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            "Not everyone who enters our lives is meant to stay.Some arrive for a moment, leave us with a story,and somehow become part of who we are long after they're gone."— Ilana Phigeland
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For Elanza,
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You gave me the idea for this book and then encouraged me through every chapter until there were no chapters left to write.

Thank you for reading, listening, laughing, and never judging.

Without you, Moments Between the Flames might have remained exactly that — moments.

This book is for you.
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Intro
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Anyone who has ever been hurt knows that healing is part of the process. We have to heal before we can move on.

I got burned by the fiery flames of passion, and I still have the scars. In between all the pain, well, let’s just say there was time for some healing. Whether it was the right way is up to you to decide.

I shared my pain about my past fire, and I shared what I learnt from it. It was wrong of me to credit those men alone. Though they deserve a great deal of credit, there were others who helped me rise from the ashes and “heal”.

Who the hell am I kidding? 

I wasn’t trying to heal. I was trying to forget. And yes, I know that was a dumb move, but we’ve all done it before. Haven’t we?

My “healing” process was not exactly healthy, nor was it particularly graceful. It was unconventional. Though some of you might consider it normal, it was messy and confusing at times. It was ridiculous and, if I’m being completely honest, a shit ton of fun.

The stories I am about to tell are about six men who will never be forgotten. These men were not the fire. They were embers, little sparks, and some smoke that never really caught.

These stories are about nights I probably should have taken more seriously, people who made me laugh, and experiences that left the same thought in my head the next day: What the fuck was I thinking?

The ones that left me wondering what it all meant long after the moment had passed. 

Simple moments. Perhaps it was the kind of healing I needed.

Never really forgetting the fire.

I was just trying to learn how to live between the flames.
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1. Scenes After Dark
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It was just an ordinary day on campus. Nice weather, short classes, and nothing to do. My head told me to go home, but something inside me wanted excitement.

Many times in my life, I have been labelled unfairly, as I am sure many women have been. After heartache, can a woman not let go and have fun without being called cold, mean, reckless, or a slut? I guess not.

Come on, a man gets to be a player, and I get labelled with the S-word? Ladies, let’s not.

My friend Liz had to go to some dude’s apartment to drop something off or pick something up. The memory of the actual task escapes me. Blame it on the alcohol...

She had only just started driving and didn’t want to go to the man’s apartment alone, so she asked me to accompany her. It didn't really sound like much of an adventure to me, but I was reassured that this “gentleman” worked at a very exclusive club and could get us in if we were polite and charming.

Her charm was selective, hence the invite to little old me.

I agreed, so we took a 20-minute drive and arrived at a pretty decent apartment complex. She called to let him know we had arrived, and he came down to meet us. He was slender but had an athletic look. Also, he had very strong-looking wrists. No idea why wrists would interest me. Not to this day. I can't explain it; please go with it.

‘Z’ had dark hair and dark eyes and was the colour of creamy caramel. This was just a description. I really do check out everyone. There was no attraction at the start. Not from my side, anyway. 

He invited us in, and they explained how they had met and how they had caught up. When Liz suggested we head home, he suddenly interrupted and asked if we wanted to stay for some dinner and drinks, his treat.

As the passenger, I left it up to my friend. She, to my surprise, agreed. I didn't really mind; he was very interesting, liked some of the same movies I did, and was super smart. I really do love nerds.

We went out to get some pizzas and then stopped at a liquor store for some drinks. He chose the strong stuff. I should have objected. I am not a lady who does well with hard liquor; strange things happen.

Table dancing, weird dance moves — Waka-Waka, Macarena, and friggen twerking. I mean, I don't look bad, but questionable things can happen if I have too much of it. Three glasses are the max.

I smiled, agreed to the selection, and we headed back to the apartment. My friend got a call from her boyfriend and said she had to leave before we even ate. She took one sip and said she couldn't take me home.

Did I not come here as a favour? How am I the cold one?

She left me with “Z”. She left me alone in a neighbourhood with a guy I had just met. I had known this girl for six years, and she just up and abandoned me.

What else could I do? I had a drink. Suggestions were made on how to get me home, but no one really wanted to pick me up, and these were the days before Uber and public transport from that area. Also, it was getting dark. He asked if I would object to staying over.

I don’t remember hesitating.

I was alone with him; we didn't eat much because we began talking. Sci-fi — that was the topic, mostly movies. We had these fun conversations, and when we discovered that we both loved Star Wars, well, the rest was history.

As the conversation went on, the drinks followed, and flirting joined in. It wasn't long before he suggested taking our visit to the bedroom.

It had been a while.

He was charming.

We were a little drunk.

We were both single.

We went to the bedroom, and he began kissing me. Deep yet gentle. He slowly started taking off my clothes while kissing every inch of my skin. Whether it was the alcohol or not, I thought I was going to burst right then and there.

I first felt his fingers inside me; he moved them in an aggressively soft manner. I had come so many times that I had almost forgotten we
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