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      Sometimes I run into my past

      people who say hello,

      ask me to buy them a drink

      & gasp when I tell them

      I’m sober

      so lately

      I’ve gotten used to saying

      If you knew me five years ago,

      reintroduce yourself
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      Riley’s hands trace my jaw, her hair spilling over the pillows, her chest on display. I smile, placing a quick kiss on her lips. This was my favorite way to wake up, with my girl in my bed awake before me, feeling her love radiating off her. It had only been a few months, but Riley had made me feel like no other. And trust me, I wasn’t a cheesy mother fucker who said shit like that often. It was just different since that doe eyed brunette walked into my life, I knew I’d do whatever I could to make sure she never left it.

      “Sometimes, I wish I knew you sooner.” She whispers, despite being the only ones in my apartment.

      “I don’t,” I scoff. Riley’s face falls and I know I’ve said the wrong thing somehow.  “I’m sorry.”

      “Why?”

      “I was just such a different person, and I’m not so sure you would’ve loved me then.” I sigh.

      “I’m sure I would.” She insists.

      “I’m sure you wouldn’t.”

      “Why?” She repeats.

      “Because back then, I didn’t love myself that much.” I throw the sheet over the bed, hoping that the conversation would end. I throw on a robe, but Riley follows me out of the room and into the kitchen, dressed in one of my t-shirts.

      “Sawyer, you can’t say something like that and just leave the room.”

      “Just did,” I quip. It was too early in the morning to be discussing my past.

      “I just want to know you, and that includes your past. No matter how dark or scary you think it is, don’t I have the right to know?”

      “No.” I grab a bowl and milk from the fridge, making cereal as Riley storms back into my room. I can hear her pacing and sighing but I don’t go in there. I’m not even sure of what I’d say. No, she doesn’t have a right to my past, but why don’t I want her to know? Am I that terrified she’s going to leave me because of it? Yes, of course I am.

      I throw the half eaten bowl of cereal in the sink and resort to knocking on my own bedroom door. Riley doesn’t answer, but when I hear her crying I open it up and rush in. She’s sitting on the edge of the bed wiping her eyes and sniffling.

      “Baby, I’m sorry.” I get on my knees in front of her.

      “No, I’m sorry. It’s your past. I shouldn’t be so pushy about it.” She sniffles.

      “It’s not that I don’t want to tell you, I just don’t like talking about it. I wasn’t the me you know now, and that’s scary. I don’t want you to see the old me and leave.” I admit.

      “That’s crazy Sawyer, I could never. You saw me probably at the worst in my life. As long as you never become like she who must not be named, we won’t have any issues.” She adds with a smile. We had a habit of referring to her ex as lord Voldemort.

      “Where do you want me to start?” I sigh, joining her on the bed.

      “At the beginning,” she says.

      “Okay,” I let out a huge sigh before I begin to tell the woman I love, all the terrible things I’ve done.
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      Lucy pours the shot of tequila down my throat and it burns less than I expect. Maybe that was because it was the eighth of the night, or that I drank more than my fair share of tequila. Lucy cheers, throwing her arms up and pulls me in for a kiss. She’s sitting on the bar, so I slide between her legs and drag out her kiss. She licks my lips, and it’s clear she’s kissing me for the attention of the straight guys watching. It wasn’t the first time this happened, but that didn’t make it any better. I hop down, ignoring her calls as I walk away with the bottle she stole from behind the bar. Was it so hard to find a girl who was actually into women, and not just for attention? Apparently.

      I take a chug straight from the bottle, making sure I keep the low buzz I was sporting. That’s when I spot the girl I’m taking home tonight. She’s a brunette, shorter than me, with thick thighs and a tramp stamp on her back. Sure, I was a little predictable, but who cared? Making my way over to her, I dance behind her. At first she blushes, but it only takes a second for her to lean into me and grind her ass on my waist. It’s already after midnight and I have to be up early, so I cut the pleasantries. It was clear what we were both looking for here.

      “Wanna come home with me?” I whisper, well whisper-yell, because the music is pounding in here.

      The girl says something inaudible back, but she nods and pulls me toward the door and that’s all I need. On the way out, I hand my bottle to some guy sitting alone at the table. With a wink, I’m heading out the door and down the block toward my apartment. We’re kissing the entire way up to my apartment, her hands grabbing at my breasts while mine are on her ass. We kiss against my front door until I hear one of my neighbors coming. There’s no way we’re making it down the hall to my bedroom at this rate, so we settle for the couch. Hopefully, none of my roommates are home, but I don’t bother checking. Cody was usually at work this late and Camille was still at the bar when I left.

      After we hookup, the girl mumbles something about using the bathroom and I point down the hall. She asks if she can stay and I shrug, showing her the way to my bedroom. She seems like she might be a cuddler, which I usually tried staying away from. They made me too hot and usually thought sex was more than it was; sex. I guess that was a problem for future Sawyer. I’d find out in the morning.
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        * * *

      

      “Can I have some water?” A squeaky voice says beside me. What the hell? Was I in bed with Mickey Mouse?

      “What?” I turn over with a yawn. Ow. It was the girl from the bar last night. Had she been that squeaky last night? I tried to recall, but it wasn’t like we did much talking.

      “Water.”

      “Uh, yeah. Kitchen.” I hope she wasn’t looking for me to get it for her. Between her voice and my hangover, my head was pounding.

      “Thanks,” she hesitates, then gets dressed and leaves my room. I wait until I hear the front door close to get out of bed. I wasn’t normally such an asshole, but if I was going to be on time for work, I couldn’t get caught up in drama.

      After a quick shower and a change of clothes, I run into Cody in the living room. A bowl of cereal on his lap as he clicks through the channels on the main tv. Grabbing a to-go mug, I pour it three quarters full of coffee and the other quarter full of whiskey. Just something to get rid of this nasty hangover.

      “So, your date was very nice,” he imitates her voice, and I almost drop my coffee.

      “Oh my gosh, Cody!” It wasn’t unlike him to tease me about my choice of one-night stands. But he never imitated them before.

      “Hey if fucking Minnie Mouse is your thing,” he shrugs and I lose it.

      “No, it isn’t. I couldn’t hear her voice last night,” I chuckle.

      “Well, I hope you take this as a warning because that was scary as fuck finding Minnie Mouse in your kitchen asking for water after working all night.”

      “I’ll see you later man,” I lock my door on the way out, sipping my coffee as I hit the elevator button. I parked my Harley in the garage. Although, I didn’t love taking it to work, but it gets me there the fastest.

      Camille, my roommate and Cody’s girlfriend, was also my co-worker. You’d think being around someone that often might drive you nuts, but somehow we didn’t end up seeing each other that often. At work we were busy, and at home she was with Cody and I was with some other girl. Camille was the one who got me the job bussing tables during the day at Leo’s, a restaurant in Times Square. It wasn’t much, but the tourists ate it up and usually tipped well.

      “Jack’s upstairs looking for you,” Kate says as I walk in. I nod and head upstairs to his office. I knock twice, but there’s no answer, so I lean against the wall checking my phone.

      “Thank you again,” Camille comes out of his office, her shirt unbuttoned and her hair in a messy bun. What was she doing here this early?

      “No problem,” Jack shakes her hand and if I didn’t know any
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