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Intro:
Have you ever wondered about the one that got away? Is there someone in your past that you think may have been the one? Hindsight is 20/20, or so the saying goes. This is a bittersweet story of such a love. A young couple meet in high school, and years later, wonder what if? What if he or she was the one? Does everyone have just one soul mate? Is there such a thing as fate, really? Can we go back and pick up where we left off? Perhaps Thomas Wolfe was right, and we truly cannot go home again.
Story:
Todd awoke early and looked around him. What the fuck am I doing? he asked himself. Today was Todd’s wedding day. He reached over and picked up his wallet from the nightstand. He pulled out the picture that he had kept in his wallet for the past three years. Todd looked at the picture of the girl he had loved for over three years now. He couldn’t remember when he had first known that he had loved her, but he knew that he did love her. But Todd was not marrying the girl in the picture. She had belonged to someone else the last time he had seen her. Todd was marrying Barb today, but the one person he longed to be with, and the only girl he truly loved, was the girl in the picture, and her name was Brenda.
Todd first met Brenda when the two of them were in high school. Todd was a junior, and Brenda was a sophomore. Brenda was dating Todd’s best friend, Hank, at that time. Hank was a player and cheated on Brenda often, though Brenda was not aware of Hank’s many indiscretions.
“I would never have done those things to you, Brenda,” Todd said, to the girl in the picture.
Todd had witnessed the many breakups of Hank and Brenda, and every time they had broken up, Todd had been there for both of them.
“Why didn’t I just tell you how I felt back then,” Todd said, to the girl in the picture.
When Hank and Todd were seniors, and Brenda a junior, Todd thought that he finally had a chance to win Brenda’s heart. Hank had graduated midterm and moved about a hundred and fifty miles away to attend college. Hank and Brenda had broken up shortly before Christmas of that year, and Todd had been waiting patiently for Hank to be gone for certain. It wasn’t that Todd was afraid to ask Brenda out until Hank had been gone. Todd waited more out of self-preservation than anything else. He had witnessed too many fights between Hank and Brenda and, more importantly, too many getting-back-together times between Hank and Brenda. It would have killed Todd if he had been loved by Brenda and then had lost her.
As Todd continued to stare at the girl in the picture, he thought about that one last weekend that Hank had been in high school, which was just a few days before he had left for college. It was a Friday night, and Todd and Hank were out driving around the small town where the three of them had lived. Not much was going on this Friday night. Hank and Todd had driven past a friend of theirs, and Hank had turned to Todd, and said, “Hey, look, it’s Dan. He’s got a date. Who is it?” Todd was driving, but couldn’t see who the girl was in Dan’s car. It was January and the streets were covered with snow. The car windows were fogged over and it was difficult to see in the dark. After a few times of driving by their friend, Dan, and his date, Hank asked Todd again, “Who’s the girl with Dan?” And then it happened. Todd saw the girl’s face. He turned to Hank, and said, “You don’t want to know.” Hank craned his neck to see the girl. “It’s Brenda,” he said, and instantly his hot temper flared. Todd nodded, and acted like he was upset for his friend, Hank, who was seeing his ex-girlfriend with another guy for the first time. But secretly, Todd was thrilled. He knew that Dan and Brenda weren’t “together.” Todd knew that they were just having a night of fun. Todd was thrilled, too, because seeing Brenda with Dan indicated two things about Brenda. She had moved on and was “over” Hank, and she also wasn’t ready to get serious with anyone, yet, because Dan was not the kind of guy who ever got serious. Things were looking very good for Todd at this point. “Pull them over,” Hank demanded. “Sure, but why? I thought you two broke up for good.” “We did, but I miss her, man.” Todd still didn’t think that Hank was a threat to his being with the girl of his dreams. Hank was leaving in just a few days, and he had put Brenda through hell the past few months. There was no way she would take him back.
Dan was no fool. He was not going to stop to “talk” with Hank. Dan knew that Hank would beat the shit out of him. After awhile, Hank and Todd no longer noticed Dan and Brenda driving around. “Where the fuck did they go?” Hank asked. Todd could see Hank’s temper starting to build, and Hank had a mean temper. He had admitted to Todd once that he had hit Brenda a time or two when he had been upset with his dad or had been upset about some other trivial matter.
“I would never have hit you,” Todd said, to the girl in the picture.
Hank was going out of his mind trying to think of possible places that Dan and Brenda could have gone on their date. “Oh, man, he took her to one of his make-out spots. I just know it.” Todd thought that Hank was nuts, but drove Hank to where he had thought Dan and Brenda might have gone. They weren’t there. Then Hank spotted Dan’s car at the movie theater, and said, “They went to a movie. Stop, Todd.” Todd reluctantly stopped in front of the movie theater, but did not go inside with Hank. He can embarrass himself if he wants, but I want no part of it, Todd thought. Hank went inside the theater and actually had Brenda paged.
“I still can’t believe he did that. I should never have agreed to it,” Todd said, to the girl in the picture.
Brenda was shocked and embarrassed to have been paged in the movie theater, but she came to the lobby anyway. Dan came with her, though. Brenda knew who had paged her. She knew. In an effort to get Hank to leave her alone, Brenda agreed to talk to him the following day. She thought that he had accepted that and would leave her alone for the rest of the evening.
Hank left the theater, and Brenda and Dan went back to their movie. After the movie, Dan and Brenda stopped at the local burger joint. Dan wanted Brenda to try his favorite drink. They had hot chocolate with a scoop of ice cream in it and topped with whipped cream. It was delicious. And, there was no sign of Hank and Todd anywhere. Brenda had no idea where Hank and Todd had gone. She had hoped they had gone home, but had a strong suspicion that they had not.
Dan and Brenda were underage to be drinking beer, but Dan looked old enough to buy it, and in their little town no one cared much anyway. Dan bought a six pack of beer and he and Brenda had been sharing it that evening. It was getting late and the beer combined with the icy and snow packed streets were the perfect setup for the perfect storm. Dan had slid just a little to the left of center of the main road and had bumped into a car coming in the opposite direction. It left only a slight dent in both vehicles and at only about ten miles per hour, no one was hurt. Dan pulled into the closest parking lot, and the driver of the other vehicle did the same. The other driver had also been drinking and was also underage, so he and Dan both agreed to fix their own vehicles. The dents were barely noticeable, as the vehicles at that time were made of solid steel.
Brenda sat in the car while Dan and the other driver stood outside in the cold drinking a beer together. It was all in fun, but Brenda seemed to have a sixth sense when it came to Hank. She looked around. They had been sitting there for too long. Brenda knew they should be going. Brenda was right. She was looking straight ahead, and out of the corner of her eye she saw Hank walking by the side of the car toward Dan. Brenda had had enough. She opened the car door, but didn’t get very far. Hank simply pushed her aside, and she fell backward into the snow. While Hank went to “talk” to Dan, Brenda looked up from her now seated position in the cold snow and saw Todd sitting in his car behind the wheel, looking like he was driving the getaway car. Extremely pissed, Brenda walked toward Todd’s car, opened the passenger side door, and got in. She went right over to Todd and got up on her knees so that she could look him squarely in the eyes. Todd was tall, probably six feet two, and Brenda only five feet three. Brenda stared at Todd. Then she said, “Toooodddddd. What the fuck do you think you’re doing?” Brenda couldn’t really remember what Todd had said in response, but she reminded Todd of the many indiscretions of Hank, and also that she didn’t need to explain herself when it came to dating other guys. Todd looked at Brenda and, ever the friend, defended Hank. Brenda said, “I can do whatever I want.” Todd said, “I know, but it fuckin’ hurts, man.” Brenda was very surprised by Todd’s comment. She had no idea that Hank still cared about her. She thought that he was probably just upset because someone was out with what he had once considered his property, and obviously still did.
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