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ADVENTURES WITH BILL

By Tracilyn George

© 2022 by Tracilyn George

For Bill Fagerbakke

Disclaimer: I do not personally know Bill Fagerbakke and he doesn’t know me from a hole in the wall.  Other than physical descriptions, anything else related to Mr. Fagerbakke is total fabrication.

The following is a complete work of fiction, written in an attempt to cheer myself up. Unless otherwise indicated, all the names, characters, businesses, places, events and incidents in this book are either the product of the author’s imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.
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INTRODUCTION
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Bill and I have been the best of friends for so long; neither of us can remember a time when we weren’t buddies. It’s sometimes hard for me to believe we’ve been friends for more than twenty years.

Mutual friends know we work well together because we are complete opposites.  Everyone else thinks we won’t last for the exact same reason.

I’ve lost count of how many times strangers have given us odd looks based on our appearances alone.  Bill stands a towering 6’6” while I’m barely 5’ tall.  

Bill is blond and balding, and I am red-haired with a seemingly perpetual, muddled bun.  Bill is fit as a fiddle; I’m more on the chubby side.

Personality wise, we are also polar opposites.  Bill is calm and comical.  I am frenzied and frantic.  I add chaos to his life where he provides me stability.  

Bill has a way of knowing when I need a pick-me-up.  I don’t have to say I’m having a bad day.  He can sense it.  He just has to look at me a certain way and I’m almost always cracking up.

Bill has a knack of making friends without much effort.  I admire his ease of interacting with others while I struggle at times to even say hello.  Most of the time, it’s because I distrust others based on my history with people. The rest is because I sense a negative vibe coming from the other person.  

Luckily for me, Bill accepts me with all of my faults and I appreciate his spontaneity.  He does everything he can to show me some fun and bring me out of my shell.  We never think of each other as anything but friends.  

Well, I don’t think he does, although I often wonder if we could possibly be more than best buds. With my history of not trusting people, I knew it would be something I need to work on.

The following are stories about some of the fun, and not so fun, adventures we’ve had together.  They are simply snippets into our lives, in no particular order.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


HOW WE MET
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I first met Bill at the local supermarket, a short walk away from my house.  Since I didn’t own a vehicle, and didn’t have my license, I deliberately bought my home in an area where everything was walking distance.  Since I had tended to internally panic taking public transportation, walking or taking a cab was best for me.

At the market, I was struggling to reach for something on the top shelf.  This is nothing unusual since most things I wanted were always just out of reach.  A hand suddenly appeared, grabbed the item I wanted, and passed it to me.

I turned to see this tall, beautiful man standing next to me, smiling broadly.  A babbling blonde toddler was seated in the cart he was clutching.  “Thank you,” I finally managed to muster.

He leaned down and told me I was welcome.  “It was my pleasure,” he replied.  “I hate seeing anyone struggle, especially a pretty little lady like yourself.”

I could feel myself turning red since I wasn’t used to receiving compliments with the exception of others trying to take advantage of me.  “Well, thank you again,” I stammered, looking away from his gaze.

He extended a hand to introduce himself.  “My name’s Bill,” he said as he placed a large hand upon the baby’s head.  “And this is Ainsley, my baby girl.”  The child gave a cheesy grin at the sound of her name.

“I’m Traci,” I replied, grasping his hand.  I smiled warmly at the child as she looked in my direction.  “Hi, Ainsley,” I added, lightly shaking her little hand.

I returned my gaze to Bill.  He had to have been the tallest person I had ever met, not that I put myself in situations to meet many people.  

His smile was so warm; it instantly put me at ease.  “Maybe you should put yourself out there to meet more people,” he suggested.  A jolt of fear overtook the momentary sense of calm.  Bill’s face showed concern when he saw the look of apprehension on mine.  “I’m sorry,” he apologized.  “Did I say something wrong?” 

A sigh of exasperation escaped my lips.  “Not intentionally,” I answered, sheepishly.  “It takes a lot for me to even come to the grocery store, let alone going somewhere to be social.”  I began wondering why I found myself opening up to this perfect stranger.

Bill’s eyes lit up.  “I guess I just have a trusting face,” he joked.

I laughed.  Up until that point, I didn’t remember the last time I laughed with another person.  “That must be it,” I noted, allowing myself to continue smiling.  “So your wife is lucky to have a man willing to go for groceries with the children,” I commented, trying to change the subject.

This time, it was Bill who was put in an awkward position.  “I’m in the process of a divorce,” he answered with reluctance.  

I gulped, feeling guilty about my remark.  “I’m sorry.  Just another reason I avoid social situations.  My mouth doesn’t always have a filter.”

Bill tilted his head, giving me a look of fondness.  “You did nothing wrong,” he assured.  “Maybe if I finally took off the ring, I wouldn’t be asked about my situation.”  

He fiddled with the band on his left ring finger, clearly upset.  “I just feel like a failure because I couldn’t make my marriage work.”

I laid a hand upon his arm in sympathy.  “Things don’t always work out as planned,” I offered.  “But look at it this way: you have a beautiful little girl from it.”  I did my best to give him a reassuring smile.

He tilted his head to the side then smiled.  “You know, Cubby; you’re right.  Ainsley is probably the best thing to come out of my relationship.”

My brow furrowed.  “Cubby?”

He leaned over, grinning.  “Because I’ve adopted you as my little bear cub that needs a papa bear to help her out.”

I felt myself blushing with the attention from the man standing in front of me.  I wasn’t used to receiving any attention that wasn’t in the negative, so I found myself doubting his intentions.  

“My intentions are completely honorable,” he assured, beaming as he handed me his phone number.  “Give me a call and we’ll hang out this weekend.”

I looked confusedly at the piece of paper I was holding, not sure why he would offer his number since we just met.  “Because I like you,” he answered.  “And I think you like me.  I believe we’ll be great pals.”  

He leaned over, giving me a broad smile.  “Plus, your face told me you needed a friend.  I’m taking it on myself to be that for you.”

My head lifted to look at him.  “But you don’t know me,” I said.

Bill chuckled.  “Not yet, but that’s what the hanging out session is for, Cubby.  Just call me tomorrow night and we’ll make plans,” he said as he walked past me.

I turned and watched as he disappeared onto the next aisle.  For whatever reason, I felt my smile broadening until it hurt my face.  Well, maybe because I had a good feeling Bill and I would have a lasting friendship, and, deep down, I knew I needed him in my life.
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OUR FIRST GET-TOGETHER
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My hands shook as I dialed Bill’s number.  I wasn’t sure how I felt about the whole thing.  Did I want him to answer?  Would I be relieved if he didn’t?

I froze when his deep voice came on the line.  “Hello?  Is anyone there?”

“Yea.  Yes,” I stammered.  “Is this Bill?”

“Cubby?  I’m glad you called!  I was beginning to wonder if I really gave you my phone number.”  

I took a deep breath, “No.  You did.  It’s just me being terrified.  I like being in my little bubble.”

He chuckled softly.  It amazed me how a man so larger than life with a deep baritone voice could have such a light laugh.  “Maybe I’m not as large as you think I am,” he quipped.

I dropped the phone and fell to the floor in a fit of laughter.  Tears were rolling down my face, I was laughing so hard.  I could hear him calling out to me as I reached for the phone.  “I’m sorry,” I told him.  “I haven’t laughed that hard in a long time.  In fact, I don’t remember ever laughing that hard.”

“Well, I’m happy to have been of service.  No one should go through life without having at least one belly laugh,” he informed me.  

“But, I am glad you called,” he continued.  “What are your plans for this evening?”

I twisted my mouth and shrugged.  “I dunno.  Probably stay home, order a pizza, and watch TV,” I answered.  “Why?”

It was Bill’s turn to fall into a fit of laughter.  “Geez, Cubby; you really need to lighten up,” he finally managed to say.  

“I think we should hang out tonight.  Stay home; order a pizza, watch TV, and talk.  Get to know each other a little bit.  What do you think?”

“Are you mocking me?”

“Not at all,” he responded.  “I think what you had planned is perfect for a first hang out session.  You’ll be a bit more relaxed than you hopefully are right now.”

I let out an exasperated gasp before agreeing to the date.  “Not that it’s a date,” I said, embarrassed that my comment might have been misinterpreted.

Bill chortled.  “Cubby, please; relax.  I know what you meant.  Now that I have your address, I’ll be there in about half an hour with the pizza.  A large with everything work for you?”

He arrived, as promised, half an hour later with pizza in hand.  He passed me the large bottle of Diet Coke and followed me to the living room.  “So, what do you usually watch when you’re stuck at home?” he asked as he took a seat on my sofa.

I stuck my hands up, thinking what I watched was unimportant.  “I dunno,” I said.  “Crime shows, I guess.”

Bill raised an eyebrow.  “Like Murder, She Wrote or CSI?” he asked.

I shook my head, laughing lightly.  “No,” I replied.  “More like Homicide Hunter and I Am Homicide.”

Bill looked at me with intrigue.  “Really?  Are you planning the perfect murder?”

I covered my mouth, pretending as if I was thinking something evil.  “Maybe,” I said, my eyes glittering as I patted my fingertips together.

“Huh, interesting,” Bill said, bobbing his head.  “What’s the fascination with these particular crime shows?”

I twisted my mouth as I shrugged.  “Not sure exactly.  I think it’s watching the process of solving real crimes over the manufactured ones of drama shows.”  I took a bite of pizza before I added, “Plus, I’m a Scorpio.  We’re drawn to dark things like crime.”

His face brightened.  “Scorpio, huh?  Explains some things.”

“Meaning?”

“Meaning you’re very stand-offish, distrusting, and secretive.  Even in the brief time I spoke with you at the supermarket, I sensed you had your guard up as if someone hurt you in the past and you were doing everything in your power to keep it from happening again.”

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
ADVENTURES
LT o,

s 8

e
%

I

e

>

TRACILYN GEORGE 4





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





