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Dedication


This
book is dedicated to my three children; I love you with all my heart. My
strength and motivation to never give up. I am grateful to have such special
people in my life. My heart sings knowing I am your mother.
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About
the Book 

She
Said...it was a packed  day on the tube.  Normally, I am a sandwich or under some
guy’s sweaty armpit.  This particular day I was under Justin’s masculine
armpit.  I spent the tube journey inhaling his masculine aura and I was hooked.When
he gave me his card, I did not think twice about calling him. I asked him out for
coffee. He,  however, had other ideas. He asked for us to go for a shag which
led to us permanently shagging by living together, so when I took it to the
ultimate level and requested his hand in marriage,he said it was too much and
moved out! 

He
Said...I like her. We got together, not sure when.  She started getting demanding,
asking me to marry her.The next thing will be kids. It got to be too much for
me. What a fool! Mel was the best girl I have been with ever!

Will
she take me back ?

Find
out in this romantic comedy which proves that men really are from Mars and women
are from Venus.




SHE SAID ... 

Great, the tube comes.What are my choices—being  a
sandwich between two sweaty men?  Nah, think I will pass and wait for
another one. Another one comes, and look, the only space is under that man’s
sweaty armpit.  Again, I think I will give this one a  miss.  

Mel, you need to get to work today, not next week.
By the time you get on the tube, it will be the rush hour for everyone to
return home.  Sandwich...you will be the meat in between sweaty men or under a sweaty
armpit. Just breathe through your mouth, do not inhale!  Beggars cannot be
choosers. Or I could just get on the bus and waste an hour and a half in the
bus, stopping at every stop and being stuck in a ridiculous amount of traffic. Nah,
I do not feel like going on a tour of London today.  

Great, there is the tube—get on it! I push everybody in front of me. I am on a
mission—piss  off ! Oh for crying out loud, they are all standing by the
flipping door. Why do they never move up? Why do they insist on standing near
the doors? There are spaces behind them.What is it with people on the tube ?Is
it only the ones with no common sense ?  I am getting off at the next
stop, so I will stand right by the door—this is their usual thoughts.
Pure Genius!  What about the rest of us? In my haste before they shut the door,
I ask one lady to move up. She replies,‘I do not want to move up because I am
getting off at the next stop, love!’ How did I know that that would be her
response, because there are only geniuses that seem to get on the tube!  Not
ones with common sense—no,  they get on the bus and sit there for hours having
the same tour of London. I stoop down to the genius level and ask, ‘Does that
make sense, that no one can get on?’ 

Now I am really getting peed off. I am waiting for the doors to close any
minute.  Any minute they will make the alarm sound which means the tube is
going, and I am determined to get on.  The selfish cow replies, ‘I am on, so it
makes perfect sense.’  She is lucky that she doesn’t know I had kickboxing the
night before, because if I could move my legs into their normal swing, I would
have kickboxed her into the back of the tube.

With my body hurting from last night, and the panic
of the door shutting, I am getting redder than a tomato, and this is when I
notice him with his brown hair and striking dark features, trying to calm the
situation down, because I am ready to burst.  The aches in my legs or not, I
would have kickboxed her into the next rush hour.

‘Look, she is right, you guys need to move up. Just
makes things easier,’ he says all calm and collected.  The selfish cow replies,
‘Easier for whom, only you lot that cannot get on?’ ‘Seriously,’ I said ready
to lift my leg and sort her out.

‘I am not going to wait any longer! And the doors
are not shutting without me in the tube, do you understand ?’  At that
last statement, the man pushes her and a couple of other people, and I am
safely on the tube. I could hear moans and groans, but I did not care, because
I was going to miss another tube.  The selfish cow moaned the loudest. I am
sure she moaned, but in my ear all I could hear was a ‘ Moooooooo.’

I remember looking at him, thinking he is my knight
in shining armour. He allows me to get close to him on the tube so we could
both fit in. There I am, stuck under his armpit, thinking, ‘you smell so good.
Mel, you never thought about what kind of armpit you could be stuck under. See,
there are good and bad ones. This one is good or maybe it’s because I am  mesmerised
by the whole event.  Either way, I could not get my eye off him every time that
his arm moved and I could get a glimpse of him.

Arrrrhhhh, I  sigh. I do not remember any man
standing up for me and putting up a fight. Isn’t that what every girl dreams
of?

‘Can I take you out for a coffee or something? I am
getting off the next stop. I can give you my card,’ he says stretching out his
hand and placing the card in my hand.  Is this a dream ?  Someone hit
me, please.  He comes to my rescue, and now he is asking me out.  This is a
good day, a good day indeed!  Mel, what day is it ?

It is 15th May 2012, on the Jubilee line from Greens
Park to London Bridge.We will name this the heaven line.  The line where you
can be rescued by a hunk and he asks you out on a date.  If I had known it was
such a special occasion, I would have made an effort with my outfit.  

I hesitate a bit, but then he pushes it into my hand
and he gets off at his stop. After the doors shut, he mouths ‘Call me’ as the
tube takes off.

I had seen that movie called ‘He’s Just Not That Into
You’, and my mind casts on to the problem of when a man gives you his card. What
did the film say? What is the point of his move? Does that mean that he does
not really want you to call him? That he is not into you? I could not remember
and I was straining myself trying to think what to do next based on some movie.

Come on, Mel, get a life, I said to myself. So, I
started to think about the question of when to call him. I just could not think
straight.  I looked at the card and read Justin, his name is Justin. Nice, it
suits him.  I had just recently come out of a long relationship with Kevin. I
was supposed to be out there dating again after nine long years of Kevin. I
just did not love him, as sweet as he was.  He was safe, but I wanted more than
that. I am more than that.

Fuck it, I thought, Melanie, call him today.Find out
if he is free tomorrow.  You were on the heaven line.  Rescued by a prince, and
you are thinking of some dumb movie.

Come on girl, call him.

He was free the next day, great!So does it mean I
have been to heaven twice in two days ?Things really are getting better. I
thought I would be punished for life for dumping Kevin. That is what my family
and friends said to me. 

‘How could you dump Kevin, he is so sweet ?’

‘You bitch !’ That was what his Mum said as she
hung up the phone.

She did not need to say more than that. I suppose if
I were Kevin’s Mum I would probably say the same to his ex if she did the same
thing I did.

The next day Justin and I are in the coffee shop, introducing
ourselves, and generally getting the formalities out of the way. There is a
spark between us. We are getting excited just talking to each other, when he says,


‘Stuff this, we should just go to the hotel across
the road and shag!’

Is he for real? We just met. Go and shag?  I do not
remember calling and saying, ‘Shall we meet up for a shag ?’ I said, ‘Let’s
meet up and go for a coffee.’  I am sure I said coffee.

´Well ! Í did say lets meet up for coffee, I
never said shag.´

Ýou fancy me, right ?´

´Course´

‘Ánd I fancy you´So, let’s get the important bit out
of the way and be done.´

OK, so I was in heaven yesterday.  Today, I am
unclear if I am in heaven or in hell. Actually, my mind casts to that show where
some family relative, comes and plays a hoax on you. This is what this is—it must
be Kevin’s Mum.  I look around to see if I can see the cameras. I imagine her
making Kevin watch it and saying, ‘Told you she was a whore and a bitch.  See,
son, it is good you are not with her.’

Justin asks, ‘What are you looking for?’

‘For the cameras, this is a joke right?’

‘No joke, I am asking you to go and have a shag. You
ever done anything on impulse ?’

I think, yes, I called you the same day and asked
you out for a
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