Chapter One

Closure

Lisa Chambers could barely believe it had been six months

since her husband admitted to having an affair. After

twenty years of marriage, her husband Collin, decided

to throw away the life they had built together; seemingly

without a thought. As she strolled down the crowded

streets, her mind traveled back to that disconcerting time

when he confessed of his infidelity.

     
I knew something wasn’t right; we always hung out

like buddies. Our free time was spent going to dinner,

sharing stories of our work week, seeing a movie, or just

hanging out at home. We were happy, as long as we were

together, or so I thought. 

    
 Then I noticed Collin started hanging 

with the fellas more and more. I used to be able to look at the clock

and know within a five minute range what time my man

would be walking through the door after a long day at

work. He started calling at least twice a week to tell me

that he would be a little late. Our weekends spent together,

no longer seemed to satisfy him. He suddenly preferred

going camping with his friends instead of spending time

with me. I thought, When did he get this propensity for camping

in the wilderness? He was always a sharp dresser but,

he took this talent to another level. He began wearing the

latest gear by the most popular hip-hop artists. On top of

this, he also started listening to rap. I mean, we’ve always

enjoyed a little ol’ school rap, but now he was into the

new rap like T.I., Ying Yang Twins, Jay Z, even Lil Jon—

now what man in his forties liked listening to that fool?

    
 I have to admit there were some red flags that I should

have paid attention to but I told myself that he was going

through a little middle life crisis and it would pass. After

about two months of this nonsense I confronted him regarding

his change in character. Collin said I was crazy—

there was nothing going on; he was just hanging with the

boys, and after twenty years of marriage he thought our

marriage could handle it. I thought he was right at the

time, and I left it alone.

     
A week later, Collin started acting weird, very nervous

and paranoid, he wasn’t sleeping or eating much; which

was a major red flag, because my man could throw down

when it comes to food. I really became concerned when he

started loosing weight. One evening I confronted him and

I wouldn’t let up until I got some answers.

     
Well, I got my answer. Collin broke down and told me

he’d been having an affair and the woman was pregnant.

It felt as if someone had suddenly sucked all of the air out

of the room; everything was getting dark, I was going to

pass out at any second. It was like everything was moving

in slow motion. He was still talking but I couldn’t comprehend

the words coming out of his mouth. I was having

an out-of-body experience, I felt as though my body had

ascended and was hovering over the top of the room. I

could see two people that resembled Collin and myself,

but it couldn’t be us. Collin would never have said to me,

the things that were said, that had the potential of shattering

the life that we had built for ourselves. I forced myself

to once again focus on what he was saying.

     
Collin said, “All week I’ve been trying to figure out

how to tell you. I never wanted to hurt you.” Now, please

tell me, How in the hell can you tell your wife you got someone

pregnant without hurting her?

    
 I just walked out of the house. I couldn’t look at him

for another minute without acting on the urge to slap the

crap out of him and jab him in the eye with a screwdriver

over and over again until fragments of his brain begin to

ooze from his eye socket. So instead I drove for hours up

the coast; it was dark, I felt like I was driving into a big

black hole. I guess I wanted the night to swallow me up,

anything to stop the pain. I ended up at a beautiful quaint

little hotel. I checked in around 3 a.m. Thank God they had

a vacancy because I was tired as hell. The bellboy—or is it

bellman?—asked if he could help me with my bags. I told

him no, I had nothing. I guess he could see the sadness

and loneliness in my eyes because he looked at me as if he

wanted to give me a big bear hug and tell me everything

would be OK.

     
When I finally crawled out of the comfortable hotel

bed, I called into the office to let everyone know that I

would not be in. I went home around 4 p.m. For some

unknown reason I went straight to our closet to see if

Collin’s clothes were still there; they were. What was I

expecting? My stomach was turning flips, my head was

throbbing, and my heart was beating so fast I thought it

would overheat and I’d have a heart attack any minute.

    
 As it got closer to 6 p.m., the time Collin usually got

home from work, I became more and more anxious. When

I heard the garage door open I suddenly had the urge to

vomit. He entered the house through the garage door and

was startled when he saw me standing in front of him.

     
He said, “Hi, are you OK?”

     
“Oh yeah, I’m peachy, never been better.”

    
 “No need to be sarcastic Lisa, let me take a shower and

then we’ll talk.”

    
 “Yeah, wash the smell of your girlfriend off before you

sit down and have a heart-to-heart with your wife.” He

ignored my mordacious remark and went up the stairs.

After about fifteen minutes I joined him in our room. He’d

just finished drying off and putting on the old raggedy

gray shorts he usually wore. We sat down in the sitting

area and Collin looked me dead into my eyes and said,

“I know you probably won’t believe this but I love you

more than anything in this world and I never meant to

hurt you. But I can’t turn back the hands of time, what has

happened has happened. I only hope that in time you will

be able to forgive me. I didn’t mean for my relationship

with this woman to happen or to go on as long as it has.”

     
“As long as it has?” I screamed. I wanted to beat the hell

out of him and then choke the life out of his beaten body.

    
 “Yes, Lisa. I have been having an affair with her for the

past four months.” No this asshole didn’t just tell me that

he had been sneaking around behind my back sleeping

with this tramp for the last four months. I swear I wanted

to kill him. So many thoughts were going through my

head: How did this happen to us? I was a good wife. I had

dedicated more than half of my life to this man. What was

it about this woman that he would allow her to destroy

our lives like this? Did he use protection? Well obviously

not, since she was pregnant. Who else knew about this?

His friends? I could picture the two of them laughing at

me while wrapped in each others arms after having wild

passionate sex. I shook these thoughts out of my head just

in time to hear this jerk say, “I need to get a divorce.” I

was getting myself prepared to hear him beg me not to

leave him, what happened? Again, all of the air I had in

my lungs disappeared; I don’t know where it went, I sat

there breathless. I had to force myself to breathe. I couldn’t

believe what I was hearing. Not only did he cheat on me

and get the woman pregnant, he took my choice away to

evaluate my options of staying with him or kicking his

sorry butt to the curb.

    
I began to cry; I felt the tears dropping in droves onto

my lap. The tears were from hurt, betrayal and anger.

How dare he ask me for a divorce, when he should have

been begging for my forgiveness. Collin reached out to

me. I told him, “Don’t you dare touch me. Pack yo shit

and get the fuck out.” I was so angry I could barely talk. I

felt nothing but pure rage for him. I guess Collin could see

death in my eyes because he just packed a few things and

left without saying another word.

     
Well … it’s still hard to believe I’m divorced. The holiday

season had always been my favorite time of the year,

but all that happened right before Thanksgiving. Needless

to say, it’s not my favorite time of the year any more.

     
Today the weather is perfect, a warm 75 degrees in

the middle of May, but Lisa grew tired of walking in the

sun. Finally the four women went into one of the casinos.

Las Vegas was much prettier outside at night. The slots are

calling my name, Lisa thought.

    
Lisa’s cousins, Tiffany, Erica, and Valencia decided to

kidnap her and whisk her away for a weekend filled with

fun, and it was just what she needed—some time from

her everyday routine. Since the separation she had been

working like a dog.

     
Tiffany orchestrated the whole plan to get Lisa away

from home this weekend. Her divorce became final yesterday

and Tiffany didn’t want her to sit in her big house alone

still wondering how her life had taken such a drastic turn.

     
Tiffany and Lisa were very close. Tiffany’s mom which

is Lisa’s maternal aunt had some issues raising Tiffany as

a single parent so Tiffany stayed with Lisa’s family most

of the time when she was a young child until she moved

in permanently when she was a young teen.

     
Erica and Valencia met cousins Tiffany and Lisa four

years ago at a family reunion and have been hanging out

with them whenever they got the chance. The three of

them look to Lisa as a big sister. Lisa gladly accepted that

role since she was an only child. Tiffany has been like a

little sister to her for most of her life, but Lisa felt the more

the merrier.

    
Lisa finally found a quarter machine she usually had

luck on. She plopped down in front of the machine and

started feeding a couple of twenty dollar bills into the

slot.

    
“OK machine, be nice to me.” She began her ritual of

rubbing the front of the slot machine as if this habit had or

would bring her luck. It had never worked before but she

was no quitter.

     
While continuously feeding the machine, Lisa continued

to reminisce about her marriage that had ended so

abruptly.

     
After Collin told me that he wanted a divorce he

quickly filed for the divorce papers. We had a lot of assets

we had acquired throughout the years, mainly single

family homes, duplexes, and a couple of fourplexes. Collin

was more than generous; he allowed me to divide the

properties how I wanted without reproach. As a matter of

fact, he hardly said a word to me throughout the whole
process. He looked beat up, sad, disappointed, but mostly

angry. He could only be upset with himself. I mean, no

one forced him to cheat on me or to cheat without using

protection. If anyone had the right to be angry all the time

it was me. With AIDS rapidly flowing through our community,

he could have easily given me a disease I could

not get rid of. Thank God my tests have come out negative.

Being as cautious as I am I had three HIV tests performed

within a six month period.

     
“OK machine, I think I’ve given you enough of my

money, it’s time for you to pay out.”

     
“Do you think the machine’s listening?” a man said

standing behind her. Although the sound of the voice

coming from behind her was sexy she was in no mood to

be bothered with the pimp-looking negroes that looked

like they were on their way to the Players Ball that usually

flooded the casinos on the weekends. Therefore she

resisted facing the inevitable and remained focused on the

numbers flashing across the screen.

    
“Well, it better. I’ve given it enough of my money for it

to answer.” The man sat down at the slot machine next to

her, but she refused to take her eyes off of her machine.

     
She began rubbing on the slot machine again, “Come

on give me a double or triple something, anything.”

     
“I haven’t had much luck either. Maybe I should try

that.”

    
 “YES! Finally! I hit it. Triple Fives all the way across.

It’s about time,” Lisa shouted.

    
 “Maybe you should rub some of that luck on me,” the

man said in a calm cool voice.

    
 Lisa’s smile was wide and her teeth were pearly white.

She was a light complexion woman with deep dimples

and big brown almond-shaped eyes. She had a small phy
sique: five foot one and no more than a buck-twenty. Her

hair was medium brown with streaks of blonde.

     
Lisa finally looked at the man that had been sitting

next to her trying desperately to get her attention for the

past few minutes. He was a little young and very good

looking. His hair was naturally curly and kind of messy.

His skin was caramel brown and he had dark thick eyebrows

with light hazel eyes. His body was sleek but muscular.

She recognized this man; he was a famous singer.

Lisa thought, He’s probably used to charming the panties off

of any and all women he come into contact with. He’s probably

expecting me to start drooling any second now. That won’t be

happening.

     
As she sat anxiously waiting for the cashiers to come

to get her information so they could bring her money, the

handsome man insisted on trying to get her to go to dinner

with him.

     
“With all that money you won, you should take me

out to dinner,” he said.

     
Lisa’s face crinkled up. “I don’t think so.”

     
“What’s your name?”

     
“Lisa.”

    
 He had a mischievous look. “So are you going to take

me to dinner? I’ll stay here and keep you company while

you wait all night for that jackpot you just won.” His sexy

voice was captivating.

     
Before Lisa could respond the cashier walked up and

congratulated her.

    
 “We got a lucky one here!” The cashier yelled.

     
Lisa smiled from ear to ear. “That’s me and it’s about

time.”

     
“OK, lucky lady, I’ll need your ID and I’ll be right

back with your money.” Lisa watched the woman as she

walked away. The man tapped her on her shoulder.

     
“So are we going to dinner or what?” he said

persistently.

    
“Are you still here?” Lisa said jokingly.

     
“OK, will you at least let me take you to dinner?” He

said while placing his hand over his chest pleading with

her to have dinner with him.

     
Lisa giggled shaking her head at his weak but sweet

attempts. “You know I’m really flattered but I’m here with

my family and I can’t leave them.”

     
“Who said anything about leaving anybody, they can

come too.”

     
The cashier returned and began counting out the

money to Lisa. “One hundred, two hundred … twentyfour

hundred, and twenty-five hundred.”

    
 “AHHHH thank you, thank you, thank you! Lisa

shouted while confessing to the man, “I have never won

this much money ever.” Lisa looked like a child on Christmas

day.

    
“You are so beautiful. You have to let me take you out.”

    
Lisa’s cousins spotted her and rushed towards her.

They noticed the guy sitting talking with her was a famous

singer. He sang mostly love ballads. He was Michael

Fontaine.

     
Lisa waved with excitement for them to hurry.

     
“Lisa, how much did you win?” Erica yelled.

    
 “Twenty-five big ones!”

    
At the same time a man walked up to the ladies and

Michael. “Damn Michael, how you get all these fine

women over here.” The man said. Lisa’s cousins started

giggling like a bunch of school girls.

     
“Well, this beautiful woman is Lisa and I don’t know

the other gorgeous women.” Then turning to the handsome

stranger, Michael continued, “This is Greg and I’m

Michael.”

    
“Hi, this is Tiffany, Valencia, and Erica, my cousins.”

     
“So, are you ladies here for a special occasion or just

hanging out?” Greg asked.

    
Greg was tall, with smooth mocha skin, with a very

thin neatly shaved beard lining his jawbone. His hair was

dark, wavy, and neatly trimmed. He was the definition of

tall, dark, and handsome.

     
Tiffany answered, “Actually, we just came here to get

this one,” turning towards Lisa, “out of the house so she

could have some fun for a change.” Lisa looked at her as

if she wanted to pop her in the back of her head, like your

parents did when you acted up in public. Tiffany said innocently,

“What?”

   
  Michael closely watched her every expression. “Yeah,

what’s wrong Lisa?”

     
Lisa turned back towards Michael with a raised eyebrow

as if to say, You don’t even know me like that. “Anyway,

I was just telling Lisa we should all go out to dinner.”

     
Lisa’s eyes had not moved from him. She whispered,

“You’re still on that.”

    
 Tiffany yelled quickly, “That’ll work.”

    
 Valencia and Erica both chimed in, “Yeah I could go

for that.” Looking like a couple of girls in the pulpit about

to get their praise on.

     Greg said, “OK, so where would you lovely ladies like

to go?”

    
 “Let’s go to Joe’s over in Caesar’s,” Valencia answered.

    
 Lisa looked at Michael, “I guess you got your way.”

    
 He smiled, “Not yet but I’m still hoping.”

     
They all headed towards the exit. Valencia, Tiffany, and

Erica were walking with Greg, and Michael was trying to

keep Lisa secluded off to the side so he could have her to

himself. Michael could have his pick of women with his

looks and that sexy voice and there were plenty of little

hoochies as well as attractive classy women around trying to

get his attention but he was focused only on one woman.

     
While walking to the restaurant Michael grilled Lisa

with a multitude of questions. He asked about her job,

where she lived, children….. It seemed he wanted to know

everything in as short of time as possible. Finally Lisa

asked, “Is this twenty questions?”

  
   Michael laughed, “I’m sorry I was throwing them out

there pretty fast huh?”

    
 “Yeah, I thought I was being interrogated.”

    
 “Sorry,” Michael said while tugging on her blouse to

pull her a little closer to him.

    
 “So who’s watching your daughter?” He was at it again,

“I’m doing it again, I’m really sorry, I’ll stop I promise.”

“She’s watching herself, she’s twenty-five.”

Michael’s face dropped in astonishment. “Twenty-five?

How old are you?” As soon as the question came out of his

mouth, he realized this is yet another question and one

that a woman may not want to answer. “You don’t have to

answer that. I’m sorry.”

“It’s OK Michael. I’m not ashamed of God’s blessing,

I’m forty-five.”

“Damn! You are so fine.”

“Why because I’m forty-five?” Lisa laughed.

“No. Wow, I’m really messing up with you huh?”

“It’s OK,” Lisa laughed. “Why don’t you tell me something

about yourself.”

“Well, what would you like to know?”

“What do you like to do besides singing those sexy

love songs?”

“Oh, so you do know who I am?”

“Yeah I noticed who you were.”

“You were so cold towards me, I thought you didn’t

know. Not that I expected you to be all over me.”

 
“Yes you did,” Lisa said with a smirky smile.

Greg and the ladies were already at the door of the

restaurant. Valencia turned looking back at Michael and

Lisa, “come on slow polks.”

Customers watched, stared and pointed at the group

as they were escorted to a table in the back of the restaurant.

Valencia and Erica seemed to enjoy the attention

received from hanging out with the famous singer and

producer. Greg was known in the music industry for his

work for the past ten years. He produced songs for some

of the most popular R&B singers.

Everyone made polite small talk at the table while

waiting for their meals. Greg was quite the ladies man; he

seemed delighted to be in the presence of four gorgeous

women. Michael was a little on the quiet side and was

not as comfortable with a large group of people. His focus

was only on one of the women. He was very attentive.

Lisa was impressed with his lack of concern for all of the

attention he was getting from the women in the restaurant.

Although impressed, he was still a celebrity and whether

a singer or an actor they all knew how to turn it on and off.

Lisa thought, He probably could tell that I’m not impressed

with his status so he’s trying to pretend he’s not dying to jump

into one of these women’s panties. Well it really doesn’t matter

anyway because I am not about to give a celebrity a second

thought after he is out of my face.

After dinner, Greg suggested they all go to a club and

work off the big meal. Lisa’s cousins being much younger

were ecstatic with the suggestion. They frequented the

clubs often but Lisa was not into the whole club scene.

“Sounds like a plan,” Erica boasted.

Valencia agreed, “Yeah let’s go.”

Tiffany noticed Lisa’s frown and turned to Erica and

Valencia, while nodding her head towards Lisa, “Did you

two forget why we came here? It wasn’t to go clubbing,

remember?”

Erica and Valencia looked at Lisa and disappointedly

said, “Oh yeah.”

Then trying to sound encouraging Erica said, “Well it

might be fun for you.”

“I don’t wanna go to some club. I’m too old for that

mess.” Lisa looked as if she was almost insulted by the idea.

“The last thing I want to see, especially here in Vegas, is a

bunch of half dressed sluts throwing themselves at every

man that pass by.”

“Too old?” Greg laughed. “How old are you?” He asked.

“Forty-five.”

“Damn! Are you serious?”

Michael burst out laughing, “She’s serious. Calm down

man.”

They arrived to one of the jam-packed nightclubs and

was shown directly to a table in the VIP section. Before Tiffany

could sit, Greg grabbed her onto the dance floor. Two

other men pulled Valencia and Erica to the floor as well. Michael

and Lisa sat at the table watching the crowd dance.

Michael could see the disappointment on Lisa’s face.

“This is not your thing, is it?” He asked.

“Well, I love music but this is too much. It’s the young

women. I mean I guess I can just sit here and be entertained.”

Michael smiled at her. “You know I really would like to

get to know you.”

“Why?” She thought, you might be fine but I’m not one of

these little young chicks that will spread my legs because you have

a little money and a handsome face.

 “Because I think you’re beautiful and it seems like

you’re real.”

Michael leaned in and whispered, “Why don’t you let

me take you somewhere else?”

Lisa frowned and leaned away from him, “I don’t

know you like that! You might take me off somewhere and

do something to me.” She realized her paranoia and they

both burst into laughter.

“There’s another spot in this casino that’s a little more

our speed.”

“Our speed? I thought you were comfortable right here.”

“Not really. I don’t need all of this and I’m not turned

on by it,” Michael said as he pointed to the half naked

women prancing in front of him.

“What about Greg and my cousins?”

When the song ended and everyone came back to the

table, Michael asked the ladies permission to take Lisa to

another lounge as if she were five years old. Tiffany thought

it was a great idea, she was always playing match-maker.

Michael was delighted that her cousins were more than

happy for him to take Lisa to a more intimate setting. They

all agreed on a set time to meet in a couple of hours.

Michael and Lisa arrived at the lounge where four fine

brothers were performing on stage. They acknowledged

Michael with nods and waves as soon as they walked in.

Michael found a table and quickly escorted Lisa to it. She

was impressed with his chivalrous manners. Lisa thought,

Collin was a good husband but he didn’t pull chairs out for me or

open car doors; he opened other doors but not car doors. Maybe

we had been married too long. Wait a minute, he didn’t do it

when we were dating either. That jerk.

As Lisa sat rocking to the sounds of classic R&B, Michael’s

eyes were drawn to her. He watched her every

move, expression, and gesture; photographing her with

his mind. She had on white pants that were hugging her

every curve, with a royal blue top draping slightly over her

left shoulder. She was perfectly proportioned: voluptuous

breasts, small waist, and perfectly sized hips and thighs.

Lisa could see from her peripheral vision that Michael was

looking in her direction instead of that of the stage but

she decided to ignore his obvious attention and continued

yelling and clapping for the young performers.

One of the men started singing “How Can You Mend

a Broken Heart” by Al Green. Lisa’s eyes closed for a second

as she took in a deep breath, allowing a strong sexy

moan out. Seeing this, Michael took her hand and said, “I

love this song, come dance with me.”

Lisa smiled. Michael was reading her mind. They made

their way to the small crowded dance floor. Michael pulled

Lisa close to him and held her tightly against his body.

Lisa thought, Dang this man smells so good and feels even

better. WOW, now I could stay right here all night. Michael

was holding Lisa around her waist but one hand was

slowly stroking her back. Lord, please let these men adlib

to this song and make it last just a little longer. OK, I need

to calm myself down, has it been this long or is he really this

sweet and sexy? Regardless of how fine a man is, sweetness has

always been my weakness. Michael slightly bent over so that

they were cheek to cheek. Lisa caught herself sinking into

Michael’s body. She raised her head slightly and as they

gazed into each other’s eyes; she looked at him as if she

knew he understood her. But how could this be? They had

just met a few hours earlier.

“Are you OK?”

“Yes,” she whispered. Michael continued staring deep

into her eyes and then rested his forehead on hers. For

a moment Lisa closed her eyes, and as the book says,

 “Exhaled.” The song ended and Lisa pulled away embarrassed

for allowing herself to get so lost into the song and

into Michael.

“It’s nothing like an Al Green song, huh?” Lisa tried to

minimize the obviously strong chemistry they both felt.

Michael hadn’t released her yet and did not say a word

for a few seconds.

“Are you ready to go?” Lisa asked.

“Yes, let’s take a walk.” In the past hour the lounge

had gotten packed. The ol’ school brothers had everybody

in a partying mood. Michael released her and guided her

through the crammed lounge. They strolled through the

congested casino and finally arrived at the exit that led

them to a stunning garden. The night air was warm; the

garden was beautifully decorated with every kind of exotic

flower one could imagine. Michael and Lisa leisurely

walked through the garden and found a bench perfectly

centered in the midst of the flowers.

“It’s gorgeous out here.” Lisa inhaled deeply to capture

the aroma of the flowers lingering in the warm midnight

air.

“So Lisa, I want to get to know you better; do you

think that’s possible?”

“Well, anything is possible,” she smiled.

“In that case, can you tell me why a fine woman such

as yourself is not wearing a wedding or an engagement

ring?”

As many questions as Michael had already asked,

Lisa didn’t expect this one. Her tone and facial expression

was evident that she still experienced much pain from her

divorce.

“I’m divorced.” She answered in a quiet tone.

“Oh, from the tone of your voice, can I assume that it’s

pretty recent?”

 “Yes, actually it just became final yesterday.”

“Is that why your cousin said they brought you here

to get you out of the house?”

“You’re right again. So what’s your story?” Lisa asked.

“I don’t really have a story. I have thrown myself into

my music for the past year. I just casually date every once

in a while but haven’t been involved with anyone serious

for about a year.”

“Oh, so who broke your heart so much that she scared

you from getting involved with anyone else for a whole

year?”

Michael looked at her and gave a modest chuckle. He

had a picture perfect smile. “Well, you caught me. I was

pretty hurt but it’s not what you think.”

“Oh no? What am I thinking?”

“Probably that I was so in love with some woman and

she broke my heart by not loving me back.”

“Is that what happened?”

“No, I was in love with the thought of being in love,

but she wasn’t the one.”

“How do you know that?”

“Because I was with her for all of the wrong reasons.

Now can we talk about you?”

“We’ve been talking about me for the last few hours

but OK, what do you want to know?”

“How could any man allow himself to lose such a

beautiful jewel?”

“First of all, how do you know I’m a jewel? I could be

a mean horrible person.”

Michael laughed. “That comment alone lets me know

you’re a jewel. So what happened?”

“Since you like to ask a lot of questions, I’ll just give

you the whole story in a quick synopsis. I was married to

my best friend for twenty years. The last few months of

our marriage I noticed a change in my husband; he was

totally out of character. Anyway, I thought maybe whatever

it was, it would work itself out but it didn’t so I told

my husband he needed to talk to me. We had always had

good communication; we were best friends. One night he

came clean. All in one breathe he told me that he had been

having an affair for the past four months, the woman was

pregnant, and he needed a divorce.”

“Just like that?” Michael asked.

“Exactly like that.”

“Wow, I’m sorry.”

“Yeah, me too, but crap happens right?”

“So you said your divorce just became final yesterday?”

“Yes. To be honest, I’m not even sure about how I feel.”

“What do you mean?”

“It happened so fast. It’s like a big blur.”

Michael had a very serious look on his face. “Can I ask

you a question?”

“Now you’re asking for permission to ask a question.”

Lisa laughed.

“Seriously, are you one of those women that think all

men are no-good dogs?”

“I don’t even think my husband, I mean my ex-husband,

is a no-good dog.”

“You don’t?” Michael’s eyebrows raised looking totally

confused.

“No, he was a very good husband; he treated me with

the utmost respect, like a queen. I know how I want and

expect to be treated as a wife and a woman because of him.

I know that sounds crazy but I can’t say that our entire marriage

was bad because it wasn’t. He stopped loving me for

some reason and I can accept that. I do not appreciate how

he handled telling me or the fact that he cheated on me. I

would have preferred that he discussed his feelings, or lack

thereof, prior to his cheating but it didn’t work out that way.

I can tell you this: I do not believe in everlasting love anymore.”

“You don’t?” Michael was surprised by her comment

after hearing her positive outlook on her failed marriage.

“I believe people meet, fall in love, and after some years—

whether it’s ten, fifteen, or twenty—either the man or the

woman will stop being in love with that person they fell in

love with long ago.” She had come to an epiphany. “Love will

only last for a little while,” Lisa mumbled. “But no, I do not

think all men are dogs.” Lisa snapped out of her trance-like

state of mind. “Oh, what time is it?” She was very punctual

and did not want the others to be waiting for them.

Michael looked mystified and surprised at Lisa’s openness

and honesty. “It’s one fifty-five.”

“We better start walking to meet the others.”

“OK, but let me get your phone number to put in my

cell. It’s OK if I call you right?”

“Sure. Its three one zero …”

“Let me give you mines.”

She and Michael dashed out of the garden and headed

for the meeting place.

The others were already waiting; they all engaged in

small talk for a few minutes and said their goodbyes.

“I’ll call you tomorrow,” Michael said as he pulled Lisa

towards him and gave her a very big bear hug.

Lisa was surprised at how down to earth and sweet he

was and even more surprised at how comfortable she felt

with him. “OK.”

