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Chapter 1

 Kiley

“Oh my God, Rachel, you won’t believe what I just found!” I
squeal into the phone.

“What did you find?” she asks, her voice somewhat
tentative.

“I was putting Ian’s laundry away, and I found a little black
velvet box in his underwear drawer!”

“Oh, wow! Did you open it?’ she squeaks, and I’m not sure who
is more excited.

“No! Should I? God, I don’t want to ruin the
surprise!”

“Well, you should, I think. And I think you should do it in
five minutes…when I’m there.” She says, matter-of-factly, like it’s
an order.

“But…”

“But nothing. Ian’s gone until tomorrow. He’ll never catch
you, right?”

“Sure, but…I’m not even sure if I want to open it.” I can hear her
keys rattle, and I’m not sure if she’s locking her front door or
getting ready to start her car.

“Sure you do.” Her car starts, and the phone pauses for a
moment, while I’m put on Bluetooth. After a beat, she continues.
“What happens if the ring sucks? And you have to psych yourself up
to react appropriately?”

“Ian does have shitty taste, I’ll admit.”

“So, then…” she trails off.

“Well, then, hurry up and get here.” I chuckle impatiently.
“This box is calling to me.”

“I can see your freaking house from here, just
relax.”

Rachel
and I bought our houses six blocks apart. We considered buying on
the same street, but figured that was too close, and decided
against it. Plus, her house is much more extravagant than mine,
seeing as I’m in medical school, and she’s already graduated from
university, and making truck loads of money as a consultant for an
IT firm. Her income rivals mine by a landslide, but with me coming
from a wealthy family, I could have had a house twice the size of
hers, but chose not to.

Ian, my
boyfriend of eighteen months, moved in with me about six months
ago. We met at a bar one night, when some classmates of mine and I
got together, after finishing exams. I’m attending university to
become an orthopedic surgeon, and currently studying to write my
exam to get my physiotherapist’s licence. I’ve been interning with
Doctor Dawson Miller, a fantastic orthopedic surgeon, at his clinic
inside one of the hospitals here in Dallas.

Ian is
away with friends on a fishing trip this weekend. Something he
doesn’t do often, so it was nice to have a little time away. Don’t
get me wrong, living with Ian is great, but we all need a little
space sometimes, I suppose. Sure, we had a little fight before he
left, which prompted his departure, but all the same, we love each
other, and surprisingly, we haven’t even spoken about marriage yet,
so finding this box is unexpected.

Rachel’s
car pulls up as I’m standing inside the doorway, and we scurry into
the house, like she just bought some secret toy or something, and
nobody can see it, but we’re dying to play with it. Why, I don’t
know, but I lock my door when she comes in. As if Ian’s going to
come home early, plus, he has a key…duh.

“So, did you lose your patience and open it, or what?” Rachel
asks as we walk upstairs to my bedroom.

“No, of course not!” I scoff, feigning insult.

“I would have.”

“Well, that’s you. Me, I could easily just put the box back in
the drawer, and pretend that it doesn’t exist.”

“What I don’t understand is why he would leave it in the
drawer.” Rachel comments. “I mean, this is your house. Why wouldn’t you snoop?”

“I resent that.”

“Whatever. I’d snoop.”

“That’s you. And that’s probably also why you don’t have a
boyfriend right now.”

“I don’t have a boyfriend because I choose not to have one.”
She says with her nose in the air as we get to my room. My house is
modest but sweet. Big but not so big that I have to hire someone to
clean it. With four bedrooms, a double car garage, pool, modern
fixtures, hardwood throughout, and a full basement, this house is
nothing to cry over, yet it pales in comparison to the one I grew
up in. My folks own a restaurant chain, and they started it from
scratch, alone, when my paternal grandparents died in a car
accident and left my father, their only child, with a tidy sum of
inheritance.

Mama and
daddy were expecting me, and they already had a house given to them
as a wedding present, and their wedding was paid for by the family,
so the only thing left was to start a business, and both mama and
daddy always dreamed of doing that. Both of them are fabulous at
cooking. Mama even won some awards when she went to culinary
school. Daddy is no slouch, either, and he’s got the business
degree to back it all up.

How I
came to want to become an orthopedic surgeon is from Rachel. She
and I grew up together, and her younger sister, bless her heart,
was born with a multitude of musculoskeletal issues, both painful
and debilitating, and there was little that doctors could do for
her. Watching poor Bethany suffer tore my heart out, and it was
when she succumbed to her disability that I decided to be a
surgeon. It’s a long road but it’s so worth it, and I have quite a
nose for the human body, too. Dawson tells me this all the time,
and that’s why he hired me.

His
sister, Kerry-Ann, is a physiotherapist, and we went to school
together, too, so that’s how I came to know Dawson. He never lets
his patients call him Dr. Miller, always Dawson. He’s great like
that. He just came back from a trip to Russia to oversee a
breakthrough procedure that I can’t wait to chew the fat with him
about, but everything has been kind of hush hush since he returned
early. Not sure what happened there, and I’ve been studying my hind
end off for this exam, so I’ve only been working part time at the
clinic for the past couple of weeks.

“Well, where is it?” Rachel demands, eyes dancing.

“It’s…in his underwear drawer…just like I said.” I snuffle,
opening the drawer. “God, you’re impatient.”

“When my best friend stumbles upon the Holy Grail of any
relationship, sure, I’m impatient. This is going to take some
serious thinking.”

“Why?” I ask, pulling the box out.

“Because…like I said before…what if it sucks?”

“Well, isn’t there some kind of discretionary policy when a
man proposes to a woman, and she doesn’t like the ring? Isn’t she
allowed to have an opinion? And besides, don’t most couples go out
and choose the ring together nowadays?”

She
shrugs. “Hell if I know.” She gestures with her chin. “Let’s see
it.”


Reluctantly, wincing, I open the box. But at the last second,
I close my eyes, losing my nerve. “Is it good?” I ask, eyes still
closed.

She
sighs. “It’s good. But it’s not a ring.”

I open
my eyes. “What?”

It’s a
pair of diamond earrings.

“Well, that would have been another thought.” Rachel says, and
I detect disappointment in her voice.

“My birthday is next week, Rach. This is no shock.” I
reason.

“Then he has great taste and is very thoughtful. These are at
least a quarter carat and from a reputable place, too.”

“They’re beautiful.” I gush, sitting on the edge of the bed,
looking at them. “But I don’t understand where he got the money for
these. He just bought a car.”

“No, you just bought him a car.” She corrects, with a hint of
resentment in her voice.

“So? He needed one.”

“Yeah, but he didn’t need a brand new Mercedes, when you drive
a goddamn Honda.”

“It’s what I wanted and what he wanted.” I shrug.

“Yeah.” She smirks with a scoff, handing me the box back. “I’m
sure your folks are pleased as punch that you bought him that
car.”

“It’s not their money, Rachel, and you know it.”

My folks
gave me what my grandparents would have wanted me to have, when I
bought this house, and let’s just say that I will live comfortably,
until I have my own income, that is. I bought Ian the car because
that was what he wanted. He didn’t even express his interest to me
directly, I just saw him perusing favorably through Mercedes ads,
and when he went to check one out at a dealership, I went with him.
Bought it on the spot. Me? I love my Honda. It's cherry red and it
has all the bells and whistles. I don’t like Mercedes, personally,
but my Honda is sweet.

“Whatever, Rachel. At least he bought me a nice birthday
present. It’s not an engagement ring, but to be fair, you know that
we haven’t even discussed marriage yet.”

“Yeah, I know. I’m sorry.” She says, rubbing my arm. “You’re
right. I hate it when a guy starts talking about marriage so soon,
like he’s just doing it to save face. I’d rather take it step by
step, the way that you and Ian are doing it.”

“Right. Move in together first. Then talk about
marriage.”

“Exactly.”

“Or a shut-up ring. I hate it when guys do that.”

“Like what happened to you?” I point out with a playful smirk.
Rachel knows that I’m just teasing her. Her last boyfriend did just
that. He bought her a ring, and it stayed on her finger, with no
concrete wedding plans for a year. Then he broke up with her out of
the blue. She’s still smarting over that, which happened almost a
year ago.

“Yeah, exactly.” She smiles. “But at least I didn’t think he
was going to give me a ring and then it turned out to be diamond
earrings.” She volleys back playfully.

“I guess we’re even.”

“We’re so not even.” She guffaws, chuckling. “I was engaged
for a year. You’re just living with him. Big
difference.”

“It’s just a ring, Rach. Living together is more
important.”

“True. But still. I don’t think he ever had any intention of
marrying me. I don’t even know why he proposed.”

“To shut you up.”

“And that’s the confusing part. I never brought it
up.”

“Same here. I’ve got my education to think about first before
tying the knot.”

“Same here, Kiley. I was just starting out, too.”

“Okay, so, I put the ring back and forget about it,
right?”

She dips
her chin to confirm. “Yes. Forget about it. And when he gives it to
you next week, you act like you never once ripped through his tidy
whities and found it.”

“For the record, I wasn’t snooping around. I just…saw
something in there.”

“Sure, right under the pile of his shorts.”

“Well, yeah, under his shorts.”

“And what were you doing washing his clothes, anyway? Since
when do you do that?”

I shrug.
“I wanted to do something nice. I felt guilty for the way we left
things.”

“What are you talking about?”

“We had a fight. That’s actually why he left for the weekend.
I just didn’t want to admit it last night.”

“What was the fight about.” She asks, unimpressed. Ian and I
fight all the time. Especially since he moved in. I feel like every
week there’s something else I’m telling Rachel that we fought
about.

“He made plans with me and ditched me again.” I shrug.
“Sometimes I think us living together is just a convenience thing
to him.”

“Tell me about it. It was the same with me and
Wayne.”

“Exactly. I swear those two guys were cut from the same
cloth.”

“Only difference is Wayne bought me an engagement
ring.”

“And let it grow dust.”

“Yeah.” She scoffs. “Alright. Enough of this. Let’s go do
something fun. What do you think?” she asks, as I tuck the box back
exactly where I found it.

“I’m not feeling very motivated. You want to watch a trashy
movie and eat trash?”

“Fill our bodies and minds with toxic waste? Sounds like hog
heaven to me.”

 



***

 


“God, you look great.” Ian says, approaching me, in the new
dress my mama bought me for my birthday, and the shoes my daddy
bought me. Okay, fine, I picked them out, but they paid for
them.

“Thanks. Twenty bucks says my birthday cake ends up all over
this dress before the night’s out.”

He
chuckles, pulling me close. “Tell you what. I’ll make sure that
doesn’t happen.”

“What, do you have some kind of magic invisible bib tucked
under my chin?” I gush, kissing him.

He
snuffles a laugh, kissing me back. “No, but I’ll be ready with a
napkin nearby.”

“Hey, you two, keep it PG, hm?” Daddy says, sneaking up behind
us, carrying a metal drink tray, full of empty drinking goblets.
This party was supposed to be just a few of my friends and family,
but it seems that daddy invited just about every colleague and
business associate that he and my mama know. Thankfully, my folks
have an ample sized house, so we are able to hold large gatherings
with ease. Their formal dining room is big enough to hold more than
fifty people without breaking fire codes.

Daddy
sets the tray on the counter, while mama motions to one of the
servants, to come and do refills. The party is catered, but mama
always hires some students from the local college, to help out.
Same as at the restaurants. Mama and daddy always help the culinary
programs at all the colleges for restaurant events, filling in for
staff, and for entertaining at home. They give generously to the
establishments, too, and never forget to give back. That’s one of
the things I love most about my folks.

“Daddy,” I warn, knowing that Ian and I are respectful in
public, and daddy knows it, too. We’ve only so much as pecked on
the lips when anyone is present. Although Ian wasn’t raised in a
rich family like I was, he’s versed in manners and proper
etiquette, and that’s what my folks love about him. That, and he’s
the reason for the smile on my face, most of the time. Plus, Ian
never makes me choose between my studies and him. He gives me space
when I need it, and never questions.

“Charles, leave them alone.” Mama chides, giving the servant a
warm smile, helping her retrieve the correct scotch and brandy for
daddy’s older friends. I didn’t realize how snooty this party had
become until daddy brought out the scotch and brandy.

“Hey, do we have any beer?” Rachel asks, murmuring behind
me.

“Sure. It’s in the bar fridge in the other room. I’ll go grab
you one.” I say, releasing Ian.

“I’ll come with you.” Rachel says, and I watch Ian pull his
phone out of his pocket, answering a text message.

“So, when are you opening your presents?” Rachel asks, rubbing
her palms together in anticipation.

“I don’t know. Probably after the cake, I guess.” I shrug.
“What are you so excited for? It’s just a pair of earrings, Rach.
It’s not the Hope Diamond.”

“He’s never bought you anything so extravagant before, Kiley.
I’m surprised that you’re not more excited. Although, after
believing it was an engagement ring at first, I can kind of see how
you’d be a little bit deflated.”

“The earrings are nice, Rach. I’m not a materialistic person.
You know that. I just…I don’t want to make a big deal out of it.
Who knows what kind of debt Ian got himself into buying
those.”

“True. But he’s making good money now, isn’t he? I mean, he’s
not a fool. He wouldn’t dig himself into debt for that, would
he?”

“He’s making decent money, yes.” We don’t really talk about it
much, but he’s been a college professor for more than five years.
He’s an English teacher for a local college, and although he isn’t
breaking the bank with his salary, it’s nothing to cry over. “And,
no, I don’t think that he’d go into debt for something like this. I
mean, he was reluctant to buy a new car, which is why I bought it
for him.”

“You don’t think the earrings are a guilt present, do you? I
mean, he didn’t just buy them because you bought him a nice car,
right?”

I wave.
“No. Ian and I aren’t like that. Like I said, we don’t talk about
finances much. Our bills get paid as needed. He pays for what he
can and I cover the rest. That was something we agreed on before he
agreed to move in.”

“What, that he wouldn’t have to cover his half?” Rachel
teases, and I know it. Why it doesn’t bother me, I don’t know, but
she’s always making jokes about how Ian all but gets a free ride
from me, even though I know that isn’t the case.

“Shut up.” I whine, chuckling, opening up the bar fridge and
handing her a beer. “Before I make you wear this.”

“Kiley? Kiley, honey. Do you want to open your presents now?”
Mama calls.

“Sure, mama. I’ll be right there.”

Rachel
gives me a playful smirk. “Ready to fake surprise?”

“Shut up.” I murmur, elbowing her, eyes dancing.

Mama has
a chair set up in the living room, with balloons hanging on
streamers from the back of it, and a big banner on top. Being a
restaurant owner, mama has a flair for going all out at events, and
it’s also why their restaurants are very popular event venues. They
don’t miss a beat. The decorated box next to me is piled with
gifts, most of which are cards, with money in them. Despite them
buying me the outfit I’m wearing, mama and daddy also gave me a
large check, for an insane amount of money, which brings me to
tears.

“Oh, mama…daddy…y’all didn’t have to do this.” I sob, looking
at the five-figure check.

“You deserve it, sweetheart. You work so hard.” Daddy gushes,
pride all over his face.

“Come on, open up the rest of your gifts.” Rachel squeals, and
I smile at her. After I get through the cards and other assorted
gifts, and people start to get bored, and mingle, I get to Ian’s
gift. He’s packed up the box into a larger box, but I don’t let on
that I know his strategy. His smile is bright as I open the shoebox
size gift, untie the ribbon, and look inside.

As I
stare at the two concert tickets, each for a modest seat to see one
of my favorite bands, I’m happy but dismayed. I look up at Rachel,
pasting on a smile, confused, but trying like hell to not let on to
Ian that I’m perplexed. “You like them still, right, babe?” Ian
asks, almost encouraging me with his smile. If he were a dog, his
tail would be wagging, and his tongue would be hanging out of his
mouth.

“Yes, yes.” I nod, feeling bad, but at the same time, still
trying to figure it out.

Rachel’s
face is what mine would look like if I wasn’t faking a pleased
smile.

Ian
takes the tickets from me, and studies them, as I stare at Rachel,
like we’re telepathically sharing our thoughts. Christmas is months
away. There are no other special days in the near future. Ian has
never given me a side gift, ever. He’s not the spontaneous type by
any means. If he wanted to give me the earrings in private, he
would have done it last night, when we had a romantic dinner
together, alone. This doesn’t make sense.

Until I
see him pull his phone out of his pocket again. Until I recall him
returning home from his fishing trip without a prized fish to gloat
over. Until my mind rewinds the last few months, and the little
nuances that I’ve swept under the carpet, thinking nothing of them,
until now. I nonchalantly start to pack up my presents into the
box, while guests fan out again, waiting for cake, and I wonder if
those earrings were meant for me.

His mama
doesn’t have pierced ears. None of his aunts do, either. He has no
sisters or cousins or nieces. Any female friends he has are
married. Rachel is in front of me, as Ian taps a message into his
phone, and I can tell that her thoughts mirror mine. Suddenly, I
blurt to Ian. “Who were the earrings for?”

The
hesitation is all I need.

“Not for you.” Rachel says, and she takes a step away, but I
grab her.

“What…what earrings?” he stammers.

“In your underwear drawer.” I answer, and the look on my face
and his says that we both know what’s going on here.

I don’t
wait for a response. “You son of a bitch.”

He
swallows, jaw muscles working.

Then I
do something I should have done two months ago.

….and I never look back.


Chapter 2

 Kiley

Smugly,
Ian smirks at me. “You went through my things.” His voice is low so
nobody except me and Rachel can hear.

“She was putting your laundry away.” Rachel sneers under her
breath.

“Oh, great, you got her
involved.” Ian murmurs snidely.

“She’s my best friend. And quit changing the subject.” I say
softly. “Now, answer the question.”

He
scoffs, smiling without a trace of mirth. And I notice that that is
his only response, which speaks volumes. And I thank God that I put
Ian’s car in my name. I thank God that I had the sense to keep
everything in my name. That was something mama and daddy taught me
years ago. You don’t hand anyone over anything until there’s a
prenup and a marriage in place. I always heeded that. Truthfully, I
wasn’t sure how Ian would take that, when I bought him the car, but
since the car is worth ten times more money than he could afford,
it was a sacrifice that he was willing to make.

I do a
gut check. I see the look on his face. He’s not even sorry. He’s
not even going to try to deny it. He’s going to stand in my folks’
house and completely disregard the fact that he’s fucking around on
me. Not even a ‘can we speak in private?’ so he can explain
himself. Nothing. What a fool. What a selfish, foolish, ungrateful
asshole. And I resign myself to keep it cool and escort him to the
door without incident. The last thing I need is a scene at my own
birthday party. Especially in front of my folks.

Rachel
knows exactly what I’m thinking. “Let’s take a walk.” She
says.

“I’m not going anywhere with you.” He snarls.

“Fine. You’ll come with me then.” I say, and I take his hand
in mine, squeezing it so he knows that I’m not letting go and that
this isn’t a sentimental move, this is necessary. We arrived in his
car, for which I have a set of keys for, so I open the passenger
side door, handing him his things. With an unimpressed puss on his
face, he shakes his head, as his arms fill with his
belongings.

“So, this is it then? You don’t even want to hear my side of
the story?”

“Go ahead and tell it.” I seethe. “You have a little thing on
the side with some girl you deemed more worthy of a pair of diamond
earrings than me.” I look at him pointedly. “Am I
close?”

He
scoffs, shaking his head. It takes everything in me not to slap
him. Thankfully, we’re out of sight from my folks or any guests, as
we arrived last, and the cars are parked down the street. “I bought
you a fucking nice car, put a roof over your head for the past six
months, free of charge, fucked you when you wanted it, fed you when
you wanted, and this is the thanks I get?”

“Nice language, Kiley.” He taunts.

“And I’ve still got my filter on.” I say, eyes wide, smiling
mirthlessly.

He lifts
his hands up in defence. “Fine. You want me out I’m out. I was
getting tired of all the fighting, anyway.”

“You are such an asshole.” Rachel says. “She was just as upset
about the fighting, you know. You could have talked things out with
her instead of fucking around. But then again, that’s the guy thing
to do.”

“It’s no wonder Wayne didn’t want to marry you.” Ian says
under his breath.

“At least he was honest and told me so. You…you’re scum for
screwing around and not being honest. Using her like a goddamn dish
rag. I hope there’s a special place in hell for losers like
you.”

“A…fuck you. I’m outta here.” He says, raking a hand through
his hair, heading for the street.

“Nice mouth for an English professor.” Rachel shouts at
him.

He
raises his middle finger on his right hand above his head but keeps
walking.

“Want me to call you an Uber? An axe murderer?” Rachel volleys
back.

He
doesn’t respond. Rachel looks at me. “You want to head to your
house, in case he either trashes it or takes everything you
own?”

“I’ll fix him.” I say, running after him.

He turns
abruptly, talking on the phone to someone, and I hold my hand out.
“Key.” I say, nostrils flaring.

“How the fuck am I supposed to get my stuff?” he
barks.

“I’ll leave it on the porch.”

Rachel
is right behind me. “Freshly spat on.” She adds flatly.

“Fuck you.”

I ignore
the exchange. “Give me the key.”

“I’m not giving you the key until I get my stuff.” He says
firmly.

“You either give me the key or I’ll burn all your stuff.” I
threaten.

He pulls
his weight. “Can we at least talk about this?”

My voice
is flat. “There is nothing to talk about. You cheated. It’s over.”
I can’t believe he’s trying to sway me. Clearly this woman has been
around for a while, and he can’t say that she means nothing to him,
since he bought her a pair of goddamn diamond earrings.

“What kind of an idiot leaves earrings that he bought for his
lover in a drawer, anyway?” Rachel scoffs. “You’re a college
professor. Grow a fucking brain!”

“I didn’t think she went through my stuff, you know. I figured
she wouldn’t invade my privacy.”

“It’s her house.” She barks.

“Yeah, and she never let me forget it, either.”

“Why should she?”

I lift a
hand. “Okay, enough. Can you two stop talking like I’m not even
here, please? And give me the goddamn key, so I don’t
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