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      I’m totally fed up. This is the third wedding I’ve attended this season. It rarely bothers me much, but this year I’m single. I debated getting in touch with the last loser I dated but thought better of it. Wine and feeling sorry for myself are a lethal combination. I know I’m only feeling sorry for myself because every one of my friends are coupled up. When I was newly single, I loved it. My time was my own. I could do what I wanted when I wanted. Watch whatever I wanted on whatever streaming device I wanted. Played whatever music I wanted as loud as I wanted. I loved having my own space. But a year and a half later, the things I used to love about being single are now the things I hate.

      Catherine was the first friend I made in college. To say we became instant friends is an understatement. Catherine was trying to do way too much at once, dropped a heavy box she was carrying, and burst into tears when I opened the door. She couldn’t understand why her key wasn’t working in her door until she realized she was trying to get in the wrong room. Hers was one door down, next door to mine. We laugh about that story all the time. I helped her move her things into her room, then we went to get coffee. We soon realized we were taking a couple of the same classes, and our friendship was officially born. Neither one of us has got rid of the other since. Even moving from different states, we still talk and FaceTime all the time. When she asked me to come down a couple of days before the wedding, I jumped at the chance. To spend a couple of extra days with my best friend and also get away from a job I hate. So a couple of days in the sun, drinking cocktails and flirting with hot guys is just what I need and is an added bonus. Catherine and Bryan have lived here for five years. I really miss not having my best friend in the same city. Hell, the same state.

      Now I find myself in Catherine and Bryan’s apartment helping her bag up wedding favors for the wedding guests (she did not inform work would be involved in my visit). But since Bryan’s cousin flaked on her, she begged me to help. I see no end in sight, and we’ve already been doing this for two hours. Somewhere in this city is a cocktail with my name on it, feeling very lonely.

      Catherine’s phone dances on the table with Bryan’s name and face flashing on the screen. It’s cute that she still gets excited when he calls. Catherine picks up her phone and moves away, walking towards her kitchen. “Hi Bryan,” she says in that excited getting a call off her crush teenager voice.

      I smile to myself, rolling my eyes‌. I can hear Catherine laughing on the phone, no doubt noticing my eye roll.

      “We should be finished in about half an hour,” she tells Bryan.

      YES! Finally, I'm not sure that I have another two hours left in me doing this.

      “We’ll meet you there. See you soon.”

      I carry on putting things in bags, my pile so much smaller than Catherine’s.

      “Okay. So that was Bryan. He’s taking us out to dinner. When he was out sorting some things out, he met up with one of our friends, Adrien. We’re meeting them there.”

      God, I hate that name.

      “Great! I can’t wait to see Bryan.” I say genuinely. I’ve not seen Bryan for ages. He was supposed to meet me at the airport, but when my flight came in later than expected, I decided to just get an Uber to the hotel.

      “Yay! Tonight is going to be so much fun. Adrien is such a catch, too. He’s a bit of a control freak, judging by the amount of hours he works, but he’s a nice guy. When his brother died of a heart attack last year, it kind of freaked him out a bit, and he has definitely changed, for the better.”

      If I was a suspicious person, I might have thought she was trying to set us up.
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      An hour later, we get out of our Uber. Catherine had kindly let me borrow one of her dresses, since there was no way in hell I was going out in shorts and a tank top I’d been wearing all day. Tonight was going to be fun. Catching up with Catherine and Bryan was going to be like old times, when we lived a couple of blocks from each other. I really missed them when they moved to Miami, but it was the job of a lifetime for Catherine. I know she worried about the new job when she took it, but Catherine kicks ass, and they are lucky to have her. I just wish I had more luck. It shocked me when my boss and mentor got into financial trouble, and they had to liquidate the company. It left me without a job, one I loved. But I’m also the reason he’s now serving time in prison. But few people know that. I worked a pretty good deal that got my name changed on all the paperwork involved in the case. So while my New York apartment is small and crappy, it's close to work. While I don’t love the job I’m in now, rent doesn’t pay for itself and well, I refuse to ask anyone for help. I know Bryan and Catherine have offered to help and would love nothing more to see me move to Miami, but that’s not happening.

      “Everything is sorted for the wedding , and I’m going to relax,” said Catherine, walking into the restaurant.

      I look into the restaurant and see Bryan laughing with his friend. Then I look closer.

      No! It can’t be. Shit!

      My heart speeds up, and I can feel myself getting hot, and my heart beats out of my chest. “You go to the table.” I just about manage to smile and somehow still sound normal even though I feel anything but. That’s my hope, at least. “I’m just going to stop at the bathroom.”

      “Ok” Catherine eyes me suspiciously, like only a genuine friend can. She knows I’m lying.
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      When I’m in the safety of the ladies, I close my eyes before looking in the mirror. Get a grip. Maybe I’m panicking for nothing, and it isn’t even him. There is no way in hell Bryan knows Adrien fucking Banks, and I don’t know about it. We’ve all been friends for way too long for us not to have crossed paths. Ok, so Adrien and I didn’t exactly leave things in the best of circumstances. I thought he was the guy I was going to spend the rest of my life with. Ok, maybe at 24 that was a bit too idealistic of a way to think. Adrien and me worked together. Hell, most of the time we were competing with each other. Then a promotion came up. We were both up for it. We agreed, whatever happened, we’d make it work. It seemed only Adrien was only thinking about himself. He got the promotion.

      Oh, did I not mention the promotion also meant re-location? Right across the stinking country. San Francisco, to be exact. For the first month he was out there, we spoke or messaged every day. Then one day, silence. Nothing! It was like he had fallen off the face of the earth. After another month of radio silence, I got the message loud and clear. Adrien was done. No word. A clean slate for him, I guess. A couple of months later, we were both attending the same conference. We saw each other across the hotel lobby, held each other's gaze for a minute. You know, like in that Hallmark movie moment. Then he turned around, and continued talking to whoever he was talking to, and we never spoke again.

      The guy broke my heart. I remember calling Catherine from my hotel room that night in tears. How the hell could she not tell me ‌she knew Adrien? That was five and a half years ago.
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      To say I need this break is a huge understatement. I’m glad my assistant forced me to leave a few days early. I guess when you leave that same woman who is in charge of your calendar, as well as your travel, she can basically do whatever she wants. When I flew into Miami, this morning, my best friend Bryan greeted me. I felt lighter. Bryan knows I work my ass off, and I think I surprised him when I came in a few days early for the wedding. We spent the afternoon in various bars, playing pool and just catching up. Bryan is one of my oldest friends. He’s definitely one of the few people who knows the real me. After losing my brother to a heart attack last year, Bryan was probably the closest person I have left.

      He’s always been like a brother to me. More so than my brother actually was.

      Bryan is talking, but I couldn’t tell you a single thing he has said the last couple of minutes because unless my eyes are playing tricks on me. Sara has just walked in with Catherine. My Sara.

      When Bryan showed me a photo of Catherine’s best friend and bridesmaid a month ago, I couldn’t believe my eyes. It’s the same feeling I’m having now.

      “Adrien,” she says, giving me a huge hug and a kiss on the cheek. “When Bry told me you were in town early for the wedding, I had to come and see it to believe it.”

      I laughed, guilty as charged. My friends think I’m a workaholic, and I guess they’re right.

      “What can I say? I’m trying something new.” I laughed. I’ve known Catherine and Bryan for a hell of a long time. I couldn’t be happier that the two of them are finally getting hitched.

      I see Bryan looking around, obviously thinking the same thing I am. Catherine was supposed to be coming with her friend.

      “Where’s Sara?” asked Bryan whilst trying to get the waitress’ attention.

      “She just popped to the bathroom.”

      Out of the corner of my eye, I can see her walking towards our table. She looks like she still wants to pull my eyes out.

      This should be fun.

      I can’t blame her. The guy I was when we broke up was less than perfect. Who the hell am I kidding? I was a complete and utter asshole. I was only thinking of myself.

      “Bryan,” she excitedly smiles, giving him a huge tight hug. Okay, not loving the jealous feeling seeing Bryan with his arms that tight around Sara. She turns to look at me. “Adrien,” she says, a hell of a lot less friendly. Bordering on cold!

      Looks are exchanged around the table.

      “Do you two know each other?” Bryan is looking a little worried. He knows my reputation. He also knows I can be a bit of an asshole, especially in ending things.

      “A ‌very long time ago.” Nobody could mistake the tone in Sara’s voice.

      She turns around to meet Catherine’s WTF expression, all smiles.

      Catherine is looking worried. It doesn’t take a genius to see that Catherine and her  are best friends, but I also know Catherine has a bit of a soft spot for me out of all Bryan’s friends. Of all Bryan’s friends, I’m probably the one she gets on with the most. She also sees right through the reputation that has been following me around since college.

      “Ady,” she says to Catherine.

      Sara only has to say the one word for them to know what she’s saying. It seems I’ve come up in conversation before.

      Catherine’s eyes go wide. I can tell with that one word, the girls are talking in code. A code I’m not exactly loving being on the receiving end of.

      She’s also the only person to ever call me Ady, apart from Bryan. A fact that will not have got past Bryan. He’s obviously keeping that info close to his chest.

      “Shit!” Catherine and Bryan say in perfect unison, looking at each other wide-eyed.

      I’m suddenly getting a terrible feeling.

      “But that was a long time ago. We’re all adults here.” Sara uses that megawatt smile I used to see her use when clients were pissing her off and she had just grin and bear it.

      I suddenly realize I’ve not said a single word. It’s not often I feel this out of sorts. “Sara you look great.”

      Not a lie. She looks amazing, not that she didn’t before.

      “Thanks,” she said, her cheeks flushing. If I was the asshole everyone thought I was, I’d be drawing attention to that fact.

      “So I’m judging by the look on everyone's face you know we dated?”

      “You could say that,” said Catherine, eyeing me over her glass of water.

      “I’m gonna need something stronger,” Sara says, getting the waiter's attention straight away. He smiles as he walks over to us. It's obvious he’s checking her out as he walks across to us.

      That I don’t like.

      “Can we have another round of drinks for the guys, Catherine? What are you having?”

      “Just a glass of wine, Sauvignon please,” she says to the waiter.

      “I’ll have a vodka with ice to start, please.”

      He nods at her and walks away.

      You’d guess there was a thrilling tennis game going on at the table the way Catherine and Bryan's heads are looking between us.

      “So Adrien. How are you?”

      “Things are good. Business is doing great. We’re opening offices all over. The best thing I ever did was set up on my own. I’ve expanded my portfolio and everything is going pretty great.”

      “That’s great. I guess you were one of the lucky ones, getting out when you did. Now you get to run your own empire.”

      Shit! I guess Sara was still there when shit hit the fan. I just presumed that after us, she had moved on. It was a toss up on the job offer. We both deserved it as much as the other. I won’t lie. I’m glad I got the job. I thought she’d have moved on though after the promotion. Jobs don’t come up that often in a company of that size and, well, to be frank, anyone would have hired her. There was no way Mason was going to ‌move her into the position she deserved after not getting the promotion. I mean, the guy is a grade A jackass, case, and point. He’s now serving time for money laundering and tax fraud.

      “I’m guessing you’ve not seen each other since then,” said Bryan, ever the diplomat.

      The rest of the evening went surprisingly well. It didn’t take too long for Sara to lose that edge to her voice. The last five years have definitely been kind to Sara. She’s just‌ as hot as she was when she first came on my radar straight out of college. Now, she is more confident. She would never have been this firm with people before. Sara is sexy as hell, but she was always a people pleaser. I try to adjust myself discreetly under the table. I’m almost certain I’ll be having to do that on more than one occasion tonight.
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      After saying our goodbyes to Catherine and Bryan, I notice Sara is passing her phone from one hand to the other. I must make her nervous. That gives me a sense of relief. I’m obviously not the only one affected by tonight's unexpected meeting. I’ll give it to her, though. She put on a good show in front of Catherine and Bryan. Spending the last couple of hours with her makes me realize something I already sort of knew. I miss her. She’s what’s been missing from my life.

      “Let's have breakfast tomorrow.” My voice made her jump. She was lost, deep in thought.

      “I don’t know if that’s a good idea.”

      “Come on, our best friends are getting married in three days. I’d like to not be walking on eggshells the whole time.”

      She pauses for a long moment. Obviously weighing up every pro and con she can think of if she’s still the Sara I knew.

      “Fine.”

      “Great,” I smile. “Where are you staying? We could eat there, or I could pick you up,” I know I’m rambling.

      “No. We’ll meet at your hotel. I’m sure it’s a lot nicer.”

      I agree with her. Hell, at this moment, I’d agree to anything. She’s willing to meet with me at least. I give her the name of my hotel, and we agree to meet at 9:30. If she’s anything like I remember, she’ll be there by 9:15. God, I’ve missed this woman. Her Uber pulls up, and she can’t move quick enough to get inside.

      “See you tomorrow,” she shouts, closing the door.

      I smile and wave her off. Fuck me. I’m in trouble. Sara was always the one that got away.
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      I decide to go for a walk and try to clear my mind. As if sensing I was thinking about him, Bryan’s name comes up on my phone.

      “Hey” I say, waiting for Bryan to blow up.

      “You ok?” Asked Bryan.

      “What?” I’m confused as all hell. Not the calm and collected Bryan I was expecting. Maybe Catherine had just blown him. Ok, not where I want my thoughts going. “I’m fine.” Liar!

      “I don’t believe you, Ady.”

      “You know, you’re the only person I let not use my full name,” I laugh, trying to change the subject.

      “Are you sure about that?” he laughs. “I’m sure a brunette ex of yours didn’t use your full name either.”

      “Is this you asking, or Catherine?” If it’s Bryan, I’m staying on the phone, but as much as I love Catherine, she can be nosey‌. But I love her anyway. She’s like the sister I never had.

      “Me!”

      He waits. It's so quiet on the other end, I check he’s still on the phone. Guess he’s telling the truth. No way Catherine could keep quiet this long.

      “Well, you know, I was seeing someone before I moved to San Fran. What I didn’t tell you was who it was, and that it had the potential to be pretty serious. But then I being the grade A jerk that I was, strung her along for a month after the move. Then I went radio silent.”

      “Adrien, I know all this. Sara and Catherine share everything. I saw the look on your face when she first sat down. There was something there.”

      “Bry. Shit!” I run my hand through my hair. When did Bry get all sentimental and shit? “What do you want to know? How I was an asshole? How my dick was always going to get me in trouble one day? How Sara is the only person I’ve ever loved? She’s probably the reason I’ve remained relationship free for so long.”

      There goes the quiet again. I hate it when Bry goes quiet.

      “I messed up with Sara. She was way too good for me back then.”

      “She still is,” laughs Bryan. “But I think you might be wrong.”

      “About what?”

      “Talking in the past tense about Sara. I’ve got to know Sara over the years. Part of the deal when your girlfriend and her best friend are as close as they are. She still has feelings for you. I can tell.”

      “Well, we’ll see. We’re meeting up tomorrow for breakfast.”

      “Good! The last thing I want is Catherine stressing that your dick is finally catching up with you and ruining our wedding.”

      “Bry, you know I’d never let that happen. Sara knows that too.”

      “I know. I just needed it to be out there.”
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      I’m laying in bed. Not my bed, at least not the one I’m used to sleeping in. And then I realize it’s my Miami apartment. I’d had the best sleep in years.

      No secret why.

      Seeing Sara again has brought back a lot of old feelings. Feelings I’m honestly not sure if I was ever going to feel again. I’ve often felt bad for giving Sara the silent treatment when I moved to San Francisco. Some therapists would probably say I have guilt in there somewhere. But we both deserved that promotion. That’s what I’ve always told myself. Where the guilt really comes from though, is the radio silence.

      That was totally shitty.

      To this day, I don’t have a good excuse. We should have broken up before the move. Hindsight is a great thing, right? I realize this.

      Seeing her last night in that tight dress that hugged her in all the right places. I always loved her tits.

      Thinking about Sara is making me hard.

      Moving my hand, I grip my cock.

      This is dangerous.

      I’m meeting her in an hour. Unless I plan on meeting her with this hard on, I’m going to have to do something about it. I get out of bed and go to the shower, still gripping my cock, lazily stroking it.

      With the water hitting me, I grip my cock tighter and rub my thumb over the sensitive tip.

      God, that feels good.

      Pre-cum leaks from the tip.

      I groan, wishing at this moment that Sara was here. My hand is a poor substitute. I lather the soap in my hand and use it as a lubricant, stroking my cock firmly.

      I lean my arm on the glass shower door.

      I jerk my cock faster and faster, with only one person on my mind.

      Images flash through my mind, Sara in every single one of them.

      I’m grunting and growling now.

      The euphoric feeling hits me out of nowhere, and my cock twitches in my hand. The feeling crawls up my spine and only one word slips through my lips. “Sara.”

      “Sara,” I growl.

      Ropes of cum shower the tiles in the bathroom.

      I’m breathless. I have to lean on to the tile with both hands, taking deep breaths.

      “Fuck me.” I whisper. I’m in big fucking trouble.

      I’ve not come that hard with my ‌hand in a long time.

      SHIT!
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      If I hadn’t had too much to drink tonight, I would never have agreed to meet tomorrow.

      When I moved on from the straight vodka, that I had needed to take the edge off, that’s when the cocktails started.

      Bryan can be such a bad influence.

      Yeah, Bryan.

      As much as I love Catherine, a drinking buddy, she is not. When Bryan ordered us a Singapore Sling, I knew it was going to be messy.

      It took everything in my power to not walk over to him and kiss him while I was waiting for my Uber to come. I had to distract myself. But damn Bryan, now I’m super horny, buzzed, and frustrated.

      After walking into my hotel room and throwing myself onto my bed, I look over to the bedside drawer.

      Why the hell did I bring that? At least it’ll take the edge off.

      I get ready for bed, but my eyes keep going to the bedside drawer.

      After getting into bed, I eye the drawer again.

      If I don’t, I’m going to be up tossing and turning all night.

      I take my bullet vibrator out of my travel bag. Why did he have to still look so hot?

      I lower the bullet, pressing it to my clit.

      God, that feels good. I’m already wet.

      Soaking wet really.

      Think that has more to do with the guy who’s been in every one of my sex dreams the last five years, and nothing to do with the toy currently pressed and buzzing against my clit.

      I push my hand under my thin top I’m wearing, my fingers pinching my nipples.

      God, I loved it when Ady would play with my breasts.

      I imagine him here now, kissing me slowly from my ear down to my navel, whispering all the seriously sexy and dirty things he plans on doing to me.

      I moan, seriously, I swear he could be in the room. It feels so fucking real.

      I bite down onto my lip and groan, and my back arches off the bed.

      My body is buzzing, and not just from the vibrator currently pressing against my clit.  A bead of sweat rolling between my breasts.

      I imagine his hand grabbing my left breast, pinching my nipple, pulling on it until I groan.

      “Fuck,” I whisper.

      I need the small bite of pain from the twist of my nipple.

      I picture his head coming back up, taking my nipple in his mouth, teasing my nipple, going round and round in circles with his tongue.

      He gently shows his teeth, biting tortuously on my nipple, before doing the same to my other breast.

      I moan again, this time much louder.

      I press the button to up the vibration speed.

      I see his head going lower. Slowly pushing his tongue into me.

      He whispers how wet I am before pushing his tongue in and out.

      I’m imagining his firm tongue giving me just the right amount of pressure that makes me beg for more. Then in the same way he tortured my nipple he adds pressure to my clit and gently bit on it.

      I adds more pressure with my toy then I came more intense than I have in a while.

      Damn you Adrien Banks. I really want to hate you, but I can’t.
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      When I first saw Adrien last night, it was like a sucker punch right in the stomach.

      Every way he’d hurt my feelings when we broke up came flooding to the surface.

      Feelings I’d kept buried deep, deep down. I know I was being passive-aggressive at first. It's not a personality trait I particularly like in myself.

      Stretching in bed, I slowly open one eye and grab my phone.

      Why the hell did I agree to having breakfast with him?

      Why did he have to still look so good? No,  scratch that, he’s better looking in that annoying way,  guys have of only getting better looking the older they get.

      After changing my dress multiple times, I settle on the dress I picked out in the first place.

      Last night, Adrien brought back a lot of old memories. Mostly good,  some big memories - one part of him I definitely miss. Sara, mind out of the gutter!

      Like that shit-eating grin he had on his face when he saw me approaching. God, that man knew how to make me weak in the knees. I know I’m only feeling this weak because I’m going through a ‌long dry spell, but Adrien Banks has lost none of his sex appeal. He’s only gotten better with age. Like a fine wine or George Clooney.

      If I am going to get through this wedding in one piece, I am going to need to wear a suit of armour and check my feelings at every turn.

      I cannot be crying in my hotel room after my best friend gets married, and my heart broken all over again.

      If I let Adrien Banks get under my skin – or between my thighs – I don't know if I'll be able to come back from it a second time.
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      As I get out of the car and walk over to the main lobby of Adrien’s hotel, I stop and admire the view.

      He’s sat on a comfy chair, completely oblivious to the people around him, phone in hand in deep concentration. I guess some things never change. When we were together, I thought I was going to need to surgically remove it from his hand.

      He also doesn’t notice two women a couple of chairs over basically eye fucking him.

      He’s wearing jeans and a t-shirt that must seem foreign to him. He wasn’t one for the jeans and t-shirt look. Then again, I never met vacation Ady. Work was always getting in the way.

      But boy can the man rock a three-piece suit.

      Considering most of our relationship, we were competing with each other. That’s the Ady I know best.

      My phone rings. I consider not answering until I see Catherine calling, maybe she has a bride emergency.

      We can only hope.

      “Hey Catherine, do you have a brief emergency you need me for?”

      “Well, that’s telling,” she laughs. I hear her moving things around. It sounds like she’s making coffee.

      “Don’t be daft. You may as well use me while I’m here.”

      “It’s not like you’re free, anyway.”

      Shit. She knows.

      How the hell does she know?

      Bryan.

      “Thanks for telling me, by the way. I’m seriously questioning our whole friendship. How in the hell did Bryan know before me? I swear, guys are way more gossipy.”

      I pause for a long moment, really not knowing why I didn’t text Catherine first thing this morning. Or, hell, even last night.

      Then it hits me.

      “I didn’t want you to talk me out of it.”

      Ha. Now it’s her turn to pause.

      “Why the hell would I talk you out of it?” She sounds genuinely shocked.

      “I don’t know, maybe it was the tears you had to deal with last time?”

      “Oh sweetie, no. One, I didn’t know Ady was Adrien. Two, I never really knew Ady. You kept him secret for a long time. Then we moved away. By the time you told me about him, I was already settled here. For what it’s worth, you are both better people now.”

      “Some friend you are.” I pretended to be offended by her last comment.

      “Hey, I love both of you.   Bryan has been meaning to introduce you two for a while, and this whole why don’t you come to dinner routine was already planned between Bry and me. Bryan just wanted to check he was still single before he introduced you last night. It’s why we wanted you in town early for the wedding.”

      The sly fox.

      “By the way, you’re going to be seeing a lot of each other over the next few days, so enjoy the eye candy, sample the goods.” She laughs.

      “I’ve already sampled the goods.”

      “Ha ha ha. I guess you have. And?”

      “And what? You know, he’s the best sex I’ve ever had.”

      A throat clears behind me.

      “Sara.”

      I hear the relaxed tone in his voice before I turn around.

      There it is again. That shit-eating grin.

      “Ha ha ha. I heard that. Guess this is my cue to leave. Enjoy breakfast. Give Adrien a kiss for me.”

      “See you later.”

      “Bye fiend.”

      Adrien’s phone pings with a text message.

      He laughs and shows me the phone.

      
        
          
            
              
        Catherine: Keep two feet on the floor at all times.

      

      

      

      

      

      He shows me his replay.

      
        
          
            
              
        Adrien: I do some of my best work with two feet on the floor.

      

      

      

      

      

      Adrien laughs, sending her a reply.

      Now it’s my turn after my phone pings.

      
        
          
            
              
        Sara: You’re in trouble.

      

      

      

      

      

      Seconds later, another text come through.

      
        
          
            
              
        Catherine: Enjoy.

      

      

      

      

      

      I show Ady my phone. He laughs, putting his arm around my shoulder. It feels so natural.

      I pull away slightly. I still don’t know if I’m ready to jump into the lions' den again yet.

      “Come on,” he smiles. “Let's get something to eat. Judging by the cocktails you and Bry were knocking back last night, I’m guessing you need food. Unless you handle hangovers better these days.”

      “No, you’re right. I’m still the same Sara.”

      “I hope not.”

      WTF! My face must say a thousand words.

      “I’m hoping this Sara doesn’t hate my guts.”

      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

      

      We sit down at a nice outdoor table and order coffees. I’m nervous about being so close to him again. He keeps peeking up at me over the menu he’s looking at.

      “So, how have things really been?” Adrien asked. “It surprised me you stayed after what happened between us.”

      Deep breath Sara. Do not go in hot.” When you first got the promotion, I still enjoyed my job. I wasn’t going to chance that because of a boy. Of course, all of that changed.

      “Ok.”

      “Sorry, I’m trying to reign in the bitchiness.”

      “Well, you’re failing.” He smiles, obviously trying to break the tension. “You're not the one who needs to apologize.”

      Tell me something I don’t know.

      Raising my eyebrow, I put my menu down.

      He shifts in his seat uncomfortably. So he should be too.

      He opens his mouth to speak, and the waiter chooses that exact moment to come to us.

      We order our food, and he serves us our coffee.

      Neither one of us says a word. You could cut the tension with a knife. He’s probably thinking I’m gonna need to break the tension. But I’ve waited five years for Adrien to have some sort of apology thrown my way. The old me would have been babbling by now.

      I stay quiet.

      “I’m sorry Sara.”

      He picks up his coffee, taking a sip, probably wishing it was something stronger. He’s the idiot who chose to meet up for breakfast.

      I wait for him to elaborate more. And wait. Surely,Surely to god, that is not the end of his apology.

      It’s then I look at the pained expression on his face. I refuse to make this easier on him.

      That might make me sound like a bitch, but I don’t care. He made me this slightly colder person.

      “What more can I possibly say, Sara? I was a jackass, but you were partly to blame on the demise as well.”

      WTF!

      He must have noticed my whole body tense and my eye’s bug out.

      “I should have broken up with you before I moved across the country. We should have had a clean break. But you didn’t have to sleep with half the guys in the office as soon as I left. I was still friends with a couple of those guys.”

      The waiter decides that exact moment to give us our food.

      Knowing I hate nothing more than people who have a blazing argument in a restaurant, Adrien timed that pretty damn perfectly.

      “Are you serious with me right now?”

      I glare, talking above a whisper, but not my normal speaking volume.

      “I never slept with any of those losers.”

      It takes all my willpower not to yell at him right now.

      Adrien stopped with food mid-mouth.

    



OEBPS/images/vellum-badge.png





This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


OEBPS/images/wedding-scene-breaks.jpg






OEBPS/images/copy-of-lisa-m-miller-author-logo.jpg





OEBPS/images/our-best-friends-wedding---lisa-m-miller---front.jpg
A SILLTONY

5033






OEBPS/images/untitled-design.jpg





OEBPS/images/miami-skyline.jpg





