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      Her hand shook slightly as she stuck the key into the lock and pulled open the door. What had she done? Only invested into her heart and soul. Abby Bugsly stepped inside, glancing around the narrow room. Four booths, two on either side, were lined up in military order, the black chairs appearing to salute her arrival.

      Abby tossed her keys on the curved desk that would meet customers. A collection of chairs was placed to the left with a round table in the center, sans magazines. Note to self: subscribe to magazines. She walked across the work floor to the back, noting the mirrors were perfect, nothing chipped. The stands attached to the wall underneath were in very good condition, which she had noticed when she inspected the property a week ago.

      As she passed the two black shampoo sinks on the right, she made note of the storage room to the left, and then a white washer and dryer. On the other side, behind the shampoo bowls, was the pedicure room, and behind that, the breakroom for employees. The salon was well laid out, although small. And clean. That was important. No one wanted to get a haircut or their nails done in a shabby salon.

      The downtown area had been on sorry times recently along Beach Street. Most of the building owners decided to place a new façade across all the businesses along the street and paint their buildings in different bright Florida colors. A good deal was promised on the rent for the first year to entice new businesses to occupy the buildings that were vacant. The rent was dirt cheap, so Abby had no problem with the price.

      Back at the front again, she eyed the wall beside the desk. That was where her licenses would be displayed. But before that action, she had to start placing orders for supplies. She couldn’t run a salon without hair color, shampoo and conditioner, and a multitude of other essentials. And employees. Abby pulled her cell from her purse, heaving that onto the desk. Some of the girls who used to work here were attempting to work from home she had been told. Abby had their numbers. Her intent was to contact each one to see if they had any interest in returning to the salon. She crossed her fingers and toes they were willing. She walked behind the desk and sat on the stool, preparing herself for a potential letdown, yet hopeful some were willing.

      Abby hadn’t lived in Daytona Beach, Florida, for several years. She’d had a stint at marriage and moved to Tampa. Moving to Tampa had been a disaster, along with the marriage. Daytona Beach was her hometown and where her heart was happiest. At first, she had stayed at a B&B that a friend of hers operated not far from the salon. Angie Barnes, now Forbes since her marriage, had offered her a room at a reduced rate until she found a place to live and landed a job. But when she discovered a salon among the cute shops along Beach Street, she decided to open her own. The bonus had been the availability of an apartment on the third floor of the same building. It didn’t get better than that, living above her business.

      “Hi, I’m Abby Bugsly and I am opening a salon on Beach Street, the one you worked at. I was given your name as someone who might be interested in returning.” Abby paused for a response.

      The woman at the other end of the conversation said she was pregnant and didn’t want to stand on her feet all day.

      “Oh, okay. Well, nice talking to you,” Abby said. She punched in the numbers for the next person, receiving another disappointing answer. “Okay, number three, here we go.”

      She repeated her name and asked to speak to Sonia, since a man answered. When Sonia got on the line, her English was quite broken, making the conversation strained.

      “Yes, I am located at the same salon you worked in. Uh-huh,” Abby said as she listened carefully to the woman speak. “Oh, you are? That’s wonderful. I plan to open in one week. Is that good for you?”

      Apparently one week was perfect for Sonia and she was excited to return to her old job.

      “Yippie!” Abby cried out loud. “I have one employee.” And that was it. No one else on the list was available or willing to return. Now what?

      Abby stuck her head out the door, looking both ways. She needed a cup of coffee. She locked the door and ventured down the street on a hunt to satisfy her craving. She glanced across the street at the fire station, followed by the yachts fastened to the dock. Such wealth! Way beyond her expectations. But the scene was nice to look at, and the breeze coming from the river was cool and refreshing.

      “Hey, there,” she heard and turned to see where the voice had come from.

      An older woman dressed in clothes reminiscent of the 1960s was standing by the door to the next shop. The name of the place was Memories. “You renting that place?” she asked with a poke of her thumb in the direction of the salon.

      “Yes, I am,” Abby answered. “I’m Abby Bugsly.”

      “Nice to meet you. I’m Bobbi Bell,” said the woman, coming closer. “This is my place. I sell everything that’s old, cutesy, and makes you feel nostalgic. And some antiques. Real ones, not knockoffs.“

      “How nice. I’m a hairdresser looking for work, so I ended up opening this place,” Abby said with a nod of her head toward her shop. “I need employees, though.”

      “I can put you in touch with someone. Her name’s Ivy Snooks. My niece.” Bobbi pulled out a pen and wrote the contact information on the back of her business card. “Real sweet kid.”

      “Thanks, I’ll call her.” Abby took the card, slipping it into her jeans. “I’m off for a cup of coffee.”

      “Two doors down is a deli. Coffee’s pretty good there.”

      “Okay, I’ll check it out.” She took a few steps, then turned toward the other woman. “Nice to know you, Bobbi.”

      Bobbi nodded her red curly head and smiled.

      Abby went inside and met some of the staff at the deli. Once she returned to her shop, she called the number Bobbi had given her. “Hi, yes, I’m Abby Bugsly. Your aunt gave me your number believing you were looking for a position in a salon.” She listened intently as the obviously young woman on the other end of the line got excited at the prospect of working for her. “Yes, tomorrow will be fine to meet. Right next door to your aunt’s place. Okay, goodbye.” Maybe she had two employees.
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        * * *

      

      Abby rose the next morning with a positive attitude, anticipating something good happening. This will be a good day, was her thought as she made her way to the kitchen. She poked the “on” button of the coffee maker, then did what she needed to do in the bathroom. Her kitchen ran into the living room, with a narrow hallway to the right where the bathroom was. The bedroom was across from there, with a smaller one next to the bathroom. She didn’t need the second bedroom, but it came with the apartment. Each room was spacious, yet the place had a cozy vibe. So far, she liked living here. The rent was good, and the neighborhood was decent. She hoped to make friends with some of the shopkeepers.

      She slipped on blue jeans and a blue tee, sliding her feet into brown sandals. That’s when she caught sight of her toes and realized she needed a pedicure. A salon owner couldn’t walk around with crummy feet. Bad advertising. Abby put on enough makeup to get by and pulled her blonde hair into a ponytail. After she stuck hoops into her ears, she eagerly poured a cup of coffee. A bagel with cream cheese was her breakfast. And coffee. Abby loved coffee. Then she went downstairs to her business. What a great commute!
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        * * *

      

      Later, when Ivy opened the door to the salon, Abby was surprised she looked so young.

      “You must be Ivy?”

      “Uh, yes, that’s me,” she said with a nervous smile.

      “I’m Abby. How old are you?”

      “Nineteen.”

      Abby quickly realized that Ivy couldn’t have much experience at that age. That meant she wouldn’t have a following, which was important for a salon. She handed the young woman a clipboard with an application attached. “Please fill this out, Ivy. You can sit over there.”

      She nodded toward the waiting area. While Ivy filled out the form, Abby wondered about the other applicant. Would she have a following? She hadn’t worked in this salon since it closed. Maybe she had kept her clientele by working from home. Abby could only hope.

      “I’m done, Miss Abby.” The chubby girl handed over the clipboard and waited while Abby glanced at the application. It didn’t take long because she didn’t have any work history. “Let’s sit down.” Abby moved to one of the chairs. Ivy sat across from her. “So, you just graduated from beauty school, I see. You have not had any experience in a salon, correct?”

      “No, ma’am.” Ivy started chewing her lower lip, looking wide-eyed and innocent. Her red hair was too bright to be her natural color. It was common for girls going through beauty school to mess around with color. She had experimented, too, back then. “But I worked at the school, doing heads. I cut, colored. I was pretty good doing feet and hands. I did perms, too, but that’s not my strong point.”

      “I don’t think it starts out as anyone’s strong suit. No worries.” Abby looked at her round face, so full of hope. Should she take a chance with this young woman? If she didn’t hire her, not only would she crush Ivy’s hopes, she would anger Bobbi in all likelihood. So much for a friendship there.

      “Here’s the deal: you have no experience outside of school. Few salons will hire you being fresh out.” Ivy’s face crashed. Abby thought she might cry. “But I will. I will take you on as my apprentice.”

      Ivy’s eyes bugged and she leaped to her feet, letting out a squeal of pleasure. Abby couldn’t help but smile over the reaction. “Thank you, Miss Abby. I’ll work hard.”

      “I know you will,” she said, rising and embracing the girl. “Can you start next week?”

      “I can start today.”

      Abby laughed. “Well, I don’t have anything for you to do yet. My supplies are on order, but when they come in, you can help me set up. And I’ll pay you. How’s that?”

      “Oh, that’s wonderful! I can’t wait.”

      Abby thought Ivy was going to jump up and down. “Okay, then. Go next door and give Bobbi the good news.”

      “Yes, ma’am.” Ivy grabbed her backpack and ran to see her aunt, slamming the door.

      Abby would have to get used to being called “ma’am.” And “Miss Abby”. When did she get so old? Apparently, to Ivy, forty-two was old.
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      Rose Tumbler entered the facility begrudgingly. She didn’t want to be here but was giving it a try. The homeless were encouraged to stay at the new shelter, but she rather liked sleeping outdoors, and that wasn’t because she was a health nut or the outdoorsy type. No one told her what to do or when to do it. She was free to do as she pleased. In here, everyone was your boss.

      “Any I.D.?” the stout woman asked from across the counter.

      “Yeah.” Rose pulled out her driver’s license from a jean pocket and slid it over the counter to the woman, who wrote information on a form attached to a clipboard.

      “This is your number. Don’t lose it,” she said, slapping down a laminated card in front of her. “You’ll be in the second cot by the windows. Over there,” she said, pointing in the proper direction. “The women’s bath is that way, and the kitchen is down there.” The woman continued to point.

      “When do we eat?” Rose asked. She hadn’t eaten all day, not that it was unusual.

      “Six. You’ll be evaluated in the morning. In the meantime, you can shower, eat dinner, and sleep here. Welcome!” Finally, she smiled, showing perfect teeth between her full lips.

      Rose gave her a suspicious look, then nodded back. “Thanks.”

      Rose walked toward the room with cots. It was a long room, painted an appealing shade of blue. After she found her assigned cot, she pushed the trash bag that contained everything in her world underneath. Another woman came behind her, claiming the third cot. Rose hesitated to look at her. You never knew how people were going to respond when you looked at them. She didn’t want any friends and she didn’t want trouble. Immediately, the woman started talking to herself and complaining. Rose suspected she was a little off in the head. Probably not on her meds. That was common behavior among the homeless. A plus-size and dirty woman with an attitude was no one Rose wanted to know. To avoid conversation, she left the area.

      “Rose?” The woman at the counter called to her. “Do you want to schedule your appointment for tomorrow?”

      “Sure.” She didn’t want an appointment. All she really had in mind was a shower, hot meal, and a safe place to sleep. Then she’d be gone. But at this place, you could only stay if you were in their program to be rehabilitated. Other homeless were camped just past the gate. Maybe that was what she should have done. But then she’d not been offered a shower.

      “Ten okay?” the woman asked.

      “Um, yeah.” She would have had breakfast by then and could make her escape. She gave the woman a slight smile, then moved to the showers.

      “Hi, honey, would you like a shower?” The woman speaking was robust in build and had a pleasant expression.

      Rose noticed her hair was pulled back in a low ponytail as she stood holding towels in her arms. “Yes, I would like that,” Rose said.

      “What size are you?” she asked, looking Rose up and down. “Don’t look no bigger than a minute.”

      “Six? I think.”

      “Take these,” she said, handing towels to her. “I’ll get some clothes for you. Pick a stall. Shampoo and soap are in there.”

      Rose turned to the second stall and started undressing. Pretty soon the woman returned with clean jeans, a shirt, a sweater for cold nights, socks, and underwear. She hung everything on a hook inside the stall.

      “You got everything you need?”

      “I think so.”

      “Take your time. Dinner isn’t till six.” She left Rose to shower alone.

      When the water cascaded over her head and body, Rose couldn’t help but let out a long sigh. She hadn’t had a shower since the one at the church downtown. That was a week ago, so she was rank. With her head sudsed up, she smiled over the pleasure of shampooing. The alluring scent of jasmine filtered into her nostrils. Such a trivial thing, but oh, such a wonderful experience.

      When she finished, Rose put on clean clothes that fit pretty well. She stepped out to look at herself in the mirror hung over the sink. There she found combs wrapped in plastic, so she combed the knots out of her long brown hair and slid the comb into her back pocket. She actually looked presentable. Toothpaste and brushes were provided, so Rose brushed her teeth, then grabbed the toothpaste and brush for another time. As she left, Rose flung the towels into a bin. She hadn’t felt this good since before she went homeless.

      There weren’t many women at the long table for dinner. Rose knew the shelter had only recently opened, so she thought that was the reason. Word hadn’t gotten around yet. And then there was the fact that some homeless had no interest in staying here, regardless of showers and food, plus a cot. The meal was simple, Beefaroni and a salad. Of course, there was bread, and apple pie for dessert. Everything smelled terrific the moment she sat on the bench. She always loved Italian food. The scent of basil and oregano lifted her spirits every time.

      When Rose returned to her assigned cot, she noticed the number one cot was occupied. Her desire was to avoid contact with any of the occupants, so she crawled into bed after removing her shirt and shoes. She chose to keep on the jeans in case she needed to make a quick escape, even though they were cumbersome under the covers. When Rose rolled on her side in the opposite direction of number three, she noticed the clean smell of the sheets under her nose. This was heaven. Rose went to sleep with a smile on her face.

      Around two in the morning, according to the big clock hanging on the wall, Rose was awakened by a skirmish—right over her. Apparently, while she’d been sleeping, number three and number one had gotten into an argument. Over what, it didn’t matter. All she knew was they were screaming and trying to slug each other while hovering dangerously above. She could see them grappling in the dim light and thought it was a matter of seconds before they collapsed on her.

      A large man, followed by a woman, came flying into the room, calling out to them by name, not number three or number one. Rose scrunched herself tighter into the fetal position as the man and woman attempted to separate the women, one on either side of the cot. Once parted, the women were escorted from the room. Rose sat up, looking down the row of cots on either side. Only four others were occupied.

      “Y’all almost got hit,” twanged one woman.

      Rose shook her head, then turned over for more sleep.
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        * * *

      

      In the morning, Rose cleaned up and had breakfast. A different woman at the desk saw her walking around and called out to her. “You Rose Tumbler?”

      “Yes.”

      “You have an appointment at ten with the counselor.”

      “I know.”

      “You’ll be there?”

      “Yes.”

      “Good for you.” She returned to a stack of papers on the counter.

      That was her cue to leave.

      Rose gathered her things, pushing the toothpaste and brush into her bag. She twirled the plastic thingy around the edge of the bag and hoisted it. Now, if she could sneak out without being seen …

      She peeked at the front desk and saw the new woman messing with papers. Rose kept her bag to the side of the door so the woman wouldn’t see it. She walked to the water cooler, retrieved a cup, and filled it with water. While she drank, Rose eyed her surroundings. The front door was too close to the front desk, so it wasn’t possible to escape unnoticed with that woman behind the counter.

      After several minutes, a tall nondescript man came from another room to speak to the woman. “I need you to verify what happened last night.”

      “Okay.” She left her post to follow the man back to the room. As soon as they were gone, Rose sprinted to the doorway, grabbed her trash bag, and was out the front door within seconds, marching past those who were camping outside the gates.

      “Where ya going?” one asked.

      “Back.”

      Rose made her way to the bus stop on Route 92 and waited for the next bus to roll by. She counted out some change for the fare. It wasn’t long before a bus stopped to give her a lift downtown. Once seated, she thought about the shelter. It was pleasant enough, but it wasn’t for her. She didn’t want to settle back into the real world. Not yet anyway. Maybe someday. For now, she wanted to return to Beach Street. That was where she lived. On the streets with other homeless people, nestled into a storefront during the night.
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      “How many times are you going to walk by and not stop in to say hi?”

      The voice came from Abby’s left side. She turned her head to see the sign that said Cat’s Meow, with a formative black woman standing underneath, dressed in a long caftan in varying shades of yellow and orange.

      “Oh, why hello. I didn’t notice you there.”

      “Are you blind, honey? I’m big and brightly dressed. Even that blind homeless man across the street can see me standing here,” she said with a smirk, then a laugh.

      “I, well, I was in a daze, I guess. Just thinking,” Abby said and smiled at the woman.

      “Come on in here,” she invited. Abby walked through her door.

      “Oh, my, look at you,” Abby said, glancing down to see a cat rubbing against her legs. He was a tabby with a loud purr. “Can I pet you?”

      “If you don’t, he’ll not be happy,” the woman said, adjusting her yellow turban with both hands.

      Abby reached out to pet the feline. “How’s the pretty boy?” The cat responded with louder purrs.

      “I’m Latisha Fairfax. I own this shop.”

      “Nice to meet you. I’m Abby Bugsly. I’m opening the salon a couple doors down,” she said, offering her hand to the woman.

      “Welcome to the neighborhood,” Latisha said, pulling Abby into an embrace. “I do hugs, not handshakes.”

      Abby was all but smothered within the folds of the large woman. After the embrace ended, Abby asked what Cat’s Meow was?

      “A little shop catering to cats and dogs, but mostly cats. I also hold adoption opportunities monthly. Do you have a fur-baby?”

      “Oh, no. I live alone.”

      “That’s really sad. No one should live alone.” Latisha pulled her head back to observe her more closely. Abby felt like she was being inspected. “I have three little ones that need a home. You’d be perfect for them.”

      “Three?” How could she go from none to three? “I-I don’t think so. It’s been a while since I had a cat. Or dog. Actually, I prefer dogs.” She didn’t really but thought that might dissuade Latisha in her pursuit.

      “Hmm. You look like a cat lover,” she said. “I know you love cats. I can feel it.”

      The way the woman’s eyes were boring into her, Abby felt like Latisha could read her mind. “Maybe one?”

      “One. Hmm. Follow me into the backroom.” Latisha led the way to the far reaches of the shop.

      Abby passed fluffy beds of varying sizes, shelves of bagged food, leashes for dogs and cats, several rows of toys, carriers, litter boxes and litter, and clothing. Latisha was well stocked for any conceivable need.

      Latisha pulled back a cloth curtain to reveal the stock room. And a litter of kittens. They became quite vocal after seeing humans arriving. One of them was solid black, another a red tabby, and the third looked like it was Siamese, but obviously not a purebred.

      “Oh, look at you,” Abby said, reaching for the Siamese. “I love Siamese cats. I’ve had several.”

      “Take her.”

      “It’s a her?”

      “Yes.”

      “And I prefer females.” Abby sighed. She knew she couldn’t walk away from this adorable kitten. She looked at Latisha as she cuddled the fuzzy creature closer. “You got a deal.”

      “You’re going to need some supplies,” Latisha said as she walked toward the front of the store. She grabbed a litter box as she passed by, and then a bag of litter from the next section. She returned down the aisle, snatching up a scoop, kitten food, two dishes, and a small ball. “This will get you started.”

      Abby looked at Latisha with anxiety. “I sure didn’t expect to do this today.”

      Latisha let out a loud, hearty laugh. “We never do.” She bagged the articles for Abby.

      “What do I owe you?” Abby asked, placing the kitten on the counter as she dug into her purse for a wallet.

      Latisha gave her a price, then slashed it in half. “And the kitten is free.”

      “Latisha, that is too generous. I should pay you the full amount.”

      “Nope. Not happening.” She gave Abby a toothy grin. “Welcome to the neighborhood.”

      Abby took the kitten and the supplies to her apartment. She stuffed the litter box into a corner of the bathroom, then poured litter in, and stashed the bag in the cabinet under the sink. Abby introduced the kitten to the litter box, then left it in the bathroom with the door closed. She didn’t want it getting into trouble or harm.

      As she arranged the cat food on a shelf and decided where to place the cat dishes, she asked herself what had possessed her to do such a thing? She didn’t need a pet. She had a business to run. But she wouldn’t be at the salon all day and night. There was plenty of time to spend with a kitten if she was being perfectly honest with herself. Besides, she didn’t have friends since she had left the area, she wasn’t in a relationship, so why not have a furry companion? Where was the harm?

      Abby put food and water in the bathroom for the kitten, then returned to the salon. Sonia was due for her interview. When she entered the shop, Abby’s first impression was of a gregarious woman.

      “Hola,” she said, waving her hand as she bounced in the door. Her hips were full under her jeans, her bosom more than ample in a snug red tee, and her overall fluid motion suggested a sensual woman.

      “Hi,” Abby said. “I’m Abby Bugsly.”

      “Hola, so pleased to meet you,” she said in a thick accent. “Ooh, it hasn’t changed,” she said as her eyes cast around the interior.

      “No, I thought it looked good as is, so I haven’t touched anything.”

      “Ah, no need,” she said with a wave of her hand.

      Abby moved to a chair. “Let’s sit down, okay?”

      Sonia sat across from her, as had Ivy. “Si.”

      Abby handed the clipboard with application to Sonia. “Please fill that out.”

      “Si.” Sonia began filling out the form. It didn’t take long before she handed the clipboard to Abby.

      Abby looked it over. “You have good credentials. I like that you have various skills, too. It’s good to be diversified when business is slow.”

      “Ah, si. I like to do many things.” Sonia sat erect with a smile on her face. Good posture. Pretty lady. The men will like her.

      “I think you will be an asset to the salon,” Abby said with sincerity. “I plan to open next week. Is that okay with your schedule?”

      “Si, gracias. I can let my clients know where to come.”

      “Perfect!” Abby had to ask a couple personal questions. “Are you married? Children?”

      “No married. Divorced. Two children, but grown,” she said, nodding her head. “You?”

      “I’m divorced, too. No children, just a kitten.” She chuckled. “That I actually acquired today. Do you know Latisha?”

      “Si, two doors down. I know.”

      “Somehow I got talked into taking a kitten.”

      “Umm. Anyone else working here?” she asked abruptly.

      “Other than myself, a sweet young woman fresh out of beauty school. Her name is Ivy.”

      Sonia rolled her eyes. “Oy.”

      “I know, but I felt compelled to give her a start.” She felt the need to explain.

      Sonia raised both hands and bent them toward Abby at the wrist. “Your business.” She stood to leave. “Adios.” And walked to the door, hips swaying. “See you next week.”

      After the door shut, Abby sat back in the chair. Obviously, Sonia did not approve of her hiring Ivy, a newbie. Well, the poor girl had to start somewhere. A bang at the door interrupted her thoughts, then a man carrying two boxes burst in.

      “You Goldilocks?” he asked.

      The question made her grin. “Well, yes and no. Goldilocks is the name of the salon, not me.”

      “Oh, sure. Where you want these?”

      “Just toward the back,” she said, waving her hand in the direction. “Leave everything on the floor, please.”

      The man laid the boxes down, then went back outside for more. When he was done bringing in boxes, he bid her a good day and left. Now, she had to unpack all the supplies and find everything a home. Abby reached into her pocket to pull out her phone. She dialed Ivy.

      “Hi, Ivy. Can you come in tomorrow to help unload supplies?” Ivy answered yes, she would be there. “Wonderful. See you tomorrow.”

      Abby locked the salon and went upstairs to her apartment. After all, she had a little one to care for now. When she entered, Abby could hear the kitten squealing for attention. She opened the bathroom door, scooping the cream-colored feline into her arms. Barely was there any indication of color on the ears or tail yet, with no color on the face. Only big blue eyes stared at her.

      “Oh, precious one. Don’t cry. Mama’s here now. Yes, I’m your new mommy,” she said as she sat on the couch. The kitten purred like crazy and nuzzled into Abby’s chest. “What am I going to name you?”

      Many names entered her mind, but none stuck as being the right one. She couldn’t tell by the absence of color if this was a chocolate or seal-point influence. Siamese didn’t develop color on the tips until later, many not coming into full color until they were almost two years old. But because the kitten was showing a tiny bit of color at such a young age, it gave her the clue it might be seal point since they are darker.

      “I’m going with you being seal point. So, I’m going to name you Seely.”

      The kitten made a “purp” sound, which Abby took as her agreement with the choice.

      “Seely it is. Welcome home, Seely.”
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      Abby rolled over in bed, smacking her lips together. She discovered something stuck to her lip balm. Her fingers dislodged some hair. That’s when she discovered Seely sleeping on the pillow, inches from her face.

      “Bleh, hair. Your hair.”

      The kitten raised its head, looking at her with love in its blue eyes. “Purp.”

      “Purp yourself. Who said you could share my pillow?” Abby rolled onto her back. It had been some years since she had slept with a kitten. “Get used to the hair,” she told herself.

      This morning, Abby’s usual routine was altered by Seely’s arrival. The first thing she did was carry the kitten to the litter box and deposit her inside. Kittens were easy to train, but a little reinforcement never hurt. After all, she’d only been here one day. Then Abby did her normal bathroom duties. After, she walked to the kitchen to make coffee, with Seely following close behind. She prepared the coffeemaker and turned her attention to the feline, rubbing her ankles.

      “I’ll bet you’re hungry. Okay, here comes breakfast.” Abby gave her a dollop of soft kitten food, then changed the water in her dish.

      While the kitten ate and the coffee perked, she got herself ready for the day. Before leaving, she fixed herself yogurt with strawberries and toast.

      Abby arrived intentionally earlier than she expected Ivy so she could get an idea where she wanted to display retail items and supplies. By the time Ivy arrived, she had opened all the boxes so she could see the contents.

      “Hey,” Ivy said from behind Abby.

      “Oh! I didn’t hear you come in,” Abby said, turning from the box flaps she was spreading. “I need to get a bell to announce clients arriving.”

      “Good idea,” Ivy said with a slight smile. “What do you want me to do?”

      “See those containers on the counter above the shampoo bowls? Fill the white ones with shampoo, and the black ones with conditioner. The jugs are in those two boxes,” she said, pointing at four boxes, each containing four jugs of shampoo or conditioner.

      “Yes, ma’am.” There is that word again: ma’am.

      “You can call me Abby. You don’t need to call me ma’am.”

      “Yes, ma’am, I mean, uh, Abby.” She giggled.

      Abby smiled to herself. At least the girl was respectful. “I’m going to furnish the display case. All these retail items need to be suggested to your clients. When you finish a shampoo, for instance, suggest they might want to purchase the shampoo and conditioner you just used.”

      “I see.”

      “When you style the hair, suggest whatever product you use.”

      “Okay.”

      “But not during every visit. Just do it at first, then periodically ask if they need any products,” Abby said as she placed bottles and tubes on the glass shelving. She stood back to see if it looked inviting. “During the holidays, we’ll have specials. And I’ll sell you anything you like at a discount.”

      “Oh, that sounds good,” Ivy said, tightening the pump applicator on a black container.

      “Do you know how to clean a pedicure machine?” Abby asked.

      “Yes, they taught us.”

      “Good. When you’re done there, go into the pedi room, and clean the machines. It’s hard to know when they were last used. I hope they still work.”

      Despite her concern and the long period of nonuse, the pedi machines both sprang into service. Ivy and Abby completed arranging the supplies in the supply room, wiped down the washer and dryer and the tables and stations for the hairdressers, then stood back to look at their work.

      “I think we did a good job, don’t you?” Abby asked, hands on her hips.

      “Yes. It looks really nice.” Ivy looked pleased with herself, her eyes smiling.

      “It won’t be long now till we open.”

      “I’m telling my friends to come in.”

      “Oh, good idea. We need the business. Now, if my sign arrives soon, that will help a lot.” Abby threw her arm around Ivy’s shoulders. “You’re going to do just fine.”

      “Thank you. I’ll try really hard,” she answered, looking so sincere.

      “I know you will.” Abby liked Ivy. She was not sorry to take her on. “Let’s go down the street and grab a bite. My treat.”

      “Okay. That would be nice.”

      The two sauntered to the small deli on the corner. As they passed Memories, both waved at Billi, and she waved back from inside her store. Next was Cat’s Meow. They waved at Latisha, and she threw kisses at them. Dress 4 Success was the next shop, but Abby hadn’t met the owner yet. Domino’s Deli was the last business on the block heading south. They walked in and took a seat. A young female server came over with water and utensils. She gave them menus and left.

      “Have you eaten here before?” asked Abby.

      “No, ma’am.”

      “Me either, except for coffee. The Greek salad sounds good to me. We could split a large one?”

      “I’d like that. Let’s do it.” Ivy looked content to be sitting in a restaurant, looking around at the Italian-styled décor. She had such an innocent face, all pink and wide-eyed.

      The server came over to take their orders and left again.

      Abby wanted to know more about her new employee. “So, tell me, Ivy, are you still living at home?”

      “Yes. With my mom. My dad left five years ago.”

      “That must have been hard on both of you.”

      “It was. Mom was really angry at him. He left us with only my mom’s income, which wasn’t much, so she had to get a second job.” Ivy said everything thoughtfully, not looking directly at Abby. “She was always mad. Especially at me, like I had something to do with him leaving.” She shrugged. “He yelled a lot, cussed. I didn’t think he was a nice man. Him leaving was all right with me. But not her.”

      “Oh.” Usually, children didn’t like a parent to leave. “It sounds like your mother took her anger out on you.”

      “Yes. She surely did that,” Ivy said with a sigh. “So, working will be nice, so I can stay away.”

      Abby suggested a way out. “Maybe you can save your money for your own apartment? Or get a roommate?”

      “Mom wants me to turn over my paycheck to her so she can quit her second job.” Ivy’s expression clearly showed her discontent with that idea.

      Abby did not comment. This wasn’t her business. However, she didn’t agree with the mother. Ivy’s money was her money to do with as she pleased. Maybe pay her mother for rent and food, but not turn over the entire paycheck. That just felt wrong.

      The server brought over one large Greek salad and two plates. Dividing a portion to their plates, they dug into the savory smells of oil, garlic, and cheese.

      “This is delicious,” Ivy said through her chewing, crunching a crouton. “Heavenly.”

      Abby grinned. She was glad Ivy was enjoying the salad so much.

      “Are you married?” Ivy asked.

      “No. I’m divorced.”

      “Dating?”

      “Nope. Not dating either.”

      “You’re so pretty. Are you picky?” Apparently, she couldn’t understand why Abby wasn’t dating.

      Abby chuckled. “I’m discerning, but I wouldn’t say I’m picky. I just got back in town after being away for a few years, so I haven’t met many people yet.”

      “Oh. You’ll get a date soon. The pretty ones always do,” she said. It sounded like she was speaking from experience.

      “Are you dating anyone?”

      “No. I haven’t dated much. I’m not pretty.”

      “I wouldn’t say that. You have beautiful blue eyes, and your hair accentuates them.” Ivy’s only problem was that she still had baby fat clinging to her bones. Minus that, she’d be an attractive young woman. “Besides, you’re young; you have plenty of time to date.” Abby shot her an encouraging smile. “I’ll work with you on your makeup, if you like.”

      “Awesome! I’d like that. I don’t think I’m very good at makeup. Not yet.”

      “After we open, we’ll do a makeover. How’s that?”

      “Great!”
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      The lettering for Goldilocks’ Salon glowed in shades of blue and gold above the entrance. Abby placed an open sign in the picture window beside the front door. Behind the other picture window, on the opposite side, were hair products for sale.

      “We’re ready for business,” Abby said, looking from Ivy to Sonia.

      “Si, I have customers coming today,” Sonia said with a flourish of both hands. She cocked her hip in anticipation, her gold pants tightly gripping her body.

      Each of the ladies had placed their personal styling equipment at their station. Ivy looked excited, while Sonia was impatient to get on with things. The first person in the door was one of Sonia’s clients. She immediately went into animated conversation, escorting the client to her chair. Apparently, the client spoke Spanish because they both slid into a loud discussion, using words neither Ivy nor Abby understood.

      Two men walked in next. Both were slender and tall, with clean-shaven faces and close haircuts. They were wearing sandals.

      “May I help you?” Abby asked.

      “Yes, we both want a pedicure,” one said.

      Abby looked at Ivy and raised her brows.

      “I can do that.”

      Abby nodded at the young woman, and she sprang into action.

      “Follow me, gentlemen,” Ivy said, leading the way to the pedi room.

      The morning dragged on because every woman who entered had an appointment with Sonia. “Lucky Sonia,” Abby thought. Where are the walk-ins? Such a prime location should attract people.

      The two men Ivy had been working on came from the pedi room wearing smiles. Abby looked at their feet as discreetly as she could. Their feet looked very good to her. As they left, one turned around and announced they would be back in a couple weeks.

      Abby looked approvingly at Ivy. “Hey, your first regular clients! Good job.”

      Ivy smiled broadly. “They tipped good, too.” She held up two ten-dollar bills.

      “Excellent!” Abby knew the men probably wouldn’t tip that well every time. She felt they were being kind to a young girl starting out, which was nice of them.

      Abby heard the new bell jingle and turned to see a woman with hair as white as white could be, pulled into a French twist. The purse hanging from her wrist was leather and a designer brand for sure. “May I help you?”

      “I’d like my hair washed and styled like this,” she said, indicating with her hand the current updo.

      “Of course, come right this way,” Abby said. She led the older woman to a shampoo chair.

      “Are you sure you can handle a French twist?” the woman asked.

      “Quite certain.”

      “Because some can’t get it tight enough so it stays in place a full week,” she said as Abby fastened a cape over her clothing.

      “Not a problem. I’ve done many French twists. I’m Abby, the owner of this salon,” she said as the woman lowered her head into the cutout section of the bowl.

      “I’m Mrs. York. If you do a good job, I’ll be a regular,” the woman stated, closing her eyes as the water gushed over her head. “My girl died suddenly, and I didn’t want to go all the way to the mall to find another stylist. I saw your sign and took a chance.”

      As Abby ran her fingertips over the woman’s scalp, building suds, she knew she had a customer. French twists were her specialty for the older crowd. Never had she had a displeased client. Abby smiled as she worked.

      As the day wore on, quite a few women discovered her salon had opened. Some came in for a business card so they could call for an appointment later, others requested immediate service. One particular woman caused a stir when she entered. She was quite tall and like a beacon with bright red hair piled up on top. She peered around and spotted Abby.

      “You look like you’re in charge,” she said.

      “Yes, I’m the owner. My name is Abby.”

      “I’m Ruby Moskowitz. I live in a condo on the beach side, and I used to come here to see Janet.”

      “Oh, yes, Janet. I’m sorry, but she doesn’t work here anymore. She’s pregnant.”

      “Oh, too bad. Well, you know what I mean,” Ruby said. “Are you available?”

      “Soon as I finish this lady,” she said, indicating the woman in her chair. “Just have a seat over there.”

      Ruby walked to a vacant chair, folding herself into it. Ivy and Abby exchanged looks without saying a word. She appeared ancient, judging by the jowls and wrinkles on her face, yet walked like a model. When Abby finished her client, she asked Ruby to come over to her chair.

      “Oh, my bones,” Ruby said as she sat back in the chair. “I guess at ninety-four I should just be glad to be alive.”

      “You’re ninety-four?” Abby asked.

      “Yes, dear. And I got married this year, but I’m not telling you how many marriages that makes.”

      Ivy caught herself before she giggled out loud.

      “You certainly hold yourself well,” Abby said, flattering the client.

      “It’s all in the attitude.”

      “What do you want me to do to your hair?” Abby asked.

      “More of the same. Just wash it and put it back to normal.”

      “Will do.” She began to dismantle the stack of hair in her hands.

      For their first day open, Abby was pleased with her success, as was Ivy. The young woman smiled from ear to ear as she counted her tips after they closed.

      “I can’t believe I made this much in tips!”

      “You did a good job for your first day in a salon. I’ll work with you on some tricks when doing haircuts.”

      “I’d appreciate that, Miss Abby.” The glow warming her full face reinforced Abby’s decision to hire a newbie. Ivy was eager to learn and had basic talent. It would be a pleasure to share her years of experience with this young woman.

      “I done,” Sonia announced, ruffling up her hair with both hands. “Ah, my hair a mess. Needs a cut.”

      “I’ll cut your hair for you, Sonia,” Ivy volunteered sweetly.

      Sonia gave her a horrified expression, obviously not wanting a novice to touch her locks. “No, dear. I cut my hair.” She spun away to the supply room.

      Abby looked at Ivy. “Most hairstylists are particular about their hair. She’s one of them.”

      Ivy nodded her understanding.

      When Sonia came out of the supply room, she carried her purse and her expensive blow dryer. “Mañana.”

      They said goodbye to Sonia. Abby looked at Ivy. “Why don’t you go home? You’ve had a good first day. Go rest.”

      Ivy smiled brightly. “Okay. Mama will be surprised to see me.”

      “Tell her what a good job you did for your first day.”

      “I will. Thank you, Miss Abby.” The appreciation shone in her eyes as she turned toward the supply room.

      Abby began counting out the cash in the drawer and balanced the credit card figures with the register’s sales receipts. After Ivy left, she went to the door to lock up and saw a homeless woman standing outside. She was dressed in shorts and a tee, typical Florida clothing, and carried a blanket over one arm and a garbage bag in the other hand. Her brown hair hung limply past her shoulders. The woman appeared younger than she, and probably would be attractive with a decent haircut.

      Abby raised her hand and nodded. The woman smiled back cautiously, then walked on. Interesting. She couldn’t explain why she felt an attraction to this homeless woman. There was something about her, as if she had known her at some time in her life. Was that even possible? Abby knew homeless people traveled to Florida from other states, especially during the colder months. This woman could be from Anywhere, USA. Yet she was familiar.

      After placing the money in a bank bag, Abby gathered her purse and walked upstairs to her apartment. She noticed a man in a uniform entering the back apartment before she reached the landing. She wasn’t sure what the uniform represented, but she thought it might be worn by a fireman. Abby didn’t get a good look before he was inside. All she could say if asked to describe him was that he was tall with blonde hair, well built, and wore a dark blue uniform.

      Seely met her at the door, meowing a greeting.

      “My little munchkin,” Abby said, leaning over to pet the kitten. “You came to mama to say hi? Precious little girl.” And the motor started loudly; the kitten’s purring was on high drive.

      Abby picked up the kitten and walked into the kitchen, slinging her purse toward the couch, and then the bank bag. “Dinner? Is it dinner time?”

      She fixed the kitten a meal, then took the purse and bank bag into her bedroom while Seely ate. Next, she scooped the litter box, the fumes making her turn her head away. “Ugh.”

      By the time she came back to the kitchen, Seely was finished with dinner and wanted attention, so she climbed up Abby’s jeans, her tiny, piercing claws easily penetrating the fabric. “Yikes! Easy! Ow!”

      Abby snatched her away from her thigh, enfolding her little body into her arms. “I don’t believe in declawing, it’s cruel, but I know why people do it. Owie. Let’s not do that on my furniture, okay?” She placed Seely on one of the three bar stools next to the tall counter that separated the kitchen from the living room so she could make herself dinner. A bag of premixed salad seemed like a good idea, with a chicken breast sliced on top. She popped the chicken into the microwave, appreciating the convenience it provided. When the chicken was cooked, she sliced it over the salad and poured on ranch dressing. As she sat beside Seely, she ate dinner and thought about her circumstances.

      She had to return to Daytona Beach. She hadn’t enjoyed living in Tampa. Too much traffic, too busy, and always hotter than here. Besides, she was born in Daytona Beach. Even though both her parents were gone, it was preferable to live here than anywhere near her ex-husband. She couldn’t stomach that idea. She had spent far too many years in a tortured marriage. Enough was enough. After she left him, she had tried to avoid a chance run in, which had proven difficult, so she escaped to Daytona Beach. Heaven on earth for her. If she never saw her drunken husband again, she would rejoice. Any love she held for him had dissolved with the flow of whiskey.

      Her parents had brought Abby up right, taking her to church, Sunday school, vacation Bible school, the whole works. She lived a good life—a life filled with service and helping others—until she met the smooth-talking Eric Straus. He had completely swept her off her feet. She remembered the promises he had made, the stories he’d told her about how successful he was.

      None of it had been true.

      He’d lied in the beginning of their relationship and all the way to the end. Abby came to the conclusion that he was a pathological liar. He lived to lie. There was no hope for their marriage. So, even though she didn’t believe in divorce, she’d found herself in a situation where she had no choice. The only bright side in their marriage had been their inability to have children. She didn’t want to bring children into such a negative marriage or have them go through their parents’ divorce. So, it had turned out to be a blessing that Eric was incapable of fathering children as a result of his drinking.

      Abby looked down at the furry feline that had decided to climb up her shirt. “No, no, not a good idea.” She removed her from the shirt, bringing her around to cuddle. “It’s just you and me, Seely.”

      Abby was an only child, and both her parents were gone. Since there were no other living relatives, her statement to the kitten was quite accurate. Everything had suddenly changed in her life the night she had gone to dinner with her parents to one of their favorite seafood restaurants. On the ride home, their vehicle had been involved in a terrible accident.

      She shuddered at the memory of the mangled mess she’d viewed from the police cruiser. The front end, so twisted and smashed, had been struck by a semitruck going the wrong way on the bridge. The only saving grace was the slow speed the vehicles had been traveling, which saved Abby because she was riding in the backseat. She’d been untouched, but her parents were pronounced dead at the scene. She’d been twenty-two at the time.

      Tears gathered in her eyes over the saddest memory she carried. “Just you and me.”
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      Abby had almost reached the entrance to the deli when a blonde woman came out of a shop called Dress 4 Success. A slender figure dressed in black, she was very attractive, with hair that bounced around her shoulders. Abby smiled at her.

      “Hey, I know who you are,” the woman declared, pointing at Abby. “You just opened that salon, didn’t you?”

      “Yes, I did. Are you the owner here?” They were both walking in the same direction.

      “Yes, this is my place. Let’s get coffee and go inside. I’ll show you around,” the blonde said. “My name is Hillary Loughty.”

      “I’m Abby Bugsly,” she said, stepping into the deli after Hillary opened the door.

      “Two coffees,” Hillary told the server behind the counter. “My treat,” she said, turning to Abby.

      “Thank you.”

      The server handed over the coffees.

      “Sugar, sweetener, cream, whatever you want.” Hillary pointed a red fingernail to the right side of the counter, where all the items she mentioned were displayed.

      They added their preferences, snapped the covers closed, and left with their drinks. Again, Hillary held the door for Abby as they entered Dress 4 Success. Abby took a sweeping look around. She saw racks of clothing of every description; pants hung together, blouses and casual tops hung separately, and dresses filled the entire length of the right-side wall. Shoes were displayed farther down, as well as undergarments. At the left front area was a sparkly display of jewelry.

      “You are well stocked,” Abby said, genuinely impressed.

      “The people I cater to usually have very little to wear that is acceptable for job interviews and to wear once they land a job. I supply everything they need from jewelry to underwear. And I give them all my personal styling advice.” Her red lips smiled, insinuating she had expertise in that area.

      “That’s a wonderful service you provide.”

      “I like to think so. The women need help getting back on their feet again after a divorce, or possibly having run from a nasty domestic situation,” she said, sipping her coffee. “Local agencies help fund the operation and I accept donations.”

      “I am glad such a service is available. My heart goes out to women in need.” Abby couldn’t help but think of the homeless woman she saw the previous evening. “I have seen some homeless people around this area.”

      “Um, yes, we have a few. Most stay out near the jail, at a shelter. Others prefer to sleep in alleys or anything vacant.” She shuddered. “Can’t imagine living like that.”

      “Me either. All of them come from somewhere. I can’t help but wonder what their stories are … what horrible circumstance brought them to the street.” Abby shook her head.

      Changing the subject, Hillary asked, “And where are you from?”

      “Right here in Daytona Beach. I’ve been living in Tampa for a while, but after my divorce, I wanted to return to what I know.” Abby took several sips of coffee.

      “I’m from New York State, but I love it here. No snow to deal with. But the humidity is a killer. Wrecks the hair.” Hillary gave a slight smile before she continued. “I’m divorced, too, and decided that I didn’t have to live in the cold anymore. I don’t have children, so why not go someplace that is a vacation destination? So, I picked up and moved to Florida. I’ve been here five years.”

      “Good for you,” Abby said. “It looks like you’ve done well for yourself.”

      “Oh, I’m not rolling in it, but I’m comfortable enough. And I’m happy.”

      “Well, that’s everything, in my opinion.”

      “Yes, it really is.”

      “I’ve enjoyed our chat and becoming acquainted, but I need to get over to the salon,” Abby said as she stood. “We’ll have to eat out sometime soon.”

      “That would be great. Bye, Abby.”

      When she returned to the salon, Ivy was busy washing hair and Sonia was cutting hair. Everything looked peaceful and under control. Her appointment with Mrs. York was in a few minutes. She sat in the customer’s chair, smelling the wafting shampoo and hair product scents.

      “Abby,” Sonia said, “I walk by the shop before you open. There was a woman sleeping at the entrance.”

      “Really?”

      “I see her around sometimes. She homeless.” Sonia kept snipping.

      Abby wondered if this was the woman she had waved to.

      “You not let the homeless do that, right?”

      Abby didn’t know how to answer, and then Mrs. York entered, looking flustered.

      “Hi, Mrs. York,” Abby said, getting out of the chair.

      “Yes, hello to you, too.” The older woman sat in the chair stiffly. “I have a crick in my neck.” She rubbed her neck.

      “Oh, dear, that’s not good. I have a remedy.” Abby went to the pedi room and pulled out one of the hot towels they used for pedicures, then wrapped it around the woman’s neck. “Why don’t you rest for a few minutes before we get started?”

      “Oh, that feels good. Yes, I’ll just sit here and close my eyes.”

      Abby left her alone.

      When she returned, Mrs. York was in better spirits, especially after Abby gave her a treat by massaging her neck. A trip to the shampoo bowl followed, then back to Abby’s chair. Mrs. York gave Abby a big smile. “You are a gem. The pain is gone, thanks to you.”

      “I’m so glad. Now, just relax into the chair while I fix your hair.”

      The rest of the day ran smoothly, with Abby solving all the problems that came along.

      “Are you leaving early?” Abby asked, seeing Sonia packing up her station.

      “Si. I have mucho date. Appointments done.”

      “That’s nice.” Abby hadn’t been on a date since she left Eric, and that was almost a year ago.

      “I have a date, too,” Ivy announced with a big smile.

      “Really? Well, that is nice.”

      “We went to the same college.”

      “Daytona State?”

      “Yes. He was studying computer maintenance while I was doing beauty school.” Ivy was holding her backpack, obviously planning to leave right after Sonia. “I didn’t think he liked me then. But I guess he did … or does now.”

      “That’s great. Have a good time,” Abby said, really meaning it. The girl deserved to have a boyfriend. It didn’t appear she’d had one before. She needed to grow up and not be under her mother’s thumb. “What did your mother say?”

      “She doesn’t know. And I don’t plan to tell her,” Ivy said, looking slightly defiant. “She’d tell me I can’t go. So, I’m not telling her.”

      “I see. Where does she think you’re going?”

      “Over to a friend’s house.”

      Abby hesitated to advise the girl. It wasn’t her business, after all. But put in the mother’s shoes, she would want to know where her daughter was. “Don’t you think you should let your mother know? If something happened to you, she should know where you are.”

      “Nah. Nothing’s going to happen. And she’d stop me from going. I can’t tell her.”

      Abby put her two hands in the air in surrender mode. “Whatever you think best. You are an adult.”

      “Yes, but my mother doesn’t treat me like one.”

      Abby understood the look of determination on Ivy’s face. “Have a good time.”

      “Oh, I will.” Her blue eyes sparkled with excitement.

      Abby said a silent prayer for Ivy’s protection.

      After closing the salon, Abby walked by Memories and glanced in to see if Bobbi was inside. She saw the woman wave and beckon her to come in.

      “I wondered if you were open,” Abby said, poking in her head.

      “I’m really closed, I haven’t gotten over there to turn the sign around,” Bobbi said, standing behind her register. “Would you mind?”

      “Of course.” Abby turned the sign so “Closed” faced the public.

      “Have a seat over there.” She pointed at a wooden rocker. “That chair’s pretty sturdy. Not that you’re a heavyweight. Geez, you’re a rail.”

      “I don’t know about that.” Abby was slender, but a rail? She didn’t see herself that way.

      “So, how’s the salon business going?” she asked before coming from behind the counter to join Abby.

      “Pretty well, all things considered. Three of us handle the customers. That’s enough right now because we’re taking off slowly, as word gets around. But I’m satisfied.”

      “That’s good to hear. The salon should do well with your location. Everyone passes by Beach Street. There’s a B&B on the next block, so visitors should find this salon convenient.”

      “I hope so. I know the owner of the B&B,” Abby said. “She’s the mother of the daughter running the B&B. Her mother is Rachel Barnes, and the daughter is Angie Forbes. Sweet girl.”

      “Speaking of sweet girls, how is Ivy doing?” Bobbi asked.

      “I think she’s doing really well, especially since she’s so green. They can’t teach everything in beauty school. And experience is necessary to gain confidence in interacting with customers. They aren’t all nice and polite,” Abby chuckled. “She needs experience to achieve the perfect cut. Or perm. Or color. There’s so much to learn.”

      Bobbi nodded. “I want her to succeed. She needs to get away from that woman she calls mother.”

      “Oh? That bad?”

      “Worse. She’s my sister-in-law, and we have never gotten along. Nasty woman. Cusses and drinks too much. Ivy needs to be on her own.” Bobbi fell silent before she added the clincher. “Or at least away from her mother. She beats up on Ivy, too.”

      Bobbi’s words rattled inside Abby like dice in a cup. She knew what it was like to live in fear of a slap or shove. Even a punch.

      “Maybe she’ll be able to move out now by having an income.”

      “Not if the mother gets her meat hooks on her paycheck.” Bobbi gave Abby a look that said there were still challenges ahead for the young woman. “I’m also concerned because she’s been so protected. She doesn’t know how to fend for herself. She’s scared to speak up. I’m not sure she even knows how to balance a checkbook or the proper way to write a check.”

      “I can work with her on those things.” Abby reached out a hand and placed it on Bobbi’s arm. “I’m fond of Ivy. I’ll watch out for her and try to guide her.”

      Immediately, Bobbi’s eyes moistened. “Thank you. I knew you were a good person. I could just tell.”

      Abby smiled. “It’s how I believe. I’m a Christian, so I try to help people when I can.”

      “Well, bless your heart.”
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      When Abby came around the corner of the building, she saw a woman sitting in the doorway of her salon. It was the same homeless woman she had seen a week ago, and no doubt the same person Sonia had seen sleeping in the doorway.

      “Oh, well, hello,” Abby said, looking down where the woman had made herself comfortable during the night. A large garbage bag beside her was partially open, and she had a blanket on top of her legs. Immediately, she jumped to her feet and began pushing things into the bag.

      “I-I’m sorry. I’ll move. Sorry,” she said as she bent to stuff articles away.

      “It’s okay,” Abby said gently. “I don’t mind if you sleep here during the night. Really, it’s okay.”

      Through dirty brown strands, she peered at Abby, not sure how to respond. A blue knit hat, despite the warm weather, topped her head. It had seen better days, the fabric appearing pilled and holey. Abby wanted to rip the dirty thing off her head.

      “My name is Abby. This is my business,” she said and waited for a reply.

      The woman looked warily at her before she spoke. “Rose.”

      “That’s such a pretty name.”

      “My mother’s name, too,” she answered with a shrug.

      “Well, Rose, if you’d ever like a haircut, I’d be happy to give you one. My treat.” Abby looked into her face, trying to read her thoughts. Then the thought occurred that she might have insulted the woman. “It’s not charity. I give free haircuts sometimes to people. It’s just something I do.” That wasn’t actually true. This would be the first since opening the salon.

      Rose nodded her head. “Okay.”

      “Any time you want one, come by,” she said encouragingly. For some reason, she wanted to help Rose. She couldn’t explain her feelings, just that the desire was there.

      “Okay.” Rose picked up her bag and swung around, bumping it into Sonia, who had just rounded the corner.

      “Watch where you’re going,” Sonia snarled, then shook herself. “Ick. Trashy.”

      Abby unlocked the door, holding it for Sonia. “You have something against homeless people?” she asked as the woman walked in.

      Sonia let out a stream of words in Spanish that Abby didn’t understand. “Dirty,” she understood.

      “I’m sure she cleans up nicely,” Abby said.

      “Don’t come near me, umm,” Sonia said, waving her hands. “No like.”

      “You don’t know her, so how can you like or dislike her?” Abby walked around the counter to open the register.

      “She homeless. Dir-ty.” Sonia emphasized the last syllable in the word.

      “She’s still a human being.”

      “Ick. No like.”

      Ivy walked in, slightly late. “Sorry I’m late,” she said with her head down. Her overly red hair fell into her face.

      “Not by much. No worry.”

      When Ivy slung her hair off her face, Abby immediately noticed a bruise near one eyebrow. “What happened to your face?”

      Ivy hung her head quickly. ”I-I, uh …”

      “Walk into door?” asked Sonia with a smirk.

      “Ivy, tell me what happened?” Abby crossed the room to Ivy’s station and stood in front of the girl, waiting.

      “Okay. My mother hit me.” She raised her head so her bruise could be clearly seen.

      “Why? Why did she hit you?”

      “She caught me coming home from my date. She got mad ‘cause I didn’t tell her about the date. Then she called me names. And hit me.”

      Abby didn’t know what to say, dropping her head until she spoke. “That’s not acceptable behavior. Your mother has to realize that you are an adult who’s almost twenty. But you also have to be honest with her and tell her about your dates.”

      “I did that once, and she beat me. I couldn’t go out because I had bruises all over. Couldn’t hide them, there were so many,” she said quietly, pulling the side of her hair to cover the current bruise.

      “Do you have more bruises now?

      “Yes.” Ivy turned around and lifted her shirt to reveal a series of bruises on her back.

      “Oh, Ivy. You have to get out of there.”

      “I don’t have anywhere to go.”

      “What about your Aunt Bobbi? Could she take you in?”

      “I don’t know. I never asked her.”

      “Go next door and talk to her. Show her all your bruises.”

      “Yes, ma’am.”

      Abby plopped into Ivy’s chair, letting out a long sigh.

      “Um. Not good,” Sonia said as she plugged in her blow dryer.

      “No, it’s not.”

      A half hour later, Ivy returned.

      “Come back here with me,” Abby said as she walked through the salon towards the employee area behind the pedi room. Once there, where no one else could hear them, Abby asked what Bobbi had said.

      “She called my mother and yelled at her. They had a big fight,” Ivy replied, sitting in one of the chairs by the table.

      “So, what happened then?”

      “Aunt Bobbi hung up on her. I could hear Mama yelling over the phone … until she was cut off. Now, I’m afraid to go home ‘cause she’s going to be really mad at me. She’s going to be waiting by the door with something to hit me with.”

      “Oh, brother. This is bad,” Abby frowned. “You can’t go there by yourself.”

      “I know. I think Aunt Bobbi will go with me so I can get some things.”

      “Doesn’t your mother work two jobs?”

      “Yes.”

      “Then go when she’s not home.”

      “That would be eleven o’clock at night. I don’t know if Aunt Bobbi will go with me at that time.”

      “Ask her.”

      “Okay.”

      By the end of the day, Ivy had worked out an arrangement with her aunt to get all her clothes—and whatever personal items she could collect—out of the house while her mother was at work. Then, she was to stay with Bobbi until other arrangements could be made for housing.

      Abby was relieved that Ivy would spend the night in safety. It broke her heart to know this sweet girl was being abused by her mother, of all people. But tonight, she would be safe from swinging fists and angry words. Thank you, God.

      After Abby closed the salon, Ivy walked next door to go home with her aunt.
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        * * *

      

      The next morning, Abby was eager to hear what happened with Ivy and Bobbi. Ivy had hardly walked in the door before Abby pummeled her with questions.

      “We waited until Mama had gone to work, then drove over to get my things. She’d left a nasty note for me, asking where I was and why I missed dinner. She said we’d have a talk when she got home.” Ivy slung her backpack on the chair at her station. “That meant I was in for another beating.”

      Sonia muttered something in Spanish as she stood at her station, listening.

      “But she didn’t come home before you left?”

      “No, we got out of there without seeing her.”

      “Did you leave her a note, telling her where you are?”

      “Aunt Bobbi left a note saying I was with her and not to worry. Also, said Mama wasn’t to come by her house or she’d call the cops.” Sad, Ivy sat in her chair after tossing the backpack on the floor. “I don’t think she’ll come by.”

      “All of that sounds good. I’m sorry it has come to this, but it was necessary.”

      “Yeah, I guess so.”

      Abby reached out and hugged Ivy. “It will be okay. No worries.”

      Sonia came over and hugged Ivy, too. The threesome, with their arms wrapped around one another, let out a group sigh, and then began their day.
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      “Hey,” called Latisha. “Come on in here.”

      Abby turned toward Cat’s Meow and passed in front of the owner as she entered. “Hi,” she said with a big smile.

      “So, how’s the kitten? I thought you’d come over and give details.” Latisha walked back to a chair.

      “I’m sorry. I’ve been so busy. But to answer your question, she’s just wonderful. Her name is Seely, and she’s full of energy and sharp claws.” Abby sat in the other chair across from Latisha. “She is such a delight to have around. I’m so glad you pushed her on me.”

      “Pushed? Humph. Didn’t take much for you to grab that kitten and run, as I remember.”

      Abby laughed. “Maybe so.”

      “It sounds like she’s getting used to her new home. I knew you would love having her.”

      “I certainly do. After a full day at the salon, it’s nice to have some company that doesn’t require a lot of talking. Although I do carry on a conversation with Seely. And she talks back.”

      Latisha laughed.

      “Do you know a homeless woman hanging around here? Her name is Rose, in her forties, I would guess, brown hair. Carries a large trash bag?” she asked, changing the subject.

      “I’ve seen her. Caught her sleeping at my door a month ago.”

      “Me, too. But I told her I didn’t mind.”

      “Hmm, not good for business.”

      “Well, not during business hours. But during the night, I don’t care.”

      Latisha eyed her. “I don’t encourage that sort. They steal, trash the area. I don’t need that attitude.”

      “No one does, but we can help, don’t you think?”

      “Help? What are ya gonna do? Give them a place to live? Hand over money? Cook them dinner?”

      Abby bowed her head, then looked at Latisha. “I believe in helping people in need.”

      “They don’t want your help.”

      “Not everyone out there wants to live on the street.”

      “Maybe.”

      “I think there’s hope for Rose. I want to help her.”

      Latisha shook her head. “You’re choice. Don’t involve me.”

      Abby stared in disbelief at the woman. Latisha stood. “Well, I have to get supplies out.”

      “Okay. I need to get to the salon. Bye.”

      Abby walked out of Cat’s Meow, feeling like she’d been dismissed.

      It was a slow day. Not many appointments for Sonia or Abby, and few walk-ins for Ivy. As they sat around in their chairs, the ladies heard a soft knock at the door and looked at the door, seeing through the glass that it was Rose standing on the other side.

      Abby walked to the door and opened it. “Hi, Rose. You didn’t have to knock. Come in.” Abby could almost feel Sonia cringe behind her.

      Rose lowered her head and spoke softly. “Could you wash my hair? Please?”

      “Of course, Rose.” Abby led the woman to the shampoo bowls, noticing she was not wearing the knit hat. “Put your bag on the floor. Now, sit back and relax.”

      Abby gathered the brown hair into her hands and fanned it into the bowl. It was thin at the ends, she noticed, and smelled dirty, yet not as dirty as she had anticipated. She lathered Rose’s head twice to get it clean, then used conditioner to smooth out her hair. While she worked, Abby was surprised to see there were few lines on the woman’s face. Living outside had not caused her to age prematurely. Yet.

      “Okay, Rose, come this way to my chair,” she said after wrapping the woman’s head in a towel.

      Rose picked up her bag and deposited it by the chair.

      Standing behind Rose, Abby combed the hair straight down, then handled her hair to determine what to do with it. “Rose, do you have any preference?”

      “Not really. I’m just happy to get clean hair,” she said, looking at herself in the mirror. “Sheesh, I’m a wreck to look at.” Rose wore jeans and a tee, which seemed to be what the homeless wore, from Abby’s observations. There were some spots on both, but Rose didn’t have body odor.

      “Do you want me to cut it a lot or just get the dead ends off?” Abby had ideas how to style her hair, but maybe Rose had some, too.

      “What do you think?”

      “I think we should cut it to here,” Abby said, aligning her hands beside Rose’s chin. “That would be easy for you to care for. A sleek bob.”

      “Okay.”

      Abby gathered portions of hair into clips, then scissored away any length below the chin. As she unclipped sections and applied the scissors to the next layer, Rose was able to get an idea of what the end result would look like.

      Sonia stayed across the room, watching. Ivy stood nearby watching intently as Abby worked her magic. She did a final detailing of Rose’s ends, then blew the hair dry, facing the woman away from the mirror. When she finished, Abby spun Rose around to view herself.

      Rose’s mouth fell open. “That’s me?”

      “That’s you, kiddo.” Her hair shined and moved softly as she turned different ways. The cut flattered her face shape perfectly.

      “It’s been a while since I looked even close to this. And then, I didn’t look this good.” The woman stood and turned around to face Abby. “Thank you so much. I would hug you, but I’m not clean.”

      Abby reached out and hugged Rose close enough to smell the hair products. “I think you look great. I’m glad I could do this for you.”

      “Thank you.” She looked at Ivy and Sonia. Ivy was beaming at her, and Sonia looked stupefied. “She does good work, huh?” They nodded. “I can’t pay you,” she said, looking at Abby.

      “I don’t want any pay. This is my gift to you.”

      Rose reached for the bag and smiled as she moved to leave. “Bye.”

      “Goodbye, Rose,” they all said.

      Abby could feel her heart swell. She felt so blessed to be able to serve someone in need. Maybe giving Rose a new look would encourage her to help herself. How that could occur, she did not know.

      Hillary marched into the salon, breaking into her thoughts. “Hey, how ya doing?”

      “Terrific.”

      “I’d like to invite you to a gathering after work,” she said, fluffing out her hair with both hands. “Some of us meet down at the deli every so often to yak and talk about our businesses. You know all the girls, I’m sure.”

      “That sounds nice. Thanks for inviting me.”

      “Just come any time after you leave here.”

      “Will do.”
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        * * *

      

      A couple hours later, Abby locked up and walked to the deli. She noticed busses roaring by, emitting ugly gas fumes. The pigeons she encountered on the sidewalk appeared oblivious to the stench, each pecking around for food. One of the yachts sounded its horn, adding to the noise of the late day traffic. The sun was drawing down as she walked into the deli and spotted Latisha, Hillary and Bobbi sitting at a round table in the corner. Everyone greeted her enthusiastically as she took a chair.

      “Welcome,” Hillary said, “to the Chat.”

      “Thanks.” Looking at Bobbi, a thought occurred to her. “Where is Ivy?”

      “Her mother picked her up on the corner. Ivy wanted to visit her, so I thought enough time had passed that she would be safe.” Bobbi stirred her iced tea with a straw as she talked.

      “Yes, it’s been a couple weeks. She should be over her anger by now.”

      “Bobbi told me about Ivy getting beaten. Pathetic example of a mother,” Hillary said with a shake of her head.

      “When I grew up, my mother took a switch to all of us kids, but never laid hands on us,” Latisha said. “Umph, sorry woman, beating her kid like that.”

      “Hopefully, that is over. Now, I have to find her a more permanent residence.” Bobbi sighed. “So far, no luck.”

      “What about girlfriends? She could have a roommate,” Abby suggested.

      “She doesn’t have any real friends. Ivy was so sheltered, she really doesn’t know anyone to room with,” Bobbi said. “I don’t particularly want her living with me and my husband forever. A little while, till she gets on her feet, that’s fine, but not for years.”

      “We’ll have to keep an eye out for a roommate for Ivy.” Hillary waved her hand in the air at the server. “I’m going to order something. I’m starved.”

      “Me, too,” Latisha said.

      “I have to feed a husband, so I’ll pass,” Bobbi said.

      “I have to feed a kitten soon, so I’ll pass, too,” Abby grinned.

      “I heard you did the homeless woman’s hair,” Hillary said.

      “Yes. I wanted to help her. I figured looking better might give her some inspiration to get off the street.”

      “Humph,” Latisha muttered. “I’ll believe it when I see it.”

      “If she gets a job interview, I’ll donate some clothes,” Hillary offered. “It’s the least I can do.”

      “Thanks, Hillary, I’ll take you up on that,” Abby said. “Now, if I can get her interested in working …”

      “Ha!” Latisha snorted.

      Abby gave Latisha a look that said, what’s your problem? “Maybe all she needs is a helping hand?”

      “All you can do is try, right?” Hillary smiled. “I like your style.”

      “Thanks.”

      Latisha said nothing and looked away.

      A good looking man dressed in a navy-colored police uniform walked in the door. He was tall with wide shoulders and a sizable chest. White teeth shone against his tanned face when he smiled.

      “Ladies, nice to see you,” he said, nodding at them as he walked by. His blue eyes danced below heavy dark brows when his glance fell on Abby.

      She looked up at him, wearing a deer-caught-in-the-headlights expression.

      “Who is that?” she asked her companions as the man stood at the counter to order.

      Hillary was first to educate her. “That is Jack Pardon. He’s a sergeant in the Daytona Police force. Nice guy. Comes in here frequently. Checks on us when he’s on duty. I think he likes to make sure we ladies are safe.”

      “He’s quite handsome. I always like a man with dark hair and blue eyes,” Abby said, feeling mesmerized.

      “Ump, look, she’s smitten,” said Latisha.

      Abby’s cheeks reddened. “Don’t be silly. I’m just admiring the territory.”

      “He’s worth admiring,” Bobbi stated. “But I’m married.”

      “And you aren’t,” said Hillary to Abby. “Want me to introduce you?”

      “I, well … it s-seems⁠—”

      “Hey, Jack!” Hillary called as he walked by. He turned toward her. “This is Abby Bugsly. She just opened the salon a few doors down.”

      “Hi,” Abby said weakly.

      “Oh, I wondered who had opened up there,” he smiled. “I’ve been meaning to stop in. I like to know who’s in my neighborhood. Do I need a haircut?”

      She chuckled. “That’s a matter of opinion, depending how you like your length.”

      “Shorter than this,” he said, motioning his head. “I’ll stop in next week to get acquainted and get that haircut.”

      “Okay. I’ll look for you.” Abby gave him a bright smile.

      “Bye, ladies.” The handsome cop walked out the door as casually as he had come in.

      “Um-um,” Latisha grunted. “I see sparks flying.”

      “Don’t be silly,” Abby said with a wave of her hand.

      “No silliness over here. You the silly one,” Latisha said.

      “Go for it. I have it on good authority he’s not dating anyone,” Bobbi told them.

      “I have a boyfriend, or sort of,” Hillary said, accepting the plate from the server. “Jack’s all yours.”

      Hillary was the only one Abby thought could be competition, but if she was interested in someone else … Besides, it was time. She’d been divorced over a year and was feeling like she might enjoy some male companionship. Perhaps more than that.

      “We’ll see,” was all she said.
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      As promised, Jack walked into the salon two days later. He didn’t act awkward as some men do when surrounded by femininity and women. He wasn’t in uniform. Dressed in jeans and a tee clinging to his chest, he looked every bit as yummy as he had at the deli.

      “Hi, Jack.” Abby glanced away from the woman’s hair she was back-combing.

      “Abby. Is today okay?” Jack asked.

      “Sure. I’m almost done here. Just have a seat.” She nodded at the chairs.

      The man walked over to the seating and folded his body into the chair. Abby sprayed the woman’s hair and removed the cape protecting her clothing. After she finished cashing out the client, she beckoned to Jack to come to her chair.

      After he sat, Abby lowered the chair so she could reach the top of his head. “How do you like your hair done?”

      “Real short on the sides, a little longer on top.”

      “You have nice curls on top. I hope you want to preserve them.”

      “You like the curls?” he asked, looking at her in the mirror.

      “Well, it’s not what I like. But the curls are very becoming to your face.” She could see her cheeks reddening as she spoke.

      “If you like them, then don’t shave them off.”

      Abby laughed. “I wasn’t planning to shave them. Just trim the curls.”

      “Then do it. If you think it looks good.”

      Well, he certainly seems interested in my preference.

      After a shampoo, which made her nervous due to the close contact, she dried his hair with a towel. They returned to the chair. Abby pulled out her scissors and began shaping the man’s curls to her satisfaction. She noticed he watched her as she snipped his locks. The thought of Samson and Delilah flashed through her mind.

      “The shop is nice,” he said. “You did good decorating.”

      “I didn’t really do much. When was the last time you were in?”

      “Never. This wasn’t my patch until six months ago.”

      “Oh.”

      She shaved the back and sides of his head, realizing that all eyes were focused in her direction. Ivy practically had her tongue hanging out. Sonia frequently slid her eyes across the room. And that was just the employees. The clients were outright staring.

      Sliding product between her hands, Abby demonstrated how to use it on Jack’s hair. “See, just pull at places, work it in here and there. It’s easy to do.”

      “Uh huh. I’ll come in for you to do it.” He grinned at her.

      Abby laughed and shook her head. “You’re all done,” she said, wiping her hands on a towel. “You look good.”

      “Yeah, I agree. My hair, that is. Not the rest of me.”

      Abby held back a comment. Modest, too.

      They walked to the register.

      “How often should I come in?”

      “Three weeks to keep it close to this. Four, if you aren’t particular.”

      “Make an appointment for three weeks,” he said, reaching in his back pocket for the wallet.

      “Okay, what time?”

      “Same?”

      “It’s open. I’ll give you a card.” She wrote the time and date on a business card.

      He placed money on the counter to pay.

      “Oh, no, this one’s on me.”

      His blue eyes looked intently at her. “No, I have to pay.”

      “No, you don’t. My treat for the work you do. You are appreciated.”

      “Oh.” His eyes looked at her again, boring through. “In that case, I’m taking you to dinner for the hard work you do.”

      Abby was shocked by his response. “I’m not on the front line, facing down criminals.”

      He smiled. “Thank goodness for that. We need you here.”

      “Dinner?”

      “Yes. How about Friday after you close? I have to make sure a pretty lady like you doesn’t go hungry.”

      “That would be fine.”

      “See ya then,” he said and turned to the door as he replaced his wallet.

      Once he was gone, Abby turned around to see everyone staring at her. They began to applaud and call out with big smiles on their faces.
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        * * *

      

      With a cup of coffee in hand, Abby arrived at the door to her business to find Rose lounging across the entrance on a blanket. Her face looked surprised to see her. “You said it was okay.”

      “Yes, I did. and it is. But you need to gather your stuff and move now, kiddo.” She looked at her disheveled appearance, thinking, “This person will never be employable.” Rose’s new haircut clung to her head and was churned around. “I have customers coming shortly.”

      “Got it. I’m moving.” Rose quickly gathered her belongings and shoved them into the trash bag.

      Abby started to say, “Your hair⁠—”

      “Yeah. Haven’t washed it,” she interjected.

      “Oh. Don’t you have somewhere to shower?”

      “Yeah, when I go to the shelter. But I don’t like it there.”

      “I see.”

      “Here comes the sweetheart,” Rose said, looking past Abby, obviously being sarcastic.

      Abby turned to see Sonia approaching. She marched to the door and stood waiting for it to be unlocked without saying a word of greeting.

      “Good morning, Sonia,” Abby said.

      “Si, good morning.” The woman refused to look at Rose, although she was less than two feet away.

      Rose gave her the fish eye, and walked away from them.

      As both women walked into the salon, Abby shook her head. Some people weren’t tolerant of those less fortunate. Being Hispanic, one would think Sonia would have a better appreciation. She wasn’t born here and had experienced difficulty in becoming a functioning citizen. Sonia had studied to gain the rights she now had through citizenship.

      The doorbell jingled when Ivy came in. The two women automatically looked toward the door but were shocked to see her appearance. Ivy was sporting a black eye. Sonia muttered Spanish words.

      “Ivy!” Abby ran over to her. “What happened?”

      She pointed at her eye and saying “Mama”, kept walking to her station.

      Abby ran behind her, frantic.

      “Stop! Tell me what happened.”

      Ivy sat in her chair and calmly relayed the story.

      “Everything was fine on the ride home. Mama acted nice. She talked nice. It was all good.” Ivy shrugged. “Then when we were home, she kept badgering me for money. ‘You owe me rent. I can’t support myself without you. You need to come back home to clean the house and make dinner for me. I can’t do it all by myself.’ Stuff like that.”

      “Then what?” asked Sonia.

      “Well, after a few hours of her nagging, I told her I wasn’t coming back, that I was looking for a roommate and an apartment. I said she needed to get a roommate if she needed help with expenses. That’s when she slugged me.” Ivy looked down at her lap, probably embarrassed.

      “We need to put ice on your eye,” Abby said.

      “I did all that. This is the end result,” she said, pointing to her eye. “I’ll have to live with it.”

      Abby looked at Sonia for support.

      “Ay, chihuahua. Ouch.” And then she shrugged. “You have sunglasses?”

      “Of course. It’s Florida.”

      “Then wear them,” Abby advised. “It’s the best we can do till the color fades. No amount of coverup will camouflage that.”

      Ivy nodded in agreement and searched through her purse for sunglasses.

      “Do you have appointments today?”

      “Yup.” She plunked the sunglasses over her eyes. “Of course, I do. I have a black eye, so I have appointments … so everyone can see my black eye.”

      Abby walked away, mumbling to herself. Then she turned around to face Ivy. “You’ll have to explain. We have to come up with something better than you ran into a door.”

      “Mama took a poke at me.” Sonia stated the obvious. “You’ll get sympathy. Bigger tips.”

      Abby looked at Sonia and shook her head. “No, she can’t say that. How about you fell over the dog and landed on the edge of a table?”

      “Aunt Bobbi doesn’t have a dog.”

      “No one knows that. Just pretend she has a black dog and you tripped over it during the night. Bingo, black eye.”

      Ivy stared at her through the dark glasses before speaking. “Okay. That works as well as anything, I guess.”

      Sonia left the conversation, again muttering in Spanish.

      The rest of the day was spent explaining how Ivy hurt herself by falling over the dog. Whether the customers believed the story or not, supporting evidence bloomed colorfully on her upper arm and lower. Two giant bruises formed as the day went on to give authentication to her story.

      By the time Abby left that day, she was relieved to have a quiet evening with Seely.
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PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.
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