ead banging again? | looked around my room, i
saw my packed bags on the floor and then the
bottle of tequila on my dresser. Feeling the
comforter on my bare skin had my eyebrows
furrowing, why am | naked?

| sat up and groaned, | was sore in my throat, a*s
and p*ssy, | felt like I'd been stretched to within an

inch of my life. Then the memory of last night
slammed into me. | gasped. | did not do what my
body was telling me | did. More memories of last
night flashed through my mind. F*ck yes | did.

The smile that crossed my face almost hurt with
how big it was. | got out of bed slowly and did a
little wiggle. | was deliciously sore, now that |
remembered everything. Never in my life have |




I walked to the closet. | was feeling extreme‘ly.“
s*xy. | pulled out a flirty above-the-knee lilac skirt
and a white tank top that | knew showed the girls
off well. | went to the dresser and grabbed a
purple thong with white daisies on it and the
matching bra.

| dressed quickly, picked up a pair of light beige
wedges and put them on. | then grabbed my
laptop and made my way downstairs. | put my
laptop on the table by the computer bag | use. |
made some coffee and put a bagel in the toaster.
| felt so wonderful this morning. The pain |
experienced yesterday was non-existent. What
does this mean? Does this mean | never truly

loved Jason? That maybe because he was my
first that there was just some puppy love?
Gratitude that he noticed me? He's good- Iooklng,
and | was flattered when, after our initial busil '
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Jason walked in, | watched him look in the living
room and then in the kitchen. When he saw me,
his eyes showed guilt. | turned my back on him. |
filled my thermos full of coffee. My bagel popped
up and | buttered it. It was cinnamon and raisin.
My mouth was watering.

“Can we talk, Isha?”
“No,” | said.

“Isha, come on,” he whined. | clenched my jaw
and then relaxed.

“There’s nothing to talk about. You lied to me, you
betrayed me, gaslighted me, and cheated on me.
Our vows meant nothing to you. | did everythmg
you asked and you threw me away Ilke | was




red h
4 ’Madltyn right now, she didn't deserve to be u:
If he wasn't lying, that is.

I got a sandwich bag and put my bagel in it. Then
I capped my thermos and walked over to my
laptop to put it in my bag.

“Where are you going?”
“That’s none of your business.”
“You're still my wife, Isha”

“Not anymore, | signed the papers. Just so you
know, | don't want to wait for my two-hundred and
fifty thousand dollars, so, tomorrow | will go to the
bank and take it out of our joint bank account. |
won't take a penny more. And don't even think
about blocking me, or | will get a lawyer and fig




ifestyle You think going shoppmg for myself
once every couple of months is a lavish Ilfesty|e7
You may have been the breadwinner in this
marriage, Jason, but let me tell you something.
We have half a million dollars. Once | take that two
hundred and fifty thousand which | am entitled to,
you'll have the same liquid cash. You may have
made out in this divorce, but I'll be just fine with
what you gave me. | don't want the car, or the
gifts you've given me. This house is now yours.
After tomorrow, we'll have nothing to do with each
other ever again. | don't even know why you're
here now. And let me make myself clear, | will
never be anyone’s mistress. | have more respect
for myself than to be the other woman”

He scoffed, “Isha, do you really think you can
make enough money by yourself to live off
You have no skills. What are you gomgf
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;ﬂ.:fason I'll be gone by élgh‘t ar

He rolled his eyes and made his way upstairs. |
packed up my laptop, and had just picked up my
bag when | heard Jason roar my name.

His thundering footsteps came running out of our
room. | looked up and saw his face at the top of

the stairs. He was in his boxers. He was beet red
with anger.

“Why are there used condoms in the bathroom
trash, and why did | find two wrappers on our
bedroom floor?” he yelled.

“Oh, | had some friends over that | met Friday

night at a biker bar. | figured since you handed me

the divorce papers, and | signed them, we were

now done, not to mention the affair you were

having for the last six months. Iﬂgured | was due il ul




you see me out in public, act like you don't know
me, because that's what I'll be doing.” | didn't wait
for his reply, | just left after grabbing my keys off
of the table by the door.

That felt really good. I'm not a pushover, I'm not
going to wallow in misery because the man |
thought | loved decided | wasn't good enough. | let
myself cry it all out after he gave me the papers.
That's all | was giving him. | am not going to fall
apart because my marriage is over.

My phone rang as | drove to the park. | looked at
the screen and saw it was Jason. What the f*ck
did he want?

“Yes?" | asked, answering the phone.

“Your words just registered. You had s*x wit 1t
men? Atthe same time?” he yelled.

]
“Yep; I said, popping the
: i
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f‘o_urth call from Jason, and turned off my ph:

didn't need to speak to anyone at the moment.

| took the blanket that | always had in my car, my
laptop bag, and my refreshments and found a nice
area where enough of the sun hit me to keep me
warm, and enough shade, so | wouldn't get too
much sun. For the next three hours | wrote. It was

probably some of my best work. My imagination
was flowing.

“Isha?”
| looked towards the person that called my name.

| smiled. “Ava? Oh my God, it's been forever,
What are you doing here in Colorado?”

‘I moved here a year ago. | live in Denver, bu
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It took me a while to do it, beca lo
~ myself for a minute, but | finally bit the bullet
tried it out.”

“That's fantastic, anything I've read before?"

“Well, | write under the pen name Isla Gold,” | said.

Her eyes widened, “You're Isla Gold! | love your
books.” i

| blushed. This was the first time |'ve met
someone that's read my books that wasn't already
a really good friend. | knew Ava in high school.
We were friendly but not friends per se. She was
part of the cheerleading squad. She has always
been nice, and we had English together all four
years.

“Well, I'd like to catch up sometime. Here's my
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