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Chapter 3 
 

Mason Young opened his eyes and thought he was in heaven.  He gazed in 

enchantment upon the loveliness and innocence of Anne’s facial features, her face 

serene in sleep.  Deep within his chest, an up swelling of emotion swept over him.  It 

was a perfect moment as he basked in the warmth of love.  After a few minutes, he 

reached over to softly kiss her forehead.  She stirred slowly as she reentered the 

conscious world. 

“Hi,” she murmured softly.  “I guess I fell asleep.” 

Mason tried to suppress a yawn, but failed.  “Yeah, me too,” he said.  “This is a 

great way to spend Saturday afternoon.  They should all be like this.” 

Anne smiled sleepily and made a kissing motion with her lips.  “You’re quite a 

lover.  You sure wore me out.”  She rolled over and sat up on the side of the bed, her 

arms coming together high over her head as she stretched the sleep from her back.  

“I’ll be right back,” she tossed over her shoulder as she padded across the room. 

“Don’t go anywhere.” 

Are you kidding me?  thought Mason, as he rolled onto his back.  He and Anne 

had been seeing each other almost constantly over the last month.  They had quickly 

become new best friends, sharing laughs, long jogs through Zilker Park and late 

night pizza over eclectic conversation. Their relationship became increasingly 

physical as they explored the pleasures of passion and the mingling of their souls 

with their bodies. 

It was all good. 

Mason turned his head and watched Anne walk back into her bedroom.  He 

could not take his eyes off of her; he was entranced by her beauty and grace.  As she 

climbed back into bed next to him, she smiled, leaned down and kissed him hard on 

the mouth.  After a long delicious minute, she stretched out next to him and laid her 

head on Mason’s shoulder, snuggling up close. 

“Mason Young – you’ve got me,” she said quietly. 

Mason took a deep breath.  “I know how you feel – I’ve never felt this close to 

anyone else before.  Everything before this feels like it’s been training.” He wrapped 

his arms around her and gave a squeeze, holding her close. 
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They lay quietly for a few minutes, enjoying the shared intimacy.  A barely 

detectable breeze floated down from the ceiling fan rotating slowly overhead.  As he 

lay there, Mason could feel her breasts pressing into his chest.  He also could feel 

her heartbeat, slow and steady and wondered if she could feel his. 

He wanted this moment to go on and on, and never stop. 

“Mason?” 

“Umm…” 

“Where are we going with this?  Are we just having a good time hanging out 

together or is this going to keep growing?” she asked gently. 

Crap, thought Mason.  Here we go.  Careful how you answer, son. 

He hesitated slightly before replying, “I’m not sure, Anne.  I do know that my 

life is very different than it was a month ago.  Better.  You are everything that I’ve 

ever dreamed of….”  His voice tailed off as his anxiety level continued to rise. 

“But…” she started for him. 

“Well, it’s just that I didn’t expect to find this…you…so soon.  I always thought 

I’d be older before…” 

“Before what, Mason?  Before love, is that what you’re trying to say?” 

This was going in a direction that suddenly made Mason very uncomfortable.  

On one hand, Anne was everything he always dreamed of in a woman – beautiful, 

funny, smart, sexy, confident and mature.  She didn’t seem to be like so many of the 

other women – girls really, that he’d met here at school who were husband shopping, 

looking for the cute guys who were Going Places.   Not that Mason had ever had any 

problem playing that particular game; he’d ride it along with it for a few weeks, 

sampling the wares before moving on, oblivious and uncaring to any damage that he 

left behind. 

The month that they’d been seeing each other was maybe the best of his entire 

life.  When he was with her, he was happy and relaxed.  He didn’t feel like he was 

constantly auditioning for another weekend date.  It felt natural.  They had talked 

at length about their experiences in life, the good times and the bad, and where they 

wanted to go after this part of their life was over.  Whether it was a quick meeting 

between classes or just hanging out with friends at Zilker Park, he savored every 
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moment with her.  He was consumed with her and her with him, but was it Real 

Love or just the excitement of a new relationship? 

Hello, a part of Mason’s brain chided him; you are only twenty-one years old, for 

Christ’s Sake.  You’re just starting to have some Serious Fun, after all these years and 

all of that hard work.  You’re free!  Are you ready to give it up for a significant 

relationship, maybe even MARRIAGE?? 

Despite the cooling breeze of the fan, Mason felt a drop of sweat start to creep 

down his left side. The two sides of his brain engaged in a furious tug-of-war.  All of 

a sudden, it seemed like his universe and future teetered on the edge of a knife.   

Which way to go? 
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