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PROLOGUE

 


"This will be for the best," her mother had
said, but only because she didn't want Gabrielle to live in her
home and mess up the situation with the new boyfriend.

Ingrid Payne had more
boyfriends than Ford had made cars, but this was "extra special."
This meant he paid the bills and put up with Ingrid in her drunken
rage.

Gabrielle held her cheek, remembering the
many times her mother had slapped her across the room, highly
intoxicated and just angry about nothing.

When Gabrielle was young,
she lived away from her mother until she was seventeen. If she
didn't camp out on a friend's couch, then she was sleeping on the
streets somewhere in Detroit. Either way, Gabrielle had always
taken care of herself and didn't ask for much.

She returned to Ingrid
because, to go to college, she needed an address. She gave Ingrid
every penny she earned, but that still wasn't enough to appease the
woman. Ingrid wanted more money.

When a friend begged
Gabrielle to "take a job" as an escort, Gabrielle needed the money
to stay in school and have somewhere to live. She was told the guy
was handsy but never wanted sex. Gabrielle didn't mind doing the
job. She'd done others for a couple of Jacksons without hesitation.
Most were older men that liked to touch and took too much
medication to be sustainable. Accepting money and looking like
their dime piece for a nice dinner was nothing, while later on,
letting them drool over her while she jerked them off didn't faze
her moral compass.

She did what she had to
do, and this job tonight was supposed to be no
different.

Yet, it had not been.

Gabrielle remembered every
moment of that night. The moment she had entered the elevator to go
up to the hotel room, she felt different. As she waited for the
doors to open, she checked her wristband with extra money, a
condom, and several mouth guards just in case. There was also a
tiny pick for her safety. On her other wristband was a refillable
bottle of lube she could easily squirt out and use for her line of
work.

All of this wrapped
securely around her wrist, matching the dark blue after five
flowing, knee-length maxi and dark blue three-inch heels to lift
her thick calves to accentuate the curvy all-natural coke bottle
figure.

On a warm September night,
she went up into the five-star hotel room to spend no less than two
hours there and then leave.

Checking the mirror in the
elevator, she quickly surveyed the light makeup she had put on.
With her light almond skin, contrasting with her kinky black nape
length twist out, she felt comfortable enough in her size fourteen,
thick thighs body with a tiny waist to carry the outfit she was
wearing.

This client had specified
company and dinner; Like the other ones, "company" meant good talk
before giving a hand job. These medium-income white guys just
wanted the idea of being around a black woman. They never wanted to
go all the way, and she could make a good two hundred a night
giving them excellent talk and touch.

He opened the door, and
she was struck at how devilishly handsome he was. The drugs and
alcohol had done a number on his appearance through years of abuse,
yet the foundational gorgeousness could not be ignored.

Too bad. Suppose he had
stayed away from taking too many substances: In that case, he
might've been a very irresistible five-foot eleven Arabic man with
a swagger that reminded her of the actor Dev Patel, but this
stranger was a little thicker in build, clean-shaven, and broad
shouldered.

"Oliver Farnsworth," he introduced with a
smile extending his hand like a gentleman.

That was not an Arabic
name, and his voice had no accent, which meant he was either born
in America and educated or had figured out how to drop his accent
altogether.

"Gabrielle Payne," she
returned, caught off guard because she never gave her real name
before, yet he had these grayish-brown eyes on an Arab man she
hadn't expected. Murky and naughty, like she was looking into the
soul of Loki.

"You're cute," he said, moving out of the
doorway and letting her in.

"You aren't so bad
yourself," she lightly teased back to hide her nervousness as she
entered the posh hotel room.

Oliver smiled again. "Ole
girl, you do know how to brighten a man's night when he's not
feeling like being brightened." He gave her body an entire visual
inspection. "You're different. Not what I expected.
Fresh."

Listening to the door close behind her, she
forced herself to relax and take in her surroundings.

Noting the personal items
around, she concluded he had been living there a while, and he
seemed to have sequestered himself inside - not leaving out hardly.
Old room service trays were on tables, and the coffee station had
other snacks around other than what the hotel provided. Gabrielle
could usually tell a lot about someone by their personal
space.

"Isn't that why you called
on me?" She went over to the bar and looked at the liquor he'd
already been drinking. "What is your flavor?"

"Anything that will make me drunk and forget
this life," he said and sighed longingly as if wishing death would
be the next to knock on the door.

Gabrielle steeled herself
not to react to his depressing remark. Most likely, it could be the
alcohol talking.

She saw the janitor's coveralls thrown over
a chair and frowned. It was strange for a man living in a nice
hotel to see a work uniform with his name on the chest.

Getting him comfortable, she asked, "How old
are you, Oliver?"

"Thirty-five," he said proudly. "And you? Oh
wait, let me guess."

She finished pouring his drink and waited
for his guess knowing already it would be wrong.

"Twenty-two?" he attempted.

Frowning, she said, "Twenty-eight," she
corrected.

He was surprised. "You look so young."

"Black don't crack," she
sang as she started over to the couch again. Her youthful
appearance always threw people off, and most thought she was too
young and innocent to be in the game. Most times, she never
corrected anyone about how old she was and allowed them to believe
whatever they wanted to think.

Tonight, was different. This man made her
feel differently. "Oliver, tell me what troubles you," she urged
and prepared for the earful.

"Life," he said, and for a
long moment, he didn't speak. Staring pensively at his drink, he
said, "As I was getting off work, I got a call from my father's
lawyer. I thought it was to tell me I'd pissed him off enough to
cut me off like he'd done my brother." He moved his hand over her
thigh. "But then I remembered I'd never slept with a black
woman."

She raised a brow. "I
don't think you've paid for those services tonight, and you ordered
the wrong woman." Changing the subject, she said, "Your father's
lawyer wanted something important?"

"Good avoidance,
Gabrielle," He said with a chuckle. "He let me know my father
died."

"I'm sorry," she said, grievous.

"Don't be. He wasn't a very nice man. He
disowned his oldest son from his birthright and forced the family
to turn away from him in his time of need."

Gasping, Gabrielle said, "Was this a good
thing for you?"

"For years, I felt guilty
knowing I was going to take my brother's birthright away. David has
been sick all his life. He had nothing going for him except the
business. I walked away from everything. I still feel guilty, and
I've always wanted to do something," He gave her a long visual
perusal again.

She felt like a smoky hot dog to his bun,
and he was trying to see how to get her to fit. "But now that your
father is dead, can your brother take over the company now?"

"No, my father made it
very difficult for David to walk in and take it, but that isn't my
real problem." He finished his drink and stared hard into the empty
glass as if the weight of the world was on his shoulders. "I have
seventy-two hours to return to my family's home and take over the
family business, or I lose everything to my stepmother, who by the
way would do anything to be a grandmother. I literally won't have
kids just because it would make her happy. And I'm too damn
vindictive to allow that woman to have my brother's
birthright."

Gabrielle went to get him
another drink, unsure if he was telling her his miserable life to
make her feel comfortable or telling her this to get it off his
chest.

Either way, she listened as he removed his
jacket and then his tie.

Joining him on the couch
again, as she handed him a drink, she asked, "Where do you work?"
Gabrielle placed the extra napkins she had swiped from the bar on
the table in front of them, knowing she would need them
later.

He looked away, ashamed.
"I'm working for a competing delivery company." Pressing his
fingers to his lips, he said, "Shhh… they don't know who I am."
Chuckling more to himself, he admitted, "My brother would have a
field day making fun of me about that. He never thought I'd do a
lick of hard work in my life." Oliver nodded to the uniform. "I'm
stupid to stay here, but I can't imagine staying anywhere else." He
fondly rubbed the couch.

"Why would your brother think you'd never
work hard in your life?" she asked to keep him talking.

Oliver swigged the drink
she had handed him and then chuckled miserably, "I'm not a very
good person."

To admit that out loud to someone else
seemed strange, but Oliver said it with such ease that she had to
believe him.

Yet, Gabrielle had not
felt he was a faulty person, and she only took people at face value
or how they treated her.

Putting her emotions on
hold, she knew that she couldn't get close to her clients in her
line of work, but Oliver had this pull. She needed to get down to
business before she found herself enamored by this man. "You're not
a bad person, Oliver?" she said and reached over to open his
pants.

He relaxed enough for her
to reach into his pants and remove a very prominent member.
Scooting closer, Gabrielle took her time, using his breathing as an
indication of his needs. When he held his breath, she knew he liked
what she did, and when he breathed deeply, he needed the long
strokes. Every once in a while, she would rub her finger over the
tip heightening his pleasure and loving how his body would tweak in
enjoyment.

"Wait…" he begged
breathlessly, moving his hand down and halting her.

Reaching in his jacket, he pulled out his
wallet and tossed five one-hundred-dollar bills on the small table
in front of them.

"You can have that only if
you're naked when you finish jacking me off," he
offered.

"Why?" she questioned.

"Because I've never seen a black woman
naked. All my life, I've been groomed not to be attracted to black
women. I figure since I'm crossing the line, I might as well go all
the way."

She needed the money, but she usually would
draw the line at nakedness.

Still, he was cute, and he seemed to need
brightening up. If looking upon her body would cheer him up, maybe
this one good deed could help her get into heaven.

Standing up, Gabrielle
took her time taking her clothes off, keeping eye contact with
those beautiful gray-brown eyes. They were almost a tannish-brown
and mesmerizing to stare into as they seemed to caress every part
of her body while she revealed to him pieces of her she had not
shown to a man in a long time. She removed everything except her
wristbands and shoes.

"You're beautiful," he said in a
whisper.

"Thank you," she said.

"No, I don't think you know how beautiful
you are. May I?" he asked, scooting to the end of the couch.

He was fully dressed, and Gabrielle felt at
ease, so she nodded.

His hands were strong as
they pressed on the side of her waist and then moved down her
thighs. "Your skin is like the caramel my grandmother would make
from scratch. I remember she watched the pot as she mixed in the
ingredients and told me caramel only has one good color to be
perfect. You are that color." By this time, his hands were moving
up the front of her thighs, past her womanhood, and then over her
stomach.

Butterflies were zooming
under her stomach, feeling like they were about to burst forth from
her belly button.

Get it together, Gabrielle, she told
herself. Oddly, she wanted to be professional about this and not
succumb to lustful intentions.

Taking control of her
situation, she knelt in front of him and gently pushed his body
back with one hand and wrapped her hands around the base of his
manhood with the other. Her hands were well lubed, so he
immediately gave in to her strokes. She knew her hands could jack a
man off in her sleep, and she didn't need to give him any special
attention, but she wanted to give him what he had given
her.

Something nice and different.

She gave him her utmost
attention, extracting every tiny bit of pleasure until he was
clutching the couch, and his hips bolted up at the exact moment he
hit his peak. At the same time, she pressed her finger on his
perineum to hold back the powerful orgasm, and the sob of anguish
shot out of his lips.

"What the hell, woman?!" he retched in
distress.

"Shhh…" she teased and
sent him reeling as she softly blew at the tip, but at the same
time continued to massage the base of him. "Deep breaths," she
ordered.

He was immediately back to the peak, his
head reeling back and his eyes rolled back in his head.

"In through your nose and
out through your mouth," she whispered instructions. "Let me make
you happy, Oliver."

He sobbed, and tears rolled down his cheek
as he trembled. Following her instructions, Oliver took large gulps
of air and then blew them out.

Gabrielle took his body
from the edge and then back again until he was almost out of his
mind.

It wasn't until he was begging for release,
did she allow him.

And Oliver cried in gratitude.

She allowed him to gather himself as she
used the napkins to clean him up and then herself. When she started
to reach for her dress, he stopped her.

"Wait," he said, still
breathing hard. "Can I lay with you?"

Everything inside of her told her to say no,
but looking up into his eyes, she saw a man filled with so much
pain and heartache.

Cupping his face, she asked, "Who hurt
you?"

"Everyone," he said in a
wounded breath.

Without denying him, she
nodded and climbed on the couch with him. He stayed fully clothed,
but she noted he didn't close his pants. Yet, she didn't make a big
deal about him. A man his age and deterioration would most likely
not recover for about thirty minutes.

They laid there quietly for a long moment.
Oliver's arm moved around her waist, and when she looked down at
his wrist, she noted there were a lot of healed slits on his arm.
He'd attempted to kill himself.

"Why do you do this?" he questioned.

Shrugging, she said her
usual statement when asked this question. "A woman's gotta do what
she has to do to survive."

"Someone didn't love you?"

"Maybe I don't deserve love," she said.

"You're not a bad person,
Gabrielle." His lips were close to her ear. "I know bad people, and
you're far from what they are, no matter what you do. Deep down,
you're just trying to make something good out of a bad
situation."

Keeping her soul out of
her profession was difficult when the deep soothing cull of his
voice and the nakedness of her body being heated by his warmth
opened her spirit.

"Can I ask you to stay until it's over?"

"Over? For what?" she questioned.

"Just stay, Gabrielle. Just stay with
me."

Maybe it's because he said
her real name, or perhaps because the truth was more brutal to hear
in her vulnerable state. Quite possibly, it could be
both.

Laying in his arms, Gabrielle felt her
entire world collide. All her emotions seem to pull together and
pour from her. "Yes, I can stay. I will stay with you, Oliver."

 


 


 


 


 

 


Chapter One - Ten Years
Later

 


One dark and stormy night, a knock on the
door and Oliver appeared.

"I need to talk some more," he said,
smelling heavily of alcohol.

The feeling of seeing him
brought back memories of the last night they were together ten
years ago, and Gabrielle could feel her body aching. Dammit, how
could her attraction to him lay dormant for a decade? "I take it
you've decided not to take your medication and decided the bottom
of a bottle was so much better?" her tone of voice was filled with
sarcasm.

Oliver snorted. "I hate medicine, ole girl.
Damn depressants get in the way of the alcohol's effects. I love
drinking too much, Gabrielle. Please let me in."

Charles was asleep so
letting Oliver inside her apartment was no problem. He was still
worse for wear but clean-shaven and in a much more expensive suit
than last time she had initially seen him. Plus, he called her a
familiar endearment from their first night. Gabrielle couldn't
resist. "Rough night?" she questioned, leaning against the
door.

He looked deep into her eyes and countered,
"How the hell have you not aged a day, Gabrielle?"

She smiled because most
people didn't call her by her full name. At work, everyone just
called her Gabby or Gabs. "Thank you, but I can't say the same for
you, Oliver." She wasn't curious as to how he found her. Oliver had
found her bank account on his own ten years ago and started making
payments to her without asking whether she was pregnant or not from
the three days they had spent together.

Those payments allowed her
to quit the escort business, get her education and be the woman she
was today.

Indicating he could enter, Gabrielle moved
out of the way. "I don't have any alcohol for you, Oliver," she
said.

"That's fine," he said, taking out a silver
flask with his initials engraved and offered her some after he took
a swig. "I brought my own."

She shook her head. "I
think I'm going to need all my wits about me tonight and especially
tomorrow. Charles is taking his college entrance exam."

"Seriously?" He looked down at his expensive
watch. "It's been that long?"

Gabrielle laughed and
covered her mouth so she wouldn't wake up her son sleeping right
above their heads. "No, silly. He's only going to be ten soon, but
he's excelled in his studies so fast his teachers made him eligible
to start taking college classes."

"He's like my brother," Oliver said proudly.
"David's a smart-ass bastard. It was difficult to keep up with
him."

"Well, Charles certainly
has his father's penchant for slacking, don't worry. I can't get
him to do a chore unless he wants a new game." She guided him to
the back family room and closed the door for privacy.

"At least I can do
something my horrible brother can't do," Oliver said proudly.
"Bastard has kidney disease. He's impotent and too damn proud to
ask for my kidney."

"Why don't you give it to him, Oliver?" she
asked exasperated.

Oliver smiled
mischievously. "I like to see him squirm because I know he would
never ask. Pride before the storm when it comes to David." He took
another swig of the flask.

"You never made me ask for anything,
Oliver," she pointed out, taking the flask away and setting it
across the room.

"Because you're Gabrielle. You're
magic."

She didn't know if he was
drunk or serious. "You shouldn't make your brother ask for
something he needs, Oliver," she reprimanded. "You should give it
to him. He's your brother."

"You talk like a mother,
and you'd think differently if you met David. Plus, you're an only
child. Seeing your siblings squirm is so much fun."

"Okay," Gabrielle negotiated. "Make David
squirm a little more and then offer it. What harm can it do? You're
not doing much with it."

Oliver walloped in laughter.

Turning on some soft music
to camouflage their voices, she joined him on the couch where he'd
already gotten comfortable.

This was supposed to be another bedroom, but
she had made it into a small family room to keep the television and
computer out of her son's bedroom. Otherwise, Charles would never
sleep.

"You're probably right, plus, there are
other things I have accomplished David doesn't have," he said
proudly.

"Like?" she asked since he
was so generously talking about his brother. Last time he hadn't
been so loose lipped about his brother, so he must be drunker than
last time.

"David can't be in control of the company.
He pissed my father off when we were young by dating some black
girl. Told my father exactly where he could put his share of the
company, and my father did so."

She gasped. "But you did
the same thing."

"No," he denied, winking wickedly. "I never
dated you. And no one knows about you."

Her feelings were not hurt as he pointed
this out. "Is David still married?"

Oliver shook his head.
"His wife died five years ago of cancer. It took ten long fucking
years for her to die, and then his ass disappeared across the
ocean. Son of a bitch."

She covered Oliver's mouth because he was
getting louder. As she shot him a warning with her eyes, he kissed
her palm.

"We're not going to be
mean here, Oliver," she insisted.

He nodded and fondly
pushed a cowlick from her face. She'd pressed out her hair recently
for Charles' recent graduation from his pre-collegiate programs.
Keeping it natural saved so much money, and she never knew how to
style her hair when it was pressed out, so wearing two-strand
twists always worked for her eighteen inches of 4c hair.

"You still have the most
beautiful skin color, Gabrielle," he said and kissed her cheek.
"David used to be enchanted by the caramel color too. Can I taste
you?"

"You still are charming as
shit, Oliver," she said, loving how she enjoyed how good he looked.
She'd met and dated other men, but Oliver's gorgeousness was just
too delicious. Unfortunately, his penchant for drinking,
depression, and other characteristics made it difficult to be fully
attracted to him. As a mother, she knew Oliver would not make a
good role model for her son, even though this was his
father.

"I'm a son of a bitch," he said. "I know,
and for the strangest reason, you still like me."

"Like is a little strong," she countered in
a tease.

Oliver leaned in close to
her until their noses touched. "I'm going to make love to you
tonight, Gabrielle. I need to."

She remembered that tone so long ago and
knew she could not resist him. On top of that, she'd kept celibate
for so long; the man could've just told her he'd come for a booty
call, and she'd agreed to anything.

"Good," she admitted.
"Cause I need some love-making."

He chuckled. "Want to go to your room?"

"No, we'll wake up Charles, but this couch
turns into a bed."

Oliver had her permission.
They'd talk later, and she probably wouldn't get much sleep, but
that was fine.

He was worth the trouble.

 


 


Chapter 2 - Three months later

 


Charles was at school all
day, and Gabrielle was glad because she was tired of him asking if
something was wrong with her all morning. Her son was like her
personal empath, so connected to her emotions and feelings and
always wanting to make things better. She’d never given him that
responsibility, but her son took it upon himself to try.

Of course, she lied, but
that was because she knew the symptoms and cursed Oliver
internally. She should have been suspicious of the large deposit in
her account after their secondary one nightstand.

Gabrielle was unwell almost every day, and
if she didn't get to her doctor today, she knew she'd never take
another day off from the hospital.

Gabrielle pulled up in
front of the small private practice. She'd finagled her way to get
this appointment with Dr. Chance Jefferson, one of the best
obstetricians in Detroit, especially when it came to extraordinary
cases.

Damn Oliver. She had a feeling he had done
this on purpose.

And she had fallen yet
again for his aural manipulation.

Dammit! Why hadn’t she reached for the
condoms in her side drawer? Any other man, she was making sure, but
Oliver… he got in her soul like no other.

Two hours later, Gabrielle
was sitting back in her car after the doctor told her the news she
already knew.

Leaning her head against the steering
column, she knew she would need Oliver's help. Getting sick and
trying to stay employed was not going to work.

After the large deposit,
Gabrielle had not received any money from Oliver. Payments to the
monthly deposits for Charles’ account hadn't dropped either. She
had started to use that money to pay off her son's college
expenses; instead of waiting for the grants and scholarships to
start pouring in at the end of the winter semester. Charles began
in early spring.

No matter what, Gabrielle wasn't going to
touch her son's savings for personal expenses.

Taking out a notebook, she
calculated her expenses. She would need to take at least six months
to have the baby, recover and situate her household. At the same
time, Charles would be taking his finals and would need emotional
support. It would be his first collegiate finals, and she wanted to
be there for her son.

She could take money from
her retirement to sustain her apartment, but it wouldn't help take
care of the baby and all the expenses which went along with that
endeavor.

It would become a worse situation if she
waited until the last minute.

Pride before the storm, she remembered
Oliver's words.

And he did enjoy seeing
people squirm.

Maybe he wanted to see her squirm
finally.

***

"Mom, are you okay?" Charles asked on the
other side of the bathroom door.

He had a right to ask. Gabrielle had been in
there for the past hour, trying to cry silently.

Two weeks!

For two weeks, she had
been trying to reach Oliver to no avail. Calling his office to ask
for him and being constantly told he wasn't there was becoming
frustrating. She resorted to spending money searching to find his
home address outside of Deckerville, Michigan, a resort town. There
was a phone number, but Gabrielle only called twice and hung up
when no one answered that sounded even close to Oliver.

There were random emails she tried to reach
him through and even his company's contact form. None of this had
gotten him to call her back. She probably sounded like a crazy
woman to the webmaster.

She resorted to calling her mother to watch
Charles.

Ingrid agreed not only
because she did seem to dote on her grandson and love him more than
she had ever loved Gabrielle, but also because Gabrielle paid her
mother fifty dollars. Her mother's boyfriends all seemed to
disappear the older Ingrid became, and living off of the small
social security she received barely got her through anything in the
tiny one-bedroom apartment. Her mother even had the gall to ask
Gabrielle if she could move into her apartment to HELP her save
money.

Gabrielle had not been a
pushover and told her mother no but knew dangling fifty bucks in
front of her mother to properly watch Charles, make sure he was
fed, and put to bed on time was good enough for Ingrid.

Oliver's house was a
two-hour drive from Detroit, Michigan, and on a massive piece of
land. Gabrielle looked down at the notebook, opened to a circled
monetary amount.

Thirty-thousand dollars.

The gate around the area
looked like it cost at least fifty thousand, and she didn't even
want to guesstimate the monthly land upkeep; A grand or more,
easily. She wasn't familiar with wealth expenses or wanted to
be.

A long dark Mercedes
limousine passed her slowly with the darkest windows and pulled up
in the driveway. There was a box at the gate's entrance, and
whoever was in the car pressed a button, and the gate
opened.

As tactical as Gabrielle
was, a significant unknown factor in her plan was whether Oliver
would give her what she needed. He'd be pissed as hell showing up
at his home unannounced, but this pregnancy was very unplanned. She
had suspected Oliver had every intention of getting her pregnant
again, but she would have never suspected he would give her money
for a second pregnancy.

Albeit he was drunk all
the time, Oliver was intelligent enough to wrap up and not get just
anyone pregnant. Gabrielle would ask him instead of dancing around
the subject for the money.

Indeed, showing up at his door unannounced
pregnant would incense him. He would probably deny he knew her and
have her escorted off the property.

Alone, Oliver was a
pushover with her, but she never had the pleasure of being with him
out in public. From the stories he'd told her, any personal
relationships with a black woman would not be favored in any way in
his world, and he had his father's reputation to uphold. That whole
scenario made him miserable, but he felt it was his obligation to
abide.

After sending her location to Ingrid's cell
phone, she called her mother.

"What's this?" Ingrid questioned.

"That's where I am."

"Who's this? I can't see
anything on Google. It's just a field."

"I need to be here, but if you don't hear
from me by tonight, can you call the police?"

Ingrid grunted. "Ain't nothing worth being
killed, Gabby. Come home. You got responsibilities."

"I'm doing this because I
have responsibilities, Ingrid." She huffed because being compared
to her mother always begging men for money just irritated her soul,
and Gabrielle was tempted to drive back to Detroit. Still, the
butterflies in her stomach were the baby's anxiousness. Putting her
hand on her belly to calm herself, she said, "I know you don't
care, but I just needed you to know where to find the
body."

She hung up because taking
any advice from Ingrid, who only cared about herself, was just
stupid. Touching the side of her face remembering the slaps Ingrid
had viciously delivered, started to upset her.

Once Gabrielle received
the money, she wouldn't have to deal with Ingrid anymore. She'd
have enough to get back on her feet, take care of Charles even, and
adequately take care of the new baby. By next year, she'd have her
job back or would be able to get any other position with just as
much pay.

A surgical assistant was a lucrative
position, but one had to be at the top of their game if they wanted
to work in the place.

Currently, she wasn't at
the top of her game, and even her doctor had deemed her high risk.
In so many words, he said she needed to sit her butt down and rest
if she didn't want to lose the baby.

Putting the car in drive, Gabrielle pulled
up to the box and pressed the green button.

"I'm here to see Oliver…F-Farnsworth." She
faltered because she had never said his full name out loud.

"Who is this?" a woman's voice sharply
demanded.

"My name is Gabrielle
Payne."

"What do you want?"

Gabrielle almost said something sarcastic.
Taking a deep breath, she said, "I'm looking for Oliver Farnsworth.
I need to tell him something very important."

There was a long silence
on the other line. So long, Gabrielle was about to push the green
button again for service.

"You can come around back to the service
entrance," the women came back.

She glared at the box in pure frustration.
"Look, lady, I need to speak with Oliver. Is he here or not?"

There was another long
pause before a man came after and said sharply. "Oliver's not here,
so get your trifling ass off the property."

She didn't care about
respecting Oliver's family at this point, but she needed to get to
Oliver. "I've been trying to reach him for two weeks, and it's
important I speak with him concerning a dire situation."

"What is your name?" the man asked as if she
hadn't said it.

"GAB-BRI-ELLE-PAYNE!" She enunciated
loudly.

There was yet another moment of silence.

Laying her head, vexing on
the steering wheel, she was about to give up and drive away until
the initial woman's voice came on the speaker. "What's your phone
number?"

This was a strange question, but she slowly
rattled off her phone number.

After another minute, the gates opened.

Gabrielle hesitated
because why was her phone number significant after everything they
had just put her through.

Driving up to the front of
the house, she got out of the car and looked at the large two-story
21st Century palatial home. The front doors were about fifty feet
from the driveway, and Gabrielle hiked herself up there as the red
front door opened.

A woman dressed in black
came out. Gabrielle walked closer, noting the Arabic older features
were prominent along with the disdain on her face. The woman
couldn't be more than five foot one, whereas Gabrielle felt she
towered above this woman at five foot five. Her dark hair, dark
eyes, and small features placed her at least over sixty, as she
looked over circle rimmed glasses like she couldn't believe
Gabrielle's audacity of coming in the vicinity of the
property.

"How can I help you, Gabrielle Payne?" the
older woman asked stiffly.

It was November, and the
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