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This book is dedicated to all those
who never gave up on their first love.

 


“Being deeply loved by
someone gives you strength, while loving someone deeply gives you
courage.”

-Lao Tzu


Chapter 1

“As we lay our dear friend to rest, let’s
reflect on his life for a moment.” As Lydia listened to the pastor
start on her father’s great life, she lowered her head. It was hard
to believe he was actually gone. As she tried to get her head
straight, she felt as if someone was burning a hole in her from
their stare. She’d been getting a lot of weird looks since she’d
come home for the funeral.

She finally decided to look up and as she
gazed across the top of the grave, she locked eyes with the man
that had haunted her dreams for the last two years. She knew she
must’ve gasped because her mother reached over and grasped her
hand. She looked quickly around at her mother. She was looking at
Randy too. Her mother, father, and brother were the only people on
earth who knew her secret. They were well aware how fragile it was
to her.

She decided that she needed to face the
reality of the fact that he was at her father’s funeral. Hadn’t she
halfway expected it? He’d gotten to know her father as their
friendship blossomed. Her mind drifted back about four years and
she had to close her eyes to hold back the pain. It still hurt with
an intensity that never backed down.

Lydia stood in the office of the stable
owner and laughed with one of the cowboys that worked there. She’d
just gotten a job as a trainer for the owner’s prized race horses.
She’d always been a horse lover and she’d made a career out of that
love.

The owner wanted to introduce her to the
other trainer on the team. When she’d looked up and seen him for
the first time she realized that he was a gentle giant. He had the
most beautiful brown eyes and dark brown hair. He’d shaken her hand
as the introductions had been made. It was an instant
connection.

Over the months of working tireless hours
and many long weekends they became close friends. It was as though
they’d known each other forever. It was never anything romantic,
just friends and they were perfectly happy with that. It was funny
that during the time they were friends, neither one dated
anyone.

Then, one night about two and half years
ago, they went to a New Year’s Eve party that the stable owner was
giving. It was at the local hotel that he owned. He’d reserved
rooms for all the workers so that nobody had to drive home, just
get on an elevator and go to their rooms.

She’d been excited about it, since this was
her first New Year’s party since she’d turned twenty one. Since she
was raised in a Christian home, she wasn’t used to alcohol. She
felt like if she didn’t take the champagne it would offend her
boss. She sipped the tangy champagne, not realizing the effect the
bubbly concoction would have on her. She’d only had wine
occasionally, so she wasn’t prepared for the sudden tipsy feeling.
Randy had his share of champagne, but he was more acclimated to
drinking as he was four years older and had an occasional beer with
friends.

Randy asked her to dance since he wasn’t
into any of the women at the party so he decided his friend would
be the logical choice. The song was a fast one and they laughed as
they tried to keep up with the motion on the dance floor. After
several fast songs, the tone changed to slow and romantic. The
lights lowered and he pulled her into his arms. He wasn’t prepared
for the sudden feelings that overtook him. She drowsily looked up
at him and smiled.

The alcohol had set about a warm and fuzzy
feeling deep inside of her and she was suddenly very aware of her
best friend, but as a man, not her friend. She looked deep into his
eyes and was met with a dark look of desire.

He lowered his head and kissed her gently,
meaning to just quickly kiss her and retreat, but soon he realized
that wasn’t what his body wanted. His body betrayed him and took
full advantage of the alcohol in his system. He pulled her to him
and deepened the kiss. She groaned and wound her hands around his
neck.

Several of the cowboys on the sideline and
dance floor whistled. They all had wondered when these two were
going to realize how well suited they were together. Several of the
cowboys had wanted to ask her out, but it was obvious that Randy
and Lydia were made for each other, but the two were totally
oblivious.

Suddenly the lights blinked and horns blared
as the countdown to midnight started. The disc jockey was counting
down, but they still didn’t pull apart.

When everyone screamed Happy New Year, Randy
pulled back and looked into her eyes. He saw that she was feeling
the same as he was. He nodded toward the exit and she only nodded.
She knew she couldn’t speak if she tried.

They stepped on the elevator never
responding to the onlookers saying goodnight. All of them knew that
this was going to be a new start for the two friends.

She woke with a horrible, pounding hangover.
She was momentarily disoriented. Where was she? She slowly opened
her eyes wider to check out the hotel room. The last thing she
remembered was dancing with Randy. She saw Randy’s boots lying
beside the bed. She put her hand over her face and wondered what
had happened.

That was when she heard a light snore in the
bed beside her. She almost jumped out of her skin. She slowly
turned, trying not to jostle her head, to confirm what she feared.
She looked into the sleeping face of her best friend. She lifted
the covers and also confirmed that neither had on any clothes.

She was instantly horrified. This was her
best friend. How much had she had to drink? She couldn’t face him
right now. She slowly and quietly got out of bed and quickly found
her clothes that were hanging on lamp shades, chairs and tangled in
the covers. She quietly opened the door and stepped into the hall.
She made her way to her door and went into the room closing the
door behind her.

She sat down in the chair closest to the
door and grabbed her pounding head. What had they done? What was it
going to be like now? Her body told her that they’d made love last
night so she knew things were going to change. She groaned
realizing what had happened. She’d been saving herself for
marriage. It was an old fashioned notion, but one she had
desperately kept until last night. This was when she should be
hearing her mother’s words, ‘a lady doesn’t drink too much and they
stay pure for their wedding night’. It had been nailed to her brain
from the time she became a teenager.

She grabbed her bag and packed her things.
She went to the elevator hoping that everyone was still asleep. She
couldn’t face any of her friends right now. She got off the
elevator and quickly headed across the lobby. She turned in her key
and went out to get into her truck. When she was behind the wheel
she closed her eyes and laid her head against the steering wheel.
When her head quit spinning she put her sunglasses on and headed
home.

She snapped back to the funeral as the
feelings from the memories got too painful. She looked back up
toward Randy and he was looking at her with a knowing glance. She
knew he was remembering that night too. She knew she was blushing
profusely. Why’d these memories flood her now?

The pastor turned to her and her brother. He
was saying something to them. She had to focus on the moment.
Finally the words blared through. “…sorry for your loss. If you
need anything, please call me. I’m available if you need me.” He
shook their hands and turned to her mother.

Her brother Vance nudged her and leaned down
to whisper in her ear. “Where on earth did your brain go? You were
just staring at the ground in a stupor.” He put his arm around her
figuring it was her grief.

“I was just having memories.” She didn’t
have to tell him what those memories were. Her brother didn’t know
her secret.Well he knew part of it, but not the whole thing.

When she took another glance toward where
Randy had been standing, he was gone. Her heart took a leap. Where
had he gone? Why’d she still care?

At that moment she felt a hand on her
shoulder. She looked up and looked into those mesmerizing dark
eyes. They were filled with confusion. She looked at her mom and
looked back up at Randy. Now what?

“I’m sorry about your dad. I’d just arrived
from Belgium when Sara called and told me. Is there anything I can
do?” He looked from her to her mom.

Her mom looked up at him and tried to smile.
“Thanks Randy. You’ve always been a dear.” She turned to Lydia and
gave her a look that told her she was tired of the secrets. She
knew it was time to get things cleared up, but not today.

Vance turned and shook Randy’s hand. They
spoke for a moment, but Lydia was oblivious to their conversation.
All she could do was look at her mother. Why’d she want to break
the silence now of all times? They’d promised to let her decide
when the secret was told.

Vance helped their mother from her chair and
Lydia was left alone by the grave with Randy.

“You look good Lydia.” He seemed uneasy. He
stood from one foot to another.

“Thanks Randy. You look good yourself. How’s
Belgium?” She knew that he’d left for Belgium not long after she’d
left town. He’d taken a job over there with the biggest horse
breeder in the world.

“It was definitely a culture shock. I had to
get used to the way they live and eat.” He looked down at his hat
in his hand. He was unsure what to say now that he was in front of
her. He’d thought he was ready for this, but now he wasn’t
sure.

“I guess it’d be different from home. How
are Sara and Wes doing?” She was pushing her toe against the chair
trying not to look into his eyes. She was so afraid if he looked
deep enough he’d see.

“They are really good. Sara is expecting in
two months. It’s a boy. They’re so excited.” He was beaming at
being an uncle again. Sara was his older sister. She’d married her
childhood love after her first husband was killed in the military.
They had a nine year old daughter, who actually was her first
husband’s child, and a three year old daughter. It was a weird
situation, because her current husband was her first husband’s
brother. It’d been a hard road, but they’d taken it one step at a
time.

“That’s wonderful. I’ll have to call her
before I leave town.” She turned to stare at the flowers that were
on the stand beside her. She was having a hard time with all of the
emotions flowing through her right now.

“How long are you home for?” He wanted to
have more time with her now that she was near. He’d been dreaming
of the moment when he could see her for real and not just in his
haunted dreams.

“I’m not sure, but it’s up to how mom is.
How long are you home from Belgium?”

“I’m home for good. I’ve purchased the old
Statham ranch outside of town.”

She had to look at him then. That’d been his
dream to own that ranch. They’d spent a lot of time talking about
the things he could do if he had it.

“Wow, you’ve dreamed of that for so long.”
She was genuinely happy for him.

“Well, it’s one of my dreams.” The look in
his eyes was raw. She had to look away from the pain in those dark
eyes. She couldn’t handle it. A tear lingered in the corner of her
eye.

“I need to go. The car’s waiting on me.” She
turned to go and he lightly grabbed her arm. She turned but didn’t
look up at him. She couldn’t, not now, not today. “Don’t Randy.”
She held up her hand on a sob.

He quickly pulled her to him and held her.
She suddenly let the wall of emotion down and sobbed. She sobbed
for her father, for her heart and for the unspoken truth that
lingered on the surface.

He knew she was hurting. It killed him
hearing her heart wrenching sobs. She was close to her


cover.jpg





