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ANDREA was living the life that most
people dreamed of. She had a wealthy father that gave her a trust
fund that was larger than the entire budget to run a state. Andrea
shared a huge mansion with her husband of eleven years and although
they lived quite comfortably, she felt alone. The end to another
dull day was drawing near. Andrea came out of the shower and
fastened her neat frame into the thick rose colored robe that her
husband had bought her for Valentine’s Day about three years ago.
She loved that robe and it was fast approaching the time to
eventually be discarded but Andrea was too sentimental to let it go
that easily.


She hadn’t been seeing much of her
husband as of late and the few times that she did, very little
words were exchanged. Andrea and Michael were not exactly
estranged, rather they were strained. The tension in the rope of
their love was so tight that the slightest thing could break it.
Andrea wasn’t in the mood for another argument but she could not
ignore the lingering scent of another female on his clothing as he
walked through the door.


Andrea had grown to distrust Michael
so much that sometimes she felt as though she was sharing a house
with a complete stranger. Things were not always this bad and
Andrea always kept the memory of how he cared for her when she was
sick alive in her mind. It was that memory and the fact that she
still sometimes needed him around that made her more patient with
him than she needed to. She did not waste any time approaching him
as he made his way into the bedroom.


She demanded that he tell her who the
scent belonged to because the last time she checked, his favorite
cologne was Esquire and not CHANEL No.5. Her demand was the
catalyst to another epic fight that forced her to make a decision
about their relationship once and for all.


“I DARE you to leave again” Andrea
shouted at her husband Michael in yet another one of their heated
exchanges.


She dared him only because she could
see in his eyes that he was already committed to another place.
Although she was terrified of losing him, Andrea knew she had to
let him go. She could not so easily forgive him this time. If she
allowed him to stay, it would only be because her health depended
on it and nothing more.



Andrea could not live with that fact,
so she dared him to make her decision easier. His words were
telling her one story but his actions spun a very different tale
and Andrea had reached her final limit. There was no point in
trying to salvage that which was permanently broken and the voice
that once encouraged her to give Michael another chance was now
telling her it was time to let him go.


The frequency of their fights had
increased over the last few months. It was getting to the point
where Andrea felt that all they ever did was argue and this time he
was threatening to repeat his actions from nearly ten years ago.
Andrea could never forget their first fight that quite resembled
this one. She was young then, just about twenty and barely a woman.
Michael had swept her off her feet in High School and being the
loyal person that she was, she stayed committed to him until they
graduated.


Her graduation gift was totally
unexpected and Michael was barely able to get down on his knees
fully before she snatched the ring box out of his hand and squealed
a triumphant ‘yes’. Andrea naively thought that Michael was as
loyal as she was. She could never have imagined that after two
years of an immature marriage that he would so easily break the
vows that he took, but he did and with a woman fifteen years her
senior. Heartbroken and disgusted, she did her best to cope with
the sickening fact.


It was a betrayal that tore the
tapestry of trust she had in him and even though she did her best
to forgive and move on, she realized that the tear could never
truly be mended. He had walked out on her then to go clear his
mind. Somehow even though he was in the wrong he had managed to
make Andrea feel responsible for what he did. He came back a few
months later and Andrea took him in again. It was her pride then
that made her forgive his indiscretion.


Andrea could never forget those few
weeks that he left her alone and the strange solace she found in
it. She did not feel alone, in fact she felt as though someone was
right there with her; someone who understood her more deeply than
Michael ever could. This deep masculine angelic voice would speak
to her heart and she obeyed every word. There were times when she
could have sworn that she had seen this person. He was everywhere
that she was. She dreamt of him until her desire to know if he
truly existed became an obsession. She had thought of him so much
that once she could have sworn he was standing behind her when she
looked at her reflection in the mirror.


She had been sobbing again,
questioning herself and wondering what she could have done wrong to
cause Michael to seek comfort in the arms of another woman. As she
sobbed she heard his words as clearly as if he had placed his lips
very close to her ear and spoke. He whispered in her ear that it
wasn’t her fault and that he would help her through this difficult
time. The voice, the tone, was so real that she spun around to
catch the brief image of a man she was sure that her mind had
created.


Her heart was pounding anxiously
thinking that the man she had conjured in her mind was real. She
caught a glimpse that only offered his silhouette clothed in
beaming white. Andrea wasn’t very religious and the thought that
this image could be anything other than a ghost she had created on
her own, never crossed her mind. In fact Andrea was convinced that
her grief was just making her delusional. At least that is what she
told herself to not feel that she had completely lost her
mind.


That same night as she sat crying in
her bath contemplating filing for a divorce and having to listen to
her father gloat about being right, the voice spoke to her again,
encouraging her to give her marriage a chance. She was still very
young, in fact both of them were and there was still room left to
grow. Andrea never forgot that moment and now that Michael was
threatening to leave again or rather she was telling him to, she
felt a sweeping sense of relief that if he chose to walk out of the
door, she would be comforted.


Andrea did not wait for him to say the
words this time. She was the one giving him an ultimatum. If he
chose to leave her again, she wasn’t going to take him back. Even
though she did not have his full confession like the last time,
Andrea had a sense that his recent withdrawal and quickness to pick
fights with her for the littlest things was enough of a sign to
suspect that he had found another seat to rest in. It was the same
kind of behavior she had experienced when she was twenty and now
that she was thirty-one, she did not need to have it spelled out
for her.


Michael had cheated on her again and
she did not care to know the name or see an image of the woman he
chose to betray her with this time. She did not care that if he
walked out and they got a divorce, her father would revel in the
opportunity to rub her nose in the fact that he had warned her of
this before she got married.



Andrea’s father never liked Michael,
he called him ‘flighty’ and the more she tried to prove him wrong
the more she was succeeding in making herself an even bigger fool.
Andrea felt a strength that she had never felt before consuming her
as she gave Michael her ultimatum. In her heart she knew that even
if he gave in and chose to stay she would still tell him to leave.
She could not be with him again -not this time, knowing what he
chose not to confess.


The same voice that spoke to her years
ago was in her head right now and he kept her grounded. It was her
anchor and even though she wanted to shake with rage, it kept her
still. She had to be still and not let her emotions get the better
of her. Michael was beginning to break down. He was rethinking his
position and not for the reasons she had hoped.


He wanted to stay not because he loved
her and regretted what he did but because it was easier. Andrea
felt as though she was in his mind and she saw the bolts turning
over the thought of divorcing her and having to depart from the
life her father’s fortune afforded him. She did not possess the
power to read minds but she felt that the force possessing her at
the moment did and he was showing her the truth. The same truth she
knew deep down but chose to ignore because the first time she heard
it was from the lips of her father.


“Andrea calm down” Michael
offered.


His silver eyes were already filled
with tears as though her words had truly struck a chord in his
heart. Michael was a master at the dramatics. He could conjure
tears at the drop of a hat. It was because of the years he spent in
theatre which he loved a lot more than her. That was how she met
him in the first place.


She was cast to play Juliet in the
school play and he was of course Romeo. She was a terrible Juliet
but his heart-warming performance sold her. Ironically now it did
nothing but infuriate her. It was as if he was mocking her and she
had to agree
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