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Well Hung in Old Santa Fe


Chapter 1

Dan Hayden drove alone back
to Santa Fe New Mexico.

He listened to a lot of Pop
music on that long lonely stretch of Interstate 14 in Northern
Arizona, simply trying to stay awake.

Before crossing the New
Mexico state border, he visited the incredible Petrified Forest in
Northern Arizona, and stopped at several gorgeous rustic rock shops
that lined the freeway to stretch and browse.

He was finally returning
from a long shopping trip to Phoenix, where he'd ordered several
unique furnishings for his countryside home in Santa Fe, but to his
dismay, he was still missing the elusive painting he was seeking
and had been a part of his imagination for longer than he could
remember.

Two and a half years before,
Dan had left the greater Los Angeles area for the quieter pace of
Santa Fe after a disappointing end to his first serious
relationship. Working hard throughout his twenties, Dan had secured
a position as a much sought after technical editor and video
training expert, allowing him the freedom to work remotely from his
home, anywhere in the world.

Three years before he left
LA, Dan had met Kim during a trip to Laguna Beach at a New Year's
party given by some work friends. They clicked from the moment they
saw each other and soon were inseparable when they weren't working,
and before long Kim had moved into Dan's house in Studio City,
where all seemed to be going very well.

Kim was a commercial actor
and spent a lot of time working in different locations and so their
time together was at a premium.

Even though he tried to ignore it,
things started to seem a bit odd when after several months of
almost non-stop work, Kim began to seem preoccupied and distant
when they were together.

At first Dan just reasoned
to himself that it was nothing and he was getting worn out from his
intense acting schedule, but after a while his distant behavior
seemed to get much worse and irritating.

As the months drifted by,
Kim acted more polite, and his visits back home became less
frequent and shorter in duration. It was confusing to Dan since
even with the change, Kim was always affectionate and caring but
much less frequently and brief.

However, still considering
how things used to be in their relationship, something was
seriously missing, and he couldn’t figure it out and finally it was
bothering him enough to take a stand.

At last, after a stay that
lasted only a couple of days, Dan confronted Kim about his
concerns. Kim basically put him off, and without answering Kim left
suddenly with no explanation, leaving Dan feeling empty and hurt.
W

While Kim was gone, Dan was
picking up his laundry and noticed an envelope that had fallen
between the dresser and the wall.

When Dan picked it up, it
contained Kim's banking statement listing the transactions for the
previous month. He saw the transactions were being made from out of
town locations which were to be expected as the cities listed on
the transaction record coincided with the locations where Kim was
filming.

He then saw there were
several transactions for Gay resorts and gifts that included
shipping charges, expensive gifts of jewelry and fine wine, and it
was at that moment that Dan knew, and felt the icy prickling of
fear and hopelessness wash over his body.

With a sinking feeling he
picked up the phone and dialed Kim's number, who answered after an
extended ring.

"Hi Dan, what's up? I just took a nap
and was going to call you when I woke up to talk things over," Kim
said.

"I hope I didn't wake you,
but I have something kind of important to talk to you about," Dan
said, finding the words difficult to say.

"Okay but make it quick I
have to get ready for another shooting session," Kim said, and then
covered the phone for a moment.

Dan felt his heart sink in
dismay.

"This won't take that long,
I just found a bank statement of yours that must have dropped down
the side of the dresser and it lists about six thousand dollars for
gifts and Gay resorts in Palm Springs," he managed to
say.

"Why would you go through my
bank statement, I would think you would know it was private," Kim
said quickly, in a voice very unlike his normal tone.

Looking back, Dan realized
that at that moment he felt his relationship die.

"Fuck that Kim, you've been
acting strange lately as I mentioned before you left, and besides
when we got together, we agreed to not have secrets. If things
weren't working, we'd be upfront with each other instead of
sneaking around, and not having the balls to be upfront," Dan said,
much calmer than he felt.

In a moment Dan heard Kim heave a deep
sigh.

"Well I was hoping to have
some more time to figure out how to approach you with this, but
maybe it is better this way so we can get this out in the open
Dan," he began.

But then once again he
covered the phone with his hand, but this time Dan could hear the
background.

Dan felt another icy chill
run down his back at the sound of the other man's voice and tried
to keep the tremor out of his voice.

"I'm not accusing you of
anything Kim, but it seems to me you haven't been upfront with me
about things so what is it you want to get out in the open, and who
the fuck is that," he demanded, feeling angry.

"Okay damn it; I didn't want
to do it this way especially over the phone, but things have
changed," he said with a sudden coldness in his voice that shocked
Dan.

"Well speaking of change,
who is that in your room Kim," Dan asked bitterly, already knowing
the answer.

"Just another one of the
actors, he came over earlier so we could um, go over some lines,"
he told him, sounding smug, with a hint of laughter in his voice,
acting superior and self-satisfied.

"Well you just told me you
were waking up from a nap so you both must have been tired. Look
Kim, I’ve been open with you from the start, and this kind of shit
isn't what I signed up for with you. If you feel you can just come
and go as you, please, and fuck around outside our relationship
then I’m through."

Before he answered, Dan could hear Kim
swallow hard, and as he spoke, Dan thought he could hear a hint of
desperation in his tone.

"Dan, I don't want to do
this over the phone, now look I'll be back in a couple of weeks,
and we can talk then. We both need some time to cool off and think
this thing through," Kim told him, with Dan hearing the other man
whispering angrily to him.

Dan felt his blood turn to
ice.

"Don't worry about it Kim,
by the time you get back I'll have all your stuff moved out of here
and put in storage. I'll send you a text to let you know where and
let the owners know your information. I don't want this for a
relationship, and you know clearly how I feel about cheating, and
you no longer have a home here," he told him, shaking with hurt and
rage.

"Wait a minute buddy, that's
my house too, you can't just throw me out," Kim said not sounding
quite so certain.

Dan was sure that it was a
performance for his new pal.

"Watch me, I still own the house,
'buddy', from this moment, consider yourself homeless you asshole,”
he added for emphasis, and then severed the connection.

For the next couple of
months Kim kept after Dan and finally when he tried to break into
the house while drunk, Dan called the police and had him arrested.
Feeling a pang of regret, he then got a restraining order to
enforce his point.

He tried to move on, but all
this drama took a toll on Dan and especially at night when he heard
a strange noise. Try as he might his house was never the same after
Kim, and his personal comfort level was lost.

Many times he still wondered
what he was doing in the middle of a huge hot city when in reality
he could work remotely from anywhere in the world, leaving these
disturbing memories far behind.

Within a month he placed his house on
the market and even though it was small, it was a gem in a great
neighborhood. It sold almost immediately for well over the asking
price with multiple offers.

Surprised and motivated by
the quick sale, it was then he decided to make a drastic change in
his life and left for one of the oldest cities in the great
Southwest, never once looking back.

Now years later he found
himself driving into Albuquerque after spending some time shopping
and relaxing in Scottsdale and Phoenix. When he didn't find the
elusive painting, that he was searching for, he drove north to
Sedona and spent a few days shopping there as well, however he
still had no luck in his quest.

Driving northeast past
Albuquerque he felt suddenly anxious to be back to his home in
Santa Fe, his peaceful retreat. He yearned for the comfort of his
Mexican territorial home encased in thick hand troweled walls,
hiding a marvelous secret garden inside.

It wasn't long before he
finally pulled into his drive and opened the heavy wooden garage
door instantly flooding the darkened area with bright light,
welcoming him back to his beautiful high desert home.

Shuffling the items in his
arms, Dan punched in the code to disarm his security system and
stepped inside. He took a deep breath and could feel the peace
begin to envelop him and he smiled.

He put away the necessary
items from his recent trip and then took a long hot shower to ease
the kinks. He slipped into a thick Egyptian cotton robe, and then
walked over to his small bar and poured himself a glass of rich
Merlot wine.

He sauntered back into the Great Room
and touched the button to ignite his corner Kiva fireplace, while
stretching out on the butter soft leather sofa.

Glancing around, he took in
the warm style of his house with the heavy hewn beam ceilings and
the hand troweled walls that glowing in the low light with a thin
covering of beeswax polish.

Chocolate Saltillo tile
covered the floors in a diagonal pattern strewn with heavy woven
rugs. The walls throughout the house contained various sized Niches
holding extraordinary meaningful personal treasures, while some are
graced with small painted statues of local Patron
Saints.

Dan loved his house and the
secure feelings it gave him and was glad to be home once again,
even though the trip wasn't a complete success.

He glanced toward the large
French doors, but it was too dark to see the wonderful Sangre de
Christo Mountains in the distance. He thought about getting up to
make himself some dinner, but he was really worn out from the long
day of driving and right now it seemed more trouble than it was
worth to cook a meal just for himself.

Dan glanced over at the
large empty spot on his wall and frowned to himself, thinking of
driving all that distance and still not finding the perfect
painting to finish the room. As he sat there remembering his recent
trip, he suddenly heard the chime indicating someone was standing
at his front gates.

Sighing to himself as he had
an idea who it might be, he walked to the wall console and saw his
neighbor Minerva Waters standing there smiling into the
camera.

"Hurry up and let me in Dan, I'm
freezing my ass off out here," she complained as he buzzed the lock
on the gate.

When Dan opened his heavy
front door, Minerva breezed into his house carrying a wicker picnic
basket loaded with food. A striking eccentric woman of about fifty
or so Dan had guessed, since she would never tell her
age.

She had adopted Dan the
moment he'd moved into the house next to her and was overly
generous with him.

Minerva had masses of
silvery blond hair and a boob job to rival any Dan had ever seen on
the screen. She constantly changed the look of her eyes with
colored contacts and owned some of the most spectacular diamond
jewelry outside of a museum.

"Now look, I know I must
seem like a pest and that's just too damn bad. I know you drove all
the way from Arizona, so I figured you'd be hungry and not want to
cook," she explained, setting a casserole dish on his
counter.

In spite of being tired and his
borderline melancholy mood, Dan smiled and briefly hugged
her.

"You're never a pest," Dan
said crossing his fingers behind his back.

"You really shouldn't have gone to all
this trouble though Minerva, but you're right, I am starving and
certainly didn't feel like cooking," he told her
honestly.

"I thought so, now get me a
glass of that beautiful looking wine and just pop this in your
oven. It's just an old standby recipe of chicken cooked in cream
soups. My dead husband used to be wild about it and it is great
comfort food if indeed just a titch fattening."

"Like you mean I'm going to
blow up like a balloon by morning then," he said, watching her
place the dish in the oven.

"No bitch not that
fattening, I'm not crazy you know. Now I've also brought some
steamed rice to dress the chicken, so we're all set. So now let's
go sit by that wonderful fire of yours and you can tell Minerva all
about the hot men you met while on the pretense of looking for
accessories," she giggled as she hooked arms with him.

Regardless of his former
mood, he was now glad she’d dropped by to liven things up and not
let him sink into melancholy.

"No hot men I'm afraid
sweetie, and to make it even worse, not that many great accessories
either. Actually as you know I was looking for something to take
care of that bare spot on the wall over there, but even though I
saw some crazy beautiful things especially in Sedona, nothing hit
the spot," he lamented.

Minerva arched an eyebrow at
him while taking another long sip while keeping a close
watch.

"Well after you left on your
little jaunt, I got to thinking, why are you traipsing all over the
southwest when you have the best art right here at home? You know
I've been dying to take a stroll along Canyon Road and have a
little visit. If you feel like it why don't we have a late brunch,
my treat of course, and we'll do some spending this Saturday? I saw
a write up on a new gallery owned by a native woman called Soft
Feather Stone and her stable of unknown artists are rumored to be
some of the best to ever hit this town," she told him, getting in
the mood to do some shopping.
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