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Langston Fields walked into the local bakery on Mission Street, which she did every morning. Standing in line, she lost herself in the menu, as she did every morning, even though she knew she would get the same thing she did every day. The line had been particularly long that morning, which made her thank the gods that it was her day off. She had been granted time off work to plan for her upcoming wedding. As she made her way to the front of the line, she smiled at the woman behind the register.

“Hey, Lang. Daring to try something new this morning?”

“Not daring enough,” she laughed. “Grande White Mocha with extra chocolate and a blueberry muffin, please.”

“The regular it is. Five forty-six is your total.”

Langston reached into her purse and pulled out a twenty, handing it over. After receiving her change, she made her way over to an open table and pulled out her tablet. Scanning through emails and such was another thing she did every morning while waiting for her order to be called.

“Anya,” a man’s voice called from behind the counter. Langston halted. It had been five years since she and Anya had spoken.

“It couldn’t be,” she whispered to herself. Langston inhaled deeply and looked up toward the counter, and what she saw made her heart stop. Blonde tendrils fell against the back of a black business suit. The movements, the laugh...that laugh. She’d know that laugh anywhere.

She had been coming to this bakery for five years and never had she seen Anya in here. How could she not have seen her? When did she get into town? Had she been here all along? Millions of questions ran through her mind at such a rapid pace. She could barely tell one from the other. She was so lost in her thoughts that she did not hear her name being called.

“Langston?” The man called out again, looking directly at her. The sound of her name made Anya turn and look in her direction. Panic flooded through her, and she couldn’t move.

“To walk or not to walk,” Langston thought to herself, and just as she began to rise from her seat, a figure came into view.

“Langston?” Yep. It was Anya. No one could make her name sound so good.

“Anya?” she questioned, trying desperately to keep her wits about her. The two women embraced, and suddenly, Langston was engulfed in the sweet smell of Anya’s perfume. “Wow, it’s really good to see you. When did you get into town?”

“I’ve been here for a while. About six months or so. I had no idea you came here.”

“Every morning.” The barista walked up and handed Langston her coffee and muffin. “Thank you, Sarah.” 

Anya wore a sheepish smile as she very noticeably raked her eyes over the taller woman. “I’m usually here in the afternoon, but I have the day off, so I figured I’d get an early start. Do you have some time? We can talk. Maybe catch up a little?”

“I have the day off.”

“Great,” Anya answered as she took a seat across from her former love. “So, Lang, how’ve you been?”

“Good. I’ve been good. And you?”

“Good. Work is strenuous now, but when is it ever easy?” she chuckled. 

After a moment of brief silence, Langston spoke, “So, anything new with you?”

Without missing a beat, Anya’s eyes drifted down to Langston’s left hand and smiled, “I could ask you the same thing.”

Langston followed her line of sight, which landed on her engagement ring. She placed her hand on her lap. “Engagement.”

“That’s big, Lang. I’m happy for you.” Anya offered a smile, even though her heart constricted for a moment. She never thought she’d run into Langston this morning, and now, hearing about her engagement, did a number on her. In all honesty, she thought she’d gotten over the beautiful brunette. She had been in a couple relationships since their break-up five years ago, but none of them ever worked out. It took her five years without Langston to realize that she was the reason. Langston was the reason that none of her relationships were working out. Her heart still belonged to the brunette, and now, sitting there across from her, the idea became even more evident.

“How long have you been together?” Anya asked, cocking her head to the side.

“Two years. We met when I moved here, and um, I don’t know, it just happened for me.” Ouch. Talk about a knife to the heart. Anya smiled and cleared her throat, trying to cover the pain she was feeling. She lost herself in her thoughts for a moment, but she managed to pull herself back into the real world quickly. ‘It’s been five years, Anya. You couldn’t expect her to stay single forever.’

“Well, that’s good. I’m happy for you.” It had been five years, but Langston still knew this woman like the back of her hand. The tone of her voice was anything but reassuring. If anything, she could sense the tension and the pain behind her words. She sat looking at Anya for a moment, trying to read her eyes, but Anya quickly averted her path of vision to her phone. As fast as Langston had seen the pain, it had been masked. “Well, I should probably get going,” Anya spoke as she gathered her things. “It was nice to see you, Lang. Really nice.” She smiled once more before standing up and walking towards the exit.

Langston grabbed her things and stood up, making her way to the door. “Anya, wait!” The sound of her name caused her to stop, but she didn’t turn around.

“Hey,” Langston said, breathing a little heavy from the chase. “Listen, I’ve got the next couple of days off, and I know I wasn’t planning to run into you, but now that I have, I want to see you again. I mean if that’s all right with you?”

Anya squared her shoulders and put on the biggest smile she could muster before turning around. “Sure, Lang. I’d like that.”

“Cool. So, here,” Langston reached into her purse and pulled out a pen and two pieces of paper, “write your number down, and I’ll call you tomorrow sometime. We can do lunch or a movie or something.”

Anya wrote down her number and handed the paper back to Langston. She offered a small smile, turned on her heel, and walked away without a word
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It was a little after three p.m. when Langston walked into her house. She set her things down on the side table by the door, kicked off her shoes, and walked into the kitchen. Pouring herself a glass of red wine, she made her way around the bar and melted into the barstool. She pulled out the piece of paper with Anya’s number and placed it down before her. Since that morning, she’d contemplated whether she should call. The decision was more complicated than she thought it’d be

“You asked for her number, Langston. You did. You can’t not call her,” she spoke to herself as she brought the glass to her lips. “You have to call her.” She heard the front door open and then close. Seconds after, she could hear her fiancé calling for her, “Lang, baby? Are you home?”

“In the kitchen!” she yelled back, never taking her eyes off the paper sitting on the countertop.

“Hey, baby,” her fiancé spoke, kissing her chastely before making her way over to the fridge to grab a bottled- water. “How was your day?”

“You wouldn’t believe me if I told you,” Anya muttered.

“That bad?”

“Jess, can we talk about something?” Langston’s eyes drifted up from the paper. Jessica looked at Langston a bit confused but nodded in agreement. “Of course, we can. What’s on your mind?”

“Anya.”

“Anya? Isn’t that your ex?”

“Yes,” she answered with a sigh.

“Okay,” Jessica allowed her comment to linger as she took a sip of her water. 

“This morning, I went to the bakery, and I did what I do every morning. I looked at the menu, thought about getting something new, decided to get the usual, sat down, and started going through my emails. And as I’m sitting there, the guy behind the counter calls for Anya.”

“Anya was at the bakery?”

“Yes. And then, he called for me. She turned around, and before I knew it, we were talking. I told her about our engagement, and she said that she was happy for me.”

“So, what’s the problem?” Jessica still didn’t understand what needed to be discussed.

“The problem is that she said she was happy for me, and I didn’t believe it.”

“Okay, so, where do you go from here?” 

“I told her that I’d call her and we could have lunch or something. I mean, I know that we’re over, you know? But it was just awkward. And I don’t want that. I don’t want to be like that with her.”

“Sounds like you two have some things that need to be resolved.” Jessica knew, as much as she could be mad about the fact that Anya was in town, if ever she came into play again, it would bring back a lot of memories for Langston. “I think you should talk to her.”

“You do?”

“Yes, I do.” She sat the bottle down and turned to Langston. “Listen to me, okay? You and Anya have a history, and the only way you can move on with me is if you bring that chapter of your life to a close. You can’t keep that book open and start another one. It doesn’t work that way. So, yes, I think that you two should talk or yell or whatever it is you need to do, but you need to close that chapter.”

“You’re not mad? I mean, I know,” Langston sighed. “You know that this doesn’t change anything, right? I mean, between you and me? I-” Jessica placed a finger to her lips and cut her off, “Say no more, Lang. I know. And don’t worry about me. I understand.” She leaned forward and softly kissed Langston, lingering for just a moment.

“You are the best, do you know that?” Langston laughed.

“Yeah, that’s what I’ve heard.”
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