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Out on a Limb

Aughbreigh

I was a creature of habit and stuck to a routine. I was the perfect candidate, if someone wanted to kidnap or do harm to me. At 5 a.m., I could be found at Bodies Gym. After that, I was off to shower at my place. Before work, I’d swing by the local coffee shop, Maples, and grab a double chocolate chip Frappuccino with a blueberry muffin. Yeah, it seems like a defeated purpose for going to the gym, but it was also my reason for going. 

I made it to Maples, every morning by 8 a.m., but just so happened, I was running late today. My gym card wouldn’t work and I had to hunt down a meathead to help me sign in. Thanks to this misfortune, I wouldn’t be able to sit, at a secluded table, and people watch the regulars. There were so many to watch. One in particularly fascinated me- mystery man. 

He was taller than the average guy. If I had to guess, I’d say he was around 6’6’’, but I only saw him sitting down. He always arrived before me and was sitting at table when I strolled in through the door. He had an olive complexion. Both of his arms were sleeved out with miscellaneous, yet harmonious tattoos. His jawline and chin were chiseled like a statue. He wore his hair short and his eyes from afar appeared to be hazel, almost green. He always kept his baseball cap on his knee and his eyes on his laptop, which sat in front of him on the table. I had seen him for months and he never spoke to anyone. Occasionally, our eyes would meet and I would smile. He would just lower his head and go back to his work on his computer. 

“Hey,” I heard a raspy deep voice from behind me say. I turned around and saw the mystery man standing behind me. I smiled politely.

“Hey.”

“Can I treat you to this round,” he said gesturing at the coffee machines in front of us. I wasn’t expecting him to ever speak, let alone to me, “Maybe sit down and get to know one another better?” He was stuttering over his own words.

“Sorry, I can’t, but...” I began to say

“Shallow bitch,” he snarled, “Just because I have a disability, you shoot me down,” I looked him from the top of his head down to his.... prosthetic leg. I had seen it before with its decorative American flag and eagle design. I hadn’t seen it as a disability though. The fact that he thought I did was insulting. I’ve been called a lot of things in my life, but never shallow. 

“Your...”

“Think just because I have a fake leg that I’m less of a man!” He was now drawing attention from those in the coffee shop. They were staring in horror at us. I finally had enough.

“Your disability had nothing to do with why. ” He seemed surprised by the words that flew out of my lips harshly. “In fact, your ‘leg’,” I said throwing up air quotation marks, “makes you more man than all the men in here! Now if you excuse me, I need to get to work,” I stormed out of there before he could get another word in edgewise.  
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Timmons

“Way to go, Timmons,” I murmured to myself. I ran my hands over my shortened hair and sighed. I had spent months watching her; not that I was stalking, more like observing from afar. She was beautiful from head to toe and I just went asshole mode on her.

I looked around and people were still staring. All I could do was shake my head and return to my table. 

“Timmons, get your ass over here,” I heard Martin say from around the counter. Jim Martin was my best friend and battle buddy during the Army days. He sported the same military haircut and despite my opinion, believed in wearing shirts that were a size too small. Said it made his muscles look bigger. Who was I to argue? He was the owner of Maples, my latest hangout spot.

I stood up and walked over to the end of the counter. He wasn’t staring at me, more like glaring. 

“I know, I know,” I muttered shaking my head. 

“What the hell was that about,” he whispered trying to not get a rise out of the customers who were being helped by his sister, Melissa. 

“I asked her out.”

“And you called her a ‘shallow bitch’,” he damn near shouted. Now everyone was staring at us, again. He smiled apologetically, “Sorry, everyone.” He turned back to me. 

“Wasn’t my intention, but it came out,” I said shrugging my shoulders. What else was there to say? I had a nasty habit of opening my mouth before I thought things through. I’ve had this habit for quite some time now. 

“You need to go apologize.”

“Apologize,” I snorted.

“Yes, apologize. You know, the thing you usually don’t do because you’re too arrogant too. That thing!”

He might as well have invited everyone in the coffee shop into our conversation because they were all staring and nodding their head in agreement. I put my hand on my forehead to try to calm my nerves. I honestly hadn’t meant to call her a shallow bitch. It just slipped out. Those were the last words I wanted to say to her. 

“Honey, you need to go apologize to that woman,” an older lady with grey hair said shaking her finger at me. “You had no business calling her them words.”

“Yes, ma’am,” I said humbly. She made me feel even shittier. It was like being scolded by my grandmother, who was probably rolling in her grave at my choice of words. 

“See, now go,” Martin said pointing at the door. 

“I don’t even know where she was headed.”

“To work,” a woman’s voice chimed in from behind me. I turned to find a teenager staring at us. 

“And you know this how?”

“Because I...,” she looked around the room, “um...go there,” she whispered with her cheeks turning red. 

“Good, you can show him where she is, right?”

“Of course, after I order my drink,” she said returning to the line. I was a little creeped out about following a teenaged girl to a mystery place. Everything about it screamed creepy. 

“Why don’t I just wait for her to show up tomorrow?”

“Why?”

“Because I’ve already been an asshole and don’t need to add stalker to the list,” I said leering him in the eye. He seemed to be thinking long and hard about my words. If I knew Martin, which I did, he would see things my way. We both glanced at the teenager who had spoken to us seconds ago and she was staring at me like I was a steak. I looked back at Martin.

“Agreed,” he said shaking his head, “but if she comes back tomorrow, you will fix this. She is one of my best customers and biggest tippers, might I add.”

“Like money is an object to you,” I said rolling my eyes. 

“You’re one to speak,” he said pointing at me. I smirked and returned to my table. I needed to finish up the portfolio before 4 o’clock and talking to Martin wasn’t going to get me there. I couldn’t think about anything, but the beautiful woman I had just injured with my daggered words. One way or another, I was going to make it right, even if it meant...apologizing. 
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Aughbreigh

I did everything within my power to not make eye contact with mystery man, but damn his looks. I couldn’t resist glancing to see if he was there. Much to my dismay, he was there and sitting with a woman with dark brown hair. I stood in line and decided to limit the eye contact with him to none.  I finally reached the front of the line and Jim was taking my order today. He smiled his usual ‘I got the looks’ smile. 

“Hey,” he said glancing over at me, “Your usual?”

“Yes, please,” I pulled out my debit card. 

“It’s on the house,” I frowned.

“Why? I have money,” I hated feeling like a bum and having someone else pay for my stuff, definitely, made me feel that way. Jim was now grinning an unusual sneaky grin. 

“Someone owed you one since he made you leave yesterday before you could purchase it,” I looked to where he was looking and mystery man was staring at us. I groaned and faced Jim. I finally identified the dark brown-haired woman with mystery man. It was Jim’s sister, Melissa. “He was wrong for what he said to you yesterday and wants to make it up to you. Please let him do this. He’s a personal friend of mine.”

“Thank you,” I managed to say without sounding like a two years old child. Jim smiled and began making my drink. He returned a minute later with my Frappuccino and blueberry muffin, “Thank you,” I said again, this time with a lot more convincing. 

“You are very welcome, Mrs...” He was grasping for me to throw out my name. 

“Ms. Kelly, Jim,” I said looking at his name tag. He looked down and smiled. He looked back at me and something flickered in his eyes. 

“Guess, I better let you be on your way,” he reluctantly said. 

“Have a great day, Jim,” I turned and made my way to the door. Mystery man and Melissa stared at me the entire time. Melissa kept signing for mystery man to go talk to me, which made me walk faster. I wasn’t in the mood to be called a shallow bitch again. I had bit my tongue hard, yesterday. He was lucky that I was working on being a happier me. If I hadn’t gone to the gym and already gotten out my rage, I probably would have just punched him in the face and called it a day. 

“Ma’am,” I heard mystery man say, as I stepped out into the harsh wind of the city. I stood by the light and waited for the pedestrian light to change, “Excuse me,” I turned to see mystery man. 

“Yes,” I asked raising an eyebrow. 

“About yesterday,” I held up a hand.

“I don’t do apologies. If you didn’t mean it, you wouldn’t have said it. You assumed I was like half of the people in this world and went out on a limb on that assumption. Then fell flat on your ass, because you were far from right.” He stared at me in silence for several seconds, “So honestly, you can take your apology and shove it up your shallow ass,” I threw in a grin for an added effect. He stared at me for a long time, not saying a word. Finally, he threw back his head and a heavenly sound escaped him. Surprisingly, he was laughing. Everyone passing us was staring at us, “Are you crazy or something?”

“In a way,” he said trying to not laugh. I raised an eyebrow. 

“Look,” a serious face came over him, “I’m Timmons. Well, Jeff. Jeff Timmons,” he extended his right hand. 

“Kelly. Aughbreigh Kelly,” I said extending my hand to meet his. We shook hands briefly, removed our hands from one another’s grasp. His grasp was strong but gentle. I liked the way he shook hands. Most guys shook my hand like a beast or like a wimp. He was right in the middle. Seems silly, but a handshake can tell a lot about a person. 

“A-u-b-r-e-y,” he asked spelling the traditional way. I laughed and shook my head.
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