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CHAPTER ONE
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“I love you, Ashli, baby.” Brian held Ashli close to him by her waist. He could smell the strawberry in her hair. He was intoxicated with her. He pulled her in for a kiss, but she resisted. Is she not into me?

“Brian, I really like you, and I could see myself growing deeper feelings for you...” Ashli said. Brian felt a lump in his chest rising to his throat. He invited Ashli to meet his family so they could move to the next stage in their relationship. Here we stand in the middle of this five-star hotel suite I booked for our special weekend, and she doesn’t love me. “...I’m just not there yet, baby.”

“That’s ok. Ashli, I don’t want you to say anything that isn’t true. Take your time. We will slow down,” he responded.

“Ugh! Thank you!” Ashli jumped into Brian’s arms with a sigh of relief. He held her as close as he could.

“I still love you,” he whispered into her ear. Ashli nuzzled her face into his neck and sighed again.

“OK, OK. That’s enough with all this mushy stuff. Can we go now?” Ashli asked. Brian was stubborn about Ashli meeting his family. He told her they couldn’t move forward without it.

“Absolutely, madam,” Brian held out his arm for Ashli. She smiled at him and wrapped her arm in his. The two were headed to the hotel lobby to meet with Brian’s little sister and ride together to his mother’s house.







***
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“HELLO, MA’AM, MY NAME is Ashli Jameson; nice to meet you,” Ashli greeted Brian’s mother. Her phone vibrated in her pocket, but this wasn’t a good time to check it. On the ride over, Brian’s sister gave her a rundown of their parents; cell phone interruptions were a pet peeve.

“I’m glad to finally meet you, Ashli. Brian can’t stop talking about you. She is as beautiful as you said, Brian.” Brian’s mother said politely. “Call me Agatha...none of that, ma’am or Mrs. Schultz. Ok?”

“Yes, ma’...Agatha,” Ashli laughed. “You have a beautiful home.”

“Thank you, Ashli. We raised Brian and his sisters here,” she responded, pride on her face as she reviewed their home.

“One day, I hope to raise my kids here...” Brian waited for a response from

Ashli, but she only smiled at him. “Ashli, this is my father, Robert Schultz.”

“Nice to meet you, Mr. Schultz.” Ashli shook his hand lightly.

“Nice to finally meet you too, Ashli.” Robert smiled and cradled her hand in his. She pulled back. Brian softly touched Ashli’s shoulder to get her attention.







“Do you want a drink of wine?” he asked her.







“A glass of white wine, please,” Ashli responded. Her phone started vibrating again. She ignored it, but everyone else didn’t.

“Sweetheart, are you going to let your phone keep vibrating?” Robert asked.

“It’s not important right now,” Ashli answered.

“It’s better if you check it now than to wait for it to go off during dinner when it would be an interruption. Don’t you agree?” Brian’s father hinted.

Ashli took the hint and smiled.

“I will be right back,” Ashli excused herself. She pulled out her phone and saw four missed calls, two missed facetimes, and eight text messages. All the notifications from Kevin, her husband. Ashli told him she was going on a girl’s trip and wouldn’t be able to answer her phone, but it didn’t stop him from trying. Ashli looked around to make sure no one was following her, and she went outside to the front porch. She found a secluded corner and called Kevin back.

“Hello,” he answered.

“Hey, is something wrong?” Ashli asked.

“No, nothing’s wrong. I just missed you. Why didn’t you Facetime me? I want to see your gorgeous face.” Kevin questioned.

“I told you I can’t talk like that during this trip, baby. The girls would kill me if they knew I had to sneak off to talk to you.” Ashli lied.

“They are just mad their husbands and boyfriends don’t love them like I love you,” Kevin said.

“I am so lucky. Ok, I have to go. I will try to call you tonight, ok?” Ashli asked. Brian was inside searching for Ashli when his father told him she was outside returning a call.

“OK, I will talk to you later, baby. I love you.” Kevin said. Before Ashli could respond, Brian opened the front door. He startled her; she immediately put the phone on mute.

“I will be right in, baby; I’m getting off the phone now,” Ashli said to stop Brian in his tracks.

“Ok, baby, I will put your glass on the table,” Brian responded.

“Thank you so much,” Ashli said. She waited until she heard the front door close. She hurried to unmute the phone, “Kevin?”

“What happened? I didn’t hear anything?” Kevin responded with confusion.

“My cheek muted the phone. I was sitting here talking, and you couldn’t hear anything,” Ashli quickly responded. “Anyway, I love you. I will talk to you soon.”

“Ok, baby. Have fun.” Kevin hung up. Brian slowly backed away from the other side of the front door. Brian’s father noticed the uneasy look on Brian’s face but didn’t think it was the right time to inquire about it. Brian sat the wine glass on the table and sat down just as Ashli entered the house.

“I’m so sorry for the interruption. My friends can’t seem to live without me.” Ashli lied.

“I know the feeling,” Brian stood up and hugged Ashli. He felt the agitation pulsing through her body; he held her tighter until she relaxed.
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CHAPTER TWO
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Brian beat the sunrise the next morning. He wrote a sweet, loving note on the hotel stationary to let Ashli know he was running out to run a couple of errands for his mother and would return soon. He neatly folded and propped it next to a single rose on the nightstand.

The cool air conditioning ran down his back in the elevator. It calmed his jittery nerves. He wiped his sweaty palms on his jeans before exiting the elevator.
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