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“…Five-Four-Three-Two-One, HAPPY NEW YEAR!” everyone shouted as the clock struck midnight. Forty people toasted one another with gold-trimmed champagne glasses as thirty-year old Trina Thompson sat and watched the smiles on her guests’ faces. She looked forward to the New Year and the promises a new year always brought with it.
No matter how hard Trina tried to ignore Timothy Underwood's presence, she found herself watching him. She had been watching him off and on all night from the moment he walked in with Belle Singleton, one of her best friends, and Belle's fiancé, Jason Michaels. From outward appearances, Tim appeared to be doing well. Tim's alluring hazel eyes glistened from across the room. Seeing him in the flesh after so many years brought back memories. Memories, she attempted to keep at the back of her mind.
As the music played and people talked around her, Trina blocked it all out as her mind transported her back in time. A time when Tim was not only the high school basketball star, but the star of her heart. Trina's friends called her crazy after she broke up with him. They had no idea how insecure she felt. In her eighteen year old mind, she didn't want to compete for his time. She wanted Tim's undivided attention and with basketball and school being an important part of his life, she didn't feel he had any room left for her. If Trina hadn’t been so self-absorbed, she would have realized that Tim spent the majority of his free time with her.
Trina and Tim made plans to marry after college, but back then; Trina felt strongly against sharing his time with his other activities. If she couldn’t be number one, she wanted her freedom. The freedom to find someone who would put her first, so she broke it off with him right after their senior prom. She experienced many sleepless nights wondering “what if.” What if she had stuck it out with Tim? Would they have the white picket fence? Would they have the two point five kids and a little dog named Spot?
At six feet six, Tim looked better now than he did in high school, which in her eyes was hard to top. A twinge of jealousy swept through her body, when he flashed his pearly white teeth, accenting his killer smile, to one of her female guests. Seeing the same dimples that attracted her in high school, made her want to melt on the spot.
She knew Tim was single due to conversations she had with Belle. Trina needed to refocus her attention on her business. The new year was about advancing her career, and she didn't have time to be concerned about men, especially Tim. She got up from the couch and headed to the table to refill her flute. She took a few sips of her drink and turned around to watch the couples dance. She felt a soft touch on her arm. She turned around and faced her past. Speechless, she waited for Tim to speak the first words.
“Trina, please give me the honor of dancing the first dance of the New Year.”
She hesitated at first, but consented to the dance. "Sure." She allowed Tim to guide her to the dance floor.
The old melody “Always and Forever” played in the background as Tim wrapped his arms around her waist. She put her arms around his neck. For a moment, she thought she saw some of the same spark in his eyes that was there twelve years ago. She knew her spirits were a little loose from drinking the champagne, so she ignored her feelings.
Tim whispered in her ear, “You are so beautiful. I’m glad I decided to come.”
Trina didn’t know what to say, so she remained silent. Tim continued, “Every time I hear this song I think of you.”
“Really now,” Trina responded, in disbelief.
“Remember how we would dance to slow jams in your living room? Hoping your parents wouldn’t come home early and catch us slow grinding?”
Trina chuckled. “Yes, those were some good times.”
Trina felt more relaxed. She leaned closer to Tim’s body and could feel his heart beat.
The song ended and the beat became up-tempo. For a moment, they both forgot they were in Trina’s clubhouse surrounded by others. “Well, Tim, thanks for the dance, but let me go mingle with my other guests.” Trina’s voice trembled. “Thanks again for coming.”
“Pleasure was all mine.” Tim kissed her on the cheek and walked towards a group of men. She watched him for a moment before mingling with her other guests.
As Trina socialized with her guests, she attempted to ignore the feelings unleashed from Tim’s slight kiss on the cheek. She felt angry with herself for having any feelings at all. She redirected her anger towards Belle for not telling her Tim would be tagging along with her and Jason. Tim and Jason were best friends, but she didn’t expect to see him at her party tonight.
As the party winded down, Trina's guests gathered their things to leave. She stood by the doorway to say her good-byes to everyone personally as they departed. She kept an eye out for Tim, who she saw standing behind Jason and Belle as they approached. Belle hugged her tight and whispered in her ear, "Tim can't keep his eyes off you."
Trina ignored her comment. Tim walked in front of her as Belle and Jason walked out. Trina felt trapped, so she reached out and hugged Tim. It seemed like he held on to her a little tighter than everyone else.
"It was good seeing you again Trina," Tim said.
"Same here," she responded, as Tim broke their embrace.
"Happy New Year."
"Happy New Year to you too," Trina said, barely above a whisper.
Tim turned and viewed a few people behind him. Without saying another word to Trina, he left. Trina sighed. She said her last good-byes to her guests, tipped the caterer and walked to her nearby condo. Less than an hour later, she laid in the comfort of her bed. She reflected again on the past year, the good and the bad. Thanks to Tim, her mind stayed occupied with thoughts of him. She drifted off into a deep sleep and dreamed about him and his cute dimples.
What is that obnoxious noise? My head is ringing. Somebody help me. Somebody stop ringing that bell. The phone continued to ring and the sound of an annoying squeaky voice on the answering machine woke Tim up.
“Tim, I know you’re there. You didn’t have to stand me up at my sister’s party. Do you know how embarrassing it is to show up without a date? Tim. I know you’re there, so pick up the phone.”
Tim rolled over and threw the pillow at the answering machine. Knowing sleep was no longer an option, he laid in his bed and re-played last night events in his head.
He knew going to the party with Jason was treading in troubled waters. It had been years since he last laid eyes on Trina. He moved back to Dallas a few years ago avoiding any contact with her up until this point. Jason informed him that Trina had changed, so he went to the party to see for himself. He needed to see she was no longer the self-absorbed obnoxious teenager responsible for breaking his heart. The burning question inside of him was why did it matter?
He admitted time was definitely good to her physically. She was still a walking beauty, but more refined. It’s as if older age made her flawless cocoa butter skin smoother. Her hypnotizing eyes cast him under her spell. He still felt the warmth from her beautiful smile. He observed her most of the night before approaching. He admitted to seeing a different Trina. She appeared to be more carefree, more confident, and most importantly more concerned about the happiness of others. All were instant turn-ons.
When Trina broke it off with him days after their senior prom, he felt as if he couldn’t go on without her. His parents took him to a doctor for depression. He couldn’t believe Trina possessed the power to make his world come tumbling down around him. His friends tried to cheer him up, but the only thing that brought Tim comfort was playing basketball. He spent hours at the court when everyone else was sleep.
His parents convinced Tim not to let the setback with Trina ruin what he had worked so hard for. After weeks of feeling sorry for himself, he agreed, studied hard and aced his finals. Tim’s original plans included Trina and attending University of Texas. After the break-up, he decided to take the basketball scholarship at LSU in Baton Rouge, Louisiana. He played basketball and majored in computer science.
His parents stressed the importance of an education, just in case he didn’t get picked up by a professional basketball team. Tim was a first draft pick by the Los Angeles Lakers. He played for the Lakers his entire career, until a knee injury a few years ago forced him into an early retirement. He now possessed a few championship rings, as well as a successful computer security firm. Although he was financially secure, his life felt incomplete.
As he laid in bed, he remembered how Trina felt in his arms. It felt good, like old times. Then again, he had to be feeling the effects of one too many drinks. The last time he felt anything for Trina, she not only broke his heart, but his spirit to love. He shook the feeling off, and vowed to keep his distance. The more distance he put between them, the better it would be for his hormones and his heart.
He thought taking a shower would simmer the burning desire for Trina, but it only made it worse. He found his BlackBerry and made a phone call to someone who could at least satisfy his physical needs.
“Happy New Year, Candi. I’ve missed you.” He hoped he came across sincere. If she knew she was just a substitute for the woman he could not be with, she would curse him out and then call block his number. Tim almost laughed at the thought, but caught himself.
“Show me how much,” she responded.
Tim, in his best Barry White imitation, said, “Come over and I’ll do that and so much more.”
"I'll be there in a flash. If you're good, I'll bring you some black-eyed peas and collard greens too."
"Now you know I'm a southern boy, so bring it on."
After their call ended, he laid on the couch and watched ESPN for his daily sports update. The more time passed, the more Tim considered canceling the booty call. The time on the clock stopped him from cancelling. Candi would be stopping by any minute. His friends labeled Tim “Player of the Decade” because since high school, he had not made a solid commitment to any one woman.
Tim didn’t consider himself a player. He never mistreated women. He made it a point of being upfront about his ‘no commitment policy.’ Unfortunately, for him, most women he encountered, assumed they would be the one to change his mind. They were confused by his generosity. He was known to shower women he dated with attention and money, but no woman was ever allowed to get near his heart. Many tried to get him to the altar, and only one had come close. Even Michelle Frances, the former Miss America, with her intellect and beauty, could not change his mind about his policy.
Tim hated to admit he wished he had a wife and kids of his own. Being the single uncle and the odd man out no longer had the same appeal. He was an attractive, successful man with a lot to offer any woman, so why couldn’t he be happy with a family? Tim felt a void he could not explain to anyone. A void, he felt filling when he laid eyes on Trina again.
The doorbell rang, jerking him back to his senses. Trina was part of his past. Candi, well, Candi was his "in the meantime" woman. A vision of Trina flashed in his mind, as Tim opened up the door and greeted Candi.
It had been over a month since Trina’s party. Trina sat in the tub and remembered the sound of Tim’s heartbeat as they slow danced. No matter how much she tried, Tim occupied her thoughts.
Girl, you need to chill. Tim is off limits. Besides, what would he want with you after you crushed his heart and ego?
Trina leaned back in the tub and closed her eyes. If only she could go back in time and make things right. She never would have ended things the way she did. Back then, Tim loved her more than anything else. He would tell her his dreams and aspirations and they always included her. Most girls would have been satisfied with what Tim was offering, but at the time, she just assumed there was more out there.
As the water got cold in the tub, tears flowed down Trina’s face. The memories of her senior year of high school continued to flood her mind.
“Tim, I love you, but I don’t think I’m ready for this,” Trina said, as she watched Tim look at her in confusion.
Tim begged her. “Whatever it is, we can work it out. Did I do something to make you feel this way? I love you. Trina, please don’t do this.”
Trina, teary-eyed, handed Tim his senior ring and the promise ring he gave her for her sixteenth birthday. “Sorry. I just can’t do this anymore.”
Tim, confused and looking like a lost puppy, took both rings from her. She kissed him on the lips and walked away.
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