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Copping a Sweetest Day Feel


 


 


DAVID walked into the large, empty house and glanced at the small pendulum clock ticking away on the wall of the entrance hall. Why he looked at that particular clock every day he had no idea—he wore a perfectly good watch. But he was home and he knew it by that clock. Peter insisted that it always be kept wound, running, and reasonably accurate. Sighing to himself with relief that the office, gym, and everything else from his day were over, David walked to the kitchen, putting away the remains of his lunch before hoisting his computer bag and heading up the stairs, barely noticing the warm chestnut woodwork that he and Peter had restored years before, intent on his purpose.


At the top of the stairs, David turned, and instead of going to the bedroom to change, he stopped in the media room, unpacked the laptop, and got it powered up. Only when it had started its boot process did he walk into the bedroom he and Peter shared. After stripping off his dress clothes from the office, David slipped into a pair of old, comfortable jeans and a T-shirt that he’d had for so long you could almost see through it. Hearing chimes from the computer, he padded barefoot back to the office and sat down at his cluttered table. E-mail came first, hundreds of them from Facebook, Internet chat groups, friends, fans, and even one from his editor. Patiently, sometimes smiling, he spent the next hour answering them. Every fan who sent a note or comment got an answer. If they’d bought his books and taken the time to tell him about their experience with his characters, he felt they deserved an answer. It was part of what he loved about writing. That accomplished, and not without smiles and even laughter, he opened his word processing program, setting to work on his latest manuscript. 


Deeply engrossed in his story, David barely heard the front door to the house open. A few minutes later, footsteps on the stairs finally pulled him out of his story, and he groaned to himself as Peter came into the room and leaned over the desk. David lifted his gaze from the computer screen, smiling, giving Peter a kiss without really feeling it. His mind was still engrossed in a world of his own creation.


“I’m going to make dinner. How hungry are you?” His partner did all the cooking.


“Not too. I had a good workout, though,” David answered with a smile. They had a similar conversation almost every day, and the answers easily rolled off his tongue. Peter smiled at him before leaving the room, picking up the empty soda cans and the bowl from last night’s snack, still sitting where David had left them. 
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