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 The Vacation That
Wasn’t







by
Rebecca Milton


Martin
Kremslaw, Marty to his friends, which would be, well, me, went on
vacation. That’s the way the story should go; Marty went on
vacation. Then he returned and showed us pictures and then we all
moved on with our lives, poking at keyboards, going to board
meetings, serving on boards of directors, boards of inquiry...
Being bored. But that’s not how it went. Marty went on vacation.
Marty never came back.






I was Marty’s
friend. At work, at least. Not many seemed to notice him, bother
with him. He wasn’t stinky or obnoxious. He wasn’t a Star Fleet
Academy emblem wearing geek type. He was simply Marty. One of the
millions of people who trundle the planet being simple, quiet and
decent. Keeping to themselves. Stepping into the room when the
birthday cake is presented to a coworker, singing happy birthday.
Signing the card of condolence for the widow of a coworker, making
a donation to this or that charity when someone decided to walk for
a cure or bike for a reason. Just enough of a donation to be kind,
but not so much that you’d notice. Picking a name for the holiday
secret Santa, giving a decent gift, nothing too outrageous, nothing
that you’d want to re-gift or toss in the trash.






Marty did what
we all did, but, he did it quietly. He did it with an incredible
lack of show. No one thought him weird, no one thought him odd. No
one thought him dangerous, like the guy who was going to explode
one day and show up with rifles and start shooting everyone.






No one thought
him a pedophile, a closet homosexual, a spy, an alien. Basically,
no one thought of him. But, I did. I liked Marty. Believe me it
wasn’t pity. Marty didn’t exude that kind of personality. He didn’t
mope and snuffle. He was just... a guy. A quiet guy. An average
guy. Nothing special, nothing that you’d give a second thought to,
unless, like me, you gave him a second thought. I gave him this
second thought because... because... actually, I did because I did.
That’s the story, nothing more, nothing less. I gave Marty a second
thought.






“Good morning,
Madeline,” Marty would say to me each morning as I passed by his
cubicle. Simple, pleasant greeting. But, when you heard it, there
was a sincerity under it that people who just mechanically greet
you lack. When Marty said this to me, every morning for six years,
I heard it and it meant something to me.






Marty never
truncated it to “morning” or “hey” or whatever else others said
when they were greeting merely out of social pressure. When they
were in their own heads thinking about meetings, reports, affairs,
cholesterol or the hope that a swift death would free them from
this nightmare.






Marty said,
“Good morning, Madeline.” The “have a”, was implied in Marty’s
greeting. If you listened, really listened with ears and eyes and
fingers and heart, you could hear the underlying; have a, before
the good morning. I heard it. I heard it every day for six years.
Others did as well. Kevin in accounting heard it, I could tell. One
morning we were in the kitchen, Kevin heating oatmeal in the
microwave, me waiting for water to boil for my tea and Marty walked
in.






“Good morning,
Kevin,” he said, “good morning, Madeline.” I saw Kevin perk up, I
felt the perk in myself. The implied, the underlying; “have a
good”... morning, Kevin, “Have a good... morning, Madeline.” It was
there. It wasn’t a challenge rather, it was an encouragement. I
encourage you, Kevin and you, Madeline, to have a good morning.
Marty poured himself a cup of coffee, added a little sugar, a
little half and half, smiled, nodded and went on his way.






“He’s a good
guy,” Kevin said to me.






“I know,” I
said, “he really is.”






On the fifth
day of the third month in the sixth year, we were all gathered in
the large conference room and that day, Marty was given an award
for working with the company for six years and never missing a
single day of work. Not one. Not for a sickness, not for a funeral,
not for a “I just don’t want to go to work so I am staying home,”
day. He had not missed a single day of work in six years. He was
given a plaque, someone high up in the organization made a speech,
and they called him Mark.






Marty didn’t
notice or perhaps he did and didn’t care. He was the one getting
the award, his name was on the plaque, he was the one who had come
to work every day, five days a week for six years, not Mark so, he
was fine with it all. There was a cake, applause, some hand shakes,
back slaps, jokes about Marty having no life, all in good
humor.






We milled
around the room for a while, the man from high up in the
organization left, the rest of us stayed, because, the rest of us
didn’t want to go back to work. We had long stopped celebrating
Marty and his accomplishment, we were now just loitering and
avoiding. I stood by the table with the food and looked around the
room, I couldn’t see Marty.






I left and
wandered over to his cubicle. The rest of the office was empty,
almost everyone was in the large conference room or out smoking,
using the celebration for their own purposes. I found Marty in his
cubicle, working on his computer, his award propped up against the
wall at the foot of the filing cabinet. I knocked.







“Congratulations, Marty,” I said and he turned his chair so he
could face me. He smiled. He had such a calm, decent smile. “
That’s quite an achievement.”






“Yes,” he
said, a little sorrow in his voice, I think, “I guess it is.”






“All those
days,” I said, truly admiring his work ethic, “never missing one
because you were sick or anything.”






“I have been
lucky, my health has really held up.”






“So, apart
from vacation, you’ve just been here.” His smile waned a bit and he
turned back to his computer.






“I’ve never
taken a vacation,” he said and tapped a few keys.






“But, you have
vacation days, all this time with the company, you certainly have
vacation days.”







“Seventy-three,” he said, “I have seventy-three vacation days.” We
were silent for a moment.






“That’s a lot
of days, Marty,” I said, astounded, “why don’t you take a
vacation.” He stopped typing, thought for a moment and turned to
me.






“Where would I
go?” He asked this question with the most heart breaking earnest.
“What would I do?” It was then that Marty just opened up to me. We
had always been friendly but now, he was showing me something
deeper, something more personal.






“I have... ”
he started and then stopped. Took a breath and started again, “I
have no family, none, my parents are gone, I have no siblings, no
cousins or aunts or uncles, I have no family. I have no
friends.”






“I thought I
was your friend,” I said, not sure why.






“Did you?” he
asked. “I didn’t know that. I mean... I am pleased you think you’re
my friend and even more pleased if you think I am your friend.”






“I think of
you as a friend, Marty,” I said and I saw him bounce slightly in
his chair.






“I have had
friends,” he continued, “but the friendships have faded, ended.
Mostly my fault I would say, I didn’t tend to them the way I should
have.” He got quiet again. I waited, still, not wanting to break
this spell. “I’m... well, I’m not very good with people.” He went
on, “I like people, I truly do, I like people a lot but... I’m
just...” He went quiet.






“I
understand,” I said to him, because I really did.






“I know you
do,” he said and softly smiled at me. “So, a vacation, where would
I go and what would I do?”






“You would go
anywhere and do anything you’d like,” I told him, “you don’t have
worry about making plans for others, doing what others would like,
you can go where you want, do exactly what you want. Eat what you
want, drink what you want. Be, Marty, you can be whomever you want
to be.” I watched him take all this in, think about all of it,
really think about it.






“I like being
who I am,” he said, “but I wouldn’t mind being who I am... on a
beach in Hawaii.” He smiled and laughed, “That would be... grand.”
I loved his word choice, grand, no one but Marty could possibly get
away with that and he did.






“Then, Marty,
you should go and be yourself on a beach in Hawaii,” I told him. He
nodded. “Congrats again on the award.”






“Thank you,”
he said, looking down at it on the floor, “I’m proud of it and, I
am going to hang it up in my apartment when I get home. As soon as
I get home, I am going to.”






***






The following
week, Marty greeted me with the usual good morning. We sat a few
days and had lunch together. He never mentioned the vacation
discussion so I did not bring it up. I had sensed it brought him
some sorrow and I didn’t want to make him sad again. Then, on a
Thursday afternoon, Marty stood at the opening to my cubicle. I
looked up and saw him there.






“Hello, Marty,
nice to see you.” I meant it. I had been in meetings all morning
and had not seen him.






“You too, may
I show you something?” He stepped into my cubicle and placed
several brochures on my desk. “I’m going,” he said and pointed to
them.” I picked one up, it was a brochure laying out all the
amenities of a resort in Hawaii. “The big island,” he said, there
was excitement in his voice.”






He then told
me he went home that evening, after we had talked and he started to
plan. It took him a full two weeks to do it, to gather the
“gumption” as he called it, but once he had it, he called, he
emailed, he booked and now, he was going on vacation.






“This is
wonderful, Marty,” I said, stood up and hugged him. He hugged me
right back, which surprised me. I had expected, I don’t know why,
that he would shy from physical contact. He didn’t, he gave me a
good, strong hug. “When do you go?”






“I leave next
Friday, right after work. I take a cab from here to the airport, I
am on a seven-thirty flight to California and the from there to
Hawaii.” He was grinning wide, I was so happy for him.






“I am very
proud of you, Marty, and so excited for you.” We talked about the
resort, the cabana he booked right on the beach. He told me he had
been looking at pictures of Hawaiian sunsets and he couldn’t wait
to see one himself, in real life.






“This, I
believe,” he said, “is going to be a wonderful two weeks.” He spent
more than half an hour in my cubicle that day and then was shocked
when he looked at his watch. “Look at me,” he said, “jabbering away
and wasting our time. Sorry, but, thank you for listening. I’m not
sure why but having a friend to share this news with makes the trip
seem even better.”






I was filled
with such joy when he left and went back to his cubicle. I suddenly
realized that I was going to miss him, being gone for two whole
weeks. Then I thought, how wonderful it will be when he returns, to
see him again.






***






The following
Friday came very quickly it seemed. On the lunch break I tapped on
Marty’s cubicle and told him I was taking him to lunch. We went to
a little Chinese restaurant a block from the office, got a booth
and looked over the menu. I reached into my purse and took out a
small, brightly wrapped package and slid it across the table. Marty
was behind his menu and didn’t notice at first. He took his menu
down.






“I am going to
have the combo number two,” he said, “with hot and sour soup.” He
then saw the package. “What’s this?”






“That is a
going away gift, something you might want to have on your
vacation.”






He picked up
the box gingerly and unwrapped it, opened it and pulled out the
watch I had bought for him. It was a novelty watch. The face was
divided into quarters, from twelve to three it read; Eat, Sleep.
From three to six it said Party. From six to nine it said, no work.
From nine to twelve it said party. He looked at the watch and huge
smile broke out across his face. I was so pleased he liked it.






“Thank you,
Madeline,” he said, “I just love this.” He admired the watch all
through lunch and then we went back to the office. At five he was
standing at my cubicle. He held out his right wrist and showed me
the watch.






“I think it
may be party time,” he said and I laughed. “I’m off,” he told
me.






“Wait,” I
said, “I’ll walk you down.” So I gathered my things, Marty had a
suitcase and large duffle bag, conservatively packed for two weeks,
and we took the elevator down to the street. He told me a few more
details about the resort. A bar in the pool that you could swim up
to. He was more animated than I had ever seen him and I was so
happy for him.






“Here,” he
said, handing me a slip of paper, “this is my itinerary, I don’t
know why, I just thought you might like to know what I was
doing.”






I assured him
I did was very grateful that he gave it to me. The cab pulled up,
the driver loaded his bags in the trunk. “Well,” Marty said to me,
“here I go.” I hugged him and he hugged me and then, as I was
breaking away, I looked up to his face and he leaned down and
kissed me. My heart skipped a beat. I never imagined this scenario,
but now that it was happening, I realized I had wanted to for some
time. I kissed him back. “I hate that it took me leaving to find
the courage to do that,” he said.






“I don’t care
what it took,” I said, “I’m just glad you did it.” He was happy, I
was happy.






“I have to go
now,” he said, “I kissed you and now I have to go.”






“It’s okay,
Marty,” I told him, “I will be here. When you get back you can tell
me all about your vacation and... you can kiss me some more.”






He gave me
another hug another quick kiss, hopped into the cab and then, he
was off on vacation. I watched his cab get woven into the fabric of
yellow cabs that clotted the street, kept my eye on his cab for as
long as I could and then, I went home.






***






The night
before Mark David Chapman senselessly killed John Lennon, I fell
asleep with the T.V. on. As I came slowly out of sleep, part of my
brain pulled in the news reports and I assumed what had happened
was a dream. It wasn’t until I got to school and talked to people
that I realized the horrible dream was an even more horrible
reality.






The same thing
happened to me the morning of the plane crash. I woke, turned off
the T.V, believing that the story about the plane going down into
the Pacific Ocean was a dream, some fear generated nightmare that
my subconscious served up because I was so anxious about seeing
Marty again.






It wasn’t
until I heard the news report on the radio in the cab on the way to
work that I understood the truth. I heard the story, the flight
number and I pulled the slip of paper from my brief case. I read
the information and my heart sunk. I started to cry. The cabbie
asked if I was all right. I didn’t answer. I got to the office,
went upstairs and hurried, head down, to my cubicle. I checked the
internet. It was true, the plane had blown an engine and gone down
into the pacific, no survivors. I cried more. Finally, I pulled
myself together and went to Mr. Plimpton’s office. He was our boss.
I knocked on his door and he told me to come in.






“I am sure
you’ve heard the news,” I said to him, “I knew him well so, if you
don’t mind, I will organize something, a memorial for us here in
the office.” He stared at me for a moment.






“I’m sorry,”
he said.






“Thank
you.”






“No,” he said,
“you didn’t let me finish, I’m sorry, I have no idea what you’re
talking about.”






I was stunned.
How could he not know, Marty was a good, loyal employee. Maybe he
wasn’t a show boat or a party guy, but for God’s sake, he had just
been given a plaque for recognition of his work.






“Mr.
Plimpton,” I said, trying to be calm, “Marty Kremslaw is dead. He
was on the plane that crashed into the Pacific Ocean. He’s dead.”
His face contorted and I could see he was trying to make sense of
it. “Should we do something here, in the office for him?”






“Why? Marty
didn’t really work for us any longer.”






“What do you
mean,” I said, there had to be a mistake.






“Well,”
Plimpton said, “Marty gave his two week notice and last Friday was
his last day. He doesn’t work for us any longer. Nothing to be
done. It’s sad, of course, but, it’s no longer our concern.”






He went back
to the papers on his desk and I stood in stunned silence. After a
moment he looked up again, “Is there anything else?” he asked. I
just shook my head and stumbled out of the room. I went to Marty’s
cubicle and it was empty. Nothing of his, not that he kept many
personal items in it, everything was gone. I sat in his chair and I
cried. I wanted answers. I opened all his drawers and they were
empty. Nothing was left of him. He was truly gone from the
planet.






I went back to
my cubicle and tried to work, but, I was too distracted. No one was
mentioning Marty, I guessed that no one but me knew about his
vacation and no one but Plimpton knew he had left the job. I made
it through the work day and then went home. I sat in my apartment,
drinking wine, looking at the slip of paper with Marty’s flight
information on it. I wondered what would happen now. He had no
family, who would be notified, who would... I didn’t know... I
didn’t know what happened. Someone should know, someone should
acknowledge that Marty was gone.






***






In the
morning, I called the airline, told them I was Marty’s girlfriend
and waited. After being on hold for forty-five minutes a woman came
on.






“I’m so sorry,
ma’am,” she said, “but, from the flight registry, it appears that
your boyfriend didn’t actually get on the flight.” My heart
leapt.






“What are you
saying, how could he not get on the flight, he was going to
Hawaii.”






“Actually, he
wasn’t. He canceled his flight about an hour before he was set to
depart. I’m sorry to say we cannot refund that ticket money, he
waited too long.” I listened, not believing what I was hearing.






“Ma’am, ma’am,
are you still there?”






“Yes,” I said,
“thank you, don’t worry about the refund.”






I hung up the
phone. I got ready and went to work. I worked for the rest of the
week in a sort of fog. No one mentioned Marty. A slim, mousey woman
had taken over his cubicle. Life went on as usual. But not for me.
I realized that I didn’t have a phone number for him, an address,
nothing. He was just Marty who I saw in the office day in, day out
but knowing nothing about him.






***






On Friday
afternoon I took the elevator to the third floor and went to HR. I
asked the woman there if there was a file for Marty, I needed to
drop some things off at his place, a project we had worked on
before he left, some personal items he had left behind.






“I’m concerned
that he doesn’t know they are here,” I said, “I wouldn’t want him
to worry.”






“Well,
normally we don’t give out that kind of information,” she said,
“but, no one really seems to care about this guy, kinda breaks my
heart. Nice to have someone ask about him.” She checked her
computer, wrote something on a piece of paper and handed it to me.
“That’s is current address, hasn’t changed since he started here.”
I thanked her and left.






At home that
night I drank some wine and wondered what to do. Why wouldn’t he
get on the plane, why did he quit, what was going on with Marty
and, was it really any of my business? He didn’t tell me he was
quitting, he didn’t give any indication that he might not go on the
trip. If he wanted me to know anything, I assumed he would have
told me. I went to bed that evening troubled and sad.






***






Saturday
morning, as I sat at my kitchen table and drank my coffee. I made a
decision, I was going to go to Marty’s place. I finished my coffee,
showered and dressed. I took time choosing what to wear, a pretty
pair of panties and matching bra, a skirt, blouse and heels. I
checked my look in the mirror several times until I was satisfied.
Satisfied with what I didn’t know. I took the slip of paper, looked
at the address, went outside and walked down the street.






When I hit
Main Street I hailed a cab, gave the driver the address and fifteen
minutes later, I stepped out in front of a large, beautiful house.
I walked up the stairs and saw the house was divided into three
apartments. I looked for Marty’s name. He lived in apartment number
three. I tried the front door and it opened into a lovely, ornate
foyer. Apartment number one was on the first floor so I assumed
number three was the top floor.






I walked up
the large, wooded, thickly carpeted stair case to the third floor.
I stood in front of the door for a few minutes, wondering, hoping,
slightly worried. I took a breath and knocked. Nothing. I knocked
again. Nothing. I knocked one more time and heard nothing. I turned
from the door, deciding to leave, when the door opened. Marty
peeked his head out and smiled at me.






“You came,” he
said and threw the door open wide, “come in, please come in.”






“Marty,” I
said, “you’re here, you’re alive.” He nodded and I went into his
place. It was beautiful. The walls all had floor to ceiling book
shelves and they were filled, jammed with two inch thick, black
spined books. He walked me into the kitchen.






“Tea,” he
asked, “sit down, please be comfortable.” I sat and he made me a
cup of tea. He was smiling, very happy, bouncing around the
kitchen, I was in shock. “I am so happy you came,” he said as he
sat down across from me and placed cups of tea down.






“Marty, what’s
going on?” He chuckled and sighed. He took my hand and lead me out
to the living room. We stood in the middle of the room and he
gesture to the book shelves.






“OK, you have
a lot of books.”






“No,” he said,
“not books.”






He pulled a
few down off a shelf and handed them to me, the covers were black,
they were classic Moleskins. I opened one and saw his hand writing.
Pages and pages of his hand writing.






“Journals,” he
said, “ I have been writing in these journals for over twenty-five
years.” I looked around the shelves, there must have been a
thousand journals. As if he had read my mind he said, “Two thousand
six hundred and forty-six, to be exact.” I gasped. He took me back
to the kitchen.






“I don’t
understand Marty, you didn’t go to Hawaii.”






“Thank
goodness, I’d be fish food in the Pacific right now if I had.” He
laughed. “I know that sounds gruesome, but I could have been
killed.”






“I’m so glad
you weren’t.”






“Me too.”






“I’m still
confused, you quit your job. What’s going on? What happened to
you?”






He looked at
me closely and then, he took my hands in his.






“You happened
to me,” he said, “you happened. For six years you happened. Every
day I looked forward to seeing you, saying good morning, spending a
few moments with you. For six years I froze up when I wanted to ask
you out. I sat in silent sadness when I heard you talk about dates.
Six years.”






He rubbed my
hand, took one to his lips and kissed it. “I decided I couldn’t
take it any more. It hurt too much. When you came into my office
after they gave me the plaque,” he pointed to the wall outside the
kitchen door and the plaque hung there. “What you said about me
being anyone I wanted, it struck a chord. So, I thought, I’ll be a
new person, I will go to Hawaii and be a new person. That’s what I
wanted to be.” He got quiet, I could see he was having trouble. I
waited.






“Tell
me,Marty,” I said softly. He took a sip of tea.






“So, I quit,
because I wasn’t happy there, not really. I was happy seeing you,
but doing nothing about it, that wasn’t making me happy at
all.”






“I’m sorry,
Marty.”






“About what,”
he said, “you didn’t know, how could you know? Anyway, I quit, I
planned the vacation and just decided to go to Hawaii and... I
don’t know... disappear.”






My heart broke
for him. “Then,” he said, his eyes getting misty, “you kissed me. I
mean, maybe it was nothing to you, but when you kissed me, I
just... it changed everything. I didn’t want to disappear, I didn’t
want to go to Hawaii either. I hate flying, I’m not good at meeting
people so, I would have spent two weeks sitting in my cabana,
alone.”






“That doesn’t
sound like much fun,” I said and he laughed.






“No,” he
agreed, “then, I remembered what you said and the kiss and I knew
what I wanted to do. I wanted to come home, I wanted to look at the
all the journals and I wanted to write. I wanted to write books.
So, that’s what I am going to do. That’s what I am going to be,
Marty Kremslaw, writer.” He beamed, he glowed he was so happy. “I
didn’t really know any of this until I got to the airport. It
just... happened.”











“Why didn’t
you call me, tell me this?”






“I wanted to
leave it to chance, to fate. I knew when you got to work on Monday
you’d find out I was gone, I wanted to see what would happen from
there. No one has called me, no has missed me.”






“I did,” I
told him. “I was so crushed when I thought you had died.”






He pulled me
up out of the chair and kissed me. That sweet, sweet kiss. I kissed
him back and we stood in his kitchen making out like school kids.
It was glorious. Without a word, he took me into his bedroom and
undressed me slowly. He kissed my body with such tenderness it
almost made me cry. His touch was cooling and smooth.






He took his
time, ran his fingers over my whole body, seeing every inch of me.
The feeling was, at first, frightening, feeling that exposed, but
he sighed and appreciated me so much that I soon lost my fear. We
made love so slowly for hours. He fit inside me just perfectly. He
brought me to orgasm, it flowed through me and lasted for such a
long time. His fingers, his tongue, his lovely cock, all of him, he
was the perfect lover. I wondered why this hadn’t happened before.
I was glad it was happening now.






“That was so
wonderful,” I said as I lay with my head on his chest, “you are
so... perfect.” He said nothing but he got out of bed and left the
room. I waited a moment and when he didn’t return I went to find
him. He stood naked in the living room surveying the journals on
the shelves.






“I have so
many words, thoughts, dreams, hopes, stories... fantasies,” he said
and smiled at me. “I have some about you.”






He crossed the
room and wrapped me in his arms, kissed me. He pushed me against a
wall, looked in my eyes as his hand moved down my body and he
slipped two fingers inside my wet pussy. I gasped. His cock got
hard and he pressed it against my belly. He was thrusting his
fingers in me, his gentle side was somewhere else and he became
strong, passionate.






It took me by
surprise but, oh lord, I liked it. He turned me quickly and bent me
over. My hands pressed against the wall. His fingers dug into my
hips as he slammed his cock into me. It was thrilling, harsh,
wonderful. He held my hips and slammed himself into me again and
again. His hand slipped around me, found my clit and flicked it. I
spasmed. He kept going, pounding me, flicking my swollen clit.






“I’m going to
cum,” I screamed and he thrust into me harder, pinched my clit and
sent me flying over the edge. The floor dropped away and I was
floating on air, my body heaving, shaking, rolling with orgasm.






He suddenly
pulled himself out of me, sending a shock through my body. He
turned me, kissed me and pushed me down onto my knees. I looked up
at him, looked him in the eyes and kept looking at him as I took
his cock into my mouth and down my throat. His head dropped back,
his eye lids fluttered and I sucked him slow and deep.






When he was
ready, when he was close, he pulled out of my mouth and stroked his
cock. He let lose hot thick jets of cum all over my tits. It
splashed all over me and felt incredible. When he was done, when he
had no more left, he fell to his knees and kissed me deep and hard.
We leaned back against the wall, intertwined with each other and
fell asleep.



I stayed the
night. He read passages from his journals. His writing was
incredible. It was rich and detailed, it was funny and shocking. He
drew clear, compelling characters. Wove great tales. We made love,
read, made love, read. His words were food, his cock was life and I
was happy.






When his first
book was published, he dedicated it to me. His second book he
dedicated to fate. When his fourth book hit the shelves we picked
up a copy in the airport book store. He wasn’t able to get out of
the store without being recognized, without being seen. He signed
copies until the very last second before we had to board our
flight. We couldn’t miss this flight, after all, we were getting
married in Hawaii.

 


***













 The New
Neighbor







by
Victoria Lawson


“Who is
he?”






“The
guy next door?” Meera answered.






“Yeah?
He’s gorgeous.” Ruby peered outside eyeing the lean handsome figure
ordering the movers around.






Meera could feel Ruby’s
hormones racing. “He’s that guy, you know? The cool guy. The guy
who walks forward and never looks back. The guy in the black
leather jacket that you know spells trouble with every step he
takes. The guy with the ice cold eyes and a fixated look of
nonchalance. He’s the asshole.”






She smiled.
“He sounds iconic.” Giggling foolishly Ruby imagined how good in
bed he was.






“He
sounds like a world of trouble. He’s a jerk Ruby.”






“How
so? I mean, how do you actually know that Meera?”






“Years
of ex-boyfriends. Isn’t that proof enough? He’s just like the
rest.” Meera pulled her hair back into a ponytail. “Ruby, Jason
just texted me and said he was on his way. Will you get the
newspaper from the porch?






“Yup.
Hope he’s got the beer.” Ruby made her way to the door and upon
opening it she gasped.






“Oh
hi. Odd. I was just about to knock. You live here?” Luca
asked.






Ruby was
stunned into silence.






“Hello?” Luca snapped his fingers to get her attention. He
was instantly annoyed. Waving his hands in front of her face to get
her attention he heard a voice call out from inside the
house.






“Ruby,
can you bring me the cups from in there?” Meera yelled out from the
kitchen.






Ruby never answered and
after waiting a minute she turned off the water and yelled again,
“Ruby!!! The glasses! Bring them in here so I can wash
them!”






Ruby was still silent so
Meera walked back to the living room and saw why she hadn’t
answered.






The asshole. Meera shook
her head. Why was he at her door? She walked past Ruby whose face
was in a comfortable silence obviously enjoying the view. Upon
meeting his eyes she saw why Ruby was so enamored. A slick smile
spread across Ruby’s lips. “I’m sorry, she’s my best friend. I own
this place, what can I help you with?” Meera answered
coldly.






“She
slow or something?” Luca asked looking his next door neighbor up
and down.






“Or
something...” She shrugged. “Can I help you?






“Right. I just moved in next door. I’m Luca.” He reached out
to shake her hand.






“Meera.” She waved instead of shaking his hand. She cut his
eyes at him and he made no gestures about it. Staring at her with
those deep intense grey eyes she looked away.






“Right. Meera. Nice to meet you. I’m not sure how you feel
about noise past ten, but you don’t look too old so there shouldn’t
be any issues. I’ll have friends over from time to time. We’ll try
to keep it down. I can’t say the women will do the same,” Luca
nonchalantly informed her and walked away.






“Please do.” She yelled out. He ignored her. She slammed the
door. “See! A jerk! What did I tell you?”






Ruby swooned.
“Right...and you were such an angel to begin with?” Ruby jumped up
and opened the door trying to catch a glimpse of him. “God he is
gorgeous. If you don’t fuck him girl, I will!”






“Ruby!”






“Meera!” She turned around winking.






“Can
you NOT complicate this next door neighbor situation for me?!
Seriously! Keep it in your pants!” Meera recalled the previous
couple who lived in Luca’s house.






“Meera, first you’re not a prude yourself and second, I
didn’t even know the guy was married!” Ruby gathered the glasses
and took them to the kitchen sink.
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