Us
April 1996, I started a new job.  It was something I’d never done before and to say I was intimidated would be an understatement.  The gentleman I was replacing was on hand to train me.  In case this needs repeating I was intimidated.  Not by him, but by his competence, speed, and attention to detail.  How could anyone fill this spot?  Another thought occurred to me, this man has amazing hands.  Now it would not be accurate to describe me as someone attracted to hands, but I found myself mesmerized by their strength and gentle grace.
Throughout the two week training period I learned the opinions of other co-workers and they seemed to echo my own.  He was smart, kind, and generous.  By the time he moved to a different schedule I had grown fond of him.  
Management, in it infinite wisdom, placed him back in my area for one hour a day to help lighten the increasing work load.  It soon became evident that he was a Sci-Fi nut, this was of extreme importance to me.  At the time I was addicted to the television show Babylon 5 and when tragedy struck, Babylon 5 was canceled on network television, he was there for me.  At the time cable TV was a luxury I couldn’t afford, so like a true knight in shinning armor he taped the series for me.  Countless hours were spent watching and re-watching the tapes before getting them back for another fix.  
I couldn’t wait to see him each day and listen to his opinions on characters, themes, plots, and visuals the show offered.  He was articulate, insightful, and eager to hear my opinions as well.  This went on for sometime.  After the series was concluded and the spin-offs canceled, our conversations drifted from subject to subject.  I came to understand and highly respect him.

Five years later I found myself at a Halloween party and not having a good time.  Then he walked through the door.  At last there was someone I could connect with.  It would be possible to have a good time without the worry that comes from determining motives of others.  Single ladies will understand this, as for everyone else sorry it can’t be explained.

He looked very different outside the usual work attire.  The reason I really can’t remember what he was wearing that night will soon become clear.  I do remember how long his legs looked in a pair of Levi jeans.  It’s fairly obvious that he is a tall man, but denim has a way of defining a man’s legs that is…okay that part is reserved for a steamier piece of writing.
After joining him in a few shots of Jack Daniels whiskey I found myself touching him and he returned the affection.  Oh it was little things, brushing my hand against his, leaning a little too close, things like that.  As night went on and alcohol went down, now you understand, I remember his arm around me and it felt good.  Too good.  This was a co-worker, someone to maintain a working relationship with.  The emotions I had could not be called professional, erotic maybe. 
Turning to say something no doubt as witty as Jack Daniels would allow I looked into his beautiful green eyes and knew it was time to leave.  The things I wanted to do to him…  Some part of my brain must have still been functioning, because I shook his hand and said a quick “good bye.”  Starting to sober up, I made up one excuse or another to the party guest for my leaving.  After one quick trip to splash cold water on my face, and relieve my bladder, I might leave with some dignity.  He followed me into the restroom.  I was in big trouble.  I could not trusted alone with him. 
“Why are you leaving?”
His voice was like dark chocolate, soft, silky, and rich, my resolve faltered.  Honesty is always the best policy and with a little liquid courage still flowing through my veins I answered, “If I stay here I’m going to have sex with you and I can’t do that.”
Then I saw it, a smile that I would give or do anything to see every minute of every day.  And in that instant my heart broke, no it shattered into a thousand pieces, I wanted him but it could never be.  He was married. 
“There is something I need to tell you.”  My mind raced with all the possibilities that sentence held, each more horrible than the last.  “She left me in July.”  I could see the hurt in his eyes and felt it as if it were my own.
There was nothing holding me back at this point.  Nothing except for the respect I had for him and not wanting to lose the friendship we had.  But my heart was aching, so I kissed him.  I put everything I had into that kiss and it was electric.  Every nerve ending felt white hot, my toes curled, and stomach fluttered.  That kiss left me gasping for air and yearning for more.  But I walked out before I could ruin it. 

We were scheduled to work together the following Monday.  I was terrified at what his reaction me would be.  Would he hate me?  Would he laugh at me?  Had I ruined everything in a moment of weakness?  When he walked in the room my heart threatened to beat out of my chest.  The memory of that kiss stole my breath.  I wanted to run and hide.  Things could never be the same between us and if I talked to him…reality is a bitch and if I couldn’t have him there was no way I’d give up the fantasy.
I did my best to avoid him, but at every turn he was there.  He kept coming until I was trapped, at lunch, staring into those beautiful green eyes.  “The anniversary party is next week.  Are you going?”
The company celebrated all employees that had been in service for five, ten, and fifteen years on one night.  It was my five year and his ten.  “I’ve thought about it, but I’m not sure.”  My voice felt unsteady.  I was afraid it would betray me at any second so I kept my lips shut tight.  
“Do you want to go with me?”

My heart soared, I was giddy.  “That sounds good, pick me up at six-thirty.”  

That night I was still scared, unsure of what his thoughts were and what was going on.  Love has been, to quote Pat Benatar, a battlefield.  I resolved to go and let what happen…happen.  That night we left my house as friend and came back as something more.  
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This picture was taken on that first date.  It was the day before Halloween, but the company decided to have a “Harvest” theme.  It would have been more fun with vampires, witches, and weres, Oh MY!

On a side note this shirt later became a blanket for our daughter. 

We spent the next year getting to know each other and it wasn’t too long before I was head over heels in love.  The first real test of our relationship came in the form of a road trip to California.  If you’ve ever driven cross country you understand, thank God for McCaroll road in Puerco, Arizona (don’t ask). 
We planned a route, packed our bags and took off.  The rental car was roomy, until you factored in how many books he packed for the trip.  I’ve always been impressed with his appetite for the written word.  Fiction or non-fiction he has a thirst for both entertainment and knowledge.  That hunger also leads to training classes, which is why we chose the vacation spot of Ventura California.  I spent a few perfect days shopping and lounging on the beach while he was stuck in a class, in the back of a factory.  I definitely had the better end of the deal. 
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After leaving Ventura we drove, 188 miles out of our way, to San Diego.  After years of hearing about the zoo there was no way we could pass up an opportunity visit, when we were so close.  The zoo is amazing, Polar Bears, Hippopotamus’, and I can’t tell you how long we stared at the Pandas. Also, there is an interesting video in the back of my closet of a juvenile Kola bear doing what all juvenile males do.  It was an utter surprise to me when panning the camera that way.  I could have spent several days there.  This is a picture of me on one of the tour busses in the zoo.  Other than the gondola ride over the park it was probably the only time I sat down.  Don’t ask me to explain the sunglasses I can only plead…okay, there is no excuse. 

The next day came the nine hour drive to the Grand Canyon.  Honestly it wasn’t as impressive as I thought.  It looks like every postcard you’ve ever seen.  You’d think this would be a “Duh?!” moment for me and it sorta was, guess I was expecting more.  However, Matthew did scare the living daylights out of me.  He liked to walk to the edge, past the safety railing, and look over.  The thought of him slipping, or losing his footing, still makes my hear stop.  If I didn’t know it before then I certainly did now, I couldn’t live without this man. 
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This is one of the very few pictures of us together.  It seems I’m always taking the pictures and as a result I’m in a scarce number of them.  This was as we were leaving the Grand Canyon.  For the last eight years this picture has sat, in a little heart shaped frame, on my desk between the phone and computer.  Oddly enough we both still have those shirts.  He can still wear his.  
The rest of the trip was uneventful.  We got home sometime in the morning and slept until time to meet my parents.  They were babysitting their granddog, Max.  Yes, I’m a dog person and proud of it.  Max wasn’t too happy about me leaving him.  He was so upset that he would sleep with only one paw touching me and ignore me during the daylight hours.  If you ever knew Max, you knew he was a lap dog.  He was never beside me, always in the middle of my lap.  He liked to sleep on top of the covers, between my legs, so I couldn’t move at night.  
Matthew returned to his home to check on his cats.  Right there should have been a major red flag, a dog person in love with a cat person.  But after much medication, Max and I moved in.  Not long after that we lost his cat Fuzzy, she was a beautiful long hair cat.  In 2004 we lost Max.  My heart still aches for him. Since then we’ve added four more cats to our little pride and, after we were married, lost two more.  With any luck, sometime in the next few years, we’ll have a dog.  I can’t be outnumbered forever.  
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September 17th 2005 I married my best friend.  His Uncle Kent and Aunt Nita were kind enough to let us get married in their front yard at the Rockin’ T ranch.  It was supposed to be a cool September evening with a full moon.  Instead it was humid and overcast, guess you can’t have everything.  On that night he vowed all he was and all he owned were mine until death us part.  I was smarter than that.  Thanks to a slip of the tongue from the sweet, but elderly preacher I vowed all he was and owned was mine an all I was and owned was also mine.  On the video the laughter was louder than the rest of the ceremony.  It was what a wedding should be vows before God and family to be together through all things.  Not the pretentious parade of inflated egos that some weddings turn into.  Five years and one child later I still feel like a newlywed.  Maybe in another five years I’ll tell you about our honeymoon.  Maybe not, it was a honeymoon after all. 

Matthew you are my love, my life, and my heart desire.  There are not enough words in the English language to adequately express how much I love you.  Always remember that you are the love of my life and in all ways I adore you.
Happy anniversary my love.     

