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PROLOGUE
He trailed kisses down her neck while he let his hands explore the recesses of her body. Davie shuddered when he found the warmth between her thighs with his fingers.
"Am I hurting you?" He was concerned. Even though he had made it a habit not to get involved with any of his partners, she had made him pause. There was something special about this girl; there was something about her that had stayed in his mind ever since their first meeting.
"No…oh, Adam, that feels so good." Davie kissed him back as she felt her response spiraling toward the unknown. "Adam…Adam…" Her breath caught.
"What Sweetheart?" It was easy to see how excited she had become and it felt good to know that he had that effect on her.
"Adam…" She felt very timid. "I've never felt like this before."
"I'm glad." He thought of how good it was going to feel when he entered her. "I'm so very glad."
"Adam…teach me…"
He mated their lips and wrestled his tongue with hers. "What do you want me to teach you?" He smiled against her neck.
"Teach me how to…ooh…" She arched her back and pressed herself into his palm. "How to make it good for you."
Oh lord, so sweet, he thought as he took a delicate nub into his mouth. "How could it not be good for me? You are so beautiful…"
Davie felt another shudder run through her. "But, I don't know…Adam, I," She inhaled sharply as she felt his fingers probing inside her. "Adam…I've never…"
For the first time, Adam remained motionless. "Never…what?"
"I've…never been with a man before." She sensed his withdrawal before he actually pulled away.
Adam's brow was furrowed, "What are you saying, Davie?"
The icy chill that Davie felt left her feeling embarrassed to be lying naked in bed with this man. She pulled the bedsheet over her exposed breasts. "I've never been with a man…before"
He sat upright in bed seemingly unaware that he was just as naked as she was. "Are you telling me that you're a virgin?"
Davie sat up clutching the bed linens tightly to her body. "Yes."
"Damnation!" Adam got up from the bed angrily. "You couldn't have told me that before?"
Her eyes welled with tears. "I didn't know we were going to wind up in your bed…"
They had gone out to dinner, again, and a walk in the park. His kisses turned into an invitation back to his apartment. She wasn't naïve, she knew that they might…get closer, but she was so spellbound by him…
"Dammit Davie! I have never taken a virgin before and I certainly don't intend to start with you!"
She watched incredulously as he pulled a pair of jeans on. "I'm sorry…I…" Suddenly Davie felt angry. " If you thought that I thought it was going to be some kind of commitment, you don't need to worry. I got carried away…don't worry, it won't happen again." She stood taking the bedsheet with her to cover herself. "If you don't mind giving me some privacy, I'll get dressed."
Her anger made him feel contrite and he responded in much gentler tones. "I'll take you home as soon as you're ready."
"Don't bother! I'll manage on my own." She stared at the bedroom door pointedly, but he didn't budge. "Fine!" Davie dropped the linen to the floor and picked up her clothing.
Earlier, Adam's body had felt as cold as if he had been blasted with icy water, but as he got another glimpse of her astonishingly beautiful naked body again, he was happy he had donned his pants to hide his reaction.
"I…I'm sorry", he turned his back to her. "I…I just can't be…the first…"
"What?!"
"I'm sorry…" He left the room.
CHAPTER 1
Davie had hoped to be working in earnest at her desk before anybody else got in to the office after the long holiday weekend, but one delay after another had her walking into the building amidst a throng of co-workers. The office building was a modern hull of steel and glass and loomed over the sleepy bedroom community. A myriad grouping of companies had made their move to this towering infrastructure over the last few years. It was a prestigious place for a business to call home. Davie took the elevator to the fourth floor. She had nearly made it to her offices when she heard him behind her.
"Good morning, Miss Prescott…Davie." His voice still sounded like it had some of the other night's regret in it.
Davie cursed silently when she felt her pulse take a giant leap. Since they weren't alone in the hallway, she couldn't very well ignore him without raising the eyebrows of her co-workers. She turned as casually as she could manage. "Good morning." She opened her office door, closed it soundly behind her and escaped to her desk.
Her hands were trembling. Davie hoped to calm herself before anyone noticed her agitated state. Damn the man for doing that to her! Although she had been nervous about seeing him again, she really hadn't thought he would have so great an effect on her. It was just the humiliation, she was sure of that. All weekend she was angry at the thought of how he must have been laughing at her. He must have enjoyed knowing he had her succumbing to his seduction, willingly ready to give herself to him…for the very first time of her life! It was astounding that the creep hadn't taken full advantage and gone for the trophy. She just couldn't reconcile his insulting behavior with the remorseful apology he had tried to give her during the ride home Friday night.
She took a deep breath and tried a few mental relaxation exercises. Closing her eyes, she tried to picture herself in a comfortable spot, someplace where she felt warm, someplace where…she quickly scratched the image that popped into her mind, the memory of lying in Adam Sherman's arms in his bed. Okay, she decided to try again. Davie tried to get an image of the most beautiful thing she had ever seen in this world…there was the spot in the hollow of his throat. Nope, scratch that. She was completely frustrated and not just because he had brought her so exquisitely to a level she had never known before, and then just left her hanging, but because she was still so infatuated with him. She was supposed to be totally furious with him!
The phone rang and startled her. Her two fellow office workers hadn't gotten to their desks yet and Davie was alone in the office. She reached for the ringing phone only when the flashing button showed it was from an outside line. Davie loved her job and enjoyed dealing with customers; even when a customer started their conversation with a complaint, she usually found a way to smooth things over. She was good with people. Davie liked to talk, she liked to draw people into conversations. She found it hard to understand how some people could sit all day without a large amount of human contact, people like Adam Sherman who spent his days pouring over schematics and computer terminals; she wondered if there was something wrong with the social skills of such an isolated worker. The caller had a few questions about the service contract with the Internet Provider she represented. She answered all his questions to his satisfaction.
At the beginning of the last school term Davie had found out about this job when she was surfing the Net in her college library. It wound up being an ideal position. The bosses often gave consideration to students who needed flexible hours to fit their course schedules. She was able to work four mornings and all day Friday and still be able to attend classes in the afternoons and evenings in Business Administration at the nearby university.
Everything had seemed so perfect, she looked forward to coming to her job each day and enjoyed the people she worked with. When she first met Adam and he asked her out, she had to put aside her wariness about dating a co-worker. Adam Sherman was the System's Manager for the Internet Provider company where they both worked; luckily he spent his days in a different department than her. He had started with Home-Based Communications when he graduated college as an Information System Specialist and had moved himself up in just a few short years to manage the department. He was very good at what he did. The other employees had joked that Adam was a closet "hacker"; supposedly there wasn't a computer system that he couldn't master. Everyone respected Adam Sherman and Davida Prescott had been very flattered when he walked into her office and asked her to lunch that first week.
Davie was aware that she was an object of envy by several of the female staff, Adam was also extraordinarily good looking and had earned himself a reputation for being quite a desirable escort. It was well known that Adam had an impressive list of female companions, including several of the single women from HBC. He never minded going out on the town with a different lady friend every weekend and it was no secret that many young ladies were familiar with the inside of his bedroom. Davie's cheeks flamed as she remembered that she had willingly offered herself as just one more of his conquests…and he had turned her down!
A few of her college girlfriends had seen Davie with Adam when he drove her to her classes one day, she had been running late and missed the bus so he did her a favor. They noticed how very good-looking he was; Davie had already noticed his broad shoulders, his expressive hazel eyes and his sensual hands. He drove her to classes a few more times, stopping for lunch along the way. Then he asked her out to dinner and a movie…and then dinner…and again. He never hid his attraction to her. Although she had received many offers Davie had never seriously thought of going to bed with a man before, but something about Adam monopolized her thoughts until she had dreams of making love with him. Each time she looked at his hands, she had no difficulty imagining those long fingers manipulating fine computer circuitry…or splayed over her naked body teasing it to an awareness she'd never known before.
She thought she was going to live those dreams Friday night, but then she learned in a cruel way that a virgin apparently wasn't worth his time. He obviously wanted someone who knew all the tricks, someone he didn't have to concern himself with pleasing. She just couldn't believe how shallow he really was.
Adam had never before had difficulty concentrating on his work. The company had just finished investing a lot of time and money into a new Integrated Services Digital Network and it was his responsibility to make sure everything worked. Great, he thought to himself, one screw-up and all of their customers could kiss their email and web-sites goodbye.
He thought of how one very pretty young lady in Customer Service would respond to customer complaints…"Oh, I'm sorry, is this your FIRST Internet connection? Well, our department manager has a problem with that…"
Damn! She's twenty years old…and beautiful. He never once thought she was so inexperienced, he just couldn't believe that someone that appealing hadn't already been sweet-talked all the way by a guy or two. In this day and age, he thought cynically, he would never have expected some college girl to be saving herself. The problem was he still wanted her and that scared the hell out of him! There had never been another woman that had monopolized his thoughts the way Davie did. He certainly wasn't desperate, if he just wanted to spend an evening out or have sex he had any number of willing partners. But when he thought of Davie, he wanted more than sex, he wanted her body and soul. He wanted a relationship, not just a one or two night fling. It flabbergasted him that the beautiful Davie Prescott had wanted him enough to give up her virginity. It frustrated him that he could never let her know why he couldn't do that to her.
There had been several times when he had started to call her over the weekend, but then he remembered how quiet she had been when he drove her home and tried to apologize. She had actually started to walk home, he followed her with his car for about half a mile before she finally gave in and got in. Adam felt terrible; he knew how badly he had hurt her with his rejection. If only he could make her understand how much he still wanted her, but he didn't know how. If only he could make himself understand why he wanted her so much…
Adam had never felt so frustrated about a relationship before, at least not since he got out of that little Pennsylvania town he grew up in. His teen-age years were filled with memories he wished he didn't have; so long as he could remember that time, though, he'd never be any good for someone as pure as Davie. He had been with a lot of women and he never made any secret of his appetite or his lack of emotional commitment. Adam had told himself that his unusual interest in Davie as a person and not just a sex partner was only a sign of his "growing up", at twenty-five it was bound to happen…eventually. He shook his head, because it was Davie and not his age that was playing havoc with his libido.
Adam stared at the clock on the wall and decided that he had to get close to Davie somehow. He had no idea how to get beyond his dilemma, but he knew he had to try to mend fences with her. Red roses were Davie's favorite, he had learned that during one of their relaxing conversations. He had enjoyed listening to her talk about just about any subject, he was always interested in everything that made her smile, or pause. A quick phone call to the florist gave him a touch of hope.
Forty-five minutes later he felt a little cocky as he walked down the hall to Customer Service.
The door was ajar and Adam peeked in. Only one of the desks was occupied.
"Oh, hi Mr. Sherman. Are you looking for Davie?" Agnes, one of the other girls in Customer Service, was holding down the fort by herself. Since he had not made any secret of his interest in Davie, it was a natural assumption why he was there. "She's already gone for the day."
Checking his watch, he frowned. "Isn't it a little bit early?"
"To be honest, I don’t think she was feeling too well." Agnes shrugged. "And then she got some flowers delivered and it must've really started her allergies or something…'cause her eyes got all red and she had to get out of here."
"Flowers were delivered?" Good, then she got his note.
"Yeah. They were really pretty. She took them with her."
"She did?" Maybe there was a reason to feel optimistic after all. Adam thanked Agnes and left the office.
It was only when he passed the garbage chute that he lost his newfound hope. On the floor was a rose; a piece of green fern was sticking out from the side of the bin where it had gotten stuck when the bouquet was thrown out.
********
Davie was surprised when the doorbell rang so early; she hadn't expected Chad until eight o'clock. Luckily, she was already dressed and ready to go, so they could get a few minutes jump on traffic if he wanted.
"This is a…" She pulled the door open to see Adam standing there.
"A surprise?" He tried to smile, but seeing her cold gaze greeting him was unnerving.
"I'm really busy." She had put up with the occasional glimpses of him for the last few weeks at work and had managed to fool herself into thinking she wasn't affected by him. It was different seeing him at her apartment door.
"Can I come in?" He waited for an answer. "I promise I won't be long."
Adam noted the outfit she wore. It didn't look like she had planned to be lounging at home all evening, at least not alone.
"I'm getting ready to go out. I have a friend coming over." She started to push the door closed.
He put his hand against the door to prop it open. "I promise you I won't keep you long."
She looked at the watch on her wrist and shrugged. "Keep it short."
He followed her inside. "Please Davie, take pity on me, I feel like a jerk already."
'There's nothing I can do about that." Placing her hands on her hips, Davie tried to ignore the trembling she felt inside, the same trembling she got whenever she saw him lately. "Did you have something important to say?"
"I want to see you."
"Why?"
He shrugged.
"I'm still a virgin, Adam. So you're not interested. Nothing has changed." She walked back to the door and put her hand on the knob to open it.
"I like you, Davie." He hadn't been able to get her out of his mind. He had tried, but he hadn't even been able to bring himself to see anyone else since before the fiasco when they almost made love. That was a new experience for Adam Sherman, spending his nights alone, sitting in a movie house alone…dreaming of Davie and waking to take a cold shower…alone.
She turned to face him. "So why did you make me feel like…a nothing, like a piece of dirt?" It surprised her that she still felt so strongly. "You humiliated me that night. But you know, I thought about it, I have absolutely no reason to feel ashamed in front of someone like you." Davie thought again about his shallowness.
There was sadness in his eyes as he listened to her tirade. She was right, he thought, he was the last person in the world to make anyone else feel ashamed. "There's nothing you can call me that I haven't already labeled myself at one time or other in my life. I'm sorry I hurt you. That never was my intention."
The quiet apology almost got to her; she had to remind herself to stay angry. "It's time for you to leave."
"Isn't there anything I can do to make it up to you? Davie, isn't there anyway I could see you?" He even surprised himself with his willingness to beg.
Davie forced a laugh. "I'm not going to go out and get laid just so you can feel comfortable. And I have no intention of giving you reason to be comfortable with me again."
"I'm sorry." He was clearly embarrassed. "I know I have a problem. I know I have to deal with it. But I can't get you off my mind."
"Try. Because I'm not interested in your problems or your over-inflated ego."
There was a knock at the door.
She exhaled a breath and smoothed her blouse before she pulled the door open.
"Hi." Chad was tall and blond and broad-shouldered. His smile turned to puzzlement when he saw Adam behind Davie.
"Hi." Her greeting was just a little too merry. Davie stood on her toes and kissed Chad on the mouth. She did her best to pretend that she forgot about Adam standing in the room behind her.
Adam cleared his throat. Chad looked at Davie questioningly.
"Oh, sorry, Mr. Sherman was just leaving." She wrinkled her nose delicately at Chad before turning to Adam. "Mr. Sherman, this is my date, Chad Donaldson." She turned back to Chad. "Mr. Sherman heads up one of the departments at work. He was trying to convince me to do some extra paperwork. I told him I prefer not to work off hours."
Sensing some tension, Chad wasn't too sure of what to say. He extended his hand to Adam. "Good to meet you, Mr. Sherman."
"Yeah." Adam shook the extended hand but stared at Davie the entire time. "Are you sure I can't convince you… to come to the office, Miss Prescott?" He had great plans on his way over there. His plans went down the tubes with the jock standing in her doorway,
"Nope, sorry," She linked her arm through Chad's. "I have every intention of having fun this weekend, Mr. Sherman."
Adam bottled up the stab of jealousy he felt at seeing Davie link her arm with her date. Jealously was a shock to his system. "I'm sorry to have bothered you." He tried to smile at Chad. "I hope you enjoy yourselves." Just not too much, he thought.
When the door closed behind Adam, he could swear he heard Davie laughing.
CHAPTER 2
Monday morning, Adam was waiting for Davie in her office; he just hoped that she would get in before Agnes and Ruthie so they could have a few uninterrupted minutes to talk. At least he hoped she'd be willing to talk to him. The nervousness he felt about seeing her again was another new feeling for him.
Davie had the feeling that he'd be waiting for her, so she had braced herself for a confrontation before she pushed open the office door. Unfortunately he saw her just as she had decided to run back out the way she had come in.
"Good morning." He smiled at her. "Did you enjoy yourself this weekend?"
"Yes, thank you." She tried to walk around him pretending that his nearness had absolutely no effect on her.
"Actually I had kind of hoped you hadn't." he chuckled and then sobered as soon as he saw her glare.”Davie, can I take you to lunch today?"
"No."
"Tomorrow?"
"I'm busy all week." She circumvented the office and stood with her desk between them.
"Please, don't avoid me."
"You are a pompous…egotistical…self-serving…"
"Can I help you fill in the blanks?" He was trying to get her to smile. Adam really thought she was gorgeous when she smiled, especially when the smile was for him. He was disappointed.
She let out an exasperated sigh and sat down. "Look, I've got exams at school all week. I don't need this harassment." Davie was afraid of someone hearing her outside of the office. "Look Adam, I need this job, I can't afford to file complaints if you won't leave me alone here. Please, leave me alone."
"Okay, I'll keep it out of the office." He sounded too patronizing.
"That doesn't mean you can show up at my door again." She thought she saw him hiding a grin.
"How about this weekend?"
"I have plans, I'm going away."
He lost any hint of a smile. "Where?"
"That's none of your business."
"With Chad?"
She stood to face him. "That is none of your business!"
"Davie, he's not good enough for you." He leaned over the desk. "Please don't go."
They didn't see Ruthie enter the office.
"I'll do what I want this weekend."
"Oh, did you ever pick up the dress, Davie?" Ruthie was busy stuffing her pocketbook into her lower desk drawer.
"What dress?" Maybe he could get Ruthie to tell him about Davie's plans.
"Miss Davida Prescott over here is going to be her cousin's Maid of Honor this weekend." Ruthie didn't notice Adam's smile or Davie's chagrined look. "Oh Davie, I saw that picture of the gown you brought in last week. You are going to look absolutely stunning!"
Adam smiled at Davie. "Where is the wedding?"
"Back home." She referred to the south Jersey home where her dad still lived.
" I hope you enjoy yourself." Adam was thrilled knowing that she was only going to a family function. "I'm sure you will look beautiful," He lowered his voice, "but then, that only comes naturally for you."
Davie glanced at Ruthie and hoped she hadn't overheard the compliment. "Thank you." She wished he would leave.
Adam glanced at his watch and turned towards the door of the office as Agnes came in. "Good morning, Agnes." He turned in the doorway. "I will see you lovely ladies," he looked pointedly at Davie, "around." He was feeling better.
It had only been a brief respite.
Davie had adored her cousin’s new husband and his family. She had to admit to herself, she even felt a little envious when she saw how happy the two were.
The following week when she returned to work, it was infuriating to deal with Adam’s constant smiles in her direction. She wished that he had never been set straight about her weekend plans. Let him think she wasn’t interested in him. Really, she wasn’t giving him a second thought.
Thanksgiving dinner with her family was wonderful, but Davie was happy to get back to her own place for the rest of the weekend. Thanksgiving dinners were always a monumental event in her family and especially since her cousin and her new husband had just gotten back from their honeymoon, the family went all out this year. She seemed to remember that last year they had some special reason to go all out then too, just like the year before.
When she was little, she remembered helping her mother prepare wonderfully delicious Thanksgiving dishes. She loved the baking most of all, fresh apple pies, delicious cornbread and pumpkin muffins – her mouth watered just thinking about it. Her mom and all her aunts, and sometimes even her uncles, helped to make a cooperative feast that she was sure rivaled any that the Pilgrims might have even dreamed of. Even now, long after her mom was no longer around to make any contributions, the dinner was still a huge ceremony. Everyone agreed though that the sweet potato pie was never as good as Laura used to make.
She was put on the bus for the trip back home with a carton of plastic containers filled with leftovers. Luckily the bus was near empty, so the cardboard box had its own seat for the ride. By the time she had gotten back home, she was so tired she barely got everything put in the fridge before she climbed exhausted into bed.
Saturday morning she slept late. When she finally left the comfort of her bed, she donned an old tattered sweatsuit and curled up on the closed sofa bed with a new bestseller that she had wanting to read. Her small studio apartment was cramped, but then Davie usually spent very little time there between working and going to school. This was the first time she had ever lived away from home. It was actually very comforting to know that there was a family living upstairs. Her apartment had its own entrance next to the two-car garage so she was able to come and go as she pleased without disturbing her landlord's family. It was close to a commuter bus route so it was easy to get to school and work. The apartment came pre-furnished so that was a big plus.
Davie was startled when her doorbell rang. She wasn’t expecting company.
"Hi." Adam greeted her when she opened the door. "I drove by last night and saw your lights on, but it was late." He had worried that the family upstairs would think he was a prowler at that hour, especially if Davie hadn't welcomed his presence. "May I come in?"
Davie looked down at her garb and sighed. She shrugged, "For a little while. I'm kind of busy."
He smiled one of his devastating smiles as she opened the door wider for him to enter. Except for an occasional greeting as they passed one another in the halls at work, he hadn't bothered her there at all since he had made his promise not to. Davie motioned him over to an armchair before she went to her dresser for a scrunchie to pull her shoulder length auburn hair back into a ponytail.
"How was your visit home?" Adam wanted to keep their conversation as casual and comfortable as possible.
"It was nice. It usually is."
He nodded.
"How was your Thanksgiving Day?"
"It was good."
"Where did you go?"
"No where."
"Oh." She figured that he probably was entertained by some eager woman. She didn’t want to think about that. Davie forced herself to laugh. "I was sent back with so many leftovers, I won't have to cook for a week. Talk about being spoiled."
"I guess with your busy schedule, that'll be a nice treat." He had hoped to ask her out to dinner.
"I have a lot of studying to get done for school today."
He ignored the obvious hint. "How is school going?"
"Fine."
"Classes should be almost over for the term."
"Yeah."
"When will you know your class schedule for next term?" He was getting desperate for more than one-word answers. "How will it affect your work schedule?"
"It really shouldn't. I'd really like to stay at HBC."
"Do you think you might have to leave?" He hoped not, even from a distance it was nice to be able to see her almost every day.
"HBC has a good rep about working with students. They really try to accommodate our schedules and all."
"I hope it works out. I'd really hate to see you leave." Adam felt like he was grabbing for anything to say to prolong his visit. He wanted to be honest with her. "Davie, I like seeing you around the office…"
Davie was uncomfortable with the wistful yearning she heard in his voice.
"Thank you for your concern."
"Look Davie, we both know how I feel about you."
"Yeah, you made that very clear.”
"We really seemed to have a good time together until I acted like such an ass. I'd like to try again."
Davie hesitated. "You never did tell me why?"
"What do you mean?"
"You told me you couldn't be the first. Why not?" She was puzzled. "I thought most guys loved to be the first. I don't know, I always thought guys wanted to take a girl's virginity because it was like some special prize or something."
"I, uh…" He turned away from her. "It’s a big responsibility. Besides I don’t want to hurt you, physically I mean."
She looked at him incredulously. “That’s really lame.”
"I’m sorry." He stood and paced a moment before trying to change the topic. "Would you like to go out for dinner tonight?"
She shook her head; he was difficult to understand. "Not with all the leftovers I have in my refrigerator."
"Oh." He looked disappointed.
"I could put some leftovers in the microwave and we could eat here." She had no idea why she had just invited him to stay.
"That sounds great!" The invitation was totally unexpected but he wasn't going to refuse. "How about I go get a movie to watch? Do you prefer VCR or DVD?"
He asked her for names of movies she preferred and she told him to surprise her. After he left, Davie decided to change into something a little less tattered.
Adam admitted that it was the first time he had tasted many of the foods she had reheated like sweet potato pie and orange-cranberry relish. He looked suspiciously at the slice of pecan pie she served him before taking a bite and saying it was good.
"What did you have for Thanksgiving dinner?"
"The usual I guess, turkey."
"What did you have with the turkey?"
Adam looked like he had to think about it before answering. "Mashed potatoes, peas, stuffing and gravy. Why?" It hadn't been the most memorable meal of his life.
"That sounds like a frozen TV dinner." She chuckled. "Was it?"
He cocked his head to the side. "Yeah, it was." He looked at the variety of leftovers on the folding card-table in front of them. "It was dinner." For Adam, home cooked meant a TV dinner and a bottle of beer.
"Adam, were you alone for Thanksgiving?" Davie was so used to big family gatherings on every holiday and the idea of being alone seemed abhorrent to her.
"I watched the game on TV."
"Alone?"
"So?" For the first time, Adam had actually felt alone for the holiday; he kept wishing Davie had been by his side. "Not everyone goes home for the holidays."
"It's just, uh," She hadn't meant to offend him. "I was just raised with a huge family and these colossal gatherings every holiday. I'm sorry if I offended you."
"We never really spent time with family. My mother usually worked the bar on holidays anyway. And then later, it was just my father and me." While he had listened to Davie regale him with stories about her family get-togethers he watched her eyes light up.
"Did your mom die?" Davie still missed her mom even though it had been over five years already.
"No, she's still alive as far as I know." He tried to sound unaffected.
" I'm sorry." She figured it was divorce.
"No big deal. My old man hit her one too many times." He had always felt betrayed that his mother left him with a drunken, abusive father. "Last I heard, she was shacked up in Nevada or something."
"What about your father?"
"He's either in or out of some local drunk tank, but he's still around I guess."
"I take it you don't go to see him either."
"It's better this way." Adam hadn't told too many people about his childhood. "I never knew what you have, with your family, so I really don't miss it."
Davie wondered how different she might be today if she hadn't known such a loving family all her life.
He wasn’t looking for sympathy. "Can I help to clean up the table?" Adam stood. He motioned towards a bowl of stuffing, "Does this go back in the container?"
"Yeah, thanks." She stood also. "You put yourself through college, then?"
"Uh-huh. Work study."
"That must have been hard."
"You're working to pay for college, too. It was no harder."
"But I do have some support from back home and my mom's life insurance helps a little." She enjoyed learning more about him and felt comfortable talking. "Do you have any siblings?"
"No, I was enough to handle. How about you?"
"My mom wasn't even supposed to have me. She had a bad heart. After I was born, she really had some bad bouts. Even raising a child was too much of a strain. Luckily all my aunts and uncles were around. My dad felt guilty that he had ever gotten her pregnant."
Adam stopped and looked at her. "They didn't want you?"
"Oh no, I was wanted. That's why they disobeyed the doctor's orders. My mom said I was her best accomplishment and especially after she died, my dad said he was thankful they had had me. He just really felt bad that she was always so sick." She smiled. "I guess they could have resented me, but they never made me feel that way."
"You were very lucky."
"I sure was, still am, as you can see from some of the evidence of those family ties." She motioned to the food in the refrigerator. "So, what made you decide to work with computers?"
"I always liked computers, it was something I could do by myself. I tried not to hang around when my dad came home drunk. If I was home, I could lock myself in my room.” He took a damp sponge to wipe the table off. “I lucked into an old 8088 computer the local real estate office was throwing out."
"That was ancient." Davie started to turn the table on its side to fold the legs down, but Adam took over for her.
"Yeah, a real dinosaur. But it was enough for me to get started. I knew computers. I liked them. I guess I was just a typical computer geek." He laughed then. "And I still am. I liked getting the forums and playing online games and stuff like that. Then my father decided to kick the screen in one night." He shrugged. "By then I had made friends with the owner of the local music shop. He let me use his store's computer in exchange for helping him with record keeping. I set a database for him to use for inventory.” Adam grinned, slightly abashed that he was speaking about himself so much. "I know it really wasn't all that much, but I was just graduating high school and, I don't know, I guess I was pleased with what I had taught myself to do."
"I'm impressed."
They slid the folding table behind the dresser and moved the folding chairs they used back to the wall.
Adam glanced at his wristwatch; he was suddenly worried that he was overstaying his welcome. "I hadn't meant to keep you this long, but would you like to go out dancing tonight?"
Although Davie had enjoyed his company immensely, the memory of their last date together was still too humiliating. "No, I don't think so, not tonight."
"Tomorrow then?" He looked so hopeful. "Please?"
Something in his eyes toppled her resistance. "I’m really not much of a dancer.”
“A movie?”
“Okay.” She didn't sound too sure of her agreement.
"I'll pick you up at one?" He wasn't going to give her a chance to change her mind. "Davie, I'd like to kiss you. May I?"
She was surprised that he should ask. When she looked up at him, he bent to capture her lips with his. Adam held her face between his hands and lightly kissed her. The kiss was tender and filled with longing, but he wouldn't allow even the barest of contact between their bodies. It was like he knew he'd be engulfed if he felt how well their bodies fit together. There would be no way he could leave her if that kind of conflagration happened.
Davie thought the week went by rather smoothly. They had enjoyed a delightful date at the movies and the few times she had seen Adam at HBC were very pleasant. She noted, with some amusement, that her pulse still did a rapid dance every time he stood near her. Maybe it would be best if they kept their relationship on a strictly platonic level, it definitely would be easier on her heart rate.
As far as Davie was concerned, it was obvious that their relationship had no future anyway. There was nowhere for them to go as a couple, especially since she was relatively inexperienced in physical love and Adam's position on commitment, or lack of, was well known throughout the company. She did enjoy spending time with him though. He had a gentle, vulnerable side that reached out to her as a woman. He had a rakish-quality that titillated her even if their physical relationship never went any further. His interest in her made her feel desirable even if, unfortunately, not enough to him. Even if it was only a fantasy, Davie wanted to be with him.
They agreed to be no more than casual business acquaintances to each other while at work and it made the thought of the coming weekend even more exciting. Friday he would be picking her up after work, driving her home to change and then out to dinner. He apologized that it really wasn't anything fancy, but a favorite restaurant Adam had developed a fondness for. The restaurant, a Mongolian barbecue, was the kind of place he just wanted to share with her. The restaurant with its intimate atmosphere was special enough to take her to and yet it was still casual enough not to add any undue pressures.
Davie was planning to go home for a few days the following week. She wondered if Adam would even miss her while she was gone, she planned to tell him about her trip before she left. It was the anniversary of her mom's death and she never liked her dad being alone for that. As much as Davie missed her mother, she could only try to imagine what it was like for her poor father to have lost the woman he wanted to grow old with. She couldn't even begin to understand the complete depth of feeling her parents had with each other. They were so very close. Even though she was lucky to see close relationships among her aunts and uncles, Davie never believed any other couple was as close as her folks. She didn't think a love affair like that could ever exist for anyone else.
Christmas was coming soon and Davie started to make mental plans for the holiday. She soon chastised herself for thinking of spending it with Adam instead of going home. She worried that she was enjoying her time with Adam too much, maybe even too much to be able to let go when the time came - and it would. She wanted what her parents had, maybe not as intense, maybe not even as singular, just close enough to know someone was always there for you. Davie knew she was passionate, or wanted to be, and she wanted to devote her soul to one man…eventually. It felt odd, even though she had gotten many invitations, some of them even tempting, Davie had never felt the desire to share herself with someone the way she wanted to with Adam. Why oh why, she asked herself, did she have to fall for a man that was so indifferent to commitment?
Adam surprised Davie with a phone call Wednesday night to make sure of their plans for Friday. He sounded worried as if he thought she might change her mind. Davie told him that she was looking forward to their date…and she was. She stared at the phone after they hung up perplexed by the worry she had heard in his voice. It was like he was only pretending to be indifferent.
Adam helped Davie fill her bowl with an assortment of meats, vegetables and seasonings before handing it over to the chef to cook on the massive round stone griddle. The flavors and aromas wafted throughout the restaurant as the dishes were quickly cooked and handed back to the patrons on plates.
They had begun their meal with a spicy bean soup and tender wrapped dumplings. Then they went to get their entrees together. The restaurant and cuisine was more than just a nice place to dine, it was a total experience. A bowl of rice waited on the table along with delicious sesame rolls.
Davie had always thought of typical Chinese cuisine whenever someone suggested Oriental food. The Mongolian-style barbecue was a novelty to her. She surprised Adam with her skill in using chopsticks, an art she learned long ago during her adventurous teen-age years, and he admitted he envied her ability. His plate was mounded with delicately seasoned pork, chicken, shrimp and lo mein noodles while hers was filled with vegetables, noodles and cooked fruits with just a hint of chicken. The Chef's Special Sauce had more than a hint of spice.
He poured her a cup of steaming green tea that helped to sharpen her palate and made the meal even more enjoyable. Adam was enjoying watching Davie’s eyes widen with each course. He was happy to know that she was enjoying herself.
Adam had begun to order wine when he remembered that Davie was still under-age. Looking slightly abashed, he asked the waitress to bring two soft drinks to the table. Ruefully he admitted to Davie that he normally dated women his own age or older and hadn't been thinking when he had asked for the wine list.
She paused with her chopsticks partway to her mouth. "Do you think I'm too young to be out with you?"
"There's what, five years between us. I don't have a problem with that. Do you?" He asked her seriously.
"No. But you said you normally date older women…"
"It's usually career professionals or women who are seriously looking for husband material."
"…and of course you don't want to get married." Davie really felt she was a long way off from that herself, although she eventually did want a family.
"I used to think I didn't." He looked away and left his answer hanging.
"Adam?" Davie waited for him to turn back to her. "Why are we spending time together?"
He shrugged. "Why not?"
"We both know that I'm not your usual type."
"Tell me what my usual type is?" Adam grinned; his potent smile was enough to make Davie stammer.
"Uh, you know…older, pretty, sophisticated…and more experienced." She blushed slightly.
He answered her quietly. "You are very pretty, I thought you knew that Davie." He held her hand across the table. "No, you're not one of these super svelte, sophisticated snobs. You're genuine. You're fresh and alive. You make me feel alive. Davie, I really do like you." Adam avoided mentioning anything about experience.
He discreetly managed to change the topic. They chatted carelessly about work, TV shows, school and people watching while they finished their meals. The waitress served them both mango ice cream with a fortune cookie stuck on top for each. Adam read the strip of paper from his fortune cookie and folded it quietly. Then he asked Davie what her fortune said.
She chuckled. “These never really do make much sense.” Looking at the slip of paper again, she continued, “The path is straighter than it appears.” Davie tried to make the message sound profound before she burst into laughter. “Can these quotes be any more vague?”
“Yeah, it is cryptic.”
“So, what does your fortune say?”
He smiled and shrugged innocently. “It’s the same kind of nonsense.” Then he bit into the crunchy shell and scooped a spoonful of ice cream into his mouth.
He never told her what the message in his fortune cookie said. Adam watched Davie as she delicately licked her spoon. He couldn’t help thinking about the words on his strip of paper. His fortune read “You are staring at your future.”
A waitress on her way into the kitchen dropped a tray filled with dishes and Adam winced visibly at the clatter. He rubbed his forehead and waited for the pain to ease.
"Are you okay?" Davie noticed his frown.
"It's nothing. I've just been fighting a headache all day. I'll take a couple of aspirins when I get home." He picked up the bill the waitress had dropped on their table. "You ready?"
Davie nodded.
CHAPTER 3
Although she had called his number over the weekend to ask how he felt, Davie had only gotten to speak with Adam's answering machine. He never returned her calls. She bought a bus ticket for Tuesday evening to New Jersey, she was returning late Thursday; this way she would only miss a few days at school and work and still be able to spend the anniversary with her father.
Adam had apologized for cutting their evening short on Friday, he said the headache had gotten the best of him. He offered to take her to lunch Monday before her classes to make up for it.
Monday came and Adam never showed up. Davie waited in her office and then finally called his department to find out what had happened. He hadn't come in at all that day, he had called in sick. Since she had already waited long past the time she normally would have to leave, Davie didn't try calling him again. She ran to catch a bus to school and barely made it on time. She ignored the growling of her empty stomach.
She didn’t even try to call him again after her classes were over. It was unusual for Adam to miss work and she was concerned. Davie stopped off at a deli near the school and picked up some matzo ball soup to go. She ate a potato knish to stave off her hunger while she waited for the order to be filled. Juggling her schoolbooks and the container of hot soup, Davie took another bus to the garden apartment complex where Adam lived. She had only been there once before, the night they almost made love, but she had no difficulty remembering the way to his door.
She knocked several times before she heard any movement in the apartment. Finally the door opened a crack. Adam peeked around, his hazel eyes were bloodshot and his short, brown hair was in total disarray.
"Wha' are you doing here?" He didn't sound happy to see her.
"I brought you chicken soup." She held up the bag for him to see.
"…don't want to eat." He turned away from the door without pushing it closed.
Davie entered his apartment and gently closed the door behind her. He stood a few feet away holding a bedsheet around his middle; he was naked from the waist up. She thought he looked terrible…and sexy at the same time. "I heard you weren't feeling well…"
"Yeah, I'm sick." His nose was red and his voice sounded scratchy.
"I kind of figured that." Davie reached towards him and placed the back of her hand against his forehead. "You're burning up! Do you have a thermometer?"
"Rectal…" He sneered. "Are you offering to take it?"
"No." She shook her head at his insolence. "Have you called your doctor?"
"…is jus' the flu." He started walking back towards his bedroom. "…jus' want to sleep."
Davie was left standing alone in the living room. She put her schoolbooks down on the glass and wood coffee table and brought the container of soup into the kitchen. The kitchen was tiny and uncluttered; except for a small microwave and an electric coffeepot, the room appeared to be used more as an office. A computer workstation dominated most of the space. She looked in the kitchen cabinets and except for a few odd pieces, she saw that Adam barely had complete service for one. She took a bowl from the shelf, poured some of the soup into it and heated it in the microwave.
The bathroom was next to his bedroom and Davie noticed that he had sprawled out spread-eagled on his bed, the sheet barely covered his buttocks. He tossed fitfully and coughed. In the bathroom cabinet, she found a bottle of aspirin and an unopened bottle of liquid cold remedy; she brought those to him with a paper cup of water. The hall light illuminated his room without being too bright.
"Adam?"
"Hmmm." His face was buried in the pillow.
"When did you take any aspirin last?"
He turned over to face her. "Yesterday…I think." He made sure he was covered as an afterthought.
Davie sighed. He was just like her dad, her mother always had to nurse him through even a simple cold. "I take it you never took any cold medicine?"
He squinted at the bottle she held in her hand. "I forgot that I bought it."
"Okay, here…" She poured out two aspirin and handed them to him with the glass of water. She used the measured cap to pour out a dose of the syrupy mix; she handed that to him as he finished swallowing the aspirin.
"Yecchh." Adam made a face as he drank the mix. He handed her back the cup of water and the cap from the medicine.
She was affectionate even as she called him a baby. He sniffled and coughed.
When she turned to leave the room, Adam semi-sat up in bed. "Where're you going?"
"To get your soup." She put the medications back in the bathroom cabinet and took stock of the other items he had stored there. She briefly noted his toothbrush and toothpaste, mouthwash, shaving cream and razor, two different aftershaves and a large box of condoms. She sighed as she thought about the biggest stumbling block to any relationship they could have.
Adam was sitting on the side of his bed holding his head when she returned. The bed linen had been carefully drawn across his lap to cover his nakedness. "I was going to get some clothes on, but my head is spinning."
"Don't worry, just relax." She appreciated his thoughtful intention. "I have your soup. Why don't you sit back?"
He eased back onto the bed. "I'm not really hungry…"
"Adam, when is the last time you ate?"
He frowned as he thought about it. "Friday? I think…"
Putting the bowl of soup on his night table, Davie helped fluff a pillow behind him to make him more comfortable. "You need to eat to keep your strength up." She sat on the bed facing him as she reached for his soup and spoon.
"I don't want to get you sick." He barely pronounced the words through his stuffy nose.
"Don't worry, I've had my flu shots." Davie held a spoon of soup for him, "Open up."
Adam sipped the soup from the spoon thinking how nice it was to have someone take care of him. The soup felt good going down and he realized how empty he felt inside. She fed him several spoonfuls, some with small pieces of matzo balls.
"I can't eat anymore…" He had managed to swallow more than half of the bowl.
"Okay, I'll put the rest in the refrigerator for you." She started to rise.
"Are you coming back?"
"Sure."
"Thank you." Even as sick as he was feeling, Adam realized that he enjoyed watching the gentle sway of her hips as she walked out of his bedroom.
As Adam stretched out on his bed again, he thought about Davie. He had never turned to anyone when he got sick before, there never was anyone to turn to. Even though he had been nasty to her when she first got there, she stayed. He hadn't expected that. Just knowing that he wasn't alone made him feel better. Yawning, he realized that the cold medicine was making him sleepy and he hoped he could get some rest. But he didn't want to miss her return.
Sometime during the evening, Adam woke to feel a cool rag on his forehead.
"Sssh… You were moaning from the fever." Davie drew the rag across his shoulders and down his chest. "How are you feeling?"
"Sick.” He groaned. “What time is it?"
"Two o'clock. At least you managed to get some rest." She dampened the rag in a small bowl she had next to the bed and held it behind his neck.
"Thank you for staying." He caught her hand as she ran the rag down an arm. "Don't leave…"
"Don't worry. I'll be here."
Davie had fallen asleep while watching television in the living room after she had seen that he was resting. His thrashing sounds woke her and at first he seemed to fight against her touch when she felt his forehead. She had to admit that he had even scared her a little, his initial reaction to her presence had been violent and unexpected. It had only been after she tried to cool his forehead that his sleepy anger turned to moaning.
"I'll bring you some aspirin." She went to get the medicine from the bathroom.
After he swallowed the aspirin and another dose of cold medication, Adam lightly touched her hand again. "Davie…would you stay with me…please?"
"Don't worry, I'm not leaving."
"I mean here, next to me." He gently patted the bed.
She hesitated a moment. "Okay." After clearing away the bowl with cool water and returning the aspirin to the cabinet, Davie settled next to him. She sat with her back against the headboard and her legs stretched out on top of the bed covers.
Adam put his head in her lap, murmured a thank you and dozed off again. She ran her fingers through his hair thinking of the independent air he usually had and how vulnerable he seemed now when he wasn't feeling well. He put an arm around her as if to make sure she didn't go anywhere. Davie could feel the heat from his fever and worried because, even though she hadn't taken it with a thermometer, she knew his fever was much higher than an adult's should be.
Although she hadn't meant to spend the night, she was glad to be there for him. In the morning she'd go home to pack her overnight bag for the short trip home. If Adam still were so feverish, she'd convince him to call his doctor first and maybe get some antibiotics. She had to get home to her dad.
Sometime just before daylight, Davie dozed off while Adam held on to her. She woke suddenly, alarmed to find him lying on top of her, his hands working at the waistband of her jeans.
He was having that repeated nightmare again and he felt trapped. Escape was impossible, just as it had always been.
"Adam?" She tried to push him off. "Adam? Adam, wake up."
Although his eyes were open, she could tell he wasn't really awake. His skin felt even hotter than before. He managed to unsnap her jeans and was pulling at her clothes.
"Adam, stop!" She squirmed under him. He used his free arm to hold her down. "Adam, let me go…Adam! Adam!"
Davie tried to pull her knee up when Adam clasped one hand over her mouth and pushed the other one under her panties. Tears welled in her eyes.
She shook her head furiously and tried to uncover her mouth. He grabbed at her, hurting her at the same time. She bit his hand and he stopped fighting her suddenly. With one huge shove, Davie managed to push him off of her. She fell unceremoniously onto the floor.
Adam looked startled. He realized in seconds that he was in his own bedroom and he had been fighting with Davie, not the monsters in his memory. It had been a long time since he had dreamt with such violence.
Within moments, a look of horror grew on his face. "Oh my God, Davie…I'm sorry." He stood remembering to take the bed sheet with him. He reached for her and she instinctively recoiled. "Davie, I would never hurt you…I would never want to hurt you."
Davie scurried backwards, away from him, and finally stood. "Are…are you awake now?" She sounded terrified of him.
He looked at the open waistband of her jeans and then at her terrified eyes. "What did I do to you?" The room started spinning and he sat heavily on the bed. "What…Did I hurt you, Davie?" His dreams had transported him to another place, another time. He was someone else in his dreams. Adam had no idea how far that someone else had gone and that terrified him.
"Who are you?!" Her voice sounded calmer.
"I'm sorry Davie…"
"Tell me your name." She tried to sound stern.
"Adam Sherman. Why?"
"What day of the week is this?"
He had to think about that. "Uh, Tuesday, I think."
"What's my name?" Davie pulled her jeans closed.
"Davie Prescott." Adam tried to take a deep breath; it hurt. The fear in her eyes hurt."I'm awake, Davie. God Davie, I'm so sorry. Please…are you okay?"
"Yes." She relaxed her posture a little bit. “Are you okay now?”
He could see the unshed tears and hated himself. It angered him. It frightened him. Davie stepped closer to him and touched his forehead. He flinched.
"You're burning up."
She was so innocent and trusting. "Get out of here, Davie."
"What?" She couldn't believe what she had just heard.
"I said get out of here. You're not safe…" He realized he was too sick to be in control.
"Adam, you were delirious from your fever."
"Get away from me. Leave." He tried to stand, but his knees were too weak. "I don't want you here."
"Adam," she tried to get closer, "I'm not scared of you. You're sick with a fever."
"Get out!" He raised his voice and found that his throat hurt from the effort. "I didn't ask you to be here."
"But…"
"Leave…me…alone!" His chest heaved and he suffered a spasm of coughs.
"Adam?" A tear embarrassed her and rolled down her cheek.
"I almost raped you, Davie.” He couldn’t hurt her like that. “Get the hell out of here, now!"
"But you didn't mea…"
"Leave, Davie. Please." He had to get her away from him before he did her any more harm. "Davie, I don't plan to help you lose your virginity, especially not like that. Get the hell out of here, now." He had to make her leave, he was too scared not to. He forced his next words out. "Get out before I finish what I started."
She stared at him in silence and tried to tell herself he didn't mean what he said. But he was awake, he was aware of what he was threatening. Another tear escaped, she couldn't argue anymore.
"Get out." He sounded defeated.
She sounded choked up. "Get help. Call your doctor." The tears ran down her cheeks.
Adam stared at her in stony silence.
Davie picked up her books and shoes on her way out.
Adam barely heard the door close before he stumbled to the bathroom to heave. He sat on the cold tile floor, naked, and felt the coolness against his skin. It wasn't long before he realized that even the tile had picked up the heat from his body and began to feel warm. He had hurt her. Davie was the best thing that ever came into his life…and he hurt her. Then he had thrown her out and hurt her even more.
There was no way he could ever undo what he had done. He hated himself. Adam couldn't excuse himself for attacking her. He called himself a monster among other things. An apology wasn't enough, but he didn't know what else to do. He was glad she had finally left, but he wanted her there to see that he really wasn't so hateful. He tried to stand and had to lean against the wall as he worked his way back to his bedroom.
Adam had never felt so sick before He had to speak to Davie. He had to let her know he never wanted to hurt her. He struggled to get dressed and nearly gave up when he couldn't button his shirt. After he found her and apologized again, he was going to see his doctor. He felt sick.
Adam struggled to get to his front door and the exertion made him breathless. He wondered if the pain he felt in his chest was even worth the effort to breathe. Adam pulled the door closed behind him and only made it a few steps away from his door when he felt himself falling forward. He remembered thinking how far away the floor was when darkness surrounded him.
"Dad? Dad? You home?" Davie used her key to come in, the downstairs of the house was dark; it worried her a little because her father was usually such a night owl. She was greeted with a minute of silence before her dog came yapping up to her.
“Hey Gizzy,” Davie knelt to pet the Pomeranian. “Where’s Daddy huh?”
"Davie!" Her father’s voice suddenly boomed down from the darkness at the top of the stairs. "What a surprise, Honey. Hold on, I'll be right down."
"Okay." Her jacket was hung up in the hall closet and she left her overnight bag in the foyer. She went into the kitchen and turned on the light hoping to raid the refrigerator. She loved this kitchen. It was filled with memories of her mother and so many fun times she had. Her mother taught her to cook here and she helped her mom bake cookies and holiday treats.
After leaving Adam's place this morning, Davie had spent a solid few hours weeping. She still couldn't believe that he had thrown her out. He had scared her with his violence. Adam had been asleep when he had attacked her. She had only begun to feel safe when she was sure he was fully awake; that's when he turned on her…like it was her fault. Davie was aware that he had been delirious, she knew how seriously he could have hurt her, but she also knew he hadn’t meant to. But she couldn't excuse his throwing her out of his apartment, no way!
After she had totally cried herself out, Davie packed a few things for what she knew was going to be another emotional day visiting her mom's grave. She had been rushed and still too upset to worry about eating. Near the end of her bus ride down to the south of New Jersey she finally took notice of the rumblings of her stomach.
Looking around her dad's kitchen, it surprised her to see a few dirty dishes in the sink. Her father was usually so immaculate, she couldn't imagine his having gone up to bed without cleaning up after himself. She started to tidy up for him and wash the dishes; but when she saw the lipstick smeared on one of the glasses, she stopped and stared as an unthinkable idea crossed her mind.
"Hello Sweetheart! I wasn't expecting you." Her father came up behind her and gave her one of his famous bear hugs. He was dressed in a stark white T-shirt and sweat pants.
"You know I wouldn't let you spend tomorrow alone, Dad." She twisted and hugged him back. "I came home to go to Mom's grave and Mass with you just like we always do."
Albert Prescott was still a handsome man at fifty-seven. His broad shoulders had always been the epitome of security to Davie through the years. He had been ten-years older than his wife, but he never looked it. He wasn't very tall, only about five-ten, but his build spoke of years of weight lifting and a vigorous outdoor life. It had been a major blow to him when Laura died six years ago. Davie remembered how her father carried her mom's frail body up and down the stairs the last months of her life so she could still be a part of their everyday family life. The day they buried her mom, he had held Davie and they cried together. Davie didn't think she ever could have gotten through that day if it hadn't been for her father's strong embrace. She hoped that one day she would be lucky enough to find a life partner as dedicated to her as her father was to her mother.
"…but you never said anything." He dropped a kiss on her forehead.
"Dad, you should know…" Her voice trailed off as she spotted a very attractive woman standing quietly in the kitchen doorway. She appeared to have dressed a little hurriedly in a pair of khaki slacks and a matching top.
Al Prescott looked slightly embarrassed as he followed the line of his daughter's vision. "Davie, Sweetheart, I'd like you to meet my…friend, Elizabeth Brady." He extended an arm to welcome Elizabeth into the room. "Liz, this is my daughter, Davie."
Elizabeth gave Davie an extremely warm smile and walked into the room, her hand extended to shake hands. "I'm so very happy to meet you, Davie. Your father has told me so many wonderful things about you." Elizabeth appeared to be close to Albert's age and, Davie thought, not nearly as pretty as Laura had been. Although Davie could see why this woman obviously had caught her father's eye. The woman held herself like royalty; her dark hair showed only a few streaks of gray and her high cheekbones and nearly flawless skin would be the envy of women ten years younger.
Davie glanced briefly at the glass with the smudged lipstick and then at the ceiling; it added up. She accepted Elizabeth's handshake without feeling. "Thank you."
Putting an arm around Davie's shoulders, Albert shared a meaningful look with Elizabeth. "Actually, Davie, Liz is much more than just my friend."
"Yeah. I noticed." Davie answered curtly. She didn’t even pretend to approve.
Al dropped his arm from her shoulders. "Now Davie…"
Elizabeth gently laid her hand on Albert's arm and smiled. She looked towards the younger woman. "Davie, we hadn't meant for you to find out about us quite like this."
"Yeah, well, at least you knew about me." Davie looked pointedly at her father.
"How about I put up a pot of coffee and we can sit and talk?"
Liz was trying to smooth over Davie's hostility, but she only made Davie resent her more with her familiarity with Laura's kitchen.
"I don't want anything. Thank you." Her face and voice were devoid of any emotion.
"Well, since I know about you, and Albert hadn’t told you about me, is there anything you'd like to ask?"
Davie stared at Elizabeth for a moment. "Uh, yeah, how long?" It was hard to stay angry when the woman seemed so damn warm.
Albert answered. "On and off for the past year."
"Not Thanksgiving?" Davie hadn't heard anything about Elizabeth then.
"Yes, Thanksgiving, too." He replied.
"We just thought Thanksgiving was a time for family, so I went home to mine."
"Are you a divorcee?" Davie allowed herself to be led to the kitchen table.
"No, my husband passed away two years ago. My children are both at boarding school in Maryland." Elizabeth explained that her husband, a career Army officer, had chosen a very reputable school for their kids off base and she continued to send them there to honor his wishes. She had two teen-age boys, thirteen and fifteen, and traveled back to her condominium in Maryland every other weekend to see them. She assured Davie that she had her own small apartment here in New Jersey and wasn't living with Albert.
"Well," Davie relented a little. "I guess my father is entitled to a life. I was just kind of surprised." She sat up straight and looked at Elizabeth. "Do your boys know about my dad?"
"Yes. I had to explain why I was staying here." She smiled at Albert as she remembered their first meeting. "I grew up in this town and had come back for a brief visit when I met your father."
"How do they feel about it?"
"They're happy for me. They like your father." Elizabeth glowed when she spoke about her boys.
That answer made Davie feel a little bit guilty. If only her father had forewarned her though, her reaction might have been better. She looked at her father and noticed the adoring way he was looking at Elizabeth, almost as adoring as he used to look at Laura.
Then adding insult to injury, Gizzy jumped onto Elizabeth’s lap.
Davie resented the fact that her father brought this woman into Laura's home, her kitchen and even her bedroom. "Were you even planning to visit Mom's grave tomorrow?"
"Yes. I'll go every year of my life so long as I'm able." Strong as he was, he was still a man who could be moved by emotions. "I made that promise to her and you."
Refusing to look at Elizabeth, Davie asked, "Is she coming?"
Albert looked disappointed by his daughter's rudeness.
"I had been planning to go with Albert, I didn't want him to go alone." Elizabeth gently placed her hand over Davie's. "If you'd like to go with your father, I can stay home. Maybe it should be just the two of you."
Davie was unnerved by Elizabeth's continued warmth. "Yes. I would like to go with my dad…alone." She noticed the understanding in the older woman's eyes. "Thank you."
Although he hated seeing the tube dripping liquid into his veins, Adam had to admit he felt so much better. He had been told more than once that he had been very lucky to pass out in a public place or they might not have found him until it was too late. The first twenty-four hours in the hospital had been very touch-and-go.
He wasn't feeling very lucky though, as he heard her phone ringing unanswered. Davie should have been home from school by now and he was worried about her. Adam didn't remember much about the last few days, but he did remember attacking her in his sleep and then turning on her because he was angry with himself. He remembered seeing her tears before she left and knew that he had been the cause. He had to speak to her.
One of his neighbors had called the ambulance when they found him sprawled in the hallway. When he finally had regained consciousness, the doctor told him he had streptococcus pneumonia. It felt good to finally be able to take a deep breath without the pain.
They finally got rid of the face mask and fit him with a nasal cannula so Adam was able to speak on the phone…if she ever picked up. He had been told that the ambulance crew was bagging him to keep him breathing on his way into the hospital. The strong IV antibiotics and breathing treatments were helping him recover.
It shook him up to realize that he had been so close to dying that he needed assistance just to keep breathing. He wasn't scared of dying, but he was afraid of never getting the chance to apologize to Davie. He finally began to understand why thoughts of her had monopolized his dreams, he was falling in love. It chilled him through to think that he might never get a chance to let her know that.
A few of the guys from work stopped by to visit with him. He had tried not to make too big an issue of it, but he did ask them if Davie knew that he was in the hospital. Both guys fired a barrage of jokes at his expense before telling him that they didn't remember seeing her in the office at all that day. Adam was concerned.
He finally put the phone down after fifteen rings. Even that small effort had tired him out.
CHAPTER 4
Davie stared out the bedroom window into the dark night. She couldn’t sleep. Gizzy was snoring as he laid at her feet. There were so many things running through her mind. She was still upset that Adam had forced her to leave. And she was confused to find that her father was moving on with his life without her mother and without Davie’s blessing if need be.
She had been surprised to see her father's tears at the cemetery. Her father's grieving over the loss of her mother comforted Davie, at the same time she felt terrible seeing his pain. They had gone to church together and she sat with his arm around her shoulders. It was good to be with him, and just him. Davie was grateful that Elizabeth understood that she would only be intruding.
On the drive home from the church, he told her that they would be having dinner with Elizabeth and that's when the fighting started.
"Look Dad, I understand you're a relatively young man. You like spending time with Elizabeth, fine. But can't you give up your girlfriend for one night?"
"Davie, I really was hoping you could try to get along with Elizabeth."
"Why?" She twisted in her seat to face him. "She goes home on holidays, and that's usually the only time I come home."
"I proposed to Liz."
"What?!" There was no way that Davie could accept this total betrayal of her mother’s memory.
"…and she's accepted."
Davie accused her father of being unfaithful to her mother. When Al reminded his daughter that Laura had been dead for six years and Elizabeth made him feel alive, Davie broke into uncontrollable tears. She sobbed the rest of the way back to the house and then ran to her childhood bedroom to be alone behind a locked door.
At dinnertime, Elizabeth was knocking on her door. Davie finally relented and let her in.
"Your father told me what happened today. I guess he wasn’t very sensitive to your feelings." Elizabeth sat on the side of Davie's bed and looked up at her. If it wasn’t for the uncomfortable connection they shared through Albert, Davie might even have enjoyed talking with Elizabeth..
"Look, it isn't like I don't like you, Mrs. Brady…" Davie started walking back towards Elizabeth.
"If you don't mind, I'd really like to be called Elizabeth…or Liz."
"Well you're a really nice person…Elizabeth.”
"But?" Liz remained warm as she faced Davie.
"I just thought that my father loved my mother." There, she said it. Davie voiced what she thought was her greatest fear.
"He still does." Liz shrugged. "And that almost worries me because the last thing I want to do is be in competition with Laura." She chuckled. "You know, when your father and I were first dating and I met his sisters and brothers, they made it very clear that I wasn't in Laura's league."
"You're kidding?" Davie had difficulty picturing her aunts and uncles being anything but welcoming.
"No. They were very serious and I'm sure you realize how protective they are of each other."
"Are they still…?" Davie couldn't think of a negative word to use to describe the people that she thought always loved everyone.
"No. As a matter of fact, we seem to be really nice friends now."
"What made them accept you?" Davie regretted the argument she had with her father.
"Your mother was a lovely person and she made your father very happy. They had you, and your father is so terribly proud of the young woman you've become. I know better than to try to replace her. Your aunts and uncles know that I realize that."
"Then why are you marrying my father?"
"Because I love him. And he loves me."
"But…"
"It's love, but it's different than what he felt for your mother or even what I felt for my late-husband." Elizabeth's voice softened. "Your father and I both lost great loves. Laura died due to illness, Bob died in an accident; they were both much too young."
Albert had told Davie how Robert Brady had been coming home late one evening from a meeting in D.C. when a drunk driver swerved in front of him. Brady's car had gone over an embankment before bursting into flames; it was an agonizing week for Elizabeth before her husband succumbed to his injuries.
"Davie, I was very happy being married. Bob was a wonderful husband and a wonderful father. He always let me know how much he loved me. I thought it was a wonderful love affair." Liz patted the bed and waited for Davie to sit next to her. "I think that's why the idea of being married is so comfortable, because there was so much happiness and love."
"I thought my parents had the kind of love that only happened once. I always told my friends that my folks had a great love affair also."
"I think they did. That's why your dad views marriage as being so natural and happy." Liz took Davie's hand and smiled. "We are very lucky to have found deep and real love again in our lives. And I think that it's because your father loved, and still loves, your mother so much that he is the kind of man I fell in love with."
Tears welled in Davie's eyes. "Elizabeth…I'm sorry I'm not happy for you…it's just that…"
"I'm sure it will take time. You've had a lot dumped on you since last night." Liz put her hand on Davie's shoulder. "Davie, I'm not looking to replace your mother for you either. I'm just hoping we can be friends."
Davie looked down into her lap and nodded slightly. "How do your sons feel about your marriage plans?"
"I think they are a little bit nervous also. Robbie is very involved in school and he's concerned that Albert and I may want him going locally here. Allan took his dad's death very hard, but he gets along so well with your father and I think he might feel a little guilty about that." She sighed. "But mostly, they seem to be happy about it. They are very excited about having a big sister."
Davie smiled a little. "Yeah, I guess I will be one."
"We've talked about a Valentine's Day wedding. We're hoping that all three of our children will want to be there to stand up with us."
"I'll, uh, see if I can get the time off from school and work." She sounded very meek.
"Meanwhile, dinner is ready downstairs. Will you please join us?" Liz stood and started for the door.
After a moment, Davie followed.
Davie dwelled on the events of the past few days during the bus ride home and she was exhausted trying to convince herself that everything was going to work out. How could her father even think of replacing her mother in his life? Maybe there was no such thing as true love. Certainly if her experience with Adam Sherman was an example then maybe relationships just weren't worth it.
Davie walked in to the office building where she worked in the middle of a crowd. She made it to her office without any confrontations and she breathed a sigh of relief.
As soon as Davie sat at her desk, Agnes and Ruthie both bombarded her with the news about Adam.
"I heard he nearly died!" exclaimed Ruthie.
"Well he did stop breathing, at least I think he did." added Agnes.
"Whoa, back up." Davie was in shock from the news. "When did all this happen?"
"Tuesday." said Agnes. "Tuesday morning."
"One of his neighbors found him." interjected Ruthie.
"He's got pneumonia!" finished Agnes.
"Where is he now?" Davie was ready to grab her purse and run to him despite all her earlier resolve.
"…he was delirious…" Agnes piped in.
"…no one knows where he was headed when he passed out, but it was a good thing he wasn't alone in his apartment." Ruthie spoke over Agnes.
"…he was really in such bad shape." Agnes continued.
"Where…is…he…now?" Davie raised her voice to get their attention.
"Well he's…" The ringing phone cut Ruthie off.
"Hello. HBC, how may I help you?" Agnes grabbed the phone. Her eyes widened and she waved towards the phone to get Ruthie and Davie's attention. "Mr. Sherman! How are you?"
Both Davie and Ruthie turned to watch Agnes.
"Why yes, yes she is." Agnes looked directly at Davie. "How are you feeling, Mr. Sherman?"
Davie reached for the phone but Agnes kept a hold of it.
"Oh, it is so good to hear your voice, Mr. Sherman. You had such a close call, we've all been worried about you." Agnes pointed to Davie and then the phone. "Yes…okay, yes. Feel better, Mr. Sherman. We all miss you."
Agnes passed the phone to Davie.
"Adam? What happened?" She lowered her voice.
Agnes and Ruthie huddled together and whispered to each other while they watched Davie speak on the phone.
"Which hospital are you in?... Okay…uh-huh…" She turned her back to the other two girls. "Can I come by to see you?… Yes, I want to… After work?… Okay, I'll see you then… Okay, bye." She hung up the phone.
"You seem pretty tight with him." She could hear the jealously in Agnes' voice.
"We're friends…" If they only knew the full story, thought Davie.
Ruthie chuckled. "Come on Davie, we heard it's not the first time he's asked for you. So, what is the sexy Adam Sherman like? I mean really!"
Davie felt uncomfortable. "I told you, we're friends."
"No female is JUST friends with him." Agnes protested.
Ruthie sat on the corner of Davie's desk. "Have you slept with him yet?"
Davie blushed.
"Ah-hah! I knew it!" Ruthie clapped her hands together.
"No, you're wrong. Adam Sherman and I are just friends."
"Why are you denying it Davie? You haven't exactly been subtle going after him!" Agnes left the office in a huff.
"Oh, ignore her. She's always had the hots for him and he's never even noticed her." Ruthie dismissed Agnes' behavior and turned conspiratorially towards Davie again. "So, tell me all the juicy stuff."
"There is nothing to tell, Ruthie!" Davie was upset by Agnes' jealousy and embarrassed by what seemed to be the office chatter. "We are friends!" Seeing Ruthie's smug smile, Davie got angrier. "Oh, why am I bothering to tell you anything anyway?"
It was impossible for Davie to get any work done. Agnes wouldn't speak to her and Ruthie kept smirking at her. By lunchtime, Davie mumbled something about taking a make-up test at school and left early.
He checked the clock on the night stand after he noticed her at his door. "Hi, Davie.” He sounded surprised. “You're here earlier than I expected." Adam tried to straighten up in bed and got tangled with his sheets.
"Let me help you with that." Davie came over to him and without a word started fluffing his pillows and helping him to get into a comfortable position.
He watched her adjusting the bed with the power controller and chuckled. "You made short work of that. Thanks."
She shrugged. "It's okay. My mom had been in the hospital several times before ..." Davie stopped what she was doing and looked at Adam. "I heard you were really sick."
"Yeah, that's what they told me." He wondered if he would get back in her good graces if she felt sorry for him.
She pulled the empty chair next to the bed and sat. "What happened?"
"I have pneumonia." Adam remembered feeling her hands running the cool rag over him to try to cool him off. The memory was having just the opposite effect.
"I heard that, but when did they bring you to the hospital?"
"I passed out after you left. I was in the hallway." Adam inhaled deeply. It still felt good to be able to take a deep breath. "Davie, I did everything wrong."
"You were sick."
"I was stupid. I was so scared that I was going to hurt you that I threw you out." He didn't know how to begin to apologize to her.
Davie looked down into her lap. "That hurt me more."
"I know. And I realized the mistake I had made but I couldn't move fast enough and you were gone." He was quiet for just a moment. "So I tried to go after you. That's the last thing I remember until I woke up here."
"We are so lucky that someone found you."
"Davie, do you really think WE were lucky?"
"Of course! If you hadn't been found in time…" She shivered. "You might not even be here now."
"Would you miss me?" She stared at him in silence. Adam cleared his throat. "I mean, would it matter to you? Because Davie, I, I hope you would care. No matter how stupid I've been." He reached for her hand. “Do you care about me, Davie?”
Davie squirmed in the chair. "Adam, you’re making me uncomfortable."
"Why?” He wanted to let her know how much he needed her.
“We’re friends, of course I care about you. As a friend." She thought about the words she had with Ruthie. "You know, there's some rumors going around at work…"
"What rumors?"
"That you and I are more than just friends and it, it doesn't help when you talk like this."
Just then a willowy, blond-coifed nurse entered the room. Davie thought of how dowdy she must look compared to this super-model-could-be.
"Hi Adam, I didn't realize you had company." The nurse's voice was satin smooth. "I just need to check your blood pressure and temperature." She smiled at Davie before casually stepping between her and Adam.
Davie moved her chair back a little to make room for the nurse to tend to Adam. The BP cuff wrapping Adam's upper arm began to tighten against his well-defined muscles. She actually felt jealous that the nurse was getting Adam's attention.
The nurse checked his blood pressure on the wall gauge. "Oh, you're doing just fine" She inserted the probe of the electronic thermometer under Adam's tongue and turned to smile at Davie. "Hi, my name is Kathy. And you're a friend of Adam's?"
"Yes." Davie stood so she wouldn't have to look up quite so far into the beautiful blonde's face. "My name is Davie Prescott, we work…"
"Davie! So you're the one!" She looked at Adam, smiled and whispered. "She is pretty." Looking back at Davie, Kathy continued. "He was calling for you practically the whole time he was unconscious."
"He was?" Her question was barely audible. Davie looked at Adam curiously.
Just then the thermometer beeped and Kathy read the illuminated numbers. "Normal. You should be able to go home in just a few days, Adam." She smiled at Davie again and then turned back to Adam. "Maybe Davie will help nurse you back to health faster."
Kathy left the room in as big a flurry as she had entered.
Davie sat back down in the chair feeling a little disconcerted. Adam looked a little embarrassed.
"She wasn't supposed to tell you about my calling for you." So much for image, he thought.
Davie sighed. "Adam, about these rumors at work…"
"Where were you anyway?" He had tried to reach her and he had worried when he couldn't.
"Huh?"
"A couple of the guys said you weren't in yesterday."
"You were checking up on me?"
"…and I couldn't get you on your phone at home."
"I went back home to see my dad."
"Oh." He grinned sheepishly. "I'm glad to hear that. I knew that the office heard about me on Tuesday. The hospital found my employee ID and called about insurance and I was real worried 'cause I hadn't heard from you. I figured you were still really mad at me." He stopped to catch his breath. It relieved Adam to know that she hadn't stayed away just because she was angry at him.
"Believe me if I had known earlier, I would have been here."
"Really?" He looked really young and boyish for a moment.
"Of course." Davie laughed. "For some stupid reason I do care about what happens to you even though you keep on pushing me away."
"I'm sorry. Sorry about pushing you away, but not about you caring. I like to know that you care about me." He reached for her hand again. "So, what was the occasion for going home?"
Davie bit her lip. "The sixth anniversary of my mom's death."
"I'm sorry, Davie." Adam knew from the way Davie had talked about her mom that she still took her passing very hard. "I'm glad you were able to be there with your dad."
Davie shook her head and grimaced. "He didn't need me."
"Of course he did."
"Nope. What my father needed was privacy." She looked at Adam with a defensive smile. "I walked in on a lovers' tryst."
"What?"
"It seems that Daddy has a girlfriend and they're getting married."
"That's great!" He saw her hurt expression. "Isn't it?"
Davie stood up and began to pace around Adam's bed. "I guess so. I don't know." Sighing, she stopped at the foot of his bed. "I guess I just have to get used to it."
"You really are upset about this." He frowned.
Davie returned to the chair and leaned closer to Adam. It was comfortable to talk with him. "It's just that I never thought my father could love anybody except for my mom."
"It doesn't mean that he doesn't love her."
"That's what Elizabeth said." Seeing the question in Adam's eyes, Davie added, "…my father's fiancée. She's a widow, too, she said they hadn't planned to fall in love."
"Sometimes, Davie, people fall in…are very attracted to other people and…well, sometimes they don't even realize it themselves…and…" Adam stopped stammering and took Davie's hand in his. "Davie, about those rumors at work…"
"Yeah?"
"We have two options. We can ignore them, or we can give them some fodder for the rumor mill, but," he had to muster up his courage, "I would like to make them come true." Adam suddenly knew just how important this woman had become to him.
CHAPTER 5
They talked and they argued. Adam didn't see any problems with continuing to work at HBC together. Davie reminded him sarcastically, and a little jealously, that she wasn't the first female his name would be linked to at work. Adam protested the comparison. He told her he wasn't just talking about a minor fling. He let her know that he had been developing strong feelings for her and he wanted to see her. He tried to give her every plausible reason for giving the budding relationship between them a try. As soon as Adam saw Davie beginning to waver in her resolve, he didn't let up until he had her convinced.
After agreeing to keep an open mind about seeing Adam, Davie left for a while to run some errands for him. Although he wasn't supposed to do any work yet, Adam felt lost without his laptop and programs. He gave Davie the key to his apartment and offered her the use of his car to run back and forth in until he was released from the hospital. He told her it meant she could visit him more often and she'd be obligated to pick him up whenever he finally was sprung from the sterile facility.
When Davie got back, she saw that Adam had other company, two of the guys from the IT department.
Bob McClellan turned when he spotted her at the door. "Okay, so this is why your spirits are so much better today. How are you doing, Miss Prescott?"
She managed a small smile. "Fine, thank you." Davie still worried about the strong connection all their co-workers were making between her and Adam.
Adam smiled. He didn't seem to mind one bit.
Davie put Adam's laptop within reach on his night table. She pretended she didn't notice when Andrew Klein, Adam's second visitor, winked at her. Adam and Bob kept including her in their casual chitchat every time she thought of escaping the room. Since Adam's double-room had only the one occupant, the men occasionally allowed their raucous conversation to get out-of-hand.
Finally Bob and Andrew left. Adam motioned for Davie to come to his side; he took her hand in his.
"Why did you keep looking like you wanted to run for cover, Davie?" Adam asked her in a soft, non-accusatory voice.
"I guess, well we agreed that the rumors didn't matter. It's just that I still feel a little self-conscious."
He shrugged. "People are going to say what they want to say, it doesn't matter if it's true or if it bothers someone. I don't want to loose this opportunity to maybe build on something that I really feel will be good for us."
"You're right." With a little encouragement from him, she leaned over to kiss him lightly.
"Hh…hhhmmm." They both looked up as Ruthie was clearing her throat in the doorway. She held a sizeable potted fern in front of her.
Davie tried to pull her hand back but Adam wouldn't let go.
"Hello Ruthie." Adam gave her one of his best charismatic smiles.
"How are you feeling, Mr. Sherman?" Ruthie looked skeptically at Davie. "Good to see you again."
Davie hadn't said who she had heard the rumors about them from, but from the looks the two women exchanged, he was sure Ruthie had been part of it.
"I'm doing much better, Ruthie. What a pleasant surprise to see you." He held on tighter when he felt Davie try to tug her hand away again.
"We were all so very concerned about you in the office. Isn't that right, Davie?" She put the plant down on the windowsill just past Adam's bed. Ruthie stared at Davie while she continued to talk. "We decided to send you a get-well plant."
"That was very sweet of you. It's been really great to have my co-workers showing up for me and of course, now that I have Davie by my side…" He felt Davie tense; he still refused to release her hand.
"Yes, I'm sure Davie has been a great comfort to you." Ruthie smiled at him superficially. "Why Davie, you never said you were headed over here today…"
"Ruthie, would you have any idea who started those rumors at work about Davie and me?"
Ruthie suddenly looked contrite. "Uh, rumors?"
"Yeah, rumors that there's been something going on between Davie and me." He continued to hold her hand, Davie kept a smile in place while she did battle with him.
The other woman shrugged and shook her head almost innocently. "I…just don't know, uh, I'm sure no one meant any harm if…if there were such rumors…" She looked at Davie to implore her to protect her story.
"I just wanted to say thank you."
Both Davie and Ruthie turned to Adam in unison and said, "Thank you?"
"Yes." He smiled warmly at Davie. "Whoever started those foolish rumors put a very wonderful idea in our heads. I guess that maybe our eyes weren't open until today and to think, all these past months wasted."
Davie was stunned. Ruthie was embarrassed. Adam was very pleased with himself.
By the time Ruthie left Adam's hospital room, she whispered an apology to Davie for having suggested that she was hiding the truth. The door closed behind her before Adam laughed.
"You know of course that by Monday morning, she'll have taken out a front page ad in the newspaper!" Davie pretended to sulk even though the corners of her mouth were pulling into a grin.
Adam was released from the hospital Sunday morning. Davie was there to take him home.
He really felt drained by the time he actually got into his apartment. Davie had driven his car for him and had even carried the few things he brought home from the hospital. He enjoyed having her there.
"Why don't you go lie down?" Davie was putting his things in his bedroom.
"No, I don't want to go to bed."
"You have to rest, Adam. You were real sick."
"I know, I'll rest, but here in the living room." When he finally sat on the couch, he didn't think he'd have the strength to get up again. It was frustrating to feel so weak. "Davie, I need to talk to you."
She laughed. "We've been talking all the way home. Here, why don't you put your feet up?" Davie started fussing with the loose cushions on the sofa to help him recline a little. "Are you hungry or thirsty? I did some shopping this morning." She had seen the pitiful state of his refrigerator and its lack of contents.
Adam enjoyed being taken care of. He asked Davie to make some tea; but before she came back he was asleep.
When he opened his eyes again he saw Davie curled up in the armchair reading one of his many computer magazines. He was surprised to see that Davie wore glasses. He thought she looked fantastic in glasses.
"Hi." He smiled when she looked up, startled, and removed her tortoise rimmed glasses. "Do you only use them for reading?"
She laughed at herself. "Yeah, I hate them." Davie reached over and put her glasses down on an end table.
"I think you look great in them." He couldn’t stop staring at her. "Flattery is good," she nodded. "Would you like that tea, now?"
"How long have I been asleep?"
"About an hour." She stood and stretched. "How are you feeling?"
Adam couldn't believe the jolt he felt through his body when he watched her stretch. "Much better."
"That's good. Think how much better you'll feel after a full night's rest."
"You're not leaving, are you?"
"Not for a while. What can I do for you?" Davie came over to him and smoothed his hair off of his forehead.
"Talk."
"You said earlier that you wanted to talk."
"Yeah. Davie, this is really important…"
Davie knelt on the carpet next to the couch. "I'm here."
Adam twisted to face her. He realized he was having difficulty finding the right words to start. "It's about us. I want there to be an us. I don't know where this relationship will wind up, but suddenly I find myself thinking of tomorrow…with you. I never meant for that to happen."
"Why does that scare you?" Davie spoke softly.
"It scares me that you might not want to be a part of it." Adam swallowed and looked uncomfortably around the room. He realized that this could be the most important thing he ever had to say. His eyes finally settled on Davie. "Davie, there are some things I have to tell you about my past, some things that may make you walk out and never look back."
Adam looked scared and vulnerable and she had no idea what to say to encourage him.
"I told you about my parents. I was the son of a drunk and the town slut who got married barely three months before I was born. According to the good folks of Shirley, Pennsylvania that made me trash. People looked down their noses at me. I always had to prove myself to everyone. In high school, I had a girl friend. She risked her reputation by being seen with me. I know her father didn't like it."
"She must have been special not to follow the gossips." Davie had no idea what he was going to say.
"I thought so." He had been disappointed to learn that she really was more concerned about the things that were said rather than him. His teen-age ego had been battered. He was quiet for a moment before continuing. "Do you remember I told you about that owner of the music store?"
"The one with the computer?"
"Yeah. Charlie Griffith. He had a daughter, a little girl, Becky. She was only eight years old. She was attacked."
"Oh my God, how terrible." Davie couldn't understand how someone could do something so heinous. "Who did it?"
"She told the police that it was me."
"What? Why? Did you know who really did it?" She wouldn't believe he could ever do such a thing.
Adam was surprised by her question. "What makes you think I didn’t do it?"
She shook her head defiantly. "Even if you said here and now that you did it, I'd have a hard time believing that you could. You are not an animal, Adam."
He looked at her incredulously. "How can you be so sure? Especially considering how I attacked you that night?" He was having a hard time excusing himself.
"Adam, you were delirious. You had a really high fever." She looked away for a moment. “That night that you found out I was a virgin you stopped. You could have taken me, but you didn’t. And then the night you attacked me you told me to leave because you were afraid of hurting me. You are not some kind of monster who would attack an eight year old kid.”
"I wish that someone had had that kind of faith in me back then." He grimaced. "I was only seventeen at the time"
"What happened to you?"
"I was arrested. And because of the type of crime, they treated me as an adult."
"What did that mean?"
"If they had charged me as a juvenile, they could have sent me to a home where there were other kids and teens who had also gotten into trouble. But as an adult, I had to stand trial. I was assigned a Public Defender."
He paused as Davie took hold of his hand. Adam remembered how very rushed the case had seemed to him. His defense lawyer had only barely touched on the subject of DNA and other testing. Since the small town would have had to bring in scientific experts from elsewhere, the prosecution complained that precious time would be wasted and the judge couldn't, or wouldn't, justify the expense. Proving Adam's innocence wasn't important enough.
“And? What happened Adam?” She barely whispered. Davie feared that what he had to say would be life altering.
He studied her eyes before he could continue. "I was convicted and I went to jail." That was where his nightmares began.
"That must have been frightening." Her voice was full of concern.
"It was hell." Adam stroked Davie's hand. He was scared to continue, but he knew that he had to tell her if there was any chance of having something between the two of them. "Davie, everything they say about prison is true. A boy doesn't stand a chance to begin with,” he swallowed, “and a child molester is considered dirt by both guards and cons alike."
Davie bit her lip. She imagined horrors and hoped that she was wrong. "What happened to you, Adam?" Movies always depicted prison life with terrible brutality.
He tried to distance himself from his memories. He looked haunted. "I was fair game. Davie, I was just a kid myself. I was smaller. I couldn’t fight.” He could tell that she understood his meaning. “I couldn’t fight all of them. There was nothing I could do to stop it." He couldn’t face her. Making this admission was one of the hardest things he ever had to do. He waited to hear her leave.
She whispered. "I'm so sorry." She wrapped her fingers with his.
Adam couldn't believe she was still there. He didn’t want to know what she might be thinking of him. He had difficulty with what he thought about himself. "Eventually I stole a metal spoon from the dining hall. I sharpened it on the concrete in my cell. I worked at it until it had a really sharp edge. I planned to use it the next time…"
"Did you?"
"It was a mistake.” He paused. “I wanted to kill someone. I stabbed one of them in the thigh." What a fool he'd been to think that he could fight them off. "All I managed to really do was get him angry. They punished me. They made me pay."
Davie reached up to stroke his cheek. She needed to touch him. “What happened after that?”
"I was in the infirmary when Becky was attacked again. This time, she named the real attacker."
This time the DA's office allowed the time and expense of bringing in outside experts to confirm her accusation. "It was her uncle."
"Oh my God!" Davie felt genuinely angry. "The bastard!"
He was moved by Davie's anger. "He committed suicide before he could stand trial. The guilt of his actions and what he had done to his niece and her family was too much to bear.”
"He got off easy."
"Maybe." Adam shrugged. "The Griffith family made sure the courts corrected the mistake."
"How could they have locked you up like that?"
"I really don't feel any animosity towards them, especially not the kid. I heard that the uncle had threatened her and said he'd hurt her parents if she told. She was scared." He sighed loudly. “She was also hurt. She needed help and she knew she had to tell someone what had happened to her. She lied about who had hurt her to protect her parents.”
"Unfortunately the uncle hurt more than just his niece. I don’t know if I would be as understanding as you." Davie felt more anger than she had never experienced before. She squeezed Adam’s hand. She knew that Adam's life had been forever changed.
"I was released and transferred to the local hospital. I swore that if I ever had to go back to jail, I'd kill myself first." His record had been expunged of the conviction and he had welcomed his freedom, at first. "But my ordeal wasn't really over. In the small town where I lived, everyone talked about my injuries and all the rumors about what went on inside those prison walls. A lot of the rumors were pretty close to the truth. Nothing was kept confidential, the gossip mongers loved it."
"So what did you do?"
"By the time I was ready to leave the hospital, my father had already let me know how ashamed he was of me. He said that I invited everything that they did to me; that no son of his would have permitted them to have done those things to me. He said I was weak. I had embarrassed him. My father told me I couldn't come home."
"Because of what some monsters did to you? Adam, it wasn't your fault." She was incredulous that his father could be so cold.
"My girlfriend went along with everyone else. She let me know she wouldn't see me again." The one person he thought he could count on back then helped to destroy his last hopes.
"Her father?"
"No, it was her decision. You see, she told me that she couldn't look at me and ever think of me as a… man." Adam was sure that he could have lived with what had happened to him if he only hadn't had to keep paying for it in everyone else's eyes. "People pointed and whispered behind my back. A couple of guys I had grown up with taunted me with comments. I was threatened." He shrugged. “They made jokes and, nobody let it go.” He didn’t want to tell Davie how some of the men in the town joked about showing him what a real man was like.
"They made it impossible for you."
"The Griffith's felt terrible about what had happened, but they had their own grief to deal with. Charlie handed me a wad of money and drove me into Pittsburgh. He helped me get an apartment. Then he wished me well and went back home." Adam paused. "Davie, I had been kind of a late bloomer before that." He hated what he was going to say next.
"What do you mean?"
"I hadn’t been with a woman before I went to prison. I really didn't feel like much of a man by then. I thought that if I could be with a woman it would mean that I could erase all my bad memories. I thought that I needed that to be a man. Davie, I questioned my own needs, I didn’t know who I was anymore. I had heard so many people say that I had asked for it. I didn’t even know what to believe.” He swallowed. “I bought the services of a prostitute. She was the first women I was ever with."
Davie was quiet for a while. "Did it help?"
He laughed derisively at himself. "I felt even dirtier. I paid to have sex in a back alley. I thought if I wasn’t a virgin, I would feel like a man. I thought that being a man was all about physical sex. I had no idea what it meant to make love." Adam looked into Davie’s eyes. “What happened in prison wasn’t my choice, but paying for sex was. I really do regret it.”
"Eventually I moved on. When I was in college, I had my first real relationship. Of course I never told her what had happened to me. I've never told anyone, not until now, not until you. I've been with a lot of women since then and I’ve never told any of them." He needed to convince her to stay. "And I know all about high-risk, I've been tested through the years. I haven't been with anyone else since I met you. I had them check my blood again when I was in the hospital. I'm clean, I'm…safe."
"You've been through hell, Adam."
"I'll understand if you walk out now." He held his breath while he waited for her to leave. She didn't.
It surprised him that she was still there. It also encouraged him. "Davie that's why I never wanted to take a virgin. I always felt that I would be violating someone. I never wanted any woman to look at me with regret that she had been with me. And I never cared about a woman's reaction to me as much as yours."
"I have no reason to walk out. I just wish I could do something to take some of your pain away." She leaned over and hugged him, tightly.
He whispered into her hair, "You just did, Davie." He hugged her back.
CHAPTER 6
Adam asked Davie to spend the night with him. He wanted to fall asleep next to her. He admitted, ruefully, that he'd probably snore through any opportunity to snuggle with her. Davie smiled timidly and told him he was welcome to wake her if he didn't feel like sleeping. She was surprised by how much she meant that offer. He looked forward to holding her and feeling her body next to his.
They joked that Ruthie would probably tell everyone that they were sleeping together anyway, no matter what else happened. They laughed together and it felt good. When they looked into each other's eyes, they realized how much they both wanted to be close. Davie made a quick trip home to get clothes and her schoolbooks so she could start her day from Adam's place in the morning. She took his keys and used his car.
He was dozing on the couch again when Davie let herself back into the apartment. She tiptoed to his bedroom to put her things down and realized how very natural and comfortable it felt to be there. Davie came back in to the living room and watched him quietly; he looked relaxed and at peace. She realized that Adam's image as a playboy and his incredible ego was just a façade; he was merely trying to protect himself. He had worried that he'd be labeled a weakling or worse for the things that had happened to him, but in reality he was the strongest man Davie had ever met. He was a survivor and she admired him.
She bent down to kiss him lightly on the cheek.
"Uhmmm… you're back." He opened his eyes to her. Adam wound his hand in her hair and gently pulled her lips to his. His tongue probed the sweet recesses of her mouth; she tasted of honey-sweetened tea and life.
"It's time to go to bed." Davie smiled gently at him as she helped him to his feet.
Adam felt a little woozy, probably from the combination of antibiotics and his weakened state. He was glad to have Davie there to lean on.
He wore a loose pair of boxer shorts to bed, for his own modesty and Davie's sake. Davie came to bed wearing an oversized Looney Tunes T-shirt of Michigan J Frog. He was convinced that even Frederick's of Hollywood didn't carry anything sexier. She rested in the crook of his arm. Her fingers teased the curls of hair on his chest. Adam kissed her on the top of her head. He inhaled the fresh scent of her herbal shampoo. Adam felt his eyelids fluttering closed and thought that he had never been more comfortable in his life.
Morning was beginning to throw shadows into the room when Adam woke. Davie was still curled-up next to him. Her hand was splayed against his flat belly, a movement which, had he been feeling stronger, would have surely driven him over the edge. He watched her while she slept. Her lips were parted ever so slightly, her eyelids fluttered and she smiled in her sleep. Adam hoped she was dreaming of him. He was still amazed that she hadn't left him when he told her about his darkest secret. Davie had been the one person to not make him feel the least bit diminished. It was ironic that now, when he didn't have the physical strength to spare to act on his desires, he had never felt more like a man.
When he finally made love to Davie, and he hoped that time would be soon, he wouldn't be proving himself to anyone. When Adam made love to Davie it would be out of pure love. Love. Adam knew without doubt that he had fallen in love with the woman in his arms. The only thing that mattered now was if she could fall in love with him as well.
Agnes was cold to Davie, especially when it was a confirmed fact that Davie and Adam were together. Ruthie managed to keep the tension in the office minimal. Word had already gotten around HBC that Davie had been with Adam at the hospital so several of his co-workers made sure to stop by at her desk and inquire about him. Davie surprised herself by not feeling embarrassed.
An outside line on Davie's phone rang. "Hello, HBC. How may I help you?"
"Davie? This is Elizabeth…" Liz's voice responded.
"Is everything okay?" Hearing Liz's voice alarmed Davie.
"Yes… yes, we're fine. But your dad is real worried about you. We tried calling all weekend."
Breathing a sigh of relief and annoyed that Elizabeth had alarmed her so unnecessarily, Davie took her time responding. "I was kind of busy."
"But you're okay?" Elizabeth ignored Davie's obvious irritation. "We were worried when you didn't answer your home phone…we even tried you after midnight."
"I was staying with… a friend." Davie found she resented having to explain herself to Elizabeth. "Where is my father?"
"He went to work." Davie's hostility was beginning to wear on her. "He asked me to try to reach you at your office. He was very worried."
"Well tell him I'm fine."
There was a long and uncomfortable silence between them. Davie mentally chastised herself. She was sorry she had worried her father, but she didn’t plan to explain herself to Liz. Liz had absolutely no right to invade her mother’s home. She had no right to steal her father’s love. And she had no right to feel concerned about Davie.
"You said you tried to reach me over the weekend. What was so important?"
For the first time Elizabeth sounded annoyed. "I think, Davie, that your father just wanted to hear his daughter's voice."
Davie hadn't bothered to call him since she came home after meeting Liz. Guilt made a big introduction.
Liz continued, "We also wanted to ask about your plans for Christmas. When do you figure you'll be able to come down?"
"Uh, I don't think I will this year." Davie hadn't discussed the holidays with Adam. She remembered that he had spent Thanksgiving by himself and she didn't want him to be alone for Christmas, too.
"Davie, I know you are still upset about walking in on your father and me."
"This has nothing to do with you Liz. I may just have other plans." Adam would need her. Her father sure didn’t need her anymore.
"Are you sure? The whole family will be together." Liz didn't want to cause a split between Albert and his daughter.
This would be the first time ever that Davie missed one of the huge family celebrations. "I may be spending the day with a friend."
"Bring her…"
"It's not a her."
"Oh. Well bring him." Liz was sure Albert wouldn't mind.
Davie had no idea whether Adam would even want to go. Maybe she was just assuming something she shouldn't. "I will speak with my friend.”
"Please Davie, we'd really like to have you here."
"I'll let you know."
Davie promised to call in a few days with an answer.
Adam was up and around in just a few days. He knew that his quick recovery was partly due to how happy he was. Davie made him happy just by being there. He was worried though that she wouldn't hang around if she didn't feel as needed. Now that he was getting stronger, Adam figured Davie would want to go back home. But he really enjoyed having her there with him.
She had final exams all week, today was her last class for the term. Adam was waiting for her. He knew that she would probably be exhausted. When Davie came home to his apartment she found the welcoming aroma of dinner waiting for her. Adam admitted that he had called for the prepared food to be delivered, he didn’t know how to cook. He wanted to do something nice for her after all she had done for him. The table had been set in his living room with candles and wineglasses; he poured ginger ale for both of them.
"A toast to the loveliest private-nurse in the world." He raised his glass to her. "Davie, you've been good for my health and good for my soul."
His words moved her. "Thank you."
They clinked their glasses. After they drained their ginger ale, Adam took Davie in his arms. "I'm feeling so much better and I'm worried that you won't think I need you around as much because of that."
"Let's not worry about that right now." She was feeling herself sink into his arms.
"No Davie, I'm afraid if I don't tell you how I feel right now, at this moment, I may never get the chance again."
They kissed.
"How do you feel, Adam?"
"I love you." He watched her face as he said it. She looked surprised. "I love you, Davie. I realized that the other night while I watched you sleeping in my arms."
"How… how can you be so sure, Adam?" Davie knew how strongly she felt about him, but she had no real idea what love was supposed to be like.
"You complete me." He told her.
Davie thought of how wonderful being with him made her feel. She cried when she heard how close he had come to dying; it was a selfish cry because she would have lost him forever. Did she love him? It made her so happy to see him getting stronger and healthier each day. There wasn't anything she wouldn't do for him. Maybe it was love.
Adam dipped his head to kiss her again. She moved into his embrace and reveled in the strength she felt in his shoulders. He wrapped his arms around her waist and pulled her as close as could be; she ran her fingertips along the corded muscles of his neck. Davie began to plant tiny kisses from the corner of his mouth to the pulse beating at the base of his neck. She brazenly opened the top buttons of his shirt and continued kissing him through the mat of dark brown curls covering his chest.
He felt as if his body had been electrified. His hands moved lower to cup her buttocks and pull her tightly against him. A tiny gasp escaped her when she felt his hard arousal pressed against her abdomen. Davie looked up into Adam's eyes and saw him watching her. She was mesmerized as she noticed his hazel eyes changing to a lovely shade of bluish-green.
He brought a palm up to cup her breast and felt her move fully into his caress. She opened the remaining buttons of his shirt and with just the lightest of touches, traced his flat male nipples with her fingernails; she heard his sharp intake of breath.
"I want you, Davie. I need you." He pressed himself against her belly again.
"I want you, too, Adam." She placed kisses on his chest and touched her tongue to one of his nipples. "Would you teach me…?" She suckled gently where her tongue had already sampled.
He blew out the breath he had been holding. "Oh… I think you're teaching me… a few things right now." Grasping the hem of her sweater, Adam began to pull it over her head.
The microwave chimed. Adam expelled a painful breath and looked down at her.
Davie was also taking quick, short breaths. "Can it be re-heated?"
He nodded. Taking her hand, he led her into his bedroom.
Davie stood next to his bed while he slowly removed the rest of her clothes. His hands caressed her everywhere.
Stepping back, he gazed at her face, her breasts, her belly and then the apex of her thighs. "Beautiful. You are beautiful."
When he reached for his own buttons, Davie replaced his hands with hers. "Please, let me."
Adam stood perfectly still as Davie finished disrobing him. She touched him with her hands and then her lips everywhere. She dipped her tongue into his navel and then traced the dark line of hair down to his heated arousal. She placed kisses on his inner thighs and used her hands to feel the size of him.
"Adam…you are so…" Her words were lost as she tasted him.
"Oh…God…Davie!" Adam pulled her to her feet and lifted her in his arms. He placed her on the bed and knelt beside her. "I want to be in you so bad."
"I want you, too."
"Are you sure?" He suckled her nipples and stroked the triangle between her thighs with his long fingers. "I don't want to hurt you."
"You won't."
Trying to slow his breathing, Adam looked down at her face. "Davie, it's your first time." She was offering herself to him
She lifted a hand to caress his cheek. Shyly she smiled at him. "I want you, Adam.”
Adam kissed her and said a silent prayer of thanks for this wonderful gift she was giving to him. He reached into his night table drawer for a foil packet. When he saw her look, he whispered, "protection."
"I know." Embarrassed because it was something she hadn’t even thought of, she was grateful for his thoughtfulness.
After he sheathed himself, Adam continued stroking her intimately. He dipped his fingers into her and watched her smile at him.
"Adam?" She thought she was going to die from the incredible sensations he was causing.
He continued stroking her with his fingers. "Soon, Love, soon." Adam made sure she was ready for him, he relished the feel of her moisture.
"Adam…now…please." She didn’t fully understand the need, but she knew instinctively that Adam was the only one who could fulfill it.
He positioned himself over her and rubbed himself against her. "You're sure?"
"Yes. I want to feel you move inside me, Adam."
He slowly began to guide himself into her, pausing only when he felt the resistant membrane blocking the way. Adam kissed her mouth as he pushed and swallowed the tiny gasp she made.
He filled her. The tiny bit of pain she had felt was lost in the incredible sensation of feeling him inside her. Davie began to move her hips slightly and thrilled when she felt him struggling for control.
There were no spoken words between them. Their bodies moving together, melting together, were saying everything that needed to be said. They climbed towards the precipice together.
Davie had never imagined how wonderful this age-old ritual of mating would be.
Adam had never realized how wonderful it could be.
This time when Davie gasped, Adam felt his own body tensing and then exploding. He pulled her tightly to him and held her as he felt her body shudder.
Her eyes were wide with surprise and satisfaction. He held her as he rolled onto his back.
Davie looked down at him and smiled. "That was incredible."
"Yeah." Adam knew why making love with Davie was more incredible than anything he'd ever experienced before. He kissed her. "That was love."
Neither of them spoke. Adam held her tightly to him while he smoothed the hair framing her face. They kissed, gentle and tender kisses.
"How do you feel?" He was concerned.
Davie stretched like a cat in his arms. "Wonderful." She felt a tiny bit sore, but she didn't think he needed to know that. "Thank you."
"For what? Davie, you just gave me the most beautiful experience I've ever known." He ran his hand down to her hip thinking how lucky he was to have this woman beside him.
"Are you okay?" She asked him shyly.
"Yes."
"I know you didn't want to be the first."
He kissed her then. "Maybe I'll never understand or know why you chose me to give your virginity to, but I feel so fortunate."
"I just never needed to feel this kind of closeness with any man before." She paused. "Adam, whatever happens between us, I'll never regret this. I know you're not the kind of man to make commitments."
Adam knew about his reputation and he wasn't proud of it. He had spent years building an image of a man who never needed anyone. "I think you've changed me." He met her eyes. "Davie, I meant it when I told you that I've been thinking of a tomorrow with you."
They held each other in silence until Adam laughed when he heard Davie's empty stomach grumble.
"I'll go heat our dinner."
As Adam rose, he pulled the tangled sheets off the bed and Davie. She was startled for a moment when she saw the virgin's blood on her thighs. He saw the evidence before she could pull the sheet over herself again. It frightened Adam.
"Oh no, Davie, I hurt you!" He came to her side.
"No. No, Adam, it's normal."
"But you bled." He took the bedsheet to clean her off.
"Adam, didn't you ev…" She stopped when she realized what she was asking. It touched the core of her to realize he was such an innocent in so many ways. "Virgins bleed the first time." Davie had read enough love scenes in novels and heard her girlfriends talk to know that it happened.
He was embarrassed. "I didn't know."
She caressed his cheek. "It's alright. Adam, next time, I won't bleed."
"You sure I didn't hurt you?"
"I'm sure."
Still a little bit concerned, he hugged her. "Okay, tell me, how do you know so much?"
Davie laughed. She shrugged. "…trashy romance novels."
He smiled back at her. "Maybe you should lend me a few of them?"
"Aside from this, I don't think there's anything you could learn. You made me feel wonderful." She kissed him again after she told him how exciting it was when she saw his hazel eyes turn the sexiest shade of blue-green earlier. Davie smiled wickedly. "You're better than a mood ring."
Adam sent Davie to take a shower while he changed the linens. Davie may have been the virgin, but he felt like it had been his first time also. She made him feel special and he savored emotions that he had never known before.
They finally sat to eat their reheated salmon steaks, rice pilaf and buttered broccoli. Adam had done his best to arrange everything attractively on his mismatched dishes.
"This is delicious." Davie realized how hungry she was.
He laughed. "I may not know how to cook, but I do know how to order in."
"Well, my compliments to your telephone skills." She teased.
Adam didn't tell Davie that he had been busy ordering by phone for Christmas presents, too. He had seen something in the catalogue he wanted for her, a piece of jewelry that just seemed to epitomize romance. He was looking forward to the holidays for the first time in his memory.
"Are you going to the office Christmas party?" Adam was hoping to spend the evening with her.
"I guess…" She stopped suddenly. "Oh damn!"
"What's the matter?"
"I was supposed to call Elizabeth to let her know when I'd be home for Christmas." Davie didn't sound thrilled at the prospect.
He didn't let his disappointment show. "When are you planning to go?"
"Will you come with me?" Davie had put off asking him because she was worried he'd say no.
"Me?" He was startled. "Wouldn't they mind? I'm an outsider." Just because Davie had accepted him didn’t mean her family would
"First of all, you'd be MY outsider. Second, Elizabeth invited you."
Adam was surprised that her family even knew anything about him. "I would love to if you're sure it's okay?"
"I’m warning you now, my relatives are kind of crazy." Davie laughed.
"Maybe I'll fit in easily then." He smiled at her humor.
"And there are a lot of them." She added.
"Are you trying to scare me off?" Adam joked.
"Would you mind if I called them from here? Elizabeth is probably already annoyed that I didn’t get back to her earlier."
"No, that's fine. When do you want to go?"
They agreed to take the day of Christmas Eve off and leave that morning. Adam reminded her that they could drive down in his car when she started looking for the bus schedule in her pocketbook.
Davie started to dial her father's phone number when she turned back to Adam. "Uh, how do you want me to introduce you?"
Adam looked back at her with a devilish grin. "Your lover?"
As tempting an announcement as that would have been, Davie settled for calling him her boyfriend when Elizabeth answered the phone.
CHAPTER 7
It was a terrific day for a long drive; the air was crisp but not too cold and the holiday traffic hadn't started to build yet that early. They stopped for lunch at one of the fast food joints along the New Jersey Turnpike. It was a fun adventure to be traveling with Adam and Davie found herself daydreaming that they were going far beyond the south Jersey shore. She watched his hands on the steering wheel and kept remembering how very well those hands now knew her body. She took a deep breath in as one memory assailed her and her body came alive with a memory all its own.
"You okay?" He turned his head to look at her when he heard her sigh.
She blushed. "Yeah." Davie looked out the passenger side window and tried to concentrate on calming down.
Adam realized he was feeling nervous as he was driving down Route 9 into Cape May County. Ironically they had both grown up in small town situations and he hoped that would prove to be the only similarity. Davie grew up in a farming community near the shore. He grew up near mountains and mining. He hoped he wouldn't be an embarrassment to her or her family.
Adam finally escaped the small town that treated him like dirt when he started college. It was a struggle because it wasn't that far from home and once in a while he saw someone who knew him in his earlier years. He moved east to New York City after graduation and looked forward to getting lost in the big city, but it was too big for him and he couldn't get comfortable. That's why he enjoyed the suburbs he lived in now. It was close enough to the city to enjoy some anonymity and yet small enough to feel comfortable. The last few years had been pretty good for him. No one knew his history, not until Davie. He still couldn’t believe that she was still at his side.
Davie directed him step-by-step once he turned off the highway. More than once as they passed a house she pointed it out and told him which of her relatives lived there. Adam found himself admiring the stereotyped white picket fences and the warmth of the homes behind them. Finally she directed him down a long driveway to a small but well kept white house built sometime around World War II. An attractive woman sitting on the porch began to wave when they pulled into the driveway. The dog next to her began to bark excitedly. Liz called into the house and was answered by the appearance of a brawny looking older man and two teen-age boys. Davie hopped out of the car as soon as Adam stopped and was greeted by Gizzy.
"Daddy…" Davie ran into the arms of her father. "Merry Christmas."
"I'm so glad you could come, Davie." Elizabeth put her hand on Davie's shoulder.
Adam noticed that while the two women acknowledged each other with smiles, Davie remained stiff. She turned and waved him over to join them.
As he stepped onto the porch, Adam heard Davie being introduced to her future stepbrothers. The older one was Robbie, the younger one was Allan.
"Daddy, Liz and guys, I want you to meet someone who's very special to me. This is Adam Sherman." She turned to him and took his hand. "Adam, this is my dad, Albert Prescott."
Adam extended his right hand to her father, "It's good to meet you, sir." He was aware of the slight hesitation before they shook hands while Prescott looked him over. The older man was obviously not thrilled to have Adam there and his repeated glances between Davie and Adam only emphasized his dissatisfaction.
"…and his fiancée, Elizabeth Brady."
Adam smiled and nodded his head towards Liz. "Pleasure to meet you, Ms. Brady. Thank you for inviting me."
"Well thank you for coming, Adam. Please call me Liz." She was as warm to Adam as Albert was cold.
Liz handled the introductions between Adam and her sons.
Albert put his arm around his daughter and led her towards the car. "Let's get your stuff upstairs. Liz will be sharing your room with you and the boys are in the other bedroom upstairs." He stopped and turned towards Adam who was following them to the car. "I put you in the TV room downstairs."
The 'TV room', as her dad liked to call it, was originally built to be a cook's bedroom behind the kitchen for a more affluent family. They often used it as a guest room during Davie's youth. In the later years Albert put a TV and a couch in there so Laura would have a convenient place to rest when she'd be working in the kitchen. Davie knew that her father figured he'd keep her and Adam separated by a busy family. If that failed, Liz would be there to keep an eye on her all night. She chanced a glance at Adam and she could tell that her father’s scowl hadn’t gone unnoticed. It was going to be a long four days.
"I hope you don't mind sharing your room, Davie. We just thought it would be better if the boys didn't see me sharing a room with your dad until after we're married."
"No, that's fine." Davie carried her small suitcase up to her old room.
Liz was helping her by carrying the two large shopping bags of gifts she had brought with her for the family. Tonight she would place each package under the Christmas tree.
"Besides," Davie continued, "this way Dad rests easier knowing I'm chaperoned."
Liz bit her lip and then smiled. "I think you may be right."
"He knew that I was bringing Adam, didn't he?"
"Uh-huh." Liz had sprung that information on Albert a few days after she had extended the invitation. She had a feeling he was still too possessive and protective of his daughter to enjoy the fact that she was old enough to enjoy the company of a man.
"But he's obviously not happy."
They entered the room and Davie saw that Liz had put a small cot next to the dresser. Liz went to put Davie's things on the bed.
"I'll sleep on the cot, Liz." Davie put her suitcase on the cot and turned to take the bags from her future stepmother.
"No Davie, this is your room. I don't want to put you out anymore than I already have."
"I don't live here anymore. I think maybe my father is having trouble realizing that."
"You're angry with how he responded to Adam, aren't you?" Liz sat on the edge of the bed.
"He was so cold to him." She was ready to complain that her father should show respect for her choices when she looked at Liz's kind smile. Davie stopped. "I guess like I've been to you."
Elizabeth smiled again. "You know, the two of you are so close and you had each other to yourselves after your mom passed away. Adam and I are intruding."
Feeling embarrassed by her behavior, Davie sat next to Liz. "You’re not intruding. Adam is really important to me and," she sighed, "I know that you are very important to my dad."
"And it hurts each of you that the people you care about aren't being accepted with open arms."
"I'm sorry, Liz."
"I really do understand, Davie." Both Davie and Albert were going to have to accept each other as the adults they were.
"So, what do I do? I don't want you or Adam to feel unwelcome."
"Are you and Adam serious?" Liz was enjoying this chance to talk with the other important woman in Albert's life.
"I think so, but we've got a long way to go. He was really thrilled when he heard you invited him."
"He didn’t have any plans with his family for the holidays?"
"No." Davie looked away.
"Where is his family?"
"He doesn't have any." Davie didn't want to say anymore, not yet. "That was why I wasn't sure I was coming down. I didn't want him spending the holidays alone."
Liz listened to the relative quiet in the rest of the house. "I think maybe we should go downstairs and see if Adam needs any help getting settled."
"Okay." Davie rose and then turned to Liz. "I am sorry I've been so cold. I really do think you'll be good for my father." Even though Davie still had a hard time accepting that her father had fallen in love with another woman, Davie honestly believed it was time to accept his decision.
Liz rose as well. "Thank you, Davie."
Albert was sitting by himself in the living room nursing a cup of steaming coffee. He was very rigid when they entered the room. Liz went to him and sat on the arm of the chair.
"Where's Adam?" Davie asked cautiously.
"He's in the TV room with the boys. They found out he knows about computers so they're pumping him for information." Albert did not look happy. "So Davie, who is this guy? Who is he to you?"
"We met at work, Dad. He really is a great guy." Davie sat on the couch facing her father. "I think you and Liz will find he's really nice."
Albert gave a quick glance at Liz, he was surprised that Davie had included her in her statement.
"It seems kind of sudden, doesn't it? I mean, bringing him home for the holidays seems kind of serious?" Albert would always think of Davie as his little girl.
Liz laughed loudly. "After the way I was sprung on Davie! Oh Albert, at least we had warning."
Davie chuckled. She was beginning to appreciate Liz's forthrightness.
"It's not the same, Elizabeth." Albert looked perturbed. "Look Davie, you are still my daughter and that means I have a right to know what's going on with you."
"But I'm on my own now and I make my own decisions. I'm twenty, Dad."
"How old is this Sherman guy?"
"He's twenty-five."
"And where is he from? What do you know about what kind of stock he comes from? What does his father do? Does…"
"I can answer your questions, Mr. Prescott." No one had heard Adam come to the living room door.
"Adam," Davie rose and crossed the room to meet him, "my father was just curious."
"Davie, your father is being cautious. He worried that I’m not good enough for you." Adam’s voice was flat. "Liz, your sons are playing a game on my laptop. Hope you don't mind, it's nothing graphic."
Liz nodded.
Adam looked at Albert. It had been a long time since he met a girl’s father. "I come from a little nothing town in southwestern Pennsylvania. My mother was a barmaid who ran off with some guy who was passing through town when her son was ten. My father used to be a miner until he got fired for always being drunk. I haven't seen him in eight years. I put myself through college at Allegheny University and got as far away from the gutter I was raised in as I could. I make a decent living at HBC, where Davie works."
Adam paused, he was hoping that Albert Prescott would understand. "And I'm in love with your daughter."
Davie looked between Adam and her father for some sign of peace. Elizabeth gently rubbed the back of Albert's neck.
"Mr. Prescott, if I were Davie's father, I guess I wouldn't want her seeing someone like me. But I'm hoping you'll be willing to give me a chance." Adam looked longingly at Davie. Albert remained silent."If you would prefer, I’ll leave."
“No you will not!” Davie was adamant as she came to his side. “Daddy, if Adam isn’t welcome here, I am leaving with him.”
"No." Al Prescott glanced at his fiancée. “Davie is a grown woman and she can make her own decisions. She seems to have confidence in you." Albert and Liz had spoken very openly and sometimes heatedly about the idea of Davie being serious with someone. “Just remember, she is still my little girl.”
"Thank you Daddy.” Davie leaned over to hug her father.
Albert sighed and looked at Adam "You're welcome in my home."
Adam breathed a sigh of relief. "Thank you, sir."
Liz made supper for the six of them. It still took Davie by surprise to see another woman working so competently in her mother's kitchen. She had to remind herself that this was going to become Liz's kitchen soon. Davie helped Liz clean up after supper. The boys wanted to play some more computer games on Adam's laptop and Adam went into his room with them to help them load in some software. Albert followed and watched, he admired the way Adam spoke to the boys and treated them as young adults. After the clean-up was finished, they all changed to go to Christmas Eve mass. Albert and Liz took the boys in their car; Davie and Adam drove to church behind them in Adam's car.
"He's tough, but he worries about you. I'm thankful that he’s giving me a chance. I really thought he would want me to leave.” Adam commented to Davie after she apologized for her father's inquisition.
"I meant what I said when I told him I would leave with you."
“Thank you.” She continued to amaze him. "Do you think he really accepts me? For now, at least?"
"Yeah. And as he gets to know you, I think he'll even like you." Davie teased him playfully. "I did."
They were nearing the church's parking lot and Davie began to recognize several of her relatives' cars. "Well, get ready to meet the entire crowd."
"Are they all as protective as your dad?"
"Oh yeah. I was really surprised about that, too. Liz told me that they gave her a hard time in the beginning."
He pulled into the lot and headed towards an empty space. "It sounds like you and she have found a common ground?"
"I think we have come to an understanding." Davie was quickly realizing that she was beginning to like Liz. "Besides, she does make my father happy. That's important to me."
"I'm happy for you." Adam finished parking the car and then leaned over to kiss her.
Davie kissed him back. It wasn't a passionate kiss; they were both well aware of the relatives in the parking lot. Their lips barely touched when there was a rapping on Davie's window. She looked up to see one of her uncles.
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