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Love, Life, and Chicken Pot Pie
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I was working on dinner when my favorite person in the world decided to let me know he didn’t feel the same any longer.

Eric, a handsome devil with dark brown hair and eyes, came in straight from work acting unusually fidgety. We didn’t live together, but Eric always stopped by my house for dinner, usually with me fixing it. The fidgety part, though, that was new. On a normal day, Eric was as laid back as they came, which grounded my more high-strung nature, balancing each other out. Actually, that’s not quite right. We were just like this chicken pot pie that I was trying to perfect. All great ingredients separately, but put them together, and we made a really messy, delicious relationship. Every couple should be as close as we were.

“Mel, I need some space.”

My mind screeched a halt with its sentimental rambling. “What do you mean, you need space?” I demanded, as I stopped trying to pinch the edges together of the pie crust over the chicken and vegetables mixture. The crimped edges were mangled anyway.

Eric sighed, rubbing his hands over his face before he spoke again. He looked unhappy that he had to explain.

“This,” he gestured between him and me, “isn’t working right now. I think we need some space. Our relationship isn’t what I need at the moment.”

Eric, that handsome jerk, was still in a suit. He should be burning up—it was going to be the Fourth of July next week, and it was a record scorcher. The rest of the summer was probably going to be miserable with the humidity and daytime temperatures in the upper nineties or low hundreds. 

Instead, Eric wasn’t even perspiring, and the kitchen was sweltering, despite the fact that I had turned down the thermostat earlier. Since I wasn’t teaching third grade at the moment, I was in old shorts and a tank top. I hadn’t bothered to put an apron on, so I had white streaks from the flour against the dark blue material of the tank, plus some of the sauce and chicken juice. Ugh. My hair was pulled up in a messy ponytail, and Chapstick was my only concession to makeup. Plus, I was sweating. Did I put on enough deodorant? I mean, I was being dumped. Of course I should look like I’d been rode hard and put up wet.

However, I was determined to do one thing that I could temporarily control—I refused to become a hysterical female. I’d cry later, while I mixed tea, while I unloaded the dishwasher, while I waited for this stupid pie to bake that I’d apparently be eating on my own.

I enjoyed eating chicken pot pie when it was cold outside, in a restaurant. Even the frozen variety was pretty good, considering all you did was either stick it in the oven or microwave. It was just when I was making them at home that I never could get them the way I wanted them. I was using a new recipe I’d pulled off the internet, hopeful this recipe would be the winner.

Today, I had wanted cold and refreshing chicken salad. That one turned out right every single time. Grapes, pecans, it didn’t matter. I just never did onions. Ever. Guess what Eric had been craving? That’s right, my homemade chicken pot pie, because that was his favorite. He’d probably been planning to break up with me when he asked me to fix it. 

“For how long?” I asked. Was I being laid off, or was this a permanent firing? I doubted this was some benevolent sabbatical. I stared straight at him. His eyes slid from mine to check out my white-tiled countertop.

He shrugged before he looked back at me. “I don’t know. We’ve been together for a long time. I just need to see what’s out there, before I settle down. I mean, it’s better to get the divorce before the marriage, right?”

Four years. We’d been a couple since our sophomore year of college, and there had still been no ring in sight. I’d even stopped subtly hinting about it. Divorce before marriage, my rear. This was just his excuse for wanting to justify breaking up with me.

Pretty much all of our friends had gotten married. I knew I was an object of pity with my girlfriends, who usually told me I shouldn’t put up with this crap if I was unhappy with the situation, especially since I’d told Eric a few times about said unhappiness. Deep down I knew they were right. It’s just, I’d invested so much time with him, and if I ended it, I’d have to start all over again. That means something. Doesn’t it?

“So you want us to see other people?” I asked. What’s good for the goose, and all that. My best friend, Leslie, and our other girlfriends were going to be sad but also thrilled for me.

Eric looked surprised that I was so calm about this, or maybe it was the fact that I had said “us” instead of “you”. “Uh, yeah.”

“Okay, then.” Hot tears were starting to form, but I willed them away, blinking rapidly. None of them spilled over. I could do this. I was going to look to the future. My wonderful future without the blockhead.

“You’re okay with all of this?” Eric asked incredulously.

I shook my head. “Of course not! I’m so not okay with all of this. But I can’t stop you, so there it is.” I couldn’t control what he did, but I could stop myself from tossing the pie into his stupid, handsome face.

“But I thought...” Eric was disappointed. Boo hoo.

“What? You thought I’d break down and be all hysterical and everything? Fall to my knees and beg you to stay? Please.” I huffed a little bit for dramatic effect, which allowed my stuffy nose to get a reprieve, at least until he was gone.

“Oh. Well, I guess this is it for a while.”

“Guess so.” Actually, whether he knew it or not, this was it. Period.

“Are you going to be okay?”

I rolled my eyes. “Yes, Eric, I will be fine. I do have a life outside of you, you know.” I had friends, I had work—okay, so I didn’t have work at the moment, church activities, family stuff...I guess I needed to get a new Plus One for my second cousin’s wedding this weekend. Three days to possibly find a date and not scare him off with the wedding request. Forget it. I needed space from other guys, period, for a little while, at least through the weekend. The only thing worse than having your relatives pity you was being a pity date. That was one experience I could knowingly do without. As for the Fourth of July barbeque at my aunt and uncle’s house coming up? All anyone cared about was that I was bringing the deviled eggs. Whew.

Eric nodded. “Can I call you in a few weeks?” I already doubted he’d call.

I shrugged, already resigned to forever without him. “Sure.” I absolutely would not be calling him. Chasing after a man that doesn’t want you never bodes well for your future. My momma taught me that. I was worth more than that.

“Hey, just because we’re seeing other people doesn’t mean we have to stop being together, you know? What do you think?”

Seriously? For someone who dealt with rich people’s money on a regular basis, he was pretty stupid. I rued the day I met him, besides the last four years I wasted on him.

“Seriously? No, we are definitely not together.”

Eric was starting to look concerned. Maybe he realized he made a mistake by trying to have his cake and eat it, too. Gluttony is never appreciated by the ones who do without. “Well, can I at least kiss you bye?”

“No, Eric. You may not kiss me.” My tone was biting, but I didn’t care. I’d had enough of this crap, and I just needed to be alone. He wanted to have his space, so that’s what he was going to get. “Now get out of here before you make me even madder. I’ve got to make slits in the crust, and you probably shouldn’t be around me holding a knife for a while.” The gleam of the knife I was holding caught his eye.

He skedaddled right out of there, the back door swinging shut, the frame catching the door that had been swelling from the heat and moisture. Putting down the knife, I stalked over to the door, opened it, and slammed it shut. Then I deadbolted it, and locked the handle. It did no good, but it made me feel a little better. I remembered I needed to get the pie in the oven.
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