
Stephen and I had met through some mutual acquaintances months before, but had never 

spent more than five minutes alone. That changed in March 2011, when we went shopping in 

Downtown Portsmouth with our friends Andy and Mark. An hour or two later, they ditched 

Stephen and I. I had gone off by myself before then, and was quietly looking at books when 

Stephen approached me. 

“Are you enjoying yourself, Audrey?” 

“I am, yes,” I said, looking up at him from my book. “What are you doing in here? I 

thought you were at that game store with Mark.” 

“Funny thing about that: Mark and Andy ditched us,” Stephen said dryly. I stopped 

myself from throwing the book, turning to face him. 

“What do you mean, they ditched us?” 

“Exactly that--they ditched us. Andy called Mark, and he walked out the door.” 

“Fuck!” I muttered under my breath, closing the book I was holding. “Andy was my ride 

home. That fucker fucking ditched me so he could get some…I could kill him.” 

“I can drive you home,” Stephen said, trying not to laugh when I threatened Andy with 

violence. “We don’t live that far from each other, and I could get that extra Jurassic Park DVD 

you keep forgetting to give to me.” 

“You live twenty minutes away from me. But if you’re sure it’s no big deal, I will take 

you up on your offer. And you can finally get that DVD from me.” Stephen slightly smiled. 

“What are you looking through?” 

“Um, Faithful Place. It’s part of a series about Irish detectives in Dublin. This is the most 

recent one in the series. I really love them.” 



“I think I’ll go look around, if that’s okay. I don’t want to make you stay here if you were 

finished.” 

 “No, you go ahead and look around. I am a book nerd, so I am in no hurry.” He nodded, 

walking away. He found me in line a while later, buying a few books. 

“Do you want to grab some coffee? Is there a good café around here?” 

“Popovers on the Square, on Congress Street is an excellent place.” Stephen smiled, and 

we headed to the café. After ordering drinks and sitting down, we just talked about a lot of 

things. He got up to get himself another drink, and I took advantage of this moment to admire 

him from far away.  I had never really looked at him closely before this evening. He was 

ridiculously tall (at least to me), with short dark brown hair that toed the line between being curly 

and wavy, blue eyes. He usually dressed very nicely, even in casual situations. That night he was 

dressed in a white dress shirt with a black sweater over it, a grey scarf wound around his neck 

that he hadn’t bothered to take off, dark jeans, and nice leather boots. He had defined 

cheekbones, and a thin, athletic frame.  

Stephen eventually returned, with a tea in his hand. I was texting Andy. 

“Are you still angry with him?” 

“No. I am just voicing my displeasure that he couldn’t tell me himself that he was 

leaving. No, I am not going to begrudge him his right to have some sex with someone he has 

been into for some time.” Stephen’s eyebrows rose. 

“Andy’s liked Mark for a while?” I nodded, taking a sip of my drink. “Mark’s had a thing 

for Andy since Halloween, when he saw him dressed up as Malibu Ken.” I lightly laughed, 

remembering how flirtatious Andy had been the whole night as a blonde, orange-skinned doll in 

tiny swim shorts. 



“I forgot to ask earlier: where do you work?” 

“Englishwood Publishing. It’s a small publishing company in Haverhill, and I am an 

assistant editor. What do you do for a living, Stephen? I think I have heard you’re a lawyer, or 

something along those lines.” He lightly laughs, a smile growing across on his stubbly face. 

“I am a lawyer, specializing in Private international business law. I basically work for 

large corporations, and represent them in business deals and negotiations. I travel a lot.” 

“Do you represent one country more than another?” 

“I seem to spend a lot of time in France. That’s another perk of my job; I get to spend a 

lot of time in other countries, but I am mainly in Europe when I do go overseas.” 

“If you spend so much time in Europe, why did you come to the United States?” 

“I got a really amazing offer to come to Manchester to represent the firm I worked for in 

London. It seems really odd that there’s a pretty major international law firm here in New 

Hampshire, but you’d be surprised how big it is.” 

****** 

After coffee, Stephen drove me home. We stopped in at a Walmart on the way, because 

he needed to pick up a Supernatural DVD. He asked me if I had watched the show, which I 

answered I hadn’t yet, but the temptation was growing stronger.  

“You really should,” he replied. “I need someone here in the States to talk to about it, and 

no one I know watches it.” 

I invited him inside, so I could grab the DVD I was supposed to have given him weeks 

ago, and so he wasn’t outside in the snow. He had only been in the United States for seven 

months, and wasn’t used to all the snow we had received recently. 



“Would you like some coffee or cocoa before you drive home? We could watch a movie, 

just until you’ve warmed up.” I pause a moment, knowing I am starting to ramble. “I know 

you’re not used to these cold temperatures yet, and I don’t want you turning into an icicle before 

your first summer here.” 

“If you’ve got tea, I’ll take that,” he said, laughing.  

“I don’t usually drink tea, but I might have something from when I had a bad bug bite.” I 

pop my head back into the living room. “Please, remove your coat. Get comfortable.” I rummage 

through a few drawers, trying to find the last few bags of tea I had from the summer before. I 

voice to Stephen that I might not be able to give him tea, and would he prefer an alternative. 

“If you can’t find the tea, coffee will suffice.” I jump, finding that he is standing right 

behind me. “I’m sorry. I thought you might need help in here, since I could hear you ripping 

apart the kitchen from the living room.” 

I laugh nervously, and accept his offer. He managed to find the tea rather quickly, which 

I apologized because it wasn’t a proper English tea. He smiles, and puts a mug under the Keurig 

to get hot water. We watched the first season of Being Human, which had me laughing in some 

parts. As he leaves to go home in the early morning hours, I hand him Jurassic Park. 

“I am deeply sorry it took me so long to give this to you. I hope you aren’t too upset.” 

“I’m not,” he said, pulling on his coat. “I am just glad to have it now. I will see you 

later.” He leans in, and kisses my cheek. 

“Good night,” I said, watching as he walked to his car. After he made it out of the 

driveway, I leaned against the door, feeling much different than I had when we first met up. 

 

**** 



By the summer, Stephen and I were much closer. He had asked me one night to call him 

‘Ste’ like his friends back home in England, and I allowed him to call me ‘Audie’, which was 

something I usually didn’t allow people to do. Our friends had also noticed the change, and were 

asking if we were secretly seeing one another. 

“No, we’re just really good friends,” I said to Lissa, my best friend since the fourth grade. 

She looked at me suspiciously, sipping at the Vitamin Water she was drinking as we watched the 

guys play a “friendly” game of baseball. 

“Stephen is really excelling at baseball, considering he’s from England.” 

“Mark and Andy gave Ste a week-long crash course on how to play, and it seems to have 

taken.” I started clapping as one of the guys made a good play. 

“Oh, it’s ‘Ste’ now? Are you sure you’re telling me the truth, and that you’re not having a 

secret love affair?” 

“Lissa, I have known you since we were ten. Does it look like I am lying to you?” I turn 

and face her. Her expression changes in realization that I am not lying. “Exactly,” I said with a 

cocky smile. 

After taking a drink and bathroom break, the guys switch sides, and Ste is playing 

pitcher. He took his stance on the mound, and threw mean pitch to Mark, who gets a strike. 

“Hey! I taught you to pitch. Go easy, Brit-boy.” 

“Eat some more of this ball, batter,” he said, winding up for the pitch. He ended up 

pitching a no-hitter to Mark, who pointed the bat threateningly at him when he struck out. Ste 

just laughed, and kissed the ball. “The teacher has become the student,” he said with a smile. 

Atop the mound, Ste was even more intimidating than he was off the mound. He towered at six-

foot-three when he wasn’t playing baseball, and on the mound he looked even taller. He also 



looked incredibly attractive winding up for a pitch, wearing the Phillies cap I had given him in a 

bid to steer him in the right direction for baseball affiliation pulled low over his eyes. 

After winning the “friendly” match, he politely congratulated everyone on a good effort. I 

brought him an ice-cold bottle of water, which thanked me for with a sweaty hug and a kiss on 

the top of my head. Everyone stopped what they were doing, and focused on this hug. 

Eventually, everyone else disappeared, and it was just Ste and I on the baseball field.  

“Is it tradition to have the winning pitcher clean up the baseball pitch?” 

“First of all, it’s a baseball field, and secondly, no. They totally took advantage of your 

naïveté, and let you believe you’re supposed to clean up after them.” 

‘That’s why you stayed behind, wasn’t it?” I smiled guiltily. 

“I felt bad that they did that to you, so I chose to help you out.” 

I walked with him to his car, helping put the rest of the gear into the trunk. He thanked 

me, and I walked towards my car. 

“Audrey?” I turned around. “Did you want to get some dinner?” 

“Like, right now?” I shaded my eyes with my hand. 

“No, I meant later, after I’ve had a shower. Is that something you might want to do?” 

“Sure. Is there a special place in particular? I want to be dressed appropriately.” 

“I was thinking of that restaurant by the bay that serves all those different kinds of food. 

Do you know that place?” 

“Of course I do, I am the one who introduced you to it. That place is upscale casual.” 

“Is that going to be a problem, Audrey?” 

“Nope,” I said, shaking my head. “We’ll go to Alton’s.” 

“I’ll pick you up around six o’clock, yeah?” 



“I’ll be ready.” I got into my car, wondering if this was a date.  

I guess we’ll see tonight. 

Stephen drove up at five minutes to six, his dark blue BMW shining like a new penny. He 

was dressed in dark trousers, dress shoes--which he pretty much wore all the time, a light blue 

dress shirt which he had left slightly unbuttoned, and a black three-quarter length coat. When I 

went to answer the door, he was nervously toying with his hair.  

“What the hell happened to you?” He looks down at what he’s wearing. 

“What are you talking about? I always dress like this, except when I change up the shirt 

for a t-shirt.” 

“No, it’s your face! You shaved the stubble off.” I reach out to touch his now baby-like 

face. 

“I thought it was time for a change. Do you like it?” 

“I don’t know what to think,” I said, continuing to stroke his face. “Ask me again a little 

later. Sorry,” I said, pulling my hand away from his face. 

“Are you ready to go?” I nod, turning off the light, and locking the door behind me. 

As we drove out to the restaurant, I finally worked up the nerve to ask Ste if this was a 

date. 

“I didn’t mention that earlier? Yes, this is a proper date. I am paying, so don’t even 

bother pulling that wallet out of your bag when the check comes,” he said, smiling widely. 

****** 

Halfway through dinner, he asks me about his clean-shaven face again. 

“I like it. You can work the bearded look, stubble, and the baby face. There aren’t too 

many men who can pull off all three, so you’re a rarity. What made you decide to shave?” 



“I didn’t really have a reason,” he said taking a sip of his wine. “I just thought I would go 

for the clean-shaven look, maybe look a little younger.” 

“You’re thirty, and you still look like you’re in your mid-twenties. Huh…I guess it is 

true.” 

“What is?” 

“Guys are just as self-involved when it comes to their looks as women are.” Stephen 

chuckled.  

When the check arrived, I jokingly pulled out my wallet and went through it for some 

money. Ste kept pushing my hand away, and trying to intimidate me with a look that was more 

silly than frightening. Afterward, we drove out to Kittery Point in Maine, and walked along the 

beach. It was June in New England, but the nights were sometimes chilly. I had come prepared, 

wearing my trusty blazer when a cool breeze swept in. I continued to walk on, until Ste came to 

an abrupt stop. 

“This isn’t right,” he said, biting his lip. “It’s breezy, and I should be offering you my 

coat to keep you warm.” 

“It’s the twenty-first century, Stephen. There aren’t many men left that would rise to that 

occasion, and women have to be able to take care of themselves.” 

“Can’t you pretend that you didn’t bring your blazer, so I can be a gentleman?” I smile, 

and remove my blazer, beginning to walk again. The breeze blows, and I shiver. Ste springs into 

action, removing his coat and wrapping it around me. I giggle, and walk toward the shorefront.  

I faintly heard music playing from inside one of the beachside restaurants, and I began 

dancing around to the music.  

“What on earth are you doing?” 



“Dancing to Bananarama’s ‘I Heard A Rumour.’ Join me, Stephen!” He just stood there, 

watching me with an amused expression on his face. “Live a little, Brit-boy!” Ste walked beside 

me and started dancing along to the music. There was no one walking the beach, so no one could 

see the two of us acting like teenagers. After dancing, I took off my shoes and dipped my toes in 

the water. 

“Do you want your coat back?” 

“No, that’s fine,” he said, kicking his feet in the water. I walked a bit further down the 

shore, going off into my own little world. So when Ste touched my shoulder, I slightly gasped in 

surprise. “Sorry,” he said with a light chuckle. “That song from Footloose is playing. Would you 

like to dance?” I smile, and as I go to put my hand on his shoulder, his coat starts to slip off of 

me. I slip my arms into his coat, and we slowly sway to the music. 

“For future reference Ste, this song is called ‘Almost Paradise’. It’s a super cheesy song 

from the eighties, but I really like it,” I said, breathing in the sea breeze. “It’s almost like being at 

my prom.” 

“What, did they play songs exclusively from the eighties at your prom?” 

“No, they played cheesy contemporary hits from 2001 and the few years before. The 

songs I slow danced to were absolutely terrible, but my prom was a great experience.” 

“What did you do after the dance?” 

“I went home, and slept like a baby.” The song ended, and we stopped swaying, but Ste 

didn’t let go of me. I slipped my arm out of one of the sleeves of Stephen’s coat to free myself, 

and lightly tapped his chest. “Tag, you’re it.” I giggled, and took off before he fully realized 

what had happened.  Because Ste is this tall, skinny man, he caught up with me pretty quickly. I 



turned to look behind me, and he reached out toward me, grabbing a sleeve that had flown up. I 

stumbled, and Stephen caught me just as I was about to fall. 

I began laughing hysterically because of what was just about to happen, and he just 

kissed me. I held onto the collar of his shirt, while his hands settled on my waist. I pulled back 

first, still feeling the hum of adrenaline that was running through me. 

“Wow…that was worth the wait,” he said breathlessly.  

“Wait…what? How long have you been wishing to kiss me?” I pulled the coat back onto 

my shoulder. 

“About six months,” he said with a laugh, scratching the side of face. 

“Six months? We didn’t even speak more than twenty words to each other before we 

went to downtown with Mark and Andy in March.” I go silent for a minute, before remembering 

something from six months earlier. “It was the Christmas party! You kept trying to corner me, 

but we kept getting interrupted. You were the too-polite Englishman, and couldn’t tell people 

you wanted to talk to me. Holy shit—I’m sorry…wow. I’m surprised you didn’t take the 

initiative and kissed me under the mistletoe, because everyone took advantage of that being 

around that night.” 

“Like you said, I was the too-polite Englishman who couldn’t be arsed to tell people to 

bugger off, or even grab the mistletoe and kiss you properly. Instead, I waited six months to 

work up the nerve to ask you out and kiss you then.” 

I looked at him, and I just started giggling. This is turn made him laugh, and then hug me 

as we walked back towards where he had parked the car. When he picked me up, he walked me 

to the passenger side of his car, since he had brought it with him from England and it was 

backwards compared to what I was used to. This time, I walked to the car while he tied his shoes, 



and I ended up on the driver’s side of the car. Stephen walked to the passenger side, opening the 

door and gesturing for me to come around. 

“Damn European cars being ass-backwards,” I said jokingly, as he closed the door behind 

me. “I still can’t get used to being on what I consider the driver’s side as a passenger.” 

“Imagine what I feel,” he said with a smile. He shifted the car into gear, and he drove me 

home. We listened to Muse the whole way back to my house, singing along to some of the songs. 

Stephen walked me to the door, and kissed me goodnight softly. 

We kept our budding relationship a secret until my birthday a month later, when we were 

caught kissing in our friend Tyler’s backyard. He decided to make it public before the cake was 

brought out. 

“Everyone, gather around. Our friends Audrey and Stephen here have been keeping a 

pretty big secret from us, and I feel it is my duty to announce it.” I pulled my hair over my face, 

and Stephen pulled the collar of his shirt over his head. “Stephen and Audrey are dating. I just 

caught them making out in the backyard.” 

“We weren’t making out, Tyler. It was one kiss, not a series of kisses that were 

prolonged. Jeez.” Our friends applauded and cheered.  

“It is about time you two got together!” Lissa said, giving us a hug. “It’s seven months 

after I first noticed the mutual attraction, but I am glad you finally are dating.” 

“We never spoke more than twenty words to each other before March, Lissa.” She just 

smiled, and popped a cherry tomato into her mouth. 

“You didn’t need words, Aud—just eyes. And you two kept making eyes at the 

Christmas party, but Stephen was far too polite to tell everyone who kept bugging you to ‘piss 

off’. How long have you been seeing each other?” 



“A month and two weeks,” we said in unison, making Lissa’s already-broad smile even 

wider. “We’ve been keeping it hush-hush in case it didn’t work out,” I said, nervously fixing my 

hair. 

“That’s cute,” Lissa said. “I am supposing that such a slip up means you were going to go 

public with it at some point?”  

“Yes, Lissa, we were going to say something in the near future. Are you feeling betrayed 

because I literally kept you out of the loop?” 

“Well, seventeen years of friendship is kind of a big deal. I told you about Tyler, to 

whom I am now engaged.” Lissa smiled, betraying her act of being wounded. 

“God, I hate you,” I said, hitting her in the arm. Ste stepped between us, pretending to 

diffuse a fight. 

A little while later, the lights dimmed, and Lissa walked out with a cake that was ablaze 

with candles. Everyone sang ‘Happy Birthday’ to me, and I blew out the candles to everyone 

whooping or clapping. Stephen wrapped an arm around my waist, and kissed my temple just as 

someone took a picture. Then, we turned the music on, and danced to ‘Supermassive Black Hole’ 

by Muse and other songs. 

“How do you and Lissa know each other?” Ste asked me on the way home that night. 

“I never told you?” He shook his head. “We met outside of the computer lab in the fourth 

grade. We were waiting to go into the lab, and she just asked me if I wanted to have lunch with 

her afterwards. I said ‘sure’, and that was the beginning of our friendship. We both came to the 

East Coast for college, although she was here in New Hampshire and I was in Massachusetts, 

and then we both stayed afterward.” I smiled at the memories, wondering where the time had 

gone. 



****** 

In August, Ste was preparing to go overseas to meet up with some French clients he 

represented at his law firm. He spent most of his time on the phone, discussing developments 

with them and being very attractive as he got into heated conversations in French with them. By 

then, he knew I was fluent in French as well, and he would mouth words to me to describe his 

clients. I was helping him pack, even though he was self-sufficient in packing, because his 

clients monopolized so much of his time. 

“Oui, je comprends Monsieur Giroud. Mais je crains que ce soit impossible de le faire 

sans casser plusieurs lois.” He covered the receiver with his hand. “ Je lui déteste vraiment.” 

“Be nice,” I said, trying not to laugh. He hung up the phone, and put it away in his 

dresser drawer, shouting several French obscenities in the process. 

“That man seriously needs to figure out what he wants to do, before I touch down at De 

Gaulle on Friday. But right now, I want to take some time to be with you,” he smiled, kissing my 

neck. 

“What about Monsieur Giroud? He calls about five times in a row, and you shouldn’t 

miss his phone calls.” 

“I know this is wrong for a lawyer to say, but fuck him. I want to be with my girlfriend, 

and I don’t think monsieur needs to know how I want to be with you.” He leans back into my 

neck, kissing his way up to my ear and back down to my shoulder. The phone rings in the 

drawer, and he groans loudly. “Ignore it,” he said, pushing me down onto the bed. “L’avocat est 

occupé.” I laugh, and Stephen kisses me passionately. 

 

 



****** 

I didn’t see much of Ste from August until the end of September. He would fly home, and 

then fly back to Paris because there was trouble with the case. He would call when he had a free 

moment, but I found myself calling his phone just to hear his voicemail. 

“Hello, you've reached Stephen Burns, attorney at law. Please leave a message, and I will 

return it at the earliest convenience. Bonjour, vous avez atteint Stephen Burns, avocat à la Cour. 

S'il vous plaît laissez un message, et je vais retourner le plus tôt possible.” 

“Hey, it’s just me. It’s about six o’clock in the evening here, and I just wanted to say how 

much I miss you…again. I hope everything is going well with the case, and that I can see you 

soon. You don’t have to call me back, and this isn’t some test that you’ll pass or fail. I’ll talk to 

you later.” 

I was surprised he called me back ten minutes later. 

“Hey there,” he said, sounding very tired. “I got your message, and I decided to take five 

minutes from this ridiculous case to talk to you.” 

“Babe, you sound so tired. Have you gotten any sleep in the last few days? I worry about 

your health, while I am so far away.” 

“I think I’ve had about eleven hours of sleep in the last four days. This case is going to 

kill me before it ends.” 

“That’s what I am afraid of,” I reply, playing with my finger anxiously. “I should 

probably let you go.” He sighs on the other end of the phone. “Please get some sleep, baby. I 

don’t want to worry about you from several thousand miles away.” 



“I’ll try; baby-bear, but I cannot promise anything. And try not to worry about me. I love 

you.” This was the first time he said he loved me. I went silent on the phone for a couple of 

seconds, before responding. 

“I, uh, love you too. Try and get some rest. They need a well-rested lawyer. I’ll talk to 

you later, okay?” 

“Bye, love.” After he hung up, I just smiled at the phone. 

**** 

Ste finally came home the end of September, just in time to witness my obsessive 

Halloween decorating. He took a week’s vacation, during which he slept for a full day at my 

house, where no one would reach him. He turned off his phones, and devoted himself to raking 

the leaves in his yard and mine, as well as helping with putting up the Halloween decorations. 

We took a two-day trip down to the Cape, where I spent a lot of time staring out at the ocean, or 

walking with Stephen. He was finally back to his old self when he went to work the next 

Monday, much to my relief. 

We dressed as Gomez and Morticia Addams for Halloween, and Stephen was in an 

excellent mood since he had heard earlier that day from one of his associates that the case had 

been won. We toasted to Tyler and Lissa, who were getting married the following weekend. At 

Lissa and Tyler’s wedding, he watched me with a bright smile as I stood beside my friend of 

seventeen years as she got married. After the ceremony, we danced to several songs, and Ste got 

the DJ to play Bananarama in homage to our first date. 

“It’s our song!” I started dancing with him like I had on our first date, which made him 

laugh heartily. Tyler and Lissa had their friends dance to ‘November Rain’, because it was the 

first song they had heard together, but wanted their friends to be a part of the experience. When it 



came to the final guitar solo, I got swept up in the music, and Ste spun me along with the music. 

They kissed as the song reached its end, and I cried on Stephen’s shoulder. 

“It’s okay, love,” he said, rubbing my back. “It’s going to be okay.” 

“I don’t know why I am crying,” I said, laughing between tears.  

“You’re very happy, overwhelmingly so, and so you’re crying like a maniac because of 

it.” 

“No, I think it’s a combination of happiness for Tyler and Lissa, and the awesomeness of 

that guitar solo.” Stephen laughs, kissing the top of my head. 

“That’s a good one, too.” 

Lissa had the DJ play *NSYNC’s ‘Tearin Up My Heart’ for us, and it made our 

significant others laugh at us as we sang at the top of our lungs and try to dance like they had in 

the video.  

“I didn’t even drink that much tonight! You always bring me out of my shell!” Lissa 

laughed, and kept on dancing. 

After the wedding, we collapsed onto the bed, still dressed. Later in the month, we 

celebrated our first Thanksgiving together. I cooked pasta, since I refused to cook turkey, which 

Ste was fine with. Two days later, we were driving up the state to try and find a place that still 

had some foliage that he could take pictures of. His case had taken him out of the state during the 

height of foliage season, and he was desperate to see some changed leaves. We ended up in a 

park in Littleton, and then we walked on Main Street. We bought some candy at Chutter’s, and 

Ste looked at books in the bookstore.  

As we drove back home, Ste decided to stop in the Notch to see The Basin. Despite it 

being the end of November, and about forty-degrees outside, we take the five-minute walk to the 



site. It was me who was more surprised with what was there than he was. I had pulled out my 

camera and was snapping pictures when Ste tapped my back. I spun around, to find him on one 

knee. 

“Audrey Douglas, you are the love of my life. I don’t need more time to know what I 

already do—that I want to marry you. I cannot imagine one more moment in my life without you 

by my side constantly, and it would make me insanely happy if you’d marry me. Will you marry 

me?” 

“Yes, yes, of course!” I laugh, kneeling down in front of him. He pulls the ring out of his 

pocket, a small emerald-shaped sapphire surrounded by diamonds set in platinum.  

“I bought it when I was in Paris for that case,” he said, putting it onto my cold finger. 

“The moment I saw it from the shop window, I knew it was perfect for you.” I giggle, and kiss 

him. “Je t’aime, Audie.” 

“I love you so much.” 

We basically began planning the wedding right after Christmas. Our friends were over 

the moon that we were engaged, and no one seemed to mind that we’d only been dating five 

months before we got engaged. Stephen spent the beginning of 2012 in Europe, working several 

cases. Because he was in and out of England for four months; he did a great chunk of the 

booking for the wedding, since we were having it in a hotel in the English countryside. I flew out 

a couple of times to help him, as well as meeting his family for the first time. And then I would 

fly home, with him sending me off with a whopper of a kiss, and me promising to call as soon as 

I landed back in the states. 

When he was home, he tried to be attentive and present for the wedding planning, but he 

was so tired after of taking care of it in England that he wanted nothing to do with it. He also 



spent much of his time on the phone with French clients. In fact, he was spending a lot of time on 

his iPhone then. 

“I see them more than I see you,” he said one night as we got ready for bed. “I can’t wait 

until September, and we are finally on our honeymoon. No phones, no fucking lawsuits, and you 

sleeping naked beside me.” I sit up in the bed. 

“Hold on there a minute, mon petit canard. What makes you think I am going to be 

naked?” 

“Because we are going to spend our honeymoon catching up on all the sex we’ve lost 

with these damn lawsuits. It’ll be a beautiful thing,” he said with a smile. 

“This might have an obvious answer, but I am asking it anyway: are you going to be 

naked as well? Because I refuse there being a double standard, Stephen.” 

“Oh, I’ll be naked,” he said, crawling towards me. “Naked, sweaty, and looking like a 

man who’s been lost in the desert for weeks—I’ll be hideous, Audrey. And I want you being 

hideous with me. It will be you, me, and those gorgeous legs of yours,” he said, running his hand 

down my leg. He began planting soft kisses down my throat, heading down to my collarbone. 

“This sounds less sexy than it had before,” I said flatly. “Maybe I shouldn’t buy slinky 

nighties, but a lot of soap.” Ste shot up. 

“No, you should buy those too. I’ll need a visual aid before all the sweating and 

nakedness,” he said, taking my hand and stroking it softly. 

“I don’t think so,” I said, patting his hand. “You’ve made it perfectly clear that clothing 

of any kind is utterly useless, and to waste money on such frivolities is ridiculous. Thank you my 

love, for saving me money.” I lean over, and kiss him quickly, before getting out of the bed and 

walking toward the kitchen. It took him twenty seconds to find me, and change his tune. 



**** 

By mid-August, everything seemed to be in order. Ste had delegated overseas wedding 

planning to his sister-in-law and mum, because he was working on a case with Ciel de France, 

the company he’d worked with the year before. He had been in and out of Paris for the last 

couple of weeks, and he anticipated that he’d be there for a while before we were married. Three 

weeks before our wedding in England, he had to fly to Paris. He asked me to ship a large-sized 

box to his brother in London, and that it contained things he would need for the wedding, in case 

he didn’t make it back to New Hampshire before the wedding. 

“What about your wedding suit?” 

“Tom has it,” he said, picking up his coat. “Everything is in order on my end. My 

brothers have everything I will require; my mum and sister-in-law are finalizing the food and 

everything else. The only thing I want you doing is boarding a plane in ten days with your 

passport, since you’re sending the dress tomorrow?” I nod in agreement. “I will be there on 

September 24, kissing you hello. You’ll remember to ship the box to Tom?” 

“Yes, of course. Take care of yourself over there, and I will see you in twenty days.” He 

cups my face into his hands, and kisses me softly. I feel tears forming, and my lip begins to 

tremble.  

“There is nothing to worry about. Nothing is going to happen, and we’ll be married at the 

end of this. I love you,” he said, kissing me once more. He picked up his suitcase, and walked 

out the door. I knew he was lying when he said nothing would happen. I knew his stress level 

would skyrocket like it had before. I just didn’t know when. 



I shipped the box out the next day, went to my final dress fitting, and sent the dress out to 

Ste’s sister-in-law in Kensington. Ste quickly got wrapped up in this case, losing even more 

sleep than he had before. 

“Stephen, I know you’re sick of me asking, but how much sleep have you had in the last 

four days?” 

“I don’t know, Audrey…about ten?” 

“Ten? Jesus fuck, Stephen! To be a fully-functioning lawyer, you need more than that. 

They cannot work you like this.” 

“Audrey, I am a lawyer. Lawyers aren’t known for getting a lot of sleep, and I think 

we’re making a lot of progress this time around.” 

“I just worry about you is all,” I said, trying not to cry. “We’re getting married in sixteen 

days, and I’d like to see you rested and smiling in the days before we do get married. Can you 

promise me that?” 

“I can try, but promising you could prove difficult.” 

“I guess I’ll just have to live with that,” I said, sighing in defeat. “I’ll let you go, then. It’s 

almost midnight there, and I hope you’re able to get some sleep. I love you, Ste.” 

“And I love you, baby-bear. Have a good flight tomorrow, and let me know when you’ve 

landed at Heathrow, and when one of my family members picks you up. They all know the code 

phrase, which is…?” 

“Thou wast not born for death, immortal bird.” 

“Very good, mon cœur,” he said, sounding tired. Even tired, I could hear the smugness in 

his tone. “I’ll see you soon.” 

I fell asleep that night, crying. 



After successfully landing in London on September 14, and meeting with Tom, I called 

Ste. I ended up leaving him a voicemail, and he responded with a text saying he was over-the-

moon. I had lunch with Lissa the next morning nearby a park, where I expressed my fears. 

“I am very scared for him, Lissa. The company works him so hard, and it’s aging him. He 

doesn’t even look thirty-one sometimes. I sometimes feel that he does the bulk of the work and 

the research because of his proficient French, and everyone else takes the credit.” 

“Why doesn’t he switch his law focus? There has to be some area of law that isn’t as life-

sucking.” Lissa took a sip of her tea, relishing in how much nicer it tasted compared to teas she’d 

had at home. 

“He loves international business law. And to be honest, there is no part of law that is low-

stress. Lawyers don’t get a break, their jobs are constantly fretful. Ste doesn’t understand why I 

am concerned for his health; he just tells me it’s a part of the job. He’ll kill himself before he 

stops being a lawyer.” 

“I am changing the subject,” Lissa said, putting down her intoxicating cup of tea. “Are 

you excited to be getting married?” 

“I am beyond excited,” I said. “I can see the light at the end of the tunnel, but it is still far 

off in the distance. I just hope the dress is okay.” 

“I am sure it is. Freya would have said something, wouldn’t she?” I nod, taking a bite of a 

chip covered in gravy. “I just can’t wait until we drive out to the village you’re getting married 

in, and seeing the hotel. And before you know it, Stephen will be there, and you’ll be getting 

married.” Lissa began crying, and I pulled a Kleenex out of my purse to give to her. “I’m sorry—

I am just so excited you’re getting married. I remember asking you last year if you two were 



seeing one another, and that was the night you went on your first date. It’s like I was there at the 

beginning, and now I am at the fairy-tale ending.” I chuckled. 

“I know you’re pregnant. Even though you haven’t told me yet, this sudden outburst of 

emotion isn’t like you—even when you’re mushy.” Lissa looked up at me, and started laughing. 

I just smiled at my friend of eighteen years, feeling all kinds of excitement for her. 

Four days later, Stephen’s parents, two of his brothers and their wives, Lissa, and I drove 

out to Derbyshire. We drove out to see the hotel Stephen and I would be getting married at, 

which we would have all to ourselves the day of the wedding. It was gorgeous, and I could not 

wait to actually go inside it. Until the day of the wedding, we were staying in a house that 

belonged to a family friend. Ste was arriving five days later, on September 24, and I personally 

could not wait to see him. He was very wrapped up in this case, and the only time I heard from 

him was when he was getting ready to meet up with his clients. He assured me he’d be in 

Derbyshire on the twenty-fourth, and I hoped he was right. 

The afternoon of the twenty-fourth, I was walking through the gardens of the house. Ste 

had yet to arrive, but had let us know that he was in London. I took a seat underneath this large 

chestnut tree, and was about to read a book when a well-dressed pair of shoes stepped before me. 

It took me a couple of seconds to realize whose shoes they were, and then I quickly stood up, 

launching myself at him. 

“You’re here! I can’t actually believe you’re here.” 

“I am here, and I am all yours,” he said with a bright smile. I stepped back to look at him, 

and I was a little saddened. His eyes were red, and there were dark circles under them. He looked 

about forty, even with that smile. I hugged him tightly, and kissed him. 

“Don’t take this the wrong way, but you look terrible.” 



“I woke up at four o’clock this morning, got to the airport, and my flight was delayed. I 

got another flight, and tried to get some sleep on the plane, but everyone on the flight was dying 

of some lung disease it seemed.”  

“Come with me,” I said, taking his hand. “Let’s get you into bed, and get some sleep.” 

We walked back to the house, where he was greeted by his family. “I am taking him to bed. He 

is in dire need of rest. We can visit tomorrow—or later, for that matter.” I sat him on the bed, 

removing his shoes from his feet, and laying him back against the pillows. He hit them with an 

audible sigh of satisfaction, a faint smile across his lips. 

“God, this is lovely,” he said with a moan. I bent over him, smoothing his hair with my 

hand. 

“Close your eyes, mon amour. Fall asleep, and dream of peaceful things; like the seaside, 

or sleeping in bed beside me. Let go of all your troubles, and let sleep take over.” 

“You will not leave me?” 

“Not until I am sure you are deeply asleep. Do you want me to get your iPod, so you can 

listen to some Enya or peaceful music?” He sleepily nodded. 

“I’ll listen to my Chopin playlist. It always relaxes me.” He puts the headphones on his 

ears, and smiles in relaxation. “Baby, can you do one more thing for me?” 

“Of course, what is it?” 

“Kiss me goodnight.” I smile, and bend over him, softly kissing his lips. He brings his 

hand up to my head, bringing me in even closer. A soft sigh escapes from me, and I press my 

hand deeper into the bed beside him to stay up. “God, I’ve missed those lips these last few 

weeks,” he smiles. I sit beside him on the bed, holding his hand until he fell into a deep sleep. I 

quietly crept out of the room, and let everyone know he was finally asleep. 



“I want to apologize for my bluntness earlier. I just wanted Ste to get some sleep, since 

he’s been so deprived these last couple of weeks. I did not want to interrupt your reunion, but he 

needed some sleep.” 

“Audrey, stop,” his mother said. “You’re going to be his wife in a few days, and you 

made a decision for his benefit. Everyone in this room knows how sleep-deprived he has been, 

and every single one of us has tried to convince him to get some sleep. We’re just glad you have 

the power to get him to do so after not seeing anyone in weeks. We’ll catch up later. Don’t fret 

your little head,” she said, wrapping me in a warm hug. 

Later that night, I snuck back into the bedroom, finding that Ste was still fast asleep on 

the bed. He had removed his clothes, and was sleeping in his boxer-briefs, his iPod sitting on the 

bedside table. I quietly removed my shoes and clothes, slipping into my nightgown. I then very 

delicately climbed into bed, snuggling up against him. Just as I began to fall asleep, he wrapped 

his arm around me, and pulled me in even closer. He nuzzled his nose into my neck, breathing “I 

love you” into my ear. 

“Je t’aime aussi,” I whispered back, kissing his hand. 

Two days later, his brothers, father, and Tyler went into London for his stag night. He 

stumbled into our bedroom early the next morning, in a very amorous mood. In light of having 

not been with him in many days, I took him up on his offer. Later that morning, everyone looked 

at the two of us with a sense of respect. I spent most of the day outside, unable to look anyone in 

the face. Ste was unaffected. After dinner, they were listening to old songs, and ‘You Belong to 

Me’ began to play. Stephen stood up, and held out his hand. I took it, and we slowly began to 

sway around the room. We ended up in the back garden, where we could hear the music, but not 

be seen.  



“We’ll be married in two days,” he said, bringing my hand to his chest. “And then on a 

two-week honeymoon in the middle of nowhere in France.” 

“Are you going to be okay in France? I thought you would be sick of it after being there 

almost a month.” Ste scoffed. 

“It’s a different part of the country, love. We’ll be in a little cottage, no one around us for 

miles. We can be as loud as we want,” he said, smiling cockily at me.  

“I won’t be able to walk for days with you around,” I sighed, kissing him softly. Ste 

moaned, pulling me in closer to him. He backed me into a toolshed, kicking the door shut behind 

him. His hands went into my hair, and then traveled down to my waist. 

“Oh god, I want you, Audie. I am dying for you.” 

“You’re going to have to wait. I am not doing this in a tool shed. Hell, you’ll have to wait 

until after the wedding.” He groaned, kissing me slowly, the way he knew wore down my 

resolve. 

“I need you now, Audrey.” 

“You had me this morning, Stephen. Everyone in this house heard us. You can wait two 

more days before you fuck me senseless.” Ste groaned even louder. I spun him around, backing 

him into the toolshed wall. I put my all into that kiss, taking his face into my hands, and kissing 

him like I hadn’t kissed him in a long time. It worked, since I heard him groan pleasurably 

seconds later.  

“I am going to go back inside and join the rest of the group. Are you coming?” 

“I’ll be there in a few minutes.” I chuckled, wiping the side of my mouth. 

“You’re welcome, Stephen.” 



My family arrived the next morning, greeting Ste excitedly and nervously meeting his 

family members. At the end of the night, I was taken to a different part of the house to spend my 

last hours as a single woman. They allowed us one last kiss as single people, and Ste took 

advantage of the opportunity, kissing me like he was Romeo Montague. 

 

**** 

For the fact I was getting married in the afternoon, I slept very well. When I woke up, 

Lissa was sitting in the corner, smiling widely at me. After wishing me all the happiness she 

could think of, we left to get ready. Our wedding was at four o’clock, and Ste was in charge of 

getting us checked into the hotel for the night. I wasn’t worried, since I was much occupied with 

getting my makeup and hair done, and then watching everyone else get prettied up too. When the 

time came to put on my dress, I suddenly realized what was happening. Freya brought the dress 

out of the other room, and helped me into it. It was a strapless, light gray ball gown covered in 

organza that looked like something you’d see a ballet dancer wear. It just blew me away the 

moment I saw it in a store window. They helped put the veil into my hair, and walked me to the 

mirror with my eyes closed. The moment I opened my eyes, it finally hit me. 

“I’m getting married,” I said, wiping tears away. My mom, his mom, and Lissa were 

falling apart right in front of me. “Stop crying or you’ll make me cry and ruin my makeup. Is it 

time?” My mom glanced up at the clock, and soberly nodded. I took a deep breath, and walked 

out of the room. 

I knew it was “go” time when I heard ‘The Wedding March’ begin to play, and the doors 

leading outside opened. I slowly walked down the aisle, smiling as I passed by everyone. I could 

see Stephen standing at the end of the aisle in his tailed coat, looking enormously happy and 



tearing up as I walked towards him. He took my hand as I reached the altar, and kissed it with a 

smile on his face. We recited our vows, exchanging rings with bright smiles, and then we kissed. 

We walked down the aisle husband and wife to ‘Storms in Africa’ by Enya, since it was the only 

song we could agree on. 

Our reception was a lot of fun, with a lot of laughter and dancing. Ste had ‘Almost 

Paradise’ played for our first dance, which made me shout at the top of my lungs. He held me 

close, and for the first time in months, I felt the strength in his arms. Those last few months had 

worn him out, mentally and physically. He wouldn’t let me know it, but I had figured it out. 

“We’re finally married,” he said, softly kissing me. “It’s all over.” 

“I am just so happy you’re sane and stress-free. Dip me,” I said with a whisper. He 

smiled devilishly, and dipped me as the song came to an end. Everyone applauded, and then the 

song transitioned into ‘I Heard A Rumour’. “You remembered!” I started dancing like I had on 

our first date, and Stephen began dancing with me. The night was a mixture of music from our 

childhoods and teenage years, as well as music of our parents’ era, and some of the hits in 2012. 

Ste spent most of the night making up for missing the last three weeks, kissing me any 

chance he got. He held my hand most of the night, only leaving me to go dance with his friends 

to some Michael Jackson. When it came time for speeches, I knew that Andy and Mark would 

take credit for bringing us together. They made us stand up beside them. 

“Stephen and Audrey went shopping with us in downtown Portsmouth. After being there 

about an hour, Mark and I decided we wanted to leave together, leaving Stephen and Audrey 

behind.” 

“You abandoned us, Andy,” I said jokingly. 



“Anyway, we left Stephen and Audrey behind. Stephen was chivalrous, and took Audrey 

home. They wouldn’t begin dating for another three months, but it is my belief that Mark and I 

laid the foundation for their future relationship. And now, the two of you are married.” Mark 

took the microphone from Andy. 

“Andy and I speak for everyone in this room when we wish you both a lifetime of 

happiness and joy. Mazel tov, you two,” Mark said, raising his glass. As they toasted to us, 

Stephen bent his head down to kiss me. The photos are funny, because he looks awkward 

bending down and I am craning up on my toes. 

Lissa gave a beautiful speech that made the three of us—Stephen, Lissa, and I cry. We 

ended the night with ‘You Belong to Me’ by Jo Stafford, with everyone dancing. We adjourned 

to our room, where we fell asleep in our wedding clothes.  

****** 

We came back from our honeymoon two weeks later, a little tanned, and feeling relaxed. 

We went back to our jobs the following Monday, getting back into the swing of things. I was 

promoted to a senior editor, and Ste was very close to making partner. He flew to Italy a week 

after we went back to work, where he stayed for two weeks. Unlike his experience with France, 

Italy was relaxing and without much stress. And for the next year, that is how our lives were. Ste 

was out of town for my 30
th

 birthday, sending a dozen red roses and thirty balloons to our house 

as a gift. I’d be lying if I wasn’t touched, but I still missed him kissing my head after I blew out 

my candles with our friends around me. 

A month before our first anniversary, I was babysitting Tyler and Lissa’s son. Ste walked 

through the door a couple of hours earlier than I expected, looking very tired. 

“What’s wrong, Stephen?” 



“Nothing is wrong. I just wanted to come home early. I see we’ve got a visitor,” Ste said, 

his facial expression changing. He took the baby, and went to play with him. 

After Lissa picked up the baby, Ste’s demeanor changed yet again. He seemed depressed, 

and it was like he was representing that French company again. I decided to ask him in bed that 

night, since we were actually going to bed at the same time. 

“Don’t bite my head off or anything, but-“ 

“Nothing good ever follows ‘don’t bite my head off.’” 

“Are you representing Ciel de France again?” 

“What on earth makes you think that?” He asks, turning to face me. 

“You walked through the door two hours early, looking like death had come knocking at 

your door. The only time you ever look like that is when you’re representing Ciel de France, or 

some other big-name French corporation.” Ste rubbed his face with his hands, a clear sign he was 

agitated, and propped himself up on one arm. 

“Not that it is any of your damn business, Audrey, but I am not representing any French 

companies at present. I am assisting in a case with a fellow lawyer, and it is a hell of a case.” 

“First of all, your health and welfare is my damn business. I am the one who sleeps 

beside you, listens to your fitful breath in the middle of the night, and the one who feels it every 

time you toss and turn in the bed. I know what a lawyer’s life entails, and for the most part, I 

have been silent on the fact that your job is slowly killing you. But, I can no longer sit idly by 

and watch you put yourself into an early grave.” Ste takes my hand, and kisses it softly. 

“How many times have I told you not to worry? I am fine. My health is fine. If I were in 

any immediate danger, you’d be the first to know. I don’t want you worrying anymore.” 



“I don’t care how many times you’ve told me not to worry. I worry every time you walk 

through that door with bloodshot eyes, dark circles, or when you’re not getting enough sleep at 

night. I have seen enough times what that kind of shit does to you, and I am sick of seeing it.” 

Ste groans, and climbs out of the bed. “Where are you going?” 

“To get a cup of tea…possibly laced with liquor.” I wait a couple of minutes, before 

going downstairs to check on him. As I walk into the kitchen, I can see he’s pouring brandy into 

his tea. 

“How many times have you spiked your tea and coffee in the last few days?” Stephen 

groans, putting down the kettle. 

“Maybe two or three times,” he said with a shrug. “What about it?” 

“I don’t want you becoming a fucking alcoholic, that’s what!” I sigh, putting the brandy 

away. “You’re on a slippery slope, Stephen. And if you continue this way, you’re going to end 

up dead in one of two ways: you’ll either drink yourself to death, or have a major coronary 

episode.” 

“What do you want me to do, Audrey?” 

“You want to know?” He nods, taking a gulp of the tea. “Switch specialties. International 

Business is a fucking nightmare, and it is taking away the man I fell in love with. You’re not the 

same person I married almost a year ago.” Stephen puts down his cup. 

“What do you mean?” 

“Look at yourself! You come in the door a shell of yourself. There are nights I am in bed 

hours before you are, and sometimes you aren’t even on a case. When you are present for 

something, you’re not all there, you’re someplace else. There is no passion left in you anymore.” 



“There’s no passion left in me any longer?” He scoffs loudly. “I have plenty of passion, 

Audrey. There is still passion within me.” He lunges at me, knocking me to the floor. He pins me 

beneath him, his hands holding my arms down. He plunges his mouth to mine, forcefully 

wedging his knee between my legs. I begin crying, begging him to stop. He pulls back, realizing 

what he was doing, and backs away. I quickly get up off of the floor. 

“What is wrong with you?” I walk out of the room, running back to our room. A few 

minutes later, he walks in. He goes into the closet, and pulls out his running jacket. 

“I am going to go for a run.” 

“At ten o’clock at night?” He nods, and walks out of the room. I fall asleep. 

I wake up the next morning, to find a note on the bed. 

 

Audie- 

I’ve moved my clothes into the study, where I will be staying for a little while. I need to 

figure out what the hell is wrong with me, and I don’t want to hurt you anymore. I can get a hotel 

room if this option isn’t favourable for you. 

-Ste 

“Fuck.” 

****** 

I didn’t see Ste for two weeks. He worked odd hours, and because he was sleeping in the 

study, I never knew when he came home or was gone. When we finally did see each other, it was 

for a law office party. The two of us weren’t very warm towards each other, and people noticed. 

I went out onto the balcony for some air, and Stephen followed me outside. 



“You look very beautiful tonight,” he said, sipping his champagne. “I am desperately 

sorry for what happened two weeks ago. I thought you were being paranoid, but after what I 

almost did to you, I realized you were right. I am not the same man I was two months ago, let 

alone last year.” 

“Thank you. What do you propose to do about it?” 

“I am still working on that,” he said, sitting on a chair. “But I will tell you this: I will no 

longer bring work home with me.” 

“Ste, you’re a lawyer. You have to bring work home with you. You just cannot let it take 

over your life. At some point, you need to be Stephen Burns, husband and friend. You cannot be 

Stephen Burns, attorney-at-law, twenty-four-seven. You’ll burn out.” I knelt down in front of 

him, placing my hands on his thighs. “I miss the happy-go-lucky Stephen, the one who would 

have a random shaving cream fight in the backyard just because; or who spontaneously turns on 

music so he can dance with me. I want to see that Ste.” 

“Speaking of music,” he said, putting his glass on the table, “there’s music playing now.” 

He stood up, taking me into his arms and slow-dancing with me. When we went home that night, 

we went into our bedroom together. 

****** 

Two weeks later, it was our first anniversary. Ste’s personality went back to normal, 

bordering on excessively happy, even. For the first time in a long time, there was a light in his 

eyes, and he was extremely fun to be around. I didn’t know what the change was, since he still 

had a big workload. A few days after our anniversary, we were getting ready to go to a friend’s 

when he asked to speak to me. 



“Audrey, I have something to propose to you. I want you to hear me through before you 

say anything, okay?” I nodded, but was wary. “Tom has offered me a job in his advertising 

agency, and I want to take it.” 

“You mean his advertising firm in London?” He nodded. “When would we be doing this, 

should you accept?” 

“Just after New Year’s,” he said, kneeling before me. “The thing is, I have already 

accepted his offer.” I slowly blink, taking in what he said. 

“You’ve already accepted…without talking to me first?” I could feel the anger swelling 

up inside of me. 

“I thought you’d be excited, Audrey.” I stand up, and walk across the room. 

“You thought you could just spring this on me, and that I would be okay with it?” 

“You’ve been begging me to quit the law firm for months. I thought this would send you 

over the moon.” 

“It would have…if you had consulted me first! You’re telling me minutes before we go 

to our friend’s pool party, that your brother offered you a job in London, and that you’ve 

accepted. You have informed me that I am moving in three months, to a new country. I am not 

given any input, just merely told like a military wife, that I am leaving everyone I know behind.” 

Ste stood up, grabbing his keys. 

“Are you ever happy? I am getting out of that terrible law firm, and becoming a public 

affairs consultant with my brother’s very successful advertising firm.” 

“Don’t you put that on me! I am very glad you’re getting the fuck out of that law firm, but 

I wish you had spoken to me before you went ahead and did this.” Ste walked out of the 

bedroom, and headed downstairs, with me close behind him. 



We didn’t speak the whole forty-minute car ride to our friend’s in Merrimack, or even 

after we had arrived. We spent almost the entirety of the party not speaking to one another, or 

looking irritated with one another. We all moved out into the backyard, where we gathered to 

light sparklers as a summer send-off. Ste and I weren’t standing next to each other, but we were 

within sight of the other.  

I looked over at Ste, who was in a conversation with someone, and I realized this was a 

good opportunity for him. He had been miserable the last few months at the law office, which 

had made me miserable. He seemed genuinely happy to have the opportunity to work with his 

brother, and to go back home to England. Ste had me when he was homesick for England, and I 

would have him when I missed the United States.  

He is looking at Joe, still wearing the face of disappointment and aggravation. As I turn 

to focus on another friend as they spoke to me, he looks at me. He smiles just enough that the 

corners of his eyes crinkle softly, and I feel as everything will be okay. If he smiles at me and I 

return the same smile, everything is okay between us. 

We return home that night, in a much better mood than when we had left. As we lay in 

bed after properly making up, I expressed my thoughts. 

“I want to apologize for earlier,” I said, trailing my finger down his arm. “I think it was 

the suddenness of it—you were offered a job, you accepted it, and we are moving after the New 

Year. I had no idea that any of this had happened, and I just felt left out of the loop. Does that 

make any sense?” Ste smiled at me, bringing his hand to my face. 

“It makes perfect sense. It wasn’t something I intended to keep you out of, it just 

happened that I got so excited about the prospect that I forgot to tell you. I know that sounds 

absolutely shitty, but that’s what happened. Have you forgiven me yet?” 



“I suppose,” I said, moving in closer to him. “I have a hard time staying angry with you.” 

***** 

Ste and I moved just after New Year’s, to a small house just outside of London. Since 

moving, he has become much like the man I had talked to that night at the coffee shop. It’s been 

a change for me, moving from the United States to England, but I am optimistic everything will 

work out. 


