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Chapter 1
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Gloriana Hollis sat at the kitchen table in her boss’s home, and sighed as she watched the older couple interact with one another. It shouldn’t bother her, because the couple had been married for over forty years. If someone held a gun at her head to force her to say what she was feeling, she would have to say envy. It made her envious to see the simple

everyday gestures they exchanged in such a loving manner. A touch on a shoulder as they walked past one another, a brush of a hand over the other’s arm as they sat at the table. When they were eating, the hands not using any utensils would brush each other. She especially liked to see when Ward would reach out with his pinkie and rub it against the back of Betty’s hand. It was cute and enduring to Gloriana.

She released a heavy sigh, and knew they heard her when they turned to study her with worried expressions. As much as she loved the older couple, she had never truly told them her story as to how she had arrived at their vegetable farm years ago. All they knew was that she was new to the area, and was looking for work.

“What’s wrong, Dear?” Betty Anthony asked as she saw her friend’s expression. Gloriana might work for them, but Betty thought of her as a daughter, not just an employee, and she had ever since the younger woman came to work for them fifteen years ago.

“Nothing.”

“A sigh like that isn’t nothing,” Ward Anthony, Betty’s husband, said with a laugh. “It sounded like you just released the weight of the world from your shoulders.”

“It’s not like that, and really, it’s nothing.”

“Gloriana, you’ve never lied to us in the past fifteen plus years, why start now?” Betty bent her head just enough to look over the top of her glasses, and Gloriana covered her grin with her hand. She loved it when Betty did that. It made her seem so grandmotherly imparting wisdom. When she’d first seen it, it had reminded Gloriana of a librarian doing that to the unruly or loud patron in the library. It was cute.

“You can tell us anything,” Ward said, and reached to take Betty’s hand in his as he spoke to her. It was done so naturally, that Gloriana didn’t think they knew what they were doing.

“There, that right there is why I sighed,” she said, and pointed to them.

“What?” the older couple asked in confusion. They exchanged confused looks with themselves, then looked over at her.

“I know this is part of you, individually, and as a couple. I guess you could say that I’m envious of the love the two of you show. You probably don’t know you’re doing it, but it’s the little touches you do with each other. It’s sweet, endearing, and makes me envious at times. Don’t stop, but you asked.” She shrugged.

“Why does our love make you envious?” Ward asked in confusion.

“It’s nothing.”

“No, tell us. You know we treat you differently from all our other employees. We don’t feel as if you are a worker, we feel like you are a daughter to us. Why do you think you’re the only one that eats at our table?”

They looked at each other for several moments before Gloriana sighed. “I don’t know where to start. It’s been so long, that, oh hell, I don’t know what I’m saying.”

“Breathe, Dear, take a deep breath, let it out, then just start talking.”

Gloriana did this, then closed her eyes as she sat back in her chair and brought up some painful memories. “Twenty years ago, I married the love of my life. We were college sweethearts, having met the first day of our freshman year. We hit it off immediately, and from that day forward, we were together all the time, unless we were in class. Where I took agriculture slash horticulture, he took business classes.” She snorted a laugh. “Our plans were that we were going to take the world by storm. I was going to start a business, just like you have here, and he was going to be the guy doing the books, and the advertising.”

“That sounds sweet,” Ward said.

“It was, until it wasn’t.” Gloriana shook her head, and looked off into space as she remembered that time in her life. She had never told anyone, that hadn’t been directly involved in the situation, about it before, not since moving to Ohio almost sixteen years ago. “We dated from that first day of college orientation. We met while standing in line to get our class assignments, struck up a conversation, and started dating. It lasted all four years of college, and we moved in together after graduation. It was the logical next step in both our relationship and lives. We started our careers at the same time as we planned our wedding. As much as our families tried to discourage us from getting married at twenty-two, or three, we knew we were doing the right thing.” She shook her head and looked at the older couple. She saw understanding, and encouragement.

“Frank and I were like the two of you. We finished each other’s sentences, we knew what the other wanted before we knew we needed or wanted it. Despite our parents’ unhappiness with us planning our marriage, and the actual wedding, we did it anyway. We were both legal adults, weeks away from both of us being twenty-three. We paid for our schooling by ourselves. We worked great jobs, and we planned and paid for the wedding by ourselves. Not once did we ever ask either set of our parents for money.” She shook her head sadly, and studied the older couple before her.

“It might be important to know that whenever any of our parents brought up the subject of money, they acted like we owed them for everything they paid for us since we were born. They didn’t like that we, Frank and I, would calmly tell them that it was their responsibility to take care of us until we were eighteen. They didn’t see it that way. Because of their thinking, that’s why we did everything to get good grades and scholarships, so we didn’t have to rely on them for anything once we left for college. Once we left our respective homes, we were totally independent, we paid for our own college. Books, tuition, food, we even paid for our own cars, gas, insurance. We never asked them for another dime.” She looked at them with a shake of her head. “That information is important for what I’m about to tell you.”

She shook her head as she remembered that time in her life. If it would bring Frank back, she would do it the same way. “The wedding was a small ceremony, I know this might sound harsh, but because they were so against us getting married, we didn’t invite them.” She sat up straighter and shook her head. “No, that’s not right, we didn’t tell them. Whenever, which wasn’t often, but whenever they would ask, we would say we were still planning. They never asked for details, they sure as hell never offered any money, and we never told them. We went to the courthouse for our wedding. Frank, me, and our two closest friends. Two weeks later, we moved from the small apartment to a house. I know this doesn’t mean anything, but it was a rented house.”

“It sounds like it was the principle of it,” Betty said softly as she reached across the table to place a warm hand over Gloriana’s.

“Why were they so against you getting married?” Ward asked in a gentle fatherly voice, a voice that soothed Gloriana’s frayed nerves from recounting the past.

“They wanted us to wait until we were thirty, to make sure we were right for each other. They also wanted us to work to save money for a huge downpayment on a gigantic house, and to have the BMWs in the driveway.” She snorted a laugh and looked at them with a shake of her head, the smirk remained in place. “Our parents were snobs. Both sets. It was all about what you had so the neighbors could see how successful you were. We knew without a doubt, if they had any control of our wedding planning, the guest list would have been full of their type of people. People that Frank and I wouldn’t even have known. You know, be seen at the wedding of the century. They actually tried to tell us we had to wait so we could have that type of wedding, and that’s why we didn’t tell them anything. Anyway, they covered up the fact that they were in debt up to their eyebrows, but as long as their image was intact, then they were golden. This wasn’t just my parents, this was also with Frank’s.”

“Wow.” Betty looked at her in shock.

“Yeah, that’s how both our parents were. Frank and I might have just been starting out, but we did everything differently from our parents. We both lived it, we knew how we didn’t want to live, so we planned accordingly. Because we grew up the same, we knew early on that we weren’t going to be like them. I know I just said that we were together when we weren’t in classes, but that’s not exactly true. Both of us were able to get scholarships to attend college, and yes, we were in class, we never skipped. Both of us were in the top five students in our fields. Those four years together were classes, dates, homework, and working. We had part-time jobs during school, and these jobs were able to work full-time during breaks and summers. I know I never went home because I just couldn’t deal with their hypocrisy, so I stayed away to work, save, and study. Frank did the same.”

“After school,” Betty began. “Did you return home? Where did you live? Did you know each other before you met at college?”

“Sort of, Frank and I were from the same state, but not from the same town. He lived in southern California, think round the San Diego area, while I lived in the northern part. Not all the way up where the giant redwoods are, but about an hour north of San Franscisco.”

“Where did you move to when you graduated college?” 

“Half-way between San Diego and Los Angeles. Remember those friends I told you about, that stood up for us when we married? Becca’s father had the house for rent. He was into real estate, and had six properties available. Frank and I took the one he offered us. Becca took one, and Jason took one. Her father still had the others to rent out. When I asked why he offered us one of his properties, he said he knew what it was like to start out, and he wanted to give us a break on our first home. Our parents were furious we were giving monthly rent to someone else, and it wasn’t going into equity for our own home.” She smiled at them.

“I can see the pros and cons from both points of view,” Ward said with a nod and thoughtful expression on his face.

“We were only planning on renting for five years, and Becca’s father cut us a deal on rent. We were paying half the going rate for that neighborhood and had to promise our landlord that we would put the other half away for a downpayment on our own house. We agreed. One of the other things Becca’s father encouraged us to do was to get insurance for everything. Homeowners, well, that would have been renter’s insurance. He also encouraged us to get life insurance. When we told him we were too young for that, he said that we lived in California, where there were earthquakes. He said the smartest thing to do was to always be prepared. I know this might sound harsh, but we trusted him with that type of advice more than we did our own parents. We searched out rates, and finally settled on a good, reputable company.” She slumped back in her chair again, and didn’t realize she had started crying until a tear landed on her forearm. She wiped her face and shook her head. When Betty reached for the napkins in the center of the table for her, she gladly took several.

Both Betty and Ward reached out their hands, she grabbed them like a lifeline and hung on tight. She liked that they didn’t pressure her with questions, giving her time to pull herself together. She knew now that she started, she had to finish. Their touch on her fingers grounded her enough to do that.

“We had two years of wedded bliss. Our lives were working out the way we planned. We limited our access to our parents, we had money in the bank, we both had jobs we loved, and we had just started the discussion of maybe thinking of starting a family.” She looked off into space, seeing how happy she and Frank had been in her mind’s eye.

“Then it happened,” she said quietly, still looking in the past. “I came home from work like any other Saturday, I worked until one, and was home by three. Frank did the weekly shopping on that day. Because I worked six days a week, and he only five, he did the weekly grocery shopping. We shared the outside work, and meal prepped for the week on Sunday. If we didn’t do yard work, we’d watch football on Sundays. It wasn’t much, but it was us, it made us happy. We weren’t social butterflies, we lived our quiet lives our way. We were happy, we were successful, we lived within our means. We had what you two have.” She sighed and shook her head trying to clear the painful memories.

“What happened?” Ward asked gently as he squeezed her forearm in tenderness.

“After all this time, I’m still unsure. I know what I was told, but after all these years, it still doesn’t make sense to me.”

“What were you told?”

“There was an accident, but it wasn’t a normal accident.” She scrubbed her face, and looked at them directly. “There was a bank robbery six blocks from the grocery store. A silent alarm was tripped, and no one but the robbers and the police knew about it. You know, the general public wouldn’t be privy to that type of information. No alarms blaring, not even any police sirens. The police were only a block away, and they rounded the corner when the guys came out, jumped in the get-away car, and took off. A police chase ensued. Other cops joined the original car, and by the time it was over, it was chaos and bedlam left in their wake. Frank, and six others were collateral damage in the police chase.”

“Oh, dear Lord,” Betty said as she covered her mouth in shock.

“It was a mess. The accident, the investigation, the court hearing, the insurance company, and the icing on the cake?” She looked at them with a shake of her head. “His parents tried to take me to court for the insurance money.”

“Why?” Ward asked in shock.

“Because they were still in debt up to their eyebrows and they thought because they were his parents, then they were entitled to his death benefits, they tried to tell the insurance company that we weren’t legally married, so I wasn’t his legal spouse, and not only that, I wasn’t entitled to the payout. When I was able to produce a marriage license, pictures of the ceremony, and written testimony from Becca, James, the judge who performed the service, and the court clerk, who was also a witness. Harold, Becca’s father helped me through it all. And the bitch of it all? My parents were right there standing beside Frank’s with their own hands out before the ink was even dried on the check the insurance company issued to me.”

“Why your parents?”

“They too were in debt up to their eyebrows and said that since they paid for my college, it was my duty to pay them back with interest.”

“I thought you said you had scholarships.”

“We did, and I hired a lawyer to take both my parents and Frank’s to court. The insurance company took my in-laws to court for attempted insurance fraud. By the time everything was done, I walked away with the insurance money, not only from the policies we’d taken out, but I never knew Frank had one from his work, with me as the beneficiary. My lawyer made some motion that they had to pay for his fees and it was granted. In the end, all four of them filed for bankruptcy, lost their homes, their cars, and the only thing they had were their clothes. They had to sell their jewelry to pay for my court fees. They tried to sell their designer clothes, watches, purses, shoes, but were only given pennies on the dollar. The last time I saw them, they were banging on my door, demanding I give them a place to stay. I called the police, because I had a restraining order against all four of them.” She shook her head again, drew in a deep breath, and let it out slowly. She reached for her glass of lemonade and took slow sips.

“Because I valued Harold’s advice, I went to him, and he suggested that I close out our bank accounts, pack up, and leave California, but not to tell anyone, not him, and not Becca where I went.”

“Why?”

“So, they wouldn’t let it slip in front of our parents where I went.”

“Did you come directly to Ohio?” Ward asked.

“No, I took my time getting here. I had no plans of where I was going. I had to get away. Hell,” she said with a snort, “I hadn’t even planned Frank’s funeral when both sets of parents came at me with their hands out, demanding money. If they couldn’t get the death benefits, they wanted our joint bank account, and his separate one, when they couldn’t get that, they tried to get his vacation pay owed him from his job. As I said, not even I knew about his insurance policy from work.”

“They wanted it all?”

“Yes, but Harold was there for me, and he’s the one that hired the lawyer. I know I just said that I hadn’t planned the funeral, but his body hadn’t even been released from the morgue when they started with their demands. Then, get this,” she looked at them with a disgusted look on her face. “They tried to sue the Los Angeles police department for his death.”

“Why?”

“Their reasoning was that if they hadn’t been chasing the bank robbers, then the accident wouldn’t have happened. I’m still not clear on how the accident happened. All I know is that Frank and the others were classified as collateral damage from the accident. When their wrongful death suit against the police didn’t work, they tried going after the robbers, then finally, the bank.”

“Why the bank?”

“This is how desperate they were. They tried to say the accident was the bank’s fault because they didn’t have adequate security to prevent the robbery.” Her statement left the room in complete silence. She finished her lemonade, and the story.

“I left California when I could. By that, I mean when all the court cases were done, and they couldn’t come after me anymore. I loaded my vehicle, and headed east. I drove through Arizona, New Mexico, Texas, all the while, looking for something that felt like home. I traveled all the southern states, all the way to the Atlantic Ocean, nothing felt right. I went north, then west. I was heading to Canada, thinking I could move there, then I saw the farmlands in this area. They spoke to me. The first area that had potential after all the other places I’d been. I had been at a hotel for two days, and decided to drive around to see what the area had to offer. Not only did I like the area, but it felt like home to me, I can’t explain it. That’s when I saw the sign out at the road that you were hiring. As they say, the rest is history.”

They continued to sit there, and she sighed heavily again. “Don’t mind me. Seeing the two of you together after all these years just brings the memory of what I don’t have any more to mind.”

Ward looked at her, then at Betty, then back at Gloriana with a smirk. “What if I told you that Betty and I didn’t start with the picture-perfect relationship you think we did?”

“I’d call you a liar.”

“Sorry to disappoint you,” Betty laughed as she finished her own lemonade. She looked at Ward, took his hand in hers, and they both looked at Gloriana with a grin.

“We had a one-night stand.”

“And didn’t see each other for eighteen months after it.” Ward laughed. He reached over and gently closed Gloriana’s mouth at his announcement.
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Chapter 2
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“Oooh, this sounds juicy. I want details.” Gloriana wiped her face, blew her nose, and refilled her glass of lemonade. When she offered the others some, they nodded. She settled back in her seat with a grin. “I’m ready. I need a good love story.”

Betty and Ward looked at each other, then over at Gloriana. “I was in the service and I was granted leave,” Ward began, “Several of us were. Instead of the usual seventy-two hours we had been issued in the past, we were only given forty-eight hours.” He looked at the two women with a shake of his head. “I didn’t have time to make it back to my home, and still be able to report back to base. A buddy of mine asked me if I wanted to come home with him. I agreed. It was so that I didn’t have to spend my liberty on base.” He sipped his lemonade and settled back in his chair, but he didn’t take his hand away from Betty. “There were about seven of us that came home with Bobby.”

“Okay,” Gloriana answered to encourage him to continue.

“I was here for the weekend with one of my girlfriends from college,” Betty spoke then. “Neither Ward nor myself grew up in this area.”

“Really?” Gloriana asked in shock. “I thought the way you know everyone, you would have.”

“No, we settled here. We’ll get to that. Anyway, the same as Ward, there were about seven of us girls that came home with our friend. See, for me, this was a stopover before I headed home. My car was loaded, and since I had just finished my final exams, I was ready to let off some steam. Sarah’s parents welcomed us with open arms, because it was only going to be for a night or two. Not days or weeks on end. Oh, I know I said I had just finished my finals, but I had also graduated three days before from college. The girls that had to drive by here waited for one another so we could all come together. Like I said, this place, Sarah’s hometown, was the halfway point to my home down in Missouri.”

“Oh, wow. Okay. What happened?”

“Like Betty said, she was only here for two days, so was I, because I had to report back to base. The first night, we hung out at Bob’s parents’ house. The second night, there was the annual town dance. We could go to it, but we’d have to leave by five the next morning in order to make it back to base before getting into trouble. We had all agreed that if we drank, it would only be a beer or two, because we would be taking turns driving.”

Gloriana nodded. “When was this?”

“In the seventies.” Ward laughed. “The nineteen seventies. Nineteen seventy-seven to be exact.” He saw her nod her head and this time, he leaned forward and clasped his hands on the table before him. “We had just had leave the month before, but they gave us this one. We didn’t suspect anything until we got back to base. We were locked down for two weeks, because we were getting ready to deploy. Thank god the Vietnam War was over by then, but there was still some conflict overseas. I can’t discuss it, but trust me.”

“I understand.”

“Anyway, we get to the dance hall, it’s here on the other side of town. That’s where the town has their annual picnic.”

“Oh, okay.”

“I bellied up to the bar with my buddies, but there was a line ahead of me. I turned, looked out at the crowd, and I swore the sea of dancing bodies parted, and when they did, I saw the most beautiful woman I had ever seen. I totally ignored the fact that I was waiting for a beer, and walked toward her. As soon as I was three feet from her, she held out her hand to me, laughing, and encouraging me to join her.” He grinned as he sat back. “The rest, as they say, is history.”

“NO!” Gloriana shouted and she sat up fast enough to jar the table and spilled some of the liquid in their glasses. “You can’t leave me hanging like that! Was this woman Betty? What happened after the song ended? I’m assuming she asked you to dance. How did the rest of the night go?”

Betty laughed and play slapped Ward’s bicep. “Yes, it was me, and after that first dance, the two of us spent the rest of the dance together. Sure, my girlfriends, and his buddies joined us, but Ward and I were inseparable the rest of the night.” She looked at her husband with a grin. Gloriana saw a look and nod exchange between them.

“Around midnight, we left, together. We ended up in my car. We talked, made out, and then christened the front seat of that vehicle.” She laughed and had to cover her mouth and wipe her tears. “For hours.”

Gloriana grinned along with the other couple, and actually waved her hand in front of her face mimicking that she had to cool down. “Good for you guys. What happened next?”

“The guys came to find me around four. They had left a few minutes after we did, so did her friends. However, Betty told them we were going to her car. The next morning, they came knocking, all of them. We said our goodbyes, and I don’t know what Betty told her friends, but whenever mine asked anything, I would only grin at them.”

“Ah, you didn’t kiss and tell.”

“Correct.”

“Neither did I,” Betty said with a laugh. “We were able to get about an hour’s sleep, but after Ward left with his buddies, I reassured my friends that I was fine, and we went to an all-night diner. After something like a gallon of coffee, and a gigantic breakfast, when we left the diner, I headed for home. I promised I would pull over if I was tired, but I was still riding the high of spending the night with a handsome and sexy man. Ward was my first and only lover, and I never regretted anything we did that night.”

“Until?” Gloriana asked. “I feel like something happened.”

“It did. I got home, settled into an apartment my parents had built above the garage, found a job, and lived my life. Sure, I still lived at my parents’ place, but the apartment was completely separate. Back then, a woman living on her own without a husband was pretty much unheard of. Women’s liberation was just starting to take off, and I think that’s why my parents built the apartment. It gave me freedom, but I was close to my father, without being under his thumb.”

“Wow, okay, I was born in nineteen seventy-nine.”

The couple nodded, then Betty looked at Ward. He again gave a nod, and Betty turned back to Gloriana. “Life was good. If I found myself being lonely, I would remember the night we spent together. See, that night, we only exchanged first names. He did confirm that he was in the military, but not which branch, where he was stationed, what he did. Nor did he tell me where his home was. I did the same thing, only told him my first name, and that I had just graduated from college. When we parted ways, that was all we knew about each other.” She shook her head, sipped her lemonade, and looked directly at Gloriana, and she knew she was about to speak the truth again.

“I never hooked up with Ward with the intention of being together after that one night. I never played around while in college. Ward was my first and only lover. After being with him, I was satisfied to begin a career before I thought of settling down. I’m not saying it’s a bad thing, but I didn’t want to get married until I had worked for a few years. The world around us was changing, and I wanted in on the bottom of those changes.”

“What happened?”

“I realized I was pregnant.”

“You have a child?” Gloriana asked in utter shock. She had never, not once, in the last fifteen years heard them discuss a child.

“Yes, but we’ll get to that. Anyway, when I found out I was in the family way, that’s how it was discussed back then. I sat my mother down and told her all about Ward and our night together.”

“What was her reaction?”

“She was happy at first, but when I told her that I was pregnant, as a result of that one night, she started with the questions. You know, where was he, where was he from, has he written me? Typical parental concern questions. I answered honestly. She said she would have to discuss things with my father, and get back to me.” She shook her head and this time, she looked off into space. Gloriana saw Ward sit forward and gather Betty in his arms, but he didn’t speak. He let her gather herself, with his loving support, until she was ready to continue.

“It was about a week later when both Mom and Dad came to me. See, I wasn’t an only child. I was literally, the middle child. I had an older sister and brother, then there was me, then a younger brother and sister. I’ll get to it, but at the same time I told Mom I was pregnant, my older sister told her something also.”

“What happened when they came to you?”

“First, they tried to get me to tell them more information about Ward. When they realized I was telling the truth, that I didn’t know anything other than what I already said, they changed tactics.”

“To?”

“What if he had lied to me, just wanting to take advantage of me. That he’s not in the military and he’s married and doesn’t want anything to do with me.”

“Oh, wow, that was nasty. What did you say?”

“I told them that if that was the case, then I would still have a part of the man I loved. No matter what they said, they couldn’t turn me off of Ward. They dropped it, then tried one more time to get me to do something. After I told them no, at everything they tried to do, I put my foot down and told them that if they didn’t abide by my wishes, with my child, then I would move out and they would never see either one of us ever again. I was willing to cut off all contact with the entire family over this.”

“What did they ask you to do?”

Betty shook her head, drew in a deep breath, and let it out slowly. “They wanted me to lay low, quit my job, don’t talk to anyone in the family, or the town, so no one would know that I was pregnant, and when the baby was born, they wanted me to pass it over to my mother so she could raise it. I refused.” She looked at Ward with a smirk then. “A few weeks after that conversation, I was cleaning my car out to get ready for the baby. Beneath the front passenger seat, I saw a ring. After careful inspection, I saw on the inside that Ward’s name was on it. That’s when I learned his last name was Anthony. It was his military ring.” She looked at Gloriana with a grin. “After they tried to make me quit my job and all, and I found Ward’s ring, I came up with a plan of my own.”

“Which was?”

“I would wear that ring on my left hand, and if anyone said anything, I would say he was in the military. It was all the truth, so I wasn’t lying, I just wouldn’t explain anything further. My parents agreed. Because of that, my boss didn’t fire me, and I swear, everyone felt sorry for me. There was nothing to feel sorry for, but my reputation wasn’t in tatters. I, nor my family said anything, but when people learned the baby’s father was in the military, they didn’t say anything. No judgement was heaped on my head like it would have if I had been considered as an unwed mother.”

“Wow, that was smart of you.”

“I thought so at the time. When I gave birth, I had a beautiful baby boy. I named him Brett. Because I knew Ward’s last name, I was able to give Brett’s last name as Anthony, and put Ward on the birth certificate. I took off the six weeks, and went back to work. I don’t know if it was me, the times, or my family, but even with a newborn, I continued to be independent.”

“Wow,” Gloriana said, and turned toward Ward. “When did you find out you were a father?”

“Eighteen months after I left Betty in that parking lot. That’s how long I had been deployed for. Well, I was deployed for a little over sixteen months, it took me six weeks to find her.” He grinned at Gloriana’s shocked look. “I couldn’t get Betty out of my mind the entire time I was overseas. Because Bob was from the town where I met her, I kept asking questions. Like everyone else that was there that night, he didn’t know the answers. When we returned from that deployment, we went through our debriefing, and two weeks later, I was done with the military. I went back to the town I had met Betty, and asked questions. After about a week, I ran into her friend, Sarah. She refused to talk to me, she thought I was a stalker and wanted to only hook up with her, Sarah.” He shook his head and chuckled as he remembered. He exchanged a look with Betty, and they shared their secret smile that had made Gloriana envious over the years. She sighed heavily, wishing she had something like that. She was still young enough to find someone. At least she hoped so.
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