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Chapter 1

Deirdre was in the spare room upstairs finishing an article on Wayne Thiebaud, Mark T. Smith and David Hockney, when she heard the front door open, and the exclamation, "Ahoy!" 

It was Felicity, her older sister, coming home for an unexpected visit.

Deirdre ran to the landing and looked down.

"Hey!"

"Hi, sis," Felicity said, and then was swarmed by an embrace from her mother.

"Felicity, what are you doing here?" her mother said.

"Just passing through. Is Dad here?"

"He's outside in the back."

Felicity looked up. "Hey, sis. I got you a present. It's in the car."

She then went down the hall to the sliding glass doors in the back to look for her father.

Slipping back the door and the screen, she stepped out on the patio. Henny looked up. "Sweetie-bunch, you're home!" He put down a spatula that he'd been using to clean off the barbecue, and gave Felicity a hug.

"Hi, Dad. Playing baseball?"

"You know it, babe."

Henny was on a senior men's baseball team.

"Hey," Deirdre said. "What's this stuff?" She held up two large plastic shopping bags that she had gotten from the back of Felicity's car.

"It's luggage. I liked it so much I got two sets. Then I figured, what the hell do I need two sets of luggage for? So, take your pick."

Back in the kitchen, Felicity watched as Deirdre took out a brand new blue garment bag, and a carry-on case.

"Excellent!" Deirdre exclaimed. "Thanks."

"Okay, you owe me, kid."

"Cut it out, Felicity. I'll pay you back."

"Forget it. It's a gift. I'm just kidding."

Felicity was always acting like the big sister, eighteen months older, treating Deirdre like a little girl.

"Come on," she said to Deirdre. "Let's go to Bugsy's and meet some guys. You're buying."

"It's kind of late."

"What do you mean late," Henny said. "It's only nine o'clock."

"I got a flight to catch tomorrow morning," Deirdre said.

"I'll get you up," Felicity said.

"Yeah, right."

"Go ahead," Henny said. "I'll get you up-make breakfast for you."

"Well, okay."

"You sure, honey?" her mother said. "What time do you have to get up?"

"Four."

"Four?" her mother said. "You'll never make it."

"She can sleep on the plane," Felicity said. "We got to hang out a little before she goes."

"At Bugsy's?"

"Sure."

"You'll have to pack before you leave," her mother said.

So, Deirdre did, packing carefully all her things in the new luggage Felicity bought her.

"What are you doing in that bra?" Felicity said, watching Deirdre in the mirror, as she put on her lipstick.

"What do you mean?"

"Here," Felicity said. "Try this one."

She threw a tiny black bra through the air. Deirdre caught it in one hand. "Would you stop giving me stuff?"

"Come on, Deirdre. Don't be a freak."

It was one of those fashion push up bras. After changing into it, Deirdre had to admit, it was revealing, but is that what she wanted?

"Let's go," Felicity said. "You got to get up early."

Chapter 2

When they got home from Bugsy's (Felicity danced on the bar), they wobbled in the front door, worn out from teasing the local men folk.

"I'm going to cook some popcorn," Felicity said. "Want some?"

"No way," Deirdre said. "I got to get some sleep."

She went straight up to bed to set her alarm. It was a few minutes after midnight.

Now that Deirdre was using Felicity's room as her home office, their beds had been made into bunk beds. Deirdre was glad she got to bed first, since Felicity never seemed to want to agree on what she wanted, top or bottom bed. Deirdre had been sleeping on the bottom all along, so, as she hopped into bed, she hoped it wouldn't be an issue-and after all; she didn't have time to argue about it.

Chapter 3

Four hours later, the alarm rang, and Deirdre rushed off to the bathroom. She allotted herself fifteen minutes to get ready, and planned to shower once she arrived in Chicago.

Pulling on her dungarees in the dark, she couldn’t remember where she put her luggage. Looking around with the aid of the light from the hall, she found the new carry on bag on the floor, and the garment bag hung up on the top bunk.
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