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SYNOPSIS: All that Jenny Hamilton wanted was to drown herself in the
books of her favorite writer and forget her ex-fiance that dumped her.
However, delusion, rage and many glasses of wine didn't bring her peace,
but a sequence of events that led her straight to the arms of her handsome
and liar neighbour, James Anderson.

-- Ero�c tale from the series Sins --
 

 

 

I don't remember clearly my catechism days, but I think lying is

one of the newest deadly sins. I say it's new because they were seven and,

suddenly, turned into nine; and if i'm going to update it now, in 2020, I

think it must have risen to more than ten.

However, I didn't came here to talk about the catholic doctrine or try

to talk about deadly sins, but to explain that it was a lie (in fact, more than

one) that brought me to this church.

Being honest, this sin shouldn't even be mine, because the liar here

had a first and last name. The king of lies is called James Anderson Dwayne.

If I close my eyes, thoughts race through all the sequences of events

that have brought me here. Now, in front of the priest and remembering



this tangle of lies, I can only say that it is not a confession I have to make,

and you will prove me right.

 

 

— He said that we didn't have a sa�sfying sex life and that he

needed some �me to think. Now I see it in the gossip column that he's

engaged to this silicon blonde and that they're ge�ng married in style in a

chateau in France!

— Calm down, Jenny.

— Calm down? We dated for... Not years, but for my whole life! We

had plans, we were ge�ng married and one fine day he decides that I'm

not enough for him, breaks up and decides to get married less than two

months a�er our end? How can I calm down? What would you do if it was

you?

— I would go out with my best friend, get really drunk and fuck all

night with the first ho�e who hit me up.

— I'm not going out, you know I don't like it. I'm going to stay here,

drinking my wine and reading Jennifer James.

— You prefer reading those books with fire filled heroines, couples that

make out in every place and live adventures, but don't want to live it. Drop

these trash books and go live your life, I said LI-VE and not read. Really live.



Find a real guy, that gets you right and makes you forget about that idiot

Fred.

— I live my life and don't call Jennifer James' books trash, she's a diva

and her books are contemporary classics.

— Contemporary classics? - Her laugh is so loud that I have to hold the

phone away from my ear.

— You said it yourself that "Eternal Flame" and "At Your Body's Edge"

were some of the best movies you've watched this year.

— Exactly! Movies. The movies are wonderful, the books I haven't read

nor I will read.

— Look, I'm not going to argue with you about your complete lack of

reading habits, today I just want my Chardonay on the glass and my mind

free to forget that stupid traitorous asshole.

— Girl, you can't even curse. Call him a son of a bitch, a broken-in

bastard or crooked ass preppy.

I was speechless.

— Ok, you need to be more like the strong women you read about, not

afraid to speak your mind, surrender out of desire and not obliga�on, seek

adventures and free yourself.

— No. What I need is peace!

—Ok. I'm just not going to get you out of this sadness now, because

I'm s�ll on duty, but I'll be out in two hours and we can see each other at

7th Degree, how about that?



— Thank you, bes�e. I'm not in the mood. Not today. The thing I want

less is to be seen by a lot of strangers that are going to be asking

themselves why I have a swollen and red face.

—Well, if you change your mind, that's where I'm going today. Anne

and Isa will be going too. Throw the book you have in your hands in the

trash, take a long bath in the bathtub, put on your naughty dress, that

scandalous sandal that I gave you and have never seen you wearing and

meet us there.

— Bes�e, I don't...

— They're calling me here in the ER. I'll talk to you later. Bye.

I should think about Angelina's words, but I didn't want philosophical

reflec�ons, because all I wanted was to forger how fucked up my life was.

However, it was on the next day that I discovered that my life wasn't

messed up enough. Sincerely, this day had risen on all scales as the most

tense and unexpected day of my en�re life, even more than that evening

when Fred broke up with me. Even worse that it was the first day of my

vaca�on. I would never imagine the unexpected events of this day.

I was an accountant and numbers were in my being, so I started

mentally lis�ng everything that happened on that day that turned my life

upside down. Which brings us to item 1.
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