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You Can Never Go Back

A Novel

By Lamar D. Vine

Content Warning: This fictitious work contains explicit language, descriptions of physical abuse, sexual content, and other mature themes that may be disturbing to some readers.  

Reader discretion is advised.  
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Foreword  
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“I had to step out of myself to become myself.”  
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Prologue  
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Twenty-five years ago, two teenagers Tammy and John had their first love affair. It started as two innocents having a lot of firsts they shared together. They were bound to each other and proclaimed their love for one another.  

They were inseparable until they weren't.  

Now, fast forward to 2008.  

This is the birth of an affair brought to reality by the need of a sad, lonely, and married woman. She reached out to the one person that could never tell her no.  

This is the story of their one and only affair together. It destroyed my life but not my soul, but I am forever happy to have one more chance of love. I dreamed about it for decades. I would never change a thing.  
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Part I  
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I once betrayed my own conscience by having an affair with an unhappily married woman. I made up many reasons why I needed to see her just one more time, but I was wrong. You can never go back. We were both living in bad cycles of our lives. We wanted something new, a change in the hope of a new beginning—to recapture that stolen time, but it always comes at a price. Then one day she reaches out just at the right time. I was stuck too, lonely. Both of us thought we could make each other happy. She knew I wouldn't be the co-conspirator to the affair if she was happily married. So, I joined her delusion to justify our deceit. She told me even her family accepted her unexcused absences. She had that effect on everyone until she didn't. I knew in the back of my mind that she was playing both sides of the fence. Her husband of nearly twenty-two years gave her latitude because he was seeing someone part time too. His affair was with a woman that lived in the next town over from our town. She said she wasn't devastated, sad, or disappointed. She understood why he strayed—they were in the same house but living apart for years. She felt only numbness and wanting something more in her life, to feel something more.  

This emboldened her to have an affair with me—to reach out in convenience. I was safe and she knew I had always loved her. Tammy and I lived in the same town for decades. It's a big town. I lived in the country and we never had the same aged kids or the same friends. But still it seemed odd that we never saw each other around.  

My name is John. I am divorced. I'm an internalizing self-hating introvert that hardly left my small country house except to work. I kept a few animals as livestock and they were my company for conversation while living in the sticks.  

By contrast Tammy’s husband was an extrovert that frequently hunted, fished, or worked on cars with his friends. His drinking got steadily worse with a few DUIs under his belt. He would stay out late, usually at the friend's house, mostly to avoid talks that he would be forced onto for coming home drunk.  

Tammy was desperate to reach out to someone for any kind of attention. She said she always drifted back to me in her thoughts, in her dreams. It would start out innocently enough—finding her old flame on his Facebook page to see what kind of life I was living, imagining if I thought of her. She brought me up on Facebook Chat. She saw that I was now single, freshly divorced. My kids were grown. They were living their own lives out of town near their mom.  

Tammy sat on her back patio with her third glass of wine, visualizing her plan. One evening she sent me a chat. She typed out a message, edited, and finally sent it. She found the courage to be the first to reach out. It excited her as she sent the message—a cheerful and short hello. I responded within five minutes.  

The game has started. We were writing small chats to each other nearly on a daily basis catching up. She started hinting at getting together in person to catch up. She followed up with a date and time to meet at a coffee shop. I quickly responded yes.  

Our meeting was five days away during the weekend. She already had a shopping spree planned to buy a wedding gift for her husband's younger sister, so she would be free all day. She re-read my chats to see if she could sense any red flags. She didn't, so she allowed herself this victory. She felt excited about our chats. She fantasized about our meeting, excited about what would happen.  

Five days later she got up early that day and put her best effort in making her first appearance in the nearly twenty-two years since our last encounter. Tammy still thought that she looked good after having two kids—one is a sophomore always with friends and the other is getting ready to go to college. They were grown, not needing her anymore. She gave herself one last check of her teeth in the mirror.  

When she arrived nearly five minutes late to our agreed time—only because she took her time to be fashionably late as a power move—I was already there. She saw me in my small truck listening to loud music. She made eye contact to establish her arrival. I acknowledged back with eye contact and a quick lift of my chin as she pulled into a parking spot three spots away. We both popped out of our vehicles at the same time, mumbling typical salutations. We walked towards each other and embraced with a friendly hug. She noticed I smelled of some kind of aftershave, skin lotion, and an old familiar scent. I noticed she smelled of sweet perfume, hairspray, and her gum that she was chomping to hide her nervousness. We walked into the coffee shop together while exchanging casual but familiar bantering.  

I thought she hadn't changed that much. She said the same about me. I knew I had a few extra pounds. We stood in line. I noticed she didn't look up at the menu like I did. She confessed that she was being mindful not to order her typical complex drink order this morning. She simply said cappuccino. I ordered a black coffee. We slid down the counter to pick up our drinks. I suggested we go sit in my truck since the place was packed. The only other place we could sit was on the patio by the drive through service lane. Tammy saw my nervousness about that option—not wanting to sit out like a target
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