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It’s over. The thought couldn’t leave me alone. It’s over. He’s gone. 

I immediately chided myself for thinking that way. It wasn’t over. It couldn’t be. Then why isn’t he here?

The little voice in my head wouldn’t let go. Tom is never late. 

The voice in my head was right. Tom wasn’t the type of guy to step back on a promise. He told me that he would meet me here—and he would never back down on that commitment, no matter what else was going on his life.

He was one of those rare guys who lived up to their reputation of being ‘good’ people. He would never be late, unless something serious happened to prevent him from coming. In fact, when the charming Tom Lane asked you out on a date, he would show up five minutes ahead of schedule so he could meet you at the front of the restaurant to gallantly open the door.

He would always bring you roses—not very handy when meeting in the city center, but charming in its own way nonetheless. He would always take your coat.

He would always select the finest restaurants; he would pick up the tab and wave away any suggestions to go Dutch. He was old-fashioned that way, and had been ever since he started earning some decent money.

I’m not sure if he brought roses to everyone, but he did it for me. Still, I couldn’t compare his charms with me against anything he might do while in the company of other women; I had no comparison at all. What I did know, was that he did things for me that nobody else had ever done.

Even when we started dating more seriously, Tom kept right on calling me his ‘girl’. I knew it sounded silly, like something of an ancient relic in the harsher times we lived in, but it still felt just right to me. He was gallant. Or was that even a thing anymore?

Gallant. It suited him—and it also matched the kind of strange relationship we had, where I was the independent one that never needed comforting. My independence had always been a trait that frustrated him. He would always ask if I was fine; I would always offer the curt response that I was and he should stop asking.

I took care of myself, and I didn’t need him to do that for me—I wasn’t the old-fashioned type at all. I was a girl of the times, living alone, taking care of Number One. And by this point, I had made sure I could survive in this humongous city we lived in.

In fact, there couldn’t be two people more different than Tom and I. I liked going Dutch. I aimed to be in control of every single detail. I preferred to take care of myself when I went out. I loved opening restaurant doors with my own hands and shoving my own chair back when I was ready to take a seat, without having someone standing behind me to do it for me. I loved picking out the places I ate, instead of having them chosen for me. And I loved a good burger; I loved munching on my food, enjoying the taste of ketchup on my lips.

My recent history had taught me that I shouldn’t rely on others to get things done for me. It also taught me that when push came to shove, a burger could taste like caviar when money was tight.

And, truth be told, I hated flowers—they withered away too soon and were much too expensive anyhow. Roses in particular never really interested me, since my full name was Anna Rose and people had been buying them for me ever since I was a little child.

Tom thought it was a cute gimmick, like they all did. In truth, I was fed up with the unoriginality of it—though I never told Tom, as I didn’t want to saying anything that might hurt him. He was the first guy in my life that I actually respected for the things he did for me. It was obvious that he didn’t want to take advantage of me; he just liked me genuinely, for who I was and what I stood for in life.

The thing is, I’ve changed quite a lot over the years. I learned not to be so picky anymore, and during my dating adventures, I became the type of girl that went with the flow.

If my date wanted to organize something special, I learned to smile and agree with everything he proposed, even biting my tongue when he went over the top. If he wanted to meet in the kinds of bars I wouldn’t be caught dead in otherwise, I would nod and say he’d made a fine choice.

If he wanted doggystyle, I turned around, prepared for a rough ride. If he wanted me to go down on him, I did it. If he wanted kinky and rough, I obliged; if he wanted soft and gentle, I would lay back and open my legs.

But Tom wasn’t the type of person to demand things, and the sex was the same as everything else in our relationship: quiet, calm, easygoing, gentle, and caring. He always looked me in the eyes and told me he liked it, so whatever Tom wanted, I did. That’s just the type of girl that I became.

I never told Tom I hated O’Reilly’s because it reminded me too much that I didn’t have a decent job and all the other diners there obviously did. I used to have money, but it was all gone. I had lost it, so to speak; most of the people here knew about it. And they mocked me for it. 

Like I said, I wasn’t the same girl I used to be.

I was part of an English community here in New York, a group that loved going to pubs on Friday evening to pretend we were still in good old London. I hated every moment I spent sitting there with a pint in my hand, smiling at strangers, acting as if I too, had arrived in New York to live my biggest dream. There were a few who had no clue what was going on in my life—I like that I could at least pretend with them.

Tom never saw through the façade. None of them ever did. He thought I took perfect care of myself; he never asked too many questions about my income, never asked what I did to earn money. I hid the fact I had next to nothing quite well—and the way he always refused to go Dutch kind of helped too.

His lack of curiosity was part of his personality: easygoing and generally calm, with a hint of darkness on the edges that I always wanted to see more of. Tom had always been very much the gentleman, but I had seen another side to him just recently; we went on a dance date the other night that turned kind of hot.

The date started out as innocent and charming as always—until Tom accidentally drank too much and lowered his guard. I asked him to come to the dance floor with me. He did come, reluctantly, telling me at first that he would rather watch me dance with other men, claiming he didn’t have an ounce of dance skill in his whole body. He wasn’t the jealous type at all, so he wouldn’t even have minded watching some stranger rubbing my body against his. Who know, maybe it would have even turned him on.

Anyhow, when he drank too much, Tom changed. Once out of his comfort zone, he held me against him, stroking his fingers through my hair, whispering that he liked seeing me like this, loosened up and dressed in sensual white.

We were a good physical match; people were watching us. He licked my ear, whispering kinky stuff he forgot about by the next day. His hand even stroked me intimately from behind, slipping between my legs as he forgot for just a moment that we were out in public. When someone whistled, he stopped and jerked away, his face going scarlet with embarrassment

The momentum was gone then—but I would never forget that moment, not ever. I knew that very second, even though we had only been dating for a few months, that I was his and he was mine forever. This was the way it should be.
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I gazed at my watch for the thousandth time, balanced on a barstool, nurturing my third pint of ale. It annoyed me to feel my face heating as I realized that it was already half past eight. He was much too late now.

I could feel people staring at me as they talked amongst themselves, wondering who stood me up. And now, the fact that Tom would usually show up early was kind of adorable, come to think of it. I missed him suddenly, and wished he had been here to open the glass door for me. There was pity written on the faces of those watching me, combined with anger and sadness, and maybe even a bit of gloating because they were there with dinner partners who had shown up—and I wasn’t.

“Stood up,” someone whispered to their friend. “Poor girl.”

“Maybe she’s a bitch.”

“Maybe she’s had it coming to her.”

“She probably isn’t nice as she seems.”

“She really looks out of place.”

Many reasons were debated as the people around me tried to decide if I was worth Tom’s effort or not, but none of them mattered to me. I was here alone. And there was nothing that would change that now.

Tom had proposed appetizers at the bar in case he might run late, so I sat there waiting alone, stroking my now-warm glass of unfinished beer. O’Reilly’s was very strict about their regulations: if you didn












































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
joanne carltun

a short stniy

BVery rose has |ts thnrn‘_-.’i’-'






d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





