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For some reason, I always knew I would end up
here. The one waiting for his free hour or two, the one he would
sneak off and see during his lunch break. We’d always meet at my
place; he’d park several blocks away, walk over so no one would
know he and I were involved. Sometimes we didn’t even have sex.
Sometimes we would just sit and talk for hours, the way we would if
we were a real couple. If I wasn’t the girl on the side, the one
that was just for fun, occasionally I got to see what could be, and
that drove me crazy. His kisses would curl my toes, his touches
would make me weak, and what we would do in bed, and I just can’t
describe what it would do to me.

This charade has gone on for
months. Me pretending he’s all mine the few, very few hours I could steal him each
week. When reality smacked me in the face one night when I was out
with my girlfriends. It was a basic night where we went out
drinking, just having fun. But the moment we walked into my
favorite bar, I felt like I would have a bruise on my face from the
way my heart slapped me. I saw her leaning against him, her head on
his shoulder his arm around her waist. The same way we always would
lay together on my couch on the Saturday mornings when he would
come over early and we’d spend some time making love in the shower,
eating sliced fruits while wrapped in our towels, and making love
again. This moment however, made it clear he wasn’t mine. He never
could be. She had his heart. I just had his penis.

So now I’m in the ladies room of my favorite
bar, crying, unsure of how to explain my feelings to my friends
when she comes in. I blow my nose so she won’t notice my jealous
glare at her. I hate her; she has what I want most. She has him.
She’s not as cute in person as she is in the pictures on his cell
phone. Must not think she has to try anymore perhaps? Though he
doesn’t know I snooped in his phone, it was only once. I was
curious if he deleted our text messages or saved them. He would
save them; I guess she hasn’t thought to check his phone. She
studies me, and pulls something out of her purse. It’s a pack of
tissues, “Let me guess, some loser guy break your
heart?”

I simply nod as I accept the tissue and watch
her go in a stall. My phone beeps and it’s him. I look at the
message, my hands shaking, my stomach twisting in knots. He’s
apologizing for being here with her, knowing I come here all the
time. It wasn’t his choice, or hers, but her sisters. That would
probably the redhead staring at me right now, paying close
attention to my movements. “What?” I finally snap at
her.

“Nothing, skank,” The flush of a
toilet drowns out if she says anything else and my friends take a
hold of me before I can lung for her. We’re outside the bar on the
street. The cool fall air wrapping around my body, making me feel
cold, even more then I already was from the emotional upset that
had just had. He’ll try to make it up to me in the morning like
always.

§§§

Morning comes; he slips into my apartment with
his copy of the key. I’m lying in bed, not wanting to wake up. I
don’t want him to apologize. I don’t want his empty promises. I
want to be me again, not the skank or the slut that’s breaking up
his relationship. I want to be a part of a real relationship. Not
some secret that is filled with sneaking around at odd hours or
just hanging around my apartment because no one would know we were
sneaking around.

I peek out from under my covers, and see him
put the two cups of Starbucks on my table next to the container of
sliced fruit. My memory flashes with all the Saturday mornings
we’ve spent in this bed, the juice from the fruit dripping out to
our skin. Kissing, licking it away, and giggling before it would
lead to us making love yet again.

He pulls my blanket away, stroking my hair
away from my face, leaning down to kiss me. My toes curl as a
reaction. I hate him, I hate him, really I do, but at the same time
I give into the familiarity of it all, the comfort in this routine.
More of the blanket is pulled away as his hands move under my tank
top, squeezing my breast, his thumb rubbing over my nipple. The
voice in the back of my mind is screaming for me to stop this, but
the other voice closer to the front is begging for it to keep
going. To give me this one last moment, before I pushed him aside
and finally release the real me that had been trapped for months,
for weeks, for far too long, the me that wouldn’t put up with this,
but I had to gain my strength first and it was hard to do with his
fingers in my panties.

It was mechanical love making, the way it made
me feel was how he described being with her. I clutch the sheet to
my body; I can feel the heaviness of the sadness in my eyes. “I
want my key back.”

He is shocked. He is surprised; this was not
what he’d been expecting at all. He just watches me, waiting for a
punch line that doesn’t exist.

“It’s over.” I get out of the bed,
and reach for the first article of clothing I can find. “I can’t be
your number two anymore. I want and deserve to be someone’s number
one, their one and only.”

“You’re not really going to just
walk away from me, from us.”

I stand tall, I feel confident, as it bursts
from me, “Actually, I am.”

§§§

The winter afternoon is actually warm as I walk
down the street with my cup of Starbucks as I return from my lunch
break. I’m running early, I stop and look in a store window,
checking out the competition. It doesn’t appear to be much. Most
people are gearing up for our winter festival, another reason I
linger before going in the store. I sense something, that moment
when things change. The wind blows a certain way signaling the
moment as I turn around and I lock eyes with his.

Hazel eyes are at times are more
like an amber color, a smile that at times seems hidden. My heart
skips every other beat when I see him. It’s always been like this
with this one.
“Hey.” My voice is soft, but has that hint of
nervousness.

“What’s up?” He shifts just a
little bit, enough that I know I still make him nervous, or that
this situation makes us both nervous.

“Window shopping should get back to
work.” I take a tentative sip of my mocha, not sure how hot it is
against the winter air.

“Cool, you going out this weekend?”
He stuffs his hands in his pockets, as if perhaps he’s afraid to
reach out to me.

I giggled and nod, “Um of course I
am. I mean it’s the one weekend of the year you’ve
got to go out.”

“Yeah, I guess that’s
true.”

I start to bounce a bit on the balls of my
feet, for once not afraid my ankles will give out and I’ll fall
over. “I’ll probably see you out then.”

 

“Friday night, I’ll be watching the
parade. I’m staking a spot at like three.” He announces.

This surprises me; I’m not sure what part it
is that surprises me just that it does. “Oh is that so,
where?”

“In front of the diner,” I see
something flashing in his eyes, this guy who once had been all
mine, not like the last one. Not the one I shared the one I was
always too afraid to hold on to.

“Save me a spot and I’ll bring hot
chocolate around five when I’m done with work.” I start to back
away, “I should get back, don’t want to be late.”

“Yeah, good idea,” His smile has
grown as he watches me back down the street. “See you
then.”

My heart is racing and the smile on my face is
so much realer then anything I can remember in a very long
time.

§§§

Friday arrives and I prove once again that out
of my friends, I don’t do the whole costume thing. I’m dressed
basically for work and perhaps a little bit of the night life, but
not much. My jeans are basic, my t-shirt goes along with the
festival theme and everything else is just the status quo. My gut
tells me that it is the way to go.

Work is busy, people looking for items to
commemorate the festival. I’m on my feet all day, but I’m not
phased. The hours go by quickly and when the night shift arrives
I’m surprised they’re already here. I clock out, freshen up and
then make hot chocolate and put it in the thermos I brought with me
this morning. If he is at the diner, I want to keep up my end of
the deal.

I force myself to slow down,
I can’t seem
anxious; I might have read into this incorrectly. Who am I kidding?
I probably did. So as I stroll down the street I get closer to the
diner, and he’s waiting He’s got a chair pulled right up to the
barrier. He’s got one next to him with a blanket tossed over it. My
heartbeat slows down, he’s waiting for someone and I highly doubt
it’s me. “Wow, you really are waiting for the parade.”

He jumps at the sound of my voice, having been
lost in a trance. “I was hoping you would show up.” He takes the
blanket from the chair and motions for me to sit.

He really was waiting for me. This guy who
over the years I’ve pushed away more times then I care to remember,
this guy who I’m always find myself back with. “Good thing I made
hot chocolate before I left work.”

I settle in next to him, he puts the blanket
over both our legs, I can feel the warmth from his body engulfing
mine. This sweet man, always here for me when I let him be, still
allowing me to let him in all these years later.

The evening sky is growing dark, and we’ve
spent the last several hours joking and laughing as people are
gathering around us. Families and drunks, it’s the crazy
combination that fills the night with energy.

§§§

When the parade is over, we gather up our
things as we wait for the crowds to disperse before we bring the
chairs down to where I work so he can collect them in the morning.
After I lock the door behind us, we’re outside the light from the
street lamp washing over us, as it starts to flurry. I begin to rub
my arms to keep out the chill that I barely really notice after all
this time outside, but he stops me.

He pulls me close, his body heat warming me
even through several layers of clothing. I look up into his amber
eyes, I know this look. I memorized the look at the age of
twenty-one, the night I fell in love with him, nearly seven years
ago. I hold my breath anticipating the feel of his lips pressed
against mine.

The moment it happens, I feel one of my feet
lift up like they do in the old movies. It’s such a cheesy response
I wasn’t sure it could really happen, but it would and could only
with him. The kiss deepens with two years of absence. Our first
kisses always like this, yet something is different, something
changed.

I pull away, settling back down to the ground
and look up at him, always amazed he’s a whole foot taller than me.
I don’t know what to say, my insides are bubbling up, twisting,
turning, energized in a way I can’t believe.

His eyes just search me, as if trying to
decide if I know I’m going to run and push him away. Right this
moment I know I could never run from him again, I could never push
him away again. He’s the other half of my soul stone and I’ve been
far too careless to see that. “Let me drive you home.”

“Sounds perfect,” He takes my
gloved hand as we cross the street and I can’t help but be glad to
see it’s the same black ford truck. We chat along the drive as I
give directions on where to turn and as we sit outside my
apartment, the snow is falling harder now. I invite him in, and we
sit on my sofa, watching movies and old TV shows, before drifting
asleep in each other’s arms.

§§§

When the morning light breaks through, I know
it seems brighter because of the blanket of snow outside. I shift,
realizing he’s still beside me, watching me as I wake up. I smile;
thrilled he’s still here, but now even more nervous because I’m
unsure of where things will go, if last night was just part of some
long held secret fantasy. “Morning,” I break the
silence.

He strokes my hair away from my face, “You
work today?”

“No, not today,” I chew my lower
lip, “You?”

“I’ve got it off. Any
plans?”

I look at the pile of laundry building in the
corner and then towards my kitchen and the cupboards of food trying
to remember what I wanted to cook. “Just house stuff, you can hang
out while I do that if you want.”

He takes my hand and kisses it, “Sounds
perfect.”

This is the moment I know, it’s real,
and it’s for keeps. I can no longer feel the other woman stigma
stamped upon my forehead, because I am no longer the other woman. I
am the one, and only for him.
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