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Morgan had been gone a long time. He had gone overseas for a construction job with a 

company that was going to offer him quite a lot of money for his services. He had earned a 

degree in Architecture, minoring in Engineering, but had chosen to become a construction 

worker.  

His family was shocked, but their opinion was “as long as he is happy, so are we.” My 

family, on the other hand, were outraged. We had become engaged shortly before finals, and 

they had pulled me aside when the news broke of his plans, and begged—actually it was more 

like ordered--me to break off the engagement if he didn’t do something more “lucrative.”  

I told them to stuff it. Morgan and I eloped, moving to a small town in Northern New 

Hampshire. I got a job copywriting for various companies in the area, and was the one bringing 

in most of the money, until his construction company was getting bigger jobs that paid well. I 

was happy to do this, and within two years we had enough money to build our house. Morgan 

and I had worked out most of the details of what we wanted for the house together, but Morgan 

had some surprises up his sleeve, and I was barred from driving past the part of town where our 

house was being built.  

After the bare bones of the house had been erected, I would drive by on my lunch breaks 

and watch Morgan at work. When he wasn’t at work, he was building the house. For several 

months, I saw him maybe ten hours a day, if that. The only time he was home all day was 

Christmas Eve and Christmas Day, otherwise he and a few friends from the company were 

building the house. The union seemed to be okay with this, as I had questioned him endlessly 

about it, because I wanted no trouble. I loved driving past the house, because seeing him in his 

dirty jeans and flannel shirts just did something to me. That, and seeing him doing something he 

loved made me extremely happy. 
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Our house was finished by my birthday, and the big secret was that he had added onto the 

plans a writing room for me. The room overlooked the woods behind the house, which gave me a 

perfect view of the changing leaves in the autumn. I sobbed when he revealed it. 

“This room is your greatest dream.” He wrapped an arm around me, and kissed the top of 

my head while I wiped away my happy tears. “I have soundproofed it, and it has a window seat 

and a bookcase, as you can see here. But, the pièce de résistance is this.” He leads me to the 

window seat, which with a pull widened just enough for me to have a place to nap. I jumped on 

him, and hugged him tightly. 

“Were you watching Beauty and the Beast while I out with friends or something? I mean, 

this room is everything I could have ever wanted.” 

“No, I actually looked at your Pinterest boards. So, I guess you like it?” 

“I don’t like it, Morgan; I love it.” 

***** 

Morgan and I met in the eighth grade. I had moved to the other side of town, and had to 

attend a new school. I saw Morgan that first day in English class, and was instantly smitten. He 

was a dopey but studious guy, who reminded me a lot of an actor I had liked back then. He took 

no notice of me other than when he had to at first, but over that year, we had grown close. I was 

kind of a creepy girl then; glimpsing at him in class when he wouldn’t notice, admiring his dark 

hair and serious face when he studied. During the whole of that year, people wondered if he and I 

were an item, because we were so close and always seemed to be together.  

Ninth grade had gone much the same way as eighth grade had, and in sophomore year, 

we went separate directions. He had more serious classes, while I was taking classes that I 

struggled with. He had changed in his regard to me, and for this, I heavily resented him. We had 
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got into a little argument later that year, with the two of us just saying everything that we hadn’t 

had the courage to say before. A lot of people were shocked, because I was the quiet girl who 

didn’t appear confrontational. We said what we had to say and went in opposite directions, not 

looking at one another again until Homecoming in junior year. 

I was seeing this jerk, Mike, whom I had known since elementary school. He had 

disappeared for quite some time (likely kissing some girl outside the gym), and I was sitting on 

the sidelines while some upbeat ‘NSYNC song played. Out of the corner of my eye, I saw 

Morgan talking to a friend. I remember thinking that he looked very good in his tux, and how I 

wish we were still friends. I also remember cursing out my boyfriend for leaving me alone. 

When I looked back in Morgan’s direction, he had disappeared. 

“Oh well … I guess it’s for the best that he went back to his date.” A shadow appears to 

my left, and sits beside me. “It’s about time you came back. Where the hell have you been?” I 

turn to scold my boyfriend further, only to find Morgan. 

“I was talking to Greg.” I smiled lightly, trying not to betray the fact that I was overjoyed 

he was talking to me. “How have you been, Gigi?” This was a good sign: he was using the 

nickname he bestowed on me after Christmas in eighth grade. He felt it was too hard to 

pronounce Genevieve the right way, so he resorted to “Gigi,” which sounded like “zhee-zhee.” 

“I’ve been good. I came here with Mike Williams, although I don’t know where he’s 

disappeared to.” 

“Oh, so that’s who you were about to give hell to,” he said, slightly drowned out by a 

new song playing in the background. 

“What?” 
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He leaned in closer, until there was about an inch between us. “So he was the one you 

were going to give hell to—the one you thought I was.” I nodded, smiling. “I’d hate to be him 

when he comes back.” I smiled back at him, and flipped an errant hair from my face. “I can’t 

imagine why he’d leave you alone, looking the way you do.”  

My head spun back in his direction. I felt my cheeks flush and the air in my lungs went 

out with a whoosh. Suddenly, his expression changed as he realized I had heard him. Before we 

could have a moment, Mike returned. 

“Gen, who’s the dickweed?”  

“This is Morgan, he’s friend of mine from eighth grade. We were just catching up.” 

Mike steps closer to Morgan. “Yeah … well, catch up time is over.” He reaches out a 

hand to me. 

“I’m not going anywhere with you. Where the hell have you been for the last twenty 

minutes?” He looks at me as though he doesn’t have to explain his whereabouts. “Mike, where 

the hell have you been?” 

“It’s none of your business.”  

Morgan had heard enough, and stepped up to bat for me. “I think you owe her an 

explanation, since she’s been sitting here while you were out behind the gym making out with 

Alicia Goldstein.” 

Mike lunged at Morgan. “You fucking prick! Who the hell are you to speak to me? Fuck 

off!” He threw a swing, catching Morgan right in the eye. Mike was thrown out of the dance, and 

Morgan was handed an ice pack from the nurse’s office. Morgan’s date had run off with some 

other guy when Mike punched him, and I felt it was my duty to take care of him. 

“Gigi, go and dance. I know you want to. It’s The Offspring--go crazy out there for me.” 
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I went and danced a few fast dances, and then went to sit down. A slow song by 

Backstreet Boys began to play, and Morgan stood up. “Dance with me, Gigi?” A broad smile 

broke out on my face, and I took his hand. He pulled me close to him, and I could smell his 

Adidas Moves for Him cologne.  

“I want to apologize for being an asshole last year.” 

“Don’t be. We were both ridiculously stupid last year. We were moving in different 

circles—it was inevitable that things were going to change.” 

“Yeah, but that doesn’t excuse that public argument we had.”  

I pulled back a little, and chuckled. “In case your memory’s foggy, I also yelled at you in 

that argument.” 

“I haven’t forgot—you were pretty hot, yelling at me like that.” 

“Shut up,” I said, hitting his chest. 

After the dance was over, he was courteous enough to take me home. He even walked me 

to the door. 

“I’m sorry your boyfriend was a dick and ruined your night.” 

“He’s an ex-boyfriend now. Or at least he will be when I see him tomorrow. Mike didn’t 

ruin the night. I personally feel the night was great. Mike got kicked out, and we became friends 

again.” 

“I know this might not be the greatest time to ask this, but do you want to be more than 

just friends?” I blankly stared back at him. 

“What do you mean?” Normally, I was quite astute to what people were saying between 

the lines, but in those thirty seconds, that all went out the window.  
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Instead of laughing at me, he just leaned in and softly pressed his mouth to mine. The 

eighth grader within me was doing somersaults, screeching like a rabid teenager at a concert. 

Morgan’s lips were soft, and he was holding back from kissing me like he wanted to. I decided to 

let him know it was okay to let go, by pulling him closer and cupping his face in my hands. He 

took the cue, and wrapped his arms around my back. He pulled away briefly, and then plunged 

his mouth to mine, gently pulling at my upper lip with his mouth. He pulled back slowly, his lips 

pressing another kiss to my forehead. For thirty seconds, we just stood there in silence. 

“Oh … that,” I managed say when the fog finally lifted. He looked down at me 

expectantly, and I told him I was open to trying to be more than friends. 

****** 

Sixteen years we’ve been together, nine of which we have been married. In all those 

years, if we have been apart more than three days, we usually keep in touch. I haven’t heard from 

Morgan since the week before, when he called to say he might be another week in England. I 

called family and friends, who had last heard from him in that time period as well. I tried not to 

worry, but it’s not easy. 

I was watching an episode of Buffy the Vampire Slayer, back when Angel had lost his 

soul and became an evil vampire. While I loved Angel’s dark period, the final episode in which 

he finally regained his soul had broken my heart. Why I chose to watch this episode with Morgan 

gone was beyond me, but I was sitting on the couch crying when she thrust the sword into his 

chest and he looked at her with those soulful eyes before being sucked into a vortex.  

I didn’t even hear the door unlock. I stood up to grab a tissue, and I saw Morgan putting 

down his bag. 

“Morgan! What are you doing here?” I ran to him, and gave him a hug. 
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“The job was finished, and I came home.”  

“Why didn’t you call and let me know you were coming back?” He softly kissed me. 

“Funny story: my phone broke, and I couldn’t remember your phone number.” 

“Then why didn’t you call your parents and have them call me to say you were okay and 

coming home? I’ve been worried sick.” 

“I’m sorry, baby.” He leaned down, and pressed a deep kiss to my mouth. His lips were 

rough, which was normal when he was doing construction jobs, and he used his tongue to open 

my mouth to his. “God, I’ve missed you,” he whispered between kisses. 

“What time is it?” I look at the clock on the kitchen wall. “I need to make dinner. What 

do you want? I could throw together a little pizza, or those quesadillas you like.” I start to walk 

towards the kitchen. “God, you must think I went beast mode while you were gone, this place is 

so messy.” I look at Morgan, who is just standing in the entry, grinning like an idiot. 

"I almost forgot how gorgeous you are." I look back at him, pulling out random items for 

dinner from the fridge. "Without my phone, and the length of time I was away, your face was 

slipping from my mind.” 

“Honestly, Morgan I don’t know what to think about that. My husband of nine years says 

that my face was slipping from his mind. I don’t know what to say.” 

“Don’t say anything; just accept it.” He walks up behind me, wrapping his arms around 

my waist. “I missed you.” He leans his nose into my hair. “I missed the scent of your shampoo.” 

And then his hands travel to my hips, and I feel his pelvis crush into my backside. “I missed 

everything.” Pressing a kiss to my ear, he tells me he wants a pizza. I direct him to the oven, so I 

can prep in peace, without him trying to rip my clothes off before dinner is even made. 

“Morgan, why don’t you take a short nap on the couch?” 
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“Bad idea, babe. If I lay down, I won’t get back up until Monday. What can I do?” 

“You can add the sauce while I chop the mushrooms.” 

We have a nice dinner, drinking some wine as well. I managed to get the dishes into the 

dishwasher and turning it on before Morgan heaved me over his shoulder and carried me off to 

bed, making up for six months of not seeing one another. 

 


