Chapter Four



Lisa fought hard to keep back the tears. "Sorry, I'll be back in a minute", she quickly excused herself to Michael and headed upstairs to the bathroom, hastily closing the door behind her. She perched herself on the edge of the bathtub and began to sob. Danny had promised her that tonight he would stay in and look after the children, finally adhering to some of his responsibilities of being a parent. He was usually more interested in going out with his friends, getting pissed and rolling through the door at dawn. It wasn't the married life Lisa had envisaged with him, nor was it one that she wanted to continue much longer. That was why she was pleasantly surprised he volunteered to stay in and look after the children tonight... THEIR children. It's not like Lisa ever asked much of him and tonight she thought she could enjoy some much needed time for herself, and she had been excited of the prospect of finally making a start on her own career. However, she wasn't all that surprised when Danny had called her moments ago, saying he was going out. He'd called in the nanny, and as soon as she arrives he'd told her he would be heading downtown. To some sleazy bar no doubt.

She tried to compose herself, taking some tissue and wiping the tears from her sodden cheeks. "What a fucking mess" she grunted under her breath. Just then she heard a light tapping on the door.

"You ok in there?" a soft voice muttered. "Yeah..." she choked, not too convincingly.

Michael stood outside of the bathroom, wondering whether to go in and check on Lisa. When she said nothing other than 'yeah' when he asked her if she was ok, he was unsure whether to take it as a polite gesture to piss off, or that indeed she wasn't actually ok and needed an avenue to release her troubles. Taking in to consideration the nature of the conversation that he had heard her have with Danny not so long ago, he took it to mean the latter.

He slowly turned the door knob and gently opened the door, not wanting to startle her with his entrance even though he had made himself known, and poked his head around the corner. Lisa quickly looked up from her perch on the edge of the tub and briefly made eye contact with Michael, but suddenly dropped her head again realizing she must have looked a state with the crying she'd done.

"Hey sweetie, what’s with the tears... what’s gone on?" Michael walked towards her. "Looks like you've got the weight of the world on your mind".

Lisa was silent for a few moments. Was it really appropriate for her to vent her problems with Danny to him? 'He's hardly likely to give a shit at all... is he?' she thought silently. "It's..." she hesitated.”It's..." Lisa became quiet. Surely it wasn't right to bog him down with all this. She hardly knew him. Michael knelt down in front of her, resting on his heels.

"Hey... look. I understand we've only just met... properly. And I understand you probably won't feel comfortable telling me whatever is troubling you... but... just so you know. I'm a good listener. So... if you need to get things off your chest, then I'm here for you to do so" he encouraged, as he placed his hand upon hers which was rested in her lap.

Lisa looked down into his eyes and noticed not only complete sincerity and concern but sensed an almost passion, desire and lust in his deep brown pools. It was then she knew he wasn't just offering his ear for her troubles out of politeness, he wanted her tell him what was playing on her mind.

Lisa began opening up to Michael, starting at the beginning about how her marriage to Danny come about and the problems that had bogged them since day one. They had been in the bathroom for a good hour talking away. At some point during the conversation Lisa had moved from the edge of the tub and sat on the floor, now sat next to Michael, both of them with their backs leaning against the side of the bath.

"I had no idea..." conceded Michael. Lisa was a little confused. "Of what?" she responded.

"Everything between you and Danny... just, I got the impression earlier that everything was good between you... you know, when you were speaking of your kids and stuff..."

Lisa sighed. It felt odd, talking of her husband like this, but it wasn't as if it was anything too from the truth. "It's not all bad, or... at least it wasn't. But lately I don't know what it is... Maybe it's because I am who I am, I just feel like he can't accept that".

Michael gave her a probing look and she realized she would have to explain herself further.

"I guess... all the baggage and shit that comes with me. It's not like I became his wife when we married... it's as if, it's as if he became Mr. fucking Presley... he can't accept that I'm the one that for reasons beyond my being am the one with everything he wouldn't have of his own accord". Lisa could feel the tears begin to sting her eyes again. "And I don't want that. I don't want to feel like I'm the one with the control... I don't WANT to be the one with all that. I just want to be a wife, and I want to feel like a wife. Not someone who's scared of saying a word for want of not making my husband feel inferior, or to be revered by him for something I simply out of my hands".

"I understand where you're coming from girl... it's so fucking hard. I know myself I find it so hard to trust people because of who I am, it's like it's constantly at the back of my mind that if someone wants to be close to me there’s always some ulterior motive involved, even if there isn't..." Michael trailed off. "I can't accept that someone might just like me for me... and not who or what I am... so I have complete empathy of your situation. I think for both of us, being who we are... it's almost as if it's a curse as much as it is a blessing..."

"Yeah, so true". Lisa agreed. "Although I think you're nuts... how the fuck can you not accept that someone may just want to know you for who you, and not who you are. If tonight's taught me nothing else then it sure as fuck has taught me not to judge anyone by what you see or hear. You're one fucking great guy Michael..."

He blushed at the compliment. "Thanks..."

"I really mean it...” Lisa again turned to look into his eyes. Wow, it really was possible to get lost in them. "I'm so glad tonight happened... I'm just sorry it took so friggin long"

"Me too... but well, we're acquainted now. That's all that matters... Anyway, jumping back a little... this isn't about me. What do you want to do about your marriage? It sounds as if things can't carry on in the way they're heading".

"They can't".

Michael turned his head, resting it against the side of the tub and gave Lisa a sympathetic smile, not knowing any more that he could say to her. He fought back the desire to kiss her right there and then, knowing it would be neither the cleverest or wisest choice he'd ever make if he did. He just wanted to hold her, caress her and tell her that one way or another everything would turn out alright.

Lisa could feel his eyes on her and turned to look at him. Her stomach flipped as she saw those amazing eyes simply gazing at her. "Hey... c'mere" he extended his arm and placed it around Lisa shoulder, drawing her in for a cuddle. She allowed her head to rest on his shoulder, as his strong arms held her in their grip. Lisa almost immediately, for the first time in a long time, felt a sense of contentment and an insatiable feeling of lust washed over her. Why couldn't she have found a man more like him? Heck... why couldn't she have found him? More to the point, why hadn't she allowed herself to be found by him all those years ago...?

They sat there that for what seemed like only a short while, but in reality it was actually much longer. "You reckon we should get back downstairs?" Lisa questioned, almost unwillingly.

"I guess so... they'll wonder where the heck we've got to..."

"Yeah... besides, I think it's probably best I get back home now, especially as HE is now out. It's not fair on our nanny. Not at this time of a night... I'm gonna have some major groveling to do when I get home. I know she'll say she doesn't mind, but it's not right"

"How you getting home?" Michael quizzed, knowing Lisa had just as much to drink as he had, if not more and that neither were in any kind of fit state to get behind the wheel of a car.

"I'll have to call a cab. Danny was gonna come and get me and bring the kids if they weren't asleep. But there’s a fat chance of that happening now".

"Look... I'll drop you off, one of my guards Wayne is taking me home when I call him... he's a guy that DEFINATELY doesn't mind calls at ridiculous hours, he knows it's part of the package with me" Michael laughed, trying to bring a bit of light back to the conversation.

"No, it's fine... I'll get a cab, besides you're over on completely the opposite side of the city to me. It's way out of your direction"

"I'm not allowing you to get a cab alone this time of night Lisa. It's past midnight"

"I'll be fine..."

"Maybe so girl, but do as your told you're coming with me" Michael insisted sternly.

"You sure? I don't want to be a pain..."

He offered his hand and helped Lisa up off the floor. Michael raised his eyebrows suggestively. "Hey girl... you can be a pain to me any time you like". 

