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Chapter 1
Ryan


I am Such an Idiot!


Ryan and I could have been or at least that is what I tell
myself.…after hanging around him a whole year waiting, it was
finally my turn. He had broken up with his girlfriend of who knows
how long and I was one of the first to know. We had hung out that
night, just walking around The Block at Orange. It was close to
midnight and Borders was closing up so we were just sitting outside
on the patio furniture when he told me.



"My girlfriend and I broke up." He said in a sullen tone, maybe he
used her name, maybe I blocked her name out.

I wasn't sure what to make of it. I mean wasn't this the day I've
been dreaming of? Why then, did I feel so sad?



"I'm sorry." Was all I could lamely get out.



"Well…." He trailed off.



I don't remember the rest of what happened that night but just that
I was thinking what this meant for me.



(Some time later one night)



"Hello?" I answered cautiously, it was late, and from the caller ID
of my cell, it displayed his name.



"Hey! I'm just playing with Hook Line n Sinker in Vegas and thought
I'd call you to see what you were up to?" He yelled into the phone.
He's a drummer, and the background was loud.



"Oh!" That caught me off guard and I stuttered out. "Just hanging
out at home."



"Oh well… " Pause pause. "its not that much fun here in
Vegas."



"Oh really? but its Vegas!" I questioned. How can Vegas NOT be fun?
I thought to myself.



"Yeah, I have no one to hang out with."



"Oh yeah, then that's not fun. What about your bandmates?"
Wondering where this weird conversation was going.



"They're all gambling or drinking.  It's not really my thing."
He replied.



I had no answer for him.  I was simply too slow to grasp where
this conversation was going and why the heck he was calling me.
Yes, I am that slow.



"Well maybe when I get back, we should hang out?" He
continued.



"Yeah that sounds good." I nonchalantly said trying to mask my
excitement of what this could mean. HE wants to hang out with
ME!



"Well I'll let you get back to what you were doing." With that, we
ended the conversation.



If I had known then what I knew now, I would have realized that
guys don't just call to chat on the phone. They usually call
because they are thinking about you right that moment and any
moment that Ryan was thinking about me could not be a bad moment
right?



If I was any smarter than I would have realized that maybe he did
like me and was no longer thinking of me as just a friend. Maybe he
was lonely? Maybe he was. But at that point in time it would not
have mattered to me. Ryan liked me and that was what I had been
waiting around for.



Of course I wasn't that smart, not when I was that involved in the
situation.












The Good Times


Ryan and I hung out a lot after that one phone call. The
blissful honeymoon phase lasted a good month, a good short month. I
think it would have gone on a bit longer had I not decided to
return to Taiwan for winter break.

When ever I was with his friends without him I would get the
where's Ryan question as if I kept tabs on him. Or that he reported
to me whatsoever.  I usually answered that I didn't know and
was inwardly annoyed at that was the first question that they asked
me when they spotted me.




The night before I left, he came over to my apartment. Sadly we
weren't in the kissing or anything physical phase. Not even holding
hands.   We were never like that…We were just friends, who
hung out a lot.  Yet for some strange reason I found him in my
bed.

I lay on top of him and teased him with wiggling pelvic moves
and touches while he laid still and thought pure thoughts. It was
quit juvenile, now that I think about it.  It was our lame
foreplay tease… that never went anywhere.  After a few minutes
I gave up, since I was not getting any reaction from him that made
it seem like he wanted more.




Heck what do I know? I was a naive college girl, maybe he did
just want to sleep. Yes he had a perfectly nice bed at home but he
simply wanted to sleep on my mattress, on the floor.  Yes I
was that naive.  Way later after this event he told me that he
was on the verge of responding to me that night, if I had just kept
it up a bit longer.  Le sigh. What was this lame game we were
playing?




The next morning, I headed off to Taiwan.










Neon, Neon


There was a very nice singing vm on my cell when I returned from
the trip. He had called while I was away and serenaded me with John
Mayer’s “Neon” from his first album. John Mayer was like "our"
artist. I clued him in that JM was cool, although it turns out that
his band mate, Jimmy, knew JM from… wait for it… guitar camp. 
Super nerdy cute.

Nothing was the same after that. He was busy…
although still saying he would like to get together, the phone
calls was less frequent. Me being me, I just honestly thought he
was busy, since he's a freelance drummer, any work is good
work.  He has to pay rent doesn't he?




They met at a party. She works in the industry.
From the first moment she laid eyes on him, she wanted him. He
wasn't that keen, or so I was told.

One night at the bar she got drunk and he was
given the task to make sure she got home ok. He hadn't wanted to
take her home because it felt like she was going to make a move
that night.



They’ve been together ever since.

 

In the beginning, I still saw him occasionally.
We were friends after all, he’d give me a call when she wasn’t
around, or I’d call him when I missed him. I even met her. Someone
was playing a gig at a local pub, and I was invited to go. Maybe
Ryan played on the upcoming record of the artist or something.

I brought along a reinforcement, Angel, I wasn’t
going to face meeting her alone. She… was fine.  We joked,
laughed, and talked about mundane things that didn’t matter. 
A good time was had by all.  I hated her.

 

After the gig, they walked away holding hands. I
looked away.

 

Except the whole time they've been together, he
gave me the impression that he wasn't ready to commit, he didn’t
like her all that much, and he felt the pressure to make things
serious since she was five years older than he.

 

But really, what do I know?  I'm just on
the outside.










And They lived...


So what happened u ask.

 

Present day, five years later, we fell out of
touch. I mean it's not hard to stop calling with, our annual or
less than annual phone call to each other. It's really not hard to
forget to update the phonebook when you switch phones. Or
deliberately erase his number… a couple of times. We really don’t
run in the same circle anymore. I fell out of the music scene and
got with the school bit, and he continued with his first love,
music.

One day, last year, while I was stuck in Taiwan,
I emailed him. He replied back. He gave words of encouragement and
hope, as I was feeling particularly frustrated at the lack of
forward motion in my life at that moment. It was rather nice to be
in touch with him again, albeit, a brief one.

Shortly after that, I Myspaced him and found out
that he proposed to her, yes, the same girl, and is getting married
soon. The page I found was maintained by her, of course, mentioning
his name (that’s how I found it, I wasn’t googling her) and told of
the tale of how he proposed just like how she’d imagined in third
person form. Roll eyes.

He didn’t mention it in his email to me at all…
hey BTW, I’m getting married… to her. Maybe he wanted to spare my
feeling. Maybe he didn’t know how to bring it up. Maybe he thought
it would be awkward. Maybe he thought I still had feelings for
him.

Maybe he's right.



That was the first and last time I ever googled him.

 

There are pictures floating around the internet
of the wedding day, but I refuse to go looking for them. Just
knowing that he actually got married is enough for me to end this
sad sad tale. A friend looked them up out of her own
curiosity.  I, personally, don’t need to see the pictures.

 

This story has no happy ending… for me.










Chapter 2
Harrison


Or the One Where I Break His Heart


"oh, you're daughter is lovely! does she have a boy friend?"
People will say to my mother.

"no! she doesn't"  as if proclaiming it loudly will make it
all the better, i just cringe knowing what my mother was going to
say next, "if you know of anyone good, be sure to let me know."

oh my mother, always on the look out for a suitable guy for me,
she advertises it everywhere she goes, tells everyone she knows
that I'm single.  It's rather embarrassing for me.

It's not like I have an issue of finding a boyfriend, or that
i've never had one in my whole entire life.  I'm just single
right this moment.  It's just with my current environment and
age i suppose, it's hard to find single people who aren't already
spoken for.  the fish pond is shrinking, and while i'm not in
a hurry, i'm perfectly fine on my own, my parents on the other hand
are nervously wringing their hands, and ready to shove me at any
Tom, Dick, & Harry in town, out of town… where ever.

Through one of these advertisements, the lady that does my mom's
hair knows of a family with a single son.  It's a friend of a
client very distance relations.  The guy is an ex-dentist,
what that means is that he went to dentistry school, but is not
practicing… or perhaps he didn't pass the exam? who knows. 
His name is Harrison.  He studied abroad like I did but in
Cananda. He is now back home, and looking to switch careers and is
single.  Single is the most important character there.




My mother consults me at home (yes i live with my parents), i
begrudgingly go because at the time I actually still had a
boyfriend, not one that they liked so they just pretended he didn't
exist.  I mean it's not hard to pretend that your daughter
doesn't have a boyfriend if he's not around.  I obligate
myself to go, although i told the boyfriend that i was going. 
(Just in case anyone felt that this meeting was a cheating of any
kind.  I frown upon cheating.)




We showed up at the arranged time and place… it was a large
group consisted of his mother and father, my mother and father, and
the salon lady, plus me and him.  OK i've done this before,
big group, i mostly just have to sit and eat, won't have to talk
much since my dad will do most of the talking… ok.  I can get
through this, it will all be ok.

"why don't you two get to know each other upstairs in a more
private area?" the salon lady said.  WHAT?! uh you mean I
actually have to talk to this guy… ok well i guess.

"oh ok." was what i said out loud. 




The staff directs us to a table next to a window, and we sit
there just looking at each other a bit while waiting for the food
to arrive.  The both of us sorta staring off into space at the
uncomfortable silence.

"hi.  blah blah blah blah blah blah?" he starts to ask me
some questions, I answer.  I keep up a good conversation by
asking him in return the questions he asks me, and look interested
enough.  Pretty soon, I run out of small talk, so I resort to
being myself.

"So… did you want to come on this meet up?"  I boldly ask,
I'm curious, maybe he wasn't so interested in the meeting, but he
was forced to come… that would alleviate some tension, and we might
even have a chance to laugh at things and perhaps becoming
friends.  I need some friends, just not
boyfriends. 




"no, i was interested in meeting new friends, aren't you?" he
answered.  oh crap, I am doomed. 

"uh, sure." i hesitated, and smiled politely and stirred my
drink.  Nothing on the menu looked appetizing, so i just
ordered a drink.  He had ordered hot pot, and it had
arrived.




He continued talking through out eating his food, and that's
when i noticed his mouth. He has a weird way of talking.  Or
rather the way his mouth forms his words is… crooked, in a not
endearing way.  More of a deformity.  I just couldn't get
over it.  It's not the words he was saying, it's in the way
his mouth moves when forming those words, it's just crooked. 
Right then and there, it was over for him.  I couldn't wait
until he finished his food, and I could get out of there.  He
on the other hand seemed to be eating really slow.

What seemed like forever later, the salon lady came up, and said
that the parents down stairs wanted to leave.  Saved!!

Harrison had given me his email and asked to keep in
touch.  I replied that I'm hardly on MSN, my polite way of
saying, "No not interested."  I came home and threw the paper
away, i thought that would be the last time that I ever had to hear
about him ever again.  How wrong  I was.  I really
should have known better since it's a meet up arranged by a friend
of a friend of a friend. 

For awhile when my mother would go to her hair dresser, the
salon lady would mention the guy, and how i never emailed him, and
broke his heart.  It was rather embarrassing for my mother,
but pul-lease, if one short meal was enough to break a person's
heart, then I'm not sure that I'd want him to be my boyfriend or
husband material.  What a loser. 

My mother never got over the embarrassment, since I told
Harrison that I had a boyfriend, and was forced to go to the
meet.  HAHA.  You'd think that would teach my mother to
never set me up again, but nope she is still at it today.




Later I found out that his parents own a few properties around
town, and he's doing quit well in the city.  But it's not
enough for me to want to have anything to do him… I may be
materialistic, but his crooked mouth will never fly with me.












Chapter 3
Fernando


Get a Female Trainer


I had a most large case of senioritis my last semester in
college because of all the classes that I was not attending, I had
a lot of extra time on my hands. In our brilliant idea of something
to do, Victoria and i joined a gym. The gym was next to our
favorite restaurant, so it called out to us one day while we were
eating lunch). In an effort to really make the gym work for us, we
even signed up with a trainer. Looking back, of course I didn't
really need the trainer, but might as well go all the way huh?

Paying a guy $600 for 10 sessions to work out with you is a cush
job. Since what he does is just stand there and tell you to do
those exercisers. It might not have been so easy with me, since i
bitch and moaned the whole time, and always tried to get out of
doing them. So I went the 10 sessions. During the first 10
sessions, Victoria and I went together, by together I mean, we both
signed up for the same trainer, though trained at different times.
After the 10, she didn't sign up anymore, and I kept on with the
same trainer Fernando. Fernando and I were similar in age, he's
maybe a year or two older, we went to the same uni. (the gym was
also around the school). During our initial assessment, we even
figured out we had a bit more in common.

"You go to Uni Anaheim too?" I asked.

"Used to, I was in a fraternity." He replied.

"Which one? I was greek." I inquired.

"Phi Delts" he said. "which sorority were you in?"

"oh it was a very brief moment, but Pi Phi."

"why brief?"

"I figured out I was having more fun out of the sorority than in
th sorority, so i asked to leave." the small talk conversation went
on, and it turned into high school talks.

"I went to Fosters High. I was in band." i said. pause
pause.

"Oh." Ding! a dim light bulb switched to on, and the light is
slowly getting brighter and brighter, as the workings of my brain
is churning, absorbing the information.

"Did you go out with a girl name Kami?" at that moment, he
realised that i used to be friends with a girl name Kami, whom he
dated for a bit, and i realsed that he was the Fernando Kami had
talked about dating, "the president of the chapter" the few times
we did talk.

Now Kami is a whole another heart break story I might have to go
into later, although we didn't date, she was pretty significant in
my life.

what a small world.












Where I Let My Guard Down


After 10 sessions, it was time to figure out if i wanted to
resign up… well 10 sessions really wasn't making a difference in
the way the going to the gym was sculpting my body, so 10 more
sessions it was. For the second set of sessions I was starting to
see him twice a week, sometimes three. Victoria stopped training
with him after the initial sessions because she didn't think that
he liked her, whilst I didn't care whether or not he liked me, he
was just a trainer after all. He didn't register on my radar at
all. It was right before he got a promotion, and moved to a
crappier gym that the relationship between us changed. Perhaps it
was because we had spent a lot of time together, seeing each other
regularly, and chatting while working out, that it all changed.

Fernando is not my type. I am into the skinny guys, who wears
skinnier jeans than I, your typical indie crowd, but of course most
of the indie crowd are not skinny, only the band members. Fernando
being a trainer, worked out, he was bulky, and drove a large truck.
We were really from 2 different worlds. Fernando When i found our
through conversation that he had a motorcycle, I wanted him to like
me. It was soooo sexy, I have such a thing for motorcycles. I tried
flirting and was all awkward, doing those girly things, like
laughing at his jokes. Believe me, it's just as strange as you can
imagine it. I even giggled.

One day, I had an extra ticket to the Rooney show at the HOB in
Anaheim, and Vicks suggested that I invite Fernando. So I did.
Rooney at this point was on the brink of popularity, the radio had
just started playing their songs, perhaps not in full rotation. the
show was packed, and of course Rooney put up a good show. this was
Fernando's first show, and it was obvious that he felt really cool
because after he had seen the show, the band's music started
playing on the radio full time, and he was ahead of the crowd, so
to speak. it was rather cute in that way. that was the turning
point in our relationship. It was the first time we went out to
dinner, and saw each other outside of the gym. I must say, it was
rather weird to see him outside of his uniform.

After the Rooney show, we went back to Fernando's apartment. He
put in a Dvd, and embraced me in his arms. He was rather a good
cuddle buddy, since he is all muscle mass. I had thought that
perhaps with all his muscles he would be a hard rock, but it was
nice and warm, which surprised me. He kissed me.

“I don’t think I want to have sex with you” I said breaking away
from him mid-kiss.

”Most people want to have sex with me…” he replied.

”hm..” I answered.

He stopped any further questions I may have by kissing me
further, convincing me that in fact I did want to have sex with
him. Don’t worry it wasn’t like rape or anything, I was just afraid
of being crushed by his massive muscles. I saw Fernando a few more
times after that, but it was really just a booty call situation,
although I would always invite him to go out and do things outside
of the bedroom. Of course I did not realise that it was a booty
call situation then.

"Have you ever slept with a client before??? I was a bit bold in
asking perhaps, but I was never one to filter my thoughts. "No. Oh
OK."










True Colors


For a few weeks it really seemed like a budding relationship, we
were still working out together, but our work outs had turned a bit
more intimiate, in that he would work out with me, instead of
standing there watching me work out. Mixing work with pleasure. I
would purposely wear cute work out clothes when working out with
him. We were at the end of the 2nd set of sessions, and it was time
to sign up again. I hadn't needed to sign up, but I did so to help
out with his quota. Coinciding with the signing up for 10 more
session, the three month marker, and it was time to take the
relationship further.

Something needed to happen, we either needed to move the
relationship into full girlfriend boyfriend status or we had to
stop seeing each other. I have this theory about the three month
marker. It takes about three months to get over the honeymoon
period, you've been together for a bit, and have let down your
guards a bit, let your true colors show, it's time to evaluate the
relationship. This three months theory works well in a lot of
situations, not just with people you're dating. Work, friends,
etc.

I was too chicken to actually define the relationship (DTR), so
what i did was to test him. I invited him to go clubbing one night,
but he didn't go. He had been giving me to run around, saying
maybe, etc. It wasn't just this one night, he had continually given
me the run around whenever I wanted to take us outside in the
daylight. In the end, it was just me and Vicks at the club, which
none of us minded. We always had a good time. ALWAYS. i got real
drunk that night, and drunk dialed him. I left a very very
psychotic non-coherent message on his voice mail.

"Hey Fernando, yeah, so don't say that you're going to go
somewhere if you have no intention of ever going, don't lie like
that… so yeah, if you are not going to go, you should have not said
you were going to go in the first place." yes it was as confusing
as that… i was that out of it.

No doubt about it, it was that voice mail that ended the
sleeping together, not that we did it often. He left a voice mail
on my phone the next day asking me to not to leave anymore messages
like that. Succifies to say, I didn't ever return to the gym again,
or at least the gym that he works at. I had about one or two more
sessions with him, and in the end I just went in hastily to sign
them off. It was really a shame because I had slimmed down to a
size 6, and there was no way i was going to be able to keep up with
the workout on my own. What a waste!

So the moral of the story, get a girl trainer this way you are
less likely to want to have sex with them. It is all the sweating
and the stretching… it's too sexy.










i appreciate any comments you may have, should you want to email
them to me, or leave said comments on the page's website. 
please email me ellamadleyatgmaildotcom  thank you.
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