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Chapter One
On an autumn day in New York City time stops for no one including a thirty-five year old woman who was running very late for work. On this particular day, time seemed to have no remorse for thirty-five year old Breeze Thompson. She started her day with an alarm clock that refused to go off and now she was forced to rush around her tiny charming brownstone apartment. She was running into one issue after the next that morning and she found herself getting more and more aggravated as the minutes ticked on.
I cant believe this! God, help me here! Breeze slams the empty coffee can down on the kitchen counter. I cant even have a cup of coffee this morning! She glances up at the clock on the wall. I dont have time to make coffee anyhow. I have ten minutes to get dressed and get to the publishers, She yelled as she ran out of the kitchen.
Breeze Thompson is a woman who is head strong, independent, and very successful as an author. She worked very hard to get to where she is in her writing career, but even though she is very successful she never let it go to her head. She keeps her feet planted firmly on the ground and her head out of the clouds and she owes it all to her very strong faith in God.
Breeze has always loved writing, even in her youth but her only regret is putting her books ahead of ever having a family of her own. She adores children and loves being around her nieces and nephews; but there remains an empty hole in her heart for the children she never had.
Breeze dressed in jeans, boots and a very nice blouse rushed to her apartment door. She stood there while she frantically searched through her bottomless purse for her keys.
Where are you? I know you are in here somewhere, Breeze irately said.
She got down on her knees and turned her purse upside down until all the contents fell to the wooden floor. She searched through all the rubbish multiple times, but she could not find her house keys anywhere.
Breezes cell phone started ringing as it rested among her clutter on the floor. Now what? She reached down and picked up the phone and let out a small growl when she saw it was her agent calling. She hesitated before answering, Hello.
Breeze rolled her eyes as she listened closely to her agent reminding her for the fifth time how important the meeting is at the publishers.
I know that, Mary. Breeze picked up her things and threw them back in her purse. I understand that, Mary. I am sorry I
Breeze picked up her hairbrush and tossed it inside of her leather purse as she continued to listen to her agent.
Mary, I am on my way. She placed her purse strap over her shoulder and stood up. Mary, I am coming now. Just hold them off. I am walking out the door as we speak. I know that! Bye. Breeze slammed her phone closed and chucked it back inside of her purse. I swear I am going to fire that woman someday. Now where are my stupid keys?
Breeze ran over to the coffee table and looked frantically for her keys. She glanced back at the door when she heard a sudden knock.
Come in, Debra!
The door opened and a red headed woman in jeans and a baggy T-shirt walked in.
How do you always know when it is me? Debra asked as she walked in leaving the door opened behind her. Because I have no other friends besides you, Breeze said as she turned around and started to search for her keys under the sofa's cushions.
Debra walked over toward Breeze. What are you doing?
I cant find my keys and I am already so late for a meeting this morning. Breeze stopped searching in the sofa and looked at Debra. I just want to go to bed, pull the covers up over my head, and stay there.
I hear that, Debra said laughing.
I have to go. Breeze walked past Debra to the door. Keep an eye on my place today.
Debra turned around and looked at her frantic friend and replied,
Okay, I guess. You really need to slow down and breathe, Breeze.
Breathe? Whats that? Breeze turned around and stopped just inside of the opened door when she heard Debra reply.
Something I do not think you do often enough. You need to let Mary deal with whatever is going on this morning. Take a day off.
Yeah, right. Mary is the one that is pushing me to the max. Breeze turned around and started to walk out the door.
Breeze, slow down! Debra walked quickly to the door. Breeze!
Breeze ran down the hallway and she glanced back at Debra just as she made it to the stairs. Get the spare key from Mrs. Smith and lock my door! Breeze yelled running down the stairs.
Okay, I guess! Breeze, slow down and be careful! Debra raised her hand in the air. I have it all under control, I suppose. She is so going to burn herself out. Debra turned on her heals and closed the door to Breezes apartment.
Breeze ran out the front door of the brownstone and down the street as fast as she could run in her high-healed boots. The weather was cool as the fall leaves danced around the sidewalk and the only sound she could hear was the clattering noise of her boots against the pavement.
I am never going to make it there on time. I need a taxi! Breeze stopped running and stood at the corner of the street. Theres one! Over here! Breeze raised her hand to her mouth and whistled loudly.
The taxicab raced down the street toward her and she stood there with her arms up in the air waving. The cab got closer to her and suddenly it made a fast left hand turn through a large muddy water puddle. The water splashed all over her and the driver did not stop, but instead continued on his way. Breeze screamed as the driver drove away with not so much as a look back.
No! This is not happening to me, not this morning! Breeze stood there almost in tears as dirty water dripped from her chin. She looked up at the gray sky and whispered, Lord, why me? She lowered her head and whimpered.
After a few minutes Breeze grabbed a tissue out of her purse and wiped her face and clothes with it the best she could. She was drenched from her head to toes with dirty street water. She slowly crossed the street and walked toward downtown.
I will go to the restroom when I get to the publishers and cleanup before I meet with them. It wont make to much difference, but ole well. Breeze started running up the street with her long blonde, damp hair dancing behind her.
It was only a short few minutes run to downtown from the brownstone, but as always the city was alive with people everywhere. Breeze ran as fast as she could through the busy streets with its abundance of people. She tried to remain calm, but it wasnt working. Almost there, almost there. Excuse me, Breeze said as she bumped into a gentleman in a suit. I see the building now, she said to herself as the tall building across the street came into view.
She hurried across the street as the sounds of the city rang out around her. She had one thing on her mind and that was to get to that meeting. She was in her own personal bubble as she made her way up the steps of the building. She was not paying attention to anyone at this point and just as she reached the top she ran right into a very handsome man in a very expensive suit. Breeze looked up to see the tall man in sunglasses now drenched in coffee.
I am so sorry! Breeze shouted as her eyes met his.
Its okay, Miss, it wasnt decaf anyhow.
Breeze smiled and said, I am really sorry, but I am...I need to go.
The man was standing there smiling at her and Breeze looked into his eyes for what seemed like several minutes, but actually it was only seconds. A fast thought crossed her mind to give this very handsome man her number, but she didnt have time right now to hunt for Mister Right.
I am, uh...sorry, Breeze forced out.
It is okay. What is your name? The man asked.
I, I have to go. Sorry about the coffee. Breeze ran past him.
The man turned around and shouted, You owe me a coffee! You could at least tell me your name.
Breeze continued running up the stairs as she glanced back and said, Breeze Thompson!
The man grinned as he stood there watching her run like a banshee up the stairs.
I am so very in trouble here. I am so late! Excuse me! Breeze ran into a woman who had an arm full of books. The woman dropped the books and Breeze bent down to help her pick them up.
You need to watch where you are going! The woman snapped.
I am sorry, Breeze said as she picked up a book and handed it to the woman.
Yeah, The woman said under her breath.
I am truly sorry, but I have to go! Breeze stood up and looked at the woman.
Arent you, uh, that author person? The woman asked.
Right now I dont feel like an author. I am sorry, but I have to go. Breeze ran past the woman into the publishers building.
Breeze ran straight to the restroom to try and clean herself up just a tad before she met with her agent and the publisher. She looked into the mirror and almost started to cry again when she saw that her makeup was smeared under her eyes; she looked like a wreck.
God, help me before I have a complete nervous breakdown. I am going to be put in a padded cell with my invisible friend fighting over the crayons. Breeze laughed as she washed the makeup under her eyes off with a wet paper towel.
A few minutes later she emerged from the restroom looking somewhat refreshed compared to earlier. Her phone in her purse started to ring as she walked toward the elevators. She knew it was Mary, so she didnt even bother to answer.
Breeze was standing at the elevators and was just about to push the button when a young man with a cart full of cakes and coffees ran smack-dab into her. The container filled with hot coffee fell over and coffee went spewing all over her boots.
Breeze screamed and jumped back as every eye around her watched the coffee spill all over the floor and her black boots. She stood there staring down at her boots as her cell phone continued to ring from the inside of her purse. Maam, I am so sorry. The young man glanced at Breeze as he turned the container of coffee back on its side. Let me get you a towel. He picked up a towel from the bottom of the cart. Here you go. He tried to hand her the towel.
Breeze looked at him and rolled her eyes, Its okay.
I am really sorry and I will pay for your shoes.
No, that is not necessary, Breeze said.
The elevators bell rang and the doors opened and people started to rush inside.
Let me give you a cake at least. The young man picked up a slice of cake that was wrapped in cellophane.
No, thanks. Breeze walked inside of the elevator and turned around.
Please take it. The man handed her the cake right before the doors closed.
Thanks, Breeze said with a forced smile as the doors completely closed. Just what my hips need. She looked down at the cake in her hand and shook her head.
Breeze was on her way up to the twenty-fifth floor and the elevator was as packed as a can of sardines. There was an elderly man standing right behind her and without warning everyone in the elevator heard a loud squeaking sound followed by a very unpleasant smell.
Oh geeze what is that smell? A woman in a pants suit said.
Breeze looked behind her at the little old man and she crinkled up her nose. The man smiled and shrugged his shoulders. Everyone in the elevator was holding their noses and making gagging sounds.
That is so nasty! A heavyset lady said that was standing in the back of the elevator.
Who did that? A teenage boy asked.
You could of heard a pin drop as everyone at the same exact time looked at the little old man.
Sorry. Blame my wife, she is the one who made me eat those beans for breakfast. The old man glanced around at everyones very nauseated faces.
Breeze slowly turned around and looked up at the numbers above the doors flashing as the elevator went higher and higher. Once again a very sickening sound came from behind her as the old man filled the small packed elevator with his bodily smell.
You are just sick, Mister! The teenage boy shouted.
This is not my day, Breeze whispered as she stared at the closed doors. Just hurry and open.
When the elevator reached its destination and the doors opened everyone quickly filed out. The only one left in the elevator was the little old man who was standing there smiling.
Breeze was walking down the hallway when Mary ran up beside her and said, It is about time.
Breeze looked over at Mary and rolled her eyes as she continued to walk. Here, I brought you breakfast. She handed Mary the piece of cake.
What happened to you, Breeze? You look like you got ran over by a truck and dragged here, Mary said.
Mary that is exactly what happened. How did you know? Breeze said sarcastically.
Breeze and Mary stopped walking when they reached the end of the hallway.
What happened to you? Breeze, you can not go inside to talk to the publisher looking like that, Mary said.
Watch me! Breeze said as she opened the door and walked inside.
This is not going to go well at all, Mary said to herself as she followed Breeze.
About thirty minutes later Breeze and Mary emerged from the publishers office.
I do not know how you won them over with the way you look today, but you did, Mary said.
What is so wrong with the way I look today, Mary? Breeze placed her hand on her hip as she looked at her agent. Well, you look like you have escaped from a mental hospital. Mary tried not to laugh.
I did, but do not tell anyone, Breeze said in a very serious tone.
Uh, what?
Messing with you, Breeze said as she laughed. Lunch is on me.
You want to go to your place to get cleaned up? Mary asked as she followed.
Nope, Breeze replied as she walked down the hall.
Chapter Two
A Central Park Run
It was a few days later and Breeze was given a chance to recuperate after the meeting with her agent and the publishers. She had a really bad habit of pushing herself to the limits when it came to her career and sometimes that meant running into major burnout; but not this time. This time she stopped being an author and was just being herself if only for a few days. She was enjoying a few days off from writing, meetings and dealing with her agent who she swore never slept and had coffee coursing through her veins instead of blood.
Early Friday morning Breeze was relaxing reading her Bible out on the patio. It was a beautiful day as she sat there in a pair of white sweat pants and a T-shirt. Breeze was raised in church and faith in God was her foundation not only in her life, but also the Christian books she wrote. Breeze loved Jesus Christ with ever sense of her being and she knew without him she was nothing. As Breeze always said: Jesus is my everything.
God, I am sorry I havent been to church in ages and I am sorry I havent spoken to you like I use to do, Breeze said as she looked up into the blue sky. I have no excuse, no excuse at all. She placed her bookmark inside her Bible and closed the book. I feel like I am losing myself sometimes, Lord. Does that make any sense? Breeze stood up from her chair, turned and walked into her apartment closing the sliding glass door behind her.
Breeze walked over to the coffee table and placed her Bible down upon it. She looked around her apartment and spoke, This place feels so empty. She walked into her bedroom and sat down on the edge of her bed. I think a brisk walk in the park is just what the doctor ordered. She reached underneath her bed and pulled out her tennis shoes and put them on.
It was a beautiful day in Central park and on days like this the park somehow seemed magical. It was like everything inside of the park, even the trees came to life in a sense and the park was its own little world. Central park was a beautiful place to be if you wanted to enjoy the outdoors and even though it was located in the heart of the city; it seemed like it was a million miles away from the hustle and bustle.
Breeze was listening to a sermon and music on her MP3- player as she walked through the park. The leaves beneath her shoes made a crackling sound as she walked over them on the pathway. She smiled at an elderly couple holding hands like they were newlyweds as she walked past them. The whole atmosphere around her was very relaxing and that is just what she needed.
Oh darn, Breeze said to herself when she noticed one of her tennis shoes had come untied. She walked over to a nearby bench and sat down to tie her shoe.
Breeze was humming along to a song she was listening to and she didnt notice a man standing there on the path watching her. The man was intrigued with her as she started to sing out loud and this made him smile. This went on for several seconds when she had an overwhelming sense she wasnt alone. The singing instantly stopped when she turned her head and saw the man smiling at her.
Good morning, the man said as he walked closer to her.
Breeze removed her earphones from her ears and stood up from the bench. Good morning.
Nice tune you were singing there. The man stood there smiling.
Breeze felt her face turning nine different shades of red and she softly replied, Yeah, sure.
No, really, it was... nice.
You almost choked on those words, Breeze said as she smiled. The man once again smiled revealing a very nice set of teeth. Breeze could not help but notice how attractive this stranger was who stood before her. He was tall, blonde, and in very good shape. His eyes, she instantly noticed, were as blue as the ocean.
A group of kids were playing frisbee nearby and they shouted, Watch out!
Breeze and the man quickly turned around and they saw the frisbee coming straight toward Breezes head. Breeze screamed, raised her hand in front of her face and in a blink of an eye the man ran in front of her and caught the frisbee.
Wow, Breeze whispered as she lowered her hand.
You okay? The man asked as he placed his other hand on her shoulder.
Yeah, I am fine.
Mister, that was an awesome catch! A boy ran up to them.
Thanks, but you kids need to be more careful. You could have really hurt this lady, The man said as he removed his hand from her shoulder and handed the frisbee to the boy.
Sorry, Lady," the boy said.
Its okay, Breeze replied.
The boy smiled and turned around and ran back over to his friends.
You sure you are okay? The man asked.
Yeah. It just scared the daylights out of me is all. Breeze sat down on the bench. Thank you so much.
Anytime. The man sat down beside her.
Breeze looked at him and smiled, then she looked back over toward the kids that were playing.
I am Sean Maverick. Sean extended his hand out to her.
Breeze looked into his face and then she glanced down at his hand. Nice to meet you and thanks again. She stood up from the bench.
Sean lowered his hand and looked up at her with a confused look on his face and said, I just saved your life and you are going to walk away just like that?
Breeze grinned and looked down at him. Well, I wouldnt exactly say you saved my life, but you did save my nose from being broken. She started to walk over to the pathway.
You really are going to walk away without hesitating, arent you? Sean stood up from the bench.
Breeze stopped walking and she turned around to face him. Not to be rude or anything like that, but yes I am. She turned back around and walked up the pathway. Thanks for being my hero!
How rude, Sean said to himself. No, this isnt going to end like this, Missy! Sean ran to catch up to her.
Breeze smiled when she heard him running up from behind. Name isnt Missy.
Sean ran up beside her and started walking to keep up with her. Burned bad, huh?
Excuse me?
Some stupid man somewhere in time hurt you, huh? Sean asked.
Breeze smiled over at him, and then she placed her earphones in her ears. Thanks again and have a blessed day, Mister. She started to run.
Seans mouth fell open as he stopped walking and stood there watching her run away. No, this is so not over. He grinned and started running after her.
Breeze had a feeling that this stranger named Sean Maverick was not the type to let her slip away so easily. She was deliberately picking up her pace as she glanced behind her to see how close he was getting. She ran faster and faster, and so did Sean, but he was having a hard time catching up to her; he wasnt exactly dressed for a morning run through Central Park. Breeze slowed down after a few minutes to let him catch up to her and she looked behind her and laughed. Sean was in good shape, but his suit and shoes he was wearing made it very hard to run. She decided to stop running and sat down underneath a tree to wait on him.
You do know stalking is against the law, right? Breeze smiled as he stopped running and stood there breathing fast and hard.
Sean bent over and placed his hands on his knees while he tried to catch his breath. Uh... Yeah, but I am not stalking you. He looked at her and removed his hands from his knees.
Chasing a woman through the park, a woman you do not know might be considered stalking, Mr. Maverick.
You remembered my name.
Breeze knew she was playing hard to get and she had her reasons: One being she did not trust any man because she had been burnt in the past. She was engaged to a wonderful man, so she thought, but when he didnt even bother to show up for their wedding; her thoughts and feelings changed. The nightmare took place over ten years ago, but to her and her heart it felt just like yesterday.
Have a seat before you fall down, Breeze said and she patted the ground beside her.
Thank you, Sean said as he sat down on the grass.
You hit the nail right on the head. Breeze looked at him.
About what? You being a fantastic singer?
No, Breeze laughingly replied.
Then what? Sean laid back on the grass and turned his head to look at her.
Breeze smiled, and then she looked away. Some stupid man burnt me really bad.
Sorry, uh...I dont even know your name, Sean said.
You can call me Missy. Breeze turned to look at him and she grinned.
Sean smiled, took a deep breath and exhaled. Thought your name wasnt Missy?
It isnt. Breeze giggled and looked away.
Okay...Missy, I am sorry some stupid man hurt you so bad that you wont give a fantastic catch like me a chance, Sean said in a matter-of-fact-attitude.
Conceited or convinced?
Neither, just trying to make you laugh. Sean sat up. And I see I am failing miserably.
Breeze laughed and shook her head. No you are not.
That is good to hear.
Youre not from around here, are you? Breeze asked.
Accent gave it away, huh? Sean winked at her.
Breeze smiled and replied, Slightly. Texas?
Youre good. I am from Houston.
Cool. Breeze looked up into the sky as the cool wind blew across her. Beautiful day.
The day isnt the only thing beautiful around here.
Breeze turned her head to look at him. She smiled. Smooth talker I see.
No, not at all. Just speaking the truth and trying to make conversation is all, Sean said.
Anyone ever tell you that you look like that actor Matthew M
Yeah, I have heard it a few times, but I dont see it myself. Sean turned to look at a dog that was barking. Wish I had his money.
Me too. Breeze nodded.
Sean smiled when he looked at her, which made her very uncomfortable. Breeze stood up and wiped the grass and leaves off the back of her sweat pants.
Listen, the only men that are in my life are: God, Jesus, my daddy, my brother and my nephews. Other than those I have no time in my life for anyone else.
Sean swallowed the lump in his throat as he stood up and looked her square in the face. Dont hold back now.
Breeze looked deep into his eyes and she felt nervous and her heart started to race within her chest. Seans hands were getting sweaty as they stood there staring at each other as if they were frozen in time.
I, uh...I need to run now. Breeze was feeling very antsy.
You are very good at that, Missy. Sean said with a grin.
Funny. Breeze smiled a small smile and she looked down at the ground.
Do you come here often? That sounded so much like a lame pick up line.
Yeah, it did, but no I do not come here too often. I really need to go now, Breeze said.
Can I see you again? What is your name?
My name remains a mystery. Breeze smiled and placed her headphones in her ears.
Please tell me your name.
Thank you for being my hero today. Bye. Breeze smiled and turned and ran up the pathway.
That really bites! Sean said loudly.
Breeze stopped for a brief second and said, You should hear the sermon that I am listening to right now: Wolves in sheeps clothing! She laughed and continued running away.
What does that suppose to mean? Sean walked toward the pathway. I am not no wolf, Missy, or what ever your name is! Hey, come back here!
Breeze smiled as she glanced back at Sean and she waved.
Yeah, bye, who ever you are. What a woman. Sean smiled, turned, and walked in the opposite direction.
Chapter Three
Later that same day as her Central Park adventure Breeze was sitting upon her sofa watching a movie and snacking on chips when a knock at the door caught her attention. She picked up the remote to the TV and paused her movie.
Coming! Breeze got up from the sofa and walked to the door. She opened the door and smiled when she saw that it was Debra.
Whats up? Debra asked as she stood there in her housecoat and slippers.
Not much, just watching a movie. Come in. Breeze turned around and walked over to the sofa.
Sounds like fun. Debra walked into the apartment and closed the door behind her.
You will for sure snag a man in that getup. Breeze sat back down on the sofa.
Debra walked into the living room and picked up the bowl of chips and sat down next to Breeze. Not trying to snag a man.
Well, the way you look that is a good thing, Breeze jokingly said.
You have something against this blue housecoat and my bunny slippers? Debra placed a chip in her mouth.
Nah, not at all, the old woman look I hear is back in style nowadays. Breeze smiled.
Ha-ha. So what movie are you watching? Debra asked.
Breeze picked up the remote to the TV and clicked play. Some chick-flick.
That will for sure cheer you up, Breeze. Debra placed another chip in her mouth.
Yeah.
Breeze and Debra sat there for a few minutes without saying another word as they watched the movie.
He is gorgeous. Why cant an everyday man on the streets look like that? Debra said.
I saw one of those today, Breeze said as she looked over at Debra.
Saw one of those what? A gorgeous man?
Yep, I sure did, Breeze replied and reached over and took a hand full of chips out of the bowl. You thirsty? She placed the chips in her mouth and got up from the sofa.
Yeah, but I want to hear about Mister Gorgeous. Debra followed Breeze into the kitchen.
Nothing to tell ya really, Breeze said as she opened up the refrigerator. He was nice looking, very nice looking and a very smooth talker. She picked up two cans of soda water and closed the refrigerator.
And? Debra said excitably.
And what? Breeze handed her a can of soda.
And what? You talked to him?
Yes, we spoke briefly. Breeze walked past her into the living room.
Are you crazy? Debra walked out of the kitchen and stood at the end of the sofa.
It is no big deal really. Calm down. Breeze sat down on the sofa and opened her drink.
You talked to a gorgeous man and it is no big deal? Breeze, what is wrong with you? Debra sat down on the sofa. What did he look like? Tell me every detail!
He looked a lot like that, Breeze said as she pointed to the other side of the room.
Debra turned her head and looked over at a picture of Breezes daddy when he was in Vietnam. He looks like your daddy? Uh, isnt that somewhat gross?
Breeze laughed and she pointed to the TV. No, he looked a little like him.
What? Mister Gorgeous looked like Matthew McConaughey?!
Yeah, a little. Breeze took a drink of her soda water.
And you are sitting here watching a chick flick when you could be with the real deal? You are insane! Debra nodded.
Breeze reached over and placed her drink on the coffee table. He didnt exactly ask me out, but he did ask if he would see me again.
Debra jumped up on her knees as she sat on the sofa. That is asking you out dim-wit! Did you get his number? What is his name?
Will you calm down, please? Breeze laughed out loud.
Well, tell me everything, Breeze. Where did you meet him?
Central Park and I am not interested, okay? Breeze looked at the movie on the TV.
Why not?
Dont have time anymore and dont want to make time to be honest with you. I am happy with my life as it is, Breeze said.
Yeah, right. All you do is work all the time. Breeze, you need to have a social life. Debra got off her knees and sat down. There is more to life than books, Breeze.
I guess. Lets watch the movie.
What was his name? Debra asked.
Sean, Sean Masterson or something like that.
A man who looks like sweet Matthew there and you are telling me you dont remember his name? You are so full of it, Breeze! Debra playfully slapped Breeze on her arm.
Breeze smiled and turned to look at Debra. Sean Maverick.
Aww, nice name. Debra smiled a big smile and nodded.
So, you exchanged numbers?
No, we didnt.
Why? A man like that is one in a zillion and you turned him down? You really need to seek help with a doctor, Breeze.
Maybe I do at that. Breeze grinned.
Well, where can I find him? If you dont want him, then I will take him, Debra said.
I have no clue and I really do not care to find him, Debra.
Sick, sick, sick, woman. Debra looked at Breeze in disbelief.
Breeze gets up from the sofa and looks at Debra. I have a meeting in the morning, so I really need to get to bed early.
Stop thinking work, work, work and start thinking man, man, man, Debra said.
Man, man, man equals trouble, trouble, trouble. Breeze picked up the remote to the TV and turned it off. Listen, Cupid, I really need to get to bed. Breeze reached down and took a hold of Debras arm and pulled her off the sofa.
I might dress like an old woman, but you are turning into an old woman, Breeze, Debra said as she stood up.
I know it is a very sad world. Breeze pulled on Debras arm and led her to the front door. Good night, Debra.
Debra jerked her arm away from Breeze and said, I am leaving, but you need to find that gorgeous man and give him a chance.
Breeze opened the front door. I hear you. Now good night.
You hear me, but you arent listening to me at all. Debra shook her head.
I am listening to you, but you just do not understand where I am coming from, Debra, Breeze said as she stood in front of Debra. I like my life as it is and the very last thing I need is a man.
Not every man is a lying, cheating rat. Debra stood there with her back to the door.
Okay, name one my friend, Breeze said as she slowly started walking toward Debra.
Uh, that...I cant think under pressure, Debra said as she slowly backed out the door.
Case and point. Good night, Debra. Breeze starts to close the door in Debras face.
This guy could be the one. You never know and you refuse to give him a chance, Debra said as she placed her hands upon the door to stop it from closing.
Yeah, you are right; he could be the one who helps me find my way to that padded cell. Breeze pushed the door closed.
Breeze, think about what I am saying! Debra said loudly from the other side of the door.
Good night, Debra! Breeze smiled, turned around and walked back into the living room. The one? Yeah, right. Debra just doesnt understand me. She sat down on the sofa. God, could this man be the one? She looks up toward the ceiling. Nah. She lowers her head and grins.
Breeze turned the TV back on to finish her movie and she stretched out on the sofa. She watched the romance on the screen and wished that somehow, sometime in her life she could experience it for herself. The sad thing about it all was that she had built a wall around herself and was not prepared or willing to let anyone break down that wall of protection.
Breeze, can you hear me? Breeze, please come outside! A familiar voice shouted.
What? Whos there? Breeze opened her eyes and looked around the dimly lit room.
Breeze, are you awake my love?! Sean asked.
Uh, Sean? No way, Breeze said as she sat up on the sofa.
Breeze, come outside! Sean repeated.
What? How did he find out where I live? Breeze got up from the sofa and turned to look at the glass patio doors. Maybe he is a psycho after all.
Breeze, please come here before I wake up the whole neighborhood!
911. Breeze picked up her cell phone from the coffee table.
Beautiful Breeze, please come to me! Sean loudly said.
Breeze with her phone clutched tightly in her hand walked toward the patio door. She was afraid and thought maybe she was being stalked by some kind of weirdo who couldnt take no for an answer.
Hello! Sean shouted from outside.
Breeze stopped at the patio door and looked out through the glass. Sean, are you out there?!
Yes, and I am not alone.
Oh wonderful. He probably has a crazy twin brother with him. Oh well, Debra can date him. Breeze laughed, and then the laughter stopped as she tried to see where Sean was.
Come outside!
Why?! Breeze shouted through the glass.
Trust me, Breeze.
Trust you? I do not even know you! Breeze shouted.
Breeze took a deep breath and slowly slid the patio door open, and then she walked out onto the patio. How did you find out where I lived?!
I googled you, Breeze.
The patio was small with many plants all around it and there was no gate or fence. Breeze walked around the potted plants and stopped when she saw Sean sitting in the middle of the yard upon a white horse.
You have to be kidding me, right? Breeze stood there in shock.
Your knight in shining armor, my Lady, Sean said with a smile.
I do not drink and the good Lord knows I do not do drugs, Breeze said.
I am sorry I do not have the armor, but couldnt find any with such short notice.
I, uh
Sean dismounted the horse and stood there smiling from ear to ear as he extended his hand out toward Breeze.
I do not believe this. Wow. Why? Breeze said as she took a few steps closer to him, and then stopped.
Trust me, Breeze. Come with me and let me take you away if only for a short time from the madness that is your life, Sean said.
Lord, is this really happening? Breeze whispered as she glanced up at the full moon in the sky.
Your knight and steed awaits you, my Lady. Sean gestured with his hand and then he bowed.
Uh...Okay. Breeze walked toward him.
Sean raised his head and smiled and when she had reached him, he gently took her hand and kissed it. I am not a bad man, Breeze. Trust me. He stood up straight, released her hand and got back on the horse.
This is unbelievable, Breeze said as she looked at him and the beautiful horse.
Come with me, Breeze, and I will show you what kind of man I am, Sean said as he held his hand out to her.
Breeze slowly took a hold of his hand and he pulled her upon the horse and she sat behind him. The night was cool with a full moon and the stars twinkled brightly as they started to ride down the street. She wrapped her arms tightly around him.
Where are you taking me, Sean?
To your destiny, Breeze. Trust me.
They galloped for several minutes and soon Breeze saw a very familiar place: Central Park. They rode into the park toward the water as the cool nights gentle wind danced through her long hair.
We are here, my Lady, Sean said as he stopped the horse beside the water. He got off the horse and stood there smiling at her.
Breeze smiled when she saw the moons reflection upon the ponds surface and everything seemed perfect for the first time in her life.
Take my hand and trust me. Sean reached up for her.
Okay, She whispered as she took his hand and he helped her down.
Sean smiled at her and she smiled back at him as he released her hand. She felt like a princess as she looked into his loving face.
Now what? Breeze asked.
Sean nodded and then he turned around to walk closer to the waters edge.
Sean? Breeze followed him.
He stood beside the water with his back toward her and she walked up to him and stopped.
Sean, is everything okay?
Yes, Sean said in a very deep voice that sounded much different than his own.
Sean? Breeze placed her hand on his shoulder.
Breeze removed her hand as Sean slowly turned around to face her. She screamed a blood curdling scream when she saw that Seans face, teeth and all was that of a wolf.
Get away from me! No! Breeze screamed as she quickly backed away from him.
Sean started laughing and howling as she continued to scream at the top of her lungs.
No! Breeze was forced awake as she fell off the sofa onto the floor. Oh my, God, it was only a dream! Her voice trembled. No more writing books for me. She slowly gets up from the floor and stands there sweating and on the verge of tears. It was only a dream, or was it a warning? She takes a deep breath and exhales as she walks out of the room and into the bathroom to take a quick shower to help her calm down.
Chapter Four
Charlie the Parrot
The next morning Breeze found herself very busy and she realized her time to relax was now over as she found herself sitting in the middle of a meeting about her newest book. She could hear the conversation between Mary and the publishers, but her thoughts were a million miles away. She sat there staring out the window of the office building not paying attention to anyone or anything around her. She was deep in thought about Sean Maverick and the nightmare she had the night before.
Breeze, do you think you can start this book tour next month? Mary asked as she sat across the large table looking at her.
Breeze shuttered when she thought of the face of the wolf in her dreams and she didnt even hear Mary talking to her.
Breeze? Mary said.
Maybe, Miss Thompson, doesnt like the idea of another book tour? The man sitting at the head of the table said.
Maybe we need to find another author who will listen to what we have to say, An older woman said as she glared at Breeze.
No! She has been having problems sleeping lately is all. Breeze? Mary stood up from her chair. Breeze, you okay?
Mary looked around the table at all the publishers and she could tell they were getting annoyed with Breeze. Mary picked up a pen and threw it across the table at Breeze who was still staring out the window.
What? Breeze replied as she turned around and looked at Mary.
Mary, with her eyes, motioned for her to look at the publishers. Breeze glanced around the table at the publishers and she could see they werent too happy with her.
Breeze stood up and said, I am sorry everyone. I didnt sleep too well last night and it is hard for me to think right now. Mary, you can handle it all. Breeze smiled at everyone at the table and walked toward the door.
How unprofessional, Miss Thompson! An older well dressed woman snapped.
Breeze, you cant leave right now, Mary said in a calm voice.
Breeze reached the door and placed her hand upon the doorknob as she turned around to face everyone. As unprofessional as I am, I do pray everyone has a very blessed day. Breeze forced a smile and opened the door.
Miss Thompson, if you leave there is a good chance we wont publish your book, The man sitting at the head of the table said.
Breeze turned around and looked directly at the older gentleman and replied, Your loss. Good day and God bless. She turned around and walked out the door.
Breeze, no! Mary stood up and ran after her. Breeze, get back here now!
Breeze didnt even look back as she walked up the hallway toward the elevators. Breeze, what is wrong with you? Mary asked in a very upset tone.
There is more to life than writing, Mary, Breeze said as she continued walking.
No there is not! Now stop! Mary grabbed Breezes arm and jerked her back. What is wrong with you? Do you understand we are talking a million dollar book deal here? The biggest deal of your career! Mary angrily said.
I want a family, I want kids, Mary. I have poured myself into my books for over fifteen years and I am tired. Breeze looked Mary right in the eyes.
I understand that, but you can have both, Breeze.
How do you understand that, Mary? You are forty-seven years old and been married so many times I have lost count. Your son only calls you when he wants something. So tell me how you understand what I am talking about? You have always placed your career in the number one slot. Well, I am not making the mistakes you have! Now let go of my arm. Breeze jerked her arm away from Mary and turned to walk away.
Mary stood there with tears in her eyes and shouted, If a Christian acts like you do, no wonder I wont ever be one!
Hearing those words touched a chord and Breeze instantly stopped walking. I am human, Mary, and you and everyone else seems to forget that. Breeze turned around. I am sorry, Mary. Please forgive me. I love you and I adore you, but your days of pushing me are over.
What ever, Breeze, Mary said as she wiped a tear from her eye. I am going to go back in there and try to salvage what is left of your writing career! Mary turned around and walked away.
Dont bother, Breeze whispered to herself. God, please forgive me, please. I am really losing it here. Breeze started to cry as she walked to the elevator.
Breeze had been overworked for many years and the last few days she had off made her realize something was missing in her life. She felt she would never see Sean Maverick again, but she was ready to find Mister Right wherever he was and whoever he was. Sean made her realize she needed to learn to trust again and to let go of the past in order to live life to the fullest. She knew it would be hard to trust any man again, but she knew with God on her side and faith in her heart that it could be done.
Breeze was crying when she ran out of the building and continued to cry the whole walk home. She loved writing with all her heart and she knew it was her destiny from God, her pathway he had made for her many years ago. She also knew deep down inside she wanted a family and she felt this was also from the good Lord above.
She was only a few blocks from home when it started to rain and her heart was so broken that it didnt even phase her. The raindrops fell upon her cheeks and joined her tears as they rolled off her chin. It was a very dark time in Breezes life and she knew many years ago this time would come; the time to walk away from the books which were such a part of her.
God, I love you and I love to write, but I am tired, so very tired. I need a break, for how long I do not know. Please forgive me for what I said to Mary back there, she just doesnt understand I am so very tired. I am not a very good reflection of you, am I? Breeze stopped walking and with her wet face looked up toward the gray sky. I can not take anymore. She lowered her head and continued her walk toward home.
The rain was coming down in buckets when Breeze reached the steps to the brownstone. She stopped and looked around her, and then she sat down on the bottom step as she wept. She buried her face in her hands and she sat there for several minutes.
Breeze?
Breezes mascara was running down her face when she raised her head to see who was speaking to her. She forced a smile when she saw it was Ms. Margie her downstairs neighbor. Ms. Margie was a sweet seventy two year old lady who lived alone with her pet parrot Charlie.
Hi, Ms. Margie.
Breeze, sweetheart I do not know if you have noticed, but it is raining cats and dogs, Ms. Margie said as she held her black umbrella over her head.
Breeze closed one eye and replied, Really?
Come with me child. I will get you dried off and then I will make you a hot cup of tea.
Thank you, but not now, Breeze said as she looked up at Ms. Margie through the rain.
I will not take no for an answer. Ms. Margie reached over with her left hand and took a hold of Breezes hand. Come on, sweetie.
Ms. Margie, I am fine and I just want to sit here
Nonsense. Come inside before you get sick. Ms. Margie gently pulled her hand.
Breeze grunted as she slowly stood up on the step. Okay, I am coming. Let me help you up the steps.
I am in better shape than you are today, sweetheart. I think I need to help you up the steps. Ms. Margie giggled.
Breeze smiled as she wrapped her arm around Ms. Margies arm and they walked up the steps together. The rain continued to come down and thunder rumbled as they made their way into the brownstone.
Ms. Margies apartment had a very pleasant atmosphere and was decorated very sweetly. The antique furniture was in precise shape and walking into her place was like walking back in time. She had old pictures of herself and her family all over the walls and above the fireplace was a picture of Jesus. Her apartment was well kept and very warm and inviting.
Ms. Margie opened the door and walked into her apartment. She placed her umbrella inside of a metal container that sat just inside of the door.
Come in, Breeze, and lets get you nice and toasty, Ms. Margie said as she walked further into her home.
Breeze walked through the door and closed it behind her. Ms. Margie, you are too sweet, but I really just want to go home and sleep right now.
Ms. Margie acted like she didnt even hear Breezes last comment as she smiled and turned around to look at her. You can go into the bathroom and get freshened up while I make us some tea. She turned around and started to walk toward the kitchen. The towels are in the middle cabinet above the toilet.
Okay. Thank you. Breeze spotted a picture of a beautiful young lady on the wall. Ms. Margie, is this you?! She walked closer to the picture.
What picture? Ms. Margie walked out of the kitchen and stood just outside of its door.
This one here. She is beautiful, Breeze said.
Oh yes, that is yours truly. That was taken in San Antonio many moons ago. I was beautiful, but look what Father Time has done to me. Ms. Margie laughed.
Breeze smiled as she glanced back at Ms. Margie. You are still very beautiful.
Did your mama ever tell you not to lie Child? Ms. Margie laughingly said.
Oh, Ms. Margie. Breeze smiled as she looked closer at the picture. Youve been to Texas.
I am from Texas, Breeze.
I didnt know that, Breeze replied.
You look like a drowned rat and you are dripping all over my floor child. Go get dried off. Ms. Margie turned around and walked back into the kitchen.
Yes, Maam. Breeze walked toward the bathroom.
A few minutes later Breeze came out of the bathroom feeling somewhat better than she did when Ms. Margie found her like a lost child on the front steps. Breeze smiled when she saw Ms. Margie on the sofa waiting for her and on the coffee table a teapot and cups sat upon a silver tray.
You feel better? Ms. Margie asked.
Yes, thank you. Breeze with a dry towel in her hands walked over to the sofa.
Wonderful. Now have a seat and I will pour you a cup of tea, dear.
I dont want to get your sofa wet, so I will put this towel down first, Breeze said as she laid the towel upon the sofa.
So thoughtful. Thank you. Ms. Margie poured the tea from the pot into the cups.
Breeze sat down and Ms. Margie handed her a hot cup of tea.
Thank you, Ms. Margie.
Youre welcome, Ms. Margie said as she picked her cup up from the table. So tell me what has such a beautiful young lady crying out in the rain? She took a sip of her tea.
Ms. Margie, life is too much sometimes.
I understand that, but you have to remember that life is also a gift from God. Ms. Margie smiled and took another sip of tea.
I know that, but I feel like I am losing my mind sometimes.
I never had a mind to lose in the first place, child. Ms. Margie laughed and sat her cup down on the table.
That is not true, Ms. Margie. Breeze smiled.
Breeze, life can throw you for a loop sometimes, but you have to keep the faith in the good Lord above and keep on keeping on. God never promised it would be easy, but he did promise he would never leave us nor forsake us. Ms. Margie reached over and patted Breeze on her leg.
Breeze smiled, and then she took a sip of tea. I think I am walking away from the writing.
What? You have such a gift from God, why would you want to do that, Breeze? Ms. Margie asked in a serious tone.
I love writing, but I am tired, so tired. I want time for me and maybe if God is willing I want a family, Breeze said as she sat her cup down on the coffee table.
Oh, I see now. You have a sweetheart somewhere? Ms. Margie grinned.
Breeze smiled and shook her head. No, but I would like to have one. I can not believe I am saying this because for so many years it was all about the books.
The books you write for the Lord, Breeze, dont forget that. You write amazing books that touch so many peoples lives. You truly have a gift.
Thank you, Ms. Margie, but I need time to think and to get my head straight. I am thirty-five years old and time is running out. Breeze felt tears coming to her years.
Thirty-five? I remember those thirty-five years ago, Ms. Margie laughed out loud. Ms. Margie reached over and took a hold of Breezes hand. Sweetheart, take it easy greasy, you have a very long way to slide.
Breeze smiled through her tears. Ms. Margie reached up and wiped a tear from her cheek. Why the sudden change of heart? Why do you want to stop writing? Ms. Margie asked. Breeze shrugged and said, I dont know for sure.
You sure there isnt a young man involved in this somewhere? Ms. Margie gently squeezed her hand.
Breeze smiled and replied, I did meet someone, but
I knew it! Ms. Margie blurted out happily.
But, I will probably never see him again and he was probably a wolf in sheeps clothing anyhow, Breeze said.
Get him a muzzle, Ms. Margie said as she released Breezes hand.
A muzzle? Breeze loudly laughed.
A muzzle can calm down any wild animal, child. Ms. Margie winked at her.
I guess so. Breeze smiled.
If I were you, which I am not, but if I were I would just take a break from the writing; ask God to lead you in what to do next. You have a gift and walking away would be wrong in my eyes, Ms. Margie said.
Maybe, Breeze whispered.
You could have both you know: Writing and love. Dont look for love, love will find you, Breeze. Ms. Margie patted Breeze on the knee.
I am too lost for love to find me. Breeze looked down at the carpet.
Never! Besides that, God always knows where you are.
Breeze smiled as she looked into the kind face of the old woman.
Youre so right.
Jesus loves you, Charlie said as he sat upon his perch in the corner of the room.
Hey, Charlie, Breeze said as she turned around and looked at the big white bird.
Amen, Charlie! Ms. Margie said as she turned around and smiled at her bird.
That bird is amazing, Ms. Margie.
Yes he is and so are you.
Breeze smiled as Charlie squawked and flapped his wings and shouted, Jesus loves you!
The phone rang from the other room. Excuse me for a minute, Breeze. Ms. Margie stood up. I am expecting a call from Doctor Jones. I will be right back. She walked toward her bedroom.
Okay, Breeze sweetly said.
Breeze reached across and picked her cup of tea up from the table and took a drink. She got up from the sofa and walked around the room as she looked at all of Ms. Margies pictures and whatnots. She smiled when she saw a picture of Ms. Margie as a teenager.
Sean! Charlie squawked.
Breeze jerked around and looked at the bird sitting on his perch. What? She walked over to the table and sat down her cup as she kept her eyes upon the parrot. Charlie, what did you say? She walked closer to the bird.
Charlie squawked loudly and flapped his wings as he moved to the other side of his perch.
Charlie, what did you just say? Breeze looked at the bird even closer.
Charlie bobbed his head up and down as he looked at her and then once again he squawked.
God, I think I am losing my mind, Breeze said. She turned around and started to walk away.
Sean! Charlie squawked.
Charlie, I heard that! Breeze turned around and got right up in the birds face. Say it again.
Charlie leaned his head to the right and looked at her closer as he flapped his wings.
Say it again, bird!
Jesus loves you. Charlie squawked.
I know Jesus loves me, but say what you said before that, Charlie. Breeze was growing aggravated with the bird.
Sorry about the interruption, Breeze. Ms. Margie walked into the living room.
Breeze glanced back at Ms. Margie and said, That is okay.
You talking to Charlie, dear? Ms. Margie walked over to the sofa and sat down.
More like he is talking to me. Breeze shook her head as she stared at the bird.
Come and have a seat, Breeze.
I heard what you said, Charlie, Breeze whispered.
Now where were we? Ms. Margie looked over at her.
Breeze turned around and slowly walked back over to the sofa as she glanced back at Charlie. Ms. Margie, do you know anyone named Sean? Breeze stood beside the sofa.
No, I do not think so. Why do you ask, sweetie? Ms. Margie looked up at her.
Charlie plainly said Sean.
Ms. Margie turned her body around on the sofa so she could see her bird. Hmm, that is strange because I have never heard him say that name before.
He did and twice, Breeze replied.
Charlie, Mama wants you to say Sean. Sean, Charlie, Ms. Margie said to the bird.
Charlie got excited and let out a loud squawk followed by, Jesus loves you.
I know he said the name Sean twice. Breeze glared at the bird.
He might have heard it on the television or something. Sometimes that bird says the strangest things. Ms. Margie smiled and turned around on the sofa.
Yeah, Breeze said.
Ms. Margie looked at Breeze who was staring at the bird and she could tell she was upset. Breeze, does the name Sean mean anything to you?
Breeze shook her head and broke her concentration on Charlie and she looked at Ms. Margie. Uh, not really. I was just wondering who he was talking about is all.
Oh I see, Ms. Margie replied.
Ms. Margie, I really need to go and get out of these damp clothes.
Ms. Margie slowly stood up from the sofa and said, Okay, but lets finish our conversation soon.
Breeze nodded and smiled as she took a hold of Ms. Margies hand. I promise and thank you for the tea.
Youre very welcome and thank you for the company. Come pay me a visit anytime, Ms. Margie said.
I will. Breeze released Ms. Margies hand and turned to walk toward the front door.
Ms. Margie followed her to the door as she said, I will be praying for you and for you to make the right decision.
Thank you. Breeze opened the door and turned around to hug Ms. Margie.
Dont worry so much, child. God has a plan for each of us and we have to trust him.
Breeze took one last glance at Charlie who seemed to be laughing silently at her as he sat on his perch. I do trust him so much, Ms. Margie. You have a blessed day and thanks again. Breeze turned around and walked out the door.
God bless you, Breeze, and see you soon. Ms. Margie started to close to the door.
Breeze turned around and waved at Ms. Margie as she made her way to the stairs that led to her apartment.
Chapter Five
Later that same day Breeze sat out on her patio and read the Bible as she talked to God. She had already taken a hot bubble bath and changed into her loose fitting sweats and a baggy T-shirt that had enough room inside of it for another person. She wanted time alone, time to relax and talk to God. So she made it a priority to turn off her cell phone to avoid all calls from Mary.
Job went through so much, but yet he kept holding onto the word of God. Breeze closed her Bible. God, it is so hard sometimes, but I am holding on and not letting go. I just need some time to figure out what to do next. She looked around her patio at all the varieties of plants. I know one thing I am not going to do and that is starting another book anytime soon. She got up from her chair and sat her Bible down upon it. She walked over to pick up the water pitcher and she watered her plants.
Breeze! Can I come in? Debra shouted from inside of the apartment.
Youre already inside, Debra! I am out here on the patio, Breeze said as she continued to water her plants.
True that! Debra walked through the apartment toward the opened patio door. What are you doing? She walked out onto the patio.
Breeze stopped watering the flowers and looked over at Debra. Just passing the time out here.
Cool. I am bored stiff so I thought I would come on over here and see how things are going with you? Debra leaned over and picked up the Bible from the chair so she could sit down. Truly the best book ever written is right here. She placed the Bible in her lap.
So true, Breeze softly said as she turned around and watered another plant.
You dont look so good, Breeze. Whats wrong?
Life, Breeze replied.
What ever happened with Mister Gorgeous? See him again? Debra reached up and scratched her red head.
Nope, Breeze said without looking at her.
Sad really, Debra said.
Yeah, so sad, Breeze rudely answered. She walked over to the other side of the patio and watered another plant.
Okay, what else is wrong with you? Mary?
Of course. She thinks I can go twenty-four-seven without sleep like she seems to do. Breeze turned around to look at Debra.
I think I am unemployed.
What?! What happened? Debra stood up as she clenched the Bible to her chest. You not writing is like the sun not coming up in the morning; it just has to happen.
Mary wanted me to go on the biggest book tour of my career and I just do not want to do it right now. I am so dang tired, Breeze said as she placed the water pitcher on the cemented ground. I do not even know if I want to write anymore, Debra.
Debras mouth fell opened and she stood there shaking her head. Who are you? The Breeze Thompson I know loves writing and she would never walk away from it, ever.
I am worn out, Debra. I have worked for years on the books and with Mary pushing me to have one book signing after the next; and on top of interviews and traveling, I am tired to the max! Breeze walked over toward Debra.
Then say you are taking a break, a much needed break; not that your quitting. Debra turned around and placed the Bible back on the chair. Breeze, just take as much time as you need and pray about it. She turned around and reached out to place her hand on Breezes arm. I know you love writing so much.
I do, but I want more out of this life. Breezes eyes started to tear up.
Like a man? Debra asked as she smiled.
Breeze laughed and said, Yes, Miss Cupid, like a man.
Yes! Debra hugged Breeze tight.
Calm down. Breeze laughed through her tears.
Debra was on the verge of tears herself as she stopped hugging Breeze. I am so happy you have seen the light, Girlfriend!
Oh great now you are crying too, Breeze said as she reached up and wiped a tear from Debras cheek.
Debra laughed as she wiped a tear from Breezes face. You still do not have to quit writing, just take a vacation from it for awhile.
You tell Mary that for me. Breeze wiped her eyes with her hand.
I will, Debra said in a matter-of-fact attitude.
Breeze grinned and said, Oh, I know you would in a heartbeat.
Breeze reached down and picked up her Bible. She turned around when she heard the sound of a horse neighing. She whipped her head toward Debra and said, You hear that?
Hear what? Debra asked.
I thought I heard a horse.
I didnt hear any
I just heard it again! Breeze walked to the edge of her patio. I know I heard a horse or I am really losing my mind. Breeze walked around the plants and stood there looking toward the street.
Wait a minute I just heard it too! Debra said as she walked up beside Breeze.
Breezes eyes grew big and her mouth opened as she heard the sound of a horse galloping. I hear it too! She looked at Debra.
Breeze, what is the big deal about a horse? Policemen ride them all the time here in the city. You okay? Debra placed her hand on Breezes shoulder.
I had a dream last night and if that horse is white I am going to die right here and now, Breeze said.
What are you talking about? What dream?
More like a nightmare about that Mister Gorgeous, as you call him, a horse and a wolf, Breeze said as she stared toward the street.
Mister Gorgeous in a dream, I would never wake up! What is this about a horse and a wolf?
Shh, the horse is coming. Breeze stood there holding her Bible against her chest.
Breeze and Debra stood there looking out to the street as the sound of a horse galloping came closer and closer. The anticipation became very apparent upon Breezes face as she stood there breathing faster and harder by the second.
It better not be white, Breeze whispered as she looked at Debra.
You really need a major break from the writing, Breeze.
Shh, listen. Breeze pointed toward the street.
A policeman on a horse rode by and Breeze exhaled deeply when she saw that the horse was brown.
Thank goodness, Breeze said.
The policeman is white, Debra said as she laughed.
Oh what ever, Debra! Breeze giggled. In this odd, weird kind of nightmare dream I had last night that Sean guy rode up on a white horse right here in front of us. Breeze pointed toward the street.
That isnt a nightmare, Breeze. That is a dream come true if you ask me, Debra replied.
No let me finish. Sean showed up in the middle of the night and he took my hand and Paradise, Debra said as she interrupted Breeze.
Debra, can I finish saying what I am trying to say, please?
Sure, go on. Debra crossed her arms in front of her and listened closely.
I got on the horse with him and he took me to central park. The next thing I know he turns into this wolf man type of creature.
That is most men, now go on, Debra said with a smile.
Breeze laughed and then the sound of a horse galloping caught her attention once more. She turned her head just as a policeman on a white horse walked by.
Debra uncrossed her arms and pointed toward the policeman and said, You did say the horse was white in your dream, right?
This is all too weird. What is going on here, God? Breeze glanced up toward the sky. Charlie saying Seans name and now this? She stood there staring at the horse galloping down the street.
Charlie? What are you talking about now? Debra asked.
I have no clue what I am talking about anymore. Breeze walked past her back to the patio.
Who is Charlie and why would he say Seans name? Are you talking about Mister Gorgeous? Breeze, what is happening to you? Debra walked right behind Breeze.
Breeze walked through the opened patio door and into the living room.
Breeze, are you okay? It was just a horse, no big deal, Debra said as she walked into the apartment and closed the glass door behind her.
No big deal to you, but some really off the wall things have been happening to me lately. Breeze sat the Bible down on the coffee table. It all started after meeting him. She looked at Debra.
Sean?
Yeah, him. Breeze with a blank look on her face sat down on the sofa.
I want to hear every detail. Debra walked to the sofa and sat down next to her. Tell me everything about the dream, and who is this Charlie character?
Breeze looked at Debra and replied, I will try.
For the next several minutes Breeze shared every single detail of her meeting with Sean in the park and the dream ; before she was done she told her about Ms. Margies bird Charlie and how he said Seans name twice.
Wow! Debra sat back on the sofa. No wonder you dont have time to write anymore, unless you make this into a book.
Breeze smiled and shook her head. No, not going to write about this in no book. I will probably never see that man again, but for some reason I can not get him out of my head.
Maybe you are just really stressed like you said and there is nothing to this, Debra said.
You think I am imagining this?
No, I...No! I just do not know what to think about any of this, Breeze. Maybe you need to find this Mister Gorgeous.
Find him? How? Breeze asked.
Internet? Go back to the park maybe and camp out until he shows back up? Debra laughed.
Breeze shook her head and said, No. I am not going to hunt this guy down and besides maybe it was a warning to avoid him.
Maybe, but maybe not.
This guy has nothing to do with me wanting to quit the books. I have been thinking about it for months now, Breeze told her.
But...When you met him you have to admit it got you to thinking about kids and a hubby. Debra nodded.
Meeting him increased the thoughts about a family of my own, but those started a long time ago.
Sean Maverick, huh? Debra got up from the sofa.
Yeah. What are you doing?
Where is your laptop? I want to see what I can find out about him, Debra said as she walked into the dining room.
So you are going to cyber-stalk him? Breeze smiled.
Exactly! Debra walked back into the living room laptop in hand.
I dont want to see him anymore. I think he was the type that no one could love because he loved himself way too much. Breeze said.
So he carries a mirror in his back pocket. Debra sat down on the sofa and opened the laptop.
Breeze laughed. He probably does.
Lets just do a name search and see what pops up. Debra placed her hands on the keyboard and typed.
This is so stupid and I dont want to know anything about him, Breeze said.
Well, that is too bad because something just came up about him. Debra pointed at the screen of the laptop.
Really?! Let me see! Breeze excitably grabbed the laptop from Debra and placed it in her lap.
Dont want to know anything about him my foot. Debra laughed.
Oh shut up. Breeze smiled as she looked at the computer. There are many Sean Mavericks on here.
Click on one of them and see if it is him, Debra said as she moved closer to Breeze.
Okay. Breeze clicked on the link. Oh sick!
That man has no hair or teeth. Is that him? Debra joked.
No! Breeze grinned. Look at this one, Debra, Breeze said as she snarled up her nose.
There is your prince charming and his million tattoos. He looks like a real winner there, Breeze, Debra said as they both laughed out loud.
Where are his eyes? That is just so sick! Breeze shook her head.
Breeze and Debra surfed the internet trying to find any information they could on Sean Maverick, but they found absolutely nothing. They spent over an hour on that laptop and came across many men with the same name, but it wasnt the Sean Maverick they were hunting for.
Breeze sighed as she closed the laptop and placed it upon the coffee table.
We tried, girl. Debra rested her head on the back of the sofa and looked up at the ceiling. We will find him.
No we wont. Maybe it just isnt meant to be. Ms. Margie told me not to look for love and that it would find me, Breeze said.
Not if he doesnt know where you live, Breeze. Debra raised her head and looked at Breeze. I can not believe you didnt even tell him your name. He didnt even recognize you?
No, he kept calling me Missy, Breeze said as she smiled.
You are well known, Debra said.
Not that well known, Debra. Maybe he doesnt read books. Breeze stood up from the sofa and raised her arms above her head to stretch.
Or maybe he is too busy looking into his mirror to pick up a book, Debra laughingly said as she stood up.
Breeze laughed as she lowered her arms. I am calling it a night. It has been one very long day.
Yeah, me too. Tomorrow I have to help Mrs. Arnold in the office tomorrow and I am so dreading that. Debra walked up to Breeze and hugged her. Just pray about everything and try to relax. She turned around and walked toward the front door.
Praying is a given, but relaxing is not happening, Breeze followed Debra to the door.
Get some sleep, Debra said as she opened the door.
You too and sweet dreams.
Good night, Girlfriend, and no more horse or wolf dreams, Debra glanced back at her as she walked out the door.
Breeze laughed a small laugh as she closed the door and locked it.
Chapter Six
For the next few mornings Breeze got up early and took a morning run through Central park in hopes that she would see Sean Maverick; it was to no avail. One morning Debra went with her to the park and ran up to every man to see if it was Sean; but once again it shown no results. They even walked through the city shops, restaurants and museums, but never found him.
Breeze was sitting out on the front steps of the brownstone one afternoon after her run reading her Bible. It was a beautiful cool day and the air was invigorating. She was enjoying the time to herself to think and reflect. She had made up her mind to forget about the tall, handsome stranger named Sean Maverick and she had convinced herself it was for the best.
Hey give me my doll! A little girl dressed in yellow shouted as she ran up the sidewalk.
Breeze raised her head up from reading and smiled when she saw the little girl chasing a little boy holding a doll in his hands. The little girl in a ponytail and the little boy with a doll were running around a tree close to the street. Breeze closed her Bible and sat there watching them closely.
Give me my doll, Branden! The little girl shouted as she stood beside the tree.
No! You tell me where my game is and you will get your stupid doll back, Desiree! The little boy stood on the other side of the tree.
You are so mean! Desiree shouted.
And you are a spoiled brat! Branden peeked around the tree at his sister.
Desiree stomped her foot and made a fist with both of her hands. Mama, he wont give me my doll! She ran up the sidewalk past Breeze.
Tattletale! Branden ran after his sister.
Breeze smiled and said, I would give anything to be a child again.
Good afternoon, Breeze, An older well dressed gentleman said.
Good afternoon, Mister Cameron. Breeze smiled at the older man as he walked up the steps to the brownstone.
God made a wonderful day today, Mister Cameron said.
He sure did, Breeze replied.
God bless you, Breeze. Mister Cameron pulled open the door to the brownstone.
God bless you too. Breeze glanced back at him as he walked into the building.
She opened her Bible back up and started to read when she heard the door open behind her. She turned around and saw Mister Cameron looking at her.
Can I help you with something, Mister Cameron?
She could only see his head poking out from the door. Mister Cameron cleared his throat, glanced behind him, and then he looked at Breeze.
Something wrong? Breeze asked.
Breeze could tell that Mister Cameron, who was normally tranquil and kept to himself, was up to something. He was acting very nervous as he stood there clearing his throat over and over again while glancing behind him.
Mister Cameron?
Breeze, shhh, Mister Cameron tiptoed out the door and stood there at the top of the steps looking down at Breeze. I need to ask you something. He whispered.
Okay. Breeze smiled as she turned her body around on the step and looked at him.
It is about...Ms. Margie, Mister Cameron said softly right before he looked back at the door to the brownstone.
Oh, what about her?
Shh. Mister Cameron placed his index finger over his lips. Is she single?
What?! Breeze smiled.
Shhh! Is she single? I mean is she seeing anyone right now? Mister Cameron shyly asked.
Uh, I dont think so, Mister Cameron, Breeze said.
Perfect. Mister Cameron nodded.
Aww, how sweet, you are going to court her. Breeze closed her Bible as she smiled up at him.
Shh, Breeze, I dont want her to know anything right now,
Mister Cameron whispered.
Oh, I understand and I wont say a word I promise. Breeze crossed her heart with her finger.
Great. Okay, I need to go for now because I have lots to do. I need to find my nice set of slacks and I need to get her some flowers. Do you think she would, uh...go out with me?
I dont see why not. You are a very handsome man, Mister Cameron, Breeze sweetly said.
Mister Cameron blushed as he glanced back at the door. Thank you. I will talk to you later, Breeze. He turned around and walked to the door.
Okay. Have fun. Breeze grinned.
I will try to have fun if I can remember how too. Mister Cameron laughed as he turned his head around and winked at her.
Breeze giggled as she watched him walk into the brownstone.
How adorable, Breeze said as she turned her body back around to face the street. Love, its everywhere, but here.
Breeze got up from the steps and turned around to walk up them when Debra walked out of the brownstone.
Hey, girl. Wow, Mister Cameron is really in a good mood. He acts like he is in love or something. Debra walked down the steps and stood beside Breeze.
Maybe he is at that, Breeze said.
So whats up with you today?
Reading my Bible and relaxing. Breeze glanced back at the street when a loud car passed by.
You ever here from your agent? Debra asked.
Yeah, she left me a few messages, but I havent spoken to her just yet. She told me she talked the publishers into believing I am having some kind of break down.
Youre kidding me? Debra laughed.
No. She said I have a week to get my act together or she is gone and my writing career is pretty much history.
I thought you two are friends? Debra asked.
We are, but she always puts the books ahead of everything including our friendship, Breeze said.
Sad.
Very, Breeze replied.
Debra looked across the street when a limousine pulled up along the curb. I am over here! She laughed.
Breeze turned around to see what she was talking about. You wish they were looking for you. Breeze grinned.
The only time I will ever ride in something like that is when I am dead.
They wont put you in a limo, silly! You will be in a hearse, Breeze said as she laughed.
They might. Debra smiled as she nodded.
Knowing you they just might.
They stood there for over a minute staring at the white limousine parked across the street.
Is anyone even in that thing? Debra asked.
The glass is so dark, but you know there is a driver in there. At least I hope there is, Breeze said in a joking manner.
I wonder why no one is getting out. Debra walked down the steps to the sidewalk.
What are you doing?! Breeze asked.
Debra looked back at Breeze and said, Just getting a closer look is all. She turned back to look at the limo. Breeze, come down here. She motioned for Breeze to come join her.
No. You do not know who is in there. Debra, come back here, Breeze told her.
You worry too much, Debra said as she stared at the parked car.
Limos are no big deal really.
You can say that because you have been in one several times, but I havent. Limos do not come down this street too often, Debra said.
Breeze walked down the steps and stood upon the sidewalk beside Debra as they watched the limousine.
Maybe they are waiting on someone. Maybe a movie star is inside of there, Debra excitably said.
Or maybe they are sitting in there thinking we are insane and they wont come out until we go away. Breeze turned around to walk up the steps.
Wait. Debra grabbed her arm. The door is opening.
Breeze turned around as the limo driver stepped out of drivers side door of the car and opened the back door. A woman in a beautiful purple dress and matching heals stepped out onto the street.
Lottie-da-da. Debra placed her finger on the tip of her nose and pushed it up to symbolize someone who is a snob.
Lottie-da-da is right; that is Patricia Cox, Breeze said as she stood there holding her Bible by her side.
Never heard of her, Debra replied.
Just one of the most established authors in New York City is all.
I thought that was you, Breeze. Debra glanced over at her.
Yeah, right. Breeze shook her head. She makes me look like a Kindergartner. She has been on the New York best sellers list more times than I can count.
So have you, girlfriend. I can count how many times, Debra said in a matter-of-fact attitude.
Then you cant count very high. Breeze glared over at the woman in purple.
Thanks for the vote of confidence there. Debra glanced at her.
Sorry, Breeze softly said.
Wow, now look at him. Debra nodded.
A tall man in a tuxedo stepped out of the limo and he looked right at them and smiled.
I do not believe it. Breezes mouth fell opened and the look of pure surprise covered her face.
Debra turned her head and looked at Breeze. What?! Whats wrong?
Him, Breeze whispered.
Debra glanced over at the man, then she looked at Breeze. Him? You know him? What dont you believe?
The man hugged the woman in the purple dress and he walked her to the little sports car that was parked not too far in front of the limo.
I do not believe he is with her and all the times we tried to find him he turns up practically on my doorstep, Breeze said with disgust in her voice.
Youre telling me that is Sean Maverick? Debra asked as she watched the man kiss the woman on the cheek.
Yeah. Breeze turned around and marched up the steps.
What are the chances of this happening? Hey, Breeze, where are you going?
Breeze stopped at the top of the stairs and looked back over at Sean as he opened the door to the sports car; the woman got in and he closed her door.
Calm down. Go talk to him, Breeze. Debra ran up the steps.
Not in this lifetime. I can plainly see he is a player and my friend this woman has been played enough already for a lifetime, Breeze said.
You do not know if he is a player. Debra stood beside her on the steps.
Breeze stood there staring over at him as the sports car pulled away. Sean turned around and smiled and nonchalantly walked back to the limo and got inside.
Jerk. Breeze turned around and walked to the door of the brownstone.
Uh...Maybe he didnt recognize you, Breeze!
My foot he didnt! Breeze opened the door and walked inside.
You dont know much about him, maybe he has bad eyesight! Breeze, wait! Debra ran inside slamming the door behind her.
Chapter Seven
The next morning Breeze sat at the bar in her kitchen sipping on coffee and eating a piece of toast. She was tired because she tossed and turned most of the night trying to get Sean Maverick off her mind. She wanted so bad to see him again, then after she saw him with that woman her feelings changed.
He saw me as plain as the nose on his face, but yet he ignored me! Breeze picked up her toast and angrily took a big bite out of it. Who does he think he is? I dare him ignore me or maybe... He didnt recognize me. She swallowed her toast. We did only meet briefly that day, but I knew who he was instantly; but he is a man. She laughed. Oh, forget him I do not have time for him anyhow. She sat the half eaten piece of toast down on the plate and got up from the stool.
Breeze took a fast shower and got dressed in a pair of jeans and a nice blouse. She stood barefooted in front of the mirror in the bathroom brushing her long wet hair out. She stopped brushing her hair and sat the brush down on the counter when she heard a knock at the front door.
Who can that be this early in the morning? Breeze said to herself as she walked out of the bathroom and through her bedroom. I hope that isnt Debra starting in on me this early about Mister Gorgeous because if it is she is barking up the wrong tree. She walked to the front door and stopped to look out the peephole.
Breeze closed her left eye and looked through the hole with her right. I dont see anyone.
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