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        Lucien McKenzie has lived alone for six years after being severely injured in a car fire. He has shut out everyone but his family. Despite his initial reservations, Lucien finds himself drawn to Lily's friend Sabrina and the way she challenges him emotionally. As they spend more time together, he begins to open up and considers letting Sabrina into his life on a more permanent basis.

      

        

      
        Sabrina feels like she is on a roller coaster with Lucien. One minute he needs to be close, the next he pushes her away. He's tormented by his demons, and all she wants to do is be the person he turns to when he's in pain.

      

        

      
        Can a man who struggles and hides his true nature from the world keep the love of a good woman? Or will he push her so far that she walks away from him forever?
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      Lucien

      I let the whiskey slowly work its magic as I watch the woman dance with someone else. The burn numbs me from the inside out. She's never far from my thoughts. Her body is enveloped by another man, making me wish the whiskey would work faster. That someone should be me. Things changed six years ago, though, and that someone would have been me.

      That was years before she returned home from London and started spending time with Lily. At first, I thought my preoccupation with her was due to my lack of female companionship since the fire—it had been years since I'd been with a woman. But that wasn't it—my obsession with her is getting out of hand. Gritting my teeth, I nod for the glass to be filled. I don’t want or need a woman in my life. I can't have a woman in my life, least of all her.

      It isn't that I don't have material things to offer because I do. It's the physical aspect of relationships that I haven't been able to offer anyone in years. Or at least, I thought I couldn't offer that until Sabrina showed up. Now, my libido is awake, but only when Sabrina is around.

      My body hums, but it isn't because of the whiskey. It's because of her and the way her hips move when the guy holds her tight. It's driving me crazy. I take a sip of my fourth drink and tear my eyes from her for a moment to scan the room. This wouldn't be so hard if Sebastian and Carla showed up with Ruben and Rosie. At least then I'd have a distraction. I need some conversation to still the thoughts running through my head.

      Where are they? I’m starting to think that getting Sabrina and me here alone was perhaps the plan all along. I wouldn't put it past the women to get together and plan this.

      Even Ramon showed up with his newly cropped hair and stayed for about thirty minutes before disappearing with Sylvia. I wish he would make up his mind about whom he wants.

      I should have left when he did, instead of sitting here punishing myself with visions of Sabrina writhing around with someone else.

      My hand tightens around the glass as the guy slides his hands onto Sabrina’s bottom and pulls her tightly against him. I see her stiffen before she glares in my direction. Distaste is clear in her frown, yet she lets the guy continue kneading her ass.

      As I hold her gaze, fire ignites through me, and my pants become uncomfortable. If she weren't arousing me so damn much, I'd laugh. My first full-fledged erection in years occurs in Ruben’s club, Kenza, and the woman who caused it is in someone else’s arms.

      The question is, what should I do about it? She can’t just be a quick fuck. She's a family friend. Something tells me I should run in the opposite direction because I don't think one, two, or a thousand fucks will get her out of my system. As I watch her leave the dance floor and head toward the restrooms, I realize that I need her. I need her so much that if I don't get inside her soon, I'm going to ejaculate in my pants right here. Nearly six years is a long time to go without an orgasm.

      I don't have the strength to walk away from her anymore—not now, not when my body has chosen her.
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      Sabrina

      I escape to the restroom and slip into the largest stall, closing the door and locking myself away from the outside world. Tears burn my eyes, but I hold back my sobs until I hear the room empty out. I need complete privacy, so that no one can witness my total meltdown.

      When I agreed to come here tonight, I certainly didn’t expect to be stood up by my girlfriends—let alone be left alone with brooding Lucien. The same guy who can never say a nice word to me. He gave me smoldering looks the whole time I was dancing with some nameless guy.

      Tears slip from my eyes, a strange mixture of lust and pain, mirroring all the feelings I have for Lucien. There's no doubt that I lust after the man. He is handsome and charming—to everyone but me. He has a loving and caring attitude toward his family. But my feelings aren't just about the way he looks. Part of me wants to erase the pain in his eyes. My heart aches for all that Lucien thinks he has lost because of what happened to him.

      Lily told me how lonely she thinks he is. Despite how his family has tried to set him up, he refuses to have female company. He has a will of steel and refuses to budge on the matter. I’ve suspected for some time that he has cut himself off because of what happened to him. Maybe he has an injury to his groin area. But maybe I’m wrong. If that were the case, surely he wouldn't be looking at me with heat in his eyes, fists clenched tightly around his glass. He wouldn't be looking as though he were trying to keep himself grounded at the bar, away from me.

      Leaning against the wall, I rest my hand between my breasts, inhaling deeply and willing myself to calm down as I feel my chest rise and fall with each breath. All I need to do is pull myself together, forget the passion in his eyes, and forget how my body and heart reacted to him. Even now, despite being tied up in knots, I can feel the trail his gaze burned into me.

      How could such a scorching look make me so aroused? I silently moan when I move my hand to my right breast and come into contact with my aroused nipple. Shards of pleasure ripple down between my legs.

      As I start to lift my short skirt to reach my panties, there's a thump on the door.

      I jump, straighten up, and listen.

      Another thump. "Sabrina, open up."

      Lucien!

      Without thinking, I quickly open the door. My mouth twists into a surprised "O" as the hottest guy I’ve ever seen barrels toward me. He wraps me in his arms and seals his lips to mine, his touch demanding. Somewhere in my befuddled brain, I hear a door slam, and a second later, I feel a lock slip into place.

      "Sabrina," Lucien groaned, running his mouth along my jaw and neck. "I need you," he says, his voice thick with lust.

      "Yes."

      I’m sick of pretending. I want the real man.

      Lucien turns and pins me against the door with his hips. I feel his arousal, thick and long, against me.

      My tank top flies through the air, followed quickly by my bra.

      He growls before ducking his head toward my breasts. I jolt against him as he feasts on each breast in turn, the throbbing between my legs growing more intense.

      "Oh God, Lucien," I moan, threading my fingers through his hair and holding him to me.

      His hands reach beneath my skirt, and then I feel my panties rip. His fingers slip inside me.

      I’m a hot, quivering mess in his arms. From the way he's shaking, I'd say he's the same.

      "Help me," he begs, trying to undo his zipper.

      I remove one hand from his hair, reach down, and manage to open the denim. I can't resist reaching inside to bare his throbbing cock and rub my thumb over the weeping head. One side feels slightly rougher than the other—maybe burned?

      “Enough.” He knocks my hand away, aligns himself, and enters me in one powerful thrust. "Jesus," he curses. "It's been years."

      My eyes widen in shock. I open my mouth to question him, but he seals our lips together. We both let our bodies do the talking for us.
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      Sabrina

      Two nights ago, Lucien was buried deep inside me. He felt amazing, just as I had dreamed he would. At the time, we simply reacted to each other. We didn't think or worry. We just allowed our lust to sweep us away. But afterwards, it felt weird. I don't usually have one-night stands, but I didn't give it a second thought when Lucien followed me into the restroom at Kenza. I wanted him so much that I forgot everything the minute he touched me. However, as we dressed, I tried to slip out the door before he could say something I wouldn't like. His arm snaked around my waist, and he pulled me back to him. He whispered, "Spend the night," and I did.

      We made love all night in the pitch dark. Lucien being in control the whole time was a huge turn-on for me. It kept me on the brink of orgasm. He was amazing, but morning soon arrived. When I woke up, I found him fully showered and dressed, sitting solemnly in a chair in the corner of his room. I knew then that he would be my first one-night stand.

      After that, I couldn't wait to leave his apartment. All I wanted to do was get back to my place and drown my sorrows alone. He made it worse by following me around his bedroom, acting like he wanted to say something but didn't know how.

      We had a connection from the minute we met, and it only grew stronger after the night we spent together. At least, I feel as though it has. I’m sure Lucien feels it as well. However, from what I’ve heard, he’s been alone for so long. This tells me that he isn’t ready to have his life disrupted by me dropping into it.

      At least, that's what I thought until he called me about thirty minutes ago, asking if we could talk. I shake the worry from my thoughts and set my phone down.

      As I slip on my nice red jeans, which show off the curve of my ass nicely, and a sheer white blouse, I can’t help but wonder how the night will end. Part of me wonders if he’s coming here because he has an itch that needs scratching. But a huge part of me hopes he wants to date me exclusively and have some fun.

      I know it’s early, and there’s a difference in age, but we’re both consenting adults, so I don’t see how age has anything to do with it if we both want it.

      I glance in the mirror one last time as the doorbell chimes. Fear races up and down my spine, and my hands begin to shake with nervousness.

      I quickly fluff my long, mahogany curls, take a deep breath, open the door, and meet Lucien’s gaze. He’s a handsome man with short, dark hair that occasionally falls into his eyes and a strong, chiseled jaw that is currently sporting a five o'clock shadow. His deep blue eyes bore into mine as I stand unmoving in the doorway. “Are you planning on making me stay outside all night?"

      "Oh, God. Sorry. Come in.”

      I shuffle backward and out of the way so he can enter. His scent wraps around me as he enters, causing my knees to weaken. Everything about him is delicious, making my panties wet with just one look in my direction.

      I’ve been slowly combusting ever since I first met him, when he turned that smile on me before it became a frown.

      Watching him walk around my apartment only adds to my discomfort, and my nerves dance on the edge. I feel like my body is ready to fight or flee. He looms large and always makes my heart flutter.

      "Can I get you a drink or something?" I ask, swallowing the nerves plaguing me.

      He turns, giving me his full attention.

      "You make me nervous," I admit, as he observes me silently. I offer up a nervous laugh and fidget. "You don't really. Okay, maybe you do." After pausing to avoid making a fool of myself, I continue, "You do make me nervous because I don't know what you want with me. The other morning, I had the feeling that you couldn't wait to get me out of there, but at the same time, you didn't want me to leave," I tell him honestly. I start to relax, if only a little.

      His gaze stays hot on me as he prowls toward me like a lion free of its cage for the first time. I've probably just described Lucien perfectly—at least for right now.

      "I don't know what the hell to do with you," he whispers when he reaches me, just before his mouth descends on my neck.

      My arms reach for him, and my fingers slide into his hair to keep him close.

      "Kiss me, Lucien."

      He does as I beg. His tongue assaults my mouth, making my pussy clench with need. I can’t get enough of this man.

      I whimper when I feel his fingers on my zipper, and I sigh as he slides my jeans and underwear down my legs. I try to kick them off, but they get caught around my knees. Before I can free myself, Lucien’s hand cups my wet pussy. His fingers stroke me and seek entrance to my core, which they find, plunging inside.

      My whole body is awash with pleasure. Reaching for his zipper, I yank it down and shove my hand inside. Lucien hisses when my fingers wrap around his cock. I pull his cock out and rub the crown, which is slick with excitement.

      Wanting to be free of my jeans and panties, I wiggle them down my legs, but that only increases the pressure building inside me as Lucien’s fingers match my movements. He drives his fingers deeper while I rock my hips against his hand.

      "Help me. I want to feel you inside me.”

      "Fuck, yes."

      He withdraws his fingers, grabs my hips, and swings me around. My hands fly out to brace myself as he shoves me face-first over the back of the sofa.

      Christ!

      I can’t breathe, the lust coursing through my body overwhelming me. No one has ever treated me like they can't wait to be inside me. Lucien may deny that he wants me and that we have a connection, but our bodies know what we want.

      And that’s each other.
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      Lucien

      If I don't get inside her soon, I'm going to blow my load in my pants. Now that my dick has come back to life, I have six years of fucking to get out of my system.

      I just wish it had taken a liking to someone else and not to someone I can’t get out of my head. I close my eyes, and she’s there—her delicate face twisting in passion, her hazel-colored eyes filling with desire for me. Her mouth is red, plump, and kiss-bruised from the force of my passion. The thought of her sweet pussy almost makes me come on the spot. I only have to think about going down on her—which is pretty much all the time—to taste her on my tongue.

      I’m losing my fucking mind.

      "Lucien. God. I need you."

      "Fuck!"

      "Don't move."

      I bend over and wince when my dick scrapes against my zipper. I quickly kick off my shoes, yank off my pants, and toss them over a chair. Bending again, I pull her jeans and panties off her legs and toss them behind me. Spreading her thighs open, I expose her hidden treasure, open her lips, and dive in with my mouth. I feel on top of the world when she comes on my tongue.

      My balls pull tight against my body. I have seconds before I explode.

      Growling, I jump to my feet and stroke Sabrina between her thighs. I can’t get enough of touching her, but I have to wait until I’ve finished to love her slowly with my mouth again.

      I fist my dripping dick and guide it slowly into her tight sheath. My legs quiver as she grips and releases me, sucking me further into her body.

      Holding her hips, I slowly withdraw, feeling her wet walls grasp my cock as if trying to keep me from leaving.

      Slowly retreating again, I pause with the head of my shaft surrounded by her clenching entrance. The length of my cock is a live wire leading straight to my balls. One more stroke, and I’ll be in heaven.

      She shoves herself back onto me and starts coming. This sets the fuse alight, which travels the length of my cock to my balls before they explode.

      I close my eyes tightly, trying to breathe through the pleasure she’s wringing out of me. Her tight pussy doesn't let up, continuing to flutter up and down my length and milk me. I’m surprised she hasn’t broken me in two given how strong her spasms are. But fuck, I’ve lost all sense of everything right now except for what her pussy is doing to my cock.
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      Having Sabrina snuggled up to me in the big bed makes my heart flutter, but fear washes over me with how I crave her.

      Because of the scarring on my body, I keep my long-sleeved T-shirt, which I always wear under my shirts, on at all times. Half of my closet is full of them.

      I came here tonight to talk to her, hoping it would lead to us fucking each other’s brains out. But I never expected to develop real feelings for her. Those feelings are urging me to run and never look back.

      If I thought running would make her stop occupying my thoughts, I would do it in a heartbeat.

      As my hand caresses her naked body, I realize that I’m not ready to walk away yet. That's where my proposal comes in. Nobody can get hurt with a proposal, right?

      “Hey,” she mumbles, bringing my gaze up from her hip to her sleepy eyes.

      I’m tempted to bend down and kiss her on the nose because she looks so cute snuggled against me.

      I quickly untangle myself from her before I can follow through with my plan. She frowns and reaches for the covers.

      I don't stop her.

      "Can you put something on? I want to talk to you.”

      "Okay."

      I walk into the living room and briefly sit on the cream-colored sofa before standing up and looking out the window. The dark night sparkles with streetlights, but it seems empty outside. I watch a lone car navigate the streets below. It rounds a corner and fades out of sight. I hear her walk into the room behind me. She didn't make me wait long.

      “What’s wrong?”

      Why do I suddenly feel like the biggest bastard in history?

      I rake my hands through my hair and turn to stare at her for a moment, deciding if this is the right thing to ask. It was the reason I came over here, but now I wonder if she’ll be insulted.

      “Lucien?”

      What the hell!

      "I want you." I laughed. "Okay, I guess that's obvious by now, but what I'm trying to say is that I don't do relationships. If you agree to be with me, I’m not going to offer you marital bliss. It's just going to be about our wants. Mine—yours—the hot way that we connect.” I gesture toward the sofa where I’d taken her earlier, and I feel a thrill of triumph as passion fills her gaze.

      "It's just two adults coming together for mutual pleasure." I pause and take a deep breath, knowing this is going to be the kicker. "I need you to keep it quiet from our families." My fists clench. "We're also exclusive. I don't want you going from me to someone else or from them to me."

      Fuck. Why did I say that out loud? The thought of her with anyone else makes me see red. There’s no chance of my being with anyone else because the only woman I want is standing in front of me, fighting to keep a neutral expression on her face. She’s the only one who can give me a hard-on. If I weren't so damaged, she'd be the woman I'd want in my life permanently. It wasn't just her body that grabbed my attention from the beginning, it was the whole package.

      Her eyes darken with hidden emotion as she tightens her mouth in thought. When she finally speaks, her voice is cordial—friendly, but lacking the usual spark of passion.

      "Okay. No-strings sex.” Her eyes searched mine, and I nodded, even though it wasn’t a question, as she continued, "Exclusive to each other—I can do that. Give me a call tomorrow. I need sleep."

      With that, she turns on her heel, disappears back into the bedroom, and closes the door behind her.

      Fuck! Why do I feel like I’ve just broken her heart?
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      Sabrina

      The blanket bunches up under my hands, and I feel an ache in my knees when I’m thrust forward. Lucien grips my hips tightly as he fucks me from behind, and I feel tears welling up in my eyes. This should turn me on, but I just want to cry. Since the night he came to my apartment, we’ve been seeing each other—but only after Lucien made it clear that it was strictly for sex, nothing more. I still can’t believe I agreed to it. We don't talk much. In fact, we don't do much of anything unless we're both naked.

      Lucien won’t let me touch him. He insists on having the room pitch black while he strips, keeping his T-shirt on. This makes me nervous every time until he cups my face in his hands and kisses me. As soon as our lips meet, I forget everything. He arouses me like no one ever has before. He touches a part of me that I didn’t even know existed. A lump catches in my throat because, as much as this means to me, it means nothing to him. This thing between us is just us letting off steam and giving each other a mutual release. For me, though, it's so much more because my heart is involved. That's why I feel close to tears.

      Over the past couple of weeks, I’ve sensed a change in Lucien. He still kisses me with as much passion as always, but when we come together, he makes me face away from him. It's as though he can’t bear to look at me, and it hurts. It hurts a lot. I’m really not sure I can go on like this anymore.

      I love him, and walking away from him would break my heart, but being with him like this is making me sick. I’ve been a complete mess lately. I’ve lost weight. I’ve been avoiding my friends because I know they’ll find out what's going on. My best friend, Lily—the very woman I should confide in—has Lucien’s heart. I’m positive she has it, which is why he warned me that it could never be anything else.

      Today, however, I’m not sure I’ll be able to hold back my tears.

      Lucien continues to thrust into me as his hands roam up my body and cup my breasts. When he pinches my nipples, he shifts his position, causing him to slip deeper inside me. I'd usually explode with pleasure at this point, but my lust for him has disappeared today. For the first time.

      Tears seep from the corners of my eyes as he rubs my clitoris, but my body is unable to react to his touch the way it usually does. I feel empty, devoid of passion and lust for the only man I have ever loved.

      "Fuck!" he growls, gripping my hips again. He thrusts a couple more times before I feel him come inside me. He whispers my name when he does.

      After having the protection talk at the beginning, we don't use anything—I'm on the pill, and he's clean and hasn't had sex for years. I was incredulous at first, but given how he uses my body, making up for lost time, I believe him.

      There's nothing like feeling him slide inside me bareback. He usually makes my toes tingle with pleasure.

      Lucien collapses on top of me, pushing me into the quilt. Then, he rolls onto his side and slips free of my body. He doesn't touch me while he catches his breath.

      Feeling lost and neglected, I curl into the fetal position, away from him, and let my tears fall. I won't do this again. I can’t do this to myself anymore.

      “Sabrina?”

      "What?" I can’t keep the tears out of my voice.

      "You usually come first. I’m sorry. I’ll make it up to you next time.”

      If he cared, he’d say he’d make it up to me now, not next time.

      Without looking in his direction, I roll from the bed and quickly dash toward the bathroom. Once inside, I lock the door and turn on the shower. I climb in, sink to the floor, and let the tears stream down my face. My body starts shaking as wracking sobs take over. This is what he’s done to me. I should have said no when he asked me for sex. But I didn’t, and now I’m paying the price with a broken heart.

      What’s wrong with me? Why do guys think I’m good for sex? Before I met Lucien, I was very naive.

      I need to find the strength to tell him I’m not coming back. How will I do it? How can I walk away knowing that if I’m not here for his needs, he’ll find someone else? It will make me sick to see him with someone else. But being with him is slowly making me sick.

      I push my tears away and try to pull myself back together. I quickly finish washing up in the shower and turn it off. I dry myself with the blue, fluffy towel and pull on my clothes, which I left hanging in the bathroom. I usually stay naked and let him look, but not today.

      I open the door and walk out into the lit bedroom. Lucien is dressed and sitting on the edge of the unmade bed, his elbows resting on his knees. He turns his head to look at me, watching as I try to ignore him while shoving my feet into my boots.

      Seeing my purse on the table by the door, I don't bother fishing out my makeup bag. Instead, I gather my things and turn to face him.

      He doesn't look happy, his jaw tightening. He’s angry. Well, so am I.

      Unable to stand the silence any longer, I blurt out, "This is it. I won't be coming back."

      He doesn't react except for a twitch at the corner of his left eye, which tells me he isn't as calm as he wants me to believe.

      "Is this because I took pleasure without giving you anything?" He looks embarrassed. "I said I was sorry. You’re usually there with me.”

      “So it’s my fault?”

      He shrugs.

      Bastard!

      "This has nothing to do with you fucking me earlier." I can’t bring myself to call it anything else.

      "Then why? You usually enjoy yourself."

      He makes me so sad and angry! "This whole arrangement with you is making me sick. This isn't me. I don’t know who I am anymore. I’ve lost weight. I can’t sleep.” I edge toward the door, and when I turn back to him, tears are flowing down my face again. "I'm sorry, but I can't do this with you again. Please don’t ask me.”

      I dash out of his apartment and practically fall into the elevator.

      What have I done?
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      Lucien

      Watching her leave stabs me with a pain I don’t want to think about. I’ve wanted her to leave me alone for weeks, but she kept coming back. That’s why I acted like a bastard today.

      I like rough sex as much as the next guy, but I’ve never left a woman unsatisfied like I just did. The only way I could stay hard and finish inside her was by thinking about the sex we had in the restroom at Kenza. It hurt me just as much as I knew it hurt her, and I wouldn't have been able to stay hard otherwise. I couldn't enjoy having her on the bed knowing she wasn't enjoying it. I forced the pleasure with images of her writhing under me. I needed her to be the one to walk away.

      She’s the only woman since the fire to give me an erection. So it was only natural that I’d want her in my bed. I had years of pent-up aggression that needed to be released. The only drawback was my fucking heart. I never expected to feel real emotions for her. I couldn’t have something like this. I didn’t want or need it. Yet there she was, slowly sinking under my skin and igniting feelings that started as tiny sparks when we met into a raging inferno. I couldn't even be in the same room with her without feeling burned by the sparks flying between us.

      We spent months dancing around those sparks and quickly stamping out any fire they caused until that night at Kenza changed everything. I couldn't stay away, like a dog scenting a female in heat. Or maybe I was the one in heat. Six years...

      Six years of thinking I would never be intimate with a woman again. Then Sabrina walked in and chased away every doubt I had about intimacy. My body started to come back to life, slowly at first, then quickly. That night at Ruben’s club, I had the hardest erection I could ever remember.

      It wanted Sabrina's warmth. After getting dressed, I couldn't bring myself to leave her, so I took her back to my place, where I fucked her all night. Two nights later, our no-strings-attached sex started. She surprised the hell out of me when she accepted my offer. I think she surprised herself as well.

      I knew it hurt her when I wouldn't have sex facing her, but I couldn't risk her touching me. I couldn't risk seeing the repulsed look on her face when she felt my damaged skin. That is why I had to make her leave me. I needed her to hate me enough that she wouldn't want me again. I know myself. If I'd been the one to stop this, I probably would've lasted two days before breaking down her door to get to her. This way, she hates me.

      I rub a hand over the pain in my chest at what I’ve done to her and to myself.

      I’m not a bad person. As far as I know, I’ve never hurt anyone the way I just did. I have no problem admitting that I love my parents and family. My brothers and I might piss each other off, but we’re always there for each other. Carla and Rosie have Sebastian and Ruben so tied up in knots that I find their interactions hilarious. They’re both pussy-whipped. They don't have a problem admitting that, either.

      Then there's Lily, Michael's wife and my best friend. I even admit that it's a strange relationship I have with her. I understand why people think there's more going on than there ever has been or ever will be, but I can't explain our connection without mentioning other things.

      When I first met Lily, she was the first woman in a long time not to flinch when I shook her hand. She held her own with me and didn’t treat me with kid gloves. I immediately felt a connection to her that had nothing to do with sex, though it took Michael and my brothers a while to realize this.

      Lily just saw me for who I am, and for reasons I can’t decipher, she became my best friend. I’d be lying if I said I didn’t hope for more, but that feeling only lasted thirty seconds. She’s a beautiful woman who has my brother wrapped around her little finger, just like my niece and nephew do. Michael has no chance.

      I used to think I’d have everything Michael has now, but everything changed the night of the accident. Once I was on the road to recovery, I realized that wasn't in my future anymore. I mean, who would want to wake up next to me for the rest of their life?

      My brothers know I’m alone by choice, even though we haven't discussed it for a while. They seem to have given up trying to get me to start dating again. I’m just not interested. I couldn't say whether or not my impotence had anything to do with that. I just wasn’t interested until Sabrina came along.

      She knows about my injuries and doesn't seem bothered by them—for now. She's reached for me so many times while we've been naked that I've nearly given in to her. To be honest, I crave her touch more than anything else. In the end, though, I just couldn’t do it. I wouldn't be able to bear the disgust in her eyes when she touched the scars and realized how deep they were. So I stopped her. I know I hurt her every time, but I don't think I could've survived if she'd turned away from me in disgust.

      I’ve been there before. I watched a woman who was supposed to love me turn away in disgust. It was hard, but I survived when Alyssa, my girlfriend at the time, walked away from me because of my damaged body. I don’t think I could survive the same treatment from Sabrina. She’s unlike anyone I’ve ever known, and that scares me. So I made her leave of her own free will.

      She was my weakness.

      Fuck!

      My hands are itching to grab my phone and check up on her. I can’t do that. I needed her to leave and never look back, to let her anger keep me away. But damn, she was upset.

      I grab my phone and dial Ramon, frustration and impatience building as I wait for him to answer.

      "What?"

      "Well, you sound the way I feel," I grumbled. "I need you to do me a favor without asking questions. Can you do that?"

      After a moment of silence, he clears his throat. "As long as it won't land me in jail. I kind of like my freedom right now.”

      "Don't be a dick. Can you check on Sabrina?" I cringe, knowing what’s coming.

      "What the hell have you done to Sabrina? She’s one of Lily’s best friends, for God's sake!"

      "We had an argument, and she left upset. I can’t go check on her, and if I ask one of the other girls to, they’ll be too nosy. Look, just go check on her, okay? Just don't mention me."

      "What am I supposed to say for being there? I’ve never shown up unannounced at her place before. I've never even been to her place before," Ramon snarls, his agitation clear through the connection.

      I sigh and run my hand through my already messy hair. "Look, if you have to, say I was concerned about the way she left, but only say something if she asks."

      "You owe me big time," Ramon says a second before the line goes dead. I glance at the phone before my hand moves, almost of its own volition, and sends it crashing against the wall on the opposite side of the room. I watch it shatter, but I don't care.

      I turn and head toward the bathroom, flinging my clothes off as I go. I’m about to step into the shower when I catch a glimpse of my back and freeze. The weight of what happened to me hits me in the chest like an arrow.

      With legs that feel ready to give out from under me, I finish stepping into the shower and lean against the wall to stay upright. I clench my fists and breathe through my nose to ward off the frustration I feel in my body.

      The once smooth skin on my body is gone, leaving me scarred for life. Not my entire body—my chest and abs are relatively free of scars—but my right side, including my arm, back, buttocks, groin, and leg, took the brunt of the injuries.

      My brother, Michael, once asked me if I would do it all again knowing I would be left the way I am. I didn’t need to think about it because my answer was yes. A mother and child are alive because of me, so how could I ever answer no?

      As my breathing evens out, I think about the two people who are alive because I climbed into their vehicle at the scene of the accident to rescue them. Samantha is now thirteen and won a bronze medal at the horse show here in Lexington over the weekend. I don't have contact with them, but every now and then, I check up on Samantha to make sure she's doing well. She appears to be.

      With a heavy heart, I push the past from my mind, hoping that Sabrina is all right and that I have the strength to stay away from her. I have a feeling she’s going to be the only woman I ever crave.
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