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 Caller Number
Three







by
Pauline Orr


Sweats.
Slippers. Ponytail. This had become Sydney's weekend wardrobe. Ever
since her fiancé had left her with no more than a post-it note the
day before their would-be wedding, she had been drowning her
sorrows in sappy movies and full-fat chocolate ice cream. She was
depressed and incredibly lonely. All of the hopes and dreams she'd
cultivated over the five years she had invested in John Hogan had
slipped through her fingers. It was more than just another break
up. It was a loss of a life - the life she had planned, her entire
future, was gone in the seven little words: "I'm sorry. I just
can't do this."






The
yellow sticky note lay crumpled beside her feet on the coffee
table. The once crisp, smooth memo was faded, worn from being
folded and unfolded, wadded and smoothed. She had read it over and
over again, studied it at length, trying to draw out any meaning,
anything hidden in the words that she hadn't gathered at first
sight.






She knew
she should have tossed it out. It was only a reminder of the pain,
the constant stabbing in her heart, but it was the last thing he
gave her and try as she might, she still loved him. She couldn't
reconcile with the man she had given herself to entirely, shared
her most intimate secrets, who would leave her without even saying
goodbye.






Sydney
dug the remote control from the couch cushion and clicked the power
button, bringing the television to life. It was still set on the
same chick-flick channel it had been stuck on for weeks and she
tossed the remote to the other end of the couch without even
checking the title of the program. She settled back and started on
her bowl of rocky road with extra marshmallows.






Before
she could take the first bite, though, her phone rang. It was
across the den on the table. She rolled her eyes and wearily walked
across the living room, not wanting to talk to whichever friend of
hers was calling to check in on her, make sure she was eating
normally and socializing.






There
was always someone calling trying to make her reenter the world,
but she just wasn't ready. She didn't get why they couldn't
understand it. This would be the third call tonight and she was
hoping that it would be the last. Not one of the calls were from
the only person she really wanted to hear from – the man that
apparently did not think she was worth a phone call. She wanted the
opportunity to berate him for his callousness as well as get some
closure, but so far it did not seem likely that she would get to.
She was surprised, though, to see that the number on the screen was
an unfamiliar one.






"Hello?"
she said, uncertainly, into the receiving end of the cell
phone.






"Please
don't do this to me," a man's voice plead, shakily.






His
words held the familiar slur of alcohol. Sydney felt a sudden jolt
to her system. Her limbs went numb and at the same time every facet
of her being turned to liquid. For one moment her wishful thinking
led her to believe that the voice belonged to her ex, but the
thought lasted about the same time the jolt did. Sydney cleared her
throat and tried to regain her focus.






"Just...
let's work it out. We can work it out..."






"I'm
sorry, you-" Sydney tried to interject.






"I can't
live without you," the caller unknowingly cut Sydney off before she
could tell him he had the wrong number.






"I
can't. I don't want to... I won't live without you."






"I...
Are you okay?" Sydney injected before she lost the opportunity to
interrupt the man again. The man came across unresolved and Sydney
was afraid that she might have an unstable mind on her
hands.






Things
were getting interesting, Sydney thought. In just a few minutes she
had gone from wallowing in self-pity to possibly being the lifeline
to someone who seemed to be in a more dire state than she was. At
least he had the courage to try though, she thought, chastising
herself for her obvious lack of courage. But in all honesty, if
Bret thought she was not worth a phone call, she would be mad to
give him the honor. At least on her part she did not need the
courage because she was not the coward that left.






The
caller went silent for a long moment. "Of course I'm not okay... I
haven't been okay since you left... I won't be okay without you, I
just... I don't want to live without you," he persisted as though
he was ordered to conclude his plight in one breath.






"Look,
I'm really sorry but I am not the person you're looking for. I
think you misdialed, but just don't do anything drastic, okay?
Whatever happened, she's not worth it. You can't just end your
life, okay?" Sydney returned.






She felt
as though she was talking him down from a ledge. It wasn’t her best
effort though. The man on the line was a total stranger and as much
as she felt ill for him, she lacked the emotional connection to him
to really try.






"Lori?"
he asked, confused. "Is this not Lori?"






"No, my
name is Sydney," she told him and then bit her lip, regretting
having given him such personal information.






A
muffled sob came through the line. "Oh God, I... I’m so sorry. I
don’t know what got into me. I just needed to talk to her you know.
I mean this is her number…I-I know it is. She just left, like that,
gone without a word... I love her so much it hurts. How could she
just leave me like that? How could someone do that?"






Sydney
was surprised at how similar his situation was to her own. How
unlikely it was that a simple wrong number would bring two like
souls together on a night of mutual depression and loss.






"Yeah,
well... you can't always understand people; they just do what they
want to do, no matter how it hurts other people. Trust me... I know
how you feel," Sydney offered. Her words were seasoned with
bitterness, but she intended to comfort him.






"Someone
broke your heart?" the man asked, calmer than before. His voice
seemed to sober somewhat and Sydney appreciated the coolness in his
drawl.






She let
out one humorless laugh. "Yeah, you could say that."






"She
crushed me," he said, "I gave her everything and she just...
crushed me."






Sydney
bit the inside of her cheek, debating with herself whether or not
she should continue to engage in commiseration with this stranger.
Still, it was nice to be able to talk to someone who really knew
what she was going through; who felt all the things she was
feeling.






"My
fiancé left me," she told him.






"That's
terrible," he said, so soft it was almost a whisper. "I'm so
sorry."






They
were both echoing each other’s plight. It was an exchange that gave
them both the opportunity to vent and also receive
comfort.






"Yeah,
we were together for five years. It was the week of our wedding and
I came home one night to a sticky note on my door. 'I'm sorry. I
just can't do this.' it said. I mean what is that after five years
of loyalty and commitment and love?" she said, her eyes
tearing.






A deep
sigh from the other end echoed pain Sydney felt. She went silent,
stealing a moment to collect her senses.






“This
might seem odd,” the man injected, “but I feel I may regret it
forever if I did not ask you to come over. Please come over. I
don't want to be alone. Please," he begged, desperation coloring
his tone.






"Um... I
don't know..." Sydney hesitated. She had no idea what she could be
facing if she decided to engage with this man face to face. As much
as she appreciated the conversation, for all she knew this man was
a stranger. He could be anyone. He could be a serial rapist or a
murderer and she was just going to end up the next face of tragedy
on the eleven o'clock news.






She
listened to the man ramble for a while longer, not really sure if
he really understood that she was not the person he had meant to
call. He would switch back and forth from talking about "her," the
woman who had broken his heart, and flinging blame and expletives
at Sydney. He was obviously very drunk, depressed and irrational.
Still, Sydney was beginning to feel a connection growing between
them. Their stories were so similar and had she been the sort of
person who believed in fate over mere coincidences, she would have
said that it was meant to be.






"Where
do you live?" she asked him.






"Are you
c-coming over?" the man asked, stumbling over his words.






Sydney
squeezed her eyes together, rubbing her forehead, knowing that it
was a bad idea. "Uh... Yeah, I guess I am. What's your
address?"






"1249
4th street. Downtown," he told her.







"Alright, look... I'll be there in probably half an hour,
okay? I'll have to take a cab. Just don't... Don't do anything
stupid, okay? Whoever she is, she's not worth your
life."







"Yeah..." he muttered and Sydney hung up the
phone.






Before
heading out the door, she ran down the hall and pulled on a pair of
clean blue jeans. She finger-combed her sun ripened blonde hair
before pulling it back into a low ponytail. She stared at herself
in the mirror for a few seconds, the puffy, dark circles under her
azure eyes from crying and lack of sleep stared back at her. They
would have to do for now, though, because she didn't have time to
worry about makeup.






Sydney
grabbed a jacket and her purse, complete with pepper spray, just in
case. She hailed a passing taxi as she ran down the front steps of
her apartment building and the yellow car slid to a stop on the
street in front of her.






"1249
4th Street, Downtown," she recited the caller's address as she
buckled the seat belt around her waist.






Sydney
was surprised when the taxi pulled up in front of a large,
three-level brick home, settled in a row of other, similar houses
on the busy street. She had expected a downtown apartment building,
not a single-family mansion. This was an expensive house. She paid
the driver and hesitantly climbed the front steps, sure that she
had to be in the wrong place. He had probably drunkenly given her
the wrong address and she was about to interrupt some nice family's
after dinner activities.






She
tried to look through the windows to the left and right of the
heavy, wooden, double front doors, but couldn't see anything past
the hardwood foyer and vaulted ceilings. Sucking in a deep breath,
she banged the iron knocker against the door three times and waited
in the dark until she heard slow footsteps approaching the door.
Slowly, it swung open and there he stood.






If the
house wasn't surprise enough, the man standing in front of her,
moonlight blue eyes red rimmed with alcohol and fatigue, certainly
was a surprise. He looked healthy, fit and lean like a runner, with
thick, dark hair falling across his forehead. He was dressed in
modern, fitted jeans and a thick, ribbed sweater, the sleeves
pushed up almost to his elbows. He was barefoot.






They
stared at each other for an uncomfortable span of time before
Sydney finally spoke. "You... You wanted me to come
over."






He
squinted his eyes at her as if trying to recognize her, though they
had never met. "Sydney?"






Sydney
smiled. "That's me."






He
stumbled to the side and motioned for her to come in, pushing the
door shut behind her. "Can I pour you a drink?" he
asked.






His
voice seemed more sure now than it was over the phone.






"I would
love a drink," she said, wandering into the living room. "Something
strong, if you don't mind."






As the
stranger found his way into the kitchen to fix her a drink, she
took a moment to admire the house. It was truly a beautiful home,
wood floors throughout, high ceilings with crown molding, expensive
paintings adorning the walls. The furniture oozed quality, built of
a dark stained wood, covered in genuine leather. There were crystal
vases lined up on the mantle underneath a mammoth flat screen
television affixed to the wall.






When he
came back into the room and placed the short glass of amber liquid
into her hand, he introduced himself. "I'm Jason, by the
way."






"Nice to
meet you, Jason. So, um... What do you do for a living?" she asked
politely, without trying to make it sound like she was asking where
all of his money came from.






He
poured some of his own drink into his mouth and winced at the
bitterness. "I'm a doctor at Trinity Hospital. A surgeon, actually,
though... I haven't been to work in a week, so who knows? Maybe I'm
not a doctor anymore."






"What
kind of surgeon?" Sydney asked, curiously.






One
humorless laugh puffed out through Jason's lips as he answered. "A
heart surgeon. Ironic, right? I can fix anyone's heart but my
own..."






Sydney
took a long pull of the heady drink in her hand and asked. "What
happened to you?"






"I
was... It was a busy week. Two transplants, three open-hearts, a
few laser operations... I was swamped and I hadn't been home in
three days by the time I got off. I came home early that day...
wanted to surprise her. I surprised her alright... When I walked in
she was banging my best friend on the kitchen floor. Then she told
me she didn't love me and that she was leaving with Daniel. Told me
she's been cheating on me for a year. A year... I loved her and
gave her everything, put her through school. And in the end, she
was just using me."






Sydney
felt her face fold in on itself. "I'm sorry that happened to you,"
she said softly. "People are so rarely what they seem to
be."






"Yeah,
well... She was exactly what she seemed to be. I just couldn't see
it. People told me she was no good. Said she would use me until she
didn't need me anymore, but I didn't believe that. I was in love
with her. She could do no wrong. I just thought she was
misunderstood, that I brought out the best in her and they were
just... wrong. But I was the one who ended up being wrong. She did
exactly what they told me she would do. And now she's gone and my
best friend of fifteen years is gone with her."






He no
longer seemed to be interested in making up with Lori but more
determined to rid his system of the bitterness he felt about what
she did. This was his sober voice, Sydney reasoned.






"My
fiancé left me right before we were supposed to get married," she
told him. "We had been together for years. We had always planned on
getting married since the beginning. I met him and we were
instantly in love. We planned our futures together... where we
would live, where we would work, how many kids and pets we would
have... We planned the wedding for two years and we had finally
made it. We were finally going to be together forever and then I
came home to a yellow sticky note. He was gone. I don't know what I
did wrong..."






"I'm
sure it wasn't you, Sydney, you're... You're beautiful and... I
mean you're here, you don't even know me and you're here, that's
got to mean something. You're a good person. And God, you're
beautiful..." Jason said, gazing at her intensely.






She felt
flattered. She wanted to return his flattery with nothing but
brutal honesty. He was by far the most handsome man she had ever
seen and the instant she walked into his house she had been
unsteadied by his beauty. Sydney felt her cheeks warm with blush
and she was unable to look at him as intensely as he looked at her.
Her eyes closed without her even trying and her body began to melt.
She was about to fall when he leaned forward and without much
warning, his lips claiming hers. He caught her.







Ordinarily, Sydney wasn't one to go too far on a first date.
A kiss goodnight, some casual hand-holding, but never more than
that, was what she was accustomed to. She took pride in her
chastity and modesty.






Still,
something about Jason - the shadowy stubble across his jaw, the
intensity of his eyes, the taste of bourbon on his mouth - coupled
with the fact that she was lonelier than she had ever been made her
want him then and there and it was easy to let him catch her. They
were two sad people, coming together over a mutual loss and it was
okay. He wasn't going to hurt her. She could feel it. He was just
like her. He just didn't want to be alone and he wanted to feel
something other than the pain and misery.






Sydney leaned into the kiss, running her fingers into the
silky dark hair on the back of Jason's head, pulling him to her. He
reached over to set his drink on the coffee table. He missed and
the glass went tumbling to the floor, sloshing bourbon everywhere.
Neither of them cared. His mouth was soft and hot against hers and
it was the first time she had been touched like that, possibly
ever. She'd had sex with her ex John quite a lot, but it was never
like this, never heated and passionate, full of wanting and
need. That's what this
was - absolute need. They needed each other right then and she had
never felt that with anyone. It was all new and fresh.






Jason
trailed fiery kisses across her jaw, down her throat to the
neckline of her shirt. Without warning, he tore open her blouse;
tossing the shredded remnants to the ground so that she was naked
from the waist up, save for her pink flowered bra. She scooted
herself forward and pulled him down on top of her, running her
hands up his back, underneath his sweater, savoring his hot skin
under her fingertips. Then she pulled his sweater off and sighed in
ecstasy as he came down, bare chested against her.






He
continued his trail of kisses, drawing patterns on her skin with
his tongue, down her chest, between her breasts, down her stomach
to the waistband of her jeans. He unbuttoned them and slid them
down over her hips, flung them to the floor to join her blouse.
Then his attention turned to her panties.






Feeling
emboldened by the alcohol and by the desire swimming in his eyes,
Sydney spread her legs to give him access. He gasped as he gazed at
her, taking in the fullness of the image in front of him. She
skimmed her own hand down the side of her rib cage, around her
thigh and in between her legs, lightly trailing her fingers across
her sex. She sucked in a quick breath, surprised by the sensitivity
she was feeling down there and angled her hips toward
Jason.






His eyes
full of hunger and lust honed in on her wanting sex. He ran a wet
tongue over his bottom lip and leaned down, kissing her hip,
working toward where her own fingers were stimulating her senses,
teasing herself. He ran his tongue several times down the length of
her, swirling it around her clitoris, delving inside of her as she
panted, bucking her hips against him. She could hear herself saying
things she had never said before, acting in a way she never had. In
her whole life, she had never felt so free, so uninhibited during
sex and it made it just that much hotter.






Jason's
hands were underneath her, bracing her; his fingertips digging into
her buttocks as she squirmed, reaching climax.






"Yes!
Yes!" she panted, her eyes closed as she savored the climbing,
aching sensations bringing her near the edge. "Yes! Please, oh god,
yes!" All the breath whooshed out of her as she shattered into a
million pieces, crumbling in his hands.






Then,
after only a moment of recuperation, he unfastened his jeans and
sprung free his considerable erection. He ran his hand down the
length of it once and then guided it into her. She gasped at the
incredible fullness, so satisfying, and clutched him to her,
running her hands up and down his back.






He eased
out and back in slowly, repeating the process several times until
Sydney felt herself starting to build again. Then, without warning,
he pulled out and slammed into her, causing her eyes to pop open in
surprise. Two more hard pumps and she was sent into a second
orgasm, crying out his name as he let go inside of her, his face
buried in her neck.






A moment
later he pulled back, studying her eyes with his own glassy ones.
"That was... not my intention, I'm sorry," he told her.






She
smiled and stroked her hand down the side of his unshaven cheek.
"There's nothing for you to be sorry for, this is the best I've
felt in weeks. And that might have been the best sex of my
life."






He
smiled, his eyebrows raised in surprise. "You flatter me,
Sydney."






He sat
up, and started to re-button his jeans but Sydney put a hand over
his to stop him. "Why don't we um... just... be comfortable? I mean
we've already done it, no need to cover up now, right? I think
maybe we'll be able to talk more... intimately like this, you know?
No secrets."






"You
don't think it's a little soon for no secrets?" he asked, lifting
one skeptical brow at her.






Sydney
shrugged. "I think it was a little too soon for sex, but... here we
are," she said, gesturing to her naked body. "I think the only way
we can really help each other is if we get down to the nitty
gritty, you know? Figure out why we were dumped, what we did
wrong... Maybe we can help each other past it."






Jason
smiled at her. "Come on," he said, grabbing her hand and pulling
her from the couch. He led her out into a sunroom area enclosed in
frosted glass, where there was a steaming hot tub waiting for them.
Jason tugged off his jeans and climbed in, completely naked,
closing his eyes as he settled into the heated water. "You
coming?"






Excited,
Sydney removed her bra and followed him into the tub, sitting
across from him in the small space so that she was facing him,
three feet away and her feet were propped on his seat on either
side of his legs. "This is a nice surprise," she told
him.






"The
other wasn't a nice surprise?" he asked.






"Well...
Yeah, it definitely was, but this is... cozy. "I just really can't
believe I'm here, doing this with you. I mean I don't know you. And
here I am, living a scene from a chick flick. It's kind of
surreal... but I'm not disappointed."






"Can I
ask you a question?" he said, narrowing his eyes.






Sydney
shrugged. "Might as well."






"How did
that compare to your fiancé?"






"That
was... different. I loved John, so there was always that, you know,
it was always good because of that. But it was never as passionate,
as um... heated as what we just had," she told him honestly. "What
about Lori? Was it like that with her?"






Jason
shook his head. "Lori was never a very excited partner with me.
I... I guess I should have realized that she was having her needs
met elsewhere... But no, she never responded to me the way you do.
You are... not what I expected, although I had a lot to drink,
so... who knows about my judgment right. But you're beautiful and
sweet and... Sexy as hell. And you seem to genuinely care. I mean
you wouldn't be here if you didn't, even if I was just a rambling
idiot..."






"You
weren't a rambling idiot, you were just... hurt," Sydney shrugged.
"I am too. I get it."






Jason
reached out through the water and hooked both of his hands around
the backs of her calves, leaning toward her seriously. "I want you
to know that I'm not... I would never... What I said on the phone,
or what I think I said... I would never really do anything stupid
like that. I wouldn't hurt myself or anything; I was just desperate
for her. Or maybe not for her, now that I think about it, perhaps
for someone... Because now that you're here, I don't feel like I
need her so much. I don't want you to think that I'm suicidal or
anything. And you just seem so strong compared to me..."






Sydney
laughed. "I'm not, I promise. I haven't been sleeping. I've been
eating tubs of ice cream for dinner... It hasn't been pretty. Truth
be told, I'm glad I'm here. I'm glad you accidentally called me
instead of her because I needed this. Not just the sex, but the
interaction. I needed to feel... needed... important. I wasn't
important enough for John."






"What is
wrong with us, Sydney?" Jason asked, frowning. "Why didn't they
want us?"






Sydney
took a deep breath and let it out, shaking her head. "There's
nothing wrong with us, Jason. There's something wrong with them.
They didn't appreciate us. They were selfish and we got hurt, but
it wasn't our fault. We loved them, right? And I don't know about
Lori... I didn't know her... But I can't see any reason why a woman
would be hesitant to love you. Even if it just started because of
the money, I don't see how she could not have grown to love you
because you're stunning... and you're sweet. I don't know what that
other guy had that you didn't, but she didn't deserve you and he
didn't deserve to be friends with you."






Jason
sat back against the side of the hot tub and cocked his head to the
side. "It may just be the alcohol, but you seem so insightful. And
smart. And God, you're beautiful, so easy to look at. Not like a
supermodel, but like... something real. It's almost spiritual how
beautiful you are, like an angel, or some kind of Greek goddess.
But touchable... so touchable. Sydney, I think it may be a little
too early to say this, but I'm going to say it anyway because I may
not remember it in the morning. But I think I could fall in love
with you."






Sydney
pulled her legs away from him, tucked her knees under her chin and
wrapped her arms around her legs in the water. She looked away from
him, wouldn't meet his eyes as she tried to fight the tears
threatening to betray her. Those were the same words John had said
to her shortly after they had met. "I think I could fall in love
with you." The words echoed in her mind, taking her back to a time
when a broken heart was only something that happened in the movies
and she had her whole future ahead of her with the sweetest boy she
had ever met.






"I'm
sorry," Jason said, leaning toward her again. "I didn't mean to...
to hurt you... or anything, I just... That's how I feel. You're the
kind of woman any man could love."






"Yeah,
well... any man didn't love me, Jason," she snapped. "The one man I
wanted to love me left me the week of our wedding... And that was
what he told me five years ago when we met... 'I think I could fall
in love with you.'"






Jason
rubbed his forehead vigorously with the palm of his hand. "I'm so
stupid. I'm sorry. I really shouldn't have said that. I know I
shouldn't have. I'm sorry, Sydney, don't... don't clam up, though.
I like talking to you. And you can't hide away just because one guy
broke your heart. It's... just like you said, he wasn't worth it.
He's not worth it. It's his loss. You have to see that."






Jason
reached out and unclasped her arms from around her knees, forcing
her to relax again. He pulled her legs toward him and placed them
on either side of his seat, like they had been and then smiled at
her. She loosened and relaxed under his smooth hands and charming
smile.






"You're
right, I'm sorry I snapped at you, I just... it caught me off
guard. I appreciate what you said. You're sweet," she said,
smiling. Then she shifted over to him, straddling his
lap.






She
grabbed both sides of his face and kissed him solidly on the mouth,
her breasts pressed against his bare chest, and she felt him rise
beneath her. She pulled back, smiling, to see if it was what he
wanted and the same hunger was playing in his eyes again. Sydney
pushed herself up and, reaching into the water, positioned him
underneath her. Then she eased herself down onto him, biting her
bottom lip as she searched his eyes. She always liked it this way;
it was so much deeper, so controlled.






She
started to move as his hands roamed, her back, her shoulders, her
breasts, her waist, her buttock, every inch of her silken frame.
When she started to pant, and could feel that he, too, was drawing
near the edge, she picked up the pace, tangling her fingers in his
hair, holding onto him for dear life, impaling herself on his
hardened member until she exploded around him, followed quickly by
the pulsing and throbbing of his own release. She sat there for a
few minutes, not wanting to pull herself away, resting, and
regenerating.






Jason
planted a soft kiss on her shoulder and wrapped his arms around her
waist, holding her to him tightly. She was surprised by the
intimate gesture and was momentarily stunned. Then she kissed the
top of his head and rested her chin there as he laid his face
against her collarbone.






"You
know," she told him finally, "I think I could fall in love with
you, too."






They
spent the rest of the night tossing back glass after glass of
straight Kentucky Bourbon, alternating between talking, having deep
conversations about healing and lost love, about their own values
and convictions, and having passionate, heated sex in several
different rooms of the house.






They
finally ended up in Jason's bed, lying on their sides, their faces
a few inches apart, whispering all their deepest darkest secrets
and fears to one another. Sydney couldn't help but feel that she
had told Jason more in that one night than she had ever told John
and Jason wasn't holding anything back, either. Maybe they had made
mistakes. They had lost people they had cared about. But they had
to move on and they both knew it.






When the
sun woke them the next morning, Sydney covered her eyes, wincing at
the sudden slash of pain the sunlight had sent spiraling through
her head, and groaned. Jason snaked an arm around her waist and
pulled her to him, holding her with both arms.






"My
head..." Sydney complained. "I think I'm going to die."






"Uh uh,"
Jason whispered. "No dying... Water. I think we both could use some
water and a pile of ibuprofen. I'll be right back."






Jason
slowly forced himself out of bed and trudged out of the room toward
the medicine cabinet in the bathroom as Sydney tried to get her
bearings. She had consumed more alcohol than she ever had in her
entire life. She had shamelessly given her body over to a man she
had only just met, over and over again.






She had
stayed the night and told him everything - every little dark detail
of her life. And she couldn't figure out if she regretted it or if
she was glad of it. Maybe it was okay to start a relationship out
with no secrets. A clean slate. But this wasn't a relationship,
this was a wrong number. This was a lapse in judgment. How could
she end up sleeping with a stranger who dialed a wrong number and
very well could have ended up killing her as she slept? It didn't
matter. He obviously hadn't killed her, or raped her or hurt her in
any way. He was nothing if not a complete gentleman, alcohol
aside.






Jason
came back with two glasses of water and four pills fisted in one of
his hands. Sydney sat up and accepted both the glass and two of the
pills, swallowing them back quickly. The water felt so good. It was
cool and refreshing, bathing her sticky, dehydrated tongue, making
her mind a little bit clearer.






"You
know, Jason, I... I'm really glad you called me last night," she
told him.






He
smiled at her. "I'm really glad I called you to. This was not how I
imagined last night going, but... the parts of it that I can
remember through the bourbon haze were pretty great. You're pretty
great," he said seriously. "I um... I want to see you. I was
serious about what I said, I... I think I could really fall for a
girl like you, Sydney. I think I would like to wake up next to you
again."






She
returned his smile. "Well... You have my number."

 


***













 The Subject of a
Desire







by
Rebecca Milton


Then, life was
a swirling vision of back corner tables in dive labeled bars. Men’s
hands that roamed further than the sprawling empire they were
synonymous with. Fingers in the folds of my sex, hands cupped
calloused and greedy on my breasts. Amazing what a little naked
bulb hung overhead will hide from the casual passerby, but still
illuminate for the unfortunate seated. Ah, the unfortunate
seated.






“Have a seat,
young lady,” like the opening to an interview and the closing of
the door to innocence. What is that? What is innocence? How is it
lost and when was it ever truly ours? Questions that my mind ponder
wandered while hands fluttered and felt, slipped in, pulled aside.
The body was a playground, the mind was a closed room, a sheltering
sky in the desert. Eventually, when the phrase “have a seat” was
lofted toward me from the shadowed recess of back tables, my mind
drifted up and out, away and free. The body however, was stranded
on terra firma to be handled.
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