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Jenna adjusted the navy blue skirt which hit right above her knees, a more conservative look for her. The white top had a plunging neckline which she graced with her trendy necklace, the pendant hanging deep within her fleshy cleavage.  Her short auburn hair reflected golden highlights in the sun, a striking difference with her deep green eyes. Unusual is what others refer to her eye color and skin tones. Instead of pasty pale like most redheads, she had nice tanned skin that accentuated the cute freckles dotting her face. After painting the red lipstick she gave her reflection an approving nod before grabbing her bag and attaché case and headed out the door for the train depot.

The train let Jenna off over eight blocks from her work at Keester and Keester Supplies. The city had a myriad of streets that twisted and curved, going through beautiful parks, making room for trees and shrubs. Little shops and large offices lined the avenues and while Jenna enjoyed the jaunt around the winding paths, she grew tired of the walk and sought to find an easier trail to her workplace. She set out wearing her walking shoes and carrying her spiked heels along with her bags every day. She mapped out the streets as she walked and tried different paths hoping to find one that was shorter and easier to get from the train depot to the office building.

As Jenna learned the pathways through the streets she’d avoided a certain alley, known for being dangerous. She’d skirt around the alley, often having to walk blocks more just to reach her destination. The more Jenna walked around and avoided the alley, the more she realized the alley would provide just the shortcut she needed. She paused at the entrance to the alley, the tall buildings shrouding it in dark shadows. Dim corners and alcoves threatened with danger lurking. But Jenna was tired of the long walks and decided to suck in her breath and take the shortcut after work.

All day at work, Jenna thought about the alley shortcut. She even asked her boss, Mr. Ronald Keester, what he thought about her taking the shortcut.

“Masterson’s Alley has a notorious reputation for ill behavior. I’ve represented a few clients who have wandered in there to end up being mugged and having their valuables stolen. Of course, these things happen after dark. You might be okay if you go through in broad daylight, be aware of your surroundings,” Mr. Keester said. 

“Okay, thank you. It’s just that taking the train is causing me to walk for blocks and blocks through the city unnecessarily. There are no bus stops near or I’d take the bus. The train depot is down the street from my apartment. I’m just trying to come up with a quicker route to here,” Jenna said with a smile.

“Just be aware of your surroundings, dear.  And don’t venture in there in the dark. Safer to walk more blocks than to risk it,” Mr. Keester said.

Jenna squared her shoulders and took a deep breath. The evening had about an hour and a half of daylight, plenty of time to take a walk through Masterson’s Alley. The attaché case she left at her desk since she didn’t need to bring work home tonight. It was a Friday and she had two days off. After smoothing her skirt, she placed her handbag on her left shoulder. Earlier that day she’d spilled a cup of coffee on her walking shoes and had rushed the pair to the restroom to wash off the stains. After grabbing the sneakers, she realized she wouldn’t be wearing them home because they were still very wet. Instead, she placed a couple of paper towels onto her chair and set the shoes there to dry over the weekend.

Jenna set out and made her way to the Masterson’s Alley shortcut. Her heart pounded within her chest the closer she came to the elusive dark entry. A couple of shady looking characters stood on either side of the entry. One man had a cigarette hanging out of his mouth as he talked to the other man. The other man wore a dingy plaid shirt and his face looked like it hadn’t seen a shave in five days. His dark brown eyes scanned the street and came to rest upon Jenna as she approached. She tried to reason with herself, just two men, friends, having a conversation on the street. Nothing bad about it. She tried not to look scared as she came closer, and grasped onto a fake air of confidence as she determined to take the alley shortcut.

The men took in Jenna as she walked closer. Her bosom bouncing within the tight white top, the jewelry sparkling and drawing attention where she didn’t need it. Her best assets were her looks, the sexy curves, the way she wore her business outfits. Both Keesters seemed to love her appearance, as did the clients. But now she wished she’d dressed like a frump with all her skin covered. She sucked in another deep breath and planted a small smile on her face as she approached the men at the opening.

The men regarded her as she pushed to the opening. “Excuse me. Good day,” Jenna said acting as if nothing bothered her. The man with the cigarette looked over at the other man. The plaid shirt nodded to Jenna, she saw from her peripheral vision. Picking up her steps she knew she had to act as if she weren’t scared of the men. They turned and started following her, staying several steps behind.

“Herm is near, get him here,” one man said. Jenna acted as if she didn’t hear it nor did she turn around to see because that would be a dead giveaway to her fear. Instead, she lifted her chin and walked in a fast pace on through the narrow alley street. 

Jenna picked up the pace for the third man joined the two who were hot on her trail. She peered up between the tall buildings, the sun was edging down leaving a faint light that filtered in, casting gray shadows. The wind filtered through briefly lifting her hair. Gooseflesh prickled over her arms as she hugged her body. She could only go so fast in her spiked heels. The three men were gaining on her, their footfalls loud right behind her. They didn’t say anything and she wished they would so she could turn fully and look them in the eye. Instead, she wanted to keep the façade that she was simply out for a stroll. Only it was a stroll down the wrong part of the city. If she made it out of the alley alive she promised herself she’d never come this way again. In fact, she swore inwardly she would go blocks out of her way to avoid even the entrance of the alley.

Suddenly, the footfalls came deafeningly close and a hand reached out and caught her arm, the large hand landing on the strap of she handbag. She screamed and tried to hang onto it, but another hand grabbed her, whipping her around and the handbag was pulled from her shoulder. The arm came around her neck, as another hand yanked on her necklace, and pulled the bracelets from her arms. She feared rape or worse. The arm tightened around her neck as the other man pulled the earrings from her earlobes. 

“No, please!” Jenna shouted the hand came over her mouth, pressing in while the man laughed.

“Scream all you want, no one here will save you,” the man said. He yanked on her hard and laughed more. Finally, he shoved her harshly into the brick wall on the side of the dumpster. She hit with a great thud and crashed to the ground. She looked up with tears in her eyes, shaking and screaming as the men ran away with her jewelry, purse, and phone. As she stood on shaky legs, a man ran by from the shadows, tall and gruff. 

“Stop, you idiots,” the new man screamed. He easily caught the three and pelted each one with his fist and using martial arts moves. The three thugs didn’t have a chance. The man pulled the purse and the jewelry from the others and pelted them one last time with his foot, as they reeled backward. He made his way back with Jenna’s things in his hands and reached down to help steady her. She wobbled as he handed her bag and jewelry back. She quickly shoved the jewelry in the bag, her wild eyes going to the three thugs groaning on their backs.

“I need to get out of here,” she said.

“Follow me, I’ll keep you safe,” the man said.

He had
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