VForgotten Moment

The night was old, the air thick with humidity and yet cool. Juliet Parrish sat on the back steps which led to the basement of the Club Creole, cradling a glass of champagne in her left hand and closed her eyes.

What now? she wondered, biting her lip and fighting the scent of burnt ruble and ash. Today could very well have been the worst day of her life, as far as she was concerned. She had managed to lose her job and nearly kill all the people she cared about, all in a days work. Julie tasted her tears as they slid from her pale blue eyes and into her mouth. What else could she do but cry? 

It was going to happen sooner or later, she reasoned. And Elias isn’t mad. He might be feeling foolish right now, but he isn’t mad………. It is my fault! I should have known they were following me.

The creak of an opening door sounded from behind Julie as she leaned back onto the steps and looked down at the tall figure who was making its way up towards her. Oh joy, it’s Mister Wonderful!

Mike Donovan carried his own glass of champagne, freshly full, though he wore only a white t-shirt now, having discarded the sweater he’d been wearing all evening after being doused when Willie popped the cork on the last bottle of expensive champagne. Donovan did not seem to mind. He was enjoying himself. At least the alcohol would take his mind off of not being able to spend this Christmas with his son. But the woman he cared about was another story…

“You know I hate to bother you, but you know it isn’t safe to be out here,” he noted, taking a seat just a few steps below hers.

“So?” Julie shrugged, glaring back down at him. The light from the alleyway danced off of her tear stricken cheekbones, causing them to shine.

He stared back at her in disbelief. “You just wanted some quiet time to yourself? There’s other rooms inside, you know.”

“What do you want, Donovan?”

“I… was concerned about you.”

The sudden reminder caused Julie to put her hand to her face and she felt a sudden emptiness mingled with feelings of guilt and shame all over again. She lowered her head and sobbed.

It had been so long since Mike had seen her cry. And yet he knew better than to hold her. Suddenly, he felt awkward being here and wished he had sent Robin to her instead. On second thought, he realized that it was not such a good idea. He realized that Julie would just assume confide in Ham as she would someone like Robin, a girl with so much to learn about in life yet.

“Your not missing your family because it’s Christmas, are you?” He wanted to believe that something like that would cause Julie to act this way, and that she was not thinking about what had happened earlier today.

Guilt struck Julie quickly as she realized that she had not thought about her Mom and Dad even once today. In fact, she had not spoken to them since before the war began again.

“Why do you have to bring that up?” she asked sounding a bit angered.

“Well, you’re out here all alone on Christmas Eve. Something has to be bothering you.”

Her small hands now soaked, Juliet moved them away from her eyes to look at him. Please leave!

They sat there in silence for a few moments just staring at each other, both afraid to say something to upset the other. But Donovan was restless and could not go back inside without having accomplished something to bring her around.

“You weren’t thinking about us, were you?”

Her sadness turned to anger. “What?”

“Well, you know uh… because- hey,” he broke off momentarily. “Hey, remember when we rented that cabin up at Big Bear last year and you and Sean uh… strung that popcorn after we got that beautiful Douglas Fir…” he moved his glass to the other hand, feeling a cramp in his right.

“No,” she lied, while thinking, You’re not helping things, Mike.

He gave her a smile. “What, are we playing games now?”

“Yeah, you go hide somewhere inside and I’ll uh count to ten and come and find you.”

He sensed a sense of sarcasm in her tone.

“Hey, I was just trying to cheer you up.”

“I don’t want you to cheer me up!” she said. “Why do you always have to be the hero, Mike? Why can’t you just not rescue every orphan or damsel in distress? Why are we having this conversation?”

A warmth of blood surged to his cheeks. He could not believe she would insult him this way. “Well because its what I do. Its what we do, as a team.” 

He thought of Jennifer who had fallen asleep nestled on the couch in Ham Tyler’s arms and did not regret his own day’s ordeal one bit. Though it was odd to see Tyler in such a good mood. Fortunately for Jennifer, Tyler had decided to lay off the booze for the night. 

Julie is right. I must think I was born to be some knight in shining armor or something…

“I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have said that,” Julie offered. “Its just-“ she thought for a moment, finding her lip to bite again, and tears to choke on again. “Mike, I don’t know what I would have done if you all had died today. I was so afraid.”

Leaving the glass of champagne behind, without thinking, Donovan got up and moved to sit beside her, holding her there. He did not care that she did not return his affection, but tensed when he put his arm around her.

“It wasn’t your fault,” he said. “Julie, you were doing what you had to do.”

“I didn’t have to stay there,” she pouted. “I knew it was hurting you, and hurting us.”

For a second, Donovan wondered if they were about to make up for all the strain put on their relationship these past few months. 

“I think under the circumstances we can forgive ourselves,” he gave her a little squeeze.

Julie’s pulse quickened at his touch as she felt his hand move around her waist.

Then she realized that it had been a good two months or so since he had held her. And somehow, she did not feel as much for him as she had then. When she felt his lips touch her own she accepted them, getting lost in the moments that lay ahead until the squeal of the door below caught them off guard.

Donovan was the first to look up, hearing Kyle Bates mutter, “Oh… my. I am so sorry.”

Embarrassed, Julie buried her head in Mike’s shoulder. Mike grinned at Kyle sheepishly. “What is it, Pal?”

“Well,” said Kyle running a hand through his jet black hair, “Everyone is turning in for the night. We have to lock the door… and uh, well unless you want to get locked outside for the night. I won’t say anything about this.”

“Just give us a minute!” Julie answered, moving away from Mike.

A second later the door was shut again and Julie was to her feet.

“Only a minute,” Mike protested reaching for her, but she stepped down a few steps tripping over his glass and hearing the snap under her boots, then she fell into the door.

“Julie!” he called.

Julie hit her head on the door, blacking out.

A second later, the door swung open and light blinded Donovan’s eyes as he picked Julie up to be greeted by Ham.

“What the hell was that? I thought the Visitors were breaking in?”

Robin, who had been gathering the empty glasses came over and saw Mike with the unconscious Julie in his arms, and the broken champagne glass on the steps. 

“What happened to her?” the girl shrieked, seeing the blood starting to gather on Julie’s scalp.

Donovan carried Julie over to the empty loveseat where he had made love to this woman just months ago when no one was around. “Get the first aid kit, Robin.”
The girl nodded and was off as Donovan shook Julie’s shoulder gently. Kyle had re-entered the room, looked down at Julie and muttered, “I’m not going to ask any questions.”

“I did not push her down if that’s what your thinking,” Mike glared back at Ham and then Kyle.

“Oh, no. Perhaps clumsiness is the word you were looking for,” Kyle grinned.

Juie stirred, a moment later, her hand going immediately to her forehead. “Oh,” she gasped, seeing the three men staring down at her, though their images were blurry at first. She could not think of their names or figure out why the colored lights on the Christmas tree were blurred.

“Julie, are you okay?” Mike asked

Julie, the word sounded familiar to her but did not register. The man who had said it bent down closer and waved his hands in front of her eyes causing her to blink. “Sweetheart, are you okay?”

A brunette girl was suddenly there giving him a white box with a red cross on it. 

Robin…Julie thought. Why do I feel this way?

The tall handsome man with brown hair took the box from Robin and started rummaging through it.

“Do you think it’s safe to call an ambulance?” Robin asked him.

“Are you nuts?” the shorter, balding guy looked at her

“Robin,” Julie said. “What happened to me?”

The third man, a little shorter than the handsome tall one and a lot younger said, “That’s a good question. Why don’t you ask Mike here?”

Mike? The name did not register with Julie. “Who is Mike?”

After initial treatment it was soon realized that Julie Parrish had a mild concussion and could not remember what had went on the night of her twenty-eighth Christmas. It would take her days to remember the people she fought beside. But those few moments shared between her and Donovan on the steps of The Club Creole would be lost forever. And as the days wore on, the affection that they had once shared for one another would be lost too.

