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The weight of the texts on my girlfriend’s phone feels like a physical burden, each word a dagger twisting in my gut. I sit on the couch, the screen glowing in my hands, and the betrayal stings sharper than any pain I’ve felt in the gym. How could she? How could she be texting her ex, flirting like they’re still in that old, toxic dance? I thought we were solid, thought I’d finally found someone who matched my intensity, my drive. But now, it all feels like a lie.

The doorbell rings, shattering the silence. My heart pounds, a mix of anger and anticipation. Jayden. The name feels like a curse, a temptation I shouldn’t entertain. But here I am, standing at the door, my hand trembling as I reach for the handle.

I open it, and there he is. Jayden. Early 30s, with a charm that feels like a spell. His dark hair is perfectly tousled, his green eyes piercing through my defenses. I had gotten his number from my girlfriend’s phone and texted him, telling him that we needed to talk. He’s wearing a tight black t-shirt that clings to his lean, muscular frame, and dark jeans that hug his legs like a second skin. I can’t help but notice the way his lips curve into a slight smile, like he knows something I don’t.

“Derek,” he says, his voice smooth, deep, and laced with an ease that makes my chest tighten. “Thanks for having me. I know this is probably uncomfortable, but I agree, we should talk. Man to man.”

I step aside, letting him in, and close the door behind him. The air feels heavy, charged. “Yeah, sure. I just... I don’t know what to say, man. I saw the texts. I mean, what the hell is going on?”

Jayden raises an eyebrow, his expression unreadable. He leans against the wall, casual, like we’re just two buddies catching up. “Texts? Oh, you mean the ones from me to your girlfriend? Look, Derek, I’m not here to cause trouble. I just wanted to clear the air. Your girlfriend and I have a history, but it’s in the past. I’m not trying to get between you two.”

I cross my arms, feeling defensive. My gym-hardened body feels tense, coiled like a spring. “Then why are you texting her? Why are you saying all that stuff? It’s not cool, man. Not cool at all.”

Jayden pushes off the wall, taking a step closer. His presence is magnetic, almost overwhelming. “I’m not trying to justify it, but we were just talking. Catching up. It’s not like I’m trying to steal her away or anything. I respect your relationship, Derek. I really do.”

I run a hand through my hair, frustration building. My fingers brush against the sweat from my earlier workout, a reminder of the discipline I’ve always prided myself on. “It just doesn’t sit right with me, you know? I thought we were exclusive. I thought she was all in.”

Jayden’s gaze softens, and he takes another step closer, his voice lowering. “And maybe she is. Maybe she’s just... confused. People can be confused, Derek. It doesn’t mean they don’t care about you.”

His words hit me harder than I expected. My chest tightens, the weight of his empathy catching me off guard. I look away, feeling exposed, vulnerable—emotions I’ve spent years locking away.

“I don’t know, man,” I mutter, my voice rough. “I just... I don’t know what to do.”

Jayden’s hand reaches out, resting on my shoulder. His touch is firm but gentle, grounding. “Look, why don’t we just... talk? No pressure, no expectations. Just try to figure things out.”

I hesitate, my mind racing. Part of me wants to push him away, to tell him to leave and never come back. But another part... another part is curious. Curious about Jayden, about his intentions, about the way he makes me feel—off balance, yet strangely alive.

“Fine,” I say, nodding toward the living room. “Let’s talk.”

We sit down on the couch, the tension between us palpable. I can feel Jayden’s eyes on me, studying me, and it makes me shift uncomfortably. His scent—a mix of cologne and something earthy—fills my nostrils, and I try to focus on the conversation.

“So,” Jayden begins, his voice low and steady. “Tell me more about you... How’s... everything else?”

I shrug, trying to play it cool. “I’ve been hitting the gym a lot, you know, trying to stay in shape. And... yeah, everything’s fine, I guess.”

Jayden nods, his expression thoughtful. “That’s good to hear. I heard you’re a gym rat, always pushing yourself. It’s impressive, really.”

I feel a flush of pride at his words, despite myself. “Thanks, man. I mean, it’s just something I do to stay focused. Keeps my mind off... other things.”

Jayden’s gaze intensifies, like he’s seeing right through me. “Other things? Like your girlfriend? Like the texts?”

I look away, feeling exposed. My fingers clench into fists, the calluses from years of lifting weights digging into my palms. “Yeah, maybe. I don’t know. It’s just... complicated.”

Jayden leans forward, his elbows resting on his knees. “Complicated, huh? Look, Derek, I’m not here to judge. I’ve been in complicated situations before. I know how it feels.”

I meet his gaze, searching for any sign of insincerity. But all I see is honesty, a raw vulnerability that catches me off guard. His green eyes seem to hold mine captive, and for a moment, I forget how to breathe.

OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
My
Girlfriend’s
Ex

ALEXANDER GRANT





