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It was pitch black outside. The thunderstorm had been raging for a few hours now and intermittent flashes of lightning and thunder interrupted the darkness of my bedroom. 

I told myself that it was the pitter patter of the rain against my roof that kept me up that night. 

How could I have been so blind I thought to myself. 

All of my friends had told me that I was foolish to trust him and yet I ignored their advice. 

That fucking cheater. 

I had been so blind to the truth and chose to ignore his past for so long until I saw him together with another girl while on a girl’s night with my friends. 

I suppose it was for the best. 

Perhaps it was just like my friends had said, “once a cheater, always a cheater.” 

I chose to give him the benefit of the doubt. He hadn’t cheated on me after all; he had cheated on someone else before we started dating. I was always the optimist and wanted to believe he was different now, a changed man. 

We had dated for three years. Everything was wonderful and he had thrown it all away on some stupid fling. At least he said it was the only one but how could I trust him after that. For all I knew he could have cheated on me multiple times before I actually caught him in the act.  

I hated myself for not seeing it earlier and wasting all that time with him. 

Three freaking years!

There was so much I could have done in that time, so much I could have experienced if I hadn’t wasted my time on that asshole. Why did I even stay with him in the first place?

It was easy to say these things now when I knew how sleazy he really was and yet I couldn’t help but miss him despite all he did to me. 

I sometimes wondered if it was him I missed or just the idea of having a boyfriend, having someone to hold during nights like these when the storm raged outside and the darkness seemed to push in through my windows. 

He had his positive traits; I had stayed with him for three years after all and even convinced myself he could be the one I’d eventually marry. That was until I found out he was a lying sack of shit. 

Why was I still thinking about him? It had been a month since we broke up! Get over it Susan!

The truth was that I still missed having him in my bed. I still missed having someone to cuddle with during a cold night like this one and most of all I missed the touch of another man.

He wasn’t even that great in bed.

It was true. He had been a pretty vanilla lover. The foreplay was mediocre if it even happened at all and he barely lasted a few minutes half the time. 

An orgasm with him was basically a coin toss and generally only happened on nights when he was feeling particularly giving with his tongue because his cock rarely did the job. 

There was really no reason I should miss him so much and yet here I was thinking about the break up in bed yet again. 

The mind was really a fickle bitch and chose to dwell on the most annoying things. 

It was so frustrating! I growled and buried my fists into the sheets. 

The sky grumbled in agreement with my frustrations and light briefly flooded the room a few seconds later. 

I wasn’t going to get any sleep at all if I kept thinking about this. I took a deep breath and sat up, tossed my legs off the side of the bed and stood up. 

I walked up the window and looked through the blinds to see if the storm was letting up. 

The porch light was on although the light was pretty dim but I could see the trees sway in the distance as a deluge of rain crashed against the ground. It certainly didn’t look like the storm had any thoughts about moving on anytime soon. 

I looked down towards the road and saw nothing but darkness beyond the lone lamppost on our street. Living so far from the city had its benefits but it also had its downfalls as well. 

Having him here during dark scary nights like this was also helpful.

“Ugh,” I groaned to myself. 

I had to stop thinking about him already. 

I looked across the street towards the only other house on this road. The porch light was on but none of the lights were on in the house. I didn’t see the police car in the driveway either.
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