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 By Her Side







by
Rebecca Milton


The image
still holds in my mind, unchanged. It grows no less distant, it seems no less horrific. It is there,
on the periphery. It is there in my weakness. It is there in my
fear. The image is not, as you may imagine, in cinematic tones of
black and white. The image is in vivid, almost painful, color. The
colors heightened and exploded
each time I revisit. Every detail in bright, present
color.






It moves, this image, in motion that is surreal, like an
enormous flag slowly rolling with cloth waves in a summer
breeze. The roll of the material
moving along the flag until it easily snaps out at the end of its journey. The
movement slow enough that I
am able to see, replay, experience every detail in this liquid,
slow motion. There is no detail I want to experience again or
replay. I want only to forget.






That’s what I
was asking, to forget.






There is one
thing that keeps me grounded,
keeps me sane, keeps me from flying off into a rage. Keeps me from scurrying away from the world to hide
in my bed, close the blinds and ignore the world. There is
one thing that keeps me from putting a bottle of pills in my mouth
or a razor to my wrist: Benny.






I am thankful
for him. He may not always understand, but he is always there. He
is Benny, and he is my partner. I
don’t know what I would do without him. His attention, his care,
his complete, unconditional love. It’s rare to find, and I know how lucky I am.






I have been
with him for seven years now. Seven years of struggle and sadness.
Seven years of his kindness, his gentle ways and his hysterical,
boundless energy and playfulness. In my worst times, when I rage
and scream, when I am a flood of tears and doubt, he doesn’t take
it personally. He doesn’t ask me why or what can I do, he
simply sits with me, watches me,
stands by me. His simple, pure way is what always brings me back. I
love him so much. I know it sounds cliché but, truly, I could not live without him. I cannot
imagine and don’t want to imagine
my life without him, without Benny.






Before Benny,
that’s when the image was created.
It was created from an event. The event was burned, from a physical
action, onto the discs in my brain. The image remains.






It was summer,
my junior year in college. I was living in a lovely apartment at
walking distance from campus with two other girls, Amber and Casey. We were friends from way back.
We made the choice, senior year of
high school, to apply to the same college, to live together and to
be friends until the day we died. So, we applied, were accepted,
moved into the apartment and were very
happy. That summer, both Amber and Casey had boyfriends and had decided to take
a summer trip with them,
separately. Amber and Charley went camping and exploring out west
for three months, Casey and
Richard went on an open-ended
river cruise trip in Europe. I stayed. I had a job with a law firm
that paid well, and I had access
to the studios at the college.






I would spend
my summer working, painting and just enjoying being alone. I was a
little worried because Amber,
Casey and I had been inseparable since our first days of
kindergarten. We loved each other dearly, and we were family. Time away from them seemed
impossible and yet, there was part of me that was looking forward
to seeing how I was alone. How I handled the day to day without one
or both of my dearest friends, my sisters, to talk to. We talked about everything, always. Boys,
school, fears, love, sex.






There was nothing to hide from those two girls because
there was no judgment. There could be nothing that was so wrong or
so horrible that Amber or Casey couldn’t hug me through or talk me
through or share with me. I believed that of them and they
of me. It was spoken and
yet, it’s depth was unspoken, it
didn’t need words because the words I had for the way I felt
towards them were not yet written. Nothing would ever change
that.






So, what
happens when this nothing you speak of, this nothing that
could ever come between, harm, change you, suddenly
becomes... something?






“What if I
started dating Mike Kimsley?”
Amber said one Friday night. We were in the living room of our
place, having Margaritas, relaxing after a long week, seeing the
end of the semester just at the tips of our fingers. All was well.
We were playing this silly game we played when we were drunk and
happy, and there was a party to go
to and all was just... right.
Someone would say something terrible they
may do, made up, of course, because, we were basically good girls,
and then we would forgive them and tell them nothing could ever
make us stop loving them. Then the game started, what could
we think of that would be so horrible that the other two would stop
loving them. It was a funny, silly game that had, underneath, the
promise that we would always be loved, accepted and cared for by
our best friends. I loved the game
because I was sappy and liked
telling Amber and Casey that I loved them, that they meant the world to me.






“Mike
Kimsley,” Casey said with disgust,
“the football guy that still thinks, despite being a senior in
college, that farts are funny.”






“I would buy a
thousand candles,” I said, refilling our glasses, “but, I would
still love you.”






“What if...”
Casey said, “I fell in love with one of the crack guys from over on
Del Mar, you know, that huge house. What if I fell in love with one
of them, robbed our apartment and became a gang member?”






“I would
design your gang flag,” Amber said.






“Do gangs have
flags,” I asked and we laughed.






“I have no
idea,” Amber said, hugging Casey, “even if you were in a gang, I
would still love you.”






“It’s true,” I said, throwing back the last of our
margaritas, getting ready to go. “Nothing you could do, either of
you, will ever change how I feel about you.”






So the game
went. Then, off we went, wandering down the street to a party,
stepping into that sweet chaos of a packed house, where you were
well liked and welcome.






There was
nothing I could think of that would change the way I felt about
Casey and Amber. That was true, because there were things, that
summer, which I could simply not
even think of. Things that I had
no idea were possible. Things that, perhaps, had existed in the
world, but so far from my world that I didn’t think of them. I had
no reason to think of them.






That summer,
Amber off camping, Casey cruising the rivers of Europe, I was a
girl on my own. I had work; I had
studio time. The first few days were odd. I would come home and
make dinner and wait, not remembering until dinner had sat on the
table for half an hour that Amber and Casey weren’t just late, they
weren’t coming home. I stopped doing that after a few days, but I
started to write them notes that I put on their beds. I told them
both about my day, about how silly I had been making dinner for
them. How there would be food in the
freezer for them. I wrote about the law firm. I wrote about
the work I was doing in the studio. I wrote to them because it was
like talking to them. I wrote to them so that, when they came home
from their adventures, when they had told me their stories and
asked what I did, we would have it
all there.






I wrote about
the dates I went on with a visiting teacher who had come in for the
summer art classes. I wrote how kind he was, how funny he was. I
wrote about how much he admired my work. I wrote about the late
nights in the studio when we both worked together, separate easels,
but in the same studio, close to each other. I wrote about the
night we kissed. The night we kissed and kissed and got covered in
paint. How we came back to our place, and we showered. Together. How we made love all night long. How he got up and made coffee in the morning. How we held
hands when we walked to the studios later that day. I wrote his name to them: Harry.






I wrote about
one of his students who created such dark and violent paintings
that Harry, somehow, in his generous heart, found a way to say
positive and encouraging things about. I wrote about my sadness when, after two
incredible months, Harry was done
and had to go back to his regular teaching job. I wrote about our
last night together, the dinner, the walk we took, the piece he had
done for me that was in the studio, the way he made love to me that
night. How fully he was with me.
How connected I felt to him. How
impossible it was to believe that I could feel that way about a
guy. How gentle he was, how perfect his hands felt on my skin. How
slow he went. How easily he sent me to
heaven. How endless that heaven felt.






I wrote about
making him breakfast. I wrote about taking him to the airport. I
wrote about not being sad, but being hopeful, knowing that I would
see him again. Knowing that I
would be with him again.






I wrote about
the inspiration I felt in my work. I
wrote about the blustering lawyer in the office that tripped and
fell into the cake they had set out for Mary, one of the paralegals
and how, completely out of character for him, he made a show of it
and made us all laugh. I wrote about the quiet of the campus
in the summer.






I wrote about
the student who had been making
the violent art who came into my
studio one day and watched me work and liked my work. I wrote about
how, because of what Harry had said and done with him, he seemed
calmer, more at ease. I wrote about how he and I bumped into each
other at the coffee shop down the street from the studio one
afternoon. I wrote about he started coming by my studio often. Too often. I wrote about how he asked
me on a date. I wrote that I turned him down. I wrote that he
seemed okay with it, that he took
it well, that he didn’t seem that angry at all. Then, three days
later, I wrote:






I have
been raped.






Then, I
stopped writing.






Then, the
image was burned, and I had
nothing to write about. Only the
image. Which I didn’t want to write. I wanted to forget.






I told the
police, they caught him, tried him, put him away. I was assured I was safe, and I was going to be fine. I tried to believe
that. I tried hard, but I couldn’t. I hid in my room. I stopped
painting. I missed work. I was late. I cried all the time. Then,
one night, toward the end of the summer, the nothing that I had
always believed was the mortar that held my life together with
Amber and Casey, was too much a something. I took pen to paper and wrote two more notes. Short. I
placed them on their beds, packed up and left.






“You weren’t
here,” was all I wrote.






***






I moved back
in with my parents. They treated me like a china doll. Amber and
Casey called, wrote, but I never answered. I needed to blame
someone even though there was no one to blame, so I blamed them. I
hid away for the rest of that summer. In the fall, I took a job at
an art shop and started teaching
classes at the community center, adult education. I finished my
degree online. I got a small, studio apartment in town, a
five-minute car ride from my
parents, far enough away but close enough for comfort. I started to
rebuild my life.






I was careful,
as I rebuilt, to hang “keep out” signs everywhere. I liked the students I taught, but when they asked
me to join them after class, I put up the keep out sign.
The couple who owned the art supply shop
were kind and sweet. I liked working for them and felt very
comfortable at the shop, but when their son was home from grad
school, and they wanted to introduce him to me, I put up a keep out
sign.






I rebuilt,
starting with the walls. I was under construction for a full year,
alone, still hiding, still looking over my shoulder, still peeking
out my windows in the evening, not ready to venture out into the darkness. I walked familiar paths,
shopped at the busiest times and kept the world at a distance.






As time went
by, the keep out signs stayed posted. I was resigned to living
alone, to never letting anyone in, to having the life that I had carefully constructed over
the past year. It was sometimes odd and lonely, but those feelings were far outweighed by the feelings of safety
and control I had carefully constructed. Safe was good. Lonely was
acceptable as long as I was safe. Distance from the world seemed
odd, but I was in control of that distance, so it worked. No one would ever get in. Nothing
would change that.






Then, it
happened again, nothing, that solid wall, that go to, that most
reliable of ideals, crumbled and
faded away when I met Benny.






***






Right beside
the art supply shop, on the main
street, is a very tiny park. It
has one tree with a plaque showing who donated the tree and that it
is a silver maple. There is a patch of grass, a small fountain and
a bench. The park, the bench,
the fountain and the tree are all
very visible from Main Street as Main Street is very visible from
anywhere you stand in the small
park. It is a tiny piece of
solitude in full view of the world. In other words, it is safe.






I would take
my lunch there on summer afternoons, sit and watch the world go by,
just distant enough to tell myself I was brave, close enough for comfort. That summer
afternoon, eating lunch, basking in my bravery, he came and sat
beside me. He said nothing. He simply looked at me. His eyes clear and bright. I was not afraid. I
was not compelled to stand a run. I looked at him, and I smiled.






“Benny
really likes you,” said the older
man who walked up and stood a few feet away, “he is not usually
that friendly. Don’t get me wrong, he’s not angry or anything, he’s
just the kind of guy who usually keeps to himself, doesn’t take to
strangers.” Benny looked at him and seemed to agree. Benny wasn’t
much of a talker.






“May I?” the
man asked as he approached the bench. He was older, seemed harmless
and yet, I was still uneasy. Benny sensed this, and he got up, walked to the man and held him at
the distance. The man understood
and didn’t try to move closer. How does someone know another person
so well, so quickly? I was amazed. “I’m leaving,” the man said to
me, “I have to go out west, live with my son and his wife.
I’m... well, I’m sick and can’t do
it on my own any longer.”






“I’m sorry,” I
said, planting a keep out sign just in case, “nice of your son to take you in.”






“He’s a good
boy,” he told me, “thing is, his wife, fine woman, she has rules,
lots of rules, if you know what I
mean.” I didn’t, but I nodded anyway, being polite and human, at a distance. Benny kept
his eyes on me. “I don’t know you, but
I’ve seen you around town,” he went on. I could sense he was
working up to something, but I had no idea what it was. “Seems kind
of out of the blue, us being basically strangers and all but, like
I said, he seems to have taken to you and the rules... and...” he
drifted off. He was sad, I could see, there was something
troubling him.






“Sir,” I said,
“is there something I can do for you?” He nodded, took a deep
breath and spoke in a voice that cracked with sadness.






“Would you...
would you take Benny in?” I didn’t hesitate for a second.






“Absolutely,” I said and Benny, sensing the
situation stuck his nose in the
man’s hand and then, he came and sat beside me again. The
man was sorrow and relief. He told me he had Benny’s things in his
car, that he was taking him to the
shelter and had just stopped for a quick, last walk. Benny was only four, but still, the man
worried, because of his shy ways, that he wouldn’t go to
a good family or that he would get
caught up with kids... Benny
wasn’t too fond of kids.






We loaded
Benny’s food, bowls, blankets and bed into my car. They had a last good-bye, he was sad. Benny was
accepting, patient, present. And then, off he went, to his new
life, to his son’s house, to the wife with rules. Benny sat
by my side and watched him go. He howled once, a mournful, low
sound. I looked down at him, and
he kept his eyes on the old man’s car until it was out of sight. He
howled one more time and looked at
me. “You OK,” I asked him. He looked toward where the old man had
been, sighed, looked back at me and said nothing more. He sat
beside me on the floor, behind the counter, in the shop and that
night, I took him home.






***






That was seven
years ago. Since then, he has been with me. I wake in the
morning, and he is there, in his
basket, at the foot of my bed. He lays in his bed until I get up to
use the bathroom, and when I come
out, he is in my bed, his head on my pillow, basking in the warmth.
I head to the kitchen, to make breakfast
and I say to him, “You want a bagel, beagle,” the thing I said to
him our first morning together, not knowing what beagles ate, not
ever having a pet before, knowing only that I liked him and he
seemed okay with me.






So it goes.
When I cry, he sits on the couch
next to me and puts a paw on my leg. When I laugh, he runs around the apartment, tail wagging, tongue
hanging out. When I talk to him, he mutters and grunts back to me.
When I dream the image, in the night, when I feel I am completely
alone, when I am full of fear, suddenly, he climbs onto the bed and
sticks his nose in my face. I don’t know how he knows, he just
knows. Me and Benny the wonder
dog. He’s my partner. Nothing else is
needed in my life, I always say.






There’s that
word again... nothing.






On a Saturday
morning, me and Benny, we were sitting on a bench at the edge of
the beach. The day was clear and warm,
the summer was sending its early calling card and the beach was
speckled with people who were so tired of the cold that they
convinced themselves sixty-five degrees was warm enough to lay on
towels and blankets on the still-cool sand. I sipped coffee
and watched the intrepid bathers,
the roller bladers, and the food
truck crowds. Benny sat beside me, doing the same thing, keeping an
eye on the world around us.






Benny guards
me. If a man comes too close, either on purpose or by accident,
Benny gives him a look. He doesn’t growl or bark, he simply stands up, steps forward and pierces them
with a look of .. well... keep
out. If they are not smart enough to catch on to the look, if
they continue to approach, break the invisible line marking a safe
distance, Benny will give a short, deep bark. It sounds like he is saying enough, as in,
close enough. No one had been stupid, or brave enough, to
continue their approach trajectory
after that subtle but powerful display.






Until
Gabe.






“He certainly
is protective,” Gabe said, taking a few steps back after Benny had
given him a warning, “what’s his
name?” I looked at him over my sunglasses. He was a handsome man. He wore shorts and a
navy blue sweater. He had a nice
smile and an easy manner about him. I wanted to be unafraid
but... I wasn’t. Benny looked at
him, checked his distance and then, gave me a look. He gave me
a low grunt which I took as
permission.






“Benny,” I
said and Benny nodded.






“Hello, Benny,
I’m Gabe.” Benny was not impressed and sat at my feet, keeping his
eyes on Gabe. “I see,” Gabe said, “well, Benny, I am new to the
neighborhood, just out, walking around, getting acclimated to the
place. I just wanted to say hello.” He smiled at me, gave Benny a
little bow and then, moved on.






“What do you
think, Benny,” I said, “he seems... safe.” Benny looked at me and then watched Gabe walk
away. He gave me a soft, low moan which I took as agreement.






***






Over the next few weeks, I would see Gabe often, when I
sat on the bench by the beach. Sometimes he would have his
lunch, and he would sit in the
sand, Benny’s required distance from me and talk with me. I learned he was an artist, a
sculptor, working on a commission for the new library. I learned
that he was single. I learned that his family were dead and that he
was alone in the world. I learned that he was kind. I learned his
studio was only two streets over from my apartment. I learned
that... I liked him. Benny learned all of this as well. We talked
about it at night. Me saying that I felt like I could trust Gabe.
He never tried to sit on the bench with me. He never asked
questions that were too personal or invasive. He sensed there was
something going on with me, I could tell, but he never asked. I
said I thought he was different,
that he might be okay. Benny grunted, put his head on my lap and
looked up at me, thinking, then, giving me a grunt of agreement. I
thought I was ready.






I was
wrong.






One day,
sitting on the bench, Gabe sitting in the sand a few feet away, he
asked me to dinner. Benny had
known seconds before I did
that I wasn’t ready.






“So, what do
you think,” Gabe said, kneeling, getting ready to stand, “want to
have dinner with me tonight?” Benny was up, standing, moving
forward, stepping in front of me and making low grunts. Gabe took a step back. My stomach turned a
little.






“I...” I
stammered, “I’m not... no, no,
thank you.” He didn’t push, didn’t ask why, he accepted the answer,
smiled and stepped away with a wave. Benny turned and looked at me.
“What,” I said to him. He looked at Gabe and then back at me, he
gave me a grunt and then stood up, his paws on my lap, he put his
nose close to my face and grunted again. He held my look then
looked back at Gabe. “All right,” I said
and then called out to Gabe. “Hey, Gabe,” he stopped and turned,
Benny got down, “that’s not... no, never, that’s... that’s
just no... not right
now...OK?” He smiled and
nodded.






“I understand,
thanks, Benny,” he said waved and walked on. Benny gave him a light
bark and then looked at me.






“Oh,” I said
to him, “you’re pretty proud of yourself aren’t you?” He
grunted.






***






Three days
later, Gabe sat in the sand and pulled a sandwich out of
a bag. Benny walked forward, took
the sandwich gently in his mouth and brought it to the bench,
placed it beside me and then sat looking at Gabe.






“All right,”
Gabe said, came and sat next to me. He didn’t make a big deal of
it, just sat, talked to me and ate his sandwich. It was fine. I
felt easy. All was well until he
did something, laughed, moved a certain way, something random and
the image flooded back into my head. Benny knew immediately, and he jumped up on the bench
between us and sat, looking Gabe in the face, giving him
the look.






“OK,” Gabe
said and gathered his things, thanked me for the talk and wandered off down the beach. Benny
put his head in my lap and sighed. I stroked his head.






“I know,
Benny,” I said, “it was going so well.”






***






The days
went by. I worked in the shop, Benny sat behind the counter or
roamed the shop sniffing customers, being sweet, watching out for
me. I taught my classes, Benny sat by my easel and watched the
other painters, now and then making the rounds, looking up at
canvases... low, disapproving howl
at Mrs. Renthal’s attempts at pointillism. Home at night maybe we’d
walk to the beach. He was there to comfort me when the image
suddenly appeared, triggered by something or nothing. Life went
on.






I saw Gabe
almost every day. Benny was now allowing him to sit next to me
without being invited. Gabe seemed to be fine with that. He didn’t
ask me out again for a month, and
when he did, Benny gave me a look, which I took as encouragement,
and I said yes. We had dinner in a nice fish place down the beach,
walked in the sand after and then he walked me home. At the door
Benny put himself between me and Gabe, no space for a good night
kiss; I wasn’t ready for
that, and Benny knew it.






A week later,
another date, dinner, walk. A week
later, repeat. I was getting more and more comfortable with Gabe,
the fears and worries were slipping way back into the recesses of
my mind. Benny was still protective, but
he allowed us to hold hands while we walked the beach and, after
our fifth date, he stepped back, left space between Gabe and I. But
I still wasn’t ready for the kissing... not just yet.






***






“You want a
bagel, beagle,” I said one morning after I had been, for lack of a
better term to describe things,
dating Gabe for over two months. We puttered out to the
kitchen, I put on the coffee,
cooked some bacon, scrambled some eggs, giving Benny his portion,
we sat and read the morning paper. There was a local story about a
woman named Casey. She was about to receive her Ph.D. in physics.
There was a picture, and she
looked beautiful, happy. Suddenly the image came back, and I started to shake. Benny abandoned
his breakfast, pulled the paper off the table and shook it. He then
climbed on the table and put his face in front of mine. He woofed,
softly. I thought about Casey and Amber. I thought about how I had
blamed them, left that horrible note for each of them and then,
just vanished. It caused my heart to
ache.






Benny kept his nose in my face; he kept up the soft
woofing, but it wasn’t helping. I pushed him away, something I had
never done before. He got off the table, and I lay down on the
couch and cried. I cried for a long time and eventually, I cried
myself to sleep. I woke when I heard the sound of metal hitting the
floor. I sat up and looked down, Benny was sitting on the floor, a
small, metal hammer at his feet. “What have you got there Benny,” I
asked and then, there was a knock on the door. It was
Gabe; he was out of breath. I opened the door.






“Hey,” he said, “I hate to bother you, but Benny stole
one of my tools.” Benny was at my side, looking up at Gabe,
his tail wagging.






“Benny, what
did you do,” I said to him and he woofed. I invited Gabe in. He
picked up his hammer and
laughed.






“I was in the
studio, he walked in, took the hammer off one of the tables and just walked out. I went
after him, but boy, he’s fast.” I
offered him coffee, apologized for Benny, and we sat at the table. He looked at me. “Um...
have you been crying?” I wanted to tell him, I needed to tell
someone. I wanted to talk about Casey and Amber; I wanted to talk about the image, but I hesitated.
Then, Benny put his paws on Gabe’s lap and placed the newspaper
there.






Because he knew.






“Gabe,” I
said, “I like you.” He smiled, and
I felt instantly bad because what
I was going to say now would probably make him run screaming. I
liked his smile, and I didn’t want
him to leave but, I knew I had to tell him. No, I didn’t have to,
no one was forcing me, not even Benny, I wanted to tell him.
I took the newspaper and turned to the story about Casey.






“This
is... well, she was my best friend
since I was four years old...” I started
and stopped. Benny woofed. I continued. “Gabe, when I was in
college, something terrible happened...”






And then, it came out, all that I had been hiding,
fearing, the story, the way I behaved after, the way I blamed Casey
and Amber, it all came out. I talked and talked. I
cried, and Benny sat on my lap. I
told him everything and... he
stayed at the table. He didn’t run screaming. He didn’t ask any
probing questions; he listened. He sat, and he listened. When I was done, he thought for a moment, nodded and then he
spoke.






“So,” he said,
“do you want a date for your friend’s graduation?” It was the
perfect response.






“Yes, please,”
I said.






***






Amber was
there, of course, but I didn’t approach her or Casey until after
the ceremony. I saw them standing together, having pictures
taken, and I approached them
slowly, Gabe and Benny by my side. They looked shocked when they
saw me. I congratulated Casey and after an uneasy minute, they both
hugged me. Gabe and Benny went for a walk leaving me with the
girls, telling me they would be nearby, and I sat with my friends determined to talk with
them, tell them everything.






“What if...”
I said once I was alone with them. “What
if something terrible happened to me and, because I didn’t know how
to handle it, I blamed my two best friends in the world, and I
vanished from their lives without ever explaining
myself?”






“We would
still love you,” Casey said.






“Nothing
changes that,” Amber assured me.






Nothing. It
was true.






After two
hours, I finally said good-bye to them, and we promised to meet again later in the week. My
friendship with these amazing women had not been destroyed. I was still loved and cared for. Hugging them again, waving bye and then
running back for more contact, I felt some of the life that had
been stolen or lost flood back into me.






When I found
Gabe and Benny, they were laying in the grass, Gabe was asleep,
Benny had his head on Gabe’s chest, his eyes open, watching for my
return. When he saw me, he got up and ran to me. I got on my knees
and hugged him. He put his nose in
my face, looked into my eyes and woofed, his tail wagging a mile a
minute. Because he knew.






We walked to
Gabe, and I got down and put my
face right in front of his, our noses almost touching and then I
woofed. His eyes popped open, and
he smiled.






“Thank you,” I
said to him and, without hesitation, I kissed him. I kissed him for
a long moment and then, sat back. Benny stepped in, put his face
right in Gabe’s face, woofed and then, licked him. Gabe laughed.
Benny knew.






The image is
still there, but now, it appears less and less often. When it does,
when something triggers it, Benny is there. Right beside me. Right
beside Gabe and they sit with me. They don’t ask why, they don’t
ask what they can do, they sit with me. Because they know.






Gabe is
a wonderful man.






Benny... He is
the wonder dog.






Nothing will
change that.






Now... I am
confident of that.






***


















 The Other
Woman







by

Linda Wiggins


She went to
his page once more, wondering why she insisted on punishing herself
like this, but it was the obsession that had replaced him. Looking
at his pictures, kissing the other woman, smiling blissfully at
each other in all of the old familiar places. Jennifer felt the
sharp, stabbing pain in her chest every time she clicked, by now it
was familiar. Andrew had moved on long before, and she was left to wonder why.






A tear made its way down her cheek, but worse, it was
the need she felt, the sharp hunger pang that still made her heart
beat faster when she saw his face look back at her from the
screen. The bastard still turned her on. She only saw his face when she closed her eyes and ran
her hands down her flesh, remembering every detail of his scent and
the way his mouth would touch hers and the feel of his hair on her
neck as he would begin moving his kisses down her trembling
body.






She felt weak
for letting it go this far, but she never could say no to him and
now it had become imperative. Jennifer moved the small vibrator
underneath her satin panties, noting how soaked she already was
just picturing his face. She spread her legs further apart and ran
the toy up her parted lips, imagining Andrew's lips kissing her
there. It glided in a soft circle around her hard clitoris, and she moaned while touching herself.
Had there ever been a time when his soft touch there hadn't made
her slick and panting, ready for him and begging for more? His name
escaped her lips, alone, in the dark, and Jennifer moved her hips
back and forth, his tongue suddenly worshiping her once more. Her
orgasm was sweet, and the
vibration rode down her thighs and for a few moments, it seemed
that he had been there all the while.
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