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  Chapter One

The Break-up 


AS LONG AS I can remember, I have never had a problem with Thursdays. It’s not Friday, but it’s close. You’re still in the tunnel, but you can see the light. There are pretty good shows on TV, too. 
Thursdays were nice until last Thursday. I wouldn't say I like Thursdays now.  
“You’re leaving me? Why?” I asked in disbelief. 
“I found someone else,” Daniel said abruptly, without emotion. “I don’t want to get into a big scene right now, Caprice. I know this is coming at you fast and hard, and you’re caught completely off-guard, but I want you out of the apartment in a week.” 
Before I even got in a what-the-fuck, he exited out the door like a scared little cheating rabbit. 
I stood alone in our shared apartment for the last eight months. Okay, we were not married yet, but it felt like a marriage to me. I might have said yes if he had asked me to marry him. I thought he was the perfect match for me, but I was not. He was strong and tall and, up until now, good-hearted. Daniel is smart, too, which is an attractive and rare feature in men. Daniel’s intelligence was captivating, but it didn’t always extend to the bedroom—I suppose you can't always have it all. I loved him, and that’s not always easy for me to say. 
Why didn’t he feel the same way about me? 
I’m sure he did eventually, but when did he stop loving me? I was not ready for this. I needed to wake up and start this day over with Daniel kissing me good morning and nothing but the future to look forward to. This isn’t happening.  
Sigh…shit  
This was happening. 
I sat on the couch, the first piece of furniture we picked out together. 
What am I going to do now? What did I do? Why is he doing this to me? Hundreds of questions were swimming in my head as tears fell from my eyes and spilled onto my cheeks. 
I needed to deal with the practical for the moment, not the emotional wounds that will be around for the next decade or so.  
I really need to keep all my jobs now that they have to pay for my existence. Rather than sharing it with someone, I must stand alone. All four of my jobs are part-time and nothing to be excited about, but they work with my class schedule—and that is priceless. I am no longer part of a couple, half of a whole, and neither are my bills.  
Since Daniel decided to fuck with my status quo in the middle of the semester, finding a vacancy in the dorms may not be the easiest thing. Is it wrong for me to hope that maybe some other couple’s world came crashing down around them, leaving an empty bed somewhere? Just like mine… 
If I must find a place off campus, I will also have to find a job that pays more than a part-time salary, or I’m screwed. One of my best friends, Dawn, has been bragging about a new job. I will bribe her with pizza and beer to see if she can throw me a bone with her new boss. However, first, it’s off to the University BookStore and my boss, Mike. Not all the people working at the bookstore are complete dicks, but Mike is. He is the manager and always reminds me about that fact. 
Shortly after I started working there, he asked me out, and I said no because I was dating Daniel. I thought he was used to being shot down by the female species and would just blow it off and move on, but no. Ever since then, my job at the bookstore has been hell. I really wish Mike would get a life instead of making mine miserable, especially today. Mike is a senior this year, getting a bachelor’s in business with a minor in Philosophy, and the math told me that made him a first-class ass clown. 
When I got there, it didn’t take long for me to realize that Mike was being a particularly nasty pain in the ass, and the fact that I was dumped today will not help me keep my calm around my boss.  
First, we got a shipment of school supplies—pens, pencils, paper, and all the tools of higher learning, and they came with a display that was to be set up the way the supply company wanted. I found a spot to put everything together, and when I was two minutes from being done, Mr. Supervisor told me in a voice loud enough for the customers and people in the halls outside the store to hear that it was set up wrong. Why did Mike have to pick this day to mess with me? When I finished the display the way he wanted it, which looked completely ridiculous, Mike yelled at me again because it looked completely ridiculous and said I should feel stupid for not being able to follow the directions provided. I needed Mike to stow his crap and let me be. Maybe he would be nicer if I told him Daniel and I broke up. 
Later, when I saw him coming out of the back room, I noticed all the pens in Mike’s lame pocket protector were red, the bright red that highlights critical mistakes, like forgetting to hide Mike’s favorite candy behind all the others so it wouldn’t sell out. Then he took out this lime green calculator with scientific keys that impressed the freshman girls— even though he had no idea how to use them—and counted the money in the cash register, including the pennies, every fifteen minutes. It was then I figured his mother must have found Mike’s dirty magazines last night, and he had to blame someone. 
Yes, Mike still lived at home. Even though he told everyone it was because he spent all his time in the basement, it was like he had his own place. I don’t know; maybe his cousin Bertha refused to go out with him again.   
Damn! He wasn’t going to ease up, was he?  
Either way, I couldn't do anything right for him. Now he wanted me to take down all the books from the top two bookshelves to dust them off and look at the cash register at the same time. 
When someone came in, I was pulling the books down from the shelves while looking at the romance section and trying not to completely lose it. Mike was hiding in the usual place, behind the shelf with the Human Sexuality textbooks, yelling at me to get to the cash register. I managed to run to the customer with a smile pasted on my face that wouldn’t fool a child. Once I sold him a pencil and gave him change for a twenty so he could continue “studying” down the arcade hall, I returned to the bookshelves.  After about an hour of running back and forth, the practical part of me who needed the money lost the battle with the bitch in me, and I gave up. 
“Mike, I can't do both,” I told him. 
“Well, if you want your job, you will,” he said in an I-am-your-commanding-officer voice. “And if necessary, you will stay late to finish without overtime.” 
I slammed four heavy Quantum Physics books to the floor and gave Manager Mike a glare with an angry fire in my eyes that could make a brave man cower, and a coward like Mike piss himself. I backed him up into a stack of “Bengal Booster” t-shirts. Now Mike was giving me a scared shitless look.  “Mike, since I am certain that you don’t have anything to do tonight but take your right hand out on a date, you can do the shelves yourself. I quit!” I turned and stomped out the door. 
I decided to deal with not having a fourth job tomorrow. I looked at the time and decided to lose myself in a movie before returning to deal with Daniel. 
When I bought my ticket for the action movie currently playing at the Bengal Theater, I hoped the explosions would help deal with my frustrations and take my mind off of my misery. I walked in, and sitting half-way down the aisle was the source of my bad day—Daniel. I was hoping for not the lonely Daniel, but the Daniel with a beautiful brunette wrapped in his arms. That cocksucker! Is this the bimbo he left me for? 
I had seen her with him before when they did a research project together last semester. My heart started racing, and I was shaking when I ran out into the lobby, my tears returning. I couldn’t believe the nerve of that prick. We just broke up! 
I don’t understand how Daniel could have replaced me like that, with no more thought than replacing a light bulb that works with another light bulb that also works—but looks sluttier. I felt discarded and all wrapped up in a sense of betrayal. 
Instead of sticking around or confronting him, I headed out into the dark night. I slowly walked across the partly lit quad across Idaho State University wondering how my love life— well, my life, managed to fall apart so quickly.  I headed back to Daniel’s apartment. Not our apartment. Not our home. I didn’t know if he would return tonight, but I couldn’t let him see me like this. Okay, this is fucking ridiculous! The hell with Daniel, breaking up with me just like that, no explanation, “You need to leave.”  
I had to look for a new job and a place to live. This day had not turned out the way I thought it…huh? That’s weird. I suddenly felt like I was forgetting something really important.  

      [image: image-placeholder]The following day, Daniel had not yet returned to the apartment. Chicken shit. I didn’t sleep well so I wasn’t exactly bright-eyed and bushy-tailed, not that I ever am early in the day. 
Mornings and I haven’t gotten along since I stopped watching Saturday morning cartoons.  
I dragged myself out of the sack with the attitude that there was no possible right side of the bed to get up on. I was off to my first class with all the enthusiasm of a slug on downers.  
My first class was Anthropology, which I liked except for the walk to the Rendezvous building. From where my apartment is, it’s only two blocks, but when you’re in a pissy mood, you want to kick the ass of anyone who walks in front of you. I quickly stopped in the girls’ room to see if I still looked like a puppet from a Tim Burton movie when I saw a Roommate Wanted notice on the bulletin board for Stevenson Dorms. The rent was in my price range, in other words, low. I grabbed my cell phone and called Sara, the person looking for a roommate, and left a message, hoping she didn’t have a fixation on cute animal posters. This is because I couldn’t bear the thought of competing with my Pooh and his friends from the Hundred-Acre Wood. After getting off the phone without sounding too desperate, I headed into Anthropology.  
Being dumped tends to force one into a state of personal reflection, which takes precedence over the study of Primitive Tribal Rituals. I haven’t heard a word Professor Henderson has said since I arrived. Instead, I started watching the B-movie that is my life and gave up trying to focus in class. 
School, in general, has not always been my strongest area of expertise. I thought paying attention in high school was a waste of time. I mean, not really, but well, yeah…it was. I always brought notes home saying, "Cat doesn't apply herself, and Cat is sleeping in class." It wasn't until my parents tag-teamed me that I started doing my homework, and I really surprised myself. I even did well on my SATs.  
Believe it or not, I thought about the military for about two point-five seconds. I don't particularly appreciate getting up early in the morning. I've changed my major five times, and I still don't know what I want to do. I thought if I got through the introductory coursework, I’d have it figured out by now. I’m a Psychology major now, but I want a degree in the Arts— Interior Design to be specific. I love getting a blank room and decorating it. 
The hard part is getting my parents to help me pay for school. My parents are divorced, but—unlike some divorced parents who compete for their children’s love by spoiling them—my parents fight over who will get stuck with the tab instead. The problem is, I can't stand to be with either one of them. They both drive me crazy. I hate their games. They are still fighting over me like a piece of furniture, or a dog they once owned. I don't know why they won't just help me, or at least give me a little support with my decisions.  
My best friend, Geri Lynn Edwards, on the other hand, has known what she was going to be since she was five years old. She always wanted to be Lois Lane, a reporter at the Times. I know Lois Lane didn't work at the Times, but you get my point. She wants to be a reporter, not 
Superman’s bitch. She is currently working on a story about a prostitution ring at the university. Pocatello, Idaho, is a small conservative town, so I really can't see a prostitution ring here, but I'm not the one writing the story. Geri is five foot three, a tiny ball of fire who wants to get noticed, either by her three-inch heels or her headlines.  
I’ve never really understood her motivation to stand out. She has light brown hair and blue eyes. She’s not overweight, but she does have meat on her, which gives her sensual curves. I think it makes her look sexy. She thinks she needs to go on a diet to look good. Thin is overrated.  
My other best friend, Dawn, is in the same boat I'm in. Dawn wants to be a teacher, but finding money for school is hard. Dawn was taking odd jobs like I did to make ends meet—that is, until she came back for the fall with everything paid for. All she’s willing to reveal is that she found a job that requires her to work only twice a week and still make good money. 
I'll talk to her later about it. Maybe there’s something to that prostitution ring story Geri is working on after all.     
Five minutes before class ended, I was brought out of my self-imposed exile to memory lane when my cell phone went off. Seems I forgot to silence it. Shit shit shit. I vainly attempted to muffle the Katy Perry ringtone and ran through the classroom door. I hit the answer button and said. “Hello,” in a less than friendly tone.  
“Is this Caprice, the one interested in sharing an apartment?” asked a bright female voice.
“Yes, and this is Sara, I guess. When can I see it?” I said enthusiastically.  
“My next class is at two, but any time before then will be fine. I need the rent for the rest of the semester paid up front,” Sara said.  
I thought about it, and desperation won out. “I can do that.” My response was as much of a question as an answer. I can do it if I take all my savings, leaving me nothing in the way of cash until my next paycheck, which I don’t get for another two weeks.  
“Great, what time would you like to meet?” she asked happily.  
“I have to meet friends in an hour, so the sooner the better,” I answered.  
“I’ll meet you in fifteen minutes, Stevenson Hall, room six one four.”  
“See you then,” I said eagerly heading out of the Rendezvous Center. I started hiking up the hill to the dorms with my fingers crossed. I need this to work out. 
Can I afford to do this? Do I have a choice? Why is Daniel doing this, the complete dickhead? These questions kept swirling around in my head, again and again which does nothing to help me take my mind off of my problems as I make my way up to the dorm. I headed into the building and up the stairs when I realized that Dawn’s room was on the same floor, and Geri’s was two floors below me. This may work after all... 
There was a redhead with more than a few freckles waiting on the sixth floor. “Are you Caprice?” Sara asked.  
“Yes I am, and that would make you Sara?” I said, shaking her hand.  
“Guilty. There is something I need to point out right away,” Sara said with nervous concern. “I moved in with my boyfriend a few weeks ago, and I need a roommate to help keep up appearances. As far as my parents are concerned, I’m a chaste girl still living in the dorms. They would freak out if they found out their little girl had shacked-up with a boy. They make up some excuse to visit once a month, but they’re really checking to make sure I’m not drunk off my ass, or living in sin. You know the typical nightmares that all parents of college children have.”  
“I think I get it.” I totally did. 
“My last roommate was on parent watch until her parents found out what she was doing for me. They told her I was a bad influence, and since they’re paying her bills, I am now looking for a new roommate. I hope that will be you,” Sara said eagerly.  
We walked into the room, and I took a quick tour. Not a bad place, two beds, two dressers, a restroom, and a roommate who is hardly ever there. “This will work.”  
“Good, when do you want to move in?” Sara asked with the giddiness of a, well, schoolgirl.  
“The sooner the better,” I said. “I just have to walk to the bank and get the money.”  
“You bank at the credit union down the street too?” Sara asked. “Can I walk with you?” 
“Sure.” Maybe she’s afraid that I’ll change my mind between here and the bank.  
We walked for a while in silence, but I knew she had a question she was dying to ask. Her curiosity finally got the best of her.  
“Why do you need a place so fast?” she queried.  
“Boyfriend trouble,” I admitted.  
“Sorry,” she said genuinely. 
We spent the rest of the walk discussing my new lack of a love life, and how big of an asshole my new ex-boyfriend is. Once we walked to the credit union and through the long line of broke college students, I withdrew enough cash to make my new roomy happy. After a quick review of my new balance, or lack thereof, my financial reality came crashing down around me. 
“That son-of-a-bitch!” 
“Problem?” Sara asked.  
“That cocksucker.” I exclaimed.  
“The ex?” Sara guessed accurately.  
“That sorry-eyed sack of shit!” I went on. 
“Okay, Caprice honey,” Sara said, putting her hand on my shoulder. “You are making the tellers nervous.”  
Sara managed to get me out of the bank before I started breaking things around me. “He didn’t just kick me out. He pulled practically all the money out of the account, and all of it was mine! Why did I even put him on my account?”  
“Do you want this money back?” Sara offered kindly.  
“No…at least not yet,” I told her. “Thanks though. I have a friend that I need to see about another job. Let me check with her first, right after I go back in there, apologize to everyone, and change my account number.” I wonder what else Daniel had fucked over, and how long he’s been doing it to me? I’m really not looking forward to the lunch time conversation with my friends about all the recent events in my life. They knew Daniel was a shit heel from the beginning. Don’t you hate it when your friends are right, and you don't listen to them? Hopefully, after the first few hundred I-told-you-so’s they’ll get tired and we can talk about gleeful forms of revenge.  
Before the bite to eat and the biting sarcasm that I knew was coming, I ran back to my ex-place to pick up some of my things and put them in my car, my all-too-small wardrobe, before Daniel Dickhead sold it. I also picked up my bath stuff from the crapper. I left the place and stopped by to get Geri before I was off to the Inquisition to have some crow with a side of curly fries.  
Dawn was waiting for us at the table. Fortunately, the conversation started out with her classes and her new job. The first thing I noticed about Dawn when I first met her was her blue eyes, bright sky blue. You wouldn't believe it. It’s her eyes that first catch people’s attention, so I'll admit that she is gorgeous. I'm not gay or anything, but it’s hard to be friends with someone that attractive. I sat down at the table, right between my two buds.  
“You’re not eating anything? Are you dieting?” Geri asked.  
“No, I'm not really hungry today,” I said. The real reason being I couldn't afford the luxury of school and food at the same time anymore.  
“Twilight has always been my time of the day. When the sky is painted like an artist’s canvas with reds and golds. This is the time when the night comes alive again,” Dawn said.  
“Are you okay, Dawn?” I asked.  
“Where in the world did you get that from, Dawn?” Geri inquired.  
“Julian told it to me,” Dawn said dreamily. Julian, of course. I have never met Julian, but if all the hype about him is true, I can understand why Dawn wants to be with him. “So, who wants to check out the new club in town,” Geri asked. 
“What new club?” I asked.   
“This guy in my class told me about this new exclusive club opening tonight,” Geri said. “It’s called the Bloody Rose, it’s a Goth club. It opens tonight and, being the grand opening, they promised to pull out all the stops.”  
“I'll go if Caprice goes. Will Julian be there?” Dawn asked.  
“I'll go on three conditions,” I said, “One. you introduce me to the amazing Julian. Two, tell me about the new job you acquired that you’re keeping under wraps. And three, you buy the tequila. Oh, and don’t let me do anything or anyone stupid.”  
“That’s four conditions, and Julian is not just a guy,” Dawn said.  
“Well, what is he then, a god?” I asked sarcastically.  
“I'll show you who Julian is and tell you about the job after you go to the club with me,” Dawn answered.  
“Okay, I'll go. What’s the cover?” I asked.  
“Nothing. Drinks are on the house tonight, and they have free food,” Geri said.  
“So, we’re back to three conditions,” I stood up. “I'm in.”  
“Where are you going?” Geri asked.  
“I need to move the rest of my things out of my apartment.”  
“Why are you moving your things out?” Dawn asked with excitement. ‘Oh my God, you did it. You broke up with the bastard. It’s about fucking time.”  
“I didn’t break up with him,” I said and sat back down reluctantly. Here comes the talk and the I-told-you-so’s.  
“No fucking way, Daniel broke up with you?” Dawn asked in disbelief.  
“Yes,” I said with a touch of humiliation, and to add to that feeling, the phone rang. It was Daniel. I could tell because my ringtone was our love song—Two is Better than One.  
“What! I know what you did to my account, you little bastard!” I yelled as soon as I answered it.  
“You know how forgetful you are, Caprice honey. I pulled the money to pay for the rest of the bills and rent,” Daniel said slyly.  
“You’re kicking me out, I have to find a new place, and to top it off I’ve only been in the apartment for five days this month and you’re taking all the money for a whole month? And if you call me honey one more time, I will castrate you!” Geri and Dawn watched, not saying a word, knowing better.  
“Caprice, I need five hundred dollars more to take your name off the rental agreement.”  
“I don’t have five hundred dollars. I used all the money I had to get a new place,” I said with a surprising amount of restraint.  
“Well then I’ll keep your name on the lease until you can pay to get it off,” Daniel said. “I need you out of the apartment in two days. Molly’s moving in. Oh, and I know you saw me at the movies last night.”  
“I am paid up for the rest of the month. If you want me out in two days, you must pay me back the money you took,” I told him firmly.  
“I’m not giving you the money, and you will be out in two days. Then you will give me my keys back,” Daniel demanded.  
“No! I will not! Not until the month is up and my name is off the lease,” I yelled and hung up my cell phone with all the anger of a pissed-off woman that could not take any more surprises from her ex. I clammed up, offering no information to my two shocked and nosey companions. They knew I was not in the mood for a Q&A, but that has never stopped them from telling me what they think.  
Before they could fire off the first question, I spoke up, “I have to go to my next class, see you tonight.”  I left Geri and Dawn with open mouths, not knowing what to say. I had three minutes to get to my next class across the quad in the Physical Science building. But instead, I ran straight to my old apartment.  







  
  Chapter Two 

A Good Place to Start 


IUSED TO ENJOY being on this bed. It was one of my favorite places before the soul-sucking idiot decided to ruin any chance of a happy future for us. Daniel and I used to spend mornings, afternoons, and evenings here just getting lost in each other. Now here I am, packing all my shit on this bed before the asshole gets back. I wonder if there is something of Daniel’s I can take and sell for five hundred dollars so my name won’t be on the same piece of paper. 
While prowling around the place, there was a knock on the door. I didn’t feel nervous, because I knew the prick wouldn’t knock on his own door, plus I was expecting Dawn or Geri or both to stop by in case I start on the bastard-boyfriend-ritual-bonfire. 
“I brought the marshmallows,” Dawn said when I opened thedoor.” Are you okay, honey?” 
“No, I don’t understand any of this. Daniel was fine the day before we broke up. He planned dinner, we watched my favorite movie, and then we made love in that bed. It was a great night…but then the next morning, he told me we were breaking up in the very bed we just shared. It was like being slapped in the face while your back is turned. I know that doesn’t make sense,but that’s what love is supposed to be like, right? Looking back on it, it was like a sweet last time for him and a goodbye to me. If I had known, I would have kicked him in the balls before he got his pants back on!” Dawn giggled and I smirked back. “So why are you here, to watch me pack and rant away?” 
“I came to tell you about my new job,” Dawn responded. “I’ve been working at Jade’s Inn, painting murals on the walls of the specialty rooms, and other odd jobs they have available. I get good money for doing it. I can take you over there and you can see what they have to offer you. I told Sam about your decorating skills. He runs the whole place.”
“Right now?” I asked. 
“Well after we move all this stuff over to your new apartment and away from your scummy ex. Where is your new apartment?” Dawn asked. 
“Across the hall from you.” 
“No shit! This is so great! Then we can go to the new night club tonight,” Dawn said with a new enthusiasm. 
“I gotta tell ya, Dawn, I’m not feeling it. I mean, I’m here packing my year-long relationship in these boxes. I’m not exactly feeling social; I’m feeling pissed.” 
“Come on, Cat, you said you would go, remember? You need a job, and you need a beer. I think you need to get laid.” 
“All right, you win,” I said. “I’ll go, I’ll go, but no guys! I’m guy free.” 
“You switching teams, Cat?” 
“No, I’m just taking myself out of the game for a while,” I told her before she jumped to any conclusions.” Let’s grab these boxes. I want to get the fuck out of here.” As I readied myself to leave, I had the strong urge to stick a rotting fish under the mattress, but Dawn came up with a better idea. She asked where Daniel kept his condom stash and then where he kept the scissors. After conducting a cutting ceremony over the bed, we decided to depart. We packed the boxes in the car and headed to the new apartment. Wedidn’t say much on the way over, mainly because Dawn had her iPod cranked all the way up with ‘80s music she enjoys using to induce deafness in others. When we arrived at the new place, I reached around to the back seat to grab the first box. 
“Wait,” Dawn said. “We’ve lifted enough.” 
“Well, I’m not leaving my stuff out in the car.” 
“You don’t have to; I’ve lived here since I was a freshman. Guys are hanging around here waiting for hotties like us. Give me ten seconds…”Ten seconds later, Dawn showed up with five muscular guys who looked ready to do her bidding. 
“Cat step aside, the Bengals front line is here.” She opened the back door and the trunk, “Grab a box, boys, and follow me.” 
“Room six one four,” I said with a smile. 
After the linesmen finally accepted a consolation prize of a six pack and pretzels, they chuckled and left us with five phone numbers for anything else we ever needed, such as a date, on the town. 
“Ready to head over to Jade’s Inn?” Dawn asked with-a-cat-that-ate-the-canary-smile on her face. 
“Sure, what type of jobs do they have there?” I asked with fear when the image of a cigarette girl in a tacky outfit, carrying a silly tray popped in my head. 
“They’re looking for bartenders, room designers, painters,and…other jobs,” Dawn said. 
“Room designer?” I asked with a mixture of hope and confusion. 
“Yes. Someone has to come up with these fantasy room ideas,”Dawn said. “If we go now I can give you the tour, check out the rooms, see what they have. Then you can come up with a few ideas and write a proposal. Maybe afterward, you can mix me a drink, you know, the bartender thing. Cover your bases.” 
“Off to Jade’s Inn then,” I said.. “First, a quick wardrobe change—something less gloomy and more girly.” 
I have passed this Jade’s Inn many times since it’s not far from campus. Trees shroud the place, so you have to be fairly close to see the whole building. When we turned up the drive, I got a much closer look, but it still wasn’t easy to see. Most of the old stone buildings are covered in ivy. During the day, the place certainly has a gothic charm to it, but at night it looks like a place the Scooby gang would investigate. 
Dawn was smiling from ear-to-ear, and practically skipping down the cobblestone path. I think she was channeling her inner eight-year-old, that only comes out at Christmas time, when she showed me the fountain out in front of Jade’s Inn. It had a rainbow of lights underneath, thirty-six jets of water on a timer with a stone bench right next to it. If I can only get used to the gargoyles lining the roof tops—with their piercing gaze—I could see myself working here. Even before we ascended the crescent-shaped stairs to the large main entrance, we could hear what sounded like a huge party. 
I’ve been to fantasy themed hotels before, some pretty lame, but this place was immaculate. I’m guessing the blood-red carpets didn’t just look old and expensive, I bet they were. The whole place was bathed in a soft light from the most incredible chandeliers and candelabras with real candles lighting the hall. 
After I checked for mud on my shoes for the third time, Dawn led me down a hallway lined with original oil paintings. We visited a total of thirteen rooms from the Camelot room, complete with an Excalibur sword in an actual stone, to Cleopatra’s Throne room minus the poisonous asp. I particularly like the Parisian room, with the painting of the Eiffel tower, and the Jungle room, which was pretty much self-explanatory. We eventually made our way to the back of the Inn where the new construction was going on. It looked like they were putting in another five or ten rooms. 
“Here we are,” Dawn announced with the air that she was presenting to the Queen. “This is your canvas. Come up with amazing, original ideas and the job could be yours,” she said with a small curtsey. 
Dawn could see I was nervous about designing a room, so she walked up behind me, put her hands on my shoulders, and rubbed soothingly. It helped. Then Dawn leaned in and whispered, “Relax…you’ll do great. Now if my ears don’t deceive me, there’s a party going on somewhere in this place. What do ya say we track it down?” We made it halfway down the hall when Dawn said,“Oh, by the way, when we are here, call me Lisa.” 
I stopped, but Lisa kept walking, “Why?” I asked. I have to admit, I was afraid of the answer. 
“Around here you want an alias, trust me. There are some people who, when they walk through the door, seem normal, but after awhile—after a round or three—their true nature begins to seep through their carefully crafted charming exterior,” she said knowingly. 
“Wow, really?” 
“They’re fucking weird, and that’s the truth,” Dawn stated honestly. 
“Why Lisa, it seems less exotic than Dawn?”
“She was a childhood friend.” 
“And…” I prompted, waiting for the punch line. 
“And she was a weird five-year-old,” Dawn said without reservation. 
“Ok…Lisa, lead the way.” We continued back down the hall, walking past the empty rooms that waited to be draped in fantasy themes. Ideas crowded into my brain, some more persistent than others. 
“I have an idea, but I don't think they will go for it,” I finally said, contemplating the room design. 
“Just write it up, you get bonuses if they really like your idea,” Dawn said. “The worst they can say is no, then the only bonus you get isa scotch and soda.” 
“No, the worst they can say is you suck, don’t give up your day job,” I responded in dread. 
We made our way back to the central part of the Inn, where the liquor has been flowing for a while. We strode through the crowd with caution. Most people didn’t acknowledge we were there, but some couldn’t take their beady little eyes off us. 
“Don’t look at them directly,” Dawn warned. 
“Good advice,” I said as I averted my eyes from the three-hundred-pound guy in a leisure suit. 
“Sam!” Dawn shouted above the racquet. 
“There’s my girl,” came a deep voice through the crowd. Dawn threw her arms around a large, very well-dressed African American gentleman. 
“Have you been behaving?” Sam asked. 
“Yes, but only because we just got here,” Dawn admitted.“Sam, this is my friend Caprice.” 
“Ah yes, the young lady who will design her way into our hearts.” He then motioned us to the nearest vacant bar stools, and I started getting nervous. Am I really interviewing for a job in a bar? 
“So what do you think of our little Inn?”
My moment of silence was not a way to make a good first impression. I turned around to the bartender, raised my hand for a tall, cool one, and quickly slipped on my confident mask. 
“I have some ideas,” I said. 
“All great things begin with an idea,” Sam stated as he handed me a paper with the word proposal labeled on it. 
What made me think of Sleeping Beauty at the time? I can’t say. There was absolutely nothing in my immediate surroundings that inspired thoughts of fairy tales with happy endings. Maybe deep down where my inner little girl lives, I still believed in Prince Charming and the idea one girl would be enough for him. 
I may have to tone down the bright and cheery side of the fairytale to fit with the darker gothic themes of this place by channeling Anne Rice’s version of Sleeping Beauty. I’m sure Sleeping Beauty could have another side of her persona she didn’t show in the light of day. I’m thinking of a kinky side she kept to herself, all the while waiting for the charming prince to sweep her off her feet. My new chaste life is running away with my imagination. 
Maybe I should start with something simple, like a see through-bed. It could be like seeing through a coffin, but it’s really a bed. I’ll drape it with royal looking purple bedding. I see a hot tub, a black marble hot tub, surrounded by a mural of Sleeping Beauty being kissed by the prince. I think a spinning wheel might give it a medieval touch. I can green it up with a few plants here and there, but what I really need is a glass case that displays a beautiful crown. That will be the center piece of the room. 
A Princess bed chamber, very female oriented. That way every guy that comes in will feel like he’s receiving a special invitation to a very private place only few men will ever see. 
My bizarre imagination quickly filled my blank proposal sheet. When I finally finished, I handed it to Sam. I hoped he wouldn’t laugh and throw it back in my face. 
“Gotta says, over the top, but it’s definitely different from our other rooms…” Sam said after a long, uncomfortable silence. “I like it, it could work.” 
Sam stood up, folded the paper in half, and put it in the inside pocket of his jacket. “I’ll show this to the owner and see what he thinks,” Sam said as he patted the spot where he just placed my proposal. 
Sam shook my hand, then turned on his heels and was gone.“Now that the boring business stuff is over and done,” Dawn said, “I hear the sweet call of the wild. They’re saying…Come to us, Dawn. We miss you…and bring your cute friend. Come to the Bloody Rose as soon as you can.” 

      [image: image-placeholder]I returned to my apartment to change before heading to the Bloody Rose for its grand opening. It wasn’t hard to find. The crowd was overflowing into the streets. The large neon sign of a bleeding rose, which beckoned to all in the darkened neighborhood, also made it easy to locate. 
Some pre planning on the wardrobe front is always a good idea, particularly when you are going to a new club. A case like tonight called for apparel that was short, tight, and proudly displayed more skin than it covered up. Dawn’s choice of a tank top—which was clearly meant to fit a ten-year-old—and the fact that she knew Ronny the doorman and bouncer, got us into the Bloody Rose quickly—pissing off the long line of potential patrons.Her choice of this half an outfit was two-fold. One was to get in the door and the other was to raise the anger of the more pretentious crowd, which included all of the girls staring daggers at us as we entered. 
We made our way through a sea of people. I guess it could be described as a black sea of people in black suits, dresses, gothic clothes, and hair to top it all off. I would be willing to bet that most of the black hair was not original, but it went well with the black eye shadow and black lip stick. The black does bring out the body piercings, at least the piercings I could see. I could have imagined the various other body parts that some of these people have pierced, but I really didn’t want to. 
I wonder sometimes what kind of jobs these people have during the day. Do they look like this normally, or is this a special occasion? Maybe the pierced, dark persona they project now is the real them, and the colorful character that walks in the day light is the disguise. 
A waving hand in the distance brought me out of my heart-felt analysis of the counter culture in modern society. “Hey guys, overhere,” Geri shouted above the crowd. 
After ensuring that the barmaid, who was wearing less than we were, got the order right, my eyes meandered through the mass of humanity. Oh my God! Tall, dark, and handsome didn’t even describe him, this…this…holy crap! This was the man of my dreams. 
“Julian is very into the gothic scene,” Geri said in themiddle of a conversation that brought me back to myself. 
“Who is this Julian you keep talking about?” I managed to ask, still looking at Mr. Right Now. 
“He’s the eye candy you’re molesting in that dirty little mind of yours.” Dawn quipped. 
“That’s Julian?” I said louder than intended. I couldn’t take my eyes off him. He was definitely making my mouth, as well as other things lower in my body, water. Julian had long, sexy, brown hair that made me want to run my hands though it…grab it, pull him toward me, and kiss those luscious lips that look so very seductive. Then there are those deep, milk chocolate brown eyes. I could lose myself in those eyes. I wonder how he smells. That thought was cut short by my inner voice telling me, Stop that, no guys for you! Don’t think about this guy! 
Remember what happened with the last guy you liked. The voice was right. 
I managed to close my eyes, but he was still there in my mind, in all my senses. Julian’s scent was intoxicating, but I was just imagining it, right? I suddenly realized he was holding my hand. My other hand, which had developed a mind of its own, was running up and down Julian’s soft,white, silken shirt. My hand managed to stop just short of the black leather pants. I’m glad my run away hand had some boundaries. I finally opened my eyes to take him all in. Then it hit me. Julian looked identical to a movie vampire.Not the creepy 1930s kind, but the sexy Christopher Lee kind. The kind you want to share an eternity with. 
“Hello Caprice,” he said in a deep, yet softly familiar voice with the hint of an Irish accent. 
“Hello?” I replied, wondering if and how he might know my name. “I’m sorry, have we met?” 
“No, but I know all about you, Caprice,” he said. He bowed and kissed my hand and I felt comfortable, relaxed, as if I’d known him forever. The feeling washed over me similar to a warm summer rain, just from one kiss on the hand. Then he gently guided me to the dance floor, and I followed him without even thinking about what I was doing. I thought I was lost in a dream again, surrounded by a mist, and time was standing still just for us. Julian looked into my eyes as I felt him touch my soul. 
The dance was slow, and Julian bent down to whisper in myear, “I have loved you for eternity.” 
Julian’s hot breath crept into my mind and soul like a mysterious breeze on a dark night, both inviting and frightening—it was totally amazing. I suddenly stopped breathing. I didn’t remember where I was, or even who I was. All I could remember were those words. I have loved you for eternity. 
What was I doing? Reality and reason fought their way back into my mind. Without realizing it, I found that my hands were running up and down Julian’s body of their own accord. Look, but don't touch, was a rule that suddenly sprang into my brain. That's the law of my life and I just broke it big time. Now I’m dancing with him! I needed to walk off the dance floor and run home. Not walk, run…do not pass go, do not collect two-hundred dollars. 
I had no mind of my own as my hands rested on Julian’s shoulders. Someone shoot me please! Okay, maybe one dance won't hurt. All he wants to do is dance with me. Julian’s arms were around me, he was easily oversix feet tall, and had the most entrancing chocolate brown eyes. What harm could it do? Wow, he smells like rain. The smell right before it rains outside.
The smell of a new life... 
I buried my face in Julian’s hair, and the rest of my body egged me on. I was walking on air. The song ended and I didn’t want to stop dancing. Julian placed his hands on my back and pulled me to him. He kissed me so passionately— I wanted to climb into his mouth. At the same time, he ran his fingernails along the outside of my arms causing goosebumps to erupt all over me. He kissed my cheeks and then started nibbling on my ear as he worked kisses along my neck. He couldn’t know how much that drives me wild…could he? At this point, it wouldn’t surprise me if he did. If he knew everything about me, like how I take my coffee, how much I hate the Dallas Cowboys, whether I prefer tampons or pads. I needed to go outside, to take a deep breath of the night air and bang my head on the nearest brick wall for letting this happen. 
I mustered enough restraint to say, “I need a breath of fresh air. I'm going outside…” In my head I told myself to run home. 
“Can I join you?” Julian asked. 
“Yes.” I said, automatically. Why can't I say no to this guy? 
Outside, the bright moonlight pierced through the darkness and the warm night air brushed my face. I enjoy moonlight. 
“Why do you like the moonlight so much?” Julian asked. 
“I’m not quite sure. How did you know I love the moonlight?” I replied. 
“Let me show you,” he said, his eyes letting me know he understood me. 
Julian ran his hands through my hair as he put soft, warm kisses onto my lips. Kissing him was similar to the first kiss of a new lover, the feeling of lasting happiness— the happy ever after fairytale you hoped to be true came into reality. I've never experienced anything like that, with any guy, simply by him kissing me anyway. 
“I don't think you're ready to know me yet, but you will be, love.” Julian said to me like he knew it was a reality. Then he kissed my hand and did this bow that was very graceful and very masculine at the same time. 
“I will see you soon, Caprice,” he said as he backed up and returned to the club. 
This could have been the best night of my life…but it wasn’t because just at that moment Daniel showed up. “Was that for my benefit, to make me jealous or something?” Daniel asked with an angry expression on his face. 
“Trust me, there was a benefit, but not for you.” I replied coldly. Was this asshole serious? It’s time to put this fucker in his place.“It was a real kiss, Danny boy, better than anything I’ve gotten from you!” 
“Maybe if you had dressed more like a girl, we would still be together,” he replied coldly. 
I couldn’t believe the nerve of this prick. He was giving me fashion advice. I was at a loss. I turned and just walked away. 
Daniel called after me as I huffed away. “He’s way out ofyour league, Caprice, and I’m keeping all the deposit on the apartment because of what you did.” 
As much as I wanted to go back into the club, I didn't really think I could control myself around Daniel any longer. Geri and Dawn were still in the Bloody Rose, probably wondering what the hell happened to me. I called Geri on my cell and told her I didn’t feel well. I doubted she bought it, but I needed to be somewhere other than here. Since the club was only three blocks away from home, I decided to walk. 
How long can a three block walk take anyway? I could feel time slowing down. The passing of each second seemed labored as I took each step. I was not sure what time it was, or what day for that matter. The only thing on my mind was my bed, which didn’t seem to be getting any closer. And of course two guys—well, one real amazing guy and one asshole. Okay, I need to reach into my brain with a pair of tweezers and pull Daniel’s lame ass out of there. Julian on the other hand, he’ll be setting up permanent residence right in the forefront of my mind. 
Should I be obsessing about a guy I just met? Maybe he’s bad in bed? This, of course, is ridiculous. A man can’t kiss that way and not know his way around a woman. I can still feel his lips on mine. I can imagine them exploring other parts of me. I can also see me undressing him…with my teeth. 
Oh God! I needed serious couch time with a fully qualified therapist. I needed to get over Daniel before jumping into bed with the first man…he’s not a man…he’s a not from this world…he was like a dark fay from one of Laurel K. Hamilton’s fairy books that makes me go weak in the crotch. 
Finally, home. I sprinted up the stairs, convinced that my bed missed me as much as I missed it. When I made it to my room, I flopped face first onto my waiting pillow and newly assembled bed spread. After several minutes, I realized I needed to seek comfort in the warmth of my Winnie the Pooh PJs. 
I tumbled towards the light switch in the bathroom and finally found it in my new surroundings. After staring at myself in the mirror for I don’t know how long, I came to the conclusion Julian was not standing behind me with his arms wrapped around my body. So why could I still feel him…his touch… his breath? I took one last look and wondered…what could he possibly see in me? 
Finally, I crawled into bed, pulled the covers over myself, and closed my eyes. I was not going to have a dream about Julian. 
“Caprice, tonight is all for you,” Julian whispered in my ear. 
I was no longer in my bed, or in my pajamas. Winnie the Pooh and Piglet have been replaced by a floor-length, blood red strapless dress. The room,wherever I was, was dark, and out of the darkness came Julian’s hand that took mine in his. With the room bathed in a soft light, he led me to the center of the room onto a California king-sized bed that was draped in silky linen the same color as my dress. 
I know I said I didn’t want to have a dream about Julian, but he was slowly taking his shirt off, and I reconsidered immediately. My hands were drawn to his bare chest while his hands made their way to the zipper on the back of my silky, red dress. I closed my eyes when I first felt his warm breath, and then his soft lips, upon my neck. 
Once the zipper was all the way to the bottom, the fabric hung loosely on my breasts until Julian gently pulled it past my hips, and let it fall freely to the floor, revealing a matching bra and panties. Julian took me by the hand as I lightly stepped out of the dress. He kissed the inside of my palm before lowering me onto the bed. I was lying on my back as I watched him slowly lower himself on top of me, his lips to my lips. 
Julian slowly moved his hands up my sides with the touch of an artist. His hands continued up my body, until they met my lacy, red bra. He pushed it aside, exposing my bare breasts. My nipples were hard from the pure anticipation of Julian’s touch, and I didn’t have to wait long. His hands cupped my breasts as his tongue circled one nipple, then the other. Using his whole mouth, he began sucking then biting the tender nubs of flesh, making me wince in both pain and pleasure. 
Julian stood up, taking my bra with him. He dropped it to the floor and then slowly lowered his black pants, revealing his amazing legs and what lay between them concealed behind silky black boxers. I slowly moved my hands up those amazing calves and back to his equally amazing pecs. I just stared at him, taking in the whole package. He came toward the bed and I found that I couldn’t move as he approached. 
Julian then laid on his back, with a hint of a smile on his face, which I took as an open invitation—free reign to do as I pleased, with whatever catches my fancy. His hint of a grin changed to a lustful chuckle before I leaned alongside him, breathing in his very essence and touching my lips to his. 
I ran my tongue along Julian’s neck and then slid to his chest. I stopped to kiss his nipples, just as a brief thank you for the attention he had given mine. My lips and tongue continued their journey over the length of his body along one leg, and then the other. While I continued my exploration along his body, he promptly removed his boxers, revealing his immense size beneath the black silk. 
I stopped and gazed at his hardened shaft. I lightly ran my fingertips along his member, and looked into his eyes waiting for a reaction. When I worked my hand over his hardness, he tilted his head back and moaned—just the reaction I was looking for. 
My hand continued to work its delicate magic as I planted kisses all over his abdomen. My lips slowly moved to his hard shaft and I took it into my mouth. A shallow gasp escaped his lips as he placed his hand slightly on my head in encouragement. Slowly, I took him further into my mouth and along the back of my throat. I choked from his massive size. 
“Oh…yes my love, that’s it,” he whispered. I am so caught up in pleasing him, His moans of pleasure spurred me on. Julian’s hips bucked, matching my movements. When his body began to tense up, and his moment of truth was imminent, he stopped me. With his hand under my chin, he gently tilted my head up and looked me in the eye. “No Caprice, not yet.” 
I have to admit I was some what surprised, and disappointed, until Julian pulled me to him and kissed me with conviction. It was not a soft and gentle kiss. It was hard, deep, and passionate. He pulled away, laying me back on the bed, and glided his hand along my front. 
“You are so beautiful,” he told me as his hands continued trailing and removing my red panties. I felt his strong hands travel along the back of my legs, and his tongue trailed down my stomach. My moans of ecstasy became louder and louder and my legs spread wider as his hands and tongue met in my center. He held onto my legs as he finally inserted one finger inside me. I was tight with anticipation and felt every part of his finger as it slowly moved in and out. I ran my fingers through his hair and moved his mouth to where I needed it to be. His breath was warm and his lips hot as I pulled him tighter against me. 
“Julian… Please fuck me,” I pleaded in a quiet, yet husky voice. Julian’s eyes met mine, and then he stopped. 
“I cannot ever just fuck you,” he told me before returning his attention between my legs. With every touch of his fingers, with every touch of his tongue on the skin of my neck, I got lost further and further in the moment. I hoped it would never end. 
I let out a sigh of disappointment when his fingers left my center and traveled back along my leg, his mouth moving to the same place. I could no longer feel his tongue on my upper thigh. 
What I felt instead, I’m quite sure, were his teeth. His mouth slowly closed over a length of skin on my leg, and he sank his teeth into my thigh. I lay there in stunned silence. I couldn’t move due to my shock at not feeling any pain. All I could feel was a gentle sucking sensation as I watched crimson lines of blood flow to the bottom of my leg and pool on the bed. 
Julian looked up at me…with blood on his face…my blood! 
I snapped awake out of my dream and shot up, breathing heavily. It felt so real. It still feels real. I can still feel him on me—the room resonating with the scent of rain in his absence. I reached out for the solace of my large Winnie the Pooh bear. I could smell him there too, but for some reason, I didn’t mind. I clutched my teddy bear in a big hug and fell intoa peaceful, dreamless sleep. 






  
  Chapter Three


When I woke up, there was a familiar haze I’m sure everybody feels when they are startled awake from a nightmare. This haze was a pleasant one, unlike the all-too-common hangover haze, which is usually pretty…hazy. This one was nice. I felt the coolness of my soft pillow and smelled the sweet aroma of a rose. A rose? 
My eyes snapped open and I was faced with petals from a red rose, but not just any red rose. A red rose with a note that said To My Love. 
That was all it said. Three little words leaving one big mystery. How in the hell did it get here? Should I be creeped out? Was I visited by an insane florist who has trouble verbally expressing himself, or maybe a flying flower fairy? The window was open, but this apartment was six stories high. Maybe it was a secret admirer, a flying secret admirer. 
Thoughts of Julian…lusty thoughts of Julian and my nasty intentions toward him. The thoughts of my single flower slowly faded away, giving way to thoughts of last night. I could feel his caress, his kiss, and his…teeth. I quickly ran my hand along my leg. There was nothing there but nice, smooth un-punctured skin. 
I needed to jump in the shower to wash away any impurities left behind by my all too real dream, but that smell of rain was all over me. His scent. I loved the smell, and a shower would take away the scent of him. 
Have I crossed a line? I’m skipping personal hygiene for a tall, dark stranger who may very well be a figment of my libido. My journey into the darker recesses of my own neuroses was interrupted by the phone. 
“Hello?” I said unsure. 
“This is Shane from Fast Lane Loans,” said a male voice. 
Damn! I need to remember to check the caller ID. 
“I’m calling to let you know that your loan is…” he began. 
“Past due, I know,” I interrupted in a soft voice I hoped generated sympathy from the other end of the line. “I’ve had a few set-backs recently. I can get you the money on the first of the month.” 
“I’m sorry miss, but we can only give you twenty-four hours, after that we will have to repossess your car,” he said without an ounce of sympathy. 
“I’ll see what I can do,” I said as I hung up the phone, and then I threw it on the bed where it bounced off onto the floor. Damn! I should have used my sexy voice. The phone started ringing again. Clearly I didn’t throw it hard enough. 
“Hello Geri,” I said in relief after checking the caller ID this time. 
“Took you long enough to answer,” she replied. 
“If I get one more call from a creditor, I’m changing my name to Betty Louise and moving to Branson, Missouri.” 
“Yea, they’re dicks. You need to come to the Pita Pit. You can drown your sorrows in Mocha. I’ll spike it with a mini bottle of Jack if you want?” she said with all the sympathy I needed. 
“You sound kinda eager to see me,” I told her with suspicion in my voice. 
“We need to talk,” she said blatantly. 
“About…?” I began. Silence. 
“Geri?” Still nothing. “Is this about last night on the dance floor?” I questioned. 
“Maybe,” she said in a playful tone. 
“Geri?” I was in no mood to play games. 
“I’ll throw in a free Pita, my treat,” she tempted. 
There was a brief hesitation on my part, until my stomach rumbled noisily. “I’ll be there in ten,” I said with a sigh. 
When I got to the Pita Pit, there was Geri smiling from ear-to-ear, which can mean only one thing—she got laid by something other than a battery operated appliance. “So what’s got your motor running?” I ask. 
“Oh my God, Caprice, you won’t believe the guy I met,” she said with the giddiness of a Catholic school girl who just broke into the sacramental wine. 
“Geri, I’m really not sure I want to hear about this,” I said hesitantly. 
“Come on Cat, after last night I figured you’d be open to anything.” 
“Open? Interesting choice of words Geri, where did you meet this guy?” I quickly changed the subject. 
“Does that really matter?” 
“Oh my God, you
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