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Seeing Cheryl for the first time in 34 years somehow stirred my brain. Cheryl was working at JC Penney part time in the men’s department and I needed a shirt and when I cashed out, it was she that did so. Hey, I didn’t want to get into any kind of a relationship, but her beauty as I remembered her as, had me somewhat interested. I guess you could say that I kind of stalked her. I was trying to play it cool to not show my interest. Now, being a single guy and not being in the dating scene, I didn’t know what the hell I was doing. I would go to Thatchers in the Mall every night for dinner and then walk down to JC Penney and see if she was there. I met one of her high school friends and inquired about her, discovered what she drove and her status. Yes, I was a stalker!! I would go into the store when she was working and buy a shirt every week wanting to say something, but I froze up every time. Yes, me freeze up, can you imagine that? This went on for a couple of months. My cousin finally said to me, “Just ask her to have a coffee and talk.” I agreed and sat in my truck and had it all planned out as to what I would say. Well, that didn’t go so well. First words out of my mouth were, “Could you help me pick out a shirt?” Cheryl said, “You probably have enough shirts, don’t you?” (I had bought 12 by then) I said yes and she asked if I wanted to talk. Whew, the ice had finally been broken and I had plenty of shirts as well as it was getting pretty expensive. We talked for a few minuets and she told me she wasn’t interested in any kind of a relationship as was I. I asked for her phone # and she said, “NO, you give me yours and if and when I’m ready, I’ll call you.” On my way home I felt a sense of relief and then it hit me like a ton of bricks, I FORGOT TO GIVE HER MY PHONE #! I got on the phone and called the store and asked to speak to her. I told her that I forgot to give her my # and she chuckled and said, “I was wondering when you would realize that and was expecting you would come back?” 

 I waited and waited what seemed like forever and after a week, I felt all was lost and then one Saturday morning she called and we talked for an hour, but she still hadn’t said anything about getting together. The next day, Sunday, I was in the shower when she called. I finished my shower, heard my phone beep and listened to a message from her asking if I wanted to go to LL Bean’s with her. I call her back and was at her house in 10 minuets, mind you she lived in Auburn and I in Turner. My mind wasn’t right and my thoughts were spinning like a top. I drove to Bean’s and we talked, but she hardly looked at me the whole time, but I couldn’t stop looking at her. When we got back, we sat on the porch and talked for a couple more hours until I brought her back home. It was a great day and evening for the first time in many months. We went out on a few dinner dates and movies, but we never held hands or kissed for a couple of months. As we both said, we weren’t looking for a relationship, but it seemed we started seeing more and more of each other and things started progressing. We held each other and kissed. What the hell is happening here? She was soft, her hair was silky, she smelled so nice and she was warm. OH MAN, I think I’m hooked. Things seemed to feel so right between us and she felt the same way. Slowly we fell back in love with each other. Now where do we go from here??? Could this really be happening?? This wasn’t supposed to happen, but it was happening.
I moved in with Cheryl (I know, I know) and things kept getting better and our love for each other grew. Cheryl picked out a ring and I asked her to marry me.                                                 
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