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Reflections of the Past

 


Fiona tugged her skirt straight as she rang the door
bell.

She could hear the hubbub of people inside and so knew that
her sister’s little house party was already in full swing. The door
was flung open by a little blond haired woman, who looked so much
like her, that there could be no doubt as to their relationship,
the only difference being Susie’s blue eyes against Fiona’s smoky
grey.

“Fi!” she beamed at her, “you made it!”

Fiona smiled at her older sister’s enthusiasm, as she stepped
forward to hug her tight.

“Hiya Sues’, I did promise that I would try.”

“I’m so glad that you did.” She closed the front door behind
Fiona, as if afraid she might try and make a run for it, and
Fiona’s grin widened knowingly.

“Are Penny or Caroline here yet?” she asked curiously as she
looked around, searching for the other two of her
sisters.

“Yes, they’re in the back room taking care of Phillip Masters –
my boss...” the way that Susie said this, made Fiona chuckle in
delight.

“Do you think he needs rescuing yet?”

Susie turned on her suddenly. “Oh would you? I mean the poor
guy must be feeling penned in by now, so I’d be really grateful if
you could.”

“Me!” Fiona exclaimed in shock, “Oh no Sues’, please don’t ask
me to!” she begged.

“Please Fi! I’d go myself, but I need to see to everything, in
here.” Susie looked around her in a slightly frantic way, and Fiona
felt herself giving in to the guilt trip almost
immediately.

“Oh... all right,” she sighed in defeat, and then demanded
grouchily; “But where are their husbands when they are
needed?”

“Robert and Steven are helping my Chris with the booze... and
keeping an eye on the kids while they’re at it,” Susie grinned
apologetically.

“Right then...” Fiona declared as she rolled up her sleeves, as
though readying herself to do battle with her older
sisters.

She marched through to the back room and poked her head round
the door.

“Fi!” her sister Caroline was over to her in a heartbeat, and
hugging her with real affection.

“Hello there!” she smiled at her sibling returning her
warmth.

“Susie didn’t think that you would come.” Caroline grinned
back, although there was a slightly anxious searching as she looked
Fiona over.

“Yes well... I did make it, and I’ve seen Susie – and I think
she said something about your Steven needing you?” Fiona said with
a straight face.

“Oh I’ll bet it’s about little Mathew,” Caroline sighed. “He
certainly knows how to play his daddy!”

Fiona laughed knowingly; “and of course he could never get
away with that with his mummy now; could he?”

Caroline shot her a guilty little look before scuttling past
her, to go in search of her husband and children.

“One down – one to go,” Fiona muttered as she entered the room
properly.

She looked across at the man sitting, politely listening to
Penny’s bright chatter.

“Oh my!” she whispered softly.

The man had dark wavy hair, and the most striking green
eyes... and he was to say the least, a bit of a dish.

“Fi!” Penny called out softly, “come and say hello to Susie's
boss.”

Fiona sat down opposite him, and stuck her hand out with a
friendly grin. “Hello Susie's boss... I’m Susie’s
sister!”

He looked at her in surprise for a moment, and Fiona wondered
briefly if he was going to totally ignore her outstretched
hand.

“Hello, Susie’s sister,” he smiled into her eyes, as his large
warm hand engulfed hers. “I’m actually called Phillip.”

‘Ooh that voice should have a warning on it!’ Fiona thought
hazily; ‘as in hazardous to the heartbeat!’

As she sat back and began to relax; Penny suddenly jumped to
her feet. “I’d better go and... make sure that Robert’s coping all
right without me!”

She was through the door, and closing it behind her before
Fiona could even mutter; “Setup!”

She looked at Phillip in total humiliation, who merely smiled
back at her knowingly.

“I take it that you’ve just been had?” He gave a husky laugh
that tickled down her spin in the most disconcerting
manner.

Fiona scowled irritably at him, as she tried to shrug off such
unsettling feelings. “You too I think!” she muttered
resentfully.

“How do you know that I’m not already involved?” Phillip asked
archly.

She brightened at this possibility, even as she swallowed down
the puzzling sense of disappointment. “Are you?” the eagerness in
her voice, was almost pathetic... almost.

“Well... no,” he had to admit, and then felt a little jolt of
guilt as that loss of hope seemed to just kill the light in her
eyes – those amazingly expressive eyes...

“Oh,” she muttered despondently, “Oh... well!”

“Can I take it that you are also single?”

Fiona looked at him in surprise. “I’m surprised that they
didn’t mention it?”

“Well, I get the impression that they weren’t even confident
that you would come today.”

“Yes... well...” she shrugged awkwardly, hating this next bit.
“I’m widowed, my husband died nearly two years ago.”

Phillip looked absolutely appalled. “My god... I am so sorry!”
he said sounding almost sick.

It was always the same, one moment people were talking to her
in a normal, friendly fashion, and the next; this little bit of
information, and she was treated like a leper; as people would
shrink and shy away from her.

She waited for him to make some excuse and leave, but he
stayed where he was, and after a moment of awkward silence, he
slowly and almost hesitantly began to talk to her.

He managed to start a gentle, undemanding conversation, which
enabled her to relax, and respond and before she knew it she was
becoming interested, then engrossed, and finally positively
animated; as she found herself actually leaning forward in her
chair, and her eyes were bright with interest; as they enjoyed a
vigorous debate – regarding current politics.

The evening flew by, but eventually other people began to
wander into their little sanctuary, and their intimacy after a
while was lost, as people dragged them into their conversations,
and eyed the two of them speculatively.

Fiona smiled in a friendly fashion – these people were after
all, her friends and relatives, but she moved to another chair –
ostensibly to engage and elderly aunt, but more to distance herself
from Phillip.

After a while she glanced at her watch, and realised that it
was gone midnight! She quietly excused herself and went off in
search of her sister.

She found her busy in the kitchen, but still in a happy
mood.

“Hello there!” Susie beamed at her, “have you had a good
evening?”

“Yes I have thanks, but I think I’m going to call it a
night.”

Susie frowned in disappointment. “Oh all right, I suppose...
but how are you getting home?” she asked concerned.

“Oh I’ll walk; it’s not that far.” She could see her sister was
going to argue with her. “I’ll phone you when I get
back.”

“I don’t know Fi...” Susie fretted.

“Is there a problem?”

Fiona spun around to look up at Phillip, who had walked up
behind her. She hadn’t realised he was so tall, she thought
hazily.

“No... It’s nothing,” she said hurriedly, shooting a speaking
glance at her sister.

Susie ignored the glance, and gave her boss a soppy kind of
look that she would never have dreamt of giving him in the
office.

“Fiona’s on about walking home on her own, but I’m not sure
about that at this time of night...”

Phillip smiled lazily. “Not a problem,” he said casually, “I
was just about to leave myself, and I’d be quite happy to drop
Fiona off on my way.”

Fiona gave an exasperated little sigh, but Susie all but
gushed at him. “Well if you’re sure that you don’t mind?” she was
already ushering them to the front door, as if afraid he might have
second thoughts about it.

“Go on you two – I’ll say your goodbyes for you!” She smiled
smugly from the porch as Phillip helped Fiona into his
car.

“Couldn’t get rid of us fast enough!” Fiona snapped irritably
from the confines of the vehicle.

“Oh she just wants to make sure you get home safely,” he
soothed her, in his quiet steady voice. “Now... where
to?”

She gave him brief directions, and within five minutes he was
pulling up outside her house.

Fiona sat in the comfort of his car, staring out at her dark
and empty home; she suddenly wished that he would just switch the
engine back on and take her away.

She turned to him and almost told him what she was thinking;
but then reality came flooding back and she choked it down. “Thank
you for the lift home,” she whispered softly.

Phillip looked into her eyes in the dimness of the car trying
to read her expression; there was something there, something that
he was just missing. He gave a little sigh, feeling regret that she
so obviously wasn’t going to invite him in.

He leaned forward and kissed her gently on the cheek. “Would
you have dinner with me tomorrow night Fiona?” he asked her
huskily.

Her eyes shone brightly in the darkness, and he felt his
heartbeat miss a stroke or two.

“I’d really like that,” she replied warmly.

“Great!” Phillip grinned at her suddenly feeling like a
teenager with his first crush. “I’ll pick you up at
eight?”

“Perfect.” She opened the car door and climbed out onto the
pavement. “Goodnight.”

He leaned across. “Go on inside I’ll wait until I’m sure
you’re safely locked up for the night.”

She seemed to hesitate for a moment before nodding her head
and turning around. A few short steps, and then she was unlocking
her front door, she turned back and raised her hand for a final
wave to him, before going inside, and she was gone from his sight.
He saw a light come on inside and with a regretful little sigh,
Phillip switched his engine back on and drove away.

**

Phillip arrived at just before quarter to eight, eager to see
her again, and it seemed to him that the feeling was returned, as
her front door opened before he even had a chance to switch the
engine off.

His pleased smile turned into a slight frown, as she scuttled
down her path, ‘this wasn’t so much as
eager, it seemed to be more like running away,’ he thought to himself.

She yanked opened the door and dove inside, only to give him a
bright grin. “I can see that we think alike – you and I!” she
grinned as she leaned over to kiss his cheek
impulsively.

Phillip felt his misgivings dissolve away, as she chatted
brightly, as they drove away; telling him about her day and asking
him about his. She seemed so open and enthusiastic that that odd
moment back at her house was forgotten.

He took her to a restaurant that was part of a new hotel. It
was large and grand and the food there was excellent.

After a brief feeling of awkwardness, Fiona seemed to relax in
the splendour of the place, and while they waited for their meal,
they talked quietly together. Phillip loved the way her mind
worked, he’d realised quite quickly last night that she was
intelligent and articulate. But she had such a unique way of
looking at things, that it made him see them in a different light
as well.

Their date was a roaring success, and driving her home later
that evening Phillip knew that he wanted to see her again, indeed
he wasn’t quite ready to say goodnight to her yet, and hoped that
she might invite him in for a night cap.

He drew up outside her house and she looked sadly to the dark
empty building.

“I had a lovely time tonight Phillip...” Fiona told him softly,
“thank you.”

“So did I.” he smiled, “I’m glad that you came...” he hesitated
for a moment but decided that fate favoured the bold, “maybe you
could invite me in for coffee?” he asked huskily.

The look of panic on her face was like having cold water
thrown over him in the middle of a snow storm.

“Just coffee!” Phillip defended with a wry twist to his
lips.

Fiona slumped in the seat next to him, a picture of
unhappiness and his heart bled for her.

“Never mind Fiona... another time maybe?”

He leaned across in the seat to kiss her gently on the cheek.
It was her who turned to him, it was Fiona who changed that casual
salute into a full on kiss, with heat and tongues and all the
desire he’d ever felt for a woman.

He kissed her deeply, and she matched him need for need. There
was a sort of desperation in her, which seemed to scorch into his
very soul.

Finally she pulled away from him with a little sob. “I’m sorry
Phillip!” she whispered tearfully, “I didn’t mean for that to
happen.”

He
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