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The Midnight Man

 

Kevin Klehr


Chapter One

Laid

Stanley gazed into the fridge as he waited for his partner, Francesco, and their conquest for the night to stop smooching at the front door and come inside.

He checked for eggs and milk. He was thankful there were chives in a container so breakfast for their guest could be a tad more exotic. But he’d have to go easy on the toast as there were only three slices of sourdough left, and he didn’t want to open the boring old multigrain.

He closed his eyes to recall the night. Their plaything was licking his lips with just the right amount of tongue when he propositioned Francesco at the nightclub. He hadn’t even noticed Stanley.

But if the couple didn’t respond to the young man’s request, he’d move on to the next potentials and Stanley and Francesco would have to choose between those altered by alcohol or happy pills. And Stanley knew those sins outstayed their welcome like bad wallpaper. Fortunately, tonight’s pickup was only slightly wired.

Francesco stumbled in the living room, trying to make martinis. Their boy was giggling like a pre-schooler who’d heard a limerick. But the disco laden images of earlier that night were still haunting Stanley.

Francesco’s workmate, Graham, had joined them with his partner, Tony. Stanley recalled the look Tony gave them when they said goodnight. As if their hookup, who wrapped his arms around Stanley and Francesco, was the victim in some lost midlife scenario reminiscent of anxious porn. Yet Graham and Tony were only ten years older than Stanley and Francesco’s toy for the night. Surely Tony would be more open-minded.

“Dinky, the martinis are ready.”

Stanley frowned at hearing his nickname. It was his curtain call to re-enter this flawed three-character play.

“Elijah can’t believe you’re fifty soon,” Francesco said, handing Stan his cocktail.

“You look so good.” The lad gazed wide-eyed for more time than naturally required. “Your hair’s thinning a little, but I know guys half your age who are seriously bald.”

“See, Dinky. Even Elijah thinks you’re handsome for your age.”

“Thank you,” Stanley mumbled. He sat on the edge of the armrest of the large sofa.

Elijah sat with his legs stretched out, enjoying the comfort of their recliner as if it was his own. He grinned at Francesco like a patient kid waiting too long for dessert.

“I hope you like scrambled eggs,” Stanley said.

“Say what?” Elijah snickered.

“You said you were staying for breakfast,” Stan replied. “You said so on the ride home.”

“Oh no.” Elijah looked horrified, as if dessert were cancelled. “You’re taking me out for breakfast.”

“He wants to be paraded,” said Francesco.

“Like a gold medal.” Stanley tried his best not to roll his eyes.

“So, what made you choose us tonight?” Francesco asked.

“You’re an established couple,” Elijah replied. “You know your shit. And you’ve dealt with your shit. Older men are so much more fun.” He turned to Stanley. “Most times I go out, I pick up an older couple.”

Stanley couldn’t help thinking how rehearsed Elijah sounded. “Has that strategy always worked?”

“Of course.”

“Really?”

Elijah stared blankly at Stanley. “Yeah, except when one guy is more uptight than the other.”

“I think we should get down to business.” Francesco laughed. “We’re all here for the same thing.”

“Of course.” Elijah didn’t break eye contact with Stanley.

“Absolutely,” Stanley replied.

“Can I talk to you for a moment, Dinky?”

Francesco strolled past Stanley, who reluctantly followed him into their bedroom.

“Think of it as an early birthday gift. A way to recapture your youth.”

“Franky, I don’t trust him.”

“We’re having sex with him. We’re not signing a business contract with him.”

“He has attitude.”

“He’s on drugs. And you know the drugs today. They’re not chill pills like in our day. Please, Dinky, do this for me.”

“Why do you want this so badly?”

Francesco exhaled and sat on the edge of the bed. “Dinky, it’s a bit of fun, for goodness’ sake. Don’t overthink it. Joke with the guy. I’m sure you and Joel will have a good time.”

“Elijah.”

“What?”

“His name is Elijah. You said his name ten minutes ago when you told me he can’t believe I’m nearly fifty.”

“Where did I get Joel from?”

“He was last week’s guy. You remember. Intense, but nice.”

“Oh yeah. He lived with his mother. Some tragic story about his father leaving.”

“That’s the one. He had a bent dick. It was like sucking a banana sideways.”

Francesco chuckled. “His knob kept grazing against my back teeth. How I didn’t scratch him I’ll never know. It’s probably an occupational hazard.”

Stanley smirked.

“There, Dinky. That’s better. You light up when you smile. Elijah hasn’t seen that side of you tonight. You’ll win him over. You’ll see.” Francesco stood. “What’s on your mind?”

Stanley didn’t answer. The stark tree, his favourite outside the bedroom window, took his attention. He’d study it like an ink blot test, seeing what its knots and patterns reminded him of, whenever he couldn’t express himself. Or, whenever he knew expressing himself was a waste of time with Francesco.

“You’re thinking about something you’re not telling me.”

“It’s okay. It’s nothing.”

Francesco reached for the top drawer next to his bed. Inside a small ornamental tin was his dope stash. Next to it were his papers. He rolled a joint.

“Dinky, he’s here now, waiting for us. Let’s have fun.”

Francesco was about to light the joint, but Stanley shook his head. Instead, he raised his martini and Stanley reluctantly clinked his glass. Elijah sauntered in, naked.

“This is my ice breaker,” the lad said. “When my hookups leave me alone for too long, I…”

Elijah sank into their antique armchair and spread out so the couple could scrutinise his masculinity. It was already at half-mast. Francesco offered a puff, but Elijah waved it away. Stanley took it and drew on it anxiously like a prisoner facing a firing squad.

He passed the joint to Francesco, but he handed it back, believing Stan needed it more than he did. Another puff reduced Stan’s angst.

“Why don’t you take your clothes off?” Elijah asked.

Francesco loosened his belt and unzipped his jeans. He could smell youth in front of him, and in that mystical deodorised scent, he felt the stirrings of his own younger self. He took a swig of his martini and placed it on their teak drawers. This was foremost, his preferred drug of denial.

Stanley stood next to the chair, steadily undoing the buttons on the striped shirt that hung over his waist. Then he stopped.

Elijah played with his own nipple. You want me, and you’re not in control!

Francesco willingly reached for the lad’s other nipple.

Stanley watched, gradually moving behind the chair. Why am I here? The joint was still smouldering, so he took another hit. Many unresolved feelings accompanied the smoke into his lungs. Shame. Despair. Loneliness. The last was the hardest to digest. It sailed deeper than his breath. He closed his eyes.

“Earn it,” Francesco growled at Elijah.

A boyish grunt followed a manly groan. This pattern seesawed until one could not be distinguished from the other. A lad learning from his elder how to moan like an adult.

A hand reached for Stanley, unzipping him, and in his daze he moved forward. A mouth was tasting him below. But Stan stayed distant in his mind. His troubled emotions had to be kept at bay. He numbed himself of all the things he’d left unsaid as he let the lad pleasure him. Tears of sorrow were passed off as tears of delight.

Stan pictured a bathtub. Bubbles floated, bursting on the tiles. Francesco was with him, younger, kissing Stanley amid the foam. A playful ruffle of hair. A finger tracing its way to Stan’s toes. A gentle caress to Stanley’s rosy tip.

His stomach churned. This was the first signal of the end of this ordeal. His detached manhood whirled on a parallel plain. Soon he’d be streaming what was expected of him—an action pure and direct.

White lines christened Elijah. His chest claimed evidence of another man’s satisfaction.

Francesco peered at his partner. One hand still clutched their guest while the other hand brought the last drop of his martini to his lips. With a poker face he declared, “Happy premature birthday, Stan.”

*

“Do you remember his name?” Graham asked.

“Believe it or not, I do,” Francesco replied.

A man came into the box office.

“I’ll deal with this one, Frank. But I want all the sordid details when I’m done.”

Graham looked through the tray of tickets for tonight’s performance. It was a period piece set in an Ancient Arabic kingdom.

“It’s quite a show,” he said to the theatregoer. “It’s our company’s most expensive production. When you see the stage design, you’ll think you’re at the opera. What did you say your name was? Oh, no, don’t worry. I’ve found you. Peters. Geoffrey Peters. Two tickets in row D.”

Graham checked the date to be sure before he handed them over as Francesco often placed tickets in the wrong tray—6 March 2011. Correct.

Geoffrey checked them before mentioning how much he treasured shows that were grand. He then skipped away with a redheaded man, prepared for a night of prestigious entertainment.

“Any camper and he’d fart glitter,” Francesco said.

“I’d do him.”

“That could mean two things, and if it’s the second thing I’m thinking of, you’d have a lot to explain to Tony when he sees your glittering cock.”

The pair laughed as more people arrived for the show. When the first act began, Graham leaned forward in anticipation for Francesco’s bedroom confessions.

“He had a tattoo. Do all kids his age have a tattoo?”

“Tony’s got a tattoo.”

“What of?” Now Francesco leaned forward.

“He has a dragon soaring in front of a kite. But that’s not important. What was this guy like?”

“A bit bratty. He wanted breakfast in a café the next morning.”

“Why was that a problem?”

“I prefer the old-fashioned way. A cup of coffee and scrambled eggs on toast, all created in the comfort of your own kitchen. It’s called entertaining a guest.”

“You don’t mind being seen in public with a flirtatious guy.”

Francesco smirked. “Am I that easy to read?”

“If you could have a dozen shirtless men feeding you grapes in the middle of the city, you’d still ask passers-by to snap your picture just to make sure they’d notice. Besides, Frank, you can’t cook.”

“True. But I make a wicked martini.”

A latecomer charged into the box office. “Your name?” Francesco asked. She replied and was promptly handed her ticket before she raced to the theatre door.

“What should we do for Stan’s birthday?” Graham asked.

“He doesn’t want a party.”

“That doesn’t mean we shouldn’t throw him one.”

“I’ve been thinking about it. A surprise party in our home. Several carnival themed strippers. Enough party pills to induce a coronary. And a shirtless bartender who makes wicked margaritas.”

“Frank, think for a minute. Aren’t you forgetting something?”

“What?”

“This is Stanley’s birthday. Not yours.”


Chapter Two

Midnight

“Sex would be nice,” Stanley said.

It was just after eleven at night when Francesco came home from his shift at the theatre. His partner was waiting, wearing nothing but a robe.

“Why did you get out of bed?” Francesco asked.

“I’ve already told you.” Stanley attempted a sly grin. “It’s time for love, my love.”

Francesco forced a smile. “You are such a beautiful man, Stanley, but it’s been a long night.”

“And I know you, Franky. You’ll toss and turn because you can’t sleep, and I have just the antidote for insomnia.” He flashed his cock.

“Didn’t you get enough love over the weekend?”

“Yeah, but threesomes are a poor substitute to when it’s just us making love.”

“Hmm.”

Francesco made his way to the kitchen and in no time had a saucepan of milk, enough for two cups, on the stove. Stanley followed, slipped his robe off, and stood near the fridge with a pensive look.

But Francesco shut his tired eyes, hoping to block out the world. “Don’t get too close, Dinky. I might accidentally burn you.”

Stanley sighed. “Okay, Franky. I get it. You need sleep.”

His partner poured the warm milk. They drank in silence. Stanley pondered Francesco’s tone when he used his nickname, Dinky. It was invented by Francesco early in their relationship, but Stanley remembered the gorgeous smile that came with the word whenever it was uttered. These days it was said as if a father was trying to escape spending time with his kid so he could run off to his mistress. Dinky, I’m busy. Haven’t you got friends your own age to play with?

It had been a while since Francesco felt guilty fobbing off Stanley’s advances. They still had sex, but not as often as either had hoped, and never without a third. Should we talk about this? Francesco thought. Why can’t we both be in the mood at the same time? But he didn’t know how to bring up the conversation, and with his partner drinking milk in the nude, it was not a tactical moment.

“Time for bed, I guess,” Stanley said.

“Tomorrow night, Dinky. Let’s make love tomorrow night.”

*

The alarm clock ticked loudly at the side of their bed, and while Francesco snored like a buzz saw clearing a rain forest, Stanley lay awake. It wasn’t his partner who was the cause of his insomnia for Stanley could doze through the wildest storm. In fact, Stanley was sound asleep only ten minutes prior until he thought he heard someone whisper in his ear.

The arms of his alarm clock inched their way toward the number twelve. He sat up and, shortly after, stood and took his dressing gown from the bed post. He remembered hearing the word “eternal” in the sentence that was murmured to him, but the rest of the phrase was hazy.

Numerous cats meowed in unison. Stanley was unnerved. He strode to the living room and peeked through the curtain. Several feline gangs gathered on the front lawn. An eerie wind shook the trees as the cats strolled to the centre of the garden.

Stanley studied the sky. Not a star in sight. Nor was there a cloud above, so the lack of any sign of the universe made no sense. He pondered the end of humanity before concerning himself with his morbid train of thought. The voice whispered again, and Stanley instantly felt drowsy. He sauntered back to the bedroom and fell on top of the sheets.

In his slumber, his dreams began, and in this personal movie he sat at a small round table in a circular room. A crimson curtain wrapped itself around the space.

A crisp white tablecloth fell just above his knees and embossed on a shiny gold card in the middle of his table were the words: RESERVED. THE MIDNIGHT MAN.

There were other tables too. All with the same small card and all with either a mature-aged man or woman sitting at them. The only difference was, each of these people were dining and chatting with a younger male companion.

He noted the dress code. Every man, young or old, sported a dinner suit. Stanley also wore one. Each lady was adorned in a stylish black dress.

“Excuse me, sir.” Stanley looked up. A tall waiter with a quaint moustache addressed him. “I’m sorry to say your Midnight Man is running late.”

“Okay,” he replied, mumbling.

With time to spare, Stanley picked up the card. He gazed at it, giving the appearance it aroused his curiosity, but he was actually eavesdropping. He eased back in his chair to listen to the woman who was sitting behind him.

“I feel useless in my job. It’s like I’m invisible. I drag myself in day after day as my colleagues keep getting promoted. Even the ones who haven’t been there as long as I have rise up that ladder.” She sniffled. Her dinner companion pulled out a handkerchief. She took it but was too embarrassed to blow her nose. “Thank you, Declan. I’m sorry to splurge like this.”

Her office sounds like mine, Stanley thought.

Declan got up and gently caressed her arm. “There’s no shame in being upset,” he said. “That’s why I’m here. Think of me as your priest. Confide in me. And just like a man of god, I’m here to make sure all pain goes away.”

“Interesting conversation?” This questioning voice startled Stanley, but boy, was it sexy. Its honey-rich timbre could invite you to a murder and you’d stay under its spell until the moment the knife was placed in your hand. Stanley looked up to see whose voice it was.

A young man stood with hands in his trouser pockets. His smile sent Stan’s thoughts spinning. Stan knew a genuine grin and this lad had no hidden agendas lurking behind his cordial manner. Stanley was convinced of it.

He measured up to all the best-looking groomsmen Stanley had admired at the various weddings he’d attended. Most of the time it was the best man Stan fancied, especially if they were still playing the field. He’d stare at them wishing to be swept off his feet and carried down the aisle.

This Midnight Man had a crew cut. It’s a cliché to say it was the preferred style of boy next door types, but for Stan, it sealed the deal. Something classic. Something captivating. Something familiar enough to help him not feel old.

“I’m Asher.” He held out his hand. Stanley took it, holding onto it until Asher seated himself at the table.

“You’re beautiful,” Stanley heard himself saying. “Sorry, I don’t mean to be forward. It’s just that…” He covered his mouth momentarily. “How old are you?”

“Twenty-one.”

“You’re the perfect age.”

“What for? For you?” Asher smirked with bedroom confidence.

“No. No. I didn’t mean it like that. You’re my perfect age. No. I’m not making myself clear, am I?”

Asher reached across the table and tenderly stroked Stanley’s wrists.

“It’s just…” Stan continued. “It’s just that twenty-one was the last age I was truly happy. The world was mine and everyone around me seemed alive!” His eyes watered. “Sorry. These are the ramblings of someone staring at fifty.”

“I’ve never had that effect on anyone before. Please talk. You’re interesting.”

“Interesting? You hardly know me.”

“I know this much about you. I know you have a partner, but you need to meet me. I know that somewhere buried inside the man looking at me is confidence waiting to be freed from captivity. I know that if I can make your face light up, we’ll all see how devilishly cute you are.”

“I wish the last part was true. You’re teasing me, Ash.”

“I’m intrigued. Why was twenty-one your last happy year?”

“I don’t know. I remember every year leading up to my twenty-first. All of them were magic. My mum took me everywhere and I learned to be social at an early age. But I don’t want to bore you with my childhood memories.”

“Do I look bored?” Asher wiggled an eyebrow.

“No. You look cheeky.” Stanley gasped. “Here I am, an old man drooling over someone less than half my age. I’m sorry.”

“Hey, it’s your dream. Anything could happen.” He wiggled his eyebrow once more. “Now, you were talking about your twenty-one-year-old self.”

“No, this is silly.” Stanley glanced at the other young men in this scene. “I don’t meet guys in my dreams.”

“Do you want to sleep with me?”

“I didn’t say that.”

“But it was on your mind.” Asher grinned to himself. “Stan, I want to know what type of year I’m about to have. I’m your ideal age—twenty-one. Tell me about your twenty-first year. I have a lot to learn.”

“That’s easy. Every part of the jigsaw was in place when I was twenty-one. I was cocksure, dancing night after night with no cares. My job was easy, though at times demanding, but I had it under control. Plus, I had cash to burn, so it was a great time to be alive.”

“Don’t stop, Stan. I want to hear more. I want all the details. Did you fall for anyone that year?”

“I experienced all my heartbreak before twenty-one. And I broke a heart or two. That made me determined to stay single until the right guy came along.”

Stanley paused, lost in thought.

“Are you hungry?” Asher asked. “Should I ask the waiter for the menu? I’m looking forward to sitting here and listening to your tales.”

“Strangely, I don’t have an appetite.”

“Me neither.” They were the only people in the room now. “Maybe your dream needs a change of pace.” Asher stood. “Follow me to enchantment, or something close to it.”

Stanley did as he was told. Through the crimson curtain was an opening. As they ventured through the darkness on the other side, music broke through the silence. The floor shook with each beat. The murmur of a crowd brought back many memories for Stanley, and as the laser lights flashed random colour into the void, the crowd became visible. Everyone was Asher’s age. Everyone was male. Stanley reached for Asher’s hand to lead him through this curious scene. They were both dressed differently.

Stanley wore a waistcoat adorned with tiny roses, buttoned tight to expose his chest. Asher wore a blue T-shirt as he strode toward the DJ. Stan looked down at a smiling quarter moon, the oversized design on his belt buckle. He stomped his foot. His shoes were sturdy, leather and unmistakably British.

It’s perfect in every way, he thought. So perfect in fact, he was waiting for the ecstasy to kick in. He worked his way back to Asher.

“Why are you called the Midnight Man?” he yelled over the house tune.

“We’re all Midnight Men,” Asher called back. “Everyone dining with your generation in that restaurant was a Midnight Man.”

“But what does it mean?”

“It’s the time I entered your life—midnight.” His playful grin returned.

“You’re not telling me much.”

“You didn’t tell me much about your life either.”

“I opened up.”

“Just the outline. Not the details.” Asher stopped where they were and danced. “Are you always this cautious?”

“Yes. Even with people I trust.” As Stanley said the last word, he could feel a change.

First, the music. It sounded hollow, as if someone had played around with an equaliser and got it all wrong. Then, like a jet engine, it soared.

Next, awareness of his own lanky shape was replaced by a oneness with everyone in that huge hall. There were no creaky joints or sagging skin. Decades disappeared. A sense of love so overwhelming consumed him. And in this micro moment, Asher was arguably the most bewitching guy Stanley had ever met in the decades he walked the earth.

Then it hit full charge. The need to dance! The want to take off his waistcoat and sense the sweat, the pleasure, and the energy that took control. He was lost in sensation. He was lost in thoughts that highlighted every positive thing about himself. He hadn’t felt this for a very long time.

And Asher was part of this charge, the best part. A boy at the start of the finest years of his life. Young enough to be sought after and brave enough to seek love from those who’ll fall under his spell.

The guys nearby were eyeing Stanley. One, with a superhero logo painted on his muscular torso, slid his own hand down past his navel and into his shorts. He seemed familiar. Stanley met him in his early adult years. A face faded by memory coming back to relive his days of confidence.

But beside this tool of seduction was another face lost in time. A lover Stanley recalled for his kindness at a time when he was finding himself. This guy waved at Stanley. The gesture was returned with an air kiss.

Coming toward them was a guy who sported small mirror tiles on his shoulders, as if he was a walking disco ball. He had similarly mirrored shorts. And he also held a mirror.

To Stanley, this guy wore the face of a human hiding his hurt. Someone wishing others would understand his sadness, yet too polite to talk about his feelings, or cry until there were no more tears. A feeling too familiar.

Stanley raised his arms and shook his butt, encouraging Mirror Ball Man to find his bliss. For a moment, the guy laughed. A door was open, ready for pain to be released. He swung his hips, making his way toward Stanley, so Stanley raised his arms higher to transmit love in all directions. Then the guy held his mirror to Stanley’s face.

There it was. There was no denying it. Stanley was not twenty-one again. He was nearly fifty. A man in need of maturity.

“What is it?” Asher asked.

Mirror Ball Man was nowhere to be seen.

“I’m not meant to be here.”

Stanley sat startled as he found himself opposite Asher back at the restaurant. Both were wearing suits again.

“So, tell me, Stan, where are you meant to be?”


Chapter Three

Flowers

“This place looks like a funeral parlour. And it smells like one too.”

Francesco came home from the matinee shift at the theatre and was confronted by a living room full of flowers. There were classic red roses in a vase on a side table, Australian natives on the dining table and a humongous white bouquet covering the surface of the coffee table. And while he appreciated Stanley’s taste in florals, he felt a stress headache coming along.

He marched up to Stanley and stared straight into his eyes. “Why are you home at quarter past four in the afternoon?”

“I took the afternoon off,” Stanley replied.

“Why?”

“I needed alone time to think.”

“What about, for goodness’ sake?”

“About my life.”

“Really? And what conclusions did you come to, Dinky?”

“My life isn’t right.”

“And that’s why you bought all these flowers?”

“Yeah, but my life still isn’t right.”

Francesco staggered to an armchair and then sank into it trying not to feel agitated.

“How much did you spend on these flowers?”

“Five hundred.”

Francesco shot straight back up. “Are you crazy?”

“Hear me out, Franky. I needed a romantic gesture, so I gave myself one.”

“Yes, a five-hundred-dollar gesture!” Francesco rubbed his forehead. “Gees Louise. I know we haven’t had sex alone in a while, but it was a joint decision to experiment.”

“Franky, to be honest I don’t know why I spent so much.” He picked one of the roses from its vase and took in its odour. Its fresh scent eased him. “Look at our place. It’s colourful and beautiful. All the things that life should be.”

Francesco’s tongue froze. A sense of dread weighed on his heart. What’s going on? He strolled to the bar, attempting to calm himself.

“Would you like a martini, Dinky?”

“I can’t. It’s Tuesday.”

“Of course. It’s ‘dinner at your mum’s’ night. Your weekly catch-up to bitch about me.” Francesco tried to laugh at his own joke. “It’s still early. One drink now won’t affect how you drive in a couple of hours.”

“Mum knows I’m home, so she’s asked me over early.”

“All right.”

Francesco poured vermouth into the metal shaker, followed by a handful of ice. As he reached for the gin, he watched Stanley pick up a vase of tulips, inspect them, and place them down again. Stanley continued inhaling the collection, almost dancing around each bouquet like Adam exploring the Garden of Eden. Francesco’s hand shook a little as he reached for a glass, so he stopped for a moment and considered his own feelings about his partner’s weird behaviour. Unnerved. Scared. Has dementia set in?

Francesco considered their seven years together knowing Stanley had never acted like this. So, there was no frame of reference that could throw light on this deranged whimsy.

“Dinky, let’s have sex before you see your mother.”

“Why?”

“It’s what you want, isn’t it?” Francesco forced a grin. Stanley scowled. “Or we can just lie in bed, caress, and talk.”

“Franky, we have a room full of flowers. Go online. Let’s have a sexual adventure and show off our love nest.”

Stan’s tone is different, Francesco thought. He sounds like a naive heroine in a romance novella.

“Who would you like to have sex with?” Francesco asked, cautiously.

“A couple.”

“A couple?”

“Yes. And not too young.”

“But you like younger men, Dinky.”

“But we’re old men, Franky. We should act out our fantasies with another established couple.”

“If that’s what you want, I have an idea.” Francesco wrangled up a genuine smile. “Our ‘love nest’ will be ready for action tomorrow night.”

*

Adelaide made sure there wouldn’t be a hair out of place when her son, Stanley, was due to arrive at her high-rise. Half a can of hairspray was used to make certain each follicle obeyed like a loyal soldier. She applied the same green eye shadow and shade of pink lipstick she had used for the last fifty years. And she chose a sensible yet stylish brown dress and white pearls as her outfit for the evening.
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