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   As I stand in the doorway I am not sure if I should turn around and run or scream and hit someone, that someone preferably being my boyfriend. Watching them together makes my chest hurt, it actually feels like someone is squeezing my heart. I feel the tears flowing from my eyes, but I make no sound. He is lying on top of her, licking and nibbling her breasts, his hands run down her body while she moans and calls out his name and other obscene things.
 
   "Connor, that's it baby. You know how I like it. Harder baby," the blond haired bimbo keeps screaming out. I want to walk over and pull her hair out, but my feet feel as though they are submerged in concrete and I cannot make them move. Calling her a bimbo is probably harsh considering I do not know her or anything about her, but since she is in my bed screwing my boyfriend, the name seems appropriate. What is that saying? If it walks like a duck, sounds like a duck.....then she must be a blonde bimbo.
 
   I am not sure how long I have actually been standing here watching them, but it feels like hours although it is probably closer to fifteen minutes. I try and swallow, but my throat is dry and my head feels dizzy. How can he be in our bed fucking someone else? Four months ago he was talking about our future, marriage after college and now he is cheating on me. Questions keep swirling in my head. How long has this been going on? Is she the first? Are there others? Does he even love me, has he ever loved me?
 
   Pull it together Abby! 
 
   Fighting back the bile that is threatening to leash itself from my chest I take a few deep breaths than I finally speak up," Honey I'm home." My voice is weak and the words crack due to the tears that continue to fall freely.
 
   Connor's head snaps up and he looks at me wide eyed, like a deer caught in headlights. He scrambles off the blonde and stands facing me naked and stunned. If the whole scene was not so pathetic I might have laughed, but there is nothing funny about knowing I have wasted over two years of my life and it is ending with his dick crammed in someone else. 
 
   "I am so sorry Abby, this is not what is seems. She came on to me earlier and I have been drinking, I was weak. This was a huge mistake. She means nothing to me. You've got to know that right?" He keeps rambling on and on with apologies but I am not listening. I feel numb and stupid; I just want to get away from him. 
 
   I drown him out not wanting to hear his excuses as I walk over to my mahogany dresser against the back wall and start grabbing enough clothes to get me through a few days before I can come back and get the rest of my things. Glancing behind me I notice the blonde is already dressed and making her escape. Before she can leave I grab her arm and turn her around to face me. 
 
   Staring her down I say tightly, "Don't worry, you can come back and screw him later.  He will even be single then unless of course you prefer them attached." I am not sure why I say it but I feel better as I watch her face turn pale as she quickly turns and stomps out, slamming the door behind her. I have never been one to be catty but then again I have never been cheated on or humiliated in such a way as this.
 
   Turning to Connor I watch as he tugs on his boxers and an old pair of blue jeans.  His body is amazing. The first time I met him I fell in love with his chiseled features, lean body, and sandy colored hair that is just long enough to fall over his beautiful emerald green eyes. He played football during high school and keeps his body in prime condition. He was always a lady's man, full of charisma and confidence. Turning to me he gives me his best puppy eyed face pleading, "Abby don't say that baby. I don't want to be single, I only want you. You know we are meant to be together." 
 
   Looking him over I can't believe that this man that I have loved for years could so nonchalantly throw away our love, our future and jump in the bed with someone else, and not just any bed but our bed in our apartment that we share. The same bed where he holds me every night; promising to love me forever and planning the family we would someday have. 
 
   Brushing away the tears that continue to fall, I grab my bag of clothes and walk into our bathroom and start filling it with my toiletries and an extra pair of shoes from the closet. I feel him staring at me, the hairs on the back of my neck stand up knowing he will try to stop me from leaving. Stay strong Abby.
 
   Connor is great at working my weaknesses and bending me to his will. Looking over the apartment making sure I have everything I need before leaving I stop and focus on the fish bowl sitting on top of my night stand. The goldfish was our first pet together, a gift from Connor a month after I moved in with him and we made it our apartment. I take deep breaths to calm myself and try to keep the tears from pooling back into my eyes, leaving him hurts like hell but I know I have to do it.
 
   Feeling his hands wrap around my waist I sink back against his chest, loving the way my body fits into his like a puzzle piece. His body feels so warm and comfortable against mine. Pulling away I turn and look into his gorgeous eyes one last time. "Bye Connor." I look down at my shaking hands and pull off the promise ring he gave me on our anniversary and place it on the side table next to the fish bowl. 
 
   "What are you doing Abby? Put that back on, you are not ending what we have over this. I told you it was a mistake and I am sorry, it won't ever happen again.  If you need some time to forgive me than I can give you that, but we are not over!"  His voice is angry and strained. I tremble as he reaches up and cups my face in his hands; his fingers trail small circles over my jaw. Realizing he is about to kiss me I jerk my head to the side and his lips land on my cheek. He looks mad as his jaw tightens but he does not say anything. 
 
   I finally snap and the screaming commences."A mistake is bringing some girl to our apartment and kissing her, fucking her is something totally different. This is not something that I am just going to be able to forgive and move on." I push at his chest but he does not budge. "Go to hell Connor." Grabbing my bag I run out of the apartment, taking the steps down two at a time. 
 
   I make it to my car and rummage in my purse until I find my keys and unlock it just as he steps up beside me. He does not try to touch me again, but I can tell he wants to. He opens my car door for me and I quickly throw my bag in the backseat and get in before he changes his mind. He starts to shut the car door than stops and says," I love you Abby. Just take a few days and cool off; we will go out for a nice dinner when you come back. We will work this all out." 
 
   "Conner I am not coming back except to get the rest of my things. I can deal with a lot of things but cheating is not one of them. I love you, but we are done." My voice is surprisingly steady considering I am shaking like a leaf.
 
   Laughing as though I said something funny, he leans in the car door and whispers in my ear," Your mine Abby girl, remember that. We're not done, not by a long shot. See you soon," than shuts the car door.
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   Don't look back, just drive away.
 
    Starting the car I quickly back up and get the hell out of there. How could he even think that I would be coming back to him? Grabbing my cell phone I call my best friend and room buddy Becca to let her know that I am on my way to our dorm. I came to the University on a scholarship that says I have to live in the dorms, but since moving in with Connor I only stay there a few nights a month to keep up appearances. Whenever I am not around Becca lets her boyfriend Patrick stay over. The last thing I want tonight is to walk in on them in the throes of passion also; a girl can only take so much in one night. 
 
   Becca picks up on the third ring sounding tired and half asleep. The moment I start talking my voice cracks and my emotions take over."Hey Becca, it's me Abby. I just wanted to give you a heads up that I am heading to the dorm and will be staying there tonight." I sigh and correct myself. "Well, actually I will be moving back in, I hope you don't mind."  I hear her gasp and wait for the million questions to begin. My head hurts from crying and I just want to curl up in bed and forget about everything. 
 
   Becca is silent for several minutes before she finally says," Drive careful, we will talk when you get here. Love you." Imagining the pity I that is no mistakenly etched in her eyes I swallow the sobs that rise from my chest. "Love you too Becca." 
 
   He cheated on me, it's really over. I am not sure how to process this information. I keep thinking of the stupid blonde bimbo at my apartment. His hands all over her and the things she said to him. Feeling my stomach protest I pull over just in time to open my car door and throw up. How in the hell and I going to face my parents and friends? 
 
    Knowing my mom, she will blame me. She loves Connor and thinks he can do no wrong. I can hear her now," Abby if you had done everything correct than he would not have turned to someone else." My mom and I have not had the best relationship growing up. She always thought I could be more than I am and the fact that I do not live up to her standards is my fault. I am not sure if anyone could live up to her standards, well except for Connor. 
 
   My life is so fucked up. 
 
    
 
   ********
 
    
 
   Pulling up to the dorm I notice the place looks deserted, there must be a party at one of the frat houses tonight. I used to go to all the parties and social outings, but all of that stopped after I moved in with Connor. He is very protective, even possessive to a point and swore that he would just end up in a fight if we went because guys would talk to me, flirt even. I always thought it was a lame excuse not to hang out with everyone but I went along with it as I do with everything Connor wants. Like I said, Connor has a way of bending me to his will.
 
   Finding a parking spot near the entrance I grab my things before heading inside. It's been weeks since I have been here but nothing ever changes. The walls stark white with the bright white florescent lights always remind me of a hospital, so sterile. Most of the girls decorate their doors to try and lighten up the place, but it's never enough.  Standing in front of my room at the end of the hall on the right I knock gently on the door to announce my presence before walking in. 
 
   The floor is covered with bags of candy, movies, and boxes of Kleenex.  Looking around I find Becca sitting on her bed talking on the phone, she looks up noticing me and finishes her conversation. "Hey Patrick, let me call you later. Abby is here and we need a girls night. Love you too." 
 
   I am tired as I walk in throwing my bags on the bed and taking a seat on the floor so I can get a better look at the type of candy bestowed in front of me. "What is all this?" I ask as I open a bag of snickers, my favorite candy of all time.
 
   "Well, I knew if you were coming back for good that he must have screwed up big time. So I put together a break up package of sweets, tissues, and some action flicks to get you through the night, I even picked out some of your favorites." 
 
   "Wow, you out did yourself. Thank you, you are truly the best." I love the fact that she knows me so well and already assumes that he messed up, not me. Most people who know Connor fall for his charisma and thinks he walks on water, I was one of those people up until tonight.
 
   Looking over at Becca as she lays on her bed waiting on me break down and spill it, I thank my lucky stars that I have her in my life. So many room buddies end up with someone crazy that makes their life miserable, but I ended up with the best type of crazy. When I first met her I took in her pink stripped long blonde hair and matching nose and lip piercings and freaked out thinking I was in for a long year, but after getting to know her I realized she added the right amount of spice and fun to my controlled life. 
 
   Since I can remember my life has been nothing but one planned event after another. Spontaneous was a four letter word in my world. My mom is a complete control freak along with her other questionable qualities. My dad is wonderful and kind but too much of a coward to every stand up to her. I feel sorry him although I guess I am not much better than he is. College was to be my chance of freedom, to live a little without her looking over my shoulder telling what to do and how I did it totally wrong.
 
    Then Connor came into my life. He was beautiful, charming, and swept me off my feet my first semester of college. Looking back at it now I don't even think I ever had a chance of not being with him. He was so intense and said all the right things that I practically melted into his arms on site. Within a year all his friends became my friends and my life revolved around everything he did or wanted to do. He made everything seem easy and right. My parents loved and adored him, according to my mom he was the one thing I did right in my life. He was the second boy I have ever loved, Keith my high school sweet heart being the first. 
 
   "So are you going to finally tell me what happened or I am going to sit here all night waiting," Becca said teasing me although her eyes showed all the warmth and compassion that I needed right now. 
 
   Fidgeting with a piece of string on my comforter so I don't have to face the pity I am sure is written all over her face when I tell her the embarrassing details of my break up, cautiously I begin," He cheated on me so I left." 
 
   "What? Are you sure, I mean do you know he cheated or did someone just tell you he cheated? Please tell me you are not listening to the rumor mill, they never get anything right."
 
   "I walked in on him having sex with some blonde bimbo. So yes, I know he cheated. We are over, I am moving out!" I cry out determined not to turn into a bubbling, crying mess. Seeing the concern etched on her face makes me want to start crying all over again. Whoever said that a person could cry until there were no more tears is stupid; I didn't think I will ever run out of tears.
 
    Becca rolls off her bed and comes over to sit next to me; wrapping her arms around me she hugs me and lets me cry on her shoulder. She hugs me tight like she is trying to shield me from the pain. Everyone needs a friend like Becca. Pulling away I thank her for being there for me and start inspecting the movies in front of me, needing something to distract me for a while. 
 
   "Which do you think is a better kick butt movie for tonight, Charlie's Angels or Mission Impossible?" I hold up both movies and wave them around in front of her waiting for an answer.
 
   "Hands down Charlie's Angels. There is nothing better than seeing girls kicking a guy's ass over and over again," Becca giggles grabbing the movie and sliding in the DVD player. We grab pillows and blankets and settle on the floor, stuffing our face with candy and laugh as the Angle's took out one bad guy after another. 
 
   During the movie, Becca leans over and says," Abbes I am really sorry about Connor. He is a douche and you deserve better. I know you don't want to hear this right now, but there is something about Connor that has always made me uneasy. He is nice and all but he consumes you and that worries me. You always do whatever he wants; it was like you lost yourself in him." 
 
   I sit there quietly thinking about what she said. I know to some degree she is right, but I don't want to dwell on it too much. I think it is hard to live with someone and not get wrapped up in their life and their dreams. He has been my life for over two years and now I have to try and figure out what to do without him in it. 
 
   "I need to go and get the rest of my things in a few days, would you mind going with me?" I really do not want to go back there alone. I know Connor well enough to expect him to try and talk me out of leaving. His words tonight all but confirmed just that. 
 
   "You got it girlfriend, in fact why don't we get Patrick to go with us? We can use his muscles for lifting and his truck to load everything into." Becca looks at me with a sly smile and says, "Not to sound selfish but I am really glad to have you back, I have missed you."
 
   Stifling back a yawn, I smile back at her, thankful for her support. "Missed you too Becs."
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   The next few days went by in a blur. I missed all my classes for two days and just stayed in bed eating, thinking and crying. On the third day as I am lying in bed watching re-runs of Full House, Becca comes in the room and dumps a small cold glass of water over my head. Screaming I jump out of bed wondering what the hell has come over her. I expect to find her laughing at her insane idea of a joke but instead she looks pissed.
 
   "What in the hell was that for?" Shivering from the cold water I quickly start discarding my clothing and wet bed sheets before grabbing my robe off the back of my computer chair and pulling it on trying to warm myself up. 
 
   "I am not going to sit around and have you mopping over him. Get off your ass and live your life again Abby," she spits out. "Did you know that he is telling everyone that you are still together? Please tell me he is wrong and you have not taken that shit head back?"
 
   Typical Connor. "No. I have not even spoken to him since that night. Knowing Connor he thinks he can talk me into staying and is trying to save face in front of his friends," I sigh.  "He is not exactly used to people telling him no." I actually cringe remembering the few times I went against his wishes and how mad he would get. He never hurt me or made me think he was even capable of doing so, he just yelled a lot; hit the wall once or twice then made you feel guilty and horrible for upsetting him. 
 
   "Well, I am not going to let you sit in here and wither away. We need to go get the rest of your things. Patrick said he could help us with it this afternoon, if that works for you?" she asks. 
 
   I knew she was right; hiding out in my room listening to sad music was not going to solve anything. "Ok, you're right. Tell Patrick this afternoon is fine. Connor should be at the library studying for his economics exam he has this Friday so now is a good time. I would prefer not having to see him just yet if possible."
 
   "Great I will text him now and have him meet us there," she says happily as she grabs her phone off the bed and begins texting. 
 
   "Abbes don't worry about Connor, I have taken enough self defense courses that if he starts anything I will take him down for you." She playfully demonstrates kicking the air as though she is taking someone out. We both fall into a fit of giggles. She looks hilarious trying to be a badass. Becca always has a way of making me laugh when I would have never thought it impossible. 
 
   ********
 
   Taking an extra set of clothes and my toiletries bag I head down the hall to the community showers needing to get cleaned up from days of doing nothing but lying around. Walking in and meeting several other girls on our floor, I sigh realizing how much I am going to really miss having my own private bathroom. 
 
   I turn the water as hot as I can stand it. The water cascades over me, massaging my shoulders and unraveling my tight muscles. Working the soap into a lather I wash myself and take my time shaving so as to not cut myself. Shaving in the shower has never been one of my greatest talents, I prefer bathtubs for that. Not sure how much time I have left before the water runs cold I finish and wash my hair before turning off the water. Hastily I dry myself off and wrap up in my warm terry cloth bath robe. 
 
   Staring into the mirror I wonder what Connor saw in me to begin with? He is sexy and defined and I am average. At five foot three inches I am considered short by most, my skin is clear and pale although my mom always called it porcelain, but I hate that description it reminds me too much of a doll. My caramel colored hair is wavy and a bit unruly at times, it lands just below my shoulders and my brown-green hazel eyes are annoying in the fact that they change colors depending on my mood and choice of clothing. My breasts are the most above average feature about me, they are a larger than most of my friends, but fit onto my frame perfectly without making me look ill proportioned. 
 
   Reaching for my clothes I dress quickly in a light grey tank top and comfortable worn jeans. Brushing my hair out I pull it into a high pony tail before applying some light make-up which consists of mascara and lip gloss. Heading back to our dorm I grab up Becca so we can go meet up with Patrick and get this show on the road. 
 
    
 
   ********
 
    
 
   Pulling up at the apartment I search the parking lot for Patrick, but he is not here yet and thankfully I don't see Connor's blue mustang so he obviously is not back yet either. Considering the way we left things I am not sure how he will feel seeing me pick up the last of my things. 
 
   "Becca, let's go on up and start getting everything packed up so we can just throw them in the back of Patrick's truck when he gets here. The sooner we are done the better." I smile sheepishly, trying to hide how nervous I really am.
 
   "I am with you there girl, let's do this." Laughing at her, I shake my head. I love her enthusiasm as though this is something we do all the time for fun. 
 
   Climbing the stairs I walk to the front door and stare at it willing myself to stop shaking before unlocking it and walking in. Becca follows me in with empty boxes and heads straight to my bedroom asking," What do you want me to start packing first?"
 
   "Um...I guess start in my closet and let's get my clothes and shoes. Then we can move into the bathroom and pull my things from there. I don't have much in the bedroom itself except a few things in the drawer beside the bed." 
 
   We move around the rooms as though on a mission, no folding or care involved. I just want to put an end to this chapter in my life. Hearing a slight knock on the door I turn around to see that Patrick has arrived and breathe a sigh of relief. 
 
   "Hey Patrick, thanks for coming to help." I walk over and hug him, grateful that there are still good guys in this world that you can depend on. I sound so jaded.
 
   I scan the rooms one last time. "I think we have everything packed up already, so if you could help us carry the filled boxes down to the truck that would be great." I start pushing all the boxes into the living room so it will be easier for him to get to them all. Walking by our sad fish bowl, I bend down and say a little good-bye to our pet. "See ya little guy, it's not your fault Connor couldn't keep it in his pants."
 
    I am talking to a fish. I have really lost it. 
 
   Hearing loud voices outside I go to the front window and peer outside and see Connor has made it home and is yelling at Patrick to stop loading the boxes in his truck. My stomach knots up and I can feel the panic as it washes over me. This is exactly what I was afraid of, my nightmare comes to life. Running outside I go over to Connor hoping to be able to neutralize the situation. His face is red and flushed and his mouth is set in an angry grimace. 
 
   Touching his arm lightly to get his attention, I ask, "Hey Connor, can we talk?" I look up into his face wishing things were different. My stomach is full of butterflies and my palms are sweaty. I have never been great at confrontation and this time is no exception. 
 
   "I think that is best," he growls. Reaching up he cups the top of my arm roughly and pulls me back upstairs to our apartment. Becca is sitting inside the living room pulling out the remaining two boxes as we enter; seeing us she stands upright with a worried look. Her eyes move to my arm where he is still holding onto me and then back to my face.
 
   "Everything ok Abbes?" Becca asks her voice full of concern. She is staring Connor up and down like she wants to do bodily harm to him. 
 
   "Yeah I think so. Go on and take those last two boxes down to the truck and I will be down in a minute." I wince as Connor's grip on my arm tightens like he is afraid I might try and bolt out the door along with her. I have never seen him act like this. His body is rigid, and his other hand is clenched into a fist. He is pissed.
 
    Becca hesitates by the door, obviously not sure about leaving me alone. I nod to her, silently letting her know it is ok. When she finishes moving the boxes out the door and walks down the stairs he slams the door shut behind her and turns on me with fire in his eyes. 
 
   "What the fuck do you think you are doing Abby girl?" he yells at me.  I instinctively flinch. 
 
   Pulling my arm loose from his grip, I absently rub it knowing it will bruise. "I am doing exactly what I said I was going to do. You didn't really think you could cheat on me and I would stay with you?" He does not answer so I continue, "My things are packed and I am moving back to my dorm room." My voice is shaky but remains stern. 
 
   "You are not leaving me. I made a mistake, stop being such a child about it," he snaps back. I can almost feel the heat radiating off of him. I have seen Connor mad before, but never so blatantly so. 
 
   "Your mom called for you, I told her you were staying at the dorm for a few days to study with Becca." Looking me in the straight in the eye he growls, "She would be so disappointed in the way you are acting, trying to throw away what we have." 
 
   That is a low blow, even for him. 
 
   "Don't you dare try and use my mom and our screwed up relationship to try and make me stay." Reaching into my pocket with shaky fingers I pull out my key to his apartment and sit it down on the coffee table with a loud thump. 
 
   His eyes widen with the knowledge that I am serious about leaving him. A flicker of sadness registers across his face than is quickly replaced by what looks to be irritation. His lowers his voice and looks me over as if seeing me for the first time," Baby, I will give you more time if you need it."
 
   More time? He has got to be on drugs if he thinks time will help us. Frustrated I sigh and open the door and head down to the truck to meet up with Becca and Patrick and get the hell out of here. My feet cannot move fast enough. I feel like I am in the twilight zone, no matter how many times I say "We are over", Connor just doesn't seem to get it. I feel his presence as he follows me down the stairs. I hold my head up high, no way am I giving him the satisfaction that he has broken me.
 
   Becca looks over at me nervously, "You Ok? Ready to go?" I nod yes and head towards my car.
 
   Before I get far Connor grabs my waist and spins me around, taking me by surprise. I try to recover my balance as he slips his hand behind my neck and presses his lips against mine roughly. I push at him to shove him away, flattening my hands against his chest but it is no use he is too strong and holds me against him, keeping a hold on the back of my head so I cannot pull free.
 
   Panic takes me over and I kick at his shins finally making contact hard enough with one to cause him to lose his grip on me. Staggering back I rub at my mouth, feeling my swollen lips from his hard kiss. Hearing Connor's cursing causes Patrick and Becca run over to check on us. I must look like a mess because once they spot me Patrick starts yelling and pushing Connor back towards the apartment away from me.  
 
   Becca pulls me towards her. "Oh Lord Abby, are you ok?" she asks worry filling her eyes and concern etched in her voice. 
 
   "I am fine. Let's get out of here please," I plead. I am shaking. Connor has never treated me this way before and it scares and unnerves me. Looking back at Conner where he sits on the bottom step of the stairs rubbing his shin and cursing under his breath, I wonder what the hell happened to the guy I fell in love with. His cool collected demeanor is now stripped away and only anger and sadness is left. 
 
   Patrick and Becca climb into his truck and wait on me to get into mine to follow. Climbing into my car I realize this will most likely be my last time here, a bit of sadness pulls at me missing what was and what could have been for us. Pulling the car onto the road behind them I finally break down and cry.
 
    My life is so messed up. 
 
   Hearing my phone beep indicating I have a new text, I stop at the next stop sign and look down expecting to see something from Becca.  Instead Connor's name appears on the screen with a text that says:
 
   This is not over Abby. We are not over! See you soon baby
 
   XOXO C
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   Feeling someone shake me I slowly open my heavy eyes to see Becca staring at me with a smirk on her face. "Wake up sleeping beauty, time to get ready for class. You miss anymore and you're going to flunk out. "
 
   My head hurts; it's heavy as if someone has filled it up with lead. Glancing at the clock beside my bed I am shocked to see it is already 9:15a.m. My first class of the day was at 10:00 which does not leave me much time to get ready and get across campus in time for class.
 
    I don't remember going to bed last night. I must have fallen asleep watching another movie. After we got back from Connor's apartment we unpacked all the boxes, ordered pizza, than watched a marathon of Tom Cruise movies. I was wiped from the emotional roller coaster from earlier. Connor texted several more times telling me to come home; I ignored all of them and finally just turned off my phone off.  
 
   My body needs caffeine and lots of it. A large hot cup of coffee should do the trick. If I hurry up I might actually have time to grab one on my way to class. Grabbing a pair of jeans out of my closet and a light blue button down shirt I dress quickly and run down the hall to the bathroom to fix my hair and apply some make-up. Looking in the mirror I am horrified by how puffy and red my eyes are from all the crying I have done over the last few days. I pull a washcloth from my bag and soak it in cold water. Holding it over my eyes I pray it would help ease some of the swelling. 
 
   The door behind me creaks open and I turn to see Marcy Brigs walk in. Marcy lives two dorms down from me and is in my History class. She is known for keeping the rumor mills running full steam throughout the dorms. She has one of the biggest mouths and loves causing trouble. Watching her as she brushes her long blonde hair I hold my breath hoping she will ignore me and go along on her way, but I am not that lucky today. 
 
   Dabbing on some lip gloss I glance her way, obviously a mistake. She takes that as her invitation to annoy me with her high pitched voice. "Nice seeing you back in the dorms again Abby, heard you moved out of Connor's apartment. He is so hot."
 
    Smiling through gritted teeth, I pack up all my things before turning to face her. "You heard right as always Marcy. Connor and I are over. I would fill you in on all the little details but knowing you I am sure you already know most of them all and probably a few I don't."
 
   She laughs loudly as she stares me down. "Well, if you are referring to the fact that this is not the first time he has cheated on you, than I guess I do know more." 
 
   Bitch! Why did I have to goad her on? Leave it to her to take that knife that has already been placed in my back and twist it a little more. Determined not to let her see me fall apart from her new bit of information, I finish collecting my things and smile as I brush past her towards the door. Her fresh towel and clothes are sitting on the bench next to the door, I sling my arm out as I pass and knock them onto the wet floor. 
 
   Looking down at the mess I created I gasp and act apologetic. "Sorry Marcy, my mistake." Giving her a wink, I walk out of the bathroom and head back to my room where I collapse against the closed door. Sinking to the floor I will myself not to shed another tear for that jerk. 
 
    
 
   ********
 
    
 
   Classes go by in a haze, I take a few notes, write down my assignments, but my mind is not paying attention to anything the professors has said. After English Lit I am exhausted and hungry. Pulling out my phone I text Becca:
 
   Me: Hey girl, where R U?
 
   Becca: Finishing up Photography and about to meet Patrick in the commons area, want 2 join?
 
   Me: Yes, starving. See U Soon.
 
   Walking across the tree-lined campus to the commons area I pass some girls and pretend not to notice when they stare and whisper Connor's name. Annoyed I duck my head down and walk faster, irritated that Connor's extracurricular activities are making us the focus of attention that I do not want or need. 
 
   Arriving at the commons area I throw open the heavy glass doors and step in surveying the area.  Music assaults my ears from the suspended speakers above while students convene with their friends to talk and goof off. Looking around the groups of crowds of people I find Becca and Patrick sitting down at a table in the corner by the cafe and weave my way over to join them. 
 
   "Hi guys, how is it going?" I ask as I pull out a chair next to Becca and sit down, throwing my bags under my chair. It feels nice being around friends and no longer in class trying to feign interest in what is being taught.
 
   "Actually we were just discussing what party we want to hit up Friday night. Patrick's fraternity is having a pretty big bash or we could go try out that new club that just opened up downtown, what are your thoughts?" Becca asks as she pushes her french fries towards me knowing I can't resist them.
 
   Stealing a fry and drowning it in ketchup I look up realizing she is waiting on me to answer. "You two do whatever you want to; I am planning on staying in this weekend." 
 
   Her smile turns to a hard line and I can tell she is trying to pick her words carefully. "You need to live; you can't hide in our room forever. This is your college years, enjoy them for once."
 
   "For once? What is that suppose to mean?" My jaw tenses, I try to hold back my anger, but I know what she is insinuating and it pisses me off. I have heard it a million times from various friends throughout the years and each time it feels like a slap in the face. 
 
   "I love you, you know that. I just hate seeing how you have gone from independent fun Abby to just being Connor's girlfriend and nothing else. Whether you want to admit it or not your life has revolved around him, which to a degree is ok, but I feel like you lost yourself to him. I miss you, the fun, carefree Abby. Just think about going out with us ok? I promise it will be fun!" 
 
   Deep down I know she is right, I have given up a huge part of myself to be with Connor, but isn't that what love is? Giving yourself to someone else, changing your life to include them? I am so confused. My brain feels sluggish and tired from all the emotional drama that has played out the past few days. 
 
   Not wanting to fight I plaster a fake smile on my face and agree to think it over. Maybe a night of drinking and forgetting is just what I need. 
 
   My phone buzzes in my pocket, looking down to see I have a new text.
 
   Connor: You look beautiful today
 
   I look around the room trying to find where he is, but there are too many people moving about. I do not see him. I feel like I am under a microscope and the fries I just ate now feel like rocks in my stomach. 
 
   Me: Stalking me now? Please leave me alone
 
   Connor: Not stalking, just admiring what is mine
 
   Me: Not yours!! Turning off my phone now.  Stop texting me
 
   I turn off my phone and drop it into my bag. Becca is eyeing me. She knows me too well to know when something is not right, but thankfully does not push me to tell her anything. I try and engage in the conversation around me but I keep looking around, expecting to see him in the crowd watching me. 
 
   I also miss the carefree Abby. 
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   The rest of the week goes by smoothly with fewer hiccups. Connor is texting less even though the last few ones I have received seem desperate and totally out of character for him. He stopped by my dorm room once, but luckily I had gone to wash clothes and was not there. I am back on track with my classes that I missed and up to date on all my class work. 
 
   Today is finally Friday and Becca and Patrick are hounding me about going out with them. I know they mean well, but can't a girl get a break? 
 
   "I am not going to take no Abbes," she shouts. "You're going to go out with us and we are going to help cure you of your loser ex!"
 
    Listening to her go on and on about the big party and how much fun we will have I find myself giving in. Her enthusiasm is contagious. I am young and should be living my life, enjoying my independence and pushing past my shattered heart. I agree to go out and try and have one night of fun. 
 
   One night shouldn't be too hard right?
 
    
 
   ********
 
    
 
   "Abby, are you almost ready? I don't want to be too late and miss out on all the good drinking games before everyone is too drunk to play anymore," Becca calls out as she finishes buckling the straps on her shoes. 
 
   I run my fingers through my thick and stubborn hair one last time trying unsuccessfully to tame the unruly pieces that refuse to stay down. Determined not to let it win out this time I pull it into a high pony tail and let the front pieces stay loose and frame my face.  Touching up my makeup with a bit more mascara and lip gloss, I look back towards the mirror satisfied with what I see looking back at me. The chocolate colored halter top I am wearing compliments my brown eyes and the black skinny jeans hug my hips just right. Not bad if I do say so myself. 
 
   Taking a few deep breaths, my frazzled nerves slowly begin to calm down. I am not sure why I care so much about how I look, it's not as though I am ready to meet anyone new or anything. Just the thought of the whole get-to-know- you phase makes me sick at my stomach. 
 
   I pull on my high heels and plaster on a fake smile. Becca already has our purses in hand while she stand in the doorway taping her foot, that is her silent warning that she is about to kill me if I do not hurry up. Grabbing me by the hand she pulls me down the hall. 
 
   "Come on Abby, let's go get wild and have some fun."
 
    Dear Lord what have I gotten myself in to?
 
   The party is in full swing by the time that we arrive. Becca grabs my hand pulling me along as we make our way towards the two story colonial style frat house. The sound of music fills the air as we make our way inside. The place is packed and it's hard to walk around without bumping against someone. The smell of beer and smoke fills the air as I watch couples grind against each other on the dance floor.  Pushing our way through a group playing beer pong we head towards the kitchen. I grab a beer for myself off a nearby counter, needing some liquid courage to deal with being around so many people I don't know. I am beginning to wish I had stayed in my room curled up in bed with the comforter wrapped around me like a safe cocoon reading my latest romance novel. 
 
    A hand smacks me on my ass and I turn around ready to commit murder until I see Patrick standing in front of my laughing. I swear he and Becca deserve each other. Everyone is either dancing, making-out, or playing drinking game. None of those things excite me tonight. When did I become so boring? 
 
   Watching as Becs and Patrick practically devour each other on the dance floor, I start feeling sorry for myself.  I hate feeling jealous, but I do a little. I am really happy for them. They are the epitome of the perfect couple. Patrick is the total opposite of Becca. Where she is wild and inhibited, he is calm and steady. I guess you could say he is the ying to her yang. I thought Connor and I were that type of couple also. Boy was I wrong. 
 
   Becca catches my attention and yells over the loud music," Come dance with us."  There is no way I am going to be their third wheel. I am not that pathetic yet. I wave her off, "No thanks, I am fine right here." 
 
   I watch them dance for a while and envy the way Becca lets loose and has fun. She never worries about what anyone thinks. She shakes her hips and grinds against Patrick as though no one else is in the room. Feeling a pair of eyes on me I look to my right and find Marcy staring me down. If looks could kill I would be six feet under by now. I have never been a fan of that girl, but do not understand her recent obsession of hating me. 
 
   Grabbing my red cup I walk over to the keg by the far wall and fill it back up. As I finish I feel a hand go around my waist as warm fingers dig into my hip. I freeze, not wanting to turn around and yet not being able to walk forward with the kegs lined up in front of me. 
 
   "Hey baby. Fancy seeing you here Abby girl. You look amazing," Conner whispers in my ear. 
 
   The hair on the back of my neck goes up in alarm. His fingers skirt along my abdomen, trying to make their way up my shirt to my breasts. I pull away from him, turning around to meet his vibrant green eyes staring right through me. The normal excited butterflies I feel when I am near him are gone, he must have killed those along with the other emotions my body normally felt when I am this close to him. For once I feel nothing. I scan the room searching for Becca, hoping she is close enough to help me out; but I do not see her or Patrick anywhere in the crowds of bodies. 
 
   I want to flee. His hand comes up and he lightly traces over my jaw line with his fingers. "I have missed you. It's been so lonely without you.  When are you coming home?" His warm breath on my neck sends goose bumps down my arms. His voice actually sounds sincere and I wish things were different. I wish could jump in his arms and everything would be back to normal, but that ship has sailed. 
 
   "We have been over this Conner. I am not moving back in with you. I am sorry but it is over, we are over. You can't keep doing this." I push around him and walk towards the front door needing some fresh air. Between the alcohol and Connor I am feeling flushed and light headed. 
 
   Outside the cool air feels good on my skin. I love cooler weather, the promise of winter and hope for snow used to be one of my favorite times growing up. The air allows me to catch my breath and clear my head. 
 
   A shiver runs down my spine as the cool air begins to seep into my clothing. I turn to head inside wanting to find Becca and see if she is ready to go home, instead I run smack dab into a wall of steel abs, spilling my drink everywhere. 
 
   "Shit." My pants are wet and I now smell like a brewery. Embarrassed and a bit ticked off by my unlucky streak tonight, I look up and start apologizing immediately until I realize who those yummy abs of steel belong to.
 
   My mouth drops open but nothing comes out. I know it is rude to stare, but I cannot stop myself.  He stares right back at me, amusement dancing in his eyes along with something else that I dare not acknowledge. Desire or maybe lust?
 
   Damn he looks better than I remembered. 
 
   Finally finding my tongue I manage to choke out," Keith? What the hell are you doing here?"
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   "Well hello gorgeous, it's great to see you too," he says laughing, obviously enjoying the fact that he has made me speechless. 
 
   My eyes have a mind of their own as they look him over from head to toe, all 6 foot 3 inches of him. He looks delicious. His inky black hair is longer than I remember. It is styled in a messy I just had sex kind of way that is sexy as hell. His black t-shirt stretches across his chest, fitting his defined arms and accenting the tattoos on his upper arms. I have never been a fan of tattoos, but he makes them look like art on a beautiful canvas. His worn jeans ride low and snug showing off one hell of an ass. But the best part of him are his eyes. A shade of blue like the ocean, they pierce right through me knowing parts and secrets about me know one else knows. 
 
   "Like what you see?" he smirks. You keep eating me alive with your eyes gorgeous and I might just take you up on the offer."
 
   Please do!
 
    I feel the flush as it rises and can only imagine the bright shade of red my face is right now. "I cannot believe you are here. Are you going to school here or are you visiting? I thought you were in Austin going to school at the University of Texas?"  I know I am rambling but can seem to stop myself.
 
   Crossing my arms over my stomach I try to stop the butterflies that have been re-born and taken flight. Keith was my first of many things and my high school sweet heart. We were together for three great years before separating for college. Neither of us believed in long distance relationships and thought it was best to end things while we still loved and respected each other. It was hard letting him go, but it was the best thing for both of us. 
 
   "Yeah I have been in Austin, but I am transferring here in a week. A buddy of mine has an apartment here and I will be rooming with him. Just came down this weekend to check out the scene and get some paperwork taken care of." Looking me over as thoroughly as I did him, he says," You look amazing."
 
   Breathlessly I answer, "Thanks, you too." We stare at each other for what seems like an eternity until someone grabs my hand roughly and pull me to the side. I stumble but quickly regain my balance. Looking up confused, I find Connor glaring at me; obviously not happy seeing me speaking with another guy. 
 
   "What the hell are you trying to prove Abby?" he growls at me. He runs his hand through his hair, his signature move when he is frustrated. 
 
   "Not that it is any of your business, but I am talking to a friend. Stop being rude and leave me alone." I am so pissed that he is acting like he still has the right to question me on anything. 
 
   "Why don't you go find your blonde plaything, I am sure she would love for you to play the jealous boyfriend with her." My voice comes out smooth although I am a mess of nerves. I am embarrassed by his attitude and our increasingly loud conversation has drawn a few glances from those around us. 
 
   His jaw tightens as he tries to hold back his temper. "Let's go back home and talk."
 
   "You don't listen do you? There is nothing to talk about. We do not have a home together anymore Connor!" 
 
   His face hardens and his eyes narrow on me. For a brief moment I am actually worried about how far he might take this until I feel a strong comforting hand on the small of my back. 
 
   I look up at Keith beside me, his face is impassive and his body has done rigid. I cannot tell what he is thinking but his tense body language says he is on guard and not taking anything else from Connor. His eyes keep glancing down to my wrist that Connor is still holding, his eyes turn possessively glacial.  
 
   "You ok gorgeous? Is this guy bothering you?" Keith looks ready to pounce on Connor the first chance he gets.
 
   His question sets Connor off all over again. He releases my wrists and steps up getting in my face as he growls out, "Abby who is this? Are you fucking this jerk?"
 
   Keith sets forward and I realize I have to stop this before it gets out of control. The air is thick with testosterone and although Connor works out and has a great lean body, he is not built like Keith is and would not stand a chance against him. 
 
    Positioning myself between the two of them I place my hand on each of their chests and manage to wedge enough space between them to keep them at bay. "Please, enough both of you," I plead. Turning to Connor I explain," Keith is a close friend from back home that I have not seen in a while.  Now stay out of my business and go find someone else to control, I am done being your puppet."
 
   "Your old boyfriend from high school? That Keith?" he spits out obviously not happy with my answer and ignoring the rest of the things I said.
 
   Sighing and crossing my arms over my chest defensively I answer. "Yes Connor, that Keith. Stop acting jealous, you do not have that right anymore." Softening my voice, I plead, "We are over, please just stop."
 
   He runs a hand through his hair. He looks frustrated and angry. Cursing under his breath he stalks off towards the house shouting for someone to get him another drink. 
 
   "Keith, I need to find my friend, do you mind helping look for her?" I can barely look at him; I am so embarrassed that he just witnessed Connor acting like a complete asshole.
 
   "Lead the way gorgeous."
 
   Grabbing Keith by the arm I walk away pulling him with me back into the house and start looking around for Becca so I can leave. I cannot take anymore drama. Glancing up I mutter, "I am so sorry about that. We broke up earlier this week and he does not seem to be taking it well." 
 
   He nods as though it was no big deal. "Were you together long?"
 
   "Yes, we started dating not long after college began." Dipping my head down so he cannot see my embarrassment from my confession of getting into a serious relationship not long after we ended ours, I continue," We were actually living together and quite serious until I walked in on him banging another girl, so long story our happily ever after got kicked to the curb." 
 
   His hand moves up to the back of my neck. His fingers gently start drawing small circles over my skin causing warm liquid to pool between my legs. "Look at me gorgeous," he commands.
 
   Cautiously I look up. He is so close I can feel his warm breath on my skin. It was almost too much; my skin is humming and alive with need.  "I am worried about you. He does not seem to think you are over, far from it actually. Would he hurt you, has he ever hurt you?" His jaw is tense, but his eyes never leave mine. 
 
   I used to love the way those eyes looked at me; I always swore they could see right to my soul. It is amazing the things you will believe when you are in love and man did I love this boy. 
 
   "No. Besides breaking my heart he has never hurt me intentionally and I don't think he would. He is just not used to anyone telling him no or rejecting him," I say trying to reassure him.  
 
   Looking around the room I spot Becca over by the dance floor grinding against Patrick and having the time of her life. Noticing me she comes over and gives me a half hug before turning her attention to Keith with a quizzical look. 
 
   "Who do we have here? Abby do you have a new friend I do not know about?"
 
   "Actually, an old friend. Becca this is Keith, he and I were high school sweet hearts." Keith nods to her as to say hello.
 
   Becca looks him over obviously appreciating what she sees. Turning back to her I say," I have had a long night, are you ready to go yet?" 
 
   The look on her face tells me real quick that she is far from ready. Keith interjects before she has time to protest." I can take you home gorgeous." 
 
   Damn stupid butterflies. 
 
   "I don't want to put you out. You are here to visit with your friend, not to take care of me. I can wait until Becca is ready to leave".
 
   He chuckles as he moves his hand around my waist pulling me against his side. I can feel the heat from his body through his thin shirt and that familiar smell of cinnamon and spice rolls off of him. Addressing Becca he says," Go have fun with your guy, I've got Abby and will make sure she gets home safely."
 
   I stare up at him wondering what part of I can stay he does not understand, but I don't correct him. I like the idea that he wants to take care of me. It feels nice and familiar. 
 
   I tell Becca that I will text her once I get back to our room. Becca and I have always taken extra precautions to make sure the other is safe. Bad things can happen to girls who wander around any campus at night by themselves. Our three rules might seem silly to some but we feel better having them in place. 
 
   Rule 1: always text or call the other whenever we reach or leave somewhere
 
   Rule 2: never go to or leave a party alone
 
   Rule 3: always keep cell phone charged and with us no matter what.  
 
    
 
   ********
 
    
 
   We don't speak throughout the whole drive to my dorm except for my simple directions to my dorm. The air feels thick and charged with electricity. I glance over at him several times; still shocked that he is here after all this time. It's funny the way life works out. 
 
   When we arrive at the dorms he parks and asks me to wait while he gets out and comes around to my side, opening the door and helping me out of his truck. Grabbing my hand he entwines our fingers as we walk together towards the entrance of my dorm building. My thoughts are scattered, I have so many questions and not sure where to begin.
 
   "I know you said you are transferring here in week, so are you just here for the weekend?"  
 
   "Yes, I am leaving Sunday but will be back for good the following Saturday. How do you feel about me transferring here?" he asks with a smirk.
 
   How do I feel? Thinking about it, I answer honestly," I am happy. I didn't realize how much I missed you until I saw you tonight. It feels like a lifetime ago since we said good-bye."
 
   He smiles and leans against one of the pillars beside the entrance. I can feel the pull between us. His gaze is all consuming and without thinking or hesitating I lean forward and kiss him lightly on his lips. The kiss is sweet and intoxicating. I start to pull away but he places his hand on the small of my back pulling me against him seeking more. His tongue traces my bottom lip asking for entry which I happily give. His tongue enters my mouth, claiming and possessing me.  A moan escapes the back of my throat as he deepens the kiss, his tongue probing and searching out every inch of my mouth. 
 
   I grip at the front of his shirt, marveling in the passion and fierceness igniting between us. Eventually breaking the kiss, we rest our foreheads against each other as our breathing slows down. He is all consuming. The emotions that ran so deep years ago between us come rushing back as though they never left. It is a little too much too soon after the week I have endured with Conner and I am not sure how to react to what just happened between us.
 
   Looking up at him I say, "Thank you for the ride home, I appreciate it." 
 
   His hand continues to stoke my neck, sending shivers skirting down my back. It is amazing how he can make something so simple seem so erotic. Clearing his throat he looks down at me and gives me a chaste kiss. "I would like to see you tomorrow if you have time. Maybe go have a picnic at the park downtown for lunch and catch up on old times?" 
 
   Old times were never this hot.
 
   I love the idea of spending more time with him; it just feels so natural and comfortable being with him. Reaching for my cell phone I plug his number into it and he follows suite doing the same with his. I cannot seem to wipe the stupid grin off my face, I am so happy. 
 
   Putting his phone back in his pocket he turns and murmurs, "Until tomorrow gorgeous, pick you up at 11:30?"
 
   Nodding my head yes I wave good-bye and head towards the door before calling back to him, "Keith, thanks again for tonight. See you tomorrow."
 
   I feel like I am back in high school. I am giddy and smiling like an idiot. Entering our building I head to our room and text Becca to let her know that I am back and safe. Throwing myself onto my bed I lie down and think back to the whole night and fall asleep smiling, remembering the way his lips felt against mine. I am almost asleep when I hear my phone buzzing. Checking the screen I smile, it is a text from Keith.
 
   Keith: Thanks for tonight. It was amazing seeing you again. You are so damn sexy
 
   I squeal with delight as I text back. 
 
   Me: You are not so bad yourself. I don't remember your abs or ass being that tight back in HS, like the change.
 
   Keith: Damn girl, keep it up and I will drive back over there tonight and show you up close just how tight they are.
 
   Oh please do!!
 
   Me: Down boy! Heading to bed, see you tomorrow
 
   Keith: Night gorgeous, enjoy having sweet dreams about me.
 
   Me: Back at ya
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   For a while the ringing had infused itself into my dream, but it didn't fit considering in my dream I was on a sailboat headed to the Caribbean.  Soon it became obvious that the constant ringing was out of place. Rolling over I grab my phone on my night stand, willing it to shut up. For a moment I thought it had stopped, but it just starts going off again. Disoriented and groggy I perch it on my shoulder and answer it. "Hello", my voice is raspy from sleep. 
 
   The angry voice growling into the phone quickly awakens me and brings me out of my stupor," You alone or did you bring the jerk back to your place and fuck him last night? What is he too you Abby? Is he why you won't come back to me?"
 
   Startled and now wide awake, I sit up in bed realizing it is Connor on the phone, a very pissed off Connor. Sighing into the phone I glance at the clock noticing it is only 8:30, it's not normal for him to already be up at this hour.
 
   "Why are you calling me Connor? I don't know how many times I have to tell you, I am no longer your priority! Keith can be anything to me that he wants to be and it is none of your concern or your damn business." 
 
   Seriously he needs to get a clue.
 
   The phone is silent on the other end and I begin to think he has hung up. Glancing back at the screen I see that he is still there. "Hello to Connor, you still there?" The irritation in my voice is growing.
 
   He lets out a frustrated growl. "Yes I am still here. You are mine Abby, this separation is only a small set back and once you take some time you will realize that we are meant for each other. Don't be stupid and let this Keith guy get between us," he says, his voice is laced with sorrow but his sorrow is not enough to fix everything that has happened between us.
 
   My blood is boiling as the anger of his words set in." Damn it Connor you need to get it through your thick skull, we are o-v-e-r. No amount of time is going to charge that. Yes, I love you and a very small part of me always will, but you ruined that by screwing anything with two legs. You need to move on and leave me alone. I am telling my parents next week that we have separated and I suggest you do the same thing with yours." His deep breathing on the other end of the phone spurs me one step further. "Keep calling and bothering me and I will change my number." I quickly hang up the phone not wanting to hear anything else he has to say. What a crappy way to wake up.
 
    
 
   ********
 
    
 
   Keith picks me up right on time dressed in black cargo pants and a pull over dark grey shirt that fit snug around his chest, accenting his muscles and glorious abs. Watching him as he leans against his truck waiting on me, I marvel at the changes in him. He was always good looking back when we dated, but he was never as built as he is now and he seems so much more confident. Confidence is sexy. The sudden change in schools is completely out of character for him and I can't help but wonder what brought that on. SFA is the complete opposite of UT; he is going from large well known college to a small town community oriented type of university. The change doesn't make sense.
 
   Back in high school he was so determined to go to the University of Texas and become a proud Longhorn; his room was practically a shrine to the school and mascot. I came really close to following him, but I had been accepted at SFA and after touring the campus fell in love with its history and huge pine trees. The place is beautiful and I liked that it was smaller and had a community atmosphere. Deep down I was afraid that if I followed him than I might regret it and resent him later in life and no one deserves that.
 
   Turning my attention back to the sex god standing before me, I smile as I make my way over to him, excited to spend some more time with him and hoping to get some needed answers to the thousand of questions still swirling around in my head. 
 
   "Hey gorgeous, ready for some fun?" I love the way his eyes twinkle with mischief. 
 
   "Ready if you are." 
 
   Opening his truck door for me, he takes hold of my elbow and helps me up into the truck cab. Lightly brushing his finger tips over the back of my arms, he smiles seeing goose bumps pop out over my skin from the simple contact.
 
   Looking around the inside of the truck I turn to him with a confused expression and ask," You said we were having a picnic correct?.... So where is the food?" 
 
   He shakes his head and a deep hearty laugh erupts from his chest. "Patience little grasshopper. I called ahead to a cafe in town and they are putting together some things for us including your favorite dessert."
 
   I smirk at his confidence." We will see if you really remember my favorite dessert or not. I don't think you actually paid that much attention back in high school, you were too busy trying to get under my skirt."
 
   I look at him; his smoldering gaze steels my breath. His eyes look straight through me warming my body all over. "I remember everything about you gorgeous." 
 
   Oh wow. Turning my attention to the window, I watch as we head into town to pick up our food and make our way to the park for lunch. I really love this town. The locals are very friendly and the streets are dotted with farmers selling their homegrown vegetables and fruit on the weekends.
 
    I keep struggling with finding the right way and the right time to bring up my questions about his upcoming move without sounding too nosy. I am anxious to find out what changed his mind about UT.
 
   Waiting while runs into the cafe to pick up our order I see Marcy across the street shopping with some of her snotty sorority girls. I plaster myself against the back seat hoping she does not notice me, but her little wave towards in my direction confirms that I will be the next headline of her rumor. Damn 
 
   The park is packed today. The nice warmer weather brought out joggers, groups, and lots of families wanting to soak up the sun. We settle on a spot near the playground and fall into a mechanical episode of spreading out the blanket and unpacking the food before kicking off our shoes and relaxing. Sitting down I people watch while Keith begins to unwrap our food and make up our plates. There is an array of different cluster of groups spread around the park. There is a game of touch football in full swing, guitars being strummed by some of the locals not far from us, and other colorful blankets and kids pepper the lawn. It is an amazing day. 
 
   Picking at my lasagna, I sit quietly stealing glances of Keith every chance I get. The air between us feels thick and every breath I take is harder than the last. After several more minutes of small talk consisting of the weather and football, I cannot hold it in any longer and finally blurt out," Why are you moving here?" 
 
   A grin spreads across his face as he turns and looks at me for what feels like forever before saying," Always right to the point little grasshopper. Things did not work out at UT. You were not there, gorgeous. I missed you."
 
   My mouth drops open and although I try to speak nothing comes out. Noticing my uncomfortable silence, Keith places his hand over mine, mindlessly stroking his thumb over my fingers."Calm down grass hopper, I did not move out here for you only, although I guess that is the way I made it sound. Sorry." 
 
   He shifts his body so that he is sitting closer to me." I love UT and it was everything I ever hoped it would be, but that was all tainted when I found out soon after I got there that my dad had a hand in getting me accepted there. Well actually he had more than just a hand in it from what I have learned since then." He lowers his gaze to the ground and I can see he is deep in his own thoughts. His brows pull together and he runs a hand down his face, obviously upset with what his dad had done. 
 
   "I thought I had gotten in on my own merit and finding out the truth killed me. I do not want to sail through life because my dad made it happen. I want to make it on my own. I spoke to my friend Jeff and when he confirmed that he had an extra room here for me, I applied, got accepted and now I am transferring. You were just the extra perk to the whole deal." 
 
   He reaches out and traces the outline of my jaw with his fingers. I lean into his touch and let my mind drift back to the past; to the hopes and dreams we used to share together. Glancing up into his steely eyes I admire the beautiful, confident man he has become.
 
   Searching his eyes I can see that he is telling me the truth about everything. Keith's eyes have always told me everything I need to know. They are his one weakness, looking into them is like reading an open book. "I am sorry about your father. I am sure he meant well. He has always been so proud of you."
 
   "Yeah maybe. He needs to learn to lay off and let me succeed or fall on my own terms."
 
   Watching a couple swinging together on the playground, I think back to high school and the fun we had back then. I ask the million dollar question and hold my breath waiting on his answer. "Do you regret our decision to break up before heading off to college?"
 
   His eyes cloud over and he looks a bit uncomfortable by my question. "No, I think it was the right choice." Ouch! That was blunt.
 
   I stand up and start gathering the empty food containers and go about cleaning up and throwing our trash away. I try and hide the fact that I am disappointed by his answer, which is stupid because I just ended my relationship and the last thing I need is Keith or anyone for that matter in my life in that capacity.  Stop acting stupid.
 
   As I reach for his plate he grasps my arm and tugs me down to face him. I fall onto his lap as his arms go around my waist, holding me tightly against him. The sudden fall surprises me and my hands shoot out digging into his arms for support. 
 
   His mouth is a mere inches from mine. I can feel his warm breath on my skin causing my nipples to bead and push against my shirt. I anticipate a kiss that he does not give. Pulling away slightly he says," I did not mean for that to sound so harsh. I meant that I think it was good for us to be apart for a while. Being without you showed me how lucky I was to have you and I now realize I had taken you for granted for a long time. I was not a saint while at UT either, I dated and had relationships also, but they were never you or held a flame to what we had."
 
   My stomach flips and I can't contain the stupid grin that spreads on my face. I am shocked and touched by his honesty, something I have learned to covet over the past week. I admire how much he grown up since we were last together. The old Keith I knew never spoke of feelings or love; that was not the cool thing to do for a high school boy. 
 
   I answer him the best way I know how. Taking his face in both of my hands I pull him down, kissing him lightly. I trace his lips with my tongue loving the way he tastes. He presses his mouth harder against mine demanding that I open for him, which I do without hesitation. His tongue presses inside, stoking mine, causing tingles to erupt over my entire body.
 
    I do not ever remember it being like this between us before. Don't get me wrong, it was always nice, but it never was toe curling like it is now. He trails one hand down my spine while his other hand settles on my hip and pulls me closer to him. His lips relentlessly devour me and we are both moaning in approval. I feel his growing erection as it presses against my belly and I reposition myself so that I can straddle him, grinding myself against him. My body aches, I cannot get close enough to him. He moans his approval into my mouth, spurring me on. 
 
    His mouth leaves mine, trailing down my chin and throat, sucking lightly on the sensitive spot behind my ear. "God I can't get enough of you," he murmurs. My body is on fire. I move my hands under his shirt, dying to feel his skin. His chest is hard and warm as I work my hands over it. I lightly trace circles around his hard nipples and hear him gasp as I lightly pinch them. He bucks against me I smile knowing I have learned something new about him that he likes.
 
   Lost in the sensation and his caresses, it takes me a moment to notice the persistent buzzing sound going on around us. Pulling back I fumble around and find my annoying cell phone lit up and humming wildly. Glancing at the screen I see that I missed several calls from my mom and a text from Becca.
 
   Becca: You mom is looking for you; think she knows about you and Connor. Sorry girl
 
   I text her back and thank her for the heads up. I give Keith an apologetic smile, not ready for this time between us to end, but needing to go. "Thanks for today it was amazing. I think I need to get back to the dorm," I say regrettably. "My mom just found out about my break up with Connor and I need to do some damage control."
 
   He looks sad for a moment and I regret not being able to spend the rest of the day with him. He makes me feel special and I forgot what that felt like. He is special.
 
    Shaking his head he says, "You're most welcome, I love spending time with you." Standing we fold up the blanket and head back to his truck. Once again he helps me in before placing our things in the back and climbing in and starting the truck up. Fumbling with the radio station, I smile when I find my favorite old song, Rock you and start singing along. As we pull away I watch the kids on the playground having fun and envy their carefree innocent nature. In the distance on the other side of the park I notice a blue car parked, and for a split second I gasp imagining it is Connor's mustang but quickly dismiss the absurd idea and chastise myself for overreacting and thinking the worst of him. Connor is going through a hard time right now, but he is not dangerous.
 
   We do not talk on the way back to the dorm and I am sad knowing that he will leave tomorrow and go back to Austin, even if it is only for one week. My phone continues to go off, and I refuse to look at it or hear any of the messages until I get back to the privacy of my dorm room. When we arrive back I give Keith a tight hug and he promises to call me back after he arrives back here next weekend. I know I should say more but my head is reeling knowing the phone call that awaits me inside. Waving as he drives off, I enter the building and run towards my dorm room. Just as I enter my phone goes off again. Taking a deep breath to calm my nerves I answer, ready to face the wrath that is my mother.
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   Standing in the shower I let the water pelt me, wishing it could erase the last five days. The call with my mother was worse than I could ever have imagined. She took my break up with Connor as a personal assault against her. It did not take long into the conversation to realize that Connor had actually called her and updated her on our status and blamed Keith for me not running into his cheating arms. The two of them are both delusional. Realizing I was not going to give into her wishes of crawling back to Connor and living happily ever after with him, she called me selfish and hung up on me. My mother missed the boat when they handed out motherly love.
 
   Connor has ignored my threats on getting a new number and keeps calling and on several occasions I found him waiting for me outside my classes, prompting me to change up my normal routine to throw him off. The whole thing is beginning to creep me out. I have tried to convince myself that he would give up and go away, but so far he keeps coming back around. Maybe it's time to make good on my threat and look into changing my phone number. 
 
   The rest of the week was equally horrible. Keith left on Sunday without even stopping by to personally say goodbye. He texted me and said he would see me Saturday and that he would miss me, but a text is a far cry from a physical farewell. I wanted to feel his hands on me again. Our make-out session at the park sparked a need in me that has been growing by the day. I absently move my fingers down between my thighs and begin rubbing small circles on my clit seeking relief. I try imagining it is Keith's fingers, but it is not the same as having the real deal and only drives my frustration higher. 
 
   Noticing the water starting to run cold, I hurry to finish washing my hair. Grabbing my towel off of the bench I dry off and dress before heading back to my dorm room. As I near my room my breath catches in my throat at the sight of a dozen red long steam roses sitting in front of my door. Not sure if they are for me or Becca I scoop them up and head inside. Secretly I hope they are from Keith, but knowing my luck they are from Patrick for Becs. 
 
   As I enter, Becca is lying on her bed immersed in singing along loudly with her ipod. She practically falls of her bed and stumbles over to the night stand when she sees the floral arrangement in my hands. I cannot hold in the laughter at her animated departure. We both start searching the flowers looking for the card but Becca grabs at it first. Twirling away from me she tears the envelope open greedily sending pieces of paper flying in the air. Reading the card out loud I get a sick filling in the pit of my stomach. 
 
   Loving you always. Missing being able to hold you.
 
   -C. xoxo
 
   Becca looks at me and shakes her head. "He is fifty shades of crazy isn't he?" Squeezing my shoulder reassuringly she says," He's not worth it. Don't let him upset you."
 
   This is getting ridiculous. "Becca he has got to let go. I do not know what else to do to get through to him that I am not going back to him. I don't think he even really loves me. I think he hates the fact that I left him and it bruised his overly large ego." 
 
   Scanning the card in her hand I grab it and throw it in the trash. The sight of the flowers make me ill, so I grab them and run into the hall scanning the doors to our left and our right until I find the one two door down and knock loudly on it until Marcy Briggs opens the door looking annoyed and ready to kill me. 
 
   "What the hell do you want Abby," she says scanning me up and down as though I have lost my mind showing up at her door.
 
   I push the flowers in her arms. She deserves them not me. "Here theses are yours."
 
   She holds them awkwardly obviously confused than smirks."Thanks but you're not my type."
 
   "You wish," I smirk, rolling my eyes at her.
 
   "Connor sent the flowers to me and as you already know we are not longer together and since you find him so hot as you mentioned before I thought you might enjoy my leftovers. You can even pretend and tell everyone he gave them to you if it makes you feel better." 
 
   Smiling sweetly as her face contorts to a murderous look that speaks volumes of hate, I walk back to my room where Becca is laughing hysterically. 
 
   "Oh Abbes that was awesome!" 
 
   We giggle continuously as we finish getting ready for class. It feels good to be free and not having to worry about being the perfect girlfriend anymore. I never realized how exhausting the facade was until now. Bending down I reach under the bed and grab my backpack ready to follow Becca across campus to our Biology class. 
 
   Groaning as we near Biology class I feel my feet slowing down, this is the only class that Connor and I share and the thought of having to sit an entire hour in the same room with him has me wanting to run back to the dorm. Before reaching the door I grab Becca's arm.
 
   "Hey Becca, go on in without me. I am going to head to the bathroom and will be in shortly."
 
   She gives me a knowing look but does not say anything before slipping in the classroom. I make a bee line to the girl's bathroom with a plan to sit in there until class has started. I hate arriving to class late knowing Professor Thomas will frown on my tardiness, but the extra time will keep Connor from being able to sit near me or speak to me before class. I keep staring at my watch willing it to speed up time. It's amazing the things you can learn about your people from reading the writing on the bathroom stalls. Some girl named Karen loves David and a guy named Jessy is a total dumbass who cheated on Lisa with two girls. 
 
   What a dick wad.
 
   Checking my watch again I give a grateful sigh noting that it is seven minutes passed class time. It goes against everything Connor believes in to be late, so seven minutes should do the trick. Pulling on the heavy wooden bathroom door I turn and head towards class but stop short when I come face to face with Connor leaning against our Biology class door waiting on me. Shit.
 
   Frozen in place I search his face for some hint as to what kind of mood he is in, but his face is stoic and gives off nothing. His clothes are impeccable as always but his face is unshaven. The several day stubble is unnerving uncharacteristic for him, I don't think I have ever seen him like this before. Walking towards the door I give him a weak smile as I grab the metal handle hoping to slip past him without having to endure whatever he thinks his presence will evoke in me. Before I can turn the knob he reaches out and pulls my hand away and up to his lips, slowly kissing each of my knuckles. The kisses are light and his stubble feels scratchy against my hand. 
 
   I stand there immobilized by the sadness etched on his face. I hate that he is hurting, but he drove us apart not me and giving into him will only give him hope that is not there. The truth is I don't want to go back to the way things were. The more time away from him the more I realize things were not as perfect between us as I made them out to be. I wanted to believe in the happy ending, but I am not sure we would have ever had that together. 
 
   "I miss you Abby girl, you look amazing as always."
 
   "Thanks. I would say the same to you, but I am still trying to take in the unshaven look for you. You Ok?"
 
   "I have been better, but knowing you care is definitely an improvement to my spirit."
 
   Oh damn. This is a slippery slope I am on right now. "Listen Connor, I will always care how you are. We were together too long for me to just shut you out altogether, but that is where it ends. I want you to move on and be happy, like I am trying to do."
 
   His eyes glaze over and his mouth presses into a hard line. I can tell he is working at holding back his anger that is simmering beneath the surface."You can try and move on all you want, but we are meant to be together. Stop trying to derail the inevitable and grow up! No one else is good enough for you but me." I flinch as he hits the wall beside my head. "You are acting like a whore running around campus with that other guy and everyone sees it." 
 
   Asshat. I give him my iciest glare. I am shaking with intense anger and wishing I could hurt him with looks alone, if so he would be toast right now. How dare him call me a whore, he is the one sleeping his way around campus. 
 
   I yank my hand back and once again reach for the door knob, this time able to turn it and walk into class making it to my desk without any interference. He slips in behind me taking a seat on the other side of the room. I listen and take notes as Professor Thomas drones on and on about photosynthesis and other boring plant topics. I feel Connor watching me from across the room and it takes everything I have not to turn and look over at him. 
 
   I need a break, some time away from all the craziness that has surrounded me. A road chance perhaps, a chance to let loose and have fun. Keith will be back tomorrow and I have not heard from him once all week. It's not that he owes me a phone call or anything, but it does make me wonder if he has thought of me at all since our picnic. I think about him all the time and the throbbing ache between my legs is a constant reminder of our time together. The man has me twisted up and needy and I hate him for it.
 
   "Abby?" Hearing my name called, I snap my face up noticing that class has ended and everyone is trailing out. Becca is standing over me with a quizzical look on her face. "Earth to Abby. You are a thousand miles away in your thoughts today. Want to talk about it?" 
 
   I shake my head no. I am tired of talking about everything, talking is overrated. Smiling up at her as an idea plants itself in my head, I say, "I need to get away for a night or two, you up for a road trip?"
 
   "Oh hell yes!" She is practically jumping up and down and I laugh at her giddiness, as always it is contagious. 
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   Lying across my bed I feel agitated and irritable. The brunette in my bed did little to numb the pain that has been burning in my chest since Abby moved out. I never thought she would walk away from me. I had a long term plan for us and she went and messed it all up by leaving. Mindlessly I reach across and stroke the girl's stomach; enjoying the sounds my touch draws from her. I think her name is Lacy or maybe it was Jessica. Doesn't matter really, she was just another warm body to pass the time with. That is all they really ever are for me, someone to play dirty with while I saved the loving and tenderness for Abby. I really did it all for her, if I could only get her to see that than maybe she would come back to me. 
 
   Grabbing the phone as it rings I smile seeing Marcy's name on the screen. Finally maybe she has something useful for me.
 
   "Hello darling, got anything special for me today?" 
 
   "Nice to hear from you too, sweetie. Thought you might find it interesting that your little girl is planning a trip. I heard her and Becca talking about it in the hall; they said something about heading to Shreveport, Louisiana for the night to gamble at one of the Casinos there."
 
   "That is interesting. So how much is this bit of information going to cost me?" Marcy and I have been friends for a few years and although she makes everyone believe she is all high and mighty and comes from money, truth be told her mom is a broke waitress in a small town not far from here. If it was not for grants and loans, Marcy would be right beside her momma serving pancakes and waffles to the locals. Never having money growing up, she is hungry for it and will do almost anything including spy on my Abby girl for me to line her wallet with extra cash. Lucky me
 
   She is quite for a while; obviously pondering how much she can pull out of me this time. Her voice quivers a little as she says, "Four hundred dollars sounds like a fair price."
 
   Bitch has balls. 
 
   "You know I am not going to pay you four hundred dollars, keep dreaming sweet heart. Two hundred and find out what time they are leaving and pack a bag. You and I are going gambling. Text me when you have the info. "
 
   She is a horrible negotiator and gives in immediately, promising to text me the information I need within the hour. She squeals with delight over the idea of going away for the night with me. I never understood until now why my dad always said information is power. So my Abby girl wants to go away for the night. I hate the idea of her all dressed up and drinking in some casino. She has been acting out so much since our break-up, it worries me.
 
   Reaching over I wake the brunette beside me and tell her it is time to get dressed and go home. She moans her protests but finally gets the idea and grabs her things before storming out. 
 
   Searching my phone I call a few more friends and talk them into going to Shreveport with us, the more people that come along the less it will look like I am following her. Strolling over to the closet I grab an overnight bag and start filling it up, time to get packed for a night of drinks and gambling.
 
    
 
   ********
 
    
 
   As promised Marcy texted me with the time Abby was leaving and the place they would be staying at. After packing the car I make reservations at a casino two blocks from hers, close enough to keep an eye on her and yet far enough she might think us being there a huge coincidence.
 
    I made the mistake of parking too close and out in the open when she was at the park with that idiot Keith and almost got caught watching them. I will not make that mistake again. 
 
   Marcy said they had planned to arrive at the Casino Friday night at 7:00. Jumping in the car I drive over and pick up Marcy. I made sure everyone leaves one hour after Abby and Becca so as to not run into them on the way there. Pulling up to the Horseshoe Casino we make our way to the reception desk and check in before heading to our room. 
 
   Abby has always wanted to come gambling, but it was never my thing. My dad always told me booze, money, and women are three of the greatest things in life when they are separate, but mixed together they will leave you broke, hung over, and lonely. Wise man
 
   The room is nice, nothing too fancy but it will be fine for a night or two if needed. Marcy is bouncing off the walls wanting to unpack and head to the tables. I give her the green light and she frantically unpacks everything and freshens up as I pull out the phone directory and call over to Abby's hotel.
 
   "Thanks for calling Showboat Casino, how may I assist you today?" 
 
   "Hello, two friends of mine checked in earlier and I wanted to surprise them with dinner but I forgot their room number. Could you please look up the room number for Abby Chandler?" 
 
   "Oh course sir, hold one moment while I look that up for you." 
 
   I really do not need the room number, I am not planning on actually going to her room, but I think it will be good to have on hand just in case I need it later.
 
    "Sir, that would be room number 324, is there anything else I can help you with?" 
 
   "No, but thank you very much."
 
   Marcy is watching me and smirk as I hang up," Why do you keep chasing that girl? You are handsome and rich and could have any piece of tail you want. Why chase one that obviously wants to keep running?"
 
   Walking over to where she stands I turn her around and help her finish zipping up the back of her dress. I grin as I feel her breath hitch as my hands trail up her back. I could have her spread open for me, withering under me right here if I wanted her; but she is not the one I need right now.
 
   "The fact is that Abby is the one I want to marry. She is pure heaven, the good girl that will make a perfect wife for me one day. Yes, I cheated but it was only sex with them; with Abby it is so much more."
 
   She turns and looks at me with humor and lust dancing in her eyes. "Whatever babe, it was just a question, no need to get all deep and emotional. Everyone should be waiting downstairs by now, let's go."
 
   Opening the door, I jester for her to go out first. . "After you my lady."  I love the way she shakes her ass as she walks. I can't hide the smile on my face thinking of the fun I will have with that ass of hers tonight.
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   My body feels light and free. I am so glad to be out of town and away from all the drama, even if it is only for one night. Pulling on my light blue chiffon shift dress and strappy heels, I brush out my hair, allowing the ringlets to spill around my shoulders. My hair is actually behaving tonight so I get to wear it down for a change. Opening my toiletries bag I re-apply my make-up before heading down the elevators to meet Becca downstairs in the Casino. The moment we arrived at the hotel Becca literally ran to the tables not wasting anytime to unpack or get settled in. If she was not so good at winning I would be worried about her. 
 
   Searching the floor I see her seated beside a tall cowboy at the blackjack table and head over to let her know I am done putting away our things and I am starving. My stomach growls in protest as to make a point.
 
   The thick carpet sinks down enveloping my high heels as I walk, making the distance to where she is seated feel like a million miles away. I tap her on her shoulder just as she yells out "Blackjack baby, read them and weep." The cowboy to her right curses beneath his breath and snarls. 
 
   "Making friends already I see," I say shifting my eyes towards the Marlboro man who no longer seems to want to be sitting next to her. 
 
   Laughing and tossing her thick blonde hair off her shoulder she says, "Well, of course. I had to teach these guys how it's done." She has already accumulated a large number of chips and the night has just begun.
 
     "I hate to stop your fun, but I am starving. Can we please go find some food?"
 
   "Yea, that works. Just let me go turn in some of these chips first. How about I meet you at the Japanese restaurant near the front of the Casino?" I could not hold back my laughter watching the huge grin plastered across her face as she gathered up all her chips. The Marlboro man next to her seems relieved that she is leaving. I cannot help but wonder how many of her chips used to belong to him.
 
   I take my time walking to the restaurant knowing she will be a while. I walk around the Casino taking in the beautiful decor, the place screams luxury.  The walls are covered in thick dark chocolate cloth accented by beige and gold. The carpet is the same rich brown color as the walls and thick and plush. A little too thick in my opinion; making it hard to walk easily in my high heel shoes. The best part is the extravagant chandeliers that hang throughout the rooms. They did not waste a penny or critical detail when it came to making this hotel and casino. It is breathtakingly beautiful.
 
   Finishing my walk around the slot machines I make my way to the entrance of the Japanese restaurant and find Becca waiting on me looking a little worried. 
 
   "Thought I lost you there for a moment.  I am starved. Come on and follow me, our table is ready."
 
   The food is amazing. We stuff our face with sushi until we can hardly move. I rub my stomach wishing the ache would dissolve, it's too early in the night to be filling this bad. 
 
   "Thank you for coming with me this weekend Becs. I really needed this and its nice spending some girl time together again."
 
   She giggles and squeezes my hand. "Love you too Abbes." Throwing her hand up she motions for our waiter to come over to our table.  The short man shuffles over asking if we would like anything else. I could not eat more if you paid me to.
 
   I pull out my wallet wanting to help pay for dinner but Becca reaches over and slaps my hands away. "I got this, thanks to my very lucky streak earlier. If you try and pay I might actually tackle you down right here in front of everyone," she smiles sweetly despite the very serious tone her voice has taken. 
 
   I have learned to pick my battles with her and I know this one is hopeless, I will not win. "Fine, I will let you have this one but the next time we eat it's on me." Turning to the waiter I ask him if we could please have our check. His eyes light up and he replies happily," Sorry miss, there is no check. The young man at that table of young people over there already paid your bill." 
 
   Becca and I look at each other confused then turn to see who he could be speaking about. I scan the restaurant trying to understand why someone would pay our bill for us, until my eyes meet with a very familiar set of deep emerald eyes staring back at me. 
 
   The lump caught in my throat stops any air from coming in or out. I feel Becca grip my hand, but I cannot hear anything she is saying over the blood that is rushing in my ears. What on earth is he doing here?
 
   Connor sits at a table in the back corner of the restaurant surrounded by Marcy and a few other kids I have seen around campus. He raises his drink up in the air towards me as if to say "cheers".  
 
   Becca grabs my arm and hauls me up to stand beside her. I open my mouth to say something, but nothing comes out. I am literally speechless and utterly confused by his presence. "Abbes did you tell him we were coming here?" Her voice is demanding and I sense she no happier with his presence here than I am.
 
   I stare at her as though she has grown three heads," Of course not, this was our time away without all the damn drama," Staring over at his table again I quickly put the puzzle pieces together," Meddling Marcy had to overhear our conversation about us coming here. That is how he found out."
 
   Nosy Bitch
 
   "Honey you need to snap out of it and we need to go over there and twist his balls in half for intruding on our weekend. Stand your ground and don't let him get to you." 
 
   I give her half a smile knowing she is right but not sure I have it in me to deal with this right now. What am I suppose to say, "Connor please stop stalking me." So far he has not listened to a damn thing I have said. 
 
   Taking the lead we make our way towards his table. I hold my head up high and refuse to give him the satisfaction of showing him how nervous I am. Becca is right, I need to get pissed and stop letting him get under my skin. Marcy notices us approaching and whispers something into his ear as we approach, making him laugh.
 
    Backstabbing Barbie. I know she is somehow behind him being here this weekend.
 
   Before I can say anything he takes the opportunity and greets me first. "You look lovely Abby girl. I hope you are having fun. Isn't the food here amazing?" 
 
   "I was until you arrived. What are you doing here Connor? Are you stalking me across State lines now?" I snap back. I glare at him, hoping he can feel the fury rolling off of me. 
 
    He gives me his cocky smirk. His demeanor is relaxed, from his button down long sleeve dark grey shirt, with top buttons left open to show a plain white tee shirt underneath, to his dark blue dress pants. He moves his arm to circle around Marcy, squeezing her to his side while his eyes never leave mine.
 
    "Abby girl that is not a nice thing to say. Marcy wanted to come gambling this weekend and talked us all into coming with her. I did not know you were going to be here. Seriously, not everything is about you Abby." I could practically feel his glare raking over me over as he undressed me with his eyes. 
 
   I stare each of them down trying to figure out if they are truly an item or just trying to put up a front. Although I cannot stand Marcy, I really want Connor to move on and leave me alone. I do not really know Marcy well enough to draw any conclusions about the two of them, so I will leave that open for judgment later. I smile as sweetly as I can. He is not going to win this one. 
 
   "Connor, I am glad to see you that you took my advice and are moving on. You two make a great couple."
 
   Marcy leans into Connor and nuzzles his neck."What can I say; Connor has finally realized there are better fish in the sea than you."
 
   Becca and I exchange a look and I try to stifle the giggle that is threatening to erupt from the shear awkwardness of the situation. I want to yell at Marcy and call her the low life bottom feeder that she is, but in all reality she has just done me a huge favor by going out with Connor. 
 
   As we start to walk away I remember that I forgot to question Connor about paying our bill. Turning to ask him about it I stop short at the sight of him and Marcy playing tonsil hockey at the table. Watching them kiss and grope each other makes me feel ill. I am not jealous, but sad that this is what over two years of our life together has bubbled down to. I was such a fool!
 
   I run off to catch up with Becca who is now waiting for me while playing a slot machine near the front of the restaurant. Before she has a time to question anything I smile and say the magic words that she has been dying to hear from me all night," Let's get this party started. Time to get wasted, have some fun, and win some money!"
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   My girl looks so beautiful. I knew coming here was the biggest gamble of the night but seeing her face as she watched Marcy and I make out at the restaurant was worth it. After she left we finished our meal and headed out to play our luck on some cards. The group of friends I am with think Marcy and I are together now, not that I mind fucking around with the girl, but that is all it will ever be. My sights are set on a bigger prize. 
 
   I find a black jack table in the middle of the casino and give Marcy some money to play while I stand behind her and scan the crowd. It does not take me long to find Abby sitting at a slot machine continuously feeding money into it while laughing and cheering it on. She seems to be having a good time and it makes me with I was with her enjoying it. I watch her for a while; she is so damn beautiful it hurts not being able to touch her. That damn dress she has on is making my dick hard. The way it caresses her curves should be illegal. I can't take us being apart much longer. I have to get her back sooner rather than later. 
 
   Turning my attention back to Marcy I marvel at how she took my fifty dollars and has already more than tripled it. She looks up at me, her eyes sparkling with excitement and says," Look at me sexy, do I rock or what? Don't think you're getting any of your money back either; just consider it payment for playing the part of your adoring girlfriend and getting to paw on me in public." 
 
   I grab the back of her long hair and pull it back sharply so that she has to look up at me. Leaning down I growl into her ear so that no one else can hear. "You better keep your filthy mouth shut about that sweetheart. You don't want to piss me off. I don't play fair; you of all people should know this. Understand?"  She nods nervously in agreement than straightens herself up and goes back to playing. 
 
   Marcy and I are cut from the same cloth. We don't like to loose and will cut corners to get what we want. I know as long as she gets everything she wants from this deal than she won't open her mouth, but I might need to keep reminding her from time to time what will happen is she does.
 
   Turning my attention back to Abby I notice that she has started drinking which worries me. Abby is the cheapest drunk that I know. She has never been able to drink much liquor before getting drunk which is another reason why I never wanted to take her to the frat parties around campus. I want to go over and chastise her for being foolish but decide to sit back and see where this leads.  
 
   I watch her and Becca for over an hour as they continue to feed the machine and knock back drink after drink. Abby's eyes are glassed over and her coordination seems off. She keeps playing with a strand of her hair, wrapping her little finger around it than releasing it only to do it all over again. I miss wrapping my fingers in her hair, the way it smells like strawberries from her shampoo. Nobody has ever consumed me the way she does. I take notice as Becca walks away, heading back towards the poker tables in the back and takes a seat next to Dave from our group. Seeing this as maybe my only opportunity to talk to her without any interruptions, I down the last of my drink before heading over to see her. 
 
   




 
   [bookmark: Chaper12]Chapter 12- Abby
 
    
 
   I love the sounds of the slot machines going off all around me. I have not had this much fun in so long. Grabbing at the petite waitress as she walks by I order a glass of water hoping it will help to ease the effects of the one too many cosmos I have had tonight. My head swims as I grab the seat beside me for balance.  I pull myself up and stand holding onto the chair until I stop swaying then look around for a sign that will direct me to the ladies room. My feet are unsteady as I make my way towards the right side of the casino floor. My high heel gets caught in the thick carpet again and I stumble falling forward until a heavy hand grasps onto my upper arm pulling me upright before I hit the floor.
 
   I yelp in surprise at the sudden intrusion and glance up to find out who has saved me from falling on my ass and totally embarrassing myself. My smile fades when I see the wicked smirk on Connor's face. Realizing he is still holding my arm, I try and pull it back but he only tightens his grip, refusing to release me. 
 
   Holy crap why did I drink so much?
 
   "Umm... Thanks I think."  I shake my head trying to clear the fog that has taken up permanent residence in my brain. "I mean yes thank you for saving me falling in front of everyone. I think I've had too much to drink," I say weakly. 
 
   "Oh, Abby girl. You know you are not good at drinking, leave that to us professionals," he laughs. "Where were you headed?  I will see that you get there safely."
 
   Alarms are going off in my head but I am too far gone to notice or care. "I need to find the restroom and Becca left me a while ago. I am sure this breaks some post break-up rule, but would you mind helping me find it?" I ask sheepishly.
 
   "Oh course not, what are friends for right?" He draws out the word friends as he hooks his hand around my waist, taking on some of my weight to help me walk easier.  I can't help but look away from him, I am not sure if we will ever be considered friends, but at this moment I do need help and since he is here and willing, why not?
 
   After a few wrong turns we finally find the bathrooms down a long hall towards the back of the main room. You would think with all the people and drinking that goes on here they would have found a more convenient place to put the restrooms. Standing off to the side Connor looks up at me, a small smile tickling the corner of his mouth. "Are you going to be ok in there? I mean, if you need help in there I would be more than willing to offer my assistance."
 
   I feel the heat travel up to my face at the mere suggestion that I would need that kind of help from him. "Thanks for escorting me find the bathroom Connor, but I think I can manage from here." My voice sounds tense but it delivers the message of go away now that I was looking for.
 
   The bathroom is spacious with brown marble flooring and cream colored granite counters. If it was not for the attendant it would feel more like a personal bathroom instead of a public restroom. I enter one of the glass door stalls and just sit there long after I am done just thinking. Thinking about Keith and why in the hell he never once called me during the week and how Connor is here and actually being decent for once. I am actually starting to think him being here is more about Marcy and less about me which is a huge relief. 
 
    My phone beeps making me jump and bringing me out of my stupor. I pull it out of my pocket and see that Becca has texted. 
 
   Becca: Hey girl where R U?
 
   Me: Sorry had too much to drink, I am in the bathroom.  Where do you want me to meet U?
 
   Becca: Meet you there, need to freshen up.
 
   Me: OK. Will meet you outside bathroom hall. It's kind of hard to find, go towards back of main room and look for me :)
 
   Leaving the stall I wash my hands and check my face in the mirror, I look flushed but my focus is much better than it was earlier. I thank the attendant and walk out hoping to get to the entrance of the long hall before Becca passes by. As I walk out I see Connor standing by the door waiting on me. 
 
   "Connor really thanks for earlier, but you did not have to wait on me. I am feeling much better now and Becca will be here in a moment to take over babysitting me."
 
   I start to walk away but am brought up short as his hand grabs my upper arm and pulls me back, pinning me up against the wall. I gasp loudly; my heart is pounding fast as fear moves over me. Both of his hands are gripping my shoulders holding me in place.  I try and squirm loose, but it is no use against his weight. 
 
   "What are you doing?  Connor let me go," I choke out. My voice quivers as tears pool in my eyes.
 
   I try to knee him in the groan but he anticipates my move and pushes down on me harder restricting my body of all movement. Licking his bottom lip, he leans down and growls in my ear. "Relax Abby girl, it is only me. Stop acting so scared of me all the time; it really pisses me off when you do that. I would never hurt you."
 
    I look around hoping to find someone near us that can help, but no one is even remotely close or within ear shot of where we are.
 
   "I miss you baby, I miss touching you," he whispers against my lips. His breath smells of Jack Daniels. I am panicking, scared and do not know how to make him stop. He licks along my bottom lip, nipping it hard enough to cause me to cry out.
 
    I try and plead with him," Connor please stop, you are hurting me."
 
   He yanks both of my arms over my head and holds them with one hand while his other hand travels down my body to rest on my hip. I strain against him, tying to move just enough to cause him loose his grip, but it's no use. He trails kisses along my jaw down to my neck; I can feel his hard erection as he pushes it into the cleft between my legs. 
 
   "That's it baby, try and fight me off. I love it rough." 
 
   I try and think through the fear but my mind and body will not cooperate. "Connor, please stop!" I sob through the tears that are now steaming down my face. He ignores my pleas and continues to paw at me as he kisses his way down to my breasts. His hand creeps under my shirt and moves to cover my breasts. I gasp loudly and plead for him to stop.
 
   I feel dirty and I shiver and shake from the terror that has consumed me, but Connor mistakes it as arousal.
 
   "I knew you still wanted me. I told you we were made for each other," he slurs as he pinches my nipple hard through the sheer lace fabric of my bra. I scream out as pain shoots through me. 
 
   "Connor your drunk, please stop. You are hurting me," I cry out.
 
   "I love you so much Abby. Why can't you see that," he growls out in frustration. Throughout all the years I have been with Connor, I have never seen this side of him. He has never been anything but gentle when it came to sex. 
 
   He stops and his body goes rigid, but I am crying too hard to understand what has deterred him from continuing his assault on me. He releases me quickly and pushes me away from him. I shrink to the ground and crawl into a ball, wishing this all to be a bad dream that I awaken from. Turning my head I notice Becca running down the long hall towards me, her face is panic stricken and she looks like she is about to commit murder. Connor is cursing under his breath as she reaches me and pulls me into her arms, hugging me and asking if I am ok. 
 
   I try and speak but my body is shaking as I continue to sob, so I just nod yes. Becca turns on Connor who is now pacing behind us, his face ashen and blank, and yells," What the fuck is wrong with you Connor? Are you into sexual assaulting girls now?"
 
   "I... I am not sure why I did that," he stutters. "I am so sorry Abby girl. You have to know I would never really hurt you right? I cannot take us being apart anymore, it is driving me crazy. You messed up everything by leaving and I want you back."
 
    He is actually blaming me for this?
 
   I try but cannot find words for him and I refuse to look his way.  I want to get as far away from him as possible and tell Becca just that. She agrees, keeping her arm around me she helps walk me out, leaving Connor there by himself. Once we are enter the Casino floor we head towards the elevator to go to our room. I am still shaking but my sobs have turned into quiet tears. 
 
   "Are you really ok Abbes? Do you want to go press charges on him? I will help you and stand by you if that is what you want to do." She asks quietly. I see the worry written all over her face as she looks me over.
 
   "No! Please no, I just want to take a shower then curl up and go to sleep and forget this ever happened. I am sure the liquor had something to do with his behavior tonight." Even as I say it out loud, I don't really believe it. Right now I need to believe the liquor made him do it because the other reason is too much for me to accept right now. 
 
   Becca looks like she is about to murder someone as she sits and holds my hand. I do not know what I would do without her in my life, she is an amazing friend. "Abby I will support whatever you want to do, but I don't think you should let him get away with what he did. You need to tell someone. Think about what could have happened if I had not shown up." 
 
   "I love you Becca and thank you so much for helping me and being here for me, but I really want to just forget what just happened and put it behind me. Please!" I beg her knowing I am asking a lot, but needing her to agree. 
 
   She hugs me tightly. "Ok, but if he tries anything or steps out of line a fraction, we are going to the police."
 
   ********
 
    
 
   Saturday morning does nothing to lift my mood or help me forget the night before. I owe so much to Becca. It terrifies me to think how far he would have gone if she had not shown up. When we got back to our room last night, she ran a shower for me. The warm water felt amazing; I scrubbed my skin forever trying to get the feeling of him off of me. I hate that he had the power to make me feel so dirty. 
 
   We climbed into and spent the remainder of the night watching a movie together. I refused to talk about anything that had happened and Becca knew better than to try and push me too hard for details. I pleaded with her again not to tell anyone. I just want to move past the whole incident and try and forget it all. My phone rang and beeped several times with calls and texts from Connor apologizing, telling me he loved me and asking for forgiveness. I just ignored and deleted all of them. How does that saying go? 
 
   Fool me once, shame on me. Fool me twice...!
 
   I had a fitful sleep last night. Every time I closed my eyes I felt his hands and breath on my skin and it would send me into a panic all over again. Becca wants me to talk to a counselor or something when we get back. I promised to think about it, but I don't really don't want to talk to anyone. 
 
   All the alcohol we drank last night hit both of us like a ton of bricks when we woke up. Neither one of us thought to close the heavy curtains last night before falling asleep; the bright sunlight streaming through the large windows was pure hell to our sensitive eyes. Beccs immediately called room service and ordered us an array of eggs, fruit, biscuits and bacon to help starve off our hangover. After drinking enough strong coffee to float a ship, we began packing up and getting ready to head back to campus. We have to be checked out by noon and so far we are running ahead of schedule for once in our lives. 
 
   "I am going to go downstairs to the gift shop and buy something for Patrick; do you want to join me?"
 
   "No thanks, I am going to stay here and check all the drawers and such again to make sure we are not leaving anything behind." I have this horrible habit of always leaving at least one item everywhere I go. When I went camping with my girl scout troop back in the fifth grade I left my hair brush, when I went on my senior high school trip to Colorado I left two pair of jeans, and every time I spent the night at a friend's house I would once again leave something behind. A very annoying habit that has taught me to always check then re-check again before leaving anywhere. 
 
   Becca gives me a knowing look as she leaves, reminding me to lock the door behind her which I do immediately. Running around I check the bathroom drawers, closet, bedroom drawers, and under the bed before climbing back on top of the bed before feeling confident that everything has been packed away safe. Flipping on the television I scan through the abundant channels until I find one the right one. I grab a pillow and get comfortable as I watch a re-run of The Golden Girls. I really miss this show; it is so classic and funny. Dorothy and Blanch remind me so much of Becca and me, friends to the end.
 
   My cell phone rings. Grabbing it I check the screen apprehensively hoping it not Connor again. I am going to have to face him sometime, but not until I have time to analyze what happened and what I want to do about it. Excitement fills me when I see its Keith. 
 
   "Hello." My voice sounds high pitched and way too eager.
 
   "Hey gorgeous, miss me?" Truth be told I have really missed him and his deep and sexy voice does a number on my libido. But he does not need to know that.
 
   "Of course. I have been sitting by my phone day and night counting down the days and hours until you called. My life is now complete." I smirk.
 
   "Smart ass," he laughs. "I went by your dorm and you were not there. Are you hiding from me or are you busy doing something else today?" 
 
   "Becca and I are actually in Louisiana. We came for the night to gamble and relax."
 
   "I am jealous," he teases. "So did you have fun and win big?" 
 
   I take a deep breath to steady my voice before I answer him; just the thought of last night brings tears to my eyes all over again. "It was ok but I am ready to come home. In fact, we will be checking out of here soon and back on the road heading your way."
 
   "You ok gorgeous? Your voice sounds funny?" I shake my head in despair, glad that he cannot see me. Keep it together Abby.
 
   "I am fine, just tired," I say, faking a yawn to emphasize my point.
 
   "Well, why don't you text me when you get home and if you're not too tired then I would really like to cook you dinner tonight and show you my new pad."
 
   "When did you learn to cook?" I ask curiously. I don't ever remember seeing Keith cook anything when we were together. 
 
   "I am full of surprises little grasshopper. There are a lot of new things about me that would surprise you," he smirks. I am completely intrigued now.
 
   "That sounds very vague Mr. Matthews," I tease.
 
   "It is nothing bad, I swear. Scouts honor."
 
   "You were never a scout," I chide. 
 
   "No, but if I had been I would of been a damn good one."
 
   "You're too much," I laugh. "I will text you when we get back and maybe you can enlighten me tonight on some of these new things I know nothing about. Bye Keith."
 
   "Bye gorgeous."
 
   




 
   [bookmark: Chaper13]Chapter 13
 
    
 
   The drive back is long and tiresome and I end up falling asleep the last two hours of the trip. It feels good and safe being back on campus. After unpacking the car and our bags Becca leaves to go meet up with Patrick at the movies and I sit down to work on an English paper that I have been procrastinating on.  Sitting on my bed I lay out everything and perch my laptop in my lap, then dive in. The paper is on the United States limit drinking age and if it should be lowered down to eighteen or not. The amount of research and sources I have to label is daunting. I absently rub my forehead trying to stave off the headache I feel coming oncoming on. 
 
   I need a break before I lose it. Placing my laptop and my pile of text books aside I grab my cell phone and text Keith to let him know I am back in town. 
 
   Me: Back on campus
 
   Keith: My day just got better. Want to come over tonight for dinner?
 
   I stare at my phone for a moment and think it over. I do want to see him, but I am not sure what is going on between us. Does he want to start off where we left off? Does he just want to be friends with benefits? I don't think I could do that. Three years is a long time off to just jump back into a relationship like it never ended, but he makes my body feel things I cannot deny. I am so confused and I am sure that I am over thinking the whole thing. What if he is seeing other girls and I am just one of many?
 
   Keith: Hello? Stop over thinking my invitation and answer me
 
   Me: Stop acting like you know me so well. Lol. Yes to dinner tonight. What time and what is the address?
 
   Keith: six o'clock and I will pick you up. 
 
   Me: OK, see ya then
 
   ********
 
    
 
   Clothes litter my floor as I try on another outfit. I have yet to find something to wear that is comfortable yet sexy without making me look like I am trying too hard. Checking the clock beside my bed I curse under my breath as I realize I only have thirty minutes left before six o'clock. I am irritated that lately I am always running late, a characteristic that I normally loathe in others. 
 
   Becca strolls in, gasping when she sees the dismay that was once our clean room. I smile at her apologetically. "I know I suck, but I cannot find anything to wear and now I am running late. Please save me!" Getting on my knees I beg her mercifully. 
 
   She stifles a giggle and as she goes to her closet and pulls out a blue scoop neck short sleeve pull over and grabs my black skinny jeans off the floor. Handing them to me she says," Wear these. The top will bring out your eyes and the bottoms will show off that great ass of yours."
 
   "Thanks." I quickly dress than run to the bathroom to finish my hair and freshen up my make-up. I am so nervous my hand shakes as I apply my mascara. 
 
   Get it together girl
 
   My pep talks with myself never seem to add up to much these days. As I am running back to the room I see Keith walking down the hall. Damn he looks amazing in his dark jeans and black short sleeve top that does nothing to hide his muscles. His hair is still damp and I have to restrain myself from running my fingers through it. There is nothing sexier than a man who can look good without even trying. 
 
    Yummy
 
   Walking up in front of him I reach and give him a quick hug. He leans down and gives me a quick kiss on my forehead. "Hey stranger," I say.  Looking him over up close does nothing to slow my heart rate down. "Let me grab my shoes from my room and then I will be ready to go."
 
   I search for my black sandals, but they seem to have done a vanishing act and disappeared on me so I steal Becca's black ballet slippers and promise to make it up to her later. Grabbing my phone and purse I tell Becca I will text her on my way home tonight and wish her a fun time with Patrick. 
 
   As we walk to his truck Keith keeps his hand on the small of my back. The warmth from his body sends a bolt of electricity that travels straight to my sex. Clutching my elbow he helps lift me into his truck. The interior is an intoxicating mixture of leather and Keith. I inhale deeply, savoring the scent.
 
   We make small talk about school and different hang-outs around town while he drives us to his new place towards the west side of the campus. Surprisingly it's only fifteen minutes from my dorm. The area is nice but screams college living. As we pull up I take a quick survey of the apartment complex. It seems nice in a typical college complex sort of way with its two story simple design, tan siding and low budget amenities. 
 
   Grasping my hand in his, I follow him up the stairs to the second floor. His complex seems very laid back and everyone seems friendly as I notice a lot of the apartment doors open and kids walking back and forth from room to room. Music is streaming from each place and everyone has a drink in hand. This is definitely a complex where everyone likes to party. 
 
   We stop in front of a worn door with chipped paint and the numbers 223 written on the front. I expect him to open the door but he seems hesitant and his eyes show uneasiness in them before he looks up at me and smiles sheepishly. What was that about?
 
   Whatever the problem was he must have gotten over it, because he finally puts his key in and unlocks the door. The place is scarcely furnished with the bare essentials of a gently used couch, scratched up coffee table, fairly new flat screen TV with several game consoles attached, and a leather recliner. Total bachelor pad. "Can I get you something to drink," he asks as he walks into the kitchen.
 
   "Just a coke if you have it." My eyes gravitate to the few photos on wall that are obviously of his roommate and his family. Most of the photos were of him doing some type of extreme sport or another. He seems like an adrenaline junky. Studying the photos closer I am sure I have never met him before on campus.
 
   Keith hands me a cold coke, nodding towards the photos I am inspecting he says," Jeff is not here tonight. You can meet him another time; I think you will like him. He is really easy going and the life of any party. His only fault is that he an Aggie fan." Oh boy, we are alone tonight. I take deep steadying breaths while I ingest that bit of information. 
 
   Feeling his eyes on me, I turn around to find him looking at me as though he is trying to figure out a puzzle. His gaze is intense. Wanting to break the sudden awkwardness that has taken over I say "Great, can't wait to meet him. He must be a pretty nice guy if he let you move in here on such short notice."
 
   He nods but does not elaborate as returns to the kitchen. I watch as he opens the oven to check on our dinner. My stomach growls in protest reminding me of the little amount of food I have eaten today. A delicious smell comes wafting into the room. "That smells wonderful, what are you cooking?" 
 
   "I am cooking my mom's special lasagna with garlic bread, salad, and chocolate cake for dessert with chocolate icing." Giving me a wicked smile he adds," If memory holds true I do believe that is your favorite dessert, correct?"
 
   Lucky guess. "You would be correct," even as I say it I can feel the blush crawling up my face. "Do you need any help in the kitchen?" 
 
   I need something to do to distract me from wanting to walk up to him and have my way with him. I don't know what has come over me but seeing him cooking me dinner and looking so yummy has me wanting to grab him and drag him to the bedroom. I am acting like a hussy.
 
   "The lasagna is almost finished but you are more than welcome to help me with the salad." Walking into the kitchen, I busy myself with gathering the lettuce, carrots, tomatoes, cheese, and cucumbers. I begin slicing and prepare two salads for us, remembering that he likes extra cheese on his. Opening the refrigerator I take in the assortment of dressings before asking," What kind of salad dressing do you want? You have the option of ranch, blue cheese, and Italian." 
 
   "Ranch works for me. In the cabinet to your right there are some of those Italian type of croutons you like, grab them also."
 
   Ten minutes later dinner is ready and it all looks and smells mouth watering. He looks adorably sexy and at home in the kitchen. I have always loved a man that can cook. I set the table while he fills up our plates; we are moving around each other in a chorographic dance that feels all too natural. You would think we did this all.
 
    Why doesn't that scare me?
 
   We sit close to each other as we eat. I mentally try and prepare myself for how this night could end. One option is that I cave in to my libido and jump this man the first chance I get and the second option is that I play it cool and leave soon after and make him wait it out for a few more dates. Will there be more dates? The thought of this being our only time together does not sit well with me.
 
   "This is good," I murmur appreciatively as I take another bite. It does taste good and I am very impressed that he made it. 
 
   I cringe as we sit in silence eating our food, but not talking. I do not do well with uncomfortable moments of silence. Time to put on my big girl panties on and take the reins and think of casual conversation topics to break the ice.
 
    "So are you excited about starting school here?" I know it is a weak question but it is better than do you want to be my fuck buddy or would you prefer something more serious?
 
   He looks at me bewildered and laughs loudly throwing his head back." Gorgeous, that is the lamest attempt at conversation I have heard in a long time. You can do better than that"
 
   I blink at him. "Well, you were not coming up with anything wonderful yourself lover boy, so sue me for trying to lighten the mood. 
 
   Lover boy? Where did that come from?
 
   The nickname does not fall on deft ears. He reaches across the table and takes my hand, stroking his thumb over the top my knuckles softly. His touch is warm and gentle. "I miss being your lover boy," he mutters. He smiles at me wickedly and thankfully I am sitting or I would be a puddle on the floor. 
 
   "Me too," I say breathlessly. His eyes glow with some unnamed emotion that makes me anxious and excited at the same time. Looking away I feel the special bubble we were just in broken.  I have known Keith for many years but sitting here with him now, I realize I really never knew him. Being in high school our lives revolved around parties, social status, and other unimportant events. We learned each other's favorite things; but we never really learned what the other one wanted in life or what makes us who we are. I feel greedy to know all I can about this man in front of me who now feels like a complete stranger. 
 
    "Did your mother teach you to cook?"
 
   There is a ghost of a smile on his lips. "My mom taught me a few things, but she was always busy with the latest social event and did not have much spare time to spend with me growing up. Most of the things I know I taught myself or I learned from friends' parents." 
 
   "Why do I feel like I should have already known all of this," I ask quietly. "We were together for several years and yet I feel as though if someone asked me about you all I could tell them is the basics, the things anyone could find out on google."
 
   Grabbing up our empty plates he walks into the kitchen, washing them off and putting them away. I want him to answer me but wait him out and don't push him to do so. When he comes back to the table he has two plates filled with my favorite chocolate cake with rich chocolate icing. 
 
   His brow creases and he narrows his eyes on me. "I know we loved each other back in high school, but you're right we never really knew anything deep about each other. What we had was real and special, but it was shallow and considering we were only in high school I don't think that was a bad thing. I don't regret any of it and I hope you never do either."
 
   Words fail me so I just nod my head yes. "Let's play a game. A game of questions and answers. The only two rules are that you have to answer and you have to tell the truth. You game?" I meet his gaze and challenge him with mine.
 
   His lips quirk upward in a half smile. "Yes, I am game. As always ladies first."
 
   I take my time and think really hard about my first question. "How are things between you and your parents now? I know you said your dad was not happy about your leaving UT, so are you all ok now?"
 
    He shifts in his seat, obviously uncomfortable with my line of questioning, but he does not back down and answers me." Hmm... Well, things have never been perfect between us, but I have always done what they expected until now. Saying they are excited that I am here and we are one happy family would be a huge stretch but we are speaking and not killing each other so that is about as normal as it gets in my family. We will survive my choice."
 
    "Ok, your turn. Ask away Lover boy."
 
   "What is up between you and that guy that was hassling you at the party? Are you working things out or is it really over between you two?" It is a simple question, but I notice his jaw tense. 
 
   My voice is shaky as I answer. I have been trying hard not to think about Connor since we got back, I just want to put everything that happened in the back of my mind and lock it away. "We are most definitely over for good, but he has had a hard time accepting it. He screwed around on me and broke my trust; cheating is not something I forgive or put up with." 
 
   I debate over whether or not to tell him about what happened in Louisiana and decide against it. No reason to be over dramatic or bring him into something that is really my issue not his. I am still not sure how far the whole nightmare would have gone if Becca had not shown up, but for my own sanity I have been trying hard to convince myself that he would have stopped on his own. Deep down in a place I refuse to acknowledge I know it could have turned out really bad. 
 
   Meeting his gaze I take a deep breath as a smile spreads across my face. This conversation needs to lighten up some. "What is the best memory you have of us together?"
 
   A wicked smile spreads across his face. "That one is easy. It was after our homecoming football game our senior year when we all went down to Jason's grandpa's place and went skinny dipping at night." His eyes smolder as he continues with the story. "You were crazy and beautiful that night. I loved watching as you splashed around having fun without a care in the world."
 
   I smile sheepishly remembering that night as well. Being naughty never felt as good as it did that night. "I enjoyed that night myself. Seeing you in your birthday suite was always a favorite pastime of mine." I turn my head trying to hide the red flush that is creeping up my face.
 
   His laugh is deep and genuine sending a shiver down my spine. "My turn, but first hand me your plate. I am going to put these away then we can continue this game in the living room. Go on in and make yourself at home, I will be in there in a minute. 
 
   I take a seat at the couch and it is surprisingly more comfortable than it looks. It does not take him long to join me.  I watch him as he sinks into the cushion next to me; close enough to touch, although we don't. I love the smell of his cologne, it is intoxicating and familiar. 
 
   "Let's take this game to the next level."  He flashes me that wicked grin of his and I swear it makes my panties loosen up. 
 
   "Ok." My voice sounds weak. Next level? Oh shit that sounds hot!
 
   "What was the most mind blowing sex that you have ever had? And it has to be with me, I don't want to hear about any other guys you have been with!" His voice lowers into a husky whisper and the sexy sound makes my legs clench together. 
 
   Holy Fuck. 
 
   He definitely took the game to the next level. I have only been with two people in my life, Keith and Connor, so his rule insinuating that I have slept with other guys pisses me off. It's not as though I run around screwing everyone I meet, and I tell him just that and not in a nice way either. He apologizes and actually seems pleased with the lack of men in my life. The whole conversation makes me wonder how many other girls he has been with since me. The thought of another girl screaming out his name pisses me off and has me seeing red! Down girl.
 
   I try to control the emotion in my voice, his nearness is making my heart race and my body tingle. "I would have to say our most memorable time was at your parent's house, the weekend they went away to Colorado and we had the house to ourselves. We had sex in practically every room of that house; I think some rooms we hit more than once if my memory is correct. You were so hot that weekend and totally insatiable. I loved and thoroughly enjoyed every moment of it."
 
   He eyes me speculatively, his eyes smoldering. I meet his gaze and say," My turn to put you on the hot seat." Nodding he smiles a slow sexy smile back at me, making my insides liquefy.  
 
   "What is one of your happiest memories? It does not have to be when we were together." I bite my bottom lip in anticipation of his answer. 
 
   Please don't let it be about another girl.
 
   He slides closer to me; our thighs now touching and our faces are mere inches apart. His breath is warm as he whispers against my mouth," That is easy, I relive it most nights in my dreams." Oh my! 
 
   He eyes blaze a deeper blue as he looks down at me with hooded lids. My heart is beating so loud it sounds like a drum pounding.  "The last time we were together before leaving for college. Your parents had gone to that convention for the night and you dressed up in that pink baby doll nightie for me. You looked sexier than hell; I was so hard for you I was afraid I wouldn't be able to hold off before I got you naked beneath me." 
 
   That night it was unlike any other time we had been together, knowing that it would be our last. I watch as he reaches his hand over and begins trailing his fingers over the exposed skin at the top of my shirt. His touch is hot and scorches me, setting me on fire. 
 
   "You were so responsive to me that night, so wet and willing. I remember licking every inch of your skin, how sweet you tasted and smelled." I feel his breath on my neck as he leans in and trails kisses down my jaw towards my collar bone. Oh this feels good
 
   "I can't stop wondering if you still taste that sweet gorgeous?" 
 
   I blink up at him and bite down hard on my bottom lip to stifle a moan.  Leaning my head over I give him easy access to nibble me with his incredible warm mouth. His mouth is amazing. 
 
   He grabs at the hem of my shirt and pulls it over my head in one fluid motion. Thank God I put on my pretty black silk and lace bra with matching thongs tonight.
 
    I take a sharp breath as the cool air hits my overheated skin. His hand smoothes over the crests of my breasts, moving down teasing my taunt nipples through the silk and lace. He pushes down my bra cups, causing my breasts to be pressed up and available to him. Taking a nipple into his warm mouth he rolls it around on his tongue and I moan my approval. 
 
   His words continue to torment and ignite me. "I remember all the soft moans from you that night. Your pretty nipples as they hardened for me and how sweet they tasted as I sucked on them and rolled them with my tongue." Oh God this feels good and his words could make me cum all on their own. 
 
   I bite my lower lip as his other hand moves behind my back and unclasps my bra pulling it over my shoulders and off of my arms, baring me before him from the waist up. 
 
   Finding my voice I pout, "It's not fair that I have more clothes on than you."
 
   I watch hypnotized as he pulls his shirt over his head and drops it to the floor to join mine. His chest is amazingly hard and chiseled. My hands have a mind of their own as they travel up and down the expanse of it, inspecting every inch of him. 
 
   His eyes are dark and smoky with desire as I lean forward and plant kisses across his chest. Placing a hand on my chin, he pulls my face up until our eyes are level. Our lips meet and he sucks in my bottom lip, nibbling it lightly and turning me into a wanton mess. Moving my hands up behind his neck I pull him closer needing to deepen the kiss. My tongue dives inside of his mouth examining and claiming everything it touches.  He answers my hungry need with a carnal groan as he slides his hand down between us to the top of my pants and pulls them down, taking my shoes and panties along with them. 
 
   I try to cover myself. Being the only one fully naked and exposed makes me feel vulnerable. Knowing my body is slightly fuller than the last time we had sex only deepens my shyness. Keith grabs my hands and pulls them in front of me. With a quick jerk he has me up on my feet and following him towards what I can only imagine to be his bedroom. The room is dark and once inside he kicks the door closed behind us. 
 
   Leading me over to his bed he lays me down on the cool sheets, placing a pillow behind my head. I lean up wanting to watch him as he finishes undressing. Knowing what is hiding behind those jeans of his, it would be a crime not to witness such perfection being unwrapped. 
 
   Standing over me I can feel his eyes as he surveys every inch of me.  I am thankful the room is near-dark, only lit by the moon shining through the window. My mouth waters as I watch him toe out of his shoes than unbutton and work his jeans over his hips. I practically drool at the sight of the natural V that rests between his hips, so damn hot.  My eyes move down and I find my target. His large bulge tenting his boxer briefs is well worth the wait. I cannot contain the little groan of pure appreciation that escapes my lips as he pulls them down freeing himself. I lick my lips as I reach for his shaft wanting to stoke him but he stops me by grabbing my wrist. 
 
   "Not yet baby, I get to taste that sweet pussy of yours first," he breaths in my ear.
 
    Oh please do...
 
   He lowers himself over me and my breath hitches as his erection grazes my thigh. His lips seek out mine as my arms go around his neck and my legs move to cradle him between my cleft. His hard chest lightly scrapes against my overly sensitive breasts, teasing me senseless as I strain against him seeking more contact.  As if reading my mind he kisses his way down my neck towards my breasts, taking a nipple into his hot mouth he sucks me possessively. A moan rips itself from my throat as I arch into him. 
 
   "Oh my God," I whisper shakily as he continues sucking on me, gently rasping his teeth against my tight nipple before moving onto the other and showing it the same attention. 
 
   Crawling down my body he continues to brush light wet kisses along my stomach until he is nestled between my legs, turning me into a withering mess. Lifting each leg he places them on each side of his shoulders, leaving me open and vulnerable. Heat permeates through my lower belly, begging for attention, begging for more. 
 
   "Please don't stop. That feels amazing," I whisper between pants.
 
   His tongue presses against my clit. The sensation nearly makes me come undone. I grasp the cool sheets on each side of me trying to gain control of my breathing. He continues kissing and lapping at my pussy, as the heat in my belly burns hotter he adds two fingers stroking and penetrating my entrance. I am on the edge, my orgasm building to a crescendo.
 
   "More... I am almost there baby," I beg.
 
    He sucks my sensitive clit into his mouth, gently nipping it with his teeth as the orgasm rips through me splitting me into a million pieces. He continues to stroke me with his tongue as I come back down to earth, sated and happy. "You taste so sweet baby," me breathes. 
 
   "That was incredible. Now my turn," I say as I lean towards him wanting to make him feel as wonderful as he made me feel. 
 
   His erection is impressive. I stroke up and down his length twice before he grasps my wrist and pulls me up, stopping me before I can take him in my hot mouth. "Baby, I won't last if you take me in that pretty mouth of yours." His voice is strained and thready. Looking into his eyes I see the need and carnal hunger that lies within him. 
 
   Not trusting myself with words, I nod and lay back on the bed showing him I understand and wait as he pulls out a foil package and rolls a condom on. He rakes his hand through his hair as he gazes down at me. Desire, thick and hot, courses through my body. 
 
   He's so hot and all mine, at least for tonight. 
 
   "Do you have any idea how much I want you?" he whispers into my neck as he climbs on top of me. His erection presses against my belly.  I can barely contain myself. His mouth claims mine. His kiss is demanding, taking what it wants. Grabbing his erection he moves it to my entrance, teasing me by slowly dragging his cock up and down, coating himself with my wetness. I moan into his mouth, I want him so badly; my body is on fire with need. 
 
   "Keith.. Please." My body is quivering, I need this.
 
   "Please what Abby? Tell me what you want." He stills himself.
 
   "You... I want you," I cry out.
 
   He grips my hips and with one hard trust pushes himself all the way inside me. I cry out and he stills himself, allowing my body to acclimatize to his size and fullness. "You are so tight baby, you fit me like a glove," he growls out. He begins moving in and out of me, picking up a rhythm that ignites both of us.
 
   I run my hands through his hair, loving the way the silky strands feel against my skin. Increasing the pace he pounds into me as my orgasm builds bringing me to the edge again. As he looks down at me our eyes lock and the emotion between us is intense. I am panting loudly. I am so close; my orgasm is just out of reach.
 
   "I need more. Keith please!" 
 
   "Shh, baby. I will take care of you. Trust me," he whispers.
 
   Moving his hand to my clit he rubs on my tight ball of nerves. It is exactly what I needed, I feel my world teetering around me again.
 
    Growling through clenched teeth he says," Come with me baby, come now!" My body responds and I convulse around him as I climax, calling out his name. He is right behind me finding his own release. 
 
   He collapses on top of me breathing hard. Lifting his head, he searches my eyes." I have missed you." 
 
   Honestly I reply," I missed you too." 
 
   Pulling out of me slowly he walks into the adjoining bathroom and discards of the condom before coming back with a wet cloth and cleans us both off. I close my eyes, the gesture is very intimate and leaves me wondering what is happening between us. My mind is racing but my body is exhausted. This man is amazing and nothing like the timid shy boy I was with years ago. This man is confident and knows who he is and what he is capable of. 
 
   "I would like it if you would stay here with me tonight, will you do that for me?" 
 
   I really had not thought that far ahead and although I obviously knew there was a chance that we might have sex tonight, I never thought beyond that. As if a dam has been opened a rush a questions and concerns fill my head. Does he want a relationship with me or is this a onetime thing? Would we be exclusive? Will we even be friends after this?
 
   My head begins to hurt and I feel Keith staring intensively at me. "What is wrong?" I ask weakly.
 
   "You did not answer me. Will you stay here with me tonight?" He raises his eyebrows, obviously confused by my lack of conversation.
 
   "Oh....Yea I can do that," I stutter. 
 
   Reaching over, he plants a soft kiss on my shoulder. "Why do you seem to be freaking out on me now? Are you having regrets?"
 
   I look up at him apologetically. "Sorry. No regrets I promise. Just a bit confused as to what happens now. Not to sound all touchy feely, but are we just friends with benefits, or were you looking to make this more?" I reach for the covers and pull them over me hoping the thin material will hide my acute nervousness. 
 
   "We can be whatever you want us to be, but fuck buddies is not an option". His fingers caress the outline curve of my face setting my nerve endings on fire as they continue down to my collarbone and onward to my breasts. I barely contain the shiver as he kneads my breasts and teases my nipples.
 
    "I love being with you, in you, and around you. I want the chance to get to know you again, but the choice is yours." His voice is soft and reassuring. 
 
   Needing a distraction while I absorb what he just confessed and try and come up with a response I take the opportunity to glance around at his room, taking in his furniture, pictures and mementos. His room is functional and manly - sparse dark wood furniture and a double sleigh bed with a dark green comforter take up most of the room. The walls are stark white scattered with several family photos and some with friends from back home. The dark wood desk in the corner contains his computer and school books.
 
    Looking back at him I cannot help but smile.. "I would like to see where this can go. You have changed a lot and I think I would like to get to know the new Keith. Besides I like being with you, having you in me, and being around you."
 
   Surprise flickers in his eyes and he seems relieved as he lets out a small sigh. Walking over to his dresser he pulls out a t-shirt and boxers and throws them on the bed beside me. "As much as I would love you naked beside me, we might never get any sleep if you don't have clothes on. You can wear these."
 
   I get dressed as he pulls on some boxers of his own and climbs into bed with me, pulling me against him so that my back is against his chest. I cuddle into his arms and listen to the sound of his heart beating as I fall asleep. 
 
   




 
   [bookmark: Chaper14]Chapter 14
 
    
 
   Becca: I am starving, meet me after class at Dave's Cafe, I am craving a burger and fries!
 
   Me: Sounds yummy. Just you and me or is anyone else showing up?
 
   Becca: Just us. Patrick is still in class and we need girl time. Time for you to dish
 
   Me: Dish? What did I do?
 
   Becca: I want an update on all that is Abby :)
 
   Me: Ok, See you in 15 minutes
 
   Chemistry class needs to be over. I am exhausted and ready for some food. Becca and I have not seen much of each other this past week. She has been staying most of her time over at Patrick's' place and my nights have been split between the dorm and Keith's apartment. 
 
   After my dinner datemand night of hot sex with Keith, I woke up in his arms not sure if he would still feel the same way about us as he had the night before or if I would doing the walk of shame. He erased all my fears by giving me an encore performance and three toe curling orgasms that make my cheeks burn thinking about them now. I enjoy spending time with him and we both have made an effort to see each other every day even if it is only for five minutes to say hi. 
 
   Noticing the clock on the wall I begin packing up my back pack ready to make a run for it. I should never have taken Chemistry. No matter how hard I try I cannot seem to get my mind wrapped around the material. Stopping by the professor's desk on my way out I ask if she has a list of tutor's that could help me understand the upcoming project better and save me from failing and having to sit through another miserable semester of this confusing class all over again. 
 
   Reaching into her bag she hands pulls out a memo pad and has me fill out my personal information down on it. I will check with some of my best students and see if any of them are willing to help you. Most students are really busy Abby so don't hold your breath. I will contact you with a date and time if one of them agrees.
 
   "Mrs. Chambers, thank you for this. I appreciate any help you can throw my way. I am very serious about getting my grade up before the end of the semester."
 
   Without even glancing back up at me she nods which I take as my dismissal. My stomach grumbles as I quickly walk towards Main Street to meet Becca. I hope she got there early and already ordered for us, I am really hungry. Walking into the cafe I scan the booths and find her sprawled out in a seat in the back with books and papers scattered all around her. 
 
   I throw my books onto the ground by my chair and take a seat across from her. I grin and thank the heavens when I notice she has already gotten us a drink which means she probably ordered as well. 
 
   "He girl, I have missed you lately. Tell Patrick he and I need to work out a custody agreement over you. I have barely seen you all week. You're becoming a stranger."
 
   Her eyes soften as she places a hand over mine. "I have missed you too.  And I promise to spend more time at the dorm with you. Now spill it all. What have I missed?"
 
   "First order of business, did you already order?"
 
   She smiles up at me as she clears the table off of her things, "Of course I did. I got you a mighty burger loaded with extra fries and I got a chili burger, which you are welcome to have a bite of if you so please. I sure as hell will be having a bite of yours."
 
   "You rock my friend." She is the best. To this day Becca always knows what I need and yet my own mother would not even know where to begin if she had to pick something out for me. 
 
   Giving me her full attention she asks, "So seriously, what is going on with you? And I want the full version with all the naughty details." 
 
   "Well, things are good with Keith. He is funny and amazing and I really enjoy being around him. Not sure exactly where it is headed but I am having fun. He is very intense which I have to admit I find sexy."
 
   Laughing she coos," Sexy is good. What is up with psycho Connor is he still stalking you?"
 
   I squirm uncomfortably. I hate this subject. Luckily our food arrives and gives me a moment to collect my thoughts. The smell of my greasy burger makes my mouth water, I love the burgers here. They are downright heavenly. 
 
   Between bites Becca asks me once again about Connor. She is not going to let me off the hook that easily.
 
    "Connor attempts at bothering me have decreased and the few times I have run into him we were pleasant towards each other. I am confused because he really does seem upset about what happened, I will never forgive him, but cannot help but want to put it behind us and move on. We have never spoke of the incident at the Casino and I am not sure what I would say to him if we did, if feels like a bad dream. More like a nightmare."
 
   When she looks up at me, her eyes are filled with remorse. From anyone else, pity would only piss me off, but I could never be mad at Becs. "Please don't feel sorry for me. I took all the gifts he ever gave me and wrapped them up in a box with a pretty bow and gave them all to Marcy." 
 
   Becca snorts, laughing loudly. "I wish I could have seen that. Did she keep it all?"
 
   "Of course she did, she has no problem taking sloppy seconds." 
 
   She wags a finger at me. "You are an evil little girl, and that is why I love you." 
 
   Waving a hand in the air as if to clear the conversation, I ask," So what is new between you and Patrick? You two have been spending a lot of time together."
 
   I finish off my burger as she goes into her latest escapades with Patrick and how his parents are coming in town and she is nervous to meet them. She looks completely terrified. 
 
   "Becca they will love you just as I do. You really need to stop worrying so much, it will be fine." She rolls her eyes, obviously not believing in my trust of her abilities to warm them over.
 
   The waitress comes over and retrieves our empty plates and refills our drinks. I am so full, but it was well worth it. Leaning in towards me Becca talks softly," I know you have spent the night over at Keith's place several times so I am guessing it is safe to say you two are playing hide the salomé?" 
 
   I sputter out a laugh; my cheeks redden by her crude innuendo. Shaking my head I mutter," Yes we are having sex. He is very talented in that aspect. In fact he scares me a little, I am afraid he could become addicting."
 
   Becca's eyes widen and her mouth drops open as she looks at a spot above my head behind our booth. 
 
   "What is wrong?" I ask her in a nervous tone. The hair on the back of my neck goes up in warning. 
 
   "What is it? You look like you have seen a ghost. Lover Boy standing is standing behind me isn't he?" Please say no.
 
   Becca's face pales and she purses her lips together. Damn I know I am right. Turning around I glance up into the most beautiful sea blue eyes. 
 
   "Hello Gorgeous. Hope you're not planning on joining any anonymous clubs to get over your addiction to me anytime soon," he chuckles looking down at me with a wicked twinkle in his eyes. 
 
    
 
   ********
 
    
 
   "Are you ready to wave your white flag yet?" I smirk.
 
   "Never baby, I am just warming up." Watching him get all flustered and frustrated trying to make his small green golf ball go into the hole is more entertaining than I could have ever imagined. 
 
   "Maybe we should try the batting cages instead of miniature golf?" I suggest.
 
   Laughing loudly he points his club at me accusingly. "Do not patronize me gorgeous, I will conquer this game if it takes me the rest of the day. I am just getting warmed up." 
 
   I bite my bottom lip to fight off the fit of giggles escaping my mouth. Seeing a masculine man such as Keith getting his underwear in a wad over having his butt kicked on what had started out as a friendly game of put-put is hilarious. This is perfect karma pay back for him overhearing my embarrassing conversation the day before with Becs at the cafe. I have a bad habit of open mouth insert foot, but yesterday was just too much. My cheeks still flame red every time I think about it.
 
   Finishing our so called friendly game we head over meet up with Patrick and Becs for some java at the local Starbucks. I need some time to chill out before I meet my new chemistry tutor. Mrs. Chamber's called last night and informed me that some poor soul had agreed to help me and would meet me this afternoon at the University library for an hour today and three days a week after that. 
 
   As we enter I scan the room and quickly find our friends in the corner barely able to keep their hands off each other. I do not consider myself a prude, but the thought of jumping someone's bones in public, as my roommate is doing right now, makes me physically cringe. PDA for me is limited to light kisses and hand holding. Maybe I am a bit of a public prude. 
 
   Pulling me against him, Keith whispers in my ear, "Hey babe, go grab us some seats near your friends and I will get us some drinks. What would you like?"
 
   "I would love a tall caramel macchiato please?"
 
   Swatting my ass as I walk away he says, "You got it. I will be over in moment."
 
   I carefully walk to the back of the room to my friends and make a point to cough loudly to get their attention. Becca giggles and stands to hug me while Patrick grabs two chairs from an empty table near us and brings them over to the table for Keith and me. The aroma of fresh ground coffee fills my nose and I inhale deeply enjoying it as I take a seat.
 
   "Thanks Patrick, it's nice to see some men still have manners in this world."
 
   "No problem Abbs, just glad you two could join us."
 
   "Really? You two looked cozy enough without us intruding," I tease. He actually blushes although Becca just grins and says, "No problem, I have the rest of the day to corrupt him at my leisure." 
 
   Shaking my head I take my seat just as Keith joins us with our drinks. Not wanting to continue this line of conversation I ask," So winter break is around the corner, what are everyone's plans?"
 
   Becca quickly jumps up and starts rambling away." I am heading back home to Dallas and Patrick is going to his dads this year for the first week than spending the last week with me and my family. Is that not awesome?"
 
   Laughing I agree with her and cannot help but feel sorry for Patrick at the same time. I have met Becca's family once and she is a calm nun compared to them. They are wonderful people but extremely unpredictable. Her dad is a taxidermist and loves filling their home with his work. Waking up in the middle of the night to a stuffed raccoon staring at you is a heart attack waiting to happen. 
 
   "Well, I plan to head back home and see my family. My sister just found out she is pregnant with her first child, so my parents are planning on throwing her and her husband a small congratulations party, "Keith says smiling. He had already told me about his sister and I find it sweet that he is happy about becoming an uncle. Not having any other siblings' myself I hate that I will never feel that bond. 
 
   Lost in my own thoughts it takes me a moment before I realize that Becca is speaking to me. Focusing my eyes back on her I apologize," I am sorry sweetie, I was zoning out. What did you say?"
 
   "You ok Abbes?" The worry in her face made me feel bad for spacing out on her.
 
   "I am fine, just lost in thought. No worries I promise."
 
   "So what are your plans for winter break?"
 
   "Nothing spectacular" I sigh. "My mom called and she and my dad are taking off on a cruise after Christmas and want me to stay and take care of the house while they are gone. Lucky me right?"
 
   Becca winces. "I am sorry honey that does suck. Look on the bright side; you only have to spend a few days with your mom instead of two full weeks."
 
   She has a point. That is definitely the silver lining to the whole debacle of my parents preferring a vacation to spending time with their only child that is weighing on me. Squeezing my hand reassuringly Keith adds," At least we will be close to each other. I will be more than willing to help you pass the time while they are gone." And just like that my winter break does not sound so hideous anymore. 
 
   Hearing the eclectic techno tone of my cell phone alarm going off reminds me I have an appointment with a tutor to learn chemistry. I grab my book bag and say a quick good-by to my friends as I make my way towards the door, throwing my cup of coffee away in the process. Keith trails behind me with the promise of a proper good-bye outside. I Love that my man knows me well enough to know I am not big on the whole PDA thing. 
 
   He pushes back on my shoulders so I have to look up at him and he grins at me as he leans down brushing a soft kiss across my lips. I wrap my arms around his neck pulling him closer to me, deepening the kiss as his tongue brushes against my lower lip asking for me to open which I do immediately. He moans into my mouth as one of his one of his hands holds me plastered to him while the other travels down to my waist, skimming my bare skin just beneath my shirt. Remembering where we are, I push at his chest needing to put some space between us. Lord I am turning into Becca.
 
   His hands freeze and he curses under his breath. Dropping his head he leans his forehead against mine. "I am sorry baby, did not mean to get so caught in the moment. You drive me crazy."
 
   I drive him crazy?
 
    I like that. I cannot look away from him. We stare at each other as if our eyes were two magnets. I love the way he makes me feel as if I am the only girl in the room. 
 
   He is so damn hot.
 
   Reluctantly I pull away breaking our private bubble. I am late and need to hurry my ass up and get to the library before my tutor ditches my ass. "Gotta go lover boy.  I'll Text you later."
 
   I walk away fast shaking my hips a bit more than is needed since I am almost certain he is watching me. 
 
   He better be watching me. 
 
   Thankfully the University Library is not too far away. Weaving in and out of students I arrive only ten minutes late. Mrs. Chambers never told me who the tutor was or if it was a guy or girl, just to meet in the library at the round table near the Biography section. Following the signs toward the back of the room I notice a large round wood table in the far corner of the Biography section and dash towards it. The table is littered in Chemistry papers and books but no one is here.  
 
   Taking a seat I pray whoever was generous enough to have pity on me has not changed their minds and left my ass to fail. I really need help in this course. Someone behind me clears their throat and I turn around hoping it is my tutor, but come up short when I see Connor standing before me holding several large books. 
 
   "Connor.... What are you doing here?" I ask tentatively.
 
   "I am here to save your butt from flunking out of chemistry. Your late, sit we really need to get started."
 
   




 
   [bookmark: Chaper15]Chapter 15 - Connor
 
    
 
   I hate it when people keep me waiting and Abby knows this, although since she does not know it is me she is meeting I will let it go this one time. I am not sure how she is going to handle finding out I am her tutor. When Mrs. Chambers asked me to help a fellow student I was ready to tell the old hag to get lost and find someone who cared until she mentioned Abby's name, damn I am glad for once I kept my mouth shut.
 
   I have already prepped the table with all the materials we will need and now I wait. I don't want her to see me until after she is seated in case she wants to bail on me before I have a chance to talk her down. I have worked too hard for the past few weeks to get her comfortable around me again to let this fail; this is the perfect opportunity to get close to her again and I cannot screw it up. 
 
   Hearing feet pattering across the carpet I peek out and watch as she puts her backpack down. She takes my breath away; my girl looks amazing as always.
 
   Slowly I walk behind her and cough to get her attention. 
 
   "Connor...hi. What are you doing here?" she asks completely surprised. It is taking everything I have not to reach out and touch her. 
 
   "I am here to save your butt from flunking out of chemistry. Your late, sit we really need to get started." I keep my voice stern and matter a fact in hopes to show her I am only here to help her. If she knew the real things I wanted to do to her right now she would run and never look back. 
 
   I can see the mental fight she is wagging on what to do so I take a seat and begin going over what work she needs to get caught up on. As expected she relaxes and begins looking over the material I am handing her. She is careful not to touch me, but that will change. I sigh with relief, this is working. In no time she will trust me again and I can get back what I lost with her. 
 
   "Connor I appreciate you wanting to help me, but I don't think this is going to work out. After what you did I do not feel comfortable being in the same room as you let alone working this closely to you. You hurt me." I hate that I hurt her, that night I drank too much and took it too far.
 
   "I know I am the last person you want help from and I don't blame you. I have tried so many times to tell you how sorry I am, but you have been amazing at dodging my calls. I am really sorry. Hurting you was the last thing I wanted to do. It is no good excuse, but I drank way too much that night and was not thinking. Let me make it up to you by helping you pass this class, please! "
 
   One, two, three ... I keep counting towards ten, giving her time to absorb my apologize. I make it to six before I see a crack in her demeanor and she reluctantly says,"OK, but our time together is strictly about chemistry and nothing else. We leave our personal life out or this is over."
 
   I nod yes, what choice do I have? "So is this the only course you are having issues with this semester?" 
 
   She looks up at me and I swear I feel lost in those big brown eyes of hers. I was so stupid for getting caught cheating on her. That is what happens when you get too cocky; at least that is what my dad would says. 
 
   "Yes thankfully this is the only class that is trying to swallow me whole. I don't mean to sound unthankful, but why did you want to tutor me?"
 
   Damn I want to tell her the truth. But saying, Because I am hoping you will be stupid enough to trust me again and allow me to wiggle my way back into your life and get us back to where we were, will probably make her turn and leave. 
 
   So I say," I was one of Mrs. Chamber's favorite students and she often asks me to help out other students who are falling behind. She asked me earlier in the week and I said yes before I even knew it was you, but knowing it was you only made me want to do it more. I would hate for you to fail  because I refused to help." 
 
   "How did I ever not that know you tutored? We were together for so long and don't ever remember you leaving to go tutor someone?"
 
   I turn my head to hide the grin on my face. She never knew so much about my life because I hid it all so well and tutoring is the least of things that she should be concerned with. She could never handle knowing the real me, only girls like Marcy who have been through hell and back understand what it is like to grow up fighting tooth and nail to be the best at everything and making sure all those around you know it. 
 
   I answer her as honestly as possible. "There is a lot about me you never knew. I am sorry, I am sure that is my fault somehow."
 
   "I guess. Well, thanks for this. I do not want to fail this class and have to retake it. Another year of this would easily do me in." I cover her hand with mine and squeeze it. Her hand is so warm and small under mine, I miss touching her. All the warm bodies in the world do not compare to hers.
 
   We work for well over an hour and have completed far more than I had expected. I will need to slow down during our future meetings or our tutoring sessions will be over all too soon. 
 
   "So what schedule would you like to work out for future meetings," I ask her.
 
   "Would you be able meet me Tuesdays and Thursdays? Anytime works for me."
 
   "Yea that works. How about we meet here from 6:00p.m.-7:00p.m.? That work for you?"
 
   She nods her head and continues to pack up her things.  She keeps shifting her eyes back up to me and I can tell she is wanting to say something and debating on whether she should or not.
 
   "Spit it out Abbs, I can tell you want to say something."
 
   "That obvious huh?"
 
   "No, I just know you well. So what is it?"
 
   "How is the fish? Are you still feeding it and everything?"
 
   I can't help but laugh out loud. Who knew that damn fish would become so important to her. "Our fish is doing fine and I feed him regularly although I do not talk to him the way you did. I think he misses you."
 
   "Oh... I miss him too." 
 
   Damn I wish I was that fish right now. Lucky damn fish.
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    I feel restless. I have studied more than I care to admit for the last two weeks. Connor has helped me so much and has been a complete gentleman and dare I say friend the whole time. He even brought snacks for us one day knowing how I like to nibble on food while I work. I thought I was going to have to restrain Becca and Keith when I told them who my tutor was. I have never seen either of them so mad and pissed at me for continuing to meet with him. I totally understand their reservations, I felt them at first also but he has really been great and I only have two more sessions with him before I am up to date with my work and passing chemistry by winter break. 
 
   Glancing over at Becca laying on her bed working on her English Lit paper with Patrick I ask, "What is everyone planning on doing this weekend? I am in the mood for some fun. How about we check out that new club that opened downtown? I think it is called Club 1021 or something like that?"
 
   Becca squeals loud enough that Patrick and I both jump and grab our ears. I can't help but smile at her boundless energy, she is way too excited.
 
    "That sounds like a great idea and I just bought a new outfit that will I have been dying to wear," squeals Becca, her eyes bright with excitement. 
 
   Finishing up the last few sentences on my biology paper I ask, "So you want to go tonight or tomorrow night?" 
 
   "Tonight," she answers without hesitation. "Patrick and I going out to eat with his parents' tomorrow night since it is their last night in town."
 
   Glancing up I see the horror written on her face, I bite my bottom lip trying not to laugh at her discomfort. Patrick notices also and throws her on her back and tickles her relentlessly until she is begging for him to stop and promising revenge. I love watching them together. Patrick obviously adores her and they are comfortable together as a couple, you would think they had been together most of their life instead of just one year. Relationships should be easy like that, not hard and tiring. 
 
   Reaching for my phone I text Keith about meeting us at the club tonight. During high school he was quite the dancer, I could easily sit and watch that fine ass of his gyrate all night long. 
 
   Me: Becca, Patrick, and I are heading to Club 1021 tonight, wanna join?
 
   Keith:  Yea definitely, mind if I bring Jeff and some other friends?
 
   Me: The more the merrier. We are going around 10:00, meet us there?
 
   Keith:  yep. I cannot wait to see you, wear that blue dress you have please!! You are so sexy in that.
 
   Me: Sexy huh? Only if you are a good boy. Scratch that, I like you better bad :)
 
   Keith: I like the thought of you bad also. In fact be really bad so I can spank you later.
 
   Spank me? What the hell.
 
   Me: Speechless but smiling
 
    
 
   ********
 
    
 
   The club is packed tonight as we squeeze our way through the crowds tying to find a table. The music pounds through the room as everyone dances and lets loose. My eyes search the dark room and try to spot Keith but I do not see him. Patrick finds us a table in the corner and goes to order us drinks as we take a seat. 
 
   "This place is crazy wild tonight. I love it," shouts Becca. The music is so loud I can barely hear her over it. 
 
   Patrick came back moments later shouldering his way through the crowd with drinks in hand. "You look like a margarita type of girl," he says, handing me my glass then turning to Becca and handing over her signature drink of rum and coke with lime.
 
   "Thanks Patrick, I will get the next round." I sip my drink warily, most clubs make drinks way too strong and I want to last the whole night without getting shit faced early on. The drink is sweet with a bite to it at as it slips down my throat. It is delicious. 
 
   The song changes to Toxic by Britney Spears and the next thing I know Becca grabs my hand and is dragging me onto the crowded dance floor. We have always loved dancing to this song. With the alcohol flowing through my system I let the music take me over.
 
   Cupping my hand over my mouth so Becca could hear me over the music I asked," Isn't Patrick going to dance with you?"
 
   She shakes her head no and laughs.  "No, he will later. He does not like to shake his hips until he has enough alcohol in him to forget that he sucks at dancing. It is just you and me right now girlie."
 
   We dance through two more songs before Patrick finally gets enough courage to join us. He really does have two left feet.  I plan on going to go sit the next song out when I feel his eyes on me before I even see him through the crowd. The hair on the back of my neck prickles with awareness as he comes closer; my feet are frozen in place as he descended upon me. He pulls me tight against him; my back is melted against his chest. 
 
   "You look amazing, I love that blue dress on you," he growls in my ear. I feel his warm breath on my neck and inhale his familiar scent of cinnamon and spice. "Having fun tonight?"
 
   I nod yes as I swirl my hips and ground my ass against his growing erection. I elate in the deep moan that escapes his lips. Take that Mr. Sexy pants.
 
   "Keep that up and I will drag you off this dance floor and hall you back to my place so I can have my way with you." I playfully slap at his hands that are possessively wrapped my waist and turn around so we are face to face. Damn he is sexy.
 
   I lick my lips as my eyes scan over his body taking in his attire of black jeans, fitted dark grey shirt that fits like a second skin over his broad shoulders and delicious abs, and black boots. 
 
   He looks downright sinful. 
 
   A slow-paced song begins and we sway together once again finding that comfortable rhythm that we have always had together. Tightening his grip on my waist he pulls me closer depleting any room between us. My breasts graze against his shirt and the contact makes my knees weak and my heart beat faster. We dance together for the remainder of the song until we are covered in sweat and needing to sit down and cool off. My feet are killing me. I should have worn better dancing shoes instead of high heels, but as the famous Becca would say, "Style before comfort."  
 
   Helping me onto the, Keith grabs my legs and pulls them onto his lap. Surprised, I look up at him questioning his motives. Grinning slyly he slips off my shoes and begins to rub my feet. I bite down on my lower lip to stifle a moan.
 
    I have just died and gone to heaven. 
 
   "You have magic hands, you know that right?" 
 
   "That I do gorgeous, and I will show you later the other talents my hands have and the amazing things I can do with my other body parts as well." His gaze penetrates me with a promise and my breath hitches as warmth floods my neither regions. 
 
   The spell is broken as our waiter places a new drink on the table in front of me. I stare at it confused than look to our waiter. 
 
   "I am sorry I think you have the wrong table, I did not order this drink." 
 
   "Of course you didn't honey," she giggles. "A gentleman from the bar ordered it for you. He said it was your favorite." 
 
   I stare at the cosmopolitan with a sick feeling in the pit of my stomach than glance over at the bar. "Could you please show me who bought me this drink?" The waiter looks back towards the bar before saying," Sorry hun, I don't see him anymore. He must have left or went to the bathroom."
 
   Keith grabs my chin forcing me to look at him. "What is going through that head of yours? Who sent you the drink?"
 
   I try and shake off the eerie feeling and plaster a fake smile on my face. We are having a great time together night and I refuse to have it spoiled. 
 
   "Nothing is wrong. I'm just surprised someone would send me a drink over when I am sitting beside a stud like you. I really have no idea who sent it."
 
   Keith is watching me intently. I can tell he is studying my face trying to find answers that I refuse to give him. "That is your favorite drink?" He says it more as a statement than a question.
 
   I just stare at him, trying hard to keep my face as emotionless as possible. He is relentless. "Who besides that crazy ex-boyfriend of yours knows it was your favorite drink?" 
 
   The lump in my throat makes it hard to keep my voice even and not scratchy as I speak. "Yes it is one of my favorite drinks, although I do have several favorites." 
 
   I glance up at his face as I continue. "A lot of my friends have seen me drink it before and I am sure Connor knows what drinks I like, we were together for too long for him not to notice. Cosmopolitans are a normal girlie drink; anyone could have guessed that I would like it, besides the waitress could have make a mistake and given it to me instead of someone else." I know I am rambling, something I do when I am nervous. 
 
   He runs his hand through his unruly hair. He looks frustrated and I can tell he is trying to hold back his anger. Taking my hand he pulls me out of my seat and onto his lap and burrows his head into the crook of my neck. His warm breath on my skin is hypnotic. We sit like that for a while, just ignoring everything going on around us and enjoying each other. 
 
   Breaking the silence he says," Let's get out here and go to my place." 
 
   "Ok. Let me go tell Becca and Patrick and I will meet you outside."
 
   I watch him walk away as I turn around and head back towards the dance floor where I find them on the other side of the room closer to the DJ. Leaning over I shout in Becca's ear so she can hear me over the music. "Keith and I are out of here. We are going back to his place. Don't wait up for me."
 
   Becca grins and pulls me into a quick hug. "Be safe and call me if you need anything." Smacking my ass as I walk away she yells out," Give him hell girl."
 
   I wave my hand in the air I yell back," I plan on it."
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   His apartment is empty tonight; apparently his roommate is staying over at his girlfriends place. Pulling me down on the couch, Keith bends down, grasps my ankles and gently pries off my shoes. "Better?" 
 
   "Yes, thank you," I moan. "It had to be a man that made high heels. A woman would never do that to another woman." 
 
   Taking my hand he leads me though the apartment to his room. "Hungry?" he asks.
 
   "Food sounds good." I murmur as he deposits me onto his bed and goes about changing out of his clothes. His body is truly beautiful. Reaching into his dresser he throws me a spare pair of his boxers and a t-shirt from his closet to put on. 
 
   I watch as he pulls on his pajama pants, they ride low on his hits emphasizing the natural V of his hips. I cannot pull my eyes away, seeing him half dressed is mesmerizing.
 
    "Enjoying the view?" he asks amused.
 
   "Always," I say blushing for being caught ogling him. 
 
   "Will you be ok changing on your own or would you like for me to help you out of that sexy ass dress of yours?" he murmurs hoarsely. 
 
   I smile teasingly. "I can handle it. You go find us some food."
 
   "Fine. You change clothes and get comfortable and I will warm us up some pizza from last night. We can eat in here and watch a movie if that is ok with you."
 
   "Yea, sounds like a plan." 
 
   After he leaves the room I change clothes quickly, glad to have something on that no longer reeks of smoke. Clubbing is fun but the smoke smell is can get overwhelming. Walking over to his movie collection next to the dresser I search for a good action flick. His collection leaves me laughing and bewildered. I didn't realize guys really ever watched Sex in the City and Twilight. 
 
   Hearing him coming back down the hall way I quickly load Sex in the City into the DVD player and jump back on the bed and get under the covers before he enters. I breathe slowly trying to hold off the fit of giggles that threat to erupt my chest. 
 
   "What are you up to? He asks curiously as he passes me a plate filled with cheese pizza and a can coke.
 
   I smile up at him innocently. "Nothing, why would you think I am up to anything?"
 
   "Because right now you look like the cat that ate the canary," he says accusingly.
 
   I take a bite of my pizza and feign innocence. The movie begins and I duck my head to hide the huge grin that is plastered across my face. 
 
   "I hope you realize I am going to make you pay for this later, and just for the record that was my mom's movie not mine. I accidently mixed up some of hers' with mine when I went off to college." His eyes are filled with humor as he shakes his finger in my face. 
 
   "Any payback you dish out will be worth the look on your face when that movie came on. I did not know you had it in you to blush so much. Red is definitely a good color on you, "I snort.
 
   Luckily I had already finished my pizza and placed my plate on the table because I never had a chance to prepare for his assault. One minute he is standing by the dresser against the opposite wall and the next he has me pinned down on the bed underneath him holding my hands over my head with one hand while the other one tickles me mercifully. 
 
   "Stop!" I squeal.
 
   "You know I hate being tickled, please stop," I plead over and over. God I hate being tickled. I wiggle beneath him trying to get away until he finally relents and releases me. We lay there breathless and tired, just staring at each other as the tension builds. The air around us feels charged with electricity.
 
   Brushing a stay hair behind my ear, he breathes," You are so gorgeous." 
 
   I wrap my legs around him, pulling him closer to me. He lets out a feral growl as his lips brush against mine, his tongue stroking mine over and over. I wrap my arms around his neck and deepen the kiss needing more. He drives me crazy. I am panting and we have barely done anything. Reaching for the bottom of my shirt I pull it over my head before grabbing his and doing the same, I ache to feel skin on skin, wanting nothing between us. 
 
   Propping himself up on one arm, he uses his other hand to roam over my body. Starting at my neck he dropped light kisses down until he reaches my breasts. His mouth latches onto my nipple and sucking hard, sending a shot of electricity straight to my groan. We helped each other finish undressing while we fondle and kiss every body part that is unveiled. Hearing the foil package rip, I watched as he rolls on the condom and move my hips apart in anticipation and need of feeling him filling me, becoming a part of me. I grip the cool sheets, moving with his trusts and moaning as he takes me to heights I have never reached. I cup his cheek as we come together staring into each other's eyes. The silence is comfortable. Neither of us needs to say anything, our bodies said it all. 
 
    
 
   ********
 
    
 
   "Wow, I think I actually have a good chance of passing this class. You're actually a pretty good tutor Connor." 
 
   "Why do you have to sound so surprised?" He huffs. "Did you really think Mrs. Chambers would have recommended me if I wasn't?"
 
   "Sorry, your right. I'm still surprised that after all the time that we were together I never knew you were good at Chemistry or that you tutored others," I say apologetically.
 
    "So since we finished early and I have some time left before I have to meet up with Becca why don't you tell me something else that I neglected to learn about you while we were together."
 
   Pushing aside his books he glances up at me surprised but he seems happy with my line of thought. "You always liked playing questions and answer games. Seriously, don't feel bad. You never knew because our schedules were opposite of each other and I don't tutor that often so I never felt the need to mention it."
 
   "Ok, but how did I never know that you were meeting here with someone? Where did I think you were?" My head is spinning with questions now and I am finding it hard to keep from asking them all at once. The thought that I won't like the answers keeps crossing my mind.
 
   "I normally stopped by here after the gym so I am sure you thought I was working out longer than I actually was. I wasn't trying to keep anything from you I just never really thought it was a big deal."
 
   "It's not. I just can't shake the feeling that we never really knew each other?" I glance up at him to read his face hoping that I have not made him mad, but he has the same sad look in his eyes that fills me. 
 
   It is nice talking to him like this, openly without malice, anger, or fear. It makes the abuse that happened it the Casino that night feel more and more like a bad nightmare that never really happened. I have never seen Connor act like that since that day so maybe the alcohol really did play a major part in his behavior and actions that night. That has to be the reason, right?
 
   "What are your plans for the holiday break?" He asks tearing me away from my thoughts.
 
   "My test for chemistry is Friday morning, so Keith and I are going to leave after lunch and head back home. I plan on spending Christmas with my family then the next day they are leaving for a week cruise and I am going to stay and watch their house whilemthey are gone," I murmur. "What about you?"
 
   "Heading back to my parent's home in San Antonio on Saturday and staying there until break is over," he says curtly. 
 
    Noticing the time on the clock against the back wall, I grab my bags up and pull my jacket off the chair and pull my arms through it. "Thanks again Connor for all the help and I hope you have a good Christmas."
 
   Connor walks wordlessly around the desk and pulls me into a tight hug. I stand there a moment not sure what to do, but eventually wrap my arms lightly around him and hug him back. We stay like that for a few minutes before he releases me and says," Merry Christmas to you too Abby girl.  Good luck on your final test."
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   42. What is sodium laureth sulfate?
 
   Almost done. Two more questions and I am finished with this class and no more chemistry! This test was so much harder than I expected, but I am confident that I passed it. Another semester of this and I would lose my mind. I quickly read through the last questions and answer them to my best ability before packing up my things and practically running to the front of the class and turning my paper in. 
 
   Running out of the room I scan the empty hallway before doing a quick happy dance. I feel like a heavy weight has been lifted off my shoulders and I just want to celebrate. Pulling my phone out of my back pocket I send a quick text to Connor.
 
   Me: Finished the test. Thanks again for helping me with the class.
 
   Connor: No problem, glad I could help. Leaving soon?
 
   Me: Yeah, need to go pack. Keith should be picking me up in about an hour after his last class.
 
   Connor: Have a great break Abby girl
 
   Me: You too
 
   I tuck my phone back into my back pocket and take off towards my dorm. The air is cool and the sun is shining bright today, I love days like this. I have so much to do and only an hour to do it before Keith arrives. I look forward to our trip back home together; although I do wish I was taking my car. I love being around Keith, he makes everything easy which is not something Connor and I ever really had. 
 
   Running down our dorm hallway I am wrapped up in my own thoughts as I turn the corner and run straight into Marcy, sending us both on our asses and books scattering the floor. 
 
   "Damn Abby watch out where you're going. Your pants on fire or something?" She hisses at me. 
 
   "No Marcy my pants are just fine. Sorry, I am just in a hurry and didn't see you," I say as I get to my feet and go about grabbing my books and bag. I am the last one to care what Marcy does or does not do, but as I am picking up my things I cannot help but notice that she has a nasty deep cut on her bottom lip. There is no way that happened by mistake. It looks like someone hit her.
 
   "Marcy, I know it is none of my business but what happened to your lip?" I ask cautiously. She turns away from me trying to hide her face as she continues to grab her things off the floor. I wait patiently for her to answer afraid to push her on the subject.  
 
   She stands and turns to face me. For a brief moment I see sadness in her eyes and then it is gone and her stoic mask and bitchiness is replaced. "Mind your own business Abby. It is nothing." If looks could kill I would be six feet under right now.
 
   "It is more than nothing. Who busted your lip? I know we are not the best of friends, but no one deserves to be hit."
 
   "Stop being a freak! I said it was nothing and I meant it. Now step aside, I have to go finish getting ready before Connor gets here," she snaps at me. 
 
   I move and let her pass by me but my mind is spinning around the words she said. I have a sick feeling in my stomach and I need to know the truth. I need to know if he did it.
 
   "Marcy, did Connor hit you?" I ask tentatively. 
 
   She stops in the middle of the hall and turns around to face me; her eyes drilling holes into me as she speaks. "You do not know me and you have never given a shit about me so don't act as though you care what happens to me now. Connor knows me. He knows everything about me and he gets me. You need to shut up and you better not go around spouting off shit that you know nothing about."
 
   Realizing all I am doing is pissing her off I try different tactic. "Marcy I am not trying to upset you, your right about everything. I do not know you or anything about you. I just wanted to make sure that whoever busted your lip came out worse than you did. Nobody deserves to be able to hit on someone and not get the same thing handed back at them. You never answered my question. Was it Connor?"
 
   She lets out a frustrated sigh and I can see her jaw tick. "Not all of us have the perfect family like you and everything handed to us. Connor has taken very good care of me and sometimes I let my attitude get the best of me and forget how much I owe him. Anything Connor does or does not do me is between him and me. What happened to my lip is not a big deal and you need to back the fuck up and worry about your own shit. Got it Princess?"
 
   I am speechless as I watch her turn around and storm out of the dorms. I feel naive because there is obviously more going on between she and Connor than just the occasional hook up. How did I not see this before? Probably because I have been living my last few years with my head in the sand thinking everyone around me is my friend and no one would ever hurt me. I am tired of being that naive girl wearing rose colored glasses. 
 
   When I enter my dorm room Becca is frantically running around throwing clothes into her suitcase and singing loudly to Katy Perry's song Wide Awake. I watch her for a moment wishing I could be as carefree as she is; she makes it look as easy as breathing. 
 
   She has yet to realize I am in the room and she is obviously in her own zone while packing so instead of touching her arm, which would probably scare the shit out her and make her want to kill me, I turn down the radio to get her attention. The first week that we met I made the mistake of accidently scaring Becca as she was washing clothes; she didn't know that I had followed her down to the laundry room to join her. She retaliated by posting pictures of me sleeping with drool coming out of my mouth up and down the halls of the dorm for a week. The girl seriously hates to be scared. 
 
   "Hey Abbes. I am almost done packing and you have yet to start, you better get your ass in gear girl," she says as she passes by me slapping me playfully on my rear.
 
   Reaching under my bed I pull out my bright pink suit case that my mom bought me on my eighteenth birthday and start throwing in random clothing for my two weeks of hell back home. I cannot get the picture of Marcy's bruised lip out of my head. I have that stupid gut feeling that Connor was behind it, but without proof I refuse to say my thoughts out loud. 
 
   "Beccs have you seen Marcy lately?"
 
   "Umm... No I have been lucky enough not to run into that two bit hussy. Why do you ask?"
 
    "I just ran into her in the hall and she has a nasty cut on her lip. It looks like someone hit her. I asked her about it and she got mad and refused to tell me what happened and in her own Marcy fashion asked me to mind my own business," I sulk. 
 
    I desperately need Becca to reassure me that I am overreacting because the thoughts that are going through my mind scare me and make me question if I was wrong about Connor all over again. Becca continues to pack but finally turns around and looks me over. I swear sometimes you can read my mind. 
 
   "You think Connor did it," She says it as a statement not a question. 
 
   "I don't want to but I have not seen her running around with anyone else but him. After what happened at the Casino I keep telling myself that he only treated me that way because he was trashed that night. What if I am wrong?" I pause and look her in the eyes. "I don't want to think that he did it, especially after these past weeks of him helping me with my chemistry." 
 
   Her eyes speak volumes as does her stern voice as she plops down next to me. "First of all, I was never ok with you letting him off the hook for his behavior in Louisiana. You can blame the alcohol all you want but I saw how he was treating you and it scares me to think how far it could have gone if I had not shown up when I did. Second, if you look at the crazy things he has done since you two broke up you would see that the guy is unhinged."
 
   "What do you mean unhinged?"
 
   She cocks up an eyebrow. "Abby open your eyes." she huffs out. "If you cannot really see it than let's put it all out there right now. When you broke up first he refused to accept it was over and practically stalked you and started shit with you at the party. Then he shows up in Louisiana the same weekend we go and sexually assaults you. After that he continues to annoy you than out of nowhere he becomes apologetic and accepts everything and signs up to be your tutor for Chemistry. I am not buying his Mr. Sweet and Sensitive guy routine. You could get whip lash from the amount of times he has changed personalities." 
 
   I frown as I take in everything she has said. She is right. Once again I let Abby the naive little girl rule my thoughts and actions. Stop being stupid Abby! 
 
    "When you put it that way, it does sound ..." I try to think of a more suitable word than creepy, but nothing better comes. 
 
   My phone stated singing Love Story, by Taylor Swift, the ringtone that I gave Keith weeks ago. Reaching into my purse I grab it up. "Hey lover boy, you out of class already?"
 
   "Yep, but I have bad news." he growls out."
 
   "Do you think you failed the test?" I ask hesitantly. 
 
   "No, the test was fine but after class I came out to my truck and found that someone slashed all my tires." 
 
   "Oh my God!" My voice has gone up to a mere squeak. "Do you know who did it?" Becca mouths what happened but I wave her off, I will tell her in a moment.
 
   "No and the campus police have been pretty worthless. There are no cameras in the parking lot so I am shit out of luck at finding out who did it, but if I do they are fucking dead." Keith is not one to get mad easily but the gruff sound in his voice makes him sound downright furious.
 
   "So what now? I mean I know you need to get them replaced so what time do you think we will be heading back home now?"      
 
   "That is the other problem. My tires are custom and no one in town has any in stock right now. They are going to have some sent over from Tyler but they will not be here until sometime tomorrow."
 
   "Oh." I try and hide my disappointment but as always he reads me like a book and knows exactly how I really feel. My parents had planned on taking me out to eat at my favorite restaurant tonight and although my mom can drive me freaking crazy, I love spending time with my dad and was looking forward to tonight.
 
   "Babe, I hate the idea of you driving back home alone without me but I know you need to get home. You should go on and drive your car home now and I will meet up with you tomorrow." I can tell he is not happy about me driving back alone, but he is right I would hate not making it home today.     
 
   Letting out a defeated sigh I agree with his plan. It is not that I have a problem driving back to Houston by myself; I have been driving since I was fifteen. I just hate leaving him behind. We have spent so much time together over the last few weeks that I feel empty when he is not around. 
 
    "I will miss you." 
 
   "I will miss you too gorgeous. Be careful and text me when you get there so I know you are ok." The sadness in his voice makes my stomach knot up.
 
   "I will. See you soon. Bye baby."
 
   "Bye gorgeous." 
 
   Becca is staring holes into me as I hang up the phone. "What was that all about?"
 
   "Someone slashed Keith's tires and he won't be able to get them replacement until tomorrow so I am going to have to drive myself home today without him."
 
   "OMG!" she screams. "Does he know who did it?"
 
   "No and he already went to the campus police and they were not much help," I huff. "It does not make sense that someone would do this to Keith. I mean he has not been in town long enough to make any enemies," I ponder out loud. "Maybe someone mistook his truck for someone else's."
 
   "Maybe, but with all the custom things on that truck of his it would be hard to mistake it for someone else's."
 
   She is right. Keith has been working every since he got it his junior year of high school.  It is decked out with chrome, special ordered paint, and custom wheels that make it stand out from everyone else's.
 
    Are you going to stick your head in the sand again or are you going to admit out loud what we are both thinking?" She is challenging me and for once I up for the challenge.
 
   "Yea I think Connor did it," I sigh. "Without proof there is nothing we can do about it."
 
   "Maybe not but at least for once you are admitting to what he is capable of. Lord Abby I am so glad you are not with him anymore."
 
   I finish packing up my clothes and text my mom to tell her I am leaving and will be there before dark. I dread leaving to go back home, but if I do not leave soon than I will not make it there in time for dinner. Taking a deep breath before pulling the car on the road I text Keith.
 
   Me: Leaving now. Will miss you
 
   Keith: Please be careful and drive the speed limit. Cannot wait to see you tomorrow
 
   At least that is something to look forward to.
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   I had hoped to be able to sleep late this morning, but the sun shining through my bedroom window had a different plan in store for me. Glancing at the clock I groan a protest at being awake at eight o'clock on a Saturday morning. My head hurts from all the wine I consumed last night trying to numb the anger my mom stirred in me with her contact bickering and complaining about how I am ruining my life with the horrible choices I make. 
 
   Her main issue is that I am no longer with Connor. She really should have had him as her child instead of me. She spent most of the night singing his praises, it was nauseating. As always my dad just sat there and nodded whenever she prompted him to do so. I refuse to marry and become someone's puppet. My husband has to be someone that challenges me and respects me, not someone who expects me to agree with everything he says and does.  Someone like Keith.
 
   I texted Keith once I got home. It was good to hear from him but he sounded distant and still pissed off about his truck, not that I can blame him. He and his roommate Jeff had gone around campus asking if anyone had any idea who did it but never found any leads. He said he was scheduled to be getting his new tires on around noon and would be back home by three o'clock. I really miss him. 
 
   Climbing out of bed I head to the shower craving the warm water to help me wake up and ease away some of the tension that is heavily weighing on my shoulders. The water cascading down my body feels like thousands of tiny little fingers erasing away all my aches and pains. Damn I really wish my dorm had shower heads like this one. 
 
       My mom's screeching voice wafts up the stairs calling me down to breakfast. Three more days and they will be leaving for their cruise and I will be able to enjoy the peace and quiet again. Family is so over rated. I quickly dry off and dress in a simple pair of jeans and a long sleeve blue sweater and head downstairs before she has time to get mad and add it to the growing list of things she thinks I need to improve upon. 
 
   "Your eggs and bacon are getting cold young lady," she spits out. 
 
   What happened to good morning?
 
   "I am sorry. It's not even nine o'clock yet mother. I did not realize I had to get up at the crack of dawn with the roosters while on my winter break," I say through gritted teeth. 
 
   She sits the food down in front of me at the breakfast table and put her hands on her hips, her favorite way of showing her frustration. It worked well back when I was nine, but not so much now. 
 
   "Don't get an attitude with me young lady. It is amazing you were ever able to land a man. Real ladies do not talk trash like you do."
 
   There is no need to retaliate with the thousands of responses itching to spew from my lips. No matter what I say, it will never make her stop. I will always be wrong and she will always be right. 
 
    "Where is dad?"
 
   "He went to the drug store to stock up on some medicine to take on our trip. Do you need anything while he is there?" 
 
   "No thanks, I am fine."
 
   You could cut the tension with a knife. I have to find something to do today to get me out of this house. Keith won't be home until later so that leaves me to fend for myself. Finishing up my breakfast I wash off my plate and put it away before going to find my socks and shoes. I need to get out of here and get some fresh air. Grabbing my car keys I head to the front door. 
 
   "Mom, I am out of here. Be back later, I have my cell with me if you need me."
 
   I hear her say something from the back of the house but she is too far away to hear her. I run out before she has time to stop me. Just three more days, I can do this! 
 
    
 
   ********
 
    
 
   Me: I wish you were here :(
 
   Keith: Me too baby. They are working on my truck now so not too much longer.
 
   Me: My mom is already driving me crazy. 
 
   Keith: LOL, hang in there gorgeous. I will take you out when I get home and make you forget all about her craziness. 
 
   Me: Promise?
 
   Keith: Promise
 
   "I would love to know who is putting that silly grin on your face. He must be something special?"
 
   Looking up from my phone I am pleased to find one of my oldest girlfriends Jenna standing over me smiling. She has not changed a bit from high school. Her red long hair, hazel eyes, and small waist had been the highlight of most guys' days and the feature of their fantasies during school.  If most girls had her looks and the chance to have practically any guy they wanted, would be conceited and rude but not Jenna. She is one of the most down to earth girls I know and a true friend. We were inseparable during high school until after graduation when I went to SFA and she went to college in Florida. 
 
   Jumping up from my booth at the local cafe where I have been wasting time at for several hours, I give her a big hug. Finally someone to waste time with.
 
    "It is so good to see you again Jenna. When did you get back in town?"
 
   "Late last night," she sighs. "Man this city never changes does it?" She scrunches up her noise as she looks around the cafe that seems to hold the same customers and decor that came to eat here back when we were in school.
 
   "No, some things never change. It is so good to see you. Give me the dish on Florida, do you like it there?"
 
   "It is amazing," she gushes. "The weather is awesome and the beaches are so white and pretty, but not as pretty as some of the guys there. There are some true Babe Watch types that can take your breath away," she says winking at me. "What about you girl, how is Stephen F. Austin treating you?"
 
   "It is good. I mean the campus is pretty and the locals really nice. I am happy there."
 
   "Got you a new man yet?" She asks eagerly. 
 
   'Well, actually I am back with Keith. He actually transferred to SFA this fall and we have been hanging out again and seeing where it takes us."
 
   "OMG! I knew you two would somehow find a way back to each other. You two were so cute together, the couple everyone else wanted to be. I am happy for you Abby, really happy."
 
   "Thanks Jenna," I say uneasily. 
 
   Things are still somewhat new with Keith and talking about it makes it the whole relationship feel raw and fragile. This break has done nothing but prove to me how much I love being around him and I am scared of losing him again. 
 
   "I hate to dish and leave but I need run some errands and finish some Christmas shopping before Keith arrives home later today."
 
   I give her a quick hug and grab my purse as I leave the booth and start to make my way towards the door. Before making it outside I hear Jenna calling my name and turn just as she catches up with me. She seems excited and bounces a little as she starts talking.
 
    "I forgot to tell you about the party I am having at my house on the twenty-sixth, the night after Christmas. I would love it if you and Keith would come. I have invited a lot of old friends from school and it will be a lot of fun. Please tell me you two will try and make it?" Even several years later she is the hardest person to say no to.
 
   "I will need to speak to Keith first, but I am sure we can swing by for a little while. My parents will be out of town by then, so why not."  
 
   Wildly bouncing up and down she squeals with delight. I can see why this girl made such a natural cheerleader back in the day."Awesome, this party is going to rock it out just like old times."
 
   Climbing in my car I dig my Christmas gift list out of my purse and scan over it before heading off to my next destination. Luckily this year I ordered most of my gifts online and had them already delivered to my house. I even paid extra to have them wrapped, but I still need to pick up my dad's pocket watch from the jewelry store and Keith's engraved Tag watch. I saw him eying a tag watch in one of my girlie magazines a few weeks ago and although I do not have the funds to buy the one he was looking at, I did manage to get a nice one on EBay and had it engraved for him. I hope he likes it. 
 
    
 
   ********
 
    
 
   Christmas Eve around my house is almost worse than Christmas Day itself. My mom likes decorate our house from top to bottom then call over all her friends and half the town to our house and entertain everyone with music and food. It is the biggest sham of the century. She shows off my dad and I as the perfect family and all her friends just eat it up. I have always wanted to do something outlandish to embarrass her, like show up covered in dirty clothes, stinking like trash and eat as though I have never seen food before, but I am too chicken shit to deal with the fall out. She can be a cruel, vicious woman when pushed too far. 
 
   Keith finally made it back to Houston and we have tried spending as much time together as possible, but between my family and his we have not had many chances to get away. The few times we have been able to sneak off have been pretty steamy. Last night I snuck out after playing a game of scrabble with my dad and met him at the corner of my street in his car. I felt like I was back in high school as we both fought trying to rip each other's clothes off in record time. Just having his mouth and hands on my body again was heaven. No one has ever made me feel whole and complete the way he does, it is scary and exciting at the same time. 
 
   I am exhausted from playing the perfect daughter all day. Who knew being fake could take so much out of a person. My face will never be the same; it hurts from smiling so much. Snuggling down into my plush comforter I am brought out of my near dreaminess by my cell phone buzzing. I blindly reach for it in the dark on my side table and finally grip it after two unsuccessful tries. 
 
   "Hello." I answer sleepily.
 
   "Miss me yet gorgeous?" His voice is husky and so damn sexy.
 
   I smile shamelessly. "Of course I do. More than you know." 
 
   He would probably run away without ever looking back if he really knew how true those words were. Whenever he is not around everything around me seems so bleak and boring. 
 
   "I miss you too. In fact I am finding it hard to sleep tonight without you next to me. You have become an addiction."
 
   "Really?" Remembering his previous words at the cafe when I called him an addiction I reply," Will you be joining one of those anonymous clubs to get over me?"
 
   "Never, I don't ever want to get over you, but I am starting to think you have ruined me on sleeping by myself."
 
   "I like the sound of that. I wish you were here with me too. I like falling asleep in your arms. Except when you snore, those nights are harder to handle," I say giggling.
 
   "I do not snore."
 
   "Oh yes do, and quite loudly most of the time. Sometimes you even sound like a fog horn, but even then I would still rather be cuddled up next to you than in my bed alone."
 
   "Damn that is sexy," he growls. "Why don't we play that question and answer game that you like so much?"
 
   "Ok, but I get to go first." 
 
   "Ladies first as always baby." 
 
   "Do you regret leaving the University of Texas?" 
 
   Please say no.
 
   "No regrets but I do miss it a little, although I would not go back and change anything. I am happy with the way things have turned out." My heart skips a beat knowing he is happy.
 
   "My turn Princess. What was your first thought when you saw me at the Frat party the first night you literally ran into me?" My lips pinched into a smile at that memory.
 
   Yummy . The way he smelled and the way his shirt fit so snuggly over his chest was oh so delicious. "After getting over the fact that I was wet and smelled like beer I was completely shocked. You were the last person I ever expected to run into at a campus party. It was a pleasant surprise and I was shocked at how much you had changed since the last time we saw each other."
 
   "Changed how?" He sounds curious and a bit nervous.
 
   "You looked more mature, like you grew up overnight. You seemed more assure of yourself, confident. You know confidence is extremely sexy?"
 
    "Noted. So you find me sexy?"
 
   "Mmmm.... Very sexy."
 
   I woke up hours later with the phone still stuck to my ear. The distinct sound of Keith snoring lightly on the other end made me smile. We played questions and answers for several hours until we both fell asleep, neither of us wanting to hang up with the other. Reaching over I replace my phone on the charger then snuggle back into bed and drift off to sleep, happier than I have been in a long time. 
 
   ********
 
    
 
   Christmas morning with my parents went smoothly. Dad loved his pocket watch and Mom actually seemed to appreciate the matching necklace and earrings set I bought her.  Mom and dad surprised me with a new Mac laptop and camera. Of course mom had to chime in with her two cents worth about how I could use the computer to Skype more and keep them up to date with my life.
 
    Not going to happen.
 
   I had thought that we would have the whole day to spend some time together before they left the next day on their cruise but mom threw a wrench in the plans by announcing that they had decided to leave a day early so they could go shopping in Galveston before their boat departed. Leave it to my mom to want to cut a family holiday short so she can shop. Ugh!
 
   Time to make lemonade out of lemons. 
 
   Running up stairs I grab my phone and text Keith.
 
   Me: Parents decided to leave early for their vacation. Do you have time to hang out today? 
 
   Keith: I always have time for you. I want to give you your gift. 
 
   Me: I have one for you also. I'll show you mine if you show me yours?
 
   Keith: Damn baby, you are going to drive me crazy. So hot!
 
   Me: I love to drive you crazy. What time today?
 
   Keith: Pick you up at three o'clock, want to show you something.
 
   Me: Ok. Want to stay here tonight?
 
   Keith: Thought you would never ask, of course! See you soon gorgeous and Merry Christmas
 
   Me: Merry Christmas Lover boy
 
   I am lost in my thoughts of Keith and all the wonderful things we can do to keep ourselves preoccupied over winter break when my mom enters my room.
 
   "Why are you smiling like the cat that ate the canary?" She snips.
 
   Shaking my current thoughts out of my head I put away my phone and sit up on my bed and direct my attention towards her.
 
    "No reason. Did you need something?" I ask bluntly. 
 
   My mom is not a mother that enjoys girl talk with her daughter. If she is in my room than it is for a reason and that is not a good thing.
 
   Clearing her throat she begins her tirade," Connor called this morning to wish us all a Merry Christmas." I inwardly groan. Make her stop please. 
 
   "Abby I am not sure what happened between you two but it is time to get over it young lady. He is a good man and you honestly could not ask for a better suitor for a husband. I promised him that you would call him later today and I expect you to do just that." 
 
   "Not going to happen. You have no idea what he did and it is not something that I can forgive and forget. I have been friendlier with him than he deserves and I appreciate him helping with my chemistry class but seriously mom you need to come to grips that we are not going to get back together." 
 
   I am trembling with anger and my voice is raised as I stare down my mom. I have never been so mad at her. 
 
   "Abby I swear..."
 
   I cut her off before she could continue. I do not want to hear anymore of her bullshit.
 
    "Mom do not start with me. I should have already told you but Keith and I are back together and we are happy." The look on her face could melt stone.
 
   "When did this happen? Is this why you and Connor broke up?" She hisses.
 
   A harsh tremble of laughter rolls through me. "Connor and I ended because of what he did not because of something I did!" 
 
   How is it that Becca's first thought was that Connor was to blame and yet my own mother's first assumption is that it is my fault?  The sad thing is that I am not even disappointed. Over the years I have become numb to her attacks and thoughts.  My home life is far from the Cleaver's. 
 
   Waving her hand as a dismissal she stands up and makes a production out of straightening her clothing before striding out of my room without even a glance back at me or a simple word. 
 
   The rest of the day flies by with less drama as I help dad take down the Christmas decorations before they leave. As we finish up storing the boxes in the attic and carrying the old tree outside for the trash company to pick it up dad stops me near the curb as we are heading back towards the house. 
 
   He looks uneasily towards the house and sighs before speaking. "Pumpkin I know your mom can be a hard nut to crack sometimes but she means well and loves you more than anything. We both do"
 
   "Thanks dad."
 
    I know he means well, but the fact that he has to wait until he is outside and out of earshot from Cruella DeVille to say something nice and encouraging to me is depressing.  
 
   Just as I am finishing re-applying my make-up and checking my outfit one last time in the bathroom mirror I hear Keith's truck pull into the drive. As much as I would love to have him come in and hang out a while before we head off to whatever surprise he has in store, I don't want to give my mom the opportunity to corner either one of us. 
 
   Give her an inch and she will take a mile and make sure we are all as miserable as she is. 
 
   I run out of the house just as he is stepping out of his truck. My eyes rake him over. He looks simply edible in his dark jean, black sweater, and black boots. I hold my breath as he leans in and lightly brushes his lips over mine sending warmth through my body. Will I ever get enough of this man?
 
   "Hey babe, ready to go?" I ask as I pull on my jacket. The temperature is dropping fast as a cold front moves in. 
 
   "Yeah, let's get out of here," he says as he opens the passenger side door and helps me jump in. The coolness from the leather seats seeps into my leggings causing me to shiver. The truck smells of him as I take deep breaths drinking it all in. He slides in next to me and I curse the middle console for keeping us apart. I want no barriers between us anymore.
 
   "So where are you taking me?" I ask softly.
 
   "It is a surprise little grasshopper. It is all about anticipation."
 
   "Surprises are overrated." As childish as it may be, I pout. 
 
   As he pulls away from my house he chuckles and reaches over taking my hand in his. He slowly rubs circles over the back of my knuckles with his thumb, the gently gesture ignites a fire in my belly. 
 
   We drive amously around our side of Houston for over twenty minutes and end up at the park that is only two minutes from my house. I look over at him confused and find him grinning back at me; showing me those sexy dimples of his that make me melt into puddle every time.
 
   "I wanted to spend some more time with you and didn't want to give away our destination too soon so I drove around for a while." 
 
   I laugh and shake my head. "You're crazy."
 
   We walk across the park heading towards the swings in the back. As we get closer I see a blanket spread out and my breath hitches in my chest. This man is nothing like the boy I once knew. He is so much more.
 
   Reaching for my hand he leads me past the blanket and to a big oak tree nestled next to the swings. Using his cell phone screen to illuminate the trunk he asks," You remember this don't you?"
 
   My eyes mist up at the sight of a heart with our initials carved into the side of the tree. We put it there one month after we started dating back in high school swearing we were in love and that our love would outlast all. 
 
   "Yes I remember. We thought we could take on the world together back then." I whisper between tears that are silently falling down my cheeks. 
 
   "Well, we definitely had some hang ups and bumps along the way but here we are again." Pulling out a pocket knife he hands me his phone and says," I think we should add to our work of art, update it a bit."
 
   "What do you want to put on it?" I ask curiously.
 
   "How about, Now and Forever?"
 
   "You don't think that is a little bit presumptuous?" I ask wearily. I hate tempting fate, things are going so well.
 
   "No I don't. Us being together again has been amazing and no matter what is thrown at us I believe we can work through it. I am not ever giving you up without a fight." His voice is strong and confident as he speaks and I believe him.
 
    I love him too!
 
   My knees threaten to give out on me. Who knew my man could be such a poet. Hell with the sweet words and blanket, right now I wish he would just throw me over his shoulder and run back to my room with me and have his way with me cave man style. 
 
   "That was sexy baby. Carve away."
 
   I hold the phone for him while he whittles away on the trunk. Stepping back once he is finished we both admire his handy work. I feel like the Christmas Grinch, as my heart grows three sizes, feeling like it could burst in my chest.
 
   Pulling him towards the blanket I want to give him my gift before we freeze into human popsicles. I reach into my pocket and pull out the velvet box, pushing it towards him. I study his face as he slowly opens it, waiting for some sign that he likes it. He looks up from the watch and I lock eyes with his sparking blues. 
 
   "Turn it over there is an inscription on the back."
 
   He does and reads it out loud, "Thanks for being my own personal "escape". You make all the bad turn to good." Neither of us say anything for a few minutes. I was sure he liked the gift, but his lacks of words are driving me crazy.
 
   Finally he breaks the spell. "You are amazing, you know that right?" I just nod, not sure what else to do.
 
   He pulls the watch out of the box and fastens it onto his wrist. It looks amazing on him. Reaching into his jacket he pulls out a similar velvet box and places it in front of me. I just stare at it willing it to open itself until I finally find the courage to do pry open the small box. 
 
   My gasp does not go unheard as I stare at the key that sits inside. "Is this..?" I cannot even find the words to finish my sentence. 
 
   My head is swirling with questions. He gave me a key to his apartment? Does he want to live with me? Do I want to live with him? Oh holly hell!
 
   Tilting my chin up to him he looks into my eyes. "Stop freaking out baby. You do not have to move in although I would really love that. I just want you to be able to come over any time you want. I want you to be able to enter my life without having to ask permission." 
 
   Oh hot damn. The raw emotion in his voice brings me to tears. I drop my head so he won't see the tears threatening to unleash themselves and embarrass me. 
 
   I manage to mutter," Thank you," without totally loosing it and bawling in front of him.
 
    Since words are definitely not my friend right now, I do the next best thing and capture his lips with mine. His lips are soft and way too gentle for what I am feeling right now. He slips his tongue inside my mouth and each caress sends me higher. I cannot get enough of him or the way he tastes of cinnamon and spice. I kiss him back harder, wilder and love the sounds that vibrate out of his chest. There is no denying it anymore, I love him. I am in love Keith. 
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   Waking up tangled with limbs wrapped around me possessively is amazing. I could get used to this. We managed to get back home last night without ripping each other's clothes off until we made it back to my room than all bets were off. Luckily my parents were already gone. 
 
   I do my best to untangle myself without waking Keith and sneak downstairs in search of some strong coffee to get my day started. Stuck on the front of the coffee maker is a note from my parents stating that they will call me later and hope that I have a Happy New Year. I cannot deny the ping of disappointment that they did not even take the time to say good-bye. They never have to worry about winner any awards for Parents of the Year. 
 
   The thick smell of coffee seduces my senses bringing me out of my early morning coma. Walking in to the living room I find my jacket from last night thrown over the sofa and dig my cell phone out of the pocket. I text a quick message to my parents telling them to have fun and be careful before noticing that I have several missed calls and messages. 
 
   I sit down with my coffee and scan over them. Two missed calls from Becca and a quick text telling me she misses me and not to call back, everything is fine and she will be busy today. One missed call from a Private number, and a text from Jenna reminding me about the party tonight. I forgot all about that. 
 
   I hear the stairs squeak and look up just as Keith is making his way downstairs. His pajama bottoms are pushed down low on his hips showing off the sexy trail of hair that jets down his lower stomach to his package. He is extremely sexy and oh so yummy. 
 
   "Good morning babe," he murmurs as he plants a small kiss on my temple as he makes his way to the kitchen. "Coffee smells good."
 
   "Help yourself, cups are in the cabinet to the left of the sink," I call out. "Do you remember Jenna Jacobs from high school? She was a cheerleader."
 
   "Umm... yeah kinda of. Why?"
 
   "I ran into her earlier in the week and she is having a party tonight and invited us. She said a lot of our old high school friends will be there. Want to go?"
 
   "Sure why not. Could be fun," he says with a shrug of his shoulders.
 
   "Ok then, I will text her back and let her know." 
 
   Bending down over the back of the couch behind me I gasp as he nuzzles my ear and drops a chaste kiss on my neck, sending a shock straight down to my core. "I am going to go shower than I have run. I need to help my dad with some repairs on the house today. You going to be ok around here by yourself or would you like to join me?"
 
   I love the fact that he is worried about me but I am not a frail fragile flower that will wilt the moment he leaves me. "I am a big girl I will be fine. Go get cleaned up," I say playfully, swatting his fine ass as he walks past me.
 
   As I hear the water turn on upstairs I bite my bottom lip to keep from running up those stairs and joining him. I would love to see his expression when I pulled the curtain open, but if I do that than he might never get over to his parent's place. Down girl.
 
    
 
   ********
 
    
 
   Red heels or black? I stare amorously at my reflection in the mirror contemplating what would look best with my black leggings and pull over tight black sweater that dips off one shoulder. Black would match my ensemble perfectly but red would bring an edge to it. I wish Becca was here, she would know exactly which to choose. The music blaring out of the stereo is not a match for my mom's loud doorbell. You would have to be deaf not to be able to hear that thing. 
 
   Throwing on my red heels I dart downstairs careful not to stumble and land on my ass in the process. A trip to the ER is the last thing I need to add to my agenda tonight. Stopping in front of the door I take a deep calming breath to steady my nerves. No matter how many times I am with him it still feels like the first. 
 
   Swinging open the front door I come up short at the sight of Connor. What the hell?
 
   I try and look past him outside hoping to see Keith coming up the drive behind him but there is no Keith, only Connor. The hair on the back of my neck stands in warning. I am gripping the door so hard it is cutting into my hand.
 
   Finally finding my voice I mutter, "Connor, what are you doing here?"
 
   He smiles and leans in giving me a peck on the cheek before pushing past me and walking into the living room, not even waiting for an invitation. I stand in the entry way dumbfounded not sure what to do and praying that Keith arrives soon. 
 
   Shutting the door softly I turn around and ask more forcefully," Connor seriously why are you here?"
 
   "Man you look amazing baby," he says as he eyes me up and down like a predator taking in his prey. "Your mom called me and told me that they were heading out early for their vacation and suggested that this would be a good time for us to talk and rekindle what we once had. I could not agree with her more, so here I am."
 
   My mom did this? I feel the blood leave my face at this omission. How can a mom just throw her own child to the wolves? I stand my ground and refuse to show any weakness. 
 
   "Connor I appreciate you driving all the way here but we have had this conversation before and nothing has changed since then. What we had is over and I don't feel that way about you anymore." I stand up tall, shoulders back and hold my ground.
 
   His eyes narrow in on me and I take a step back wanting to place as much room between us as possible. "Is this because of that dick head Keith you've been marking your time with?" His words spit out of his mouth full of venom and malice. How did I ever love him?
 
   "Keith has nothing to do with my feelings for you. You did that all on your own and truthfully now that time has passed and I have had time to look back over our relationship I think us ending was for the best. I hate the way it happened but we were never meant to be," I say with more conviction and force than I actually feel right now. "You need to leave."
 
   Throwing his head back he laughs. He actually laughs as though I just told him a joke for something funny. "I have done so much for you and you are nothing but an ungrateful little bitch. I have done everything to put us back on track and you have the nerve to say we are not meant to be."
 
   Ungrateful little bitch?
 
   My head is spinning. "How dare you speak to me that way. Connor what are you talking about? What did you do?" 
 
   "I went to Louisiana to be with you. Granted I took things too far that weekend and you were not ready for that yet, but I still tried," he says pointing a finger at me as though he is accusing me of something wrong. "I've had Marcy keeping an eye on you for me to make sure you are safe and let's not forget to mention how I helped you through chemistry class. Without me you would have failed." 
 
   He slowly walks towards me and I try and take another step back but I have nowhere to go, the only thing behind me is a wall. "You never even thanked me for that drink I sent your way at the bar that night. No one knows your favorite drink but me," he spits out. 
 
   I have heard enough. He really did all of those things. I have to find a way to get around him and out of here. I jump to the side and grab the door before he descends on me and yank it open. "Connor you need to leave. Keith will be here any moment and he would not be happy to find you here."
 
   Before I can contemplate what is happening he slams the door shut and pushes me against the back of it holding me trapped there with his body pressed up against mine. "That asshole will not be joining us for a while. I made sure of that," he whispers into my ear. The smell of liquor from his breath is strong and makes my stomach revolt.
 
   "What did you do?" I manage to croak out. Please let Keith be ok. I silently pray that Keith is not hurt. If anything happens to him I will never be able to forgive myself.
 
   "Nothing that he will not recover from," he says as he grabs both my arms pulling me across the room towards the couch. I sink both my feet into the carpet, using my weight to try to stop myself but all I manage to do is loose my shoes in the process. The soft couch cushions break my fall as he throws me down, holding both my hands above my head while his other hand starts pulling my sweater up and my bra cups down. 
 
   I can barely see through the flood of tears flowing down my cheeks. I try pushing him off with my body, but it is no use he will not budge and I am no match against his weight and strength. I need to distract him. Give myself some more time. "Connor what did you do to Keith?"
 
   "That is another thing you should be thanking me for Abby girl." His sharp gaze pierces into me causing me to cringe. "I did you another favor not that you ever appreciate them. I knew you never wanted to ride back home with him and as always you are too damn nice to stand up for yourself so I took care of it for you. While you took your Chemistry exam I slashed his tires for you and giving you the perfect reason to drive yourself home."
 
   "You are insane." How did I never realize how diluted and sadistic he is?
 
   "Now now baby, don't be rude. I have never stopped looking out for you."
 
    Bending down he plants kisses down my neck, skipping over my pushed up sweater to take one of my nipples into his mouth. I scream out for help until my voice cracks, willing someone, anyone to hear me. I thrash and wiggle beneath him trying to cause him to lose his grasp on me. I momentarily dislodge him and fall to the floor and start crawling away towards the front door. My heart is pounding so loud in my ears. Keep moving, faster.
 
   I make it all the way to the entry way when I feel his hand yank on my ankle causing me to fall back down and smack my head on the floor. My head is spilling and hurts but I ignore them and try again to make my way to the door as he starts pulling me back towards him. No more, please, please stop! 
 
   I kick back at him with all I have, but he dodges all my attempts. As I am inching closer to him I grab the only thing close to me and swing at him with all my might.
 
   "Ahh Fuck." Hearing him cry out in pain as the spike from one of my high heels makes contact with his shoulder is music to my ears. The brief assault dislodges his grip on my legs. He is yelling at me.  Cussing and calling me every dirty word I have ever heard and some I never knew existed. I stand and propel myself towards the door once again just as it flies opens and a swarm of police officers come barreling in with weapons drawn. I fall to the ground sobbing as one of the officers grabs the top of my arm and hauls me outside while the others move in throwing Connor to the ground, cuffing him and reading him his rights. 
 
   The officer moves me towards an awaiting Ambulance where two very nice paramedics get to work checking me out and asking me questions about the assault and any injures I might have. I try to answer their questions but my head is still hurts and is spinning trying to absorb everything that has happened. I start to panic remembering what Connor had said about Keith and try to bolt out of the rig needing to find a police officer and ask them to please go check on Keith but one of the paramedics grabs hold of my upper body and holds me down telling me to relax and asking what is wrong.
 
   "Connor said he hurt Keith. I need to go find Keith and make sure he is all right," I whimper between sobs. 
 
   "Who is Keith?" The paramedic asks calmly. 
 
   "He is my boyfriend, he was supposed to pick me up earlier tonight before Connor showed up and he said he hurt Keith."
 
   "Let me go speak to an officer and see if they know anything about your friend," she says calmly as she exits the ambulance and strides over to a police officer standing near his car. I see them speaking to each other and my chest feels like it is going to cave in. Please let him be ok, I cannot lose him again. 
 
   She quickly returns and the smile on her face tells me everything I need to know. He is ok.
 
   "Your boyfriend is at the hospital already getting checked out. He was hit over the head and blacked out for a bit but he should be fine. Now if you will let us finish checking you out we will escort you to the hospital also and you can see him there once you both are cleared." 
 
   I grab her hand and squeeze it. "Thank you"
 
   "Don't thank me sweetie. Thank your boyfriend, he is the one that called the police and told them to come check on you. You are one very lucky girl"
 
   "Yes, I am."
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   5 months later....
 
    
 
   "Keith hurry up everyone will be here soon."
 
   "Babe, you need to come sit down and relax," he coons.  "The apartment looks great and our friends are not picky, they would never give you hell for having one or two things out of place."
 
   "I know," I huff, throwing myself down on the couch beside him. "I am just excited to show off our new apartment and want everyone to be as happy and excited as we are."
 
   Pulling me into his lap he whispers in my ear," They will be. And if they aren't than to hell with them." 
 
   "I invited my parents tonight," I say shakily.
 
   "That is a big step, I am proud of you."
 
   "Yea I guess, although right now I am second guessing the whole thing. If nothing else my shrink will be so proud," I say sarcastically even though it is true. 
 
   I have been seeing Dr. Bridges ever since the whole horrible incident with Connor at my home and for the past four months my mom has been joining in my sessions in an attempt to work on our relationship. I personally think she is just trying to work out her own guilt for sending that sick bastard to our house. 
 
   I know she had no clue he was unstable and would try and hurt me, but if she had just listened to me and accepted my position that we were over than maybe things could of been different. It scares me to think what could have happened if Keith had not called the police. With my parents gone no one would have stopped him or came to check on me. I thank God every day for him.
 
   Keith had a slight concussion and had to stay in the hospital under observation for two days. I refused to leave his side and took him back home with me as soon as he was released.
 
    My very own knight in shining armor
 
   Connor was arrested and is currently awaiting trial on slew of charges ranging from attempted rape to inflicting bodily harm. Our lawyer promises he will get the help he needs and will be locked away for many years to come. Marcy even came forth and promised to testify to what she knew. To this day I wonder if he was always off his rocker or if it was something that just happened along the way. He was so good at disguising who he really was I am not sure if any of us will ever know the whole truth.
 
   I snuggle closer to Keith taking in his scent and bathing in the warmth of his body. The knock at the door jars me back to the present and I jump up ready to greet our first guests of the night. 
 
   "Becca, Patrick!" I squeal as I pull them both inside and into a big group hug. Becca moved in with Patrick right after I officially moved out and got a new apartment two months ago with Keith. She swears it was because she missed me and did not want to live alone but I think she secretly has been wanting move in with him for a long time and didn't because she did not want to leave me alone. 
 
   She is amazing.
 
   "There are drinks in the refrigerator and food is laid out on the table. Please take whatever you want." 
 
   Patrick grabs a cold beer and goes into the living room to sit down with Keith to watch the football game. Typical men and their sports. All they need is a sports game and a beer and the world makes since again. 
 
   I take Becca on a tour of the apartment, not that it is all that large or anything, but I am proud of it and have been dying to show it off to her. Keith and I spent one whole week painting each room and putting our own elemental touches here and there. Between his family and mine we were gifted enough new furniture to fill all the rooms and then some. The new dark brown soft leather couches are my favorite by far. 
 
   We finish the tour with our new stainless steel kitchen appliances. I am not a huge cook, but this kitchen is so large and beautiful that it inspires me to learn how to do more than just boil water. Hearing the loud knock at the door turns my stomach into knots. 
 
   "That should be my parents," I say wide eyed and nervous. I absently straighten my clothes and wipe my sweaty hands on my jeans before opening the door and plastering a fake smile on my face. I have been trying hard to be more honest and non-fake with my mom, but old habits are hard to break.
 
   Opening the door I am shocked to not only be facing my parents but Keith's as well. "Hello, glad you were able to make it.  Please come in," I stutter.
 
   I glance back at Keith shocked and confused.  The smirk on his face confirms that he had a hand in this unlikely union. Our parents have never been good friends, to say that they run in different circles is the understatement of the year, so seeing them together tonight is mind boggling.  
 
   Keith's dad George hands me a bottle of bubbly which I graciously take and head into the kitchen in search for our good glasses. After opening practically every cabinet I finally find them perched on the top back shelf of the last cabinet and just out of my reach.  Obviously I placed them in the least used spot not thinking we would ever need anything more than our favorite plastic cups. Luckily my man is tall and helps me out. He made that look too easy.
 
   "Go on out and mingle with your guests Keith. I can help Abby finish up in here." The sound of my mother's voice is like nails on a chalk board. Keith gives me a supportive look and kisses me on my temple as he goes back into the living room.
 
   "Abby I really like your apartment. Your dad and I were flattered that you invited us. Thank you," she says hesitantly. Being in a room with your mom should not feel this forced and awkward. 
 
   "No problem. I am glad you were able to make it, although I was a bit shocked when you arrived with Keith's family." 
 
    I know I should leave it alone, but why not go on and address the elephant in the room.  After everything that has happened I refuse to live my life hiding behind words and fear any longer. For the first time ever my mother actually looks nervous. 
 
   "I might have been wrong about Keith. I mean he obviously cares about you and if it were not for him you might not be here with us today. I know I have said it before, but Abby I am really sorry about everything and I am working hard to change my ways. Please give me a chance to show you that I can be the mom you deserve." 
 
   I am not sure who has more tears streaming from their eyes, me or her. Not in a million years did I ever think my mother would ever ask me for a second chance let alone cry in front of me. I pull her into a hug and cry openly against her shoulder. 
 
   Finally finding my voice I croak out," Thank you. I love you mom."
 
   My dad walks in breaking the spell. We pull away from each other and both grab tissues, dabbing at our eyes and wiping our noses.  "Everyone is waiting on the drinks. We would like to propose a toast," he says smiling at both of us. Mom helps me and we get all the glasses filled and walk back into the living room handing them out to everyone. 
 
   Keith walks up behind me and places his arm around my waist, pulling me against him. Looking around the room I marvel at how much my life has changed in a little over a year. We had good times and bad but it was all worth it in the end. I am now standing with the man I love, the man I want to spend the rest of my life with surrounded by family and friends.
 
   Keith's dad raises his glass and we all fall in line doing the same. He looks around at all of as he begins," To young and old love alike, to our children who have flourished and grown into two respectable adults that any parent would be proud to call their own." 
 
   Everyone starts to take a drink as I call out," I have something I would like to add," and they stop and stare wide eyed back at me.
 
   Raising my glass I turn and stare into the most beautiful blue eyes. The love and raw hunger that stares back at me takes my breath away. 
 
   "To new beginnings and to the man who helped me escape my past, escape the bad, and to our future that awaits us."
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