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CHAPTER ONE

It was still dark outside, but Alex was on
the verge of waking up. He was caught between dream and reality
when he felt the familiar weight come to rest on his chest. Then he
felt the accompanying purr and warm breath on his chin from his
cat, Beach, letting him know it was time to get up and feed her.
With half-closed eyes and a smile he gently scratched the light tan
and white feline between her silky ears. She leaned into the
petting, willing to put off her hungry belly in favor of attention.
It didn't last long. Being a cat, she had her priorities. Eating
was top on the list. Sleeping in the sun on her perch was
second.

 


“How's the Beach today?” he happily asked
her. She twitched her ears at the mention of her name. She walked
off his chest and sprang to the tan carpeted floor, pausing in the
doorway to make sure her human was getting up.

 


Alex rubbed his sleepy brown eyes and sat up
in his king-size bed. He watched as Beach, his hungry and impatient
cat, began walking down the hall with a swagger. With a shake of
his head he threw the black and dark red comforter off and hopped
out of bed. As he walked out of the room he grabbed a hairband and
tied his straight, shoulder-length hair into a smooth ponytail.

 


After feeding Beach, who had been prancing
back and forth on the counter beside the fridge, and washing the
coffee cup his mother had left in the sink before she'd gone to
work he headed back to his room to get dressed. Once attired in
dark blue jeans, black tank top and a dark blue flannel shirt, and
the scuffed sneakers he kept by the door, he left his
three-bedroom, second floor apartment to go to the outside storage
cages to retrieve his bicycle. He always wished the storage area
for the apartment complex had indoor accessibility. The complex
maintenance never shoveled a path in the grass to the storage area,
or always kept up with the grass-cutting, and sloshing through wet
grass was never fun. Thankfully, though, today the property was
only littered with a few fallen leaves.

 


Throwing a leg over the blue mountain bike,
he let down his hair to feel it flutter in the wind and he took in
a lungful of crisp, early morning October air and pushed off,
pedaling out of the apartment complex to begin his many miles-long
exercise ride. A journey he enjoyed on a nearly daily routine.

 


The miles of back roads and highways passed
by without notice, too caught up in the feeling of exertion. He'd
sail down steep hills with his arms outstretched, feeling the cool
air caress his face and body. He lived for these moments. To him it
felt like flying and freedom from gravity. It was easy to imagine
being superman and flying through the high altitude. The season,
the cool air, and the exhilaration allowed him to feel
invincible.

 


He traveled up the side roads, hidden back
streets lined with thick, old trees and barking dogs. Even during
the hot, sunny days the majority of the roads were covered in cool
shadows. Through the twists and turns of the silent roads his work
came to mind. This was also his normal routine. Bike rides
interspersed with episodes of work. He took a right turn and headed
for the main road. Old Jonestown Road was always busy with every
type of vehicle you could imagine even in the dead of night. At the
end of the road, on his right and along the busy highway, was the
doughnut shop he would stop in, order a coke, a bagel and cream
cheese, and sit down to jot some notes in the notebook that was
always with him, making sure he wouldn't forget anything. In
between his note-taking he glanced at the post that rose above the
shop where the sign used to sit. It had come down in a thunderstorm
one night a few years ago and had never been repaired or replaced.
He thought the owners weren't going to bother since the shop was so
busy and famous, everyone knew it and visited often. The lack of
sign didn't seem to discourage business. He actually thought it
helped with the popularity of the establishment. Tourists from
states away even knew of the place and eagerly sought it out.

 


As the tide of thoughts finally receded and
he found himself gazing out the window more than at the notebook,
his digital watch read 10:00am. Satisfied with what he had written
he tucked the notebook back into the breast pocket on the flannel
shirt. The pen was crammed back into his right pants pocket. After
pushing in his stool and disposing of his dirty cup he headed back
out.

 


Although the sun had warmed the chill out of
the air and he couldn't see his breath anymore it was still cool.
He stood outside the shop with his hands on the handlebars of his
bike looking around at the busy traffic. He never appreciated the
small liquor store across the street since he didn't drink alcohol,
but figured it gave some people a job. He may not like it but it
was an honest living. With a final glance around he jumped on the
bike and pushed off, easily catching his balance and moving quickly
down the road. Once again he thrilled at the sensation of the wind
blowing his long, chestnut-colored hair back in streamers.

 


About half a mile down the road, along the
busy main stretch of highway, disaster struck. His front tire ran
over a sharp piece of glass hidden in the roadside gravel. He'd
been biking long enough to have experience with this sort of
incident. His instincts kicked in the second he heard the loud pop
of his front tire bursting. Quick thinking had him squeeze the hand
brakes before the ruined tire sent him wobbling into oncoming cars
and possible injury or worse, considering the heavy flow of
vehicles.

 


Assessing the damage with a knowing glance he
saw this side of the road had no space for him to work a quick
repair, but the opposite side had a bus stop in front of the Silver
Lining Terrace Apartments complex. Some kids were already gathering
at a bus stop for school.

 


Timing the stop light just right and
receiving an annoyed look from the woman on a Harley Davidson who
looked with disdain at his bicycle, he quickly crossed the road of
all four lanes and flipped the bike over so he could begin the
repair work a dozen feet from the assembling children. He just
shook his head at the biker woman's reaction to his bicycle. He
knew some people didn't agree with non-motorized bikes being on the
road. Now he realized bikers looked at him as if he rode a child's
toy. Oh well. He wasn't the type to be troubled by what others
thought of him.

 


He had pulled out a small toolbox from a bag
in the frame of the bike, a spare tire tube, and a small hand pump.
He set to work loosening the front tire from the fork with a
ratchet. As he worked some more kids and adults continued gathering
at the bus stop. One elderly woman with a small, blond-haired girl
of about ten years old came to stand near him as he removed the
tire, then the punctured, flat tube from the rim.

 


The little girl watched what he was doing
with large, curious blue eyes. When he looked at her and smiled she
bit her top lip and backed up a step. She stuck her small hands
into her light brown jacket. Shy but still inquisitive she didn't
move any farther. She turned her head one way, then the other,
watching his practiced movements. She seemed fixated on his hands
and what they were doing. The little blond-haired girl watched
intently, but would glance at the elderly woman with her who would
glance down at her and smile.

 


As he replaced the inner tube and inflated it
with the small pump his gaze caught sight of another woman that had
quietly appeared behind the elderly woman with the curious little
blond-haired girl. The woman looked about Alex's age, dressed all
in black. The sun making a halo around her figure as she moved
closer. The world seemed to slow down and stop for a moment as he
took in her movements and slightly grinning lips. The newcomer was
a slender dream that he found irresistible.

 


The attentive little girl noticed he saw
something behind her and turned to look. She, too, saw the young
woman that had caught Alex's attention. For a moment he forgot what
he had been doing until the little girl, having pulled out a small
box from her pocket, walked up to him and held up a stick of blue
chalk to him. He shook his head a little to bring himself back to
the present.

 


“You want me to draw with you?” he asked in a
deep but soft voice. She nodded her head 'yes'. She watched his
face intently.

 


The elderly woman, obviously the guardian,
the little girl's grandmother perhaps, quickly stepped up and
touched the little girl's shoulder, drawing her attention. When the
girl looked up and made eye contact she said, “We don't bother
strangers,” she reprimanded. Her tone wasn't mean, just
authoritative. More emotion seemed to be conveyed through her eyes
than her speech.

 


Still looking at the older woman, who looked
like the typical representation of everyone's over-protective and
ever-loving grandmother, in his opinion at least, her hand holding
up the chalk began to lower in disappointment and her frown began
to disappear.

 


The interaction had caught the attention of
those around them, especially the young woman who watched with
sadness in her black-rimmed, green eyes. Green eyes. The color of
fresh, new grass. Spring time and new growth. He almost couldn't
look away.

 


Tearing his focus away from the young woman
with the black pigtails in a Gothic style, insisted, “It's alright,
Ma'am. I don't mind.” Unfortunately he didn't draw the little
girl's attention away from her guardian and feared she was too
scared or disciplined to pay him any more attention. She acted as
if he hadn't spoken.

 


“Are you sure. You're busy fixing your bike
and I'm certain you have a time schedule to keep. Besides, she
knows better than to interact with strangers.” Her gaze on the
little girl was softening, probably because Alex really didn't mind
and he seemed friendly enough.

 


The elderly guardian also probably took into
account the group of people so knew he wasn't going to do anything
untoward. She would have plenty of witnesses.

 


“Really, it's okay. I don't mind. Plus, I
have no time schedule.” He gently took the chalk from the little
girl's hand and cleared away the bike parts. Laying down on the
ground on his belly with his feet swinging in the air he began
drawing a bunny for the girl. Happily, she joined him, drawing
hearts all around. He missed the young woman's look of curiosity.
That look, those green eyes, that captivated his wandering
thoughts, pushed aside for now, his attention on the little girl
and the chalk drawings. She wore all black, with black make-up and
black pigtails that swayed slightly in the October breeze. Still he
saw those beautiful green eyes that sparkled in the late morning
sunlight.

 


He was giving his attention to the little
girl, but his mind continued to swirl with images of the Gothic
woman.

 


He didn't see it, but the woman he now
dreamed about, smiled at him.

 


The little girl was very intent on her
drawing. So intent that she didn't hear him ask what she liked to
draw the most, as if he didn't already know, judging by what she
had drawn so far. The older woman spoke up.

 


“Sir...” she hesitated, “...she can't hear
you. She's deaf.” The little girl drew a red heart around his
bunny, oblivious to any sound around her.

 


Mixed emotions flooded him. Sorrow for such a
young child to live in a silent world. Respect because it didn't
seem to interfere with her well-being. The young woman in the
background was more alert to the situation, too. Her brows knit
together at the older woman's words and she picked her chin up to
pay more attention.

 


“You spoke to her...how?” he asked, curious
to know. He didn't recall ever having any experience with
deafness.

 


“She's getting quite good at reading lips as
long as the words are enunciated properly.”

 


In the distance a school bus was rumbling
down the road. Pulling up to the bus stop, lights began to flash
and a stop sign and the safety bar on the front of the bus swung
out and the door opened.

 


The little girl looked up and held her hand
out to him. He handed the chalk back. She carefully put it back in
the pack and replaced the box in her coat pocket. As the bus waited
for the kids to disembark she tapped her guardian on the arm and
signed to her.

 


“I can't ask him that,” she said as she
signed, arguing back.

 


Clearly it involved Alex and it got his
curiosity. “What? What is she asking?” he asked the woman.

 


While the older woman stood frustrated, a
little boy bounded off the bus and joined her and the little girl.
Finally, taking the boy's hand, she relented.

 


“She wants to know if you will be here
tomorrow.”

 


He'd never had any real interaction with
children, usually avoided them because he didn't know what to do
around them, but something about this little girl got to him.
Remembering what the woman had said about enunciation, he knelt
down face to face with the little girl and clearly said each
word.

 


“I will be here. I promise.” He raised his
hand in the usual salute of making a promise. She smiled, which,
for some reason, meant the world to him.

 


“We will see you tomorrow, then,” the
guardian said, shaking her head. “Have a safe ride home.” With a
hand of each child in her own she walked away. The little girl
turned to wave at him. He waved back before standing up and dusting
himself off.

 


The woman with the green eyes walked up to
him. She wore all black including a leather trench coat. Her face
was pretty with smooth skin that made him want to caress her cheek
to ensure what he was seeing was real. Her walk made her seem like
she was gliding up to him and the sun bounced off her glossy, black
pigtails. She even had small raven earrings in her delicate ears.
She was the image every parent feared that their children would
bring home. To Alex, she was a walking fantasy woman straight from
his dreams. Alabaster skin and dark shadows that he wanted to
explore. Right down to the choker with the gun-metal heart,
slightly swinging against the hollow of her throat.

 


He was mesmerized by her approach. He thought
for sure she was going to ridicule him for being a pushover. He
waited for the words to come. He stood with his hands crossed
behind his back, like a soldier at ease.

 


“That was amazing. You were so nice to that
little girl, and you didn't have to promise to come back.” Alex was
surprised. Her voice was soft and melodious, as if she has spent
her entire life singing. Perhaps she was part of a rock band or
something.

 


“Thank you. Although I admit it's not what I
expected to hear.”

 


“Judging by appearances?” she asked
defensively, crossing her arms in some agitation. She wanted to
compliment him for his generosity with the child, but instead found
negativity.

 


“Actually I was waiting. I wanted to know
what you were going to say.” That caught her off guard and her arms
dropped to her sides, her black painted nails glistening in the
morning glow. So he saw her, but waited to know her character and
what she would say.

 


“Disappointed?” she asked, baiting for a
negative response.

 


“Not at all. I'm actually glad and quite
intrigued. So is this little guy yours?” He wanted to know,
indicating the little boy that had bounced off the bus behind the
one that went to the older woman. She held his small hand, swinging
them.

 


“Would it matter if he was?” She arched a
perfectly manicured eyebrow, waiting for his answer.

 


“Not at all,” he told her. “I haven't much
experience with children – none really- but I don't hold it against
anyone with a child. We all make our choices in life, but that
doesn't give anyone else the right to judge them.”

 


Hmm, so he didn't mind if she had a child,
not that she did, but it was nice to know that the subject didn't
matter one way or the other.

 


“No,” she admitted after a short
contemplation. “He's my little brother.”

 


“Nice, I'm sure you have to get him home.
Will I, by any chance, see you here tomorrow?”

 


She looked down at her brother for a moment,
choosing her words carefully and keeping him in suspense, liking
how the conversation was going and wondering if he was truly
sincere.

 


“Yes. I pick Jordan up here every day after
school.”

 


“Then I'll see you tomorrow, if you don't
mind.” He put his hands in his pockets and watched them walk away,
but called after her. “Wait! May I know your name?”

 


She stopped in mid-stride, annoying Jordan,
pondering the sensibility of what she was about to do. “Kaydee,”
she called back over her shoulder. “And you are?” Her ebony lips
quirked up in a slight grin.

 


“Alex Pierce. I'm very pleased to meet you,
and perhaps there will be enough chalk for all three of us
tomorrow.” He gave a light laugh that made her smile.

 


“I think I would like that. I'll see you
tomorrow Alex Pierce. Ride safe.”

 


He watched them depart. Although it was
October, the breeze suddenly felt warmer and the air fresher. He
finished repairing his bike in short order and finished his journey
home. Black, green, and exotic on his mind the whole way. And like
any male, of any age, when they meet the their ideal fantasy,
future fantasies continued to play through his mind, invading his
thoughts and normal daily life.

 







CHAPTER TWO

The next morning came slowly. It was still
dark when Alex finally looked at the glowing numbers of the digital
alarm clock. It was three am and he was wide awake. Images of
Kaydee had flashed through his mind all night, waking him
periodically, leaving him tired, but still looking forward to the
next dream image. This was not his usual routine. Beach always woke
him up with her purring and warm breath on his chin, but when he
eventually gave up on the sporadic sleeping he waited until the
normal time to wake up, but the pouncing up on the bed and soft
kitty paws walking up his body found Alex opening his eyes before
Beach, his ever timely cat, had the chance to put her whiskered
face to his, he smiled at her and scratched her between the
ears.

 


The hard time sleeping throughout the night
would surely be felt later in the day. Images of Kaydee on his mind
interspersed with a particular little blond haired girl and chalk
played heavily on his mind, keeping the usual story lines from
entering him brain. He surprised Beach by flipping the blanket
away, nearly taking her with it. She meowed loudly in protest and
thought it rude for him to wake up on his own when it was clearly
her job. It was her only job.

 


Soon he was on his bike and traveling the
miles of back roads to see Kaydee and the little girl. There was
something about both those girls that he couldn't get out of his
mind. On impulse he stopped at the local retail store that was open
24 hours. He spent forty-five minutes inside wandering around and
wasting enough time so as to not get to the bus stop too early, but
at least he had what he wanted. He didn't ever remember being this
excited before. Not even for the release of his first book. At that
time he had still seen it as a school project even though he had
graduated two months prior.

 


Outside, he wondered what to do for the next
hour and a half to waste time. He didn't want to get there to
early, but he certainly didn't want to miss them. He decided to
stop at some of the local shops on the way, slowly making his way
to his destination.

 


He stopped at his usual doughnut shop and got
a bagel with cream cheese and a coke, but very little of it was
consumed. He spent most of his time staring off into space, seeing
nothing but fantasies and dreams. He waited until the time was
right, and without having written any notes, he left,
absent-mindlessly leaving his mostly untouched breakfast on the
counter.

 


Karen, a young server came out from behind
the counter to clean up and wonder why he left it. He was usually
much more respectful than to leave his trash for someone else to
pick up.

 


Judy, the sixty-year old manager, saw Karen
puzzling over the meal and shook her head.

 


“Just clean it up, dear. The boy has more on
his mind than eating. That young man took no notes and hardly ate a
thing. I seen it plenty of times through the years. That boy is in
love.”

 


Karen finished clearing the counter and
stool, wondering how her manager could tell such a thing. She also
wondered why she, herself, had never attracted his attention. She
was about his age and rather attractive, she thought as she looked
at her reflection in the napkin holder. She had curly brown hair
and blue eyes. She had an hourglass body and clear complexion. She
wondered what it was about the mystery girl that had gotten his
attention. She'd been trying to get his attention for months to no
avail. She watched him bike away, wondering and a little sad.

 


Alex pedaled a bit quicker than he realized.
At the bus stop he parked his bike and waited. It didn't take long
before the crowd began showing up. Kaydee arrived first. Today she
wore a black t-shirt, black shorts, black boots, and...dark blue
flannel shirt. Her hair was in the pigtails again and the new black
polish on her nails gleamed in the sunlight. That large brilliant
white smile spread across her face at the sight of him, which in
turn, made him smile back. The afternoon sun and warm weather felt
refreshing when she was in his sight.

 


As she came closer, their eyes fixed on one
another. She noticed that his eyes remained on hers, unlike any
other guy who would have gazed up and down before returning to her
face to pretend he was truly interested. Alex on the other hand was
proving to be the genuine thing. A true anomaly in today's
world.

 


Coming around the building was the little
girl, running happily in a pink sweater and blue jeans. Her smile
lit up the world. Alex and Kaydee laughed together until she
crashed into them in a big hug, wrapping her short arms as far as
she could around them both, trying to squeeze them into one.

 


The elderly woman came huffing around the
building, slowing to a walk when she saw the little girl was with
them. She carried a familiar light brown jacket.

 


Alex took the jacket from her. “You catch
your breath. I think we've got this.” She nodded her thanks and
tried to stop her heart from racing.

 


“You need to wear your jacket so you don't
catch cold, okay?” Kaydee carefully said to her, remembering the
conversation from yesterday, while Alex held the garment out for
her to slip into. Reluctantly, she bobbed her head in agreement and
did as prompted. She put her hand in the pocket. A horrified look
came across her innocent little face.

 


Smiles immediately turned to frowns.

 


“What's wrong?” Kaydee asked, bending down
with her hand on her knees, making sure to make eye contact
first.

 


She pulled her pocket inside out. No
chalk.

 


“Oh no. She was so excited to see you two
that she forgot her chalk,” the old woman surmised aloud.

 


“Awwww,” groaned Kaydee, sad for the little
girl's feelings.

 


“Not to worry,” Alex said, holding up his
finger. He pulled the bag out of his bike pouch and produced a box
of 36 multicolored chalk. Three times at least of what she had had
yesterday.

 


Elation lit up her cherubic face and blue
eyes. She was very well mannered, though. She waited until Alex
handed her the box instead of grabbing it from him.

 


She eyed up Alex's outfit of gray t-shirt and
flannel, black jeans and his same scuffed white sneakers. She
handed him a blue stick of chalk, like yesterday. Then she took in
Kaydee's outfit and gave her a piece of gray chalk. There was no
black in the box. They all sat down to draw.

 


“You two are very kind to entertain her. I'm
Sharon, by the way.”

 


“Oh, I don't mind at all,” Kaydee explained.
“I love kids. I look forward to having my own once I find the right
man...after my education of course. She looked up at Sharon and
squinted her eyes at the sun. “I'm Kaydee and this is Alex. He and
I just met yesterday.”

 


“Nice to meet you both. The little artist
with you is Cybil. I'm her foster mother for the time being.”

 


Kaydee looked at Cybil. “That's so sad. No
parents at all?” She looked like she wanted to sob for Cybil's
sake. She really had a big heart for children, Alex noted.

 


“Well, there's a mother, but I can't speak of
that situation. Privacy laws and such. Besides,” she said as she
glanced about, clearly uncomfortable with the topic, “the mother
isn't much to talk about. Not in any good way, at least.”

 


“Hi, by the way. Like Kaydee said, I'm Alex,
and I don't mind spending time with Cybil, either.” He heard the
tension in Sharon's voice about Cybil's mother and decided to try
to change the subject. He was intent on a picture of a cat so
didn't look up. Chalk was not something he was used to drawing
with. Not that he took the time to draw anyway. Kaydee went back to
her rendition of an elephant. Cybil, of course, had drawn hearts
everywhere, and was in the process of drawing more. She had also
drawn a crude picture of a dolphin, but mostly she drew hearts.

 


“You are both still very kind,” Sharon
complimented them, watching how the three of them interacted. It
was so natural, she thought. It's almost as if this was
meant to be. And silently she wondered if it
was.

 


Cybil sat up and signed to Sharon. “Cybil
would like to know if you will be here on Monday,” Sharon relayed
with some hope. It was so nice to see Cybil in a good mood and
smiling.

 


Alex finished his cat and wiped his hands off
on his jeans, to Kaydee's and Sharon's eye rolling. Men. Pants are
not napkins. “You can count on it,” he told her with a smile of his
own.

 


As the bus pulled up Cybil finished drawing a
heart around the cat and the elephant. Alex helped Kaydee to her
booted feet. Cybil replaced the chalk in the box and held it out to
him.

 


“Sharon,” he said, “how do you sign
'gift'?”

 


She showed him in a hurry, before the bus
door opened, he then signed the word to Cybil, receiving a huge
smile from her. She hugged the box tightly to her chest, then
hugged him, then she turned and hugged Kaydee as well. She was a
very affectionate young girl. The boys came off the bus and Sharon
waved goodbye.

 


“See you two on Monday. Have a good
weekend.”

 


“You, too,” they said together.

 


Before the three seconds of awkward silence
became uncomfortable he asked, “May I walk you home?”

 


“That would be nice.”

 


He retrieved his bike and matched her pace
with her little brother. Jordan pretty much ignored them both and
spent his time kicking leaves and swinging a stick like a sword at
low-hanging branches.

 


“So now really. Why does a young man stop to
draw with chalk with a little girl he only just met?” She waited to
hear the excuse of 'actually, it's to see you'. Which she figured
would be a typical response from any guy. She wasn't sure if she
would be upset with the response at this point.

 


“She gives my bike ride purpose. More than
just exercise. Sort of like a goal and reward I've come to
discover. And I enjoy her company. Very innocent and uninfluenced
by the greater world.”

 


That was unexpected, she thought. “And what
about me?” Would she receive an original reason, too?

 


He smiled, “You give the sun a purpose to
rise every day.” She didn't know what to say.

 


“Would you like to go out tomorrow?” he asked. He looked at
her eyes when he asked. His head tilted slightly to the left in
curiosity. Her clicking heels mixing with her beating heart. At
this point she didn't know which was louder.

 


He almost seemed
childlike in his ways. Innocent in his own right. Possibly not much
experience with relationships, she
thought, but he seems confident and not
a jerk. She wasn't used to guys like
this. Most were immature and after only one thing.
He's different, like this entire season this
year. Unusually warm. Maybe that's a sign. Better go for it in case
fate is sending me a sign.

 


He began to fear the
answer, she was silent for a while processing his question, so he
inhaled a deep breath of fresh October air and was about to ask
again. With the scent of pumpkin in his nose from someone's already
carved decoration he opened his mouth to ask again in case she
hadn't heard him over the sounds of traffic and crisp leaves
blowing about, and Jordan's stick-swinging and crunching of
branches from the impacts, but she beat him to it.

 


“I
think I would like that, but am I to ride on your handlebars?” she
laughed. Pure music to his ears. She dug her hands deeper into her
jacket and hugged the material closer to her body. She wasn't cold,
but nervous at future prospects. Could this be something
long-lasting? Forever, maybe? It almost feels like it could
be.

 


“Oh, no. Of course not,” he said quickly with a laugh. “I have
a car. This is just my exercise that I do pretty much every
day.”

 


“Then definitely, yes. I would like to go out tomorrow.” Joy
soared through him and the scent of her perfume on the breeze left
him feeling like excited, nervous, and overwhelmed all at once. His
almost held-back giddiness made her feel special. As if she was the
only thing that could make him happy.

 


He walked her and Jordan to the front door
of their white brick building. He didn't occupy his hands with the
bike handles or look away from her, instead he kept his focus
solely on her. The rest of the world around them seemed to
disappear from his mind. She was the only thing he saw and heard
now.

 


“Then I'll pick you up at four tomorrow. Dinner
first.”

 


“I'm looking forward to it. Need I dress any differently,” she
asked before Jordan yanked her inside. She let go of his hand so he
could race up to the first landing up the steps.

 


“Your look is perfection. There's no reason to change it,” he
told her. Again, she had nothing to say. All she could do was smile
in elation.

 


Before the door closed Alex
heard her little brother say, “Come on, Kay, I wanna watch
cartoons.” He turned to leave once the door closed but wouldn't
have been able to jump high enough to catch his heart. It was
floating on clouds of Heaven.

 








CHAPTER THREE

Giddiness overwhelmed Alex's dreams on
Saturday morning, but he remained laying in bed pretending to sleep
until Beach resumed her normal routine. He didn't want to upset
her. Her whiskers tickled his cheek and her breath came in short,
hot puffs on his chin. He scratched her furry cheek, then between
the ears. After twenty minutes she was finally able to drag him out
of bed to feed her.

 


Surprisingly, the first door on the left
after his room, was open, exposing a bedroom decorated in country
motif. In the kitchen, drinking a cup of coffee was his mother. She
had moved in with him a few years ago. She left her husband, Alex's
dad, due to conflict of interests, but would really like to go back
to him. She talks and thinks about him almost every day, worrying
over what he was eating for dinner, if he was staying up to late or
waking up to early. She spent a lot of her time with him, going out
to eat, to the movies, long walks. They both liked going to public
concerts and dancing, never caring what anyone thought of them.

 


“Hi, Mom. You're up early.”

 


“Morning, Honey. And my sleeping habits
haven't changed. Not like yours.” She took a sip of chocolate
almond coffee, peeking at him from over the rim of the mug with a
picture of a sleeping cat on it, a Christmas gift from one of her
students. “So who is she?”

 


“Someone I met on my bike run the other day.
We have a date tonight.” He was petting Beach while she ate. Her
tail swished back and forth in lazy waves.

 


“Is she nice?” she asked, beginning the
inquisition.

 


“Yeah, she's great. You should know, though,
she's the Gothic type.” He opened the fridge and got a bottle of
vanilla coke and opened it with a release of carbonation. He took a
sip and wiggled his nose as the bubbles invaded his sinuses.

 


“Gothic, huh?” She shrugged her shoulders.
“Who cares. If you two are happy, I hope it works out.” That was
the nice thing about his mother and father, they accepted anyone
without judgment.

 


“So how's dad doing,” he asked. He hadn't
spoken to his father for a couple of weeks. Not because of any
argument or disagreement, he'd just been extra busy lately. He
always gets busier when getting ready to finish up a book. So many
things to organize, like hiring someone to do the cover and giving
credit in the Author's note, and going through fan mail and
answering some questions. He glanced at the large wicker basket by
the door that held all the fan mail that continually rained in.
Every day he or his mother would pick up the mail and throw the fan
mail in the basket while going over the bills.

 


At first she was impressed by the amount of
mail that came in daily, showing just how successful her son had
become. After about two months of living with him, though, it
became routine and she just unthinking threw it in the basket.

 


She set her empty mug in the sink and began
petting Beach. The cat rubbed her face against his mom's blue
pajama top
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