
  
  
      
        
          Habitude

          
		      
          J.S. Wik

        

        
          [image: image-placeholder]

          JK Publishing

        

      

    


  
  This book is a work of fiction, all characters names, places, and events are used fictitiously. Any resemblance is entirely coincidental. 
Copyright © 2023 by J.S. Wik
As an independent author piracy can be extremely detrimental to my career. Please respect my copyright by not sharing, copying, or in any way using this file in a manner not intended.

Cover design by Sarah Kil Creative Studio www.sarahkilcreativestudio.com







  
    
      Contents

    

    
      
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Newsletter Sign up
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Dedication
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        1.
        
        Turpitude
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        2.
        
        Mansuetude
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        3.
        
        Promptitude
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        4.
        
        Plenitude
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        5.
        
        Gratitude
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        6.
        
        Vicissitude
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        7.
        
        Solicitude
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        8.
        
        Certitude
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        9.
        
        Vastitude
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        10.
        
        Crassitude
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        11.
        
        Lassitude
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        12.
        
        Beatitude
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        13.
        
        Fortitude
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        14.
        
        Rectitude
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        15.
        
        Plentitude
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        16.
        
        Magnitude
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        17.
        
        Plenitude
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        18.
        
        Finitude
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        19.
        
        Similitude
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        20.
        
        Amplitude
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        21.
        
        Habitude
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        22.
        
        Multitude
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        23.
        
        Verisimilitude
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        24.
        
        Attitude
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        25.
        
        Servitude
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        26.
        
        Consuetude
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        27.
        
        Inexactitude
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        28.
        
        Beatitude
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        29.
        
        Quietude
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        30.
        
        Infinitude
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        31.
        
        Correctitude
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        32.
        
        Desuetude
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        33.
        
        Definitude
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        34.
        
        Longitude
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        35.
        
        Latitude
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        36.
        
        Fortitude
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        37.
        
        Altitude
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        38.
        
        Lentitude
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        39.
        
        Amplitude
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        40.
        
        Inquietude
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Bonus Content
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Newsletter Sign up
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Also By J.S. Wik
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        About the Author
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
      

    
  


  
  [image: image-placeholder]
Newsletter Sign up




[image: image-placeholder]


If you would like to be part of our Virtual Vacation Lovers community, and hear all about the incredible things J.S. Wik has coming up, simply go to the website below to sign up! 

You’ll even get a free eBook as a thank you!


https://www.jswik.com








  
  
      [image: image-placeholder]This book is a symbol of perseverance for me, so I am dedicating it to anyone who has chosen perseverance, in any form, over giving up. I am so proud of you! Keep reaching for your dreams and don't let anyone convince you they're not worth striving for!! (Even if that person is yourself.)



[image: If you ever find yourself in a potentially unsafe mental space please remember to reach out! You belong here and this world needs you!]
If you ever find yourself in a potentially unsafe mental space please remember to reach out! You belong here and this world needs you!









  
  Chapter 1
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Turpitude

Noun; depravity, wickedness


Present Day

Faith is struggling with her love for him, or at least the idea of it now. Sure, she is mad, upset, and hurt when she first found out what he’d done, but somehow it isn’t enough to make her feelings just vanish. She expected her love to diminish. She expected the decision to stop loving him to be simple, easy even. As if making a decision about how you feel for someone was ever cut and dry. 
She isn’t sure how anyone could honestly love a monster like him. How could she love him even more now, knowing what he’s done? Somewhere in the back of her mind, there is almost a feeling of sympathy pushing her on to love him still, to fight for him. Could there be a possibility he’s innocent?
When she met Jonathan Hall nine years ago, there certainly hadn’t been a large display of red flags following him around, like a parade, guiding her to the conclusion that he was capable of something so heinous. In the time they’ve been together, the most violent she had ever seen him was when he was swatting at a bug.
“Can I go to the bathroom, Mrs. Hall?”
Faith raises her eyes to see her student, Brady, looking back at her, slight desperation in his eyes as he does a barely noticeable potty dance.
Snapping out of her thoughts and glancing at the clock, she replies in a hushed voice, “Yes, but hurry. Reading time will be done in five minutes, and then we’ll move on to centers!”
“Those are my favorite!” He says in an excited whisper.
“I know, so be quick!”
“OK!” Brady turns and half runs with his little legs across the hall to the bathroom.
Faith sees the rest of her first grade class sitting quietly with their various easy reader books they’d selected from her classroom library. She glances out the window at the dreary April day; cold and rainy which seems quite fitting for her current state of mind.
She exhales deeply, knowing how lucky she is to be here. With it being such a small town, there were a few concerned parents that came forward once the news came out. They asked for her to be put on probation until the case goes to court. All people see now when they look at her is someone tainted by evil. The fact that she shared a bed, and a life with such an insidious, evil man makes her sick to her stomach. It is a nearly constant nausea that nothing has been able to alleviate.
Just earlier this week, she sat in front of the principle of Hilltop Elementary, the Superintendent, which also happens to be her best friend Jackie, and the entire school board with tears streaming down her face. Her shoulders slumped over as she desperately tried to hang on to any dignity she may have left in the eyes of the people she wholeheartedly respects. A feeling of helplessness hung in the room and the reality of the fact that her life as she knew it was completely falling apart hit her like a ton of bricks. It seemed even more pronounced in that moment than when she had first been faced with the reality of Jonathan’s arrest.
Every single aspect of her life now was not as it had been just a few days ago. Faith and Jonathan didn’t have the perfect life, but it was certainly very close. 
The decision had to be unanimous. If one of her colleagues had any doubt or the slightest reservations about her innocence in all of this, she would be placed on probation until after Jonathan was sentenced. There would be no chance of her collecting her things from her classroom and absolutely no possibility of her saying goodbye to her students, who she’d grown to care very much for over the course of the school year.
Luckily, the vote was in fact unanimous, and Faith was able to return to her classroom. However, there still is no guarantee that Faith will be able to keep her position at Hilltop Elementary, and she knows it. The news of what Jonathan did in Caulfield has rocked their little town of Luna Shores. Its residents’ sense of security is gone. All it would take for her to lose her beloved job is one parent to insist and threaten to pull their child out of school. All she can do is hope that the parents trust the school board’s decision.
Even through the shock of it all, she thinks she is handling it remarkably well. Her parents, Frank and Diane, are being very supportive and trying to help in any way they can. Surely, they have their own feelings on the situation. They love Jonathan as well and this has been just as much of a shock to them.
Faith’s younger sister, Hope, has stopped by a few times in an attempt to keep her company. A big empty house can become too much for someone struggling to keep their emotions in check. Hope tries to play it off as if she just wants to watch a movie or is just bringing dinner by, but Faith knows she’s really trying to help keep her mind off Jonathan.
Reality always sets in after the busyness of the day is done, while Faith is lying in bed alone. The darkness of the room starts settling in around her, enveloping her thoughts. The smell of him still lingering on the pillow beside her. She thinks back to what first drew her to Jonathan and all the signs that may have told her something wasn’t quite right. Some form of light sleep usually comes after hours of tossing and turning.
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Mansuetude

Noun; the quality or state of being gentle, meekness, tameness


Nine Years Ago

“I can’t let you pay for those.” Jonathan says, gesturing towards the drinks the bartender just placed in front of Faith. 
“And why not?” Faith asks.
“Sorry, I forgot my manners. I’m Jonathan Hall.” He outstretches his hand. “It’s great to meet you.” She shakes it, still confused. He goes on, “And I can’t let you because you’re too beautiful. Plus, it’s Jackie’s birthday.”
Feeling a little embarrassed at the compliment she says, “Thank you. How do you know Jackie?” Trying to get a better look at him, she wonders how she’s never seen this man before. She would definitely have remembered meeting him. He’s tall and fit, with sandy colored hair that Faith can imagine running her fingers through.
“I’m a friend of Tom’s. We work together.”
“OK. That makes sense.”
Jonathan leans in to her ear to make sure she can hear him. “I noticed you out on the dance floor before.”
Faith feels her cheeks getting warm and is thankful Lee’s pub is dimly lit. “I’m just having a good time celebrating with my friend.”
“It’s a wonderful sight to see.” He looks at her as if she’s the only woman in the room with his caramel colored eyes and a smile on his handsome face.
She tucks her long dark hair behind her ear. “Thank you.”
“I know we just met, but I’d really like to take you out sometime. Feel free to get my references from Tom and Jackie.” He smiles at her as he slides the cash towards the bartender and walks over to the table that Tom and Jackie are sitting at.
Faith stands there slightly stunned then reluctantly follows him, giving Jackie a questioning look when they make eye contact. Its Jackie’s twenty-third birthday. Faith had celebrated her own just a few months before. They’d been planning this night out ever since.
Jackie looked at Faith across the table. “Bathroom?”
“OK.”
They both get up from their seats and walk to the bathroom.
“You have to tell me what that was all about!”
“He just approached me at the bar when I went to grab us drinks. I had no idea who he was. How come you never mentioned him before?”
“Well, I’ve only met him a handful of times at Kansen Corp gatherings. Plus, he’s a bit older than us.”
“How much older?” He doesn’t seem that much older to Faith.
“He’s twenty-seven.” Jackie said as she walked into the first stall. Faith walks into the one next to her, locking the door behind her.
“You made it seem like he was forty or something. I’m not worried about a few years difference. Hell, I’d prefer it. Men our age are pretty immature and typically only after one thing.”
“So true. Tom isn’t, though.”
“Jonathan said he and Tom work together?”
“Yeah. They both work for Kansen Corp. Jonathan has been there longer, and Tom seems to really like him. He’s taken Tom under his wing, I guess.”
“That’s nice of him.” Faith opens the stall door. She walks over to the large sink and washes her hands.
“It is. He seems like a nice enough guy. Definitely better than Brock.” Jackie walks out of the stall and washes her hands in the sink next to Faith, making eye contact in the mirror.
“There were no warning signs to tell me how big of a douche he was. How was I supposed to know?”
“I smelled ‘cheater’ on him from the moment I met him.” Jackie says in a know-it-all tone. Then adds, “There are always signs.” They both dry their hands.
Faith rolls her eyes. “You’ll have to teach me your super powers.”
“If only it were that easy.” Jackie holds the door open as Faith passes through.
As they approach the table Faith notices Jonathan watching her attentively. She sits down beside him, and he slips his arm around her in an easy motion as if he’d been doing it for years.
“Did you ladies have a nice chat?” He asks.
“We sure did. Were your ears ringing?” Jackie replies.
“Incessantly.”
“That sounds horrible.”
“Tell me about it.” He lifts his beer to his lips and takes a drink.
Faith smiles at him and lets out a quiet giggle. Jackie takes a sip of her drink and then grabs Faith by the hand and pulls her back out onto the dancefloor.
Jonathan looks at Tom. “Why didn’t you ever mention that your girlfriend has such a hot best friend?”
Shrugging his shoulders Tom says, “I honestly didn’t know you were looking.”
Jonathan turns his attention back to Faith on the dance floor, watching her move to the rhythm of the music being played by the DJ. This isn’t Jonathan’s typical scene. He’d prefer something a bit quieter and more intimate, but he’s still happy he came.
Without taking his eyes off her, he tells Tom confidently, “That woman is going to be my wife someday.”
“OK. Sure man.” Tom rolls his eyes.
“I’m serious.” Jonathan looks at Tom making sure he understands that was not a joke. “How long have they been friends?”
“I think they’ve known each other since like kindergarten. I’ve only known the two of them for a couple of years, but they have a ton of stories.”
Jackie glances over to the table to see Jonathan and Tom looking their way. She motions with her finger for them to come out to the dancefloor, but both men wave her off. Jonathan’s eyes dart to Faith and his mind wanders to where he’d like to take her on their first date.
As the song finishes. Faith and Jackie head back to the table once more. Faith sits by Jonathan again, and he places his arm back around her. She takes a long pull on her straw, savoring the cold drink going down her throat, thankful for its refreshment.
“Do you want to step outside and get some air?” Jonathan suggests.
“That’s a wonderful idea!”
Jonathan and Faith leave Jackie and Tom at the table. Jonathan opens the door for her and they head out into the cool, salty night air. It feels so refreshing on Faith’s glistening skin. They walk over to the deck facing the bay that is off the back of the building. The muffled sound of the music getting louder each time the door opens as if it’s in competition with the crickets.
“Are you free tomorrow night?”
“I am. Why do you ask?” Faith feigns naivety while looking up at the sky.
“I would like to take you out. Would you like to accompany me to Tollero’s for dinner?”
“I’d love to.” She smiles at him feeling a slight buzz from the drinks she’s been consuming.
“Great! I’ll pick you up around six?”
“That works perfectly.”
“I’ve really enjoyed meeting you tonight, Faith. I’m sure we’ll have an amazing time tomorrow as well.”
“I’ve enjoyed meeting you too, Jonathan. I’m looking forward to tomorrow.”
They exchanged phone numbers and enjoyed the rest of their evening with Tom and Jackie.






  
  Chapter 3
[image: image-placeholder]
Promptitude

Noun; the quality or habit of being prompt


Jonathan arrived to Faith’s house at six o’clock exactly with a fresh cut long stem rose bouquet in hand. His nerves had been present all day. He wasn’t sure what kind of flowers she liked, or if the flowers would be over the top. He debated whether or not he should open the doors for her, since not all women like that kind of thing anymore, but she seemed alright with it last night. He had a hard time figuring out what to wear as well, but finally settled on jeans and a short sleeve button up shirt. 
Faith, on the other hand, was not worried at all. The only thing that gave her some trouble was what she should wear. She wanted to look sexy, but not overtly so. Tollero’s isn’t a fancy restaurant either, so a dress, unless extremely casual was out of the question.
She ended up deciding on her favorite pair of jeans and a blue patterned top. She did her long dark brown hair in its usual style by loosely curling it to add some body and movement. Her makeup was relatively natural with a bold lip color.
Walking up to her door, Jonathan makes observation of her house. A small single story that looked to have been built around the turn of the century. It was probably one of the original homes in Luna Shores. He could see flower beds flank the sides of the porch with budding plants.
Reaching up to knock on the door he realizes the palms of his hands are a little sweaty. He shakes his head, scolding himself for how silly he is being. They already hit it off last night which means there isn’t anything to worry about.
When Faith opened the door she took his breath away. “You look beautiful.” He practically blurted it out with very little thought. The jeans she was wearing fit every curve on her body perfectly, and even though the top was a little less form fitting, it still showed off her figure.
After taking in the sight of her, he regained composure and handed her the flowers.
“Oh my! Thank you Jonathan. They’re absolutely beautiful!” She beams at him, then asks, “Would you like to come in so I can get them into a vase?”
“That sounds like a splendid idea.” His nerves are beginning to settle a bit.
She welcomes him in, leading him through the living room and directly into the eat-in kitchen. She grabs a vase from one of the cupboards that seem to be original to the home, fills it with water, then puts the roses inside it, setting it in the center of the table.
“Would you like a quick tour? The place is quite small, it will only take a second.”
“I’d like that, yeah.”
Faith takes him through the rest of the two bedroom home. It’s small, but more than she needs since it’s only her. She has the spare room set up as her office and craft room. Jonathan appreciates the small glimpse into her personality that someone can only get from seeing another person’s every day surroundings. The house is on the older side, but it is still in good repair with minor updates having been done throughout the years.
Jonathan leads them outside when the tour was finished. He opens the passenger door of his Mercedes-Benz GLC 300 for her. She smiles and thanks him, happy he is being such a gentleman. Jonathan starts the car and heads to Tollero’s.
“Jackie told me you and Tom met at Kansen Corp. What is it that you do there?”
“Well, I started there four years ago as a salesman. I worked my way up to department manager within my first year. I made general manager approximately two years ago, and I’m hoping to advance to CEO. There are a few higher-ups that will be retiring which could make it an attainable goal. It’s my five-year plan.” He says very matter-of-factly.
“That’s a hell of a five-year plan.” Faith says, impressed with how sure of himself he is and his level of drive.
“I aim high.”
“I can see that.”
“So, you’re a teacher? What do you teach?”
“I teach kindergarten at the moment, but I recently heard of a first grade teacher who will be leaving at the end of this school year, so I’ve been tossing around the idea of switching grades.”
“Do you have a five-year plan?” It comes out of his mouth, and he isn’t quite sure why, but it’s too late to take it back now. He adds, “Not that you have to have one.” That may have made it worse, he thinks.
Faith laughs a bit, realizing for the first time that he’s nervous. “Not for my career. There’s only so high you can climb as a teacher. I don’t care to be a principal or superintendent, and that isn’t why I became a teacher. I guess I’d say my five-year plan is to get married and have kids.”
“That’s a good five-year plan.”
“Do you want to have kids someday?” She glances at him hopefully, but also wonders if the question might have been asked a little prematurely.
“Someday, absolutely. I’d like to get married as well. I simply have to find the right person.”
“True, yet not simple at all. Marrying the wrong person can derail your five-year plan pretty quickly.”
“Yeah, definitely. Also, my job is pretty demanding. I work long hours. That will not be changing when I’m promoted either. I need someone who can handle that.”
“I think you need someone that has their own stuff to do. Someone who isn’t sitting at home waiting for you to come home.”
“Exactly. I’ve dated other women, some pretty seriously, but they all seemed to be kind of clingy. Needy even.”
Faith looks down at her hands. Jonathan takes notice and continues, “I’m sorry, Faith. I shouldn’t be bringing up exes. That isn’t polite, especially on a first date.”
“It’s OK. It’s pretty easy to do. Especially when talking about something like that.”
“Thank you for being so understanding.”
“You’re welcome.” She smiles reassuringly.
“So, how many kids do you want?” He asks, wanting to change the subject.
“I’m not sure. At least two, maybe three, maybe more. Did you grow up in a big family?”
Jonathan glances at his hands wrapped around the steering wheel as he makes a left hand turn into the parking lot of Tollero’s. He knew this was going to come up at some point, but it never gets easier to address with someone new. “No. It was just me and my parents until they died when I was eight. Then it was me and my aunt Suz.”
“I’m so sorry to hear that. It must have been such an extremely difficult thing to go through as a child.” She tries to hide the regret she’s feeling for making him bring up such an emotional subject this early in their date.
“Thank you. It definitely was. Do you have a big family?”
“Only my parents and younger sister, Hope.”
“Is that why you want a big family? Because yours wasn’t really very large?”
“I think so. I also believe it has something to do with being a teacher. There are usually about twenty students in my class every year. I’m used to quite a few. It would be weird to only have one or two running around the house.”
“That makes sense. Are you close with your family?”
“Yeah, we have dinner together every Sunday night.”
Jonathan pulls into a parking spot and puts his car in park. Not really wanting the intimacy of the conversation to end, he reluctantly unbuckles and opens his door. Faith reaches for her door handle, but Jonathan is already there, pulling the door open for her. She beams at him.
“You’re such a gentleman. Thank you.”
His heart swells. “You’re very welcome.”
The hostess seats them. They each glance at the menu as she brings them glasses of water. The waitress comes to the table shortly after and asks if they’re ready to order drinks. Jonathan orders a beer, and Faith asks for a glass of Riesling. When the waitress comes back with their drinks they both order their meals.
Jonathan wants to continue the conversation about their future goals, but isn’t quite sure how to segue back into it. Faith looks at him and smiles, then takes a sip of her wine.
“Have you ever been here before?” She asks him.
“No, this is my first time. I’ve lived here my whole life, but my aunt didn’t take me out much. As an adult, I usually eat at home or at one of the bar and grills. Sometimes I’ll go into Sol Port just up the road and get some amazing sea food from this little diner on the coast. I’ll have to take you some time.”
“I’d like that.”
“What about you? Have you been here before?”
“Yeah, my parents actually own Love’s Café right across the street. Most people don’t know this, but there’s a secret society among restaurant and bar owners. It’s kind of crazy. I think I know the diner you’re talking about, too. I haven’t been there, but I’ve met the owners.”
“Love’s Café? I’ve been there quite a few times. It was a great place to go in high school. Delicious food and easy on the wallet.”
“I’m surprised I haven’t seen you there before. I’ve worked there every summer since I turned fourteen. In high school I’d work every day after school. The food is so cheap because they used child labor. Shh, don’t tell anyone.” She giggles and Jonathan joins in.
“We may have seen each other before and simply don’t remember. I’m sure you’ve seen a lot of faces between the café and students’ parents.”
“That is true. It’s such a small town, though. I honestly thought I knew everyone.”
“So did I. I’m so glad Tom invited me out last night. I’m really happy I’ve met you.”
“I am too. This has been really nice. I haven’t dated anyone in a while. I’ve been so busy with finishing school, only to have to go to school every day for work.”
Jonathan chuckles. “You must have a heart of gold to want to do that as a profession.”
Faith touches her chest, acting as if she was just caught hiding something. She whispers, “Is it shining through?”
Jonathan laughs again. “You’re pretty funny. I don’t remember the last time I laughed this much.”
“Thanks. Maybe I was a stand-up comedian in a former life.”
“It’s quite possible.”
The waitress brings out their food and double checks their drinks, motioning towards Jonathan’s beer. He shakes his head yes. They each pick up their forks and begin eating. The waitress brings Jonathan another beer as she walks away he asks Faith, “Would you like to try mine?”
“Sure.”
He loads the fork with a little bit of everything on his plate and feeds it to her. Intently watching the fork go into her mouth, her lips close around it. He gently pulls it out, all remnants of the food gone.
She chews, swallows, and then says, “That is delicious.”
“Right!”
“Do you want to try mine?”
“You know I do.”
Faith does the same thing, loading her fork with a little bit of everything.
“We’re definitely going to have to come back here sometime. I had heard their food was good, but this is exceptional.”
Once they finish their meals, the waitress brings the check. Jonathan pays while Faith excuses herself and goes into the bathroom. After washing her hands she looks into the mirror, her chestnut brown eyes looking back at her. She fixes the little smudge of eye liner that somehow always gets out of place, runs her fingers through her hair a bit, and walks back to the table.
Jonathan watches as she approaches, standing and saying, “I’d like to go for a walk in the park with you. If you’re feeling up to it, of course.”
It wasn’t a question or a request, but he gave her an option none-the-less. She smiles, “I would like that very much.”
They leave the car in the restaurant’s parking lot and walked down the road to the park. The sun is setting over the river. Reds, oranges, and pinks fill the sky, reflecting on the rippling water below.
They walk down the cobblestone path along the river, stopping on the bridge leading to the other side. Faith breathes in deeply, taking the scene in. “This is so beautiful.”
“It really is. I couldn’t have asked for a better night with you. This sunset is incredible, but you are even more beautiful.”
“Thank you.” She feels her face getting warmer knowing her cheeks probably match the sunset.
Jonathan turns to look at her, taking in all the gentle features of her face. She looks back at him, feeling a little self-conscious.
In an attempt to feel slightly more comfortable with his gaze locked on her, she, barely audibly says “Hi.”
His voice low and raspy, he replies, “Hi.”
Focusing solely on her lips, he sees a faint smile appear. He brings his hand right under her chin and gently lifts her face to his. His other hand rests carefully on the small of her back as their lips touch. When he feels her lips part slightly his tongue enters her mouth, and faith’s tongue finds his. Her breath becoming more rapid. He pulls her closer into him before pulling back for a moment, watching her and allowing her breathing to return to normal again.
She smiles at him, her head still swimming. He smiles back, proud of himself. It was a magical first kiss. Whatever anxiety he may have had has now gone entirely.
He takes her hand in his and they walk on, watching the colors of the sunset slowly fade. Jonathan motions to a bench just up ahead. “Would you care to sit with me?”
“That’s a great idea.”
After sitting there for quite a while, talking about a myriad of subjects from politics to food, they suddenly realize how much time has passed. The sky has grown dark. The only light is coming from the moon shining bright in the sky.
“Where has the time gone?” Faith glances at her phone. “I hadn’t even realized it had gotten so late.”
“What time did your phone say?” Jonathan looks at the phone in Faith’s hand.
“It’s nearly two in the morning.” She chuckles unbelievably.
“Wow. I knew we were sitting here talking for a while, but had no idea it was that long!”
They both stand. Jonathan reaches for Faith’s hand, locking eyes with her. “I’ve had an amazing time with you, Faith. I’d really love to see you again.”
“I would like that very much. I’ve had an incredible time with you, too. Both tonight and last night. There’s something between us. I can’t quite put my finger on it, but I can feel it.” She wonders if maybe she had been a bit too forward, but lets it hang in the air without saying more.
“I feel it, too. This has been the most authentic first date I’ve been on.”
Happy to have her feelings reciprocated, relief washes over her as Jonathan leans in and kisses Faith quickly before they stand and walk back hand-in-hand, to the car still parked in Tollero’s parking lot.
On the drive back to Faith’s house, the roads are practically empty, making Luna Shores seem like a ghost town. They’re both a bit quieter, knowing their night will end once they get to Faith’s, but there’s still some uncertainty hanging in the air. Should she invite him in? Should he give her a quick kiss and excuse himself to make sure it’s not awkward? 
Neither of them having the answers to their questions, Faith nervously says, “I really like you, Jonathan. Tonight has been amazing and I want to get to know you better.”
“I want to get to know you better, too. Like you said, I really feel like there could be something here.”
“I’m not ready for us to sleep together yet, though.” Faith looks down at her hands, afraid he may have been expecting an invite into her bedroom. Not because of anything he has done, simply because of past experiences. She wants to make her thoughts and feelings clear now so there is no miscommunication. She tucks her hair behind her ear.
Relieved by her forwardness, Jonathan glances at her and says, “I agree, after-all we just met last night.”
“Thank you for being so understanding. It’s really refreshing, and I truly appreciate it.”
“Of course, Faith. I don’t ever want to pressure you or make you feel uncomfortable. I’d like for this to become something very special. I definitely think the potential is there.”
“I think so too. So far, it seems that way.” Faith smiles, her cheeks getting warm again. Jonathan reaches over taking her hand. He brings it to his lips, gently kissing her fingers then resting her hand in his on the shifter.
Jonathan parks in front of Faith’s house and says, “I’ll walk you to the door.”
He gets out of the car and opens Faith’s door for her again. With the moon lighting their way they walk up her walkway to the porch. Faith has her keys in hand when Jonathan turns to her in front of her door. He leans in to kiss her. Faith meets him half-way. Jonathan places his hands on the small of her back and pulls her body against his. The moment Faith starts feeling her attraction grow, Jonathan pulls back. With her eyes still closed, she takes a deep breath. Jonathan kisses her forehead.
“Thank you for a truly incredible night, Faith.”
“Thank you, Jonathan. Really, it was more than amazing.”
“It definitely has been.”
“Please let me know that you got home safe.”
“I’m not far from here, but I’ll text you when I get there.”
“Thank you.”
Jonathan leans in for another quick kiss before Faith turns to unlock her door. He walks back to his car, wishing the date didn’t have to end.
As Faith starts to go into her house, she turns to see if Jonathan may be looking back. Her eyes are met by his glancing over his shoulder, trying to grab one last glance of her before she disappears into her living room.
Faith smiles and giggles to herself. She has butterflies in her stomach. Jonathan smiles back, all while trying to burn this memory into his brain.
The drive home was nothing but a fog to him. All Jonathan knew was that he made it, and he couldn’t wait to keep his word to Faith and let her know he was home.
He put his car in park and sent the text to her before even shutting off the engine. She replied just as he was walking in the door. He thanked her and told her good-night.
Faith had already washed and moisturized her face, then climbed into bed. With her head on the pillow, she closes her eyes in an attempt to fall sleep, but still feeling far too invigorated. After giving sleep a chance for as long as she can stand, she sits up, reaches for the light on her nightstand, and grabs her book.
Less than a mile away, Jonathan is also a bit wired, and knowing he wouldn’t be able to fall asleep he grabs a beer from his fridge, sits on his couch and turns on a movie.






  
  Chapter 4
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Plenitude

Noun; the quality or state of being full, completeness


In the previous week, they had managed to meet up for coffee one night and text many times throughout the day when they had the chance. Jonathan really appreciated Faith being so forward about her boundaries last weekend. It was refreshing to not have to guess what her expectations were for the end of their night, and it opened up the conversation so that they could be sure they were both on the same page. 
Jonathan pulls up to Faith’s house at eight on Saturday morning. This time, much less anxious. He walks up to her door and knocks. Faith opens it moments later, looking just as beautiful as she did for their first date. Today, she has her hair pulled back in a high pony tail, and she’s wearing yoga pants, and a tank top, with a zip up sweatshirt zipped three quarters of the way up.
“You’re ready for hiking, I see.”
“Just about. I still have to put my shoes on. Come on in.”
She moves to the side, still holding the screen door open. Jonathan steps over the threshold and into her living room once again. He peeks into the kitchen to see the flowers he’d gotten her last weekend still sitting in the center of her table. He smiles to himself and notices they’re starting to look like they’re coming to the end of their life.
Faith grabs her shoes from the closet behind the front door and sits down on the sofa to put them on. Jonathan sits next to her looking around the living room a bit more than he had a chance to do the first time he’d picked her up.
“You have a really nice place. I like it.” He sees a handful of framed photos on the fireplace mantle. One is of her and Jackie on the beach in bikinis, another he can only assume is a professionally taken picture of her parents, sister, and her.
“Thank you. I only bought it a few months ago. I haven’t been able to do much to it besides unpack.”
“I wouldn’t have guessed you’ve lived here that short of a time.”
“Yeah, I didn’t want to rent, but had to save for a while in order to buy. Luckily, the market was in my favor.”
“Luckily,” he repeats turning to look at her. Seeing her shoes are tied and she’s standing he asks, “Are we ready to go?”
“Sure are!”
Faith closes the door behind her, locking it. When she turns, she sees Jonathan standing next to his car with her door already open, waiting for her. She quickens her step. Jonathan closes the door once she’s in and gets in the driver’s seat. He starts the car and shifts into drive, then reaches for Faith’s hand as if it’s already a habit. 
He quickly glances at her and says, “I can only assume since you’ve lived here your whole life that you’ve been to Silverwood State Park before.”
“Yes. I remember having picnics there when I was little. Then, after high school, I took up running, so I’ve been on those trails a few times. Now though, I usually run in my neighborhood. It’s simply easier.”
“That makes sense. I’ve been there before too. Mostly in high school. Hanging out, doing dumb high school kid shit. When do you normally go running now?”
“What kind of dumb high school shit are we talking about?” She asks looking at him out of the corner of her eyes with a slight smirk on her face.
Jonathan looks at Faith and kind of laughs. “You’re just going to ignore my question?” He asks with his eyebrows raised.
“I’m not ignoring anything. I’m addressing the first part of your statement. I’ll get to your question.”
“Ok then. I’d say it was pretty normal stuff: a little drink, a little smoke, nothing too hard core.”
“Right.” She glances at him sideways again while trying to contain her laughter before continuing, “I usually go in the mornings before I get ready for school.”
“That’s probably better than at night in the dark.”
“My neighborhood is safe, Hell, the whole town is safe.”
“Yes, but sometimes people pass through, and they’re not always the most trust worthy.”
“I get that. I do have my conceal and carry permit, only because my dad thought it would be a good idea for my sister and me. So, we all took the class together.” She shrugs her shoulders.
“Your dad sounds like a smart man.”
Faith wonders if bringing up her parents is hard on him. Jonathan seems distant for a moment before continuing, “Faith, I believe you are an incredibly strong willed and independent woman. I really admire that about you. I don’t see you being someone to take any shit.” He gives her hand a little squeeze.
“Nope. I don’t because I shouldn’t have to.”
“Most definitely not.”
Jonathan sees the brown sign for the state park up ahead and turns his signal on. The trees lining the driveway are towering over the car. He pulls up to the drive-through window.
“Are you looking for a day or season pass?” the attendant asks.
“I think we’ll start with a day pass. Can we also get a trail map?”
“No problem.”
The woman passes a map and the receipt to Jonathan after he pays.
They find the parking lot near the trailhead they’re going to hike today. This one has numerous waterfalls throughout the eight-and-a-half-mile trek.
They walk hand in hand to the trailhead. Just beyond the start of the trail, they come to a lookout tower. Locating the stairs, they climb up the wide wooden steps. Neither of them stopping at the platforms connecting each stair case as it winds up the tower. Despite them both being active people, they are out of breath once they reach the top.
Faith takes a deep breath. “This view is absolutely worth that climb.” The muscles in her legs are burning, but she’s trying not to let Jonathan see her struggling.
Jonathan looks out over the rail, he can see for miles. “This would be a wonderful place to watch a sunset.” He points to the sky-line in the west. “It would set right over the bay.”
“How gorgeous would that be? Maybe next time.” Faith smiles at him.
Jonathan smiles back. “Next time, for sure.”
Faith is able to find Hilltop Elementary school off in the distance. She points it out to Jonathan who then scours the coast line for Kansen Corp’s building. Once he finds it he shows Faith. The town is small as it is, but from this height, it looks even smaller, and the buildings can be hard to make out.
Jonathan puts his arm around Faith’s waist and pulls her a bit closer to him. He uses his free hand to reach for hers. Taking it he brings it to his lips.
“It’s a beautiful spring day, made even more beautiful by having you by my side.” He kisses her hand then lowers it to rest on the railing with his.
“You’re so sweet, Jonathan. Thank you. I’m really happy to be able to enjoy the whole day with you.”
“There’s nowhere else I’d rather be.”
“Me either.”
“Are we ready to venture down and continue on to see some waterfalls?”
“I think so.”
They go down the stairs and back to the dirt trail. The smell of pine fills the air. The trail is well worn from many years of people hiking it. They walk past a couple heading in the opposite direction and say good morning.
Taking a look at the map, Jonathan says, “One of the waterfalls is supposed to be up ahead, not too much further.”
“Isn’t it the smallest of them?”
“It is, but size doesn’t matter, does it?” He glances sideways at Faith with a smirk spreading across his face.
Faith smiles back with a slight glimmer in her eye, “Why does it seem like we’re no longer talking about waterfalls?”
“We’re still talking about waterfalls. I don’t know what you mean.” He laughs as he folds the map back up and puts it in his back pocket then grabs Faith’s hand.
When they reach the first waterfall, they take a few moments to enjoy the scenery. They stop on the deck right off the path, the state department built it specifically for observation. The mist from the waterfall gently hits their skin. The sound of water plummeting from above creates a peaceful tone. The wind is present enough to move through the tops of the trees, making the new spring leaves rustle.
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