
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
 


Lover With No Name

By Toby Welch

 


Copyright 2015
Toby A. Welch

Smashwords Edition

 


Smashwords Edition, License Notes

This book is
licensed for your personal enjoyment only. This book may not be
re-sold or given away to other people. If you would like to share
this book with another person, please purchase an additional copy
for each recipient. If you’re reading this book and did not
purchase it, or it was not purchased for your use only, then please
return to your favorite retailer and purchase your own copy. Thank
you for respecting the hard work of this author.

 


Photo credit: Bryan Brenneman

 


Lover With No Name

 



Chapter 1

 


I traveled halfway around the world to try
and erase the image of my fiancé having sex with another woman.
Unfortunately my plan wasn’t working. Despite being at an amazing
spa tucked into a Tuscan valley, I couldn’t get the betrayal out of
my head.

Owen and I had been together for over two
years and were planning a June wedding. That was the plan until I
left work early the Friday before Christmas to go home and get
ready for my office holiday party. As soon as I opened the door to
my condo that I shared with Owen, I spotted a pair of high-heeled
shoes tossed in the entryway that weren’t mine. When I found a mini
skirt and a blouse draped over the back of my couch, I knew I
wasn’t going to like what I saw next.

I found Owen and some floozy in the bathroom.
She was bent over the counter, her head almost in the sink, as Owen
plunged into her from behind. It took a few seconds for him to
register my reflection in the mirror but as soon as he did, he
jumped away from the woman. I didn’t say a word. I turned and left
before he had a chance to start blubbering a list of lame excuses
for what he was doing.

Not normally known for my spontaneity, I
surprised myself by what I did next. I stopped at the first travel
agency I spotted and asked where I could immediately escape to for
a reasonable price. The cheery red-headed woman behind the desk
listed off a number of places – Costa Rica, London, Paris, Bora
Bora, Thailand, Mexico, Tuscany, and Argentina. As soon as she’d
said Tuscany, it struck a chord in my heart. I’d seen some great
movies filmed in Tuscany and friends had raved about the location.
I knew that would be the perfect place to start healing my
shattered and jaded heart. Plus, I’d never been to Italy so it
didn’t hold any memories, good or bad.

The agent booked me on a flight that evening
as I was eager to get out of town. I had my laptop, cell phone, and
wallet in my purse so all I needed was my passport. I stopped at
work to grab it out of my office safe before heading to the
airport.

Once I’d checked in and was through security,
I pulled out my cell phone to call Owen and make some things clear.
I saw I had six missed calls, all from him. I dialed his number
without listening to my voicemail and the man I had been so wrong
about answered on the first ring.

Before I could say a word, Owen started
rambling, “Olivia, I am so glad you called. I’ve been going out of
my mind worrying about you. You have no idea how sorry I am about
what you walked in on. Claudia means nothing to me. It won’t happen
again. I was so stupid...”

I interrupted his juvenile rant. “Shut up,
Owen. Shut your lying mouth and listen to me. You have three days
to get your stuff together and get out. I won’t be around so do not
try to contact me. Ever again. We are through. If you aren’t out
when I get back, I will throw all of your crap in the dumpster. Are
we clear?”

“But, babe, I don’t want it to be over. I
love you and want to marry you.”

“You should have thought about that before
you screwed some bimbo in my bathroom. Get out - you’ve got three
days. No, make that two.”

“But Olivia...”

I cut him off a third time, “I will not say
this again. We are over. Over! I never want to hear from you
again.”

I hung up the phone before I heard another
word from Owen’s filthy mouth. A grin I couldn’t stop spread across
my face. As I walked toward my gate, I felt like I’d lost 200
pounds in one day. My heart was broken, leaving a path of invisible
shards behind me, but I was also invigorated.

The future I’d so carefully planned with Owen
was gone forever but in its place was a clean slate ready to be
filled. It was terrifying yet thrilling at the same time.

 



Chapter 2

 


It’s day two of my self-imposed exile in the
Italian countryside. I was over the worst of my jetlag and was
starting to de-stress. The fiasco with Owen was sinking in and I
found myself wanting to punch things. I’d never thought of myself
as an angry person but obviously I could be. I was hoping the
sunset yoga class that evening beside the mineral pool would help
me find some peace.

In the meantime, I had a refreshingly light
lunch of tomatoes and mozzarella drizzled with an olive oil that
awoke my senses. My belly full, I relaxed by the pool and read the
latest Barbara Delinsky book as the sun soothed my skin.

I dozed between chapters. I was slowly
starting to heal. It would take time to get over Owen’s betrayal
but since I had always been careful to have a life outside of our
relationship, I knew I would eventually be fine.

The sunset yoga helped despite the language
barrier. Everyone else in the class spoke Italian and they enjoyed
laughing at the mistakes I made. I didn’t mind as I was poking fun
at myself too. It was curative to laugh again – too much sorrow had
bombarded me over the last 48 hours and it was still coming at me
in waves.

After yoga, I took a soak in one of the hot
tubs before getting dressed for a late dinner. When I was stuffed
with antipasti, pasta, veal, and an assortment of veggies, I left
the dining area and headed back to my room to curl up in bed with
my book. But the lure of a soft melody pulled me into the lounge in
the lobby area. A stick-thin man with a long, straggly ponytail sat
at a gleaming black piano, creating music that immediately soothed
my soul. Without thinking, I took a seat in one of the leather
chairs in the back of the lounge, closed my eyes, and let the
strains of Bach overtake me. My mind was wandering when a lady in a
black skirt, white blouse, and black apron asked, “Would you like
anything to drink?”

She whipped out a leather covered notebook
and I didn’t have the heart to say that I was only there for the
music. “Sure. I’ll have a Baileys on ice please. Extra ice.
Thanks.”

“I’ll be right back with that.”

She returned a few minutes later with my
drink. She put it and a little plate of chocolate covered wafers on
the table beside me. I thanked her and she left me alone.

Twenty minutes later, my drink almost empty
and me feeling drowsy, I was debating heading back to my room when
I was interrupted by a polite but intrusive, “Excuse me?”

What now? Why couldn’t people leave me in
peace? I needed a tattoo on my forehead: Broken heart - leave me
alone.

“Yes?” I managed to say before I opened my
eyes and looked into the face of one of the most handsome men I
have ever seen. He looked like Gerard Butler in the heart wrenching
movie P.S. I Love You. And the shattered husband in Law
Abiding Citizen. And the hottie in The Ugly Truth and
3000. He was well over six feet tall with black hair that
needed a trim, a jaw strong enough to make him look regal, and blue
eyes the color of the Tuscan sky that afternoon.

He opened his mouth and smooth words flowed
out, “I’m sorry to disturb you. My name is Mark. I noticed you are
alone and so am I. I wondered if I could join you?”

“No thanks. I was calling it a night.”

“Sure you can’t stay for one drink?”

“I’m sure. I thought I was over my jetlag but
I was wrong.”

“Another time perhaps?”

“Perhaps,” I replied, being an evasive
smartass but I didn’t care. Catering to men and their fragile egos
was not a priority of mine at the moment. It wouldn’t be any time
in the foreseeable future either.

The Gerard Butler clone wisely stepped aside
and let me pass. Another time I would’ve chatted it up with such an
intriguing man but the last thing I was in the mood for at that
moment was engaging in mindless chit chat.

I was asleep minutes later, the sweet Italian
air soothing my lungs and my mind mercifully empty of thoughts for
a change.

 



Chapter 3

 


I’d forgotten it was Christmas Day until my
room service cart arrived with a sprig of holly and Mark
written in red and green glitter on the name card. It was
impossible for me to find holiday spirit this year so I tossed the
holly into the closest trash can.

I downed my breakfast and changed into my
swim trunks. Everyone was in the mineral pool so I headed for the
empty, cold salt water pool and started pounding out laps, my mind
reflecting on the past week.

I couldn’t believe I was about to join the
ranks of the other divorced men I knew. Tanya and I had been
college sweethearts, had married days after I graduated from law
school. We’d been so full of dreams for our future, so full of love
for one another. Our wedding was a decade ago and up until last
Tuesday, I naively believed we were still on track to spend the
rest of our lives together. But Tanya obviously had other
thoughts.

Last Tuesday started like every other Tuesday
of the previous four years. I had a business breakfast meeting with
the other partners in the law firm at 7 a.m., meetings all morning,
lunch grabbed on the go, and an afternoon spent in court. Then I
had a dinner meeting with potential clients and was home by nine
p.m. to unwind. But last Tuesday ended differently. As soon as I
stepped in my front door, I saw three suitcases lined up like
miniature soldiers ready to go to war. I called out Tanya’s name
but she didn’t respond. I found her in the kitchen sitting at the
breakfast bar, a glass of red wine in her left hand and a look of
determination on her face.

“What’s up, Tan?” I asked as I kissed her
cheek.

“I’m leaving, Mark.”

“Where are you going? To visit your mom?”

“No. I’m leaving you. Permanently.”

I was utterly confused. “What are you talking
about?”

“I’ve told you a dozen times but you refuse
to hear me. I’m done playing second fiddle to your work.”

Not that run-around again! “My work is what
gives you everything you want.”

“Like I told you a thousand times before - I
don’t want the Mercedes or the diamonds. I want you. We never see
each other.”

“Sure we do. Look, I’m home now!”

“It’s after nine. You get home, spend 30
seconds with me, and hole up in your office until bedtime. I’m
done, Mark. Totally and completely done.”

Tanya sounded exhausted and when I studied
her face, she looked it, too. I would have preferred anger to her
determined resignation as it would’ve shown me she still cared,
even a little. It terrified me that she had already mentally
checked out of our marriage. How did I not see this coming?

“Please give me one more chance,” I begged.
“It’ll be different, I promise.”

As a minute of silence passed, Tanya seemed
to be considering my request. “I’ll make you a deal, Mark. If you
can answer one question, I’ll stay and give it another go. You get
it wrong, I’m gone with no arguments from you.”

“Shoot,” I said, confident I could give Tanya
whatever answer she needed to hear.

“When is the last time we took a vacation
together?”

Crap! I searched my brain but couldn’t come
up with anything. Then I remembered my younger sister’s wedding two
summers ago. “In July of the year before last we went to Dallas for
Patty’s wedding.” I gave myself a mental pat on the back!

But Tanya wasn’t impressed. “I said a
vacation, not an obligatory family get-together. A holiday, just
you and I, to reconnect.”

I drew a blank. I couldn’t think of anything,
not even a weekend away. When the silence stretched into
awkwardness, Tanya headed for the door. Before she slammed it for
the last time, she yelled with more emotion that I had seen from
her in awhile, “Our honeymoon, you dipshit!”

I spent two days pacing through our cavernous
house before I went berserk. I called Margaret, the firm’s travel
agent, and asked her to book me on an international flight to
anywhere as long as it left that night. When she asked me to narrow
it down to a country or a continent at least, I replied without
even thinking, “Europe.” I’d backpacked through Central Europe for
two glorious months one summer during my university years and had
humbling memories of that time.

“I will e-mail you the details and your
itinerary in the next 30 minutes,” Margaret said and I knew it
would be closer to twenty.

The itinerary arrived 17 minutes later to my
iPhone. I was surprised Margaret sent me to Tuscany. I’d never been
there but it didn’t seem like my kind of place. But anything beat
being alone in an empty house, especially over the holidays, so I
headed for the airport. On my way I called Tanya and told her to
move back into the house, that I would take a room at a hotel close
to work to live in while we figured out the details. I knew I
didn’t want to return to the empty, echoing mansion that had always
been too big for the two of us.

I’ve been in Italy four days now and while
it’s been relaxing, I’m feeling antsy. I’ve been working on my
laptop in the resort’s library to fill the daytime hours. I make
myself unwind in the evenings, with a book by the pool or listening
to music in the lounge. I couldn’t remember when I last took a day
off work; I’ve lost the ability to do nothing without feeling
indolent.

The first day I was here I sent an e-mail to
Tanya to let her know where I was in case she changed her mind and
wanted to come home. But my email bounced back so that was a waste
of time. It was clear that all of our contact from now on would be
through our lawyers. Tanya was done with our marriage and I needed
to accept that.

The more I thought about it, the more I
realized I didn’t even know who Tanya was anymore. She used to be
the best thing in my life, the reason I got up every morning. But
along the way somewhere, I had let that go. I hadn’t nurtured our
marriage in years so it shouldn’t be a surprise that Tanya
left.

Last night in the lounge, I saw a stunning
woman hiding in the back of the room. She was so small that the
chair she sat in seemed to fold itself around her. While I was not
looking for a new relationship by any means, I was desperate for
some human contact and a real conversation so I approached her. She
started to rise as I got closer; I think I scared her off. I asked
her if I could join her but she was clearly not interested, claimed
she was heading to her room. Was I that horrific?

Like a fool and despite the leave me
alone vibe I was getting, I invited her to share a drink with
me but she couldn’t away from me fast enough. She mumbled something
and brushed by me, nearly breaking into a run as she left the
lounge.

I sat down in the chair she had occupied
moments before, my large frame filling it completely. Some of her
lingering body heat seeped through my clothes. All I wanted was to
swap life stories with someone and discuss what was going on in the
world. The less than 30 second encounter brought down my mood and I
couldn’t figure out why. Sure, she was attractive but that wasn’t
it. I wasn’t looking for a one night stand. She had an interesting
aura about her, something that pulled you in and made you want to
get to know her. That sounded odd considering the don’t come
near me vibe she projected. When I suggested we get together
another time, you’d think I’d asked her to walk 30 miles over
broken glass with bare feet while giving me a piggy back ride.

Not wanting to get shot down by anyone else,
I remained in the chair that held onto a trace of the mysterious
woman’s floral perfume and didn’t say another word to anyone.

 



Chapter 4

 


I woke up screaming. I was dreaming of Owen
having sex with Floozy in my bathroom at the spa and the image was
gruesome. Body fluids were flying everywhere and I saw private
parts wherever I looked. As I fully awoke, I was on the verge of
vomiting; I took big gulps of fresh air to calm my stomach. Then I
took a hike through the Tuscan countryside to clear my mind.

After walking up and down rolling hills for
over four hours, I was famished. I had lunch in the dining area,
filling my belly with breads and olive oil soaked veggies. My
stomach full, I strolled around the resort to see if I’d missed any
amenities. As I circled the side of the spa, I spotted the pool
area. The mineral pool had a water yoga class going on in the
middle of it and a bunch of people were milling around the
perimeter. A regular rectangular pool was down near the bottom of
the hill and I saw one person doing laps in it. He was attacking
the water, slicing through each stroke as if his life depended on
reaching the other side immediately. He’d probably had a fight with
his wife or girlfriend and was taking it out on the water.

The path I was on led me by the pool and as I
got closer, I saw that the man doing laps was the guy who’d
approached me in the lounge last night. Not in the mood for
conversation, I sped up so I would pass the pool by the time he
reached the end I was walking by. But I completely misjudged his
speed - his head popped up as I was crossing in front of him. I
avoided eye contact but he still tried to catch my attention. “Hey,
how are you?” he asked.

I ignored him and kept walking but when he
said, “Hello there,” a little louder, I knew I would be bordering
on immense rudeness if I didn’t respond. I acted surprised and
asked, “Are you talking to me?”

“Yes,” he answered, a grin on his face and a
row of gleaming Chiclets lined up below his upper lip. He was a
very attractive man, especially with his hair slicked back from the
water and droplets clinging to his strikingly clear skin.

“Can I help you with something?” I kept my
tone formal.

“I wanted to wish you a Merry Christmas.”

I immediately felt like a total schmuck. “I’m
sorry. I didn’t mean to be rude. Merry Christmas to you as
well.”

“Thanks. Any chance you’d want to meet at the
lounge later and share a holiday drink?”

I really didn’t want to and he must have
noticed my reluctance as he said, “To be honest, I haven’t had a
decent conversation with an English speaking human being in over a
week. I’m a bit lonely and only want to chat, nothing else. Just
one drink?”

How could I say no to that? If I was honest
with myself, I’d admit that I was getting tired of my own company
all the time, too.

“Okay,” I agreed. “Seven work for you?”

He smiled again. “Yes.”

“I’ll see you then,” I said and continued
walking before he could say another word. I did look back when the
path branched off to go back to the main building and saw the man
sitting on the edge of the pool with a goofy grin on his face,
looking my direction. Had I really agreed to a drink with him that
night?

 



Chapter 5

 


I was on lap 78 when I sensed someone
approaching the pool. I emerged at the end of the lane to see the
lady from the lounge last night about to pass in front of me.
“Hey,” I said to get her attention.

She looked upset that I noticed her but I
persevered. I couldn’t help but wonder what she was so anxious
about. I only wanted to talk to her. When I told her as much and
asked her to join me for a drink that night, she looked like she’d
rather have a root canal. But I didn’t give up and we arranged to
meet in the lounge at seven that evening. I spent the rest of the
afternoon working, had an early dinner, and was in the lounge by
6:30.

The room was empty except for a loud,
intoxicated couple seated at the bar. I sat in the chair beside the
one the mystery lady had occupied the night before. The lady whose
name I didn’t even know. I hoped she won’t slap me or stalk off
when I ask her name.

I ordered a vodka and tonic and was sucking
on an ice cube when she arrived right at seven. Wow -
whatever-her-name-is looked lovely in a simple black dress with her
hair falling around her shoulders. She looked like a Nordic
princess but I wasn’t about to tell her that. I wouldn’t comment on
her appearance or she’d likely bolt.

I stood up as she got closer to where I sat.
I spoke first. “Thank you for meeting me.”

“Uh, sure.” She looked ready to take off
running again.

“My name is Mark Smyth,” I introduced myself,
extending my hand.

She looked hesitant to respond but she
eventually put her hand gently in mine and, after a pause, said,
“Sarah Connor.”

I gestured for her to sit and said, “Sarah
Connor. Nice. Bet you’ve heard every Terminator joke out
there?”

She looked lost for a moment but then clued
in and smiled. “I’ve heard them all. And no, I don’t have a son
named John and I’ve never dated anyone named Kyle Reese.”

“Now that we’ve cleared that up, what can I
get you to drink?”

“I’d love an apple martini.”

“I’ll be right back,” I said and headed for
the bar. I could have waited for the waitress to come to our table
but I wanted to give Sarah a little space. She seemed overwhelmed.
Sarah - lovely name but I was surprised she didn’t have a more
exotic name like Xenia or Godiva.

I waited at the bar for her drink and carried
it back to where we were sitting. I placed it on the coaster beside
her chair and she thanked me.

We continued the conversation about movies
and then branched into politics and world events. Sarah was a
stimulating conversationalist, even challenged me on some of my
views, but after an hour I still knew nothing about her beyond her
name. She finally seemed relaxed enough for me to ask her about
herself.

“So, Sarah, what do you do?”

“I’m in PR.”

“What kind of PR?”

“I have a firm that represents luxury
properties all over the world. Basically I line up writers or
people in real estate to take on tours of the properties to
increase exposure for my clients.”

“Sounds interesting. Do you like it?”

“I love it.” Finally I was getting some
positive emotions from this beautiful yet guarded woman. She
continued, “I get to see destinations I otherwise would never get
the chance to experience, places that are reserved for the
uber-wealthy.”

“Where’s your favourite place?”

“At the risk of sounding predictable, I’d
have to say the beachy places – the Dominican, St. Kitts and Nevis,
Hawaii, St. Lucia, and a couple islands off Spain. If I had to
choose one, it would be David Copperfield’s island in the Bahamas,
Musha Cay. It truly is heaven on Earth.”

“Sounds nice,” I remarked, only now realizing
how much of the world I have missed seeing by never taking
vacations.

Sarah broke into my reverie. “But enough
about me. What do you do, Mark?”

“I’m a lawyer. I work for a firm in New York
City. Where do you live?”

“Chicago.”

“Lived there long?”

“Only a few years. I spent most of my
childhood moving from place to place.”

“Why’s that? Was your father in the
military?”

“Hey, my turn to ask some questions,” Sarah
said with a glimmer in her eye. She actually seemed interested and
no longer as wary of me.

“Shoot,” I said.

“What law firm do you work for?”

“White, Jamieson, Corbett, and Smyth.”

“Are you the latter?”

“That’s me.”

“How do you like being a lawyer?”

“I love it actually. I worked my ass off for
the last decade and it paid off when I made partner last year.”
Whoa, I sound like a braggart; I needed to change that. “But what I
love most is the feeling I get from helping people. That sounds
cliché, I know, but it’s true.”

“Good for you for making partner. No small
feat I would imagine?”

She wasn’t being sarcastic so I answered her
question, “No, it was a massive undertaking and I paid dearly for
it recently.” The fact that I was about to be divorced was hitting
me extra hard today. That fact kept trying to pull my mood down but
I wouldn’t let it.

“What did you lose to get where you are?”
Sarah asked.

Damn, why did I let the conversation get onto
this topic? I really didn’t want to talk about Tanya during such a
nice evening. Sarah must have sensed my hesitancy. “You don’t have
to tell me, Mark. We don’t even know one another and that is a
personal question.”

Maybe it was easier to talk to a relative
stranger about my situation. “My wife left me last week.”

I expected sympathy or pity but I preferred
the response Sarah gave me: “That sucks bad.”

I laughed. Sarah was refreshing. “That sums
it up. I was so wrapped up in my work that I didn’t even see it
coming. Looking back, I see the signs now of course but I was
clueless before. Not for her lack of trying to tell me she was fed
up. I heard her but I didn’t listen.”

“Is that why you are here? To recover?”

“Recover? Not really that as much as to
absorb the shock and figure out where to go from here.”

“Where do you go from here?”

I loved her inquisitiveness; it was a
refreshing change from her standoffishness. “When I figure that
out, I’ll let you know.”

“Sounds like a plan.”

“What about you?” I asked. “Are you married?”
I didn’t see a ring but that didn’t mean anything these days.

“Nope.”

“Dating anyone?”

“Newly single like you.”

“Care to share?”

I could tell she didn’t want to answer but I
wanted to know so I kept silent and didn’t offer her an out. As I’d
hoped would happen, she filled the silence with her story.

“I came home from work to get ready for my
office holiday party and found my fiancé screwing a bimbo in my
bathroom.”

“That must have been horrific. I can’t even
imagine.” At least my relationship had died a slow and steady
death; it wasn’t beaten to a pulp in a single moment! “To quote a
wise woman I know, ‘that sucks bad’.”

“Yeah, tell me about it.”

“Did you know he was a cheater?”

“I had no clue. Nothing set off warning bells
in my head. The night before, we’d been in that same bathroom
discussing what china pattern to register for.”

“I don’t even know what to say.”

“There’s nothing to say. He’s a schmuck. I’m
trying to focus on being grateful I found out now, before I vowed
to spend the rest of my life with him.”

“Good point. So are you here to recover?” I
asked, throwing her question back at her.

“Pretty much. He lived in my condo with me so
I needed somewhere to stay while he moved his crap out. What better
place than Italy?”

“Touché, Sarah.” I picked up my glass and
said, “I’d like to make a toast to two people who are going to get
over this hurdle and go on to bigger and better things in their
lives.”

Sarah picked up her glass and clinked mine.
Our eyes connected as we both drank and I wished I’d met this
glorious woman at another point in my life as I could fall hard for
her. She had beauty, class, intelligence, and a beckoning air of
mystery surrounding her.

When I was a young man still living at home,
my mother used to tell me that you meet two kinds of people in
life: those you meet that you get to know and those you meet that
you know already. I never believed her until Sarah came into my
life; I felt like I’d known her all my life.

 



Chapter 6

 


As I put on my dress and styled my hair, I
debated skipping out on the plans tonight and hiding out in my
room. But I forced myself to go and was glad later that I did. My
time spent with the man whose name I learned was Mark was
surprisingly pleasant. I was taken aback by how good it felt to
share a conversation with someone smart and debate issues with
him.

I did have a moment of panic when he asked me
my name. I didn’t want to tell him my actual name in case he turned
out to be a stalker or a wacko so I spurted out my sister’s name,
Sarah Connor.

When the conversation turned personal and
Mark shared what had happened with his wife a few days ago, I
couldn’t help but feel for him. While he’d obviously not been an
active participant in his own marriage, being blindsided must have
hurt. I almost reached out to touch his hand before redirecting it
and picking up my martini glass.

I found myself sharing with Mark what
happened with Owen. Although it stung to admit that Owen cheated on
me, as if it was my own personal failure which I kept reminding
myself it wasn’t, saying the words out loud to Mark hadn’t been as
painful as I thought they would be.

After my admission, I changed the topic to
something less personal so I could mentally regroup
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