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Chapter 1
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“Break up?" Something reminiscent of my heart thumps and bumps with fury against my chest. My throat closes, and my stomach is on the floor.

I look into the familiar blue eyes of the man I love, the man I've devoted the last two years of my life to, not believing my ears. Not understanding what he just said.

"Spend some time apart. Make sure we’re right for each other."

Corey doesn't look at me. Instead, his eyes are downcast as he spins his coffee spoon between his thumb and pointer finger.

"You really want to break up?" My voice cracks. The words barely leave my mouth. I sound weak. Broken. "Why? I don't understand.”

I really don’t. I thought he was going to propose. A friend of mine bumped into him looking at rings in a local jewelry store.

"C'mon Bailey. You know I love you." He stretches his hand out and places it over mine.  

See? He cares. I didn't hear right. Or maybe he said it to get a reaction from me. That’s it! This must be a decoy, a plan to upset me before he does something sweet that makes me insanely happy, like propose. 

His voice pulls me back to the moment. 

“I love you. But I'm not in love with you." This time his words sucker punch me in the gut.

My heart, hopes, and spirit fall. Drop below sea level. Sink down into the dark, murky waters to the ocean floor.

"You woke up this morning and realized you're not in love with me?"

"Don't make this harder than it has to be. This has been on my mind for a while. Things haven't been right between us for some time now."

I take a long look into his eyes. They aren't cold and hard. Not by any means. But they aren't warm and loving either. They're flat. Neutral. They’re missing something. Something I can't put my finger on. Something about this eats at me. No, not something. Everything about this nibbles and gnaws at me from the inside out. 

I'm hurting, and I don't see one ounce of remorse, not even a hint of regret in him. I don't think he's trying to hurt me, but fuck, it doesn't even look like he cares that he did. I want to lash out and hurt him back.

"It didn't seem like you had reservations about us when you were in bed with me last night." 

"Don't put this all on me. You had to see this coming." 

Put it on him? He's the one initiating it. And out of the blue. I don't say anything for a few long breaths. Instead, I dart my eyes off to the side because looking at him hurts too damn much. 

It is on him. One hundred percent since he's the one breaking my heart. And I didn't see this coming. If I did, I would've held back, pulled away. Instead, I envisioned a future together, with a house and children. I gave him all of me. Everything I have. Everything I am. 

"There's someone else, isn't there?" It's the only thing that makes sense. The only way he can justify walking away from us. "You're breaking up with me so you can have a clear conscience to be with her."

"Bailey."

"Or have you fucked her already? You have, haven't you, you selfish bastard?"

"Why am I selfish?" He leans in and snarls at me from across the table. "Because my feelings changed? Because I'm tired of being stifled by you? Am I supposed to sacrifice the rest of my life, my entire future, because we had a casual fling that lasted a couple of years?"

Who is this man? 

"A casual fling? I practically live with you." 

"Exactly."

I pull back, unable to process this. He's the one who insisted we exchange keys and that I leave stuff at his place. He's the one who stops me from leaving most nights because his bed is cold and empty without me.

"I'm sorry, Bailey. But this is what being single is about. If something isn't working, you move on."

Except for the last six months, he's been the one assuring me that we work perfectly together. Like a well-oiled wheel. I had a job offer to be a junior buyer at an exclusive boutique chain. It's what I always wanted. The only problem was that I'd have to move three hours away. Being together wouldn’t be easy anymore; it would take effort. Corey didn't want me to go. He couldn't bear to be that far from me. 

And now this?

"You're being ridiculous. There isn't anyone else."

"Bullshit. That's the only reason you'd leave me."

I know I'm right. He has it too good with me. I do his laundry, shop for him. I even clean his apartment. Not to mention sex anytime he wants it. His jaw clenches, and anger flashes in his eyes. Too damn bad if I'm making this harder than he wants it to be. I gave up a golden opportunity because of him. And for what?

"Look, Bailey. I want excitement again. The nervous jitters I used to have before we'd see each other."

“Wake the fuck up, Corey. This is the real world. It’s always exciting in the beginning. Not having those jitters every time we see each other is part of our relationship growing."

"Maybe for you." He drops his eyes and looks down at the table. "All I'm saying is let's take a couple of weeks off. Go to South Carolina for Francesca’s wedding. We'll touch base when you get back and see where things are at."

"You're not coming?"

He lets out a long breath. "It's best if I don't."

"Are you kidding me? Maybe the trip is what we need to get things back on track."

"No. This is the right time for a break." 

"Jackass. You waited until five days before we're supposed to leave to drop this on me?"

"I'm not going to waste my vacation time or money on a trip I don't want to take."

Not only is he fine that he's standing me up at the last minute, he doesn't seem to care at all about the embarrassing position he's putting me in. He’s cold and crass, and I'm so done with him!

“Thanks for the heads up," I get to my feet and dump my water in his lap.

"Fuck!" Corey jumps up. 

I walk out, not caring what he does next.
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Chapter 2

[image: ]


"I can't believe he did this five days before we're supposed to leave." I sniffle, transferring the phone to my other hand.

"Are you kidding?" Francesca sounds bubbly and happy. Very happy. Maybe she didn't hear me? 

"Do you hear what I said? Corey broke up with me."

"I heard you loud and clear. Listen, Bailey. King Scum Bucket did you a favor."

I get that she's excited about the trip and her wedding, but I'd expect her to scrape up an ounce of compassion for me. I am her best friend. 

"I'm getting married next week, and you're going to be there with me, by my side. At least he had the decency to break up with you now instead of making you miserable the whole time you were away, only to do it when you come home."

"I'm sorry if I don't see it that way." 

"All I mean is now you can let your hair down and have a good time. Guilt-free!"

"Good time? Corey pretty much ensured I'll be miserable for the entire trip."

"If you're miserable, that's on you. Not Corey. And sure as shit not on me. We’re going to have a great time!"

"C'mon, Fran, I'm not up for that."

"Well, get up for it. Or the only one you'll be letting down is me. You're my best friend and my maid of honor. It's your job to make sure we live up my last single nights."

"Maybe I shouldn't even go. I don't want to bring you down, and right now, I'm pretty sure that's what I'll be doing."

"Oh no you don't. You're not going to let that dip-shit stop you from standing next to me on the most important day of my life. You're coming. Even if I have to drag you by the hair, you’re not bailing on me. Because guys come and go. You and I, we’re forever."

*
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Before I leave, I pack all of Corey's shit, all our pictures together, everything that reminds me of him, in a cardboard box and stick it in a corner of the living room. I should dump it in front of his door, but I don't want to risk seeing something I’m not ready to.

Maybe I'll toss the box in the trash. I consider it, but I can’t bring myself to pull the trigger and execute. Yet. Once I toss it, that signifies there's no going back. I'm not sure if I'm at the point where I can say definitively that I won't take him back when he comes begging for another chance.

I squeeze my eyes closed tight. I shouldn't be planning on him coming back, or else I'll never move on. He wants his freedom; he's got it.

* 
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Thanks to Corey's late cancellation, the window seat to my left is empty. I consider moving over, but I never liked the window seat on a plane. It makes me nervous to look outside and see nothing but clouds and sky. 

The large man to my right is popping out of his seat. His arm rests on the divider between us and overflows over onto my side. I shift my weight toward the empty seat, fighting the sadness that comes from knowing who is supposed to be sitting there. The strange man's pudgy arm drops from the armrest onto my thigh.

With a loud huff, I stand and switch to the empty seat. The man shoots me a dirty look. I know I'm coming across like a total bitch, but I really don't care. It's not that I have anything against overweight people. I mean, I'm no waif—a fact Corey used almost daily to convince me to go with a salad for dinner and avoid dessert. 

I feel bad. The poor guy with the unfortunate luck to be seated next to me probably thinks I'm a snob. I don't mean to be. I really don't care how the man looks. That's not why I moved. I just don't want to be touched. 

Once the seatbelt light turns off, Francesca makes her way over to me. She squeezes past the man in the aisle seat and drops down next to me. Linking her arm through mine, she leans in, invading my personal space. At first, I think she's trying to avoid the overweight man in the connecting seat, but once she starts speaking, I know that's not what's motivating her to get all touchy-feely.

"Do you have any idea how sweet and beautiful you are?" She lays her head on my shoulder.

"What?"

"You really are, Bailey. You’re the sweetest person I know. Always looking out for the people around you. Making sure everyone is happy. You deserve happiness, too."

I'm not sure why I'm getting this lecture, but she continues.

"As much as you don't want to hear this, Corey wasn't the one for you. He didn't make you happy."

Great! She waits until I'm trapped tens of thousands of miles in the air and have absolutely nowhere to escape to have this conversation.

"I don't want to talk about it." 

"I know. But I don't want to see you let this thing with him eat away at you and make you doubt yourself. He's a jackass, and he doesn't deserve you."

"This thing? You mean the breakup? The fact that he dumped me? The fact that the man I love doesn't want to be with me anymore? Is that the thing you're referring to?"

"Yes."

"Well, I wasn't thinking about him, or this thing, until you brought it up."

"Bailey." 

The tone of her voice tells me she knows I'm lying. Knowing she knows is good enough. I don't have to admit it. And I don't have to continue with this unwelcome reminder of how sucky my life is right now. 

"Look, I know you're getting married, and you're happy. I'm happy for you; I really, truly am. But that doesn't mean
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