethebiggestmansionI'veeverlaideyeson.

Inthedark,theexterioritselfisstunning,with

greyishbluepaint.Thecolourthatreflectedhis

eyes.Itmadesensethathe'dpainthismansionthis

colour.

Ihavenotimetoreallyassessthewholebuilding

whenJeremyhurriedlyleadsustotheporch.Igaze

uptwopillarsarchitecturallycraftedtogivethe

walk-inamoremedievallooktoit.Theyguardthe

darkbrownmahoganydoor.

Onceweinsidethehouse,thegrandtwosetsof

stairwaywhichcurvetogethertomeetinthemiddle

catchesmyattentionbeforeJeremysetmedown.



"Wow."Igape,transfixedatthecrystalchandelier

shinningwithdiamondlights.Justbelowit,right

underthecurveofthestairs,there'scoffeetable

holdingtwoextremelydelicatevaseswhichhave

wildflowersonit.Beyondtheentrancethere's

anotherentrywaymadeofdoubleglassdoors

leadingtowhateverisbeyondthatroom.

"Beautiful,isn'tit?"Jeremysaysashegazesdown

atmewithalookofwariness.

"It's...wonderful."I'msimplyawestruckattheluxury

infrontofme.

"Isthisyourplace?"IaskasIshiftmygazeupto

him.

Hesmirksatmewhilehenods.Bothmyeyebrows

arch.Howrichishe?



"Butitgetslonelyhere,soItendtostayintown

moreoften."Hecontinues.

"Thenwholooksafterit?"

"MrandMrsBrown."Heshrugs.

"Thehiredhelp?"

Henods.

Ifrown.

"What?"

"Sothey'rehere?"Mycuriositypiques.



Helaughsindulgently."No,Igavethemadayoff,

they'renotexactlyinsidethehouse."Heexplains.

"Oh."

Whatachangeoftopic,Ithink.ThenIrealize

something.

"So,youmust'vehaveknownthatIwillcomewith

you?"Igasp.

Hesmirks,"Ihoped."

Istareathimforamoment,mymindwonderingso

sorelywhatIpossessedtomakehimwanttotake

mehereofallplaces.Hewantsmetobeinhis

house,thismansioninsteadofasimplehotel?



Mythoughtsdisappearwhenhecupsmychin.

"Whatareyouthinking?"

Ishakemyhead.

"Tellme."

.

.

.

.

Tobecontinued.......
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"Tellme."Hestrokesmylipswithhisthumb.He

smilesatthatandmyhandsbegintomovetohis

neck,bringinghimclosertome.

Hetakesthatasacuetokissmeandkissmehe

does.Webothgroanwhenourtonguesmeetasthe

kissdeepens.Theflamefrombeforeignitesmy

bloodonceagainandthistimeitcomeswrecking

mysenseswithafullonforce.

Thenhestopsthekiss,suddenly."Nothere."He

explains,ashepullsmetooneofthestairwaythat

leadsustothesecondfloor.

Idon'thavetimetotakeinmysurroundings

becauseJeremyhaspulledmetooneoftherooms.

WhenItakenoticeofhowhugeitis,Iimmediately

assumeit'shismasterbedroom,withtheposter

beddominatingthewholeroom.



BeforeIcantakenoticeofeverythingelse,Jeremy

grabsmyfaceanddrawsmeintoanother

passionatekiss.Hishandsmovetomytiedhair

andhefreesmyponytail.

"Iwanttofeelyou."Hegrowlsinmyneck,hishands

roaminginmyhairsofiercely.Imoananagreement

andhebeginstoslowlybuttorturouslyslidehist-

shirtofme.Thenhestops.Iopenmyclosedeyes

togaugehisreaction.

"Isthismine?"Hefrownsatthet-shirtandthen

returnsadazedlooktowardme.

Inod.

Hesmirksmischievously."Why,MissLevy,Ididn't

takeyoutobesentimental."



Ismirkandshrug.

"Whydidyoutorturemebyleaving,ifyoustill

wantedme?"Hesuddenlyask,changingcourseof

action.

Ibitemylip.

Hesighs."I'msorry."HepullsatmychinsothatI

freemybuttonlip.

"Christ,yourlips!"

Ibravelysteptowardshimandtakinghisface,I

kisshim.

"Youshouldstopdoingthat...takingtheinitiative."

Hegrowlsashegripsmylowerlipbetweenhis



teeth.Thismakesmeshiverinagoodway,the

sensationtravelsdownwardstothatfleshbetween

mythighs.

Hiskissgetsfiercer,thenleansdownandgrabsme

bymywaist,liftingmeuphebeforepushingme

ontothebed.Ifallonmyback.Hismouthleavesa

trailofheatfromthenapeofnecktotheskinunder

mybreast.Hishandsworkmagic,bykneadingthe

swellsofmybreast,hisfingerspinchatmynipples

makingthemquiverandhardenevenmorethan

theywerebefore.Thenhismouthlowersonmy

abdomen,threadingonthelinewherehis

sweatpantsare.

"Iwantthisoff."Hemurmursasheslowlypeelsthe

sweatpantsdownmythighs,myknees,mylegsand

eventuallyoffmyfeettakingoffthedirtysocks

alongtheway.

Oncethey'refullyoff,Jeremypartsmythighsand



standsbetweenthem.Hiseyesareliquidgrey-blue

astheyroamallovermybodyonlytolingeronmy

chest.Idon'tevenhavethedecencytofeel

ashamed;mybrainistoofiredupbyhormonesto

careabouthowmybodylooksinhiseyes.My

breathhitcheswhenhestartsstrokingtheskinof

mythighs.Hishandsmoveincircles,journeying

inwards.

"Youlooksosensuallikethis.Sprawledallovermy

bed,exposedandvulnerable."Hewhispersashe

kneelsdownbetweenmylegs.

Hiswordsincreasetheachebuildinginsideme.He

kissestheinwardofmythighandhistonguetrails

north.Ileanonmyelbowstoseewhatisdoingand

inseeinghimbetweenmythighs,feelinghistongue

onmyskin,increasesthedesirethatisspirallingall

overmybody.Hegrowlswhenhismouthmeetsme

inbetweentheapexofmythighsandtheonly

barrierthat'skeepinghimfromravagingmeismy



panties.

Hegrabsthelineofthemandroughlypeelsthem

downandoffme.Suddenly,hisbreathehisses

whenheseesmenaked.Hedoesn'ttakelongto

studymewhenhestandsupandleansovertokiss

me.Allthewhilehishandsworkmagicasthey

meetmethere.Igasp.

"I'vemissedthis."

"I'vemisseduslikethis."Hemurmurswhenhe

kissesmyjaw,myneckandmovingdowntothe

linebetweenmybreast.Thenhistonguemeetsone

ofmynîpples.

"Ohgod."Imoan.

Hisfingersstarttodelicatelystrokemedownthere



andthesensationspiquesbythepressureofhis

mouthonmynipple.Iletoutanincoherentscream.

Histeethgrazeonmynipplewhilstheinsertsone

ofhisfingersinsideme,strokingme."You're

soakingwet,Leyla!"

Imoan.Theacheinsidemeincreasesandthat

familiartightnessofmybodybegins.Asignthat

myreleasewasclose.IthinkJeremyrealizesthis

toobecausehebeginstoincreasethepressureon

hisfingerswhilsthismouthsucksandnipatmy

breast.

"Jerem--oh."Iwhimperincoherentlywhenthe

buildingincreases.

"Come,Leyla.Forme."Hemurmursandathis

wordsIclimax.



IshutmyeyestightlyasIletthesensationoverride

mybody...takingmeoffrealityforamoment.

"Beautiful."IhearJeremysayaskissesmylipsand

thenwithoneswiftmovementhefallsonthebed

andshiftsmewithmesothatIendupstraddling

him.Ifeelthenot-so-subtlebulgeofhiserection

pressingagainstmythigh.

"Takeoffmyshirt."Heordersasheplacesbothof

hishandsonmythigh.Hisfingersarethrumming

onmyskinasifhe'sitchingtotouchmebutis

resisting.Thethoughtofhiminsidememakesmy

handsmoveintheiraccordonhischest.They

beginfumblingthebuttonsofhisshirt.Myeyesare

trainedonmyhandsinconcentrationandIcanfeel

hissmirkonme.Ilookupandhiseyesaretwinkling

withmirth.

"What'ssofunny?"Idareask.



"You."Hesimplyanswers.

Ifinishthelastbuttonofhisshirtandhesuddenly

movesupintoasittingposition.Hisbluegreyeyes

heatingupwhenhisfacesdrawsclosertomeuntil

ournosestouch.I'mtrappedinthatpoolofhiseyes

whichgazeatmewithwonder.Ithenfeelhimshift

asheletshisshirtdroponthebed.Theshiftalso

makeshiserectionpressagainstmethereandmy

mouthgoesslack.

"Nowmytrousers."Hebiteshislips,hiseyebrows

quirkingupbutitishisintenseeyesthatholdme.

ImoveoffhislapandoffthebedasIbeginningto

unbuttonhistrousers.Heshiftsonthebeduntilhe

isontheedgeandIkneelonthefloor.

"Jesus!"HecurseswhenIpeeloffhistrouseralong



withhisboxers,makinghiserectionbouncefreely.

Myeyesbulgeathislengthasifseeingforthefirst

time.Howwasitpossiblethatthinghasbeeninside

mebefore?

"Touchme."Heorders.

Ilookupathimwithhesitation.I'venevertoucheda

manbefore.Ever!Hiseyesaremoltenbluegray

whenhestareslonginglydownatme.

"Likethis."Hesaysashetakesoneofmyhands

andmovesitalonghisshaft.Hebeginsmovingthat

handupanddown.I'mawareofhischangeof

breathingasheletsgoofmyhand,leavingittoits

own.

HehisseswhenIpressmythumbonhishead...

feelingthemoistofbeedthere.

HecloseshiseyeswhenIincreasemyspeed,his



breathcomingoutinroughpants.Istareatitwith

wonderuntilanoddthoughttemptedmetousemy

mouth.Ilickhisheadfirstbeforeaccommodating

hislengthinsidemymouth.

"Shit!"Hehisses.Hefeelssoftandtenderbutalso

hard.

HeletsoutastringofcurseswhenIswirlmy

tonguearoundhisheadoncemore.It'supon

knowingthatI'mmakinghimtearupattheseam

thatencouragesmetocontinue.Hefillsmeallthe

waytothebackofmythroat.Hejerksinsidemy

mouthasImovemymouthupanddownonhim.It

doesn'ttakelongtofeelhimtenseup.

"Leyla,I'mabouttocome!"

Great!IthinkasIcontinue.ItmeantthatIwasdoing

itright.



"Stop!Ifyoudon'tmetodoitinyourmouth!"He

hisses.

I'mnotthinkingaboutwhathesaidwhenIcontinue

totorturehim.

"Fuck!"Hejerksupforonefinaltimeuntilhepours

himselfinsidemymouth.Iswallowedandcough

immediately,cringingandfrowning.WhenIseehis

reaction,Idecideagainstit.

"Please,tellmethatwasyourfirsttime!"Hegrowls

whenhepullsmetowardshimandinafew

secondsI'mlyingonmybackagainstthebed.

Inodathim.

Thelookhegivesmesomehowmanagestomake



meblush.It'salookofpureadorationinamixture

withawe.

"You'reabravegirl,Leyla."Hesmirksashehands

trailsonmywaisttomythigh.Thoughtsshredinto

piecesasthedesireonceagainpoolsinmybody.

"Iwanttobeinsideyou,mybravelittlegirl."

"I'mnotlittle,"Icomplainbutmytoneisfullwith

wanting.

"Tome,youare."Hesaysashekissesmeonmy

neck.

"ButI'mnot;I'monlylikewhatfiveyearsyounger

thanyou?"



"Eight."

Oh.Icuphisfacewhenhelookswarilydownatme.

"Youdon'tmind?"Heasksashemoveshimself

betweenmylegs.Ifeelhiserectiondiggingatmy

innerthigh.

"WhyshouldI?"Atthispoint,mybrainwasina

primaryresponse,onlyasmallportionofitis

reasonablewhilsttherestofisworkingonsending

messagestosecretemorethesehormonesthatare

raginginsideme.

Hesmileswarilyatmyresponseandthesmile

lightensuphisfeatures.Thenhedipshishead

betweenbreasts.Thegestureisquiteintimate

becausehejustbreatheswithoutasmuchdoing

anythingelse.



"Jeremy.Ican'tkeepupwiththis.Iwanttofeelyou

too.Please."Ibeg.

Helaughs.

"Sinceyoubeggedsonicely."Helooks,hiswhole

facefilledwithmirth.

Hemovesacrossmeandopensoneofhisshelf

drawers.Whenhereturnshetearsupthefoil

packetwhichcontainsacondom.Immediatelyhe

pullsitonhislengthandthenreturnstotheposition

betweenmylegs.

.

.



.

.
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LEYLA'SPOV

"Let'stakeabath."Jeremymurmursagainstmy

breast,hourslateraftersensuallovemaking.He

laysontopofmewithoneofhislegsdrapedall

overmywaistwhilehisfacerestsagainstmychest.

Irunmyfingersthroughhisunrulychestnutbrown

locksofhishairenjoyingthesofttextureovermy

softpads.

"Alright."Imurmur,slightlyopeningmyeyes.

Hetakeshisweightoffmeandimmediately,Ifeel

deprivedofhisbodilywarmth.Ifeelhimmoving

aboutassoonashegetsoffthebed.However,I

shifttomyfrontandhugthepillowtomyself.

"C'mon,bathnow,"Hecommandsasheswatsmy

backside.



IyelpandjumpfromthecontactandthenIgivehim

adisapprovinglook.He'swearinghisboxerbriefs

withnothingelse.Mydisapprovingstareturntoone

oflustasImarvelathistonedbody.Hebiteshis

lipstosmotherhissmile,butthatmakeshimso

appealingdesireexplodeswithinmybodyagain.I

stillwanthimagaineventhoughwejustdidit.

Aren'tyoubecominginsatiable.Myinnervoice

snorts.

Suddenly,mystomachgrowlsunexpectedly.Where

thehelldidthatcomefrom?IlookupatJeremy,

hopefullythinkinghedidn'tcatchthatbuthefrowns

downatmespecificallyonmystomach.

"You'rehungry?"Histoneseemstobetoo

calculatedasifhidinghisannoyance.



Ishrugathim,theintimidationIfeelfromhisanger

makingmespeechless.

"Whendidyoulasteat?"

"Today."

"Don'tbesmartwithme,Leyla.When?Whattime?"

Ibitemylip.TheonlythingIatehadbeenthe

sandwichJuliehadgivenmeatourlunchbreak.

That'sanotherbenefitofworkingatthatcafé,you

getfreelunches.That'stheonlythingI'veeatenall

day.

"Iateasandwichatlunch."Itellhimtruthfully.

Hewinces."Pleasetellmeitisn'ttheonlything



you'veeatenallday?"

Igulp.Whyishemakingabigdealoutofthis?I'm

usedtoit,infactIbearitenoughthathungerno

longermatterstome.

Hetakesmysilenceasayes."Whydidn'tyoutell

meyouwerehungryallthistime?"

Hespringsintomotionashegrabsmyhandand

pullsmeroughlyoffthebed.Hethenfreesmeas

hemovestotheotherdoorconnectedtothisroom

whichIassumeisthebathroom.Hedoesn'ttake

longwhenhereturnswithawhitebathrobe

coveringhisbodyandonhishandsanother.

"Comehere."

IdoasI'mtoldandIlethimputthebathrobe



aroundmeandheevensotiesthesash.

SeriouslywhatamI...five?ButIknowhisgestureis

onlyintenttobeprotectivesoIdon'tcomplain.

"We'lleat,thentakeabath."Hetakesmyhandsand

leadsmeoutofhisbedroom.

"Isn'titpastmidnight?"Itakethischancetolighten

uphismood.

"Yes,itis."Hesmirksdownatme.Hisangerhas

fled.Thankgoodnessforthat.

"Soisn'titabittoolatetoeatandbatheatthis

time?"

"Whosayswedon'thavetoeatandbathelate?"



Ismileatthat."Fairpoint."

JeremyleadsusdownthestairwayandthistimeI

gettomarvelattheintricateinteriorthatisofthis

mansion.

Abstractpaintingssimilartotheonesathishotel

roomdominatemostofhishallways.Asweget

downstairs,Icountaboutsevencoffeetableseach

holdingflowervasesorjustvaseswithoutflowers,

andthenwhenheleadsustothedoubleglass

doorsintothehallway.There'sevenmorepaintings,

andtwocrystalchandelierslightshanging

artisticallyontheceiling.

Whenwegettotheotherside,therearetworooms

whichlooklikelivingroomsaseachhavehuge

couchesinthembutIjustgetaglimpseoftheroom

beforeJeremydragsmetothekitchen.



I'mguessingthere'sawholelotofroomsinthis

mansiontobecounted,whetherI'llevergetthe

chancetoexploremore,isuptothismanwho's

nowdraggingustothekitchen.

Istare,awestruckattheentrancemarvellingat

spaciousoftheroom.Ithinkthewholekitchenis

probablythesizeofGreta'slivingroomalongwith

herbedroomandkitchen.

There'sasixchaircounterislandsuitedrightinthe

middleoftheroomsurroundedbyblackrounded

stools.Ican'tevenbegintoimaginehowexpensive

thehugestovescostalongwithaseparateovens

hangingnexttooneofthecupboardsthathaveno

handles.

AsI'maweingthekitchen,I'mawarethatJeremy

hasdraggedmetositononeofthestoolsonthe



islandandthenhesearchesforfoodonthedouble-

doorfridge.

"Whatdoyouwanttoeat?"Heasks.

"Idon'tmind?Doyoucook?"

"No,that'swhat'thehiredhelp'aretherefor."

"Soyoudon'tevercook?"I'mcurious.

Hepopshisheadoutofthefridgeinordertolookat

myreaction."I'veneverneededtobefore,notwhenI

havepeopletodoitforme,besidesI'malwaysbusy

tobedomestic."

"You'rebeingdomesticnow."Ismilemischievously.

Ofcoursehedoesn'tneedtocook.He'srich..always



been,alwayswill.

"IguessIam."Hislipstwitchinasmile,hiseyes

brimmingwithaknowingglanceatme.

Thenhereturnstothefridge."There'ssalad?Hmm,

Idon'tthinkthat'llbetoofilling."

"Nothat'sfine.Idon'twantanythingheavy."Iadmit.

Helooksoutofthefridgeagaintogaugemy

reaction.Ilaughathim,actuallyfindingitabit

funnyhowserioushe'stakingthiswholesituation.

Ithinkmylaughisinfectiousbecausehesmiles

back."Youknowit'ssoraretoseeyoutrulysmileor

laugh.It'skindofrefreshing."



IblushasIlookawayfromhisgloriousscorching

eyes.IfeelhispresencebeforeIlookup.Hetiltsmy

chinformyeyestomeethis."Youdon'thavetobe

shyLeyla.Youreallyaretrulybeautifulandthefact

thatyou'reunawareofitjustmakesyoumore

attractive."

"Allmylife,I'veenduredbeingtoldthatI'mgoodfor

nothingbypeopleandI'veacceptedthis.Noone

hasevertoldmeI'mbeautifulbefore,soit'shardto

believeyou."Iconfesstohim.

Hegrabsmyfacewithbothofhishandsandits

secondslaterthatIfeelhislipsbrushuponmine.

"Believeme.Youarebreathtaking."Hekissesme

chastely.

WhenheisconvincedthatIhavesomehow

acceptedit,heturnsbacktothefridgeandIhear



himravagingthroughbottles.

"Okay,we'llhavesaladandmaybeicecreamafter."

Heclosesthedoorandinhishandsheholdsa

wrappedbowlofsalad.

"Ice-cream?"Iaskindisbelief.

ThelasttimeIhadicecreamhadbeenprobablyon

myeighteenthbirthdaywhenItreatedmyselftoone

andthatwastenmonthsago.

"Yes."Hesmirksasheplacesthebowlonthe

counterandthenheproceedsbypushingthe

drawerjustunderthecounter.I'mdumbstruckasI

watchitopenautomatically.Sothat'swhythey

don'thavehandles.

Hetakesouttwoplatesandun-wrappingthetinfoil



offthebowl,hestartsserving.Thesaladitselflooks

deliciouswithitsmixtureofprawnpastaalongwith

easylightvegetables.Mystomachgrowlsinwardly.

"Digin."Hepassesmeaplate.

Hesitsnexttome,effectivelyrotatingtheswing

stooltowardsmesothathisexposedlegfromthe

bathrobetouchesmine.Mylegheatsupatthe

contact.Itaketheforkheoffersmeandbeginon

thesalad,butjustbeforeIputtheforkinmymouth,

hestopsme.

"Wait.Closeyoureyes."Heorders.

Ido.Ithenfeelhishandsonmineashetakesthe

forkI'mholding.

"Openyourmouth."



Iopenmymouthandhefeedsmethesalad.

"Chew.Slowly."Hisvoicehasnowbecomesensual

anddark.

Myheartlurchesatthesuddenchangeofhistone.I

chewtentativelyandtheflavoursburstinmymouth.

Imoansuddenly,notfromthefoodbutfrom

Jeremy'sskilfulhandsdrawingcirclesuponmy

thigh.Thetinglesthatsurgethereignitemyblood

andIrevelinthetasteofthesaladalongwiththe

feelofthesesensationsrunningthroughme.

"Everheardofthesaying'thefoodtastes

orgasmic'?"Iopenmyeyesathisdarkwords.I

blushasInod.

Hesmirks."Eat."Hegivesmetheforkback.



Iwatchhimmoveasheplacestheicecreamalong

withthespoonontopofthemarblecounternear

thebathtub.Andthenhequicklyfreeshimselfoff

hisrobegivingmeafullviewofhisback.

Idon'tthinkI'llevergettiredofadmiringhis

perfectlytonedbody,therigidbroadshouldersand

thetautmuscleswhichalignhiswholeback.

Movingdown,IsuddenlysquirmasIfeelmyself

gettingwetwhenIcatchsightofhisbutt.Icanonly

imaginesqueezingthecheeksashemakesloveto

me.

IswallowandforciblyshakethethoughtsawayasI

watchhimgetinthebath.Heturnstofacemeand

myeyesinstantlyglueofhisthrobbingerection.I

blushasIglanceathisface.

"Comehere,"hesmirksknowinglyashemotions



withhisfingers.

.

.

.

.
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Asifmyfeetareattachedtoamagneticpullfrom

him,theybegintofollowhisfingers.OnceI'm

standingrightoutsidethebathtub,Jeremyleans

downgrabsmebythewaist,pullingmeintothe

steamywater.

Isquealfromthecontactandthesuddenstingof

thehotwateratmyfeet.However,it'swithin

secondsbeforeI'maccustomedtotheheat.I'm

awareofJeremy'shandstilllingeringatmywaist

ashepressesmybodytohis,makinghisgrowing

erectiondigagainstmystomach.

Hisbreathhaslongsinceincreasedasheleans

downtokissme.Iclosemyeyesuponfeelinghis

lipsagainstmineinasoftbutsensualkiss.He

drawsbackbeforethekissdeepens."Turnaround."



Idoandhedrapeshisarmsaroundmywaist,his

handsmovingoh-so-slowlyupwardsuntilthey

reachmybreast.Hetakesthemintoacupandhe

squeezesthem.Ifeelhimdippinghisheadintomy

neck,hisnosetrailingdowntothebackofmy

shoulders.Itiltmyheadtothesidetogivehima

betterviewofmyneck.Feelinghismasculinity

makesmesoakfrombelow.

Hekissesthelineofmyshoulderatthesametime

murmuringseducingwordsofhowhewantstotake

me.Thenhepressesmywaistclosertohimsohis

thatIfeelhisgrowingmanhooddiggingattheback

ofmywaist.Iscreamwhenbothhisthumbsand

indexfingerspinchonmynipples.

Hislipsmoveupwardsfrommyshouldersandhe

kissestheskinofmyneckallthewaytothe

sensitivepartthat'sthebackofmyear.

"Sit."Hewhispersashefreesmeandletsmesit



downonthescaldingwater.Hefollowsmeinthe

water.Hesitswithhislegsoneithersideofme.He

thenshiftsmeclosertohimasheflexeshisknees.

"Iloveyourback."Hesaysashetrailshisfingers

uponthelineofmyspine.Igigglebecauseittickles

andbecausewhathehassaidisjustsoridiculous.

"Andthewayyoulaugh."Hemurmursnearmyear.

Uponthissuddeninvasionofhislipsagainstmy

ear,Istopgiggling.

"Hmm."Imoanwhenhekissesbehindmyear.

Hethenmovestothemarblecountertotakesthe

icecreamandwithswifthandsheopensthetub

anddimmediatelydipsthespoontowardsme.

"Eat."Hecommands.



Ileanbackonhimandhefeedsmeaspoonful.Ilet

outamoanofpleasurewhentheflavourhitsmy

tastebuds.Ittastesamazingandthefactthatithas

beenalongtimesinceIateicecreamemphasises

thatlusciousness.

Ifeelhisbreathhissingnexttomyear,"Don'tdo

that."

"What?"

"Moanlikethat,itmakesmewanttofukyou."He

kissesmyneck.

"What'sstoppingyou?"Iaskandthenwithaswift

move,Itaketheicecreamtubawayfromhishands

andturnaroundtofacehim.Ishiftwiththewater,

drawingmyselfnearertohim.Igivehimacautious

smile,whenhewatchesmyeverymovelikeahawk.



"You'rebecomingbrave,Leyla.Ilikeit."Igrinathis

praise.

"Comecloser."Hisvoicesdeepens,sosensualthat

Icanonlyobligetohisorder.Hetakestheice

creamfrommeandfeedsmeagain.ThistimeI

closemyeyestomuteoutmymoansbutinwardly,

I'mgroaninglikethere'snotomorrow.

Istareupathimasheeatshisownshareandafter

scoopingsomemoretofeedme.Heblatantly

missesmymouthandslidesthespoonalongmy

neck.Theice-creammeltsanddripsdownmyneck,

mycollaranddowntothelinebetweenmybreasts.

Heputsthetubalongwithspoonbackonthe

counterandsecondslater,hepullsmeflashinto

hislapsothatmylegsareastrideofhim.Heburies

hisheadonmyneckashekissesandlicksafterthe



trailoficecream.Igripontohisshouldersfor

supportfeelinghiserectionatmythigh.

Theheatthat'sbuildinginsideofmebecomes

unbearable.Whenhelickstheicecreamoffoneof

mybreass,hepullsmeup,positionshisarousalat

myentranceandtenhepushesmedownheslowly

entersme.Igaspandmoanoutinpleasureandin

surprise.

HegroansonmyneckashethrustintomesothatI

bounceupandbackdownonhim.Thenhismouth

isonmylips,histeethgrippingonmylowerlipasI

bounceupagainandslowlydownonhim.

"YoualwaysfeelsogoodLeyla."Hemurmurson

mylips.

Mygroanisblockedoutwhenhelauncheshis

tongueonmypartedmouth.Imovemyhandsto



hisneckandhairatthesameworkingonmy

rhythmofmovingupwardsanddownwardsonhim.

I'mrevellingonthefeelofhimstretchingmeinside.

Thewatersloshesbackandforth,Jeremythrustin

meandIgrinddownonhimasourrhythmquickens.

Thatinstantpulltightensagain,thiswillbethe

fourthtimeinonenightthatIwillorgasmbecause

ofhim.

"Fuck!"Hegroanswhenourrhythmpickspace.

"Leyla!"Hefeelsittoo;hefeelsthatI'maboutto...

Jeremydriveshimselfintomesoroughlyitignites

myclimax.Icryouthisname.

"Shit!"Heslamsinmeforonefinaltimeuntilhe

pourshimselfintome.



Iburymyheadintothecrookofhisneck,holding

himsodireclose.Hisfaceisburiedinmyhairashe

breathesroughlyinandouttocatchhisbreath.He

kissesmyheadandtakingmyhipshepullsmeout

ofhim.Ifallbackintothewaterandoffhislap.I

closemyeyesasmybackmeetstheotherendof

thebathtub.

IopenthemagainwhenIfeelhimtakingmyleg.He

rubsontheminamassageandinstantlyIfeel

relaxed.Icatchhiseyesandhe'slookingdirectlyat

me,inalookthat'sinwonderatme.

"What?"Iask,feelinganxious.

"You'veneverhadsomeonemassageyoubefore?"

Heask.

Inod.



Hefrowns."You'veneverhadalotofthings,have

you?Someonetolookafteryouandjusttotake

careofyou?"Heturnshisattentiontomyotherleg.

"No,butthatdoesn'tmeanIneededit.Imayhave

whenIwasalotyoungerbutafterthatIbecame

quiteself-sufficient."Ismileathim,tryingtocheer

himupbecauseitdidn'treallybothermeabout

whatImissedouton.

Itdoesn'treallymattertomeanymore.

Heshakeshisheadatmeandthenthewarylookis

onhisfaceagain."What?"

"Iwanttotakecareofyou."Heconfessesashe

smilestentatively.

It'smyturntofrown."Jeremy,youhardlyknowme,"



Iprotest.

"So?BesidesIknowyouenough,"heshrugs.

Iswallow."But--"

"Nobuts.ThelasttimeIbreachedthistopicyou

walkedoutonme,Iwon'thaveyoudothatagain.

Justletmetakecareofyouplease."

MyheartwarmsathiswordsandIsitup."Jeremy,

I'mfinereally.Idon'tneedtobetakencareof.I've

survivedthislongbymyselfseriouslyI--"

"Youtoldmeyouowedthewomanyoustaywith,

hasthatchangedorareyoustillindebtedtoher?"

Hecutsmeoffagain.



Ifrown."Ithasn'tchanged,butInowhavea

waitressingjobthatpayswell,inafewmonthsI

won'toweheranything."

"Ifyouletme,youwon'toweheranythingby

tomorrow."Hestates.

Iscowl.Suddenlythetensionisthickandthistime,

it'snotfromlust.

"Ihaveajob,I'llbefine."IinsistasIglareathim.

"Leyla,Ihaveenoughmoneytobuyyouafreaking

island,justletmedothisforyou."

"Don'tbestubbornaboutthis."Hiseyesimpale

mine.



JustletthemanhelpyouforGod'ssake!Myinner

voiceinterjects.

Ilookdownatthewater,nowawarethatit's

becomingalittlebitcool.

"Whyareyousoreluctant?"

"Because..."IstartandthenIstop.

Isigh."Because,ifyoupayhermydebtthenI'llbe

indebtedtoyouandIcan'thelpbutfeellikeyou'llbe

helpingmebecauseofsex."Iconfessmyreasons

tohim.

Hefrownsatme,"Youwon'tbeindebtedtome.I'm

notlookingforanyrepaymentfromyou,Icanafford

ittrustme.AndI'mcertainlynotdoingthisbecause

ofsex.Isthatreassuringenough?"Hepractically



growlsatme.

IbreatheoutashakybreathandInodathim.

However,inside,myheartishammeringeverso

forcedlyonmychest.Heisdoingthisbecausehe

cares!Partofmesaysbutamorereasonable

portionofmedoesn'twanttojumptoomuchinto

conclusion.Howcansomeonecarefortheperson

whothey'veknownnotlongenoughandonly

knownthemsexually?

"Good.Nowwillyouletmetakecareofyou?"

Myheadnodsagain."Butononecondition."

Hegivesmethemostbreathtakingsmile."Finally.

What?"

"I'llletyouhelpmeonmyterms,"Itentativelymove



closertohim.

"Nameit."

"Youcanpaymydebtsbutthat'sit."Istart.

HebeginstoprotestbutIcuthimoffquickly.

"Istillhaveajobtokeepmeupandrunning."

Heglaresatme."Whatdoyoutakemefor,you'll

needclothes--anewwardrobe,anewplacetostay

andwon'tyouwanttogotocollege?LasttimeI

checked,youtoldmeyouwantedthisopportunity

butit'dbeenwhiskedaway,partofbeing

homeless?"

Oh,hefightsdirty.However,myheartlurchesatthe



lastpart,IcannotbelievehestillrememberswhatI

toldhim.

"I'llhavethemoneyfornewclothesbutanewplace

andcollege,Ihaven'tthoughtaboutityet."Ifrown

inwardly.

Hetakesthisadvantage."I'llhelpyouwithcollege

andanewplace."Hebegins.

"No,Jeremy.Youcan't.Schoolisnotonmyto-do-

list,atleastnotrightnow.Andanewplace,I'lljust

havetokeepstayingwithGreta."

"Youdon'thaveto."Hesaysinahopefultone.

Istareathimnarrowly."WhydoIhaveafeelingyou

wantmetostaywithyou?"



"Whynot?"Hesmileswarily.

"Jeremy,Ican't.Wecan't.Webarelyknoweach

other.LetmekeepthejobfornowandI'llseewhere

itleadsme."Iplead.

"Fine,butthissubjectisn'tover."Heagrees

reluctantly.

Itreallywarmsmyhearttoknowthathesomehow

caresenoughmestaywithhim;Ican'thelpbutfall

andfallhardatthismoment.

"Thankyou."Ismileathimtogethimoffhis

grumpymood.

Whenheseesmysmile,hislipsreluctantlytwitch

upintoonetoo."Don'tthankmeyet,there'salotI

wanttodoforyou.Ifonlyyou'llletme."



Myfacefalls.

Hegrins,"Fornow,I'llletyouhaveyourway."

"Comehere,letmebatheyou."Thatshrewdgrinis

stillonhisface.

.

.

.

.

Tobecontinued......



Cansomeonetellthistwosexaddicttobathe?

AndMatthewisstilltheretodealwith

Whatdoyouthink?

Pleasecommentyourthoughtsandfeelingsand

asalways,don'tforgettolikeandshare

AndI'msorryforthelateupdate,Ihadtousemy

sister'sphonetopostthischapter

AndIdon'tthinkIcanpostanotherchaptertoday....

Tilltomorrow
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Thenextmorning,IwakebecauseIfeellips



pressinguponmine.Mybodyfeelsheavyasifa

stoneiscoveringmylimbs.Myeyesflutteropento

findJeremy'sfaceatmyneck,breathingheavilyas

hekissestheskinthere.

Hiswrappedarmsaroundmywaisttighten.He

leavesatrailofheatfromthebaseofmyneck

upwardtothelineofjaw,eventuallyfindingmylips.

Iletoutasoftmewlingsound,thesoundsagainst

hislips.Hepartsmymouth,absorbingaswellas

plunginghistongueinside.

Hebreaksawayashebeginstotailnipsdownmy

chin,myneckandmycollarbone.I'mabsorbedin

eachsensationIfeelradiatingfromthecontact.

"You'resoirresistibleLeyla.Ineedyou."Jeremy

croonsbetweenmybreasts.

Suddenly,heshiftsandsitsusupsothatI'm



straddlinghimonhislap,hismemberpressesat

myinnerthigh.Ifeelmyselfliquidatingevenmore

withneed.

"Howaboutamorningwakeupcall."Ifeelhissmirk

ashetakesonebreastintohismouth.

Igaspatthecontact,"Iwillbelateformyjob."Ifail

ataprotest.

"Mmmh,"bothhishandsgripthecheeksofmyass,

teasingmeandmakingmeevenmorewanting.Itis

gettingreallydifficulttofindreasonofwhywe

shouldn'tdothisnow.

"Areyoustillthinkingofyourjob?"Heasksashe

gripsmyhips,movingmeupandpositionhimself

betweenmyentrancebutbeforehecansinkinto

me,hestops.



"Shit!I'mforgettingprotection.Ineverforget!"He

staresatmewithalookofpurewonderand

surprise.

"You'remakingmeforgeteverythingnow."Asmile

isplayingonhisfeatures.Hethenshiftsussothat

hecanleantothedrawertotakeanotherpackof

condoms.

"Neverlikedthem.Mightcallthegoodolddoctorso

thathecansortyouout."Hetellsmeasherollsthe

latexonhislength.

Ifrownathim,"Sortmeout?"

"Yes,withcontraceptive.Idon'twantyougetting

pregnant."

Igasp,inwardlyfreakingout.Pregnant?Webarely



knoweachother,Iamstillyoungandmylifeis

alreadyamess.Bringingababynowespeciallyin

thissituationwithhimwilldefinitelycomplicate

things.Imean,Idon'tevenknowwhatweare,what

ourrelationshipis.

"Fromyourreaction,Icantellyoudon'twantthat

either."

Inod."We'veonlyknowneachotherforfourdays."

"Well.thesepastfourdayshavefeltlikean

eternity."Hedragsmeintohislapandinstantly

beginssuckingatmyneck.

"Gettingtiredofmealready?"Ijoke.

ButinsteadofsmirkingasIexpectedhimto,his

facedrawsawayfromneck,hethenproceedsto



takemyfaceintobothofhishands.Hiseyesis

serious."Leyla,Idon'twanttoeverletyougo."

Hekissesme,bitingmylowerlip,makingmesqueal

inpleasure.Istartgroaningasheslidesmy

entranceontopofhiminoneswiftthrust.Pleasure

shootsinsidemethereandimmediately,Ibegin

movingupwardstogetsomefrictionbuthestops

me.

Igazeathim,ournosestouching.Desireand

somethingmoreisprintedinhiseyes.Myarmsare

aroundhisneckandhisareholdingmeprotectively

frommyback.

"Canyoufeelthat?"Hesimplysaysashethrust

upwards,allowinghimselftosinkevenmoreso

insideme.Iletoutagroanofpleasure.

"That'sme,baby.Allofme."Ifeelhimalltheway

insideandthepressureisgettingtoomuchthatallI



canthinkofisgettingsomefriction.

"Sayyou'remine."Heordersasheswivelshiships

around,hismemberrotatinginsideme.

"Jer...Ah!"Imoan.

"Sayit!"

"I'myours,always!"Igroanwhenhehitsmyg-spot.

Iopenmyeyesandhehasthewidestgrin.

"Doyouanyideahowmuchyoumeantome?"He

askssoftlythistime.

Ishakemyhead,mythoughtsswimming

incoherently.



"Alot."Hisvoiceishuskyandraspy.Hekissesme

foralongesttimethatintheendIfeelasifI'm

burningfromfireofit.

"Okay.Move."Hefallsbackdownonhisback.Igrip

onhisupperarmsforsupportasIallowmyselfto

moveupanddownonhim.Wefallintoarhythm.

****************

"I'mgoingtocalltheobgyntoscheduleyouan

appointment."Hesayslaterwhenhediscardsthe

usedcondom.

Ifrownatthat,Idon'tfeelcomfortableaboutthis.I

knowIagreedforhimtohelpme,butI'mnotifthis

willbenefitbothofus.Plus,itmeansmoreofhis

moneyusedonme.



"Anotherexpense?"Isighinwardly.

"Hey,it'snotanexpense,notwhenitcomestoyou.

YouknowIwanttoprotectyou,right?"Hiseyes

penetraterightthroughmysoul.

Ismile,"You'rebeingtookindtome,forsomeone

youmetonthestreets,Jeremy."

"WhatIfeelrightnow,it'sasifI'veknownyou

forever."Hetellsmeahewrapshisarmsaround

myfrontfrombehind.Ienjoythisblissforafew

momentsandthensuddenlyIgaspremembering

thatIshouldbeatwork.Instantly,Idartawayfrom

hisarms.

"What?"Jeremyasksconcerned.

"I'mgoingtobeseriouslylate,andit'smysecond



dayatwork."

"Doyouhavetogotowork?"Hefallsbesidesmeon

thebedandIsittoscoldhim.

"Yes.Wetalkedaboutthis."Itellhim.

Hesighsgrumpily,"Iknow.Wedid."

"Icannotwaitforthedayyoufinallyletmebuyyou

things,justtoproveyouhowworthyyouare."

Ismileshylyathimnotentirelysurewhattosayto

him.Doesheknowwhathiswordsaredoingtomy

heart?Ofcourse,hedoesn'tknow.

"Come,let'sgoandeatbeforeIdecidetokeepyou

herefortherestoftheday,"heoffershishandfor



meoftake.

OnceI'moffhisbed,Idrapeontherobehegaveme

lastnight.

*********

Onceagain,Ifindmyselfstaringawestruckathis

kitchen.Wearebothsatatthekitchencounterwith

ourbreakfastinfrontofus.AfterIhadtakena

showerwhilehe'dbeenspeakingonhiseverringing

phone,wehadgonedownthestairsandI'd

officiallymetthehiredhelp,MrandMrsBrown.

MrsBrownisafairedhairedwomanwhosereticent

characterkeptmethinkingofhowamiablesheisin

herownreservedway.Shehadalreadymadeus

breakfastwhenwe'darrived.Herhusband,Mr

Brown,onlyofferedhissmallgreetingsbeforehe

wentbacktotheirquarters.



IamcurrentlygorgingontheeggsandI'm

consciousthatJeremyhashiswholegazefixedat

mewhileheeatshisshare.

"Whendoyoufinishyourwork?"Heasksmeina

serioustone.

"Three."Ianswer,curtly.

Hefrownsatthat."IagreedIwillletyoukeepyour

jobaspartofyourconditionbutIhavemy

conditionstoo,"hestarts."Iwantyoustaywithme--

"

Ifrownathim,readytodisagreebuthecontinues

beforeIcansayanythingelse,hecutsin.

"Temporarily,untilyoufindyourplace,howisthat?"



Heasks,hopefulatme.

Ifrownatmybreakfast;insideinnervoicebegsme

notoverthinkaboutthisandjustlethimhelp.

Irelent."Okay."

Thatresultedinhissurprisedexpression.Heblinks

atmeafewtimes.It'sobviousinhisexpression

thatmyanswerisunexpected.

"Noarguments?"

Ismileatthat."Noarguments.ButI'llstayuntilI

findanewplace."

Itellhimwithasmileonmyface,however,insideI

amtryingmyhardestnottoletthefactthatwith



justawaitressingjob,itwilltakealongtimetofind

aplace.ItrynottoletthefactthatIwillbeinhis

debt,gettome.Besides,he'ssaidIwouldn'towe

himanything.

"Of'course.Andyouaregoingtoletmepaythis

womanoff.IfIamtohaveyou--evenifit's

temporarily--thenIbetterhaveyoualltomyself."

Ismilelovinglyupathim.Suchwords,such

emotion.Doesherealizetheeffecthiswordsare

doingtomyheart?

"Thankyou,Jeremy,foreverything."Ivacatemy

breakfastandmoveclosertoembracehim.

Myarmswraparoundhisshouldersandinstantly

hesnakeshisonmywaist,hisfaceburyingonmy

neck.



"Andyou'llletmebuyyouanewwardrobe,"headds,

testing.Asifhe'stestingthewaters.

Istiffenatthat,rememberinghowmuchhischoice

ofwardrobewouldcost."Icanbuymyself

wardrobe."

Hereleasesmetogaugemyreaction.Hebiteshis

lipandhiseyesstareupatmeinmischief.

"What?"

"Isortofalreadypurchasednewclothesforyou."

"Youdidwhat?"Iscreech.

"Don'tbitemyheadoff."Helaughsatmyreaction.



"Jeremy,"Ibegintocomplain.

"Please."Hepleadsandhemoveshisarmsfrom

mywaisttoclutchmyhands.

Itrytocontainmysuddenanger.Heisjustlooking

outforyou,Leyla,youseehecares.Heseesthat

youareshortonclothesconsideringyourstatus.

He'sbeinggeneroustoyou.Howmanypeoplehave

boughtyouclothesbefore?Myinnervoicereasons

withme.Obviously,theanswertothatisnoneatall.

"Whatisyouraversionwithmebuyingyouthings?"

"It'snotanaversion;Idoappreciatewhatyouare

doing..."Itrail,whilesighing."It'sthepriceofthe

clothesyoubuythatI'mhorrifiedat."

"Whatiswrongwiththeprice?"Heasks.



"It'stoomuch."

Heseemsshocked,"Toomuch?"

Inod.

"Leyla,I'marichman.Believeme,Icanafford

anything."

"Iknowthat,"Ifreemyhandsfromhistocaresshis

cheek."Jeremy...Iamnothing,I'vebeenbroughtup

withnothingandI'veacceptedthis.Soyouwaltzing

intomylifeandshoweringmewiththismuch

luxury,"Iwavemyhandsaroundthekitchenasan

emphasis.

"Wellit'salottotakeinandIcannotjustacceptit,

notwithknowledgethatitwillsoonbewhisked



awaydependingonhowourrelationship

progressesandthenI'llbebacktosquareone.Plus,

we'veonlymeteachotherafewdaysandwhat

you'reoffering,it'slikeyou'rejumpingthestagesor

shouldIsayrules."

Hehasbeenlisteningtomyspeechwithalookof

tendernessthatIcannotcomprehend.Hetakesmy

faceinhishandseffectivelydrawingmecloserto

him.

"Firstly,You.Are.Not.Nothing.Okay?"Hekisses

mynose."Youmightnothaveeverythingbutyou're

notnothing.Nottomeyou'rearen't."

Suchwords,suchpassion.Suchinflammationin

myheart.

"Secondly,ifIwanttospendmoneyonyou,Ican.

AndIwillshoweryouwithluxury,continuouslyin



fact.Allyouhavetodoisacceptit,regardless."

"Thirdly,whatIfeelforyourightnow,Leyla,is

beyondwhatI'vefeltwithanyone.EveryminuteI

spendwithyouismagical,Ican'tseemtowantto

partwithyou.AllIseemtothinkabouteveryminute

isyou.OfcourseitscaresmethatI'veonlyknown

youafewdaysbecausewhat'sinhere,"hegrabs

holdonmyhandandpressesitonhischest.Ifeel

hiseverpoundingheartagainstmyhand.

"What'sinhereisawholeworldofyou.Youhave

bewitchedme,LeylaandIamunderyourspell."He

confesses.

Ifthatisn'tadeclarationoflove,thenIdon'tknow

whatis.Myheartisbeatingsoloudwitheachword

he'ssaidandIthinkI'vefalleninlovewithhim.

"Iamscaredtoo."



Hesmilesatme,hishandsstillonmyface,"Then

staywithme,pleaseletmebuyyoutheworld."

"Okay."Iclosemyeyeswhenheinchescloserto

me.

"Okay?"Heteasesmewhenhislipsbrushupon

mine,leavingatinglysensations.

"Mmh-hmm."Atthisrate,IamnotevensurewhatI

amagreeingon,allIcanthinkaboutishislips

mouldingwithmine.

"Good."Hesaysbeforelauncheshislipsuponmine.

******

Backathisbedroom,I'mstaringattheseven



hundreddollaroutfitwhichconsistofawhitesilk

blouseandagreypencilskirtalongwiththe

matchinggreyblazer;theperfectwearforoffice

work.

There'safewmoreofthesameclothescurrentlyin

hiswardrobeandJeremyhastoldmethathehad

boughtthemyesterdayonlytobequicklydelivered

todaysinceheownedthefirmwhichprovidedthese

sortofwomanclothing.

WhenIhadaskedexactlyhowmanyotherfirmshe

owned,hisanswerhadbeenthatheistheChief

ExecutiveOfficerofTheLawsonGroup,his

companyoriginalinheritedbyhislatefather.The

companyitselfmajorsintelecommunicationalong

withmarketingandotherproductions.The

companycurrentlyemploysoverfiftythousand

peopleintheUSmakingJeremyoneoftherichest

mostinfluentialmanincountryafterhisfather.



Thefactthatmyjawhaddroppedafterhe'dtoldme

thisshowedmejusthowmuchIlackedin

expandableknowledgeoftheworksoftheworld.

HowonearthdidIfindmyselfinthearmsofoneof

therichestmaninthiscountry?Letalonesleeping

withhim.

SoIputonthepencilskirtoutfitalongwiththefive

hundreddollarheels.Ibrushmyhairthoroughly

andputonlittlemakeuphe'dalsopurchasedand

allthewhileIamdoingthis,I'mawareofIwillbe

startingworkinthirtyminutesandsoIpractically

rundownthestairs.

IfindJeremystandingatoneofthecoffeetables,

withhisphoneonhisear.Foramoment,Ihaveto

stopandadmirehim.Helooksfreshandsexyinhis

darkbluetrouserswhichhanglowonhiswaistand

hiswhitetuggedshirtwhichisopenedafew

buttonsonhisneck.Heturnswhenheseesmeand

instantlyhisexpressionturntoonewhichis



mesmerised.Hehangsuponthephone.

"Youlook...wow."HecommentsasIreachhim.

"IlooklikeI'mreadytobosseveryoneinmy

imaginaryfirm."

Helaughs."Thismakesyoulookolder,"hesmirks.

HetakesmeinhisarmsandIholdhisupperarms.

Hekissesme,hislipsmoldingwithmine.InstantlyI

getthebutterflyflutteryfeelinginmystomachthat

canonlybeignitedbyhim.

"Mmmh,you'resotempting."Hemurmursbetween

mylips.

IwanttosaythatheistoobutIholdmytongue,



knowingthatwemightnotmakeitoutofthedoorif

Ido.

"Come,let'sgo."Hereleasesmeandgoestotake

hisblazer.Oncehe'sdoneputtingiton,heleadsus

outofthehouseandintothehugegarage.

Asthegaragedooropens,mymouthdrops.There

aretwoSUVs,oneblackandtheotherdarkblue,

nexttothesearethethreesmall,sleekandsporty

lookingcars.Atthefarend,therearethree

motorbikes.

"Youridebikes?"Iasksuddenly.

Hesmirks."Yes."

Ilookupathimandtheonlythoughtforminginmy

mindisthatthere'salotmoreIstillneedto



discoveraboutthisextraordinaryman.

"Imighttakeyouonaridesometime,"heoffers.

Iblanchatthat,myexpressionturningtofearasI

gazebackonthesleekbikeswhichnowlook

offending.

Jeremychucklesatmyreaction,"Youdon'tlike

bikes?"

"I'mnotsure,Ihaven'tbeeninone.It'sthe

possibilitythatImightridewithyouthat'sscary,"I

admit.

Oneofhiseyebrowsquirksup,"Why?Don'tyou

trustme?"



"It'snotamatteroftrust.Itrustyoufully,it'sjust

that.."Itrail.

Hesmiles,"Iknow,firsttime."Hesmirks.

He'slaughingatme,IthinkasIfollowhimtooneof

hisSUVs.HeopensthepassengerdoorforandI

climbintotheseat.

"Sotheseareallyourcars?"Iask.

Hiseyesglancedownatmeashetakesthecarinto

reverse.Hesmirks,"Yes,butthat'snotallofthemin

total."

Igasp.Howmanymore?Iwonder.

"ItdependswhereIam,whichcountryorcityI'min."



Heexplains.

"Soyouhaveplacesaroundtheworld?"

"Yes."

WefallsilentafterwardsandI'mtryingmybestto

takeitallin.Itisminuteslaterwhenwecruiseaway

fromhisbeautifulmansionandbacktothecity.

Duringtheride,Jeremyfillsmeinwithhisfavourite

thingstodo,whichismainlydirtbikingandif

possiblewhenhehastime,scuba-diving,surfing

andotherwateractivitiesincludingsailing,aswell

assnowboardingandskiing.Ilistentoallhesays

withfascinationandI'mmentallylockingawayall

thisinformation.

Herecountsastorywhenhisfatherhadtakenhim



andMatthewtoAlaskaonaskiingtripandhetells

mehowit'dbeenonehisfavouritemoments.When

I'daskedhimwhathappenedtohisfather,his

wholeexpressionhadsuddenlydisplayedanarray

ofemotions;anger,loss,aswellascold,butmostly

lossandsoIhadimmediatelyretractedthesubject

awayfromthatcertaintopic.Hedidn'thavetotell

me.

HeparksthecarnearGreta'sapartmentandwe

bothgetout.TheminuteweenterGreta'sapartment,

wemeetherbythedoor.Assoonassheseesme

herexpressionturnstosurpriseandasshelooksat

whatIamwearing,shegivesmeacriticaleye.

ButwhenshecastshereyesbehindmetoJeremy,

thesurpriseisbackinherface.

"Hi."Shegreetsmecurtlybeforeasking,"Doyou

wanttotellmewhyMatthewwashere,wantingto

buyyouoff?"



Wait.What?

.

.

.

.

Tobecontinued.....

Wait.What?

Matthewwantstobuyheroff?Icanhardlywait

forJeremy'sreaction



Alongchapterforyesterday'slackofupdate

Dropyourthoughtsanddon'tforgettolikeand

share
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"Hedidwhat?"Jeremysuddenlybellows,voicing

outmythoughts.

Gretalooksathiminsurprise."Whoisthis?"

"Jeremy,"Iturntohim."ThisisGreta,thewoman

kindenoughtohavetakenmein."

"Hello,nicetomeetyou.Excusemeforaskingbut

howdoyouknowLeylaorevenMatthew?"Greta

interjectseventhoughIhadn'tintroducedhimto

her.



Immediatelyshebatshereyelashesupathimas

shemovesclosertous,clearlyblatantlyignoring

me.JeremyonlyfrownsmomentarilyatherandI

thinkhedoesn'tknowwhattomakeofher.

"YousaidMatthewcameheretobuyLeylaoff?"He

ignoresherquestion.

"Yes,hetoldmehewaswillingtopayherdebtsto

meandinreturn,shewillbelongtohim."She

answershimquicklyandIthinkshe'sintimidatedby

him.

"Anddidyouaccept?"Heclencheshisjawinanger

orisitfrustration.

"OfcourseIdid."Shefidgetswithherhands.



Mybloodrunscold.Shesoldme!Iamhumanbeing

forcryingoutloud,notsomepieceofassettobe

sold.

Jeremyglaresather,"Yousoldheroff?"Hisvoiceis

stoicbuthisexpressionscreamsanger.

"I-I..."Gretatrails,speechless.

"What?IsLeylasomesortofslave,somesortof

meaninglessthingtobesold?Doyouhaveany

idea...youknowwhat,forgetit."Hebreathesin

anger.

Hegrabsmyarmstopullmeclosertohimina

protectivegesture,atthesametimeit'sasifhe's

seekingsomesortofcomfortbecausehekisses

myhead.



"Goandgetyourthings.Idon'twantyounearthis

place,"hewhisperstenderlyonlytome.Ilookupto

hiseyesandhe'spleadingwithme.

"Okay."ItellhimasImoveawayfromhishold,

awayfromGretaandwalktowardmysmallroomto

fetchmypossessions.

OnceI'mthere,IgrabthebagpackIalwayshadand

ItaketheuniformforMillie's,Itakeafewclothes

whichstilllookinshapeandarepresentableandI

leavetheraggedones,Ialsoleavemytoiletries.I

takemyboxofpossessionandthenIstandbythe

door,mentallysayinggoodbyetotheroomthathad

oncemeantsomuchwhenI'dfirstcamehere.

Backtothehallway,IfindJeremyonthephoneand

Gretastandingthereawkwardlyassheoglesathim.

It'sclearshe'sattractedtohimbutatthesametime

she'sintimidated.Shealsoholdsastackofmoney

onbothofherhands,butherconcentrationisn'ton



themoney.It'sonhim.

"Yes...Molly,justtellthemI'llbethereinten

minutes...Theycanwait."Hespeaksonthephone.

OnceJeremyseesme,hetakesmyhandandhangs

uponthephone."Youhaveeverything?"Heasks

me,hiseyessearchingmineforconfirmation.

"Yes."

"Okay,let'sgo."Heopensthedoorandleadsusout.

IlookbackatGretawantingtosaysomething,

anythingbecauseIknowthiswillbelastIseeher.

"Thankyou,Greta,foreverything."Ismileather.



Sheonlypressesherlips,hereyesstillcastinga

criticaleyeandIcantellsomehowthatshe'sglad

I'mleaving.IsighandletJeremyleadmetohiscar.

MythoughtsleavefromGretatoMatthew.He

boughtmeoff?Why?

Whatexactlyishetryingtoachieve,hehadbeen

clearfromthatdaythathefoundmedisgustingso

whatishismotiveforpayingGretamydebts.Surely

itisn'ttohelpme?No,I'mthelastpersonhewill

wanttohelp.

Butthenwhat?IsitstillsomefeudwithJeremy

then?Whytheyarenotinspeakingterms?Iwonder.

Therehastobesomereason.ButIknowIamnot

thatreason,noIjusthappentocomeinbetween.

"I'llkillhim."Jeremyrevivesmefrommythoughts

andIrealizethatwearebackinhiscar.



Heisholdingthesteeringwheelsotightly;his

wholebodyisshakingwithanger.

"Don'tworryaboutthis,I'llsortitout,"hesaystome

ashestartsthecar.Andthenhemutterstohimself

thathe'llsorthimout.

"Jeremyhe'syourbrother,"Iargue.

Heglancesdownatmeformyreaction.Thegreyin

hiseyeshasreplacedtheblue,theyarescreaming

withfury.

"Idon'twanttobethereasonforyoutoshredhim

intopieces,"Isaytryingtolightuphismood.

Thecornersofhislipstwitchintoasmile.Hetakes

myhandandmovesittohislips."I'msorryyouare

inbetweenthis."



Ifrownatthat.

"Don'tworryaboutit,Leyla.I'llsortit."Herepeats

hisearlierwords.

Butthat'sthething.Whatexactlyishegoingtosort

out?

Wefallsilentafterwardsandthenheasksme

wherethecaféisandsoIdirecthimtoMillie's.Iam

thirtyminuteslateformyworkandregardingthat

thisismyseconddayofworkingthere,I'msure

JulesorMillearen'tgoingtobehappyaboutthis.I

getoutofhiscaronceheparksinthelot.Jeremy

hasgottenouttoo.

"Whatareyoudoing?"Iaskinsurprise.



"Seeingyouofftowork,"hesmirks.

I'mgladhisbroodinghasgone.SoIlethimwalkme

tothecafé.

"Youarelate,wherehave--"Julesisatmyface

instantlywhenwegetinsidebutthenshestops

onceshespotsJeremy.Herjawdropsassheblinks

blanklyathim.Theusualeffecthebringsouton

woman.

"I'msorryJulesI--"IstartbutJeremyinterruptsme.

"It'smyfault,sorryIkeptherlate."Hesmileshis

dazzlingsmile.

ThispullsJulesoutofherdazedstateandIthink

sheblushes.



"Noit'sfine...it'sum."Sheshakesherhead.

Ibitemyliptogethertoholdinmysmile.

Absentmindedly,Jeremyturnsmearoundandhis

handisonmychinashepullsitdownsothatI

releasemylowerlip.Hiseyesarestaringatme

warninglybutalsolustisprintedthere.

"I'llhaveHailspickyouupbythree,youremember

himright?"Hecaressmycheek.

InodbecauseIknowI'mincapableofspeech.My

cheekisburningfromhistouch.

"Good,"helipsbrushonmycheekbeforemoving

downtolips.Hekissesmechastelybutthatmotion

isthrownoutofthewindowoncehedeepensthe

kiss.Icompletelylosemysurroundingsandtrack

oftimeasIrespondtohim.



Itisonlywhenwehearaclearingofathroatfrom

Julesthatwebreakapart.Myblushisevidentand

hiseyesarefullofdesire.

"I'llseeyoulater,baby."Hesaysasheletsmego.

Ipracticallyswoonathischoiceofendearmentand

Iwatchhimexitthecaféandawayfromthe

building.IturntoJulesandIblushwhenshegives

aquirkyeyebrow,hereyesfullofmischief.

"YounevertoldmeyouknewJeremyLawson."She

says.

Ifrown,"Youknowhim?"Iask.

"OfcourseIdo.Whodoesn't?He'spracticallythe

richestguyinthiscitymaybeinthiswholecountry?

HisfaceisineveryForbesandBusiness



magazines."

Ohright,I'dforgotten.Myjealousysoondiesdown

becauseI'dthoughttheykneweachotherintimately.

IsmileatherinresponseandthenImoveaway

fromtothechangingrooms.

Iamconsciousthattheothersarestaringatme

withcuriosity,I'msuretheyarewonderingtoohowI

cametoknowJeremyLawson,CEOofTheLawson

Group.Isigh;thiswillbeatoughonetobreak.I

can'tpossiblytellthemthatImethimwhileIhad

beencontemplatingprostitution.

************

"MissLevy."HailsJeremy'sdrivergreetsmeasI

walktowardshim.He'sstandingbesideJeremy's

blackSUV,thesameI'dnoticeearlierinhisgarage.



"Hi."

Hesmiles."Please,"heholdsthebackseatdoorout

formeandIgetin.

Thecarrideisawkwardandisonlysavedbythe

lightmusicplayingontheradio.Imean,whatdo

yousaytotheverysamemanwho'dcometopick

youupasaprostituteforhisemployer?

Iglanceoutofthewindowtoavoidhisgaze

throughthereviewmirrorandIthinkheis

embarrassedtoo.Hiseyesarefocusedmainlyon

theroad.Hedrivesusintotheothersideofthecity

andwefoundourselvesnexttotallapartment

buildings.

Hedrivesintooneofthebuilding'sparkinglotand

stops.I'mabouttogetoutwhenheopensthedoor

forme.



"Thankyou,"Ifinallymeethiseyes.

Heseemsgenuine."Mypleasure."

Hethenwalksustotheelevator,heputssomecode

anditpingsopen.Onceinside,weridetothevery

topofthebuildingandI'mguessingwearegoingto

oneofJeremy'sapartment.Myguessiscorrect

whenwefindourselvesinafoyerofapenthouse.

Hailsdabsinsomecodeandthedooropensto

revealtheinterior.

HewalksmeacrossthehallwayandIhaveasense

thatJeremylikesabstractartbecausethey're

everywhereinhishomes.

Ifindmyselfinsidealivingarea.ThefirstthingI

spotiswhitetilesandawhitehugeu-shapedcouch

andonthecouchsitsJeremywithhislegscrossed



andbotharmsofthebackofthecouch.

He'snotalone.Theothersideofthecrouchisa

smallfrailwomanwhositswithbotharms

clutchingherbagonherlap.Herposturemakesme

thinkshewantstomakeherselfassmallas

possibleinthishugelivingarea.

Shewearsglasseswhichframeherblueeyesand

shehasherblackhairtiedback.Herclothesare

business-likeandsherarelycastshereyeson

Jeremywhoseattentionisfullonher.OnceJeremy

seesme,hespringsintomotion.Hestandswitha

hugegrinonhisface.

"Hi."Igreethim.

Heonlygrinswhenhereachesme.Hetakesmy

faceinhishandsandthenhekissesmeinstantly.

Warmthandlustaresoonswirlinginmybody.



"Hi,"hesays.

Thenhelooksbehindme,"ThankyouHails."He

dismisseshim.Heturnstome,hiseyesgleaming.

"Howwasyourday?"Heasks."Ihopeyouweren'tin

toomuchtrouble."

"No,notatall,Ithinkmebeinglatehadsoonbeen

forgottenonceeveryonehadseenyou."Itellhim

withasmileonmyface.

Hesmirks,"WhatcanIsay,it'sonlythelooks."

"Jeremy,"IscoldbutI'mgrinning.

Helaughsandhekissesmechastelybefore



releasingme."Iwantyoutomeetsomeone."He

turnsbacktothewoman.

Shehasbeenwatchingourpublicdisplayof

affectionwithapassiveinterestandthere'sslightly

gleaminhereyesasshegazesatme.Iblush

instantly.

"LeylathisDr.Mason,Dr.Mason,Leyla,"He

introducesus.

Myeyebrowspiqueup.Sheisadoctor?

"Hello."Ioffermyhands.

Shesmilesatme,"PleasejustcallmeAngela."She

shakesmyhand.AndItakenoticehowtighther

gripis.



Jeremysmilesatmeknowingly,"Sheistheobgyn."

Myeyesbulgeathimandthenather.Heactually

calledanobygnlikehehadsaid.

"OrGynaecologist,assomepeoplemightprefer."

Sheshrugs.

I'mspeechless.Jeremyturnsmetohim,he'strying

togaugemyreactionandIdon'treallyknowhow

myreactionappearsliketohim.

"It'llbefine."Hetellsmehisthumbstrokingmylips.

Isighinwardly,acceptingthisfate.Hemust'vehave

paidherasumtohavehereprivately.

"Okay?"heasksme.



Inod.

"I'llleaveyouladiestoitthen,"heturnstoAngela

andthenheleavesus.

Iturntoherandshehasdeterminedlookasifshe's

readyforbusiness.

"Let'sgettoitthen."Shesaysassheplacesherbag

down.

"I'llstartbyinquisitionfirsttogettoknowyouand

yourbody."

"Um...Okay."Ismileather.

"Jeremyhastoldmeyourname,ageandeverything,



soIwon'tgettothat."

Inodfurtively.

"Whenwasthelasttimeyouvisitedthehospital?"

Sheasksimmediatelyoncewearesatonthecouch.

"Alongtimeago...whenIwaseightmaybe.Itwas

onlyinemergencywhenIhadbrokenaknee."

"Haveyoutakenanyseriousmedicationrecently

andareyouallergictoanything?"

"Noforboth."

"Howlonghaveyoubeensexuallyactive?"She

staresintentlyatme.



Ishiftuncomfortablyforamoment,"Onlysince

Friday."

"Andhaveyouusedanycontraceptivepillsorbeen

injectedwithbefore?"

Ishakemyhead.

"Haveyouusedcondomsinallyouractivities?"

"Um...yes...well...ohonetimeyesterdaywedidn't."I

frownslightly.

"Hmmm,ifyouaren'tcertain,thenweneedtorun

sometestsfirstjusttobesure,"

"Whatdoyoumean?"Iask.



"Pregnancytest,itmightnotbeeffectivesinceit's

onlybeenfourdays,"shemovestoherbagand

takesoutthepregnancypack.

Ihesitateasfearslowlytunesinmybody.I'mnot

pregnant.

"Thisisaveryeffectivelypregnancytestthattells

youwhenyou'veovulatedandbeenfertilised.You

doknowhowtousethisright?"

"Yes."Ianswerherstoically.

It'sonlybeenfourdays,itmightnotbeeffective...

herwordsrunthroughmyhead.

Yes,it'sonlybeenfourdaysandwehaveused

condomsinallouractivitiesexceptforthe

bathroomincident.



Igotothebathroomtopeeonthestickandonce

I'mdoneIreturntoher.Iplacethestickontopof

thepapertowelonthetableandwewait.

I'mnotpregnant.Ican'tbe.It'sonlybeen

yesterday...butdoesthatmeanyesterdaymay

impactlater?

.

.

.

.

Tobecontinued......



Whatdoyouguysthink?

Doyouwanthertobepregnantoryouthinkit's

tooearly?

Dropyourthoughtsanddon'tforgettolikeand

share
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Icannowunderstandwhywomenfeellikeit'sthe

longestminutesoftheirliveswhentheywaitforthe

pregnancytesttoshowup.

EvenDr.Masonhasbeencheckingthetimemore

oftenthannecessary.Whenshefinallypicksthe

offendingstickafterwards,myheartdoesadouble

flip.Shestaresatitforamomentandthenshe

looksbackatmeinthesameexpressionasbefore,

notshowingmeanindicationofdifference.



"Youhavenotovulatedyetbutthatdoesn'tmean

onceyouovulate,youaresafefromfertilisation."

Shetellsme.

Ican'thelpbutletreliefwashoverme.

"Icantellbyyourreactionthatyoudidn'twanttobe

pregnantandsoweshouldtakeprecautions

instantly."

Inodather.

"Judgingbythis,"shereferstothepregnancytest.

"Yournextperiodisnextweek."

Inodagain.



"Sinceyou'renewtothis,I'llgiveyouashotand

whichshouldbeeffectiveatthebeginningofyour

menstrualcycleandafterthatI'lladviseyoutotake

thesepills."Shehandsmeapacket.

"Thankyou,"Ithankherasshegetsashotout.

Ilookawayimmediatelywhenshetakesholdofmy

hand.BeforeIknowit,Ifeelthefaintstingonmy

skinandthenlikeitcame,itquicklygoesaway.

"Remember,thiswillbeeffectiveinaweek'stime,

sobesafeuntilthen."Shetellsmeasshediscards

theusedshotsomewhereinthesterileequipment

fromherbag.

"Okay."

Afterthatshegetsherbagontohershouldersand



givesmeafriendlysmile."Itwasnicemeetingyou,

Leyla,pleasebesafeandrememberifyouneed

anythingelsedonothesitatetocallme.I'msureMr

Lawsonhasmynumber,"shetellsmejustwhen

Jeremyrentersthelivingarea.

Hisgazeisonmeinstantlyashewalkstowardsme.

Hiseyesarefilledwithconcernandsomething

more.

"Areyouokay?"Heasksworriedly.

Idon'thowmyfacemust'velookedtohimbutIam

prettycertainImustbepalefacedfromthe

pregnancyscare.Inodathim.Herubshisfingers

acrossmycheeks,histhumbstrokingmylips.

"Imustmakeleavenow,"Dr.Masoninterruptsus.



"Thankyou,Dr.Mason,fortheshortnotice,"Jeremy

thanksher.

"Well,whenahotshotbillionairebadgersmyfaxline

foranappointment,whoamItoturnhimdown?"

Shesaysthiswhilewinkingatme.

IsmilemischievouslyatherandJeremychuckles.

Shesmilesatbothofusbeforesheexitstheliving

roomjustwhenHailspopsuptoescortherout.

IturntoJeremywhenIfeelhisburninggazeatmy

neck.

"Everythingokay?"Heasks.

InodbecauseI'msilencedbytheintensityofhis

gaze.



"Whatdidshesay?"

"ShethoughtImightbepregnant."Itrytoascertain

hisreaction.

Heblancheswithafrownmarringhisfeatures.He

swallows.

"Itwasjustascare.ShegavemeashotandsaidI

shouldstarttakingthepillsnextweekatthe

beginningofmymenstrualcycle."Itellhim.

Herelaxesatinybit.

"Soyoucandoanythingyouwantwithmeuntil

then."Ismirkathimtryingtolightenuphisfeatures.

Thiscompletelywipesthefrownoffhisface.And



I'mnotsurewhattomakeofhisreactionwhenI'd

mentionedtohimaboutthepregnancyscare.

Obviouslyhedoesn'twantababy,justlikeme.

"Sousingcondomsuntilafteryourperiod?"He

smirks,movingclosertomeasheputsbothofhis

armsaroundmywaist,pullingmecloser.

IblushathisremarkbutInodanyhow,itfeelsweird

talkingaboutperiodswithhim.Itfeels...intimate.

"Mmmh."Hemoansashekissesmechastelyon

mylips.

"Ican'twaituntilthen."

Hecontinuestorturingmewithsmallkissesonmy

lipsandmybodyisbegginghimtoentermymouth,

tofeelhistongueagainstmines.



"Jeremy,"Iprotest.

"Yeah,baby?"HeblatantlymovesawaywhenItryto

takeactionbyopeninghismouth.

Igroan,"Stopteasingme."

"Imissedyoutoday,"heignoresmycomplaint,

ignoresmypleasashepresseshisforeheadwith

mine.Hecloseshiseyesandbreathesin.

"Itriedtoconcentratewhatthemeetingwasabout

butallIkeptthinkingofwasyouandhowmuchI

wantedtoseeyou,bewithyou,andbeinyou."

Iclosemyeyestooathiswordsandsmiletoo.My

heartispalpitatingwithanewintensityforhim.



"Imissedyou,too."Iconfess.

Hemakesasexystranglednoiseatthebackofhis

throat,it'sahalfmoanhalfgrowlandbeforeIknow

it,hehaslaunchedhislipswithmineagain.

Thistime,heallowsourlipstopartandsoon

enoughwearemouldedtogether,tastingeach,

feelingeachother.Burningsensationsaresoon

runningeverywhereinmybody,movingdown

towardsthefleshbetweenmythighsastheymake

meliquidatewithconvulsingneed.

Hebreaksawayafterwardsbutassoonashedoes

this,hepullsmeawayfromthelivingareaintothe

hallway.Heleadsbothofustoasmallsetofstairs.

Ihavenotimetoaccesseverythingandtogetmy

bearings.



Iwanthimjustasmuch;I'vemissedhimjustas

much.It'saminutelaterwhenwereachhis

bedroom.AndItakenoticethatthedecorationsof

thisroomisexactsameashisbedroomathis

mansion.Withtheexceptionofhowthisroomis

mostlydominatedbyhisrichscentduetothefact

thatheresidesmoreherethanhisactuallymansion.

Hebeginsunbuttoningmyblousewithhastyfinger

whilehisheaddipsdowntomyneck.Lustpoolsin

mybloodevenmoreandIbegintoremovehisshirt.

Oncetheblouseisoff,hedipsdownandgrabsmy

buttcheekswithbothhands.Mylegsinstantlywrap

aroundhiswaist.Hebacksustohisbedandwe

bothfallonittangledasweare.

"I'vebeenlookingforwardtothisallday."Jeremy

mumblesbetweentheskinofmyneck.

Immediatelyashetrailsthehotkissestotheline

betweenmyneckandchin,Ifeelmyskinburning



notjusttherebuteverywhere.

Imewlatthesensations.....

IletthewatercascadesoothinglyonmybodyasI

washmyselfusingJeremy'svanillascentedshower

jell.IdothiswithahugesmileonmyfaceasIgo

overthechangethathasoccurredsinceyesterday.

HowdidIfindmyselfhereinthearmsofthe

wealthiest,sexiestmanmankindcanevergivetoa

woman?

Theanswertothisquestion,Ihaven'taclueasto

howandeventhoughpartofmybrainis

reprimandinghowI'mfallingtoofastandhowthese

sortofsituationsneverendgood,Iignorethe

rebuke.

AtthismomentIamhappy,infactthisisthemost

happiestIhaveeverbeenthroughoutmylife.Ifmy



happinesscomesfrombeingwithJeremythenso

beit.Icouldnotcarelessifwearemovingtoofast

witheachother.Imightaswellenjoythismoment

whileitlasted.

Igetoutoftheshowerwithanewacceptanceand

asItietherobearoundmeandatowelonmyhair,I

venturebackhisbedroom.

TheminuteIenterhisgraciousmasterbedroom,

that'swhenIstopinmytracks.Mygazelockedon

whatisonthebed.There,sittingconspicuously

oppressingontheedgeofthebedaretheApple

products.

Atfirst,Iamawestruckanddazedjuststaringatthe

glimmeringsleektechnologybutonceIrealizethat

theyarewrappedinasomewhatblueribbon,my

dazedstareturnstoamenacingglare.



ThisreactiondoesnotgounnoticedbyJeremywho

standsneartheoffendingproducts.No,hehas

beenassessingmyreactiontheminuteI'dstepout

ofthebathroom.

IpullmyeyebrowupasIpointatthetechnology

besidehim,"What'sthis?"

EventhoughIalreadyhaveafaintideawhatthe

MacBookProlaptopandthelatestiPhonewhichis

stillinitscontextboxis,Iwanttohimtotellme

whattheyaretherefor.

"It'sforyou,"heanswerstestily.

Atthat,IknowheisfullyawareofhowIbecome

abhorrentwheneverhespendshismoneyonme.

"Forme?"Isaythisasifit'saquestionnota



statement.

Henodswhileoneofhiseyebrowsarchupwardsto

studymyreaction.

"Jer--"

"Beforeyourefuseandbeforeyoubitemyheadoff,

justhearwhatIhavetosay."Hecomescloser

towardsme.

ItakeabreathasIwaitforhisreasons.

"YoucanusethelaptopforanythingyouwantbutI

wantyoutohaveitsothatIcanemailyoufrom

work.Ineedtoknowhowyouareduringtheday.

ThesamegoesforthephonebecauseIknowyou

won'thavethelaptopwithyouallthetime,soyou

canmessagemeorevenfacetimewithme.Ihave



toseeyourbeautifulface."Heemphasisesthisby

takingmyfaceinhishandsandbeginstostrokemy

cheekswithhisfingers.

Mycheeksburnfromhisfingersandassoonas

whathehassaidsinksin,myheartbeginsits

doublepounding.Hecares,hereallycares.This

knowledgesoftensmyimpendingrefusal.

"SodoyouacceptthesegiftsIboughtforyou?"

IswallowthelumponmythroatasInod.Andat

that,hedrawsmylipsinhisinasoftkiss.

"Thankyou."Itellhim,suddenlyfeeling

overwhelmedwithemotion.

"Baby,youdon'thavetothankmejustyet.Itoldyou

Iwantedtobuyyoueverything."



"Youcan'tbuyeverything."Iprotest.

"ButIcan,"hekissesmechastelyandIswoonas

themotionmakesmewarminside.

Ismileafterthat,finallyacceptinghisgiftwithout

restraint.AsImovetowardsthetechnology,Iallow

myselftobeenthusedbythethoughtofhavinga

phoneandlaptopalltomyself.Iwouldneverhave

evendreamtofsuchthing.

"Youwantmetoteachyouhowtousethem?"He

asks,asmallsmileonhisface.

Inodeagerly,agrinspreadingacrossmyface.This

reactiondoesnotgounnoticedbyJeremy,because

hesmirksandgivesmealookofapprovalatmy

reaction.Hegrinshimself.



"Sowhatisfacetime,youhadmeconfusedfora

momentthere?"Iask.

Helaughsatthatashesitsontheedgeofthebed

andtakesoutthewhiteiPhoneoutofitscontext

box.

"Thisisareliableproduct.Thesimcardisalready

inside.Youcandownloadasmanyappsyouasyou

want,ithasthestoragememoryofsixtyfour

gigabytes."Hetellsmewithsuchananimationon

hisfacethatimmediatelyIcantellhispassionfor

technology.

Atthat,hebeginstakingmestepbystepashe

teachesthebasisofusingthissortofmodel,atthe

endhehasunravelledtheinsideandoutofthe

offendingphone.



Nowwearebothlyinginhisbedwithbothour

phonesinourhands.Hehasthesameonebuthis

isinblack.Wearecurrentlyfacetimingeachother

priortooneofmylessonsofgettingusedtothe

phone.Jeremyisgivingmefunnyfacesand

althoughheisbesideme,Igivehimagrowlyface

butIcannothelpbutgiggleathowadorablehe

looksthroughthephone.

Wespendanhourorsodoingthis,himputting

musicandpicturesonmynewlaptopandphone.

Bythistimehehasgonethroughthetutorialofhow

tousethelaptopwithmeandthemanyusesit

comesalongwith.

Attheend,Ihaveonlyhiscontactdetailsinmynew

phonesofar.Mynewhomescreenconsistsofa

pictureofthebothofus,withhimpouting

exaggeratedlyandwithmegigglingbesidehim.

Therearemoreofthesamepicturesinmynew

photoalbum.



Attheend,Ihavemostofhisfavouritemusicians

andbandsonmyplaylistandIcannotwaittolisten

tothem.Icouldnothaveaskedforbetterpresents

thantheonehehasgivenme.Eventhoughhehas

warnedmethattherehasmoreofwherethatcame

fromandwithmyaversionofknowingheisalready

spendingtoomuchmoneyonme,Idon'tcomplain.

Isimplyrelishinthemoment.

Partofacceptingthisisbythehelpofmygrowing

feelingsIhaveforhim,atthismomentIam

convincedthatIaminlovewithhim,ithasn'tfully

hitmeyetbutIknowthefeelingishoveringdeeply

inmyheart.

Itwasnighttime,afterweateourdinnerwhenwe

decidetoheadstraighttobed.Wenowlayinhis

bedandJeremyhasbusinesstoattendto.



.

.

.

.

Tobecontinued......

Well,whatdoyouthink?
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Hehasborrowedmynewlaptoptologintohis

company.Ilaybesidehim,myheadrestingonhis



shouldersandIwatchhimwork.

HeisdiscussingwithacorporationfromTokyo,

he'sinterestedinalandforthetechnology

developmentastheyhavetheequipmentsuitable

tomakeit.Atthesametime,hehasthenext

meetinginNewYorkintwoweekswherehe'llbe

broachedtoaboutstrategyforthecompanybythe

headquarters.

Idon'tknowmuchofhowbusinessesareran,

however,IcantellthatJeremyhadbeenborntodo

this,tolead,becausehedoesthissoefficientlyand

effortlessly,hemakesitseemssoeasywhenin

factit'sthehardestthingtodo.Iaskthequestion

I'dbeenlongingtoaskhimsinceI'ddiscoveredthat

himandMatthewwerebrothers.

"Howdidyouinheritthecompanyinsteadof

Matthew?"



Helooksawayfromthelaptopandmeetsmygaze.

"SorryifIseemintruding,butI'mcurious."I

apologize.

Hesmilessoftly,"Youarenotintruding.Anditwas

onmyfather'swill."Hetellsme.

Ifrownatthatstillnotcomprehending."But

Matthewisolderthanyou,right?Isn'titbytradition

fortheeldesttogetthehighest?"

"YesMathewisolder.Andyes,bytradition,itis

meanttobethisway."

"Then,whyyou?"IpersistandIcantellIam

pressingbecausehisfacialexpressiontellsmehe

doesn'tliketobroachthesubject.



Hetakesadeepbreathandsighs,"Well,partly

becauseI'dmajoredinbusinessincollegeand

Matthewchoseconstructionandmostlybecause

Matthewhasalwayshatedourfather'sbusiness.

Hewantednothingtodowithitandtheywerenever

inspeakingterms."Hetellsmetruthfully.

Myheartconstrictsathispainedexpression.

"Matthewismyhalf-brother,hismotherdiedwhen

hewasborn.Ourfatherwasalreadyhavingan

affairwithmymotheranditwasafewmonthsafter

hewasbornthatIhadbeenconceivedandsomy

parentsmarriedbeforeIwasborn."

"Oh."I'mrenderedspeechlessasItrytoponderthe

situation,hisfamilysituation.Inside,Iamelated

thathe'ssharingthisinformationwithme.

"Sobasically,mymotheradoptedMatthewand



raisedthebothofus,she'stheonlymotherhe's

everknown."Hesmilesatthat.However,assoon

asthesmilecame,itquicklyeradicated.

"WhydidMatthewhateyourfather?"

"MyfatherhadexpectationsforMatthew,originally

he'dwantedMatthewtotakeoverthebusinessbut

Matthewwithhisownwayrebelledandrefused.

That'swhenhe'dstartedbeingclosedoff.He'd

alwaysinstigateafightwithmebecausetohimI

hadbeendoingexactlywhatourfatherwantedand

he'dcallmeallsortsofnames.Webrawledalot.It

wasdifferentonceourfatherdied."Hisjaw

clenches.

Idon'tknowwhyIambecomingoverwhelmedwith

emotionbutIfeelit,everywordhe'ssharingwith

meIcanseehischildhoodasifitwereafilm

playingontheatreandthishaswoundedhim.



Icanseethelossinhiseyes,thelossofafatheras

wellashisbrotherlylove.Icantellheloves

MatthewbutdoesMatthewlovehim?Does

Matthewevenhaveheartatall?

ThemomentI'dmethim,myinstincthaddetected

somethingdetachedabouthimandnowfindingout

thisfromJeremy,Icanseewhy.Buttherehastobe

reasonsforallofthis,forMatthew'sbehaviourthen

andhisbehaviournow.Whatishissideofthings?I

wonder.

"Ihavegivenyoualottoponder,haven'tI?"Jeremy

smilesfleetinglyatme.Myheartlurchesforhim

andIsnugglecloserinhisshoulder.

"Juststillprocessing."Itellhim.

"Please,youdon'thavetoworryaboutthis,Iknow



youaresomehowcaughtupwithhimbutIdon't

wantyoutobe."

"Jeremy,Iwanttobewithyouandifitmeans

havingtoworryaboutthethingsthatworryyou,

thenIwillworry,gladly,"Ikisshisshoulder.

Helogsoutofthecompanyandshutsdownmy

laptopandthenplacingitontopthesidebed

drawer,hereturnstome.

"Youareadorable,LeylaLevy.ThankyoubutIdon't

wantyouanymoretangledinthisasyoualready

are."

"Yesterdayinthecarwhenyousaidyou'llsortitout.

Whatdidyoumeanbyit?"Iignorehisremark.

Hepresshislipstightlytogether,Imovemyhandto



hisface,myfingersgentlystrokingthesamelips.

"IfyouwereconcernedthatI'llpummelhimtodeath,

thenletmeshedthoseworriesaway?"Hesmirksas

hetriestoshedsomelightinthisintense

conversation.I'mawarethathestillhasn't

answeredmyquestion.

"Nowpleasecanwedropthisconversation."He

takesmyhandfromhisfaceandhisthumb

massagesmyknuckles.

"Iwanttodosomethingmorethantalk."Hesaysas

helaysmedownandstartskissingmyneck.

"Butbeforewecanstoptalking,"hemurmursinmy

neck."Iwanttotakeyouonadatetomorrow,"his

mouthmovestomyearlobeandbitesit.



Theburningsensationfromthecontactstravelsall

thewaydownintherightplace.

"Adate?"Mymouthformswordsbutmybrainhas

longsincedisconnectedduetotheamountof

hormonesthatarenowignitingmybloodfromhis

handsthataresilkilyrubbingmywaistandthighs.

I'mwearingthesilknightgown,anotheritemof

clothingfromhisfund.

"Yes.Adate,"hereplieswhilehislipsmovetomy

chinandfollowsthepathtomylips.

Igigglebeforehislipspressesagainstmyownina

kiss.Thenmygigglingstopsandthefirechurnsmy

innards.

"What'ssofunny?"Heasksmeashemovesthesilk

gownoffofme.



"Thefactthatwe'vere-arrangedtherulesofdating."

Itellhim.

"We'vere-arrangedthem?"Icantellthatheis

curiousbutheismoreconcentratedintheswirlsof

mybreast.Hemoveshisheadinbetweentheswirls

andthenburyinghisnoisehebreathesin.

"Yes!"Isaythisinamoan;it'sgettinghardto

concentrateofwhatIamtryingtotellhim.He'svery

distracting.

"It'smeanttobeadatefirst...."Igroanwhenhis

teethbegingrazingonmynipple."Then...then

sex...thenmovingintogether."

"OhJeez!"thepressureofhismouthonmynipple

isgettingtoomuch,Iamalreadyconvulsingwith

need.



"Mmmh..."Hemoans."Iseeyourpoint."

"We'vehadsexfirst,thenImovedinwithyou,well

temporarily,andnowyouwantto...takemeona

date,"Ishiverashishandstraveltomycupmysex.

"Well,whosaidwehadtoalwaysfollowtherules?"

Hesaysthisashekissesundermyribsandfollows

thelinesouthward.

Hismouthleavesaburningtrailonmyskinasthe

sensationshitmeintherightplaces.

"Noone."Ianswerhisrhetoricalquestion.

"Exactly."

That'swhenIfinallysurrendertohim,finallylethim



dowhathewantswithmybodybecauseit's

begginghimtotouchme,it'sbegginghimtoenter

meandfillmewhole.It'sbeggingforrelease.A

releaseonlyhecandeliver.

Ichuckled.

.

.

.

.

Tobecontinued....

Well,whatdoyouthink?



Dropyourthoughtsanddon'tforgettolikeand

share
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Intheend,IendupskippingmySaturdayshiftjust

tospendthedaywithhim.JuliecalledmeandIhad

toldherthatIwillmakeitupbyusingmyfreeday

thenextweek.

TheplansJeremyhadmadeforusweresimply

spendingourtimetogether.Hefirsttookustoa

publicparkwherewehadapicnicwhilstbaskingin

thesun.However,ourtimeintherehadbeen

constantlydisturbedbyhiseverringingphoneand

afewpeoplewhomrecognisedhimastherich,

philanthropistCEOofTheLawsonGrouponeofthe

topgrossingbusinesscompaniesinthewholeof

thecountry.

Thepeoplepaidtheirrespects,complimentsbut



mostwhowerewomenwerejustoverlyflirtyand

beingblatantlyignorantofmebesidehim.Likea

goodgentlemanheis,Jeremyhadjustgiventhem

briefsmilesbeforepayinghisfullattentiontomeso

thattheywereforcedtoacknowledgemeandthe

secondtheydid,theystartedtodiscreetlyback

awayfromus.Iwassogratefulofhisattentiveness

thatIhadpracticallythrownmyselfinhisarms,

givinghimapeckonthelips.

HesmilesshylyinresponseandIrelishintheway

thesmilebrightensuphisfeatures.

"It'smymom'sbirthdaynextweekonSaturday."He

tellsmeoutoftheblue.

"Really?"Thesurpriseisn'tlostinmytone.

"Yeah,she'shavingagatheringoffamilyand

friends,shewantstomeetyou."



"Meetme?"Thesurpriseonmytoneshiftstohorror.

Henods,nervously;hiswholefaceisasifhe's

tryingtomakeoutmyreaction.

"Youtoldyourmotheraboutme?"Iask.

Hebiteshislipwhilehenods."Ididn'texactlytell

herforthcoming,shebeatmetoit.Herveryexact

wordwere,'Jerry,youhaven'tcalledorvisitedmein

fortwoweeks.Iknowyouarehidingaladyinthat

penthouseofyours.Whydon'tyoubringherformy

birthdayparty?Iexpectyouherewithhernext

week.'"

Myeyebrowsquirkupsuddenlyatthisrevelation.I

amlostforwords."Itsoundsasifyourmotherhas

noknowledgeofyoueverhavinggirlfriends."



"Iknow,Idon'tbringgirlfriendstoher."

"Why?WhataboutCassie?Ithoughtyouguyswere

togetherforalongtime."

"Cassieagain?Whenareyougoinggetintoyour

headthatit'snotCassiethatIwantanymore.Itold

youbeforethatwewereover,andwhatmadeyou

thinkthatweweretogetheralongtime?"

"Youmightnotwantherbutfromthelastencounter,

sheseemedverymuchintoyouandyoutookher

ondateJeremy,rightafterIhadleft.Youhaven't

givenmeanexplanationwhy.Plus,whenI'd

eavesdroppedonyourconversationbackatyour

hotel,youhadsaidyouthoughtyoulovedhersoI

assumedyouwerewithherforlong."

Irealizehowmyspeechmakesmesoundlike,butI



stillcan'tshakeCassieoff.Hehasafrownmarring

hisfaceasheregardsme.

"Firstlytoansweryourfirstquestion,no,Inever

tookCassietomymother,we'donlybeentogethera

monthandsecondlyI'vemadeitclearforherthat

weweredone.Thirdly,it'dneverbeenadate,it'd

beenjustdinnertofinalisetheendofour

arrangement."

Hehaslostme."Whatdoyoumeanbyfinaliseyour

arrangement,yousoundasifyoutwobeing

togetherhadbeenabusinessdeal."

Heswallowsnervouslyasherunsahandthrough

hishair."Yes.Itwassortofabusiness

arrangement."

Ifrownnotcompletelyunderstandingwhatheis

implying."Idon't...Idon'tunderstand."



Hetakesadeepcautiousbreathbeforehespeaks.

"Leyla,Cassieisanescortandahooker."

"What?"Icompletelydisconnect.

"Sheisapaidhighclasshookerandescort."He

repeats.

"But...How?"

Hetwiddlesonhisthumbwhichisaun-Jeremy

thingtodo.Helooksasifhe'sapetulantboy.

Hesighs."Idon'tdogirlfriends--wellIneverhad

untilyoucamealong--Ineverlikedthethoughtof

beinginarelationshipandrunningasuccessful

hugebusinessmadesureIneverhadtimeforit."



Iblinkathim,mybraintryingtoprocessthis

information.

"Iwasnevercelibatethough,"hecontinues."Iama

manwithneedsafterall.Sowhenwomenoffered

themselvestome,I'dwillinglyoblige.However,

someofthemgottooattachedandIdidn'thave

timeforthem.SoIlookedforaneasywaytohave

womenwhowillbepresentableenoughattend

socialmeetingswithmeaswellsleepwithme.

Therearequiteafewbusinessesthatdothis,trust

me."

Idon'tknowhowmyfacelooksatthismoment,but

IamprettycertainmyjawhasdroppedandIam

staringathiminasomewhatlookofshock.

"That'swhereCassiecamealong;therewereother

womenbeforeher,however,Cassieisthelongest



escortI'vebeenwith.Andsoinorderforthemto

keepthisclosedagreementasecret,Imadeodd

papersforthemtosign."

Iclosemyopenedmouth,mybrainstillprocessing

therevelationhehasthrustuponme.

"So,that'swhyIhadbeenwithheronthatday,I'd

beentryingtoconvincehertosignoffthe

arrangement.Itwasn'tadatelikeyouthought."

I'mspeechless.Iamutterlyrenderedspeechless.I

haveabsolutelynoremarknoranycommentfor

whathehasjusttoldme.Iwatchasheshiftscloser

tomeonthepicnicblanket.Hetakesmyhandand

startsrubbingcirclesonmyknuckles.

"Saysomething."Hecommands.



"I...Idon'tknowwhattosay."

Hepurseshislipsinthought.

"WhydidshecheatonyouwithMatthew?"Ifinally

ask.

Heshrugs,hisjawclenching,"Maybetogetmy

attention,ormaybeshewasboredofme,who

knowsshemayhavelikedthethoughtofafeud

betweenusbecauseofher."

"Oh."

"Idon'tentirelyblameher;Matthewalsohas

reputationofsleepingaroundwithhalfofthecity."

"Soshehadbeenwithyouformoneyandsex?"



Henods.

"JustlikehowImetyouforthesamething?"

"No.That'sdifferent."

"Howisitdifferent?"

"Leyla,ItoldyouIhadanarrangementwithher.You

andIdidn't.Shehadbeenwithmeforfameand

moneyandsobasicallyshe'dbeenusingmejustas

Iusedher,itworkedbothways.Butforyou,youare

different."

Ishakemyhead."HowcanIbe?Igotonthatcar

withyouformoney."Ilookdownatthegrass.



HetakeshisotherhandtotiltmychinupsothatI

canlookathim."Andyouwalkedoutonmewithout

evenacent.Youleftmeinatumultofconfusion,

youleftmethinkinghowbeingwithyouwas

differentfrombeingwithallthoseotherwomen.

Youleftmebaskinginyourscentwhichhadbeen

allovermybedsheetsasifitwereaconstant

reminderofhowmuchyouleftamarkonme.

Youleftmewiththoughtsofhowaliveyou'vemade

mefeelforthatdayasifIhadn'tknownmyself

beforeyoucamealong,asifIhadn'tknown

happinessbefore.Youjustwreckedmeintopieces

onlytothenrearrangeandmouldmeinto

somethinggood,somethingbetter."

Igaspathiswords.Myheartlurchessuddenly.

"Fromthatdayyouleft,Iknewhadtohaveyouin

mylife,IknewIwouldneverfeelthiswaywith

anyoneeveniftriedlooking.IknewthatIhadtofind



youagainbecauseIhadtohaveyoutomyself.I

knewyoubelongedwithmeandyougaveme

somethingsocherish-able,sobeautiful,nooneelse

wastohaveyoubutme."Hedeclares.

Iamfindingitreallyhardtobreathebecausemy

heartispoundingagainstmychestlikethereisn't

tomorrowforittokeepbeating.

"YoufeltthiswayafterIleft?"

Henods."Youwerewhathadbeenonmymind

everysecond.Icouldn'tconcentrateentirely."

Iswallowandlickmynowdrylips.Istareathim

withanewemotion,anewunderstanding.Itmust

notbejustaninfatuationhehaswithme;itmustbe

somethingmore,somethingimperceptibleand

incomprehensible.



CanitbethathemustfeelformejustasmuchasI

feelforhim?Especiallyrightatthismomentoftime

becauserightnow,Iammorethanjustinlovewith,

IambeyondthatandI'mscared.

"That'swhyit'seasyformetoshowerwith

everythingluxury..."headds.

"BecauseIknowthatyou'vebeenbroughtupin

hardsituationsandyouhavelivedlifeinaconstant

struggle.Theverythoughtofyoubeggingpainsme

andIfindmyselfangrywithyourbirthmotherand

themanthatownedthatfraudfosterhome.

Although,IamgratefultoGretatoatleasthave

givenyouaroofoveryourlovelyhead,Ihadalmost

lostitwhenshe'drevealedshesoldyouofftomy

brother.Icouldn'tbelievethethought.Ihadtoget

yououtoftherebeforeIbrokesomethingoffher

andthatwouldhavebeenugly."

"IguesswhatIamtryingtosay,Leyla,isthatIdon't



wanttoloseyouandIwantyousorelyundermy

protection."

"Youwon'tlosemeJeremy.Thankyoufortelling

methis,yousuregavemealotthinkabout.From

nowon,Iwillbealotkindintoacceptingyourgifts

inregardofyourimpeccableneedtotakecareof

me."IsmileathimandImovemyhandtocaress

hisface,myfingersfindthesubtleofhisgrowing

beardandthefeelingisroughbutsoftagainstmy

hand.

Hegrinsbackatme,ashetakesmyhandtohislips

andkissesmyknuckles.

Somehowforsomereason,thatkissignitesmy

bloodandthemarkofthekisshehasleftburnson

myknuckles.

"Thankyoufortheregard,"hesmirksplayfully.



"Sobacktomyoriginalquestion,willyoucomewith

metomymother'sbirthdaynextweek?"

"Asifyouneedtoaskagain.Ofcourse,Iwillcome.

I'dliketomeetyourmomtoo."Igrinathim.

Hegrinsbackasifmygrinisinfectious."Youare

adorablybeautiful,doyouknowthat?"Hetakesmy

faceonhishandsashepullsmecloserforakiss.

Theinstantmylipsmeethis,mybloodchurnsas

fireexplodesthroughme.Ibeginwrappingmy

armsaroundhisneckandgivehimaccesstomy

mouthasIpartmylips.

"Mmm,weshouldstopthisnowbeforewegive

theseinnocentpeopleashowtheyarelikelyto

neverforget."Ifeelhissmirkagainstmylips.



Ilaugh,thesoundmuffledandreverberating

againsthislips"Agreed."Itellhim.

"Come,Ithinkthat'senoughpicnicfortoday."He

breaksourkissashestandsandoffersmyhand.

Istartpackingourbasketandfoldingtheparty

blanket.

"Wherearewegoing?"IaskhimwhenIlethimhelp

metostandup.

"Someplacemoreprivate,Ineedyou.Now."

.

.



.

.

Tobecontinued....

Awwwn......WholovesJeremy'sconfession?

Don'tforgettolike,commentandsharebefore

leaving
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Twoweekshavepassedsounexpectedly.Ifind

myselfunabletocountthedaysofbeingwith

Jeremy,itseemsasifthemoreIspendtimewith

him,thelessitdawnsonmethatI'veknownhim

scarcelythatmuch.



Hehadkepttothepromiseonthatday,twoweeks

ago,Wednesdaytobeprecise,thedayhe'dtaken

meonadate.We'dtravelledbyhiscartooneofthe

mosttopnotchprestigiousrestaurant;ithadn't

beenjustanyotherrestaurantbutanexpensive

Italianrestaurantwhichhadservedthemost

deliciousofpastas.

Duringthedate,wetalkedandtalkedabout

anything,mostlyhimfillingmeinwithplaceshe's

beentoanditshabitantsandwonders.I'dlistened

tohimwithundividedattention,absorbingand

drinkingineachwordhesaid.

He'dpersuadedmetotellhimaboutmyselfandI'd

toldhimthathealreadykneweverythingaboutme.

However,Iknewtalkingaboutmyselfwillinevitably

revealthepastIdidn'twanttoopenuptohimjust

yet.

Therestofthedate,Jeremyspentitteasingme,



makingmewantinghim,sowe'dgonebacktohis

penthouseinhasteandthesecondwe'darrived,our

limbsfoundthemselvestangledtogetherina

heateddanceandbythetimewe'denteredhisroom,

I'dalreadyhadmyfirstorgasminthatnight.

Thenextdaythatweek,onmyfreedayonThursday,

JeremyhadconvincedandinsistedIusetothetime

togoshopping.Myreluctancetotakethecredit

cardfromhishanddidn'tgounnoticedbyhimand

sohe'dcalledaclothesspecialisttoassistmewith

anythingIneededandalsotomakesureIdidnot

walkoutoftheirshopsemptyhanded.

Sowhilsthewasinhisofficetowerattendingand

runninghisempire,Iwastryingtohandleallthese

famousbrandsofclothingandshoesthatatend,I

foundmyselfwithanentirelynewwardrobeof

differentmaterialofclothingIpossiblecouldhave

neverevendreamtofpossessingasmyown.



Alongwithhisoverwhelmingwealthcamehis

overwhelmingsenseofpossessiveneedoverme.

Wheneverhegotbackfromwork,he'dinstantly

dragmetohisbedroomsayingthatIwashis

sourceofrelieffromstress.I'dgiveintohimeasily

withouthesitation.

BecauseofmyfreedayonThursdays,Ihavetogo

toworkSaturdays,thefirstweekJeremydidn't

complain.Butsomehowthisweekheisn'thaving

anyofit.

"WhoworksonaSaturday?Noonedoes,absolutely

noone."Herants."Andwhatsortofwaitressingjob

allowsyoutoworkfulltimeeveryweek,what

happensifyoustartschoolorsomething?"He

continues.

"Jer--"



"No,Leyla,Irefusetoletyouwalkoutofthatdoor,

today.It'safuckingSaturday."

"Jeremyit'smyjob,I'veonlybeenworkingtherejust

twoweeks,Ican'tnegotiatethearrangementnow

andbesides,Iamnotgoingtocollegeyet.Ihaven't

evenbeguntothinkofwhatcourseIwouldwantto

attend."

Herunsbothofhishandsthroughhishairin

exasperation."ButIhadmadeplansforustoday.

Pressingplansthatcan'tbackfirenow."

"Whatdoyouwantmetodo,calltoquitthejob?"I

askhimsarcastically.

"Yes!"Hisoutburstsurprisesme.

Hecan'tbeserious.



"Iamabsolutelyserious."Hesays,asifhe'sread

mymind."There'snoneedforyoutobeworking.

Leyla,please,youcanliveoffme."

"Jeremy--"Ibeginwithadispleasingtonebuthe

cutsmeoffbeforeIcansaymore.

"No,hearmeout.Youcangotocollegeundermy

pay,figureoutwhatyouwantandwhenyouget

yourdegree,youcanthenstartonreal

employment."

Ipressmylipstogether."Jeremy,Ican'tliveoffyou.

You'veonlyknownmetwoweeksandtobeoffering

somethingthisbig,it'sridiculous.Ihavetohavemy

ownindependence;Ican'tdependonyoualways.

Who'stosaythatourrelationshipisgoingtolast?

WhatwillIdothenwhenyoudumpmeoff?"



"Theverythoughtofdumpingyouoffisatrociousto

me.Ineedyoutoomuchtoridofyou.Iunderstand

yourreluctance,baby,Ireallydo,"hemovescloser,

hishandsreachingformyface.

"But,Ialsocan'tstandthethoughtofyouworking

yourbuttofforjustmeaninglessmoneywhenIcan

giveyouahundredtimesmorethanyoureceiveas

awaitress.Tome,foryoutobeworkingrightnow

ispointless."

Iswallowtheintensityofhisfingersburningonmy

face.Ilovehim,atthismomentIreallydo.Buthe

doesn'tunderstandthelevelofmyfears.Wemetin

averyawkwardsituationandforhimtobedoing

thisnow,it'sasI'llbelivinguptotheveryroleIfirst

methimby.EventhoughIknowwhathe'soffering

iscomingfromtheheartandnotjustforsex.

Ican'thelpfeelthisway.Andwhoistosaythat

whateverinfatuationhehaswithmenowwilldie



soonenoughforhimtoridmeof.I'llbethenleft

withnothinglikeIstartedwithatbeginningbuta

brokenheartaddedtothatpredicament.

"Please."Hepleadswithme."Don'tgotowork."

"JeremyIcannotdothat."

Hesighs,"Okay,let'smakeadeal.You'llkeepyour

currentjobforthenextmonth--"

Ibegintoprotestbutheholdshishandouttostop

me.

"Duringthemonth,you'lldecidewhatyouwantto

doatcollege,andbytheendofthemonthwhen

you'vefigureditout,youtellme,thenyouquityour

jobandI'llmakearrangementsforyou."



Iclosemyeyes,prayinginwardlyfordivine

providencetogivemestrengthtohandlethis

impossibleman,thisimpossiblybrilliant,stunning

andimperativemanthatI'vefalleninlovewith.You

havetoadmitwhathe'sofferingisn'tthatbad;he

justwantstoprotectandtakecareofyou.Apartof

mesays.

"Sodoyouaccept?"Heprobesmewithhisblue

greyeyesthataregleamingwithhope.

Itakeadeepbreath."Okay,"Iacceptnotjusttohim

buttomyself.

Reliefwashesoverhisfeaturesandhetakesme

intoanembrace.Iletwarmthofhisarmswrap

aroundmeasIpressmyfaceintohischest,

inhalinghisdeeplyrichscent.

"Whyareyoudoingthis?"Ifindmyvoicespeaking.



"BecauseIwantto."

"That'snotareason."Iobject.

"Okay,becauseIwanttofulfillyourdreamsand

wishes,andbydoingso,Iwantittobelessofa

painforyou.Iwantyoutoachieveacademically

becauseIknowyouarecapableofit,you'resmart,

infacttoosmartforyourage.Leyla,sometimes,I

havetoremindmyselfthatyouarejustonly

eighteen."

Ibreatheinashakybreath.

"Icareaboutyou."

Hislastsentencetearsthroughmyribs,hiswords

arenowpenetratingthroughmyheartandthe



intensityofthemhasmeinwardlybleedingfromthe

impact.

Iamunawareofmymouthbreathingoutthese

words."Youshouldstopdoingthis."

Hisarmsslackfromourembraceandtheymoveto

myface,hishandsdrawingmyfaceup.

"Doingwhat?"Heasksinconfusion.

"This.Makingmefeelthisway."

There'saconfusingfrownonhisfacebutit's

maskedbythenervoussmilepullingonhislips.His

eyebrowsquirkupinquestion,"Feelwhat?"

Andfromhistone,IthinkheknowswhatIam



talkingabout.

"Makingmefallforyou,andfallhardinthe

process."Thewordssplutteroutinraspywhisper.

Raspybecauseofthesuddenintensitythathas

shiftedouratmosphere.Forthatwhileasweboth

gazeheatedlyateachother,timeandplaceceases

toexist.

Mywordshaveresultedinhismouthslackingto

forman'O'.Hiseyesburnforathousanddegrees

andhisbreathingratehaschanged.

"You...youarefallingforme?"Heasks

incredulously.

Inod,lookingawayinshameasIchewonmylower

lip.



"Leyla,lookatme."

Iignorehiswords,refusingto.Hishandtiltsmy

chinupforcingmybrowneyestobeburnedbyhis

bluegreyones.Hekissesmeoutofthesuddenand

thekissisground-breaking.Itconsumesmywhole

beinglikeanearthquake,shiftingandchangingthe

verycoreofmybeing.

Myheartisincardiacarrest;butterfliesareswirling

andchurninginmystomach,frolickingasifthey

willsplutteroutifIdon'tcontrolthisindescribable

emotion.I'minlovewithhim!I'veknownthisman

fortwoweeksandalreadyI'vefalleninlovewith

him.

AsIwrapmyarmsaroundhisneck,pullingmyself

evenclosertohim,IknowthatforsurethatIwill

neverfeelthiswayaboutanyoneevenifthisismy

firstlove.



.

.

.

.

Tobecontinued......

Woah.......

Shehasconfessedherfeelingstohim

Whatdoyouthinkwillhappennext?
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Ofcoursehisversionofaprivateplaceisathis

hotel,countingthatitwastheonlyplacenearfrom

thepark.Wespentanhourthereandthenexthour

withhimconvincingmetowearoneofthe

expensivecocktaildressesonethestaffofthehotel

hasbroughtinstantlybecausehehadfailedtotell

mebeforehandthathehadacharityeventtoattend

to.

SoIhavenowputonthestraplesspeachycoloured

dressthathugsmyupperbodyandfrombelow,it

leavesfloraltracesoflace,asifthelacehasbeen

cutinspiralpiecesandlefthangingfromwaistto

below.Thespiralpiecerevealsthefrontofmylegs

butalsocoversthebackofthem.

It'sverybeautifulandJeremysaysitevenlooks

moreappealingwhenI'minit.Iblushathis

comment,givinghimagratefulsmile.Hehas

scrubbedupwellhimself.Hehasgottenridofthe

darkjeansandwhitet-shirthe'dbeenwearing



earlierandnowhe'swearingablacksuit,awhite

linenshirtwithabow.Hisattiremakeshimlook

evenmorestunningthanever.

"Likewhatyousee?"Hehasnoticedmygawking.

IbitemylowerlipasInod.

Hesmirksandthenholdsoutblackboxset,which

isleatherylooking."Foryou."

Theverywordshavemereluctanttotakethedamn

box,however,Iwillmyhandtotakeitfromhimout

ofcuriosity.Heisappraisingmyreactionwitha

lookofattentiveness.Itentativelyopentheleather

setandwithinit,revealstwosmallshinydiamond-

coatedearingstudswithgoldsurroundingthem,

there'salsoamatchingnecklaceinthebox.



Igaspatthebeauty,myheadsnappingupinstantly

athim.Hesmilesshylyatme,hiswhole

countenanceistryingtoascertainifmyreactionis

positiveornot.

"Youlikeit?"Heasksashestepsclosertome.

Istarebackdownonthejewelleryinmyhands,lost

forwordsatthetremendoussparklygift.

"Theyarebeautiful."

"Putthemon."Hesays.

Imovetothemirrortoputtheearringson,

immediatelytheycomplimentmyattire.JustasI

amaboutputonthenecklace,Jeremyappears

behindme.



"Letmedoit."HeoffersandIhandhimthe

necklace.

Itakethewavycurlsofmybrownhairandholdmy

hairoutinorderforhimtoplacethenecklaceonmy

neck.Ifeelhisfingersbrushinglightlyontheskinof

mybackandinstantlyheatradiatesfrommyskin

intomybones.

Iwatchhimthroughthemirrorandheis

concentratingfullyonthetaskonhand.Oncehe

haslockedthenecklacetogether,itdropstomy

upperchest,fittingperfectlynearmycollarbone.I

letmyhairfallfrommyhandsandIamstillaware

ofJeremy'sfingersstillatmyneck.Heistracing

hishandstomyshouldersashestepscloserso

thatIfeelhimfrommyback.

HeisaheadtallerthanIandhedipshisheadon

myneck.Ifeelhislipsbrushingonthelineofmy

shouldersallthewaytomyneck.Iclosemyeyes



foramomentasIrelishinthesesensations.His

handsthendrapearoundmeashepullsawayfrom

myneckrestinghischinonthesideofmyheadas

helooksatusthroughthemirror.

"Youlookabsolutelystunningtoday,notthatyou

neverhavebefore."Hecomplimentsmeashe

beginstoswayourbodiessidetosideasifina

dance.

Ismileathimthroughthemirror,catchinghiseye.

"Thankyou.Youdon'tlooksobadyourself."

Hekissesthesideofmyheadashebreathesina

chuckle.IwatchhimclosinghiseyesandIdothe

sameenjoyingthemoment.However,itisn't

momentslaterwhenhereluctantlybreaksaway.

"Come.Let'sgobeforeIdecidetobailtheparty."



"It'saparty?"

"Yes,afundraisingcharitypartywhichmyPublicist

demandsIattend."

"Oh."Myeyebrowspique.

Hetakesmyhandandbeginstodragusoutofhis

pentsuitehotelroomandontotheelevator.

****************

TheminuteHailsstopsthecaratabuilding,I've

managedtospotabouthundredexpensivelooking

cars.Westoprightinfrontofthepressthatconsist

ofabouttwentypeoplebecauseaccordingto

Jeremy,thisisaprivatecharityevent.AsJeremy

helpsmegetout,theflashofcamerasimmediately

commences.



There'saredcarpetthatleadstotheinteriorofthe

buildingandwefollowthecarpetonlypausingnow

andthenwhenJeremyisaskedaquestion.Itryto

disentanglemyselffromhissidebuthispersistent

handholdsmetightlykeepingmebyhisside.

"Lawson,overhere!"Oneofthepaparazzidemands.

AflashofcamerasfollowourtrailasJeremyleads

ustothepapthatcalledus.

"Whoistheladywithyou?"Oneasks.

"Whathappenedtotheotherone?"Anotherasks.

Othersjustdemandshimtopositionrightandleft

sotheycangetbetterviewofhimfromtheir

cameraangle.Heobviouslyignoresthem.



"Jeremy,tellusabouttheleadingroleofyou

openingupadevelopmentinTokyo?"Thepapwho

hadcalledusaskshimandheistheonethat

Jeremyacknowledgesandanswers.

Heexplainshisplanstothem,talkingpassionately

ofhisambitionofdevelopingthenexttechnology

butnotrevealingtoomuchofwhatitis.

"Andthislovelylady,rightherewithmeis,Leyla

Levy."Heannouncesandthenhebidsthemadieu,

stoppingonelasttimeforafewphotographsbefore

enteringusintothebuilding.

Theinteriorofthebuildingisprominentlybright.

Jeremyleadsustothereceptionwherehesignsoff

hisname,addingmynametotheguestlistand

after,wefollowthepathtothehugehall.



Insidethehall,thelightsarelightlydimedandIspot

aboutthreecrystalchandeliersupattheceiling

whichisalsoconsistsofpartydecorationsaswell

asahugebannerthattellsusofthecharity.

It'spackedwithrichlookingpeople;ladiesand

gentlemenalldressedindifferentsuitsandcocktail

dresses.Fromeachsideofthehallarethefoods

anddrinksandtablesandchairsaswellasalineof

waitersandwaitressesreadytoserve.

It'sbeenaminutesinceI'dsteppedintothishall

andalready,Ifeelintimidatedbythewealthofit.

NottomentionthefactthatI'msteppingintoa

differentterritorythatiswaybeyondmycontroland

levelofexpertise.

"Jerry?Wow,Ididn'tthinkyou'dcome,man."Aman,

outofnowhere,suddenlygreetsJeremy.



Hehasanavybluesuitonwhichreflectshispale

blueeyesandhisblondhairisfloppyagainsthis

chiselledface.Idetectthatheisgoodlookingbut

hisfeaturesarenothingagainstJeremy.

"Jack,longtime-no-see."Jeremyflasheshima

smileandtheygiveeachotheramanlyhug.

AfterwardsJackcastshiseyestowardsme,"And

whoisthissweetlookinglady?"Hesmirksatme,

eyeingmeupandinstantly,IshiftclosertoJeremy.

Theybothlaughatmyreaction,"LeylathisisJack

Herald,mylong-timefriendsincecollegeandrivalry

incrime,JackthisLeylaLevy,mygirlfriend."

Rivalryincrime?Iquestion,doeshemeanbusiness?

Sothisguymustbeasrichashim.Iwonderwhich

corporationheowns.



"Girlfriend?Really?Sincewhendidyoudecideto

startdating?"Jackaskshim,obviouslyintriguedby

this.It'sobviousfromhiscommentsthathemust

knowabouttheescortbusiness.

"Since,Icamebacktomysenses."Jeremysmiles

snidely.

"Wow,I'dneverthoughtI'dlivetoseethisday.

JeremyLawsonfinallydating,"heseemsgenuinely

surprised.

Thenheturnstometakingmyhand,"You,Leyla

Levy,mustbeonespecialgirl,"hebowsslightlyas

hekissesmyhand.Idon'twhyIblushatthis.

"Sheisandyoucanstopfondlingwithhernow."

Jeremycutshimoff,pullingmeclosertohim.



ThisreactiondoesnotgounnoticedbyJack

becauseheflashesushismostamusedgrin.

"SowhathappenedtoCassie,Iheardthebreaking

newsaboutherandyouknowwho?"Jackasks.

"Youknowwhathappened,webrokeoffthe

arrangement."Jeremy'stonegoesnosedive.

Jackshakeshishead,"Yourlovelifeisamessman,

butI'mgladtoseeyouwithsomeoneandforreal

thistime."

"Mylovelifeisamess?"Jeremyisshocked."SoI'm

guessingNicoleisstilltappingyourpants?"

JacklaughsitoffbutIcanseethathe'sblushing."I

amstillwithNicoleifthat'swhatyouareaskingand

webrokethearrangementlongtimeago,she'smy



girlfriendnow."

Sotheybothhadbeendiggingthiswholeescort

arrangement?

"IguessI'mnottheonlyonewhohasturnedonthe

bright-side,"Jeremysmirksathim."Whereisshe?

This,Ihavetowitness."

Jacktakesoutaglassofchampagnewhenawaiter

passesbywithaplateofthem."She'ssomewhere

intheroom."Jacktakesasipofhisglass.

"Idon'tthinkshewantstoseeyouthough.You

knowsheandCassiearebestfriends."

Jeremyfrownsatthis,"Whywouldn'tshewantto

seeme,Cassieistheonewhocheated."



"Youknowhowwomenare,theystickto

themselvesnomatter,"Jackshakeshishead,"No

offenseLeyla,"headds.

"Nonetaken,"Iwhisperinreply.Reallythough,I

knewexactlywhathemeant.Jeremyisstill

frowningashegrabsaglassofsparklyred

champagne.

"You'renotgoingtogetadrink,Leyla?"Jackasks.

"Nothanks."Ianswerhim.ObviouslyI'munder-

agedtobedrinkingalcoholicdrinks,buthedoesn't

knowthat.

JeremypullsmetohimfrombehindandinstantlyI

feelhislipsbrushingnearmyear,"Ijustaskedthe

waiterforanon-alcoholicbeverage,he'llbeserving

youforthewholeevening."Hetellsme.



Ismileatthisthoughtfulness,andIturnmyhead

slightlysoIcangivehimakissonthecheek,

"Thankyou."Istareupathiseyes.

Hehasamischievouslookabouthiseye."You're

welcome."

Suddenly,anannouncerpopsonasmallstage

furthestfromthehall.It'sawoman.

"Welcomeeveryone,andthankyouforcomingto

theLeadingChildrenCharity.Pleaseenjoythisparty,

drinksandfoodwillbeavailablethroughout.Thank

youallforyourgenerouscontributions.Wehopeto

reacheverychildwiththemoneyyou'veraised

tonight."Shefinishesherspeech.

That'swhenthecurtainsbehindheropentoreveal

aband.Theyimmediatelybegintoplay.Alreadya

fewpeoplebeginathrongofdanceinthemiddleof



thehall.

"MissLevy,yourdrink,"thewaiteroffersmeanicely

mixedexoticcocktaildrink.

"Thankyou."Itellhimjustashebowshishead

slightlyandmakesleave.

JeremyandJackarechattingbriefly,catchingup

andIwatchthemwithfascination.Themusicisa

bitloudformetomakeouttheirconversationbutto

themtheycanheareachother.

"Thereyouare!"Awoman'svoiceshoutsnearmy

ear.Iturnaroundtoseeagauntlybeautifulwoman

dressedinabluefloraldressthatreachesuptoher

knees.Shehasblondehairandgreeneyeswhich

stareupatthemenbesidemeinadisapproving

manner,disapprovingbecausetheyhaven'tyet

acknowledgedherpresence.



"Jack!"Shewavesherarmsuntilshecatcheshis

attention.Hiswholefacelightensupasheseesher.

"Nicole!"Immediately,hemovestowardsher,and

givesherapeckinhercheek.Thissomehow

deflatesherearlierdisapprobationandannoyance

assheblushesandsmileslightlyathim.Sheturns

herattentiontoJeremyandinstantly,shenarrows

hereyes.

"Lawson,whatareyoudoinghere?"Shesaysover

themusic.

HegoesclosertoherandI'mawarethathe's

pullingmyhandintheprocess."Iamoneofthe

sponsors,remember!"

"Ididn'tthinkyou'dcome,"sheforcesasmile.



"ButIhave."Jeremypullsmetohisside.

"AndIseeyou'vebroughtsomeone."

That'swhenJackpipes,"Leyla,I'dlikeyoutomeet

mygirlfriendNicole.Nicole,thisisJeremy's

girlfriend."

"Girlfriend?"Sheturnsherattentiontome,and

beginsregardingmewithshrewdeyes.

"Yes,mygirlfriend,"Jeremyadds.

"It'snicetomeetyou,Nicole,"IspeakasIholdmy

handout.

OfcourseherloyaltytoCassiehasherlookingat



myhandasifitweresomesortofsnakereadyto

strikeher.IthinkJackwhisperssomethingtoher

ashepullshercloserandsheforcesherhandto

shakemine.

"NicetomeetagirlfriendofJeremy,"shestresses

thewordgirlfriendoutasifit'satermalongwith

Jeremy'snamewerealientohertongue.

Jackisnowtalkingtoanothermannearhimand

sheturnsherattentiontohisconversation.

Jeremypullsmetohimandhewhisperstome,

"Don'tbeintimidatedbyher,she'snothing.Shejust

hatesmebecauseofCassie."

Inodathiminunderstanding.

"Doyouwanttodance?"Heasksandhenibblesmy



earlobe.Instantlyfireburnsinsidemefromthe

contact.

"Sure."IreplyhimandIlethimpullmeintothe

dancefloor.

Oncewegetthere,themusicshiftstoaslowlytone.

IlockmyarmsaroundJeremy'sneckandhelocks

hisaroundmywaistandpullsmecloser.Wewaltz

toasongsangbyleadsingeroftheband

describingthelamentationsofhislove.

Jeremy'sbluegreyeyesaredarkeragainstthedim

lightandourcloseproximityhastheatmosphere

betweenusshiftingtoamoreintenseanddesirous

territory.

"Ilovethissong."Hesaysandhedeliberatelylicks



hislips.

Mybreathehitchesasmyeyesdarttohislips.Ibite

mylipinordertocontrolthesehormonesthat

spirallingaroundmybody,ignitingmybloodin

anticipation.Nowisdefinitelynotthetimetofeel

thisneedforhim.

"Don'tdothat,"hewhispershuskilyasheleans

downclosertomylevel.

"Dowhat?"Iask.

"Biteyourlip.Itturnsmeon."

"Oh."SomehowI'malreadyturnedonmyself.

Hemovescloserthatournosealmosttouch.



"Iwanttokissyou,"hesays.

"What'sstoppingyou?"

Heshakeshishead,smirking."IhavefeelingifI

kissyounow,Iwon'twanttostop."Hepullsme

closeruntilmyabdomenfeelshispressingmember.

"Oh!"

"Yes.That'stheeffectyouhaveonmerightnow."

IbitemylipbutthenIrememberhisremarksoI

quicklyreleasemylip.

"I'mcontemplatingonhowtowalkoutofthisparty."



Ismile."And?"

"AsmuchasIwanttotakeyouhome,Ineedtotalk

toafewpeoplehere."

Myfacefallsindisappointment.Hecatchesthat.

"Don'tworry,I'llmakeitupforyoutonight."He

winks.

Myspiritsliftupatthethought.Hethenpullsme

intoanembrace,allthewhiledancingtotherhythm

ofthesong.Ifeelhislipspressingatmyhairand

hebreathesin.

IpressmycheekathisshoulderandIclosemy

eyesinhalingdeeplyasIletthismomentofbliss--

enhancedbythemusic--washoverme.



Whentheinstrumentsplayofftoanoblivionend

andthenstopsatonce,webreakawayand

everyoneonthedancefloorgivestheband

applause.

"I'mgonnaexcusemyselftothebathroom."Itell

Jeremy.

"YouarenotgoingintheretodowhatIthinkyou'll

bedoing."

Iblushinstantlyathisremark,knowingfullywell

whatheisimplying.

"Jerem,yyourimaginationfascinatesme.I'mjust

goingtopee,"Irebukehim.

Hesmirks,"Good.CosonlyIcangiveandhaveyour

pleasure,rememberthat.Onlyme."Hekissesmy



foreheadandthenhereleasesme.

Iwalkawayfromhim,blushinguncontrollablyasI

followthesignstotherestrooms.Thefactthatmy

shoesarealreadyslightlykillingmeshowshowI

amnotusedtothis.

WhenIgetthere,Iheadstraighttooneofthestalls

andpee.AfterwardswhenI'mwashingmyhands,I

realizehowequippedtherestroomis.Thefactthat

there'sasofarightinthemiddleoftheroom,shows

thatthepeoplewhodesignedthisknowfullywell

howwomenneedtheirresttime.

Thereafewwomenoccupyingthebathroom

mirrorsandtheytalkanimatedlyateach.Itakeasit

onthesofa,andtakingoutmystrappyheels,Ibegin

massagingmyfeet.Idothisforfiveminutesand

thentakeanotherfiverelaxingandcheckingmyself

inthemirror.



WhenI'msatisfied,Ileavetherestroom.I'mwalking

bythecorridoradmiringtheluxuryoftheplace

whensuddenlyIfeelstrongarmspullingmywaist

towardsagloomydarkroom.

Myyelpandmyscreamgetschockedup

somewhereinmythroatthattheendresultisme

lettingoutamuffledanimalisticnoise.

Mysensesgohyperawareasadrenalinsparksupin

mybodypreparingforaflightorfightsituation.But

that'swhenafamiliarscentofcigaretteandbody

washhitsmynoise.

IalreadyknowwhothispersonisbeforeIneeda

voiceindicationtojustifymyassumption.Thevoice

simplysays,"Weneedtotalk."

.
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Iquicklyreleasemyhandsfromhisholdbyyanking



themaway.Heflickersontheswitchandtheroom

bathesinlighttorevealMatthew.Hestandsthere

withhiscondescendingeyeswhicharestaring

downatmeandalthoughmybodywantstoshrivel

awayinfear,Istandpoisedaseverandmeethis

glarewithmyveryown.

"There'sabsolutelynothingIhavetosaytoyou."I

tellhim,alreadyvexedbyhispresence.

"Youdon't?Well,Ihavealot,startingwithhowyou

arewhoringmybrother!"Hisblueeyesarefilled

withanger,butthere'ssomethingelselurkingthere

behindtheorbit,somethingunfamiliarashisgaze

shiftstomylips.

Iwretchmyhandawayfromhishold,feelingmy

stomachtwistinrevolt."Youcanstartbygetting

yourfactsright.Andtherelationshipbetweenme

andyourbrotherisnoneofyourbusiness."Iglare

athim.



"Soyoudon'tdenyit?Anditismybusinesswhen

myidioticbrotherspendshismoneyonsome

cheapslut!"

Don'tletthewordsaffectyou.Hedoesn'tknow

anything.

"Whereverthisiscomingfrom,besuretoconfront

Jeremyhimselfonthisaccountandgethisbetter

judgementbecauseasyousaythatIamslut,why

wouldyouwantmytakeonthis?"Itrytoside-track

himbuthetrapsmetothecorner.

"Youthinkyou'resosmart,don'tyou?Quiteironic

foragirlfromthestreets,Nowonder,Jeremyhas

hisheadworshipingatyourfeet.You'redeceitful."

"Iamnotdeceitful.Stopaccusingme.Look,I

haven'tacluewhatyourproblemwithmeisbutifI



everdoneyouwrongthenIapologise.Soplease

leavemebe,letmego!"

Itrytomanoeuvreawayfromhimbuthishands

grabmyarmandhepinsmebackonthewall.

Hisblueeyesglistenwithhatredandalso

somethingelsewithinthathatred."Youwantto

knowwhatmyproblemwithyouis."

Iamreadytosay,No,buthebeatsmetoit.

"Myproblemwithyouisthatyouareacockteasing

bitch!"

"Iamnotcockteasing,"Ishiftawaywhenhegets

closertome.



"Youfuckingare!"Hesmirkshiscoldlysmirkand

reachingoutheplaceshishandonmywaist.I

cringeawayfromhim.

"Matthew,letmego!"Myfacescrunchesupin

disgust,hishandsonme,makemeshiverinanot-

so-warmway.Youmustn'tshowhimfear,you

mustn'tshowhimfear.Irepeatthismantraonhead.

"Butyoudon'twantmetoletgoyou,doyou?"He

staresatme,hiseyeshintingsomethingdangerous.

Ipleadthroughmyeyesforhimnotdowhathe's

thinkingofdoing.

"Youaredelusional!"Iglarepanickyathim.

"Fuckit!"Hegrowlssuddenlyashepullsme

towardshimandbeforemybraincanevenprocess

what'shappening,hismouthhisagainstmineina

roughkiss.



Mywholebodyshakesinrevulsion.Thisisso

wrong.Thisissoverywrong!Hetriespartingmy

lipswithhislipssohecandeepenthiskissbutmy

mouthclumpsuptogetherrefusingsorelytogive

himthesatisfaction.Itryyankingmyselfawayfrom

hisirongriphold,butmyattemptsarethrownoutof

thewindowwhenhedoesn'tbudge.

Hegroansinfrustrationsuddenlyashepushesme

roughlytothewall,pinningmewithhishardbody.

Thesuddenimpacthasmegaspingandhetakes

thistoanadvantagewhenheentershistonguein

mymouth.

Iwhimperinfearanddisgust.Jeremy,pleasewhere

areyou?!

Iwatchhisclosedeyesandhatredslowlysipsupon

me.Adrenalinespikesupinmyveinsandmyfisted



handonhischestsuddenlylaunchesitselfuponhis

hardjawandatthesamemyteethclumponhislips.

Hereleasesme,instantlytakingastepback."You

fuckingbitme!"Hegroans,hisfingersbrushingon

hislipthatisnowbrimmingwithblood.

Atleastoneofmyadvancesresultedinanimpact,

becauseIknowhedoesn'tfeelmyattemptedpunch

duetohisfreakinghardcheekbone.No,hedoesn't

feelitbutInowdo.

Butthisdoesn'tstopmefromhaulingmyhand

again,thistimeslappinghim.

"Don'tevertouchmeagain!IamnotCassieorthe

whoreyouproclaimIam!"Iscreamathim,my

angerreachingitsoptimum.Iroughlyremove

myselffromthecornerandIamrunningtowards

theexitdoorwhenIfeelmyhandbeingyanked



back.

Hestaresangrilyatmeforamoment,hisblueeyes

searchingminesforsomething.Iglarebackathim,

myangerneverfaltering;howeverit'swithin

secondsofstaringatmethathisangergivesaway.

Hecloseshiseyesandtakesadeepbreath."I'm

sorry."Hedeclaresinamutterthatissolow,I

barelyhearit.

IthinkImight'vehaveheardhimwrong.Didhejust

sayhe'ssorry?What?Ifrownathiminincredulity.

"Youaresorry?"

Hisjawclenches,"Yes.IknowI'mbeingimmature

andunthinkingwithmywordsbutthat'salwaysthe

casewhenyou'rewithinmyradius."



What?Isheaccusingmeofmakinghimimmature?

"Youbeingimmatureisnoneofmydoing!"Ispitin

anger.

Foramoment,hiseyesflarewithangertoobutthen

hequicklylooksawayfrommeandshakeshishead.

"Ishouldn--"

Andthat'swhenthedoorbangsopencuttinghim

offhissentence.Iturnaroundtomeetanangry

Jeremy,buthisangerisn'tdirectedatme.

Jeremytakesonelookatmyagitatedfaceandin

threestrideshe'srightatMatthew'sface."Whatdid

youdotoher?"

Matthew'seyesforthewholewhilehaven'tleftmine

andnowashestaresatJeremy,hefrownsto

himselfandpresseshislips.



WhyamIfeelingsorryforhim?Becausethat'swhat

I'mdoingatthismoment,feelingsorryforMatthew.

Jeremy'swrathisunpredictableandatthismoment,

Ihopedtotheallthegoodnessoutthere,thatthey

wouldn'tstartafight.

"Nothing."Hesays.

"Doesn'tlooklikenothingtome,"Jeremy'seyesare

inslitsasheglaresatMatthew.

"Matt,Iswearifyou'vehurtherandifyousoby

slightesthavetouchedher--"

"Jerry,youshouldknowbynowthatInevertake

yourthreatsseriously."Matthewcutshimoff,

foldinghisarmsacrosshischestandasmirk

playingonhislips.



Jeremymakesahissingnoiseatthebackofhis

throat,hefistshishands,hisjawclenchingand

unclenchingandhisstancetellsmethathe'sabout

topunchhim.Secondstickbyandthebrothersstill

havetheirglaringcontests.

"Iknowyouwannahitme,Jerry.Goahead."

Andatthat,Jeremycloseshiseyesandturnsaway

fromhim.Hiseyesre-opentomeetmine.He

touchesmyhandatfirstwhiletheotherhandtilts

mychintolookupathim.

"Didhehurtyou,Leyla?Whatdidhedotoyou?"His

eyesholdanemotionthatisdifficultformeto

comprehend.

Iswallowalumpinmythroatasthewordsleave

me.Iwanttotellhimbutsomethinghasme

stopping.Idon'twantthemfightingandIdon'twant



togiveJeremyamorereasontohateMatthew,no

matterhowmuchhatehedeservesatthemoment.

Itakeonelookatthepompousasshimselfandhe

hasthatmightycunningsmirkofhisashesneers

backatme.

"Nothing,"ItellJeremyeventhoughheisnotwhoI

amlookingat.

ThatinstantlywipesthesmirkofMatthew'sfaceas

heglaresatmeandthatglareturnsintoawavering

frown.IturnmyeyesbacktoJeremy.Hedoesn't

lookconvincedandhiseyebrowshavescrunched

upinsuspicion.

Pleaseletitgo!IhatelyingtohimbutIjustdon't

wanttobeaninstigatortotheirfighting.



"Yousure,Leyla?Youdon'thavetolieforhim."

Jeremyasksme.

Inodandavoidhiseyes.

"Youheardher,Ididnothingtoher."Matthew

speaks,acoldsmirkonhisface.

JeremyturnsbacktoMatthew."Iswearifyouso

layafingeruponherhead,justbewarned."

"AndItoldyouJerry,yourthreatsarefeeble."

"I'mseriousMatthew,sheisnotCassie."

Matthewrollshiseyes."WhatdoyouthinkI'mgoing

todo,snatchherawayfromyou?"



Jeremyclencheshisjaw,"Matthew,thatthought

impliesthatyouwanttodoexactlythat."

Hiscoldsmirkincreases,"Yougotme."hesays

sarcastically."Please,streetgirlswhowoulddo

anythingtostriveforahigherstatusevenifit

meanssellingtheirbodies,haveneverbeenmy

type!"

IstareathimindisbeliefandIknowIshouldfeel

offendedbutIfeelnothingbutremorseathim.

JeremyistakenabackforasecondandIthinkIam

too.

"Yousee."Matthewsaysaddressingme,"Iknowa

lotmoreaboutyouthanyouthink."

"Whothefuckhaveyoubeenquestioning?"Jeremy



growls.

"Ihavemysources.But,seriously,Jerry,howdid

youeverstoopsolowastodateawhore?"

Jeremytakestwoquickstridesandsecondslater

hehasbothofhishandscinchedatMatthew's

collar.

"She.Is.Not.A.fucking.Whore!"Hehissesineach

word.

Matthewonlysmilessnidely,"Ofcoursesheisn't,

andCassieisn'thooker-escorteither."Hesays

sarcastically.

"LeylaismygirlfriendandIcareaboutheralot.Yes,

Cassieishookersowhat,youprovedenoughthat

shewasn'tcutouttobeloyal.But,ifyoueverso



threatenLeylaagain,ImeanitMatthew,I'llmake

sureyourbareassisrubbingonthenextrailway

trackwhilethetraindragsyourlifelessbody!"

ThismakesMatthewlaugh."Wow,Jerry.Thisisa

first.Youmustloveher."

Jeremyswallows."AndwhatifIdo?"

Myheartstopsfortwosecondsandthenpicksup

hammeringpaceonthenextbeat.Didhe?No.I

musthaveheardwrong.

Matthew'slaughiswipedoutofhisface.He

wrencheshimselfoffJeremy'shold."Youarenot

serious,areyou?"

Jeremydoesn'tsayanything.



"Jeremy,she'sastreetgirl,she'snothing.Whatwill

momsaywhenyoubringanuneducatedgirlyou

pickedfromthestreet?No,scratchthat,whatwill

thepresssay?Shewon'tevenmeetupyourhigh

life.You'vereallystoopedsolow,littlebro."

"Nicetoknowyoucareaboutme,bigbro.Andas

foryourirrelevantstatement,mightIjustsaythat

youaretheonewho'vestoopedsolow,infactyou

stoopedthelowestthemomentyoudecidedtolive

likethis."Hepresseshislips.

"I'msurprisedyousayLeylaisnothingand

uneducateddespiteyourattemptstogetherintoa

roomwithyou,don'tthinkI'mdaftMatt.Iknowyou

toowell."Hesmiles.

"AndIcannotbelieveyouwillbringthepressinto

this,youshouldknowbynowIdon'tgivetwoshits

aboutwhatthepresshastosayandasformom,

wellshe'sbeendyingtomeetLeylasinceI



mentionedmyrelationshiptoher."

Matthewonlynarrowshiseyesathimandthenas

heshiftshisgazetowardsme,hisscowldeepens.

Jeremyreturnstome,takesmyfaceinhishands

andstrokesmycheek."Areyouokay?"

I'mnotentirelysureifIam.Idon'tknowwhatto

makeoftheirfight.Idon'tknowwhattodoasitis

beyondmycontrol.IknowthatIhateseeingthem

likethis,becauseeventhoughIdon'thavesiblingor

anyfamilyforthatmatter,IknowJeremyneedshis

brotherdespitetheiryearsofconflict.

"I'mfine."Itellhim,givinghimasmallsmile."But

areyouokay?"

Hesmirks,"I'llbebetterifwegetoutofhere."He



tellsmeandIagree.

IlethimleadmeoutofthedoorandIcan'thelpbut

letmyeyeslookbacktowardsMatthew.His

expressionisgrimashestaresatourretreating

figures.Isighinwardly.

IknowIshouldbeworriedabouttheirrelationship,I

am.Butallthat'sonmymindfromtheirearlierfight

isJeremy'swords.

WhatifIam?

.

.

.



.

Tobecontinued.....

Happynewmonth,guys

Andsorryforthelateupdate
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Hadhereallymeantit?Myheartisstillbeating

rapidlyatthepossibilityofhiminlovewithme.I

knowhowalowofapersonthismakesme,butI

cannothelpbutrejoiceoverthisrevelation.

However,there'ssmallpartofme,aminorpart

that'swarningmenottogetmyhopesupincase

he'dbeensayingitforthesakeofdowngrading

Matthew.



Asheleadsusoutofthebuilding,Icatchsightof

JackandNicoleenteringacar,lookingallcosywith

eachother.Ismileattheirhappiness.Jeremy

opensthebackdoorofhiscarforme.Igoinandhe

followsafter,assoonaswearebothinside,Hails

begintheignitionandwedriveoff.

IcantellJeremyisstillinstateofangerwithhis

hoodedfaceandbroodingexpression.Ilookoutof

thewindowforsomesolaceandtrynottothinkof

Matthew'swords.However,Ifail.

Whatifhe'sright?WhatifIcannotliveuptothe

highlifeJeremyhasintroducedmeinto?WhatifI'm

degradingJeremy'sstatusbyjustbeingwithhim?

Who'stosaythatwhoeverfilledhimwiththe

informationofhowwemetwon'treporttothe

public.AndthenIwillbeknownasawhorebythe

wholecity.



That'snotwhat'sworryingme,however.Idon't

reallycareaboutwhatpeoplethinkofme,Ihave

alwaysbeenlookeddownuponinmyentirelife,so

peoplecansaywhatevertheywant.Aslongasthe

manIlovedthoughtotherwise,therestcandrown

forallIcare.

No,what'sworryingmeisMatthew.Atthismoment,

Iamconfusedbytheman,onemomenthe'stelling

mehe'sorryandthenhe'sbacktobeingvulgar

towardsme.Butwhat'sclearishishatredtowards

myrelationshipwithJeremy.Themanisinfuriating,

quitehardtoempathisewith.

It'sthefactthatheisJeremy'sbrotherthat's

makingmesomewhatdocile,eventhoughtheir

relationshiphassomereallyoppressingissues.

Otherwise,Iwillbethrowinghiswordsbackathim

withmyownprofanities.

Iamnotgoingtogoaroundlovingthefactthatthey



werenotinagreeingtermseventhoughIdespise

theman.No,myloveforJeremyhasmeseeing

moretothat.IknowdespiteJeremy'sfacade,that

helovesMatthewandthathewishestheir

relationshipweremorestable,evenifhewon't

admitittohimself.

"EarthtoLeyla,"Jeremytakesmyfacewithhis

handandturnsittofacehim."Youokay?"

Inodathim.

Hepresseshislipstogether."Leyla,Iknowyou're

not.Tellmewhat'sgoinginthatlovelyheadof

yours?"

Myeyessearchhis,theyareworried.

"Please?"Hepleads,feebly.



Thatcompelsmetotellhim."Okay...I-Idon'tlike

seeingyouandbrotherfight."

Iwatchasthegreyinhiseyesovertakestheblue,

tellingmeofhisresurfacinganger."Leyla,thisis

thewayweare,thewaywe'vealwaysbeen."

"Iknow,youtoldme.Butit'squiteapackage"I

smile,tryingtolightenuphismood.

Thecornerofhislipscrinklesintoareluctantsmile

butjustasthesmilecomes,itquicklygoesaway.

Itakemyhandtohiscaresshischeek."AndIalso

knowthatit'skillingyouinside,fightingwithhim."

HiseyesspringtomineandIwatchasthewall

crumbles.Forthatmoment,withinthatdepthof



blue-grey,allofhisfearsarerevealedtome.Igasp

momentarilyasIgazeintohisoverflowingsoul.

"Youarequiteperceptive."Hesaysinaraspy

whisper.

Ishifttohughim.Hemeetsmehalfwayashe

drawsmetohislapandIsitsidewaysonhislegs,

myheadnearhisneck.Heburieshisfaceinmy

hairandbreathesinalongbreath.

"Tellmeaboutit?"Iaskhim,movingmyhandtohis

faceandtitlingmyheadbacktoseehisface.

Hesmilessadlyatmeandshakeshishead,"Not

today."

"Okay."Iburymyheadbackintohisneckandclose

myeyes.



Westaylikethisforawhile,justhuggingeach,

givingeachothersomesortofcomfort.

"Tellme,whathedidtoyoubeforeIcame?"Heasks

suddenly."Anddon'tsay"nothing"becauseIknow

Matthew."

Ishakemyhead,knowingitwon'treallyhelp.

"Leyla,tellme,"hecommands.

Iclosemyeyes.

"Please."

Icanneverrefusethatvoice.Stillclosingmyeyes,I

tellhimeverywordMatthewutteredbeforeJeremy



cameandItellhimabouthisforcefulkissandthatI

defendedmyselfbypunchinghimandslappinghim

after.

Hisbreathingratehaschangedandhehisarms

aroundmenowholdmetightlyagainsthischest.

"I'msorry.I'msosorry."Heapologises.

Ilookupathim,frowning.Whyisheapologising?I

meethiseyesandtheirfilledwithanger,sorrowbut

alsotendernessforme.

"Jeremy,youdon'thavetoapologiesforyour

brother'sactions."

Hepresseshislips,"Iknow.Youdon'tunderstand."

Ifrown.



"Matthewhasalwayshadahabittosleepwiththe

womenI'malwayswith."

Igasp."YoumeanCassiehasnotbeentheonly

one?"

Hecloseshiseyesandnods.

"Butwhy?Whywouldhedothat?"

Heopenshiseyesagainandnowthegreyandblue

aremeetingeachotherhalfway."Idon'tknow,to

pissmeoffmaybe."

Iswallow."Itworked?"

Hecockshisheadtoonesideinawhat-do-you-

thinkkindofgesture.



"I'msorry."ItellhimbecauseIdon'tknowwhatelse

totellhim.Heshakeshishead.

"Leyla,Ijust...Ijustdon'twanthimtodothesame

toyou,Idon'twanthimtotakeyouawayfromme."

Hisbodyshakesonthelastsentence.

"Hewon't...It'sonlyyou...nooneelse...I-I...Idon't

likehim."Mywordsjumbleupbecausethereareso

muchIwanttosaytohim,toreassurehim.

"Good."HesaysandIhuddleupclosertohim,only

gladthathisdomineeringselfisback.

IhatetoseeJeremyfearfulofmecheatingonhim.

Heshouldknowbynowthathe'stheonlyonefor

meandthatIlovehim.Iwantsomuchtoreassure

himhowmuchIlovehimbutthewordsjustwon't

forminmymouth.



Westaythiswayuntilweexitthetownheadingto

theoutcoastwherehishouseis.WhenHailsparks

outsidethefrontgarage,Jeremydragsmetothe

houseandupstairs.AndIknowthatheneedsmore

thanthewordsItoldhimtoreassurehim.Theonly

thinghedoesn'tknowisthatIneedhimjustas

muchandIwanthimjustasmuch.

Laterwhenthesweatonourbodiesiscooling,Ilay

ontophim,halfofmybodydrapedonhimandhe

holdsmetightlycooingmetosleep.

"IhavetogotoNewYorktomorrow."Hemurmurs

whilehishandworksmagiconmyback.

Ilookupathiminstantly,"What?Why?"

Hesmilesatmyperfectrecollection."Ihavetogo

tomorrowtoopenupanotherfirm."



Ifrown,hatingthisfact."Howlongwillyoube

gone?"

"Fourdays."Hetellsme.

Myeyesblazewideopen."F-Fourdays?"

"Yes."Iswallow.WhatwillIdowithouthimforfour

days?

"Hey."HeshiftsourbodiesandIenduponmyback

andhimontop.Hedrawseclosertomyfaceand

kissesmynose."Iwishyou'dcomewithmebutI

knowyouwon'twantmissyourwork."

Ismileatthat,howevermysmileisisn'tfull.He's

correctandpartofmeloveshimforthisperception.



"I'mgonnamissyou."Itellhimtruthfully.

"IthinkI'llbetheonemissingyouthemost,

especiallyattimeslikethese,"hetiltshispelvisup

downforemphasisandIfeelhisgrowingmember

hittingatmyinnerthigh.

IgaspandthenIgiggleinvoluntarily.

"I'llmissthatlaughtoo."Hekissesmycheek.

"Andthismouth."Hetrialshiskisstomymouth.

"Andthischin...basicallythiswholeface."

Igigglesomemore.



"Andthisneck."Hetrailskissestomyneck.AndI

burn.

"Andtheselovelyladies."Heburieshisheadonmy

chestandtakesalongbreath.

Ismileandlaugh,howeverIstopmylaughwhenI

feeltearsthreateningtounleashthemselves.I

reallylovehimsoverymuch,Ifeelasifmychest

willburstanymomentfromtheseflowingemotion.

"Hey."Hewipesmytearsoffthecornerofmyeyes.

"WhatwillIdowithoutyouforfourdays?"

"Don'tworry,I'llbebackbeforeyouknowit."He

reassuresmeashekissesmylips.



IloveyouJeremy!Iwanttotellhim.

Hekissesmeforashortwhilebeforehefallsback

again,hisstrengthgivingawayfromourearlier

exertion.HetakesmeinhisarmsagainandIdrape

mylegoverhiswaistandburymyfaceonthecrook

ofhisshoulder,nearhisneck.

"Sleep,baby.It'llbeokay."Hecroons,hisfingers

strokingswirlsuponmyback.

Andit'sthosedeftfingersandhissoftmelodic

voicethatlullsmetosleep.MyeyelidsdropandI'm

abouttosuccumbtoblissfulsleephoweverbefore

unconsciousnesscanfullyclaimme,Iremember

hearingJeremy'slowvoicemurmuring,"Iloveyou,

LeylaLevy."

Ifallasleepthenanditwillbethemorningafter

whenI'llrecallthesewordsandthinkthatIdreamt



them.

.

.

.

.

Tobecontinued.....

Jeremyistraveling,hmmm.....

IhopeMatthewwon'ttrysomethingstupid ♀

♀
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Hewakesmeupearlythenextmorningwhenhe's

fullydressinhisgreyworksuit.

"Myjetboardsinthirtyminutes,"hetellsmeashe

kissesmynose.

Myeyesinstantlyshootopen,"You'releaving?"

Henods.

"Whydidn'tyouwakemeearlier?"Itrytohidethe

panghittingmychest.

"Youlookedsocosy,Ididn'twanttodepriveyou

fromyoursleep."Hetakesmyhandsandkisses

eachknuckleandthenpresseshisforeheadinthem.

Myheartcan'ttakethisamountofemotionthat's



radiatingeverywhere.Idon'twanthimtogo.Ireally

don't.Ismellhiscolognemixedwithbodywash,his

scentanditoverwhelmsme.

Ishiftintoasittingpositionasheholdsanarrow

flatblackboxoutforme."What'sthis?"

"Openit."

ItentativelytaketheboxoutfromhisfingersandI

begintoopenit.Insidethere'sshinysilverlooking

creditcard.Myeyesinstantlydarttohimandheis

studyingmyreaction.Istarebackatthesilver

creditcardasifit'soffending.Itakeitoutandthere

inshinyblocksofletterismyfullnameclaiming

thatit'smine.

"Jer--"



"No,beforeyousayanything.It'syoursandI'mnot

takingitback.It'sdone."

Ipressmylipstightlytogether.Hetakesmychinin

orderformetolookathim.

"Hey,there'stwentyfivethousandinthere.It'sfor

youwhenI'mgone."

Myeyebulgeattheamounthe'smentioned."That's

absurdandanobsceneamountofmoney."Iargue.

Thecornersofhismouthtwitchintoasmilebuthis

eyesareserious."Ifindmyselfbeingabsurdand

obscenewhenitcomestoyou."

Iclosemyeyes,takingadeepbreathandmyheart

ispalpitatingathiswords.Theyremindmeofmy

perfectdreamyesterdaywhenhe'dmutteredhis



loveforme.Itseemedtooreal,Ialmostbelievedhe

trulysaidthosewords.WhenIopenmyeyesagain,

Istareathimwithanewemotion.

Hesmilesattentivelyatmyreaction,"Soyou

accept?"

Helookssoveryadorablyhandsomewhenhe

smilesthisway.Asifhe'safraidthatifhepushes

toohard,I'drefuse.Butatthismoment,I'mfeeling

theexactopposite.

Inodinreplyathimandthendrapemyarms

aroundhiminahug.Hereactsbytightlyhugging

meback,hisheadburyinginmyheadandbreathing

indeeply.

IloveyouJeremy.Thewordsareatthetipofmy

tonguebutIcannotbringmyselftosaythem.Ashe

releasesmeandstaresintensivelyatmyeyes,Iam



quitesurethewordsareinfullneonlightrevealing

allthatIfeelforhim.

"Ihavetogo,"hesighsandtakesmyfacetokiss

mylipsoncemore.

Ifallintothekiss,leavingrealityforamoment.Iam

abouttodeepenthekisswhenhedrawsback.His

wholefacerestrainedwithemotion.

Heshakeshis."Iwon'tabletoleave."Heexplains.

"It'shardenoughasitis."

Iloveyou.Whycan'tIsaythewords?Saythem!I

commandmymouth.

"Laptopandphone,please,everyday."Hetakesmy

handsandkisseseachofmyknuckles.



"IamtakingHailswithmesothere'sanewdriver

foryoudownstairs."Hetellsme.

Myheartbrimsathisthoughtfulness.

"HewilltakeyouanywhereyouwantbutImade

surehewillalwaysbringyoubackhere.MrandMrs

Brownwillbeherewithyoutoo,"hecontinues.

Ismilesadlyathim,mysmileeclipsedbythefact

thatitwon'tbethesamewithouthimforthenext

fewdays.

"Okay."Myvoiceissmall.

HechecksthetimeonhisRolexwatchandafrown

appearsonhisface."Ihavetwentyminutestoget

totheairport."Hesaysreluctantly.



Myheartpalpitatesattheinevitablebutwith

confidence,Igetoutofbedanddrabonarobenot

caringifIhaven'tbrushedmyteethandtamedthe

curlsofmyhair.Together,wemakeourwaydown

thestairs.Whenwegetthere,hepullsondarkcoat

matchinghissuitandItaketimetoadmirehow

darklyhandsomehelooksinit.

Foldingmyarmsundermychest,Ibitemylowerlip

totryandcontainthefeelingofwantinghimtostay.

Hehastogo,hehastoworktodo,hehastoexpand

hisempire.Heisabusinessmanafterall.

Isighinwardly.Heturnsaroundatmysighanda

smallsmileappearsathislips,however,hiseyes

tellmeeverything.Theytellmehowbadlyhewants

tostay,howbadlyhewantsmetogowithhim.

IthennoticehislosetieandunconsciouslyImove

tofixit.Hefrownsatmysuddenmovement,

however,whenmyfingersmovetohiscollarand



beginfixinghistie,hegrins.

"Thankyou."Hesays,hisgrinstillplasteredonhis

face.

Ionlysmileathiminreturn,asImovemyfingersto

startbuttoninghiscoat.Idelightathowdomestic

theactionis.OnceI'mdone,patthedustoffhis

shouldersandthat'swhenIfeelhishandonmy

chin,titlingmyheaduptomeethiseyes.Hiseyes

aregleamingwithanemotionthatmakesmehitch

mybreath.

"Iwillmissyou,LeylaLevy."Hebreathes.

Mylipsquiver"I'llmissyoutoo,JeremyLawson."

Heleansdownandtakesmylipsinawarmandyet

tenderlyheart-breakingkiss.Ifearthelonetearthat



isrunningdownmycheekwillbeevident,my

weaknessforhim.

Hegroansinhisthroatandthesoundvibrates

throughmymouth.Thevibrationsshakemyvery

core,wakesupmyheartallowingittoincreaseits

beatingrateashistonguemeetsmine.Hekisses

mewithhiswholebeing,hiswholebodyandI'mnot

holdinganythingbackasIkisshimwithmyall.

Hemoansagaininmymouthandreleasesme."I've

gottogo."Hesays,kissingmylips.

Hecontinuesthismanifestationwhilstmovingto

thedoorandthenfinallyhereleasesmylipsand

torturesmycheeks,mynose,andmyeyesand

eventuallyhejustholdsmyfacewithbothhis

hands,hisfingersstrokingmycheeks.Hestaresat

melonginglyforonefinaltimebeforeheadingto

thealreadypurringcar.



Iwatchhimwithahugesmileonmyface--partly

becauseI'vebeenkissedrecklessly--ashegetson

thecarandmyeyesneverleavethecaruntilit's

fullyoutofmysight.

Closingthedoorbehindme,Iamstillgrinningto

myselfasImakemywaytothekitchen.Ismileat

MrsBrownwho'smakingmebreakfast.ButonceI

sitmyselfonthecounter,ithitsme.Iwon'tseehim

forfourdays.Mysmilefalters.

WhatwillIdo?

"Areyoualright,MissLevy?"MrsBrownasksme.

ShestillissoformalwithmeeventhoughI'vetold

hertocallmeLeyla.Itfeelsweirdforamiddleage

womaninhermid-fiftiescallingmesoformally.

"Yes,"Itellherandthenthankherwhenshehands



memyfavouritedish,wafflescoatedinchocolate

aswellaseggsandbacontotheside.

Shesmilesatmeinresponseandthengoesto

cleanthepots.Ieatinsilence,tryingtonotletthe

factthattheonlymanIeverlovedismeanttobe

sittingnexttome,atthismomentandteasingthe

lifeoutofme.

IsmileatthememorywhenIfirstcametothis

houseandhe'dbeensointenttofindmefoodtoeat

whenherealizedthatIhadbeenhungry.OnceI

finisheating,IletMrsBrowntakemyplatetothe

sinkandwehavesmalltalk.Itellhermyplansfor

todaybeforeIreturnbacktothemasterbedroomto

shower.

Onceagain,IfindmyselfmissingJeremyalready.

SoItellmyselfthatIhavetogetoutofthishousein

ordertostopthinkingabouthim.Aftertakinga

shower,Idressincasualjeansandablousewitha



smallcoatduetochillautumnweatheroutside.I

makemywaydownstairswhereIammetwithMrs

Brown.

"I'mjustgoingtopopouttotownforawhile."Itell

her.

Shesmilesbutthere'sahintofworryinhereyes.

"Okay,butpleasebecareful."

Ismilehowathermother-henprotectiveness."I

will."

"Okay,dear,Mitchwilltakeyouanywhereyou

want."

"Mitch?"Iask.



"Oh,Iforgot,MrLawsonappointedanewdriverfor

you,he'salsoyourbodyguard."

Myfrownincreases."Bodyguard?ButIdon'tneeda

bodyguard."

WhathadJeremybeenthinking?Ifumeinside.

"Iknowdear,butMrLawsoninsistedyouhaveone.

He'sveryprotectiveofyou."Shesoothesmyarm.

Iswallow,stillnotsurehowtofeelaboutthisnew

turnofevents.Bodyguard?Seriously,Jeremy?He

needstolearnthatIcantakecareofmyself.

"Thisnewdriver?"Iaskher."Hewon't...hewon't

followmeeverywhere,willhe?"



Sheonlysmilessympatheticallyatme."Hewillbe

there,buthewillmaintainadistance."

IsighinreliefbutIamstillannoyed,ifitisn'tforthe

factthatJeremyisstillupinmid-airinhisplane,I

willbebombardinghimatthismomentthroughthe

phone.

MrsBrowncatchesmyreactionandsoothesme

again,"He'sonlylookingoutforyou,MissLevy.I

knowit'snoneofmybusinesstosaythis,but

workingwiththeLawsonsforyearsnow,I've

watchedthatboygrowandI'veneverseenhimthis

happyasheiswhenhe'swithyou."

Myheartwarmsatherwords.FromwhatIcan

recallofwhathehastoldmeabouthislife,Ican

understandwhyhe'sneverbeenhappy;his

relationshipwithhisbrother,hisfatherpassing

awayandtheresponsibilityoftakingoverthe

company.



ShesmilesreassuringlyatmeandIsmileback

tentativelyasIbideheradieu.Exitingthemaindoor,

Ifindthatthedriverslashbodyguard,Mitchis

alreadystandingandwaitingnexttooneof

Jeremy'sSUV.

"MissLevy?"Hespringsforthandpullshishandout

formetoshake.

"Hi.Please,Leylaisjustfine,"Iallowhimtoshake

myhand.

HesmileswarmlyatmeandimmediatelyIthink

we'llmaybegetalonginfuture.Helookstobeinhis

mid-thirtieswithshortcroppedblondhairandwarm

browneyesagainsthissun-kissedface.

"I'massumingyou'vebeeninformedthatIamyour

newdriverandbodyguard."



IgivehimasmallsmileasInod.

"Canyoutakemetotown?"Iaskhimafteran

awkwardsilence.

"Ofcourse."

Thenheproceedstoopenthebackdoorforme,I

enterthecarwillingly.

Theawkwarddrivetotownisonlysavedbythe

musicblastingonthecarstereo.Ifeel

uncomfortable.Gettingprivatelydriventoplaces

withoutJeremywithmedoesn'tsitwellwithme.

Iknowinordertoavoidthisagain,Ihavetolearnto

driveassoonaspossibleandgetadriver'slicence.

ItakeoutthesilvercreditcardJeremygavemeand



Irunmyhandonthescriptedlettersofmyname.I

willhavetousethismoneyandgetmyselfacartoo.

IcannotrelysorelyallonJeremy.Iknowwhathis

reactionwillbesoonerwhenhefindsoutwhatIam

planningtodo.Hewon'tbehappy,that'sforsure.

ButIhavetousethismoneyforgooduse.This

givesmeanotheridea.HedidsaythatIhada

monthtodecidewhatIwanttostudyatcollege.

Truthbetold,IhavealwaysknownwhatIwantedto

doandthatistorunmyowncaringHomewhere

everychildistreatedequally,wherethere'snohurt,

noabuse,nosorrowandnopain,butloveand

kindness.

EversinceIhadbeenforcedtolivetwelveyearsof

mylifeinthatgodforsakenfraudfosterhome,

thosetwelveyearswerespentlivinginpainand

abuse,Ihadwatchedandseenothersbeingabused.

Ihadmanagedtoavoidbeingthevictim.Ihad

alwayshidmyselffrompain,Ihadpromisedmyself



nevertobestrippedofmysanitywhentheplaceI

hadlivedinhadbeenfilledwithnothingbutagony.

Imademyselfinvincible,howeverthatdidn'tmeanI

wasfreefromwatchingandfeelingtheother

children'ssuffering.WhenIfreedmyselffromthat

home,IvowedthatonedayI'llhavemyownhome

whereeverychildisfreeandloved.

Ithadn'tbeeneasyhidinginjanitor'sboxwhenever

schoolended,andsneakingtothegymshowers

everydawnofthemorningtotakeashower.

EventuallythatbecamemyritualandthenwhenI

neededfoodandclothes,Istole.It'dbeenstealing

thatexposedme.That'swhenIfoundmyselfinthe

streetswhereIspenthalfayearincharityshops

untilGretafoundme.

Lookingbackatmyoldlifeandcomparingittonow,

it'shardtobelievehowIgothere.Withthistwenty

fivethousandworthofmoneyinthisaccount,Iplan



ittouseitformycollegefundandtherestshallbe

savedforfundingfortheCaringHomeIplanto

create.

"Weareintown,MissLevy."Mitchrevivesmefrom

mythoughts."Wherespecificallydoyouwantmeto

takeyou?"heasksme.

"Doyouknowanygoodplacetogoifyouwanta

driver'slicense?"Iaskhim.

Hesmilesandnodsthroughthereviewmirror.

"Youwantyoulearntodrive?"Heasks.

Ohgod,IhopeIhaven'toffendedhim.

"Yes,Ihavealwayswantedto."Itellhim,addingthe



lastparttomakeitlessofanoffencetohim.I

watchhimsmilingthroughthereviewmirror.

"Iknowagoodplaceforstarters,butitwillprobably

takeaquarterofthedayforyoutolearn."Hestops

atatrafficlight.

"That'sfine."Ismilesheepishlyathim.

Hesmilesbackashecontinuestodriveon.

.

.

.

.



Tobecontinued....

Well,whatdoyouthink?

Areyouinsupportofherlearninghowtodriveor

not?

Dropyourthoughtsanddon'tforgettolikeand

share
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Ittakesusapproximatelytwentyminutestoarrive

attheplace.AndwhenIgetout,hefollowsmeto

thebuilding.IfrownatthatbutthenIremember

thathe'ssupposedtobemybodyguardtoo.We

walktogether,withhimmaintainingafriendly

distanceuntilweenterGordon'sDrivingSchool.



TheplaceispackedwithteenagersandinstantlyI

feelself-conscious.Forsomeoddreason,Ifeela

lotolder.It'sawake-upcallformeandIrealisethat

Iaminfactstillaneighteenyearoldteenager.

Imakemywaytothereceptionisttosigninand

thenwhenshegivesmeanapplicationformtofill,I

sauntertowardsthewaitingseatswithother

students--mainlysixteenyearolds--andIstarted

fillingmyapplication.

WhenI'mdone,Ilookaroundmeandthenfinally

whatIamabouttodohassunkin.Ithenfeelthe

excitementandthrilloflearningsomethingnew.

*******

Fiveandahalfhourslater,I'mnowholdinga

certifieddriver'slicencethathasmydetailsonit.

ThefactthatIhadacedthemocktestsoquickly



hadn'tgoneamissbymyappointedinstructor.He

immediatelytookmebehindthewheelandatfirstI

hadbeennervousespeciallywhenIhadalmost

plummetedthecarintothebuildingbyforgettingto

switchthereversegearoff.Howeverafterawhile,I

gotthehangofitanddrivingsortofbecamenatural

tome.

Myinstructorhadpraisedmeandinstantlygiven

mehisreferencesinordertogetmylicence

immediately.It'sstillsurrealtoholdmyveryown

driver'slicence.ImeanIamnoweligibletodrivea

car.Howawesomeisthat!

It'sadreamcometrueandonlyJeremyhasmade

thispossibleforme.Ifitweren'tforhim--oh

goodnessifonlyhewasherewithmerightnow.I

misshimalready.

IamabouttoleavethebuildingwithMitchbehind

mytailwhenIgetaphonecall.Notjustanyphone



calltheringtoneitselftellsmewhoiscallingand

knowingthismyheartbeginsitsrapidpace.

"Hi."Ianswerwithahugegrinplasteredonmyface.

"Hey."Hisvoiceissmooth,huskyandjustso

Jeremy.Mygrinincreases.

"Howwasyourflight?Didyougettheresafe?Imiss

you."Iloveyou!IaddinmyheadasIbegin

questioninghim.Myearlierangerathimgettingme

abodyguardhaslongsincefled.

Helaughsandhislaughisajoyoussoundtomy

earsthroughthephone."Theflightwentwell,we

gottheresafeandsoundly.Rightnow,Iamsitting

inthecarbeingdriventoahotelandmyonly

thoughtishowmuchIwishyouwerewithme.I

missyou."Icanfeelhisgrinthroughthephone.



Ibitemylip,myinsidesswirlingasthebutterfly

feelingtakesitseffectfromhiswords."IwishI

weretheretoo."

Hebreathesinsharply,"DammitLeyla,whydidyou

chooseuntilnowtotellmethis?Ifonlytherewas

someforcethatwillallowmetodragyouhere."

Igrinathiswords.

"I'dletyoudragmewillingly,"Ispeak,onlythinking

ofoneplacewhereI'dwanthimtodragmeto.His

bedroom.

HecatchesonmytoneofvoiceandIhearhis

breathhitching,"Oh,thethingsI'ddotoyou...ifyou

werehere."Hisvoiceishuskyandsexy,theonly

tonethatmakesmewetintherightplaces.



Ibitemylowerinordertocontainthiscertain

emotion.AndIdiscretelybackasafedistanceaway

fromthecar,awayfromMitch."Iaminaparkinglot,

Jeremy."

"Baby,it'salmosteveninghereandtheperfecttime

formetobethinkingofyouinacertainway."Ifeel

hissmirkthroughthephone.

"Jeremy!"IscoldhimbutheknowsthatIammore

thansmiling,heknowtheeffecthe'shavingonme.

"Hey,Ican'thelpbutthinkofthemanywaysIcould

makeyoucome,"heargues,hisvoicegoinglower

andhuskier.

Iamawareofhowmybreathingratehasrapidly

increasedandheknowsit.



"Slowlyandslowlymakingyouscreammyname."

Hecontinues.

Ishiftmylegsuncomfortably,feelingmyinsides

churnandswellinthatwayforhim.

"God,Leyla,Iamseriouslyconsideringsendingmy

jetbacktogetyouhere."Hegroans.

"Mitchiswaitingforme..."Isayvaguely,tryingto

makehimstopmakingmepicturetheseimages.

"Thenewdriver?"

"Yes."

"Hmm...whereareyou?"



"Gordon'sDrivingSchool."Ireply,stillrecovering

fromthatearlierteasing.

"DrivingSchool?"Hesoundsincredulous.Ifaintly

heartheshutofthecardoorinthebackground,

onlyindicatingthathe'sarrivedatthehotel.

"Yes."Igrinconfidently."Iamnowacertified

driver."

"Really?"Icanpicturehiseyebrowssprintingupin

surprise.

"Yes."

"Wow,congrats!"Icanhearhisgrin.

"Thankyou,ItoldmyselfthatIwon'tbeaburden



anymore.Ihavetodoitmyself."Itellhimproudly.

"Leylayouarenotaburden,whatareyoutalking

about?"Hesoundsangry.

Damn.MaybeIshouldnothavesaidthelastpart

outloud.IbitemylipandthenIfaintlyhearavoice

ofawomaninformingJeremyabouthispentroom

keyandhimthankingher.Iamgladforthislittle

distractionasitgivesmetimetodecidewhetherto

tellhimmyreasonorjustchangethesubject.

"Leyla,youthere?"Jeremyasksworriedly.

"I'mhere."Ireassurehim.

"Youstillhaven'tansweredmyquestion."Damn.



IpressmylipstogetherknowingwhatIwilltellhim

willsurelyangerhimevenmore.IlookoveratMitch

who'sstillwaitingpatientlybythecar.Whenhe

seesmelookingup,hiseyebrowsshootup

questioninglyatme.Ishakemyheadknowingheis

inquiringwhetherIamreadytogo.

"Leyla?"

"Mmmh?"

"Well?"

Isigh.Prolongingtheinevitableisnever

good."Well...Ihatethefactthatyouhiredadriver

whoisalsoabodyguardforme.Iknowthatyou

havetoprotectme,butIamalsoabiggirl.Ican

takecareofmyself.Idon'tlikebeingdriven,soI

thoughtI'dlearntodrivemyselftobelessofa

burden."



Ihearhimtakingalongdeepbreath."Idowantto

protectyou,Leyla.IfeelhelplessthatIcan'twhenI

amaway.IwantyousafeandIcan'tbeartothinkif

somethinghappenedtoyouandifIweretolose

youwhenIcould'vedonesomethingtopreventit."

Myheartpalpitates.Iloveyou,LeylaLevy.His

wordsfrommydreamchoosethismomenttoecho

insideme.Whatifhehadactuallysaidthem?No.I

shakemyheadtomyself,hecouldn'thave,it'stoo

muchtowishandhopefor.Toogoodforittobe

true.

"Iappreciatethat,Jeremy.Ireallydobutnothing's

goingtohappentome,IamnotthatimportantandI

don'thaveanyenemiesthatwanttohuntme

down."Ireassurehim.

"Youareimportant.Tome.Youdon'thaveenemies



butIdo,Icouldn'tlivewithmyselfifsomeonewere

tohurtyoubecauseofme."Icanalmostseehis

harshanger.

"Nooneisgoingtohurtme.Jeremy,youneedto

stopworryingaboutthat.Nothingwillhappentome,

okay?"

Hebreathesasifhe'stryingtorelaxhimself."Okay."

Heaccepts.

"Andasforyounotlikingtobedriven,that'sfine.I'll

getyouyourowncar.Soon."Hetellsme.

Ifrown."Jeremyyoucan'tdothat.I'llgetmyselfa

car.Icanaffordit,remember?"

"Leyla,don'tstart."Histoneisnotbearguedwith.

"We'lltalkaboutitmorewhenIgetback,okay?"



"Asfornowpleaseformysake,allowMitch,Mrand

MrsBrowntolookafteryoufornowwhileI'mgone.

Baby,please?"

Icanneverrefusethatvoice,"Okay."

ButIamstillangryaboutthepartofhimbuyingme

car.No,forthisoneIwillsorelyrefusetolethim.

"Good,"hesighsinreliefthatIdidn'targue."I'llcall

youlater,maybetonight."

Damn.Howcanhemanagetochangemyfuryto

lustjustlikethat?

"Okay,"Ibreathehuskily.



"ByeLeyla,Iwillbethinkingofyouallday,"Ican

feelhissmileashesaysthis.Myheartswoonsat

hiswords.

"Youknowyouarealwaysonmymind,Jeremy.I'll

talktoyoulater."Itellhim,alreadyimpatientforthe

impendingphonecalltonight.

Helaughsandthentellsmetohangup,inwhichI

tellhimtodoit.Thenheexplainsthathecan'tseem

tofindthewilltohangupwhenitcomestomesoI

shoulddoit.Sowiththelast"talktoyoulater",I

finallyhangup.

IhaveahugegrinonmyfaceasIwalktowards

Mitchtothecar.Hiseyebrowsshootup

inquisitivelyatmygrin,butIjustcontinuetosmile

ridiculouslywhenheopensthedoorforme.

"Wheretonow?"Heasks.



"Millie'sCafé,thankyouMitch,"andthenItellhim

theaddress.

IneedtoeatlunchandIhavebeenhookedat

Millie'seversinceshegavemethatjob.Herfoodis

deliciousplusIneedtocatchupwithmyfellow

waitressesIconsideredmyfriendsnow.

Mitchdrivesus.Ittakesusanothertwentyminutes

backtogetthere.Whenwefinallygetthere,my

stomachisgrowlinguncontrollably.Iruntothe

nearestATMtowithdrawafewcashoutinorderto

avoidusingthecreditcardtobuyfood.

OnceIgettotheATM,Idoublecheckthebalance

andthat'swhenI'mdumbstruck.Theonlythought

thatisscreamingsoloudlyandfuriouslyinmy

headis:Heliedtome!



Thereisnotwentyfivethousandwithexclusionof

fivehundredfromthemoneyusedtogetmydriving

licence.

No.Ofcoursehelied.

Becausethere'sfreaking$124,500inthiscredit

card.That'sonehundredthousandtoomuch.There

hastobesomeexplanationtothis.Heeitherhas

liedtomeorhasputmoremoneytoday,maybe

afterourconversation.

Ofcourse.Ishould'vehaveknown.Hethought

maybeIwasgoingtobuyacartodaywithout

talkingmoreaboutwhenhegotback.Ofcoursehe

willthinkthisbecausethatisasortofthingI'dbeen

thinkingofdoingwhenweendedourconversation.

ButIhadagreedthatwe'dtalkaboutitwhenhegot

backandIneverbackoutofmyword.Ishould've



haveknownhewoulddothis.Thatsonofa...no,

hismotherdoesn'tsoundlikeshe'sabitch.

Iswallowthereluctancethat'seatingatmybeing

andwithdrawthemoneyIneedfornow.Heis

definitelyinforitifhe'sgoingtocalltonight.Right

now,Iamtoohungryandangrytocallortexthim.

AndIknowhungerandangertogetherwerebad

combinations.

Ihaven'trealizedthatMitchhasbeenadistance

awayfrommeuntilIhearhimspeak."Areyouokay,

MissLevy?"

"Yes,I'mjusthungry."Igivehimawaveringsmile.

Hesmilesbackbuthelooksconcerned."Icanbuy

youlunch."Heoffers.



"Ohno,that'sfine,thanksforoffering.Letmebuy

yousomelunch."

Hegivesmethatwarmsmileasheshakeshishead.

"Thankyou,butI'vealreadyateMa'am."

"Oh."AndIfrownatthe"ma'am."

"Mitch?"

"Yes,MissLevy?"

"MayIaskonefavour?"

"Ofcourse."

"Um....canyoujustcallmeLeylapleasecos

"ma'am"or"MissLevy"kindofmakesmefeellike



anoldwomanora...teacher?"Ismiletentatively.

Heonlylaughs,"Asyouwish,Miss--uh...Leyla."

"That'sbetter."Igivehimawarmsmile.

Heonlyshakeshishead,stilllaughingandtogether

weenterMillie's.

Thesmellofcookinginstantlymakesmystomach

acheandgiveoutafaintgrowl.Thearomasareso

deliciousthatIinstantlydarttothecounterwhere

thelonepeoplealwayssittobeserved.

JulieandEffiearetheonlyonesinandIcatchsight

ofEffie'sson,Miles,whomI'dbeenrecently

introducedtotheotherdayshebroughthimhere.

Whenheseesme,hesmilesandwavesandIwave

backatthesixyearoldgorginghismouthwith



waffles.

"Ahh,lookwhatthecatdraggedin!"Juliesquealsin

frontofmewithhugesmileonherface.

"Hi,Jules."

"Nuh-uh,youareinhugetroubleMissy,"Effie

speaksbehindmebutshehasasmallsmileonher

face.

"Whydidyoubailonusyesterday?Itwassohectic

andyouweren'tevenhere."Julieisalreadyscolding

me.

"I'msorry,guys.Ihadto.Pressingmattersneeded

tobeattendedto.



Effieonlyrollshereyesasshegoestoservea

customerandIcatchsightofherwalkingoverto

Mitchwho'sinthefarcorneroftheroombythe

windowbooth.Iknowwhyhe'schosenthatbooth.

Itmightbefarawayfrompeoplebutitgives

completefullviewofthewholecafé.Hesmiles

whenEffieapproacheshim.

Andthat'swhenImakejudgementofhowfriendly

heis,consideringthefactthatheisbodyguardand

achauffeur.

"Ah,letmeguess,pressingmatterssuchasJeremy

freakingLawson."Shegrinswickedlyatme.

IsmackherinascoldbutIamgrinningtoo.

"Istillcan'tbelievethatyouareactuallydatingthat

guy."Shewipesthecounterdreamily.



Ionlyshrug.Icouldn'tbelieveiteitherbutI'min

lovewithhim.Ireallyamandthere'saslight

possibilitythathemighttoo.

"Whatareyoudoingasawaitresswhenyouare

datingonetherichestguythathaseverwalkedin

thisstate?"

Ionlysmileather,takingherquestionrhetorical.

"I'mhungryJules.What'sthemealoftheday?"Itry

tochangethesubject.

"OhHah!Iforgotyoucomeasacustomertoday."

Sheshakesherhead."Okay,whatwillyouhave?"

Ilookupatthechartwhilsthummingtomyself."I'll

haveadelisandwichandchocolatemuffin,please."

"Okaysweetie,berightbackwithit."



"Hey,isthebossintoday?"Iaskherbeforeshe

leaves.

Sheshakesherhead,"Shewon'tbeinforatallthis

week,hasafamilygatheringorsomething."

"Oh."

"Yeah.Soweneedyouthisweek.Everydayinfact,

youcan'tbailonusagain,youpromisedmethat

Wednesdayyou'llworkservingyouroffday

yesterday,youstillkeepingyourwordright?"

"Ofcourse."Itellher,smilingather.

"Good.Youbetter,nomatterwhatthatrichsonofa

beastsays."Shewinkswickedlyatmebeforeshe

goestofetchmyfood.



IrollmyeyesatherbutIlaughanyhow.Itapmy

fingersonthecounterwiththemusic,enjoyingthe

banterofchitchatthat'sgoinginsidethecaféasI

waitformyfood.Suddenly,mymomentofpeaceis

destroyedbyapresencesittingnexttomeonthe

stool.

Theonlypersonthathasneverfailedtoflareupmy

furyandtomakemyinstinctgohyperawarewith

tension.Thefaintsmellofcigarettehitsmynose

beforehisothermanlysmellfollows.Instantly,Igrit

myteethinrevolt.

"Youknow,youshouldstopsmokingoryourlungs

willdeteriorateandeventuallyyou'lldie."Itellhim,

mytonedrippingwithvenom.

Heshiftshisbodysothathefacesmeandhegives

mehisfamouscoldsmirk."Ibetyou'lllovethat,



won'tyou?"

Iglareathim."OfcourseIwon't.Idon'twishdeath

uponanyone."

"Isthatso?"

Iglowerathim."Whatdoyouwantthistime,

Matthew?"

Hesmirksasheappraisesme,hiseyesdrinkingme

inandhesimplysays,"You."

.

.

.
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Ilaugh.Idon'tknowwhy,butIlaughathiswords,at

theridiculousnessofthem.

Hestaresatmepassively,smirking,"Iamgladyou

finditamusing,Leyla."

Ifrown,mymirthgone."Seriously,whatdoyou

want?"



"Itoldyou...You."

Iglareathim,myexpressiontellinghimfullywell

thatIhavenotimeforhisgames.Justasheis

abouttospeakagain,Julesmakesanappearance

withmylunch.

"Delisandwichandchocolatemuffinforyou,Miss

Lev--"Juleschidesin,handingmemyplate,

howevershestopsonceshecastshereyes

towardsMatthew.

"Hi."Matthewgrinsather,asmilethatdoesn'treach

hiseyesbeforehemovesbacktostaringatme.I

ignorehimasthehungersetsinandIgivemyfull

attentiontomymeal.

"H-hi,"Shestuttersandclearsherthroat."Whatcan

Igetyou?"



Igapeather.Thiswasafirst.Sheneverstuttersor

falterswhenitcomestocustomers.Iwatchher

starenervouslyathimbutthegleamIcatchinher

eyes,tellmefullywellthatsheisattractedtohim.

"I'llhavewhatshe'shaving."Matthewanswersher,

glancingbrieflyatherbeforegoingbacktostaring

me.

"I'mtryingtoeat."

"And?"

"Canyounotstareatme?"Iglareathim.

Hechucklesandmyglareincrease.



"Whyareyouevenhere,Matthew,areyoufollowing

me?Whyisyouragendaalwaystoruinmyday?"I

loseit.

Hefrownsinthinair,lookingaway.

"CanIaskyousomething?"Heasks.

Ihuffinfury,"What?"

Helooksbackatme,andIcatchsomethinginhis

eyes,adistantrefrainedlonging.

"If...ifithadbeenmeonthatnightyoumetmy

brother,wouldyouhave..."Hedoesn'tfinishhis

sentencebutIknowexactlywhatheisreferringto.

Itismyturntolookaway.However,Julesappears



againandIsmilegratefullyatherforherdistraction.

Idon'tanswerhimbecauseheknowsfullywell

whatmyanswerwillbe?Intruth,Iwouldhavegone

withwhoeverwouldhavepaidmeafterwards.

"Thankyou."HesmilesatJulieandIhearher

inaudiblegasp.IfIweren'tsotunedoutbyangerfor

him,IthinkIwouldhavefoundthisamusing.

HeeatshisshareasIfinishmineandJulie

reluctantlymovestoserveanothercustomer.Ifeel

bad,Ishouldhavemadeintroductions.Ifeelhis

burningstareatmyface.

"Wouldyou?"Heasksagain.

Ilookathim,tryingtogaugehisstateofapproach.

Whatexactlyishisgamethistime?"Whatdoyou

wantmetosay,Matthew?"Ihissathim.



"Thatyes,Iwouldhave?Thatyes,Iwouldhave

wentwithanymanthatnight?Isthatwhatyouwant

metoadmit?Thatyes,IwassolowanddesperateI

wouldconsiderprostitution!"Myangerpalpitates,

andIdon'trealizetherearetearsinmyeyesuntil

theydribbleinmyhand.

Istandupquicklyavoidinghiseyes,andslightly

affrontedlook.IstormawayfromhimonceIfinish

eating.IamabouttowalkoutofthedoorwhenI

walkrightintoahardshoulder.

IlookupandIammetwiththosesnake-like

yellowishbrowneyes.ThesameeyesIsawthat

nightat'Whorestation'corner.Igasp,fiercely

wipingmyeyesandIamabouttomoveawayto

makewayforhimwhen,

"Leyla!?"Iwillneverforgetthatvoice.



"Leyla?Ohmy,itisyou."Savscreechesnexttohim

andinstantlyshepullsmeintoaconstrictinghug!I

smellhercheapperfume.Ibarelymanagetogreet

herwhenshe'soffwithhernextsentence.

"Ohwow,lookatyou."Shetwirlsastrandofmyhair

andstrokesthefivehundreddollarsatirelacedress

I'mwearing.

"Youlookgood!"HereyessparkleatmeandIcatch

ahiddenremarkthatsays,howdidshegetthis?

"Leyla?AsinMonica'sdistantcousin?"Theskinny

manwiththeyelloweyesspeaks.

Savsmirksatmebeforesheturnstohim,"Yes,

Devon.Leyla."

Devononlysnortsandthencaststhoseeerily



lookingeyesalloverme,butbeforeIcouldshiver

coldly,IrelaxwhenIfeelafamiliarbodyhovering

behindme.

"Miss--Leyla?"IhearMitch'sconcernedvoice

behindme.

Iturntohim,withareassuringsmileonmyface,

butIknowwithmypuffyeyes--fromtheearlier

tearsthatescapedbecauseofmystupidanger--

thatheisfarfromconvinced.

"Well,well,ifitisn'tthemanhimself."Savsaysnear

me,hereyebrowscrookingup.

AtfirstIamconfusedbutthenIrealisethatshe

mustassumethatMitchisJeremy,themanwho

whiskedmeawayfromthatnight.Mitchfrowns

whenshegazesathim.



"Leyla?"Julieisnextmeinaninstant.

Hereyescastworriedlyattheobscenelyover-

dressedcoupleinfrontofme.Savhasonacorset

whichbarelyconcealsherchest;blackfashionable

rippedstockingswithherhighbootedstilettos.Her

floor-lengthfurjacketonlymanagestohidemostof

herskin.Devon,hasonangoldsuitwhichbrings

outhiseyesanddarkbrownskin.

"Areyouokay?"Julieasksme.

Ionlymanagetonodather.Seeingthem,Savand

himhasbringsinsomeunwantedmemories.

"Well,Leylaenjoyhimwhilehelasts."Savwinksat

mebeforepullingDevontowardstheinterior,away

fromallofus.Devonlookssuspiciousashe

glancesbetweenmeandMitch.Ialsocatch

somethinginhiseyes.SomethingIshouldn'tand



thatlookchillsmetothebone.

"Leyla?What'sgoingon?"Mathewasks.

Whyiseveryonecallingmynametoday?

IignoreMatthewandturntothenervouslooking

Juliewhoselustingeyesareinwardlyswooningat

thesightofhim.

"Julie,Ihavetogo."Itellher,movingtohugher.

"HisnameisMatthewandhe'sJeremy'sbrotherby

theway,"IwhispertoherforherearsonlyasI

breakawayfromembrace.

Shehasablushonherfaceandhereyesare

inquisitivelyaskingmeifherattractionforhimis

obvious.Ireluctantlynodather,givingherasmall

smile.Sheshakesherheadblushingagain,asshe



bidesmeadieu.Iwatchherglancebrieflyat

MatthewbeforeturningmygazetoMitch.

"Areyouokay?"Heasks.

Seriouslywhoelseisgoingtoaskmethisquestion?

Intruth,Iamstilltryingtoprocesstheunexpected

meetingIjusthad,aswellasmyearlieroutburstat

Matthew.

"Canyoutakemehome?"Iignorehisquestion.

"Ofcourse."Hesaysasheleadsmeoutofthedoor,

outofMatthew'spressingpresence.

OnceIamoutside,Ifalterforamoment.Home?

HaveIjustreallyreferredJeremy'shomeasmine



absentmindedly?ImentallyslapmyselfathowIam

gettingcomfortablewiththiswholearrangement.

Yes,Ilovehim,somuchinfactthatheishometo

me.Butdoeshefeelthesame?

Doesheevenloveme?Hereyougoagain.Myinner

voicechidesin.Hehasrepeatedlymentionhowyou

aretheonlyonehewants.

Maybeit'smeetingMatthewandthatunexpected

encounterthathasremindedmehowIhavecome

toknowJeremyinthefirstplace.HowallIhave

nowisallbecauseofhim,allbecauseIdecidedone

nightIwillgivemyselftoastranger.

Intruth,ithasbeenthebestdecisionIhaveever

made,itledmetoJeremy.ImisshimnowandI

wanthisreassurancethathecaresaboutme.At

thismoment,asMitchleadsustothecar,Irealise

allmyfears.



Jeremynotwantingmeanymore.

Ican'tevenbegintoimaginethestateIwillbeinif

hedecidedtogetridofme.IfIlosehim.Thevery

thoughtisabhorrentanditchillsmetothebone.

"Leyla...wait!"Matthew'svoicespeaksbehindus.

Ilookbacktoseehimrunningafterus.

"Myanswerisno."Hecatchesuptomeandthen

looksatMitchpressingly.

MyguessisthatheknowsMitchissecurity.I

realisethatMitchishoveringbehindme,hisguard

upforthefirsttimeashelooksatMatthew.



"It'sokayMitch;heisMrLawson'sbrother."Itell

him.

Hefrownsmomentarilyandthenshrugsashe

movesaway,givingusprivacy.Matthewisgazing

intentlyatmeandIfrown.

Hetakesahugebreath."Myanswerisno,Idon't

wantyoutoadmitit,becauseyouarenotthat.You

arenotaprostituteoranyotherprofanitiesIhave

evercalledyouby."

Igapeathim.HaveIheardhimright?Whatisthis,

anapology?

"Yes,thisisanapology,"heanswersandIrealiseI

must'vespokenmythoughtoutloud.

"Iamsorryforoffendingyou,foraccusingofall



thosethingsatthecharitypartybutmostlyfor

beinginappropriatesincethefirsttimeImetyou."

Igasp,completelyrenderedspeechless.

"ThetruthisIwantedyou.Iwantedyoufromthe

firsttimeIlaideyesonyouinthatapartmentand

youhavetormentedmesincethen."Hisvoice

lowersattheend.

IfrownathisaccusationbutinsideIamreelingand

stilltryingtoprocesswhatheistellingme.He

wantedme?How?Why?

"IknowmyactionswereuncalledforandwellIwas

socaughtwiththis...this...Ilongedtotormentyou

too,Ididn'trealiseIwashurtingyouintheprocess

andwell..."Hebreathes.



"ThatdaywhenJerrycameandIrealisedthathe

hadyoufirst...wellIalmostlostit.Whyhimagain?

Whywasitalwayshimthatgottohaveeverything...

Irealisedthatinordertostopthis...thisthingIhad

foryou..."Heflailshishandtohisstomach.

"Well,itfeltgooddowngradingyou,itfeltbetter.But,

Iknowdeepinside,Iwasonlydoingthattomake

Jeremythinktwiceaboutyouandtomakehim

leaveyousothat....wellsothatyou'dbemine

instead...Iknowhowselfishandchildishthis

makesmesound.ButatthetimeIwasn'tthinking...

MythoughtswerederangedwheneverIwasaround

you."

HestopslookingatmetoseeifIamstilllistening.

Atthisrate,mybreathhasbeenknockedoutofme.

Ican'tcomprehend...Iamtryingtounderstand

whatheistryingtotellme.

"Matthew,I'minlovewithyourbrother."Itellhim,



confessingmyfeelingsoutloudforthefirsttime

eventhoughheisn'tthepersonIwanttoconfess

themto.

It'stheonlythingIcanthinkoftellinghim...tomake

himunderstandthatitwouldneverhappenbetween

us.

Hesighs,"Iknow."

What?

"You...know?"Iamshocked.

How?

Henods."Onelookatyouwithhimandnowill

doubtit."



Itwistmyfingerstogether,tryingtolookfor

somethingtosaytohim,anythingtosay.

"Look,I'msorry--"

Heholdshishandsup,"Stoprightthere....whatare

youapologisingfor?It'smewhoistryingto

apologisehere."

Mylipstwitchintosmallsmile.

Hemovesclosertometakesmyhand."Fromnow

on,Iwillleaveyoualone.IknowIshouldn'tevenbe

havingthesefeelingsforyousince...well,you

belongtomybrotherandI'vehurthimbefore,many

timeswithmyactions.Andithastakenmeseeing

youwithhimtomakemerealisethis."



Heswallows."Inotherwords,eventhoughIwas

blindedwithmyjealousyandself-arrogantpride,I

realisedhowhappyyoumadehim.Imean,I've

neverseenhimthathappyinsuchalongtimeand

ithasmostlybeenmyfaultandselfishreasons...So,

aswellasanapology,Iwanttothankyoualso."

IsmilegenuinelyathimforthefirsttimesinceImet

him.

.

.

.

.



Tobecontinued...

MATTHEWAPOLOGISED!!!

Well,whatdoyouthink?

DoyouthinkMatthew'sapologyisrealorfake?

Like,commentandshare!!!
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"Youdon'thavetothankme...Ithinkyouneedto

talktoJeremyandsortitoutwithhim.Iknowdeep

downhelovesyou."Itellhim.

Helooksatmewarily."Doyouthinkso?Iwouldn't

lovemeafterwhatIdidtohim."

"Youhadyourreasons,andifyouexplainthemto



him,maybehe'llunderstand.Matthew,youarestill

hisbigbrothertohim."Ireassurehim.

Hesmilesgenuinely."YouareagoodpersonLeyla,

Jeremydeservesyou.CanIapologiseagain?"

IshakemyheadbutIsmilekindlyathim."Matthew,

yousortofshownmemyfears...withyourwords...

youactuallymademestronger,youmaderealise

thatIcanbebetterthanthat."

"Theyweren'tthetruth,though.Iwasoutofline

whenIsaidthembuttheyweren'tthetruth."He

disagrees.

"Itdoesn'tmatter,Matthew.I'vehadmyfairshareof

thetoughlife;Iknowwhatitisliketonothave

anythingtolivefor.IadmitIalmosttookmylife

oncebeforebecauseofthis,"Iconfesstohimmy

deepestdarkestsecretthathasbeeneatingmefor



days.

Idon'tknowwhathascompelledmetodoitbut

oncethewordscameout,Ican'ttakethemback

nowandIcan'tstopmyselffromcontinuing.

"ItactuallywasGretawhosortofstoppedme,andit

wasthroughherpitythatshetookmein...Afterthat,

Ineverwantedtogobacktothatlowpointofmy

life.Iavoidedthinkingabout...aboutkillingmyself

atallcost."

"AndsinceImetJeremy...wellallthosethoughts

disappeared.Hegaveme...hope...somethingtolive

for.Ilovehimmorebecauseofit."

"Youshouldtellhimthis.Imayhavemissedmost

ofmybrother'slifeevents,butIknowhe'dliketo

hearyousaythosewordstohimandwhatyoujust

toldme."



Istareskepticallyathim,tryingtohidehowscaredI

wastoadmittoJeremythatIlovehim.Whatifhe

didn'tlovemeback?

Ihaveneverbeenlovedbefore;noonehasever

lovedmeorwantedme.Thewomanwhogavebirth

tomedidn'twantme,themanwhoownedthe

fosterhomedidn'twantme,theschoolIattended

didn'twantme,peopleinthestreetIbeggedfrom

didn'twantme;Gretadidn'twantmeeitherandit's

onlybeenJeremythathasutteredthosewords.

AndnowMatthewtoo.Iamafraidtoputmyguard

downandtellJeremy,Iamafraidofhisrejection

becauseheistheonlyonethatholdsmydelicate

heart.Heistheonlyonethatcaneitherloveitback

inreturnorcrushitintopieces.

"Thankyou,Leyla,forthisforallowingmeto



apologise,forthistalk.AndIamkeepingtomy

word;Iwillneverdisturbyouagain."Hesays,

smilingnervouslyatme.

"You'rewelcome."Itellhimnervouslytoo.

Iknowthatthisisaturningpointherefortheboth

ofus.Iamgladhehassharedandapologisedto

me.DeepdownIforgivehim,butIknowIstillhave

myownpredicamentstosortoutbeforeIfullycan

allowmyselftolethiminmylife.

"I'llleaveyounow;Ihaveamuffintofinish."He

winksjokingly.

Ilaughforhissake,knowingthatJuliedidcatchhis

eyestoo.IamgladforthisandIknowthisfeelingis

stemmingfromthefactthatifhegivesJuliea

chance,thenwhateverfeelingorwanthehasfor

mewillhopefullyfled.Becausewebothdidn'tneed



it.

AsIwatchhimleave,Ifeelasenseofweightbeing

liftedoffmyshoulder."Homenow,Miss...ehLeyla?"

Mitchappears.

IsmileathimasInod.Ilethimopenthedoorfor

metoenterandonceI'minside,Icheckmyphone

toreceiveapicturemessagefromJeremyshowing

mehissadpuppyfacewiththecaptionsayinghe

missesme.

It'sthatsimplytextmessagethatwipessomeofmy

earlierfearsawayandcompletesmyday.Igrinat

myphoneasIsnapapictureofmyselftoreplyhim.

*********

Laterthatevening,Itakeabath,soothingmyskin



withthesudsfromthebathoils.OneofJeremy's

playlistplaysinthebackgroundandIamtalkingto

themanhimselfonmyphone.

Inthescreen,heisinhishotelroom,thelightdimly

littocatchtheraysofhismessychestnutbrown

hair,andthosedarklustfuleyesofhiswhichaffect

meeventhroughascreen.

"Don'ttouchyourself..."Hisvoiceishuskyandin

thescreenhelickshislips.

"Jeremy."Iwhine,knowingfullywellhowheavily

turnedonIwasjustfromhisearliermanifestation.

Eventhroughthephone,hedominatedme.

"NotuntilIsayso,"hegrinssnidelyandthensighs.

"Imissyousomuch."



"Imissyoutoo;it'sbeenalongday."

"I'mgoingtomakeitlonger,"hesayssultrily.

"Showmeyourneck."

Igiggle,movingmyphonedownwardssothatthe

frontcameracatchestheskinofmyneck.

"Hmm,"hehumssexily."Imaginemethereright

nowtouchingthebaseofyourchinandmoving

down..."

Mybreathcatches,myheartstopsonlyforitto

palpitateroughlyinafastendearingpaceagain.

"...toyourcollarbone,theskinonyourchest.My

lipsreplacingmyhandsnow..."



Igasphisname,closingmyeyesimaginingand

feelingexactlywhathissexyvoiceisdoingtome.

"...Mylipskissingthatvalleybetweenyourbreasts,

myhandstweakingyournipples..."Hisbreaths

becomelaboured.

Mynippleshardeninresponsetohisseductionand

Ifeelthemrespondingeagerlywiththewarmth

water.

"Ahh..."Igasp.

"Youfeelit?"Jeremyasks.

"Yes..."Myfingersareitchingtotouchmybody,to

reliefitfromthiswantonthrobbinginsideme.



"Leyla..."

"Hmm?"Iclosemyeyes.

"You'reabouttodropyourphoneinthewater,"he

chuckles.

Isnapoutofmytrancestraighteningmyhandto

holdmyphoneoutofthewater.Jeremyislaughing

inthescreenandIrejoiceatthebrightnessofhis

featuresfromhismirth.

"Ahh...perfectangle...Icanseehowtightyour

nipplesbecame."

IscoldhimbutIgrinathimanyhow.Webothlaugh

ashetellsmeabouthisdayandIrefrainontelling

himabouttheconversationIhadwithMatthew,not



wantingtoruinthismoment.Andpartlybecause

MatthewhimselfwantstoapologisetoJeremy.

Iknewwhenhegotbackthattheywillhaveavery

longheart-to-hearttalktogether.Myheart,foronce

sinceknowingtheirconflict,feelsslightlyatpeace

atimpendingresolutionintheirrelationship.

"Thewaterisgettingcold."Icomplain.

Hesmiles,"Thengetout."

"Idon'twanttodropyourcall,"Iexplain.

"Soyou'dratherfreezethanstoptalkingtome?"He

asks,astonished.

Inod."Yes."



Hegrins."Soundslikeyouhaveitbad,LeylaLevy."

"Youhavenoideahowbad,JeremyLawson."Igrin

backasIallowmyselftoadmitthis;it'snotfully

admittingallmyfeelingsforhimbutthissmall

confessiondoesn'tkill.

Heshakeshishead,"Getoutofthewater,Leyla.I

don'twantyoutogethypothermia,"hetriesto

soundserious.

Igiggle.

"Ah,themerrimentofthatsound."

"Whatsound?"Iask,confused.



"Yourlaugh."

Ismileshyly.

"Imeanit,Leyla.Getout.Callmewhenyouareall

coziedupinwarmsheetsofourbed."Hegrins.

Icatchhowhementions"ourbed"andinwardly,my

heartexpandsandswoons."Sir,Yes,sir."

"IfonlyIwastherewithyouandyou'dbescreaming

anapologyforthatremarkyoujustpulled."His

wordsholdsapromiseandmyinsidestightenand

liquidate.

Iswallow."I'llcallyoulater."Myvoiceisawhisper,

husky.



"Youbetter."Hegrinsknowinghowhejustowned

meinsomanylevels.

"Bye,baby."Igrin.

Icatchthesurpriseandfrownthatpullsonhisface

atmyendearmentforhim.Ilaughandhangupthe

phonenotgivinghimanytimetorespond.

Idrymyselfoffquickly,smilingtomyselfasI

sauntertohisadjoinedmasterbedroomwhilst

toweldryingmyhair.Ifloponthebedwithmy

phoneinhandandIcocoonmyselfinthewarm

sheets,tryingtohidethefactthatthiswillthefirst

timesleepinginthisbedwithouthimpresent.

IexecutethethoughtwiththefactthatIwillhave

hisfaceonmyphoneallnightifhaveto,depending

whetherheisfreetomorrowornot.Whateverthe

case,allthatmatterstomeatthemomentisthe



knowledgethattheloveofmylifestillwantsme

eventhroughallthesemilesofseparation.

.

.

.

.

Tobecontinued.....

Oh.....oh,Ismellanendingcomingsosoon.

Dropyourcommentsanddon'tforgettolike

andshare
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ThenextdayseemsbrighterdespitethefactthatI

wokeupwithoutanotherpresenceofabodybeside

me.It'sscaryhowmybodyisnowtunedinwithhis

warmnessbeingmymorningclockonlyforittobe

disappointedbythelackofhispresence.

Ipreparemyselffortheday,continuingwithmy

usualroutineofshoweringfirst,packingmy

waitressuniformasIdresscasuallyinskinnydark

jeansandallowingmyselftosneakoneofJeremy's

t-shirtthatisslightlybaggybutstillfit.

TheonlyreasonIputitonissothatIcanhavehis

smellonmethewholeday.Jeremyissoright;I

haveitsobadforhim.Ithinkasmakemyway

downthestairs.

MrsBrowngreetsmewithherfamousbreakfast

consistingofFrenchbread,baconandpancakes.



Shegreetsmewarmly,butsoonleavesmetoravish

herfood,tellingmehowshewillbebusytodayas

thecleanerswerecomingin.

ItakemyleaveafterwardsbidingheradieuasIexit

thehousetomeetMitchinthecar.Myhappiness

seemstobeinfectiousashesmilesbackatme.

Onceinsides,hesoondrivesmetoMillie'scafe

whereIamgreetedwithafoulmouthedHillywhom

Ihearhasrecentlybrokenupwithherboyfriend,

Marcus.Themanoldenoughtobeherfather.

"HeliedtoHilly;heneverwasgettingadivorce."

Juliefillsmein.

"What?Really?"IstareworryinglyatHillywhois

currentlyscowlingathercustomer.

"Butshelovedhim,right?"Iask.



"Ofcourseshedid.Itwasashockforeveryone.The

wifefoundout,sheisdivorcinghimnow,butHilly

refusestoputupwithhim.Shemightbeinlove

withhim,butsheknowsthathisinfidelitywas

wrong."

"Goodforher.IwishIhadherstrength."

"Yeah...sheisatoughone."

IsmilesecretlyatherasImoveawaytoservea

newcustomer.Thecaféisn'tasbusyonMondays

andsoIspendmostofmytimemessagingJeremy

andgrinningrecklesslyateverythingthatcomes

myway.

"YouknowIstilldon'tgetwhyyouareworking

here."Juliecatchesupwithmebehindthecounter

whereIamsecretlyrelishingJeremy'sface.



"Iwantto."Iexplain.

"Iseethat.Icanonlyimaginehisdisagreementfor

youtobehere.Ibethewantsyoutobecomea

housewifeorsomething."Shelaughsather

comment.

Ifrownatwhatshesays.Housewife?

"Julie,I'vebeenwithhimformerelytwoweeksorso,

marriagetalkisverysoon."

"Butyoulovehimright?"

Ismile,secretlystaringbackathispicture."Yes,I

dolovehim."

"Icantellanddoesheloveyoutoo?"



Isigh."Idon'tknow.Ihaven'ttoldhimyetthatIdo.I

don'tthinkhedoes."

Shelooksatmeincredulously."Ley,areyouserious?

Thewayhelooksatyou,noonewilldoubthe

doesn't."

Ismileshylyather."You'veonlyseenhimoncewith

methoughandthatwasalmosttwoweeksago."

"Yeah,buthehadhiseyesonyouonly,Idon'tthink

heevenglancedatanyoneelse."

Igrin,herwordsmakingmefeelwarmandgooey

inside.ThenIrememberhowshehadbeen

yesterday.

Iwrinklemyeyebrows."Sowhathappenedwith



MatthewwhenIleft?"

Iimmediatelycatchherblushbutthefurrowofher

eyebrowstellsmesomethingelse.Sheshakesher

head.

"What?"Ipress.

"Nothinghappened,that'swhat?"

"Oh?"

"He'sattractivethat'sforsure,butIdon'tthinkhe

evennoticedme."

Ifrown.WhatexactlyhadMatthewmeantwhen

he'dsaid,"Ihaveamuffintofinish?"



Ihadimmediatelyassumedthathewantedtosee

Julieagain."Hedidn'ttalktoyou?"

"Um...hedid,hejustcamebackinside,finishedhis

muffinandcametometopay.Theonly

conversationwehadwasregardingthepay.That's

it."Shetellsme.

"Hmm...Idon'tknowwhatyoumeanbyhimnot

noticingyou.Ithinkhemightjustlikeyou.Imean

hesoughtyououtforthepay,didn'the?Hemight

havechosentojustleavethemoneyonthetable."I

reassureher.

WhatamIdoing?IknowIwantedMatthewtoshed

whateverfeelingshehadforme,butIshouldn't

assumethings,letaloneencourageJulieonlyfor

hertobedisappointedlycrushedafterwards.

"Ifyousayso."Shesaysskeptically.



"Iknowso."

Stop.Icommandmyself.

"Okay...nowgetyourbuttupandservethenew

customer."Julie,thecommanderisback.She

slightlypushesmeoffthechairtothefront

entranceformetogreetwhomeveriscomingin.My

jawdropsatwhoIsee.

"Well,well...wemeetagain?"Savthrills,wearinga

somewhatsimilaroutfitfromyesterday.Today,

she'salone.

"Hi."Igreether,givingasmallsmile.

Shesmirks."Ididn'tknowyouworkedhere...well,

goodforyou.Sowhatdoyouhaveherethat'sgood



toeat?"Sheramblesonmovingtoavacantbooth,

notgivingmeachancetorespond.

"Here'sthemenu."Ihandherthemenubrochure.

Shetakesitferventlyandscansit.

"Mmmhallofthissoundsgood...Sohowhaveyou

beenLeyla?Wowyouguysdodoublechocolate

fudgepancakes?I'llhavethatthen."Shebabbles

again,leavingmeconfusedwhetherIshould

answerherrequestaboutmywell-beingortotake

herorder.

Ichoosethelatter."Doyouwantanyhotdrinkwith

that?"

"Sure..."Shescansthebrochureagain."Whichdo

youthinkgoesperfectly?"Sheasks.



"I'llrecommendhotchocolate."Ismileslightlyand

takemyleavequicklybeforeshepullsmeintoan

unwantedconversation.

"Isn'tthatthesamewomanfromyesterday?"Julie

asksmeasIplaceherorderinthekitchen.

Inodandshefrownsatme."Youknowher?"

"Slightly."

Herfrowndeepens.

"What?"Iask,confusedbyherfrown.

"Howdidyoumeet?"Sheasksme.Lookingfromme

toherandIcantellshe'stryingtofigureouthowa



girllikemeknowssomeonelookingastrashyas

Savjudgingbyherclothing.

"It'salongstory.I'lltellyouoneday."

"Youbetter,becausethere'ssomethingoffabout

her,somethingIdon'ttrustatall."

IonlysmilereassuringatherbeforetakingSav's

foodandreluctantlygoingtoherboothtoserveher.

"Thatlooksdelicious,"shecommentsbefore

diggingin.

"So,howareyouLeyla?"Sheasksagain.

"I'mfine."Itellher,frowningslightlybutshehasher

attentionsorelyonherplate."Howhaveyou



been...andMonica?"Iaddjustforpleasantry'ssake.

Savstopseatingandlooksupatmeagrave

tensioninhereyes."Monica'sdead,butIhavebeen

good."Shegivesmeafakesmile.

Mybloodrunscold.Monicaisdead?Shehadbeen

theonlypersonthathadshownmesomeconcern

atthattime.SheandSavhadlookedtobegood

friends.

"I'msorryforyourloss."Itellherawkwardly.

Ihadneverbeengoodatcomforting;it'dbeenalien

tomesincenooneevercomfortedmeinmyown

misery,beforeJeremy.Forabriefmoment,I

wonderhowshedied.

Savshrugsandstabsherforkonthepancakes.



"Drugoverdose...ifyou'rewondering.Ofcourseit

wasn'tinthenews,no,shewasn'tasimportantto

makeittothenews."Sheshrugsagainandeats.

Ishiftinmyfeet,uncomfortably.AtthismomentI

wanttomakeabreakforit.Whatsheissaying,it's

toofamiliar.OnlyI'vewitnessedthissortof

occurrencesduringmydarkdays.

I'vealwaysmanagedtoblockthosedreadful

imagesofseeingpeopleoutonthestreetsdealing,

childrenmyage,gettingsowastedthatallthathad

beenleftofthemhadjustbeenthinbodiesonthe

sideofthepavement.Ihadleftthatpartofthe

streetssoonafterrealisingwhereIwas.Iheaded

straighttocharitystores.

Savisbringingthoseimagesbackagain.Sheonly

smilesatmeagain,butitdoesn'treachhereyes.

However,thegravelookisgoneoffherface."Ihave

Devontakingcareofmenow.Everythingisgreat."



ForamomentIfeelanounceofpityforher,justan

ounce."Weren'tyoutheonethattoldmeIshouldbe

afraidofhim?"

Thinkingaboutit,Icouldn'tbelieveithasonlybeen

twoweekssincethatday.Itfeelslikealifetimeago.

Shefrownsatherfoodforamomentbutthenshe

gigglescoldly,"YeahIactuallydid,didn'tI?"

Sheshakesherhead,asshestaresatme."He's

goodtome.He'lltakecareofme.Hepromised."

Justasshesaysthis,Icatchaglimpseoffragility

anduncertaintyabouthereyes.

"But,Iamnotheretotalkaboutthat,amI?"



Ifrown.Whatdoesshemean?

"You,howhaveyoubeenLeyla?Youseemso...so

alivesinceIlastsawyou."Shesmiled.

"Ihavebeenbetter."

ShesmirksatmeasifsheknowssomethingIdon't.

"So...JeremyLawsoner,youknowIsworeI

recognisedthatfaceprintednexttohimonthe

newspaper."

Ismileatherwearily,notfullygettingwhatsheis

entailing.

"Oh...comeon,youarelikefamousnow.Ican't

believehowmistakenIwasyesterdaytoassume

thatmanhadbeentheonethatchoseyouinstead



ofus...onlyforDevontolatershowmeapictureof

youwithnoneotherbut,therichestmaninthis

city."

Ishiftinmyfeet,robbedofanyresponsetogiveto

her.

"Sowhat'sitliketosleepwiththerichmanandto

havehimbuyyouluxuryinreturn?"Sheasks,a

snidesmirkonherface.

MybloodchillsandIfrownather.Iamreadyto

counterhercommentwithareprimandbutthen

againwhatbusinessdoesshehavetoknowmy

relationshipwithJeremy.

Insteadofreplyingherassheexpectsmetodo,I

insteadask,"Areyoudone?"Referringtohernow

emptyplate.



Shepursesherlipsbutonlynods.Andtakingthis

asachanceofanescape,Iretrieveherplateand

trudgeawayfromherboothtothekitchen.

Juliesnoticesmyslightanxiety."Whathappened?"

IshakemyheadatherandreluctantlyheadtoSav's

boothforherpayment.

Shegrinsatmeasshepaystherightamount."I

noticeyoudidn'tanswermyquestionbutItakeit

thatitisindeedfabuloustobetreatedwithwealth."

"Sav,Iamsorrybutmyrelationshipisnoneofyour

business."Ihiss,mynonchalantposturegone.

"Soyouarehiswhorethen?"Shesmirkscoldly.



MyeyesflasheswarninglyatherandIhaveto

refraintheitchonmyfingerstoslapher."Iam

certainlynot.Iwasneverawhoreinthefirstplace."

Shehideshermirth,"But,sweetie,hemetyoujust

thesamewayImakemyliving.Youcan'tignore

that."Sheputsonherfauxsweettone.

Iglowerather.

"Leyla,I'mlookingoutforthebestforyou.I'monly

warningthatyoushouldn'tgettoocomfortable,

believemeIknowhowit'slike.Butsoonerorlater,

theyjustgetridofyoulikeyou'reanoldrustycar."

Shefrownsatthat.Herexpressionturningtoa

vaguedistantgraveness.

Iwanttolaughatheraudacity."Thanksforthe

concern,Sav.ButasIsaiditisn'tanyofyour

businessandyoushouldn'tjudgewithjust



misguidedinformation.Youhavenoideaofwhat

myrelationshipwithJeremyislike."

Sheonlysneersatme."Haven'tI?Thenwhydoesis

seemtomethatthepaparazzihaven'taclueofhow

corruptyouare?Whatwouldtheydoorevensay

oncetheyfigureoutexactlyhowyoumetJeremy

Lawson.Ibetthey'llpaymeanequivalentamount

justformetospillthestory."

Igasp.Whereisshegoingwiththis?

"Iamsureyouknowhowwhenoneisindesperate

needofcash,onewilldoabsolutelyanything."She

pressesherlips.

Myresolvewanesasrealisationdawns"Sav--"

"TheywillpaymewhatIneedunlessyoudon'twant



thestoryout."

.

.

.

.

Tobecontinued......

[03/07,07:44] :DON'THURTME

I'MAVIRGIN

Rated: +



©ILLICTIMAGINATION

EPISODETHIRTYEIGHT

.

.

.

LEYLA'SPOV

ThisgoesbacktothatnightMatthewhad

threatenedspillingtothepaparazzi.Ihadn'tcared

thenandstilldonotcarenowwhattheworldwould

thinkofme,Ihadmyownreasonsforgoingto

thosepartofthestreetsthatnightandtheworld

doesn'tneedtoknowthem.ButIdocarehowthis



willcorruptJeremy,howthis'juicytale'willaffect

hispublicimageandmaybeevenhiscompany.

"Whywouldyoudothis?"Ihatehowshockedand

waveringmyvoiceis.God,Isoundweak.

Shelooksatme,andasIstarebackather,Iseea

twingeofreluctance,asmallfearofsomething

imbeddedwithinher,compellingherdothis.It'sas

if,ifshedoesn'tdothis,she'llfacepunishment.It's

asmallfleetingemotioncrossinghereyesanditis

quicklyhiddenwithherresolve.

"Itoldyoumyreasons."

Ifrown,"Youdoknowthatblackmailinghas

consequences."

Shepressesherlipsbutdoesn'tdispenseher



composure.

"Andyoudoknowthatit'suselesstoblackmailme

sinceIhavenothingIhavetogivethat'smine,

right?"

Shethensmirks."Youdo.IamsureJeremyhas

beenpayingyouwellforyourservice."

"That'swhereyouarewrong."ItellherandthenI

feelapresencebehindme.

IturntofaceMitch'sconcernedexpression."Is

everythingalright?"HeglanceswarilyatSav,his

stoneexpressiontellingmefullywellofhismistrust.

Inodathim.IcanhandleSavonmyown.He

frowns,unsurebymyexpression.



"Oh,Igetitnow.Hemustbeyourbodyguard.Wow,

abitoverthetopjusttoprotectawhore."Sav

mumbles,sniggeringtoherself.

Mitch'sstancefreezesasheglaresdaggersatSav,

herblatantcommentgoingunmissedbyhisears.

Imovetowardshim,puttingmyhandinhisarm.

"She'sjustanoldfriend,Mitch."

Hedoesn'tbelievemylieashescowlsdeeply.He

doesn'tsayanything,however,asheacceptsmylie

andretreats.

IturnbacktoSav."AsIwassaying--"

"Stop.You'relying,hehaspaidyoumoney,probably

alot."



"Sav,myrelationshipwithJeremyisnotlikethat.I

amnothiswhoreasyouproclaimandmisguideme

tobe."Ispeakcalmlywhichisrathersurprising

consideringtheannoyanceandimpatience

brimminginsideme.

Thatmakesherhesitateforamoment.Shenarrows

hereyesmeandIcantellthere'sbeliefinthem."So

you'drathermespillingtothepaps,becauseIwill

doit,Leyla.Don'tforasecondfoolmebecauseI

knowhe'satleastgivenyoumoney."

Impatiencehasslowlymadeitsway."Goahead,

Sav.Goandspilltothepaparazzi.Don'tfora

seconddarethreatenme.Idon'tcarehow

desperateyouarebutsomethingtellsmethey

won'tbelieveyouanyhow.Doyouevenknowhow

powerfulJeremyis?"

Myoutburstsurprisesherashemovesback

slightly.Sheswallows,obviouslywanedbyhow



dominantlycalculatingmyvoicesounded.Idon't

careatthismoment.Ifeelgoodatstandingupfor

myself.Myannoyanceatherseriouslyhadpeaked.

Howdaresheactuallytrytoblackmailme?Herof

allpeople.

Shepressesherlips."They'llbelieveme.They're

paparaziright.Theyfeedonthissortofstuff."She

falters.Obviously,thishadn'tgoneaccordingtoher

plan.Somehow,Ihadfeelingshe'dwanted

Jeremy'smoney.

Somehow,Ihadafeelingitwasn'tevenherdoing,I

hadfeelingsomeonehadcorruptedhertocome

heretoblackmailme.SomeonelikeDevon.

Asenseofpitywashesovermeforher."Sav..."

Shesensesmytoneandfrowns.Shebegins

rubbingherarmsaroundherbodyasifit'sa



nervousgesture.

"Sav?"

"What?"Shestartsbreathinginpants,barely

managingtostandupstraight.Whatishappening

toher?

"Sav,areyouokay?"Myvoiceisfilledwithconcern.

Sheseemsoutofit.Hereyeslidsbegintotwitch

uncontrollablyasherfingersscratchherarms.And

beforeIevenknowit,she'sballingdown,heavesof

tearsstreamingendlesslyfromhereyes.

Hermouthismoving,formingincoherentwordsbut

Ijustmanagetomakeoutwhatshe'ssayingbefore

Ihearthetell-talesoundofthedoorindicatinga

customerentering.



"Stupidbitch!"Amenacinglyfamiliarvoicesounds

behindme.

Julie,Hilly,EffieevenMitcharebesidemeina

momentatthescenetakingplacing,infactthe

wholecafeiswatching.

"Isshehavingaseizure--?"

"Somebodycalladoctor--!"

"Leyla--"

"What'shedoing?"

IhearallthevoicesbehindmeasIamcrouching

downinSav'sleveltryingtoascertainherstateof



discomposure.ThenIfeelfirmhandsgrabbingmy

armandpullingmeroughlyaway.

IspinaroundandwatchdumbfoundedasDevon

curseprofanitiesatSavwhobarelyseemstobe

abletobreathe.Heroughlygrabsherarmandshe

jerksupathimashestartsdraggingheroutofthe

cafe.

"Hey!"IshoutasIfollowandeveryonefollows

behindme.

Butweallstopastheambulanceandpolicepatrol

theparkinglot,blockingexistforDevonwhose

scathinggripisonSav'sdisorientedform.Iwatch

thepanicseizinghimslightlyasoneofthe

paramedicsapproachthemandtakeahysterical

Savfromhisgrip,guidingherthroughtobe

consoledintheambulance.



Foramoment,Iwanttogotoher,withher.Buta

voicetellsmeitisn'tmyplace.Iwatchthe

suspiciouslooksthepolicemengiveDevonashe

enterstheambulancealso.Somehow,Igeta

feelingthattheymustknowofhisbusinesswith

thosegirls.

Minuteslater,theambulanceandPoliceretreat

awayfromthelot.Andsilencefillsinthecafefor

meresecondsbeforeiteruptsagainwithvoices

andactivity.

"Whathappened?"JulieasksmeandIhaveallfour

eyesgazingatmecuriously.EventhoughMitchis

discretelyspacedaway,Iknowhe'slistening.

"Youguyswerehavingaheatedconversationone

minuteandthenshestartshavingapanicattack."

Juliecontinues.



Iamstillstunnedatwhathasjusthappened,thatI

absentmindedlysay,"Shewastryingtoblackmail

mebutitdidn'tgoaccordingtoherplan."

"What?!"JulieisfranticandMitch'sfaceturnshard

asstone.Hisjawtwitches.

"Longstoryshort,Ithinkthemanwithherwasthe

onewhoforcedherto."

"Forcedher?"Hillychipsin.

"Idon'tunderstand,Leyla--"

"YoucantellbywhatshewaswearingJules,what

doyouthinkImean?"Icutheroff.

RealisationdawnsonherfeaturesandMitch'shard



faceglowersatthefloor.

"Figures,"Effiesaysafteramomentofsilence."I

smeltprostitutiontheminuteshesteppedinthe

café."

"Wait...waitadamnminute,Leyla?"Julieholdsher

handsup,confusionsettingin.

"Howexactlydoyouknowherandwhatdoyou

meanbyforcedher?"

"I'mnotsure,butIthinkhehassomesortofholdon

herandnotonlyher.Ihaveafeelingthepolice

knowsabouthis'business'."Ishiftinmyfeet,

frowningmomentarily.

Atthismoment,IwishedJeremywashere.He'd

comfortmeandreassuremenottoworryabout



anything.Ifoldmyarmsaroundme.Ineedtotalk

tohim,totellhimwhathappened.

"Wow,"Hillysaysshakingherhead."Thatislotof

baggage,Ididhearofsomethinglikethat

happening,butthenitwasattheotherpartoftown,

noonedarestogothere."

Julieisstillinastateofconfusion.

"Youhavealotofexplainingtodo."Shewhispersto

me.Aseveryoneelseleavefortheirstations,Itake

noteofhowmyshiftisending.

"Iknow,butnotrightnow.Ijustwanttogohome

andshedthisoffmymind."

Shelooksatmewithaconcernedexpression.

"Okay.Tomorrow."



Inodatherasmovetowardthechangingroom.

Afterwards,Mitchleadsmetothecarandwedrive

offtoJeremy'shouse.Hisfaceisstillhardasstone

andIcantellhe'sangry.

"Mitch?"Ilookathimthroughthereviewmirror,

probinghiseyeswithmyglance.

"I'msorry."Itellhim.Iknowwithmyfutileattempts

earliertonotinvolvehimhassomehowinsultedhis

jobdescription.

Hisfaceloosensforamoment."Youhavenothing

toapologisefor,Leyla."

"Ido.Iknowit'syourjobtoprotectme."

Hepresseshislips.



"AndIknow,youcanhandlejustaboutanything,

learningfromthispreviousexample."Hesmiles

reluctantly.

Igivehimasmallsmile."Notanything."

Heshakeshisheadbutsmilesanyhow.

Whenwegethome,Idon'trealisehowexhaustedI

amuntilI'matJeremy'sbedroomlookingathisbed

longingly.

Itisn'tuntilIrealisethatIhavenappedfortwo

hoursuntilIhearafamiliarringtonepullingmefrom

mydrearysleep.Myeyesbarelyadjusttocatch

Jeremy'sfacepoppinginthescreenbeforeI

answer.



"Hi."Isay.

"Hi."Hisvoiceisgrimasifhe'sexhausted.

Ican'thelptherushofwarmthrunningthroughme,

increasingmyheartratejustbyhearinghim.

"Yousoundasifyoujustwokeup."Hecomments.

"Ihave.Longday."

"Yeah?"Hesnorts.

Ifrownatmyphone.

"Whydidn'tyoucallme?"Hesoundsworried.



"I...Islept.WhenIgothomeIdidn'trealiseIwas

exhaustedandIjustforgot.I'msorry."

Hetakesadeepcleansingbreath.

"Iwasworried."

"Iknow."

"Andangry.Someonewasthreateningyou,Leyla.

That'smyworstfearsrealised."

"Shedidn'texactlythreatenme,itwasmorelike

blackmail."

"Blackmail?!"Hebreathessharply.

"Withwhat?"



"Rememberthenightyoumetme?"Isitup,leaning

againstthepillows.

"Yes.Whataboutit?"

Itakeadeepbreathandthentellhimeverything.

AboutmeetingSavandMonicaevenDevon;seeing

themagainyesterday,andagaintoday.Itellhimall

thatwassaidallthewaydowntomysuspicions

aboutherbeingforcedtoblackmailmebyDevon.

Jeremylistensattentivelyontheotherendofthe

phone.

"I'mcominghometoday."Hesays,hisvoice

strainedofemotion.

"Jeremy,youcan'tdropyourwork,reallyit's



nothing."

Hegroans."Nothing?LeylaIwon'thaveit,someone

triedtoblackmailyou,whoknowswhatelsethey

could'veplannedjusttogetmymoney."Hisvoice

stranglesattheendandIimaginehimfearingthe

worst.

"Theydidn't.Idon'tthinktheywouldhave.Anyhow,

ImadeitclearforherandIthinkthepoliceare

suspiciousofhim."

"Damnright,theyshould.Thefuckerneedstobe

lockedinbarsforwhathedoes!"

"Iknow.ButIamfine,everythingisfine.Sonotalk

ofcominghomewithyourworkunfinished."

HebreathesexasperatedlyontheotherendbutI



sensehissmile.

"Yousureyou'refinethough?"

"YesandI'llbebetterwhenyoucomehomesafe

andsoundlytomorrow."

Hebreathessharply."Ilovethesoundofthat"

"What?"Iask.

"Home.ItgivesmehopeLeyla,whenyousayhome.

Iwanttomakeahomewithyou."

MyheartlurchesandIswooninwardly.

"SonotemporarystayuntilIfigureitout?"



"Doyoureallythink,foronesecond,thatI'llletyou

getyourownplaceafterwhatwe'veshared?"

"Maybe.Atinybit."Iconfess.

"I'mtellingyourightnow,I'mneverlettingyougo."

"Jeremy,myhomeiswhereveryouare."Iadmit.

Givinghimanothersmallconfession.

Icanfeelhimgrinning."Ican'twaittogetback.I

missyoutoomuch,thenexttimeIhaveatripyou're

comingwithme.Noarguments."

Igrintoo,myheartlurching."Okay."

"You'llallowit?"Hesoundsincredulous.



"Yes.I'llallowit."Igrin.

Ifeelhimgrinningtooandatthatmoment,Iwantto

tellhim.Iwanttopourmyheartandsoultohim.

Butsayingitthroughthephonedidn'tsoundmuch

effective.

That'swhenIvowtotellhimwhenhegetsback.

Yes,Iamnotafraidanymore.I'lltellhim.Ifhe

doesn'tsayitback,Iwon'tmindbecauseIhave

enoughloveforhimandforthebothofus.

"I'llletyougetbacktoyoursleep,baby."Hesays.

"Okay."Iswoon,hisendearmentneverfailingto

sendawarmshiverthroughme.

"I'llseeyoutomorrowevening."



"Ican'twait."

"Metoo."

"Night,Jeremy."

"Night,baby."

Ihangup,myheartpoundingirrevocablyfastasI

grininthedarknessoftheroom.Igoovermyday

andsoondriftoff,wonderingwhattomorrowmay

bring.

.

.
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IenterthecaféagainthenextmorningandMitch

takeshisusualseatatthecornerwhileIheadfor

thechangingroom.IfindJuliethere,graspingwhat

lookslikeanewspaper.Thefactthatshedoesn't

seemeshowshowheavilyengrossedsheisinthe

paper.



"Morning,Julie."Igreetherandshebarelyliftsher

headtoacknowledgeme.

"What'sthat?"IaskasIchangefrommycasual

clothestocafeuniform.

"Hmm?"

IfrownandonceIfinishdressing,Imoveoverto

hertoseewhatitisthathashersointrigued.

IseeanimageofDevononthefrontpage,witha

captionsaying,"Drugsmuggler/dealer/Prostitution

associategetsjailed".What'smoreshockingishow

there'salotofpicturesonthefrontpageofhim

doingalloftheaccusedillegalactivitiesinthe

caption.It'sthosepicturesalonethatleadmeto

thinkthatsomehowhehasbeenknownbythe

policeforawhile.



Juliefinishesreadingthelastchapterandthenwith

agraveface,handsmethepaper.Ibeginreading.

Apparently,thecopshavehadtabsonhimfora

while,withanundercoverquestioninganyonewho

knewhim.Theyallsaidthesamething."Getting

involvedwithDevon,islikeofferingyourlifeona

platetohim".

Theundercoverwasabletotakephotosofhim

doingallthoseillegaldealingsanditwaswiththose

evidencethathewasbroughttojustice.

There'salotofunidentifiedpeoplehavingword

againsthimbutmostimprotantly,"Savannah

Samuels,27,whowasrecentlyhospitaliseddueto

"anxietyattack",hasmanagedtospilleverytadbit

ofevidenceagainsthim."OnceIfinishreading,Itry

toswallowthebileinmythroat.



Sothat'sitthen.Iwon'tbeseeingeitherofthem

fromnowon.Ithink,withrelieffloodingmysystem.

IlookoveratJuliewho'spressingeyeshaven'tleft

mesinceIbeganreading.

"Leylaplease,please,tellmeyouweren'tinvolved

withhim?"

"What,no.No."Itellherhorrifiedatthethought.

"Thenhowexactlydidyouknowthem?"Sheasks.

IsighasIsitmyselfnexttoheronthebench.It's

abouttimeItellher.Imeanit'snotlikeit'sgonnakill

anyone.IconsideredJulieasoneofmygreat

friends.Shedeservedtoknowthetruth.

It'swiththatfinalthoughtthatIbegintotellher

everything.Startingwithbeingatthelowestpointof



mylife,tomeetingGretaandhavingtodealwithher

demands.IalsotellherhowImetSavalongwith

MonicaandDevonthesamenightImetJeremy.I

tellherwhySavwashereyesterdaytryingto

blackmailme,andthenmysuspiciousofDevon

beingtheonethatcoercedherintoit.

Ialsotellherhowdespiteallthebadthingsthat

havehappenedinmylifeJeremyistheonlyone

thathasmademeseethatthereistrulyasilver

liningbehindeverydarkcloud.WhenIfinish,Julie

looksatmewithanewemotion.Iseetears

brimminginhereyesandshetakesmyhandsand

squeezesthem.

"Gosh,andyousayHillyisstrong."Shecomments.

Isnortbutsmileanyhow."I'mnotstrong."Iprotest.

"OhLey,youare.Afterallyou'vebeenthrough."A



lonetearescapesfromhereye.

"Julie,"Iwipethetearwhichisnowmakingmyown

tearscome."Don'tcryforme.It'sallinthepast."

"Ican'thelpit.IwishI'dmetyousooner,maybeI

couldhavepreventedsomethings."

Ishakemyheadandhugher."Thankyou.ButI

believeallthat'shappenedhasbeenforareason.I

thankGodeveryday,forlettingmemeetJeremy."

Shelaughsandreleasemefromthehug."Ithank

himtoo.Jeremybetterloveyouasmuchasyou

do."

Worrypoolsmyface.



"Youhavetotellhim,Ley."Shesqueezesmyhand.

"Youneverknowhemightjustsayitfirst."

Ishakemyhead.

"Don'tbestubbornaboutit,infactIhavefeeling

he'sjustasstubborn.Ifyoubothdon'tgettoit,

you'llleavemenochoicebuttointervene."

Igiggle,howeverdoubtsoonwipesmysmileaway.

"Doyoureallythinkhemightloveme?"

ShestaresatmeasifI'moutofmymind."Leyla,

whatIsawtwoweeksago,whenhelookedatyou

waspureadoration.Hemustloveyoutolookatyou

likethat."

Ishakemyhead,however,asmallsmileformsin

myfeaturesatthepossibility.Itrulymissedhim,so



muchsothatIfeellikeapartofmylimbismissing

withouthim.

"Imisshim."

"Iknow."Shesmilesknowingly."Whenwillhebe

back?"Sheasksasshegetsupfromthebench.

"Ithinktodayevening,I'mnotsurebutIcan'twait."

"Andyou'lltellhimthen?"

Itakeadeepbreath.YeswhenIseehimtonight,I

willtellhim.Ididn'tcareanymore;Ilovedhimso

muchtonotwaittellinghim.Andsowiththat,Inod

inresponseatJulie.

Herfacecracksintoaheartsplintingsmile.Then



shemakesasquealingnoise."Whenyou'vetold

him,callme,youhavetotellmethedetails."She

grins.

IgiggleagainasIgetupfromthebenchtoo.While

wemakeourwaytothecafe,forthatsplitting

moment,IhaveaglimpseofwhatImissedout,

havingagirlfriendtoswoonoverguyswith.It's

refreshingandIamgladforJulie'senthusiasm.

Asusual,thecaféisn'tasbusyandwithout

customersasadistraction,Ispendmostofthe

hours,worrying,andcontemplatingmyimpending

declarationoflovetoJeremy.bIt'snerve-wracking

andatthesametimethrillingtothinkthatin

probablyafewhourshewillbebackandhopeful

safeandsound.

Ican'twaittoseehim.EventhoughIamexcited,I

can'thelpbutfeelagitatedbecausesincelastnight,

Jeremyhasn'tcontactedme.Allvariousscenarios



areplayinginmyheadatwhyhehasfailedto

contactme.Andallofthemareworsekindof

thoughts.

"StopstaringatyourphoneeveryfivesecondLeyla,

seriously.He'sprobablystillinhisplane.Hewillcall.

Stopworrying."Julietellsmeaftermyconstant

rambleofoutspokenconcernsofwhyIhaven't

heardfromhim.

"You'reright,you'reright.He'sprobablystillinthe

plane."Isayoutloud,moretoreassuremyself.

Ishovemyphonedowninmypocket,awayfrom

myconstantreachandthenallowmyselfto

becomeattentiveatthegoinginandoutofthecafé

life.

Lunchtimefleesandthecafébecomesadeadzone

asthehoursgoes.Therearevirtuallynocustomers



exceptforMitchwho'ssittingpatientlybythe

corner,thelocalnewspaperinhishands.

HillyandEffiearebeingentertainedbyEffie'sson

theotherside.AndJulieisbusywipingtheislands

whileIsitinoneofthestools,repeatingtomyself

nottolookatmyphone.

Howeverbylatenoon,wearegreetedbyan

unexpectedandyetverymuchwelcomedsurprise.

"Damn,whodied?"Matthewwalksintothecafé

frowningattheemptinessofit.

InstantlyIhearJulie'ssharpintakeofbreath,telling

mejusthowaffectedsheisbyhispresence.Buthe

doesn'tcomealone.Behindhim,there'sasmall

fragilelookingwoman,probablyinherlateforties

howeverlookingather,shemaybethirtyfiveor

less.



Thechestnutbrowncurlsofhairtraildowntoher

shouldersandtherearenotracesofsilverorgray

hairwhatsoever.Butwhatcatchesmyattentionthe

mostarehereyes.Strong,vibrantbluesurrounded

bystreaksofgray.Hereyesbringoutthewholeof

herfeaturesandasIlookather,Ican'tquitehelp

butseeafacethathasbeennaggingatthebackof

myheadsincemorning.

Withthat,IinternallyguessthatthewomanI'm

staringatmustbeJeremyandMatthew'smother.

Pullingmyselfoutofmythoughts,Iallowmyselfto

getoffthestooltogreetthemwithoneofmy

tentativesmiles.

"Matthew,whatasurprise,whatbringsyouhere?"

"Ohyouknow,wasjustaround,thoughtI'dgreet

youwithmypresence."Hesmirksandwinks,



howeverIamgladthathismoodisplayfulandnot

aspredatoryashe'sbeenbefore.

Ithinkwe'vepastthatwhenwelastspoke.I'mstill

gladforhisinformalitythough.

"Thisisher?"Thewomanbehindhimspeakswitha

softthrillvoice.

Ishiftmygazefromhimtoher.Themomentshe

speaksisthemomentwhenMatthewrealisesthat

hedidn'tcomealone.Hesmilesknowinglyatthe

womanwhomisappraisingmewithanappreciative

stare.

"Ah,mom.Yes,that'sLeyla.Theoneyou'vebeen

askingabout."Hechucklestohimself.

"Leyla,I'dlikeyoutomeetmymom,Doreen



Lawson."

Allthehairsonmyskinstandwithattentionasthe

nervesfinallykickinmysystem.Holycrap,thisis

actuallytheirmother.IamfinallymeetingJeremy's

motherbutthroughhisbrother.

Iclearmythroat,quicklyrememberingmyselfand

thenthrustmyhandforwardforhertoshakeit."It's

apleasuretomeetyou,MrsLawson."

Assoonasmywordscomeout,Irealisehowshaky

myvoicesounds.AllIamthinkingofiswhat

exactlyissheseeinginmebecauseshehasn't

stoppedstaringatme,eventhroughMatthew's

greeting.

Howeveraftermypleasantry,thewoman'sface

breaksintoafullblownsmile.Shetakesmyhand

andfirmlyshakesit.Sofirmlythatit'ssurprising



howsuchstrengthcancomeoutfromsuchasmall

woman.

Herheightisalarming.Itmakesmewonder,how

suchapetitewomanhadbeenabletobreedsuch

giganticbrothers,wellinthiscase,justJeremy

sinceshewasn'tMatthew'sbirthmother.

Nonetheless,theybothwerehoveringonsixfoot

andfourinchestallandthepoorwomanlookedto

beonlyfivefootfive.Iamstartledoutofmyreverie

whenasoftlaughtereruptsfromhermouth.

"Pleaseyoudon'thavetobesoformalwithme,

Leyla,justcallmeDory.It'snicetofinallymeetthe

girlwho'scaughtmyson'sattentionsomuchthat

hehasthricefailedtoacknowledgethathehasa

mother."

IopenmymouthandthencloseitasIamrendered

speechless.Theknowingsmileformsinherlips.



"Hewasgoingtobringmetomeetyouthis

Saturday."Imumbled,intimidatedbyhersmileasI

trytodefendJeremy.

"OhIknowthat,dear."Hereyescrinkle."Ijust

couldn'twaittofinallymeetyou,soIhadtocoerce

myothersonhere,andseeifheknewofthis

mysteriousladythathasinfatuatedJeremy."

IlookatMatthewasshementionshim,andhislips

aretwistedinamusement,hewinksatmeandthen

soonleavesus,hisattentionnowattheisland

whereJulieiscurrentlytryingherbesttoignoreus.

Iturnbacktothewomanwho'snowstaring

expectantlyatme.Herconstantwarmsmileisso

disarmingthatIfindmyselfrelaxinginherpresence.

"Sotellme--nowIdon'tmeantobesoforward--

whatexactlyareyoudoinghere?"Sheasks,



frowningslightlyatthecafé.

Ifrowntooatherquestion.Whatdidshemean?

"I'msorry."Iexcusemyself."Idon'tquite

understand."

"Imeanwhyareyouhereworking,Leyla?You're

quiteyoungyoushouldbeincollege."

"Oh."

Herexpectantgazeisregardingmeagain.

"Well,Ishouldbeinschool,Iknow.Butdueto...well

certainpredicaments,Ihaven'thadtheopportunity

togotocollege."



Shesmilesshrewdly."Don'tworryLeylayoudon't

havetotellmeeverything.Ialreadyknow.Jeremy

hasinformedmeofyoursituationinlife,which

bringsmetothis..."

"Now,Iknowmysoniswelltoo-rich-for-his-own-

goodifImustsay.Andsincehe'ssoinfatuated

withyou,itgivesyouachancetousehismoneyto

advantage."Shestates.

Mybreathhitches,mycheeksburnangrily.Calm

yourselfdown,Leyla.

Butthishastobethethirdpersonwho'sassumedI

amwithJeremyforhismoney.Wellgetoverit.It's

notonlythreepeoplewhowillthinkthatinfuture.

"MrsLaws--"



"Dory."Sheinterjects.

Ibreathein."Dory...Iamnotwithyoursonbecause

ofhismoney!IworkinthiscafébecauseIbelievein

selfindependence.Ihavebeenhardwired,since

childhood,tonotrelyonanyoneotherwiseyou're

likelytobecomeaburden.SoifyouthinkIamwith

Jeremybecauseofhismoneythenplease,letme

assurethatthat'snotthecase.Atall.Iwanttoearn

myownlivingnomatterhowsmall;nomatterhow

manytimesyoursonhastriedtocoercemeinto

livingoffhismoney."

Ibreatheout,expectingmyoutbursttohavemade

herangry.However,I'mmetwithyetoneofher

unfailinggrins.

"Iknewit.Itstypicalofhim,really."Shesays.

ThenIfrown,notunderstandingherchangeoftrack.



"Myson,philanthropicthatone."Shelaughs

,shakingherhead.

"Jeremy,althoughahardshellontheoutside,he's

sosoftandsensitive.Hetriestohelpasbestashe

can,eveninthemostunnecessarycircumstances.

Youseehebelieveswithjustafewnudgeshere

andthere,hecanfixeverything.Doyouknowhow

manycharitieshehascreated?"

Ishakemyhead,mybreathhitchingatthis

newfoundinformation.

"Ten.Youcanimagineright.Tenandwithinthose

ten,hehasspentallmostofhistimedoingthenitty

gritty,makingsurethatallofthemoneyheraises

andevendonateshimself,goesstraighttothe

cause."



Iswallowthelumpinmythroatthathasformed

becauseofmyeverpoundingheartthatseemsto

havelodgedsomewhereinmybronchus.Idon't

knowifitspossibletofallevenmoreinlovewitha

personbutatthismoment,Idid.Ireallydid.

OhJeremy.Baby,whereareyou?Whyhaven'tyou

calledme?

"SoIamnotsurprisedthathehastriedtoconvince

youtoliveoffhismoney.Butthenagain,Iamquite

surprisedsincewellyou'rethefirstgirlheseemsto

beseriousabout."Shecontinues.

Igasp."Youknowabouttheescorts?"Iblurtout.

Shegrins."Darling,nothinggoesamissthroughthis

Momma."Shesmirks.



Igigglesuddenly,hergrinistotallyinfectious.

"Sothisleavesmetomylastandfinalinquiry.I

knowI'vemadeyouuncomfortablewiththese

inquiriesbutthenagainI'vemadealotofpeople

uncomfortable."Shemuses.

Ican'thelpmychuckle.Thiswomanisfullof

surprises.Iseewhybothbrothersseemtoadore

her.

"Doyoulovemyson?"Itcamesosudden,so

unexpectedthatI'mleftrenderednotjust

speechlessbutmotionlesstoo.

"I...I...,"Itrytocoaxwordsoutbutnothingseemsto

comeout.

Ibitemylipsandavoidhergaze,butsheisgiggling



again.Istareather,she'sshakingherheadasif

unbelieving.

"Iknewit!Goodnessme,couldthisdaygetany

better?Wehavetogonow."Shegrinsatme.

Waychangeoftrack.Thiswomanwasbrimming

withsurprises.Veryfullofconfusingsurprises,I

think,yetagainstruckintoconfusingsilenceasIlet

hergrabmyhandanddragmeout.

"Mattdarling,you'llbealrightbyyourselfright?I'm

takingLeylatodinner."Shesays,catchinghiseyes.

Idon'tfailtonotethehiddenknowingglancethey

sharedjustthen.ThenmyeyesdarttoMitchwhom

I'vecompletelyforgottenaboutuntilnow.But

insteadofpryingmyarmawayfromDoreen

Lawsonwho'sdraggingmetowhatIassumeisher

car,heinsteadcourteslyopensthebackdoorforus,



smilesatmeandgrinsatDoreenasshegiveshim

hercarkeys.

Somethingisoffaboutthisscene.Howdothey

knoweachotherandnotjustknoweachotherbut

seemtobefamiliarwithoneanother.Itrynotto

assumetoomuchascuriositygetsthebetterofme.

"Wherearewegoing?"Ihavetoask.

"Todinner.You'llsee."Shegrins.I'mbeginningto

feelquitewaryofhersmilesatthismoment.

"ButIwasstillworking.AndI'minmyworkclothes.

Idon'tthink--"

"Youlookfineanddandydear,don'tfuss."Shetells

measshetakesoneofmyhandandsqueezesasif

shecan'tquitecontaintheemotionorisit



excitementinsideofher.

Yup.Justflowingwithsurprises.IthinkasIwatch

Mitchdriveofffromthecafétotheinterstate.

.

.

.

.

Tobecontinued......

Whatdoyouthinkcouldbehappening?Dropyour

thoughts!



Threeepisodestodaybecauseofyesterday's

lackofupdate.Soappreciatebyliking,commenting

andsharing

Willdropthefinaltomorrow...Anticipate
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Itseemstomelikeit'sbeenforeversinceMitch

starteddrivinguntilhefinallypullsinfrontofa

fancy-never-before-seenrestaurant.

Theexterioritselfscreamsexpensiveandtobe

honestI'mnotsurprised,since,well,Jeremyisrich

andhisinheritancecomesalittlebitmorefromhis

parentssideratherthanhisownentrepreneurship,

henceDoreenLawsonisalsorich.



Thewomanhasbeengrippingmyhandasifherlife

sorelydependedonit.Thisgotmewondering

exactlywhyhavingdinnerwithmewillbethat

excitingtoher.ImeanI'msureshehasfriendsof

somesortthatshehasdinnerwitheveryday,so

therereallyisn'tanyneedtosqueallikeateenager

becausesheisfinallyhavingdinnerwithoneofher

son'sdate.

Butthenagaintoher,it'snotlikeeverydayshegets

tohavedinnerwithoneofherson'sdate,somaybe

thereisaneedforhertobethrilled.I'mpulledoutof

mythoughtswhenMitchopensthedoorformeand

Igladlygetout.Istarethebuildingagainandonce

again,Ifeellikeanoutcast.

Thepeopleenteringtherestauranthaveonfancy

expensive,attiresandevenDoreenherselfhason

anautumndresswithauburncolouredcardigan,

enhancingheryouthfullooks.Andthenthereisme



inmywaitressingclothes.Blacktrouserswitha

darkgrey"Millie's"logoimprintedt-shirtcertainly

doesn'tgowellwithanexpensiverestaurant.

No,thistypeofrestaurantwentwellwithclothes

suchascocktaildressesandtuxedos.Iwaitfor

MitchtoopenthedoorforDoreenwhoseemstobe

inananimatedconversationonherphone.From

outherelookingatherinthecar,shelookslike

she'sabouttoexplodewithexcitement.

Shetalksforafewmomentswithwhomeveronthe

otherlineofthephoneuntilshefinallygetsout.She

walksovertomeandtogether,weenterintothe

insanelyprestigiousrestaurant.

Sheclaspsherhandstogetherasshewalksoverto

thereservationreception.IsighasIwaitforherbut

Idon'twaittoolongbecauseitseemslikethe

reservationreceptionistsknowsherand

immediatelyshehasawaiteratherside.



IcatchthesmilethereceptionistgivestoDoreen

thenforaslightmomenthereyesdarttomineina

knowingglance.Thathasmesuspicious.

Surely....NoLeylayou'reover-thinking.Iforce

myselftobreatheincalmlyandnotthinkofthe

daysIspentwithJeremyinoneoftherestaurants

likethisone.Thewaiterallocatesustoatwo-seater

boothnexttoawindow,whereheinstantlygivesus

themenu.

MysuspicionsriseagainwhenIcatchtheglance

Doreengivestothewaiterfollowedbyawink

afterwards.Iclearmythroatandthatpullsher

attentiontowardsme.Shegivesmeherfamous

grin,butthendiscreetlychecksthetimeonher

silverwatch,shefrownsslightly.AndsoIbeginby

sayingwhathasbeennaggingsinceMitchstopped

atthisrestaurant.



"Dory...Idon'tthinkIcanaffordthefood...letalone

evensupposedtoeathere,Imeanlookatmeand

lookaround,Idon'tbelong."

Shefrownsatmeforonefleetingmoment."Now,I

havenoideawherethatcamefrom.Whosaysyou

willbepayingforthefood?AndIcannotbelieve

you'llletclothesandevenstatusgettoyou,Ididn't

thinkyou'dbeself-consciousLeyla."

"Well,itsthetruth."Itellher.

"Whogivesaflyingfloot,justbecauseyoudon't

havethenecessitiesthesekindofpeoplewhodine

herehave.InlifeLeyla,youcanbelonganywhere

thehellyouwant.Allyouhavetodoisstopcaring

whatsocietyhastosaybecauselet'sfaceitour

societystinksanyway."Shenibblesonabreadstick.

Thatpullsasmileonmyface.IthinkIamfalling



intoatrapofadmirationforthiswoman.

"Nowstopwallowingcosyoudeservetoeathere,

regardlessofhowexpensiveitis."Shegrinsatme.

IgrintooasIstareatmymenu,decidingwhatto

havewhenIcatchoneofJeremy'sfavouritemeal

onthemenu.Yes,that'swhat'llhavebecauseImiss

him.

ThethoughtofJeremyhasmepullingoutmy

phonebutonceagain,I'mfacedwiththe

disappointingblanknessofthescreen.Nonew

messages,nomissedcallswhatsoever.

Surelyhemusthaveboardedhisflightbynow.

WhereareyouJeremy?Pleasebehomesafe.Isigh

internallyjustasthewaitercomestotakeoutorder.

It'sthatmomentwhensuddenlyDoreenflutters

withactivity.



"Ohgosh!Ineedtovisittherestroom.Excuseme,

Leyla,Ihopeyoudon'tmindmegoneoffforafew

minutes.Youknowhowawomanneedshertime,"

Shesays.

Iswatmyhand,laughing,"Ofcourse,Idon'tmind."

Shegrinsatme,andbeforesheleavesshedoes

somethingunexpectedshepinchesmycheek.

"You'llbeagreatadditiontothefamily,"shesmiles

allmotherlyatme.

Thenoffshegoesleavingmecontemplatingher

remark.Nowexactlywheredidthatcomefrom?I

wonderasIwaitbothforthefoodandDoreen.

Afterafewminutesofnibblingonthebreadsticks,



she'snotbackfromtherestrooms.Surelyshe

doesn'tneedtenminutes.Whatexactlyisshedoing?

Nope.NopeIamnotgonnatrytoimaginewhatshe

isdoing!

Anotherfiveminuteslaterandthefoodhasbeen

deliveredonthetable,Itakenoteofhowwe'veboth

orderedthesamemeal.Butthere'sstillnosignof

Doreenexitingthatdamnrestroom.Anotherfive

minutesandit'sbeentwentyminutessincesheleft.

Allscenariosarepalyinginmyhead.

Maybeshegotlost...

No,that'snotpossible,thesignstowherethe

restroomsare,areclearenoughthatevenatwo

yearoldcangettherebythemselves.Maybeshe

gotstuckinthetoilet.Nowthatisascenetobehold.

Ishookmyheadinternally,asfunnyasthatwillbe,

itshighlyunlikely.Maybeshegotabductedwhilst

goingtothetoilet.



NoIdon'tthinkso,ifthat'sthecase,herabduction

wouldhavecausedascene.Maybeshemeta

hotshotmodeltoyboyandnowthey'redrivinginhis

motorcycletothenextstate,completelyforgetting

aboutme.Definitelynotlikely.

Maybeshemetafriendandtheywerecatchingup,

notrealisingthetime.Yeah,thisoneisplausible.I

aminvergeofstandinguptogetherwhenthe

musicstarts.

IstopinmytracksasIlisten.Themusicsounds

familiar,asongI'veheardbefore

somewhere...where?OneofJeremy'splaylist!

Yes,that'swhereI'veheardthissong,infactIeven

sohavethesongonmyphone.Ohyes,itsclear

now.DusttoDustbyThecivilwars.Ilookaround

meinsearchofwherethemusiciscomingfrom,



butnothingisinsight.

Butitcan'tbefromatracklist.Theinstruments

soundasifthey'rebeingplayedrightnowatthis

moment,notfromaCDtrack.Thepeoplearound

areenthusedattheadditiontothemusicbutare

notinterestedenoughtowanttoknowwherethe

sourceisfromastheycontinuewiththeirmeals.

ButI'manxious.Thissongnotonlybelongstoone

Jeremy'splaylists,we'vemadelovetoitbefore,

repeatedlyinfact.Mybreathinghitchesandmy

heartratebeginsitsdanceasthefamiliarpulltwist

betweenmythighs.

Ishakemyheadinstantly,crossingmylegsinthe

process,desperatelytryingtofindoutwhereexactly

shemusiciscomingfrom.Thensuddenly,way,way

beyondtheboothsthecurtainsdraw.



Ihaven'trealisedthatthereisastageinthis

restaurantuntiltheveryexactmomentthesame

bandappearonstage,playingJeremy'ssong.It's

notonlymewhodidn'trealisethereisadditional

spaceintheroombecausethewholerestaurantis

strainingtheirneckstocatchaglimpseoftheband.

ButfromwhereIamsitting,Ihavetheperfect

crystalviewtothestage.

Thewomanwho'ssingingcatchesmyeyeand

winksatme.Igaspfortworeasons.

One,beingmymomentofawestruckatseeingthe

bandlive.

Two,beingthefactthatshewinkedatme.

Winkedatme!



AsIsitinmyseatwithmymouthagapeIcan'thelp

butfeelconfusedatthesametime.

IwanttogetoutofmyseatandfindDoreen

wherevershehasdisappearedto,butsomething--

apullmaybe--isrootingmerightbackatmyseat.

Thensuddenly...

"...letmeinthewallsyoubuiltaround..."asoft

sultryfamiliarvoicesingsatmyear.Myheadwipes

aroundsuddenly...andthereheis.

Heartpalpitations,Pantybreaths,shakinghands.

Jeremyishere!Heishereandhe'ssingingtome!

Singingtome!Ohgosh,IthinkImightjustfaint.

"...wecanlightamatchandburnitdown..."His

voicesosexyvoice,Imightjustcombust.



Mybreathhitchesandhegrinsashemovescloser

tome.

"...letmeholdyourhandanddance'roundand

'roundtheflames..."Hetakesbothofmyhandsand

pullsmeupflashagainsthisfront.

HisarmsspreadaroundmywaistandItentatively

wrapmyarmsaroundhisneckandshoulder.And

soonenoughwearedancingtothesong.Hissong.

Oursong.

"...DusttoDust...."HesingsinmyearandIinstantly

meltagainsthim.

I'vemissedthisman!Withoutsharingwords,we

silentlydancetooursonguntilittrailsofftoanend.



Evenwithitfinishing,Jeremydoesn'tletgoofme

andIgivenoindicationofwantingtoprymyhands

offhimeither.Withmyeyesclosed,andmyface

pressedagainsthischest,Isighcontently,feeling

atpeacedespitemyraginghammeringheartwhich

reflectshisownthuddingchestagainstmycheeks.

Itmustbetruewhattheysaywhentheytellyou

'absencemakesaheartgrowfonder'.Ihavenever

feltlikeIcouldliterallytakeoffrightatthissecond

andflytooblivion,nowthatI'mfinallyinthearmsof

themanIlove.Oncethemusichasfinallystopped,

webothstopswayingtostareateachother.

"Hi."Hegrins."Surprise."

Idon'trealiseIhavetearsinmyeyesuntilhisface

becomesablurrymess.

"Jeremy."Ithrowmyselfathim,restingmyheadin



thecrookofhisneck.

"Hey...heywhyareyoucrying?"Hereleasesme,

wipingthetearsfrommyeyes.

"I'mjustsohappytoseeyou...aliveandwell...and

safe...anddoyouhaveanyideahowworriedsick

I'vebeensincemorningbecauseyoudidn'tcallor

eventextmetotellmeyoutravelledsafely!"Myjoy

turnstoanangryoutburst.

Asmallsmirkformsinhisface,hislovelybeautiful

breathtakinglysexyface.

"Baby,allthatmattersisthatI'mherenow,alive,

welland...safe."Hegrins.

ThelastofmytearsfadeasItrynottolethis

infectiousgringettome.



"Whydidn'tyoucallmeback?"Iask,tryingtobe

angryathimwhichendsupbeingafailsinceIcan't

staymadathimwhenI'mjustsodamngladhe's

backsafeandsound.

"Ihadto.Itwasallpartofthesurpriseplan."He

tellsme.

"Ithoughtsomethinghadhappened--Dammit!

Jeremy,Imissyou!"Ican'tholditbackanylonger.

Igrabholdofthebackofhishairandpullhimdown

tomyawaitinglips.Themomentourlipstouch,

millionsofsparks,alotmorethanbeforeignitethe

firethat'salreadyflaringdeepinsidemychest,the

feelinghoveringthereforabitbeforetravelling

everywhereelseinmybody.

Thegroanthatescapesfromhisthroatisdisarming



asitsendsvibrationsthroughmylips.Theinstant

thathappensiswhenIgasp,partingmymouth,

allowinghistonguetodancewithmine.Itfeelslike

I'mmeltingfromthekiss,mylimbsbecomingall

languidandgooeyandJeremy'shandbecomesthe

onlysourceofmysteadiness.

"GoodGod...I'vemissedyoutoodamnmuch!"He

groansafterwardspeckingmylipsbeforedrawing

away.

"Youfeelthat?"HepullsmeclosertohimsothatI

feelhispressingarousalatmyabdomen.Justby

feelinghowarousedheis,makesmeevenwetter

below.

"That'stheevidenceofhowmuchIwanttotakeyou

righthere...rightnow..."Hetrailshuskily

Iamsoverygladthatthesecondsongbeingplayed



bythebandisloudenoughtodrownoutmymoan

ofpleasure.

"Imaginethat,Leyla."Hebreathes,movingahandto

mychin,histhumbbrushingthelowerpartofmylip.

"Meinsideyourightnow...pummellingyousohard

andyetsoslow,showingyoujustmuchI'vereally

missedyou?"

"S-stop,please,"Icry,stuttering,feelingtheeffects

ofhiswordsrightbetweenmythighs.

"You...youcan't.Jeez,Jeremyweareinarestaurant.

I'msurepeoplearewatching."Istatemyreasonbut

withhisthumbbrushingmyliplikethat...welllet's

sayit'sbecomingincrediblydifficulttoseereason.

Hechuckles."Lookaround,Leyla,wearenotthe



onlyonesshowingappreciationtoThecivilWars'

musicbydancing."

That'swhenIfinallyrealisethatafewothercouples

havetakenourexamplebysway-dancingto

themselvesbesidetheirbooths.It'sthismomentof

clarificationthatIrealisejusthowobliviousI've

beentothewholerestaurantsincemyeyeslaidon

Jeremy.

"Yousee."Hesmirksthatsexyslysmilethatleavea

trailofflutteryspasminmystomach."Nooneis

payingattentiontous."

Ishakemyheadbutsoonenoughmyfacesplits

intofullablowngrin."Still,eventhoughnooneis

payingattention.Iwouldn'tletyou."Itease.

"Really?"Hefeignssurprise."Wellthat'sachallenge

I'dliketoaccept."Heleanscloser,hiseyesstaring



predatorilytowardsmylips.

"N-No--"Myprotestobliteratesintonothingnessthe

momenthislipstouchesmine.

HenibblesonmylowerlipuntilIcan'teventhinkof

anythingbuthowmuchIwanthimatthismoment.

"That'snotfair."IbreathassoonasImanageto

breakfree.

"Ididn'tsaythatI'llplayfairly."Hegathersmeintoa

hug,hisnoseburiedintomyhair.

"Iwanttoliveinthismomentforalifetime."Hetells

me.

Myheartexpandsathiswords."Iwon'tmindthat



too."

"Iwon'tleaveyouagain.Leyla,Ican'tbearit.Ifelt

likealostghostinNewYork.AllIkeptthinkingof

wascominghometoyou."

Igrinathischest."Howwasitanyway?Did

everythinggoaccordingly?"Iask.

"NewYorkwasokay,justfineanddandy.I'mnot

goingtoliethough,everythingwouldhavebeen

fantasticifyou'vebeenwithme."

Ibreakawaytoshowmygrin."Aslongasyouare

withme,Jeremy,Iwon'tcarewhereweare."

Hecaressesmycheekbutthensomethingabout

hiswordsbeforefinallyringsinmyhead.Fineand

dandy.WherehaveIheardthatbefore?



"Shït!"Icurseinstantly.

Thatstartleshim."What?"

"Yourmother...didImentionImethertoday...well

I'msupposedtoeatingnowwithherbutshe

disappeared!"

Jeremylooksatmeforonemomentbeforebursting

outwithlaughter.

"What?Itisn'tfunny."

"I'mlaughingatyou...you'veneverhadmuch

surprises,haveyou?"Thatpaleshimashefrowns.

"Iknowyoumetmymother,love."Hesmiles,his



newendearmentsendinganelectrocutiontomy

heart.

"Shedisappearedbecauseweplannedthis.Well

moreorlessshedid.Shewantedtomeetyoutoday

andalsotothrowyouasurprisesinceIwascoming

backtoday.That'swhyIdidn'tcallyouallday,so

thatyou'llthinkmaybeIwasn'tevencominguntil

later...I'msorryforworryingyouthough."Hekisses

mynose.

"Shecoercedyouintocomingheretohavedinner

withher,wheninfactshewasbriningyouhere...to

me."Hekissesmyrightcheeknext.

Noweverythingmadesense,herexcitement,the

subtlelookswiththeemployeeshereevenwith

Matthew.Inowunderstoodtheirknowingglances.

Theyhadknown!



"Igotthebandhereforyou,love."Hekissesmyleft

cheek.

"Iwantedtosurpriseyoubutalsototellyou

something..."thecornerofmylipsnow,

dangerouslyclosetomylips.

"Tellme...what?"IaskeventhoughIsomehowhave

anslightideaofwhatitis.

"Totellyouthat,sincethefirsttimeIsawyou,you

hadmehookedfromthenon.Andnotjust

physicallybutmentallyandspirituallytoo...Ilove

you,Leyla..."Hekissesmebutsobrieflyand

chastelybeforehegetsdownononeknee.

IhearthegaspspeopleclosetousbutallIcan

thinkofarethosethreelittlemagicallywordshe's

justuttered.Helovesme!



"Baby,thisisn'taproposalbecauseIknowifI

proposetoyourightnow,we'llenduphavingan

argument...sobeforeyouevensayanything..."He

digsintohistrouserpocketandproducesapurple

velvetycoveredbox,sosimilartotheonehe'dgiven

mebeforethatheldmycreditcardandthenecklace

I'venevertakenofffrommyneck.

Igaspsasheopensthebox,andthere...sitting

ominouslyoppressing,isadiamondcoated,

platinumgoldringsparklingsotemptinglyatme.

"Leyla,I'mproducingthisringuntoyourightnowas

apromise...apromisethatIwillbethereforyou

throughyourquesttofindyourdream,thatI'llbe

therenotjustasafriendtoyoubutasalover."His

voicesgoeshuskierthanitalreadywas.IthinkI

haveliterallystoppedbreathing.

"...I'llbethereremainingfaithfultoyou,observantto

yourneedsandwants,obedienttoyourdemands...



andevenifwemayarguethroughitall,atleastby

theendofhavinghadcrazymake-upsex,I'llgetto

holdyouafterwards,toreassureyouthatI'mstill

crazyoveryou."

Iletoutasplatteringlaughterthroughthetearsthat

arenowstreamingdownmyface.

"...Iwanttobeyoureverything,Leyla,toprovidefor

youandcareforyoutomakeupforalltheloss

you'vegonethrough.Iwantalifewithyou...andthis

ringrightnowstandsasapromisetothatfuture.

Whenthetimeisright,you'llhavetotellmesothatI

canproposetoyouinanywayyouwantandfinally

marryyoutomakeyoumineforever."

TheharderI'mtryingtobreathethemoreofmy

breathsarebecomingshorter."Sowhatdoyou

say?"Helooksupexpectantlyupatme,hisblue-

greyeyesglisteringslightly.



It'sthosedisarmingeyesthatcoaxtometomy

reaction.Inaflutteryofmovements,Ifindmyself

kneelinginfrontofhimandsecondslaterI'm

throwingmyselfathim.

"Iloveyoutoo.God,Iloveyousomuch..."Icryin

hisneck.

"Soisthatanassent?"Heaskstentatively,releasing

metogaugemyreaction.

"Yesitis.Iwantalifewithyou,Jeremy,thesepast

fourdaysI'vetriednottogoinsanebecauseof

missingyouthatmuch."

"Youandmeboth,mylove..."Hekissesme,pecking

mylips,chin,andmovingdowntomyneck



"...meandyouboth."Hemurmursinmyneck."I'm

sogladIfinallyletthatout.It'sbeeneatingmefor

days."

Igiggleandhesighsatthat."Iloveyou,Jeremy

Lawson."

"AndIloveyoujustasmuch,LeylaLevy,maybe

evenmore."

That'sbringsoutanothergiggle.

"Sowhatnow?"Iaskwhenhedoesn'tletmego

fromhisarms.

"Well,firstwegetupfromthefloor,weeat...go

homeandthenI'llexpresstoyoujusthowmuchI

loveyou...havemissedyouforthesepastfewdays"



IgrinathimasIlethimgetmeoffthefloor."That

soundsjustaboutfineanddandywithme."

"Iknowitdoes."Hesmirksbeforeplantinghislips

againstmyown.

"Can'twaittillwegethome."IsayasIsitdownto

myawaitingfood.

"Can'twaittillyou'remywife."Hegrinsatmefrom

theothertable.

Andalthoughhedoesn'tknowityet,Icouldn'twait

forthesamething.

.

.



.

THEEND

Goshgosh,I'mliterallysheddingtearsrightnow

Finally,thestoryisoverbutanticipateforthe

epilogue
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*7yearslater*

"Haveyoucheckedinwithsecurity?"IaskMrs

Gilbert,aquietsweetoldwoman,kindenoughto



havewantedtodothis;totakecareofthechildren

allthewaythroughtheholidays.

"Yes,"shenodsvigilantly.

"Andthefoodandpresents?Isthereenoughfor

everyone?"IaskhereventhoughImadesurethere

was,butitsalwaysgoodtodoublecheck.

"Yes,ma'am,quiteenough.Thechildrenshan'tever

behungryagain."MrsGilbertsays.

Ismile."Iknow.Ihopenot."IsayasIbegintopack

thefilesintomybriefcase.

"Letmehelpyou,ma'am."MrsGilbertoffers.And

eventhoughI'vementionedtimeandtimeforherto

stopreferringinsuchterm,shestillinsists.



However,Ihavelearnttoignoretheawkwardness

ofitandthefactthatsheisabouttwentyyears

older,soIamtheonewho'ssupposedtobecalling

herma'amnottheotherwayaround.

IletherhelppackthestuffIwillneedfornexttwo

weekholiday.Wheneveryimportantdocumenthas

beenshovedinmybriefcasealongwithpackingthe

contentswhichbelongedinmyaccessorybag,Mrs

Gilbertthenbeginstotidyupmydesk,despitemy

protests.

"Thankyou."Ireluctantlylether.Andthewoman

justsmileswarmlyatme.

"Ishouldbetheonethankingyou.Eversinceyou

camehere,alothaschangedandforthebettertoo.

GoldingsOrphanHomehasn'tbeenthismerrier

before,theexcitementralliesinthechildren,they're

verygrateful."



Igrin,herremarkfillingwithmuchwarmthinside.

Ofcourseshespeaksthetruth.WhenIwas

presentedwiththisHome,Iwasappalledatthelack

ofstaff,theimpoverishmentofthechildrenand

mostlytheconditionthebuildingwasin.

IstartedworkingonitinstantlythenextdayandI

didn'trestuntileverythingwasinset;untilImade

surethattheneedsofthechildrenwemet,aswell

asimprovingthestaffandthebuilding,because

thentheHomecouldfocusonthemoreimportant

issueandthatwasaidingthosepoor,unfortunate

children.

SotohearMrsGilbert'swords,wellshehasjust

mademydaybrighter.Iknowthetimeisn'tinmy

handsbecauseitsalmosteveningandI'mexpected

tobehomesafeandsoundforthisChristmaseve,

butIjustcan'tyetleavewithoutmakingsure

everythingwillbesetforthefortnightofmy



absence.

Ilingeralittlebitlongerinmyquaintbutwarm

smallofficegiftedtomebySirLordGoldinghimself,

thefounderofthisestablishment.Heisoneofthe

mostrespectedmanwhosephilanthropichearthas

himdoingallthingsforthegoodofothers.Since

hisretirement,he'sspenthistimededicatedin

openingandcreatingcharitiesworksallaroundthe

globe,forthebenefitsofchildren.

That'swherehemetJeremy,atoneofthesocial

events.SinceIgraduatedcollegefewyearsback,I

havehadmyheartsetonchildren.Forthefew

monthsaftermygraduation,Ihaddecidedtoteach

preschoolchildren,butsoonhadtoquittheposition

whenIfellpregnant.ThatwaswhenIdecidedfrom

thenon,Iwouldbeadedicatedmother.

Ididn'twantanannypriortoJeremy'sinsistence,I

wantedtoexperiencemotherhoodandallofitsup



anddowns.SoIquitworkforawhileandbecamea

temporaryhousewife,untillastmonthwhenJeremy

toldmeaboutSirLordGoldingsandhowhewas

lookingforsomeonetorejuvenateoneofhisHome

sinceithadbecomeneglectedwhentheprevious

managerhadquit.

ThehomehadbeenneglectedforayearwithoutSir

LordGoldings'sknowledgesincehewasoutofthe

countrywithotherprojects.Whenhereturnedand

foundout,well,let'ssayhewasn'ttoohappyabout

it.

Jeremytoldhimaboutme,andonethingledto

anotherandsohereIam:themanagerofthishome.

Jeremyknowsaboutmydreamtohavemyown

Homesandsohethoughtthiswillbeagreat

experiencebeforehecouldactuallygiftmewithmy

veryown.

EventhoughheconsistentlyacknowledgeshowI



amverymuchcapableofhandlingeverything,Istill

wanttoexperiencehandlingitfirst.ThisHome,at

first,provedtobeachallengebutbytheloveI

continuedtogetfromthestaffandchildren,wellI

ambecomingtooattachedtowanttoleaveit.

"Ma'am,itshalfpastsix."MrsGilbertpullsmeout

ofmyreverie.Iinstantlysnaptoattentionand

inwardlycussatthetime.

Givingheronelastgoodbye,Iheadoutofmyoffice,

greetedandfarewellbyafewstaffIhappentopass

byandthenIexisttheHome,smilingatthenew

rejuvenatedbuildingasImakeformycaratthe

parkinglot.

IlocatemyFerrari,oneofmymanygiftsfrommy

dotinghusband,Jeremy.Thiscarhadbeenmy

nineteenthbirthdaygift.ThefirstbirthdayIspent

withhim,alsothefirstbirthdayIactuallyfeltwasa

trulycelebratedbirthday.



AsIdrivemyoldcar,feelingwhimsicalaboutit,I

recountthepastsevenyearsofmylifewithJeremy.

Boy,hasitbeenalongrollercoasterride.I

rememberhispromise,andIsmileasIremember

howhardhetrulytriedtogivemespaceinsteadof

demandingmetomarryhiminstantly.Ihadworked

foramonthatMillie'sbeforequittingtoenrolin

college,allbyJeremy'sinfluenceofcourse.

Thosecollegeyearswerethehardones:even

thoughthecollegewasthebestinthestatewe

werein,Jeremystilldidn'tlikethehoursof

separation.IhadinsistedatfirstthatIdrive

everydaymyselfforahundredmilesbuthedidn't

seetheendofit.HepracticallyhadMitchgluedto

mycareverymorningforthejourney.

Withthatarrangementfinallysettled,thenext



problemwascompromisingthehoursIspentat

schoolaswellaswithhim.ThatwaswhenJeremy

hauntinglydecidedtorentanapartmentnearthe

schoolforus,sincehecouldn'tstandonlyhaving

meatnightandnotallday,becausewithinthose

night,Iwouldbetiredfromtheworkandthefour

hourdriveofgoingandcomingbackfromthe

college.

AsIrecallthis,mygrinspreadsonmyface.I

probablylooklikeanidiotgrinningtomyselfinmy

car.Wehadcelebratedourfirstyearanniversary

togetherinthatapartmentherented.Itwasthat

firstyearwhenJeremybegantobemuchinsistent

onusmarrying.Ofcourse,hetriedtokeeptohis

promisethatIwouldbetheonetotellhimwhenI

wasready,butitneverstoppedhimfromgrumbling

andnagginguntilIfinallyconsented.

Wemarriedaftersixmonthsofourfirstanniversary

inJeremy'soldhome.Ofcourse,itwasDoreen's



influencetocoerceusintousingthehouseforthe

ceremony.ShemadeallthearrangementsandI

nevercomplainedthroughitall,Iwasactuallyglad

someonewoulddoallthedirtywork.

Sowehadasmallceremonywithfewofourfriends

towitnessit.Juliehadbeenmymaidofhonour

sinceourfriendshipblossomedintomorelikebeing

sistersratherthanclosefriends:Iadoredherand

sheme.Hilly,EffieandafewfriendsIhadmadeat

collegehadinsistedbeingthebridesmaids.

Matthewhadbeenthebestman.Onceboth

brothershadfinallysatdowntogetherandtalked

aftersomanyyears,theybecamevirtually

inseparableafterwards.Doreenhasbeenso

gratefultomeeversince.

MostofJeremy'sfriendswerepresentandsinceI

hadonlymyfellowwaitressesandmycollege

friends,theceremonyhadbeenmostlydominated



byhugenamesandfaceswhichyouonlysawin

magazinesandtelevision.

Wespentourhoneymoontravellingthecontinents

ofEurope,AsiaandsomepartsofAfrica.Soit

virtuallybecameathreemonthhoneymoon.After

longnightsinvariouspartsoftheworld,wecouldn't

waittogetbackhomeandfinallystartourlife

togetherasmanandwife.

Lifefromthenonhasn'tbeensweeter.Even

throughoccasionalvolcanosandearthquakesin

ourrelationship,Ifindmyselfevenmoreatbliss

withmylife.Eachday,I'mmoresurprisedathow

muchIstillgrowtolovemyhusbandandourlittle

family.

AsIpulluntoafamiliarroad,thatsamegiddiness

returnstomeeverytimeIthinkofhome.



Withthesecuritykey,Iopenupthegatesthatwill

leadmetothesmallroadsurroundedbyubiquitous

armyofnowsnowcoatedtrees,drapedwith

Christmaslights.IdrivethisarchringedroaduntilI

spotthemansionIhadfirstbeenintroducedtothat

onenightJeremyhadturnedmylifearound,the

nightafterfindingoutthatMatthewwashisbig

brother.

ThosewerebittersweetdayswhereIwasfullof

anxietyformyfutureandyethereIam;nowparking

behindthelinesofcarsIknowbelongtomyfamily

andfriends.IgointothehousethatInowcallmy

own.

However,beforeIenterthemansion,Istandinthe

snowandglanceatthewindowwhichshowsoneof

thelivingroomparlours...andboyisitoccupied.

Bythehugecouchsitsfamiliarfaces,Jackand

Nicoleareamongstthepartyinthecouch.The



sightofthemremindsofthosedayswhenIfirstgot

toknowJeremy.IrememberthehostilityNicolehad

givenmeatfirstmeetingsinceshe'dbeenfriends

withJeremy'spreviouslover,Cassie--Lordknows

whateverhappenedtoher.ButaccordingtoNicole

shehadfledthestateswithanewlover;shehas

ceasedtohearfromher,butIdoubtNicoleisgoing

torehashthatrelationshipwithher.

IspotafewofJeremy'sclosebusinessfriendsor

shouldIsayhis'Buddies'.Fourofthemaresitting

bytheothercouchobviouslydiscussingbusiness.

Matthewisamongstthepartyandhelooksonthe

menwithaseriousface.

Sincetheturn-aroundofJeremyandMatthew's

relationship,JeremyhastriedtoletMatthewinto

thecompanybutofcourse,Matthewstillhasno

interestinrunningtheLawsonEmpire.Ifoundout

oncethatMatthewhadgraduatedwithadegreein

constructionandengineeringandifhewasnot



runninghisrestaurant,hewasworkingonadapting

hisownConstructioncompany.

Hestartedthebusinessafewmonthsback.Sohim,

rightnow,sittingwiththosemen,wellittellsme

he'stakingafewpointersfromthem,eventhough

hiscompanyiskickingwell,priortohisknown

name.

Ithenspotagroupofwomenonthefarcornerof

theroombytheChristmastree.Thethrongconsists

ofmygirls.ThefriendsImadeatcollegewhohave

stuckbymesince.Ofcourseoneofthemactually

possessesabignamefromhermaritalstatusto

oneJeremy'sbuddyhere.Julieisamongstthem

too,beingtheobviousspectator.There'salsoanew

partyinthegroup,Matthew'sgirlfriend.

IsurveyJulie'sattitudeandyes,mybestfriendis

friendlytowardsthepoorgirl.JulieandMathewhad

datedsevenyearsagoonlyfortwoweeksandit



hadbecomeobviousthatitwouldn'tworkoutwhen

thetworealisedtheyweretwocompletelydifferent

people,wantingdifferentthings.Theyhadparted

waysinfriendlyterms.

Matthewhashadastringofonandoffsdateswith

countlesswomen,ofcoursethatwasuntilhefinally

methismatchayearortwo,maybethreeyears

back.Andsincethen,I'veneverseenhimmore

loyaltohiswomanuntilshecamealong.Buthow

theirrelationshipcameabout?...Wellit'stheirstory

totell.

.

.

.
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Iwatchfromthewindowasthegroupadmireand

gushoverthedecorations.Thenfinally,Ispot

Doreenseatedoverbythecouchnearthefireplace,

inherlapsheholdsalittleboyofalmostthree

yearsofagewithhugeblueeyesandchubby

cheeks,adazzlingtoothygrinwasspreadonhis

littleface.Inherlap,theboysitsquietlybutrestless

ashewatchesthefirewithwondering,curiouseyes.

Doreensmilesadoringlyathimandshestrokeshis

maneofcurlychestnutbrownhairandkisseshim



fromnowandthen.

Myheartlurches,butIshakemyheadindisbeliefat

thesightIsee.HowDoreenhasmanagetotame,

theusuallywildandboisterousboy,whonowsitsin

tranquillitybyherlapremainsawondertome.

Asmyeyesrackatthesightofmyfamilyand

friends,Ibeginstrainingmynecktolookintothe

wholeroomsoIcanfinallycatchsightoftheonly

personIreallywanttoseeaftersuchalongday.I

becomedisappointedbyeachpassingsecond

whenIdon'tcatchthefamiliardarkbluegreyeyes--

theeyesthathaveneverfailedtodisarmmeever

since--andthefamiliarfeaturesofafacewhose

foreheadisnowcoveredbylonglocksofchestnut

brownhair,whichinmyopinionareneededtobe

cutverysoon.

"Areyougoingtostandthere,gazingthroughthe

windowlikeaneavesdropperorareyougoingto



finallyturnawayandentertheden,MrsLawson?"

Thatsamedeepsultryvoicethatchurnsand

wrecksmyinsidesintomush,breaksthesilenceof

thenight.

Myeyesinstantlydarttowardsthevoiceandthe

instanttheydo,theymeetthosedisarmingeyes

thatholdandtrapmygaze.Iwatchasthefigure

risesfromtheswingseatlocatedneartheporch

andbeginstojourneytowardsme.

Aftersevenyears,itstillamazeshowhecanstill

lookthesamewithoutanytraceagingnorany

changefromthesamestrong,confidentstancehe

alwayshas.Hewalksovertomeuntilhestandstall

anderectbeforeme.Hisshadowcastingoverme

fromtheporchlight.Thehugecoathe'swearing

managestohidehowwelldefinedhetrulyisunder

it.

"Goodevening,MrsLawson."Hegreetsmeformally



likehehasbeforeeversinceweexchangedour

vows.Andsowiththisusualgreeting,Ireplywith

myveryown.

"Goodevening,MrLawson."

Hegrinsatthis,thehandsathissidetwitchingto

touchmebutherefrains."You'refinallyhome,well

aftercurfewagainasusual."Eventhoughhis

remarkismeanttorebuking,thegrinstillremainsin

hisfeatures.

"I'mnotalwaysthatlate."Iprotest,tryingtoputona

frownwhichultimatelyfailssincehisgrinis

infectious.

"Ihadtomakesurethatarrangementsforthe

children'sthisholidaywillbeextraspecialfor

them."Iargue.



"Yes,Iknow.TheoneofmanytraitsIloveabout

you."Hishandreachesouttoreturnafreetendrilof

hairbackbehindmyear.Thecontactmakesmy

heartjoltandmyskintinglefromwherehetouches

me.

"Now,tellmewhatwereyoudoing,spyingbythe

window?"Heasks,thebluegreyofhisirisdancing

withcuriousamusement.

Itakenoteofhowhehasn'tremovedhishandfrom

myface,hisfingersnowtracemycheek.Ileanmy

facetowardsthehand,closingmyeyes.

"Iwasn'tspying."Ireplyhim,openingmyeyesto

meethis.

"Thenwhatwereyoudoing?"Hisvoiceislacedwith

curiosity.



"Simplyacknowledgingthefortunethatismyfamily

andfriends."Itellhim,smilingasmyhandfindshis

otherhandandmyfingersinstantlyinterlockswith

his,findingthatIcannotrefrainfromtouchinghim.

Ialwayscravedcontactwithhimespeciallyaftera

longday.Hiseyesradiatewarmthashegazesat

me,hisfingersmovingtotracemylips.

"Andwhatdoyoumakeofthisfortune?"Heasks.

"OhIamverymuchfortunateindeed.Icouldn't

haveaskedforamoregloriouslifethantheonemy

dearhusbandhasgivenme."Igrinathim.

Hechucklessoftly,thesoundchoosingto

reverberatedowntowardsmynowchurninginsides.

ThisdoseofdesireIinstantlyfeelmakesmeshift

closertohim.



Hewelcomesmybodybydrapinganarmaround

mywaist,whilsttheothermovesfrommyfaceto

holdandcaressthebackofmyneck.

"Hesoundslikeacharmingman,thishusbandof

yours."Hesmirks.

"Oh,heis.He'salsohandsometooinroguishsort

ofway.ButwhatIlovemostabouthimishisheart

andhowmuchithastooffer."Ismirkbackathim.

"Ah,wifeofmine,youwoundme."Hefrowns

mockingly.

"Woundyou?How?"

"Bymakingmeloveyouevenmore,Ididn'tknow

thatmyheartcanhavethismuchloveforaperson."



"ThenIshallhavetohealandreassureitthatit's

notaloneinthataspectoflovingsomeonesomuch

itpracticallyhurts."Myvoicebecomesasofthusk

becausehehasabruptlydrawnmeclosertowards

him;hisfaceisnowinchesfrommine.

"Leyla,I'vemissedyoualldayandIhaven'tbeen

aloneinthat."

"I'vemissedyoutoo,I'vemissedall--"

Idon'tgettofinishmysentencebecausesuddenly

hecan'twaitanylongertokissme.Theinstanthe

does,completeblisswashesoverme.Iclosemy

eyesandwrapmyarmsaroundhimtokisshim

backwithequalfervour.

Weremaininthisintimateembraceforawhileuntil

thecoldwindbeginstotakeitstollbywaftingits

bitterbiteatus.Weinstantlyruntothehouse,



kissingbrieflyliketeenagersatthenowcloseddoor

beforeenteringintothecompanyofothers,we

knowoncewearethere,wewon'thavethischance

againuntildeepinthenightandit'snotalways

guaranteedthatwewillhaveitalltoourselves

dependingifourlittleboywillreallysleeptonight.

Speakingofwhich,theinstantmypresenceis

knownamongthepartyintheparlour,everyone

greetsmewarmlywithhugsandsomewithnods

butthemostboisterousofallisthatofmybabyboy.

OnceherealisesthatI'mintheroom,hestruggles

outofhisNana'slapandtrudgesovertomeina

flurryofactivitythatonlyatwoandthreequarter

yearoldcanmanagetoachieve.

Igrinattherunningboyandkneeldowntomeet

himandheflingshimselfatme,screaming,

"Mommy!Mommyisback!"



"Hey,babyboy."Isay,liftinghimup,grinningathim

asIshowerhisfacewithkisses.

Hegrinstoo,butthenhesays,"Gross,mommy,"as

herubsmylipstickoffhisfaceinwhichthewhole

partyeruptswithlaughter.

"Imissyou."Icannotresistkissinghischubby

cheeksagain.

Hegigglesandthistimehekissesmeback.

Lookingathim,withthosebrightblueeyesheonly

couldhaveinheritedfromhisgrandfatherandthat

stunningbabygrinwhichmanagedtomeltyour

hearteverytimeyoulookedathim,hewasthe

exactreplicaofhisfather.

Imoveovertoavacantarmchairandsitmyselfon

itwithmyboyonmylap.Onceweareseatedhe



thenbeginstellingmeallabouthisday;Where

'nana'tookhim;whathedidwith'UncleMattie';how

hegottowrappresentswith'AuntJuyie";whathe

and'Daddy'did;allthewayuptomeetingeveryone

here.

Ilistenattentively,puttingmyremarksintheright

place,kissinghishair,soothinghimaswellas

tellinghimaboutmydaywhenhehaddemanded

metodoso.Heisalmostthreeandmybabyboy

notonlyresembleshisfatherbuthe'sjustlikehim

ineveryway.

Myeyesdartinsearchofthemanhimself,andI

findhimconversingwithhisbuddies.Helooksback

atmetheinstantmyeyesfindhim.Igrinathimand

hehasthatsamelookofadorationandaweashe

watchesbothmeandhissonconverse.

It'safterawhileofseatingwithhimthatIthen

realisetheexcitementofthedayhasbeentoo



muchformypoorboy.Hiseyesstartdroppingand

hisheadrestedatmychestbeginsfallingtoone

side.Ilaughtomyself,adjustinghimasIstandup

frommyseatwithintentiontoputhimtosleep.

"Nowonderhe'sbeenupandrunningallday,

entertainingusinyourplace,"Juliecommentswith

agrinonherfaceasIpassmyfriendsforabrief

chatandwishthemamerryChristmaseve.

IwisheveryoneamerryChristmaseveandthen

finallymakeleave,withmylittlemaninarmstohis

room.

Hisfatherfollowsme,notwantingtomissthedaily

routineofputtinghimtobed.Jeremytakeshim

frommyarmsandtogetherweheadupstairstohis

roomwhereweplacehiminhiscot.

ThesoonerJeremyputshimdown,mylittleman



springsawakenotwantingtomisstheday,buthis

fathersootheshimtosleeppromisinghimanother

dayfullofbountifulplayfullness.

Agrinplastersonmyface,myheartdoingitsusual

dancewhenIwatchfatherandsonbondtogether.

Afterafewminutesofcooingourboy,hefinally

succumbstosleep.Jeremyturnsthebabymonitor

onandtogetherwesilentlyclosethedoor.As

Jeremyturnstome,hehasahugegrinonhisface.

"Hewoundsmetoo,everytimewithpride."Hesays.

Ilaughathisremark,hittinghisarminmock

scolding.

"Ilovehimsomuch,Leyla,evenwhenhethrows

thosetantrumsofhis.Todayhasbeenlifeaffirming

forthebothofus."Jeremytakesmeinhisarms

andinstantlyleansdowntolevelwithme.



Irejoiceinhiswords,feelingasifIcanflapmy

wingslikeaproudmotherhen."Heislifechanging,

isn'the?"

"Morethanso,Ican'tbelieveintwomonthshe'llbe

three.Sometimes,heactslikeathreeyearoldbut

mosttimesit'sasifyou'retalkingtoanactual

intellectualadultwhohashisownopinions."

Jeremyshakeshishead.

"Well,hegetshisintelligencefromhisfather."I

comment.

Jeremybreathesinsharplybeforekissingme."I

canneverthankyou,Leylaforgivingmehim,for

givingmeafamily;itmakesmeanticipateforthe

futureinamorehopefulway."

Icannotcontainmygrin."AndIthankyoufor



keepingtoyourpromisethatfirstyear,thenfor

beingtooimpatienttomarryme.Thankyoufor

beingtherewithme,Jeremy,throughtheupsand

thedowns,thegoodandbad.Thankyou,forgiving

meeverythingIcouldeverwantandneed,forgiving

methislife,forgivingmeafamilywhenI'dnever

hadonebefore."Ikisshischeek,followedbythe

cornerofhismouth,thenhislips.

Hekissesmeback,desperately,asifhe'sastarved

manseekingforbread.

"ForyouLeyla,everything."Hiseyesshindownat

me."Ivowedtogiveyoutheworld,remember?"

IgiggleasIhughim,myfacepressinginhischest

tofeelhisthuddingheartechoingmyownpacing

beat.

"Butyouhavegivenmetheworld,"Itellhim.



Ifeelhissmileashepresseshislipsinmyhair."I

betterhave,becauseyoudeserveitall...nowlet's

goandentertainourfriendsandfamily,likegood

hostsweare."

Igiggleagain.

"Iloveyou,mywife."Hegrinsashereleasesme

fromourembrace,bothofhishandsnowdrawing

myfacetohis.

"AndIyou,myhusband."

Andwesealthiswithonelongendearingkiss.

.
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THEEND.
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