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CHAPTER ONE

Lilly

 

 

 

 

 

 

His lips were so close to mine, and I could feel the warmth of his minty breath on my face. I could feel the thump of my heart beating against my chest the closer he came. All I wanted was to feel his lips on mine. His body pressed against me. So when he took my mouth, I welcomed him in. Parting my lips, his tongue thrust inside, giving me what I had desired since the first time I saw him. His strong hands began moving up and down my body, leaving me wanting more. Our kiss broke, but only so he could taste the arousal he caused my body. The warmth of his mouth enveloped my pert nipple as he began tenderly kissing and sucking the hard bud. I could do nothing to tame my desire for him. I was his. As his mouth continued its ministration on my breasts, his hand began moving even further down my body. I only hoped that soon he would take me and relieve me of the burning need inside. I could feel the moisture building between my thighs as he continued his assault on my sensitized body. I wondered if he knew the effect he was having on me. My arousal for him deepened with my moans of pleasure when he spoke one word, “Beautiful,” before he plunged his finger inside.  

 

 

“Wait, wait, no, no. Not yet.”  God, how I hated my alarm clock at this very moment, and just when I was about to get to the good part. It was the same dream over and over. Never getting to where it needed. Only leaving me wet, alone, and in need of release. It was no wonder that my handy butterfly vibrator, which I now named “Max,” wasn’t worn out. We had a regular thing going on. I guess you could even call us a couple, seeing how we went to bed together and woke up together. For two years, three months, and fourteen days, Max had been taking the place of the one man who consistently consumed my thoughts. I am Lilly Davis, daughter of Lawrence and Kate Davis, strong, confident, and in command of my own life. Not even Peter Hewitt could take that from me. I only wished I had someone to share me with. 

 

 

As I pushed out of bed, I thought back to what my best friend Dylan used to say, “Everything happens for a reason. God has a plan for everyone.” It seemed like just yesterday we were fighting about who would ask Bobby Jensen to the Sadie Hawkins dance or who was going to wear the shiny bracelet we found one day in the gym. That was, until our parents found out, and we had to turn it into the Lost and Found at school. Who would have thought our lives would end up the way they did? Life was so much simpler then. Now, Dylan was married and had a beautiful baby boy named Isaac. I always knew she and Rade Matheson would end up together. I just didn’t realize how it would impact our lives. She was blissfully happy, and I was just, well, let’s just say... alone. Don’t get me wrong. Of anyone, she deserved to be happy. I just wished it was me. 

 

 

While I was deep in thought about how my life sucked, I heard a knock at the door. It could only be the delivery I was expecting. I had to ship all of my personal belongings here since there was no way to get them all on the plane. I had accumulated so much stuff during my time in Paris, most of which was clothing. A girl had to keep up with the latest fashions. 

 

 

I wasn’t exactly dressed in the best attire to answer the door, so I went to my bedroom and grabbed my robe to cover my cute teddy pajamas, which happened to be one of the first things I bought in Paris. Walking out of the room, I could hear the knocking getting louder and louder. Whoever was on the other side was very impatient. “Hold your horses. I’m coming.” 

 

When I opened the door, an older chubby man pushed his electronic clipboard at me. “Sign here,” he said, showing his annoyance with me. 

 

 

“Thanks,” I said, taking the small device from him.  

 

 

“Where do you want my guys to put all your stuff?”  

 

 

“Anywhere will be just fine.” 

 

 

When the delivery guy left, I couldn’t believe how much stuff I actually accumulated. Box after box took up every inch of my living room. Unpacking everything was just going to have to wait. There was something more important that I needed to get done first. I had to find a location for the new gallery. It had to be somewhere that would get a lot of exposure. A place on Park Avenue would be nice, but I wasn’t sure if anything would be available to rent. More importantly than that, I needed to get in touch with my bestie. 

 

 

Walking to the kitchen, I grabbed a cup of java and headed back to my bedroom. Stripping off all my clothing, I headed to the bathroom. I took a quick glance in the mirror and saw someone that I hardly recognized. Living in Paris gave me time to take advantage of the beautiful scenery. I did a lot of hiking and biking. I even started going to the gym to work out. My efforts had certainly paid off. My body was more toned than it had ever been. I liked what I saw. Even my breasts were perkier than they had ever been. Rubbing my hands over my plump breasts, I could feel how much firmer they were. I needed to make it a priority to find a gym, something nearby. Who would have ever thought I would like working out? Looking at the results made me want to go even more. 

 

 

Spring was my most favorite time of year. Everything was beginning to turn green. Even the flowers were starting to bud. It seemed like there were more people out and about as well. It was as if they were all coming out of hibernation. I needed to focus on getting ready instead of gazing out the window, watching all the people. But before I did anything, I needed to give Dylan a call. Pulling my cell from my purse, I found her number and pressed send. 

 

 

“Hello,” Dylan answered. 

 

 

“Bonjour, mon amie,” I said with excitement. 

 

 

“Bonjour to you too. What has you so happy?” 

 

 

 “Oh nothing, just the fact that it is a beautiful day.” It was a beautiful day. I wanted to do something with my friend instead of wasting it unpacking boxes. “So do you have any plans for the day?” 

 

 

“I was going to take Isaac to the park. Do you want to come along?” 

 

 

“I would love to come. What time?” I couldn’t wait to see my little godchild.  

 

 

“How about I pick you up in an hour? I need to finish packing lunch. I thought it would be nice to have a little picnic while we’re there.”  

 

 

“Perfect. I’ll see you in an hour. Au revoir,” I replied, ending our call. Dylan was always doing fun stuff, like picnics, with Isaac. She said it was important for him to get used to being around people and interact with other kids. 

 

 

If I was going to go to the park, I needed to change. The skirt and knit top I had chosen might not be the best attire to wear to the park. I decided to pick something a little bit more comfortable. I found my favorite pair of jeans, a New York Yankees t-shirt, and slipped them on. My hair was down, so I grabbed one of my hair ties and pulled it back into a pony. I was glad that my hair grew rather quickly since I had it cut shorter a few years ago. 

 

 

Dylan couldn’t have arrived any sooner. I was so happy to see her. When she told me she was pregnant again with twins, my heart just about did somersaults. It was especially funny when she told me how Rade reacted to the news. She thought he was going to have a heart attack. I had never seen her so happy. When the day came for me to be a mom, I hoped that I would be a good mom just like her. 

 

 

It was a short drive to Central Park. The park was always busy on Saturdays. It seemed like everyone in Manhattan was there. Since the park was so big, it wasn’t hard to find a place to set up for our picnic. Isaac spotted the children’s playground right away.  He was so cute the way he kept tugging on my arm to take him to the play area.  

 

 

“Nant Illy, come, come,” he said with excitement, pulling my arm with everything he had. 

 

 

“I’m coming, little guy,” I said as he pulled me towards the playground. I never knew a child could be so strong.  

 

 

While Dylan was setting up the picnic area, Isaac and I played. Isaac tried to convince me that I needed to go on the jungle-gym with him. No way was going to happen. Instead, I pointed him to the swing set and offered to push him while he swung. It was an easy trade considering he loved to swing. 

 

 

By the time we finished playtime, I was exhausted and starving. Dylan already had everything laid out for us. She always thought of everything. She had our place settings perfectly placed on the picnic table, along with more than enough food. Dylan made ham and cheese sandwiches for us, while little Isaac had peanut butter and jelly. She also brought fruit and chocolate chip cookies. I was hoping that the chocolate cookies were for me. What’s the fun in eating fruit, unless it happened to be the grape kind served in liquid form? 

 

 

We had so much fun at the park that we really didn’t get much of a chance to really talk to one another. Isaac kept us both busy with the playground as we alternated in taking him. It was approaching two o’clock when Isaac finally had enough. He ended up falling asleep on the blanket that Dylan had spread out on the grass. She gathered Isaac in her arms while I gathered everything else. He didn’t even stir when she picked him up. He was out. 

 

 

On the way home, Dylan suggested I come to her house for a while. She thought we could catch up while Isaac took a nap. I hadn’t spent any real girl time with anyone in such a long time. I couldn’t pass up the opportunity with my BFF. We had so many things to catch up on. The last time I spent any time with Dylan was the night her life fell apart.  

 

 

When she told me Rade was taking her to this sex club, I tried to convince her it was a bad idea. It was funny how things turned out. She managed to get past what happened to her. Now it’s a weekly thing for them. Not too sure how on board I was with this weekly “date night,” but it seems to be working for them. Still, I would like to know how it fits into their lives, especially with little Isaac in the picture. 


CHAPTER TWO

Lilly

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Maria took little Isaac while Dylan and I settled on the back patio. When Dylan told me that Rade had found the perfect home for them on the outskirts of New York, I wasn’t thrilled about being so far away from my friend. Even though I was still living in Paris, I knew that I would be returning to New York and living here permanently. Call it selfishness, but I wanted to have my best friend close to me. I didn’t want to waste any time driving to be with her, especially if I needed her when I was having an emotional breakdown, which I was having a lot of lately.  

 

 

“So how are things with you since you moved back to the States?” Dylan asked, pulling me from my thoughts. 

 

 

“Pretty good, actually. All of my things arrived this morning from Paris. I still need to find a place for the new gallery, but other than that, really good.” I shifted slightly in my seat, hoping that my answer satisfied her question. 

 

 

“That’s not what I meant, Lilly. I was referring to you and Peter. Have you seen him yet?” Dylan asked, smiling as she handed me a glass of ice tea. 

 

 

 One thing about my friend, she could be direct and to the point at times. I shouldn’t have been surprised, though. I didn’t give Dylan any reason to believe that my relationship with Peter was over. All she knew was that we had gone our separate ways when I moved to Paris. Now that I was back, it only seemed reasonable that we would hook up again. “I haven’t seen Peter. To be quite honest, I’m not sure if I want to see him. We didn’t end things with the best of terms when I left.” 

 

 

“I just thought you guys would be able to work things out now that you’re back on a permanent basis. He still asks about you,” Dylan confessed. 

 

 

“What do you mean he still asks about me?” I shouldn’t have cared, but deep down, I thought about Peter more than I should have. Even though things between us ended badly, there wasn’t a day that went by that I didn’t think about him. He was the only man who could make me feel things that I had never felt before. I wasn’t by no means inexperienced, but some of the things he did to me, well, let’s just say, you couldn’t learn them from a self-help book. 

 

 

“He still cares about you, Lilly. I really think he feels bad about the way things ended between you two. I’m not telling you what to do, but you should think about talking to him. Give him another chance.” 

 

 

Maybe Dylan was right. Everyone had secrets. Look at her life with Rade. He had enough secrets for the entire population of Manhattan. Everything worked out for them. She had a beautiful home, a beautiful little boy, and a man who loved her more than anything. “I’ll think about it,” I replied. I just wasn’t sure if I was ready to get my heart broken again. 

 

 

Dylan grabbed my hand and gave it a gentle squeeze, signaling her appreciation. “So what is this about a new gallery?” 

 

 

I was thankful that she had changed the subject. As I told her what my plans were, her eyes lit up with excitement. I almost believed she was more excited than I was. She even offered to have Maria watch Isaac while we looked for a spot for the gallery together. Dylan even went as far as offering to help me name it.  

 

 

“I almost forgot,” Dylan blurted out. “We are having a grand opening for Tetralogy. I want you to come.” 

 

 

“I wouldn’t miss it for the world, Dylan. Let me know when and where, and I’ll be there.” I knew how important this was for Dylan. She worked so hard to get the new facility up and running. At first, she wasn’t sure she would be able to run the new company Rade had purchased. I knew she would make it a great success, mostly since everyone wanted the latest in new software to make their lives easier. 

 

“It’s a couple of weeks away, but it will be at the new site. I’m very hopeful that there will be a lot of people there,” Dylan said. 

 

 

“Knowing you, my friend, it will be a hit,” I giggled, lifting my glass in a toast. 

 

 

~****~

 

 

By the time Richard took me back to my condo, it was dinner time. Dylan had offered for me to stay, but I knew boxes were waiting for me to unpack. I wished I had taken her up on her offer. When I opened the door, I was hit with twenty-plus boxes needing to be unpacked. I wasn’t sure where I was going to start, but first things first. If I was going to tackle these boxes, I was going to do it in comfortable clothing. Heading to my bedroom, I took in a deep sigh of regret. “This is not how I planned on spending a Saturday night. Then again, what kind of plans did I really have?” 

 

 

It was well past midnight, and I had only unpacked a quarter of the boxes in my living area. I decided to call it quits and opted for a nice hot bath. There was nothing like a mound of bubbles to soothe an achy body, a body in dire need of some TLC. As I lay in the tub, I began thinking about what Dylan said about reaching out to Peter. Even though things didn’t end well, he hadn’t left my mind since the day I told him it would be better if we went our separate ways. As much as it hurt, I could never bring myself to delete his number from my phone. There were so many times I thought about calling him just to say “Hi.” In the end, I always chickened out and did nothing. Maybe tomorrow morning would be different. Maybe I would be able to actually hit the little green phone icon instead of just staring at it. 


CHAPTER THREE

Lilly

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The morning came too soon. It was 6:00 a.m., and I knew that if I wanted to do something other than unpacking boxes, I needed to get started on it. Stumbling out of bed, I went to the bathroom, did my thing, and headed to the kitchen for some much-needed coffee. After having the first taste of my morning pick-me-up, I began digging into the remaining boxes.  Most of the boxes were filled with clothing, so I saved those for another time. I did manage to carry them to the bedroom to make more room in the living area. I finally felt like I was making progress. The shaggy white rug I had over the wooden floor was finally visible. 

 

 

When I emptied the last box of its contents, it was nearly 10:00 a.m. I was glad I hadn’t wasted my whole day unpacking. Most importantly, I had plenty of time to check out the new gym I saw around the corner from my building. I was glad that the old empty building finally turned into something useful and not one of those organic markets containing stuff nobody heard of. Changing into my workout clothes, I decided to call Dylan to see if she wanted to tag along with me. 

 

 

“Hey, girlfriend,” I began, “Whatcha doing?” 

 

 

“Usually, when you ask me what I’m doing, it means you either want something or you want me to go with you somewhere.” Dylan knew me too well. When you know each other for more than fifteen years, you tend to get to know someone pretty well. 

 

 

“I was going to check out the new gym that opened up around the corner from me. I thought maybe you would want to go with me,” I ask, hoping she would accept. 

 

 

“I would love to go with you. Give me about an hour. I just need to get Isaac settled, and I’ll be over.” 

 

 

“Perfect.” 

 

 

While I waited for Dylan to show up, I thought I would occupy my time looking for a real estate agent. Searching the Web, I found one who specialized in commercial properties. I emailed her what I was looking for, and she instantly emailed me back with some listings close to the area I wanted. After looking at the listings, I was beginning to have second thoughts about her. Some of the listings she shared were complete dumps. I could tell just by looking at the pictures. The buildings that weren’t, were either too small or so outrageously priced it was no wonder they hadn’t sold yet. By the time I got off the phone with her, I could tell she was annoyed with me. It didn’t really matter. If I was going to pay a sizable amount for a spot, then she could be as annoyed as she wanted to. I wasn’t about to get talked into something I didn’t like. 

 

 

Just as I was finishing up with the realtor, a knock came at the door. Looking through the peephole, I could see it was Dylan. Even though it had only been yesterday since I’d seen her, I really missed her. So when my greeting ended in a big hug, it threw her a little off guard. 

 

 

“I guess you’re glad to see me,” she said with a smile. 

 

 

“I just really missed you.” It was the truth. I might have gone a little overboard, though. 

 

 

I grabbed my bag, and we headed to the new gym, only it wasn’t really new, in the sense that it had been there for a year and a half. I had missed so much while I was gone. 

 

 

 Since it was a gorgeous day, we decided to walk. One thing about New York, you never knew what to expect when it came to the weather. It could be unseasonably warm one day and a blizzard the next. 

 

 

When we entered the gym, I could tell it was a popular place. Looking around, I could see that several classes were going on in various rooms. The main room where most of the exercise equipment was located had people doing their own thing. As we walked up to the reception area, there was no one around. Dylan picked up the bell sitting on the counter and began ringing it. Within seconds, a very fit guy came to assist us. 

 

 

“Good afternoon, ladies, is there something I can help you with?” he greeted us in a friendly manner. 

 

 

“Yes, we would like some information on joining the gym,” I replied. 

 

 

“I think I can help you out with that,” he smiled as he pulled several forms from behind the counter. 

 

 

An hour later, we were signed up as members. I couldn’t believe how much the gym had to offer for the monthly membership fee. It had several classes ranging from low-impact aerobics to high-intensity kickboxing. There was even a special class offered to soon-to-be mothers. This was what sold Dylan. She was all about being as healthy as possible during her pregnancy. 

 

 

As we were leaving, we were so excited about joining that I didn’t notice the man walking into the gym. I would have fallen on my ass hadn’t it been for his arms reaching out for me. Looking up at him, I couldn’t help but stare. He was very handsome. 

 

 

“I’m so sorry,” I said, blushing from embarrassment. “I should watch where I’m going.”  

 

 

“No need to apologize. I should have been paying more attention,” he said in a deep voice.  

 

 

As Dylan and I stepped outside, Dylan gave me one of those ‘Are you crazy’ looks? I knew that look and what she was thinking. 

 

 

 “Don’t say anything, Dylan. I know what you’re thinking.” I didn’t want her to know that I was at a loss for words. I was too busy, staring at his incredible body. Hopefully, I would have another chance to get to know him better. 

 

 

When we got to my building, Dylan decided she needed to get back home to Isaac. I knew it was hard for her to leave him for any length of time, and she had already been away from him for a couple of hours. It was a good thing that she made sure that Tetralogy had a daycare center on-site; otherwise, she would have never agreed to keep working.  

 

 

Before she left, we decided to meet up again on Wednesday to go to the gym. Wednesdays and Fridays were the two days they offered the low-impact classes for expecting mothers. 

 

 

Getting off the elevator, I could tell there was something wrong. The door to my condo was open, and I could have sworn that I locked the door when Dylan and I left. Grabbing the pepper spray from my bag, I held it up in front of me as I slowly pushed the door open. Looking inside, I saw that no one was there. I slowly walked through the door when I heard a noise coming from down the hallway. It sounded like the noise was coming from the bathroom. My grip tightened around the bottle of pepper spray as I approached the bathroom door. As I pushed the door open, a white and gray fur-ball appeared before me. “Oliver, what are you doing here?” I asked, thinking the cat would somehow be able to answer me. Taking a deep breath, I put the spray back in my bag and picked up the overweight Siamese cat. 

 

 

Walking out of my place down two doors to Mrs. Jensen’s, I held on to Oliver as I knocked on the door. Mrs. Jensen opened the door with a big smile on her face. I knew how much she loved that cat. What I couldn’t understand was how he managed to get out? Mrs. Jensen always made sure he never went outside her home. Mrs. Jensen thanked me for returning Oliver. I really wasn’t a cat person, but Oliver was beginning to grow on me. 

 

 

~****~

 

 

By the time Wednesday rolled around, I was ready for a good workout. Natalie, my real estate agent, showed me some more buildings for my gallery. Everything she showed me wasn’t even close to what I wanted. It was mostly the same thing, either too small or too pricey. So when Dylan called and asked if she could meet me at the gym, I was all for it. This meant I could leave a little earlier and get rid of some of the stress I was carrying. 

 

 

Entering the building, I could see that everyone was pretty much as they were the first time we came. I thought a good warm-up would get me on my way to release some of the tension I had. I decided to start with a couple of miles on the treadmill. Dylan showed up just as I was finishing up. Her class was just about to start, so I headed back to the weight area and decided to work on my upper body. As I looked around, I wondered about the good looking guy I plowed into a couple of days ago. I was kind of disappointed when I didn’t see him. 

 

 

Dylan was finished with her class about an hour later, looking like she really enjoyed herself. I still wanted to work on my lower body, so we decided to meet up again next Wednesday. Dylan didn’t want to overdo her first week. The last thing she wanted was to be sore and pregnant.  


CHAPTER FOUR

Lilly

 

 



 

 

I couldn’t believe the way my body felt the next morning. Every muscle hurt. Even muscles I didn’t know I had hurt. It felt like I competed in a triathlon. I needed to do something to loosen up. The first thing I needed was to get some pain reliever. Stumbling out of bed, I headed to the medicine cabinet in my bathroom for my relief. I popped two ibuprofen tablets into my mouth and waited for them to kick in. An hour later, there was still no relief. I decided maybe a walk would help loosen my tight muscles. Putting on my favorite Nikes, I headed out the door for Central Park. 


 

It was another beautiful day with even more people taking advantage of the nice weather. Just as I stepped across the street, I felt the vibration of my cell phone. I was hoping it was the realtor letting me know she had found a place. When I looked down at my screen, I didn’t recognize the number. I went ahead and answered it, just in case it was the real estate agent. Greeting the caller with a “Hello,” I waited for a response. There was only silence on the other end. Before I could say “Hello” again, the caller hung up. Whoever it was must have realized they had the wrong number. Thinking nothing of it, I slipped my phone back into my pocket and proceeded to the park.  

 


Walking for about
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