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Kessica Tanglao 
Keala and Ian: neither one is a stranger to the other. The 
stares they shared, the stolen glances—no one knew 
something would happen. But someone decided to start 
something. Was it worth the risk?  

 

Mamihlapinatapais 
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This is a work of fiction. Names, 
characters, places and incidences 
are either a product of the author’s 
imagination or are used 
fictitiously, and any resemblance 
to actual persons, living or dead, 
business establishments, or locales 
is entirely coincidental. 
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For Richard Herrera— 

Just coz I’m a fan girl.  
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MAMIHLAPINATAPAIS (noun) 
 
- From the Yaghan language of Tierra del Fuego. It is considered as the world’s 

most succinct word and the hardest to translate. 
  

- What does it mean? It is a look shared by two people, each wishing that the other 
would initiate something that both desire but neither one wants to start.  

 

Source: http://mysteryarts.blogspot.com/2008/09/mamihlapinatapais.html 
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Prologue: Handmade Coupon #8 
My boss was unusually giddy when she approached me. She was carrying a grande iced green tea latte 
and another coffee jelly cup, and she handed the latte to me. I frowned—hey, my boss knows I liked iced 
green tea latte—but when I read the name written on the cup, I knew it wasn’t from my boss. 

Keala.  

Everyone knew my name was Keala but no one really used it because I insisted to be called Lala (I know 
what you’re thinking—like the Teletubby. I have to admit that I like that particular Teletubby, but my 
nickname wasn’t because of it).  

I only knew one person in this whole world who insisted in calling me “Keala,” just coz he thinks my 
name is unique and should be used to its full effect—and that when we are in bed, it is just way smoother 
to say “Keala” than its shorter and less meaningful “gibberish” counterpart. 

And I haven’t seen him for almost a year.   

“Someone’s looking for you outside,” my boss, Camille, said, and there was this suggestive smile on her 
face that somehow confirmed what I was thinking.  

My boss knew Ian. She met him more than ten times before—teased me loads of times how cute Ian 
actually is because out of all the guys in the room where we first met Ian, he was the one that stood out 
(Well, there were only five guys in the room, so… it isn’t an impressive “base” to begin with, but work 
with me here).  

I noticed him too—and there was this part of me that wished I didn’t.  

Not that Ian is that bad—he isn’t, just let me clarify that one—but… it’s a whole other thing.   

What she—and the rest of my office—don’t know is what went on between Ian and me. There was this 
point in time that I think they knew I was going out with someone—the inexplicable presence of 
Blackberry Torch could do that, the early log outs despite the heavy workload, and the grin that can’t be 
erased on my face. But I think they also knew that it had stopped.  

That it ended.  

That the Blackberry Torch mysteriously disappeared. That I asked them to delete the alternate number 
where they could always contact me before (it was the SIM inserted in the Torch). That I returned to 
“enjoying” late nights and overnighters. That from being someone who was open, I became sealed shut. 
Tight. With no one seeping in.   

I took the latte and walked out slowly to the lobby, and just found myself stopping a few steps near the 
lobby, watching at Ian who was thumbing through his phone—a black Blackberry Torch—probably 
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replying some of his BBM contacts. He couldn’t possibly be tweeting—like me, he went on hiatus from 
the social networking site nearly a year ago—after everything had happened.   

Ian never failed to amuse me. After a year, I still find myself breathless whenever I am within arm’s 
length of him. My heart is pumping so hard in my chest that my ears are nearly getting deaf.   

And then he finally felt that there were eyes on him—eyes apart from those of our receptionist’s, who 
can’t seem to resist the Ian charm. He stood up to meet me, a tentative smile on his face.   

“Ian,” I whispered, and then he stepped back, cocked his head towards the plush blue chairs at the lobby.  
I started to sip the tea latte just coz I don’t know what to say.    

“I haven’t seen you in a long while, Keala. How are you?” Ian said, starting the conversation, pretty much 
how he started everything else between us about two years ago.  

I still couldn’t speak.  

“I was going through my things last night, and I came across this,” he said, bringing out a familiar 
handmade box. “So I… called Irene, asked her if you’re still working here, and she said you are, so I 
came here.”  

I finally got rid of the latte that is serving as my lifesaver. “Okay,” I said simply. I am handicapped. 
Despite losing the latte, I can’t bring up words to express how surprised I was and amazed that he’s here.  

Ian opened the box and fished one of the handmade coupons inside. I could recognize my handwriting, 
and I wonder which of the twenty or so unused coupons he’s gonna use.  

He handed the coupon to me.  

Coupon #8.  

One kick-ass life-changing conversation for use if or when I balk on you.  

I grinned. I had amazing foresight at the time when I was making those coupons that I would, somehow, 
some way, run away from Ian.  

I took the coupon, and then looked into Ian’s chocolate brown eyes. “Ah,” I said, and he gave me my 
favorite smile of his.  

“I promised you before, that I’ll wait, didn’t I?” Ian said gently, and I nodded.  

And wait he did.   
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Chapter 1: It started with a tweet. 
Twitter. Oh the wonders of social networking sites.  

In whatever Ian and I have, Twitter started it all.  

 

I knew Ian—Julian Nathaniel Perez (Twitter handle: @ianperez103)—professionally. Back when I first 
met him he was a senior advertising executive, and we were “servicing” the same client (He had since 
been promoted to being a manager, but personally senior advertising executive already sounds so… posh 
to me. Advertising manager sounds common and weird). I was—okay, I still am—working as a media 
planner, and our client has this habit of double-booking his meetings. Camille and I would head to the 
meeting, only to find out that “Client” has an ongoing meeting with Ian and his team. Our client’s 
meeting with Ian’s team and with mine would usually overlap about fifteen to thirty minutes.  

That was the first time I saw Ian, and tell you what—I always looked forward to meetings that this Client 
sets up, for it would mean I will be seeing Ian.  

And this client has never failed me and Ian.  

When Ian and I first met, we just said hi and hello. I knew his name is Ian Perez—although “Client” loves 
calling him Julian in some flirty tone—and he knew my name is Lala Herrera. He knew I worked for 
EdgeMedia and I knew he worked for Moire Creatives. But that was the extent of our “knowledge” of 
each other. I never knew how old he was or if he is dating or if he has a girlfriend.  

But there was more to the quarterly meetings than schedules overlapping.  

Camille was the first one who noticed it—Ian staring at me whenever we meet. She would tease me 
incessantly about it. What I didn’t know is that if she knew I was also staring at Ian. I always wanted to 
approach him, always wanted to strike up some small talk. I heard him speak during meetings and he’s 
this eloquent guy, authoritative at times, but he knows what he wants. 

I know what I want—I wanted to talk to Ian and get to know him on a personal level—but I was shy. And 
I was scared to get rejected. The number of times I had approached a guy who actually liked me and 
didn’t reject me was at zero. Some guys approached me just coz they wanted to get something out of me 
and not because of a sincere and utmost interest in me. So going back to Ian, I didn’t know if he was 
staring at me because he was interested in me or if it was because he thought there was something weird 
with me. 

That drama went on for three years—a total of twelve meetings, six hours tops if the meetings overlap by 
thirty minutes—and then I got assigned to another client.  

No more Ian.  
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Or so I thought.  

I was active on the social networking site Twitter for about two years already. As of late, I have 16,538 
tweets, following 255 people, and have (weirdly so) 255 followers too. I think it was January when Irene 
Sy (@itsmeirenesy), a professional photographer who I knew since college, tagged me (@iamkeala) and 
Ian on a tweet—11% of the Filipino population is still single. I know two notorious ones @iamkeala 
@ianperez103. :) 

I remember grinning when Irene tagged me on that tweet. I had been eternally single, one whom you can 
call NBSB (No Boyfriend Since Birth). I am not dating, not even looking because I have a weird aversion 
to relationships caused primarily by douchebags and assholes that have hurt me in the past. If guys who 
aren’t even in a relationship with me can already hurt me, what more if they already are?  

Without thinking, I replied to all: @itsmeirenesy @ianperez103 Just 11%? Seriously? That stat is lying. 
:) 

But it was only then had I noticed the other person she tagged in the tweet: @ianperez103.  

My world stopped. Figuratively, of course. In reality, I was moving my mouse towards Ian’s Twitter 
handle and clicking it so that it would take me to the profile. And when I saw his smiling face on the 
Twitter avatar, I thought, “For the freaking win.” What are the effing odds? He wasn’t on private, so it 
was easy to follow him.  

A few minutes later, I saw Ian’s reply to Irene: @itsmeirenesy I am with @iamkeala on this one. I don’t 
think it’s just 11%. And I am not notoriously single, Irene! 

A refresh on my profile and an email notification later—@ianperez103 is already following me.  

I have no idea if he figured out I was the Lala Herrera he met ages ago. It’s been a year since I was 
assigned to another client—a year since I last saw Ian.  

And then I get a tweet.  

From Ian, no less.  

@iamkeala Are u with me if I say @itsmeirenesy is doing some match-making here?? 

I smiled. He knew Irene well.  

@ianperez103 I think she’s working her magic here w/ us. At least she’s TRYING to.  

I counted three seconds before a reply popped up on my Tweetdeck mentions.  

@iamkeala let’s not waste her effort. Coffee, then, Lala? 

He knew. He knew it was me.  

And he is making that move. That first move that will stop us from just staring at each other during 
quarterly meetings for thirty minutes tops per meeting.  
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This time, it’ll only be me and him.  

And coffee. 

I took a deep breath and then tweeted—without mentioning anyone—YES. 

I was about to minimize my Tweetdeck when Irene tweeted: See, my matchmaking skills aren’t rusty! RT 
@iamkeala let’s not waste her effort. Coffee, then, Lala? 

I shook my head, smiling weirdly.  

 

Though Ian virtually asked me to coffee, he never told me of any real plans. I am thinking maybe he got 
busy—evidently so, he hasn’t tweeted in  a week—so I never really pressed him for any follow ups, but I 
got sort of disheartened. 

He lifted my spirits up and then… brought me down again. 

Thus—coffee shop.  

I needed to get out of the house, and—thinking that tea lattes are a good idea for a rare free day from 
work and a good distraction for a date that never was—I went to a coffee shop. Because of WiFi, I was 
able to access Twitter, and I tweeted: Reading @ Starbucks. Yes, upscale like that. Guy a few tables away 
from me in white shirt looks hot—from the back. #yey4freedays 

I was halfway through the third chapter when he popped at my side. “Lala Herrera.”  

It was a statement, not a question.  

What are the odds that Ian and I are at the same Starbucks branch in the metro at the same time?  

I looked up, grabbing my latte in the process so that I can avoid awkward moments when it comes to that. 
And I just… stopped, my breath caught in my throat.  

Julian Nathaniel Perez.  

One thing you should know is he has chocolate brown eyes.  

And then the rest is just icing on the cake.  

Just kidding.  

Ian is the kind of guy you want to show off to your friends, officemates and probably the whole world. 
The kind of guy you take home to your parents not just because he’s handsome (and evidently you’d want 
to have kids with this guy because of the genes), but also because he gives off the vibe that he can take 
care of you—financially, to say the least. Emotionally, that I have to see.   
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He’s kind of perfect, but since I am a huge believer that no one is, there’s got to be something wrong with 
him (and I found out later on what that was, and then he did a turnaround, and then—okay, I still have to 
tell you how he and I started, right? Why not I get to that first?).  

He’s obviously taller than my five foot five frame, lean with brawny arms that tell you that he probably 
isn’t stuck that long at work because he’s hitting the gym. That and the fact that I just know in my heart 
that when I get the chance to lift that white Nike shirt that he was wearing, either a flat set of abs or six-
pack abs would welcome me. He could be, what one of my douchebag pseudo-exes would call as 
DTNL—di tunay na lalake—stemming from the notion that real men don’t have abs. What these 
supposed real men have are bilbil.  

Well, maybe some real men actually take time to work out, you know.  

He wore his hair longer than other men would—it falls straight down just above his shoulders, reminding 
me so much of a member of the once popular Asian group F4, Vanness Wu (and later on, I would find out 
that sometimes he wears headband just to keep it out of his face). I hated him for a moment because his 
hair is straighter and shinier than mine, and he’s a guy, for Pete’s sake. I let my eyes stray past that area 
below his abdomen, catching just a glimpse of his khaki shorts, and then his black Vans.  

Hmm. Size 11, I guess. 

My eyes went back to the face. So I started off with chocolate brown eyes, right? Maybe I should say they 
are very deep, gentle, chocolate brown eyes with long eyelashes as frames. And then… thin eyebrows that 
would probably go to any direction he wanted them to (and could ask questions, make you doubt yourself, 
be pointed if he wants them to, and intimidate you when they have a chance), narrow forehead, long nose, 
goatee and mustache, ears that don’t stick out of his face that much, and thin, pink lips that form a straight 
line when he’s serious.  

When he’s not? Oh gosh.  

To quote Bruno Mars, “When (he) smiles, my whole world stops and stares for a while.”  

Oh Lord, kill me. Why am I getting cheesy all over?  

He looks like Christian Bale during that period when he didn’t shave and didn’t get his hair cut.  

On the other side of the spectrum, I wonder what Ian is thinking about me. Is he seeing me as a woman 
“blessed” with hair that curl and twist in various directions (so much so that I actually gave up on taming 
those damn curls) that fall just above my waist? Or does he look past the hair and check out my thick 
eyebrows, slightly big ears, round nose between an even rounder pair of black eyes framed with thin 
lashes? Or does he go lower, to my 36B chest and my not-so-flat tummy that was fairly discernable since 
I am seated and I chose to wear a tank top today thinking it’s just an ordinary day?  

“Okay, maybe the guy in white shirt is hot even when looking at the front,” I quipped, standing up and 
giving Ian a queasy smile. He stood next to my table, hand atop one chair. He did a quick survey of my 
things on the table— half-finished beef pastrami with cheese sandwich, iced green tea latte, two more 
books aside from the one I was reading, and my booted laptop which screen is currently showing a photo 
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of that famous One Tree Hill artwork by Peyton: people always leave. “Ian Perez,” I said, and he looked 
up, gave me that megawatt smile, and I died inside.  

Just kidding.  

“Why is it 103?” I asked, referring to his Twitter handle, and he laid his gentle eyes on me.  

Ian held up a finger, indicating ‘just a moment,’ went back to his table, grabbed his coffee (he’s a 
cappuccino fan as I find out a few “dates” after), and went back to me. I took a seat. “May I?” he asked, 
motioning if he could take over the chair he was holding on to earlier, and I nodded. 

“Because I always give 103% in whatever I do,” Ian answered, and I smirked.  

“Usually it’s 110%.”  

“I have a weird affinity for the number three,” he said, shrugging, his eyebrows furrowing for a moment 
before straightening out once more.  

“Book lover, huh,” Ian said, cocking his head towards the books I have on hand and on the table. 
“Bibliophile, is that what you’re called?” he asked, and I nodded.  

“But you’re all over the place,” Ian said, that frown making an encore on his face. He waved his hand 
over the books I have. “You’ve got a classic—Emma by Jane Austen. And then you have a chicklit—
Something Borrowed by Emily Giffin. And then that—” he pointed to the book I was reading—“Devil 
Bones by Kathy Reichs.”  

I grinned. “It’s a forensic anthropology novel, if you don’t know what category to put it under,” I 
quipped, and he frowned (again) for a bit. 

“Forensic what?”  

I stopped myself from laughing. “Crime. It’s a crime novel—simply put.”  

“Ah,” he said, a curious look on his face, and then he stayed silent. I went back to the book—I am not 
good with conversations, and frankly, the hotness of Ian is just incapacitating my few conversation skills. 

“Keala,” he said, and there was a ring of curiosity to the way he said it. I stopped, looked up and he was 
gazing at me. “Why are you named as such?” he said, the sheer curiosity in his voice not fading. If it was 
another person asking me, I would have taken offense, especially at how the question was phrased.  

“It means ‘path’ or ‘road’ in Hawaiian—if you spell it as one word, that is. If you do it this way—” I 
grabbed a tissue, produced a pen, and then wrote down Ke’ala—“it would mean ‘fragrance.’ Take your 
pick.”  

“Random name your parents chose?”  

I shook my head. “My father liked Hawaii Five-O, the Jack Lord version, not the hotness of Alex 
O’Loughlin,” I explained. “So my name had to be something Hawaiian. That preference for anything 
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Hawaiian died down after a few years—my brothers have Spanish- or Western-sounding names.” Ian 
nodded thoughtfully.  

“I prefer to be called Lala, though,” I told him, but he shook his head.  

“I like Keala better.” He was grinning smartly, making me raise an eyebrow. “I know, I know. We’re not 
close, but…” His voice trailed, probably because my right eyebrow just kept on rising due to skepticism. 
“Kea,” he settled. “Kea sounds better on you. Lala sounds gibberish.”  

I rolled my eyes, amused. “I just met you, and you’re here, trying to change the nickname that I grew up 
with,” I said, and he shrugged again. He reached out and touched my hand—a fleeting, almost feathery 
touch, but it was enough to tell me—and make me feel—that he and I sizzle.  

As in zzzzt electricity sizzle.  

I looked up at Ian just as he drew back his hand. I wonder if he felt the same spark that I did. “There is 
something about you, Keala,” he whispered, and then he leaned back on his seat, took a sip from his cup, 
and then watched me.  

“Does this something give me enough credit to know why you’re named Ian?” I asked, and he nodded.  

“Oh yeah,” he said, winking at me.  

My heart just skipped a beat.  

One of those chocolate brown swirls winking at me. Oh boy.  

“Julian Nathaniel,” Ian said, as if he really loved saying his given name. “My dad is Julian. My mom is 
Natalie.”  

“Ah. Lone child?”  

Ian frowned, and then nodded. “You figured that out… how?”  

It was my turn to shrug. “You’re… confident. Sure of yourself. Like your parents supported you all the 
way. You… have this innate curiosity about and in people, like… you were kinda bored or you’re alone 
for some time? Like you… grew up, trying to know people because you don’t have siblings at home to 
talk to or play with,” I explained, and his jaw dropped in mild awe.  

“Wow,” Ian said breathlessly. “You figured that out in the past ten minutes we’re talking?”  

“I’m right, aren’t I?” I said, and he nodded. “Mom and Dad tried and tried and tried but every single time, 
Ma miscarried. And then they just got tired of trying… settled for having me,” Ian explained, and I smiled 
at him.  

“You’re not that bad.”  

“Aw. I’m touched. Thank you.”  
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I chuckled, as Ian reached out and checked out my cup. “Tea latte, huh?” he asked, shaking my cup, and I 
nodded.  

“Not a coffee person,” I admitted.  

“Yet you like coffee shops.”  

“They just don’t sell coffee here. I like the sandwiches. And the cookies.”  

Ian’s eyes landed on my unfinished sandwich. “You scrape the filling off?” he said, amused, taking the 
plate and turning it around to face him. During our encounters for this mystery client I have yet to find a 
codename for, no food is served, so he never saw my weird quirks (oh yes, plural) when it comes to food.  
“Lemme guess—not a mayo or sandwich spread person.” 

I nodded again. “See what I told you about you being a keen observant?” I said, as he took the sandwich 
and biting into it. I didn’t react—frankly, Ian looked like he was super comfortable with me that it was 
okay for him to share a sandwich that had no mayo, mustard, or sandwich spread on it like it was a 
normal occurrence. I guess if you meet a person twelve times before (but then again we never really 
talked), you get this weird sense of closeness or familiarity that it is okay to share a sandwich.  

“I’ll buy you a cookie,” Ian said, standing up. “You want a refill?” he asked, his eyes on my tea latte.  

I shrugged. “Sure.”  

“Dark chocolate or the white one?”  

“Huh?” I said cluelessly, knowing very well that there were only two tea lattes on the menu—green and 
chai. Ian laughed. “Sorry, I was pertaining to the cookie,” he said, and I smiled  

“Dark chocolate please.”  

Ian gave me a salute. “I’ll be right back,” he said, slipping his hands into his pocket and walking jollily 
towards the counter.  

I grinned, shaking my head at this luck.  

 

“If I just had gathered enough guts before…”  

Ian started but his voice trailed. I stopped, twirled to face Ian but he was walking behind me so he 
bumped into me, causing me to topple. He caught me reflexively by putting his arms around me, and I 
just stared so deeply into his eyes and just wondered how long it'll take before my willpower caves in. I 
cleared my throat, praying for more willpower, and he released me. I took a step back. 

“Huh?” I asked, befuddled, and Ian hesitated.  

“Uh,” he began to say, scratching his head in such a cute boy manner, “I wish I had talked to you sooner. 
You’re so much fun to be with and…”  
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His voice trailed again. I didn't move; Ian did, taking a step towards me, closing the space between us. A 
light breeze passed through us. I could feel his warm breath on my forehead, his Vans touching my 
Toeberries, and our fingers that barely touched as our arms are half-tensed, half-relaxed at our sides.  

And then I looked up.  

I don't know if it was the right thing to do or it wasn't, but I did, and I kinda got locked in that moment—
that one moment where there was no one in my universe except Ian.  

Ian was my universe.  

His eyes were swirling with some sort of emotion, and as I was trying to fight against this, wanting to find 
reality again, he reached down, his left hand holding my right, placing it above his heart. Something was 
racing in his chest, and I knew it was how my heart is in my chest as well—racing, frantic, stopping at 
some moments and then going fast again. It was like a rollercoaster ride—building climax and thrill as we 
slowly creep to the top and then bursting with exhilaration on the way down.  

I can't even remember if I breathed ever since he stepped into my personal bubble.  

His other hand moved, touching my cheek, my chin, and then my lips. And then he smiled—a small smile 
that was barely discernible—as he brushed a stray strand of hair away from my eyes and tucking it behind 
my ear. It was that smile—mysterious and tiny as it might have been—that crumbled my willpower. His 
finger found my chin again, tilting it at an angle, his eyes intent on my lips, and then— 

holyfudge 

Do all first kisses go like this?  

His lips barely touched mine at first, and I knew Ian was giving me that chance to back out if I never 
really wanted this. But he is so tempting. I don't know at which point I had closed my eyes, but I did. And 
then he laid his lips on mine, and now I knew I really forgot to breathe. He cupped my face in his big 
hands, pulling me closer, sucking me (no pun intended) into his world, his kiss and into him.  

I felt him take a deep, contented sigh before releasing my lips, but he didn't fully pull away. He held my 
face in his hands and I had to let out a contented sigh of my own, slowly opening my eyes, wondering 
what the hell had happened and why it was over so quickly.  

Why do we close our eyes during magical moments like this? Why can’t we see them, engrave them in 
our memories, keep them there forever?  

My mouth was still slightly agape. I don't know how to describe the kiss. All my other senses were in 
overdrive. Ian stared at me as if daring me to say something, waiting for me to react.  

“Wow,” I managed to say breathlessly. He ran his finger gently over my lips again and then just smiled. 
He leaned over again, to kiss me again probably, but I drew back. He frowned, looking a bit affronted.  

“You just said ‘wow,’” he pointed out, and I nodded. “It was ‘wow,’ like oh-fudge-what-the-hell-was-
that-amazing kind of wow,” I whispered, confirming what he just said. “I just wanted to let you know that 
that was the awesomest first kiss.” 
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The creases on his forehead somehow straightened. “Wh—what?” he asked, split between being amused 
and appalled. I winked at him. “First,” I told him, and he shook his head. 

“I was first?” he said, and I nodded. “There is a reason why Irene tagged me as notoriously single, you 
know. Does that knowledge turn you off or turn you on?” I asked directly, and he laughed, his breath 
fanning my face.  

Ian didn't answer—instead, he pulled me into another kiss. He urged me to respond, and when I 
whispered I couldn't because I don't have any idea how to do this, he grinned mischievously, “Now this 
would be one very fun teaching session,” before he leaned over and wanting to plant another on me. I 
stopped him, and he looked at me, irritated this time.  

“What?” he said, trying to be calm.   

“We're in the driveway. Of my condo. If you want a makeout session, I don't think we would want to do it 
with the security guard watching, don't you think?” I told him, cocking my head to the guard. When Ian 
glanced at the guard, the latter avoided his gaze and turned to look at his log book.  

Ian rolled his eyes. “Point taken.” 

He took my hand and I somehow wondered where he and I would go, but he pulled me towards the 
elevators. “I would want your third, your fourth, and every single kiss you are to have to be as awesome 
as the first,” he told me as we waited for twenty floors to get to my unit. When the elevators stopped at 
my floor, he turned to me. 

“And for that to happen, I think we ought to take things slow after this,” he continued, squeezing my hand 
in his. I frowned, not understanding what he meant to say. Ian leaned over and planted a kiss on my 
forehead, and then pushed me gently out of the apparatus.  

“I will see you again, Keala,” he said, and with that, the elevator doors closed. I stood there, waiting and 
wondering if the doors would open again and produce Ian, but they didn't. Three steps later, I got a text 
from an unlisted number.  

That kiss -- though I know you know it may not have been my first -- was the best I ever had, Keala.   
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Chapter 2: Are we still two scared, noncommittal 
single people? 

Or is it just me: one scared, non-committal woman with a man who switched over to the “dark” 
side?  
Pink's Fucking Perfect blared (and vibrated) in my ears. I know, I know. It's bad to place your mobile 
phone anywhere near you, especially when you sleep. I have heard that bit from Ian when he asked me 
how come I answer my phone so quickly when he wakes me up in the morning. He instructed me—and I 
have yet to concur—to place it a few feet away, one where I would have to stand up to snooze the alarm 
when it blares (he knows I snooze the alarm three times before I actually get up from bed). Ian, on the 
other hand, sleeps so easily and wakes up so easily. He is so blessed.  

Hey, just give me this one last time. I got home after last night's (or this morning's) overnighter, and when 
I got home, I just dropped into bed and rolled to sleep.  

Okay, maybe I got to change clothes first before I rolled over and temporarily died.  

I tugged on my phone, swiped down (Lala, swipe up is to decline the call, swipe down is to accept the 
call—HTC phones sometimes give me hell, and the learning curve is semi-steep). “Hello?” I mumbled 
into the phone whilst burying myself again under a pillow and my teddy bear stuffed toy, one which Ian 
constantly tease me about because I wasn’t creative in naming it (it’s brown, and I named it Brownie).  

“Keala?”  

My eyes snapped open. How can I forget that voice? Or the only person who insists on calling me 
“Keala” instead of “Lala” just like everyone else does?  

And how can I forget that (or those) mind-numbing, earth-shattering, heart-stopping (okay, I will stop 
with the two-word adjectives or whatever they are) kiss(es) that practically fueled my stress-filled four 
weeks?  

“Ian?” I said, mildly surprised and obviously a bit more awake than I was two seconds ago, emerging 
from the pile and sitting up on my bed.  

“Good morning. Sorry to wake you,” Ian said in a gentle voice, and he is immediately forgiven for 
interrupting my much wanted and much needed sleep. I actually missed his voice after I ditched his ten 
phone calls last night in lieu of having sanity (and focus) to work for the rest of the night.   
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“What's up?” I said, stifling a yawn but it still came out. He heard it, making him groan. “What time did 
you get home last night?” he asked, and I flopped back on the bed. The pillows are just so comfy and 
tempting.  

“Five in the morning, actually,” I said, and I glanced at my Tom and Jerry watch, the characters' tiny arms 
glowing in my still dark room. Ian never asked why I still had a Tom and Jerry watch—I never explained.  

“Holy fudge,” I uttered upon seeing the time. It's just 6:30 AM! 

Ian cussed just as I did. “I'm sorry. I... I didn't expect your overnighters to go that long, I didn't know,” he 
said, which was reasonable, for this was the first time I had to do an overnighter ever since we started to, 
um, go out. I hushed him, and I could imagine him pacing wherever he was. I could hear cars in the 
background, faint sounds of one or two cars passing by him and a couple of kids squealing. 

“Where are you? Park?” I asked, figuring he went for an early run. The health buff in him. Did you know 
he has joined about twenty “fun” runs already? At first he started at 3km runs, then 5km, then 10km, but 
now he’s running 21km. I am super proud of him for this. I barely get out of the 3km run alive if I really 
have to run its entire length. I can only run 1km. The rest I have to walk.   

I heard him hesitate. “Uh,” he started. “Actually, I am at your condo. I was about to surprise you with 
breakfast but...” He groaned again. “Wrong timing?” he said, and I nearly smiled. I am a zombie, sure, but 
hey, A+ for effort.  

“Five minutes,” I said, going down the bed and running to the bathroom. “I'll go down.” I heard him 
starting to protest but I already ended the call. I brushed my teeth, not bothering to comb my hair, and 
grabbed my keys and a jacket and headed out. The entire twenty-floor ride down, I ran my fingers through 
my hair but I knew I still looked like I tumbled out of bed, especially since my hair was in braids last 
night. I just made my hair crazier than ever.  

When I got to the lobby, I saw Ian leaning against his car, a Tupperware and a couple of tumblers on the 
car's hood. I bounded over to him and he smiled that dimpled smile that made my knees even weaker than 
they were as I was just fueled by an hour's worth of sleep. He opened his arms and I just deposited myself 
in them, allowing him to hug me.  

“I'm really sorry I woke you up,” I heard him whisper, his breath warm on my temples. I nodded, 
cuddling closer. “Shh,” I whispered, and Ian held me tighter against his body. “Just... hold me for a 
couple of minutes. I'll be fine,” I told him, and he leaned against the hood of the car, pulling me into him. 
He ran his fingers through my hair, making me silently thankful I untangled most of it while in the 
elevator. I felt my body relax, the tension weaving out of my body with every stroke he makes.  

“Why do you work so hard, Kea?” he asked, half-admonishing, half-affectionate. 

I wrapped my arms around him, tightening them for a split second and then letting my arms drop to the 
side. He released me, and then I winked. “I wish I know,” I told him, and then he turned to the breakfast 
he was bringing. I heard him power-lock the car, and then he directed me to the nearby benches of the 
clubhouse and pool area.  



KESSICA TANGLAO © 2011  P a g e  | 18 

“Ian,” I said, as he passed me one of the tumblers, which I later on found out is filled with dark chocolate 
Swiss Miss, “this is all too much.” He popped the Tupperware open and the smell of buttered pancakes 
wafted through my nose, immediately making my tummy grumble. I forgot I didn't eat dinner last night, 
but Ian doesn't need to know that.  

Ian brought out a couple of forks, and then gave me a small smile. “I couldn't find paper plates at home. Is 
it okay if we share—” 

He didn't finish his sentence for I already started to cut through the big stack of pancakes, grinning when I 
find out that the pancakes were as heaven as the Swiss Miss was—chocolate chip pancakes! 

“Ian,” I said, smiling as I shook my head. I helped myself with the pancakes and Ian just watched me, and 
then I stopped so he could take his turn. He shook his head. “Maybe I am okay just watching you,” he 
said, and then he paused, laughing at his statement. “That made me sound like a perv, didn't it?”  

I didn't react, taking in this situation. I don't want to get used to early morning wakeup calls just so he 
could see me and bring me breakfasts. Or the fact that he wants to pick me up after work nearly every day 
no matter how late my works ends. Or... the dinners, the lunches, the phone calls or the text messages. Or 
the late night coffee runs (or tea runs, in my case), endless mystery tweets (I tweet something that I 
should tag him with but I don’t, and then he “replies” without tagging me or anyone. It takes a bit of 
brainwork to figure out if the tweet he last sent was for me), or the five-minute meet ups just to hug and 
kiss.  

I know it’s all fun and kilig and happy but… I don't want to get used to this.  

“Ian,” I said, my voice heavy, and I don't know if it was written on my face because Ian just shook his 
head, taking my hand in his. “Look, Kea,” he began, squeezing my hand, “this is a first for me.”  

I frowned. I am pretty sure he didn’t mean first girlfriend.  

Ian took a deep breath, concentrating as if searching for the right words. “I date. I... go to parties, meet 
girls, and then go out with them. I don't... DO this. I don't... feel like I'm in this awkward position with 
other girls. I don't... feel like I'm eight and I am having my first crush. I don't feel like...” His voice trailed, 
but I didn't press him.  

“I don't... court, Keala. I DATE. But with you, I feel like I have to... earn you. Your trust. This... 
relationship or whatever it is that we're having or we're going to have. Like I... I just want to do 
everything right by you, Kea. You're... different,” he whispered, his voice strained, like what he's telling 
me right now is equated to him baring his soul to me. “You're this girl whom I... the only woman whom I 
actually felt I am going to have a future with, you know? Like... I actually see myself having a family 
with you.”  

I am confused during all this. I mean, all the fuel from the one hour of sleep after being awake for more 
than 24 hours is slowly burning out. Ian is my first kiss, for Pete's sake. I may have experience with 
boys—not men—but this is the first time someone wants to be serious with me. And it’s a high leap from 
boys to men, and from casual to serious.  
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And I actually do understand where he is coming from—he is old (okay, I need to ask him how old he 
is—probably early thirties?), and down the road he doesn't want to be alone, and at that age he's not 
thinking of the same things I am thinking at this point. He's thinking family, I'm thinking dating. He's 
thinking getting married, I'm thinking just plain old relationship.  

Maybe not even a relationship, you know? I am exploring. This man here is my first kiss at 23. And he’s 
talking family. With me.  

After a month. A month of seeing each other.   

And I don't know what to do—or if I can give what he wants. 

Ian did a turnaround in a month.    

“Keala?” he whispered, peering at me, and I took a deep breath.  

“Can we take this a day at a time?” I said, but honestly I wanted to run away. Why ruin something that is 
perfectly working?  

Ian shrugged nonchalantly, as if he had prepared himself for that answer even before he came here.  

“Better that than a ‘no,’” Ian quipped, and then he offered me the pancakes again. He started to eat the 
remaining stack of pancakes (hell, how many did he cook?). I looked at him, wondering silently about 
virtually nothing (actually there is something, but it just blurs through my mind at this point as I'm sleep-
deprived), and Ian felt my eyes on him. And then he smiled, a blush coloring his pale cheeks, his smile 
widening to a grin, making him look like a school boy.  

Ian turned to me, leaning in and giving me a soft kiss. “I'm staying, Kea. I'm not gonna run away. I am 
willing to wait, I promise,” he whispered, leaning his forehead against mine.  

I let out a shaky breath, not saying anything more.   
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Chapter 3: Oh the first time.  
It never occurred to me to ask Ian how old he is. I just know he’s older than I was—I never knew by how 
much.  

So here we are, at the door of his condo unit five floors above the ground.  

Wait.  

I just have to say this. During our first “date,” Ian asked me where I live and I remember saying, “Fairfax, 
California.” Imagine the laugh I had on the confusion on his face, so I had to clarify that I am living at 
California Garden Square, some small patch of land with orange buildings that looked like bunched up 
orange mushrooms under a tree. All the buildings there were named after cities in California—El Dorado, 
Fairfax, Dayton, among others. No Los Angeles, though.  

So when I asked Ian where he lives and he told me, a smile tugging the edge of his mouth, “Cedar Crest.”  

I remember giving him a questioning look, one that also told him to stop pulling my leg, but he shrugged. 
“I’m serious,” he said when he glanced at me, and I saw his brows furrow once more, so I knew he really 
is serious.  

So I get to Cedar Crest—hey, I live in Fairfax, and Ian lives in Cedar Crest, which (coincidentally) also in 
California (Fresno County, just to be clear, but there are other Cedar Crests, like in New Mexico and 
Oklahoma, as I have found out later on thanks to Google, but I already knew offhand about the Cedar 
Crest in CA because I studied the state’s map after one crazy night of curiosity). How cool is that?—
which is basically what looked like a gated community where the buildings are designed in somewhat 
Asian-inspired theme in light hues like brown and white. Easy on the eyes, actually, compared to the 
orange buildings my condo has. Ten mid-rise buildings comprise the community, but only two are up as 
of now Chamomile and Amaranth, and we headed to the latter.   

Back to the scene. Five floors above the ground, at the door of Ian’s humble abode.  

Ian was jiggling with the door knob, the key on his hand, and I blurt out, “Ian, how old are you?”  

He opened the door to his unit first before answering my question. “Thirty-three.”  

Ten years. Ian and I have ten years between us.  

He placed his hand on the small of my back as he guided me into the unit, and I just stopped. The place is 
huge. From where I stood at the door, it has two bedrooms, and the living room is jazzed up. A 52-inch 
LED flat-screen TV stood as a centerpiece of the living room, with four, thin, black Altec Lansing 
speakers flanking it on either side, mounted on glass framed with what seemed like silver cabinets. A long 
navy blue couch was in front of the TV and the speakers, and when Ian nudged me into the room and 
motioned for me to sit on the couch.  
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There was more to the living room that I haven’t seen.  

When I sat down, my eyes leveled to the glass cabinet underneath the TV, I saw an Xbox, a PS3 and a 
Wii. The case below it contained a blur of games and DVDs. I looked up at Ian.  

“You don’t have anything else to spend your money on?” I asked, and he grinned. “Aside from those,” he 
said, cocking his head towards the magnificent ensemble in front of me, “other gadgets, which include a 
couple of Mac computers for work and recreation.”  

He sat next to me, watching me intently as I took in the whole unit. “Pretty huge for a single guy?” I said, 
unsure, my eyes landing on the kitchen. Still carrying the black and silver theme, the cupboards that hang 
from the ceiling were black with a matte finish and have silver handles, while the cupboards that were on 
the floor were all silver, probably made of stainless steel. Pots and pans that hang from the cupboards 
above were also silver. I didn’t have to wonder if Ian cooked—pancakes were enough proof for me that 
he can cook and I couldn’t. The appliances that lined the counter opposite the small black island that 
served as the cooking area (silver gas range next to a silver sink) were either silver or white, but they were 
mostly silver. Silver refrigerator too—the kind that you can get water (and maybe even ice cubes) from 
the door.  

“The ultimate bachelor’s pad, huh?” I quipped and Ian shrugged. “I used to have a roomie, but he already 
got married, so…” His voice trailed. I looked at him and I saw that there was something different in the 
way that he’s looking at me now—like there was something fiery in his eyes. I saw him swallow a lump 
in his throat. I decided to ignore that. His unit is just swallowing me whole. It’s like a showroom, the kind 
that realtors offer you to look at so you can buy the unit but you can’t because you know it’s way out of 
your budget. I wonder how Ian can afford this kind of place.  

Just wow.  

“You want something to drink?” he asked, and I shrugged. “Sure,” I said, and he stood up. My eyes 
followed him to the kitchen, and while he was preparing the drinks, I thought I should look around. I 
stood up, leaving my purse in the living room and headed towards the hallway that branched to the two 
rooms. I opened the door on my left, and a room with white-washed walls, with black and blue flecks. 
There was no bed—I think Ian had converted this into some sort of a study after his roommate left.  

One Mac computer with a huge screen was on one corner, and silver two-drawer filing cabinets were next 
to it. The desk was tidy—not one pen was out of place and they were all in tin can holders, no scratch 
papers were on the desk. A cork board that was on the wall above the Mac was lined with post its—not 
one of them out of place either. When I got closer, I saw they were color-coded— blue for work (meeting 
with Prestige, do Kyra’s eval), green for errands he has to do (buy Swiss Miss, NBA Game Time app), 
pink for bills (Standard Chartered: P2546, phone bill: P1299), and yellow for “random” things (Kea: Sea 
by Heidi R. Kling—which was the book I had with me when we last saw each other). I wonder if yellow 
post its were solely assigned to me, or if it was just random that it was yellow (it’s my favorite color).  

I turned to the left and saw a floor to ceiling bookshelf filled with various types of books—Photography 
for Dummies, Theories of Human Communication by Stephen Littlejohn (I met this author back in 
college—he was basically in all our reading materials, especially for my majors), a couple of Chicken 
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Soup for the Soul, Pacific Rims by Rafe Bartholomew and a couple other basketball-related books. I never 
knew Ian loved to read—he never showed real interest in the books I read when we were together.  

Another turn to the left revealed an Ian wall. A couple of huge corkboards was put up to cover ceiling to 
wall and was covered in what looked like blue Japanese paper. Pictures of Ian’s travels (oh hey, he’s been 
to Paris—a pic with the Eiffel Tower cued me in—and what looked like San Francisco) and out-of-
towners (there was a picture of him in board shorts with a surfboard in hand and a beautiful lady in the 
other arm, and another with him riding what looked like a bull). There were pictures of him in the office 
and in other events (launches, I guessed), but there was one side that had a headline: HOME.  

Ian took after his dad, that I am sure of. His dad has black hair with streaks of gray, the same kind, 
chocolate brown eyes that Ian has, and the dimpled smile that Ian only manages to offer. The shape of 
their faces was the same—he was the carbon copy of his dad. His mother was petite—Ian and his dad end 
up dwarfing her in the picture—with hair that reminded me of Marilyn Monroe and with a face that 
resemble that of Jennifer Lopez.  

And then my eyes landed on a black and white picture of a baby in his diapers, a wooden car in hand, 
intent on making it move, a small smile on his tiny face. The baby is plump—the kind of baby you see in 
commercials that had the twinkling eyes, infectious laugh, and cheeks that you would just love to pinch—
and when I noticed the dimple, I knew it was Ian.  

“I was fat before.”  

I turned and saw Ian, standing at the door, a couple of wine glasses in hand. He handed the other one to 
me, and I took a sip of the red liquid. Tastes slightly sweet. “You were so cute,” I quipped, and he stood 
behind me, and I could feel his warmth.  

“I’m not cute now?” he asked, feigning pain, and I grinned. I turned to face him, and he was just so close 
I just held my breath. His chocolate brown eyes were intense. Intense. Fiery, almost.  

“You’re handsome now, and I think that’s better than cute,” I told him, my voice coming out in a hoarse 
whisper. He stared at me, and this moment vaguely made me remember of that time when he first kissed 
me. I could feel my world shrinking and just being enclosed by him. Sure, it was just the two of us in the 
room, but right now, it was just me and him in the entire universe. He manages to monopolize me 
whenever he’s this close to me, whenever he bursts my personal bubble, just like every time he kisses me.  

“I want you,” Ian whispered, need coming out earnest in his voice, passion and lust somehow in the need. 
He took a step closer, and I backed up, the air just too thin for me to breathe. He took my wine glass and 
he set both our glasses on his computer table, and I took another step back. He wasn’t breaking his gaze 
away from me, that I’m sure of, and I couldn’t either.  

He reached up and tugged at the chopstick that I had used earlier to put my hair up, and my hair was 
loose, falling in wild curls past my shoulders. Ian ran his fingers through them, and let his hands drop to 
rub my arms, as if warming me up, as if his body heat and his intense stare wasn’t enough to do that. I 
could feel my body burning in some internal fire. He leaned closer, stopping when he was just a few 
millimeters away, as if giving me a chance to run.  
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I didn’t.  

I didn’t protest when Ian’s lips touched mine, slow, testing, but passionate at the same time. His hands 
cupped my face as if to deepen the kiss. He bit on my lower lip playfully, urging me to be responsive, and 
I did, kissing him back with as much ardor as he taught me.  

“Kea,” I heard him mumble through his lips, and then he released me. He gazed at me, his eyes never 
leaving mine as he reached out, with the intention to unbutton my blouse. He was just within arms’ 
length, again, giving me that option to leave or to tell him to stop. He was caring, almost cautious, as he 
removed my buttons one by one. When the blouse I was wearing parted to give him a view of my chest 
and I saw admiration in his eyes, I was sorely tempted to cover my breasts but I didn’t. Now I was partly 
thankful of push-up bras, but then again if he saw the real thing that wasn’t pushed by foam, what if they 
disappoint?  

Ian touched my arm with his finger, and I don’t know how but my blouse fell on the floor. He traced the 
lines that my bra straps made on my skin. I saw him swallow, and he stepped forward, bridging the gap 
between us, and I took another step back. He took another step, and I backed off again, and this process 
was repeated until I had already backed off to the picture wall.  

“No more steps,” Ian whispered, and I nodded. Ian kissed me again, his hand on the small of my back as 
he pulled me towards him and I just felt something beyond his waist that made me gulp. I squealed when 
he lifted me into his arms in one swift move, and we started walking across the hall, his lips never leaving 
mine. He kicked the door open—you would understand if I can’t give you details with how his room 
looks like, right now, would you?—and all of a sudden I felt my back hitting the soft bed. 

Ian drew back, and I lifted my head to see what he was about to do. He removed my heels, and then he 
started to kiss my ankles, up to my calves, up to my knees, up to the insides of my thighs.  

Ian took a deep breath, his hands easing onto my thighs and slowly moving up until they found the zipper 
of my skirt. He unzipped my skirt and I lifted my hips so he can pull my down, and he continued where 
he left off—kissing the insides of my thighs, his hands slightly parting them apart.  

He stopped and when I looked up, a small smile was on his face. Ah. He was grinning at my basketball 
undies. It was the first thing I grabbed on instead of the lace panties because I was running late for a 
presentation earlier this morning. I rolled my eyes and he winked at me, and he resumed kissing, 
wherever his lips touched, it felt like it was burning.  

And then Ian touched me, and I nearly fought against his touch. But it was a gentle touch, and I could feel 
my breath catch in my throat. I was so lost in what he was doing that I nearly hated him for pulling away.  

My eyes flew open, and I saw Ian slide down the bed. He took off his polo and shirt. Can there be any 
other better place in this planet other than where I am right now? See, I was right—six-pack abs. They are 
rendering me breathless. Ian is perfection. I wonder what I am.  

 Ian positioned himself atop me, and I touched his strong abs, my fingers soft on the hardness of his chest. 
Ian’s hands reached behind my back as he unclasped my bra. Or at least he tried to. I saw the confusion 
on his face when he didn’t find the clasp, and I cursed myself at the absurdity of this situation.  
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“Kea?” I heard him say, a frown darkening his face, and I stopped myself from grinning. Gah, the stuff 
that ruin moments like this.  

I took his hand and guided it to the side of my left breast—the bra I was wearing locks at the side. “Oh 
lordie,” he whispered gruffly. “First time I ever encountered this bra.” I paused and he probably saw my 
hesitation. “You can tell me if you want to stop,” he whispered, and I shook my head. “Go,” I whispered 
back. I pulled him to me and gave him one long, swoon-worthy kiss.  

He unclasped the bra somewhere along the way with no other difficulty.  

Ian drew back, taking everything in and I saw a smile on his face. I could feel my face flush—I had never 
been this exposed—so I covered my breasts, and he shook his head. “Keala, you’re beautiful. Please don’t 
be shy. You have nothing to be ashamed of, babe,” he whispered gently. He pried my hands off, one 
finger at a time, his gaze never breaking away from me, willing for me to trust him.  

He dropped down to my level, his chocolate brown swirls still on mine, as he kissed my right breast. I 
gasped when he bit softly on the nipple, suckling, and the pain was transformed into pleasure and I 
unconsciously felt my hands press his head into my chest, and he obliged. He gave the other one equal 
loving, massaging the other one he neglected.  

“Ian,” I moaned, and he kissed me again, this time urgent, more needing, more passionate. His hands 
were everywhere, and I was just burning—burning under Ian’s touch. I felt his hands move down there 
again, and his hand slid inside the thin garment. He was probably multi-tasking, for he got rid of his 
slacks and boxers along the way, his brief and my panty the only ones that stand between what should 
happen at this moment.  

“Oh,” I said, as I felt something inside me. When I looked at him, Ian was watching my expression very 
carefully. At first it was just one, and then another, and I could feel myself expanding to accommodate his 
fingers. He nodded, as if realizing something, and I buckled against his hand, wanting more, feeling some 
sort of inadequacy.  

“Ian, please,” I heard myself say in a voice I never knew I had. I saw him nod, pulling out, tugging my 
underwear away from me. I saw him grab something and I could hear something tearing. He took off his 
brief and my first thought was: How in the world…? 

Ian saw the panic in my eyes and he shook his head, leaning down and whispering into my ear, “Kea, it’s 
fine. It’s gonna be fine.” I tried to get reassurance and I just nodded, staring at him, my breathing now 
labored as he started to kiss me passionately again.  

Ian held my hands tightly, filling the spaces between my fingers with his.  

And then— 

“Ow,” I gasped, as a flash of pain just seared into my entire being before fading away. “Shit,” I 
whispered, and Ian looked at me, his eyes filled with worry. “Barely in,” he said hesitantly, and I nodded, 
giving him a small smile. I pulled him towards me, kissing him in a needy-let’s-get-it-on-now kind of 
way.  
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He thrust all the way into me and I took him in, spreading my legs and lifting my hips so that he can go 
all the way in. I felt my hands just hold onto his tightly as he thrust once, twice, thrice—I lost count—
slowly at first and then going faster. I could hear him moan, I could hear myself make inhuman sounds as 
well. I could feel it coming—like something was building inside me and it’s growing and growing and— 

Our shouts came almost at the same time. The climax ripped through my entire body, and it was 
exhilarating. He thrust one, two, three more times, rocking me and my world. My heart was beating fast 
in my chest and I could feel all energy course out of me. My breathing was labored and Ian’s was too. He 
nuzzled his head at the space between my neck and my shoulder, kissing my throat. Little aftershocks of 
orgasm rippled through my body and traveled through his. I heard him sigh contentedly before he pulled 
out of me and settled on the space next to me, tucking me under his arm.  

I placed a hand on his chest, his heart beating fast underneath my palm. He reached out from under him 
and pulled out a blanket, covering our bodies with the warm cloth. He stroked my hair, and that move 
actually calmed my nerves. I was on the verge of sleepiness when he kissed my forehead and whispered, 
“Thank you.”  

I frowned, waking up and looking at him. “For what?”  

His gentle eyes were filled with some sort of unreadable emotion, and he gave me a small smile. “Just 
thanks, Kea,” Ian said, and I shrugged.  

“In that case, thank you too,” I said, and he grinned, sighing again.  

“Kea, you’re special. To me. You’re something. We’re something when we’re together,” Ian whispered, 
and I thanked him quietly, kissing him on the lips. He held me close, closer than ever, making me as 
whole as I ever was.   
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Chapter 4: A Need-You-Now Call 
It was almost one in the morning. I just got home, did a quick shower, and slipped into my PJs after 
brushing my teeth. My back just touched the bed when my mobile phone rang, the distinct I Need a 
Doctor ring tone telling me that this is not an ordinary phone call.  

It’s Ian.  

I swiped down on my phone’s AMOLED screen, and groaned before saying, “If this is a booty call, 
please—I am tired and not in the mood, and it’s a little too late for that. Let’s lay down some ground 
rules—no calling past midnight.” The past months after that first time, Ian and I had engaged in a 
somewhat… “beneficial” “relationship” (yes, they both have to be in separate quotation marks) that 
merited out-of-the-blue meet ups and more sleepovers. There are moments when he would call me at two 
in the morning just so I can come over (he can’t sleep over in my unit—I have a roomie), or he would 
pick me up because the urges are just too strong. It works both ways too—there are days when I would 
call him just so we can see each other (and you know what happens—but hell, more often than not he and 
I have “normal” days where we just… hang out).  

I didn’t know if my voice sounded cross or anything, but if it did, I immediately regretted it, as Ian’s 
voice just caught me unguarded.  

“Keala, I need you”  

It was more than just a need—it was a call for help, a declaration of loneliness, an admission of some 
inexplicable pain. It wasn’t a booty call. His voice just tore my heart, like I had to do something to get 
him out of that pain, of wherever in his shell he was.  

“I’ll be there in thirty,” I said quickly, silently thanking heavens that I chose a shorts and oversized shirt 
ensemble for tonight’s sleepwear and not my Mickey Mouse PJs. I grabbed my office bag—toothbrush, 
cologne, lip gloss, comb, all check—and cursed myself for not having an overnight bag prepared. I threw 
in a dress and a couple of underwear in a random bag, grabbed my keys and my phone, and headed out to 
Ian’s place.  

When I got to his condo, I was stumped. I don’t have keys, and I had been knocking for the past five 
minutes but there was no answer. Stupidly, on the eighth minute, I tried the doorknob and it opened.  

Ha.  

Why didn’t I think of that earlier?  

I entered cautiously. Maybe something happened to Ian that’s why the door was left open?  

The lights in the living room were off. That immediately sent me a bad signal, for I know when Ian calls 
(and I come—no pun intended), the living room lights are on full blast to welcome me. He knows I feel 
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iffy in the dark. I threw my things onto the couch and walked briskly to Ian’s room, finding him under his 
sheets and pillows, his back facing me, his shoulders moving as if he was hiccupping.  

I kicked off my slippers and slid next to him under the sheets, and when he turned to face me, I saw he 
had been crying.  

Not good.  

I took a deep breath. “Ian…” I whispered, unable to say anything more. I wasn’t trained on being needed 
by somebody—much less needed by Ian, someone who swore off commitments and relationships like me. 
But then again, that was before I happened to him. And Ian is a strong guy—as I had described him the 
first “date” out, he is assured, confident. I haven’t seen him cry, get angry, or be mad just once in the past 
six months, and I sincerely think that is a world record for someone who is close to me—fickle and 
confusing as I am.  

I reached out and wiped his tears gently with my fingers, and then he reached up, clutching at my hands 
like they were his life. “What’s wrong?” I asked, worry filling my voice. I am about to panic, my friends.  

I SERIOUSLY DON’T KNOW WHAT TO DO. 

“Hold me?” he said, his voice hoarse, and I nodded repeatedly, opening my arms. I hugged him as tightly 
as I could as he cuddled closer. He was shivering—he wasn’t sick, but he felt unusually cold—and I 
hugged him, wanting to make him feel better. I felt him hug me back, his arms tight around my waist, his 
face buried in my neck, our long legs in a weird tangle under the sheets.  

He was sobbing for a few moments, and I started to rock him in my arms, stroking his back, touching his 
hair. And then he fell silent.  

And then snores. Tiny, soft snores that told me he got tired from crying and succumbed to sleep.  

I held him in my arms, like a baby seeking his mother’s comfort, and felt the darkness consume me as 
well.  

 

I woke up to my alarm singing loudly—Like a G6 will again be my LSS (Last Song Syndrome) for the 
first two hours of the day—and I had to scramble out of the room to get my phone. Instant wake up—no 
snoozing the alarm three times before getting up this time.  

When I got back to the bedroom, Ian was already awake, albeit still blinking the sleepiness away. He 
reached out his hand and I took it, and he pulled me into the space next to him. He wrapped his other hand 
around my waist and kept the other intertwined with the fingers of my right hand.  

And then he just gazed at me, his eyes still a myriad of emotions I just couldn’t read.  

“What happened?” I asked after a long while of staring at each other. My heart was already beating loudly 
in my chest and I feel that Ian can hear that.  

“I’m thirty-four today,” Ian whispered, and I am stumped. It’s his BIRTHDAY today?! 
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“Happy birthday?” I said, unsure, and he nodded, smiling sadly. 

“I am thirty-four, single, alone. I have a job that pays and compensates me well but no one to share the 
wealth with since my parents don’t want anything to do with my money. I have a huge condo unit with 
two bedrooms, a bath, a lavish living room complete with entertainment and gaming gadgets, a kitchen 
and a dining room for four but I am the only one who lives here. All my friends are married—or at least 
some of them already have kids but haven’t thought of settling down, but they have kids. I am, Kea, alone 
in every sense of the word. If I lost contact with the world for a day, maybe no one would notice,” Ian 
said instead, his voice in obvious distraught.  

I shook my head, touching his face. “I would notice,” I whispered. “No one would booty call me past 
midnight,” I teased, and he rolled his eyes. Fine. He’s pretty serious with this conversation.  

I took a deep breath as Ian leaned his face into my hand. I rubbed the stubble on his chin. “Last night was 
a serious case of loneliness and mid-life crisis, wasn’t it?” I asked, and he shrugged noncommittally.  

“Ian, things will run their course. You just have to wait for the proper time,” I said patiently. “In the 
meantime, you, Mr. Perez,” I said, grinning mischievously and pulling him closer to me, “shouldn’t feel 
lonely. I am here. With you. And that’s two less lonely people in the world, as an Air Supply song goes.”  

I leaned closer and kissed him, soft, slow, sweet. When I pulled back, he said (more like sang), “And it’s 
gonna be fine?”  

I nodded. “In my life where everything was wrong, something finally went right. Now there’s two less 
lonely people in the world tonight,” I sang in response, and he held me tightly in his arms. I didn’t know 
how long we stayed that way, but I kind of figured it out when my alarm blared again. I divested myself 
from Ian’s arms and started to fix myself.  

“Where are you going?” he called out as I ran outside to shut my phone’s alarm off. I grabbed my things 
and went into Ian’s room. “I have work, which I will be late for because I forgot I am in Taguig and not in 
Pasig,” I told him, and he groaned, taking the pillow that I was using earlier and hugging it.  

“Stay, Kea,” he pleaded, and I stood there, my dress in one hand and my underwear in the other.  

“I’m sorry, babe. I really have to go to work,” I said, my voice reflecting how torn I was. He nodded, 
burying himself in the pillows again as I went to his bathroom.  

And then the dilemma.  

Everything in Ian’s bathroom screams male—the shaving cream, the shampoo (haha, he is using an anti-
dandruff shampoo for men) and the body wash (another brand that carries the for men lineup). This has 
been a recurring problem when I slept over—Ian has been used to being alone and having no female 
companion (whom he constantly asked to sleep over) that he hasn’t adjusted his toiletries to fit unisex. I 
was partly thankful that the toothpaste isn’t that gender-sensitive. I stood there for about five minutes, 
pondering how to work around this. I can use his shampoo (where the hell is the conditioner) and body 
wash—if I want to risk smelling all male-like when I get to work.  

I cussed inwardly. Back to the old practice.  
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I brushed my teeth, washed my face, and then went back into the room, carrying all my things.  

“Are you done—” Ian began, but when he saw that I was still in my sleepwear, he sat up. “What’s 
wrong?”  

“I’ll just head home,” I told him, packing my things again.  

“Why?”  

I detected the frown in his voice before I saw it on his face. “Come on, Ian—it’s old news. I can’t use 
your toiletries, and I forgot to bring mine,” I told him, and he shook his head. “I’ll run downstairs and get 
you what you need from 7/11,” Ian answered, and I just walked over to him, kissing him on the forehead.  

“Nah. I’ll be later than late if you do that,” I whispered, breaking free from him and then heading for the 
door.  

“Hey Kea!” he called out just as I was closing his front door. I stopped and turned, and he stood at the 
hallway in his boxers, looking oh-so-sexy. I would jump on him and give him a perfect birthday present 
that would require no clothes, but my work is nagging me at the back of my head.  

“Yeah?”  

“I’ll pick you up later, 7PM? Let’s have dinner.”  

I hesitated, did a mental run-through of what I need to accomplish today, and then just nodded. Screw 
work.  

“On the dot, Ian,” I reminded him, and he winked at me. He went back to his room, looking giddy, and I 
just sighed, locking the door before I closed it. I was at the elevators when I texted him.  

You better learn to lock your door. It was open when I got there last night. And yup, happy birthday. 
Spend your free day wisely, babe. See u later. :) 

I was already in the cab when I got his reply: Thanks for being there last night. I dunno how I would have 
been if u didn’t come. See u later. Missing u already. 

I grinned at his cheesy reply, stuck my phone in my bag, and contemplated on what I should give Ian—
the guy who already has everything—for his birthday.  

 

“I thought we’re doing dinner? Why are we stopping at a grocery—hypermart?”  

I am puzzled as Ian parked his Ford in front of SM Hypermarket. He had picked me up a few minutes ago 
and he was almost excited, telling me that (a) he did some charity work after I left him, heading to an 
orphanage near his home and bringing food, toys, and books for the kids and (b) he fixed his house for 
some reason I have yet to find out.  
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Ian took a deep breath, killed the engine, and then turned to me. He reached out for my hands and gave 
them a squeeze. Oh goodie. What is it now? 

He produced something from his pocket. He turned my hands over and deposited something cool in my 
palms (I have to admit, friends, this scared me for a moment—I thought it was a ring of some sort)—a 
silver key that was attached to a three-star keychain. Ian watched my expression carefully before 
speaking. “The reason why the door was open last night was because I knew you were coming and I 
wasn’t… in the right mind to actually wait for you. On other occasions, it’s… I just think… it’s high time 
you… have a key to my unit,” Ian said very slowly.  

I started to stop breathing at this point.  

“And then… we’re here because… you’re gonna buy toiletries for yourself, so that when you sleep over, 
you don’t have to run to your place to take a bath before going to work,” he added after a few seconds. 
When I still didn’t speak, he thought it would be a nice idea to add to his earlier statements.  

“And the reason why I was fixing my house was because I… made a small space in my closet where you 
can put some of your stuff, so that you don’t need to bring clothes from time to time when you sleep 
over.”  

I exhaled loudly and took in a big gulp of oxygen. “I am still waiting for the part where you’re going to 
ask me to move in. That’s actually the next item on the list that you’re running through with me,” I said, 
my voice tentative.  

Ian laughed. “Uh,” he said, smiling widely at me, “I am taking it a step at a time? I think I’d scare you 
even more if… I ask you to move in already. Baby steps.”  

I stayed silent, and Ian waited, the key now warm between our hands. I nodded, closing my hand around 
the key. “This is just for sleepovers, right? Nothing more?” I confirmed, and Ian nodded, relief washing 
over his face. He leaned over and kissed me arduously. 

When I leaned back after he released me, I had this weird feeling.  

“Ian, there’s something more,” I said, and he hesitated. He turned and grabbed something from the 
backseat, and when he emerged, a box was in his hand.  

“What’s this now? A box of pictures?” I asked, and he scoffed. He wants me to take him seriously.  

As if this isn’t serious enough for me already. Do I need to run?  

“No. It’s a phone,” Ian replied, showing me the box, and that was when I saw that what he was handing 
me was a box with a white Blackberry Torch inside it.  

Oh no.  

“Ian,” I said, my voice not hiding my irritation already. I thought he said baby steps? Giving me gifts that 
cost this much? Not a baby step.  
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“Communication,” Ian said, and I wanted to stop listening already. This is one of the speeches his best 
friend Hannah told me Ian is famous for delivering—the type of speech that basically has no loopholes 
that you can’t argue your way out of it. What Ian wants, according to Hannah, he gets—when he delivers 
this speech.  “You said communication is important in relationships.”  

I let the “relationship” quip slide. “I have a phone, Ian, and I just bought it recently,” I cut in, and he held 
up a finger so that I would stay silent. He opened the box in my hand and took out the phone. Apparently, 
the box had been opened already, SIM and battery already inside.  

“I had this programmed already. The BBM, the Twitter, the Facebook—all in. Postpaid—” 

“And… you’re paying for it,” I guessed, and he nodded.  

“Do it for me, Kea. Communication, remember?”  

I threw my hands in the air in frustration. “What can a Blackberry do that a normal mobile phone can’t?” 
I asked, and Ian stared at me.  

“BBM,” he said after a while. “We can have communication wherever I am or wherever you are, in 
Philippines or out of it in the cheapest way possible. It’s easiest way.”  

I considered, and I knew what Ian was pertaining to—he was off for a company training in Thailand and 
that will take him five days. “There is Twitter,” I said, and Ian groaned in frustration.  

“Why can’t you just accept a gift so graciously like everyone else?” 

“Because it’s not my birthday. And I think this is unnecessary.”   

Ian fixed me a look that borders on being a glare already. “ Do it for me, Kea.”  

I rolled my eyes. “Fine,” I said, taking the phone and depositing it in my purse. “Now, let’s go. We need 
to buy toiletries,” I said, turning to open the car. He stopped me by the arm and made me face him.  

“Kea,” was all he said, and I closed my eyes. I can feel myself suffocating, but I want to ignore this 
feeling for as long as I can, because being with Ian has been nothing but fun.  

I took a couple of deep breaths, regrouping. It’s still Ian’s birthday.   

“I’m fine,” I said, opening my eyes and giving him a small smile. I touched his cheek, and then I leaned 
in to kiss him. “Let’s go,” I whispered, and he allowed me to get down the car. We went inside the 
grocery, and I took Ian’s hand.  

What did I get into?  

  

Café Juanita, for the win.  
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After Ian ordered some of our favorites—sinigang na corned beef, two-way pork adobo, Bicol Express, 
pinakbet (and yes, we got take out—no way that just the two of us will finish that much food)—Ian 
decided to pass time by holding my hand in his. I took the waiting time as a time to give him my gift.  

I took out the small, recycled brown paper box and slid it across the table. “What is this?” Ian asked, a 
frown on his handsome face as he opened the recycled box. I spent the last hour and a half before he 
picked me up to make this gift.  

“Coupons?” Ian said, awe evident in his voice, as he thumbed through the thirty-something handmade 
coupons I made. “‘Coupon #1: Tight hug on a cold day/night,’ ‘Coupon #2: Ten tiny, sweet kisses when 
your soul needs uplifting,’ ‘Coupon #3: Bad day? A back and shoulder rub and good talk will solve that,’ 
‘Coupon #4: Sunday is car wash day. Will help you scrub…’” Ian’s voice trailed. I waited for him to leaf 
through the coupons, watching his reactions—his smile widening, his dimple showing, or his brow 
furrowing, him chewing his lower lip. 

“I don’t know what I should get you because you have everything,” I started to explain before Ian waved 
on coupon towards my direction. “Is this one for unlimited use?” Ian asked, and I flushed pink when I 
realized what he was holding up. It was the last coupon I made.  

Coupon #33: Love-making. Position of your choice* 

He flipped it over, searching for what the asterisk means, and he read aloud, “‘*Please note of my body’s 
flexibility.’” I gaped—I wasn’t expecting him to read it aloud—and he grinned. “God, I love these 
coupons,” Ian mused, leaning over to kiss me. He turned his head and whispered into my ear, “I’ll use this 
one tonight.”  

I rolled my eyes as he leaned back on his chair again, feeling a swell in my heart that he appreciated my 
simple gift.  

I gave him a mischievous grin. “Yep. That coupon is for unlimited use,” I said, and Ian laughed, his laugh 
as familiar to me as my own.  
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Chapter 5: I should have seen this coming. 
Ian flopped onto his bed, virtually destabilizing all the things I had on his bed—my papers, my planner, 
my laptop, my phone and my book. “What’s up?” he said, a wide smile on his face. I leaned in and kissed 
him and he leaned closer, deepening the kiss. I pulled away before it could lead into something more.  

Not today.  

“I need to go to UP,” I told him, and his face was curious.  

“What for?”  

“I am having a bad craving for Rodic’s tapa.”  

For a moment, panic crossed Ian’s face. It disappeared almost as quickly and was replaced again by the 
curiosity. “Craving?” he said, a minimum amount of panic still in his voice, and I realized what my 
intense craving probably meant to him.  

“Oh,” I said, letting out a small laugh, which actually progressed to a long laugh. “No, no, no,” I clarified 
when my laughter died down, shaking my head. “Not pregnant. Just craving. This usually happens when 
my period’s just around the corner,” I told him. Ian had clarified early on that no information is actually 
too much or too little—I just blurt it out if I have to say it.  

Complete disclosure is still something I am working about—and I think I am getting pretty good at it 
especially with Ian.   

“Oh. So nothing of that tonight, huh?” Ian said pointedly, and I punched him playfully on the arm. “I’m 
kidding,” he quipped, laughing, and he took my hand and held it.  

“So we’re going?” he asked, and I frowned. “You’ve never been to UP,” I guessed, and he nodded. He 
studied in some very exclusive university for college—the kind that requires payment of P100,000++ 
(yes, two plusses) per semester—and probably have never strayed towards the Quezon City area where 
the main University of the Philippines campus was located.  

“I want to use this,” Ian said, flashing me one of my handmade coupons. I recognized it as the one that 
said: I’ll help you do something for the first time—just like you did so many things for the first time with 
me.  

I looked at him, amused. “You’re serious?” I asked, and he nodded. 

“Why not?”  

I studied his expression carefully. He is serious. I shrugged, a gazillion things popping into my head right 
now. “Let’s go. But we’ll do it my way,” I said, and his forehead creased.  

“What do you mean by that?” 
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I stood up, jumping in excitement and winking at him. Ian now looked hesitant, almost scared.  

“I don’t like that,” he said, pointing to me and how excited I was. “You—you’re excited and you got that 
grin on your face like you’re about to do something that I might not like.”  

I walked over to him and sat on his lap. “Do you trust me?” I asked him, and Ian gazed into my eyes, in 
mock thoughtfulness, as if giving the impression that he doubts me. I hit him squarely on the chest 
playfully and he ended up chuckling. “Of course, of course I do trust you, Kea,” he said, still laughing. He 
grabbed my nape and kissed me.  

“Okay, do what you have to do. You never complained when I asked you to do things with me for the 
first time,” he said, shrugging, giving me that dimpled smile. I took a deep breath and kissed him on the 
forehead, running my hands through his now short hair. He cut his hair—I think it was because of 
something that I said unconsciously about guys looking better with short, clean cut hair while he and I 
were walking at the mall—but I sort of miss his long hair.  

“That’s maybe because the things I do with you for the first time are pleasurable and are very intimate,” I 
whispered. “This one—you better be patient.” I felt him wrap his arms around my waist and was atop me 
on one swift move.  

“I can do patient,” he said, a glint in his eyes, and I just laughed, knowing what he’s about to do. “After 
this,” he said, unbuttoning my shorts.  

I changed my mind.  

I let him drown me in his universe before I drown him in mine.  

 

“Why are we parking here? How are we going to get to UP?”  

I turned to Ian, taking his hand in mine and giving it a squeeze. “Look, I told you we’re going to do this 
my way, right?” I asked him pointedly. He took a deep breath. I have a feeling that whatever I am 
planning today for Ian, it will lead to him getting pissed either at me or at the situation. Ian, for a guy who 
seemed altogether perfect, isn’t that patient. 

And one other thing—he hated big crowds. That is the main reason why we avoid going to cramped malls 
or heading to malls during weekends and/or paydays.  

“I trust you,” he said again, with more conviction this time.  

“We’re taking the MRT,” I said, and it didn’t take him a millisecond before he shook his head. “No, 
Keala. I am not taking the MRT,” Ian said firmly. I reigned in the full force of my patience.  

“Ian, please, come on,” I urged. “Plus, you’re riding with me. I’ll be with you all the way,” I told him, and 
he shook his head one more time. “Kea, no,” he said, and I dropped his hand, shrugging.  
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“Ian, you said we’d do things the first time. You showed me things I haven’t seen before and made me 
feel things I haven’t felt before. This is just the same, you know? However, in your case, the things I want 
you to do won’t necessarily make you feel… right,” I said, trying to sound encouraging.   

“You’re making me ride the MRT,” he said plainly.  

I nodded. “That was how I got to UP before,” I explained. “And it’s not like the huge crowd, cramped 
spaces, and long lines appealed to me—it never did. I just had to bear with it because that train was the 
fastest way I can get to UP from my uncle’s place in Pasay.” 

Ian was still silent. “Julian, it’s not as if I won’t be there with you,” I told him, and I know he knows that 
when I use ‘Julian’ I already mean business, and he exhaled loudly. “Fine,” he said, and I gave him a tiny 
hug and we started to walk towards MRT’s Ayala Station.  

It was a Saturday, so relatively the crowd wasn’t really as thick as it should have been on a weekday rush 
hour. He followed me to the ticket booth, and I told him we’re heading to the Quezon Ave. station. He 
started to pat his pockets and fished out his wallet from his back pocket. I leaned in and whispered into 
his ear, “Word to the wise? You should take care of your belongings here. This place is pick pocket 
heaven, and your wallet at your back pocket?”  

Ian nodded. “Point taken,” he said. He took out a crisp P20 bill from his wallet and stuffed the wallet in 
his front pocket. I took out my own money and when I got to the counter, I said, “Q. Ave” to the cashier, 
and she handed me the ticket. Ian was next, and he stepped forward, glanced at me for a moment and then 
said, “Quezon Ave.”  

The cashier took Ian’s money, slid the money through the slot and gave Ian his change. We headed 
towards the turnstiles and as we walked I watched him as he observed the ticket, flipping it over and over. 
I pointed to the side of the ticket with the arrow. “That side up, arrow first,” I said, and he nodded. I 
guided him towards one of the turnstiles that was blinking green.  

“Grab the ticket, by the way,” I told him just after I passed through, and he did. We headed for the 
escalators, pointed out that we’re headed North towards Monumento instead of South to Taft and then 
stood at the platform, waiting for the train. I turned to him, his eyes looking all over, observing the 
surroundings—pretty much like Ian the Keen Observer that I know. “First cart of the train is for the 
women, elderly and children,” I told him in a low voice. “Second cart is for men. Third cart? Free-for-
all.”  

“Coed?” he asked, and I nodded. “For the sake of this being your first MRT ride,” I said slowly, and Ian 
shook his head. “You’re not going to make me ride the men’s cart alone,” he said firmly, and I touched 
his cheek. “I won’t,” I said calmly. “I was about to say we’re doing coed.”  

“Oh.”  

I tiptoed and kissed him lightly on his lips. I saw him breathe three times, and then he looked at me, 
forcing a smile on his face. I am trying to think that I am doing this for Ian. I want him to have this 
adventure.  
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The train arrived and we filed into the cart, Ian sticking close to me. The crowd was still relatively thick, 
so we were cramped into the end of the cart, me close to the door and Ian behind me. I felt him take a 
deep breath, and I held tightly on his hands. “Just look around,” I whispered, and he nodded, his eyes 
turning away from me. I watched the billboards—Ian knew I loved taking in the billboards—and I felt 
him squeeze my hand. When I turned to him, he looked like he wanted to tell me something but I shook 
my head. The guy standing next to him was too close and would hear whatever else he wanted to tell me.  

After fifteen minutes, we got to the Quezon Ave Station and we were literally pushed out of the train. 
That was when I saw Ian breathe out a sigh of relief that the first train ride is over (it’s first because we 
have to ride the train again on the way back, although riding the bus is also a good idea). I placed my arm 
around his waist and winked at him.  

“What was it you were going to tell me?” I asked him as we took the stairs down. He gave me a weird 
smile. “One guy was offing himself at the back of the woman in front of him,” he said, and I gaped in 
sheer amusement.  

“What?” I asked, and he nodded, that weird smile still on his face. “Kea, please tell me you’re not riding 
that train again. At least that cart,” he said, and I gave him an assuring smile. “I won’t, I promise,” I said, 
and I guided him past the Centris and found the jeepney stop.  

“Where are we going?” he asked, and I pointed to the jeep that has green roof. “UP-Pantranco jeep.”  

“Here I was thinking that the MRT actually stops at UP Diliman’s door,” he said, groaning.  

I gave him a quick hug. “Honey, UP is big—it doesn’t have a door. Although there are plans to have a 
train inside UP Diliman. Which is fun. And which I hope was there when I was still studying,” I told him, 
and he rolled his eyes on me.  

I paid the barker for me and Ian’s ride and we got in the jeep, seated at the end of the jeep. “There’s no 
driver,” he said simply, and I raised an eyebrow. “They’re waiting for the jeep to fill up before we leave,” 
I said patiently, and he nodded. He held my hand and he looked around.  

“This your first too?” I asked, and he shook his head. “I rode a jeep before, when our class back in college 
did an outreach program,” he explained, and there was this part of me that was glad that Ian isn’t that 
naïve when it comes to local transportation.  

One by one, passengers started to enter the jeep, and then the barker peered into the jeep when we’re 
nearly full. Nearly full to me, already full to Ian. “Galaw-galaw, siyam-an po tayo. Pa-urong nalang po!” 
the barker shouted almost directly to my ear, and I saw Ian wince.  

“This is meant seat just sixteen people,” Ian reasoned, and I shook my head. “Babe, they’re gonna utilize 
every space they can,” I said and he just shook his head. He took another deep breath to gather patience, I 
presume. A couple more passengers squeezed in, and then we’re off.  

 

“Para po!”  
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The driver halted and I pulled Ian down. We were at Quezon Hall, at the entrance of UP, where the 
Oblation stood tall and proud despite the nakedness. I tugged at his hand and we walked towards the 
infamous statue. I always wondered back then if UP had a mascot, how would the mascot look like 
considering our school is also known because of the Oblation and the yearly Oblation Runs where men 
from a certain fraternity (I think you all can figure out which frat, but for those who don’t it’s APO—
Alpha Phi Omega) run naked save for some red roses they give out to select women and masks to cover 
their faces—aside from being known because of academic excellence, of course. 

“There was this myth back when I was still here,” I began, “that those who took pictures with the Oble as 
an undergrad won’t get to graduate.”  

“Anybody can attest to the veracity of that?” 

I smirked. “It’s a myth, Ian,” I said, and we finally reached the statue. “And besides, I never wanted to try 
it because I was scared it was true. Wouldn’t want to risk not graduating,” I said, chuckling. I handed him 
my phone.  

“Now you should take a picture of me with the Oblation because I’m already years away from being an 
undergrad,” I said, and he smiled. “Fine,” Ian said, and I posed and he clicked. I took pictures of him too, 
and then I tugged on his hand and we started to walk.  

“Where are we headed now?”  

“My college,” I said, pointing to the building that was covered from our view by a couple of trees. It was 
a few meters away from Quezon Hall. “Plaridel Hall. College of Mass Communication.”  

“I didn’t know your course fell under the category of mass communication,” Ian quipped, and I shrugged.  

“We were the lost ones in that college, but we did pretty well. Other courses there are Journalism, 
Broadcast Communication and Film and Audio visual Communication,” I explained. When we got to the 
college, I took him to the entrance—which was actually at the side and not at the usual entrance at the 
parking lot. The entire four years I was in college, I only saw the “main” entrance to the college open just 
twice—during the Freshie night and during a Christmas Carol Fest. Other than that, it was always closed.  

We got to the college and Ian looked at the two old two-floor buildings connected by what everybody 
called the Skywalk. I took him to the building on the left, one that housed the Admin offices, 
BroadComm and Journ Departments, and the audio-visual library. Plus Marcelo H. del Pilar’s bust, along 
with the gallery of Gawad Plaridel awardees which includes Tiya Dely and Batangas Governor and 
actress Vilma Santos.  

We went upstairs and I showed him, passing by the Skywalk and towards the other building. It was only 
natural that some Communication Research students were hanging out at the lobby of our department—
overtimes and weekend work were already popular back when I was in college. This other building 
housed my course’s department and the Film department downstairs, and the “real” library, and the 
computer lab.  

“I spent hours at that lobby,” I told Ian, who remarked, “I knew you got training from college.” He 
grinned, and I just smiled. We left CMC, and then headed towards the general direction of the Shopping 
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Center. I pointed out to him the Alumni Center which we passed by, and then took him to the duckpin 
bowling alley where one game cost below P20. I had duckpin bowling classes during my first year, and 
the trick there was to avoid the bumps in the wooden floors so that you can get strikes.  

Or you can jump to affect the roll of the ball—a trick some of my classmates actually do.  

We found the Bahay ng Alumni building where two of the most delicious restaurants in UP are found—
Chocolate Kiss and ROC (I never got around to memorizing what ROC actually means, but basically it’s 
an Italian restaurant). I told Ian this and he brought up the idea of eating at ROC instead, but I shook my 
head.  

“We’re doing tapa, remember?” I told him, and he shrugged. We passed by Molave Hall, one of the coed 
dormitories in UP, and Kalayaan Hall, the all-freshman dorm. We saw a stall that sold isaw but I wasn’t 
going to dare Ian to eat chicken innards because—though being a true blue Iskolar ng Bayan at heart—I 
was queasy with isaw. While my friends back in college ate isaw, I settled for fish balls and cheese sticks. 
When I brought up the topic of eating isaw to Ian, he shook his head.  

“I actually have… a sensitive stomach. I don’t like to try street food because more often that not, I end up 
in bed with a bad stomachache or worse—hospital for food poisoning,” he explained, and I nodded 
slowly, making a mental note of this information. We kept on walking, Ian holding my hand while we do.  

I have never felt as relaxed as I am right now.  

“Here we go, the ever famous Shopping Center—or SC,” I said, presenting the long stretch of stalls under 
one building. Everything is here—photocopy stalls, Japanese, Korean and Japanese food, computer shops 
that rent out units for gaming, writing papers, internet surfing and printing theses and papers and posters 
and pictures, a secondhand bookshop, a grocery (well, technically, it’s outside of the SC, but around the 
vicinity), an optical, a school supplies store, among others. We found Rodic’s right away and we took a 
seat, and I ordered tapa for Ian and me.  

 

Ian took my hand again, as we walked out Rodic’s and the Shopping Center. “Where to?” he asked. I 
pointed to him the Parish of the Holy Sacrifice, that church in UP that was the only church I ever saw that 
was circular in structure. “The altar is at the center of the circle, and the cross is hanging from the center 
of the dome,” I said, as he amused himself at the architectural amazement.  

We continued to walk and then I pointed Ylang Ylang Hall to him. “Behind that all women’s dorm is 
where my boarding house was,” I said, and then we kept walking until we reached the Academic Oval, 
that 2.2km road that circles the infamous Sunken Garden and the Lagoon (where creepy things happen 
sometimes, as well as pre-nuptial photo shoots). One lane of it is now a bicycle lane, where Ian and I had 
stepped onto so we can avoid the cars.  

“I know you never had relationships,” Ian began, and I nodded—as an affirmation and so that he can 
continue. “But I am pretty sure you had some close brushes with it.”  

I grinned. “Ah. The relationship talk,” I said, shaking my head. “I’ve had some.”  
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Ian glanced at me when I didn’t expound. “And…?” he pressed lightly.  

“And some of those guys are just douchebags,” I said, and Ian winced. 

“How bad?”  

“I was… a bet for one of them. He and his friends thought it was nice to play with me. Just before I was 
about to tell him those three big words, he caved. Told me he fell for me and he didn’t expect it—wow, he 
really thought I was that bad for him to think that loving me is unexpected—and then he told me about 
the bet. I chucked him out of the window—haven’t talked to him since,” I narrated.  

“And the others?” Ian said, just as we passed the School of Economics.  

“What if we do it this way?” I offered. “I tell one story, and then you tell me one.”  

Ian shrugged. “Sounds fair.”  

“Your turn.”  

Ian sighed heavily. “I’ve only had… three or four serious relationships. All others were flings or were 
just… some things that don’t work after the first night,” Ian began. “You met one of them,” he said, and I 
frowned. I met some of Ian’s friends, but I had gotten pretty close to Hannah, a mestiza with big, round, 
black eyes, strong facial features reminiscent of Jennifer Lopez, and a petite frame. She had this soft 
giggle that was just distinctly Hannah’s.  

“Hannah,” I said, and he nodded. “We were together for four years. Entire college actually,” Ian 
explained. “And then one day, she woke up, told me… she doesn’t love me anymore.”  

“Wow,” I said, amused. “Harsh. How did you get over it?”  

“The thing is, initially, you don’t,” he said honestly, looking thoughtful. I thought I saw a glimpse of pain 
in his eyes but it was gone as soon as I saw it. “So I spent probably about five years away from her, and 
then Fate just made us meet again. I saw her, and then I just knew why it didn’t work. We’ve been the 
best of friends ever since.”  

I tried to recall Ian and Hannah’s dynamics around each other. They are comfortable, smiling, and happy. 
Like they already have years and years of tried and tested friendship. And I actually wish I had a 
friendship like what Ian and Hannah have.  

And to be honest, there is this part of me that is thankful that Hannah is already married. Happily married, 
if I may say so, with two kids—twins of eight years of age.  

“You’re next,” he said, as we passed by the College of Education. I tried to claw through my memory for 
the most heinous guys I have been with.  

“I swore off guy best friends, you know that, right?” I began, and Ian nodded. 

“You hate stories—movies—that involve best friends falling in love with each other, I noticed.”  
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“I fell in love with one of my guy best friends, and it… didn’t turn out well,” I told him, as we passed by 
the Main Library and then the Palma Hall—or AS, as it is known to students. “We have been best friends 
since elementary, and when we stepped into high school, I couldn’t quite contain the feeling anymore. I 
told him I loved him.”  

Ian and I basked in some sort of silence as we passed by the Lagoon, and we were right back where we 
initially were when we got here—Quezon Hall. We continued to walk, and then I spoke again. “After I 
said the three words, he just shook his head, asked me why I need to ruin things for us, and then walked 
away. He and I never spoke again.”  

“Is that why you’re also developing an aversion to saying ‘I love you?’”  

Ian’s question took me by surprise, so much so that I just stopped walking. He and I never talked about 
the three words—nor have we said it to each other in the past six months of going out. I had never asked 
him what we are—all I know is that he thinks together, we’re something. He never asked me either.  

Neither of us is willing to take that first step.    

I frowned, and Ian squeezed my hand and turned me around. “Let’s go to the Sunken Garden,” he said 
quietly, and then I couldn’t think straight.  

I was scared.  

I am scared, because it actually feels like he’s going to say those words to me—that or he was waiting for 
me to be the first one to say those words to him.  

And I don’t want to ruin things. I don’t. Because things have been perfect.  

Crazy, but perfect.  

“Kea, forget what I said earlier. About the I love you,” Ian said as soon as he found a patch of grass where 
we can sit down. It was already past five in the afternoon, and I gazed at the students and kids playing 
football and Frisbee at the garden, I saw the sun slowly making its way down to hide for the day. Ian 
placed an arm over my shoulder.  

“Kea.”  

I could feel it coming. He’s gonna do something. He’s gonna change the status quo. Like he did when he 
first tweeted me. Like he did when he first kissed me. Like he did when he first introduced me to passion, 
to lust, to lovemaking. Like he did when he handed me that BB Torch. Like he did when he first gave me 
a key to his house. 

“I had two other serious relationships after Hannah. In the next two, I… I took the cautious approach. I 
was wary with and of my partner. I tried to get a sense of what she’s feeling all the time. I was scared that 
I might lose her if I just make a little misstep. I feel like I was walking on charcoals on fire with them. 
And when they both failed, I… kept on thinking something is actually wrong either with me or my 
approach to the relationship,” Ian began to say, and I couldn’t look at him. It was like the wind was just 
taking his voice into my ears.  
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“So I just dated,” Ian continued. “I dabbled. I played. I socialized. I never took anyone seriously. I didn’t 
wanna get hurt again, and I didn’t wanna hurt anyone.”  

At the corner of my eye, I saw Ian turn to me, gazing at me intently. I kept my eyes on the sun as it signed 
off on another day. I wish he would just watch the sunset instead of watching me. “And then you get to a 
certain point in your life when everything clicks. When you just know what you want to do. And then you 
came. And then I realized I was tired of taking the scared approach. I was tired of… being cautious. I was 
tired of… not taking risks. So I took a risk… with you. Actually I took a lot of risks. And since you’re 
still with me, I’d like to think those risks had paid off.” 

I turned to him, his eyes virtually a whirlpool of so much emotions it makes my heart ache. He took my 
hand in his, squeezing lightly. “So I’m taking another risk, Kea,” he whispered, and I couldn’t take it 
anymore.  

I shook my head. “Don’t, Ian. Please. I am… not ready for this. I am not... ready,” I said, my voice weak. 
Ian cupped my face in his hands, looking very determined. He knows what he wanted.  

“Kea, marry me. Be my wife,” Ian said, and I broke away from him, standing up, brushing the grass and 
dirt off my bum. He took my hand, stopping me, and making me face him. I could feel hot tears spring up 
in my eyes.  

“Be that guy, Ian,” I said through clenched teeth. “Be the cautious guy. Be the wary guy.”  

I brushed the tears away from my face and he pulled me back down on the grace next to him despite my 
protests.  

I couldn’t breathe.  

I wanted to run away from him at this very moment.  

I know, I know. I enjoy being with Ian. He’s imperfect perfection, no matter how ironic that sounds. He 
makes me laugh, makes me smile, and makes me feel all sorts of things I have never feel before.  

But with him… I am also most scared.  

I took a lot of deep breaths as Ian hugged me. I need air. I need space.  

“Okay. Okay. I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have done that. I should have seen you’re not ready yet. I’ll wait, 
Kea. I’ll wait,” he whispered, hushing me. It took a while before I calmed down, and when I did, Ian 
pulled me up, tucked me under his arm and hailed a cab.  

The perfect day just got ruined. 
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Chapter 6: Are we ready?  
On that fateful day when Ian asked me if he could marry me, I knew I had to go to someone just so I can 
take the weight off my chest.  

And I chose Hannah.  

I called Hannah in the middle of the night, apologetic but with the urgency that I needed to have the 
conversation right away. She relented, detecting immediately that something was wrong, and I went over 
to her place, leaving the sleeping Ian. And she faced me, hair in a haphazardly pulled up pony, bathrobe 
untied, sleep still in her eyes.   

“What is wrong?” Hannah asked, placing a cup of hot choco in front of me that actually makes no sense 
because I don’t think I will be doing any drinking in the next thirty minutes.  

And then I started to bawl.  

“Ian asked me to marry him,” I said, and Hannah gasped. I think it was because she either swallowed the 
hot tea she was drinking or she was shocked at what I had just told her.  

It was the latter.  

“He did what?”  

The tears didn’t stop. And I let out the things I couldn’t say to Ian earlier.  

“We were… I know he’s of age. He’s not getting any younger. But Ian had always told me it didn’t 
matter that he and I had ten years between us. I barely notice it; he doesn’t care. But you see—he’s ready 
for these kinds of things, and I am not. Ian is my first real boyfriend—or whatever he had been in the past 
six months. He’s had what? Three or four serious girlfriends and I only have him to show for.” I stopped, 
sniffling.  

“But it’s not that, Hannah. I… feel so many things with and because of Ian. I feel alive. I feel… innocent 
and experienced at the same time. I feel cared for. I feel needed. He isn’t scared to tell me he needs me. I 
feel… loved despite us never saying those three words. I feel that kilig. I feel bliss.  

And Ian… he listens to me when I make sense and when I don’t. He cares and he wants to know me. He 
makes me happy, you see, but… he makes me feel suffocated at times. And I am scared, Hannah. I am so 
scared.”  

I felt Hannah’s hand on my shoulder. “What are you so scared of, Lala? Ian is the best guy—apart from 
my husband, that is—to be with, you know? You said so yourself—he makes you feel so many things. 
Don’t you think it’s worth it?” she asked gently, and I shook my head.  

“Hannah, I know. I am good with Ian in whatever this is he and I are having. Sure, he and I haven’t 
moved past this phase and maybe—just maybe—we should up it up a notch. But not marriage, Hannah. 
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Not marriage. Nothing of that yet. I haven’t grown up to be that woman who wants to marry at this point 
in my life. I am enjoying Ian. I am enjoying what he and I have now. And he just scares me, Hannah. I 
don’t want to lose him, but I don’t want to be where he wants us to head either.” 

Hannah stayed silent, and I plowed on, saying everything in between sobs. “I am scared, Hannah. I want 
to love him in the way he wants me to. I want to give him all that I have in me. I want to go all out with 
him. I want to be one with him, Hannah. I want Ian and I love Ian. But… I don’t know why I can’t. I 
don’t want him to hurt me. I don’t want him to leave me. I don’t want myself needing him and then he’s 
not there when I do. I don’t want him turning his back on me. I don’t want to lose myself in him despite 
my knowing I already have. And it kills, Hannah. I want to love Ian in the best way I could but I can’t and 
it kills.”  

Hannah pulled me into a hug, patting my back to offer additional comfort. “Lala, I am sure Ian didn’t 
mean to make you feel pressured. And I think he’ll give you the time you need to be ready if that’s what 
you’ll ask him. And… look at me, Lala,” she said, whispered, and I did. Her big round black orbs were 
full of sincerity when she said, “Ian is worth it. He’s worth the pain. He’s worth the effort. He’s worth 
loving. You just have to trust him. You just have to put some more faith in him. I know he has tendencies 
to push you to the limit, but… Lala, he’s worth it. He’s worth every single emotion in this world.” 

I tried to believe, Hannah, you see. I did. And I knew she was telling the truth, but I let the fear get the 
best of me.  

I went to Ian’s place, packed up all my things in his closet and in his bathroom, and left the Torch on his 
nightstand. I got a yellow post it from his study and wrote down the words: I am sorry. I am not ready for 
this. I can’t do this yet. –Lala  

I stuck the note on the phone, placed Ian’s house key on the note, and then left.  

 

That was nearly a year ago.  

After that night, Ian just tweeted: I will wait for you, @iamkeala. No matter how long it takes. I will wait 
for you.  

That was his last tweet ever, and he hasn’t resumed tweeting again. I did, just a couple of days ago. I 
didn’t think that it was just because of the coupons that Ian came back—I guessed it had something to do 
with my first two tweets after the hiatus.  

Love is what is left over when being in love has burned away. – Captain Corelli’s Mandolin  

We were in love. But I threw it away. But I love you. I am ready. For you. For me. For us.  

And I am ready. I am more emotionally prepared this time around. I know what I want. And I know who I 
need.  

So here we are. Ian and me.  

At his place. On his bed.  
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(Clothes still very much on, even the shoes, if that’s what you’re wondering.) 

We came back from dinner, catching up on things—he is still a manager at Moire Creatives, and 
apparently he was moved to another account so there was no more of the double-booking, Julian client, 
that a friend of his who is also notoriously single, Arthur, got married, and that Luis and Lorena, 
Hannah’s kids, are constantly looking for me whenever he goes to visit them, while I tell him that I am a 
senior research executive now (that sounds so good, don’t you think?) and I was brought back to the 
Julian client because she requested for me—while skirting around the original issue. It was nice to talk to 
Ian again—no qualms, no holding back.  

Just open—not hiding anything.   

And when he asked if I wanted to go back to his place, I never thought for a second it was to fulfill some 
sort of “benefit” that he and I used to have. I knew it was where he and I would do the talk that was a year 
delayed.  

Ian laid beside me on the bed, inspecting that faint mark at the right side of his nose, one that I saw before 
during our first night together. And then my eyes traveled to his dimple, his thin lips, his chin, his facial 
hair. I touched the bridge of his nose, and Ian closed his eyes, his breathing even. I leaned closer, rubbing 
my nose against his like we were a couple of Eskimos.  

“I love you,” I whispered. “And I’m sorry I had to take that long break away from you. I was scared. I 
needed to find myself that I somehow lost when I went into your world. I needed to settle my issues 
before I would be ever so ready for you and—” 

“Shh,” Ian hushed, pulling me closer, his hands around my waist and his legs entangled with mine. I 
wrapped my arms around him, wanting to feel him, missing his familiar warmth and touch. “Kea, I know. 
And I understand. And I am just glad you’re back,” Ian whispered, his lips grazing my cheeks, my ear, 
my nose, my eyes, my chin. His moustache tickles a bit.  

“Ian,” I said, urging him to open his eyes, and when he did, I saw tears in his eyes. “You have to know I 
love you. So much.”  

“I know that, Kea. And I love you. I love you,” he whispered back, and I could feel some tears falling 
down my face too. He brushed those tears away with his thumb, and I smiled, cupping his face with my 
tiny hands.  

“Does your offer still stand?” I asked, and he was momentarily confused.  

“Wh—what?”  

I kissed him on the nose. I waited for his moment of clarity, and when it happened, Ian jolted away from 
me.  

“Are you serious?” he asked, and I gaped, taking it as a fact that he’s the one who isn’t ready. He sat up 
and I followed his suit, and then he went down the bed and walked over his closet. He rummaged through 
one of the drawers, and then he walked back to me.  
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Ian knelt on one knee at the edge of the bed, and he pulled me towards him. He took a deep breath. “I 
actually have with me this a year ago, when I asked you at that moment at Sunken,” he said, his voice 
shaking a bit. He had my right hand in his left, and when he turned his palm, he produced what looked 
like a silver ring that was lined with tiny diamonds flanking a five-karat turquoise stone.  

“So let’s do this again?” Ian said, a small smile on his face. I nodded, the tears now unstoppable, my 
breath caught in my throat. “Will you marry me, Keala?”  

I nodded over and over, words failing me. Ian shook his head. “I need to hear it, Kea,” he teased, and I let 
out a sob before saying, “Of course. I will marry you, Ian Perez. I will marry you,” I said, and he slid the 
ring in my finger and I pulled him into a very tight hug.  

Ian pulled back, placing his lips on mine, and I was briefly reminded of our first kiss—the magic, the 
bliss, and the swelling feeling in my heart.  

“I love you,” I whispered in between kisses, and I felt him smile.  

“I love you,” he whispered back.  

I am pretty sure neither of us are scared anymore.  

And this time—I’m ready. We’re ready.  

 

THE END 
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Author’s Note 
This story actually started and ended differently. I had the story figured out when I wrote the prologue, 
and then come Chapter 5, everything changed. So I had to rewrite the prologue. I hope that the risk I took 
in changing the story was worth it—like the risks Ian took for Keala :) 


