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Kayla Arden

 


“Breakfast is ready!”

I lifted my head off my pillow, my Dad’s
voice seem to penetrate the wooden floor upstairs to my room. Gosh,
I feel like a kid again. My clown clock still gleamed, the smile
brings me back to my childhood. Morning sun speared through my
window. After sleeping in bunk beds in the Air Force, nothing more
comforting than the bed you slept in a child. My first week back in
civilian life and I got to admit, it sucked trying to adjust. I was
getting lazy. I missed the regimented lifestyle and most of all my
friends.

I sit up, spearing my hair, I stand to peer
out the window my little sister catching a ride with a guy in some
beat up old Mustang. I squint
before he starts doing a small burnout in front of our driveway.
Asshole. I come downstairs to my parents eating breakfast. Dad
holds a piece of toast slathering
peanut butter on it. My mother, Nikki is busy finishing off the
papers she was marking from her last class.

Even now at thirty years old, I'm relishing
the emotion ever since I was six. The time we became a family. My
Dad reaches over and kisses my Mom's cheek, he smiles, says, “Damn you looking good Nikki. Might be
no school today for you...”

My Mom blushes, and giggles when she places
toast on my plate. Dad curls his palm by his mouth like a
trumpet.

“Kayla! Wake...”

“I’m here! Gosh, don't shout!”

I sat at the table when I came under their
careful observation. He pushed the plate, with my toast to me,
while Mom stared quietly judging
me, before she reads the
newspaper.

Dad said, “Kayla you got a job lined up?”

“No, I thought I'd take some time out to
explore my options.”

“Woman, you are thirty now you have none. You
need to find yourself a man too. Get some stability in your life
all this international travel flying jets for the Air Force. You
should of organized employment when you got out.”

“I did Dad, I changed my mind. Besides, I got enough money from my payout to
tie me over.”

My Mom placed the newspaper down and said,
“So good to get my baby back. The whole family under the roof
again.”

I flicked my eyes to my Dad. His eyes
widened. “Hun, Kayla is no infant more,” he said, “Two words J.O.B than M.A.N.”

“Gosh, will
you ease up. You should be worrying about Samantha.”

His chin dropped his head, his jaw
grinded.

“Who's the guy she's seeing?”

“Some bad boy who treats her like crap. You
know she's moving out?”

“What Really?”

Dad shook his head, face palming. He pointed
at the baseball bat, I smirked remembering him chasing some of my
boyfriends with it.

“Our little sweetheart all grown up now, I
tried my best instill in you all, the kind of men you should be on
the lookout for. Ones that will take care of you and treat you
right.”

“To a point Dad. I remember you pretty much
disapproved them.”

“Kayla they were all deadbeats. Bums. Half of
them weren’t employed!”

“What about Jacob? He had a job.”

“He worked at the movies clipping tickets! In
fact, he's still working at the
theaters when I took Nikki to see
that friggin Fifty Shades of Grey.”

I raised a brow, “So gross Dad.”

“Your Mom's
idea, she conned me into thinking it was an action movie. Boy was I
wrong!”

I flicked my eyes to Mom, who went all red,
she hid behind the newspaper.

“Anyways speaking of men. What the hell
happened to Thomas Carter and the
date I arranged? You remember him, Nikki?”

She peered up at the ceiling for a second when the image of him came to
my mind.

She said, “He was the tall chubby boy, with a
mullet... I recall him all dressed up in a suit, he even brought
flowers, this was before Kayla left for the Air Force.”

I remembered Thomas and his weird clump of
brown hair you call a hairstyle, only my Mom was conservative when
she said he was chubby. He was grossly overweight, Fugly. “I
remember him,” I said, with a lump in my throat.

Dad chewed his toast, “Now he is the man.
Worked with me on the Pine Hill apartments never seen someone with
such work ethic. Drive and compassion. Well, what about him?”

I paused when guilt rippled through my body,
“I stood him up.”

“What! Hum... Explains why Thomas was so sad.
Hun, he was head over heels for you.”

“I wasn't attracted to him. Simple.”

He shook his head, “Whatever happened to not
judging a book by its cover.”

“Dad what is with your cliché sayings?”

“Kayla I'm saying you should at least given
him a chance. Even extending him a curtsey, you wouldn't make the
date. I see how your generation does things today. I shake my head
at the young bucks at work on their lunch breaks matchmaking on
your friggin smartphones. Damn internet dating. Tinder, Snapchat,
swipe left flick right. Writing long novels to communicate. Back in
our day, we called people to talk.
We visited people.”

“Well, too late now Dad.”

He shrugged “Hun if you listened to your
Daddy... who knows... what you be doing now. We'd be sailing the
Pacific, maybe the Caribbean
sipping on cocktails. Some of the places he tells me.” He sighed,
“Could have been you.”

“What’s he doing now?”

“Thomas is a wealthy millionaire now. Hun, I
tell you won't recognize him now. Just like that frog book, you read as a kid.”

I blinked when I bit into my toast, needs
more jelly to get the taste I wanted.

My Dad’s phone rang when he took the call in
another room. I turned to Mom. I said, “Seriously?”

“What?”

“Fifty Shades?

She shrugged, “It's just a movie, Hun.”

“You probably read the book too?”

She went red, “I had to know what damn fuss
was about.”

“I better not find whips around the house or
hidden dungeons or I'm getting out of here.”

We both laughed when Dad came back in.

“Kayla what are you doing today?”

“Nothing.”

“Come with me to the latest mansion I built.
You'll be surprised who the new tenant will be.”

 


***

 


Thomas Carter

 


I arrived early to my new built mansion. The
grass was only a few millimeters high you the seeds scattered in
the growth. I get out of my red Ferrari, unbuttoning my dark blue
suit to sit on the bonnet to admire the incredible sight. Mr. Arden, you did well. The day was your typical Los Angeles morning.
Warm with a hint of smog tainting my nostrils. I took out my phone
to call him. He picked up.

“Jake Speaking.”

“It’s Thomas. I'm outside the mansion.”

“Oh. Hold on, I'm going to the other
room.”

I paused, “I got you at a wrong time?”

“No, just having breakfast with my
family.”

“I’m sorry if I'm early, I'm impressed with
the work you put in. It looks fantastic.”

“Thanks, Thomas, I couldn’t be with you
sooner, my sleepyhead daughter didn't wake up on time.”

“Samantha?”

“No, Kayla. She's back now for good.”

With the phone against my ear, a massive
amount of emotion rose through my
heart. I sat up, my chest came up back flared. My breathing was
short. I skipped a breath. The image of Kayla at seventeen years
old flashed in my mind. My first crush. My first love. My first
rejection. I swallowed so many emotions hitting me making me
blink.

“Hello?” he said, “Thomas? You there?”

I coughed, “I am. Sorry, that's awesome news.
You should bring her along to show what you built Jake, she'll be
impressed.”

“Why not. I don't think she's got anything
better to do.”

“Touch base soon Jake.”

I walked to the boot of the car to grab my
bag. I pulled out a couple of ties, trying to choose the best one
to match my suit. I couldn't decide. I smiled at the mirror to
check my teeth. I took out a mint and chewed. I smoothed my face
two-day-old stubble. Took out my
moisturizer and applied. I take out my cologne to spray on my neck
and wrists. It's musky citrus
scent with infused with my own. My phone rings the image of my
fiancé pops up. Her blonde hair and hazel eyes, I pick up.

“Where are you?”

“At the mansion, waiting to go over the
renovations with Jake.”

“I'm with Mom going through some the
arrangements for the wedding. So much to organize.”

“Janet, I already organized everything that's
why I paid for the person to plan it.”

“Well, I
fired the useless bitch. Thomas, I
needed to add a few more things. Only three months until our big
day!”

I rolled my eyes, “Damn, Janet you already
modified the guest list. Added a band, dumped the cake I chose.
Changed the venue.”

“Well, it's your fault for not letting me
have a say. I never liked any of the shit you choose.”

....

She said, “Thomas you there?”

“Yes. Do what you need to do. Whatever. I
gotta go.”

“Excuse me?”

I hung up.

 


I was so sick of Janet becoming a bridezilla.
I was naive in getting the whole thing all organized and assume she
just turns up at the altar. Ever
since I asked for her hand in marriage, she scrutinized every
detail of the planned wedding. Damned thing was doing my head in. She even quit work as
my secretary so she can focus on it!

As much as I loved Janet she didn't share the
same perception I had about money. I viewed it as the freedom to
things I wanted to do. Time in the bank. She perceived my wealth as
an excuse to go on a frivolous spending spree of elegance and
opulence. I couldn’t help but feel the disdain looking at the
mansion, a product of her desire I shook my head how she pulled
this one over me. I was happy in our apartment my first place I
bought when the money started coming in. Invoking a sense of reward
being in something I worked hard for, the
hours of labor with Jake to build and own it. I felt proud
every time I came home.

But this? A two story mansion. With plans,
Janet approved with little or no say by me.

I glanced at my phone, bridezilla rang again.
Probably pissed off I hung up I didn't answer I put it on silent
and it vibrated in my jacket pocket. I turn to hear Jake pull up in
his work van. The morning sun blinds me I can't make out clearly
who is in the passenger seat. I grab my suit-jacket.

Kayla

My heart races as she gets out. Jake steps
out smoothing his pants.

I open the door to red Ferrari and walk over,
I'm mesmerized by the beauty I'm seeing. The sensation it gave me
when I first laid eyes on her as a Seventeen-year-old kid.

 


***

 


Kayla Arden

 


God damn who is the fine looking man approaching me! I scan him quick from
the top down. From the bottom, I admire his black pointed end
leather shoes shining from the polish. His navy blue pants pressed
immaculately. His crisp white
shirt blinds me as he threads his arms through matching jacket. He
does it all in one effortless motion. I bite my lip, I play with my
hair. Dad whispers in my ear.

“This is one of the frogs you should have kissed Hun.”

I raise my eyebrow, holding my hand up to my mouth. “Dad, is that really Thomas? The fat kid?”

He shakes his head palming his face like he
was disappointed in me, “Yeah...”

Oh, my God. He’s Hot!

Thomas pulls the suit jacket down, adjusts
his collars, his face. Olive skin a jawline with a thin beard, I
wanted to touch. His hair is dark brown almost black, then he
smiled at me. Boom. Like a shot to the heart. Like a missile was
launched. Teeth are so straight
and shiny. Lips so kissable. I inhale to smell his manly scent, his
cologne driving me wild.

Dad whispers, “We could have been fishing in
the Pacific.” He said, “Caribbean…”

“Shut it,
Dad,” I said, under breath. He smirks when Thomas opens his
arms up and gives Dad a hug.

He said, in smooth sexy voice, “Jake it's
good to catch up.”

“Likewise,
you ready to do this?” he said, “You are going to love what you
done with the office.”

Now this was the part where Dad kept talking
and Thomas, gave me sweet glances.
I nudged Dad to bloody introduce me. I raise a brow at him. I
cough.

Dad said, “Oh sorry... Thomas, you remember
Kayla.”

He nods his deep brown eyes begin to
undress me. I hold my hand out and
he steps forward to kiss me on both cheeks. Oh my god, do it
again!

He said, “I do, I remember we had a
date...”

“I think I had a family emergency that's why
I didn't come.”

Thomas smiled, “Relax Kayla, I won't hold
against ya. Those were the times. How does it feel being
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