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The Roman Family Mai Tai

Served at Twin’s Tavern, Pickerington Ohio

Thank you, David Brucas, 

for your heavenly bartending hand.

1 1/2 ounces white rum

3/4-ounce orange curaçao

3/4-ounce lime juice, freshly squeezed

1/2 ounce orgeat*

1/2-ounce dark rum

Garnish: lime wheel

Garnish: mint sprig


	Add the white rum, curaçao, lime juice, and orgeat into a shaker with crushed ice and shake lightly (about 3 seconds).

	Pour into a double rocks glass.

	Float the dark rum over the top.

	Garnish with a lime wheel and mint sprig.









*Orgeat syrup is a sweet syrup made from almonds, sugar, and rose water or orange flower water. It was originally made with a barley-almond blend. It has a pronounced almond taste and is used to flavor many cocktails. Orgeat syrup is a vital ingredient in the Mai Tai. 



Jocks, Contemporary NA Romance

To the Point

“My name is Gideon Sullivan, I’m a junior at Stanford University. I appreciate you taking the time to hear my side of the story.” That’s how my introduction to Duckworth and Betina Bauder began. Being called to a prestigious Palo Alto estate that Sunday was not on my list of things that happen every day. When the president of your university tells you to be there, you show up.

Experts say, at my age, my brain isn’t fully formed. But even with my young male brain, I knew when I got the fencing scholarship to Stanford, it’d be a rush. What could be better than a scholarship that pays you to strike an opponent with a weapon while you avoid being hit yourself? What could be better than pretending to be a Musketeer for fun and education? After this weekend I’ve come to think fencing is a lot like love. Simple, absolute, and – if you get it right – triumphant.

“If you follow Stanford’s sports website, you may have heard of me,” I said, trying to make myself sound more legit. “I know the university president asked you to get the facts before he arrived, and that’s what I’m here to give you. I want you to know what happened from my perspective, but it wouldn’t be complete unless you talk to a few other people, like Bluto and Diana.” If gambling is the game, Bluto is your guy. Diana, on the other hand, is their daughter.

Duckworth Bauder sniffed, and I was immediately struck by the thought that his drug of choice was snuff, not cocaine. He was that uptight. “Very well, Mr. Sullivan, you may observe as we continue this inquiry.” I took a chair off to the side and tried to disappear into a very large areca palm.

Diana had a much more formal relationship with her parents than I’d ever had with mine. ‘Yes sir, and yes ma’am,’ for instance, were apparently required. That kinda got to me. I was astonished when she started by giving them a physiology lesson. “Did you know studies conducted on the prefrontal cortex, the part of the brain just behind the forehead, show that’s the area responsible for a lot of men's shortcomings?”

“It’s all very interesting, dear. What does that have to do with this situation?” Betina demanded.

“My psychology prof says that region of the brain controls cognitive analysis and abstract thought, as well as corrective behavior in social situations. I wonder if that’s what’s wrong with Duncan? What do you think?” She laughed charmingly and paused for their laugh or even a smile from the folks but got nothing. “So...after that class, I thought it was kismet that I sat through that discussion, discerning science from opinion. I didn’t know how much I’d need the info.”

Her mother sniffed. Her father harrumphed.

Diana carried on gamely. “On the subject of boneheads, I have nothing to say about Gideon Sullivan, not only about my side of this past weekend but his side too. The whole thing seems pretty obvious to me, but there are three sides to every story. There are people who could shed more light on the subject. You need to talk to Duncan and Bluto.”

If Diana ‘yes sir’ed and yes ma’am’ed’ her parents, Duncan, her twin, was the polar opposite. It didn’t take someone with a fully developed brain to know he was the hippy-dippy black sheep of the family. He sauntered in, flopped down, gulped some Coca-Cola, belched without apology, and began. “No way, man. I want to stay off that whole wavelength. What a mess. But, come to think of it, there was another witness, Gid’s water boy, Bluto. They call him that because he... well because he reminds everyone of that guy in Animal House. You know the guy who broke the liquor bottle over his head?” He waited for acknowledgment from the parental units which naturally never came. “Anyway, you need to speak to Bluto.”

I often wondered if Bluto had modeled his whole collegiate personality on his name’s sake from Animal House. He had the belligerence down, but never the guts, so he tended to go in, stir up the pot really well and leave someone else holding the spoon. This time it was me. “Yeah, I could tell you everything, you know, the whole truth.” Bluto slouched into the formal chair and drummed his fingers on the arms. “Not to snitch, but looks aside, I’m a standup guy.” He stuck a Camel in his mouth and then seemed to remember where he was and snatched it away. “Let me think now...” His bloodshot eyes narrowed as he focused on the large Takashi Murakami painting over the fireplace. It must have cost more than the Bentley in the circular drive. “Yah know? I don’t know anything...”

So, it was obvious everyone was scared shitless of the Bauders, even Diana. I guessed it was going to fall on me to mount my own defense. I accepted the offer of water, drained it, and began. “It started Thursday night, the last night of the California Women’s Invitational Fencing Tournament. A few of us on the men’s team rallied to follow the women to cheer them on. We didn’t consider it gambling. It was nothing formal, just some friendly bets between the guys. 

“Stanford is seen as a west-coast powerhouse, even in women’s fencing. But their rival, Miller College, a girl’s school, is elite, and even richer per student than Stanford.” I waited for an acknowledgment but got icy stares. “Their coach is a three-time world fencing champion of the Fédération Internationale d'Escrime. I mean, they have to be fluent in French as a prerequisite to join the team.” I shrugged. “I thought there was money to be made betting on them. The Dueling Papillons, that’s their team’s name, just looked better to me.

“I’m on scholarship, you know, I work at an apartment complex when I’m not in class, and I’m not gonna bet just outta team loyalty. I sunk half my food allowance into five boxes on the betting pool grid, and I won fifteen hundred dollars in twenties. For me, that’s nothing to sneeze at, but it was flashy enough for me to pay for beers.” I rubbed between my eyes. “Lots of beers.” The memory of the hangover still lingered.

“It was nine on Friday morning and I was breakfasting on a bottle of aspirin and tomato juice. Nothing helped.” Duckworth actually looked sympathetic about the hangover, so I laid it on thick. “Every sound was exaggerated. By the time I got dressed and left my hotel room all I had was three twenties and a few quarters. I had no idea where all my money was. I needed caffeine. I headed down to the pool to chill with a huge mug of iced coffee.

“There she was again, your daughter.” I could see Diana peeking around the door, listening. “At least, I thought it was her. The night before she’d caught my eye as the long cool woman in a black dress. That morning, she filled out a bright red bikini. She broke through my Bond-girl-fantasy when she splashed across the shallow end, waving, and calling, “Hey, Gid...” She knew my name. I didn’t know how she knew my name.

****
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WHEN DUNCAN FIRST STARTED razzing Gideon, I didn’t know who he was talking about. It was “Gid is such a control freak, man, he never gets high...blah, blah, blah. One day I was in my required phys ed class, and our coach was called away. We bitched and looked at our manicures for about five minutes while we listened to an argument outside the room.

“I’m supposed to teach them everything about foil fencing in forty-five minutes? You insult me. It’s taken me eight years to get to tournament-level fencing. What’s the point”? That guy was steamed. The TA let him rant and then blew his whistle. “Sonnofabitch, are you trying to deafen me?”

“No, Gideon, I just need you to do this. Remember when you are up for scholarship review, they look at you being agreeable...”

Well, he wasn’t exactly Mr. Agreeable when he stalked into our class. What was he? He was hot, that’s for sure. He was also Mr. Confidence in tight white fencer’s gear. What a sight once he got in the door. We got the best instruction on a subject we’d never use again in our lives. As he talked about the history and the boring stuff, he gracefully shadow-fenced an opponent. We watched in rapt attention. 

So, last night when I heard his growling about how hard his English Lit professor graded and he said his editor bounced on him. I thought... I could help. You bet, I helped myself to a comical evening with a beer-infused Gideon Sullivan. That made me hungry for more.

****

[image: ]


GIDEON CONTINUED TO plead his case. “I was in the shade with dark sunglasses on, and my eyes still locked shut. The sound of her voice dragged over me like daggers.” Duckworth nodded in commiseration, but Betina only sniffed. I was beginning to think these people had allergies, or black mold or something. “So, I’m sitting there feeling like blood is gonna run outta my ears any minute, and I asked, nicely, you know, “You... can you dial it back a few decibels?

“She glared at me.” Duckworth side-eyed toward Betina, and I thought I knew where Diana had gotten that look.” She said, ‘You do know who I am, right? You know from last night?’

“I said, yeah.” I scratched as she swayed slowly toward me, drying herself. I didn’t describe to her folks what I saw of that tight, muscular, tanned body with a kiss of red spandex in minimal places.

“‘Did you just get up?’ Her tone was absurdly accusing.” Again, in my mind, I was seeing Diana’s damp hair dripping on the half-moons of her breasts. I drew down my baseball cap. Between the hat and my sunglasses, she couldn’t watch me watch her. 

“Yeah, I’m not even awake yet.

‘“I’ll bet your eyes are as red...’” She looked at her suit bottom and tried to tuck in a nice round cheek. “‘As my bikini.’

“They’re patriotic, red, white, and blue. I corrected her with a vinegar tone.

‘“Oh, so you’re not feeling very sociable this morning?’ She reached for a tote in the chair beside her and pulled it into her lap as she sat at my table. While I was trying to form words, she extracted her hand from the bag’s depths and extended a folded wad of cash. ‘I was hoping you’d make an appearance, I wanted to give you this.’

“What’s that? I sat up to focus.” All I saw were rivulets of water sluicing down her tanned midriff and how it pooled in her navel. I wanted to thank the doctor who crafted that deep ‘innie’ belly button.

“‘Eight hundred dollars.’ She almost snatched it back. ‘You gave it to me last night.’

“What the heck for?

“‘You said I had an honest face and you liked me.’

“I looked away from her and scratched at my forehead.” Honestly? What a line. “Was I a gentleman?

“She drew back the cash and sat up indignantly. ‘Don’t be an idiot.’

“Then you should keep it.

“‘Don’t be an asshat.’ She dropped the bills closer to me on the table. 

“I slid them back to her. “Don’t you be an asshat,” Neither of us touched the cash. I moved it between us. “I meant for you to have it if I gave it to you.”

I simplified the story for the parents. “It turned out; I gave her some of my winnings to hold for me when I was...er...a little worse for drink. I heard my name called from the second-floor balcony and felt I was needed by my friends.”

I didn’t tell them it was a lifeline to get me out of an awkward conversation. I didn’t know why I gave her the lion’s share of my winnings. I didn’t know why she stalked me to give it back. “I gotta run...” And I almost did run, trying to get the image of her pout out of my lower brain and into my higher intellect.

Since Duckworth had been showing sympathy, I felt I needed to make a stronger connection with Betina, so I turned to her. “Bluto and I had a disagreement about my money. I felt he had taken advantage of my incapacity and he pilfered some.” Betina nodded.

The truth was after I backed him up to the wall and threatened to give him new dental work, he coughed up another two hundred of my dough. I never knew why he followed me around like my shadow, Lord knew I didn’t encourage it, but at least for the rest of the afternoon, he left me alone.

“Back down by the pool, I strolled slowly enough to keep my head from splitting. Diana watched me, chin down looking over the tops of her sunglasses. Not to brag, but I’m an athlete, so the view she was getting was decent.

“My sport? Like I said, I fence.” I waited for snickering, but nothing came. “Fencers are incredibly fit. Even hungover, I have great balance and can move like a cat in all directions. Hand-eye coordination is crucial, and it comes in handier when I try to be cool and slide my shades back on my face without tripping on the patio bricks.”

Duckworth stared at a spot on a carpet bigger than my whole apartment. What do I look like? If you lined up fencers, dancers, and tennis players, you would see very similar body types. The tennis players have tans. The dancers wouldn’t have any right or left bias. But tennis players and fencers have slightly stronger dominant arms. I’m a righty, but I work hard to keep my build even. 

“Diana slid off her sunglasses and gave me a long look. ‘What are you, like five-eleven, six feet?’

“Six feet, but my feet are as quick as my hands.

“‘Yeah, I’ve heard about fencer’s hands. My brother warned me. He said you were competitive as hell, too.’

“Your brother?” I was deciding whether or not to sit back down, but I had to know more about that wad of money.

“‘Duncan Bauder.’”

I continued editing for the sake of the elder Bauders. “The night before when I ran into Diana, she mentioned she was Duncan’s sister. Duncan and I have been buddies since his freshman year. We both surf.” Betina moaned. I gathered mentioning surfing was a misstep.

I wasn’t quite so correct with Diana. “Him?” I scoffed. “What a goof. A total surfer dude.” The guy was desperately running from true generational wealth. His father’s people perfumed and beautified the world, while his mother’s people strip-mined and destroyed the environment. The incomes from these opposing industries sent Duncan and his sister to Stanford without a financial care in the world.

“And you’re his twin sister, Diana.” We both nodded as she chewed on the earpiece of those fancy sunglasses. “You don’t lack for a thing. You still need that money?”

“‘I performed a service for that money.’ She rested her bare feet on the chair next to her and leaned back. She’s one lithe and tanned goddess.

“I asked you if I was a gentleman...”

She cut me off with a searing glare. “‘I edited your paper. Your command of language was superb once I edited the small issues.’ She shook her head and dug in her bag for a high-end double-walled aluminum water bottle. ‘What a subject! The Paradoxical Irony in The Lame Shall Enter First.’ She picked up the cash and shook it at me. ‘I’ll bet you this wad of cash that you’ll get no less than a ninety-six. That’s why you gave me the money.’”

Fastening Betina with my most winning smile, I explained, “It turns out, I had paid her to edit my American Lit term paper, and we decided to spend a little more time working on it.” Yeah, right.

I pursed my lips at Diana’s ego and then sat back down in my chair, stretched out, and rested my folded hands over my waist. So, my hippy friend’s sister is a smarty-pants.

“The cash was back on the table, and she fanned a corner of it. ‘I can’t keep your money. Your paper only needed minimal editing. Buy me lunch and we’ll call it even.’”

I wanted her for more than lunch, so I went all in. “Look, this was a windfall, I didn’t earn this. It’s meant to be blown. Let’s go blow it!” On second thought, with her tastes, it might be gone by sunset. “Both of our fingertips were poised on the cash. Hey, let’s get out of here, go to the beach. You surf? I surf.

“She whipped her wet hank of hair off her shoulders. ‘Yeah, I surf. But...’

“We were being conservative, so I took her to Bob’s Big Boy for lunch. She scrutinized every page of what seemed like an endless menu and then opted for the salad bar. When we settled back into the booth she bounced with excitement. ‘I just thought of the perfect place for us to go, Stinson Beach. You know I grew in Mill Valley.’

What I didn’t tell them was her friend’s parents owned an old motor court called the Oasis. It’s small, cheap, and practically on the beach. Plus, we’d dodge the freeloaders.

“She was speaking my language. We went back to the event hotel to get my van.” In a hotel room women like a ten-inch surprise, but this one was on four legs. “I had my head turned, laughing with Diana as I opened the door to my room, and here comes this mini leviathan, tiny teeth bared with a staccato yelp, going for my ankle. I looked down with a “What the...” and Diana was on her knees in front of the little black and white thing with ears. That dog had ears for days!”

My pleasant memories were interrupted by the troublesome present at the Bauder estate. Through the open study doorway, I could see Diana taking a silver tray from a woman in a uniform and heading our way. She carried the tea tray through the door and spoke as if finding the dog was the most natural thing in the world. “Oh, are you telling Mama and Papa about finding Henri in your room?”

Her mother raised a brow. “What were you doing in this young man’s room?”

Diana didn’t miss a beat. “We decided to go for the day to Stinson Beach, we stopped in my room first for my beachwear, and then went to Gid’s room for his.”

I could tell we were in perilous waters, so I took over the narrative. “Yeah, I was just gonna grab my backpack, and suddenly here’s this little dog yapping at me. My roommate, you met Bluto, left a note saying this was his mom’s dog, she was going out of town overnight and left the dog for him to watch, but he had to be at the tournament. He asked me to feed and walk the dog till he got back. Yeah, McDonald’s gives free burgers for dogs. We had the dog, check. Leash, check. Food? It’s out there.”

Duckworth leaned forward pouring tea. “So, Mr. Bluto is the one who placed the dog in your custody?” 

I stared at him in confusion. “Yeah...” What does the dog have to do with anything?

Diana supported me. “Pa-Pa, Gideon was with me the whole morning. We came back to the room and found Bluto had left the dog.”

While Duckworth and Betina poured tea and digested that, I thought about what really happened.

****
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“AW, WHERE DID YOU COME from?” Diana purred, stroking the dog’s head and grinning ear to ear. She turned those green eyes up at me. “You didn’t mention you had a dog!” She was head down adoring this little freak, while he licked her face with the same tongue that licked his balls.

I headed to the sheet of loose-leaf paper under the mug on the nightstand. “I don’t have a dog.” I picked up the note and shook my head. “Damn Bluto!” I fisted the note and shook it at Diana. “My idiot friend’s mother gave him the dog to watch. He’s dumping it on me.”

“He’s little. We could take him with us. C’mon, let’s take him to the beach.” Great. I’ve been cockblocked by a seven-pound dog. “Aw, what a good boy! What’s his name?”

“I dunno. What does the collar say?” I read the tag on the thin velvet collar. “Henry.”

“No!” Diana fawned, holding the mutt. “It’s Henri. He’s French!” Henri should have been named Ornery. He made it clear he loved Diana and hated my guts. 

One of the great things about my VW bus, aside from carrying my board without a hassle, is that the front seat is a bench. That means my dates can sit closer than in a bucket seat. Unfortunately, Henri came with a morals clause. There was no way my right hand was going to rest on Diana’s thigh. No way. 

I backed out of the parking space with the dog growling at me every time I shifted gears. I shrugged. “I don’t get it. Dogs usually like me.” Diana scratched the petite pup behind his ear, and the little bastard closed his eyes with pleasure. I could relate, if only...

“Well, he doesn’t know you. He’s probably just nervous. Can you imagine having Bluto for a brother?”

I hung my arms over the wide steering wheel and squinted into the sun. “Yeah. What a bummer. Just let me point out, he doesn’t know you either.”

She cuddled the dog. “Well, maybe he’s hungry.”

“Fine.” I gritted my teeth and downshifted into the McDonald’s parking lot. “You want anything while we’re feeding the little prince, here?”

“Oooh. How about a strawberry shake?” 

I ordered a dog’s burger, one large shake, and one large soft-serve cone. We pulled into a parking space, and I unwrapped the disk of questionable meat on a sesame seed bun. The dog stared at the meat, gave me a suspicious glare, and turned his nose up. Sitting in that hot parking lot with the windows down, I glared back at the beast and picked up the brown patty. I changed my expression, eyes wide, and with a high-pitched, enthusiastic voice, held up the meat and shook my head as if I was going in for a kill. As I neared the little asshole’s mouth I prodded, “This is so good! I know you want to eat it all gone. Yummy, yummy, juicy...” and with those words, the woman getting out of the car next to Diana pulled her prepubescent daughter away from my bus as if I were some kind of pervert. 

Diana sat with her back against the door and held hell-dog in her lap. I cajoled, “You know you want it...” We let the patty lay on the wax paper while we enjoyed our stuff. That was, until the lady and her kid came back with bags in hand. Diana held up the dog. “Haven’t you ever had to feed an animal on the road?” The woman turned twenty shades of red and sped off. She probably wrote down my license plate number.

****
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SINCE DIANA MENTIONED her father had a soft spot for his hounds, I figured we’d play up pampering the mutt, though I didn’t get what that had to do with gambling. But I wanted to impress the old man, and I put some soul into it. “So, this dog is not touching the meat but jumped into my lap and stole the ice cream from my cone. The little guy apparently loved soft serve, so of course, I let him have all of it.”

Duckworth nodded and I embellished our day at the beach with happy frisbee games and soft-serve treats. The truth was partly that, and partly adult games.

****
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WE MADE A SHADY BED for Henri under my folding chair, put the handle of his leash under one metal leg, and anchored the whole thing with a knot of driftwood. That’s when it got good. Well, it didn’t get good immediately. 

She’s a talker. She threw twenty questions at me like we were speed dating. “Catsup or mustard? Salty or sweet snacks? Beer, or wine?” 

What was she thinking? I know what I was thinking, it was about the cutoff jean shorts she wore, that had about an inch at the most in the crotch. They hung on her slim hips as if held on by magnets. What was under that distressed denim? Half-formed minds wanted to know.

Diana dipped dainty toes into the chilly water and ran back to me. She skittered forward again, and we both played tag with the rolling waves as they encroached the beach. Laughing, we stayed a little too long on one approach and a wave knocked her into me. We stumbled backward and landed together in the wet sand. Another wave hit, From Here to Eternity style and I was pushed to my back. She had nowhere to go but down on top of me. Thanks, King Triton. 

The ocean sucked the waves back out as Diana scrambled to right herself. But she was clearly straddling me when the next waves hit her. She squealed, and I couldn’t help throwing my arms around her, to roll us out of the wave’s path and right into my kiss. We kissed, then we kissed some more. All the while the dog is losing his mind barking at us. That made me want to roll her over and kiss her again. I suppose it was when he began to howl, and passersby started to intervene, that I broke the make-out session, and pulled Diana to her feet. We sprinted back to the dog who resumed growling at me while pawing Diana’s calf. 

She laughed, sat beside him, and pulled him into her lap. “Were you up here alone, little guy? I’m sorry, we won’t leave you again.”

I narrowed my eyes at him. I’ll put you in a box, poke holes in it and mail you back to Bluto’s mom. At this point, I don’t know who was shivering more, Diana or the dog. “Cold? Need a hot shower? We can head to that motor court you talked about.”

Diana plucked up the dog and we made a run for it. 

****
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EARNESTLY SEEKING DUCKWORTH’S approval, I adjusted our story. “We were cold and tired, so we decided to stay the night at the Oasis motel since Diana knew the owners.”

This fell flat by the expressions Betina, and Duckworth exchanged. “I stayed in a room with the dog, and Gid slept in his VW bus,” Diana volunteered. Betina gave her an exaggerated eye roll.

“The bus is actually pretty comfortable with a blanket...” I finished lamely. Judging from the look on ole Duckworth’s face, I thought the daughter might not fall far from mom’s knee. 

Betina’s body language couldn’t have been more forbidding. “I’ll pretend I believe that. So that’s why I couldn’t get you at the Inn?” 

Through it all, Diana maintained an air of cheerful innocence. I hate to think about what I looked like. Duckworth folded his arms over his chest. “I’m going to have to give this some thought. Betina...” He held out his hand. “Please excuse us.”

****
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I REMEMBER DIANA HAVING that same air of innocence as she registered at the motel front desk. Once inside this monument to 1960s motor courts, Diana did a complete turn and winced. “Can you run up to the grocery and pick up some real dog food, wine coolers, and snacks? I’ll be showered, warm, and dry by the time you get back.”

I palmed the car keys while wishing a curse on the damn dog. If not for him, I’d be in that warm shower too. It was a scrap of a grocery store; grocery was too grand a name for it. But they did have wine coolers, prepared snacks, candy, and my personal favorite ultra-thin, lubricated latex-free condoms. I was still over the moon about the quality of condoms when I found the Mighty Dog. They also, interestingly, had a product by the name of Calm Doggie. Supposedly a proprietary blend of calming herbs ‘to lull your dog into puppy peace.’ I didn’t know about Henri, but between the condoms and Calm Doggie, I was seeking puppy peace. I bought two bottles. 

As I was pulling into the motel parking lot, my cell rang. It was Bluto. “Hey, man, where’s the dog?”

“As if you care,” I snapped. “The little bastard is with me. I’m in a motel at Stinson Beach, and I’ll be back on Sunday.”

“Ideal, man.”

I scowled. “I guess it is for you. When I get back, I get to upload all your music into my iPod, you little prick. I could kill you.” 

“Man, that’s like nine hundred c.d.’s.”

I snorted. “Consider it friend security.” I heard laughter and general mayhem in the background. I was thrilled to be here, away from that. The dog, not so much.

Bluto hushed someone and came back to the phone. “Did you leave any beer money?”

I wished I could have slammed a real phone receiver down on this dude. I just closed the call. When he dialed back, I turned off my phone. 

Shoving into the motel room, the winged bastard flew at me from the bed. He was on my ankles like Cujo. With a hop, I made it to the first bed in the room and spread out my goodies. Diana strolled in from the bathroom wearing nothing but a sleep shirt over long, tanned legs. I swallowed hard as she cocked a hip and leaned against the bathroom door frame combing her hair.

“Did you get premium dog food?”

“What?” I shook my head. Snap out of it Gid. “I was lucky I got this.” I held up three cans of Mighty Dog. “I found something to give ole Henry puppy peace.” I tossed the bottle to Diana. “You’re taking chemistry, have a look at this.”

She read the bottle. “I don’t recognize these herbs, but that’s not chemistry.” She tossed the bottle back to me. “Won’t hurt to try. Just follow the directions.”

****
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HERE I AM, TRYING TO seduce him and he tosses me a bottle of herbal dog tranquilizers. The whole afternoon at the beach was a peep show. He wore a deep-cut athletic tee-shirt over almost transparent red jams. If he jumped in the surf the right way, I got a good view of his pecs peeking out. His muscled chest had the slightest blond fur, it was distracting. He dropped his sunglasses on his nose and at one point stood watching the horizon as he adjusted his waistband. Even with the Pacific surf chill, he was delivering a package as my roommate luridly describes. I definitely wanted to see more ...
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