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 Something Borrowed,
Something Sold







by
Rebecca Milton


Even in this
time of technology, texting, facebook, cell phones, you know what
is still possible? It’s still possible to pack a suitcase, slip out
a window, get on a train and vanish into the night. It’s still
possible to get off that train in small town America, tell everyone
your name is Maggie, get a job at the mom and pop diner on Main
Street, a furnished room over the hardware store and start a whole
new life.






Even in this
time of GPS tracking you can drop the costume of the past and don
the threads of this is me now and now will last for as long as I
can make it last. I know this is possible. It’s not a belief, a
hope, it’s a simple fact. I know it can be done because I did
it.






The window I
slipped out of was one of the many windows on one of the many walls
in the house that my husband owned. A house he bought when he asked
me to marry him because he thought I deserved the very best. A
house with many rooms, baths, windows, views. A house that felt as
empty as a beggar’s pocket. A house that never was a home.






Devin was a
fine looking man. His family was very wealthy and Devin himself was
very wealthy. He was charming, intelligent and, for all practical
purposes, he was a decent man. I was a good looking girl, not from
a wealthy family, but a happy family. A good family. My mother and
father had hopes for me, college, a good career. I liked those
hopes and freely lashed my wagon to them.






I worked hard
in high school, got into a decent culinary college and all seemed
right with the world. Then, mom got cancer and died in a hideous
blaze of surgeries, tubes, sadness and pain. Dad lost his mind and
needed care. I had to come home. I wanted to come home. I didn’t
want dad to be alone. Medical bills sapped our resources, dad’s
growing insanity killed my spirit.






One gray,
drizzling February morning, I walked from the grave of my father,
beside the grave of my mother and I was alone. I had no idea what
to do next. I had little money, I had a house that was paid for, a
seven year old car and not much else. The insurance had almost
covered all the medical bills, I had a job as a chef in a mid level
restaurant in the city. That was life. Then, along came Devin.






I played with
Barbie when I was a little girl. I had princess fantasies. I had
happily ever after dreams. I wrote boy’s names on my book covers in
high school. I even practiced writing my name with William Jensen’s
last name a few times. But, I caught him with his hand up Tammy
Fralks’s skirt under the bleachers during a basketball game and I
tore the covers off those books.






I had a long,
luxurious Sunday in a guy’s apartment in college that moved easily
into Monday, into the following Sunday, into the following month
that ended when mom died and he didn’t have the patience to wait,
listen, be there.






So, when dad
died and I was alone, I put my head down and worked. My happily
ever after dreams turned into thoughts of taking three weeks in
Europe, doing a food tour then coming back and working in a better
kitchen. Then a few years later, another trip. Maybe I’d write a
cook book. Maybe I’d teach. Maybe I’d just look out the window and
watch the tapestry of seasons be changed by the maid of time and
dry to dust, waft to the floor, spread into the cracks and
vanish.






Devin Haynes,
the son of Walter Haynes, senator, walked into the restaurant one
late night. The doors were about to close, the servers were doing
their side work and he came in with two friends. A server said we
were closing, the manager said, aren’t you a senator’s son and he
sat them down. I was in the kitchen, alone at this point and the
manager, a sleaze ball named Howie. came back and told me I needed
to stay.






“No,” I said,
‘it's been a long day and I am going home.”






“Fine,” he
said, “you can go home, just don’t come back tomorrow.”






“I’m off
tomorrow, so I wasn’t planning on coming in anyway.” His head got
blood red and he shrieked at me. He did, he shrieked like some kind
of animal.






“You know what
I fucking mean,” he shrieked, “there is a senator’s son out there,
he wants something to eat. Now, you can do something about that or
you can leave. But, I swear to Christ if you leave, you never come
back.”






I thought for
a moment. I so wanted to leave, go home, drink a bottle of wine and
look out that window. However, I needed the job and Howie knew
this.






“Swear to
Christ,” I said, “are you even a religious man?” He stared at me
and I put my apron back on.






“Oh, thank you
Lizzie,” he said, hugging me and giving me the creeps, “this means
the world to me.” I washed my hands and walked out into the dinning
room. Howie was talking to Devin and his friends. I walked to the
table.






“Our chef,” he
was saying, “said she would be happy to make anything you
want.”






“Well,” I
said, stepping up to the table, “that’s a total lie, I won’t be
happy to do it because I would be happy to go home and... I cannot
make you anything you want, it’s just me in the kitchen, it’s the
end of the day and I don’t have much going on back there.” They
looked at me, shocked faces. Howie danced in place like he had to
pee, a sick, ass kissing smile spreading across his face.






“She jokes,”
he said, forcing a laugh, “she’s happy to do it.”






“No, she’s
not,” Devin said, “she’d much rather go home after a long day.
She’s being very kind to do this. We truly appreciate this and I am
very sorry to put you out.”






“I assure
you,” Howie said, “she’s is happy to...” Devin cut him off.






“Stop being a
dick, Howie,” he said to him, “what can you easily throw together
for us,” he asked me, “we’ve been working very late, the office is
one block over and I thought you were still open. Anything you can
make will be welcome.” He smiled and I liked him immediately.






“Any dietary
restrictions here,” I asked and they shook their heads, “anyone
mind eating breakfast at this hour?”






“Not at all,”
Devin said, speaking for the other two men, “that sounds
perfect.”






“OK,” I said
and started back to the kitchen, “Howie, be useful and make some
Bloody Marys for these gents.”






I went back
into the kitchen. I made three large omelets filled with anything
and everything I had in the kitchen, cooked a few pork chops, some
potatoes and sautéed some asparagus. That was all that was left. I
put all the food on the table, told them to enjoy and went to close
up my kitchen






“That was the
best you could do,” Howie said, “some eggs?” He stood, hands on his
hips, fuming. “How is that going to look? What do you think those
men will say about this place?”






“They’ll say
they came in after hours, got a great meal, off menu, and were
treated like kings. You can say your chef saved your ass and that
you got to stay and do the dishes.”






I tossed my
apron in his face and walked out of the kitchen. I walked through
the dinning room, asked the gents if everything was up to their
standards and they were thrilled, thankful and happy. “Good,” I
said, “please tell Howie that his reputation is safe and that he’s
an ass.” I smiled and left.






***






When I got
back to work two days later there was an envelope in my mail box.
It was from Devin Haynes. He thanked me for the late dinner, my
time and my sense of humor. There was also five hundred dollars in
the envelope and his card. He asked me to call him when I got the
envelope. It was nice. It felt good to be recognized.






“What’s that,”
Howie asked, hovering over my back, “a love letter?”






“A thank you
from the senator’s son, and a fat tip.”






“Half that is
mine, I earned that.”






“Hey, Alvin,”
I yelled to the dish washer, “did Howie do the dishes that were
left here two nights ago?”






“Fuck no,”
Alvin shouted back, “ I did them when I came in.” I shook my head
at Howie.






“Nope,” I
said, “sorry, Howie.” I went into my office and called Devin. His
secretary put me right through.






“Hi,” he said,
very pleasant voice, “again, I wanted to thank you for the kindness
and the incredible food. I am so sorry.”






“No problem,
happy to help.”






“Listen, I was
wondering, any chance you’d be willing to have dinner with me?”






I was shocked.
How long had it been since I had been asked out? How long had it
been since I had been with a guy? I didn’t want to actually figure
that out, it would be too depressing. I got a warm feeling, got
kind of excited.






“Yes,” I said,
“there is a good chance I would be willing to have dinner with
you.”






“Great, that’s
wonderful news.” We made the date and hung up. I floated on a small
cloud an inch, maybe, above the ground for the rest of the day.






***






So, Gavin and
I had dinner. We went to a movie the week after. We fell into
dating. He was busy, my schedule was crazy, but we managed a few
dates a week. It was good. It took my mind off the past few rough
months. He made me laugh, we got along great and it all seemed to
be... fine. That’s what it was... just fine. I was still working my
ass off to pay the medical bills, still dizzy from my parents
deaths, still wondering what the future would hold. Still, things
were fine.






I was maid of
honor at my best friend Katy’s wedding and Devin came as my date.
At the reception I found myself overwhelmed by a wave of
melancholy. I had a few too many drinks and, on the drive home,
fell apart, weeping in Devin’s car.






“I’m lost,” I
said through a flood of tears and snot, “I have no idea what is
going to happen to me, where I will be tomorrow... I just...”






I wept and he
held me. I cannot put into words the feeling I had, the free fall
feeling, the fear, the desperation. I cannot explain how perfect it
felt when he pulled the car over, held me and said nothing. Just
held me, let me sob, didn’t spew any placating, empty words, just
held me. I was weak, he was strong. I was lost, he was secure. He
was exactly what I needed. As it turns out, I was exactly what he
needed as well.






***






Two days later
he walked into the restaurant after hours, got on one knee and
asked me to marry him. I, covered with the smells and grime of the
day, looking forward to going home alone, drinking wine and wishing
for a better life, burst into tears and said yes.






Devin paid the
last of the medical bills, told me he was going to buy me a huge
house, he set up a bank account for me, helped me sell my parent’s
house and moved me into an apartment. He swooped in and turned my
life upside down or right side up, which ever way it wasn’t before.
He saved me.






***






When my friend
Stacy first moved to the city, I helped her find an apartment. We
found this incredibly cute studio apartment with an eat in kitchen
and a large bathroom. The view was stunning, the floors were hard
wood and the rent was perfectly in her price range. We laughed and
hugged, danced around as we left the place, she begged the landlord
to let her have the place, he promised it was hers. Not until we
were sitting at a bar, toasting the find with martinis, did it hit
me.






“Stace,” I
said, martini poised at my lips, “does this place have any
closets?”






We thought,
struggled to remember and then ran back to the place. As it turned
out, no, it had no closets. Thankfully, Stacey hadn’t put a deposit
down. She eventually found a very sweet place and was happy. The
point being, she was lucky I was there to ask the question. To cut
through the moment of joy and be the reality sheriff. I was not so
lucky. No one asked me the question.






***






The date was
set, the plans rolled, the dress was bought, the shower was held
and there I was, standing in front of the mirror at the church.
Katy standing behind me, adjusting my veil. A full church, an
expensive wedding. A proud senator father. The house he bought for
me waiting for our return from the honeymoon. I felt like a knife
that had been thrown into a wall. The vibrations of the
preparations suddenly coming to a stop and I was still for the
first time in more than a month. There I was, still, stuck in the
wall.






“You look so
beautiful,” Katy said, “I am so happy for you.” I turned to her,
realizing a strange truth.






“You never
asked me,” I said to her, “how come you never asked me?”






“Asked you
what,” she said, picking up on my strange mood shift, “what was I
supposed to ask you, honey?”






“How’s the
sex,” I said, seeing myself from a great distance now, “you never
asked me how the sex was.”






It came
crashing down on me; Devin and I had never really had sex. He told
me he was religious and wanted to wait until he was married. I
found that charming but was pretty sure I could tempt him out of
that. But, I hadn’t been able to. He had kissed me, we had a few
make out sessions. I had given him a blow job, which I now
recalled, took me a long time to get him off. He blamed cold
medicine. But, the sex... What if the sex was bad? Could I live a
life of bad sex?






“Oh my
goodness,” she said, “is the sex bad?”






She was
concerned. I thought about it for a moment. Devin was a tennis
player, he worked out, he was aware of himself, I was just having
wedding day jitters, I am sure the sex would be great.






“No,” I said,
“it’s great. I just didn’t get to brag that my rich, handsome
husband to be was also great in the sack.” She laughed, hugged me
and fifteen minutes later I was sitting at a table watching people
dance, now Mrs. Devin Haynes.






***






We honeymooned
in Hawaii, a cabana on a beach, solitude, beauty, it was lovely. We
had an awkward first night, both of us tired from the trip the day,
the month before. The next day he walked me to the resort spa and
told me that I had five hours of pampering to look forward to. He
was going to play a round of golf, come back later and we’d have
the rest of the day to do whatever we pleased.






I got a
massage, was covered in mud, showered, sat in a steam room with
eucalyptus vapors filling my lungs, I felt the problems, the
worries, the fears of the past year just leave me and when Devin
came to get me, I was jello. We went back to the cabana and I fell
asleep.






When I woke I
looked out on the porch and saw Devin talking to a surfer type
dude. I was about to call to him, bring him to bed, have my way
with him when I saw him put his hand on the back of the guy’s head,
pull him in and kiss him. I watched while the two of them made out.
I watched while the surfer dude reached into Devin’s shorts and
gave him a hand job.






I watched
while Devin shook with orgasm, bit his lip so he didn’t scream and
then drop to a chair, exhausted and spent. I watched as the surfer
dude kissed him and whispered in his ear then walked off down the
beach. I watched as Devin stood up, turned around and saw me
sitting up in the bed. I watched as his eyes got wide and fear ran
across his face. I watched as the lie that was soon to be my life
took hold and choked me.






“For five
years,” he said to me, sitting beside me on the bed, “that’s all
I’m asking, five years.”






His father’s
time in office and then, I would get five million dollars, the
house, the car and he would never bother me again. I just had to
play happy wife for five years. I sat silent thinking about the
offer. Thinking, why not, what have I have got to lose? Nothing,
really nothing. He was a decent man, I would have a decent
life.






“I guess I
could just take a lover,” I said, playing out my options, “so, I
guess it wouldn’t be all bad.”






“Sure, but
give it at least a year OK, there will be many eyes on you.”






“What about
you and the surfer hand job, no one going to be watching you?”






“I’m just a
lawyer, sure I’m a senator’s son, but you’re the head chef at a new
restaurant, all eyes will be on you.” My heart leapt in my
chest.






“What are you
saying, Devin,” I said, shocked and also, a little excited, “you’re
going to buy me a restaurant?”






“Yes, just be
my wife for five years.”






“Is it really
going to damage your father’s political career that much if it
comes out that you’re gay? It’s not that big a deal these
days.”






“My father
doesn’t know,” he said and walked out of the room.






So, there it
was. I agree to be Devin’s beard for five years, I get a house, a
car, my own restaurant and five million dollars. I thought about it
for a moment and then I joined him on the porch of our cabana.






“OK, I’ll do
it, just don’t embarrass me. Don’t end up with your picture in the
paper sucking some guy off in an alley.” He agreed. Then, he
produced the paper work. Everything in writing, me, wife for five
years, then, divorce, and I got the house, the car, the restaurant
and five million dollars. “Why five years,” I asked, “isn’t this
something you want for life?”






“I can’t ask
anyone to put their life on hold for me for longer. I know I am
imposing a great deal on you, believe me.”






His honesty
sort of broke my heart. We worked out the deal, I signed papers and
then, my husband and I went to dinner. When the honeymoon ended,
which was basically that night, but when the vacation was over we
went home. Moved into the house and started our sham life.






***






I was fine for
the first year. The restaurant took all my time and focus, it
opened to good reviews and good crowds. Devin had nothing to do
with that, I wanted to make this work on my own. He put up the
money but the rest of it was me. I was proud of the place and so, I
was content. But, once it was up and running, I had free time to
look at the rest of my life. I didn’t like the look of it. There
was nothing wrong, per se, Devin was a good man, a good friend and
we were content. He took good care of me, did not embarrass me as I
feared, but the sham marriage was taking its toll.






He was
constantly out of town, “For work” he said, but I knew the truth. I
took a trip with Katy, a girl’s weekend, but when she started going
into labor we cut it short. I came home and found Devin in bed with
a guy. That was when the reality of the situation hit me hardest.
What had I sold my life for? Why did I agree to this?






“I don’t think
I can do this,” I told Devin that night after he sent his boy off,
“it’s much harder than I thought it would be.”






We sat in the
kitchen passing a bottle of scotch back and forth. Sad that I could
talk to him about everything, if he’d just fuck me, he’d be a
wonderful husband. But, he couldn’t and I knew it. He felt guilty,
became distant and the house became empty.






Then, I hit
the wall.






While he was
at work, I packed a bag. While he slept in the guest room I slipped
out the bedroom window, not sure why I didn’t just walk out the
door. I walked three blocks, haled a cab, hopped a train and rode
it until I saw a town out the window that looked pleasant and safe.
Stepped off the train and started again.






***






The sign in
the front window of Merle and Betty’s diner was the first thing I
saw, cook wanted. I stepped in, showed off my culinary skills and
started working the next morning. The room above the hardware store
four doors down was perfect for me. After living in a huge house, a
small place was all I wanted. A bed, a desk, a bathroom with a claw
footed tub and a window that looked out on to main street. Perfect.
So, I started again.






Johnny C and I
took turns working the breakfast to lunch, lunch to dinner shifts.
Two days off a week, a bar to hang out in and life was just fine. I
introduced some new items to the menu, upscaled the place a bit, we
got a reputation, more out of town diners, I couldn’t have asked
for more. Well, I could, but five months after I got into town, I
didn’t have to.






The Deltone
was one of only three bars in town. The other two were the VFW and
the Spalding. The VFW was a veterans bar in a trailer by the
railway station. The VFW was populated with actual veterans with
wounds, scars, stories and a slight undertone of misogyny. The
Spalding was what used to be called a “supper club” and the average
age was about 65. So, I hung out at the Deltone.






On a Saturday
night, five months after I got into town, I stepped into The
Deltone, sat down and listened to a beautiful man play piano and
sing. Songs that made me laugh, rip my soul out and make me wet. I
sat drinking beer and shots of tequila and listened to every one of
his sets. After he was done, I sent him a beer and he joined me at
my table.






“Abe,” I said
to him because that was his name, “I have fallen deeply in love
with you and I want you to know that.”






He laughed and
we chatted for an hour or so. They closed up, we walked out and he
did what I was praying he would, He pulled me into the alley beside
The Deltone and kissed me. It had been so long I thought I was
going to cum right there. I held on, kissed him and then, took him
back to the furnished room over the hardware store. “I haven’t been
with a man in a long time,” I told him as I opened the door to my
place.






“I’ve never
been with a man,” he said and smiled.






“You have no
idea how happy that makes me,” I told him and slammed him against
the wall. I ripped his shirt off, no kidding, really ripped it off,
buttons popping and flying all over the room. “I’ll buy you a new
one,” I said, kissing his chest and unbuttoning his jeans.”






“I have
others,” he said, returning the favor, my shirt flying off my body
and floating to the floor. His hands all over my breasts, my bra
off, his hot mouth on my nipples, sucking them, making me pant and
throb. I had his cock in my hand and he was pushing two fingers
into my pussy. Like animals tearing at meat we went at each other.
He pulled my skirt up and spun me around. I planted my hands
against the wall and he dropped to his knees. I almost lost my mind
when I felt his tongue slip inside me. I was so willing, so wanting
that I let go in no time. My hips shaking, my body contorting and I
had an incredible orgasm.






When I calmed
down, I tossed Abe on the bed, pulled off his jeans and straddled
his beautiful body. His cock was hard, thick and I slowly sank down
on it, feeling him fill me. I sat on his cock and rocked slowly
back and forth. He felt so good in me and, again, I was cumming
before I knew it.






He grabbed my
hips and pulled me down hard on his cock. Pushing himself deeper
and bringing me over the edge repeatedly. He was close and I got
off of him, put his cock between my tits and let him fuck them. He
shot a huge, hot, lovely load all over my tits and neck. It was
glorious. We lay side by side on the bed, panting, laughing and
spent. For the moment.






After he
recovered, I pulled him on top of me and he fucked me slowly,
deeply for a long, luxurious time. I couldn’t believe I had agreed
to live without this, what was I thinking. Abe stayed with me for
the next two days and then, he was off, touring small bars across
the country. But, while he was with me, we fucked like school kids
and it was just what I needed.






The last
morning, he stood in the bathroom brushing his teeth and I couldn’t
resist. I got on my knees right there in the bathroom and took his
lovely cock into my mouth. I sucked him slowly, carefully, taking
him deep down my throat, squeezing his balls gently. He held on to
the sink and after a little while, he unleashed a river of cum down
my throat. His knees buckled and I though he was going to fall. He
stayed upright and hard and I didn’t think he would ever stop
cumming. He tasted so good and smelled of clean soap. Maybe I was
falling in love with him.






I walked him
out, kissed him, put him in his car and waved good-bye as he drove
away. I stood there thankful for the time I had with him and
wishing he would just turn around, come back and throw me in the
passenger seat and take me away. He didn’t, but that was
understandable, he was hot, gifted and great in bed, I was sure he
would find another fan in the next town.






***






A week after
Abe left Senator Haynes walked into the diner. He sat at the
counter by himself. No entourage, his secret service waiting
outside by the car. I was in the kitchen and Betty came in.






“Maggie,” she
said, excited and nervous, “Senator Haynes is here, he’s sitting at
the counter, isn’t that exciting?”






I dropped my
spatula and thought about hitting the back door. I didn’t. I
thought about it for a minute. There was no reason for the senator
to be here except to see me. I may as well just get it over with. I
stepped out of the kitchen and walked down the counter and stood in
front of the senator.






“Lizzie,” he
said, not taking his eyes up from the menu, “what do you suggest?
Any of the sumptuous delights here that you created back at Seek?”
Seek was the name of my place back in the city. He put his menu
down and smiled at me. “Shall we take a booth and chat,” he said. I
nodded and motioned to the booth in the back.






“You want
coffee,” I asked, he nodded. I poured two coffees and sat down
across from him.






“How are you,
dad,” I said pouring cream into my coffee, “what brings you all the
way down here from Washington?”






“I heard the
meatloaf was good,” he said and chuckled, “ how are you, Lizzie?” I
shrugged and sipped my coffee.






“I’m better
now, getting better every day.”






“Did you plan
on going back? Oh, hey, good coffee.”






“Thanks, and,
no, no I didn’t really think I would ever go back.”






“I don’t know
if I would blame you, but what about your restaurant?”






“I check in,
it seems to be doing well.” He agreed. “So, nothing to worry about
there.”






“What about
Devin,” he asked sipping his coffee, “are you worried about
him?”






“Are you?” He
looked me in the eyes and I saw a deep sadness.






“Did he talk
to you,” I said, “did he... fill you in?”






“Yes, he told
me after I had asked him a dozen times why you left.”






“So, now
you’re mad,” I said, feeling bad for Devin, getting upset at this
man that I barely knew, “you’re mad because your son is gay?”






He didn’t say
a thing, he looked at his coffee and stirred it slowly.






“You know,
Senator, I basically sold my life so he could hide the truth from
you. I mean, I’m an idiot, thinking I could live without...
whatever... but he was willing to lie, spend his money and set up
an elaborate facade just to make sure you didn’t get hurt.” Still
nothing.






“So now what,
you’re going to drag me back, offer me more money to continue the
lie, well, I’m done and I have no desire to go back.”






I got up and
went back to the kitchen. I leaned on the table and caught my
breath. I was shaking, confused and deeply sad. The senator walked
in.






“Lizzie,” he
said, “can my secret service guys get some breakfast?”






“Sure, tell
them to them to come on in.”






He left and
his three agents sat at a booth and looked over the menu. The
senator came back into the kitchen and watched me cook. I sent the
food out for the agents and placed a plate on the table for the
senator. He sat down, tucked a napkin into his shirt front and
picked up a fork.






“Join me,” he
said and I did. He ate and we were quiet for a long time.






“I’m not mad,”
he said at last, “I’m sad. I’m sad that Devin felt he needed to
hide from me.” He didn’t look up, he kept his eyes on his plate.
“I’m sad because something in my behavior told him that I wouldn’t
love him any more if I found out.” He finished his breakfast, wiped
his mouth and looked at me, “I’m sad because you compromised your
life because of this fear. I’m truly sorry, Lizzie.”






“Well... thank
you. Is Devin OK?” He smiled and pulled out his wallet, “No charge
senator, just take a picture with Betty and Merle.” He pulled a
picture out of his wallet and handed it to me. It was a picture of
Devin and a very handsome guy.






“Martin,” he
said, “Devin is very happy.” I looked at the picture and Devin did
look very happy. I handed the picture back. “He wants to get
married,” he said.






“He’s already
married,” I said and the senator laughed. “What do you need me to
do?”






“Come back,
come back and we’ll annul the marriage. You can get back to your
restaurant, keep the house, the car and everything that you’ve been
promised. Do you think you could do that?”






“I think so,
are you sure?”






“Yes, I am
sure I want my son to be happy and not be afraid of his father any
longer.”






We shook on it
and he left. Gathering his agents, getting pictures taken with
Betty and Merle, then, he was on his way.






***






I stayed for
another week, training another cook, closing up my apartment and
then, I jumped the train and headed home. Devin picked me up at the
train station and hugged me when we met.






“I’m sorry,”
he said to me, “I wish I had just had the courage.” I told him not
to worry and that I was glad he and his father were talking.






“Listen,” I
told him, “why don’t you keep the house, it’s too big for me. I’m
looking for something smaller, something closer to the downtown and
the restaurant. The rest of the bargain, I’ll keep.”






He agreed and
told me that once he and Marty married, they planned to adopt a few
kids. He looked good. I was happy for him. I was happy for me, I
felt that I was finally getting my life together and moving
forward.






I moved into a
great loft downtown and started planning my second restaurant. Seek
was doing very well, so I thought I would open a different one
across town. A diner, I was thinking, good home cooking.






I was
exploring my new neighborhood one night and I strolled into a
decent looking dive bar. I ordered a beer and a shot of tequila,
sat at the bar and thought about the past half year. A strange
journey it was. I ordered my second shot and I heard a girl next to
me.






“Oh, this guy
is so good,” she said, “I saw him across town last week.”






I heard
a piano, I heard his voice. I stood up and there was Abe, sitting
on the small stage, playing a beaten old piano and making me wet
all over again.

 


***
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The room
Jackie was in was green. A 1940’s green colored room; it looked as
if it hadn’t been painted since the building had been built. It
probably hadn’t. The furniture, if one could call it that, was
coming apart at the seams. As she sat down, she did with some
trepidation that it might break. Thankfully, she settled in to the
old chair without much more than a creak and a sigh.






She tapped her
nicely manicured hand against the chair arm. Down the hall, she
could hear typewriters. Typewriters in 2013? She was clearly in the
right place. Eager to secure her first assignment away from campus
and the insular world of college journalism, Jackie was excited to
be here.






Her outfit was
professional but belied her youth; in the style of the day, her
suit skirt was not just above the knees but several inches above
her knees. Underneath, her long and shapely legs looked like
bagged, fresh fruit in her pantyhose. Her shirt, again in the style
of the young, was tight and allowed for her significant cleavage to
be apparent to all she met.
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