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Part One

It had been three days
since he had seen her last. Rob had a schedule he stuck to and she
was apart of it.

Five-thirty a.m.: get off
work. By six, he was getting breakfast and coffee and then at
six-thirty he was turning down his street where he had seen her at
the bus stop on her way to work. He could tell by the way she was
dressed she was on her way to work. She didn’t wear a uniform, but
she was dressed in business attire. Except on Fridays, she usually
wore some jeans or a nice blue jean skirt that accentuate her
muscular calves, her thick thighs and her nice grippable
hips.

There was a time or two he
had been tempted to stop and talk to her but for some reason he had
a feeling she was above his station. It wasn’t that he was
intimidated by her. He just felt she most likely taken or she was
one of those twenty-first century busy women who had no time for
anything.

A certain respect came to
mind when he saw her and seeing her at the bus stop gave him
assurance there was A God and He still made beautiful things man
could enjoy looking at.

 


 



Part Two

 


On the third day in a row
when he didn’t see her, he began to worry yet it seemed futile. He
found himself unable to go about his regular day as normal, curious
to her whereabouts.

As he was getting off work
the next morning he was oblivious to anyone as he clocked out and
hurried to his car. He was way ahead of schedule by the time he
reached the gas station which wasn’t that far her bus stop. He
looked down the street before going in to pay for gas, but did not
see her. So occupied in getting back outside, he disregarded
getting the cheap coffee.

Coming back to his car, he
pumped his gas, but kept his eyes glued on the bus stop. Just as he
was replacing the lid on his tank, she walked across the street and
stood there.

Rob’s heart raced in
excitement just seeing that today was a Friday and she wore the
delicious blue jean skirt. Jumping in his car, he almost burned
rubber driving out of the station. He forced himself to slow his
roll as he neared his street to turn down.

Damn!

A car had stopped in front
her, blocking Rob’s view.

She was shaking her head
with a plaintive expression on her face and desperately looking
down the street as if just her eyes could make the bus come
faster.

 


 



Part Three

 


Disappointed that he was
going to miss the opportunity to see her fully, he turned down the
street just as a large dude from the car blocking Rob’s view got
out of the car and came around to her.

As an afterthought, Rob
looked in his rear view mirror to see her backing away and still
shaking her head at the large man.

Immediately, Rob turned the
car around and drove up to the corner where he was only a few steps
away from the bus stop.

By this time the large dude
had her pinned against the fence that was behind the bus stop.
Although their bodies weren’t touching, the large dude was pretty
close.

She looked his way with a
desperate expression on her face.

Unsure if he should get
involved, Rob only stood out of his car on the driver’s side. “Hey,
I’m sorry to bother you guys, but I need to know where La Salle
Boulevard is? I got mixed up-”

“Fuck off and find your own
way ‘round!” the large dude barked.

The woman moved closer to
Rob with a look of relief. “Um, what street?” she asked moving to
Rob’s car.

Her voice was soft with a
proper accent. She certainly couldn’t be from the hood. With her
blue jean skirt she wore a matching vest and underneath a light
pink baby doll shirt with matching pink heels and bag.

“La Salle,” Rob repeated as
she came closer to the car. All the times he’d seen her he’d never
noticed how flawless her warm nutmeg skin was and how silky her
dark brown hair looked. He was mesmerized as even more details
about her including her ample low neckline emerged because of her
full breast, which were more than a handful and the hazel doe eyes
that sensuously sparkled all on their own.

“I think it’s down the
street two blocks away.” She was speaking slow, looking out of the
corner of her eyes.

The large guy stood there
for a minute, but then got in his car and drove off burning serious
rubber to show how pissed he was Rob had stolen his dime
piece.

She sighed in relief.
“Thank you,” she said gratefully. “Stupid oaf couldn’t understand
no means no.”

Rob couldn’t believe he was
having a conversation with her. A normal conversation. “If it
wouldn’t make you feel uncomfortable I could stay right here until
your bus came,” he offered.

She looked a little bit
wary by this offer and only shrugged her shoulder. “It should be
here at any moment, and La Salle is really right down the
street.”

He chuckled. “Ma’am, I was
never looking for that street. I was just cock blocking.
“

She wasn’t that naive and
quickly put everything together. “Well thank you for that,” she
said thankfully, coming closer to the car so she could lean on it
to reach over and extend her hand. “I’m Diamond Peterson, but most
people call me Michelle.”

"Rob Nixon,” he said,
treasuring the handshake not believing he was actually touching her
silky warm skin. She was like a drug and just a little made one
want more.

Before more could be said,
the bus was coming. She pulled her hand away gently, waved goodbye
appreciatively and got on her bus.

Rob’s heart did a back flip
at her perfect smile she graced him with before disappearing on the
bus.

 


 



Part Four

 


All fricking night long,
Rob’s mind was a million miles away. Even when his co-workers
ragged him about his past, he didn’t flinch. He was too occupied
with how he was going to strike up another conversation with
Diamond.

He tested her name out on
his lips since he’d driven away.

Even though others called
her Michelle, he liked the name Diamond. He’d never owned one and
the idea of making her his, incited feelings he hadn’t felt in a
long time.

This was more than just
physical for him and he knew meeting her couldn’t be a onetime
thing.

But the past. .
.

That thought lingered with
him in the back of his mind, but that still didn’t stop him from
thinking of possibilities with her.

With Saturday arriving, he
knew there was no possibility of seeing her, yet still found
himself looking at the corner where her bus stop was as he arrived
home Saturday morning.

After getting a couple of
hours of sleep, he showered and dressed to go into his appointment
he had every Saturday. For the first time in a long time, he didn’t
feel uncomfortable or confined as he sat in the lobby with everyone
else who most likely was either like him or even worse.

Nick greeted him as he
walked in the office and frowned. “You look different Rob,” he
noted. “Are you feeling well?” Nick was a tall slim white man. As
always he was dressed casual and looking as if he had just finished
watching a football game.

As long as Rob had known
Nick, he’d never seen the man get upset about anything and he hoped
to have Nick’s casual calm that seemed to come too easy.

Being calm had never been
Rob’s forte in the past.

To answer Nick’s questions,
Rob could only shrug his shoulders. Nick couldn’t possibly know
about the things going on in his head. “I’m fine.”

“How’s the job? The guys
still bothering you since they found out about your
past?”

Again he shrugged
nonchalantly, “It’s fine, plus they didn’t find out about
everything. Just the last shit I was sent up for and not even the
whole explanation. I just let them believe what they wanted to
believe. I don’t have to explain myself to anyone.”

“Now I’m worried,” Nick
said seriously. “You’re never fine with anyone even speaking to you
about the past. You even have problems talking about everything
that happened. Sit down and tell me what’s happened?”

Rob didn’t mind telling
Nick at all how his week had gone, but he did worry about what Nick
would say about Diamond. In a way, Diamond had become Rob’s private
joy and although sharing his first memory with Nick about Diamond,
Rob felt really protective of her.

As if Nick was the parent
and could take Rob’s new coveted toy away if he chose to and Rob
couldn’t do anything about it.

After he finished, Nick
drunk his coffee and raised a brow for a moment. Rob didn’t speak,
but watched Nick’s facial nuances.

Nick’s deep blue eyes were
real pensive for a long minute and he pushed his long fingers
through his thick dirty blonde hair before speaking again. “This is
the first time in a couple of years I’ve ever heard you speak about
a girl.”

Rob corrected him. “She’s a
woman.”

Nick wrote something down
in his file. “Did you feel you could protect her from this big guy,
Rob?”

“I wasn’t thinking about
what that guy could do to me. But I didn’t think I was angry enough
to hurt anyone. Not like…” He drifted off in what he was going to
say because speaking of the past was still difficult. A sour taste
always came into his mouth and he felt like someone was squeezing
his heart real tight.

Nick wrote some more notes
down in the file. “Are you taking your medicine?”

Now Rob felt a little
uncomfortable. “Yes, I’ve been taking them.”

“On schedule?” Nick
verified.

Trying to suppress his
irritation, Rob shifted his weight uncomfortably. “Yes, I have
Nick. I know it’s a part of my probation and I wouldn’t mess that
up. I’m not going to do anything to go back to jail.”

 



Part Five

 


To his disappointment she
wasn’t at the bus stop Monday morning. Maybe this was good for him
because even he had started to worry about how much time his mind
was giving to her. So much so, Nick had promised to make a midweek
appointment when he called to check on him Sunday.

As he was getting out his
car and looking forlornly down the street, the car with the large
guy pulled up in front of his house.

Too shocked that this man
knew where he lived, Rob was lost for words as the large man walked
up to him.

Before words were said, the
big guy punched Rob in the gut. Heaving over, ready to throw up
from the blow, he dropped to his knees knowing his eyes were about
to pop out of his face.

Looking up perplexed, the
big guy rubbed his knuckles as if Rob had hurt him.

“You keep your ass away
from Michelle. She was mine from the get go and I’m not going to
let some dumb punk like you get in the way of getting her again.
Next time you get in my way, you better hope I don’t have to come
by here again or you’ll be real sorry.”

Rob was still on his knees
as the guy got back in his car and drove away with a cynical smirk
on his dark lips.

Punk Bitch!

Forcing himself to get up
to his feet, he took several deep breaths to recover his
equilibrium and wobbled into the house. His head was
swirling.

A long drink of water
helped, but he was still feeling dizzy. Lying down, he wondered who
the hell this woman was. And why did the giant feel the need to
protect her or why there was a need to rip Rob wide open to make
him stay away from her?

 



Part Six

 


Once he could see straight
again, he went to a library and decided to use current technology
to see what he could find on her. Putting her whole name on the
Google Search bar, nothing came up except a company called Diamonds
Exclusive, but it was out of New York. Rob
decided to look for Michelle Peterson and a nearby
address came up.

Quickly printing out all
the information, he went to the  address, which was five blocks away
from him. The house was one of the large styled mansions that were
in the Boston Edison District of Detroit. Back in the city’s
heyday, the wealthy crowded over in this area in five to ten room
homes. Some of them even possessed carriage houses for the servants
or guests. Nowadays most of these homes had been turned into two or
four family flats because no one family could afford to live in
them anymore.

The house address he was
going to still looked like a one family unit. The front looked like
it had not been attended to in years properly, except cutting the
grass and there was a large porch in the front. On both sides of
the large home were vacant lots. Unlike other lots like this where
homes used be the grass was six feet in height, these lots were cut
down.

Touching his stomach only a
little worried of the repercussion if this was her, Rob knocked on
the door and waited for
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