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      As I pulled into the parking lot, my heart raced with nerves. The tall, grey building loomed over me like a giant monolith, its windows reflecting the bright sunlight. My hands gripped the steering wheel tightly as I tried to steady my breathing. I couldn't stop tapping my foot against the floor of the car, a nervous habit that always seemed to resurface in moments like this.

      I reminded myself that I was a good photographer. I had a successful business doing portraits for families and kids. But this job interview was different - it was for a higher paying position at a wedding company. Weddings were a big deal, and the pressure to capture every moment perfectly was immense. Lawsuits could happen if something went wrong, which is why working for a larger company felt like protection.

      Despite my success with portrait photography, I couldn't help but feel inadequate for this position. I fidgeted in my seat, almost hoping they would turn me down so the pressure would be off. But deep down, I knew I wouldn't be satisfied if I didn't give it my all and try for the job.

      I rode the elevator up to the fifth floor, feeling out of place among the other people in suits. As the doors opened, I made my way to the reception area and tucked a loose strand of my dirty blond hair behind my ear. It was always falling forward and getting in my eyes, not exactly ideal for a professional photographer.

      The receptionist smiled at me and told me to take a seat while Ms. Valencia prepared for our interview. I looked around at the row of identical grey chairs from what seemed like an 80s office setting. I picked one and sat down, wishing I had brought something to pass the time. My nervous energy continued to manifest in fidgeting, picking at my nails and tapping my foot relentlessly.

      Finally, a woman emerged from down the hall - tall, with dark hair and warm brown eyes. Her blue suit hugged her curvy figure perfectly, and she exuded confidence and poise. Compared to her, I felt like a disaster in my five-year-old "interview" blouse.

      "Ms. Thompson?" she asked, her smile genuine but her eyes scanning me up and down, trying to assess me in a single glance.

      "Yes," I said confidently, standing tall and stretching my hand out to shake hers. I couldn't help but notice the small of her back and the curve of her behind as she turned and led me to the interview room. I scolded myself for letting my thoughts drift in that direction - this was a job interview, not a chance to ogle a beautiful woman.

      "My name is Anna," she introduced herself as we entered the room. "Please have a seat and we'll begin your interview." As I sat down, my eyes kept wandering back to her figure, admiring how effortlessly put-together she was. But I quickly refocused my attention on the interview at hand. After all, this was an opportunity of a lifetime, and I couldn't let anything distract me from giving it my best shot.

                  As soon as we walked into her plush corner office, I could feel my palms starting to sweat. My eyes were immediately drawn to the floor-to-ceiling windows that surrounded the room, offering a breathtaking view of the bustling city below. The reflection of our building in the glass of the buildings across the street only emphasized how out of place I felt.

      "Take a seat, Ms. Thompson," she said in a professional tone, gesturing towards one of the leather chairs positioned in front of her sleek desk. I tried to appear calm and collected as I made my way towards it, but inside I was practically shaking with nerves. This was a big opportunity, one that I had been dreaming of for years. But now that it was actually happening, I couldn't help but feel like I didn't belong here.

      Trying to push those thoughts aside, I handed her my portfolio - a collection of art prints that I had taken during my time in college. She flipped through them with a critical eye, and my heart dropped as she asked if I had anything more "commercial."

      I knew what she meant - something that would sell well in the wedding photography industry. And while I did have some photos like that, they weren't exactly what she was looking for. Still, hoping to make a good impression, I mentioned my small studio and gave her the website link.

      Her fingers moved quickly on her keyboard as she navigated to my site, and I couldn't help but watch nervously as she browsed through my work. After what felt like an eternity, she lifted her eyes to meet mine and for a moment, it became hard to breathe. Her gaze was intense and studying me closely.

      "Did you take all of these?" she finally asked.

      "Yes," I replied confidently, trying to hide how intimidated I was by her presence.

      She smiled then, and it was like a weight had been lifted off my shoulders. "Ms. Thompson, you still haven't taken your seat."

      "Of course," I said with a nervous laugh, quickly sitting down and feeling my cheeks flush with embarrassment. "Sorry."

      "Why are you apologizing?" she asked, her tone curious.

      "I, um...I don't know," I stammered, feeling like I was being put on the spot.

      "It's okay," she reassured me. "But if you want this position, you'll need to be more assertive. You can't let brides walk all over you."

      I nodded in understanding, but inside I was panicking. Did she see right through me? Could she tell that I wasn't cut out for this high-pressure, fast-paced industry?

      "Are you nervous right now?" she suddenly asked, catching me off guard.

      I nodded again, unsure of where this conversation was going.

      "A little," I admitted. "This job seems beyond my abilities, if I'm being honest."

      She laughed then, surprising me once again. "You should never be that honest in an interview," she joked. "You're lucky I like you so far or I'd disqualify you on that comment alone."

      I felt like I was being pulled and twisted in a million different directions. On one hand, it seemed like the job was being handed to me too easily, but at the same time, it also felt like it could slip through my fingers at any moment.

      "Your work is impressive," she said after a moment of silence. "I do wish you had more experience with weddings though. I can't give you a lead photographer position just yet, but we have an opening for an assistant. Once you've assisted with a minimum of thirty weddings and I've reviewed your work again, you may qualify for a lead position."

      My heart sank at the thought of starting from the bottom once again, but I knew it was a necessary step towards achieving my dream of becoming a successful wedding photographer. "Of course, I understand," I said, trying to hide my disappointment.

      "And as for salary, an assistant makes $50 per hour," she continued. "It's not salaried and there won't be benefits for the first six months, but if you become a lead photographer, you'll be salaried under us."

      I couldn't believe what I was hearing. That amount sounded like a dream come true, but I couldn't help feeling skeptical. "And this is full-time?" I asked, needing confirmation.

      She smiled knowingly. "Yes, it is."

      "I could've sworn...when I was applying for the lead position, I thought it would be so much less."

      "We're a very big and successful company, Ms. Thompson," she explained. "Our standards are high and our clients are willing to pay top dollar for quality work. Most of them are extremely pleased with their results, and I have a feeling you can learn a lot here."

      Now there was only one question left to ask. "Do you want the job?" she asked with a knowing smile.

      My mind raced with all the possibilities - the opportunities to learn and grow as a photographer, the financial stability that this job could provide, and the chance to work for such an esteemed company.

      "Yes," I replied without hesitation, feeling both nervous and excited at the prospect of being offered this job.

      "Good," she said with finality. "Welcome to the team."
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      As soon as I received the offer for the job, my mind was consumed with a mix of emotions. On one hand, I couldn't believe that such an esteemed photographer like Anna Valencia would want me to work alongside her. It seemed like a dream come true. But on the other hand, I couldn't help but feel unsure of myself. Did I really have what it takes to be her partner in photography? Would she regret hiring me once she saw my work?

      But amidst all of these doubts and fears, there was also a sense of pride swelling within me. I had worked hard to get to where I am now, and being chosen by someone as talented as Anna was a validation of my skills. And let's not forget the fact that Anna was absolutely stunning. With her effortless beauty and warm smile, it was no wonder I found myself drawn to her.

      Yet, as exciting as this opportunity was, there was also a sense of conflict brewing inside of me. The more time I spent around Anna, the deeper my attraction towards her grew. Every smile she sent my way felt like a ray of sunshine lighting me up from the inside. But there was also another glaring fact that hung between us - she was now my boss.

      I couldn't risk jeopardizing this incredible opportunity by confessing my feelings for her. It wouldn't just be unprofessional, it could potentially ruin our working relationship. And that was something I couldn't bear to live with.

      Despite all of these thoughts swirling in my head, I couldn't resist the urge to call my best friend Reagan and share the news with her. She ran our portrait business now, but it was still hers and mine in spirit.

      "OH MY GOD!" she screamed with happiness on the other end of the phone. "I can't believe you got it! That's so lit!"

      "I know!" I exclaimed, feeling giddy with excitement yet again.

      "So, how was the interview? Any tough questions?"

      I paused for a moment before answering. "Honestly, it was surprisingly easy. I think Anna had already made her decision based on my work."

      "Wow, she really must have been impressed by your talent," Reagan replied.

      "I guess so," I said, still feeling slightly incredulous about the whole thing.

      "Or maybe she has a crush on you," Reagan teased.

      My heart skipped a beat at the thought, but I quickly pushed it away. "No way," I said with a laugh. "It wasn't like that at all."

      "Oh come on, Lily," Reagan urged. "Do you have a crush on your new boss?"

      The tightness in my chest gave me away before I could even respond. I couldn't tell my best friend the truth - that I was hopelessly attracted to Anna. It would only complicate things even more.

      "You know me too well," I said with a forced lightness.

      "Lily, come on," Reagan persisted. "You can tell me anything. And even if you don't, I'll know anyway. You can't keep anything from me."

      "Well...she is attractive," I admitted reluctantly. "But it's not like I can do anything about it. She's my boss now."

      "And this job pays really well," Reagan added. "You wouldn't want to risk losing that just because you have a little crush."

      Little crush? If only she knew how much larger and more consuming it actually was.

      "It does sound hot though," Reagan continued, poking fun at me. "Like something that would feel really good to give into."

      "Not if she doesn't want to give into it too," I reminded her.

      Reagan let out a knowing laugh. "You've really thought about this, haven't you?" she asked.

      "No!" I protested, feeling slightly defensive now. "Okay, maybe I've thought about it a few times. On the way home from the interview. And pretty much every day since then."

      "I knew it," Reagan said smugly. "Okay, so what is she like? Besides being distractingly attractive?"

      I thought for a moment before answering. "She's refined, professional, and warm," I said, my mind recalling all of our interactions so far. "Her smile makes me feel at ease even when everything else around me is chaotic."

      "It sounds like you have it bad for her," Reagan teased once again.

      "Okay, I can't talk to you anymore," I threatened playfully. "You're not helping."

      But we both just laughed, and for a brief moment, I was able to forget about all of my worries and just bask in the excitement of this new opportunity.

      "Okay, I know you have to be all professional now," Reagan said after we had calmed down. "So I'll leave it alone."

      "Thank you," I said with relief.

      We chatted for a few more hours, catching up on each other's lives before finally saying goodbye. As soon as I hung up the phone, my thoughts immediately went back to Anna. In just a few short days, we would be working together for the first time on a wedding shoot. The thought alone made my body tingle with anticipation.

      Unable to sleep, I found myself slipping my hand between my thighs and giving into the forbidden thoughts of Anna. Imagining her face between my legs, her warm brown eyes looking up at me - it was almost too much to handle. But even as guilt flooded through me afterwards, I couldn't deny the overwhelming attraction that continued to grow within me.

      Eventually exhaustion overtook me and I drifted off into an uneasy sleep filled with dreams of Anna. The next few days leading up to our first shoot were filled with nervousness, excitement and a constant battle to keep my feelings in check. But no matter how hard I tried, I couldn't help but wonder what it would be like to give into the forbidden desires that burned between us. And as much as I tried to push those thoughts away, the anticipation only grew stronger as the day of the shoot drew closer.
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      As I drove up to the wedding venue, my nerves were on edge. It was an old, sprawling chapel that was already bustling with a huge wedding party. Guests were milling about, dressed in their finest attire, while vendors scurried around trying to perfect every detail. But for me, all of this was just background noise. My focus was solely on her - Anna, the lead photographer and my boss for the day.

      I had been so excited when I landed this gig as a second shooter for Anna's photography company. Not only was she well-known in the industry for her stunning work, but she was also drop-dead gorgeous. And to top it off, we clicked right away during our initial meeting. But now, as I approached the venue, I couldn't help but feel apprehensive about working so closely with her.

      When I finally spotted Anna inside the venue, my heart skipped a beat. She was standing in the women's dressing room, surrounded by bridesmaids in various stages of getting ready. She glanced up from her camera and smiled at me, beckoning me over to help take photos of the girls.

      As I stood next to her, snapping shots of the blushing bride-to-be and her bridal party, I fought hard to keep my composure. Every time our arms brushed or our eyes met, it took all my strength not to reach out and touch her. The smell of her lavender perfume filled my senses and made it even more difficult to concentrate on the task at hand.

      But then she announced that she was splitting us up so she could take photos of the groom and his groomsmen. As she walked away, leaving me alone with my camera and thoughts, I felt relief wash over me.

      Throughout the day, we crossed paths several times as we went about capturing different moments of the wedding. Each time we met, my heart raced a little faster and I couldn't shake the feeling that I was falling for her despite trying to keep my distance.

      But as the day wore on, and we worked together in perfect sync, it became easier to focus on the job at hand rather than on my boss. And by the end of the wedding, I had even enjoyed shooting it more than I thought I would.

      As we made our way to the reception, Anna asked me to hand over my camera so she could dump some of the photos while we waited for the cake to be cut. As our hands touched when she took the camera from me, a jolt of electricity shot through me. Our eyes met and held for a moment, and I could feel the tension between us.

      Before I could gather the courage to say anything, she cleared her throat and focused on scrolling through my images. "Wow," she said, breaking the silence. "You're a natural."

      Her compliment made me elated. All I wanted was to impress her and make her proud. "Really?" I asked with a grin.

      "Yeah," she replied with a smile of her own. "You'll be a lead photographer in no time. Then you won't have to work with me anymore."

      My heart sank at the thought of not being able to see her every day. "Oh," I said, trying to hide my disappointment. "I enjoy working with you, though."

      Our eyes locked again and there was a tense silence between us before she spoke again. "You won't for long," she said cryptically. "I can be tough to work with sometimes. That's why they usually put newbies with me. If you can handle working next to me, then you can handle anything."

      I couldn't believe what she was saying. In my eyes, she was an amazing photographer and easy to work with. "I thought you were pretty easy to work with," I told her honestly.

      She chuckled. "Yeah, well, I may have gone easy on you."

      Before I could ask what she meant by that, she changed the subject and announced that it was time for the cake cutting. We joined the other guests in the reception hall and snapped some photos before taking a break to eat.

      "Here's your check," Anna said as we sat at one of the tables, after scribbling the amount for the day on it.

      "I get paid now?" I asked, surprised.

      "You sure do," she replied with a smirk.

      I took the check from her and slid it into my bag. "Is there anything else you need from me?" I asked, not wanting to leave her side and go home alone.

      She lifted her gaze to mine and held it once again in silence. I couldn't help but wonder what she was thinking when she looked at me like that. "I shouldn't be doing this," she finally said, breaking our eye contact. "But would you like to get a drink or something? Celebrate an impressive first day?"

      My heart skipped a beat at her invitation. But then doubts crept in - I didn't want to cause any trouble for her or put her in a compromising position. "Why shouldn't you do that?" I asked cautiously. "I don't want to get you into any trouble."

      Her smile turned mischievous. "It's too late for that," she said teasingly.

      After cleaning up our things and saying goodbye to the couple, we headed out of the venue. Even though I was exhausted from a long day of shooting, I couldn't resist spending more time with Anna. As we walked to a nearby bar, my mind was racing - did she feel the same way about me? Or was this just a friendly gesture?
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      I decided to leave my car at the venue and ride with Anna to a nearby bar. It had been a long day of shooting for our latest photoshoot, and I was grateful to have some time to unwind with my boss, who had become somewhat of a friend over the past few months.

      As we walked into the dimly lit bar, Anna's smile seemed even warmer than usual. The professional façade she usually kept up during work hours was slowly fading away, revealing a more relaxed and outgoing side of her that I had never seen before.

      "Let's play some pool," she said, leading me to a small area off to the side of the main bar. The rugged cash bar only had a few customers, and there were no games being played in the pool area. It felt like our own private space where we could let loose and have some fun.

      Anna racked up the balls while I ordered us some drinks at the bar. When she came back with two glasses, one for me and one for her, I couldn't help but notice how her blouse had a few wrinkles around her waistline from where she had tied her blazer earlier in the day. She looked cool and relaxed, but I couldn't stop my mind from wandering to thoughts of taking off all her clothes.

      We played a few rounds of pool, each of us neck and neck the entire time. "This is getting intense," I exclaimed, as we both missed our shots yet again.

      "I think we should make things more interesting," I said mischievously.

      "What do you have in mind?" Anna asked, her brow cocked and her grip on her pool stick tightening. I couldn't help but admire the way her blouse seemed to be struggling to hold everything together.

      "I don't know...maybe a bet?" I suggested.

      Anna laughed. "You've barely started working here and you already want to gamble your first paycheck away?"

      "I plan on winning," I said, poking my tongue out playfully. "I won't be losing anything."

      "Except maybe your clothes," Anna said with a smirk. Suddenly, her tone turned serious and she focused on racking up the balls again. But I couldn't help but feel a spark of attraction between us.

      "It's too bad we can't play strip pool here," I joked, trying to hint that I was interested in more than just a friendly game.

      Anna's eyes met mine, and there was a moment of hesitation before she responded. "We could...play for clothes and then remove them somewhere else," she suggested, her voice low and seductive.

      My heart started racing as I contemplated the idea of being alone with Anna, removing each other's clothes in a fit of passion. "Are you suggesting we actually do it?" I asked, unable to hide my excitement.

      "Are you?" Anna replied coyly.

      Without hesitation, I nodded. "Yes, I think we should do it."

      "Okay then," Anna said with a sly smile. "You go first."

      The next ten games were intense as we battled it out to see who would have to remove an article of clothing. By the end of the tenth round, we had both stripped down to our undergarments. As we tallied up every scrap of fabric until there was nothing left, I couldn't believe that this was actually happening.

      "What now?" I asked nervously, suddenly feeling self-conscious in front of my boss.

      But Anna seemed unfazed as she walked towards me until her body was inches from mine. "That depends," she murmured, her fingers lightly brushing against my cheek. A surge of desire shot through me at her touch.

      "How serious were you about doing this?" she asked, looking into my eyes with a heavy-lidded gaze.

      "As serious as you are," I replied confidently, my heart racing with anticipation.

      Anna leaned in, her soft lips pressing against mine in a kiss that sent shivers down my spine. As she pulled away, she looked into my eyes and whispered, "Come on, let's go." Taking my hand, she led me out of the bar and towards her place.

      My mind was spinning as we made our way to Anna's house. I couldn't believe that I was actually going home with my boss, but at that moment I didn't care about anything else.

      "Where are we going?" I asked, eager and anxious at the same time.

      "To my place," Anna said over her shoulder, her voice husky with desire. Her lips were swollen from our kiss and her eyes were heavy with lust. I knew then that this wasn't just a one-time fling - there was something more between us.

      As we entered her house, I couldn't believe that this was happening. But when she turned to face me and pressed her lips against mine again, all doubts melted away. From that night on, Anna became more than just my boss - she became my lover and eventually my partner in life. And it all started with a game of strip pool on a Friday night at a small bar in the city.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Five

          

        

      

    

    
      We stepped into her modest city home, eager to escape the chilly evening air. The front door clicked shut behind us, and we didn't bother with the lights. Our hands were on each other's bodies instantly, tearing off our clothes and sending them scattering to the floor in a frenzy of desire.

      She pressed me up against the foyer wall, kissing my neck as she trailed hot kisses down to my bare breasts. I trembled under her touch, my body already buzzing with anticipation. I asked for more, my voice shaky with need.

      She took my hand and pulled me down a long, dark hallway. We came to a bedroom, bathed in moonlight streaming through the window. She guided me towards the bed and laid me back against the soft sheets, her lips never leaving mine.

      She worked her way down my body, kissing and sucking on every inch of exposed skin. My back arched as she latched onto my nipples with her teeth, making me moan in pleasure. I wrapped my legs around her naked form, craving every touch from her skilled hands.

      Her kisses trailed lower, across my stomach and towards the sweet spot between my thighs. Her breath was hot against my sensitive skin, and I could feel sparks of pleasure shooting through me with every touch of her tongue. She teased me with slow, deliberate strokes before finally diving in with enthusiasm.

      I couldn't hold back any longer as she devoured me like a boss - confident and in control. I shuddered and quivered as waves of pleasure crashed over me, an intense heat building deep within my belly until it finally exploded in a mind-blowing climax.

      As she crawled back up to kiss me, I could taste myself on her lips - a heady combination that only added to the intensity of the moment. Before today, I never would have guessed that she liked women. But now, as we shared this intimate moment together, I knew that she at least liked me.

      "I want to taste you," I told her, my hand gently caressing her neck as she hovered above me.

      "I want you to taste me too," she replied, a mischievous glint in her eye. We kissed passionately, the heat between us only growing stronger.

      I rolled her onto her back and began exploring every inch of her body with kisses. Her skin tasted like salted caramel - sweet and intoxicating. I couldn't get enough of her - the magnetic pull between us was undeniable.

      I kissed down her hips, savoring each dip and curve. She writhed beneath me, breathing heavily in short gasps that only added fuel to my fire. Seeing her so vulnerable and at my mercy only made me crave her more.

      My hands roamed down her curves until they reached the neatly trimmed triangle of hair above her pussy. I smiled against her skin before lowering myself further and slipping my tongue between her puffy outer lips. I took my time, savoring every lick, suck and nibble on her swollen clit. She tangled her fingers in my hair, lost in the pleasure I was giving her.

      I slid a finger inside of her, then a second one, curling them up towards her belly as I continued to flick my tongue across her sensitive nub. With my free hand, I reached up to massage her breasts - rolling and teasing her nipples between my fingers.

      She called out my name as she reached the peak of ecstasy, shaking and trembling beneath me. Our eyes locked in an intimate moment as she rode out the waves of pleasure coursing through her body. She collapsed back onto the bed with a gasp, spent but satisfied.

      "That was amazing," she said between heavy breaths.

      "Back at you," I replied with a content smile.

      She rolled into my arms and we kissed deeply, our bodies still buzzing with the intensity of our shared passion. And as we fell asleep in each other's arms, I couldn't help but feel grateful for this unexpected connection and the pleasure that came with it.
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      The following morning, I woke up with a sense of contentment that was foreign to me. As I looked over at Anna, still peacefully asleep next to me, a wide smile spread across my face. It had been years since I felt this happy and at ease.

      Gently leaning over, I kissed her temple, causing her to stir and turn towards me with a grin. "What we did last night was very, very wrong," she said with a playful tone.

      I couldn't resist teasing her. "So when can we do it again?" I whispered in her ear. She chuckled and playfully nudged me.

      "You're going to get me into so much trouble," she said with a sigh. "I knew it when I first saw you. I almost didn't hire you because of it."

      My curiosity piqued, I asked, "I tormented you that much?"

      Anna let out a laugh and sat up against the headboard as the sunlight made the skin on her left side appear golden. "You have no idea," she replied, running a hand through her tousled hair.

      "You tormented me too," I admitted, feeling vulnerable yet comfortable in her presence.

      "Tell me more," she said with a mischievous glint in her eyes.

      I took a deep breath before continuing. "From the moment I first saw you, I knew it would be difficult to work in the same room as you."

      "And was it?" she asked, a hint of flirtation lacing her words. The sight of her sitting there, looking so effortlessly beautiful in the morning light, made my heart race.

      "It was extremely difficult," I confessed, unable to tear my gaze away from her.

      Without hesitation, she opened her arms and invited me into them. I curled up against her warm body and felt a sense of peace wash over me. "I hope last night will make it a little easier, then," she said softly, her fingers gently tracing circles on my back. "But I understand if you can't stay at the job."

      I lifted my head to meet her gaze and shook my head. "I can," I said firmly. "The last thing I want to do is quit."

      A small smile played on Anna's lips as she stroked my cheek. "Good. Because you're a great photographer and we could really use you here. And besides, I wouldn't be able to stop thinking about you if you left."

      "Same," I admitted with a grin. The next thing I knew, she was leaning down to kiss me and all thoughts of work or anything else faded away.

      Feeling happier and more confident than ever before, I suggested making breakfast together. We both didn't care that our clothes were scattered in the foyer and the blinds were still open. We playfully threw flour on each other while laughing and kissing until the waffles were ready.

      As we ate our breakfast, we talked about our pasts, hopes, and dreams. Surprisingly, we had so much in common that it seemed like fate had brought us together. I felt comfortable and at home inside Anna's house with her.

      After cleaning up the kitchen together, we decided to take a shower before getting dressed for the day. The steam wrapped around us like a shroud as we couldn't keep our hands off each other.

      The rest of the morning, afternoon, and evening were filled with laughter, deep conversations, and passionate moments shared between us. As the night fell, I couldn't help but wonder if Anna would ask me to leave.

      But instead, she surprised me by asking with a shaky voice if I wanted to stay another night. Overwhelmed with happiness and a feeling of belonging, I eagerly accepted.

      "Then let's start tonight with a movie," she said with a playful smile. We cuddled up on the sofa, watching a movie but not making it all the way through before we found ourselves back in her bedroom for another round of passion.

      As I lay in bed that night, wrapped in Anna's arms and feeling more content than ever before, I knew that this moment would stay with me forever. And though it may have started as just a fling, I held onto hope that one day it could become something more meaningful and long-lasting. But for now, I was grateful for the happiness and love that Anna had brought into my life.
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