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CHAPTER ONE

 

 

It was an ending.  I don’t think I realized it at the time, and now wonder if anyone truly does recognize the event that starts an ending.  Or is it when we look backwards, that we are finally able to understand? 

Outside the Sacramento airport terminal, it was a dark and stormy night.  No stars were visible through the thick blanket of clouds.  The air was humid and felt heavy.  It had been
typical
hot
August
day down in
Southern California
, and I had looked forward to the cooler temperatures up north.  Since
a
downpour was imminent, I wondered if I’d make it home to my cabin before the rain started.

The skycap followed me out with two crates and luggage on
a
cart.  He lifted each crate up and gently set it on the sidewalk.  I clipped leashes on the wiggling cocker spaniels inside.  My chocolate colored Topper
jumped
out barking
,
I think just to announce his arrival.  Samantha, the smaller black and white cocker came out stretching and then sidled up next to me. 

Straightening up, I turned to the skycap, “I’m going to pick up my car.  I’ll be back shortly for the crates and luggage, I appreciate your help.” 

The skycap nodded at me, “They sure are happy to be out of those crates.” 

I agreed, “Yeah, the short hour long flight is easier than an eight hour drive up.” 

He nodded again, “I know just what you mean my dogs hate the car too.”

“Samantha, Topper,” I called to the dogs as I set off toward the parking lot, “come with
m
ommy.”

I found my twenty-year-old cypress green Range Rover easily.  It had belonged to my mother’s sister, my aunt Ruth.  It was a gas hog, but I loved it anyway.  Don, my best friend’s husband had agreed to drive
my tank
down to the airport and park it for me since I
expected to catch a late flight
. 

Chuckling b
efore getting in, I
gripped
the
bar
under the seat to move the seat back.  Don who was several inches shorter than my nearly six-foot frame always forgot to adjust the seat.  I maneuvered the Range Rover around the airport and pulled up in front of the skycap.  After all the bags and crates were loaded into the back, it was a relief to be on my way.  Frowning as I checked my watch, I knew wouldn’t be home until after mid
night, much later than
originally
planned.

I sighed audibly and mumbled, “What goes right when I plan something?” 

The dogs had already snuggled down in the back seat.  Settling myself in, I resigned myself to the drive.  The headache that had threatened all day
moved
into overdrive. 
It
was only a matter of relaxing, but as I relived the day’s happenings it was surprising the pounding in my head had not
occurred
earlier.  I loosened the braid that held my waist length auburn hair hoping it would help.  My hair felt tight like the rest of my body.

The plan had been to leave early in the morning to avoid the late night drive.  A last minute call from my publisher for an interview skewed my plans.  Reluctantly
,
after much discussion because I knew who
had received the interview assignment
, I agreed to the interview.

T
he interview this afternoon was with none other than my ex-husband Kevin.  He worked as a freelance writer for
Romance Magazine
, although he preferred to write more hard-hitting journalistic pieces
rather
than writing puff articles for what he
considered a stupid magazine.

I
wrote
mystery
romance novels, the steamy ones.  The kind that starts out
with a mystery to solve, then leading to
he knew her, she knew him,
and
they both knew each other
up close and personal
.  My books sold well landing me on the important best-sellers lists.  They were a source of both my pride and independence.  Too bad my own life never quite followed the lines of my novels.  Kevin had always complained that he could never live up to my books, that I was unrealistic in my expectations.  I now considered that his problem, not mine.

We met for lunch at what had been our favorite bistro in Hermosa Beach.  It was a cute little place, very French farmhouse chic.  Its pretentiousness ended there, the food was good, and the service was attentive.  He waited for me at the table when I arrived.  I offered him my cheek and he kissed it lingering longer than was necessary.  Kevin looked good.  He always did.  We were the same height, and I always wore flats when I was with him.  When I dressed before meeting him, I had debated on my choice of shoes and put the flats on anyway not wanting to cause problems with him.  He could become moody and angry when I would do or say things that pointed to his perceived shortcomings.

“You cut your hair?”  I asked surprised to see his dark hair cut so short, it was almost a buzz cut.  He always took such pride in his hair.

“Yeah,” he replied as we sat down.  “
My
hairdresser is on her honeymoon and no one else can do it like she can
,” he chuckled. 

I pursed my lips together
remembering her
.
  While we were married I had caught them together, as in joined together in the romance novel way.  Lucky girl, it sounded like she escaped.

As we settled in to look at the menus, I noticed Kevin was staring intently at something behind me.  A redheaded woman in her twenties sat at a table behind me.  I turned around and noticed she had her eyes glued on Kevin.  He was returning her gaze.  I just turned myself back around in my chair and shook my head rolling my eyes.

“What?”  Kevin asked fixing his eyes back on me.

“Nothing.”  I said looking back down at the menu.

I wanted to get this interview over and be away from him.  It did not surprise me that Kevin received looks from women.  He certainly did w
hile
we were married.  He maintained his well-built six-foot body by regularly working with weights.  When you looked up
abs of steel
in the dictionary, his picture was there.  Always impeccably groomed, he appeared as if he stepped out of
GQ Magazine
.

I understood very clearly the magnetism he held for women.  I on the other hand might as well been the placemat on the table for all the attention that I was receiving from him.  I reminded myself that nothing had changed. 

D
uring our marriage, Kevin had wanted
more of an
open relationship tha
n
I was willing to give.  He felt he could separate sex and love as two very different emotions.  He had not seen a problem at all with having additional sexual partners, of course only on his side. 
H
e told me
more than once
that he needed
variety
. 
His way of telling me I bored him sexually. 
His infidelity was only one of the many reasons for our divorce.

After we ordered, Kevin turned his attention back to me.  I already had my hackles raised and did not want to be with him any longer
than necessary.

“So, what’s this book about?  Wait, let me guess,” he leaned back in his chair with his arms folded behind his head.  He had that look of self-confidence on his face because he knew that
al
most every woman in the place
found him attractive
.  “Yes, I know.”  He bent forward toward me
while
his brown eyes challeng
ed
me, “Yes, a woman looking for love.  Isn’t that what they all want Liz?”  His face wore a smirk.

I bristled at the name
Liz
.  Kevin
had persistently refused to call me Elizabeth during our five-year marriage,
and
why would it be different
now. 

“Didn’t you bother to read it?” 
The frown on my face was evident
, “That is also part of the job of writing the article.”

He spread his hands out in front of him, “Oh come on
.  Y
our books are all alike.”

“Why do you even bother, if you’re not going to take this seriously?”  I asked
trying
not to roll my eyes.  “You know this is my livelihood, and I might add yours too.”

He flashed me a warning look and a chill went through me.  “
I
t isn’t like real writing,” he confronted me again
,
trying to provoke me into arguing with him.  Kevin liked our arguments, since he felt they had always fueled our passion. 
My energy for these fights was gone.

He saw the change in my expression, “Okay Liz, I’ll admit I didn’t read it, but an underwater archeologist?  How did you think of that one?”

Kevin had taken my writing as a fluke.  My first book, published just shortly after our second anniversary had him secretly furious.  His public reaction certainly showed congratulatory hugs, but his compliments disappeared when we were alone.  My books became a refuge for me, while I wrote they enveloped me completely and Kevin did not exist in the world I created.

True to form, by the time my
Salad Nicoise
arrived, Kevin had goaded me into talking about my book.  He knew just what to say and how to say it, the magnetism worked on me the same way as every other woman he encountered.

After finishing lunch
and the interview
, he walked me out to my car.  As I turned to thank him for lunch, he was standing very close to me, too close.

“Don’t I get a hug and kiss goodbye?”  He
said,
already moving his arms around me. 

I did not move
.
I tried to push him away but he pinned my arms behind my back with one hand.  Kevin pulled me against him and bent his head toward me, his mouth close to mine.  With anger in my eyes, I wished for the courage to tell him my thoughts.  As he leaned down to kiss me, I moved my head so he could only kiss me on the cheek, but he was too quick, and his hand came up to move my chin toward his lips.  His kiss was not short and
he
press
ed
harder.  A little voice screamed inside of me.

Unhappy with my lack of response, Kevin broke off the kiss.  He looked me in the eyes, “Liz, you know you want it.”

“No Kevin.  I don’t.”  I shook my head, looking down at the ground and freed my arms to push him back hard. 

He stepped back.  “I’ll call you
.
”

Defiantly I looked at him, “No Kevin.  That would not be a good idea.” 

In disgust, I wanted to brush the feeling of him off my body.  I quickly got into my car.  I did not look back at him though I could tell he had turned around and started walking to his car.  Snapping my seatbelt on, I looked up and he was standing by his car, grinning me.  He had won.  He had gotten the last move.
 
As I drove out of the restaurant parking lot toward my house, I burst into tears.
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