


     ~Chapter 1~


      The sun shone through the bay windows of Mike Shinoda's Southern California home. The blinds weren't closed as they usually were, so the powerful rays beat onto Mike's face. He stirred and stretched his arm across his right side. There was no one there, and this is was very uncommon. Mike's girlfriend, Kim didn't spend the night as she always did. Mike sat up quickly and forced his eyes open. When they opened, an emtpy bedroom lay before them. He rubbed his eyes with his fisted hands. He shook his head and placed his feet onto the cold wooden floor.


      "How could I forget she was leaving today?" he groaned and stood up. Somehow he made his way to the phone in the living room and picked it up. Mike began dialing Kim's cell phone number and then held the phone to his ear and sat down.


      It rang several times before an out-of-breath answer was breathed into the other end of the line. "Hello?" panted the female.


      Mike breathed again when he heard his mate's voice. "Hi," he managed.


      "Oh hey baby! How'd you sleep last night?" Kim asked, as if she didn't know. They'd been together for 5 months now and she knew Mike didn't sleep well without someone in his bed next to him.


      "Not so good. I forgot you didn't spend the night and was scared shitless this morning." he paused and looked down at his feet.


      "Poor baby, I'm so sorry." she replied.


      "Babe, you can't leave me. Who's gonna close the blinds before I go to sleep so I don't get blinded in the morning (which by the way happened this morning, thank you.)?" Mike answered.


      "I think you'll be able to manage 4 days without me. I will be coming back you know, don't worry." Kim said almost calmly.


       "Come on! You can skip this one trip!" Mike pleaded.


       "Hun! No I can't! We've been over this! If I miss this one trip, I'm fired. I'm lucky- this is the only time I have to leave the house to do work and if I blow this off, they'll think I've been slacking. Please, this only happens twice a year. Its no easier on me than it is on you, ya know?" she explained, almost begging back for him to understand.


        There was silence from Mike's end of the line.


       "Please don't be angry...." Kim said to more silence and then continued. "Listen, I'm almost done packing and then I'll come right over, okay sweety?"


      Mike knew it was too early to pout, so he answered with an 'Okay.'


      "I love you." Kim stopped what she was doing at her apartment and waited for an answer to see how upset he was.


      He heard the rustling stop and realized she was waiting for an answer. "I love you too.... Come on, hurry up!" he forced a laugh.


      "Okay, okay, I'll be over soon! Bye." giggled Kim back.


      "Bye." said Mike and they both hung up.


      Mike got back on the phone and dialed up Chester. "Hello?" answered Chester on the first ring.


      "Hey, she's coming over soon so if you want to say goodbye, you should haul everyone's asses over here." Mike said calming down a little.


       "Yeah sure. We'll be over soon." Chester replied. Mike heard a voice in the back yell "Who is it?" and quickly identified it as Samantha's.


      "'Kay, later." said Mike and he hung up.


      He placed the phone next to him on the leather couch and walked into his bathroom. He undressed and bathed quickly. Mike walked back out of his tub and stepped on the tubmat. He grabbed a towel off the rack above the toilet and dryed himself off. Then he wrapped the towel around his waist and wiped the fog off the mirror's with his hand. He examined himself and remembered back to when Kim surprised him one time.





      Mike was standing in front of the mirror examining himself so thourghly, that he didn't hear Kim sneak in behind him and grab him by his waist. "Oh yes! That's my sexy bitch!" she would joke. "No, not really." Mike responded. "Why would you say that? Look at your face Michael. That's why I have such good mornings. Your smile makes me so happy baby." she explained seriously and turned him around to embrace him with a passionate kiss. "I love you." Mike would confess to her. "Not as much as I love you." Then the arguing would begin. "No I love you more!" Mike would poke her gently in the stomach. "No I love you more!" She would giggle and so on.





      Mike came back to the harsh reality that she was leaving him. Ever since they met through Samantha, they were inseperable. It began as friends, but quickly moved to love.


      Mike turned away from the mirror and walked into his room and dressed himself. He looked on his floor and saw the suitcase he brought in the other night.


      'No more touring. I'm home, and now she leaves.' thought Mike out loud to himself. He loved her and couldn't even think about how bad it was going to suck without her. Mike picked his suitcase up and put it on his bed; to be unpacked later.


~Chapter 2~


      Mike turned on the radio and heard it was cold out.  He almost intantly walked outside and glanced at his front yard. There was a slight dew on the green grass and a light fog drifted over the lawn. It looked like a dream to Mike and hoped everything was indeed a dream. He quickly dismissed the thought and looked out into the roads. He watched Kim's silver Mustang pull into his driveway and he sighed.


      She got out of the car and looked even more more amazing than the last time he had seen her: Kim wore a blue hoodie, and blue jeans. Her strawberry blonde hair flowed down to her lower-back and was kept under a baby blue beanie.


      Kim felt Mike's eyes on her and explained herself defendantly: "Hey! You spend 5 hours on a flight one-way, you'll wanna be comfy too. Looking bad is just the price you pay!" she smiled.


      "Baby," he grabbed her around the waist and pulled her close to him and looked into her eyes, "You look wonderful. I'm looking at you like that because I'm trying to make a memory of you."


      "A memory?" she laughed. "You make it seem like I'm not coming back or I'm gonna be gone for a long time!"


      "It's going to be a long time for me." was the only thing Mike could manage to say.


      Kim laughed again. "You'll be okay...." she paused before she realized her feet were losing feeling from the cold. "Come on, let's go inside. It's freezing out here." she suggested to Mike.


      Kim turned facing the door and Mike rubbed his arms up and down hers to help warm her up. Kim turned around and smiled at Mike, making his knees goes weak. She opened the door and walked in. The aroma of her lover's house greeted her and she breathed it in generously. Kim slipped her shoes off at the front door and walked over to the couch. Mike followed.


      "What time is your flight at again?" asked Mike.


      "12." replied Kim.


      "Oh." he breathed.


      "Promise you will call me every single day I am gone?" she asked.


      "You're making me promise you something you already know I am going to do?" Mike smiled.


      Kim felt warm and tingly on the inside when Mike gave her that smile she loved so much. She looked at her feet and then back up at her mate through tears. "I'm going to miss you."


      "I'm going to miss you more," Mike tryed to lighten the mood a little again so he wouldn't get upset on account of her leaving.


       "I doubt it." Kim said and a tear ran down her cheek. Mike held her face and wiped it away gently with his thumb.


      "Baby, listen. You have to go remember? We're both going to have to be strong about it. I was gone on tour for the past 2 months and we made it through. 4 days is going to be a piece of cake." Mike lied through his teeth.


       Kim nodded softly and pulled his face to her lips and indulged in his sweet kiss. There was a knock on the door that inturrupted their smooch. "Come in!" Mike yelled and looked at Kim, who was obviously confused. "The guys want to say bye." he said vaguely and Kim tryed to compose herself.


      Sam,Chester,Brad,Joe,Dave,Rob and Sara (Rob's girlfriend) entered. "Oh great..it's the Goof Troop!" Kim forced a laugh and stood up to greet her friends. She hugged them all and invited them to come and chill.


       Everyone got settled and started talking about stupid daily stuff. Kim was sitting next to Mike and Joe on the couch, Mike's arm engulfing her left side. Sara was sitting in Rob's lap on the recliner; Chester and Sam were on the other couch; Brad was on the footstool; Dave was on Chester's lap until Chester pushed next to him.


      "So...where is it you are leaving Mike to be at again?" Brad asked Kim.


      Kim blushed and answered, "Dallas."


      "OOH, sounds romantic." said Sara as she shoved Rob a little.


      "OOH, doesn't it though, Phoenix?" shoved Chester.


      Everyone exchanged their "ewws" and giggles at this point. Kim looked up at Mike who looked a little out of it.


     "It sucks because I'm gonna be away from all of you and I'm going to be stuck at a hotel and in meetings and shit." Kim told everyone. "I'm going to get a drink. Anyone else want?" she asked.


      "Grab me a beer hun." said Chester.


      "Ditto that." said Brad.


      "Anyone else?" Kim asked.


      "I'll come help you." Mike offered.


      They both walked into the kitched and Mike opened the refridgorator. "Mike, hunny, what's wrong?" Kim asked.


      "Don't worry about it... It's nothing." Mike grabbed 2 beers and turned around to Kim.


      "I do worry about it though baby. I love you, now please tell me what's bothering you about this whole trip thing. It's not that you're going to miss me because we held up 2 months of almost never seeing each other. Tell me what's wrong." Kim insisted.


      "I'm worried you will lose intrest in me. Dallas is romantic and you will be there with 'Bud'. It's dumb and I'm sorry but I don't want to lose you." Mike confessed.


       "Baby! I love you, and I won't lose intrest in you!" Kim was startled that this was what was bothering him.


       "Are you sure? He is a lot better looking, has WAY more money, can buy you everything you want." Mike explained.


       "No! I do not want him at all! Michael, my heart belongs to you! You know this...I will always love you baby." Kim tryed to reassure him.


       "I will always love you too." Mike said.


       "Is this over now? Will you not be suspicious of me and someone who I have absolutly no intrest in whatsoever? Please, I don't want to leave on a bad note." Kim asked.


       "It's done; I trust you." Mike answered in his most assuring tone. *It's him I don't trust...*


       Kim reached up to Mike's face and kissed him gently. "I knew you would understand." she smiled.


       "Damn! Did you get sucked into the crisper or something?!" Chester shouted from the other room.


       Mike chuckled and walked back in with their beers. Kim stayed in the kitchen to make herself a Tequila Sunrise really quick.


       In the living room, Mike handed Brad and Chester their beers and sat down again. Kim came back out minutes later, unnoticed by everyone except Mike. She sat back down and took big swigs of her drink.


        Joe noticed when she was back first. "HEY! Whatcha got there?" he asked.


       "Nothin' much...orange juice." Kim replied.


       Joe grabbed the cup from her hands and took a sip before he openly stated interogattingly, "Orange juice with a little booze!"


       Everyone laughed a little and Kim took her drink back. "I know that, thank you Mr. Hahn." she smiled.


        "Your welcome!" he said back pleasantly.


       Mike gave Kim a hard look. He wasn't comfortable with her drinking. Kim was not out of control, but Mike had left Anna a year and a half ago because she refused to get help with her drinking problem.


       Kim felt Mike's glare and looked over to verify it. *Oh shit. I completely forgot...* she thought.


       Kim sighed and put the drink down on the coffee table in front of them. She happened to look up and see the clock that was staring at her, hating her, making her realize it was 11:00, and she had to part with her friends. Rolling her eyes, she decided the responsible thing to do was to leave now, so she could get through all the security precautions and be on the plane before it left.


       "Guys, I really hate to do this, but I gotta go." Kim said scrunching up her nose.


       Everyone, including Kim, rose to their feet and started saying their goodbyes to Kim.


        "Oh, have a safe trip!" Sara hugged Kim.


        "Don't die." Brad instructed her.


        "Thanks, I'll try not to." she said back.


        "Bye boozer!" Joe joked, making Kim's heart sink a little, but she smiled back.


        "Bye hun, have fun!" Rob hugged her tightly.


         "We will miss ya!" Chaz said and squeezed her.


        Everyone finished saying their goodbyes and left Mike's house. Mike and Kim took Kim's car to the airport so Mike could drive it back to his house.


~Chapter 3~


       In the car, Kim looked over at Mike, who was driving. "Are you angry at me Michael?" she finally asked. (Kim always called him Michael when things got serious.)


       "Just tell me how you can sit there and drink after everything I've told you about Anna?! I CANNOT STAND HAVING LOVED ONES DRINK! Granted I used to and everyone else does, but you...Kim, you of ALL people should know not to drink." Mike said at first yelling, then through gritted teeth.


       Kim and Mike didn't get into disagreements often and Mike had NEVER raised his voice to her before. She was in shock and didn't know how to respond.


       "Well?! Tell me, explain to me, how you can sit there and drink after all the HELL Anna put me through with her drunk fits! PLEASE!" Mike clenched the wheel.


       Kim began to cry, the only reaction that seemed appropriete. "I don't know! I'm sorry Mike, it didn't seem like a BIG DEAL to me! It's a normal thing to me and I'm sorry I forgot how much it bothered you! What do you think- I meant to hurt you?!" she shouted back with frustration and tears.


       "I don't know, but you did it and it hurt! Jesus Christ Kim, how could you be so careless and stupid?!" Mike returned the pain to Kim.


       Not being able to find an appropriete response, Kim was thankful the airport wasn't far from his house (it was about 10 minutes away) and they were there shortly. Kim tryed to recollect herself but failed to do so. Red-faced and tear-stained, Kim stepped out of the car when Mike pulled up to the loading area. She opened the back doors of her Mustang and took out her luggage. Almost as soon as she closed the doors, Mike sped off, leaving Kim there alone-without saying goodbye.


      Kim was appreciative she had enough sense to load both her bags in the back seat and not in the trunk and back seat. Crying even harder, she walked to one of the outside check-in points and verified she was there and everything was good.


       Kim then walked to the side and opened her carry on bag. She fiddled around in her purse for her pack of ciggarettes. When she found one, she searched for her matches and lit up her ciggarette. Inhaling deeply, Kim held out her left hand and tryed to make it level only to find it was shaking. Realizing she was breaking down, she exhaled and quickly took another drag off her ciggarette. Kim wasn't the kind of person who smokes except for when she couldn't handle what was going on or was breaking down. She had managed to calm down her sobs to where she wasn't noisy and shakey and finished her ciggarette. Kim disposed of it and grabbed up her things to enter the airport.


~Chapter 4~


       In the car, tears ran down Mike's face. He was so angry and couldn't understand how she could do that in front of him;the nerve! Mike needed to vent and until he got home to do it, he needed to take his mind off things. He turned on the stereo and found Kim had left her Hybrid Theory CD in it. The last song she had left it on was 'With You'. The words passed through Mike's mind with whole new meaning and realized what had to be done.


        Busting a mad U-ey, Mike turned around and headed back to the airport.


       At the airport, Kim managed to find a seat at her Gate after she checked in her suitcase. 15 minutes left before her plane started boarding. Kim took out her laptop and opened a new text file. She kept a diary on her computer and wrote in it whenever something really good or really bad happened. Kim began typing and it read:


         Dear Diary,


       I  didn't mean for it to happen; I completely forgot. I didn't mean to drink in front of Mike, I really didn't. I completely forgot and he totally went off on me. He hates me... I love him so much, I didn't mean to piss him off.... I really didn't. How COULD I have been so stupid? Oh my God, I don't know what to do, should I call him or wait till I come back or what? I want to sort this out before I leave but I don't want him to yell at me...I knew I'd be crying at the airport today, I just didn't think it'd be because of a fight. I've made up my mind, I'm calling his cell. Well the planes boarding now so I'll talk again on this when I'm allowed.  -Kim-





       Kim closed her laptop and put it in her carry-on bag. She walked over to the nearest pay-phone and dialed Mike's cell phone number. No answer.


      "Hi, this is Mike. I can't answer the phone, so leave your message and I'll get back to ya!" came a voice from the phone, followed by a beep.


       "Mike, I guess you're not talking to me still, um" she sniffled and paused while she listened to them repeatedly call for passangers. "I have to go, but I'll talk to you again soon hopefully... I'm sorry I screwed up, just please answer next time I call baby." she paused and began crying again. "Bye." she hung up and leaned against the wall crying for a minute or two. 


      Finally she dug out her ticket and boarded the plane, still in tears. Moments later, a rushing Mike ran through the concourse looking for Gate number 2.


       "Last call for all passanger's boarding Flight 102." a message came over the PA system.


       *Thank God, I'm not too late* Mike thought. The parking in the parking garage was trecherous. It took Mike 15 minutes to find a spot, then an extra 5 trying to find the Gate and running to it.


       "Did Kim Smith already board this flight?" asked Mike panting when he reached the ticket-check desk.


       "Hang on sir, let me check that for you." replied the employee named 'Jannicka'.


       While Mike was waiting impatiently behind the desk, a 13 year old looking, boy in a black Blink 182 shirt and baggy jeans came up and said stunned "Wow, you're Mike Shinoda! Can I have your autograph please? I'm a big Linkin Park fan."


       Coming out of his impatient state momentarilly and signed the boy's shoes, which was requested. Then the boy thanked Mike and left to go show his parents what had just happened.


       "I'm sorry sir, she has already boarded. Is there something wrong?" asked Jannicka.


       "No, no problem...thank you anyways." Mike said rejectedly. He was desperately hoping she wouldn't have gone on the trip and would've stayed to work things out with him. Mike walked over to the window and gazed out at her plane, which was beginning to pull out of the gate. 


        Mike sighed and sat down. He watched the plane pull out and leave out of site. He stood up and proceeded to walk out the terminal. All of a sudden, his phone rang. Hoping it was Kim from the airplane, he answered quickly with a "Hello?!"


        "Hey!" his hopes were dashed by Brad, who had called to see how he was.


        "Oh, whats up?" Mike asked flatly.


        "Nothin' much, I wanted to make sure Kim got on the flight okay and it wasn't delayed or you didn't stow away on the plane or somethin'." Brad laughed.


        "No, it was on time. She's gone." Mike replied.


        "Oh...how you doin'?" Brad asked.


        "I'm good, I'm okay." Mike lied.


        "Ok, cool. Well, I just wanted to see how everything was, I'll talk to ya later man!" Brad said.


        "Alright, thanks. Bye Brad." Mike hung up.


        When he went to place the phone back onto his pants, he noticed something on the display. 'One missed call' it read. Mike pressed one of the buttons and it showed the number. Mike didn't recognize it and dismissed it as a 'wrong number' until he looked down again and saw 'One new voice message.' Mike called his voicemail and listened to the message:


        'Mike, I guess you're not talking to me still, um....I have to go, but I'll talk to you again soon hopefully... I'm sorry- I screwed up, just please answer next time I call baby.Bye' It was Kim, and she sounded like she was still crying.


        "Dammit!" Mike cursed himself out loud. He missed her call and wanted to let her know how he felt now that he had calmed down.


        Mike saved the message and headed to the parking garage.





~Chapter 5~





        Kim clutched the seat as the plane took off. She was not a good flyer when she didn't have a lot of tobacco or alcohol in her. She was not allowed to smoke on the plane and didn't feel like drinking again after what had happened last time she tryed it. Crying silently,Kim gazed out the window and thought about how Mike had screamed at her. She didn't realize how long she was gazing out the window at the clouds but she was beckoned back onto the plane by the flight attendent.


        "Ma'am? MA'AM?" called the stewardess.


        "Oh, I'm sorry." Kim called.


        "Would you like something to drink or something to eat?" the stewardess asked.


        "Um..." Kim debated whether or not to have a drink to calm her nerves. "Water please." she decided.


        "Yes ma'am." said 'Debbie' cheerfully and poured Kim some water into a clear cup and handed it to her.


        "Thank you." said Kim as she received the cup.


        "Your welcome," Debbie replied as she pushed the cart further up the aisles.


        Kim set the drink down on the stow-away tray and got out her laptop.


        Dear Diary,


      He must be really pissed off at me....I called him and he didn't pick up. I don't know how I am going to make it through these next few days with this on my conscience....I broke some weird non-alcoholic bond between us and now he hates me. He hates me...and I still love him so much. What can I do? And its not like I had any intentions of getting wasted or anything, just something to calm me down, and if I would've known he would've taken it so seriously (which he has every right to, this is all my fault), I wouldn't have done it. All I want is for him to forgive me again. Maybe I'm blowing this out of proportion (or thats how it sounds), but diary if you could've seen his eyes and how he looked down on me.....so hurt, so angry....diary, you would've understood how upset he is with me. I'm going to go now. I'll keep you updated. -Kim-


      Kim turned her computer off and gazed at the clouds again until she fell asleep against the window.


~Chapter 6~


      Mike had driven back home and thrown himself onto the couch and hadn't moved since. Feeling a little weak and dizzy, Mike dialed Kim's hotel to see if she had gotten in yet. When he was told she wasn't checked in yet, he thanked the receptionist and decided to do something that would take his mind off her. He set up his Playstation and played 'Spyro The Dragon' for a few minutes and 'Twisted Metal III' for longer.


       "Dammit, no no! Get away from me! AHH! I'll kill you!" Mike went into his normal conversation with the TV as he began to lose. "No! Damn you! I'll get you next time." Mike finished up the conversation when he lost the game officially.


       Mike picked up the phone and decided to call one of the guys and see what they were doing. He decided to call Joe, and see if he wanted to do something.


       "Hello?" asked Joe.


       "Hey." Mike said.


       "Dude! What's up?" Joe asked again.


       "I'm bored. What is there to do?" Mike said.


       "Maybe play a show in about 2 hours and go to a soundcheck in 10 minutes?" Joe suggested.


        "Huh? Oh yeah! I completely forgot!" he exclaimed.


        "Figured. Well, I'm gettin' ready so I'll see you there okay?" Joe said.


        "Yeah, thanks man. Bye." Mike said and hung up.


        Mike had gotten so caught up in trying to forget about Kim, that he also forgot about the last show the guys' were scheduled to play that night. Mike figured he should go and get ready too.


        He went into his bedroom and unzipped the suitcase on his bed to grab another outfit. Mike opened the suitcase and shuffled through all his worn and dirty clothes, throwing them into a pile off to the side of his room to be washed later on. As he sorted through his wardrobe, he found a picture of Kim and him together at an amusement park. A grinning Mike was holding Kim up in his arms and she had her arms wrapped around his neck, smiling big.


        Mike stopped and picked up the picture examining it closely, remembering the day the photo was taken.


        It was over the summer while Mike was on tour. Kim and Mike hadn't seen each other in 5 weeks, and she had come to surprise him at his hotel in Florida. Needless to say, Mike was thrilled to say the least. Mike and her had decided to spend the day alone at DisneyWorld and had a great time. One of the employee's had offered to take an "original Disney photo for only $10 if you choose to buy it"; usually Kim turned down these offers but was exstatic to be with her boyfriend again, so she decided to take one.


       "Say 'Disney's the best!'" instructed the employee.


       "Disney's the best!" Kim and Mike both smiled.


        When they finally saw the picture at the end of the day, Mike wanted a 'couple' picture of them together (Kim always took couple pictures of them, but kept them and framed them) so he bought it.


      


       Mike looked at her smile: the smile he always trusted, the smile he thought could do no wrong as big as Anna's. Anna. Mike got secretly queasy upon thinking her name. Her excuse was 'touring is killing us,Mike. I can't handle it anymore. I love you and support you endlessly, but it's not fair to me.'


      "So you are coming home drunker than anything to make up for it?" Mike searched for a reason-any reason as to how he could've pushed her this far over the edge to drink so uncontrollably and hurt herself.


     "I would much rather be drunk and in my own world, than have to face the REAL world and remember how I don't see my fiancee anymore." Anna explained again in his mind.


     "Please baby," Mike pleaded. "Get some help, we can get through this. I can't be with you if you are going to hurt your body like this and I want to be with you so much."


      "All I need is for you to stop. Stop touring, stop the band... or at least take a long break. I only need you, not some silly clinic." she insisted.


      After long arguments on how it was unfair to make Mike stop his career to spend time with her, on how the tours would be on a long break soon, on how she refused to check herself into a clinic, and on how she couldn't be with him if he was never there and so on: they decided to take a break. Unfortunately, during their "break", she had met someone else and so did he. Anna's didn't last, but even when Mike checked up on her, she was still doing heavy drinking and still insisted it was 'not a problem'. Mike made one final plea to get her to stop and when it made no results, he decided Kim was safer for him. No regrets had been made until today, because the safeness grew to respect, then to love, then to cherish.





       Realizing how deep in thought he had drifted, Mike shook his head to bring him back to reality. "Snap out of it..." he told himself.


      Mike took the picture of them and put it on his nightstand so he could finish unpacking with no distractions.


      When Mike found his last remaining clean outfit in his suitcase, he dressed quickly and started a load of laundry. He happened to look at the clock and realized it was time to leave.





~Chapter7~


       Kim jumped suddenly after a nightmare. She sat up and looked out the window. They were landing. Debbie came back and took Kim's cup and instructed Kim to put her 'tray-table up in the upright and locked position.' So she did.


       When the plane landed and dismissed everyone, Kim had calmed down a lot, forgetting about Mike for awhile as she had to go find her partner, Bud. She walked out of the gang-way and saw a man standing at the gate waiting for someone. Kim immediatly recognized him as the elusive 'Bud'. She hadn't seen him in over a year, but he still looked the same. *Tall, light skin, deep blue eyes, great smile, toned muscular physique...yep, that's Bud* she thought to herself.


       She put on a happy facade and gave him a big bear hug.


       "Hi Bud! How're ya doin'?" she smiled.


       "Hey sweets! I'm great, and you?" he replied.


       "I'm good too." she nodded.


       "So...how was the flight?" he asked.


       "Long, and boring." Kim laughed. So did Bud.


       "That's usually the story huh?" he grinned and she nodded. "Well, let's go get your luggage...traffic should be picking up anytime now and it'll take forever to get to the hotel." he declared.


       "Alright, cool." Kim shrugged and walked with him along the Dallas International Airport Terminal.


       "Would you be a dear and please look for my luggage?" she asked when they got to the baggage claim. "It's got a BRIGHT green tag on the side... shouldn't be hard to find. I have to make a phone call really quick so I'll be right over there." she pointed to a pay phone over on the wall.


       "Sure, no problem." Bud said.


      Kim walked over to the pay phone and slipped her credit card into it for the payment. She dialed Mike's home number and hoped for the best.


       "Hello?" a hurried voice answered.


       Kim couldn't talk. She missed his voice so much, but was also afraid to talk in the fear they would argue again.


       "Hello??" Mike repeated impatiently.


       "Hello." Kim finally answered.


       "Baby..." Mike replied in a low tone.


       "I'm sorry, I was out of line. Please forgive me and please don't yell again Mike; I'm really really sorry and I promise it won't happen again." Kim said, rushing through her apology.


       "Kim... I'm the one who should be sorry. I shouldn't have reacted like that, but you know how I am because of Anna's problems... I love you so much and I don't want to get hurt again. I am so sorry I left you at the airport, I shoud've stayed with you and worked it out then... I didn't get to say goodbye." Mike answered calmly.


        "I'm so sorry..." Kim repeated.


        "Don't be! Okay, listen, how about we put this behind us and not think of who's at fault. We both love each other and its not worth ruining what we have." Mike said. 


         "Okay." Kim said and looked at Bud. He had just picked up Kim's suitcase off the carousel. "Michael, I have to go for now. I'll call you at the hotel."


       "Can you call me on my cell? I have that show to do in 2 hours."


       "Yes. I love you." Kim said softly.


       "I love you too... Bye." Mike said and hung up.


       Kim put the phone back on the reciever and walked over to Bud. "Thanks." she said taking the luggage from him and wheeling it out of the terminal while she followed him to his car.


       "Here we go." Bud said and popped the trunk of his car.


       Kim placed her bags in and closed the trunk again while Bud walked to the front of his black Civic and unlocked the doors. Kim walked around to passanger side and got in. She buckled up and Bud began driving.


       "So...how have you been doing lately?" Bud asked.


       "Um, pretty good. I moved out of that hellhole of an apartment. I now live in a 1bedroom, 1 bath quaint little place." she replied. Looking over and noticing the dumbfounded look on his face, she quickly added: "I'm not there that often anyways; I'm usually at my boyfriend's house so-"


       "Oh you have a boyfriend now?" Bud looked surprised and happy.


       "Yeah, he's really great." Kim said.


       "That's good. How long have you two been together?" he asked.


       "About 5 months." Kim nodded.


       "Cool. So he treats you good?" he asked again.


       Tired of answering so many questions about Mike, she turned the tables. "Yeah, he treats me good. So do you have a wife or a girlfriend or anything?"


       Bud smiled. "No no. Still a swingin' single." he chuckled.


       "Oh. Why is that?" she asked.


       "I don't know... just haven't found that right one I guess." he replied a little dryly.


       "Oh." Kim repeated. "Are you still living in that house in Taylor?"


       "Yeah... I love that town. I don't have to drive too far to come to these stupid meetings because I'm so close. No more long, boring flights." he declared proudly.


       "That's neat. If I didn't love Cali so much, I'd probably want to live here myself." she smiled. 


       "Well if you ever lose intrest in California, come on down here." he said.


       Kim and Bud chit-chatted more until they came up to the sky-scraper hotel.


       "Wow." Kim said in awe of the building.


       "I know right? We finally get to stay in one of the nice  hotels for once. I think it's because Donnegan got fired." replied Bud.


      "Donnegan got fired?" Kim asked, a little shocked.


      "Yeah, you didn't hear? They replaced him with Terry Sanders." Bud answered.


      "Huh. Wonder how come I didn't hear about that." Kim said.


      "Yeah, well, he's a lot better rep than Donnegan. Have you talked to him before?" asked Bud.


      "No." Kim said.


      "Oh, well he's been handling things a lot more smoother, and he's better with people." stated Bud.


      "Cool." said Kim and got out of the car when Bud had someone valet it. She went to the trunk first and got out her luggage and followed Bud in. He obviously knew the hotel better than Kim.


       Bud walked to the hotel's check-in desk and checked Kim in. He handed her the room key and led her to the elevator.


       The elevator opened when Bud pressed the button and they stepped in.


       "So what floor are we on?" Kim asked.


       "25th." he replied and hit the '25' button.


       On the way up, an elderly couple came on. The man pushed the '28' button and stood still.


       "Oh, you two are a lovely couple." the lady said.


       Kim looked up at her in shock and then the old man said, "Adorable, are you two here on your honeymoon? This place is great. Me and Edna always come here for our anniversary."


       "No no sir. We're not a couple. This is a business trip." Kim said when he finished.


       "Oh dear me!" Edna grabbed her chest. Kim thought she was having a heart attack until she added: "You two are just so close and when you stand together... Oh my. I'm sorry."


       "It's ok. Don't worry about it." Bud smiled at the elderly couple. Kim laughed.


       The elevator dinged and Kim and Bud got off. Bud giggled.


       "What?" Kim asked.


       "Those people. 'A couple.' What? You didn't think it was funny?" he asked.


       "Yeah, but I got it all out on the elevator." she said.


       They continued down the hallway. Kim looked down and saw the blue and red flowers coating the long rug. They reminded her of her bathroom's wallpaper.


       "Here's your room. I'm right next door." Bud said and stopped in front of the 574 room.


       "Thanks." Kim said. "So when's the meeting tonight?"


       "8." he replied.


       "Alrighty, then I'll see you at 8. Bye!" Kim had no plans that included Bud until they absoluty had to be together. It's not that she didn't like Bud, but he made her uncomfortable and got a little too personal. Sometimes she knew why he made Mike so uneasy; he came on very strongly.


       "See ya!" Bud said.


       She opened the door and closed it behind her. Immediatly she wanted to phone Mike but had to get her hotel-routine done first. She put her suitcase in the closet and walked into the bathroom. Kim fingered through the little basket of goodies the hotel left for her. A razor, a toothbrush, a mini-shampoo, a soap, and a mini-conditioner. She walked out of the bathroom and went over to the table. The hotel stationary wasn't very attractive and didn't want to steal this particular set, for once. Unsatisfied, she jumped on the bed for a few moments. This made her feel better.


~Chapter 8~


       While she was jumping, she remembered the last time she had done this was on Mike's bed: He had refused to wake up on one of the lovliest Saturdays Kim could remember. 'Mike!' she whined. 'No baby. Gimme another hour or 2.' he slurred back. She shook him and he groaned. 'Come on! Baby! It's so nice! Let's go somewhere and do something!' He didn't answer after she called 'baby!' a few more times so she stood up and started jumping on 'her' side of the bed. He turned over and squinted at her. 'Will-you-wake-up-now?' she breathed between jumps. She got a long moan from him as he sat up a few seconds later. 'I'm up... I'm up...' Mike said as he rubbed his eyes. 'Good. Well, now I'm having fun so we may not even leave the house.' she smiled. 'Uh-uh! I'm up so we're GOING to do something!' he tackled her down playfully and tickled her. When he stopped and Kim caught her breath again, she gazed into his gorgeous brown eyes as he lay on top of her. 'I love you.' she said. 'That's good because I love you too.' he replied. 'Promise?' she asked. 'Of course. I'll always love you.' Mike answered. She leaned up and kissed him.


       *That's it. I'm going crazy. I need to hear his voice.* she thought and stopped jumping, not realizing she had been jumping on the bed as she recalled her memory. She sat on the edge of the bed and picked up the phone on the night-stand. Following the directions on long-distance phone calls, she dialed Mike's cell.





~Chapter 9~


       Pleased he at least got to clear things up with her a little, Mike walked out of the house and locked the door. He took his car keys and unlocked his car. He stepped in and began to drive over to the auditorium.


       When Mike got to the venue, he parked and walked in through the back of the building. He searched for the dressing rooms, knowing the guys would be waiting for him there. When he found one with a big star on it, Mike walked in and found everyone except Chester and Rob in it.


       "Hey." Joe said and glanced up from his comic book. He sat on the floor in the middle of the room.


       "Hey." Mike called back.


       Phoenix was asleep on the couch and Brad was playing 'paddle-ball' in the corner in his wheelchair.


       "Sup?" Brad said, not taking his focus off the ball.


       "Nottah anymore." Mike said.


       "'Anymore?'" Brad asked.


       "Nah, everything is good now."


       "Well what happened?" Brad asked, and stopped his game.


       "Wait wait. I wanna hear, but lemme finish this. It's my last page." Joe said.


       Mike and Brad watched Joe and waited for him to finish. Joe sighed and said "Okay, continue" as he closed the comic book and placed it on the end table.


       "Kim was drinking earlier ya know?" Mike began. "And I yelled at her for it in the car because I was like so mad. I couldn't even be in the same place with her so I dropped her off. She was crying but it's like she didn't care... Anways I left and we were both kinda upset so-" Mike explained.


       "What'd you say to her to make her cry?!" Joe exclaimed.


       "I was just like 'how could you do this to me after everything with Anna?' and I kinda called her stupid and careless and I don't know what else I said but it insulted her I guess." Mike said.


       "Dude, that's harsh." Brad said. 


       "Kim would never hurt you on purpose- you know this." Joe said.


       "Well anyways, we left on like a really bad note and she called me from the airport in Dallas and we apologized and worked things out a little. So its okay again." Mike said.


       "As long as you guys are cool now, then good." Joe said.


       "What'd she say when she called you?" Brad asked.


       "She was like 'I was out of line, but please don't yell at me again,' and stuff. She kept saying how sorry she was but I was like 'don't worry about it because it's my fault too so let's just leave this behind us' and that was it. She had to go so I told her to call me sometime before the show." Mike explained.


        Chester and Rob came in and slammed the door behind them. Chester and Rob were cracking up but everyone else was oblivious to the reason and didn't care. All the noise woke Phoenix up and it was time to start the soundcheck.


         About 30 minutes later, the guys returned to the room with the big star on it. Everyone got settled and then Mike's phone rang. He forgot Kim was supposed to call and walked out of the room.


       "Hello?" he asked, knowing it was Kim.


       "Oh God, I've missed your voice." she sighed.


       He leaned against one of the hallways' walls and said "I miss all of you already."


       "So, whatcha doin' right now?" she asked, breathing heavily.


       "Just got done with the sound check...jeez, what have you been doing? You sound out-of-breath." Mike noted.


       She laughed. "I just got done jumping on the bed."


       "Oooh, fun. Where was Bud?" Mike realized he sounded jealous and wished he hadn't mentioned him.


       "In his room." Kim replied oblivious to his last comment.


       "Oh. So how was your flight?" he asked.


       "Um... sad, long, and tiring." she answered honestly.


       "Sad?" Mike asked confused, then remembered after he said it why she would be sad.


       "Yeah... Michael I need to talk to you about this." Kim said seriously.


       "Okay." he said.


       "I didn't do it to hurt you... I completely forgot about Anna and your feelings and I'm very sorry, but please don't yell at me like that again. You really hurt me... and then you drove away. Baby, I didn't get to say bye to you. This won't happen again, but Michael please don't hurt me like this again." she said calmly.


        "I'm sorry for everything that happened today and most of it was my fault but I will never ever hurt you like that again because it hurt me too. I'm very very sorry I hurt you Kim- that's the last thing I wanted, but do you kind of understand where I was coming from?" Mike said.


         "I get it. Okay, now we are clear on everything right?" she asked.


         "Yeah."


         "And everything is cool again?"


         "Yeah."


         "And this is behind us and we're moving on?"


         "Yeah."


         "And you still love me?"


         "Of course." Mike smiled.


         "Okay good because I still love you so much."


         "Alright... so anyways-" Mike tryed to start on another subject.


         "Yes-anyways," Kim agreed.


         "4 days is way too long." he said.


         "Guess what?" Kim asked.


         "What?" Mike said.


         "It's not 4 days anymore. It's 3 because this day is almost over." Mike hinted a grin on her face from her tone.


         "All 3 of those days I'm going to be so tired." he stated.


         "Huh?"


         "Well, because I'm going to have a bad night's sleep without you."


         "Same here. Plus this bed is too.... smushy. I'm going to fall through it onto the floor I bet. Your bed is much better, especialy with you in it." Kim said.


         Mike smiled big and blushed. He was glad she couldn't see that but if he had a choice, he would rather she be there and see it than anywhere else without him.


         "What am I supposed to do without you?" he asked. "No kisses for 3 days..."


         "Baby..." Kim started. "I'm sure Chester can help you with that little problem." she giggled.


         "I'm sure he can, but he doesn't have the same technique you have. He's all-" Mike made a gurgling noise. "Too messy with him." he joked. "With you, its all-" Mike moaned softly.


          "Thanks?" Kim asked and laughed.


          "No problem. So whatcha doin tomorrow?" he asked.


          "Meetings, meetings, and more meetings." she said down-trodden.


          "That sucks." he replied.


          "Yeah... but after tomorrow I get to go around town and explore. Then I come home and I get to be with you again, Mike. When I say it like that, it doesn't seem so long huh?" Kim said.


          "It doesn't SEEM long, but when I'm all alone, then it will be VERY long." he explained.


          "Poor baby... well then why don't go do something with the guys? I'm sure they'd love to spend more time with you. At least you have people to do something with... I'm all alone." Kim suggested.


           "Well I do have them, but I doubt they want to spend more time with me. We were together for 2 months remember?" he laughed. "You're not alone. You've got Bud."


           "Basically I'm alone because I don't want to be with him. Tomorrow I hope he doesn't plan on coming with me exploring. I can do well, probably better, on my own and he isn't invited. It's some 'me' time." she said.


          "Why don't you like him? Has he said something to you?" Mike asked getting a little angry.


          "Nothing in particular but it's like he gets too personal sometimes and I would like to tell him I'm ONLY here with him for business but it's like how do you say it without sounding rude?"


          "Just tell him. Be like 'Anyways,' and talk about business-ey stuff." Mike tryed to explain it, but figured she wouldn't understand because he barely got it himself.


          "Eh." Kim grunted. "I dont know. Hopefully I won't have to say anything."


          "Yeah. So what do you want to do when you get back home?" he asked.


          "Hmm... you mean like go somewhere?" she replied surprised. Mike usually didn't like to go out, contrary to what everyone believed. He prefered staying in and that's usually what they did when they spent time together unless Kim told him she wanted to go somewhere and then they did. 


          "Yeah." Mike said.


          "Wow! Now I'm even more excited to come home." she giggled.


          "Well what would you like to do?" he repeated.


          "Ya know what? Surprise me." she said.


          Mike laughed. "Can you give me some ideas so I know you will want to do it?"


          "Ideas? You are a big boy Mr. Shinoda. And anways, I'll be happy doing anything with you, especially if you pick what is it we do." Kim explained.


           "Alright," Mike caved. "You will be surprised."


           "Goody!" Kim said and hoped it didn't sound sarcastic.


           "Okay," Mike said and was inturrupted by Rob who busted out of the room after Mike didn't return for some minutes.


           "Who is that?" Rob asked.


           "Kim." Mike replied.


           "HEY KIM!" he shouted and took the phone from Mike.


           "Hi Rob." Kim laughed.


           "Whatcha doin?! How was the ride over? What have you done so far?" he asked.


           "I was talking to Mike-the ride sucked-and I've jumped on the bed and messed around in the room so far." she answered.


           "Neat. Could you do me a favor?" he asked.


           "Sure, whatcha need?"


           "I need some hotel coffee. Did they hook you up there?"


           "Hang on lemme see." she said and put the phone down. She walked over to the bucket the hotel supplied for ice and looked inside it. There was 2 packets of coffee with creamers,sugars,and stirrers. Kim walked back over to the phone.


          "Sure, they're all yours." Kim said confirming they had some.


          "ALRIGHT! Thanks man. I'll see you when you get back. Bye Kim!" Rob said and handed the phone back over to a waiting Mike who smiled. He was happy she got along with his friends a little more happy she was a fan and loved their music.


          "Dude, your girl is awesome. She's gettin me some hotel coffee. I have totally missed that stuff man." Rob said to Mike.


         "I know she's awesome. I really dont think you need anymore coffee, but thats okay." Mike said and began talking to Kim again. "The last thing he needs is coffee...make sure its Decaf." he laughed.


         Kim laughed. "Hey hun, I think I'm gonna go explore the hotel a little. Will you call me after the show? I think I left the number on your counter-top before I left."


        Mike loved all her petnames for him; babe,baby,hun,sweety,sweets,babycakes,sugar,superstar (one of his favorites),hunnypie,etc,etc. "Will you be awake? I don't want to wake you up. You need your rest." he asked.


        "I'll be okay. I doubt I'll be sleeping but wake me up if I am." Kim explained.


        "Okay. I'll talk to you later then. Love you." he said.


        "Love you too. Bye baby." she said and hung up.


        Mike hung up his phone and walked back into the room.





~Chapter 10~


      At the hotel, Kim hung up and slipped on her sandals. She took her room key and put it in her back pocket. She walked out of the room and headed towards the elevator.


      She pushed the '\/' button and waited for the doors to open. When they finally did, she walked on and was greeted with a smile by 2 younger girls. They looked about 15 or 16, one was dressed in a black Ozzfest shirt with a Linkin Park beanie and the other a blue Spongebob Squarepants shirt with blue streaks through her black hair- both in baggy blue jeans. Kim smiled back at the one in the LP shirt. She loved seeing fans of Linkin Park.


      Kim got on and pressed the 'LL' button and waited patiently for it to stop. The elevator stopped on many other floors and Kim decided to ask them " So you guys like Linkin Park?"


       "Absolutly. They're my favorite band." the one in the beanie said.


       "They rock." the other said. "You like them?"


       Kim chuckled and said "Yeah, you could say that. So which one's your favorite?"


       "I like Joe. He's a sexy DJ." the one in the beanie said.


       "Chester's my fave. I wish my boyfriend could vocalize like that. Who's your favorite?" the blue-haired one asked.


        "Mike." Kim nodded.


        "Yeah, he's hot." the beanie one stated. "Honestly, I didn't think that many older people liked them. I thought it was mostly teens."


         "Nah, they're one of my favorite bands. I've met them before and they're really nice." she said.


         "Really? I would love to meet them one day." said the beanie one.


        "Well, this is our floor. See ya around." the other said when the elevator stopped on the 4th floor.


        "'Kay bye!" Kim said. She looked around the elevator and realized they weren't the only ones on there. 3 other people were in the elevator and Kim felt slow because she hadn't seen them before.


       The elevator stopped on the Lowest Level and Kim got off along with the other people. She glanced up. Kim didn't realize how high the ceiling was until now. She looked around for somewhere to go. There was 2 rather large gift shops that she passed and decided to go into later. The headed down a nice carpeted,narrow hallway and looked at the door's labelings. She noticed a 'Salon' door, a 'Gym' door, a 'Game' door, a 'Sauna' door, and a 'Outside' door. She went through the last door and stepped outside. There was a small open Tiki bar and beyond it was a large crystal-blue pool. To the left of the pool was a hottub. There was an open room beyond the hottub and Kim notioced 2 large coffin-like boxes sitting in it. *Ooh, a tanning bed.* she thought.


       "Wow." Kim said as she glanced around the pool examining the folding chairs bordering it. She walked over to the Tiki bar and sat down on one of the stools.


       The bartender walked over and drawled "Hey there. What can I getcha?"


       "Um... I think I'll just have a Shirley Temple please." Kim responded.


       "No problem." he said and pulled out Grenadine and poured it into a cup. He mixed the drink together and said "So what're you in Dallas for?"


       "That Advertising company is having its meetings here this year and I had to be here so they know I'm not slacking off." she smiled. The man was about 5'8 with brown hair. He was wearing a bright Hawaiian shirt that his beer belly stuck out through. He seemed nice though.


        "Oh, I think I heard sum'in 'bout that." he said.


        "Is that pool heated?" she asked. It wasn't very cold out, in fact it was quite lovely, but Kim wondered if anyone swam in an unheated pool in this kind of weather. It was breezy enough to chill the pool and Kim couldn't bear cold water.


        "Yeah, its the only way people'll swim in it this time-uh year." he said.


        "Mmm..." Kim nodded and sipped the drink when he handed it to her.


        "Yeah. So How long're ya here fer?" he asked.


        "3 more days, thank God." she sighed.


        "Hehehe," he chuckled. "Is it really that bad here?"


        "No no, sir. It's just that these meetings are so boring and I would much rather be at home than here." she tryed to explain realizing the native Texan was offended.


        "Oh, I getcha." he replied.


        "So what else is there to do around here? I've got a meeting tonite and then a buncha them tomorrow, then I'm free for the day, then I go home and I wanna see this place before I leave."


        "You like rodeos?"  he asked.


        Kim shook her head and answered honestly "Not especially."


        He laughed. "Didn't much picture ya as a rodeo-gal muhself."


       Kim smiled.


       "Well, how 'bout fairs? We gotta fair in town for a while." he suggested.


       "Hmm...maybe. Where are all your shopping outlets and stuff? They close by?" she asked.


       "Yup, got sum down a few miles in offa Dixie." he said.


       "Thanks. I think I'm going to see what that Sauna is about. Thanks for the drink." she said and slipped him a 5 dollar bill. "Keep the change." she said and walked off.


        Kim entered the hotel again and opened the 'Sauna' door. She stepped in. There was a 2 more doors that said 'Male' and 'Female' and Kim opened the 'Female' door and peeked her head in, in case there was someone in there. No one was. It was pretty big.  She stepped back out and walked into the 'Gym' room. There was a scrawny man lifting weights and a woman on a treadmill. There was lots of machines in there for weight-training and just exercising. Kim wanted to come back to both before she left and made a note of it. She left and peeked inside the 'Game' room. There was many video games lining the wall with a pool table and table hockey in the center. Kim loved billiards.


         *This should be enough to keep me busy* she thought to herself and left. She looked down at her wrist and pushed her silver braclet off of her watch. It was 7:40, she didn't realize how long she had been there and exploring and thought *Oh shit, I have to go get ready* and walked briskly back to the elevator.


         She got to the elevator and hit the '^' button. The doors opened a few seconds later and she got in. Kim pushed the '25' button and everyone had exited so she was alone. The elevator stopped on the 25th floor and Bud was standing at the doors in a black suit.


        "Dude! Where are you going?" she asked.


        "To the metting, duh." he replied.


        "This early?"


        "I've got like 15 minutes before it starts and we're supposed to be there by 8."


        "Nuh-uh! Dammit! I have to hurry then."


        "Sure do." Bud answered.


        "Wait, don't leave yet. Come in my room. I need more details. Ugh, I feel so unprepared." she said walking briskly to her room dragging Bud with her. She took her key out of her back pocket and opened the door. They both walked in. "Here," she said and pushed his shoulders down when she led him by the bed. "Tell me more about it." she walked over to the closet and pulled out the suitcase. She unzipped it and pulled out one of her suits. It wasn't wrinkled and Kim was pleased she had packed it well. She took the suit and went into the bathroom.


         "Well, if we're late I'm blaming it on you." laughed Bud.


          Kim took off her beanie and laid it on the bathroom's counter. She then finished undressing and threw the clothes onto the counter also. She pulled on her black slacks and then pulled on her low cut V-neck 1/4 sleeve white top. "So where is it at?" she asked.


          "Down in the dining room." he replied.


          "How many people?" she asked examining herself in the mirror.


          "Like 20 for this one. He requested you, me, and a few other people come to this one so he can 'get aquainted' with us." Bud answered.


          "Alright." she said and walked out. She sorted through her suitcase for her black platform shoes and found them. She did the velcro and looked in the mirror. "Professional?"


          "Yup." Bud said.


          "'Kay good. Will I need anything to show him or something or is it just like aquaintancey and no work yet?" she asked going back into the bathroom trying to do something wiht her hair.


          "Just aquaintancey and no work. Food. Doesn't that sound lovely? I haven't had anything to eat all day yet." Bud said.


         "Oh." Kim grunted as she twisted her long hair into a bun and shoved hair chop sticks into the center of it. "Is that good enough?" she asked turning around to show him the final result.


          "Yeah, you look very beautiful." he said staring at her.


          Feeling a little uncomfortable at being gawked at, Kim turned around and said, "Okay, let's go before we're late." she grabbed the key and shoved it into her back pocket (her favorite place to put her wallet,papers,keys,etc.).


         They turned and jogged to the elevator. Bud pushed the button and Kim fiddled with her rings. She removed all but 2 while she was waiting. All her fingers were covered with rings, but she needed to look professional so she removed them and asked Bud to keep them in his coat-pocket. He agreed, put them in his pocket  and then the elevator door's opened. They walked on and Bud pressed the 'LL' button.


           They stepped off the elevator and Kim followed Bud into the dining room as she didn't know where it was... she didn't get enough time to explore that. They entered a large banquet hall and Bud walked over to a table half-full of people.


         *Okay, good we're not totally late* she thought as Bud pulled a chair out for her to sit in. She sat down and he pushed her chair in. Kim unfolded her mauve napkin and spread it neatly in her lap. *This is going to be fun.* she looked over at how many different forks she had.





~Chapter 10~


         There was a general chit-chat filling the air and when everyone was there, the person at the head of the table introduced himself as Terry Sanders. He was a middle-aged man with greying hair in a grey suit to match with shiney black shoes. Kim looked under the table and remembered the first sign of BIG money and high class was shiney shoes. She sighed. Terry talked for what seemed like hours before he asked Kim something. "So what do you do for this company miss?"


         Kim looked up and said "I'm the Manager in charge of technitians... I communicate with our associates to verify the work is being completed sir."


        "Sounds intresting. What office do you work at?" he was obviously new to all this and inherited this job from someone in his family.


        "Sir, my office is at home. I go online and telephone our employees and at these kinds of meetings, we see the financial products and funds etc." she explained slowly.


         Bud was sitting next to her and snickered at Mr. Sander's incompetence.


        The dinner progressed slowly and by the time it was over, Kim had been through 'what she does exactly' nearly 20 times. While walking back to her room, she muttered "What an idiot."


         "He's pretty nice though huh?" Bud defended him.


         "Yeah, a nice idiot. Jeez, this company is going to go for broke with him running it. He doesn't even know what we do for crying out loud!" Kim was very angry that she had to leave Mike to be in Dallas to go over EVERY LITTLE detail with the head CEO who should already know it. "I dont even want to think about how tomorrow's meetings will be..."


          "At least they don't start early." Bud offered.


          "What time is the first one?" she asked.


          "1:30" he said.


          "Seriously? That's awesome!" she squealed.


          Bud smiled. They finally reached her room. "Good night, see ya tomorrow." he said.


         "Good night." Kim said and fished out her key and unlocked the door.


         She walked in and changed into her PJ's which were boxers and a big sweatshirt as Kim got cold easily. She looked over at the clock and it said 11:49 PM. She groaned. The show should be over around midnight but she couldn't calculate what time it was there because she was so tired. Kim picked up the phone and called the office downstairs.


          "Hello, I'm Cynthia can I help you?" a lady answered.


          "Yes I'm Kim Smith in room 574, do I have any messages?" she asked hopefully.


          "Let me check Ms. Smith. Please hold." Cynthia answered and then the phone was filled with Muzac. A few moments later Cynthia came back and said "No ma'am, no messages here."


          "Thank you." Kim said and hung up the phone. She found the radio on the clock and found an Alternative/Metal Station. Crawling under the covers, she listened to the hard core melody and waited for Mike's phone call. Needless to say, she got too comfy and drifted into a deep slumber a few moments later.








~Chapter 11~


       After an excruciatingly exhausting concert, Mike took a brief nap on the couch before he attempted to drive home. He thought the guys did really well and tryed harder subliminally because this was their home town-their posse.


       "Dude." someone called to Mike. He was so tired, he couldn't recognize the voice.


       "Dude." someone repeated and shook Mike gently.


       Mike groaned and turned over. "Go away." he said.


       "Wake up, ya gotta go home man." the voice began to sound like Chester's.


       Mike sighed and sat up. "Hmm?" he asked.


       "It's 1 in the morning. We left to get something to eat and came back and you were still sleeping- you gotta go home man." Chaz explained gently.


       "Thanks." Mike said and stood up. 


       "Will you be awake enough to drive or do you want a lift home?" Chester asked.


       "Naw, I'm straight. Thanks though. Bye." Mike called as he walked out to his car.


       He searched in his pocket for his keys and felt a sharp jab in the back of his leg. "What the fuck?" he said outloud and looked down to see his leg was cut through his jeans. He spun around and saw he parked by a jagged rock pointing out of the ground that he had leaned back on and it sliced into his leg. Not paying too much attention to the cut or the pain, Mike drove home quickly so he could sleep.


       When he got home, he parked his car and walked inside. He took off his shirt and threw it in the corner by the hamper. Then he climbed into bed and fell asleep.


        He was woken up a few hours later by the pain in his leg. Mike sat up and turned on the light. He happened to look at the clock and see it was 4 in the morning. His wound had bled through his jeans and was starting to seep onto the sheets. Disgusted, Mike changed the sheets and threw the dirty ones in the hamper. He took off his jeans and examined his cut. It was deeper than he thought and was beginning to throb. Mike got out the antiseptic spray and sprayed it on his cut. He winced and watched his cut turn white.


        "Gross." he said outloud.


        Then he grabbed a big gauze pad and wrapped an ace bandage over it. Out of no where, Mike remembered that he was supposed to call Kim. 


        *Shit...* he said and picked up the phone. He walked to the kitchen, stumbled over a shoe, and found the phone number of her room. He figured she wouldn't be mad and she told him to call anyways so he dialed the number. It rang a few times and Kim finally answered.


        "Mmm," she groaned. "Hello?"


        "Hey princess." Mike said as he paced around the kitchen.


        "Baby?" she asked.


        "Uh huh. I'm sorry, if you want me to let you go back to sleep I will." Mike apologized.


        "Uh uh- I'm straight." she paused and obviously tryed to compose herself. "So tell me how your show was." It didn't work well.


        "Pretty good. Everyone was really nice and it was fun." he explained.


        "What time was it over at?" Kim asked.


        "Midnight-ish." Mike replied.


        "Hmm." Kim pondered to herself why it would take him 3 hours after the show until he called her, but didn't let it bother her too much.


        "What?" Mike asked.


        "Nothing." Kim responded.


        "Oh ok. So how was your exploring? What do they have over there? Me and the guys haven't been to the hotel you are staying at." he asked.


        "Um, they don't have anything really special... a sauna,  a little gym, a Tiki bar, a big-ass pool (heated, yay!), um.... a pool table, a salon, and 2 huge gift shops. It's really nice though. Maybe one day you and I can come back together, huh?" she hinted.


         "As long as I'm with you, I'll go anywhere." Mike replied.


         "Sounds good to me." she said. "Guess what?"


         "What?" Mike asked curiously.


         "Only 2 more days till I come back." she replied.


         "Mmm... can't wait." Mike said, finally making his way to the living room couch and sitting down. His wound scrapped against the bottom of the couch and Mike whinced.


          "What?" Kim asked, concerned.


          "Ugh, my fuckin' stab wound is rubbin' against the couch." Mike answered, realizing he hadn't explained what had happened.


          "Huh? Stab wound?!" Kim nearly shouted into the phone.


          "Yeah. Um, when I was unlocking my car after the show, there was like this huge fuckin' rock and I leaned back into it and it cut my leg and it hurts like really bad. I was trying to ignore it but it bled through my pants-"


           "Oh my God Michael, are you okay?"


           "Don't worry about me. It's okay now." he tryed to play it off cool but wanted to go to the hospital and see why it was hurting so long after it happened.


           "Maybe you should go see a doctor if it was bleeding that bad." Kim said reading his mind.


           Mike chuckled. "I was thinkin' the same thing...this is all your fault you know."


          "Whose fault?" Kim laughed. "I know you weren't talking to the one who is in DALLAS."


          "Oh yes I am. If you were here, I would've ridden in your car and we wouldn't have parked so far out because you don't like to walk and we wouldn't have been by the rock." he explained smuggly.


          "You know it still would've happened if I was there, but if it makes you feel better, than just blame it on me, snooggies." she joked.


          "Alright. When it gets all gross and infected I'm blaming that on you too."


          "Go for it."


          "Damn baby, I'm hungry. Who's supposed to cook for me? I'm gonna be withering away by the time you get back." Mike said when he stomach grumbled. He only had a handful of chips before the show and that was all he had all day.


          "Go eat then. Who's supposed to cook for you? Same person who is hungry." Kim stated.


          "Oh, you're hungry too? Well get your ass down here and fix me somethin'!" Mike exclaimed.


          "OH  hell no!" she laughed. "Mike, you are somethin' else."


          After a long while of conversation, they parted and Mike fell asleep on the couch-too tired to go walk to his room- a mere 3 1/2 feet away.





~Chapter 12~


        Kim woke up around 11:30 the next morning. She walked out onto her balcony and felt the temperature outside. It was a little warmer than the previous day, but not warm enough to go swimming, or to lay out. She had decided the other day she wanted to go back with a tan and when Kimberly Victoria Smith set her mind to something, dammit, there was no way out of it.


        She changed out of her pajamas and took a quick shower. Then Kim changed into her blue and white bikini and threw shorts on over it. She probably looked ridiculous walking around in a bathing suit and flip-flops in October,  but she didn't care much. Before she left, she shoved down a granola bar down and grabbed her key, placing it in her back pocket as always. She also searched for her CD player out of her suitcase and began her descent downstairs.


       She took the elevator down to the Lower Level and walked out to the pool. She was greeted by a different man, who was opening the Tiki bar. He was a younger (about 25) blonde,almost surfer looking man with deep grey eyes that reflected off the mettalic part of the Tiki bar.


       "Good morning." she said back.


       "Nearly noon, wouldn't right say 'morning' now huh?" he drawled back at Kim, flashing a grin.


         *Do all Texans talk with the southern accent or just the employees here?* She grinned back not wanting to seem rude, nor inturrupt her thoughts. Kim walked past him and into the room where the  beds were. She removed her shorts and crawled into the tanning bed. She started her CD player and closed her eyes. 


        She listened to 'Hybrid Theory' and started thinking of Mike. Certain moments of their relationship would suddenly pop up in her mind, as if she was going through some subconscience photo album and she had to replay the scenes one again. The first time they met and how dumb she felt.





        'Come on! He's going to love you! I've told him a lot about you!' Samantha pleaded with Kim as she dragged her through the backstage hallways of the venue in Las Vegas. Kim and Linkin Park had coincidentally been in Vegas at the same time.     'No he wont. I'm just another fan.' Kim said as she attempted to pull away from Samantha.     'Come on! You can tell him how much you admire him and how many pictures of him you have on your wall...' she teased. Kim and Samantha had met through a mutual friend of Chesters. Kim had met the rest of the band before, but not Mike as he was always absent when she was there.     'You know you're going to end up going so stop fighting it!' Samantha continued.     'I know, but NOT NOW!' Kim pulled her hands free and stumbled backward. Upon seeing Samantha's upset face she caved. ' Okay ok, just let me freshen up in the ladies' and I'll be ready. I promise.'     'Yay!' Sam said. 'Hurry though, he's waiting.'     'He's waiting?!' Kim asked.     'Yeah, I told you....didn't I?' she asked inncoently. Kim groaned and turned back to the bathroom. She opened the door and walked over to the mirror. 'Come on. You can do this. Breathe.' She instructed herself aloud. She sighed and fiddled with her hair. When she realized she couldn't prepare more, she stepped back out and headed toward where Samantha was standing waving her hands to go with her in the room where everyone was. They walked in and all the guys looked up, as if they were ALL expecting her. *Perfect...no pressure...* she recalled thinking. Kim simply smiled a big smile and waited while Samantha re-introduced her. Everyone's memory was a little fuzzy except for Chester's and Joe's. 'Don't worry, I remember ya.' Chester attempted to console her.     'Hey! So do I! You have REALLY long pretty hair.' Joe exclaimed.      'Thanks.' Kim said and  lost her breath when she glanced over to her right and saw THE MIKE SHINODA walking up to her with his hand extended saying 'Hi, I'm Mike. Sorry I missed you the last few times you were in town.'     Regaining enough breath to choke out a few words, she uttered 'No problem...' as she shook his hand. Remembering she hadn't introduced herself, she quickly added : 'Oh, I'm Kim. Nice to meet you'     Kim thought she heard snickers coming from Samantha's way but when she glanced over, it was silenced.     'Kim's from Cali too.' Samantha added.    'Oh really?' Mike asked.     'Yeah, pretty close to y'all from what I'm told.'      Mike shot her a smile and Kim nearly died.    'So did you enjoy the show?' he asked.     'Yeah, you guys totally rocked. I love your music so much.' she blushed.


        Kim couldn't remember what they were talking about, but recalled them leaving on a good note.


      'So, can I have your number? I'd love to talk to you again sometime.' Mike said when it was time for Kim to leave.     'Sure, um, gotta pen?' Kim asked.     Mike took out a marker from his pocket and handed it to her. Kim looked for a paper to write on and upon not seeing one, she saw Mike's arm in front of her face.     'Here.' he said.     Kim laughed and wrote her phone number down on his arm with the permanant marker. She finished and smiled up at him.'There ya go. Call me anytime.'     'Will do.' Mike said and opened his arms for a hug. Kim got up the courage and strength enough to move into his arms in a friendly embrace.     'Bye, nice meeting you finally.' Kim called as she turned to leave.     'See ya later, Kimberly.' he returned. It was one of the few times Kim can recall him calling her by her whole name.





        Kim looked out of the crack in the tanning booth at the young man at the Tiki bar. He was serving an older man, the only other customer out there. Kim looked down at her arms to see how baked she was getting. Her arms were turning a light brown;she still had more time to spend in the oven and she figured it had only been 20 minutes or so. She floated back onto Memory Lane and wondered if Mike felt anywhere near close to the amount of pain Anna had caused him...








       They were at a local video arcade and Kim had just beat Mike 3 times at a car-racing game. She had taken him there to help him get his mind off Anna and all the problems they were going through. Kim hated Anna for all the pain she put Mike through with her drinking binges and then having the audacity to blame it on Mike's career. Kim's plan to make Mike happy had failed horribly and she could tell he had something big on his mind. His friends and bandmates couldn't get it out of him and called on Kim to find out the problem and get him feeling better and not so sulky again, so she decided to 'fun' it out of him. Mike didn't even care that he lost though. This wasn't like the comptetive Mike she had grown to know and fall in love with over the past 2 months.      'What do we do now?' Mike asked Kim as if he didn't want to be there with her, which she hoped was not the case.     'We sit down and you tell me what's on your mind because something's eating you and you're not having fun.' Kim said to him.     'I'm okay, Kim....really.' he tryed to sound convincing.     Kim took his hand and led him over to one of the tables outside. 'Okay, Mike, you're not okay. I beat you 3 times and you don't care. Obviously something's bothering you. Did something happen with Anna?'     Mike turned his head away.     'Oh jeez. Tell me what happened. Mike, you know you can trust me. I'm a good listener, and it may just help to let it out.' she tryed to motivate him to tell her..., and it worked.     'We're drifting apart Kim. My job and her drinking... it's all falling apart and I don't know what to do.' a tear slid down his cheek and he quickly wiped it away so Kim couldn't see it. 'I wanna help her, but she won't let me and I can't be with her if she keeps doing this shit. I wanna be there for her and shit, but I need love too, ya know? It's like she doesn't even care- even when she's sober!'      'Ohh, Mike...' Kim said and hugged him while he cryed on her shoulder quietly. 'It's gonna be okay sweety, don't worry. I don't know what to say about the reasons behind her actions, but I'm sure she's having a hard time going through this, just like you.'     Mike jerked his head up and spoke through anger. 'That's the thing though, she doesn't give a shit! She told me I cause her more pain and anguish than love and happiness...and she was fucking sober! She was sober, Kim...'     Kim was left speechless. She hadn't heard this part before and it worried her.She sighed and decided to speak from the heart. 'Well do you think she meant that?'      'It sounded like it, yeah.' Mike said.     'Then why are you still with her? I don't want to sound rude or anything, but seriously-why?'she asked.      'I-I dunno. Well I know- its because I love her, but I can't believe she's doing this. It's like she's changed.' he said sniffling slightly.     'Is she causing you more pain than happiness?' she asked.     'Lately yeah.' he replied, calming down a little.     'Do you think you 2 could work through it? Like can you see yourself with her after all this has happened? Do you think she'll change back?' Kim bombarded him with things to think about in order to make his decision. She hoped he would leave Anna and come to her, or at least someone who could make him happy, but not Anna.     'No.' he finally answered. 'But I still love her and want to work things out.'     'Mike, its normal to want to feel this way and all, but if you dont think it will work out and you've tryed everything in your powers, then wouldn't it be useless to carry on? I think maybe you need to find Anna sober and tell her how you want to handle this.' Kim said, not wanting to seem too pushey on the situation.     'I'm going home now and we are going to fix this.' he stood up. 'Thank you for all your help. I dunno why you listen to my problems, but thank you Kimberly.' he gave her a hug and started to walk away. He turned back around and said 'Is it okay if I call later? I have a feeling I'm going to need to talk to you- I dont think it'll go well.'     'Of course. Good luck.' she said and he left.





     Kim awoke herself from her memory and pushed the top of the bed open. She redressed and adjusted herself to the natural sunlight. Walking past the young man to go back inside the building, she noticed him eyeing her again. *God, I hope he does that to all girls and not just me.*


     She reentered her room and took another quick shower, rubbing aloe vera on her slight sunburned skin when she got out. Then Kim dressed in one of her other suits and prepped herself for her day full of long meetings that she hated to death.





~Chapter 13~


     Mike's eyes flickered open around noon. He sat up on the couch and peered out the big bay window in the front of his house. It was a bright sunny morning out with no dew or fog unlike the day prior. He gazed out the window hypnotically for a few minutes, thinking of how long the hours passed that Kim was gone. He finally snapped himself out of it and walked to the kitchen. Mike made a cup of coffee and while it heated, he walked out front to grab the newspaper. He brought it inside and sat down. His fingers flipped through the various sections quickly and stopped when he found the comics.


     "Oooh, the funnies." he exclaimed happily and pulled the section out.


      Mike got up and snatched his coffee, then walked back over to the table and began reading the cartoons. Giggling every few moments, Mike would sip in his coffee and soak in the happiness.


     When he finished he walked into the bathroom and took a shower. He stepped out and rebandaged his wound. It no long hurt and Mike was relieved. He glopped a handful of gel into his hands and ran it up through his hair,spiking it. Then he walked into his room and dressed himself. He wore baggy jeans with a black shirt.


      He walked out into his living room again and took out his laptop. Mike decided to check up on the site and maybe post something. He read some of the 'Mike-please read!' threads and chuckled at some of the others. On the main page, he posted:


     'Hey everyone! We're off tour for a couple of months but we wanted to thank all of our fans for supporting us and seeing us play. All of us are looking forward to the upcoming tour after this break and we hope it'll be as fun as our past shows. Look out for us in the chat rooms and messgae boards. *Wink wink* Once again, thank you for helping us out. Later. -Mike Shinoda-'


      He finished with that and looked around the message boards further until his window was minimized by an incoming Instant Message.


     "Hey baby." it said. The screen name was Kimbo thaBimbo. Mike recognized it as Kim's and wondered why he didn't hear her come online.


     "Hey! Whatcha doin'? Thought you had meetings all day?" he asked.


     "I do." Kim responded.


     "Oh?" Mike was confused.


     "I'm in one right now...it's boring so I'm online. Shh, dont tell anyone; they think I am working." she said. 


     Mike knew she was the kind of person to do this kind of thing. He loved her for it. "Lol."


     "So why are YOU online? Don't you have some male-bonding to do?" Kim asked.


     "Eh, later." Mike waved it off with his hand.


     Kim recieved the IM's from KenjiEmcee24 and Bud looked over Kim's shoulder. Seeing she was online, he rubbed one of his index fingers on top of the other and scolded her.


    "Shame shame! Where's you report?" he asked in a whisper.


    "Unlike everyone else, I knew someone was going to make me write one, so I did it like a week ago. Yay me!" she replied raising her right fist to show she was proud.


     Bud laughed and turned back to his laptop to finish his work.


     Kim suddenly got a great idea. "Bud?"


    "Huh?" he asked not pulling his head up from his computer.


    "After today, we have no more meeting right? Like we've got an extra day here but that's because they always give us a free night in the meeting's location right? For fun and stuff" she asked.


     "Um, yeah, I guess. Why?"


     "I'm gonna try and leave."


     "Huh?!" Bud looked up from his computer. "Why?"


     "No one needs me here and I'd rather be with Mike. It would make a lovely surprise, don't you think?" she felt like adding an English accent to her last comment would have sounded better. Kim stereotyped classy words with old English ways.


     "Yeah. I'll miss you." Bud remarked.


     It took Kim back a little and startled her. *Sarcasm,* she thought *isn't as bad when they don't know it.* "Oh, I'm so sorry! I'm going to miss you too, but I don't want to stay here for no reason... I'm going to see if they will refund my ticket for a day earlier flight."


     She went back to her computer and saw Mike had IMed her 2 more times. "Hello? You there?" Mike has asked. "KIM?!"


      "I'm sorry. I was/am getting in trouble." she fibbed.


      "That's okay." he said.


      "Brb." she said and went to the airline's website. She managed to fix her flight to the next day at 12PM. Pleased, she returned the Instant Message.


      "Okay, I'm back. Hey, do me a favor and forget about everything I said about 'male bonding.' At least for tomorrow."


       "O....kay. Why?" Mike was curious. 


       "B/c." she wrote back.


       "Because why?"


       "Because..." she paused and thought of, not a lie, but not the full truth. "I'm sending you something and you have to be home to get it."


       "Why don't you just bring it home with you?"


       "B/c I already sent it."


       "Okay."


       Kim was so giddy. "BABY! Guess what?" she wanted to tell him so bad and was horrible at keeping secrets but had to keep this one.


       "What?" he asked.


       "I LOVE YOU!"


       Mike laughed to himself. She could catch him off-gaurd with that ANYTIME and it drove him nuts. But at the same time he enjoyed it. "I love you too. Babe?"


       "Yes?"


       "I want you."


       It was Kim's turn to laugh out loud. His forward-ness attracted her to Mike even more. She didn't have to go in many circles with him. "Lol." was all  Kim could say.


     "You're laughing? I was serious."


     "I'm sorry hun. I don't think THAT'S funny, just how you are forward with me. It's so cute." she confessed.


     "Oh. Well do you want me?!"


     "Of course."


     "You can have me, I suppose." Mike said.


     "Oh, you are too kind. Thank you and I fully intend on having you when I come back, is that okay?"


    "::sighs:: I suppose...." he said and glanced over at his clock. The time was going by fast and he still had to get Kim's welcome home present and make plans for the day she came back. "I gotta go Kim."


      "Do you have to?" she asked whining and bouncing in her swivel chair, causing Bud to shoot her curious looks. Kim smiled at him innocently.


      "Yeah, I'm sorry. I'll call you tomorrow okay?" Mike said as he pondered what to buy for her.


      "Okay. I love you, have a good day." she said.


      "I love you too and my day's already good since I've gotten to talk to you. Bye." Mike said and got offline.





~Chapter 14~


     He got up and put his shoes on. Then Mike walked over to the phone and dialed Brad's number.


     "Yes?" Brad answered.


     "Dude, I need serious help." Mike pleaded.


     "Aww, little Mikey's finally admitting he has issues..." he joked.


     "Shut up, I'm serious." Mike laughed. "I dunno what to buy for Kim for when she comes back."


     "Why are you buying her something?" Brad asked. "It's only 4 days."


     "Well it's just an opportunity to buy her something. I haven't bought her something in a long time." he explained.


     "Oh okay. I'm bored so I'm coming with you-whereever you decide to go.” Brad insisted.


     "Okay. Meet me here in like 20 minutes okay?” Mike instructed. "I'm going to the mall or something."


     "Alright bye.” Brad said and hung up. So did Mike.


     Mike walked over to the kitchen counter and grabbed his cell phone, keys, and wallet. He shoved his wallet in his back pocket and cell phone on his belt.  He jingled his keys and walked over to his couch. He sat down and turned the TV on. He flipped through the channels and stopped on MTV. As much as Mike loathed the teeny bopper channel, he watched it until Brad came.


     “Ready?” asked Mike when Brad stepped inside.


     “Yeah. Which car are we taking?” Brad asked.


     “Yours. Mine’s almost out of gas and I don’t feel like paying almost $1.50 a gallon.” he complained of the gas prices.


      Brad laughed. “Okay.”


      Mike locked the door and they both ventured into his car. They ended up at the mall in a jewelery shop. Mike spent, what seemed like an eternity to Brad, looking for "just the right kind of necklace" for Kim. Brad thought Kim would be impressed with ANYTHING silver (she despised gold, everyone knew this) from that store but no... 


      "Come on dude! You either like this one or you don't! It's not a big deal." Brad whined after Mike spent minutes deciding whether or not to buy a certain silver chain that had an 'I love you' charm on the front. It was rather plain, but had a flair to it that Mike couldn't shake.


     Mike contemplated in his head whether she would like it or not; whether or not he could see her wearing it. After several moments, and Brad's tapping foot beginning to scratch his nerves, Mike decided to buy it.


     "Jesus Christ! It's about time!" Brad shouted.


     The clerk came over and spoke with Mike and he shelled out $85 for it. Pleased, Mike finally let Brad go to a local shop and get a few new strings.


     Brad stood in front of the wall and searched for his favorite brand. Mike began tapping his foot impatiently to prove his point: that Brad was annoying. He finally snatched up a pair and walked toward the register.


     "'Jesus Christ- it's about time!'" Mike mocked Brad in a high pitched squeal.


     "Bite me." laughed Brad as he paid for his merchandise.


     The two men exited the mall and Mike insisted Brad treated him to lunch, so they stopped at a McDonald's and had a bite.


     At the table, Brad asked "So you really love her huh?" between munches of chicken nuggets.


     Mike nodded.


     "How long's it been man?"


     "Since...?" Mike asked.


     "Since you and Anna split." Brad said openly.


     Mike thought for a minute. The thought of Anna no longer made him miss her. He more or less regretted not being with Kim then. "I think a year or so. I don't remember the exact date or anything."


     "Oh. Okay." said Brad and began to ramble off into some other dimension on Britney Spears. Mike stopped paying attention after Brad began singing one of her songs.





~Chapter 15~


     Kim sat in the meeting and folded numerous pieces of paper into a duck, a tugboat, a paper football, and an arrow. Finally it was her turn to give her presentation after 3 and a half hours. She sighed and walked to the front of the table in the small office full of executives. Kim carefully explained everything on the graphs and pie charts so Terry wouldn't get confused, or say anything that incriminated him to be confused. When it was over, she sat back down and everyone applauded lightly. It reminded Kim of a golf-clap.


     The meeting finally ended around 6 and while everyone was saying their goodbyes to each other until the next year, Kim slipped out the door silently and practically ran to her room. When she got there she changed outfits into something more casual: a white shirt with grey swish pants. She grabbed her purse (and shoved her key inside it) and decided to go grab a gift for Mike.


     Kim walked to one of the hotel's huge gift shops and bought Mike a bag of M & M's, knowing he loved them, and a new pack of cards with naked women on them to replace the damaged ones (she happened to remember that the last time all the guys played poker, Remy got pissed when he lost and threw his hand into the paper shredder). As much as she despised the old naked women playing cards, Kim also remembered how angry Mike was that he lost them.


     She took her bag and walked out of the hotel and decided to buy some things for herself.


     Kim came across a Mall a few blocks down and went in. She ventured through it and saw her favorite store: Gadzooks. She went in and looked through the shirts. She happened to notice a shirt that she hadn't seen in the Gadzook's where she lived at: a red baby tee with a guitar on the front and said 'I'm with the band.' Kim laughed to herself and knew she had to buy for the next time she went to one of the guys' shows. She also found some more fuck-me bracelets and decided to repay Brad for the ones she took from him.


     The lady that rang her up was a woman in her mid-20's with an eyebrow ring, a nose ring and her ears pierced all the way up the side. Kim always admired people that could pierce themselves so much and always look good. Sometimes she noticed girls that would have numerous piercings all over their head and it would look so grotesque. At times, she would feel under-pierced with her little tongue and belly ring.


     Infatuated with how beautiful this woman was and her mind going in other places, Kim was brought back when the woman asked politely, "Would like one of our club membership applications ma'am?"


     "Huh? Oh no thanks, I already have one." replied Kim taking her bag off the counter and paying the woman.


     "Thank you, have a nice day." she said and Kim left the store.


     Kim was walking back to the hotel and an arm caught hers. It was Bud's.


*Goddamn! Is he stalking me or something?* she thought and rolled her eyes.


     "Hey! Where'd you go after the meeting? Terry wanted to thank you or something." Bud asked.


     "Eh, I slid out. I don't like to hang around there when I don't need to." she replied, picking up her pace a little.


     "Oh. Well you did a really good job." Bud complimented.


     "Thanks, you did too."


     "So what're you up to today? Where've ya been? Whatcha got?" Bud had asked a series of questions and Kim felt like she was being interrogated.


     "I'm going back to my room, I was at the mall, and I've got stuff." she replied flatly and kept walking as Bud followed in closely behind her.


    "Is something wrong?" he asked.


    "Nope." Kim said and smiled so he would get off her case.


    "Oh okay. You seem a little tense." Bud noted.


    "I'm sorry."


    "Yeah me too." said Bud and walked off in another direction throwing her dirty looks. Kim turned to see him walk away and immediately felt like a bitch.


     *Oh well.* she thought and returned to her walk. *I'll just apologize later and bullshit him with something so he won't be pissed off.*


     She walked to the elevator and went back to her room. Kim flopped on the bed and released her bags and purse on either sides of the bed. The clock read 6:16 PM. *Jeez, where'd the day go?* wondered Kim and she flipped on the TV.


      She surfed through the channels and landed on Spongebob Squarepants. Kim loved this show and thought it was almost as good as Ren & Stimpy. She watched contently until the phone rang.


     "Hello?" she answered, expecting it to be Mike.


     "Hey." said a voice Kim recognized as Sara's.


     "Hey girl! Whatcha doin'?" Kim asked, happy she had called.


     "Nothin' much. I managed to steal the hotel number from Joe and ask for you at the main desk. I'm so bored, and Rob is out with Dave and Joe so I decided to call you!"


      "Cool." said Kim.


      "Yeah, so how is it?" Sara asked.


      "How's what? Dallas? The meetings? The hotel?"


      "How's everything?"


      "It's fine. The meetings were so boring and the hotel is nice. Dallas is warm and Bud is annoying." Kim replied, glad she could vent to someone and tell them about Bud because she surely couldn't talk to Mike about him.


      "Why? What's doing?"


      "He's like everywhere I am and like trying to spend time with me and tag along and stuff."


      "Eck." grunted Sara. She didn't like Bud. "Just tell him to bug off. You only got 2 more days to be around him."


      "1 more day." Kim corrected her.


      "Huh? I could've sworn you were coming back-"


      "No, I got my ticket changed to tomorrow because you have no clue how much it sucks here."


      "OHH! Yay! Have you told Mike yet? He's definitely going to be stoked."


      "No, I haven't and-"


      "OH!!" Sara shouted. "He's going to be so happy!!"


      "He shouldn't be because he's not going to find out." Kim said.


      "Huh?" asked Sara confused.


      "It's a surprise." Kim clarifyed everything.


      "I get it. Okay. I'll keep quiet." Sara said calmly.


      "Okay, good."


      "Kim?"


      "Yeah?"


      "I cheated on Rob last night."


      "YOU WHAT?!" shouted Kim angrily. Rob was like a little brother to her and Sara was her best friend; she couldn't fit together Sara doing something so mean to Rob. Kim began to realize why Sara called her though.


      "We all went out for a good time last night right?" Sara began to explain herself. "Well, we all got a little...wasted and everyone started to go home and Rob was asking me to come with him and I don't know what happened, but I woke up in my bed with some guy who WASN'T Rob next to me this morning and I don't know what to do." Sara started crying.


     "So you don't remember anything?" asked Kim, trying to stay calm.


     "Only what the guy told me. His name was Steve and he said he was clean and to not worry and stuff but Kim... Rob! I don't know what to do." she repeated herself.


     "Did you know him or anything?" Kim asked.


     "No man, I've never even seen him until this morning." she sobbed.


     "Oh my God, you got raped Sara..." Kim felt bad for Sara. Here she was thinking it was her fault, when she was the one who was raped.


     "But he was nice to me this morning before he left!" Sara cried.


     "It doesn't matter. Did you want to sleep with him?" Kim asked.


     "Of course not, but-"


     "Then it's rape." Kim inturrupted her.


     "What do I do, Kim? I feel so ashamed."


     "It's not your fault, first of all Sara, you have to know this. Di-did he use a condom?" asked Kim.


     "Yeah." Sara's tone faltered through her tears.


     "Okay, that's good. Um, you have to tell Rob. He can help you with this too." she suggested, even though she was very unsure of everything. *Rape is something that happens to everyone else-not your friends.* thought Kim.


     "I can't, Kim. How COULD I?"


     "Go over to his house okay? Just call him now and tell him to come home. And then tell him. Explain it to him. You have to do it soon though okay? Before you think of ways to put it off or differentiate from what you know. I know you and you'll pin this all on yourself somehow and it's not your fault." Kim explained.


     "I can't." she repeated again, still crying.


     "Fine then. I will." Kim said knowing Sara wouldn't let her.


     "NO! NO! You can't! I'll tell him." Sara cried.


     "Now." Kim said firmly.


     "Later." Sara pleaded.


     "Either you tell him now, or I do." Kim threatened.


     "Fine, fine. I'll tell him now." Sara said.


     "Okay. Call me back when you tell him."


    "Alright." Sara said, beginning to calm down.


     "Good girl." Kim said. "It's all going to be okay. Don't worry."


     "Kim?"


     "Yeah?"


     "Thanks."


     "No problem. I love you, it's what I do." Kim said.


     "Love you too. Bye." Sara said and hung up.


     Kim hung up the phone and got out her laptop. She looked at her last entry and realized she had never stated Mike and her were good again. Kim began to type busily on her computer and fill it in on her most recent event: finding out her best friend was raped. She was having so many different feelings and couldn't even begin to imagine how Sara felt. Kim wanted to talk to Mike about it, but realized she could wait until tomorrow morning at least. She didn't want to run up the phone bill at the hotel.








~Chapter 16~


     Mike was dropped off at his house around 5 and went out with Chester, Sam, Rob and Sara later that night to a local club. Sara had been unusually quiet all evening and when Mike asked what was wrong when she was nervously gnawing away at her fingernails at the table, Rob had to touch her to snap her out of it.


     *What the hell?* thought Mike. He noted how on the edge she was and wondered for a moment if she was on anything, as she was sometimes.


     "Sara, Mike asked you what was wrong." Rob said with his hand still in her shoulder.


     Sara looked up and shook her head. "N-nothing. I-I'm okay." she stuttered.


     Rob knew her better then anyone else there and excused himself and Sara to go speak in private. They walked over to the hall near the bathroom and Rob spoke to her.


     Chester and Mike watched in anticipation at the table until Samantha smacked them both and told them not to be rude.


     "Yes mommy." grinned Chester up at his wife who was glaring at him.


     "Sorry, but seriously, I want to know what's wrong with her." Mike said.


     "You can't find out anyways because you can't hear them." Samantha said.


     "I CAN READ LIPS!!" Chester said excitedly and watched them again while Samantha threw her hands up in aggrivation and let them fall to her sides. "I can't tell what they're saying, but Rob is pissed."


     "I thought you can read lips." Samantha rubbed it in his face.


     Chester waved her insult off with his hand and watched intently again with Mike.


     "Gee, who couldn't tell Rob was pissed? Look at him!" Mike exclaimed.


     In the hall, Sara was leaning against the wall and Rob's arms were flailing all over the place as he shouted. Sara began to cry and Chester stood up thinking how out of control things were getting. Samantha pulled him back down and watched with Rob and Sara at this point. Rob surprised everyone and held Sara in his arms for a few moments and rocked her as she sobbed. He released her and said something to her. She nodded. Then he turned to head back to the table. Mike, Chester, and Samantha turned their heads away and pretended to talk about something.


     "Um, guys?" Rob said.


     Everyone stopped their conversation on how 'good beer was hard to find' (compliments of Chester) and looked up at Rob. "Yes?" Mike asked.


     "Sara and I are going to head on home. Something happened." Rob said.


     "Is everything okay?" asked Samantha, obviously concerned.


     "Um," Rob looked back at Sara who was holding her arms at her chest and looked down at the floor. "Sara was raped the other night and we gotta go home and talk about this. I'll tell you more when I know."


      Mike's jaw dropped. "Are you serious? Is she okay?"


      "All I know is I'm gonna kill the fucker that did it... I gotta go." Rob said and turned back to Sara and they exited.


      All Samantha could say was "Damn."


     "Dude, that sucks. Rob has got to be livid." Chester said.


     "I'd be too, man." Mike said, immediately thinking of Bud.


     They stayed for a few more hours and left around 10:15 or so.


     Mike drove home alone and blasted Jurassic 5 on his speakers. At a stop light, someone in a red 'Vette revved his engine and glared at Mike with his window nearly all the way up. Mike shot back the look and when the light turned green, both cars raced. Mike hadn't raced in a long time, but tonight he was in a competetive mood. Both cars were at the same point when Mike pulled ahead, sealing the win. 


      "HAHA!! WHOO! Beat that bi-otch!" Mike shouted happily whent he 'Vette pulled up next to him again. Mike got a clear look at the guy when he rolled his window down further. He was light skinned, green eyes, stretched nose, dark bushy eyebrows, and blonde hair. A preppy little punk-ass kid. Mike was pleased.


     The kid revved his engine again and frowned. Mike began to crack up when the kid pulled 0-60 when the light turned and a local police officer (which Mike saw) flashed his lights and made the kid pull over.


      *Dumbass* thought Mike. He barely ever street-raced but when he did, Mike had enough sense to wait until there were no police around.


       He continued on his way home and stopped at a gas station to fill up his tank. Mike went inside and paid the cashier who asked for an autograph, which he gave. He filled up his gas tank and headed home. The day was so long, but short at the same time. *2 more days* he thought. *2 more days.*


      Mike opened his door and walked to his room. He took off his shirt and pants and threw them in the hamper. Mike decided to finish his laundry that night and clean up the house out of boredom. He knew Kim would be proud though; she loved a clean home.


     Around 11:30, Mike stopped and watched TV in bed until he fell asleep.





~Chapter 17~


     Kim went down to the Gym around 7 and no one was there. That was how she liked it. The gym closed at 8 and this left Kim with enough time to do all the things she loved. At her gym back home, she could spend hours there just venting and working out.


     First, she went on the treadmill first and then the Ab roller, then the free weights and then the shoulder press. Then she walked slowly back up to her room and started a cold shower, pleased with how she had done.


     She got out of the shower and put on her PJ's. Kim walked over to the clock and saw it was 8:40. *40 minutes, not bad.* she thought.


      Kim slipped on her shoes and walked out of the hotel. She decided to get Taco Bell, which was right across the street. She ordered her food to go and walked back to the hotel and into her room. As she unwrapped her first taco, there was a knock at the door.


      "Who is it?" she called.


      "It's Bud."


      *Oh God.* she thought and walked to the door. She unlocked it and Bud walked in.


      "Listen, I wanted to apologize for earlier." he began and Kim thought *Jeez, I do't even have to apologize for being a bitch. What a deal!*


      "I mean, you're leaving tomorrow and I won't see you until next year and I don't want you to leave thinking I am a schmuck."


      Kim sighed as her conscience screamed at her and said "Don't be sorry. I was pissed off earlier and I was a bitch to you. It's my fault and I'm sorry."


      "That's okay. As long as they are no hard feelings, right?" smiled Bud.


      "Right." said Kim.


      "So do you need a ride to the airport tomorrow?" Bud asked.


      "Yeah, could you give me one?"


      "It'd be my pleasure."


      "We need to leave by 11 though, okay?"


      "Sure, no problem."


      "Taco?" Kim offered.


      "No thanks, I must be going." Bud shook his head.


      "Alrighty, I'll see you tomorrow then?"


      "Yup, g'night."


     "Good night." Kim said and locked the door behind Bud.


     She turned on her radio and listened to Sum 41 as she devoured her food. When she finished, she threw the rest out and walked down the hall to the vending machine. Kim placed a dollar in the machine and pressed the 'Dr. Pepper' button. Kim's luck shone through when an 'Orange Slice' came tumbling down the machine. She sighed and walked back to her room with her drink.


      Kim laid on the bed and sipped her drink while she listened to the radio until she fell asleep.





     The alarm went off at nine and Kim reached over and slapped the 'Off' button. She got up and changed into her white wife-beater and black pajama pants and got her bags packed and ready to go. Then she phoned Sara to see what had gone down last night, as Sara never returned her phone call.


     Kim dialed Sara's house and when no one answered, she called Rob's house.


     "Hello?" a tired Rob answered.


     "Good morning sunshine. May I please speak to Sara?" asked Kim.


     "You got my coffee?" Rob asked. Kim was confused for a second and remembered, getting up and throwing it into her bag.


     "Yeah."


     "Okay, here." groaned Rob.


     Kim heard Rob shake Sara awake and Sara moan before she got on the phone.


     "Hello?"


     "Hey, you never called me back to tell me what happened." Kim said.


     "Oh, hang on." said Sara.


     "Where are you going?" Rob asked in the backround.


     "I need something to drink. I'll be back in a second." Sara said to Rob.


     "So what happened?" Kim asked when she knew Sara was in another room.


     "Ugh, last night me, Rob, Mike, Chaz, and Sam went out to 746 and they were like askin' me what was wrong and shit and Rob like pulled me over to the side and I told him. I go 'I was raped last night.' and he was so mad. 'What? When? Where the fuck was I? Who?' and I told him 'After everyone left I guess, you were at home, and I didn't know him.' and I started crying and he was like 'I'm sorry Sare. I'm not mad at you. It's okay. Don't cry.' and then he told everyone we were leaving and then we went home and talked about it and I told him everything I knew and we filed a police report." she explained.


       "Everything is okay though right?" asked Kim.


       "Yeah, I guess." Sara replied.


       "You're okay? Did you make a doctor's appointment or something to make sure he didn't give you anything... AIDS, herpes, a KID?!"


       "I will, don't worry. We've got it under control." Sara reassured her,


       "Good. Hey guess what?" Kim said.


       "What?" Sara asked.


       "I COME HOME TO-DAY!!" Kim sang happily.


       "Oh yeah, I forgot. Do you need a ride?" she asked.


      "No, I'm straight. I'll get an airport taxi. It's no big deal."


      "Alright. Call me at Rob's if you can't get a taxi though. It's not a problem for us to pick you up." Sara offered.


      "Thanks." Kim said.


      "Okay, well I'm going to get back to Rob now. I'll see you later tonight?" Sara asked.


      "Yes you will. Bye girl." Kim said.


      "Bye, have a nice flight." Sara said and hung up.


      Kim placed the phone on the reciever and put together her carry-on bag which was all messy inside.





~Chapter 18~


    Mike woke up around noon again and called Kim after he had breakfast and a shower.


     "Hello?" answered Kim. 


     "Hey baby." Mike said.


     "You are awake? Wow, you sure surprised me. I figured you had another hour or so to go." Kim said.


      "Yeah, I'm up. So I still haven't gotten my gift yet." Mike said, noting no one left anything at the door.


      "Don't worry, you will. But you have to wait for it okay?" Kim explained suspiciously.


      Mike heard a knock at Kim's door through the line. "Come on! Don't we have to go now?!" called a male's voice. Mike figured it was Bud's.


      "Do you have to go somewhere? I thought you only had a day of meetings?" Mike asked.


      "Yeah, I have to go now. I'll see you..." Kim paused for a second. "Tomorrow."


      "Wait, you can't call me after one of the meetings?" Mike asked.


      "Yeah I will. I gotta go- I love you!" said Kim and hung up on Mike.


      Mike wondered why she had to go and swore she only had meetings yesterday, but realized he was being silly and dismissed the thoughts.


     He decided to watch one a long movie to pass the time. So Mike put in "Titanic" and stretched out on the couch. When it was over Mike was watching a football game, not being able to understand why Kim loved that movie so much. The phone rang suddenly.


     "Hello?" he asked.


     "Hey, your gift should be there." Kim said.


     "How do you know?" Mike asked.


     "Just go see." Kim said and hung up.


     Mike put the phone down and walked over to the door. He opened it and saw Kim standing there with her bags.


      "But-what?" Mike asked confused. 


      "Come here." Kim said. She pulled herself closer to him and kissed him.


     Oh! How she missed his taste,smell,face, everything.


     Mike kissed back, still a little bit shocked she actually came back earlier. Mike pulled her inside and didn't stop kissing her. He missed her so much and didn't want to let her go. He laid her on the couch and moved his kisses down her neck.


     "Ooh, I missed you too." Kim giggled.


     Mike stopped and asked, "So what are you doing back early?"


    "I missed you and I got my flight changed and I'm back. Can you keep doing the neck kissing again?" Kim asked.


     Mike laughed and resumed kissing her neck. Slowly he moved his way down to her shirt and began to lift it. They both wanted this for way too long.


     "Let's move this into the bedroom Mike." Kim said softly. Mike stopped and carried her into his room. He laid her onto the bed and started kissing her again. He pulled her shirt off and then her pants while they kissed. Kim smiled as Mike made his way down to the what awaited him between her theighs.





     Mike had his arm around Kim while he twirled a strand of her hair between his fingers and she lay on his arm drawing circles with her fingertips on his chest.


     "Mmm, that was fun." Kim said.


     "Yes it was." Mike responded.


     "I hope I get welcoming's like that more often." she smiled.


     "Hey, it can be arranged."


     "I love you."


     "I love you too." Mike leaned over and kissed her.


     "Hey guess what?" she asked.


     "What?"


     "I'm ho-ome!" she sang.


     Mike laughed. "I no-oticed."


     "Would you do me a favor?"


      "Anything." Mike replied.


      "Hold me closer." she said.


       Mike grabbed her by the waist and pulled her closer to his body. Her head was on his chest now and was hugging him. After several moments of unspoken communication, Mike asked, "Babe?"


       "Hmm?" she moaned.


       "We have to go."


       "Huh?" she asked and looked up at him.


       "Come on, since your home early, we get to go do fun, romantic things like you wanted, remember?" he explained.


       "This was good enough, really. But if you want to do more, be my guest. I'll do anything with you." Kim said.


       "Okay, well let's get dressed first. I think that would help." Mike said.


       Kim laughed. "Damn, I thought we could we go naked."





~Chapter 19~


     Mike drove with Kim in the passanger seat, her head leaning back on the seat, her eyes fixated on him.


     She loved him so much and was so happy. Everytime she was around him, she felt all warm and tingly inside and got that small pain in your stomach that indicated it was love.


     "Where are we going?" she finally asked.


     "We are going somewhere." Mike answered and smiled over at Kim.


     "Oh thank you so much, Michael. Without that little statement, I never would have realized we were going somewhere!" she said sarcastically.


     "It's a surprise." Mike smiled.


     "Yay!" Kim grinned.


     Mike instructed "Okay, close your eyes now."


     "Huh?" Kim asked.


     "Close your eyes and I'll lead you to where we are going."


     "Alright." said Kim as she closed her eyes.


     Mike pulled the car over and got out. "No peeking." he said and went over to Kim's side and opened the door. He helped her out and held her hand.


     "Okay, there are steps here so don't fall." Mike said as he helped lead her down the wooden stairs onto the sand. They walked a little farther and Mike finally let her open her eyes.


     She opened her eyes and saw the sun setting on the horizon over the water. She sky was a mixture of pastels: pinks, purples, blues, with clouds whisping over the colors.


     "Oh Michael." said Kim. She always loved sunsets. She told Mike a while back that she would always watch the sunsets with her dad until he died in a car accident. She stopped after he passed away.


     "I thought this would be nice." Mike said as she stood still- her blue eyes darting across the sky.


     "This is very nice. I just forgot how...beautiful these are." Kim said.


     Mike was standing behind Kim with his hands linked at her stomach. He whispered into her ear "Not as beautiful as you."


     Kim smiled. "How do you do it, Mike?"


    "Mmm, do what princess?" he asked with his head on her shoulder.


    "Always make me feel so loved."


    "Ahh good. It's working then. My charms just do that to people, I don't know why." Mike smiled.


     Mike sat Kim down on the sand and sat behind her, massaging her shoulders.


     "Mmm... and what exactly have I done to deserve all this treatment?" Kim asked.


     "You came back." Mike said.


     "Oh, okay. Just wondering."


     Mike ran his hands up and down Kim's back, pressing hard with his fingertips. Kim shivered.


     "What?" Mike asked.


     "That feels weird." Kim laughed.


     "Weird in a cool way though?"


     "Yeah, keep doing it." Kim asked and he did.


     Kim sat and watched the sun go beneath the horizon while Mike massaged her. After a few moments of blissful silence, she asked, "Hun?"


     "Yeah?" he asked.


     "Let's walk." she suggested.


     "Alright." Mike said.


    Kim helped him up and removed her shoes. She held them in her left hand and began her stroll with her love.


    Goosebumps ran up her spine as her feet were caressed with the icey water lapping at the shore. She didn't even want to think of how much she'd freeze swimming in it.


    "How's the water?" he asked.


    "Freezing!" Kim answered smiling.


    "Then stop walking in it goof!" Mike replied.


    "I'm trying to get used to it." she explained.


    "Babe, when you shake like that, it's sign that you won't get used to it."


    "I'm not shaking." she replied.


    Mike walked closed to her and held her arms at her side so she could feel she was shaking.


    "Okay, I'll stop walking in it." Kim said, noting he was right.


    "This has been really great Michael, thank you." she said as she grabbed his hand.


    "Your welcome." Mike said. "As long as you are happy, I am too."


    "I'll always be happy with you." she noted.





~Chapter 20~


     Kim was laying in bed watching TV while Mike brushed his teeth later that night. She remembered about the gifts she bought for him when she flipped a channel with  casino's on it.


     "Oh Mike! I just remembered something." Kim said, climbing out of bed.


     "Hmm?" Mike asked, peeking his head around the corner of the bathroom to see what she was doing.


     "I got you something." she replied, pulling out a plastic bag from her suitcase on the floor.


     Mike remembered about the necklace at this point. "Me too. Hang on." He spit out the toothpaste in his mouth and rinsed his mouth and toothbrush off.


    Kim sat Indian-style on the bed with her bag in her lap while she watched Mike go into another room and bring in a cardboard jewelry box with a bow on it.


     "Here." Kim said as she reached out her arm with the bag in it towards Mike.


     Mike looked inside and fished out the bag of M & M's. "Oh! Thank you! How'd you know I wanted these? They'll fit great."


     Kim laughed and said, "There's more, silly."


    He looked in the bag and saw a box with a woman on it. 'Nude Playing Cards' it read.


    "Thank you! Now we can play poker again." Mike said pleased. "Here." he handed her the box.


    Kim opened the box and saw a silver chain with 'I love you' in script on the charm.


    "Oh my." said Kim as she lifted the necklace carefully out of the box.


    "Do you like it?" Mike said hopefully.


    "Michael, I love it. It's so pretty. Thank you." she leaned over and kissed him.


    "Need help?" Mike asked when he saw Kim trying to undo the clasp with her acrylics.


    "Yes please." said Kim. She got on her knees and turned herself around so her back was to him. She pulled her hair out of the way so he could fit it around her neck without her hair getting tangled.


     He undid the clasp and lifted the necklace around her front. He clasped it and Kim turned back around to show him.


     "How's it look?" she asked.


     "Not as good as the owner." Mike replied.


     Kim blushed. "I really like it Mike. Thanks."


     "No problem."


     Kim crawled under the covers and Mike followed. He laid his head on her chest and she stroked his cheek gently with her nails. Mike fell asleep moments later. Kim realized this when she asked him a question and got no response.





     Mike stirred and stretched his arm across the bed. His arm hit Kim's lower back and she groaned. He pulled her closer to him by her waist. It was too early to even speak so Kim let him do whatever he wanted.


     "Babe?" he asked.


     "Mmm." she said and waved it off with her hand. It was too early to talk, like I said.


     Mike stopped and went back to sleep.





     Kim woke hours later. She turned over to see the clock. Mike's hair was in the way. She arched her back and brought her stomach off the bed so she could see over his head. It was 11:30.


     "Mmm. Mike?" She reached out her arm to wake him.


     "Huh?"


     "Come on precious, it's time to get up." she said gently. She propped her head up on one of her hands and looked down upon him smiling. He was so cute sleeping but they were over sleeping.


     "Ugh." He turned to look at the clock. "Gimme 10 more minutes." he slurred, but Kim understood.


     "No because whenever I give you extra time like you ask, you keep asking for more when it's up and it takes forever to get you out of bed." she explained while poking him softly in the stomach.


     Mike's abs contracted and he sat up. He balled up his fists and rubbed his eyes. Sometimes he reminded her of a little child and it was so adorable. He laid back down and faced her.


     "You good now?" she asked. Kim had watched him do the same ritual ever since she started sleeping with him and it never ceased to amaze her.


     "Uh huh."


     "Okay, can I have a good morning kiss now or are you mad I woke you up?"


     "No I wasn't that tired, so I guess I'm not mad and I suppose you can kiss me." he joked.


     Kim laughed and kissed him.


     "So, what are we going to do today?" she asked.


     "I don't know. Whatcha wanna do?"


     Something clicked inside Kim's mind and she realized she had to call Sara so she could welcome her home.


     "I'll be right back." Kim said and trotted off to find the phone. She crawled back onto the bed and laid down when she did find it, and began to dial Sara's number.


     "Who are you calling?"


     "Sara."


     "OH! Kim! Did you know someone raped her?" Mike gasped.


     "Yeah. I'm gonna call and see if she's feeling any better." She held the phone to her ear and waited for someone to answer.


     "Hello?"


     "Hey! I'm home!" Kim greeted her.


     "So you are! Welcome back. How was the flight?" Sara asked.


     "Not as long and boring as the last one surprisingly."


     "That's good. So how'd Mike take it? Stupified? Happy?"


     "You could say that." Kim smiled and looked over at a bored Mike.


     "Oh! Did y'all-"


     "Yup." Kim said gleefully.


     "Was it-" Sara began.


     "Yup."


     They both chuckled. Sometimes they knew each other too well.


     Mike finally asked "What?"


     "Nothing baby." she stroked his face with the back of her fingers. He grinned.


      "So are you back to normal again?" Kim asked.


      "Yeah, I guess. Rob's been so great about everything... so have you. Thanks."


     "It's no problem. Really." Kim reassured her. "So where's Rob?"


     "Outside."


     "Doing what this early?!" Kim was shocked. She didn't know anyone who  walked outside before noon willingly.


     "I sent him to go get the paper. The concert review from the other night is in there and I want to see what they said." Sara explained.


     "Oh cool. So what're you two doing later?" Kim watched Mike use his tongue to play with her naval ring as he held up her shirt. It tickled and she trembled. He continued.


     "Probably nothing. I've got work later tonight though." Sara was employed at a local attorney's office as a secretary.


     "Tonight?" Kim asked confused.


     "Yeah, there's a big case and lots of boring filing to do, so I'm there!" she complained.


     "Sounds fun. Wanna do something a little later?" Kim pulled her charm back and forth from her necklace and smiled.


     "Sure. Come over here sometime before it's dark."


     "Alright." said Kim stifeling laughter. Mike had gotten bored and began blowing loudly on her stomach.


     "What the hell is going on over there?" asked Sara when Kim started laughing uncontrollably and loud undecipherable noises could be heard in the backround.


     "He's blowing on my stomach." Kim managed to say when she regained her breath.


     "Well, I'll leave you 2 to that. See ya later!" Sara felt uncomfortable listening to their kinky games.


     "Bye hun!" Kim said and hung up.


     She pulled Mike's head off of her stomach and raised it to her lips for a quick peck so he would stop.


     "Oh, that better not be it." he said dissatisfied.


     "Oh and what if it is?" she played along.


     "No man! That was so cheap! I want more." he declared.


     "Tough." Kim crossed her hands over her chest.


     "No, that's not how it works. When I want something, I get it. You should know this by now." He leaned his body down and tickled her sides where she was most squeamish. Kim squealed with laughter.


      "Ahh! Stop!" she tryed to free herself.


      "Nuh uh. Not until you give me a better smooch. Will you?" he smiled.


      "No!" Kim said and managed to fall off the bed. She groaned and bolted into the other room, panting.


     Mike followed her and chased her around the kitchen table. He stretched out his arms to grab her, but failed when she dodged them. Finally in the living room, she gave up and he tackled her down at the waist.


     "I win." Mike smiled.


     "Yes you do." Kim said and leaned upward to share an affectionate kiss.





THE END!





 





