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Chapter 1

 


My head is pounding, a hang-over to the ‘enth degree, seems to
be becoming the normal weight with in my head these past few
weeks.  I try to focus on the ceiling, slowly shifting my gaze
to the heavy curtains covering the windows.  But these I do
not recognize as quickly as I should, when the recognition clicks
into place.  I’m in my new apartment, by myself.  The
furniture is familiar; the arrangement is what’s altered.

I am beginning a new life, a single life, recently relocated
back to my home town in San Diego, California.  Leaving behind
the husband I thought I knew but erringly trusted and gave my heart
and soul too.  If only I could go back in time, back to when I
was young, impressionable, naive, and believing.  Then shake
the crap out of that trusting young fool to warn her of the pain
she would encounter if she went through with a marriage that never
should have been.

Jason, my soon to be ex-husband, was a smooth talker.  I
like to now say master of bullshit, but I may be a tad bitter and
cynical at the moment.  I was only nineteen when we first met
and the lines he spun wound and wrapped their way around my heart
creating a web of lies, manipulation, and emotional chaos that took
me far too long to break free of.  His numerous affairs took
even longer for me to uncover and I didn’t know which was
worse.  The fact that he tried to blame me for his infidelity
or the self imposed affection starvation he had planted within me
making me feel as if I were not good enough to love, to touch,
connect or even have sex with.

So here I lay, in the bed we used to share, consoling myself
with wine, wine and more wine; trying to numb the anxiety and fear
that has consumed me once I walked out the door.  He used to
tell me, “There’s no way you could ever survive without
me.  If I died or left you, you would never be able to
function because you love me too much.  You’re so stupid in
love with me, you can’t even see straight.”  Talk about
mind fucking.  And the sad part is, is that I truly believed
him.  I now know it’s not true, but somehow my sub-conscious
is working overtime and trying to convince me otherwise.  Five
years of hearing that over and over again etches itself within your
psyche and trying to re-write the mental mantra takes
time. 

The good news, it’s Saturday and I do not have to go to work
today.  Thank God!  As I’m trying to slowly move reaching
for the water on the bedside table I hear the shuffling of bed
sheets next to me and a foot grazing my leg under the covers. 
Trying to focus on the body next to me, the light that is barely
escaping through the crack in the curtains I hazily begin to make
out the shape of the body.  Now here’s the crazy part, I have
no recollection of last night and am starting to freak out that
whoever is in my bed could be my first ever ‘One Night Stand’.

“Haley, can you stop moving around and lay back down?  The
movement is going to wake me up, my beauty rest is severely
lacking.”  The gravely context coming from under the pillows
and covers gives me a slight pause but then a sigh of relief in the
same second.  It’s Kylie, my girlfriend from work and new
partner in crime along with her tutorials in the exploration of
single-life frontiers.

“Holy shit!  What happened last night?  And why are
you in my bed?”  As I speak the pounding in my head becomes
more pronounced and nauseating.

“Sshhh, not so loud - like I was going to drive home after last
night,” she grumbles irritated.

“But what did we do last night?  Still not too clear in
that department…”  But I don’t get the chance to find out any
pertinent information because at that point I’m leaping out of the
bed diving for the bathroom before all of last night’s beverages
resurface in a not so pleasant fashion.

After about twenty minutes of revisiting the nights mystery I
realized it was not only wine that had been consumed.  Tequila
and lots of it permeated the air within my tiny bathroom.  I
swear to God I am never drinking again…  Just shoot me
now.

There’s a light knock on the door and Kylie is poking a
tentative head in.  “Are you OK?  Here’s some water and a
few clean towels.  Do you want to try and take a shower? 
It may make you feel better.”

“How are you not in here worshipping the porcelain god with me
right now?  Didn’t you drink too?”

“Of course I did, but I’m not a light weight, wussy girl like
you.”  She’s laughing at me and my personal hell but the
effort or movement alone keeps me from responding spitefully. 
It seems I’m only allowed to focus on one thing at a time and my
stomach is dictating the bodily functions for now.  The only
thing I can muster the strength for is flipping her off before
lying down onto the cool floor to stop the waves of hell from
enveloping me.

Kylie walks further into the bathroom and works her way over to
turning on the shower then assisting me back to a sitting
position.  “Come on, get in the shower.  Even if you just
sit there and let the water wash over you, I promise you will feel
better.  Drink the water I just gave you and I’ll go make some
coffee to help with your head.  Sorry sweetie for the
repercussions of last night but you were on the warpath and I
wasn’t about to stop you.”

I somehow manage to do as I’m told and hate the fact that she
was right as well.  While I’m sitting there, things begin to
fuzzily come back to me.  I remember a phone call from my
lawyer earlier in the day.  Jason was trying to post-pone
signing the divorce papers, claiming I was being unreasonable in my
expectations of splitting our savings, his 401K, and my wanting
alimony.  Hence the bender and graduating to a stronger
numbing agent.  One more thing to blame him for,
Jack-ass! 

Once I begin to feel human I muddle through the rest of cleaning
myself up but wrap my hair in a towel and put on my fluffy, purple
bathrobe neglecting the sexy silk number I know I will probably
never wear again, then wander out to the kitchen for my
coffee.  Kylie is sitting at my dinette table sipping on her
coffee, reading her latest harlequin novel while idly picking at a
bagel.  She looks none the worse for wear which makes me more
irritated that she is, yet again, unaffected by last night’s
bender. 

We met at work and instantly clicked.  She took pity on my
crappy situation and offered to take me out for drinks the first
night of our meeting.  We’ve pretty much been connected at the
hip since then.  I don’t want to believe that she is my
replacement partner, but I’ve never really been alone and the
adjustment has been difficult.  She’s a beautiful leggy blond,
with an attractive figure that I’d die for (swimsuit ready year
round), gorgeous green eyes that are a bit large for her heart
shape face, and a twisted sense of humor that only emphasizes her
intelligence which makes her amazing to be around.  She makes
everyone feel at ease when in her presence and in turn makes her a
favorable cohort.  Kylie is single at the moment, but has the
on-again, off-again boyfriend that comes sniffing around every so
often.

I on the other hand am not a tall leggy blond with the power to
make grown men drool and trip over themselves just for a smile from
her.  I was blessed with a petite build, not too small but not
well endowed either.  I tend to classify myself as cute with
red-ish brown shoulder length hair that has a wavy mind of its
own.  When my eyes aren’t blood shot with bags under them I’ve
been told that they are one of my prettiest features, hazel-green
with eyebrows that barely need shaping.  Trust me, from a girl
perspective that is a good thing.  In the lips department, I’m
no Angelina Jolie, but full enough to make my smile endearing and
inviting.  Sure never stopped me from talking with any and
everyone.

After fixing my cup of coffee and easing into the other chair I
glare at Kylie over my mug before taking the first sip.

“What?”  She guiltily responds.

“Tequila… Really?  Whose bright idea was that? 
Because I know I didn’t have any in my apartment.”

“Ok, don’t get too mad at me.  You were so upset and I
didn’t think going out would have been as productive as just
staying at home getting plastered.  That way you couldn’t
regret any actions made while in public and highly
intoxicated.”  Kylie smirks then says, “Do you remember
drunk-dialing Jason last night?  Or any of the conversation
you had with him?”

“Shut up!  I didn’t!”  I’m flushing with embarrassment
and covering my eyes trying to recollect any part of that
conversation.

“Oh you did but you should also be proud of yourself too. 
You got him to agree to everything and the divorce proceedings
should be resumed by Monday morning.  I had no idea how
eloquent you become when drunk.  I think Tequila agrees with
you.”

“Uh, no it doesn’t.  Did you not here my rejection speech
in the bathroom just moments ago?”

“Whatever,” she responds with a dismissive wave of her
hand.  “Whatever you said scared the shit out of him because
he quickly conceded and as proof to that concession he emailed you
the final agreement and CC’d it to both of your lawyers.  What
did you say to him anyway?”

“You’re asking me, right now, what did I say to him?  I was
kind of hoping you knew because I can barely remember my own name
at the moment.”

“You left the room once you got on a roll and I didn’t think you
wanted me following you.  But when you came out you showed me
your email on your blackberry and it was from him with everything
you wanted.”

I look around for my phone trying to recall any inkling of
information used but nothing comes to mind.  But there it was,
in my inbox, his email giving me everything I asked for. 
Unbelievable – I think I need another drink.










Chapter 2

 


So my weekend was starting off with a bang up hangover but also
a small victory that was deemed celebratory.  Kylie was making
plans for this evening and I was nursing my head and stomach in
preparation of tonight’s events.  The haze in my mind had yet
to clear and I seriously had no idea as to what was said to
Jason.  I had the feeling that it was probably one of my many
random theories I had surmised over the past few months over many
glasses of wine and tears.  Obviously one of them was correct,
now I just need to figure out which one.  I wrote him a letter
once.  Venting and expressing any and all repressed feelings
that he had hurt, bruised and damaged; an exercise in closure and
releasing me to my new path, whatever that may be.  Never sent
it though, too chicken I guess.  But deep down I think it
would just be more wasted words on a man that never really cared
for me the way I deserved.

That’s just it though, I’ve no idea what or who I am at the
moment.  I was happy in the role of dutiful wife, trusting
what I was told and trained to believe any tale spun my way. 
What an idiot!  Now I’m just angry at myself for putting up
with it for so long and that I was blinded by love.  Love… now
I don’t know what to believe any more.

For now I embrace the uncertainty of single-dome and try to
suppress the anger that flares up at the weirdest times or
places.  Granted it usually happens while I’m alone in my new
surroundings accompanied by a few glasses of wine in the process,
maybe not the most responsible actions taken but done none the
less.  Some of the pluses in this new life are the social
aspect and the attentions received that I’d never noticed or had
been unaware of before.  Men in particular, love to flirt with
me, and I love to flirt back.  I find this interesting because
I never really thought I was any good in the flirting department
and my ex managed to instill in me that he was the only one worth
my attentions as well.  But I’m pretty good at it.  Kylie
says she is proud of her new little student and tends to reap the
rewards from the additional men attracted around us while out bar
hopping, clubbing, dancing, or even the gym.

I must admit being new to this way of thinking I’m still a bit
too trusting of others and haven’t quite mastered recognizing the
“player”, or “jerk”, or “desperate” guys that try to wiggle their
way into our entourage.  Kylie has managed to intercept those
encounters and advise me of their classification.  So after
last night’s “success” I wonder what tonight will hold.  I
feel somehow liberated and let’s face it; I’m freaking horny as
hell and really, really want to get laid.

Kylie arranged for us to meet up with two other girlfriends,
Nicky and Beth, for a late dinner then we would hit the
clubs.  I guess Japanese was on the menu because we began at
our favorite sushi restaurant.  The sushi bar was popular and
packed even at the late evening hour.  Of course Kylie has all
the hook ups and we didn’t have to wait long to get a booth that
was close to the bar.  This enabled easier eye contact with
the sushi chefs and sake was quickly sent over to our table.

Somehow we ended up with an array of food and drink which we
didn’t even order.  The perks of knowing whose who and
flirtation enhanced the foods arrival.  The girls and I were
talking, laughing, and throwing gratuitous smiles and gazes towards
the bar every so often when my smile landed on an unsuspecting
hottie I had not been aware of earlier on.

Since I was sitting next to Nicky I leaned over trying to be
inconspicuous, “Nic – see that guy over there at the end of the
bar?  Was he there when we got here?”

“Which one?  So many to choose from tonight and we’re just
getting started.”  She looks blatantly in the direction I’d
indicated; obviously subtlety was not on the agenda this evening
when she sees him and gapes, “Holy crap!  Hottie
indeed…Yummy!”

Kylie noticing our distraction looks as well.  “Geez
Haley!  I was wondering when you were going to notice
him.  He’s been looking over here, at you I might add, since
we walked in.”

“He has?  Why didn’t you say something?  He looks
familiar – do you think he’s from one of the clubs?”  I try to
be discreet in my evaluation but he did look familiar I just
couldn’t seem to place him.

My admirer was more than just a hottie to objectify.  Since
he was sitting at the bar it was hard to say how tall he was but
was definitely tallish, maybe six-two or more, in his late
twenties, early thirties.  He was casually dressed but not in
a sloppy way.  The t-shirt was designer, hugging his frame
showing off his nice chest and broad shoulders along with the jeans
that accented his legs, waist, and behind in all the right
ways.  Working my way up to his penetrating gaze, eyes that
looked on the light side but his interest seemed the more prevalent
feature.  His skin had a slight sun tanned glow that accented
his sandy blond hair cut short on the sides with more length on the
top which he brushed across his forehead in habit.  In my
detailed but quick appraisal he noticed me checking him out anyway,
so much for my subtlety, but his smile was the most disarming
feature yet.  I was a sucker for a great smile, perfectly
straight and white teeth framed by masculine lips not too thin but
perfect for kissing.  Wow, I must be really hard up because
I’m already imagining kissing this random guy and I haven’t talked
with him yet.

“Go over and talk to him.”  Kylie encouraged.

“Uh no!  I’m not walking up to some random guy just because
he noticed me and I’m just now noticing him.”

“Here’s a napkin.”  She hands me her cloth napkin and I
look at her questioningly.  “It’s to wipe the drool from your
chin…”  The girls are all laughing at me now.

“Bitch!  I hate you!”  Granted I wanted to slap her
silly but my friend was right and I wanted to go talk to him.

“If you don’t go, then I will.  And I’ll make it a point to
shamelessly flirt with him and possibly take him home with me
tonight if you don’t act on him now.”

“Wow, aren’t we on a threatening roll.”  I wasn’t about to
let her pounce on my possibility so I slam back the last of the
Saki in front of me, psyche myself up then push out of the booth
heading towards the bar.  The guise being more Saki but even I
could see how thin that was.

It’s all about product placement right?  So I chose to edge
in next to him trying to get the bartenders attention.  Once I
got the ‘I’ll be right with you nod’ I turned to look at my new
neighbor.  His smile was even more engaging up close and his
eyes where a blue-grey that reminded me of the ocean after the
rain. 

Luckily he began to speak because I was suddenly conscious of
needing to wipe my chin again.  “Hi.”  Ah - a sexy toned
voice, the fantasy keeps getting better.

“Hello.”  I don’t know why I said it and I hate it when
it’s being said to me but I blurt out, “You look familiar.  Do
I know you from somewhere?”  After the words fly out and I
realize my lame line I couldn’t help but blush with embarrassment
and start to back away.

Surprisingly he responds and not in a dismissive rebuff
either.  “Actually we do.”

This stops me, “Wait, what?  We do?”

He chuckles which gets me flustered and more aware of the low
cut blouse I’m wearing because I feel the flush heating the skin
over my chest.  Please don’t say the club; please don’t say
the club is all I can think now.

“My name is Austin, Austin Keating.”  He looks at me
waiting for a response or recognition but I come up blank.

“I’m Haley, Haley Connors.”  And I hold out my hand to
shake in introduction which he in turn firmly shakes.

“You’re still trying to place me aren’t you?  Do you need a
hint?  Because I remember you.”

“Ok, I’ll bite.  Where do we know each other from?”

He simply smiles and says, “I was at your brother’s wedding a
few years back.  He and I were friends from college in
Arizona.  I flew out for the festivities, you were in the
wedding party if I remember correctly but I had been warned by
David to not give you the time of day since you were freshly
graduated from high school and just barely legal.”

David’s wedding.  That was ages ago.  My brother is
seven years older than me and went away to college while I was in
middle school and returned home after he graduated.  I was in
the middle of high school by then when he introduced his girlfriend
at the time, now wife, who moved out with him.  Their wedding
was an event that almost trumped Cinderella’s.  So many
people, flowers, food, alcohol, you name it, it was there. 
The party and people were so numerous that I was lucky to remember
the family members in attendance.  But obviously I had been
introduced to Austin at some point in time and I’m kicking myself
for not remembering at least his sexy smile.  Granted that was
over six years ago, which seems a lifetime given my last unlucky
few years, but I should have paid better attention.

I see him waiting for me to connect the dots but I seriously do
not remember meeting him.  “I’m so sorry, but I don’t remember
you.  I’m mentally kicking myself for admitting that but I
believe in honesty and since you know my brother I didn’t want to
start on the wrong foot.  When’s the last time you saw
David?”

“I won’t hold it against you.  It was a pretty big party
but I did have the advantage in remembering you because your
brother always talked about you and I had seen pictures of you
throughout college life so you were easy to recognize.  But I
must admit, those pictures no longer do you any justice now because
you’re breath taking.”

Once again flushing profusely, I smile shyly and say
“Thanks.  You have no idea how nice that is to hear.”

“Oh please.  I saw the look on every guys face when you and
your girlfriends walked in the bar.  I see you have yet to
order anything from the menu and your food and drinks seem to be
flowing smoothly to your corner as well.”

“That’s not because of me.  Did you not notice the tall,
beautiful blonde I walked in with?  That is where the stares
and complimentary drinks go to.”

Austin rolls his eyes at my comment and takes a drink of his
beer before proceeding, “Trust me, it’s not just the blonde that
they’re looking at.”

I was getting nervous with his compliments and insinuations so I
changed the subject.  “So are you here with anyone?”

“No not really.”

That was kind of vague, “Is your girlfriend meeting you?” 
He wasn’t wearing a ring.

“Nice fishing.  No, no girlfriend either.  I was just
in the mood for some sushi, beer, and people watching. 
Spotting you was an added bonus.”

Boy is he smooth but he hadn’t answered an earlier question, “So
David, have you seen him lately?”

He smiled at my persistence, “No, I haven’t seen David in awhile
either.  Not since he and Sarah had the baby.  Kinda grew
in different directions after that.  You know how that goes,
different lives - different circles.  You lose touch after
awhile.”

I understood that.  I lost touch with a lot of my single
friends when I got married and now that I’m single and wanting to
re-connect, they are all married or in monogamous
relationships.  “Yeah, I know that one first hand as of
late.”

He looks at me confused so I elaborate, “I usually don’t go
spilling my business so soon in meeting someone, but you’re
practically family so here goes.  I am recently separated,
going through an uncomfortable divorce and am re-discovering the
single world.  That’s the cliff notes version.”

“That’s a bummer.  Sorry for the uncomfortable portion but
let me welcome you to the club and back into the single
masses.”

“Gee, thanks…again.”  I picked up on the ‘welcome to the
club’ part but didn’t want to press for more information at the
moment.  I didn’t want to talk about my divorce any more than
I’m sure he did if that were the case.

“Where you girls headed after this?”

“Um, we’re going to hit up a couple clubs.  See what’s
going on, whose who and where they’re at.  I’m hoping for lots
of dancing and drinking.”  I wink at him for the latter
statement.  He didn’t need the gory details for my wanting to
celebrate more than usual tonight.  I liked him instantly and
was about to break one of the cardinal rules that Kylie had
ingrained in me when I said, “Do you want to join us?  Our
group I mean and hang out with us more?”

Kylie’s number one rule when clubbing:  Never go to a club
with a guy.  Whether he is your boyfriend, a hook up friend,
or just a friend in general you never go to a club with a
guy.  Leaving with one is entirely different.

But before I could recant my invitation he smiles at me which
makes me stutter to a halt and says, “Sure, I’d love to.”

Crap!  Kylie was going to kill me.

 










Chapter 3

 


I guess Kylie was in a gracious mood because she welcomed Austin
with open arms followed by probing questions, which I silently
appreciated.

“So Austin… do you live around here?”  Kylie winks at me
knowing I had yet to obtain this handy tid bit of information.

He laughed before answering, “Uh actually no, I don’t.  I
live in Orange County, Huntington Beach.  I was just down here
for a business meeting.  I planned on grabbing a bite and then
was going to head back home.”

“What kind of work are you in?”  The next question
follows.

“Pharmaceutical sales.”

“Nice.  Do you get samples that can be shared with
friends?”

Austin took another drink of his beer before continuing in
explanation.  “I don’t think it’s what you would want to
sample.  I rep for a cholesterol management company so unless
you have high cholesterol then I don’t think it’s meds that you’d
like to randomly sample.”

The disappointment was apparent on Kylie’s face but she didn’t
lose focus for long, “But in this line of work you make a pretty
good income in this career, correct?  I mean living in HB, I’m
going to assume you drive a Lexus or BMW; your clothes are
tasteful, current, and designer.  No ring, so not
married.  Girlfriend??  You could be lying but I don’t
think you are.  You’re memory is intact given you recognized
our Haley here and last but not least you’re hot as Hell!”

“Kylie!  Stop it!  You’re embarrassing me.”  I
couldn’t stop the blushing pink heat from covering me from head to
toe now.

“What?  I’m just being up front as well.  He’s passed
the test so far.  Now let’s see how he holds up at the
club.”  She proceeds to rise from the booth and grabs Beth’s
hand while motioning with her head that it’s time to head out.

Austin is shaking his head from her verbal summation but looks
to me and extends a hand to assist me from my seat.  “She’s a
firecracker now isn’t she?”

“Sure, firecracker, that’s just a polite way of saying she takes
liberty in her opinions, is monetary conscious, and an admirer of
physical attributes, then yes…firecracker she is.”

“This should be an interesting night.” He grabs my hand and
doesn’t let go leading me towards the front of the restaurant to
join the rest of my group.

Since we were down town in the Gas Lamp District of San Diego
everything was within walking distance.  Kylie wanted to start
at the Bitter End, a smaller club in comparison to the trendier and
larger venues.  I loved this club.  Split into three
levels entering on the ground level is just a huge bar lining the
brick wall with a few tables scattered but mainly just a standing
room only.  Dancing was downstairs, no windows almost like a
basement with pipes lining the ceiling that are painted black with
the dance floor covering over half the space and of course another
bar adjacent to the stairs leading onto this level.  Thumping
music, flashing lights, bodies encased in sweat and pheromones
flying high.  The top floor is more subdued with another bar
but the walls are covered in velvet burgundy curtains lining every
available space, over stuffed couches and arm chairs to lounge in
and you can even carry on a conversation without going deaf from
the combined loud music and screaming lame lines in your ear.

We start out at ground level and Kylie manages to get in at the
bar, returning to our group with a tray full of shots and begins to
dole them out.

“Drink up girls!  It’s going to be an amazing night!”

Without even thinking or asking what has been ordered I slam
back the shot after clinking glasses with everyone, lastly with
Austin.  He raises an eyebrow at me and follows suit.

The horror almost of last night comes crashing into my brain as
I realize that the shots were tequila shots.  “Kylie! 
Are you trying to kill me?”

“Hair of the dog sister, hair of the dog,” she winks at me and
then scams the crowd for her first victim of the night.

Austin leans down to my ear and I become acutely aware of his
breath against my skin and how freaking sexy his voice is, “Dare I
ask what that’s all about?”

“No, you shouldn’t.”  I did not want to elaborate on my
epic hang over session from this morning.  “Just Kylie being
Kylie, an evil Bitch when she wants to be.”  I’m smiling so he
knows I’m not 100% serious.

He shrugs his shoulders then asks, “Do you want to go
dance?  You did say that was a definite intention this
evening.”

“Sure let’s go.”  I grab his hand this time doing the
leading and we slowly make our way through the sea of bodies to the
lower level and finally find a spot, if you could call it that, on
the dance floor.

With the combination of Saki and tequila I was beginning to feel
the altering effects buzzing throughout my body.  I swore to
myself that I would not drink as much as I did last night, I did
not, would not go through that hell on back to back nights, and so
the next beverage would be water.  I needed to instill the
other rule Kylie swore by:  Alternate your beverages. 
Cocktail, water, cocktail, water; this trick kept you from getting
completely shitty and help avoid possible regrets the next
morning.

There was no way to not be in bodily contact with one another
given the body to space ratio.  This I didn’t mind because I
wasn’t forced to be attentive in conversation and keep up witty
banter.  It can be exhausting.  Austin was a pretty good
mover and I knew my moves were seductively enticing.  I wanted
to be alluring tonight and decided I wanted to snare Austin but he
seemed all of a sudden somewhat space apprehensive.  Yes we
were connecting, yes we were moving, but the vibe I noticed was
becoming strained.

“Is there something wrong?”  I yell in his ear.

“No.”  He shakes his head and smiles.  I wasn’t buying
it so I tried to move in closer. 

My liquid courage backing me up in the process I bring my arms
up around his neck, his hands have no choice but to go around my
waist resting on my hips.  I smile up at him giving him a sign
of encouragement. 

He leans in to say something, “I don’t want to ruin this amazing
time but I can’t help but think that you are David’s little
sister.”  He frowns down at me.

I understood where he was coming from and kind of respected his
respect for me or my brother, but I didn’t want respect
tonight.  I wanted care-free, unattached, good ole fashioned
fun.

“David’s not here,” I simply reply.  “Forget about guy
code, this is a free pass.  Are you having fun?  ‘Cause I
am.”

I could see him deliberating but I didn’t give him a chance to
decide.  I raked my fingers through his hair and across his
neck then lifted up onto my toes never breaking eye contact until I
saw him licking his lower lip noting his gaze had moved to my
lips.  He wasn’t going to make the first move, this I knew but
his intent was clearly radiating thru his body.  I couldn’t
wait any longer; this night was about me having fun, being
un-characteristically liberated and finally just letting
lose.  Even before I connected with his lips his breath
smelled appealing and enticing.  He tasted sweet at first and
his hot breath against my lips began to fill my mouth.  He
still wasn’t completely sold on the idea of at least making out
with me because it was me inviting his tongue as I caressed his
lower lip with mine, which was as soft as I’d imagined, then it was
like the music took over our bodies because the appeal became more
intense and desirous. 

Austin’s mouth seemed to respond enthusiastically after the
initial wariness subsided.  My hands began to explore as did
his.  I love roving hands, I know it’s not politically correct
or very liberal thinking, but wandering hands drive me ever
insane.  I felt his hands digging into my lower back bringing
me closer to his embrace but he hesitated there not wanting to
over-stimulate his or my, how would you say, lower
extremities.  But I couldn’t control my exploration as easily,
his arms and chest were so defined and electric.  My reaction
to his scent, taste, and touch was nothing I’d ever experienced
before.  You hear of chemistry and going crazy because the
attraction is so profound but that’s what you read about in a
romance novel or see in the movies even but for me to experience
this and reacting as I was, and I could feel as he was too, was
indescribable.   I wanted him.  That was it so plain
and simple but I had no idea how to really go about it.  Under
Kylie’s tutelage I had only resorted to random make out sessions,
bumping and grinding on the dance floor, but I had yet to go home
with someone or have someone come home with me.  My ex had not
been my first, ok he was my second, so I wasn’t as secure in the
seduction department or in my performance capabilities.

What felt like just moments of ecstasy then long moments of
pleasurable enjoyment we both became aware of our
surroundings.  Somehow my hands found their way under his
shirt and his hands were beginning to untie the closures in the
back of my handkerchief top.

“Do you want to get out of here?”  I’m surprised that I’m
the one making the suggestion.

He just nods in agreement and spins me around to lead the way
out of the dancing chaos but his arms are locked around my waist
like breaking contact would be disastrous.  I skim the room
looking for Kylie, Nicky or Beth when I catch Beth in the corner by
the stairs talking with another girl that looked familiar.

“Beth,” I had no idea what to say. “Um… Austin and I are going
to go get some air.  Will you guys be ok… if we don’t come
back?”  I was so nervous and began to flush when Austin
squeezed me closer to him and began to nuzzle my neck.

Beth being the ever responsible yet supportive friend just
smiled at us, “You two have fun.  Don’t worry about Kylie;
I’ll be sure she knows your fine and makes it home safely.” 
She winks at me and then leans in to give me a hug which causes a
temporary separation from Austin.

She whispers in my ear, “Just do me a favor and text me later
that you at least make it home safely.  You feel alright with
this guy?’  As she pulls away from our embrace I just nod my
head in agreement and reassurance.

Austin says good-bye to Beth and it was nice meeting her. 
I think I even heard him say he hoped to see her again sometime
soon.  Hmmm, interesting.

Once we escaped to the cooler fresh air and semi quieter street
outside the club I had no idea what to do next.  Austin just
took the lead after that slipping his arm around my waist he guided
me to a parking structure a couple of blocks down from the Sushi
place we all had originally started the night at.

“So, what do you want to do?  We could go somewhere a bit
quieter, get a drink or a dessert if you’d like.”  He was
trying to be gentlemanly and not presume to much either. 
Basically putting the ball in my court and letting me decide what
the next course would be.

Again the thoughts of care-free fun began to flit through my
mind, that and the blatant fact that I’d never been so attracted to
one person in all my life.  God he was gorgeous and he smelled
so good even from the short distance that he managed to put between
us, I suggest instead, “I only live about ten minutes from
here.  Would you like to go there for a drink?”

He hesitated for a moment, I could see the internal dialogue he
was having with himself and I didn’t want him talking himself out
of coming home with me.  So I unleashed what I can only say is
my secret weapon in my womanly arsenal.  I crooked my head to
the side, gave him my best pouty smile with puppy dog eyes and
said, “Please.”  Then reached up on my tippy toes again and
placed a feather light kiss on his lips to seal the deal.

He sighed resignedly then said, “You’re going to be the death of
me, aren’t you?”

“Come home with me and find out.”  I could only coyly smile
up at him rocking back and forth on my heels innocently.

He reached for his keys, to his Lexus (Ha ha), pressed the alarm
to unlock the car and opened the passenger door for me to get
in.


 



 

It was difficult to focus on giving directions to my
apartment.  The current flowing within the confines of his car
was distracting and exciting.  I needed to keep on this high
and try not to over think the possibility of… of…  See I’m
already starting to over think it.  I needed another shot of
liquid courage.

Somehow I managed to not get us lost and we were now standing in
front of my door.  I was becoming more and more aware of the
nerves that were trying to overwhelm my mind but with him standing
just behind me, trying to be casual in his own expectations, the
heat radiating off of his body had my back tingling in anticipation
of his touch, or his breath on the back of my neck.  Oh my God
I was getting hot and bothered just thinking about it.  I
fumbled for what seemed an eternity trying to unlock my door and
pushed it in stumbling ever so gracefully forward.

He surveyed the room, which was still kind of a mess from this
morning and I had yet to really clean up last night’s hi-jinks as
well.  The dinette still held our empty coffee mugs and
Kylie’s novel displayed front and center.  I grabbed the book
before he had the chance to note or assume it as my literary diet
then took the mugs in hand and headed into the kitchen.

“Make yourself comfortable.  I think I have something to
drink in the fridge.  Beer or wine?”  I couldn’t even
look at him yet as his presence filled my tiny apartment.

“Beer if you have it or whatever you are drinking.”  His
voice spilled in around the corner as he made his way to the couch
in my living room.

Ok, I could do this.  Ah, I do have beer and I poured
myself a glass of red.  Taking a calming breath, readying
myself for… what?  I had no idea, wait who am I kidding? 
I shake my head, take a sip of wine and proceed into the living
room noting the improved view of my overstuffed couch. 
Yummy.

“You’re place is really nice, great location.”  Austin’s
unease is prevalent and I begin to appreciate his attempt at small
talk.

“That’s code for its small, limited in space, and tiny.”  I
wink at him as he chuckles in agreement.  I hand him his beer
while arranging myself on the sofa next to him.  “So, what do
you want to do?”  My nerves taking over I spout out the lamest
question ever possible again.

I need for him to make the first move, the insinuated move
because I’m too chicken-shit to do it.  And he does, Austin
reaches over to stroke my cheek and moves some hair that had fallen
into my eyes behind my ear.  I look up to meet his gaze and it
was all the invitation needed.  Setting my glass down on the
coffee table I reach for his hand pulling him up as I rise to
stand.  He joins me but I can still sense his hesitance so I
reciprocate the gentle gesture he had done to me.  I bring my
hand up to his face making him meet my gaze then brush his hair out
of his eyes that he seemed to be trying to hide behind and we both
smile at the similar encounter.  He leans in so slowly, still
letting the choice be mine and kisses me tenderly.  Not like
how we were acting at the club with the music radiating through our
bodies, the temperature of attraction flowing, the tension building
with the touching and caressing of one another.

This one action of tenderness triggers a reaction I didn’t know
I had been bottling up; not wanting to acknowledge or realize what
was sorely missing from my soul because in the middle of this
amazing kiss he tasted so sweet and soft, I felt the addition of
salt becoming mixed within our mouths.  Austin must have
sensed something was amiss as well because he pulled away looking
at me with concern across his face.  I hadn’t noticed at first
but as his breath washed across my face I felt coolness over the
streaks of tears that were streaming uninvited down my cheeks.

“Oh my God,” he looked so freaked out.  “What’s
wrong?  This is wrong.  I knew it.  I should go.”
 He tries to break free from our intimate embrace but I don’t
let go so easily.

“No, wait.”  I bring my hand to my face confused by this
reaction wiping away the unwanted tears trying to clear my head,
searching for a reason.  “I’m sorry, please don’t leave. 
Would you believe me if I said ‘it’s not you it’s
me’?”

The torn expression he relays back to me is laughable at the
least so I try to lighten the mood by laughing at myself and
shrugging my shoulders in defeat.  “I’m sorry, again.  I
don’t want to dump my stupid and insecure hang-ups on you.  I
wanted to have a good time, I deserved a good time.  And you
are so HOT and sexy and I’ve honestly never been attracted to
someone like you ever… that I can’t even begin to explain
it.”  I can see I’m starting to lose him in my rambling but
for some reason if I wanted this to happen I needed to
fess up, at least a little, to this unsuspecting guy who I actually
managed to get to accompany me home.

“Ok, I’m confused.”  He wasn’t leaving, yet, but I needed
to clarify myself quickly or I was going to lose him.

I take a deep breath and decide that standing was not an option
so I pulled him back down onto the sofa next to me.  “Ok,
explain.”  I mentally tell myself I can do this even if the
embarrassment of this confession kills me, I’d have to do it
sometime.  “I’ve never had a one-night stand.”

He just looks at me blankly so I continue in his silence. 
“I have no idea why I’m telling you any of this, I just wish I was
the type of person who could just ‘do it’ and shut up and enjoy
myself with some random guy.  But I guess I can’t and looking
at you now - I just lost you didn’t I?”  I bow my head in
disbelief shaking at the utter humiliation I was enduring.

His silence was deafening and seemed to take forever for him to
break.  Really it was probably fifteen seconds but it felt
like an eternity. “Haley, look at me.”  He reached under my
chin bringing my focus onto him.  “Hey, I’m not leaving and I
don’t think I want to be just some random guy for you either. 
Call me selfish or egocentric, but I wouldn’t treat you like a
one-night stand regardless of tonight’s outcome.”

Once again, seeming out of control of my uncontrollable emotions
the tears begin flowing again.  What traitors they were! 
How can this happen?  Tonight of all nights, I had made my
choice and tears are killing my game…really?  Austin sees what
I assume is my inner chat and reaches over bringing me into a
comforting embrace, chortling that ‘it’s ok’, and rubs my back in
reassurance.  This is mortifying.  I just wish I could
pull away from him, from this entire situation and go back to the
beginning.  But I don’t.  It felt too good to leave the
safety and genuine concern that was coming from this man.  A
man I barely knew, but was comfortable enough to spout some of my
short comings too and he didn’t turn me away, or belittle my
feelings, or humiliate me for emotionally dumping on him. 
Something I was not used too in the slightest.

We sat there on the sofa for a good thirty minutes not saying
anything, my tears still leaking thru no matter how hard I tried to
stop and Austin held me the entire time saying nothing but giving
reassuring caresses, stroking my hair and holding me tighter when
the water works seemed never ending.  Once I was able to
collect myself and steady my breathing the realization of how
embarrassing this situation turned out I wanted to melt into the
sofa disappearing for the rest of my life. 

He felt the change of my emotions but didn’t release me
either.  “Hey, don’t.”  I was trying to pull away when he
said, “He really did a number on you didn’t he?”

I knew instantly his referral to Jason but I was done crying and
didn’t want to shed any more tears in front of this amazingly
patient man that I picked up on in a bar and only a couple hours
ago had been bumping and grinding with the intention for
more.  It was then I decided that I was done trying and needed
this ‘random guy’ tonight, just not in the way I had intended.

“Yes he did.”  I looked up at Austin not wanting to hide
anymore and continued, “He was a jerk and a liar and a manipulator
and I was the naive sucker that he hooked, lined and sinker. 
If you didn’t pick up on the rambling portion of this evening,” I
weakly smile at him.  “I was really young and stupid when we
hooked up.  When I look back on it now I see how lost I
was.  I was looking for acceptance, a place and I thought was
with him.  I know that life isn’t all about sex or marriage
for that matter, but he made me feel so ugly and unwanted. 
That no one would ever find me attractive or desirable.  How
could they, when he didn’t.  Pretty ‘effed up, wouldn’t you
say?”

Austin’s reply shocked me even more than anticipated, “If I ever
run into that guy I’m going to pummel the living life out of
him!  How could he do that?  To you?  He has no idea
what he had, or maybe he did and that’s why he mind-fucked you so
hard.”

I couldn’t help myself and pushed up from Austin’s embrace
looking at him with shock, “That’s what I say.  I mean, no one
has ever put it like that except for me.  The reason being is
because I’ve never really told anyone how much he messed with me,
mentally.  He never physically hurt me, you know.  But it
was the emotional manipulation that practically destroyed me. 
You have no idea how hard it was for me to leave him.  My
heart had no problems telling me it was what I needed to do, but
convincing my mind took a bit longer.  Even still, my mind is
telling me that there is no way in hell that you really wanted to
kiss me tonight, or come over to my place, or even have sex with
me.”  I look away from him as I say the last part of my
confession.

“If I ever…” the pain he was feeling for me was so sincere.

“That’s sweet, but he really isn’t worth your time.”  I
place my hand on his chest in mock restraint and even after I had
soaked his shirt in my tears the current flowing between us was
still very rampant and I pull it away almost as quickly.

“Well, as you can tell or should I say you should tell your
mind, I wanted to kiss you tonight and I wanted to accompany you
home and I had hopes for more once we got here as well.”  He
winked at me when I flushed pink from his personal
confession.  “But I don’t think we should… tonight.”

I couldn’t hide the disappointment or hurt from escaping through
a pout and pushing my lower lip out more than necessary.  He
laughed at my reaction though, so not all was lost.

“Haley, you’re amazing and sexy and more tempting than you
know.  You posses the enticing charms and that you have no
clue you exude this which makes you all the more desirable. 
But I wouldn’t be a gentleman, or a great friend to you or your
brother, if I were to take advantage of your vulnerability
tonight.  You deserve better than that.”  He leans in and
kisses me lightly on the nose then softly brushes my lips with
his.  Oh my God was he even sexier than before, and he’s
turning me down in the same breath.

“Now that’s ‘effed up.”  I somehow mumble thru the fog of
that kiss.

He laughs at my defeat but responds with, “You’ll thank me in
the morning.”

“Too late, it already is morning.”  Looking at the clock it
was just after three a.m.

“Wow, I didn’t realize how quickly this evening has
gone…” 

I could tell he was torn on wanting to stay or if he should be
the gentleman and go but I wasn’t about to let him leave yet. 
The responsible side of me, ok the justifying side of me said, “No,
don’t leave.  It’s late or early whichever way you look at
it.  You’ve been drinking and I’m sure are tired too.  So
stay.  I can make breakfast, coffee, or we can sleep some and
then eat?”

“Breakfast does sound good.  Why don’t we see what you have
in your fridge and decide if it’s worth it to stay or go find a
Denny’s instead.”

“Ha Ha, very funny.  I have breakfast stuff… I think.”

Austin and I manage to untangle our bodies and remove ourselves
from the sofa.  I felt oddly exposed in my club gear and said
I’d return shortly.  I needed to change.  Since I no
longer needed the sexified Haley present, I dove for my comfy
clothes.  It was still a guy in my apartment, not Kylie and I
knew she would kill me if I came back out in my plaid jammies, so I
opted for some black yoga pants, not that I did yoga, and a purple
hoodie to complete the relaxed ensemble.

When I came back out Austin was making himself at home in my
tiny kitchen and had found the coffee and was starting on that.

“Do you mind if I use your bathroom real quick?”  He asked
once I had returned.

“Sure, it’s through my bedroom.  Just don’t look at the
crazy mess in there.  We got ready here tonight and I swear,
Kylie leaves a make-up and clothes blizzard in her wake.”

“I’ll keep my blinders up.”  I just prayed that it wasn’t
as bad as I thought it had been.  I did clean up my mess from
this morning so it shouldn’t be to incriminating.

I leaned against the counter waiting for the coffee to finish
and had fished out the bagels and cream cheese that were also from
this morning with Kylie.  I must say God Bless that girl and
her planning ahead.  More than a few minutes had gone by, the
coffee was almost finished percolating and Austin had not returned
from the bathroom yet.  I didn’t know if I should check on
him, but it was my bathroom and who knows what he could have found
or if he fell in.  I really hoped it wasn’t the latter. 
Yuk.

I quietly walked into my bedroom thinking I would just listen
for movement in the bathroom when instead I saw feet hanging over
the edge of my bed, shoes on the floor, and a low steady breathing
coming from the sleeping form across the bed.  It looked like
he had sat down to take off his shoes but instead of returning to
the kitchen the bed must have been too tempting for him.  He
must have been really tired and I wore him out even more, just not
in the way either of us had planned.  Well I could be
gentlemanly too; I found a blanket and covered him up, then
returned to the kitchen pouring myself a cup of coffee.  I had
a lot to ponder from this experience and needed to figure out how
to handle this Austin situation.  At least I was hoping it
would become a situation.

 










Chapter 4

 


The sound of dishes clattering, the fridge being opened then
closed, the smell of fresh coffee wafting through the air began to
resonate through my fog of sleep deprivation and alerting a
conscious state of mind.  Sleep was more comforting and
inviting but the coffee was awakening my mind more than the sleep
cocoon I had just been in.  Fine, coffee sounded better. 
I stretched my arms over my head and lengthened my legs at the same
time hitting the arms at both ends of my couch.  I don’t
remember falling asleep on the couch but then again it was a
strange early morning break down… Wait a minute… strange early
morning? 

I sit up and am hoping that whoever is rummaging around in my
kitchen is friendly, “Kylie?  Is that you?”

Austin poked his head around the corner smiling mischievously,
“Nope, not Kylie.  Good Morning!  Or I guess it’s
technically afternoon.”

“Oh crap, what time is it?”  I look towards the T.V. in
search of the clock on the cable box.  It stated that it was
just after one p.m.  “Oh crap, I slept the day away?  I
hate that!”

Chuckling at my irritation he says, “Not exactly how I thought
the night was going to go either.  I mean I was hoping for
breakfast in the morning too, but…”  I sucked in my breath
remembering all the tears I had shed last night and am reminded by
his rumpled shirt where most of them had fallen, embarrassment
beginning to flush my cheeks.  Austin noticing my instant
stress continued before I could speak, “But I guess I ruined
everything by falling asleep in your bed and you ended up
on the couch?  How did that happen?  I should have been
on the couch.  How’s your neck by the way?  Not too stiff
I hope?”

I immediately reach up to my neck to rub it but if I’m being
honest, I was used to sleeping on my couch.  “I’m fine, kind
of used to it.”  I smile weakly.

“Well I managed to find food in here and put together a mini
brunch.  Want some coffee?”

“Yes please.” 

I began to get up but he stopped me, “No, stay there.  I’ll
bring you a cup.  Cream or Sugar?”

“I like it light, just cream please.”  Looking at the
coffee table I noticed my mug was no longer there and then looking
at myself on the couch I realized I was covered in the blanket that
I had used to cover Austin with last night.  How sweet and
considerate of him.

He brought me a fresh mug and I asked, “What time did you get
up?  You should have woken me.”

“No way was I going to disturb you Sleeping
Beauty.  You looked so peaceful.  I woke up about an
hour ago.  I hope you don’t mind I cleaned myself up a bit
before venturing out once I saw you sleeping.  I covered you
up and then started snooping through your medicine cabinet and
drawers…  Kidding.”  He smiled again, “So I took it upon
myself to tackle the food frontier hoping that there really was
food in your kitchen.  Thankfully there was.”  He winked
at me.

“What, you think I don’t eat or something?”

“You never know these days.  I just know what it’s like at
my place, only one person most of the time so what’s the point in
stocking up the kitchen.  Am I right?”

I had to agree, “Yes you’re correct.  But Kylie was here
yesterday or Friday, Geez!  I don’t even know what day is
what,” rolling my eyes at the lack of clarity.  “Anyway, she
stocked us up because she normally spends the weekend here. 
Or I stay at her place, we switch off.”

“Just to clarify, it’s Sunday.  So if you two were to spend
the weekend together, where is she?”

“Oh crap!  Where’s my phone.  She’s gonna kill
me.”  I jump up in search of my purse swearing at myself in
the process.  I didn’t text Beth either.  What a crappy
friend I was.

Once located on the entry way table, I pick it up then in the
next glace catch a glimpse of my reflection in the mirror I had
hanging on the wall above the table by the front door.  Oh my
God, I looked like crap too.  “Um Austin – Can you give me a
minute?  I need to freshen up.”  Mortified I make my
escape to the bedroom before he even has a chance to reply.

Quickly checking my phone I only had a couple of texts. 
Kylie texted:  “You little SLUT!  I’m so proud of
you!  Went home with Beth.  Call me once your friend
leaves.  Slut….J”  I roll my eyes at her insinuation but
knew she would be worried if she really had the details of last
night’s debacle.

Beth had texted me as well saying she had Kylie and to come get
her when I could.   She didn’t want to interrupt if I had
company by dumping her off at my place.  I loved Beth, she was
so considerate.  She did scold me for not texting her when I
got home but understood if I was otherwise occupied.  My
friends had such dirty minds.  But then again, I would assume
the same thing.

I texted them both back saying I was home but still had company
and would call them later.  I didn’t want to expand on
details, let them think what they want for now.  I could
straighten them out later.  Making my way to the bathroom, I
had to at least brush my teeth and pull my hair out of my
face.  I was even more distressed when I saw that my make-up
was less than desirable, mascara pools under my eyes, eyes still
blood shot from crying.  Oh yeah, Sleeping Beauty I was
not.  Clean slate.  Washed my face, fresh breath, and my
hair in a high pony tail I felt more myself ready for…my
company.

I was only gone for about five minutes but when I returned to
the living room Austin had the dinette table set up and food ready
to be served.  It smelled heavenly, scrambled eggs with
cheese, toast, little sausages, and strawberries cut up ready for
consumption.  Wow, did Kylie have ESP or a premonition of
surprise guests?  I’d have to thank her later.

“Nice spread you got going here.  You were able to find all
of this in my refrigerator?  Nice.”  I pull out a chair
grabbing a strawberry even before settling in my seat.

Austin just smiled at my praise and made himself at home and
began to serve up the feast.  We sat in silence for a few
minutes just savoring the food and enjoying the companionable quiet
and ease there seemed to be between us.

I was the first to break the silence, “So what are your plans
for the rest of the day?”

He just grinned and said, “Well I was supposed to be home last
night and this afternoon was going to go to a BBQ at a buddy’s
house.  Guess that’s not happening.  So I thought instead
that, if you don’t mind, we could hang out some more.  Maybe
go to the beach and then have dinner?” 

He was so cute and once again letting me make the
decision.  Without even thinking I spouted, “I’d love
that.”

“Great!”  He seemed relieved.  “I don’t want you to
think I do this a lot but I am usually a think ahead kind of a guy,
always prepared.  I have a change of clothes in my car and was
wondering if I could take a shower and freshen up myself?”

“Think ahead kind of a guy?  Hmmm?  I don’t know how
to take that presumption…”  I had to give him kind of a hard
time, “But I guess you could use my facilities to freshen up. 
I mean I don’t just go anywhere with unkempt men.  I have a
reputation to uphold.”  I wink at him in jest.

“Gee thanks, wouldn’t want your reputation to become
tarnished.”

I giggle at the banter between us but can’t stop the voice in my
head from blurting out audibly, “Why though?”

“Why what?”  He looks at me confused.

Crap I said that out loud instead of just going with it and the
fact that I had a gorgeous guy who wanted to hang out with
me.  I flush pink yet again in his presence when he comments
before I could respond, “You’re really beautiful when you get
embarrassed, the pink on your cheeks only enhances your eyes and
lips even more.”  It was his turn to flush this time.

“Um, thanks.”  I look away because I’m still not good at
accepting genuine compliments.  Lines at the club by perfect
strangers are easier to accept.  When I’m at the club I feel
like a different person a different persona that expects the lines
and innuendos to come my way.  It’s part of the game. 
But when it’s someone that I know, or am getting to know and there
is sincerity behind it is when it makes things more difficult for
me to believe.  Damn those insecurities.

To distract from the intimacy of the moment Austin changes the
subject or redirects back to the original subject, “So I’m going to
go to my car and get my things.  I’ll be right
back.”    He scoots back in the chair and gets up to
head for the door but he doesn’t make it that far.

Not understanding my own actions I look down at my hand because
I had reached out to grab his hand pulling him back towards
me.  Austin looks down at me, still standing and while I’m
still  sitting down and say, “Thank you Austin.  I mean
for last night, for everything.  The club, the ride home, even
the tears.  You have no idea how much last night meant to
me.”

He reached up to caress my cheek with the back of his hand,
lightly moving hair from my eyes so he could see them, “It was my
pleasure.”  I could see concern on his face but his eyes were
trying to hide the desire and attraction I knew was there.  It
wasn’t just my imagination, the electricity between us but I could
also see him mentally reminding himself to be the gentleman. 
So instead of tempting him further I leaned into his hand caressing
my face and smiled back up at him changing the tone of the
moment.  Thanking him with my eyes and a smile.  I wanted
more but didn’t want to ruin it either.

Breaking our connection I told him to get his things while I set
out towels for him to use and would clean up the kitchen because he
had done all the cooking.   As he walked out the door I
sat back taking a cleansing breath enjoying the atmosphere he
created within my tiny living area. 

This was the first time I truly felt at home here, this was my
place and I had a guest (not Kylie or one of the girls) who wanted
to be here, enjoyed my company and was treating me with
admiration.  I knew I didn’t need a man in my life to justify
my existence or that I was doing the right things living on my own,
working, playing, or whatever I chose to do, but I was finally
feeling secure in myself to know I had made the right choice. 
I could do this, I was doing this and nothing or no one could take
that away from me.

Since I didn’t feel the need to overly prep myself, because
let’s face it, he has practically seen me at my worst so why try to
create a façade we had already shattered.  He needed to see
the real Haley, the casual girl who just wanted to enjoy a
beautiful sunny day with a new friend.  So when I quickly
emerged from my room wearing white Capri pants with a stripped navy
scoop neck top, finishing with white keds to complete the casual
beach attire.  The outfit accentuated my finer points in all
the right places but didn’t look like I was trying super hard
either.  Make sense?  Austin was dressed just as casual
in cargo shorts, flip-flops and a fitted t-shirt.  Accenting
all the right attributes is his favor just as well.  God he
had a great defined chest.

We decided to hit Pacific Beach, see how the crowds were but
also knew that there were a few restaurant bars we could find
suitable once we were hungry again.  The weather was perfect
for a late spring day, not too hot with a light breeze to remind
you that it wasn’t quite summer yet.  So the beach was mostly
quiet filled with the locals and college kids scattered throughout
the shore.  Tourist season hadn’t hit yet.  Traveling
away from the hub of the beach town we walked for a while just
catching up and getting to know each other.  We had my brother
in common so kind of started from there and expanded onto our
personal lives after that.  I didn’t want to get into too much
detail regarding my now failed marriage to Jason, but it was
inevitable none the less.

“So I’ve been separated from Jason almost seven months
now.  Unfortunately, the divorce proceedings are taking longer
than I had expected but I think we had a break through Friday night
so maybe I’ll be a completely unattached woman soon.”  I
sighed at the prospect of closure within my reach.

“Do you mind my asking why you left him?  I’m assuming you
did the leaving?”  He hesitated slightly not knowing if he was
crossing a line.

“I just finally woke up.  It took awhile for me to realize
that he wasn’t ‘the be all to end all’ of my life. 
That and the fact I caught him cheating on me too.”

“Ouch!  That had to hurt.”

“It did, it still does.  He was really good at messing with
my head and sometimes I still feel like he is.  Hence last
night’s melt down.” I glance over at him shyly, “Sorry about that
by the way.”

Austin just smiled at me kindly and said, “I told you it was my
pleasure and to not worry about it.”  He reached over and
draped his arm across my shoulders bringing me in for a one armed
hug in reassurance.

In a not so subtle subject change I asked, “So have you ever
been married?”

“No.  I was engaged once a couple of years back but never
made it to the altar.  Thank God.”

“Oooo, there’s a story behind that.  Wanna talk about
it?”  I smile angelically up at him, “Come on, I dished on my
lousy marriage.  Can’t I get something tragic from you? 
You seem too perfect as it is.”

“I’m not perfect, but am happy to know that you think I
am.”  He winks while I’m gufaffing at his assumption. 
“Ok, Ok, not perfect but let’s just say I can relate to part of
your story more than you know.  I caught my fiancée cheating
on me as well, in our house, on our bed, with our boss.”

“Holy shit!  You’re kidding me?”  I couldn’t hide my
shock.

“Nope, not kidding.  And yes it was just as awful as they
show in the movies.”

“Wow, I didn’t physically catch him with someone else.  His
was more of a paper trail.  But to actually see it, I don’t
even know what I would have done.”

“You would have done the same thing you’re doing right
now.  You still would have left him.”

This time I reach around Austin’s waist both arms encircling him
and give him a big side hug as we continue walking along the
beach.  He kept his arm over my shoulders keeping us connected
in an embrace.  It felt nice and safe and
comforting. 

The remainder to the afternoon we spent enjoying the beautiful
scenery, people watching, talking, and even managed a light dinner
but no alcohol was consumed by either of us.  It turned out to
be an amazing Sunday day, better than I had expected at the
beginning of my weekend bender.  Austin continued to be the
responsible and gentlemanly companion.  Aside from my lame
meltdown from the previous night, the physical contact that we had
shared was still at the forefront of my mind.  Chemistry was
never a strong suit of mine but it didn’t seem to escape my body
from reacting every time Austin leaned in to say something, grab my
hand in a show of affection or the side-arm hugs he continued to
embrace me in.  But we never attempted to revisit the dance
floor contact from last night.  Either he was showing amazing
restraint or I was just as big a chicken as ever to make a move
without some form of liquid encouragement to boost my self
esteem.

So once we returned to my apartment, I found myself standing at
my front door aware of the captivatingly sexy man accompanying me
to my homestead.  Do I invite him in for….what?  A
drink?  Does he need to head back home to Huntington
Beach?  Conversation was never lacking while we out but now
that I’m back here I’m tongue tied and at a loss for what to do
next.  Thankfully he speaks first.

“Well, I had a really great time today.”  I turn around to
face him only to be struck by his demure smile and smoldering eyes
that captivated my very essence. Déjà vu. 

After that all thought stopped and my body took over, chemistry
taking the lead because my mind was too slow to respond
accordingly.  I couldn’t break the connection our eyes had
made, so I placed my hand on his chest, my breath catching as I
tiptoe up to meet his lips.  Not aggressively but not
tentatively either.  I feel his hands lower to my hips pulling
me in closer as our mouths reacquaint themselves, his breath is
sweet wanting more I press myself into his embrace along with my
tongue meeting up with his, I couldn’t contain the moan that
quietly rumbled in my chest.

It was like a form of sexual tension breaker because I felt my
body being moved and pressed against the front door, his hands
caressing my ass and pulling me into his hips, my back taking the
weight of my body as I find my legs beginning to wrap around his
waist grinding into him causing him to groan in frustration because
I feel him slowing down trying to release the entangled limbs we
had comprised when I realize that we are still outside my front
door, not in the privacy of my apartment.

Breaking contact was not what I wanted and I didn’t want him
leaving unsatisfied either.  Ok I didn’t want him leaving me
unsatisfied either.  I somehow manage to find stable ground
beneath my feet but I don’t leave his embrace I don’t break the
silent longing our eyes display. 

Knowing I only have moments before he decides to pull away
breaking the current flowing between us I say, “This needs to
continue inside.”

He tries to break in with rational thought but I don’t let him,
my keys were readily available.  I don’t think I’ve ever
gotten into my apartment so quickly because the door flew open; I
grab his hand pulling him inside, closing the door and pushing him
back against it.  It was like flipping the scenario from
outside to inside and I wasn’t letting him go.  I don’t want
to say I jumped his bones but I knew that if I didn’t act quickly,
I’d like to think seductively, he would have calmed the electric
hormones we were sharing and justified some excuse to stop this
from going any further.

“I want you – now.”  I close my mouth over his before a
protest could escape his lips.  The only thing I wanted those
lips doing was me.  My hands find themselves reaching the
bottom of his shirt and pulling it over his head.  God his
chest was perfect, I knew it.  Abs!  I was wet just
looking at them.  I break contact from his lips working my way
to his neck, I could taste the sea air on his skin, salty with the
scent of my bar soap and his own personal aroma mixed
together.  His eyes were closed his head leaning back against
the door.  I could tell he was still deliberating so I had to
break out the sure fire, seal the deal move.  I graze my mouth
up his neck and breathe heavily in to his ear nibbling on his ear
lobe, my hands roving over his chest slowly working their way down
to the waistband of his shorts.

“Austin, stop thinking or rationalizing or whatever, just
react.”  I kiss his neck sliding down to meet up with my hands
that are working on undoing his shorts again saying, “I want you –
now.”

I feel him take in a breath as my lips trail over his stomach,
his hands begin searching my body when they latch onto my arms,
pulling me up to face him, the passion and lust plainly on his
face, “Oh my God Haley, you really are going to be the death of
me.”  He crushes my lips with his and begins to take control
of the situation.  Pulling my shirt over my head, and then
scooping me up in his arms he heads for the bedroom.

I smile satisfied at conquering his mental battle of do I or
don’t I when he says, “Trust me, I’m going to wipe that smile
off your face ‘cause you asked for it.” 

His wicked grin only peeks my interest more so I respond with,
“Bring it on.”

 










Chapter 5

 


So I don’t want to say that fireworks exploded overhead or that
the heavens opened with angels singing Hallelujah, but it sure was
damn close.  I know my experience is not vast but I think I
can thank Austin that his is and he swears that I do know what I’m
doing and am very adept in the department as well.  Flattery
will get you everywhere.

We fell asleep after an extended session of pleasure I had never
known.  Yet another thing I can thank Jason for instilling in
me…Bad sex.  Jason was a horrible lover and made me think that
I was the cause for an unsatisfying bedroom life. 
Asshole.

I would have cried again after the unknown highs had ended but
we both were so exhausted I had nothing left in me except the warm
arms wrapped around me and the welcoming slumber well
deserved.  So I was not too happy when a couple hours later,
the night sky engulfing my room with moonlight the only
illumination within our dark confines, to hear my doorbell ringing
incessantly over and over again.

I mumble somewhere in between sleep and awake, “Go away,” when I
hear a chuckle rumbling underneath my ear making me sit up taking
notice that Austin was still here, in my bed.

“Holy shit, what time is it?" 

 

“You ask that a lot.”  He laughs again looking at his
watch, “It’s just before 10 p.m.”

“Then who the hell is at my door?”  I slink out of bed
grabbing the first thing I can find to cover my naked body, my
plaid button up pajama top.  I hear Austin groan at my
covering up and he reaches towards me trying to pull me back into
bed.

I was tempted to return to the gorgeous God within my reach when
the doorbell starts screaming it’s attention followed by a loud and
insistent wrapping on the door when I hear Kylie yelling, “Haley…
Haley… I know you’re there.  I saw your car in the parking
lot.  Let me in!”

“Oh shit, I forgot about Kylie.  She’s gonna be
pissed.”  I start to go towards the door when Austin jumps off
the bed grabbing me around the waist, spinning me around to face
his beautiful naked body.

“Let me get it.”  He grinned his wicked grin at me again
then reached for his discarded shorts on the floor and heads for
the door.  I couldn’t help the giggle from escaping my lips
and follow behind Austin to get a bird’s eye view of Kylie’s
reaction.

I hear Kylie revving up for another tirade when Austin yanks
open the door.  The look on Kylie’s face was priceless, shock
then admiration of the bare chest, disheveled hair and shitty grin
that was Austin at my front door.

“Good evening Kylie, what can we do for you?”

She peeks around Austin looking for me and finds me laughing my
ass off at my stupefied friend.  “Thanks for picking me up you
Ho!  I’ve been waiting all day with Beth, waiting for you to
at least call so I can get my car and go back to my place. 
Sheesh!”  Kylie brushes past Austin to stand in front of me
then winks and mouths ‘Good Job!’ which makes me instantly blush
bright red.

Austin closes the door and comes around to the other side of me
putting his arm around my waist then leans in for a kiss that
causes even more flushing and blushing.

“Oh my God!  Get a room!”  Kylie snarks at us, “Oh
wait, kinda looks like that’s where you two just came from.” 
She does a quick survey of my tiny apartment then continues on to
my room calling out over her shoulder, “I just need to get some of
my things, my keys, and I’m outta here.  So don’t stop on my
account, unless you’d like some more company in this private
party.”

I roll my eyes at her attempt with humor, Austin just chuckles
under his breath.  “She’s a feisty one isn’t she?”

“I told you she was a hand full.”

“I heard that!”  Kylie calls out from the bathroom.

“…And has super strength hearing too.” I add.

“Whatever Bi-otch, you know you love me.”  Again rolling my
eyes at my friends quip I shrug my shoulders while still in
Austin’s embrace.

Kylie comes out with her overnight bag in hand and a smirk
across her face having evaluated the damage made in my bed. 
“Well, I’ll let you two get back to whatever you were doing. 
But just so you know, I will be getting full details tomorrow over
the Starbucks you will be bringing to work in the morning as
penance for making me wait all day long.”  She waves her
fingers at me teasingly and says, “Bye.  It’s good seeing you
again Austin.”  She gives him another once over before sighing
enviously and walks out the door.

“Well you heard the girl…”  Austin sweeps me over his
shoulder without breaking stride heading for the bedroom.  I’m
giggling incessantly but also surprised by how ready I am for
another round of naked Olympics.  He tosses me onto the bed
following right behind lowering his sexy body over mine, nuzzling
my neck, my hands and fingernails raking over his back trying to
bring him closer than he already was. 

He lifts up slightly noting the tacky pajama top and growls,
“You have no idea how sexy you are making plaid for me right
now.”

I could feel how sexy he felt because it was pressing on my
thigh through his shorts.  I waste no time getting my hand in
between us to unbutton his shorts for another intent this
evening.  As he is slipping off his shorts I begin to unbutton
my top when he says, “No, leave it on.  I told you, sexy as
hell.”

That sinful grin spreads over his face and I know I’ll never
look at plaid the same way again either.

 










Chapter 6

 


The next few weeks seemed to whisper past with me in a happy fog
that I hadn’t been in what felt like years.  I lived for the
weekend because that meant seeing Austin.  Of course during
the working week we had our monetary obligations, because without
them we wouldn’t be able to have the fun and enjoyment created
Friday night thru Sunday afternoon.  Last week was my first
visit to his neck of the woods.  I had been to Huntington
Beach before but this was an entirely different and new experience;
meeting a few of his friends and neighbors, learning about his
favorite haunts and favorite restaurants, breaking in his bed this
time instead of mine. 

Coming into his territory was eye opening and a bit nerve
wracking for me.  I was so nervous when I drove up to meet him
Friday evening.  Yes, this was his condo but it was his condo
that he had shared with his ex-fiancée.   Learning more
of the details little by little from him over the last couple weeks
had been rather painful for him.  This place represented the
beginning of a future with someone he believed he loved and who was
supposed to love him back.  I understood the feeling and
regret behind his eyes.  It was kind of ironic some of the
levels we could relate to one another.  But once inside his
home I could see a few of her elements that had remained
behind.

It was a cozy two bedroom condo with a beach front view on the
second level.  The front room was a family room-dining room
combo and I could immediately tell that he did not choose the paint
colors or matching furniture that complimented the interior design
and flow of the room and view.  It was airy with a calming
beach feel to it.  The walls were a light blue almost white
color like the sky just at dawn before the sunrise, the overstuffed
couch in sandy beige with a shag white throw rug covering the fresh
pine wood floors.  The pictures hanging on the wall were of
sunrises and sunsets of beaches not necessarily in Huntington
Beach.  But you could also tell where there used to be
pictures hung and the spaces not filled or replaced with something
else.  You could see the feminine touch here and there but the
bachelor feel resonated as well. 

The second bedroom was his office with a recliner in the corner
and flat-screen T.V. attached to the wall across from it. 
Papers discarded, file cabinet left partially opened and desk
covered in books and water bottles that surrounded his
computer.  It was a guy cave for all intent and
purposes. 

So when we got to the master bedroom I didn’t know what to
really expect and it wasn’t what the rest of the condo
represented.  The room was stark white, like someone had begun
painting all the walls but not in a very precise or detailed
manor.  There was a king sized mattress resting on a box
spring sitting on the floor.  No bed frame or matching bedside
table or dresser to complete a bedroom set.  The plastic milk
carton box flipped over on the side of his bed held an alarm clock,
more water bottles, a magazine or two and a watch.  Even the
lamp lighting the room was sitting on the floor in a corner. 
There was no dresser, just folded clothing neatly stacked on the
floor opposite the bed.  The walk in closet, that was huge by
the way and any woman would die for was only a quarter filled with
the rest of his clothing, suits and shoes.

I turned to face Austin after my evaluation of the room and
said, “Redecorating?”

“It’s a work in progress.”  He quickly responded but I saw
the twinge of regret he was trying to hide from me with his
nonchalant remark.

I reached for his hand and pulled him towards me into a warm hug
embrace, “It’s time for new memories to be made here.”  I pull
back to find his lips and entice him with a suggestive kiss. 
His breath sped up almost instantly and I could feel him pulling me
closer as if trying to do just that; create a new and different
memory.

Once we came up for air a couple hours later, I know that my
memory had been jarred – numerous times, we lay quietly in each
other’s arms when my stomach interrupted our well spent bliss.

“I think I worked up an appetite.”  I giggled at the
embarrassing noise growling its hunger.

“We did get a bit distracted didn’t we?  I did have dinner
plans; I wanted to take you to my favorite Mexican
restaurant.  Are you still up for going out or should I
rummage something up in my kitchen?  At least I think I
can.”

“Would you mind if we stayed in?  I’m too relaxed and comfy
to get really dressed up again and venture out.  Tomorrow
maybe?”

Austin leaned over kissing me a little longer than should be
almost distracting me into not eating at all when my stomach
insisted that it needed to be fed and fed immediately. 
Breaking his contact with me he chuckled, “Ok, Ok I’ll go see what
I have.  I can’t believe you’re choosing food over sex.” 
He winked at me as he rolled out of the bed while I scoffed at his
accusation.

“Excuse me?  What did we just do here?  Take a
nap?”

“If that was a nap we just had then I’m thinking we need to go
back to sleep again.”

“Something to look forward to later…after I eat!  Go find
food!”  I push myself up looking for some form of clothing to
wander out in.  I hadn’t brought in my overnight bag yet and
my clothes were now crumpled on the other side of the room.  I
wander over to his pile of neatly folded t-shirts and claim one for
the night and head out to the kitchen to see if I can hurry up the
food preparations.

Wandering out of the bathroom after freshening up some I could
smell something wafting through the air and my stomach growled in
anticipation.  “Mmmm, what’s cookin’?”

“Believe it or not I had food in my fridge.”  He smiles at
me knowing the lack of food I usually do not have, “I have some
marinated chicken and am cooking that up.  Want to help put
together a salad?’

“Sure.  Point me in the right direction and it’s amazing
what I can get done, especially when I’m starving.”

“Well, start with the salad and here’s a glass of wine to sip on
before we eat.”

We worked in a comfortable quiet while putting our meal
together, nudging up against the other to inspect their progress
and sneak a sample bite in between.  Once settled at the
dining room table with our meal in progress Austin leans back in
his chair sighing in relief.

I was so focused on my meal that when I looked up I see him
watching me eat and a content smile across his face I mumble
through a mouth full of food, “What?”

“Nothing really - just thanks for coming…up.”  He grins
wickedly at his insinuation.

“Funny.”  I quip back.

“Seriously though, thanks for being here.  You’re the first
female that I’ve had here since Sandy and I broke up.  I guess
I just wasn’t ready to expose myself, my personal life, to another
woman till you.”

I couldn’t help the smile from spreading across my face. 
“I didn’t know that.  Why are you telling me this?  I
mean, I appreciate it because Lord knows you know more than enough
of my crap, but it’s been well over a year since she left.”

“I wanted you to know.  This is important to me, you are
becoming important to me and that ‘memory’ you just helped create
is more significant to me than I’ve ever let anyone know.”  He
looked down at his hands trying to deflect some of the discomfort
in his confession.

I could feel his vulnerability and my heart swelled for him, for
his pain and the shame he felt from the woman he had planned to
love and broke his heart instead.  “So how many new memories
do we need to make around here anyway?”  I stood up and took
his hand pulling him up to follow my lead, “That recliner looked
really interesting…”

****

That was last week’s memorable weekend and I’m now
anticipating an equally engaging meeting of the minds this
weekend.  It is Friday afternoon and I find myself humming out
of tune smiling uncontrollably and constantly looking at the clock
awaiting the release from the working masses when Kylie walks up to
my cubical carrying a floral arrangement that was to die for.

I automatically assume it is for her when she places it on my
desk, “Well, well, well, looks like someone has plans this
weekend.”

I reach for the card sticking out the top of the rosy array of
at least two dozen white and sterling silver long stem roses which
happen to be my favorite.

‘I miss you and can’t wait to see you…’  There is
no signature but I can only think of one person sending me flowers,
Austin.  I sigh contentedly and caress the beautiful petals
inhaling there subtle scent along with thoughts of delicious ‘thank
you’s’ to be given tomorrow evening.  Austin had to go out of
town this week and won’t be returning until tomorrow
afternoon.  He made arrangements to fly into San Diego and
I’ll take him back up to his place Sunday.

“I hate to say it out loud Kylie but I really like this
guy.  Is that stupid or silly?  Do you think it is too
soon for me to start feeling these feelings so soon after my
separation and almost, fingers crossed, final divorce from
Jason?”  I couldn’t help the insecurity from showing.

“Are you kidding me?  You haven’t been serious with any guy
since you left that d-bag and it’s been almost nine months since
you left him.  You deserve this and I think so does
Austin.  You make a good couple.”

“A couple?”

“Uh duh…what do you think you two have been doing for the last
month?  I haven’t seen you this happy ever.  And with me
as your former partner in crime, I couldn’t even put that
smile on your face with all of our shenanigans.  So stop
doubting it and enjoy it.”

I smile at my impossible friend, “Thanks.  I just freak out
every so often when left to my own devices.  And I’m sorry
that we haven’t, that I, haven’t been available for our traditional
shenanigans of late.”

“Don’t worry about it.  You’ve been there for me through
all my crap with my on-again-off-again looser boyfriend. 
Besides, you’re making it up to me tonight right?  You’re not
flaking on me are you?”  She is looking at me down her nose
making sure her message is clear.

“Of course not.  Let’s get ready at my place and we’ll hit
the clubs after sushi.  I’ve missed our outings and am in dire
need of some cocktails, frolicking, and dirty dancing…with only
you.”  Austin and I had discussed this arrangement prior to my
committing to going out with Kylie.  He didn’t mind my going
out with the girls or clubbing or whatever.  I’m an adult he
said and he trusted me.  I knew when he said he trusted me
that I knew I didn’t want to give any cause not too.  So I
confided in Kylie and her conclusion surprised me just as much.

“I’m not letting you mess this up and I’m not going to be the
one held responsible if you tried to ‘eff it up.  Dancing –
yes, but only with us girls.  It will be a girl’s nite
only.  No unwelcome boys allowed.”  I didn’t think many
single girl friends would be so protective of another’s
relationship but Kylie did.  I think she secretly hoped for
something similar and just wasn’t getting it from her current
looser.

A couple hours later free from the confines of work I’m
struggling to get up the stairs to my apartment, my arms loaded
down with groceries and my purse in one arm while the other is
trying to securely hold onto the vase of flowers and my keys for
the front door.  I somehow manage to get the door opened, drop
my purse and groceries at the front entry and gingerly place the
flowers on the dinette table when I hear a familiar chuckle
emanating behind me not realizing that my front door was propped
open by a wayward grocery bag.

“I see you got my flowers.”

I froze in place registering the voice and comment thrown at me
when I manage to slowly turn around to face the culprit. 
“Jason…what are you doing here?”

Staring at me are the crystal blue eyes I had fallen in love
with so many years ago, they were tender, apologetic, and
sincere.  “Hi Baby… I missed you.”  He cautiously steps
towards me then tentatively reaches up to my face swiping hair that
had fallen out of the clip holding it up out of my eyes placing it
behind my ear then tracing his fingers down the contours of my jaw
leaving a tingling-heated trail behind the tender caress.

Not wanting further contact and trying to comprehend my physical
reaction I take a step back shaking my head to clear it and say
again, “What are you doing here?”  But Jason immediately
notices the weakened force behind my question.

“Didn’t you get my message?  I sent it with the
flowers.  I’m sorry; I miss you and had to see you.”  He
looked so lost and fragile which was such a foreign expression on
him.

“Wait – what?  You sent me the flowers?”  I scanned
over the elaborate floral arrangement and things began to click
into place.  Not Austin, Jason sent them.  This was his
style, his calling card, and his apologetic plea usually
accompanied them.

“Of course I did Baby.  You think I’d forget that Sterling
Silver Roses were your favorite?  Who else would have sent
them?” 

I bristled at his assumption that they could be from someone
else regardless of his undertones.  “I thought they were from
my boyfriend.”

The hurt flashing across his face was apparent but he didn’t
lose focus either, “Oh well, they were from me.  Can I come
in?  Can we talk?”

“I’m not so sure about that Jason.  I don’t feel
comfortable with it.”  I stood there looking at this man, this
man I had shared my life with but the feelings I used to have were
no longer there.  I felt sad at this thought, at the loss of
love I had given to him unquestioningly and here he was standing in
my front entry to my very own apartment looking at me, longing for
me, loving me and I felt absolutely nothing.

He was persistent, “Then join me for dinner tonight.  If
you feel more comfortable in a public setting we can go to your
favorite restaurant, Bella Luna.”

I sighed at his recollection then found myself considering
it.  “I can’t; I have plans with my girl friends tonight.”

His disappointment was showing but not missing a beat, “How
about tomorrow night then?”

I started to feel like a jerk turning him down yet again, “I
can’t.  I have plans.”  I didn’t want to throw Austin in
his face… Wait a minute why didn’t I want to throw Austin in his
face.  He threw his tramps in mine.  “I’m picking up my
boyfriend from the airport and we’ve made arrangements for the rest
of the weekend.”

The puppy dog eyes he whipped out on me was pathetic and made me
laugh and then feel irritated in the same breath.  Why
couldn’t he have been this persistent and attentive when we were
together?  But then my sensitive and forgiving side felt bad
for the poor schmuck so I conceded with, “You can come in for a few
minutes, until Kylie gets here.  Then you have to leave. 
Ok?”

“Great, thanks.  I’ll take it.”  He looked so
relieved.

Part of me was anxious as to why he was here.  So instead
of beating around the bush I hit it head on once I had invited him
the rest of the way to my apartment.  He took a seat on the
couch and I pulled out one of the chairs from the dinette
table.  I didn’t want to sit next to him on the couch, it
seemed to intimate even though he looked at me thwarted not joining
him there.

“So… Why are you here?”

“You’ve asked me that three times already.  I told you, I
missed you.  I missed my Baby and had to see her.”

“Why now?  It’s been eight months since we last saw each
other.  Your floozy dump you?”  I couldn’t refrain from
the dig.  He deserved it.

I was surprised at the honest answer, “I never got together with
her.  When you left I haven’t been with anyone since.  I
was angry at you for leaving and let you think we were still
together.  But the truth is that I blew it, I lost the best
thing that ever entered my life and threw it away before it was too
late to get you back.”  He takes a look around my living room,
noting the comfort and welcome ease I have created with my own
personal freedom.  “You look like you’re doing well.”

“Well I’m not going to argue with you there.”  This was my
chance, my moment to try and get some honest answers from him,
“What I don’t understand is why you didn’t know this when you had
me?  Now that I’m gone, moving on, you decide now is the time
to try and win me back?  Sending me flowers, showing up
unannounced at my doorstep, asking me out on a date?  I’m
sorry Jason but you’re too late.”  I was holding onto my hurt
and anger to focus on getting closure.  I was not a bad wife
and did not deserve his treatment or mental manipulation.

He looked down at his hands refusing to make eye contact with
the anger I was trying to restrain, “I’m too late?  How can
you dismiss the history we had?  We had some good times,
didn’t we?  I made you happy.  Gave you the things you
wanted and needed.”

I had to interrupt, “I didn’t dismiss anything, and you did that
all on your own.  It just took me longer to realize I was
worth more than the treatment you’d dole out when convenient for
you.  I never asked for the lavish life style, expensive
dinners out, designer clothing, or unnecessary gifts you felt I
needed to ease your conscience when you were out whoring
around.  All I wanted was a husband who loved me, adored me,
and accepted me for better or worse. 

“Making me feel that I was less than perfect and was lucky to
have you because no one else would want to be with me was just
plain cruel.  I never did anything to deserve that.  I
gave you my heart and soul and all you did was trample it and take
for granted that I would always be there when needed.  That
was not a life or a marriage.  I now know that it wasn’t
me.  I know what I deserve and it definitely isn’t you.”

Jason just sat there listening to my tirade.  I think it
was the first time he had ever just sat and listened to me and the
first time I ever really voiced the true pain he had inflicted on
me.

“I’m sorry.  I want a chance to make it up to you – to
us.  Just give me another chance.  Let me take you
out.  Anywhere you want to go.  However far you want to
go, I’ll take you there.”  I swear I never planned on saying
yes but when he finally met my glare all I could see was pain and
despair in his watering eyes right to his very soul.  I had
never seen him cry before and I would be lying if I said I didn’t
care for this man in some sort of way, just not the way I used
to.

Thank God for small blessings because before I could accept his
offer and put him out of his misery Kylie barged thru the door mid
sentence, “…you would not believe the traffic out there and how
freaking excited I am to go out tonight!”  When she pulled up
short finally noticing that I was not alone and that a stranger to
her was sitting on my couch.

Jason remained seated but had turned away to regain his
composure and dignity before returning back around while Kylie and
I are having a silent dialogue wanting an explanation.

“Kylie this is my ex-husband Jason.  He’s the one who sent
to flowers today.”  I’m motioning with my eyes and face for
her to play it cool but also not to leave me alone either.

“Not ex yet, but it’s nice to meet you Kylie.”  He couldn’t
let that one go as he rose to go over and shake her hand in
introduction.

“Uh – hi, nice to meet you I think.”  Kylie looks to me for
something, anything.

Not really knowing how to explain the scene, Jason stepped in
with what I thought was a bit of a reach, “I’m trying to woo my
wife back and am not being very successful in the task.  I can
see that life has changed greatly for you Haley but I’m not one to
give up either.”  He is looking from me to Kylie and
continues, “Maybe we all could go out tonight together?  It’s
been awhile since I’ve been downtown.  It’d be fun to see how
the nightlife has taken shape.  What do you say ladies? 
Is there room for one more tonight?”

I could not believe his gall or confidence that he could obtain
an invite.  Kylie was speechless, which was a first in my
book, and looking at me for queues or answers.

“No Jason.  I told you I have plans this evening and they
do not include hanging out with my ex-husband.”  I
was putting my foot down and no begging, groveling, or pitiful
attempts were going to sway my intentions or decisions.

Seeing the intensity I portrayed Jason backed down almost
immediately, “I understand Haley.  It was just a suggestion
and I don’t want to intrude on your friends this evening. 
Maybe another time.  I’ll give you a call tomorrow to see if
we can make arrangements of our own, and soon.”

I didn’t miss his insinuation but just rolled my eyes at the new
persistence I was beginning to foresee in my future.  Looking
to Kylie I said, “That’s fine, whatever.  Jason was just about
to leave anyway once you got here Kylie.  Would you be a
sweetie and show Jason the door while I excuse myself for a
moment?  I still need to change out of these work
clothes.”

Kylie looked confused by my formality but took the hint and went
with it as I left the room.  I didn’t want to be in the
vicinity of his reach because I knew he would try to hug or kiss me
goodbye.  I wasn’t up for it and didn’t know if I could muster
the strength to cold shoulder him physically.  Leaving the
room was the best I could do in the moment.

She came wandering to the back of my room once he had finally
exited the residence.  “You wanna tell me what that was all
about?”

“I honestly don’t know.”  I’m shaking my head in disbelief
at the same time.  “I have no idea what he has up his sleeve
or why all of a sudden he wants to see me, take me out to dinner,
and woo me?  What the freak is that?”

“Sounds like someone is regretting their actions and
repercussions from that last few months.”  Kylie is winking
and grinning at the possibility of new drama within her reach.

I reach out and slap her in the arm for being too giddy over the
situation, “Ow!  What was that for?”  She whined.

“You know exactly what that’s for.  You’re supposed to be
in my corner, remember?  Not happy about the prospect of new
drama.  You are so transparent sometimes.”

“Whatever,” Kylie wasn’t denying her intent.  “But you have
to be at least a little curious, right?  I mean I would
be.”

“Hence the tennis matches that are your love life.”  She
glared at my comment but knew the truth behind it as well.  “I
can’t go back and forth with him Kylie.  I don’t trust him
anymore.  I was blind for so long, it’s like I’m seeing him
clearly for the first time ever in my life.  He is off of the
pedestal I had perched him on and…”  I trail off not really
knowing what else to say or what I was feeling.

I don’t know if Jason was being honest with me or not but I had
to be honest with myself too.  I didn’t know what I was
feeling and that was the scary part.  I feel nothing for the
man but maybe Kylie is right in the respect of curiosity.  I
wanted closure to this relationship, this chapter of my life. 
So what would be the harm of pursuing it?

As if right on cue, sheesh there were a lot of coincidences
today, my phone rang alerting me of an incoming text message. 
I search for my phone in the depths of my discarded purse that
still lay on the ground in the entry to find it is from Austin.

‘Hey Haley!  Looking forward to c’ing u 2moro. 
This week has been hell.  You, this wkend, and your bed will
be my reward.  Have fun with the girls 2nite & c u
soon.’

I smiled at his insinuations, sighing at the prospect when I
looked up at Kylie and a wave of guilt swept over me.  “Oh my
God.  What do I tell Austin?”

“What do you mean tell Austin?  There is nothing to tell
and definitely not tonight either.  You tell him in person
when you see him…tomorrow.  Talk about blowing things out of
proportion.”  Kylie is adamant in her explanation and I could
understand her logic.

“You’re right.  I’ll tell him tomorrow.”  I send off a
quick text back that I can’t wait to see him tomorrow either and
will be there at the airport impatiently waiting.  Austin was
one thing I was positive about.  He was perfect for me; we
were perfect for each other.  So there is no need to stress
over my soon to be final ex-husband and I can discuss the matter
with my boyfriend in a calm and reassuring fashion.  Austin
will know and say the right things to straighten me out.

Kylie could see me relax after the few second inner dialogue I
had with myself when she said, “Ok, all better?  Now let’s get
ready for tonight and forget about the last half hour.”

“Sounds great to me.  Where’s the alcohol?”

“That was going to be my next question, you stopped at the store
right?”  She walked out of my room and began to rummage thru
the shopping bags I had left on the floor, finding the important
stuff first.  She headed to the kitchen for glasses and
starting the evening off with our original intentions set into
motion.










Chapter 7

 


Since it had been a few weeks from the last time I had gone out
with the girls, Kylie made sure we made up for lost time.  I
barely remembered getting home in the wee hours of the morning so
when my phone began going off at full blast I was not the most
gracious receiver of irritating wake up calls.  I rolled over
to find Kylie in bed with me groaning just as loudly as I
was.  At least I wasn’t alone in my hangover pain.  I
grope around the floor with one hand, my eyes only slightly open,
trying to locate and turn off the annoying contraption.

“What?”  I grumble into the
receiver.                                                                                                

“Good morning sleepyhead!”  A chipper voice sings to
me.  It was my mother.

“Mom…I’m still sleeping.  I’ll call you back
later…” 

As I’m trying to hang-up on her I hear her say, “Don’t you hang
up on me young lady,” in her most authoritative voice.  “I
have something important to discuss with you and it has to be done
right now.”

“Mom – seriously, I’m not even awake or coherent for that
matter.  Can’t I call you back later?”

“Jason came by to see us last night…”  I sat up straight in
bed my head following in a delayed fog and reminder of last night’s
festivities, Kylie groaning again her expletives at me for moving
around so quickly.

“What?  He did what?  When?  What did he
say?”  My free hand is grabbing my head to slow the spinning
pain.

“That’s why I’m calling you dear.  We need to talk. 
Get out of bed and meet me for coffee, which I’m sure you’re in
dire need of right about now.”

“Fine, what time is it anyway?”

“It’s ten-thirty.  I thought that would be a long enough
time for you to sleep in.  Jason mentioned that you had plans
with the girls last night.”

I rolled my eyes in annoyance of her knowledge but say nothing
to spark more confrontation when I’m still disjointed, “I’ll be
there in about an hour.”  Then I really hung up on her before
she could try to weasel an early meeting time.

I somehow manage to stumble out of bed making my way to the
kitchen to start a pot of strong coffee.  I should just jump
in the shower while it was brewing but my mind was not fully awake
and I was contemplating the disaster I knew was to follow when I
met up with mom.  She always loved Jason, even when I told her
I was leaving him and for the main reason of cheating.  Mom
still asked if I could forgive him and stick it out with him. 
He could change his ways or better yet she said I should change
mine.

My mom and I have a love-hate relationship.  I love to hate
her criticisms and she hates to love my imperfections. 
Somehow she always manages to make me feel like I’m the awkward
twelve year old girl with no brains or common sense to speak
of.  She divorced my dad when I was ten and remarried a year
later, to my dad’s ex-best friend.  I was too young to
understand back then, but my mom always needed a man regardless of
the treatment received.  So I guess that’s where my warped
sense of self came from.  My step-dad is no better than Jason,
he’s a cheater but my mom continually takes him back for no other
reason than she can’t do better or doesn’t deserve better. 
But he keeps her in the lifestyle she has become accustomed too so
I guess therein lies the compromise.

When I told her I was leaving Jason she couldn’t understand why
I would leave such a comfortable life just for one
indiscretion.   So I knew that this coffee visit would be
an interesting one.  Jason was already hitting below the belt
even before he actively began “wooing” me back.  Not a good
start for him.

Somehow I was able to make myself presentable, minus the make-up
and opted for dark sunglasses instead.  Wrapped my hair up
into a clip still wet from the shower, brushed my teeth, put on a
comfy lounge pant-hoodie combo knowing full well my mom would
disapprove of the complete ensemble from head to toe and was even
able to gulp down my first cup of coffee before the coffee meet and
greet that was ahead.

I usually meet my mom at the Starbucks closest to her home where
I found her nestled in the corner sofa sipping on her tea, because
coffee makes her jittery, reading her latest self-help book while
waiting for me.  I made my way to the cashier placing my order
and grabbed a bagel for good measure before facing the onslaught of
verbal degradation I knew was in my immediate future.

Bracing myself mentally I greet my mother, “Hi Mom.  You’re
looking well.”  I kiss her on the cheek and make a place for
me to be comfortable on the sofa next to her.  Not really
taking in my surroundings or the patrons within the café I begin to
put cream cheese on my bagel and wait for my name to be called to
pick up my drink.

“Hello Sweetheart,” she makes a cursory glance up and down my
frame critiquing my outer wear without saying a word, just a look
and knows she doesn’t approve.  At least I did one thing right
this morning.  “So the reason I called you to meet me was
because Jason came over last night and we had the most revealing
talk.  Really Honey, you should give him another chance.”

I can only roll my eyes in disgust because my mouth is full of
my paltry breakfast that is helping steady my stomach and giving me
time to form a retort that will be heard and understood by this
woman who is my mother.

“Mom… I don’t really want to discuss this with you.  What I
do with my life and how I deal with Jason is none of your
business.  I mean, what did he think he’d accomplish by going
to you anyway?  I’ve already told him and you know that I have
a boyfriend now, the divorce is almost final, and I have created a
life that suits me.”

Before I had the chance to elaborate more I am interrupted, but
not by my mother.  “Haley I went to your Mom in the hopes that
she could make some sense of your actions and clue me into what I
need to do to win you back….” 

I look to my left and sitting in the overstuffed arm chair
facing the sofa is Jason.  I hadn’t noticed him sitting there
because I was focused on my mother, distracted by my pounding head,
and the need to get some food in me did not warrant my thorough
inspection of those seated close to us.  This was a blindside
but they weren’t expecting an explosion from me.

“Are you freaking kidding me Mom – really?”  I was
practically speechless with rage but my pounding head was keeping
me from unnecessarily raising my voice.  “You are my
Mother…you are supposed to be on my side…why on God’s green earth
would you ever set this up and think that it would work?”

My mom was nervous and trying to keep me from making any sort of
scene, “Haley, just let him talk.  I’ll sit here with you the
whole time.  I am on your side, I told you I would support
you, but I just think you need to hear him out one last time. 
For old time’s sake?”  She reached out taking my hand to lure
me back into place next to her on the sofa.  I hadn’t realized
I was even standing.  Jason just stayed calm, seated there,
watching and waiting for me to do whatever.

“Mom, I don’t want to do this.  Not here, not now, not
ever.”  I direct my next comment at Jason, “You had your
chance.  You had me for five years of marriage and never once
put forth any effort to convince me to stay by your side.  It
was unspoken and taken for granted that I would always be
there.  Well time is up, the moment has passed and I cannot be
bought with a floral arrangement, asked to accompany you on a date,
and then have you snake your way into my mother’s heart hoping she
could talk some sense into me.  It won’t work this time. 
I am happy… Happy on my own and without you there to destroy the
possibility of future happiness.”

The last part of my speech was losing steam and didn’t make as
much sense to me once spoken out loud but I wasn’t about to
reiterate a new tirade.  My mom was clasping her hands in her
lap, trying not to pick at her nails because she looked about to
jump out of her skin in defense of my bad behavior.  Jason
just remained quiet but I could see the wheels turning and his
formulating some plan I didn’t want to participate in.

But he went there anyway, “Baby, please.  I’m just asking
for one dinner.  One more chance to prove to you that I can be
the husband you deserve.  Remember all the good times we had
together, going out for Chinese food at that hole in the wall down
the street from our first humble one bedroom apartment.  
Going to the movies and discussing them afterwards, walks on the
beach, making love on the sand, our weekend get-away to Vegas or
Tahoe.  We had great times together, I just want to remind you
of how it used to be and we can be there again.”

“The only thing I would want to discuss with you is who gets
what, when, how much, and who do I have to contact to announce that
I am a free agent again.”  I couldn’t stop the venom spiked
words from spilling out.  He went behind my back, again, by
going to my mother to try and woo me back over to the dark
side.

Mom was trying to keep me from jumping away from them both when
I stood up to leave not even planning on a good bye for either of
them.  Luckily my name was called letting me know my beverage
was ready to be picked up.  I tried to calmly walk over over
to the barista waiting to hand me my drink but I must have looked
beyond irritated and I think I even scared her because she took a
step backward before handing me the coffee.  I then stormed
out the doors barely looking back wanting as much distance as
possible between the two traitors I had left in my wake.  I
was so pissed off angry I didn’t know which way was up and had gone
the wrong direction in the parking lot.  My storming had
blinded my ability to focus long enough to get to my car, get in
and get as far away as possible.  So once I gained my barring
and had corrected my course things seemed to take a turn for the
chaotic worst.

Leaning against my car was Jason waiting for me to return
knowing full well that I went the wrong way and was upset beyond
belief.  I wanted nothing to do with him.  I didn’t want
to hear anything else he had to say.  I was done, I was mad,
and I think I even hated him in that moment.

“Haley, please let me apologize for this crazy notion in
contacting your mom.  I was desperate and I thought she would
be able to help a poor sap out.”  He looked so pathetic and I
almost was beginning to believe he was sorry but the anger was
bubbling over.  I had repressed it for so long it only seemed
fitting to let it out on the one who helped create it.

“I don’t want your apologies anymore Jason.  You could
destroy me with just one look, just one word and I would have
crumbled at your feet.  But I am no longer that weak, insecure
and unsuspecting girl.  You no longer control me emotionally
and I’ve discovered a strength and independence I didn’t know I
could posses.”  I wasn’t holding back anymore with him or with
anyone else for that matter.  My mom was next on the list of
disapproving diatribes.

Jason was standing in front of the driver’s side door and I was
trying to get around him so I could leave the scene of the crime
when he somehow maneuvered me around to facing him.  I was
pinned between the car and his body, both his arms pressed against
the car keeping me from escaping his next gesture.  The only
thing keeping us separated was my steaming cup of coffee.

“Baby, I know I was horrible to you emotionally but you seem to
have forgotten about the physical attraction we clearly still
posses.”  I was unaware of our close proximity because without
my noticing it his right hand was tenderly brushing my arm sending
waves of electricity where his touch had just left.  I looked
at my arm and his hand teasing my senses so when I returned to look
at his face, his gaze had me locked in place that I had to divert
the longing obviously present I made the mistake of looking at his
lips.  He had great lips, full, soft and quite talented in the
kissing department. 

This seemed to be all the invitation needed for the next thing I
knew his lips were touching mine, gently at first inviting me to
reciprocate.  It was hard to pull away from something that was
once so familiar and enticing to me.  Like going to your
favorite place in the world and welcoming you back from a long
absence.  He felt my reaction and took it as a welcome
invitation for him to press further; searching with his lips and
tongue, his scent and sweet taste wrapping around my already
blurred vision and senses.  His arms pulling me in closer to
him, his body pressing against mine leaning back into the
car.  And the strangest or surreal part for me was I did
respond to his advances, my arms found their way up around his
neck, my fingers entwining in his hair pulling teasingly, inviting
his caresses to become more passionate and deep.  I even heard
somewhere while in the passionate embrace my coffee falling to the
ground.  Jason didn’t even pause or react to the heated splash
which he would have normally over-reacted too.

While under the influence of revisiting my past somewhere in the
back of my mind there were alarm bells ringing, warning me that I
was entering dangerous territory and needed to break contact from
this horny haze when the ringing alarm become more insistent and
louder.

I somehow break contact when I realize the alarm bells are
coming from my cell phone, shouting at me through my purse. 
“Oh my God!  What do you think you’re doing?”  I shove
against Jason putting as much space and air between the two of us
as possible; I’m able to unlock my car and jump into the driver’s
side and lock the door.  Digging through my purse I find the
annoying culprit and answer the phone before voicemail can pick up
the call.

My wonderfully loyal friend remembered to call me.  I had
asked her to call me then hopefully interrupt this meeting and to
keep calling until I answered the phone.  I swear I thought
Kylie just agreed to do it just to get rid of me so she could
continue sleeping the day away.

“Hey, what’s up?”  Kylie casually asks.

“Have I ever mentioned that your sense of timing has become
almost eerie but also a blessing as well?”  I proceeded to
start my car not even glancing in Jason’s direction because I knew
what his expression would be, satisfaction and I did not want to
deal with anymore of his unasked for advances whether physical or
coincidental.

“I have no idea what you’re talking about but just say whatever
you need to say to get out of this mess your mom has trumped
up.”

“No need to ramble, I’m out of the coffee shop and on my way
home.”

I hear Kylie yawn and can practically see her stretching her
arms over her head in boredom and fatigue.  “Then what’s the
praise for my impeccable timing got to do with anything?”

“I’ll explain once I’m home.  I’ll be there in about thirty
minutes.”

“Fine whatever, I’m jumping in the shower then.  I’ll see
ya when I see ya,” and she hung up the phone.

You know those rides home when you know that you are driving but
you don’t remember doing it or how you got home in the first
place?  Well that was me on the journey back to my
apartment.  The main thing swirling through my head was,
“Shit!  Now Jason is really thinking he has the upper
hand.”  And then the second thought was, “Shit!  Now
Austin is never going to trust me again.”  I had to tell
Austin what transpired this morning.  It was killing me that I
had allowed it to happen in the first place.  I thought I was
stronger than that and I was completely over Jason.  I was,
wasn’t I?  Then why did I react the way I did when he kissed
me?  I could have just as easily pushed him away, smacked him
across the face, or kicked him in the shin even.  But I
didn’t, I did the exact opposite and reciprocated in the kissing
dilemma.  That’s what I was labeling it, ‘the kissing
dilemma’. 

Here’s the dilemma:  The kiss awoke feelings I had pushed
and buried deep down for Jason.  It resurrected the memories
that I didn’t want to remember.  I had been holding onto the
anger and humiliation from his extra-curricular activities
so the good times didn’t seem to matter anymore.  But he was
bringing them to the forefront and he was the one remembering them,
not me.  I embraced in the knowledge he didn’t really care for
me or us and why would he waste any thought or energy on the good
times we had, that I had, and cherished when we were together.

When I made it back into my safe-haven I could hear Kylie in the
bathroom with the hairdryer blaring.  I threw myself across
the bed and waited for her to exit.  I could have let her know
I was home but I wasn’t ready to verbalize anything yet.

The bathroom door swung open and Kylie jumped back with a “Gah!”
and grabbed her chest in mock fright.  “Shit Haley!  A
little warning would be nice you know.”

I couldn’t even laugh at her over-reaction which would have been
the normal thing to do but I just laid there staring at the
ceiling.  “What happened?  Why are you looking so pale
and discombobulated?” 

“Jason was there.  It was a set up of sorts by the both of
them.”

Kylie interrupts with, “Are you freaking kidding me?  That
bitch!”

Any normal person would be offended when someone other than
themselves calls their mother a bitch, but I wasn’t so much because
I was of the same opinion at the moment.  “Wait, it gets
better.”  I turn to look at her because I needed to see her
expression regarding the next tid-bit, “Jason kissed me.”

Per the classic dramatic flair I could count on from my dear
friend, “Are you kidding me?”  She exclaimed again and sat
down on the bed next to me.  When she saw the hurt and
confusion I know was crossing my emotional heart I broke down and
cried.  And when I felt the tears trickling down the side of
my face, puddling on the pillow I began to cry even harder because
I had swore that I never wanted to shed another tear for that
bastard ex-husband again.

Kylie patiently remained next to me on the bed consoling me,
rubbing my arm in reassurance, and waited for me to explain further
details.  Through another hiccoughing jag I managed to relay
the events that had transpired and branding it the kissing
dilemma.

“Boy were you set up Sister,” Kylie admonished.  “You are
definitely correct in the manipulation arena when dealing with
Jason.  I mean I only met the guy for what, three minutes, and
could feel myself being swayed by his very presence.”

“That’s it right?  I’m not imagining or over exaggerating
his influence.”  I’m practically begging her to agree with
me.

She looks at me contemplating her next statement, “Don’t take
this the wrong way ok?”  She looks at me waiting for my
acknowledgement and I nod at her, “But do you now kind of
understand why I always end up going back and forth to Brian?
 I mean, I’m so proud of you and admire the strength and
courage you have managed to emit by leaving a bad situation. 
You have given me the courage to get out from under the
influence of a chaotic relationship and hope for something or
someone better and worthy of me.”

This was uncharted territory for me but then again maybe it
wasn’t.  Kylie and I were more alike than I’d expected. 
I never saw her as weak; I just couldn’t grasp the power Brian
wielded over her.  Her observation and understanding helped
clear my thoughts and to focus on the obstacles I could choose to
keep or disregard.  I mean that’s what I’m always telling
Kylie, she chooses to go back and forth with Brian no one is
twisting her arm in the end.  Yes, there is manipulation and
emotional terrorism involved but in the end it’s you making the
choice to stay or go.  I chose to leave my marriage because I
knew I deserved better.  So why would I choose to return to an
unhappy, unfulfilling, and emotional rollercoaster marriage?

“What am I going to tell Austin?”  This was the anxious
prospect, addressing my feelings and reactions to Jason are one
thing, but I had no idea how Austin would react in this
situation.  He left his fiancée for cheating.  Would he
perceive me as a cheater because I kissed Jason back?

Kylie rolls her eyes, “And you call me the Drama Queen. 
Just be honest with him.  He seems the kind of guy who
responds better with full disclosure than editing the facts or not
telling him at all and then he finds out regardless.  Make
sense?”

There was no avoiding it.  I looked at the clock and
realized I had to leave in thirty minutes to go pick up my
hopefully still boyfriend from the airport.  “You’re
right.  Best to face it head on instead of ignoring the
obvious.  Besides, it’s kind of weird but Austin knows me
better than I know me at times and this seems one of those times he
would know that something was up and would badger me until I
confessed the problem.”

I rolled off of my bed heading for the bathroom to survey the
facial damage inflicted from the night before, the early morning
wake-up, the dilemma, and now tears.  Wow!  What a crappy
morning and it’s only one in the afternoon.  I crossed my
fingers that the rest of my day would not continue on this crappy
ride.  It sucks and I want off!

 










Chapter 8

 


I somehow managed to make myself more presentable for
Austin.  The outfit I had worn for my mom was just to annoy
her, Austin makes me feel sexy no matter what I wear but I enjoy
getting dolled up for him.  I had bought a new outfit the
other day with him in mind, a summer dress that reached just above
my knee with halter straps that tied behind my neck colored in
subtle greens, blues, white and black swirled in an unruly splash
of mess that somehow all worked well together.  I thought it
made my eyes a brighter green and helped accentuate the golden tan
I had begun to nurse in preparation for the summer
months. 

I was nervous waiting for him at the airport.  He had
texted me earlier his plane was on time and to just pick him up at
the terminal pick-up/drop-off area.  No need to park he
said.  But I wanted to surprise him, I needed to see
him.  I had made up my mind to a full disclosure with him
regardless of the outcome.  I remembered catching Jason in his
lies, Austin had been destroyed by lies, and I didn’t need to
forget my lessons learned or dismiss the ones Austin had endured as
well.  We both deserved honesty.

This I did know, I wanted more than anything to continue on in
our relationship.  Jason was not an option and I wouldn’t even
give him a second thought ever again.  So when I finally
spotted Austin walking through the crowd of depart-ee’s heading
straight for me I knew that everything would work out fine because
my heart swelled just at the sight of him, the butterflies of
anticipation increased but not in an anxious way, they increased
with anticipation of seeing this beautiful man.  Knowing that
I was his, that I mattered to him, I was special to him, and in
that moment I felt myself falling… I wasn’t just falling for this
guy, I was flying high with more than like; I was falling in love
with him.

And when his eyes lit up at seeing me greeting him in the
airport instead of at the curb I could tell he was falling
too.  I couldn’t wait any longer for him to meet up with me so
I pushed through the crowd, meeting in the middle and threw my arms
around his neck kissing him before a greeting could even be
said.  I didn’t care that we were making a spectacle of our
passionate union in the middle of the airport.  I had always
envied the random couples you would catch sight of at the airport
that truly were happy to see one another and didn’t care who
witnessed the love or adoration they felt and shared for everyone
to see.  I had always wanted that to be me.

Austin didn’t seem to mind either because the butterflies went
into hyper drive when his lips met mine and his hands wrapped
tightly around my waist pulling me so close there was barely room
for clothing to separate the connection between us.  I had no
idea how much time had passed but when I heard the random comment
made by a stranger of, “Get a room…” we somehow separated and began
laughing at the craziness of the situation.

Austin grinned down at me and playfully said, “Hi, do I know
you?”

“Oh I’m sorry I thought you looked like my boyfriend, Brad
Pitt.”  And I pretended to look over his shoulder in search of
the elusive celebrity.

“Brad Pitt huh, well I hate to break it to you but I think he’s
married to my girlfriend, Angelina.  You may have heard of
her?”

“Well then if they are too busy to meet up with us maybe we
should just hook up and see if they notice.  You’re kind of
hot.”  I grin wickedly at his dejected grimace.

“Kind of hot?  Really?”

It looked like he was going to cry so I couldn’t keep up the
charade and broke out laughing, “You are more than kind of hot, hot
doesn’t even come close to describing how sexy-handsome you really
are.”

“Aw shucks, Angelina doesn’t hold a candle by you either.”

“Shut up!”  I slap him in the arm as I move to his side
slinking my arm around his waist guiding him through to the
exit.

“I missed you too.”  He squeezed me closer, leaning down to
my ear he said, “How did you know that I always wanted to be the
couple who made out in the middle of the airport after what you
assume to be an extended absence from one another?”

“Are you kidding me?”

He pulled back to look at me, “What?”

I shake my head in disbelief.  I snagged a hopeless
romantic on top of everything else this amazing man does and brings
to the table.

Again he says, “What?”

“It’s just crazy how alike we are.  I was thinking the
exact same thing before spotting you and hoped that you wouldn’t
mind a little PDA at the airport.  I’ve always envied those
couples too.”

He just smiled back at me squeezing me tighter to him then
leaned in for another kiss while walking with the masses towards
the parking lot.

Once settled in the car and we’re exiting the airport I ask him
where he would like to go.

He waggles his eyebrows seductively placing his hand up my thigh
he says, “Would you mind if we just went back to your place. 
I can cook something for dinner and we can stay in tonight.”

I had to concentrate on the road because his hand felt like fire
and all I could think was please keep moving it up higher.  I
breathe out a response I think in agreement and here chuckling
under his breath as I will us home faster than my car or street
lights would allow.  So frustrating.  I just prayed Kylie
has left and the apartment wasn’t still a complete mess from last
night.

We made it back in one piece but concentration was still
difficult with his hands all over me as we struggled up the steps,
me fumbling with my keys in the door, his grabbing me from behind
heavily breathing in my ear and kissing my neck blurred everything
except the need to be inside where clothing was optional.  The
door finally came ajar and I pulled him in with me practically
falling to the ground but he was quicker and we slammed into the
wall across the tiny entry right buy the mirror that swayed
slightly in our haste, I heard my purse drop to the floor, his bag
falling as well, my hands reaching for his shirt to rip over his
head.  He pulled away from me a fraction to begin untying the
top of my dress when something caught his eye in the reflection of
my mirror and he turned around to get a better look.

Sitting on my dinette table were the flowers from yesterday but
there was also an addition to the arrangement.  There was
another bouquet of red roses this time in the same type of
expensive crystal vase with a card sticking out the top.  Even
from the short distance I could read the note.

It said, “I’m sorry.  Please give me one more
chance.  Dinner tomorrow 8 p.m. You know the spot.”

If I could read it then I knew Austin could as well.  He
turned back to me with a question written across his face, “Is
there something I should know about?”

Talk about a mood killer.  I had completely forgotten about
the flowers and was going to kill Kylie tomorrow for accepting
another bouquet and not telling me about them.

I giggle nervously, “Funny story about those.”  I stall
trying to come up with a reasonable explanation, “Ummm, they’re
from Jason.  He’s in town and has decided his new lot in life
is to win me back.  I got the first bouquet on Friday at
work.  I thought they were from you because the card wasn’t
signed.”

Austin steps over to the table grabbing the card from the new
culprit, “If it wasn’t signed, how did you find out they were from
him?”

“Funny story as well,” I was beginning to sound like a hyena and
I didn’t want to ruin Austin’s welcome home.

“How funny?”  He persisted.

“He showed up here Friday after work declaring his devotion and
willing to woo me back if need be.  He keeps asking me out to
dinner and I keep telling him no.”

“Define keeps?”  Man, he wasn’t missing anything.

“Well I got bamboozled by my mom this morning.  She said
she wanted to meet for coffee because Jason went to see her last
night.  So when I met her there, Jason was there too.  He
is becoming very persistent if you hadn’t noticed.  I was
going to tell you about it over dinner, but I thought we would be
going out after I picked you up.  And well I kind of got
distracted at the airport and then the car ride home, and walking
up the stairs…”  I look at him innocently but indicate our
mauling of each other pointing to his shirtless chest letting him
know it wasn’t just me making out with myself.

He takes a deep breath, “Ok, so he wants you back.  Do you
want him back?”  I could see the fear in his eyes waiting for
my answer.

I don’t hesitate, “Of course not!  I told him flat out I
wanted nothing to do with him.  I was happy and extremely
happy with my boyfriend.  Only thing I wanted from him was his
signature agreeing to the divorce.”

The relief washed over him but I was about to ruin his minor
reprieve, “He’s not playing fair though.  He contacted my mom,
he met Kylie too.  He’s pressing for us to re-connect, for me
to realize the connection he thinks we still share.”

“Connection?”

Great nothing is getting by him, “I mean we do have a history
Austin.  I was married to the jerk for five years.  Even
if I wanted to deny any connection, I can’t.  But this I do
know, I deserve closure and in order to move forward with
you I’m going to have to eventually deal with his hair
brained scheme.” 

Given Austin’s reaction and perceptive hearing I made a snap
decision of my own, I wasn’t going to tell him about the
kissing dilemma.  I didn’t know who I was more scared for
by voicing it, me or him.  But I didn’t want to lie to him
either so I chose to answer every question honestly and prayed that
he never asked about the physical connection Jason so proudly re-
established.

I walk over to him standing by the flowers and reach out to cup
his cheek in my hand re-establishing our connection, “Hey – don’t
let this ruin anything.  Do not let him ruin this.”  I
motion with my finger back and forth between the two of us.

“Can I tell you something else?”  I tentatively ask.

He was still not really looking at me but down at the card he
held in his hands.  I could feel the questions and doubts
building up within him but he nodded in answer and I took it from
there.

“This is really difficult for me,” Austin snapped his head up
quickly ready to protest but I silenced any doubts he could voice
by kissing him longingly reminding him of the few moments we shared
before this distraction.

When I gently pulled away his eyes were still closed which made
me smile at his savoring the intimacy, “I’m not going to deny that
I have had a lot to think about over the last twenty-four hours but
while I was waiting for you at the airport and I saw you walking
through the crowd.  Even before we made eye contact I knew I
was falling for you, falling for you hard.  I don’t know about
you but that scares the crap out of me…in a good way.”

In the middle of my declaration a smile graced me in
acknowledgement; arms were wrapped around me again bringing me into
a tight embrace.  His head lowered to the crook of my neck as
heated kisses began working their way up my jaw searching for lips
to complete their mission.  The only thing I wanted was to
continue this relation in the bedroom forgetting about everyone and
everything else but the two of us.

Pulling away, which was proving difficult, I lace my fingers
with his leading him towards my room to finish what was started the
second we laid eyes on the other.  I hadn’t declared my
undying love but practically declared something I was still too
timid to voice out loud.  Just as I’m about to turn my
attentions back at Austin he whispers, “I’m falling for you
too…”  The rest of the afternoon and well into the evening was
spent taking pleasure in yet again creating new memories.

****

We fell asleep entwined in each other’s limbs in a content and
satisfied exhaustion, dinner had become an afterthought. 
Around nine o’clock I felt Austin untangle himself then lightly
kiss me on the forehead before heading for the bathroom.  I
heard the shower turn on and smiled at the thought of picking up
where we left off a couple hours ago.  The nap had me
re-energized for round two.  Once I knew he was in the shower
I got up to join him when I heard my cell phone ringing loudly from
the other room.  I grab my short silk robe smiling at the fact
that I had thought I would never be wearing the sexy number for
anyone anytime soon. 

Rummaging through my purse in search of the perpetrator, I seem
to be doing that a lot lately; I answer the phone without looking
to see who was calling. Assuming it was probably Kylie and I needed
to give her an earful for not warning me ahead of time for the
additional flowers within my apartment.

“Kylie I’m going to kick your ass!  Why didn’t you call me
the minute those new flowers got here?  Austin saw them before
I could even explain…”  Before I could finish my rant I heard
a satisfied chuckle on the other end of the line.

“So he saw them did he?  How’d that go over?”  Jason
was still chuckling at his, what I’m sure he thought sheer genius
of the situation.

“Go to hell Jason!”  I blurt out before anything more could
be said.

“Wait, wait, don’t hang up!”  He begged.

I roll my eyes not wanting to listen to anything he has to say
but I don’t want him just showing up at my place either because he
feels the need to talk to me.  “What?”  I grumble.

“I know you got the new bouquet but did you read the card
too?  Will you meet me tomorrow for dinner?”

“Yes I read the card, right after my BOYFRIEND did!  You’re
an ass.”  I yelled for emphasis on boyfriend hoping that the
message I’m continually trying to relay was delivered.

“Haley – Baby – I’m down on my knees here.  Please, it’s
just dinner.”  He was trying to use his pathetic appeal hoping
I’ll waiver.

“I’m busy tomorrow.”  I state flatly.

“Then you name the day, the time, the place, anything and I’ll
be there.  I swear you will not regret it.”

I was already regretting answering my phone, “I’ll get back to
you on that.  But I can’t right now.  I’ll call you
Monday to set something up.”  I was caving but I just wanted
to end the conversation.

“Great!”  His excitement leaking thru, “I’ll be
waiting.”

“Fine whatever, Good-bye.”  I hung up before he could say
anything more.

I could hear the shower still running so I sent a quick and
snarky text to Kylie thanking her for the warning and not even
getting rid of the evidence before I got home with Austin. 
She had some explaining to do.

Now that my mind was no longer focused on picking up where we
left off I wandered into the kitchen looking for something to eat
and I needed a drink after the phone call I’d just had. 
Pouring myself a glass of Merlot I lean against the counter trying
to digest what I had potentially agreed to.  Jason wasn’t
going to quit.  I knew this from past experience, once he set
his sights on something he did not rest until he got it.  Well
I had news for him, I was not a prize for him to obtain.  He
was going to have to get used to the notion that he can’t have
everything he wants no matter how much effort he puts in.

Taking another sip of wine I can feel the strain in my neck
tightening as I contemplate about the mess I’m going to have to
clean up.  And thinking about messes I looked over at my table
eyeing the offensive reminders. 

“That’s it!”  I declare. I reach under my kitchen sink for
a large garbage bag, flicking it open loudly.  I grab the
first floral display dumping everything into the bag vase and
all.  Then proceed with the next newer addition and add it to
the bag.  I pull the draw strings tightly and walk out the
front door.  At first I was just going to set the bag outside
my door and dump it in the morning, but I was becoming more heated
at his audacity and wanted nothing to do with his gifts or
sentiments.  Wrapping my thin robe around me tighter I seek
out the complex dumpster and get the satisfaction in hearing the
vases shattering into a million pieces once hitting the empty
bottom of the cavernous beast.  I nod my head in satisfaction,
wiping my hands together then turn to return to my apartment. 
I guess I had been mumbling expletives during my floral tirade
because I happened to finally notice I was not alone in the parking
lot.  A young-ish looking couple who was either leaving or
returning stood there silently observing my show, but the guy had a
goofy grin on his face and the girl had a disgusted look on
hers.

I guess when I hurled the bag up into the dumpster my robe
lifted up higher than should be exposing my bare ass to my mini
audience.  I flush in embarrassment at the realization of
flashing my neighbors and hurry back to my apartment.  Rushing
in quickly as I can, I startle Austin as he is walking out of the
bedroom wrapped only in a towel.

“Hey, where’d you go?”  He looks at me concerned.

“I had to take out the trash.” I huff.

Again he looks at me questioningly then notices the full trash
can under the sink because I had left the cabinet open when getting
the empty trash bag.  I see where his line of sight has gone
and indicate the empty table instead.

“How long was I in the shower anyway?”  He smirks at my
lack of humor and walks over to give me a hug.  “Want to talk
about it?”

“Not really.  I’m hungry and you promised me dinner…” 
But instead of reaching for the refrigerator door a better
distraction peeks my interest instead.   I hook my finger
into his towel and begin tugging at the terry-cloth that is hugging
his body in an oh-so-sexy-way.

Austin grins at my train of thought and begins to untie my robe
joining him in his nakedness.  “I thought you said you were
hungry,” his voice is already heavenly husky and ready to go.

Now making out in the kitchen is fine and dandy, but when you’re
naked in the kitchen things become interesting.  The coolness
of the counter tops against ones backside, the fridge and its
contents suddenly hold new meaning, props even.  Let’s just
say that another shower was required after that kinky escapade and
I wasn’t hungry anymore either.

Once showered and clothed again the evening nap we had taken
messed up the chances of going back to sleep anytime soon, so we
decided to snuggle down in bed and watch some T.V.  But we
really just ended up talking most of the night and I felt
comfortable enough to elaborate a bit more regarding the Jason
frontier.  Ironically enough it turned into a conversation
involving our exes.

“I’m sorry I kind of freaked out on you when we first got home
from the airport.  The flowers threw me off a bit.  I
don’t want to jump to conclusions with you but I kind of get why
Jason is trying so hard to get you back.  I mean, I’ve gotten
to know you, and now that I have you I wouldn’t want to give you up
either.”

“I guess, but he should have realized that when he had me. 
Not after the fact.  I mean now that I have you I wouldn’t
want you to go back to Sandy just because she decided she made a
mistake, right?”  I was laying on his chest listening to his
heartbeat and his voice vibrating in his chest as he spoke to
me.  So when he stayed silent a beat or two longer I lifted my
eyes to meet his.

“Is there something you’re not telling me?”  I immediately
start to get nervous.

He pursed his lips like he was trying to find the right words
before opening the flood gates, “Well actually there is.”  I
sat up then getting a better view of his emotions coming from his
face.  “The business trip I was just on, well Sandy happened
to be there as well.”

I shake my head trying to decipher what he just passed on,
“Huh?  What are you saying?”  This is when I start to
jump to conclusions.  “What did we just spend the better part
of the evening doing here then?”  My voice began raising an
octave or two.

Austin reached for my hand in reassurance I’m guessing, “Haley –
stop.  We made love all afternoon and then after a short nap
we got really kinky in the kitchen.  I’m not going anywhere,
I’m falling too remember.  I wouldn’t lie about that, not with
you.”

“But why are you just now getting around to telling me this
now.  I guess you don’t have to tell me everything like where
you’re at or who you’re with but…”  I trail off not knowing
where to go from there.

“Just like you Haley I wanted to talk to you about my trip and
who I saw but like you said we both got kind of distracted once we
saw each other at the airport.”

I blushed at the vivid memory and began to understand the
reluctance to disrupt an amazing reunion, “Wait – did you just say
we ‘made love’?”

He grinned devilishly at me, “Yes but also said there was some
kinky sex in the kitchen too.”

I slapped him on the chest for that remark.  “Gee thanks
for cheapening a romantic sentiment.”

He grabbed my arm before I could assault him again for laughing
at me and pulled me back down next to him placing my head to rest
on his chest.  “Sandy was in Albuquerque meeting up with a new
rep in the district.  I told you once we broke up she moved to
New Mexico, transferring within the company.  I had heard
through the grapevine she was still seeing John my old boss but I
guess the distance didn’t help out the relationship.”

I knew some of the back story for Austin’s job.  He stayed
on at the company; they loved him and didn’t want to lose
him.  So Sandy got transferred but his boss didn’t fare as
well.  I guess this wasn’t his first offense of fraternizing
with co-workers and had been on a form of probation that had been
kept under wraps.  He just couldn’t keep it in his pants and
was fired upon the discovery or threat of Austin wanting to
leave.  Austin actually felt bad for John getting fired. 
That’s the kind of guy he is, regardless of the bastard stealing
his fiancée and being caught in their bed, he still felt guilty for
him being let go.

“Ok, so you saw Sandy.  How did you feel seeing her? 
How did she feel seeing you?”  I had a million more detailed
questions and answers I wanted to hear but started with the easiest
first.

He took a deep breath before answering, “I’ll be honest – it was
really weird.  I mean when I saw her I just saw…” He trailed
off in thought for a moment, “I just saw a woman, a co-worker even,
not the fiancée I was once head over heels for.  And then I
felt instantly guilty because I didn’t feel anything for her when
we were face to face.  Does that make sense?”

Inwardly I am beaming but refrained from showing full
satisfaction.  I still needed information here.  So I
prompted him for more, “I totally get what you’re saying.  I
felt the same way when I saw Jason the first time.  Now he’s
becoming a visual thorn in my side.”  I chuckle sadistically,
“But what did she say?  Or how did she react to you?  I
know how I react to you when I see you.”  I glance up at his
face to see his reaction which happily is a reassuring smile.

“Once again it was weird, not at all what I had expected. 
She was surprised to see me too, I think.  She gave me a hug
saying hello.”  I frown at the visual but he continues, “Said
I looked good, great even.  I then proceeded to boast a bit
about how well I really am, how happy I am, and how lucky I am to
have an amazing girlfriend.”

I flush in excitement at his last statement, “Wow, today has
been a day for declarations all around.”  I can’t keep from
grinning then say, “So I’m your girlfriend?”  I had been
referring to Austin as my boyfriend recently, but nothing had been
officially tacked down between the two of us.  I was calling
him that to get my mom and then Jason off of my back and out of my
business.  Boyfriend sounds way better than the guy I’m
seeing.

“Well yeah.  What have we been doing for the last month
otherwise?  I haven’t seen anyone besides you…”  I raise
an eyebrow suspiciously as he chuckles and roll his eyes, “Oh come
on, you know for a fact that I wasn’t seeing anybody before we
started.  You do know that right?”

He didn’t seem as confident since he knew my whole sorted tale
and given the tears on our first night together he also knew there
was no one before him either.  I had to give him a bit of a
hard time, “Actually no, I didn’t know that…”  I couldn’t keep
up pretenses thought and burst out laughing.

“You’re such a brat at times.  I can’t believe you had me
sweating for a minute there.”

I couldn’t stop giggling and could see his irritation rising,
“Ok, ok I’ll stop.  But isn’t this part of having a
boyfriend?  I get to give you shit and torment you when the
opportunity presents itself?  What kind of girlfriend would I
be if I didn’t?”

“Ok girlfriend.  Let’s establish some rules here.”

“Rules?”  This could get interesting.

“Aside from the obvious, we are now an official item,
officially.”  Austin was trying to sound formal.

“Why Mr. Keating are you asking me to go steady?”

“Yes I am.”  He seemed truly happy with where this
conversation had turned to, “I think about you all the time. 
I want to be with you all the time and count down to the weekends
and getting to see you.  I can honestly say I haven’t felt
this way with anyone – ever.”

“Ever?”  I couldn’t escape some of my insecurities; they
still sneak in at the most inconvenient times.  “Not even with
Sandy?”

“There is no comparison.  Especially just seeing her I
thought to myself what a waste but then in the next thought I
realize that if I hadn’t of been with her and been hurt by her I
wouldn’t know or appreciate what I’ve got in front of me right this
moment.”  Austin brings me in closer hugging me and placing
the tenderest kiss I think I’ve ever received.

I sigh in relief once he pulls away smiling contentedly at
him.  “Hi Boyfriend,” Austin was right though.  I don’t
think I would appreciate or be grateful for this new relationship
if I hadn’t of gone through the crap I did in my marriage with
Jason.  “So I guess this an epiphany moment as well.  I
can’t regret being married to Jason because if I hadn’t, I never
would have met you.” 

“Well technically we had met before, David’s wedding.  But
maybe that was fate stepping in setting things up for our future
which is now our present.”

 I look at him slightly confused, “Huh?”

“We both needed to go through a few more life lessons before we
could be together now.”

“So basically you’re saying it’s a Karma thing?”  I don’t
know if I believed in all the fate, destiny, karma crap but if this
is the point of view Austin was felling then I was feeling it as
well.  Who am I to mock the universe and all the crap I had
endured over the last few years?

He placated me with my non-belief system, “Uh sure, something
like that.”

“Whatever, I’ll take it.  I don’t care how you got here, I
just care that you are here now.”

The rest of the evening was a bit reminiscent of our first night
together.  Staying up late, making out a lot, talking and
confessing to each other but we definitely were able to achieve
physical intimacy levels that had remained absent our first
night.  No problems in that department at all.

 










Chapter 9

 


Sunday morning didn’t really begin for us until technically the
afternoon.  We slept in until noon, skipped having brunch, and
eventually made it out of the apartment around 3 p.m. heading
towards his place in Huntington Beach.  I wasn’t planning to
stay the night because we both had work in the morning.  I’m
barely a morning person as it is so getting up even earlier just to
stay the night enabling me to get back to my neck of the woods and
ready for work is not a viable option for me.  I know I’m
selfish in that area because Austin has done that twice already
when staying at my place for the weekend, but his office hours are
also much more flexible than mine.  He can call in saying he’s
working from home or making some calls then go into the office
later that morning.

Once we made it into town we decided to hit up his favorite
Mexican restaurant before getting him home.  I was starving
and ready for some real food.  I still hadn’t eaten much since
our make-shift meal deal in the kitchen the night before.  Not
that I’m complaining, but an actual meal sounded really good.

As we take our seats and settle in for an early dinner I make a
quick scan of the restaurant just to see if there are any
interesting characters to be observed.  Austin’s back is
towards the bar and main dining area.  I had the prime viewing
spot to survey any action with my back settled into the booth
resting against the wall.  My eye immediately caught on an
attractive woman sitting at the bar by herself.  Her slender
body was angled in our direction, long tan legs stretched out so
she was barely leaning on the barstool under her.  One arm was
resting on the bar top the other on the back of the chair.  I
noticed her also because of the sundress she wore was practically
see-thru revealing a two piece black and silver bathing suit which
accentuated her flawless skin, flat stomach, and perfect cleavage
with perfect breasts.  She almost reminded me of Kylie with
her confident presence and flat out sex appeal.  I’m a girl
and I was strangely attracted to this foreign woman.  I had
not even seen her face yet but knew she would be beautiful because
she was leaning over her shoulder talking to the bartender and he
was practically drooling all over himself because the woman was
speaking to him.

Austin must have noticed my blatant gaze and began to turn
around in his chair to see what the draw was.  It was almost
perfectly timed because just as he was looking at the woman in
question, the mystery woman turned her gaze our way making eye
contact with Austin and smiling in knowing recognition of one
another.

“I don’t believe it….”  Austin trailed off.

“What?  Do you know that woman?”  I’m kicking myself
in embarrassment and jealously for noticing her in the first place
and of course in this smallish town Austin was bound to know this
Venetian Goddess.

She smiled at our dumbfounded expressions and proceeded to make
her way over to our table.  “Austin it’s good to see you again
and so soon.”  She leans down to give him a kiss on the cheek
in greeting while he sits there speechless and staring.

The Goddess then turns to me flicking her chestnut mane behind
her ear and locking her emerald green gaze to me, “You must be
Haley.  I’ve heard so much about you – I’m Sandra Thorpe but
you can call me Sandy.”

My mouth pops open even more yet I somehow manage a ‘Nice to
meet you’ and hold out my hand introducing myself as well.

Sandy begins to engage a conversation but I’m too dumbstruck to
contribute much of anything.  My mind is reeling and my
insecurities are screaming in my head.  How was I to believe
that this gorgeous woman is Austin’s ex.  I know she hurt him,
cheated on him, and basically destroyed him but how do I compete
with a Goddess that looks like her. 

Somewhere during their brief conversation I heard mention of she
was in town meeting up with an old friend and also had some
business to attend to at the office.  Great, then that meant
she would be at Austin’s work tomorrow or the next day doing God
only knows what.  Perfect.  Sandy then directed her
attentions to me saying, “It was great to finally meet you and hope
you have a nice evening.”

I mumble some form of goodbye and then direct all my attentions
at Austin.  Once she was out of ear shot and had vacated the
bar I start in, “Oh my God!  You never once said how drop dead
gorgeous Sandy was.  I mean she could be a runway model or
celebrity something or other.”

“I didn’t think it important and I don’t see her that way. 
When I look at her it is only the final visual of  her I tend
to remember.”

Guilt washes through me at his hurtful sentiment, “Ok I get that
but I’m still a tad intimidated.”

Austin only rolls his eyes and says, “Haley – she doesn’t even
come close to your beauty inside and out.  You are what’s
important to me.”  He then points at himself with his thumb,
“Falling too, remember?”

I smile at his attempts to appease my insecurity and lean over
the table to give him a welcomed kiss.  Luckily the waiter
came to the table to take our order so we could not become
distracted yet again and I would not get the meal I so greatly
desired.

The rest of the evening went smoothly along.  Dinner was
delicious; we then went back to his place to park my car, drop his
bags and then out for a sunset stroll along the beach.  So
romantic and comfortable that thought of either ex were far from
topic.  It was early evening when I had to tear myself away
from Austin’s tempting arms and begin my trek back down south
towards home.

“Do you really need to leave right now?  The bed will be so
empty without you…”  His pleading eyes and groping hands were
beginning to wear me down.

“Unfortunately I do.  I have a lot of work piled high and
need to be in early, before 8 a.m.  I don’t have the luxury of
going into the office whenever the mood strikes me.”  I
teasingly pout at him.

“Ha Ha you’re so funny.  You could make it back in the
morning.  I’ll set the alarm for really early to give you
enough time,” his look becoming even more pathetic.

“Geez, the things people say or do just to get laid.”  He
looked hurt with that comment, “I’m kidding and you know it. 
Maybe I can take a day off this week and we could get together
before the weekend?”

“Fine, I guess that will have to do.  But I’m just stating
for the record that my girlfriend is ditching me because an early
wake up is too difficult for her to manage.”

I slap him on the arm and add an amendment to his statement,
“Too difficult to wake up and drive for over an hour home on what
I’m going to assume is only a few hours sleep because someone I
know is really, really adept in the love making department…”

“So it’s a crime to be too good a lover?”

I grin wickedly, “Not a crime but I didn’t say which one of us
is the more adept one…”

He grabs his chest in mock pain, “Ouch that hurt.”

I kiss him one last time then say, “You’ll survive.  I’ll
see you soon.  I had a great time today and last night with
you.  Thanks again Boyfriend.”

“Call me once you’re home just so I know you made it there
safely.”  I smile at his concern and nod in concurrence.

“See you soon,” I get in my car and pull away.  He stayed
in the parking lot watching me drive off until I could no longer
see him in my rearview mirror.  I really didn’t want to
leave.  I was tempted to just call in sick and spend a selfish
day in bed with my now official boyfriend.  Boyfriend…this
makes me happy, very happy. 

As I continue driving towards the freeway I decide calling Kylie
in the hopes of a possible personal day instead.  I reach
behind me in search of my purse and begin to feel around inside for
my blackberry.  I couldn’t locate it and also noting that my
car was in need of gas I pull into the nearest gas station. 
Once I could give my full attention to the search of my elusive
phone I once again come up empty.  I look around my car, check
the glove box, look on the floor, and I even open up the trunk
trying to locate it.  Crap, it wasn’t here.  I thought I
had put it in my purse but it then dawned on me I had pulled it out
to check for any missed calls or texts when we got back from our
walk.  I must have left it in Austin’s condo.

Well if this wasn’t a sign I didn’t know what was.  I had
to go back regardless; I can’t live without my phone for the
week.  And his offer was becoming more and more
tempting.  So maybe I was coming down with a slight cold
(cough-cough) that could help justify my absence tomorrow in the
work force.  I smile at the realization of returning to his
welcoming bed.  Since I was already at the gas station I
proceeded to fill up my tank with happy thoughts dancing in my
head.

The total lap in time from my original departure was less than
twenty minutes, twenty-five tops.  And since I was in my happy
bubble not completely aware of the wandering path taken to Austin’s
condo, I was shocked to find him standing in his doorway with
Venetian Goddess draped in his arms and her lips seeking out
his.

I felt like I was watching a Lifetime Movie and this
was really not happening to me.  She cheated on him. 
Jason cheated on me.  We together made sense because of that
common bond.  So why then was Sandy standing on his front
stoop positioning her flawless frame for more than a friendly kiss
hello or hopefully goodbye?

“Eh-hem…”  That was it.  That was my brilliant tactic
for interrupting their ensued connection.

Shock and the realization I was standing only a few feet from
either of them flashed across Austin’s face as he blundered some
form of an excuse, “Haley…this isn’t what it looks like.”

Like I said a really, really bad Lifetime Movie because
his line was just as original as mine, “I just came back because I
left my blackberry on the counter.”  I push past them both
wanting to retrieve what I needed and get the hell out of
there.  Sandy just held her ground and position for that
matter making Austin forcibly remove her arms from around his
neck.

“Haley wait, please don’t leave.”  Turning to Sandy he
said, “You need to leave – now.”  I’ll give him some credit
because he pulled away from her total embrace and slammed the door
in her face.  But I could see her as the door was swinging
when her satisfied smile and gloating eyes met mine just before the
door shut.

I felt so stupid because my mind was frozen and forming a
coherent sentence or barbed remark were lacking from my dialogue
library.  I just wanted my phone and wanted to get away, far
away.  Reaching for my phone I felt him before his touch
practically shocked me into action.  “Don’t you touch
me!  Don’t even think of trying to explain yourself and don’t
even utter that you are sorry.”

Of course he didn’t listen blocking my path and trying to make
eye contact, “She just showed up here right after you left.  I
did not touch her.  She tried to kiss me and you got here just
before anything happened.  I was getting ready to tell her
off, push her away.”

“Save it!  I don’t believe you.”  I push past him and
am praying that Sandy was not still standing right outside the
door.  She wasn’t but it didn’t slow Austin’s pursuit of me
either.

He was begging behind me trying to get me to stop and listen to
him, “I don’t know what happened or what she is playing at but I
didn’t do anything.  She said she only wanted to talk, that
she needed a friend.”

I roll my eyes at the typical gall an ex tries to manipulate,
“Sure she did.”  I stop mid-stride and turn around making
Austin practically run into me which makes him grab my arms to keep
from bowling us both over.  “You of all people should know I
don’t buy that shit.  What did she want then?  What is so
tragically important she had to show up on your doorstep since she
is supposed to be in another state all together?”

I could see his pain but my anger was clouding any thoughts of
forgiveness or explanation at the moment, “She said seeing me the
other day solidified her biggest mistake.  She regretted ever
hooking up with John, leaving me, and not telling me of the
pregnancy she terminated right after she left the state.”

“Wait, what?”  I was flabbergasted.

“She is claiming that it was ours but knew she couldn’t go
through with having a baby.  Not when she blew it with me and
didn’t want to punish me any further for all the chaos she
inflicted into my life when everything went down.”

The one word that stood out just kept ringing in my ears,
‘claiming’.  I couldn’t keep silent with that, “You’re a fool
if you believe that load of shit.  She’s playing you
Austin.  I have no idea why or what she is trying to get at
but…come on, really?”

 

****

 

I didn’t make it into work the next morning but not for the
reasons you think are obvious.  I barely remember my car ride
home.  It was one of those fuzzy hypnotic type drives. 
One minute you’re at the starting gate the next moment you’re
parked in your apartment complex parking lot at home. 

I hadn’t cried yet either because the fight Austin and I had
just didn’t ring right.  I was upset that Sandy had showed up
at his doorstep.  How could he have known what she was up
too?  I mean I could give him the benefit of the doubt but he
was not on the other side of him.  Meaning, he could not very
well see the cracks in his armor.  I did and I know that Sandy
remembered for sure.  Why else would she have shown up on his
turf just after seeing him a day or two before?  But I
chickened out and ran away from him.  I didn’t want to hear
any rational thoughts or reasons for his even listening to her load
of crap.  I was hurt too, but it wasn’t really inflicted by
Austin.  That was when things began to dawn on me and I had to
get out of there.  Don’t think I didn’t see the irony in this
situation.  Jason had just kissed me the other day and I had
yet to divulge this heady information to Austin.

I know in my heart of hearts that Austin was not about to cheat
on me.  But the insecure idiot with the entire emotional
luggage I had acquired from Jason seemed to fall at my feet and
over my shoulders.  There was no way I was going to believe
him or buy into the lines of she means nothing to me,
I would never cheat on you, or the best one is why do you
have such an overactive imagination?  Not with Austin.
 I just couldn’t stick around for his lines or even the
truth.

So I called Kylie and gave her a lame excuse for not coming in
which she of course did not buy.

“What do you mean you’re not coming in?”  I could
practically hear her eyes rolling, “If you didn’t come home and are
still in Orange County I’m going to kick your ass.”

“No I’m home,” my voice didn’t even sound like mine.

“Holy shit, what happened?”

“I don’t want to talk about it right now Kylie but I think I
broke up with Austin last night.”  Once I had spoken it out
loud the flood gates were released.  The tears seemed to have
a mind of their own and the pain in my heart began to make it hard
for me to breathe.

“Haley, calm down.  I’ll be right over.”

I managed to suck it up for moment, “No, No Kylie.  Stay at
work.  I’ll be fine.  I think I want to be alone right
now anyway.”

“Are you sure?”  She didn’t seem too sure.

“Yeah, I’ll be fine.  If you want, come by after
work.  Ok?”

It seemed to work because she then threatened me with bodily
harm if I went anywhere or wasn’t home when she got off.  She
could be such a worry wart at times.  It put a temporary smile
on my face at her concern and I promised to be home when she got
here.

The fleeting control I put to use to dissuade Kylie with came
crashing down around me the minute I hung up the phone.  Did I
just throw away the most amazing guy because of my own insecurities
or is it because of my own hypocrisy?  How was I going to fix
this and did I want to fix this?  Of course I did but I had no
idea on what to do first.

Calling Austin appeared the simplest way to rectify the
situation but my cowardice was winning out.  I sucked at
conflict and this was a conflict I had created.  I’m an
idiot. 

I sat on my couch for what felt like hours just crying and
staring at the phone.  My mental media committee was doing its
best to pump me up and then the other side would tear me
down.  It would be so much easier if he just called me and
told me to knock this crap off and that he forgave me.  But
yet again, this is not a Lifetime Movie.   
No, my real-life movie was just as predictable though.  Just
as I am getting the nerve to even pick up the phone and dial
there’s a knock at my door instead.  Not even caring what I
look like I race to the door almost tripping over the entry throw
rug, slamming into the door, fumbling with the locks to yank it
open, only to be utterly disappointed with the visitor on the other
side.  Not Austin, who else but Jason.  The man’s timing
has become something of an enigma because he was never this aware
when we were together.

I couldn’t hide my disappointment and had nothing to really say
to him either so I just turned around leaving the door wide open
and headed back to my couch.  I knew he would just follow me
in so why bother with shutting the door on him.  He obviously
isn’t going to just go away.

“Haley, what’s wrong?”  His concern was almost convincing
as he followed in behind me.

But my anger flared to the forefront instead, “This is all your
fault you know.  Why are you here?”

“Ok…all my fault.  What did I do now?”  He takes a
tentative seat next to me on the couch contemplating his next
move.  Do I put my arm around her?  Do I keep my
distance? - That kind of a thing. 

“I broke up with Austin because of your cheating…”  He
looks at me confused.  “Why are you here anyway?”  Jason
still hadn’t answered that question.

“I called you at work and they said you were out sick
today.  I thought I’d give it a shot and come by to see if you
were alright.”

“That’s rather presumptuous.  I mean, I could have been
here with my boyfriend…”  I trailed off at the thought because
I didn’t think it was ever going to be a possibility in my near
future.  Scrambling for control of this situation I sputter,
“You couldn’t just call me?”

“I didn’t think you would answer the phone if I called or I
didn’t want to wake you if you were sleeping as well.”  Since
when did he care if I was dying or not.  “Do you want me to
leave?”

“Yes!”  I bitch out before even thinking and watch him
recoil at my outburst.  Seeing this I pause, take a deep
breath and begin again, “I’m sorry – didn’t mean to shout that at
you so quickly.  It’s been a long night and I’m tired.”

“It’s ok, I probably deserve it.”  Damn did he take a pill
or something?  I didn’t know how to handle this accommodating
version before me.

I make a short snort-laugh and continue, “On some level you do
but that is for some other time.  Did you need something?”

Jason could tell I wasn’t going to elaborate so he decided to go
with his original intent, “I was checking to see if you were sick
and needed anything.  But also to see if you had given any
more thought to our getting together for dinner this week?”

Crap!  I had totally forgotten about my mindless promise,
“Right – dinner.”  I was stalling now because the exhaustion
had begun to cloud my mind.  It didn’t help that he was
looking at me with the most pathetic puppy dog eyes, practically
begging me to say yes.  See this is when I begin to feel the
anger flare up again.  Why couldn’t he pursue me this
diligently when we were together, still a couple, and when I was
madly, stupidly in love with the a-hole?

“Um, I don’t know Jason.  Now is really not a good
time.”            

He jumps in before I can completely deter his invitation,
“Haley, please just one meal, one dinner, one evening.”  There
go the puppy dog eyes again.

I roll my eyes at his persistence, “What do you think can be
accomplished in one evening?  It only took one indiscretion to
destroy my trust in you.”  Ok, so the viper was still alive
enough to lash out unsuspectingly.

My comment pulled him up short and the anguish flashing across
his face read like a book revealing his regret and my obvious anger
I still held against him registering within, “I’m doing this for
us.  For our marriage and for the commitment we made to each
other in the beginning.”

“In the beginning…how biblical of you.  Speaking of bibles,
isn’t it one of those rules in that pesky book – something about
adultery and honoring your wife?  But what do I know
anyway?”  I knew I was being spiteful and hateful but I was
hurting and needed to lash out at some one.  It’s not my fault
he happened to be on the receiving end of it.

But he was taking it like a champ and wasn’t even discouraged,
“Let’s see today is Monday.  How about we go out tomorrow
night?”

“I can’t tomorrow because I will more than likely be working
late for missing work today.  Let’s do it Wednesday night
instead.”  Wait did I just agree to meet him for dinner? 
Looking at his eager smile I knew I just had.

“Great!  Wednesday night.  It’s a date.”  He
stood up, quickly leaning over placing a kiss on the top of my head
and was hurrying for the door before I could take back any words or
invitations.  “I’ll call you then to let you know what time
and where we’re going.  You won’t regret it, I promise.”

Sure I wouldn’t but it was too late to refuse his
objective.  I knew the dinner would not change my decision but
maybe in some twisted universe I would get the closure I desired or
deserved and Jason would let me go so he could move on with his
life as well.  At this point in time I could have really cared
less and even as the door was closing behind him my thoughts
immediately resumed thinking of Austin and how I had royally
screwed up a potentially great thing. 

Sensing a waiver in my sudden self confidence I grabbed my phone
and began to dial Austin’s number.  It went straight to
voicemail which sparked even more insecurity within me but I wasn’t
going to not leave a message.

“Hi, you’ve reached the voice mail for Austin Keating. 
I’m unavailable at the moment but please feel free to
leave….”  Just the sound of his voice on the recording
was causing tears to spring to my eyes.  What if I never get
to hear his voice again?  I was so awful to him I don’t know
if I could forgive me. 

In a pathetic attempt to apologize on voice mail I managed to
squeak out, “Hey, it’s me.  I’m sorry.  Please call me,
please….”  Like I said, pathetic.










Chapter 10

 


I somehow managed to fall asleep shortly after leaving my
pitiful voicemail.  I had decided that it was now in fates
hands (how ironic yet again) if it was willing and able to step up
and help me salvage my relationship with Austin.  If I spent
another minute dwelling on my own indiscretion I was going to do
something rash, something involving a toaster and the bathtub.

I woke up to a buzzing sound coming from under the couch. 
I guess I fell asleep with my blackberry in hand but had lost it
within the realm of sleep.  Even partially conscious I
silently prayed that it was not my mother or hoping that it was
Kylie saying she was on her way over.

Needless to say my pitiful pleas worked and the sound on the
other side of that phone call was absolute heaven.  “Hey…”

He had me at ‘Hey’ and I instantly burst into tears and a
blabbering idiot.  “Austin I’m so, so, so very sorry.” 
Sniff, sniff, deep breath, “I was jumping to conclusions and
putting my insecure heart on my sleeve.”  Hiccough, sniff,
silent dread, “Will you forgive my psychotic outburst?”

“Haley – stop.  I understand.  Now get off of the
couch and answer the door…”

Now this is the Lifetime Movie moment I had been
dreaming about.  I bolted up from the couch leaping at the
door, didn’t trip this time but also realized that I had not locked
it after dumb-ass had left.  Throwing the door open Austin in
all his beautiful glory was standing on the other side.  And
what do I proceed to do you ask?  I collapse to my knees at
the sight of him and resume sobbing from fear and joy and
possibility.

Again he says to me as he bends down to pick me up off the
floor, “Haley – stop.  I understand and I’m here.  I need
to be forgiven just as much.”  I look up into his eyes
searching for his logic of asking for forgiveness.  “I should
have pursued you all the way back here.  I’m an idiot and
should have realized what you saw and what Sandy was trying to do
also.”

I knew I had to tell him, confess my sins but what if he reacted
just as badly as I did with him?  He had to know why I
responded the way I did.  It wasn’t that I was jealous of
Sandy, ok maybe I was a little, but it sparked the guilt and regret
I felt from my own indiscretion.  I was the one in the wrong,
I was the bad guy.  Not Austin.

Taking another calming breath, I steady my nerves and brace
myself for more pain and anguish.  I wanted him to at least be
in my apartment so we didn’t cause a scene in the hallway so
grabbing his hand I lead him into the living area and seat him down
on the couch.  I can see his confusion when I don’t take my
place right next to him but begin pacing back and forth in front of
him instead.

“Haley, what’s going on?  Sit down you’re making me
anxious.”

One last deep breath for good measure I begin with my apology,
“Austin I’m sorry.  My reaction to the scene on your doorstep
had very little to do with you and Sandy as it really had more to
do with me and Jason.”

He started to say something when I held up my hand to halt any
question because I knew there would be more to follow after my
declaration.  “Please let me finish,” I roll my eyes at the
realization of my next statement but here I go.  “I just want
you to listen to me first before jumping to conclusions and I swear
it is not what it seems and meant nothing to me.”

Austin’s eyes began to turn cold but remained silent and at
attention so I began my tale of irony.  “I told you about
getting blindsided at the coffee shop with my mom and Jason
right.  And I stormed out on them once I saw what they were up
to but what I neglected to tell you was that while I was so
deliriously angry I stormed out into the parking lot headed in the
wrong direction.”

“Ok, you got lost in a parking lot?”  Austin was asking
this hopefully.

“Wait, I’m not finished,” another steady breath and I complete
the story.  “Once I realized I had gone in the wrong direction
I turned around in search of my car and of course Jason had
followed me out and was waiting for me at my car.  He then put
me in a precarious position and was pleading his case for as to why
we should give things another shot.  Well in the process of
him pleading his case he kissed me as well.”  I flinch back
waiting for the recoil from Austin.

But there was none.  He sat there still staring at me
waiting for me to finish.  I didn’t know what else to say or
if I should elaborate even more.  I’m more of a less is more
type of girl so went for the silent reprieve and waited for him to
speak next.

“So you’re telling me that your husband kissed you?”

“Ex-husband,” I stated.

“Semantics.  He kissed you…did you kiss him back?”  He
asked coolly.

He was pissed and was taking the silent brooding approach. 
I knew I shouldn’t lie anymore than I already had but it felt weak
to defend my logic or reaction as well.  But I went for it
regardless, “Yes I did.  I didn’t even realize what was
happening or what I was doing until it was too late.  I pushed
him away once I snapped out of it and saw what he was trying to do,
to confuse me, to fluster me, to manipulate me.”

“And did he accomplish all of those things?  Did he confuse
you?”

“Yes he did.  But once I was free from his influence I
instantly thought of you and was afraid that I was going to lose
you once I told you.”

Austin’s eerie calm was starting to really freak me out because
the questions just kept coming.  Not the fire or explosion I
had been anticipating.  “But you didn’t tell me did you? 
Why?”

“Because once I saw you at the airport none of it mattered
anymore.  I saw you…this amazing guy who I was falling in love
with…”  I trailed off at my admission but continued on in
haste because I didn’t want to chicken out anymore.  I had to
confront my own demons and insecurities or else I was never going
to learn or prove how important this relationship really was to
me.  “And we had our amazing moment in the airport and
discovering what hopeless romantics we both were.  Then the
tension and anticipation between us in the car coming back to my
place and when you saw his flowers and we admitted falling for each
other, I just couldn’t destroy the promise of us.  I was
scared and I didn’t want to hurt you and somehow justified I was
protecting you instead.  Does that make sense?”

He only nodded and preceded with his next question, “Do you have
any desire to go back to him?  To that life?”  He seemed
to be cracking and I could tell what his next question was going to
be but I had to do this and answer him openly and honestly.

“No – I have no desire to return to that life.  That was
not a life and you know this from our many conversations.”  I
wanted to say how could you doubt that but understood his line of
questioning as well.  Austin still has his insecurities.

“Do you still love him?”

“God no!”  My response to this was unwavering.  But I
needed to ask one of my own, “Are you going to break up with me
now?”

“Haley come sit down now.  We need to talk,” The dreaded
four words any one person does not want to hear.

“Oh my God, you are aren’t you?  I blew it!  I
freaking hate him!”  I was still standing and began pacing
even more quickly across the room.  I was blaming Jason one
thousand percent for this hell.  This is what he had to have
planned in that twisted evil mind of his.

Austin’s reaction was just as shocking because the next thing I
knew I was colliding into his chest as one of his arms wrapped
around my waist steadying my balance while his other hand came up
to cup my cheek and guide my face to meet his gaze.  “I’m not
breaking up with you.”  And he kissed me.  He kissed me
like he was never going to let me go, as if he was trying to wipe
out any recollection of any other kiss I had ever received from him
previously or from Jason or any man for that matter in our entire
relationship.  It was violent, it was possessive, and it was
sensitive and loving all in one.  That’s when I realized the
power of forgiveness from Austin could match no man with in my life
past, present or future. 

Once we came up for air our mutual tears intertwined through our
lips and the instigation of clothing being removed Austin somehow
found his restraint and paused the ensuing love making. 
Pulling back he looked into my eyes and said, “We still need to
talk.”

Reluctantly I untangle my fingers from his shirt and try to
appear understanding in his persistence but I really didn’t want to
talk anymore.  I didn’t want to shed anymore emotional baggage
at this point in time.  I just wanted to reconnect
physically.  My emotions were shot and exhaustion was banging
on the front lobe of my brain.  The physical is what would
recharge my batteries and enable me to communicate, listen and
express more articulately.

So giving it one last try before conceding I blurt out, “Can’t
we just go back to the beginning?  Let this be like our first
night together but with passionate love making and
reconnecting.  For tonight we go back to the beginning and
know that in our hearts we are meant to be together and everything
will work out in the best possible sense.  Please just for
tonight?”  My pleas were wearing him down and if I was going
to go back to that first night I could only think of one thing left
to do, unleash my feminine artillery.  Lowering my eyes and
giving him the most seductive look promising him he won’t regret it
I whisper, “Please…”  One last time and place a feather light
kiss on his lips.

Austin throws his hands up in defeat, leaning down to rest his
forehead to mine followed by a groan before coming back to meet my
eyes he says, “You really are going to be the death of me, aren’t
you?”

“Come with me and find out,” I say grabbing his hand guiding him
towards the bedroom.

 

So following within the theme of irony we were unable to get as
far along as we both would have desired because yet again
forgetting to lock my front door interruption was fated yet
again.  Not even aware of my faux pas and otherwise occupied
activities we did not here the front door open or the 
cautious greeting being called out to announce her arrival.

“Haley…are you in there?  Please say you’re not still in
your jammies…?”  She kind of trailed off on the last part
before bursting out with, “You little liar!  I knew you
weren’t broken up!”

Scrambling to cover our naked bodies up and hide from the
embarrassment of being walked in on, Austin was able to calmly
address my befuddled friend.  “Eh hem…hi Kylie,” he greeted
her with a shitty grin as well.  “Sorry, Haley and I were just
uh,” he looks down at me with humor surrounding his eyes, “just
going back to the beginning so to speak.  I got here about an
hour ago and we were working out a misunderstanding.”

I wanted the bed to swallow me whole.  “Right a
misunderstanding.  Well glad to see you’re working things
out.  I see that you don’t need my shoulder to cry on any more
so I’ll leave you two to it, so to speak.”  She winked at
Austin as he chuckled at her insinuation.

“Haley, I’ll see you tomorrow morning bright and early? 
With Starbucks and a fabulous story to accompany it.”  Kylie
didn’t even wait for my response or sue-doe apology.

“Sure thing Kylie.  Sorry and thanks for coming by…” 
I only saw her wave her hand in dismissal and heard the click of
the front door closing behind her.  Not even caring that I had
zero clothing on I leapt out bed and rushed to lock the front
door.  No more interruptions.  Period!

Walking back to my bedroom I see Austin propped up against the
head board leering at me as I return to his side.  “Well are
we going to have a repeat of every aspect of our beginning? 
Not that I’m complaining right now but have I ever mentioned how
sexy you are completely naked?”  Without even time to respond
he quickly grabs my hand pulling me on top of him so we could pick
up where we had left off before the Kylie debacle. 

 










Chapter 11

 


“I’m so happy that you’re here with me right now,” his hand
reaches across the table in search of mine as he continues on in
declaration.  “…following this crossroad of our lives, in our
relationship, and the possibility of our reconciliation.”

I ended up keeping my ‘date’ with Jason.  Granted there was
a lot of discussion and debate between my boyfriend and
myself.  Austin felt that I should just leave Jason hanging
and basically tell him to ‘eff off but my sentimental and, believe
it or not, logical side of me debated this would be the best thing
for me.  I could get the closure I needed and deserved which
would only strengthen my devotion and appreciation in my new
relationship with Austin.

I could only roll my eyes in regards to Jason’s eager and
delusional assumption of reconciliation.  “Jason, let me just
stop you right there,” bracing myself for this onslaught I go for
the only crutch available to me at the restaurant table, taking a
gulp from my wine glass sitting in front of me I proceed gently but
with an undertone of conviction.  “There will be no you and
I.  No getting back together, no staying married because you
can’t stand the thought of losing.  And I say losing as in you
didn’t lose me you lost in the game of keeping up
appearances.  This isn’t a game anymore Jason and I’m done
playing a pawn on your manipulative chess board.”

His eyes bulge out of his head as he tries to sputter some form
of explanation but I don’t let him get that far, “You cheated on me
plain and simple.  Your choices marked the end of our marriage
not mine.  I didn’t do anything wrong here, I am not the bad
guy because I wanted out of something that never really worked
right to begin with.  Cheating is only one aspect of the
failure but I’m just as responsible for blindly believing in the
lies you spun and accusations you placed on me to deflect your own
misdeeds.  But I am no longer that unsuspecting girl who
stupidly loved you and refused to see any flaws in a husband I had
mistakenly placed on too high of a pedestal.”

“But Haley, I love you.  We made a commitment to one
another and I’m willing to keep to this promise.”  Jason is
starting to lose his suave and debonair confidence trying to grasp
at any rational that could sway me back to the dark side.

Again he has placed me in the role of villain when really I feel
the victim, “But you didn’t consider those promises when sleeping
around with those other women who were not your wife.  Your
choice being that Lynette,” his co-worker and latest travel
companion for his out of town meetings, “was better suited in the
bedroom rather than the boardroom, right?

“Is this why I just heard she has been on maternity leave
 the last two months?  Subsequently leading to a
questionable return within the company?”  This was the ammo
and theory I had come up with the night he conceded to all my
demands regarding the divorce.  Even in my drunk-soaked brain
I was beginning to put the pieces together and figured why not try
for a bluff.  My bluff paid off but only temporarily. 
The reason Jason came sniffing around again was because Lynette
dumped his ass and I had heard through the rumor mill (his
secretary who still loved me for some strange reason) delivering
the final portion confirming his latest debacle.  Paternity
tests were in the works, he had to lawyer up separately from our
divorce proceedings, and in the end it was coming down to
appearances and money.  If he had his wife by his side
supporting him instead of divorcing him there seemed to be some
spark of hope in contesting the validity of her claims.  The
kid was his but he was fighting tooth and nail to avoid another
irresponsible and egotistical desire.

Staring at me dumbfounded his silence spoke volumes, “You see
that’s the part that kills me.  You knew I wanted to have kids
but you always said you were never ready.  You made sure we
took precautions; you were practically religious about them. 
But with her you didn’t give it any thought or concern?  Once
again your mind fucking abilities astound and amaze me.”

It was accurate though.  Finding out this truth had been
the most painful.  In hindsight, I know it is a blessing we
did not procreate together but why did this woman get to steal the
very thing I had been chasing our entire marriage.  It doesn’t
make sense these feelings of loss and betrayal but once again he
managed to selfishly deny and manipulate any prospects I had hoped
to have had at this point in our marriage.

“Haley I can explain…”

“Explain what exactly?  You can’t explain this one away
Jason.  There is never going to be an ‘us’ and I will never
forgive you this indiscretion.  It’s too big an obstacle and
would only haunt and linger over an already decaying
marriage.”   Now for the bitter pill, “If you are so keen
on promises then man up to your responsibilities whether asked for
or not, that kid deserves a father, and do the right thing by
them.  You owe the child at least that because he or she
didn’t ask to be born and I’m certain they did not pick you to be
their parent.”

Ok the last part was a low blow but he deserved it.  I just
hope the kid gets what is deserved to them as well.  Finally I
see my words sink in and recognition clicks into place.  He
says, “How am I going to raise a child without you?  I can’t
do this alone.”

 

Again his uncanny logic places blame on me but I let it go and
decide to take pity on him instead.  “Jason, you will figure
it out and will have to work it out with Lynette.  She’s the
other part of your equation, not me.  You can’t expect me to
factor in somewhere and clean up your mess.  It’s no longer my
job.”

“Wow, you really have changed haven’t you?  I see that
now.  Guess I really did blow it, huh?”

“Is this a rhetorical question?”  I couldn’t help the small
smile of satisfaction slip across my face.

He only nods in acquiesce and gives me the sincere closure I
desired since leaving, “I’m sorry.”

It was like a weight had been lifted and I was given the keys to
freedom.  Unlocking my heart, letting go of the self doubt,
and enabling me to forgive my soon to be ex-husband so I could
embrace the next chapter of my life.

I was happy and I deserved it and I was worth it marking the end
of a marriage and the beginning of my new-fangled existence.

 










***********

 

Thank you for reading my story.  Feedback is payment enough
and I would greatly appreciate any and all input.  This can
only help to improve my future ventures.  So feel free to
leave comments from where ever (Feedbooks mostly) you downloaded
this e-story.

T.C. James
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