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    For Clark Kent and Lois Lane, who were lucky enough to land each other.
A steamier version of Don't Let Me Go was published as One More Time by Emily Padraic.
Cover photography by lightwavemedia.
Stock photo provided by Depositphotos.
The persons in the image are models and are in no way to be connected with the characters depicted in this story.
Don't Let Me Go is a sweetish romance short read: 3,400 words.

      

    


There's nothing quite like walking in on your super serious boyfriend, Mark, Frenching a girl that certainly is not you. Especially if it's the intern, Cyn, that he insisted earlier in the week was a total airhead. 

What he didn't happen to mention was that one, she's incredibly busty, as top-heavy as possible without defying gravity, and two, that she's obviously a total skank with really beautiful brown hair. Too tight denim skirt, too tight baby blue top, what there are of both of them, and stripper heels. I can only guess that she gets by with her own personal dress code because her uncle is one of the owners of the architectural firm.

At that moment, Mark, that previously paragon of virtue, catches sight of me, my body vibrating with rage. He shoves unbearably pretty Cyn away from him, and with lying lips that are smeared with a shade that probably called Pink Passion, says, "It's not what it looks like. Honest."

I throw the bag containing his favorite meatball sub at him. Then, stifling my sobs, and cursing the fact that I wore extra mascara today, I turn and stumble down the hall, past all of his avid and horrified co-workers, to the elevator, and away from the gorgeous liar. I'm immediately trying to immolate the pictures in my mind of him and me and our four beautiful children. I want to take back the past two years that I've wasted on the cheating creep.

Instead, I call my girlfriends, and hit ignore when Mark calls, which he does, 17 times, and don't bother reading any of his hundreds of texts.

What's the point? I saw what I saw.

*
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"I DESERVE BETTER THAN Mark," I proclaim to the bartender and the bar's inebriated patrons.

"You bet you do, girlfriend! I'm glad you dumped his stupid butt!" my best friend, Macy, slurs. We're both in glittery dark sleeveless tops, paired with our skinny jeans and non-stripper heels. We'd be twins, but Macy's got a cap of honey blond hair and I've got shoulder-length dark brown, with some blue streaks that my grandma hates. My other best friend, Lila, is in her classic little black dress, long red hair up in a messy bun, but she's nursing a ginger ale. She's our designated driver tonight. She's currently in the restroom, so she's missing our conversation.

Macy and I have each had a couple of shots of tequila, and now we've moved on to the utterly delicious fruity drinks that are also lethal. Me? I'm feeling no pain. Macy? I hope she doesn't throw up in Lila's car. We'll both have hangovers, but mine are always mild compared to hers. It was her idea to drink away my cheating boyfriend, no matter how much she can't hold her liquor. She's a great friend.

"So whatcha gonna do, Ellie? Go out with someone else to get back at him?”

Lila slips back on her stool. "Ellie's too smart to do something right now," she tells us. I'll take her word on my intelligence. I'm tempted, though. That would show Mark.

I miss him already.

Sigh. This is going to be harder than I need it to be. If I could just flat out kill this love I have for him, I'd be fine.

I'm not fine.

Lila pats me on the shoulder, as I take another sip. "You're going to be just fine, honey. You know what they say about there being other fish in the sea."

"I only want my fish," I mumble around my straw.

"Do you think maybe you made a mistake in how you interpreted what you saw?" she asks.

"Lila, she was there! She saw them making out!" Macy states. We're going to have to cut her off. She's weaving a little bit, there in her seat.

"And you're cut off," Lila says calmly.

"Fine." Macy pouts and hangs her head.

"Oh, boy," I say.

Lila waves off my concern. "She'll be fine. We just need to get her home and let her sleep it off. Macy? Honey? We're going to go."

I appreciate that Macy wanted me to be able to drown my sorrows, but if a future boyfriend cheats on me again, the three of us are going to McDonald's instead.

Macy isn't cooperating. Lila and I have managed to get her off of the stool, but not much farther. "I can't feel my legs, y'all," she states, as she stumbles ahead a few steps. I lean down to see her face better. Her eyes are unfocused. She seems confused. This is going to be a long night. We're going to have to drag her out of here.

"Let me have her," a deep voice, one that I currently despise, says.

Lila looks relieved. I'm sure that I look mad. Or constipated.

Mark bends and scoops Macy up. I try to ignore the way he looks in his khakis and white oxford and navy tie and trenchcoat, just knowing that those biceps of his are flexing underneath as he adjusts his hold on my friend. His glasses are slipping down his nose, and out of habit, I push them back up for him.

He looks reproachfully at me, with those big blue eyes of his, emphasized by his lenses. A black curl falls over his forehead, and not for the first time, I fancy that he's Clark Kent. But let's be honest; Clark Kent and his super alter ego wouldn't have ever cheated on Lois Lane.

Not that I'm any Lois, by any means, except right now I have her tenacity. Kind of.

"What are you doing here?" I demand.

"The three of you almost always come here when one of you is mad. Plus, I've already been by the apartment."

Oh. Well, that was easy. I thought that he was going to say that he triangulated our whereabouts by using some sophisticated (to me) tech. That, or that Lila called him while she was in the restroom.

"Oh. Well, since you're here and all, you can carry Macy to Lila's car. Then you can go home."

"You're not coming home." Mark states it as a fact, instead of as a question. He looks resigned. Other than business trips, this will be the first time in the year that we've lived together that we'll be apart.

Macy's head lolls against his shoulder. "You’d better believe I'm not coming home. You cheated on me, Mark!" My voice finishes in a shriek. Lila puts her hand on my shoulder, either to calm me down or to hold me back. Maybe both.

"Didn't you listen to my voice mails? Read my texts?" he persists.

I cross my arms over my chest. "I didn't need to. I saw you kissing that floozy."

"God, you're stubborn. You saw her kissing me."

Lila gives me a look. I don't need to hear her verbal I told you so.

I turn back to Mark. "So that's what you're going with?"

"What if I walked in on what you saw? Would you not want for me to believe you if you insisted that the guy forcibly kissed you? Huh?"

Okay, now he's getting mad. And I'm getting the point. He's right, of course. I would expect him to believe me, hands down. I've never even seen a flicker of interest in him before when he's been around other women.

"I guess so." I can't fully concede right now, because I'm still worked up
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